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意切情深信达雅——序《英诗经典名家名译》

译者序

One's-Self I Sing

我歌唱“自己”

I Hear America Singing

我听见美利坚在歌唱

Poets to Come

未来的诗人

Song of Myself (Excerpt)

我自己的歌（节选）

From Inscriptions

以上选自《铭文》

I Sing the Body Electric

我歌唱那带电的肉体

Out of the Rolling Ocean the Crowd

从滚滚的人海中

We Two, How Long We Were Fool'd

我俩，我们被愚弄了这么久

Once I Pass'd through a Populous City

一次，我经过一个人烟稠密的城市

I Heard You Solemn-Sweet Pipes of the Organ

我听见了你，庄严甜蜜的管风琴

Facing West from California's Shores

从加利福尼亚海岸朝西看

From Children of Adam

以上选自《亚当的子孙》

In Paths Untrodden

在人迹罕到的小路上

These I Singing in Spring

我在春天唱着这些歌

When I Heard at the Close of the Day

在一天将结束时我听说

Are You the New Person Drawn toward Me?

你就是那被我吸引的新来的人吗？

Trickle Drops

缓缓渗出的点滴

I Saw in Louisiana a Live-Oak Growing

在路易斯安那我看见一株四季常青的橡树在成长着

To a Stranger

给一个陌生人

Crossing Brooklyn Ferry

一路摆过布鲁克林渡口

Youth, Day, Old Age and Night

青年，白天，老年和夜

From Calamus

以上选自《芦笛》

Pioneers! O Pioneers!

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！

To You

给你

France The 18th Year of These States

法兰西（合众国的第十八个年头）

From Birds of Passage

以上选自《候鸟》

Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking

来自不停摆动着的摇篮那里

Tears

泪水

To the Man-of-War-Bird

致军舰鸟

On the Beach at Night

黑夜，在海滩上

From Sea-Drift

以上选自《海流》

Europe The 72d and 73d Years of These States

欧罗巴（合众国的第七十二年和第七十三年）

I Sit and Look Out

我坐而眺望

The Dalliance of the Eagles

鹰的嬉戏

From By the Roadside

以上选自《在路边》

Beat! Beat! Drums!

敲吧！敲吧！鼓啊！

Come Up from the Fields Father

从地里上来吧，父亲

Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night

一天晚上，我在战场上站了一班奇异的岗

A Sight in Camp in the Daybreak Gray and Dim

在黎明的灰暗光照下扎营地所见

Dirge for Two Veterans

两个老兵的哀歌

Ethiopia Saluting the Colors

埃塞俄比亚在向军旗敬礼

From Drum-Taps

以上选自《鼓声哒哒》

When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd

最近紫丁香在前院开放的时候

O Captain! My Captain!

啊，船长！我的船长！

From Memories of President Lincoln

以上选自《纪念林肯总统》

There Was a Child Went Forth

有那么一个孩子出得门来

The City Dead-House

城里的停尸所

Sparkles from the Wheel

转轮发出的火花

My Picture-Gallery

我的画廊

From Autumn Rivulets

以上选自《秋天的溪流》

Whispers of Heavenly Death

神圣的死亡的低语

Of Him I Love Day and Night

我日夜爱着的他

A Noiseless Patient Spider

一只沉默而坚韧的蜘蛛

From Whispers of Heavenly Death

以上选自《神圣的死亡的低语》

To a Locomotive in Winter

致冬天的一个火车头

Mannahatta

曼纳哈塔

A Clear Midnight

一个万里无云的午夜

From From Noon to Starry Night

以上选自《从正午到星光灿烂的夜晚》

The First Dandelion

第一朵蒲公英

The Voice of the Rain

雨的声音

From First Annex: Sands at Seventy

以上选自《补编一：七十生涯》

To the Sun-Set Breeze

致日落时的微风

Good-Bye My Fancy!

再见吧，我的想象力！

From Second Annex: Good-Bye My Fancy

以上选自《补编二：再见吧，我的想象力》





惠特曼（1819-1892），美国诗人。惠特曼的诗歌含蓄却有十分丰富的音乐性，“往往通篇像演说辞、意大利歌剧和汹涌的大海”。他的《草叶集》是19世纪中期美国时代精神的真实写照，标志着美国浪漫主义的高峰。




赵萝蕤（1912-1998），翻译家、学者。主要译著有《荒原》、《哈依瓦撒之歌》、《黛茜·密勒》。与杨周翰等主编《欧洲文学史》。


意切情深信达雅

——序《英诗经典名家名译》

上小学前，爷爷就教导我要爱劳动，爱念诗。“劳动”是让我拾粪、浇菜、割驴草……“诗”是学念他一生中读过的唯一“诗集”《三字经》中的“人之初，性本善”等。我还算听话，常下地帮着干零活，偶尔也念诗。上中学后喜出望外地得知，最早的诗歌便是俺乡下人干重活时有意无意发出的“哎哟、哎哟”之类的号子声。老师说，这是鲁迅先生发现的。后来糊里糊涂考进北大，便懵懵懂懂向冯至、李赋宁、闻家驷等老师学习一些欧洲国家的诗歌。

大约十二天前，我正准备出访东欧和中亚时，北大、北外、党校三重校友兼教育部副部长郝平指示我为外语教学与研究出版社即将付印的《英诗经典名家名译》写篇序言。基于上述背景，我竟不自量力，欣欣然应允，飞机起飞不久就边拜读边写体会了。

一看目录，我在万米高空立即激动不已。译者全是令我肃然起敬又感到亲切的名字。

冰心是我初中时代的“作家奶奶”，我工作后曾专门找借口去拜访她在福建的故居。袁可嘉半个世纪前应邀从南大到北大讲英国文学史，我是自己搬着凳子硬挤进去旁听的幸运学生之一。王佐良先生是我读研究生时教授英国诗歌的。同学们爱听他的课，他大段引用原文从不看讲稿，我们常觉得他的汉语译文会比原文更精彩……穆旦、屠岸、江枫、杨德豫等我未曾有幸当面请教，从他们的作品中却受益良多，感激恨晚。

前辈翻译家们追求“信、达、雅”。落实这“三字经”却并非易事。

第一，在丰富多彩、良莠不齐的英文诗林中，译者要有足够高的先进理念和真知灼见去发现和选择思想水平高的作品。国产千里马尚需伯乐去认同，意识形态领域里的诗就更需要了。看诗的高下、文野，境界和情感永远是最重要的因素。我国《诗经》历久不衰，首先因为里面有“硕鼠，硕鼠，无食我黍！”这样政治上合民心的诗句，有“关关雎鸠，在河之洲……”这样传递真情的佳句。这套诗集选了许多跨世纪思想性极强的好诗。如雪莱《普罗米修斯的解放》中的警句：“国王、教士与政客们摧毁了人类之花，当它还只是柔嫩的蓓蕾……”今天读起来仍发人深省。如莎士比亚在其第107号十四行诗中将和平与橄榄树的葱郁有机相连，上承两千多年前中国先哲“和为贵”的真谛，下接联合国大会此时此刻的紧急议题。这样的诗自然有人爱，有人信。

第二，诗源于生活。诗作者和译者都最好与百姓血肉相连。马克思曾与诗友调侃：诗人也得吃饭，别奢望写诗写饿了上帝会把盛着面包的篮子从天堂递下来。这套诗选中有许多生活气息浓醇、情意真切的诗。如出身佃农的彭斯在18世纪法国大革命后写的政治讽刺诗：“我赞美主的威力无边！主将千万人丢在黑暗的深渊……”，“……阔人们日子过得真舒泰，穷人们活得比鬼还要坏！”，“……有的书从头到尾都是谎言，有的大谎还没有见于笔端。”写实和预言都相当准确。

第三，译文要忠实于原作，自身又要通畅、简洁、优美。这套诗集中，英文原作都是名符其实的经典。读诗最好读原文，但世界上大约有三千种语言，一个人会用来读诗的语言肯定少得可怜。为开阔视野、加强交流、增进友谊，读外国诗大多还得靠翻译。这套诗选中的译者都治学严谨，都酷爱祖国和外国优秀文化，译文是他们辛勤劳动的杰出成果。他们把拜伦的奔放、纪伯伦的靓丽、济慈的端庄、布莱克的纯真、华兹华斯的素净、叶芝的淡定、狄金森和弗罗斯特的质朴译得惟妙惟肖。读这样的译作，哲学上可受启迪，美学上可得滋润。这有益于读者的身心健康，能满足青年学生的好奇心和求知欲，也能为有关专家的进一步研讨提供方便。

不妨说，这套诗集中外皆宜，老少咸宜，会书中两种语文或其中一种的人皆宜。




李肇星







2011年9月14日至25日自乌兰巴托（意为“红色勇士”）上空经莫斯科、明斯克（“交易地”）、塔什干（“石头城”）飞阿拉木图（“苹果城”）途中。


译者序




美国诗人沃尔特·惠特曼于1819年5月31日出生于长岛亨廷顿附近的西山村。他年幼时只在布鲁克林上过五年学，十一岁就当了律师事务所的勤杂工，后来又在几家排字车间学排字。在1836年夏至1841年春之间的至少三年里，他在长岛各地当乡村教师，更换过将近十二所学校。不久他开始发表一些感伤主义的“墓园式”的短篇小说和少量诗歌，并于1836年办了一个周刊《长岛人》。此后他短期编辑过纽约的《曙光》和布鲁克林的《黄昏闲话》，直至二十七岁当上了布鲁克林《每日之鹰》的编辑。估计于1842至1848年间他至少曾为十一家纽约和布鲁克林的报刊投稿或工作。1840年他参加了支持范布伦竞选总统的活动，并且获得了胜利。马丁·范布伦是激进的民主派，杰克逊的继承人。之后他仍热衷于政治，曾不止一次因和报刊老板意见不合而辞职。他的政治观点在当时是激进的，他信仰“自由土地”，反对蓄奴制。所谓“自由土地”是指允许老百姓去西部开荒而不允许新开辟的土地沦为蓄奴州。他同样主张“自由贸易”，用他自己的话来说：“我支持任何摧垮民族与民族之间壁垒的措施：我要求各国都大开门户。”（1888年5月）①又说：“为什么主张自由贸易？……是为了团结：自由贸易促进团结。”（1888年12月）这个立场和杰斐逊与杰克逊的民主主义没有两样，只是在惠特曼身上多一点人道主义和国际主义的味道（关于国际主义，作者在诗作和评论中还提出过许多激进的观点）。他为什么强烈要求民主？可以用他自己的两句话来概括。他说：“美国的光荣是由于她有四千万高明的普通人，他们是一些前所未有的最聪明、最伶俐、最健康、最有道德的人。”（1889年12月）参照他别的言论来说明，就是他认为这个时代这个国家的一个正在上升的阶层，就是广大的普通人，或称平常人（average persons），包括机械工、马车夫、船夫、渔民、海员、男女工人等等。他又说：“我要求人民……即那些成群的群众，人民的全体；男人、女人、小孩；我要求他们占有属于他们的一切；不只是一部分，大部分，而是全部；我支持一切能够使人民获得适当机会的任何措施——让他们过更加充实的生活……我要求人民享受应得的权利。”（1889年1月）这是他晚年说的话，适足以说明诗人的这种热情与信念始终不渝，老而弥坚。

1848年是惠特曼一生中关键的一年。他受聘去南方名城新奥尔良当报刊《新月》的编辑。

他带着他的十四岁的弟弟杰夫经中部往南；但没有住上三四个月便辞职回到了纽约。这一旅行在惠特曼一生中是少有的，他很少长途旅行；但更加重要的是1845—1848年之间，尤其是1848年，惠特曼已在盘算是否认真当一个作家。他已发表过许多短篇小说和少量诗歌（多用传统格律）。小说中包括劝人戒酒的《富兰克林·埃文斯》（1842），据说曾畅销二万册。读书是他职业的需要：他在当《每日之鹰》编辑的时候曾写过四百二十五篇书评，其中关于小说的一百篇，历史的二十二篇，传记的十四篇，宗教的四十五篇，诗歌的二十二篇，等等。然而上述这些作品和1855年出版的《草叶集》相比，几乎没有什么共同点。据西方学者考证，1845—1848年间他已在笔记中记下了一些将成为《草叶集》内容的材料。但他还没有完全放弃编辑工作。1851年他还曾经营过一家小小的印刷店，并且兼营兴建房屋的生意。但是他已减少了政治活动，更多地转向了音乐、文学、绘画、雕塑等。十五年来（从30年代中开始），他欣赏了所有前来纽约演出的著名意大利歌剧演员，包括男高音贝蒂尼和伟大的女低音玛丽埃塔·阿尔波尼。惠特曼晚年曾说：没有意大利歌剧就没有《草叶集》，可见影响之深。然而在文学艺术领域，至少在一段时间内，他还只是个学徒。在此前所写的东西只是一个当新闻记者和报刊编辑的份内工作，算不得真正的文学。什么是文学？应致力于哪些内容，采取什么形式？这应该是他开始认真考虑的问题了。

考虑的结果是具有伟大划时代意义的1855年版的《草叶集》：其中包括一篇综述了作者崭新的文艺观点的长序和十二篇在美国文学史上具有开创性意义的伟大诗篇。这两项成就说明作家的创作思想已经发生了质的飞跃。以序文为例，有些观点作家可能早就有了，不过在这里说得有声有色。几乎所有的观点都是离经叛道，闻所未闻的。例如，在十九世纪中叶，绝大多数美国人和几乎所有的外国人都认为美国是毫无文化可言的，美国生活庸俗不堪，需要虔诚地向欧洲学习。但是作者却开宗明义地说：“在世界上无论什么时候，美国人的诗歌意识可能是最饱满的，合众国本身，基本就是一首最伟大的诗。”又说，“合众国的天才的最佳表达者是普通人……总统向他们脱帽而不是他们向他——这些就是不押韵的诗。”“一个诗人必须和一个民族相称……他的精神应和他国家的精神相呼应……他是她地理、生态、江河与湖泊的化身。”“国家的仲裁将不是她的总统而是她的诗人。”“他是先知先觉者……他有个性……他本人就是完整的……别人也和他一样完善，只是他能看见而他们却不能”；“人们希望他指出现实和他们灵魂之间的道路。”诗人也提出了政治自由的要求。他认为一个伟大的诗人所应有的态度是：“鼓舞奴隶，恫吓暴君”；他的最大考验是“当前”，并从此而引申到漫长的未来。关于诗的格律，他说：“完美的诗歌形式应容许韵律自由成长，应准确而舒松地结出像丛丛丁香或玫瑰那样的花蕾，形状像板栗、柑桔、瓜果和生梨一样紧凑，散发着形式的难以捉摸的芳香。”这篇洋洋洒洒的八页长序（按照初版的对开本，双栏编排）约一万字，充满了激情，充满了新思想和强大生命力，揭开了新时代诗歌艺术、特别是美国诗歌的崭新一章。

《草叶集》初版的十二首诗充分体现了长序的精神：第一首就是居全集中心位置的长诗《我自己的歌》②，所有十二首在初版中都合刊在一起，没有分篇也没有题目。按照《草叶集》最后定稿加的题目初版还包括《职业之歌》、《睡觉的人们》、《我歌唱那带电的肉体》、《回答问题者之歌》、《欧罗巴（合众国的第七十二年和第七十三年）》、《一首波士顿民谣》、《有那么一个孩子出得门来》，等。这些诗歌的次第按照作者后来的编排意图作了极大的改动，篇名也更动多次，直到1881年才最后定下来。值得注意的是十二首中绝大多数都各有特色，题材与体例多样，内容非常丰富。惠特曼诗作中有不少题目叫做“歌”（Song）。《我自己的歌》是以一个有个性的普通人为主题的史诗式长诗。《职业之歌》歌颂了工厂、农田和矿山等各种神圣的普通职业，但并非歌体作品中最佳代表（作者后来写了多首类似的“歌”，杰出的如《大路歌》、《阔斧歌》、《展览会之歌》等）。《睡觉的人们》最后被列在组诗《神圣的死亡的低语》前面。它描写人们在朦胧睡乡时的潜意识活动，后来受到许多评论家的高度赞赏。《我歌唱那带电的肉体》最后被安排在《亚当的子孙》中。诗人认为人体美是不会蒙受腐蚀的，只有物质的肉体才是灵魂的基础和根本：有了肉体的意识才能使灵魂的感受力和辨别力更加敏锐。他还说，诗人最感兴趣的不是人的局部而是整体，就像欣赏交响乐一样。《欧罗巴》写1848年席卷西欧的革命浪潮，虽然遇到挫折，仍然生机勃勃。诗中的名句是：“自由，让别人对你失望吧——我决不对你失望。”《一首波士顿民谣》写一个逃跑的黑奴被一万名左右士兵戒备森严地押解着“物归原主”，这是惠特曼生平唯一的一首政治讽刺诗。《有那么一个孩子出得门来》是一首十分动人的佳作，反映了作者在早年笔记中记下的一条原则：“人们只有对他自己能够与之合而为一的东西才深感兴趣。”他写道，诗人“必须自己也像水星那样在空间旋转并疾驶——他必须像一朵云彩那样飞跑，他必须像太阳那样照耀——他必须像地球那样星球般地在空中保持平衡——他必须像蚂蚁那样爬行……他会像槐花那样在空气中喷香地成长——他会像天上的雷声那样爆炸——他会像猫一样扑向它的猎物——他会像鲸鱼那样使水花四溅……”。在这首诗里自然现象在孩子身上发生了深刻影响，孩子的意识完全和自然界等同起来。大自然和外界事物成了孩子的一部分。实际上诗人不但和自然合而为一，也和人及人群合而为一（见《我自己的歌》、《一路摆过布鲁克林渡口》）。

初版的《草叶集》于1855年7月上旬出现于书肆。诗人送了一些给当时美国文坛的名流。7月21日爱默生给作者写了一封言词恳切的致敬信：“这是美国至今所能提供的一部结合了才识与智慧的极不寻常的作品……我因它而感到十分欢欣鼓舞……我从中找到了无与伦比的内容用无与伦比的语言表达了出来……我向你伟大事业的开端致敬……。”新英格兰著名的文人梭罗和艾尔柯特访问了这位初展才华的诗人。不过普遍而主要的反应是冷淡。谩骂式的评论如纽约的《准则》上的文章认为诗集的特点是“肮脏”、“淫猥”。伦敦的《评论家》上的文章认为：“沃尔特·惠特曼和艺术无缘，正像蠢猪和数学无缘一样……他应该受执法者的皮鞭。”波士顿的《通信员》上攻击它“狂妄、自大、庸俗、废话”。波士顿《邮报》上说它沉溺于繁殖之神的厚颜无耻——崇拜“猥亵”等等。同年惠特曼自己也匿名写了三篇自评文章，用坦率而通俗的文字阐述了一些他最关心的论点。③这并不奇怪：初版的内容和形式，对保守的文人和一般读者来说是十分陌生的。形式是奇特的；思想更加大胆。在清教主义仍占主导地位的当时，歌颂肉体、露骨地描写性行为，是不会得到人们的宽恕的。

1857—1859年之间，惠特曼时常光顾纽约的一家叫做“普发福”（Pfaff）的地下室饭馆。那里聚集了一群波希米亚式的文人与艺术家。惠特曼在那里和新成立的《星期六周报》（1858）主编亨利·克莱圃交好。后者新从巴黎回国，蔑视清教主义，常常故意做出使那些彬彬君子不寒而栗的举动。惠特曼的名篇《来自不停摆动着的摇篮那里》就是在1859年12月27日《星期六周报》的圣诞专号上作为第一篇发表的。普发福饭馆以它的名酒著称，但是在这些不拘小节的作家、评论家、诗人、演员之中，惠特曼是比较沉默而拘束的一个，从来没有喝醉过。惠特曼的艺术家生活也到此为止。作为一个靠自学取得各种知识的作家，他熟读《圣经》，以及荷马、莎士比亚、司各特、彭斯、乔治·桑和狄更斯等人的作品。但是他散漫的生活方式和强烈的自我意识远远超过任何师承关系；他接触过许多著名文人哲士的作品，包括爱默生、卡莱尔，甚至黑格尔，但是他的思想意识和艺术方法始终强烈地保持着他个人的独特风格。

为了介绍诗人此后的创作成就，必须把《草叶集》的各个主要版本和它们的编排作一些说明。一般学者习惯于认为《草叶集》有九个版本。极为重要的是初版，已如上述。1856年的第二版增加了二十首新诗（包括名篇《一路摆过布鲁克林渡口》，《阔斧歌》和《大路歌》），并且把爱默生那封著名的来信连同自己的回信（并未寄出）作为附录与“代序”。引起爱默生十分不安的是惠特曼利用他的名声吹嘘自己，竟在书脊烫金印上了爱默生信中最关键的一句话：“我向你伟大事业的开端致敬。”第三版（1860）十分重要，因为它包括了《亚当的子孙》和《芦笛》两组诗，和《来自不停摆动着的摇篮那里》。这两组诗中的大部分属于作家的最佳作。本版的第一首诗后来被题名为《从鲍玛诺克开始》，带有自传色彩。第三版之所以重要也因为作者在这里开始对全集的编排有了一些新的想法。他渐渐放弃了按照写作的日期的先后编排，而是按照诗的主题和内容编排，并且随着年事日增，这些诗歌渐渐发展为作者个人的传记，即他一生的经历与感受。早在第三版的《再见吧》一诗中作者已经说：“这不是书，谁接触它就是接触一个人。”1867年第四版收入了《鼓声哒哒》和《纪念林肯总统》（内战前后的生活经历）两个诗组。自此以后的两版增添了组诗《铭文》（阐明《草叶集》全集的主题思想），直至定稿版④（第七版，1881—1882）。在第七版中作者作了内容和文字的最后修订，作品的题目固定了下来，每一首诗编排在什么位置也定了局。此后写的诗则作为补编一、二收在全集的后面，未及在生前发表的诗则成为补编三。这一最后编排完成了诗人成长的全过程。全集开始是组诗《铭文》，点出了全集提纲挈领的主要内容；《从鲍玛诺克开始》则是自传体的开始，接着是有极大代表性的个性的史诗《我自己的歌》。《亚当的子孙》和《芦笛》描写了诗人一直关心的人际关系：男女之间的情爱，男性之间的友情，特别是后者，即诗人终生歌颂的、也是被视为民主制度基石的伙伴情谊。十多首“歌”使“自我”转向世界，并形象地描写了作者一些至感兴趣的题材，反映了作者典型的价值观。“候鸟”、“海流”、“在路边”又泛泛地以候鸟的形象和海与大路等地点命名，写诗人的各种深刻感受。《鼓声哒哒》和《纪念林肯总统》则是他的生活经历和个人感触；《秋天的溪流》写战后复元时的生活场景；然后从生命到死亡过渡，包括组诗《神圣的死亡的低语》、《从正午到星光灿烂的夜晚》和《离别之歌》。这样的编排只勾勒了一个诗人生平的轮廓，并不是每一组诗都有严格的连贯性。每一首诗的写作年代更不在作者考虑之中。诗人自己说得好：“最好的自传不是建造成功而是自然成长起来的。”他甚至认为全集后面的两个补编⑤也应该是他那完整的一生的一部分，虽然它们的价值是无法和他的壮年之作比拟的。某些西方学者倾向于把一些结构松散的诗组说成高度有意识的安排，则显得比较牵强。这个最后编排是经过了作者七个版本的调整后才决定的，不是作者有意识地按照生活经历逐步写成的。有的西方学者把《草叶集》全集当作一首伟大的史诗，却有一定的道理。全集的这个“自我”要比《我自己的歌》中的“自我”更加宏伟，更加充实。诗人强调他的诗歌的个性力量，甚至说这不是一本诗而是一个人，这一点很重要。他说，“《草叶集》……自始至终是试图把一个人，一个有血有肉的人（美国十九世纪后半叶的那个我自已），自由、饱满、真实地记录下来。在当今的文学中我还没有发现任何一个使我满意的类似的个人记载。”

惠特曼的人生哲学中最强烈而且自始至终坚持不变的信念是美国式的民主主义。诗集而名为“草叶”就是这种思想的具体表现（详见拙译《我自己的歌》译后记）。散见在他的谈话录⑥、书信、序文和评论文章中这种带浓厚感情和强烈信仰的言论真是太多太多了。专论至少有三篇：《论民主》（1867）、《论个性神圣》（1868）、《民主前景》（1871）⑦。定稿版的《草叶集》第一首诗《我歌唱“自己”》（1867）写于初版问世的十二年之后。自从诗人决心把诗集编排成自传样式以后，他就想把《铭文》这组诗放在卷首，阐明诗集的中心思想，而《我歌唱“自己”》是其中第一首。




我歌唱“自己”，一个单一的、脱离的人，

然而也说出“民主”这个词，“全体”这个词。




这是民主的两个主要方面：一方面是独立的个人或个性，另一方面同样重要的是民主，即全体。个人和个性是独立的，可以发展为完善或近乎完善；它导致多样性，导致一个一个接近于完善而各有所长的国民。民主则是全体，即集体，它要求一致性，是个统一体，即惠特曼所说的男子之间的友情，粘着性（adhesiveness），不是涣散的而是凝结的伙伴之间的关系（诗人自称为“伙伴的诗人”the poet of Comrades）。惠特曼的民主思想不只停留在理论上。十多年的编辑生活使他熟悉了现实中的民主政体，他参加过许多政治活动，亲自经历过不少政治斗争，撰写过《第十八届总统选举》⑧，主张普通劳动者进入美国政治。在《民主前景》一文中他充分揭露了美国民主政治的阴暗面，但是他相信民主政治的远景及其强大的生命力：这种信心从未动摇过。




我从头到脚歌唱生理学，

值得献给诗神的不只是相貌或头脑，我是说整个结构的价值要大得多，

女性和男性我同样歌唱。




这里诗人要求歌颂那完整的人，既有肉体，也有灵魂，整体比局部更有价值。

作者平等评价女性也是贯彻始终的。对于十九世纪中叶的美国社会说来，这可能还是新鲜事物。




歌唱饱含热情、脉搏和力量的广阔“生活”，

心情愉快，支持那些神圣法则指导下形成的、最自由的行动，

我歌唱“现代人”。




热情奔放、顺乎自然，而不是精雕细刻，是惠特曼诗歌的重要特点。“神圣法则”可能和初版长序中用许多篇幅阐述的“谨慎”（prudence）观点⑨有关。这里的“谨慎”并不意味着为人处世的“谨慎”，而是把遵循自然法则当作智者应有的道德修养。“歌唱‘现代人’”是关键，作者曾认为，“诗人的最大考验是‘当代’”，而“现代”似乎还不只是“当前”。而是意味着一个崭新的时代。

《铭文》组诗中还有《我默默沉思》（1871）：在这首诗里作者把世界当作广义的战场，而他自己的任务则是缔造勇敢的战士。《给你，古老的事业》（1871）中的“事业”是指“民族的进步和自由”。《事物的真象》（1876）原文是一个希腊字Eidólons，意为“幽灵”或“形象”，作者是指物体的表象后面还有一个精神的真象。《给某一女歌唱家》（1860）是献给著名歌剧歌唱家女低音玛丽埃塔·阿尔波尼的，歌剧在作者诗艺的成长中占特殊地位，在这里诗人把歌唱家和建功立业的勇敢叛逆的战士等同起来。《我听见美利坚在歌唱》（1860）则是歌颂劳动者在劳动时的欢快情绪。

《亚当的子孙》及《芦笛》：前者写的是男女之间的爱情，着重肉体；后者写男子之间的友谊，着重精神。爱默生曾规劝作者删去那些写性关系的诗篇，但是惠特曼拒绝了，他认为性、繁殖、肉体和官感是天赐的恩典，是圣洁的，而肮脏的只是人们的头脑和偏见。原印第七版（1881—1882）的出版商受到禁止出版的处分，官方特别指定《一个女人在等着我》（1856）和《给一个普通妓女》（见《秋天的溪流》，1860）必须删除。早在这以前，惠特曼还在华盛顿内政部印第安局当小职员时（1865），新任部长哈兰看见了他抽屉里的《草叶集》，就马上把这个“行为不端”的职工开除出去，引起了一场风波。惠特曼的朋友威廉·德格勒斯·奥卡诺写了著名的辩护文《白发苍苍的好诗人》（1866），并立即为他在司法部里另外找了一份工作。最近西方学者又曾对惠特曼有关肉体、性关系和繁衍意识等作了详细的考证，论述了当时流行的生理学、颅相学、优生学、招魂学等对惠特曼思想的影响。这些科学、准科学在一定程度上加深了他的进化理论。他相信生活和人类世界的前程必然是进步的、进化的，而美丽的肉体、健康的生育本能和尽可能完善的个性便是强大的推动力。《亚当的子孙》和《芦笛》中有不少好诗，阅读时应联系惠特曼的复杂的人生哲学和广泛的生活情趣。

惠特曼的十多首“歌”是全集的许多精彩部分之一。比较重要的如《向世界致敬！》、《大路歌》、《阔斧歌》、《一路摆过布鲁克林渡口》、《展览会之歌》、《转动着的大地之歌》，等。《向世界致敬！》使作家面对了全世界，艺术方法基本是“列举”，列举了世界各国。《一路摆过布鲁克林渡口》（1856）是一首值得一读的好诗。在这首诗里不但有诗人自己，“一个单一的、脱离的人”，也有“全体”——两者构成民主的基础。这里还反映了他的一个典型思想，即人的同一性。惠特曼最感兴趣、最关切的人物和事物之一就是伙伴，就是读者，以及“其他人”。“其他人”在这首诗里就是穿着平时服装的千百万乘客，熙熙攘攘的普通人。惠特曼喜欢拥挤的人群，拥挤的大街，在那里，“个性”或“个人”完全被淹没了，只有“全体”。那么，联系着诗人个人和当前和未来的千百万乘客之间的纽带又是什么呢？首先是感官。他们看见和听见了共同的滔滔而来、滚滚而去的潮汐，特别是在摆渡过程中看见的美丽的水上风光。作者用了现在时态的词，又用了过去时态的词：过去和现在人们都有过同样的经验。时间、地点、距离都是无能为力的：它们阻碍不了人与人之间的交流。人们不只是同时看见，还有同样的感受：“我曾经非常喜爱那些城市，非常喜爱那条庄严而湍急的河”；同样的经历：“生活过”，“走过”，“洗过澡”，“想到过”，并且有着一个同样的肉体。甚至和“你”一样，“我”也有过同样见不得人的思想和行为：“不只是在你身上才落下斑斑黑影，／昏暗也曾在我身上投下黑影”。这些客观现象被诗人称为“沉默的美丽的使者”，它们能够传递灵魂的信息，使短暂的变成了永恒的、不朽的，说明物质具有精神价值。《展览会之歌》（1871）是一首十足反映了美国生活的“歌”。诗人要求诗歌之神离开古老的欧洲，移驻到美国来。她真的来了（她“直接前来奔赴约会，为她自己有力地开辟了道路，在混乱中迈着阔步，／不怕机器的隆隆声和汽笛的尖叫声，／也丝毫没有被排水管、煤气表和人工肥料吓唬住，／一直微笑着，心情愉快，显然有意留下来，／她来到了这里，安置在厨房的各种设备中间！”）。诗人在这里使用了诙谐的喜剧手法，在冗长的一系列古奥的典故之后，写上了四五行地道的描写美国生活的、以通俗词汇构成的诗句。就这样让斯文的诗歌女神落脚在排水管、煤气表和厨房设备之中也许多少有些亵渎。然而这首长达二百三十八行的“歌”，自始至终使用这一手法：特别是把使用了大量玻璃与钢铁等建筑材料的美国式展览馆和古堡、大教堂和金字塔等等相比。

排列在内战的诗歌之前的另一首十分优美的诗是1859年发表的《来自不停摆动着的摇篮那里》。它仿照意大利歌剧格式，音乐性强，语言和形象十分动人。这首诗曾经受多方解释，各家评介之多，不下于《我自己的歌》。诗中那来自亚拉巴马的客人——一对雌雄学舌鸟并不是主角，中心人物是幼年和成年的诗人自己：全诗述说了他自幼儿成长为觉醒了的诗人的经过。诗的头二十二行是一个引子，描写了时间、地点和那个孩子的经历；现在成熟了的诗人又来重温旧梦。一对比翼双飞的学舌鸟在长岛的海边过着甜蜜的夫妻生活。照耀着的太阳扇动着它们的爱情：它们忘记了时间和环境。但是雌鸟突然失踪了，雄鸟变得万分孤凄。和煦的阳光也变成了劲吹的海风、星星、月亮和撞击着的浪花。这种享受过幸福后的凄凉唯诗人能够理解。他不但理解，还要歌唱：一个孩子经历了这一切，他流泪了，但是他在起步向前：一个诗人觉醒了，成熟了。那悲鸣的学舌鸟是寂寞的，那孩子和诗人也是寂寞的，但是诗人在没有完全觉醒之前，还需要一把钥匙，一点线索，以提高认识（“啊，给我提供线索吧！（在黑夜里它躲藏在这里的某个地方，）／啊，我既可以得到许多，那就再多给我一些吧！”）。于是大海答话了：诗人还未完全理解的那个词就是“死亡”。这是个“甜美”的词，因为“死亡”也就是永生的开始。诗人出生在海边，酷爱海洋，在他的诗歌中，他习惯于以“海岸”作为生与死的分界线：大陆代表固体的、生硬的、短暂的物质世界，而大海则代表液体的、流动的、永恒的精神世界。诗人从爱情的幸福、失恋与寂寞，从理解“死亡”，而觉醒为诗人。

组诗《海流》与《在路边》中至少有三首是杰出的短诗的范例：《泪水》、《我坐而眺望》、《鹰的嬉戏》。这些诗主题思想集中，语言与结构精练。这样的诗还有许多，如关于行军的若干首（详后，见《鼓声哒哒》）：《转轮发出的火花》（《秋天的溪流》）、《一只沉默而坚忍的蜘蛛》（《神圣的死亡的低语》）、《致冬天的一个火车头》、《曼纳哈塔》（《从正午到星光灿烂的夜晚》），等。诗人的多数作品以长或比较长的诗歌为主，句子也比较长，结构比较松散，但音律铿锵，内容十分丰富。这是诗人一个重要的思想特点：他特别留意作品的内容。他说他决不把作品的艺术性凌驾在内容之上。他说过：“概念必须先行——这是不可避免的……我先有了清楚完美的概念才试图表达它……概念对我是如此重要，我也许忽视了其它成份……我永远避免拼凑或精心雕琢，宁可让成品像它起初形成时所暗示的那样。这并不意味着我粗枝大叶，使我的蛋糕味同嚼蜡。”（1888年4月）又说：“我是非常慎重的——我在用词方面十分用心，非常用心：但是我追求的是内容而不是词句的音乐性。”（1888年5月）早年他就说过：“一个装饰性的比喻都不能要，要的是透明、清澈、明智、健康——那才算得是最美最好的风格。”




惠特曼说：“在医院、军营或战地三年的那段时间里，我进行了六百次访问和巡游，总共算起来，接触了八万到十万伤病员……”，“我认为这三年是我享有的最大权利和最大满足……而且当然也是我一生中所受到的最大教益……我热烈地见到了真正的‘全体’，见到了这个国家到底有多么宽阔。”（见《沃尔特·惠特曼的内战》）惠特曼在这里写的是内战时期的生活体验。北军的军事要地萨姆特于1861年4月12日受到了攻击，大战已不可避免。惠特曼于次日听到消息。比惠特曼年轻十岁的弟弟乔治参加了北军。1862年12月13日乔治作战受伤，沃尔特闻讯马上出发去找他，于19日到达前线。乔治负的伤并不严重，但沃尔特在士兵中生活了多日，同情他们艰苦的行军生活，遂决定留在华盛顿作护理伤病员的工作。他把大部分时间花在士兵们中间，用自己从抄写得来的微薄工资为士兵们购买食物、邮票、信封、信纸、读物等。他还护理伤员，为他们求医问药，争取保留伤残肢体，给广大伤病员带来莫大的安慰和希望。在这些年头里，他在创作方面结下了两个硕果：组诗《鼓声哒哒》和《纪念林肯总统》。正如他自己说的，他真正置身于“全体”之中了，他的伙伴意志受到了一次热情而严峻的考验。《鼓声哒哒》中的绝大多数优秀诗篇是写这种感情的，如《裹伤者》、《一天晚上，我在战场上站了一班奇异的岗》、《列队急行军》、《在黎明的灰暗光照下扎营地所见》、《我艰难地在弗吉尼亚的树林里漫步的时候》、《两个老兵的哀歌》、《啊，晒黑了脸的草原那边来的孩子》和《和解》，等等。诗歌中也有写号召战斗的，母亲悲悼独子战死的，还有战前就已写下的诗，等等。另有几首值得一提的是写行军和宿营的佳作，如《骑兵越津而过》、《在山腰宿营》、《军团在行进中》和《在野营的时明时灭的火光旁》，等。

惠特曼反对脱离主义⑩，强烈要求解放三百万黑奴。在这两个政治观点上，他和林肯完全一致，他衷心爱戴、崇敬林肯总统。他从未和总统见过面，但是他多次表现了他对总统的关切⑪，并在林肯遇刺后写下了不朽的悼念总统的长诗：《最近紫丁香在前院开放的时候》⑫。其中对林肯遇刺而死的悲痛，写灵柩西运的场面确实占了不少篇幅，但也有西方学者认为此诗又对“死亡”进行了一次哲学的探讨。⑬

《在蓝色的安大略湖畔》在《草叶集》第二版出书时代替了1855年初版的长序。作者用诗歌形式重复了长序的许多观点。这首诗曾经经过重大修订，1856年间长达二百八十行，其中四分之一的观点出自长序。此后又经过修订，到1867年第四版时增加了几个段落，写进了已经结束的南北战争，全诗长三百三十七行。以后又有多次修订，但只是在细节方面，到1881年定稿时，共三百三十五行，并被排列在《纪念林肯总统》组诗之后。因为战争已经结束，联邦得以巩固，生产力得到解放，国家和民主的建设就提到日程上来了。诗人在安大略湖畔沉思时，美国的守护神走来向他提出要求。“给我唱一首出自美利坚灵魂深处的诗吧，”它说。“唱一支胜利的欢歌，／奏响‘自由’的进行曲，要比前此的进行曲更有威力，／在你未去之前，给我唱一支‘民主’诞生时的阵痛之歌吧。”全诗有相当数量的词句和初版长序的词句几乎一样。更加相同的是大体的思想内容，例如以普通人、特别是劳动者为主人公的基本思想。作者也同样提出国家最需要的是符合国情和高举“民主”旗帜的一代诗人。在这首诗里受到特别强调的是每个个人的重要性。在第三节中，诗人说：“只要产生伟大的个人，别的自会水到渠成。”在第十五节，又说：“在一切下面，是个人，／我敢说现在凡忽视个人的对我来说都不妙，／美国的契约是完全和个人结合的，／唯一的政体是那能够把个人记录下来的政体，／宇宙的全部理论是分毫不差地指向一个个人的——也就是‘你’。／（母亲⑭！有了你那敏锐而严格的意识，有了你手中那把出鞘的剑，／我看见你最后还是除了和个人直接打交道以外，拒绝沾染其他。）”这里的个人当然是指那个和“全体”结合的单一、脱离的人。如果个人发育不全，民主就不能健全，惠特曼认为民主的基础就是“丰满、繁茂、多样化的神圣的个人”；又说：“一个个人而有第一流的品质、能造成一个第一流的国家的时候，个人和国家就都是第一流的。”因此，惠特曼要求每个个人都应有发展他的全部潜力的权利。

《草叶集》中值得稍稍介绍的最后几首有份量的佳作也许是《风暴的豪迈音乐》（1869）、《向着印度行进》（1871）和《哥伦布的祈祷》（1874）。惠特曼素以身体健康自豪，其实在他最后瘫痪病倒（1873）的十多年前已患有头晕和头痛的病症，在他护理伤员的三四年中，曾于1863年到1865年几度脑血管轻度溢血。他终于病倒时，才五十四岁。但是就在病倒之前，他已经基本完成了他的主要工作。他一直活到七十三岁（1892）。在1873年之后，他一直没有写出壮年时那样丰富多彩的伟大作品。在他能够行动时，他曾于1879年西行，经堪萨斯、丹佛直到落基山脉，次年又去加拿大访问他的好友勃克医师；其他时间大部分花在修订、编排他的定稿版。于1885年他又中暑，1888年又一次瘫痪，使他更加需要倚靠他人。他的年轻朋友贺拉斯·屈劳伯尔记下了自1888年1月开始的他的每日谈话，即《在坎姆登和沃尔特·惠特曼在一起》。这是非常宝贵的资料，只是引用时仍应参考惠特曼的作品和其他言论。可以告慰的是惠特曼终于完成了他感到满意的“临终版”。他谆谆嘱咐希望今后以这个版本作为《草叶集》全集的最后依据。他也谆谆嘱咐《草叶集》只能作为“整体”来理解，读者不可能从中摘取什么警句、新鲜典故或比喻，把它们当作范例来吟哦：《草叶集》是一个真正壮丽饱满的“统一体”，含有普遍性意义，没有一处是雕琢而成的。

有的西方学者把《风暴的豪迈音乐》说成是惠特曼以音乐的形象写成的自传，全诗共六节。整个宇宙的音乐出现在诗人的似梦非梦的朦胧状态中，一切音乐都不是为满足诗人的乐感而是饱含各种意义唱给他那已经成熟的灵魂听的。这些席卷并震动了诗人整个精神世界的音乐包括结婚时的音乐、战争时的各种音响、远古和中世纪的音乐、大管风琴的声音、宗教仪式的曲调、管弦乐、器乐曲、风声雨声鸟雀的鸣啭声、自然界的各种声音、连篇累牍的大型歌剧片断、不同国家的音乐、亚洲非洲欧洲的音乐、伟大音乐家们（如贝多芬等）的交响曲和清唱剧等等。它们都指向灵魂，并向灵魂提供暗示。诗人敞开着心扉接受一切。在第六节，诗人醒来了，梦中的宏伟音乐给他提供了线索：它给诗人指出的，“是一种适合灵魂辨认的新的节奏”，即：“能够沟通生与死的诗篇”。

《向着印度行进》就是一首沟通生与死的诗篇，不过它的内涵比这要复杂得多，丰富得多。

作者从当时已经完成的三大工程得到启发，进一步探讨了人类永远在进步、在进化这一他深感兴趣的主题。苏伊士运河于1869年11月17日举行了隆重的开航典礼；横跨北美东西两岸的铁路于1869年5月接轨，大西洋和太平洋的海底电缆于1858年铺设完成；⑮运河连接了欧亚两洲，电缆连接了欧洲与美洲，横贯北美洲的铁路连接了美洲和太平洋，亦即亚洲和美洲。不但空间完全沟通了，时间也一样：代表当前的新大陆的美洲和古老的、过去的、充满神话、寓言和宗教的亚洲也沟通了。诗人期望不但伟大的物质成就使世界连成一片，人类的精神追求也应该跟着连成一片：诗人邀请灵魂要向着印度行进，东方是人类文化的摇篮。这也是哥伦布这位探险家的梦想，他曾经志愿找一条通向印度之路，这一任务后来由葡萄牙航海家瓦斯柯·达·伽马（约1460—1524）完成了。但是哥伦布并没有完全失败，他发现了新大陆，亦即连接了全球的那代表当前的重要一角——美洲。在诗中诗人展望了运河和铁路沿线的美丽风光之后，⑯又沿着历史的道路写亚当和夏娃直至他们的子孙的探索⑰。在探险家、工程师、科学家完成了他们连接世界的事业以后，最后诗人才是上帝真正的儿子。他将和探险家、工程师、科学家完成物质文明的事业一样，完成精神领域的事业，他将把大自然和人类连接在一起，使二者融合为一体。诗的最后三节写诗人和他的灵魂在全球范围的海上航行。⑱诗人和他的灵魂是否将是无所畏惧的理想主义者呢？有无“什么纯洁、完美、有力的计划？”有无“什么为别人而舍弃一切的心甘情愿？／为了别人而忍受一切？”诗人要求“张帆前进——只向深海处领航，／啊，灵魂要不惜一切地探索，我和你，你和我，／因为我们的去处是海员们还不敢去的，／我们将带着船、我们自己和一切，去冒一切危险”。他们将去比印度更为遥远的地方：“啊，向远些、再远再远一些的方向航驶！”第八节写诗人时常想到“时间、空间和死亡”这些问题，这样的思想并不新鲜，曾出现在他的早年诗歌中。在这里，时间、空间已连接，世界各地的距离大大缩短了，“灵魂”满足地向着死亡微笑，“死亡”意味着精神和永生。在这里，比较突出的是多次出现了“上帝”的形象，诗人要求和“上帝”结合在一起。他认为把世界连成一片，民族与邻里之间通婚，把国与国熔接在一起是“上帝”的意图；诗人和他的灵魂歌唱的将是“上帝”，他们信奉的是上帝。诗人说：“啊，上帝让我在你里面，攀登到你所在的高处，／让我和我的灵魂按照你的范围邀游。”“啊，你是超越一切的，没有名字，是纤维，是呼吸，／是光中之光，散布着宇宙万物，你是他们的中心，／你是真善爱的强大中心，／你是品德和精神的源泉——情感的源泉——你是蓄水池。”在这里，“上帝”似乎接近爱默生的“超灵”了。但是译者更加倾向于同意艾伦教授的分析：“超灵”是没有人的气质的，然而惠特曼的“上帝”仍然保持着人的特点。像在《我自己的歌》一诗中一样，“上帝”被称为“十全十美的同志”，是“长兄”，灵魂在完成了他的航程之后会作为“幼弟”和“长兄”亲热地拥抱在一起。还应该记得惠特曼的“人”是具有“神”的品质的，人是宇宙的中心，是史诗的主人公，而不是“上帝”。不可否认，在《草叶集》中，头三版更加强调灵魂的物质基础，他描写性活动的诗篇多属于前三个版本，这是他思想意识的一个鲜明特点；但是随着岁月的流逝，他渐渐使灵魂占了上风，诗人从较多的清醒的现实主义逐渐过渡到略带神秘主义的浪漫主义，“上帝”也更像是“超灵”了。这使晚年的诗人真有点像个预言家的味道。⑲惠特曼曾有意把《草叶集》称作“肉体篇”，而另外再写一部“灵魂篇”，那已是暮年时的设想，因为健康的原因而不能如愿了。但是他曾一再强调他没有系统的哲学，对于《向着印度行进》，他也说：“这里没有哲学……只有进化论的内涵……——展示了宇宙的最终意图。”

作为一个辽阔博大、胸中能装下整个宇宙的诗人，他的情绪似乎只可能是欢快乐观的。但是作为一个有各种复杂感情的人，他还是有悲伤绝望的时刻。在1860年写作的《在我随着生活的海洋落潮时》里，诗人曾经说：“我至多也不过像那一点点漂上来的杂物，／拾到的一点点泥沙和枯死的叶片，／我收集起来，并把自己也当作泥沙和杂物的一部分，和它们合为一体。”在1874年（大病后的一年）写的《哥伦布的祈祷》里，更露骨描写了一个潦倒、绝望、失意的老人的心情。哥伦布老人在祈祷时回顾了他漫长而繁忙的和笃信上帝的一生。他诉说了他的成就，他所受的苦难：贫穷、多病、受到监禁与冷落。但在他年迈智衰的迷茫中，他仿佛隐隐看见并听见远方有许多船队在传来新编的颂歌和向他致敬的声音。惠特曼自比哥伦布也因为意识到自己同样是一个探险家和创业者。

惠特曼还曾写过几首优美的政治诗，散编在各个诗组。本文尚未提到的还有：《法兰西（合众国的第十八个年头）》（1860）、《给一个遭到挫败的欧洲革命者》（1856），等。他总是站在激进的革命者和正义的这一边。他毕生关心政治，他热忱的最高峰表现在南北战争时期。他是林肯的忠诚拥护者。

惠特曼对后来的美国诗歌发展有巨大的影响，但主要是他所树立的个人或个性的史诗这一模式⑳，而不是他首创的自由诗体。一百多年后的今天，自由诗早已失去了它离经叛道的色彩，但他的诗体仍然独树一帜，只能表达他特殊的思想内容，没有人能学，不必学，也是学不来的。广大读者对他的诗体已比较熟悉，许多西方学者已多方研究。中国读者凡是熟悉郭沫若、艾青的诗歌的也知道一鳞半爪，对它并不完全陌生。尤其楚图南同志的《草叶集选》，这一部尽量忠实于原作风格的译本，起了很大的作用。㉑总之，我们已多少熟悉了惠特曼惯用的、没有规定节奏的长句，以及少数有一定的诗节形式（有着同样行数的诗节，但没有规律的节奏，也不用韵）的比较紧凑的篇什和唯一的一首以传统格律写成、标格不高、但比较通俗的《啊，船长！我的船长！》。读者也比较熟悉作者常用的“平行法”（由句首或句尾词类相同的句子重复出现）和“列举法”。诗句中也有时突然出现一些西班牙或法语单词、印第安名字，等。还有极少数是作者在构词上的独创，如“×届总统”（presidentiad）。译者认为，惠特曼诗歌艺术的最大成就还不是上述种种，而是单句和全篇的比较含蓄却又十分丰富的音乐性。这是作者诗歌艺术的真正独创和感人之处。西方学者已经指出惠特曼的诗歌往往通篇像演说辞、意大利歌剧和汹涌的大海。这个比喻是十分准确、十分形象的。惠特曼自己说得好：“这个作家肯定不能满足当前美学作品所要求的那种精确、齐整、技巧优美。因为在当前的新旧作品中被认为是第一流的最佳作品是经过多方润色的，押韵，使用各种典雅而精致的比喻，深具匠心，说明在艺术语言和辞句的严格控制下经过精挑细琢，只留下了最好的东西，然后拼凑粘牢在一起，于是出现了庙宇般的建筑美——或像一所大理石砌成的巍然矗立的宫殿，入口处是壮丽的门廊，装饰着各种雕塑，既能满足艺术感、形象感、美的享受，又能引起人们的评头品足。这个作家的诗歌却不是这样。它不像结实庄严的宫殿，不像那些装饰它的雕塑，也不像它墙上的绘画。要比就只有比海洋。诗句是流动起伏着的波浪，永远在升腾又降落：有时阳光灿烂，有时平静，有时呼啸着风暴，永远在运动着，永远自然而然像滚滚的浪涛，而每个浪头的大小、尺寸（节奏）又都不一样，从来也不会使人感到一切已完成，已固定，而是永远似乎还有更远的在前方。”（1888年7月）




译者应该深刻感谢始终为我解答问题的来北京大学授课的柯大卫教授（Prof. David Kuebrich），他还给我提供了不少资料。经常提供我资料或解答我问题的美国朋友，还有芝加哥大学的柯尔柏教授（Prof. Gwin J. Kolb）和密勒教授（Prof. James E. Miller, Jr.），我在这里也向他们致谢。

译者最常用的主要参考资料为：

（1）格·威·艾伦：《沃尔特·惠特曼手册》，1946；《新版沃尔特·惠特曼手册》，1975。（Gay Wilson Allen: Walt Whitman Handbook, 1946; The New Walt Whitman Handbook, 1975.）

（2）艾伦：《孤独的歌手》修订本，1967。（Allen: The Solitary Singer, 1967.）

（3）詹·埃·密勒：《＜草叶集＞评述性的指南》，1957。（James E. Miller, Jr.: A Critical Guide to Leaves of Grass, 1957.）

（4）勃劳吉特，布莱德里合编：《沃尔特·惠特曼＜草叶集＞》，综合读者版，1965。（Harold W. Blodgett and Sculley Bradley, eds.: Walt Whitman: Leaves of Grass, Comprehensive Reader's Edition, 1965.）




赵萝蕤　　

1987年8月稿　

1989年3月修改




（编者注：本文原为上海译文出版社《草叶集》译本序，此处略有删减。）

注释

①　引语后附有年月的均摘自屈劳伯尔编录的《在坎姆登和沃尔特·惠特曼在一起》（With Walt Whitman in Camden, by Horace Traubel）。已出六卷：1906，1908，1914，1959，1964，1982。

②　本人译出的这首长诗曾由上海译文出版社出版单行本（1987年初版）。单行本的“译后记”中作了详细介绍。

③　译者所译《惠特曼评论自己》，曾发表于《外国文学》1987年第3期，请参阅。

④　译者杜撰了这个名称是因为作者已于1881年把《草叶集》全集的主体定了稿，他虽谆谆嘱咐要以“临终版”（1892）作为今后的依据，但“临终版”只比“定稿版”多了两个补编，并未改动1881年版。

⑤　补编三是诗人去世后，屈劳伯尔补入的。

⑥　即前注《在坎姆登和沃尔特·惠特曼在一起》六卷。

⑦　《民主前景》是前两篇论文的重写。

⑧　撰写于1856年，作者生前未能发表，直到1956年才收入文集中出版。

⑨　次年（1856）诗人又把这个观点写成了《谨慎之歌》。

⑩　蓄奴州要求脱离联邦。

⑪　请参看拙译《惠特曼论林肯》，载于《美国文学丛刊》1982年第1期。

⑫　据说林肯曾读过《草叶集》。

⑬　关于这首诗的介绍见拙译《纪念林肯总统》组诗的前言，见《美国文学丛刊》1983年第3期。

⑭　“母亲”是修辞上的拟人法，指祖国。

⑮　苏伊士运河通航日期，艾伦教授说是1869年10月。海底电缆，据译者所根据的《草叶集》原文本的注释，铺成于1866年；但艾伦教授和别的资料说是1858年或1859年。

⑯　这两个地方作者从未去过。他去西部的短期旅行是在1870年，他从来也没有到过西海岸。

⑰　他们也像探险家那样一直在探索生活的奥秘。

⑱　惠特曼常把他和灵魂分而为二，参考《我自己的歌》。在他早年的笔记中他写道：“我不懂这个奥秘，我总觉得我自己是两个——即我的灵魂和我。我想一切男人和女人也一样。”《颅相学学报》曾载文认为人在抽象思维时会觉得人和灵魂分而为二，惠特曼也可能受它的影响。

⑲　关于预言家或预言，他说：“预言这个词常被错用，只狭义地解释为‘未卜先知’，这不是从希伯来文译出的‘预言家’这个词的主要意思。它是指一个人的内心自发地像泉水那样喷涌，展示着上帝。主要是灵魂渴求展示并流露出近乎‘神’的各种带有启发性的暗示。”

⑳　关于这个问题，密勒教授有专著：《美国人对一个最高虚构的探索——惠特曼留下的有关个人史诗的遗产》（1979）。（James E. Miller, Jr.: The American Quest for a Supreme Fiction—Whitman's Legacy in the Personal Epic.）

㉑　楚图南和李野光合译的全部《草叶集》已于1987年由人民文学出版社出版，李野光著《惠特曼评传》已于1988年由上海文艺出版社出版，说明我国介绍和研究惠特曼的工作又深入了一步。可惜译者这时已译完全书，未及参考和利用他们的上述成果。
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One's-Self I Sing




One's-Self I sing, a simple separate person,

Yet utter the word Democratic, the word En-Masse.




Of physiology from top to toe I sing,

Not physiognomy alone nor brain alone is worthy for the Muse, I say the Form complete is worthier far,

The Female equally with the Male I sing.




Of Life immense in passion, pulse, and power,

Cheerful, for freest action form'd under the laws divine,

The Modern Man I sing.

	1867	1871



我歌唱“自己”①




我歌唱“自己”，一个单一的、脱离的人，

然而也说出“民主”这个词，“全体”这个词。




我从头到脚歌唱生理学，

值得献给诗神的不只是相貌或头脑，我是说整个结构的价值要大得多，

女性和男性我同样歌唱。




歌唱饱含热情、脉搏和力量的广阔“生活”，

心情愉快，支持那些神圣法则指导下形成的、最自由的行动，

我歌唱“现代人”。

	1867	1871②


注释

①　这里不是指一般的自我，而是指一个人的特性和内心。

②　左下端的年份是作者发表这首诗的年份。右下端的年份是作者定稿的年份。这一译本每首诗均据原文附这样两个年份，以便参考。


I Hear America Singing




I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong,

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work,

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deckhand singing on the steamboat deck,

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as he stands,

The wood-cutter's song, the ploughboy's on his way in the morning, or at noon intermission or at sundown,

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, or of the girl sewing or washing,

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,

The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young fellows, robust, friendly,

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.

	1860	1867



我听见美利坚在歌唱




我听见美利坚在歌唱，我听见各种不同的欢歌，

机械工的欢歌，每人按照着自己的心情歌唱，快乐而健壮，

木工在裁量他的木板或横梁时唱着他的歌，

瓦工在准备上工或歇工时唱着他的歌，

船夫唱着他船上自己所有的一切，舱面水手在轮船的甲板上歌唱，

鞋匠坐在他的板凳上歌唱，帽匠站着歌唱，

伐木工人唱的歌，农家子在早晨上工、正午休息、太阳西下时唱的歌，

母亲的甜润歌声，年青的妻子工作时、少女在缝补或浆洗时的歌声，

每个人唱着属于他或她个人而并非属于旁人的歌曲，

白天唱着白天的事情——晚上是成群的小伙子，健康，友善，

放开喉咙唱着他们有力度而声调优美的歌曲。

	1860	1867



Poets to Come




Poets to come! orators, singers, musicians to come!

Not to-day is to justify me and answer what I am for,

But you, a new brood, native, athletic, continental, greater than before known,

Arouse! for you must justify me.




I myself but write one or two indicative words for the future,

I but advance a moment only to wheel and hurry back in the darkness.




I am a man who, sauntering along without fully stopping, turns a casual look upon you and then averts his face,

Leaving it to you to prove and define it,

Expecting the main things from you.

	1860	1867



未来的诗人




未来的诗人！未来的演说家，歌唱家，音乐家！

今天请不必为我申辩、并解答，我是抱着什么目的，

但是你们是一群新人物，土生土长，健壮，属于大陆，是空前伟大的，

醒来吧！你们必须为我申辩。




我自己只为未来写下了一个两个略有所指的词句，

我的前进只维持了片刻，马上我便急转身，又回到了黑暗中。




我是这样的一个人，漫步向前，却并未完全停驻，偶然向你们注目便随即转过脸去，

留待你们来加以证实、说明，

指望从你们身上获取主要的东西。

	1860	1867



Song of Myself (Excerpt)




1

I celebrate myself, and sing myself,

And what I assume you shall assume,

For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.




I loafe and invite my soul,

I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass.




My tongue, every atom of my blood, form'd from this soil, this air,

Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their parents the same,

I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin,

Hoping to cease not till death.




Creeds and schools in abeyance,

Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten,

I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard,

Nature without check with original energy.

2

Houses and rooms are full of perfumes, the shelves are crowded with perfumes,

I breathe the fragrance myself and know it and like it,

The distillation would intoxicate me also, but I shall not let it.




The atmosphere is not a perfume, it has no taste of the distillation, it is odorless,

It is for my mouth forever, I am in love with it,

I will go to the bank by the wood and become undisguised and naked,

I am mad for it to be in contact with me.




The smoke of my own breath,

Echoes, ripples, buzz'd whispers, love-root, silk-thread, crotch and vine,

My respiration and inspiration, the beating of my heart, the passing of blood and air through my lungs,

The sniff of green leaves and dry leaves, and of the shore and dark-color'd sea-rocks, and of hay in the barn,

The sound of the belch'd words of my voice loos'd to the eddies of the wind,

A few light kisses, a few embraces, a reaching around of arms,

The play of shine and shade on the trees as the supple boughs wag,

The delight alone or in the rush of the streets, or along the fields and hill-sides,

The feeling of health, the full-noon trill, the song of me rising from bed and meeting the sun.




Have you reckon'd a thousand acres much? have you reckon'd the earth much?

Have you practis'd so long to learn to read?

Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems?

Stop this day and night with me and you shall possess the origin of all poems,

You shall possess the good of the earth and sun, (there are millions of suns left,)

You shall no longer take things at second or third hand, nor look through the eyes of the dead, nor feed on the spectres in books,

You shall not look through my eyes either, nor take things from me,

You shall listen to all sides and filter them from your self.

6

A child said What is the grass? fetching it to me with full hands;

How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any more than he.




I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green stuff woven.




Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord,

A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt,

Bearing the owner's name someway in the corners, that we may see and remark, and say Whose?




Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the vegetation.




Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic,

And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones,

Growing among black folks as among white,

Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I receive them the same.




And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves.




Tenderly will I use you curling grass,

It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men,

It may be if I had known them I would have loved them,

It may be you are from old people, or from offspring taken soon out of their mothers' laps,

And here you are the mothers' laps.




This grass is very dark to be from the white heads of old mothers,

Darker than the colorless beards of old men,

Dark to come from under the faint red roofs of mouths.




O I perceive after all so many uttering tongues,

And I perceive they do not come from the roofs of mouths for nothing.




I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men and women,

And the hints about old men and mothers, and the offspring taken soon out of their laps.




What do you think has become of the young and old men?

And what do you think has become of the women and children?

They are alive and well somewhere,

The smallest sprout shows there is really no death,

And if ever there was it led forward life, and does not wait at the end to arrest it,

And ceas'd the moment life appear'd.




All goes onward and outward, nothing collapses,

And to die is different from what any one supposed, and luckier.

7

Has any one supposed it lucky to be born?

I hasten to inform him or her it is just as lucky to die, and I know it.




I pass death with the dying and birth with the new-wash'd babe, and am not contain'd between my hat and boots,

And peruse manifold objects, no two alike and every one good,

The earth good and the stars good, and their adjuncts all good.




I am not an earth nor an adjunct of an earth,

I am the mate and companion of people, all just as immortal and fathomless as myself,

(They do not know how immortal, but I know.)




Every kind for itself and its own, for me mine male and female,

For me those that have been boys and that love women,

For me the man that is proud and feels how it stings to be slighted,

For me the sweet-heart and the old maid, for me mothers and the mothers of mothers,

For me lips that have smiled, eyes that have shed tears,

For me children and the begetters of children.




Undrape! you are not guilty to me, nor stale nor discarded,

I see through the broadcloth and gingham whether or no,

And am around, tenacious, acquisitive, tireless, and cannot be shaken away.

8

The little one sleeps in its cradle,

I lift the gauze and look a long time, and silently brush away flies with my hand.




The youngster and the red-faced girl turn aside up the bushy hill,

I peeringly view them from the top.

The suicide sprawls on the bloody floor of the bedroom,

I witness the corpse with its dabbled hair, I note where the pistol has fallen.




The blab of the pave, tires of carts, sluff of boot-soles, talk of the promenaders,

The heavy omnibus, the driver with his interrogating thumb, the clank of the shod horses on the granite floor,

The snow-sleighs, clinking, shouted jokes, pelts of snow-balls,

The hurrahs for popular favorites, the fury of rous'd mobs,

The flap of the curtain'd litter, a sick man inside borne to the hospital,

The meeting of enemies, the sudden oath, the blows and fall,

The excited crowd, the policeman with his star quickly working his passage to the centre of the crowd,

The impassive stones that receive and return so many echoes,

What groans of over-fed or half-starv'd who fall sunstruck or in fits,

What exclamations of women taken suddenly who hurry home and give birth to babes,

What living and buried speech is always vibrating here, what howls restrain'd by decorum,

Arrests of criminals, slights, adulterous offers made, acceptances, rejections with convex lips,

I mind them or the show or resonance of them—I come and I depart.

10

Alone far in the wilds and mountains I hunt,

Wandering amazed at my own lightness and glee,

In the late afternoon choosing a safe spot to pass the night,

Kindling a fire and broiling the fresh-kill'd game,

Falling asleep on the gather'd leaves with my dog and gun by my side.




The Yankee clipper is under her sky-sails, she cuts the sparkle and scud,

My eyes settle the land, I bend at her prow or shout joyously from the deck.




The boatmen and clam-diggers arose early and stopt for me,

I tuck'd my trowser-ends in my boots and went and had a good time;

You should have been with us that day round the chowder-kettle.

I saw the marriage of the trapper in the open air in the far west, the bride was a red girl,

Her father and his friends sat near cross-legged and dumbly smoking, they had moccasins to their feet and large thick blankets hanging from their shoulders,

On a bank lounged the trapper, he was drest mostly in skins, his luxuriant beard and curls protected his neck, he held his bride by the hand,

She had long eyelashes, her head was bare, her coarse straight locks descended upon her voluptuous limbs and reach'd to her feet.




The runaway slave came to my house and stopt outside,

I heard his motions crackling the twigs of the woodpile,

Through the swung half-door of the kitchen I saw him limpsy and weak,

And went where he sat on a log and led him in and assured him,

And brought water and fill'd a tub for his sweated body and bruis'd feet,

And gave him a room that enter'd from my own, and gave him some coarse clean clothes,

And remember perfectly well his revolving eyes and his awkwardness,

And remember putting plasters on the galls of his neck and ankles;

He staid with me a week before he was recuperated and pass'd north,

I had him sit next me at table, my fire-lock lean'd in the corner.

11

Twenty-eight young men bathe by the shore,

Twenty-eight young men and all so friendly;

Twenty-eight years of womanly life and all so lonesome.




She owns the fine house by the rise of the bank,

She hides handsome and richly drest aft the blinds of the window.




Which of the young men does she like the best?

Ah the homeliest of them is beautiful to her.




Where are you off to, lady? for I see you,

You splash in the water there, yet stay stock still in your room.




Dancing and laughing along the beach came the twenty-ninth bather,

The rest did not see her, but she saw them and loved them.




The beards of the young men glisten'd with wet, it ran from their long hair,

Little streams pass'd all over their bodies.




An unseen hand also pass'd over their bodies,

It descended tremblingly from their temples and ribs.




The young men float on their backs, their white bellies bulge to the sun, they do not ask who seizes fast to them,

They do not know who puffs and declines with pendant and bending arch,

They do not think whom they souse with spray.

14

The wild gander leads his flock through the cool night,

Ya-honk he says, and sounds it down to me like an invitation,

The pert may suppose it meaningless, but I listening close,

Find its purpose and place up there toward the wintry sky.




The sharp-hoof'd moose of the north, the cat on the house-sill, the chickadee, the prairie-dog,

The litter of the grunting sow as they tug at her teats,

The brood of the turkey-hen and she with her half-spread wings,

I see in them and myself the same old law.




The press of my foot to the earth springs a hundred affections,

They scorn the best I can do to relate them.




I am enamour'd of growing out-doors,

Of men that live among cattle or taste of the ocean or woods,

Of the builders and steerers of ships and the wielders of axes and mauls, and the drivers of horses,

I can eat and sleep with them week in and week out.




What is commonest, cheapest, nearest, easiest, is Me,

Me going in for my chances, spending for vast returns,

Adorning myself to bestow myself on the first that will take me,

Not asking the sky to come down to my good will,

Scattering it freely forever.

18

With music strong I come, with my cornets and my drums,

I play not marches for accepted victors only, I play marches for conquer'd and slain persons.

Have you heard that it was good to gain the day?

I also say it is good to fall, battles are lost in the same spirit in which they are won.




I beat and pound for the dead,

I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for them.




Vivas to those who have fail'd!

And to those whose war-vessels sank in the sea!

And to those themselves who sank in the sea!

And to all generals that lost engagements, and all overcome heroes!

And the numberless unknown heroes equal to the greatest heroes known!

21

I am the poet of the Body and I am the poet of the Soul,

The pleasures of heaven are with me and the pains of hell are with me,

The first I graft and increase upon myself, the latter I translate into a new tongue.




I am the poet of the woman the same as the man,

And I say it is as great to be a woman as to be a man,

And I say there is nothing greater than the mother of men.




I chant the chant of dilation or pride,

We have had ducking and deprecating about enough,

I show that size is only development.




Have you outstript the rest? are you the President?

It is a trifle, they will more than arrive there every one, and still pass on.




I am he that walks with the tender and growing night,

I call to the earth and sea half-held by the night.




Press close bare-bosom'd night—press close magnetic nourishing night!

Night of south winds—night of the large few stars!

Still nodding night—mad naked summer night.




Smile O voluptuous cool-breath'd earth!

Earth of the slumbering and liquid trees!

Earth of departed sunset—earth of the mountains misty-topt!

Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon just tinged with blue!

Earth of shine and dark mottling the tide of the river!

Earth of the limpid gray of clouds brighter and clearer for my sake!

Far-swooping elbow'd earth—rich apple-blossom'd earth!

Smile, for your lover comes.




Prodigal, you have given me love—therefore I to you give love!

O unspeakable passionate love.

23

Endless unfolding of words of ages!

And mine a word of the modern, the word En-Masse.




A word of the faith that never balks,

Here or henceforward it is all the same to me, I accept Time absolutely.

It alone is without flaw, it alone rounds and completes all,

That mystic baffling wonder alone completes all.




I accept Reality and dare not question it,

Materialism first and last imbuing.




Hurrah for positive science! long live exact demonstration!

Fetch stonecrop mixt with cedar and branches of lilac,

This is the lexicographer, this the chemist, this made a grammar of the old cartouches,

These mariners put the ship through dangerous unknown seas,

This is the geologist, this works with the scalpel, and this is a mathematician.




Gentlemen, to you the first honors always!

Your facts are useful, and yet they are not my dwelling,

I but enter by them to an area of my dwelling.




Less the reminders of properties told my words,

And more the reminders they of life untold, and of freedom and extrication,

And make short account of neuters and geldings, and favor men and women fully equipt,

And beat the gong of revolt, and stop with fugitives and them that plot and conspire.

32

I think I could turn and live with animals, they're so placid and self-contain'd,

I stand and look at them long and long.

They do not sweat and whine about their condition,

They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sins,

They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God,

Not one is dissatisfied, not one is demented with the mania of owning things,

Not one kneels to another, nor to his kind that lived thousands of years ago,

Not one is respectable or unhappy over the whole earth.




So they show their relations to me and I accept them,

They bring me tokens of myself, they evince them plainly in their possession.




I wonder where they get those tokens,

Did I pass that way huge times ago and negligently drop them?




Myself moving forward then and now and forever,

Gathering and showing more always and with velocity,

Infinite and omnigenous, and the like of these among them,

Not too exclusive toward the reachers of my remembrancers,

Picking out here one that I love, and now go with him on brotherly terms.




A gigantic beauty of a stallion, fresh and responsive to my caresses,

Head high in the forehead, wide between the ears,

Limbs glossy and supple, tail dusting the ground,

Eyes full of sparkling wickedness, ears finely cut, flexibly moving.




His nostrils dilate as my heels embrace him,

His well-built limbs tremble with pleasure as we race around and return.




I but use you a minute, then I resign you, stallion,

Why do I need your paces when I myself out-gallop them?

Even as I stand or sit passing faster than you.

37

You laggards there on guard! look to your arms!

In at the conquer'd doors they crowd! I am possess'd!

Embody all presences outlaw'd or suffering,

See myself in prison shaped like another man,

And feel the dull unintermitted pain.




For me the keepers of convicts shoulder their carbines and keep watch,

It is I let out in the morning and barr'd at night.




Not a mutineer walks handcuff'd to jail but I am handcuff'd to him and walk by his side,

(I am less the jolly one there, and more the silent one with sweat on my twitching lips.)




Not a youngster is taken for larceny but I go up too, and am tried and sentenced.




Not a cholera patient lies at the last gasp but I also lie at the last gasp,

My face is ash-color'd, my sinews gnarl, away from me people retreat.

Askers embody themselves in me and I am embodied in them,

I project my hat, sit shame-faced, and beg.

46

I know I have the best of time and space, and was never measured and never will be measured.




I tramp a perpetual journey, (come listen all!)

My signs are a rain-proof coat, good shoes, and a staff cut from the woods,

No friend of mine takes his ease in my chair,

I have no chair, no church, no philosophy,

I lead no man to a dinner-table, library, exchange,

But each man and each woman of you I lead upon a knoll,

My left hand hooking you round the waist,

My right hand pointing to landscapes of continents and the public road.




Not I, not any one else can travel that road for you,

You must travel it for yourself.




It is not far, it is within reach,

Perhaps you have been on it since you were born and did not know,

Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land.




Shoulder your duds dear son, and I will mine, and let us hasten forth,

Wonderful cities and free nations we shall fetch as we go.




If you tire, give me both burdens, and rest the chuff of your hand on my hip,

And in due time you shall repay the same service to me,

For after we start we never lie by again.




This day before dawn I ascended a hill and look'd at the crowded heaven,

And I said to my spirit When we become the enfolders of those orbs, and the pleasure and knowledge of every thing in them, shall we be fill'd and satisfied then?

And my spirit said No, we but level that lift to pass and continue beyond.




You are also asking me questions and I hear you,

I answer that I cannot answer, you must find out for yourself.




Sit a while dear son,

Here are biscuits to eat and here is milk to drink,

But as soon as you sleep and renew yourself in sweet clothes,

I kiss you with a good-by kiss and open the gate for your egress hence.




Long enough have you dream'd contemptible dreams,

Now I wash the gum from your eyes,

You must habit yourself to the dazzle of the light and of every moment of your life.




Long have you timidly waded holding a plank by the shore,

Now I will you to be a bold swimmer,

To jump off in the midst of the sea, rise again, nod to me, shout, and laughingly dash with your hair.

51

The past and present wilt—I have fill'd them, emptied them,

And proceed to fill my next fold of the future.




Listener up there! what have you to confide to me?

Look in my face while I snuff the sidle of evening,

(Talk honestly, no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute longer.)




Do I contradict myself?

Very well then I contradict myself,

(I am large, I contain multitudes.)




I concentrate toward them that are nigh, I wait on the door-slab.




Who has done his day's work? who will soonest be through with his supper?

Who wishes to walk with me?




Will you speak before I am gone? will you prove already too late?

52

The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me, he complains of my gab and my loitering.




I too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable,

I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world.




The last scud of day holds back for me,

It flings my likeness after the rest and true as any on the shadow'd wilds,

It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk.




I depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun,

I effuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags.




I bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love,

If you want me again look for me under your boot-soles.




You will hardly know who I am or what I mean,

But I shall be good health to you nevertheless,

And filter and fibre your blood.




Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged,

Missing me one place search another,

I stop somewhere waiting for you.

	1855	1881



我自己的歌（节选）




一

我赞美我自己，歌唱我自己，

我承担的你也将承担，

因为属于我的每一个原子也同样属于你。




我闲步，还邀请了我的灵魂，

我俯身悠然观察着一片夏日的草叶。




我的舌，我血液的每个原子，是在这片土壤、这个空气里形成的，

我是生在这里的父母生下的，父母的父母也是在这里生下的，他们的父母也一样，

我，现在三十七岁①，一开始身体就十分健康，

希望永不终止，直到死去。




信条和学派暂时不论，

且后退一步，明了它们当前的情况已足，但也决不是忘记，

不论我从善从恶，我允许随意发表意见，

顺乎自然，保持原始的活力。

二

屋里，室内充满了芳香，书架上也挤满了芳香，

我自己呼吸了香味，认识了它也喜欢它，

其精华也会使我醉倒，但我不容许这样。




大气不是一种芳香，没有香料的味道，它是无气味的，

它永远供我口用，我热爱它，

我要去林畔的河岸那里，脱去伪装，赤条条地，

我狂热地要它和我接触。②




我自己呼吸的烟雾，

回声，细浪、窃窃私语、爱根、丝线、枝桠和藤蔓，③

我的呼和吸，我心脏的跳动，通过我肺部畅流的血液和空气，

嗅到绿叶和枯叶，海岸和黑色的海边岩石和谷仓里的干草，

我喉咙里迸出辞句的声音飘散在风的旋涡里，

几次轻吻，几次拥抱，伸出两臂想搂住什么，

树枝的柔条摆动时光和影在树上的游戏，

独居，在闹市或沿着田地和山坡一带的乐趣，

健康之感，正午时的颤音，我从床上起来迎接太阳时唱的歌。




你认为一千英亩④就很多了吗？你认为地球就很大了吗？

为了学会读书你练习了很久吗？

因为你想努力懂得诗歌的含意就感到十分自豪吗？

今天和今晚请和我在一起，你将明了所有诗歌的来源，

你将占有大地和太阳的好处（另外还有千百万个太阳）⑤，

你将不会再第二手、第三手地接受事物，也不会借死人的眼睛观察，或从书本中的幽灵那里汲取营养，

你也不会借我的眼睛观察，不会通过我而接受事物，

你将听取各个方面，由你自己过滤一切。

六

一个孩子说“这草是什么？”两手满满捧着它递给我看；

我哪能回答孩子呢？我和他一样，并不知道。




我猜它定是我性格的旗帜，是充满希望的绿色物质织成的。




我猜它或者是上帝的手帕，

是有意抛下的一件带有香味的礼物和纪念品，

四角附有物主的名字，是为了让我们看见又注意到，并且说，“是谁的？”




我猜想这草本身就是个孩子，是植物界生下的婴儿。




我猜它或者是一种统一的象形文字，

其含义是，在宽广或狭窄的地带都能长出新叶，

在黑人中间和白人中一样能成长，

凯纳克人，特卡荷人，国会议员，柯甫人，我给他们同样的东西，同样对待。⑥




它现在又似乎是墓地里未曾修剪过的秀发。




我要温柔地对待你，弯弯的青草，

你也许是青年人胸中吐出的，

也许我如果认识他们的话会热爱他们，

也许你是从老人那里来的，或来自即将离开母怀的后代，

在这里你就是母亲们的怀抱。




这枝草乌黑又乌黑，不可能来自年老母亲们的白头，

它比老年人的无色胡须还要乌黑，

乌黑得不像来自口腔的浅红上颚。




啊，我终于看到了那么许多说着话的舌头，

并看到它们不是无故从口腔的上颚出现的。




我深愿能翻译出那些有关已死青年男女们隐晦的提示，

和那些有关老人，母亲，和即将离开母怀的后代们的提示。




你想这些青年和老人们后来怎么样了？

你想这些妇女和孩子们后来怎么样了？

他们还在某个地方活着并且生活得很好，

那最小的幼芽说明世上其实并无死亡，

即使有，也会导致生命，不会等着在最后把它扼死，

而且生命一出现，死亡就终止。




一切都向前向外发展，无所谓溃灭，

死亡不像人们所想象的那样，不是那么不幸。

七

有人认为出生是幸运吗？

让我马上告诉他或她：死去也一样幸运，而且我知道。




我和垂危者经历了死亡，和新生儿经历了新生，不只局限在我的鞋帽之间，

我详细观察了多种事物，没有两者是相同的，每一种都很好，

大地是美好的，星星是美好的，附属于它们的一切也都美好。




我不是大地，也不是大地的附属物，

我是人们的共事者和同伴，一切都和我自己一样不死而且深不可测，

（他们不知道怎么会不死，但是我知道。）




每一物类都为的是它自己和本类，属我的男性和女性是为了我，

为我的还有那些曾经是少年而热爱女人的人们，

为我的还有那自尊心强的男子，他感觉到受轻慢时像针刺那样疼痛，

为我的有心爱的女友和那位老处女，为我的有母亲们和母亲们的母亲，

为我的有微笑过的嘴唇，流过泪的眼睛，

为我的有孩子们和生育孩子的人们。




揭去披盖吧！对我说来你是无罪的，既不陈旧，也未被抛弃。

我能透过平纹布和方格布⑦而分辨究竟，

而且我永在现场，固执，渴求收获，不知疲倦，无法把我撵走。

八

小宝贝睡在摇篮里，

我揭开纱帐看了很久，用手轻轻赶走了苍蝇。




小青年和脸色绯红的少女转身走上了多灌木丛的山冈，

我在山巅端详着他们。

自杀者趴伏在卧室里血淋淋的地板上，

我目睹了尸体和它粘湿的头发，注意到手枪落在什么地方。




人行道上的乱嚼舌，车辆的轮胎，靴底上的污泥，散步者讲的话，

笨重的马车，车夫和他那举着向人问话的大拇指，马蹄走在花岗石上的得得声，

雪车的丁当声，大声说笑，雪球的来回投掷，

对群众喜爱的节目发出的喝彩声，激怒了的暴徒们的吼叫声，

担架上帘子的拍打声，里面抬着的是一个去医院的病人，

狭路相逢，突发的咒骂声，殴打和跌倒，

激动了的人群，佩着星章的警察迅速挤进了人堆的中心，

冷漠的顽石来回接送了许多回声，

有多少中暑跌倒或晕倒的过饱或半饱者发出了呻吟，

有多少妇女在突感阵痛时呼叫起来，急急回家去分娩，

何等样活跃和已被埋葬的言谈还在这里颤动，何等样的号叫声为礼教所节制，

罪犯被捕，受轻慢，勾引人们通奸，接受建议，用撅着的嘴唇拒绝，

我注意到这些或它们的表现或它们的余震——我来了又走了。

十

我独自在荒山野林里打猎，

到处遨游，对自己的轻松欢快感到惊讶，

黄昏时找一个安全的地方过夜，

点一把火，烧烤着新打来的野味，

在拾来的树叶上我睡着了，我的狗和枪在我身旁。




那扬基式的快艇挂着三层帆篷，它冲破了闪光和风吹散的浪花，

我眼望着陆地，在船头弯下腰来，或在甲板上大声欢呼。




船夫们和挖蛤蜊的起得很早，路过时约上了我，

我把裤腿塞在靴筒里，跟着去玩了一个痛快；

那天你也该和我们在一起，围坐在鱼杂烩的火锅旁边。

在遥远的西部，我看见捕兽人在露天举行婚礼，新娘是个红种人，

她父亲和他的朋友们在一旁，盘腿而坐，默不作声地抽着烟，他们脚上穿着鹿皮鞋，肩上披着宽大厚重的毛毡，

岸上安闲地坐着那捕兽人，穿的几乎全是皮块，浓重的胡子和鬈发护住了他的颈脖，他用手拉着他的新娘，

她睫毛长，头上没有遮盖，粗直的长发垂落在丰腴的四肢上，直挂到她的脚边。⑧




一个逃亡的黑奴来到我家并在外面站住了，

我听见他的响动声，他在折断着木柴堆上的细树枝，

从厨房半开的门里，我看见他四肢软弱无力，

我走到他坐在木料上的地方，引他进屋，让他放心，

又给他满满倒了一盆水，让他洗洗身上的汗渍和带着伤的两脚，

还给了他一间通过我自己房间的屋子，给了他几件干净的粗布衣服，

还清楚地记得他转动着的眼珠和局促不安的神态，

还记得用药膏涂抹了他的颈部和脚踝上的伤口；

他在我家住了一个星期，恢复了健康，继续北上，

进食时我让他坐在我身旁，墙角里倚着我的火枪。

十一

二十八个青年人在岸边洗澡，⑨

二十八个青年个个都非常友好，

二十八年的女性生活又都是这样寂寞。




岸边高处的那所精舍是她的，

她美丽，穿着华贵的衣服，躲藏在窗帘背后。




在这些青年中她最喜欢哪一个？

啊，其中最丑的一个她也认为很美。




小姐，你打算到哪里去？我看得见你，

你在那边水里溅得水花四起，但是你待在你屋里却纹丝不动。




第二十九个前来洗澡，跳跃着、欢笑着沿着海滩而来，

其他的人看不见她，可是她看见了他们并且喜爱他们。




青年们的胡须上闪烁着水花，水珠从他们的长发上滚下来，

小小溪流淋遍了他们全身。




一只看不见的手也摸遍了他们的全身，

颤抖着顺着额边和肋骨而下。




青年们仰卧着漂在水上，他们的白肚皮鼓鼓地对着太阳，也不问是谁在紧紧地一把拉住他们，

他们不知道谁在低着头弯着腰微微喘气，

也没有去想水花溅湿了谁。

十四

野鹅领着鹅群飞过寒冷的夜空，

他说，“呀——哼，”传来的声音像是对我发出的邀请，

自作聪明者可能认为它毫无意义，但是我仔细倾听，

找到了它的用意和它在寒空中的地位。




北方的快蹄鹿，门槛上的猫，山雀，草原犬鼠，

吸着奶、在咕哝着的母猪身旁的小猪群，

火鸡的幼雏和半张着翅膀的母火鸡，

我在它们和自己身上看到了同一个古老法则。




我的脚一踏上大地就跳出一百种温情柔意，

它们蔑视我为描述它们而作出的最大努力。




我迷恋于在户外成长，

那些在牛马中生活的，那些尝到海洋或树林滋味的人，

造船和驾驶船只的人，挥动铁斧和大槌的人，和赶马的人，

我可以接连好几个星期和他们同吃同睡。




最平凡，最低贱，最靠拢，最容易接近的是“我”，

我寻找机会，为了巨大的收获而付出代价，

我装饰自己，把自己交托给第一个愿意接受我的人，

不要求上天下来俯就我的诚意，

而是永远无偿地把它四处散布。

十八

我让雄壮的音乐伴随着我前来，响起的是我的号和鼓，

我不单为公认的胜利者吹奏进行曲，我也为战败和被杀者吹奏。

你曾经听说大获全胜是件好事，对吗？

我说溃败也是好事，战役的失利和胜利出自同样的精神。




我为死者击鼓奏乐，

我通过管乐器的吹口⑩为他们吹奏最响亮最欢畅的管乐。




失败的人们万岁！

战舰沉没在海里的人们万岁！

自己也沉没在海里的人们万岁！

所有在战役中失利的将军们和被征服的英雄们万岁！

无数无名英雄和最伟大的知名英雄完全平等！

二十一

我是肉体的诗人也是灵魂的诗人，

我占有天堂的愉快也占有地狱的苦痛，

前者我把它嫁接在自己身上使它增殖，后者我把它翻译成一种新的语言。




我既是男子的诗人也是妇女的诗人，

我是说作为妇女和作为男子同样伟大，

我是说再没有比人们的母亲更加伟大的。




我歌颂“扩张”或“骄傲”，

我们已经低头求免得够了，

我是在说明体积只不过是发展的结果。




你已经远远超越了其余的人吗？你是总统吗？

这是微不足道的，人人会越过此点而继续前进。




我是那和温柔而渐渐昏暗的黑夜一同行走的人，

我向着那被黑夜掌握了一半的大地和海洋呼唤。




请紧紧靠拢，袒露着胸脯的夜啊——紧紧靠拢吧，富于魅力和营养的黑夜！

南风的夜——有着巨大疏星的夜！

寂静而打着瞌睡的夜——疯狂而赤身裸体的夏夜啊。




微笑吧！啊，妖娆的、气息清凉的大地！

生长着沉睡而饱含液汁的树木的大地！

夕阳已西落的大地——山巅被雾气覆盖着的大地！

满月的晶体微带蓝色的大地！

河里的潮水掩映着光照和黑暗的大地！

为了我而更加明澈的灰色云彩笼罩着的大地！

远远的高山连着平原的大地——长满苹果花的大地！

微笑吧，你的情人来了。




浪子，你给了我爱情——因此我也给你爱情！

啊，难以言传的、炽热的爱情。

二十三

历代留下的词句不断展现在眼前！

我的是一个现代词，“全体”这个词。




这个词标志着坚定不移的信仰，

此时或今后对我都是一样，我无条件地接受“时间”。

只有它无懈可击，只有它圆满地完成一切，

只有那神秘而使人困惑的奇迹才完成一切。




我接受“现实”，不敢对它提出疑问，

唯物主义贯彻始终。




为实证的科学欢呼！准确的论证万岁！

把掺和着杉木与丁香枝的景天草取来吧，⑪

这是辞典编纂者，这是化学师，这人编了一部古文字⑫的语法，

这些水手使船只安全驶过了危险的无名海域，

这是地质学家，这是手术刀使用者，这是个数学家。




先生们，最高荣誉永远属于你们！

你们的事实很有用，但它们却不是我居住的地方，

我只是通过它们进入我居住的区域。




我词汇里涉及属性的比较少，

更多的是涉及未曾揭晓过的生活，自由和解脱羁绊，

轻视的是中性和阉割了的事物，表彰的是机能完备的男子和妇女，

还敲起那号召叛乱的锣鼓，与亡命徒和密谋造反的人们在一起逗留。

三十二

我想我能够转而和动物生活在一起，它们是这样淡泊又自满自足，

我站着将它们观察了很久很久。

它们并不为它们的处境挥汗又哀号，

它们并不为自己的罪过哭泣而在黑暗中通宵不眠，

它们并不议论它们对上帝应尽的责任而使我生厌，

没有一个感到不满足，没有一个犯有严重的占有狂，

没有一个向另一个屈膝，也不向一个生活在数千年前的同类屈膝，

整个地球上没有哪一个是体面的或愁苦的。

它们向我如此表明了和我的关系，我接受了下来，

它们给我带来的是我自己的各种代号，并且明白地告诉我已在它们的掌握之中。




我惊讶那些代号它们是从哪里得来的，

莫非我曾经老早走过那地方，漫不经心地把它们丢下了？




彼时此时乃至永远，我自己总在向前移动着，

一直在以高速度收集并展示着更多的东西，

无穷无尽，无所不包，在它们中间也有和它们类似的，

并不过分排斥我的记忆所及，

还在这里选中了我所喜爱的一个；此时和他像兄弟般在一起行动。




一匹雄壮健美的骏马，精神抖擞，对我的抚爱又有所反应，

它额骨高耸，两耳之间宽广，

肢体光滑而又柔顺，尾巴扫地，

两眼闪烁着机警，耳朵轮廓俊美，灵巧地抖动着。




我的两踵抱紧它时它的鼻孔张开，

我们飞跑一圈而还归时它那匀称的肢体因喜悦而微微颤抖。




我只使用了你一分钟就即刻将你交出，骏马啊，

我自己能超出你的速度时又何需请你代步？

即使我在站着或坐下时也比你更加快速。

三十七

你们这些站着岗的懒虫！注意你们手中的武器！

他们挤进了被攻下的大门！我被迷住了心窍！

我化身为所有的亡命徒或受苦的人，

看见我自己在狱中换成了另一人的形状，

而且感受到了那单调的、持续不断的疼痛。




为了我，那监视犯人的守卫扛着卡宾枪警戒着，

那早上放出、晚上关进的就是我。




没有一个戴上手铐走进监狱的叛变者不是连我也和他铐在一起在他身旁走着，

（我比不上那里那快活的人，而是更像那个沉默的人，我抽搐着的唇边挂着汗珠。）




没有一个小青年因盗窃罪被捕而不是连带我也走上前去受审判并被定了罪。




没有一个患霍乱的在躺着咽他最后一口气时不是有我也躺着咽最后的一口，

我面如土色，肌肉扭曲，人们从我的身边走开。

有所求的人们借托我的形体，我则借托他们的形体，

我拿着帽子伸出手来，脸上含羞，坐着乞讨。

四十六

我知道我享有最优越的时间与空间，而且从来没有被衡量过也不可能衡量。




我踏上的是一次永恒的旅行，（请都来听一听吧！）

我的标志是一件防雨大衣，一双耐穿的鞋，从树林里砍来的一根手杖，

我没有朋友坐在我椅子上休息，

我没有椅子，没有教堂，没有哲学，

我没有带过人到饭桌旁，图书馆，交易所，

但是你们中的每个男女我都引着去一个小山头，

我的左手钩住你的腰，

我的右手指着各个大陆的景致和那条康庄大道。




我不能，也没有谁能代替你走那条路，

你必须自己去走。




路并不远，在你的能力范围之内，

也许你出世以后曾经走过，只是自己不知道，

也许水上、陆上到处都是它。




扛起你的衣服吧，亲爱的儿子，我也扛着我的，让我们快些向前走吧，

我们沿途会路过美妙的城市和自由的国土。

如果你累了就把两个包都给我，把你的手掌放在我的腰际，

到了适当的时候你也会同样为我服务，

因为我们出发以后就再也不会躺下休息了。




今天在破晓之前我登上了一座小山望着那拥挤的天空，

我对我的精灵说：“我们一旦拥有了这些星斗，和它们所赐予的每一件事物的愉悦和知识，我们就丰满、就知足了吗？”

我的精灵说：“不，我们只会夷平地面从头越过，向更远的地方前进。”




你也在问我问题，我听见了，

我回答说我不能回答，你必须自己寻找答案。




坐一会儿吧，亲爱的儿子，

这里有饼干可吃，这里有牛奶可喝，

但是只要你睡过一觉换上了轻便的衣服恢复了精神，我就用一个告别的吻吻你并打开大门让你从这里走出去。




你那些卑鄙的梦已做得够了，

现在我把你眼睛里的污垢洗去，

你自己必须习惯于炫目的光照和你炫目的生命的每一分秒。




你在岸边抱住一块木板怯懦地在水里跋涉已经够久了，

现在我要求你做一个勇敢的游泳者，

跳进海里又浮出水面，向着我点头，叫喊，笑着把头发甩在脑后。

五十一

过去和现在凋谢了——我曾经使它们饱满，又曾经使它们空虚，

还要接下去装满那在身后还将继续下去的生命。




站在那边的听者！你有什么秘密告诉我？

在我吸进黄昏的斜照时请端详我的脸，

（说老实话吧，没有任何别人会听见你，我也只能再多待一分钟。）




我自相矛盾吗？

那好吧，我是自相矛盾的，

（我辽阔博大，我包罗万象。）




我对近物思想集中，我在门前石板上等候。




谁已经做完他一天的工作？谁能最快把晚饭吃完？

谁愿意和我一起散步？




你愿在我走之前说话吗？你会不会已经太晚？

五十二

那苍鹰从我身旁掠过而且责备我，他怪我饶舌，又怪我迟迟留着不走。




我也一样一点都不驯顺，我也一样不可翻译，

我在世界的屋脊上发出了粗野的喊叫声。




白天最后的日光为我停留，

它把我的影子抛在其它影子的后面而且和其它的一样，抛我在多黑影的旷野，

它劝诱我走向烟雾和黄昏。




我像空气一样走了，我对着那正在逃跑的太阳摇晃着我的绺绺白发，

我把我的肉体融化在旋涡中，让它漂浮在花边状的裂缝⑬中。




我把自己交付给秽土，让它在我心爱的草丛中成长，

如果你又需要我，请在你的靴子底下寻找我。




你会不十分清楚我是谁，我的含义是什么，

但是我对你说来，仍将有益于你的健康，

还将滤净并充实你的血液。




如果你一时找不到我，请不要灰心丧气，

一处找不到再到别处去找，

我总在某个地方等候着你。

	1855	1881


注释

①　这首诗的初版发表时惠特曼三十六岁。初版时没有这一段，是次年增补的。

②　这两节比较了从书本中和从大自然中获得的经验。

③　爱根和丝线都是植物的名称。

④　一英亩约为六市亩。

⑤　这种天文学学说在当时是先进的。在这里这样说是极言天体之多，宇宙之广。

⑥　凯纳克人即法裔加拿大人，特卡荷（一种褐色的真菌）人即弗吉尼亚人，柯甫人即黑人。

⑦　指男女服装。

⑧　这一段四行是惠特曼根据美国画家密勒（1810—1874）的一幅作品《捕兽人的新娘》写成的。

⑨　恒星月为二十八天。作者在这里是写寂寞与情欲。

⑩　“管乐器的吹口”或作“吹奏者吹奏时的口型”。

⑪　景天草这种耐寒植物常在民间被用作愈合伤口的草药。杉木则常和墓地联系在一起。在惠特曼吊林肯的挽歌中，丁香是一种象征爱情和男性间伙伴关系的植物。

⑫　这是指见于古代埃及帝王墓碑的象形文字，五十年代中惠特曼常去参观百老汇的埃及古文物博物馆。

⑬　美国研究惠特曼作品的学者艾伦教授认为这是指“各种形状的白色气体”。


I Sing the Body Electric




1

I sing the body electric,

The armies of those I love engirth me and I engirth them,

They will not let me off till I go with them, respond to them,

And discorrupt them, and charge them full with the charge of the soul.




Was it doubted that those who corrupt their own bodies conceal themselves?

And if those who defile the living are as bad as they who defile the dead?

And if the body does not do fully as much as the soul?

And if the body were not the soul, what is the soul?

2

The love of the body of man or woman balks account, the body itself balks account,

That of the male is perfect, and that of the female is perfect.




The expression of the face balks account,

But the expression of a well-made man appears not only in his face,

It is in his limbs and joints also, it is curiously in the joints of his hips and wrists,

It is in his walk, the carriage of his neck, the flex of his waist and knees, dress does not hide him,

The strong sweet quality he has strikes through the cotton and broadcloth,

To see him pass conveys as much as the best poem, perhaps more,

You linger to see his back, and the back of his neck and shoulder-side.




The sprawl and fulness of babes, the bosoms and heads of women, the folds of their dress, their style as we pass in the street, the contour of their shape downwards,

The swimmer naked in the swimming-bath, seen as he swims through the transparent green-shine, or lies with his face up and rolls silently to and fro the heave of the water,

The bending forward and backward of rowers in row-boats, the horse-man in his saddle,

Girls, mothers, house-keepers, in all their performances,

The group of laborers seated at noon-time with their open dinner-kettles, and their wives waiting,

The female soothing a child, the farmer's daughter in the garden or cow-yard,

The young fellow hoeing corn, the sleigh-driver driving his six horses through the crowd,

The wrestle of wrestlers, two apprentice-boys, quite grown, lusty, good-natured, native-born, out on the vacant lot at sun-down after work,

The coats and caps thrown down, the embrace of love and resistance,

The upper-hold and under-hold, the hair rumpled over and blinding the eyes;

The march of firemen in their own costumes, the play of masculine muscle through clean-setting trowsers and waist-straps,

The slow return from the fire, the pause when the bell strikes suddenly again, and the listening on the alert,

The natural, perfect, varied attitudes, the bent head, the curv'd neck and the counting;

Such-like I love—I loosen myself, pass freely, am at the mother's breast with the little child,

Swim with the swimmers, wrestle with wrestlers, march in line with the firemen, and pause, listen, count.

3

I knew a man, a common farmer, the father of five sons,

And in them the fathers of sons, and in them the fathers of sons.




This man was of wonderful vigor, calmness, beauty of person,

The shape of his head, the pale yellow and white of his hair and beard, the immeasurable meaning of his black eyes, the richness and breadth of his manners,

These I used to go and visit him to see, he was wise also,

He was six feet tall, he was over eighty years old, his sons were massive, clean, bearded, tan-faced, handsome,

They and his daughters loved him, all who saw him loved him,

They did not love him by allowance, they loved him with personal love,

He drank water only, the blood show'd like scarlet through the clear-brown skin of his face,

He was a frequent gunner and fisher, he sail'd his boat himself, he had a fine one presented to him by a ship-joiner, he had fowling-pieces presented to him by men that loved him,

When he went with his five sons and many grand-sons to hunt or fish, you would pick him out as the most beautiful and vigorous of the gang,

You would wish long and long to be with him, you would wish to sit by him in the boat that you and he might touch each other.

4

I have perceiv'd that to be with those I like is enough,

To stop in company with the rest at evening is enough,

To be surrounded by beautiful, curious, breathing, laughing flesh is enough,

To pass among them or touch any one, or rest my arm ever so lightly round his or her neck for a moment, what is this then?

I do not ask any more delight, I swim in it as in a sea.




There is something in staying close to men and women and looking on them, and in the contact and odor of them, that pleases the soul well,

All things please the soul, but these please the soul well.

5

This is the female form,

A divine nimbus exhales from it from head to foot,

It attracts with fierce undeniable attraction,

I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless vapor, all falls aside but myself and it,

Books, art, religion, time, the visible and solid earth, and what was expected of heaven or fear'd of hell, are now consumed,

Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play out of it, the response likewise ungovernable,

Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling hands all diffused, mine too diffused,

Ebb stung by the flow and flow stung by the ebb, love-flesh swelling and deliciously aching,

Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jelly of love, white-blow and delirious juice,

Bridegroom night of love working surely and softly into the pros-trate dawn,

Undulating into the willing and yielding day,

Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet-flesh'd day.




This the nucleus—after the child is born of woman, man is born of woman,

This the bath of birth, this the merge of small and large, and the outlet again.




Be not ashamed women, your privilege encloses the rest, and is the exit of the rest,

You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the soul.




The female contains all qualities and tempers them,

She is in her place and moves with perfect balance,

She is all things duly veil'd, she is both passive and active,

She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as well as daughters.




As I see my soul reflected in Nature,

As I see through a mist, One with inexpressible completeness, sanity, beauty,

See the bent head and arms folded over the breast, the Female I see.

6

The male is not less the soul nor more, he too is in his place,

He too is all qualities, he is action and power,

The flush of the known universe is in him,

Scorn becomes him well, and appetite and defiance become him well,

The wildest largest passions, bliss that is utmost, sorrow that is utmost become him well, pride is for him,

The full-spread pride of man is calming and excellent to the soul,

Knowledge becomes him, he likes it always, he brings every thing to the test of himself,

Whatever the survey, whatever the sea and the sail he strikes soundings at last only here,

(Where else does he strike soundings except here?)




The man's body is sacred and the woman's body is sacred,

No matter who it is, it is sacred—is it the meanest one in the laborers' gang?

Is it one of the dull-faced immigrants just landed on the wharf?

Each belongs here or anywhere just as much as the well-off, just as much as you,

Each has his or her place in the procession.




(All is a procession, The universe is a procession with measured and perfect motion.)




Do you know so much yourself that you call the meanest ignorant?

Do you suppose you have a right to a good sight, and he or she has no right to a sight?

Do you think matter has cohered together from its diffuse float, and the soil is on the surface, and water runs and vegetation sprouts,

For you only, and not for him and her?

7

A man's body at auction,

(For before the war I often go to the slave-mart and watch the sale,)

I help the auctioneer, the sloven does not half know his business.




Gentlemen look on this wonder,

Whatever the bids of the bidders they cannot be high enough for it,

For it the globe lay preparing quintillions of years without one animal or plant,

For it the revolving cycles truly and steadily roll'd.




In this head the all-baffling brain,

In it and below it the makings of heroes.




Examine these limbs, red, black, or white, they are cunning in tendon and nerve,

They shall be stript that you may see them.




Exquisite senses, life-lit eyes, pluck, volition,

Flakes of breast-muscle, pliant backbone and neck, flesh not flabby, good-sized arms and legs,

And wonders within there yet.

Within there runs blood,

The same old blood! the same red-running blood!

There swells and jets a heart, there all passions, desires, reachings, aspirations,

(Do you think they are not there because they are not express'd in parlors and lecture-rooms?)




This is not only one man, this the father of those who shall be fathers in their turns,

In him the start of populous states and rich republics,

Of him countless immortal lives with countless embodiments and enjoyments.




How do you know who shall come from the off-spring of his offspring through the centuries?

(Who might you find you have come from yourself, if you could trace back through the centuries?)

8

A woman's body at auction,

She too is not only herself, she is the teeming mother of mothers,

She is the bearer of them that shall grow and be mates to the mothers.




Have you ever loved the body of a woman?

Have you ever loved the body of a man?

Do you not see that these are exactly the same to all in all nations and times all over the earth?

If any thing is sacred the human body is sacred,

And the glory and sweet of a man is the token of manhood untainted,

And in man or woman a clean, strong, firm-fibred body, is more beautiful than the most beautiful face.




Have you seen the fool that corrupted his own live body? or the fool that corrupted her own live body?

For they do not conceal themselves, and cannot conceal themselves.

9

O my body! I dare not desert the likes of you in other men and women, nor the likes of the parts of you,

I believe the likes of you are to stand or fall with the likes of the soul, (and that they are the soul,)

I believe the likes of you shall stand or fall with my poems, and that they are my poems,

Man's, woman's, child's, youth's, wife's, husband's, mother's, father's, young man's, young woman's poems,

Head, neck, hair, ears, drop and tympan of the ears,

Eyes, eye-fringes, iris of the eye, eyebrows, and the waking or sleeping of the lids,

Mouth, tongue, lips, teeth, roof of the mouth, jaws, and the jaw-hinges,

Nose, nostrils of the nose, and the partition,

Cheeks, temples, forehead, chin, throat, back of the neck, neck-slue,

Strong shoulders, manly beard, scapula, hind-shoulders, and the ample side-round of the chest,

Upper-arm, armpit, elbow-socket, lower-arm, arm-sinews, arm-bones,

Wrist and wrist-joints, hand, palm, knuckles, thumb, forefinger, finger-joints, finger-nails,

Broad breast-front, curling hair of the breast, breast-bone, breast-side,

Ribs, belly, backbone, joints of the backbone,

Hips, hip-sockets, hip-strength, inward and outward round, man-balls, man-root,

Strong set of thighs, well carrying the trunk above,

Leg-fibres, knee, knee-pan, upper-leg, under-leg,

Ankles, instep, foot-ball, toes, toe-joints, the heel;

All attitudes, all the shapeliness, all the belongings of my or your body or of any one's body, male or female,

The lung-sponges, the stomach-sac, the bowels sweet and clean,

The brain in its folds inside the skull-frame,

Sympathies, heart-valves, palate-valves, sexuality, maternity,

Womanhood, and all that is a woman, and the man that comes from woman,

The womb, the teats, nipples, breast-milk, tears, laughter, weeping, love-looks, love-perturbations and risings,

The voice, articulation, language, whispering, shouting aloud,

Food, drink, pulse, digestion, sweat, sleep, walking, swimming,

Poise on the hips, leaping, reclining, embracing, arm-curving and tightening,

The continual changes of the flex of the mouth, and around the eyes,

The skin, the sunburnt shade, freckles, hair,

The curious sympathy one feels when feeling with the hand the naked meat of the body,

The circling rivers the breath, and breathing it in and out,

The beauty of the waist, and thence of the hips, and thence downward toward the knees,

The thin red jellies within you or within me, the bones and the marrow in the bones,

The exquisite realization of health;

O I say these are not the parts and poems of the body only, but of the soul,

O I say now these are the soul!
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我歌唱那带电的肉体




一

我歌唱那带电的肉体，

我喜爱的成群人围拢着我，我围拢着他们，

他们一定要我跟他们一同行动，对他们作出反应，

还要使他们免于腐烂，给他们满满装足灵魂。




曾否有人怀疑那些败坏了自己肉体的人们必然会隐藏住自己？

而那些玷污了活人的人们和玷污了死者的人们同样都是坏人？

如果肉体不能像灵魂那样起同样大的作用时又怎么办？

如果肉体不就是灵魂，灵魂又是什么？

二

爱上了男人或女人的肉体这件事是难以说清楚的，肉体本身就难以说清楚，

男性的肉体是完美的，女性的肉体是完美的。




面部表情是难以说清楚的，

但是一个体格健美的男子的表情不只显现在脸上，

也在他的四肢和关节上，也奇妙地在他臀部和手腕的关节上，

在于他走路的体态，他颈脖的姿势，他的腰和膝盖是如何弯曲的，衣服遮不住他，

他那健壮甘甜的实质会透过棉花和毛葛显露出来，

看见他走过时给人们的印象，和一首最美的诗一样丰富，可能还不止于此，

你久久看不厌他的背影，他的颈脖和肩膀的背影。




婴儿伸开着四肢又长得十分丰满，妇女们的胸部和头部，她们衣服的皱褶，我们在街上走过时她们的风度，她们的体形自上至下的线条，

游泳池中的赤身游泳者，看着他游过那透明的碧绿晶体，或仰卧着随同溅起的水花默默地来回翻滚，

划船的在划艇里前仰后合地弯着身子，马鞍上的骑士，

少女们，母亲们，管家们，在做着她们的各项工作，

一群工人在正午时坐下来打开他们装饭的锅子，妻子们在一旁守候着，

那女性在哄着一个娃娃，庄稼汉的女儿在花园或牛栏旁，

小伙子在锄玉米，赶雪车的在赶着那六匹马穿过人群，

角力者在角力，两个学徒，都已长成，体格健壮，性情和蔼，本地人，日落时歇工后来到空地上，

外衣和帽子都脱了扔在地上，投入了爱和拒绝的拥抱，

抱着上身又抱着下身，头发散乱着挡住了眼睛；

救火员穿着他们自己的服装在前进，透过他们齐整的裤子和腰带可以看见男性的肌肉在活动，

慢慢从火场回来，在钟声突然又敲响时又站住脚，机警地听着，

那自然而完美的各种姿势，低着的头，弯着的颈脖，又在计着数，

我爱这些人——我自己松弛下来，自在地向前走去，和那小娃娃一起靠在母亲的胸口，

和游泳者一起游泳，和角力者一起角力，和救火员一起排队走路，站住了脚，听着，计着数。

三

我认识一个人，一个普通的庄稼汉，五个儿子的父亲，

这些儿子当了儿子的父亲，儿子的儿子又当了父亲。




这个人精力充沛，安详，一表人材，

他头颅的轮廓，淡黄又雪白的头发和胡须，他那双黑眼睛里猜不透的含义，他举止的多变和落落大方，

为了观看这些，我常去往访，他同时还很有智慧，

他身高六英尺，已经八十多岁，他的儿子都魁梧，整洁，长着胡子，脸色微黑，很英俊，

他们和他的女儿都爱他，看见过他的人们都爱他，

他们爱他不是因为对他宽大，而是有着个人的深情，

他只喝水，透过他脸上那光洁而褐色的皮肤，可以看到皮下近似鲜红的血，

他经常打猎捕鱼，自己驾船，他有一只很精致的船，是一个造船工送给他的，他又有猎枪，是爱他的人们送给他的，

他和他的五个儿子和许多孙子去打猎或捕鱼的时候，你会立即认出他是众人中最美最有活力的一个，

你会愿意尽量和他待在一起，你会愿意挨着他、坐在船里，以便碰到彼此的身体。

四

我懂得只要和我喜欢的人们在一起就足够了，

傍晚时能和其余的人们作伴就足够了，

只要周围是美丽的、奇妙的、呼吸着的、欢笑着的肉体就足够了，

在他们中间活动或碰一碰谁，或只是短暂地让我的胳臂轻轻搭在他或她的颈脖上，这是什么呢？

我不要求更大的快乐，我就像是在大海里游泳了。




和男人和女人们亲热地待在一起、望着他们，和他们接触、闻到他们的气味，这会使灵魂十分愉快，

一切都使灵魂愉快，但是这些则是使灵魂非常愉快。

五

这是女性的形体，

它从头到脚都散发着那神圣的光轮，

它强烈而不可抗拒地吸引着人们，

我就像无能为力的气体那样被它的呼吸所吸引，一切都让了路，只剩下我自己和它，

书籍、艺术、宗教、时间、那眼面前的结实的大地、天堂的希望或地狱的恐惧现在都消失了，

狂热的丝状体，从中发出的不可控制的电流，反应也同样不可控制，

头发、胸脯、臀部、大腿的弯曲、随便挂着的双手都已松弛，我的一切也已松弛，

低潮受到了高潮的刺激，高潮受到了低潮的刺激，爱的肉体在膨胀、在甜蜜地隐隐作痛，

爱的无限清澈的浆液炽热而多量，微微颤抖着的爱的浆液，白色而销魂的液汁，

新郎在爱情之夜坚定而温柔地一直活动到疲惫的黎明，

波澜起伏地进入了甘心顺从的白天，

消失在依依不舍的紧抱和肉体似香甜的白天中。




这是核心——此后孩子由女人生出来，男人由女人生出来，

这是诞生时的沐浴，这是小和大的结合，又是再一次性的解放。




不要害羞，妇女们，你们的特权包括其他一切，也是其他一切的出路，

你们是肉体的大门，你们也是灵魂的大门。




女性包含一切品质，并能调节它们，

她处在她自己的地位，绝对平衡地行动着，

她是被充分掩盖着的一切事物，她既是被动的又是主动的，

她将既能怀女儿也能怀儿子，既能怀儿子又能怀女儿。




在我看见我的灵魂在“大自然”里得到反映时，

在我透过迷雾看见“那一个”有着无法形容的完整性、理智与美丽时，

我看见了那低垂的头，那合抱在胸前的双臂，我看见了女性。

六

男性不多也不少，也是灵魂，他也占据着他的地位，

他也是一切品质，他是行动与力量，

那已知的宇宙的活力在他身上，

轻蔑对他是完全适合的，欲望和对抗对他也是完全适合的，

最放肆最宽广的激情，最大的幸福，最大的忧伤对他是完全适合的，骄傲是为他设置的，

男子那完全铺开的骄傲对于灵魂十分有利而且起镇定作用，

知识对他很相宜，他一直喜欢知识，他让一切都经受他自己的考验，

不管怎样调查，不管是什么大海和航程，他最后只在这里探测水深，

（除了这里他还能到哪里去探测呢？）




男人的肉体是神圣的，女人的肉体是神圣的，

不管是谁，它是神圣的——他是劳工队伍里最卑贱的一个吗？

他是刚登上码头、面容呆板的移民中的一个吗？

每个人都属于此地或任何别的地方，富裕的人和你都一样，

每个人都在队伍里有他或她的地位。




（一切都是一个队伍，

宇宙就是一个有节奏有完美动作的队伍。）




你自己是否就那么博学竟把最卑贱的叫作无知？

你是否认为你有权利有一副好目力，而他或她就无权有？

你是否认为物质已从散乱的漂浮状态中凝聚起来，土壤在表面，水在奔流，植物在萌芽，

都是为了你，而并非为了他或她？

七

一个男人的肉体在拍卖，

（因为在战前我常去奴隶市场观看这种买卖，）

我帮助那拍卖者，那懒鬼对这种生意连一半都不懂。




绅士们看着这种怪事，

不管出价的人出什么价钱，总还是不够高，

为了这件商品地球已在没有动植物的状况下准备了亿万①年，

为了它，那循环着的周期还确实在不停地转动。




在这个头颅里是那十分微妙的脑浆，

在它里面和下面是制造英雄的材料。




细细检查这些肢体，红的，黑的，或是白的，它们的肌肉和神经都十分精巧，

且把它们剥光了让你们看个明白。




灵敏的感觉，充满生气的眼睛，勇敢，意志，

片片胸肌，柔韧的脊骨和颈脖，并不松弛的肌肉，相当粗壮的臂和腿，

而且那里面还有奇迹。

那里面还奔流着血液，

那同样并不陌生的血液！同样鲜红而奔流着的血液！

那里还有一颗心脏在隆起着、喷射着，那里还有全部激情，欲念，企求，抱负，

（就因为它们没有在客厅和讲堂里发表过，你就认为它们并不存在吗？）




这不仅是一个人，这是那些自己也要做父亲的人们的父亲，

在他身上开始了人口众多的国家和富有的共和国，

属于他的是数不清的不朽生命，有着数不清的各种具体体现和欢乐。




你怎么知道几个世纪之后他的后代的后代中会出现些什么样的人物？

（如果你能追溯到几个世纪以前，你自己的祖先又是谁？）

八

一个女人的肉体在拍卖，

她也不仅仅是她自己，她是那将要繁殖许多后代的母亲们的母亲，

她生下的人将长大成人并成为母亲们的配偶。




你爱过一个女人的肉体吗？

你爱过一个男人的肉体吗？

你难道不清楚这对于全世界所有国家和时代的所有人都是完全一样的吗？

如果有什么东西是神圣的，那么人的肉体就是神圣的，

一个男子的光荣和甜蜜就是那未被污损的男性的标志，

在一个男子或妇女身上，一个干净、健壮、结实的肉体比最美丽的脸庞更加美丽。




你见过那个败坏他自己生气勃勃的肉体的蠢男人没有？见过那个败坏她自己生气勃勃的肉体的蠢女人没有？

因为他们藏不住自己，也不可能藏住自己，

九

啊，我的肉体！我不敢遗弃那些具备你这样肉体的其他男人和女人，也不敢遗弃那些具备你这样肉体的局部，

我相信像你这样的肉体将和类似的灵魂休戚相关，（它们就是灵魂，）

我相信像你这样的肉体将和我的诗篇休戚相关，它们就是我的诗篇，

那些男子的、妇女的、儿童的、青年的、妻子的、丈夫的、母亲的、父亲的、青年男子的、青年妇女的诗篇，

头、颈、头发、耳朵、耳坠和耳鼓，

眼睛、睫毛、眼球的虹膜、眉毛、眼皮的启和合，

嘴、舌、唇、牙、上颚、上下颌和咬合处，

鼻子、鼻孔、鼻梁，

面颊、鬓角、前额、下巴、喉咙、颈的背部、颈椎，

健壮的肩膀、男性的胡子、肩胛、后肩、广阔的胸膛，

上臂、腋下、肘拐、下臂、臂的肌肉、臂骨，

手腕和腕关节、手、手掌、指节、大拇指、食指、指关节、指甲，

宽阔的前胸、胸前的卷曲的毫毛、胸骨、上腰，

肋骨、肚子、脊骨、脊骨的关节，

臀部、尾椎、坐骨、朝里朝外的圆周、睾丸、阳物，

粗壮的大腿、胜任地支撑着上面的躯干，

腿的纤维、膝盖、膝盖骨、大腿、小腿，

脚踝、脚背、脚拇趾、脚趾、趾关节、脚踵；

一切姿势，一切美好的形态，属于我或你的肉体或任何别人的肉体的一切，不论男性或女性，

肺的海绵体、胃囊、喷香而洁净的肚肠，

在颅骨里面褶皱着的脑子，

交感能力、心的瓣膜、味觉、性欲、母爱，

女性的气质和属于女性的一切，和那来自女人的男人，

子宫、乳房、奶头、乳汁、眼泪、欢笑、哭泣、爱的眼神、爱的不安和兴奋，

声音、发音、语言、悄语、大叫，

食物、饮料、脉搏、消化、汗水、睡眠、走路、游泳，

臀部保持平衡、跳跃、斜靠、拥抱、臂膀的弯曲和紧抱，

口型和眼睛周围的不断变化，

皮肤、晒黑了的肤色、雀斑、头发，

用手抚摸赤裸着的肉体时所感到的奇异共鸣，

呼吸像转着圆圈流动着的河水，吸进又呼出，

腰肢的美、由此而下的臀部的美、再下去到了膝盖，

在你里面或我里面是稀薄而鲜红的浆汁、骨头和骨髓，

健康的美妙体现，

啊，我是说这些不仅是肉体的各个部分和肉体的诗篇，也是灵魂！

啊，我现在说这些就是灵魂！

	1855	1881


注释

①　原文为quintillion，是1后有18个0的数。


Out of the Rolling Ocean the Crowd




Out of the rolling ocean the crowd came a drop gently to me,

Whispering I love you, before long I die,

I have travel'd a long way merely to look on you to touch you,

For I could not die till I once look'd on you,

For I fear'd I might afterward lose you.




Now we have met, we have look'd, we are safe,

Return in peace to the ocean my love,

I too am part of that ocean my love, we are not so much separated,

Behold the great rondure, the cohesion of all, how perfect!

But as for me, for you, the irresistible sea is to separate us,

As for an hour carrying us diverse, yet cannot carry us diverse forever;

Be not impatient—a little space—know you I salute the air, the ocean and the land,

Every day at sundown for your dear sake my love.
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从滚滚的人海中




从滚滚的人海中有一滴水走来温柔地对着我，

悄悄说：我爱你，不久我就要死去，

仅仅为了看看你，摸你一摸，我已经长途跋涉，

因为我不来看你一眼我是不能死的，

因为我怕我可能以后会失去你。




现在我们已经相会，见了面，我们平安无事了，

请放心回到大洋中去吧，亲爱的，

我也是大洋中的一部分，亲爱的，我们并没有完全分离，

请看那伟大的圆球，一切都粘连在一起，多么完美！

但是对我、对你来说，那不可抗拒的大海将使我们分离，

在一小时的时间里我们将各奔东西，但却不能永远使我们分离；

不要着急——这只是短暂的片刻——要知道我在向空气、海洋和陆地致意，

每天在日落的时候这样做，都为的是你啊，亲爱的。

	1865	1881



We Two, How Long We Were Fool'd




We two, how long we were fool'd,

Now transmuted, we swiftly escape as Nature escapes,

We are Nature, long have we been absent, but now we return,

We become plants, trunks, foliage, roots, bark,

We are bedded in the ground, we are rocks,

We are oaks, we grow in the openings side by side,

We browse, we are two among the wild herds spontaneous as any,

We are two fishes swimming in the sea together,

We are what locust blossoms are, we drop scent around lanes mornings and evenings,

We are also the coarse smut of beasts, vegetables, minerals,

We are two predatory hawks, we soar above and look down,

We are two resplendent suns, we it is who balance ourselves orbic and stellar, we are as two comets,

We prowl fang'd and four-footed in the woods, we spring on prey,

We are two clouds forenoons and afternoons driving overhead,

We are seas mingling, we are two of those cheerful waves rolling over each other and interwetting each other,

We are what the atmosphere is, transparent, receptive, pervious, impervious,

We are snow, rain, cold, darkness, we are each product and influence of the globe,

We have circled and circled till we have arrived home again, we two,

We have voided all but freedom and all but our own joy.

	1860	1881



我俩，我们被愚弄了这么久




我俩，我们被愚弄了这么久，

可现在变了，我们飞速地逃跑，像大自然一样逃跑，

我们就是大自然，我们离开此地已很久，但是现在我们回来了，

我们成了植物、树干、树叶、树根、树皮，

我们被安装在地上，我们是岩石，

我们是橡树，我们并排生长在林中的空地上，

我们吃草，我们是野牛群中的两只，和随便哪一只一样地顺乎自然，

我们是两条鱼，在大海里一同游泳着，

我们像刺槐的花朵，我们早晚在小巷周围散发芳香，

我们也是兽类、植物、矿物的粗劣斑痕，

我们是两只捕捉肉食的鹰，我们飞窜到天上，又朝下窥视，

我们是两个灿烂的太阳，是我们在像星球那样平衡着自己，我们是两颗彗星，

我们用四腿和利齿在树林里觅食，我们朝着猎获物猛扑过去，

我们是午前午后在天空中奔驰着的两朵云彩，

我们是交缠在一起的海洋，我们是两个欢乐的浪头在彼此身上翻滚着又互相浇湿着，

我们是大气层，透明，善于接受，能够被穿透，又不能被穿透，

我们是雪、雨、寒冷、黑暗，我们各自都是地球的产物和力量，

我们转了一圈又一圈，直到又回到了家里，我们俩，

我们除了自由和我们自己的欢乐以外排除了一切。

	1860	1881



Once I Pass'd through a Populous City




Once I pass'd through a populous city imprinting my brain for future use with its shows, architecture, customs, traditions,

Yet now of all that city I remember only a woman I casually met there who detain'd me for love of me,

Day by day and night by night we were together—all else has long been forgotten by me,

I remember I say only that woman who passionately clung to me,

Again we wander, we love, we separate again,

Again she holds me by the hand, I must not go,

I see her close beside me with silent lips sad and tremulous.

	1860	1861



一次，我经过一个人烟稠密的城市




一次，我经过一个人烟稠密的城市，我把它的外表、建筑、习俗、传统，铭刻在我脑子里，以便将来使用，

然而现在在那整个城市里我记得的只是一个偶尔遇到的女人，她因为爱我而把我留下了，

我们日日夜夜在一起——别的一切我都早已忘记，

我记得我只是说那女人热烈地紧紧缠住我不放，

我们一再到处漫游，我们热恋，我们又分手，

她又一次握住了我的手，不许我走，

我还能看见她紧挨在我身边，嘴唇不说话，只是忧郁地微微颤抖着。

	1860	1861



I Heard You Solemn-Sweet Pipes of the Organ




I heard you solemn-sweet pipes of the organ as last Sunday morn I pass'd the church,

Winds of autumn, as I walk'd the woods at dusk I heard your long-stretch'd sighs up above so mournful,

I heard the perfect Italian tenor singing at the opera, I heard the soprano in the midst of the quarter singing;

Heart of my love! you too I heard murmuring low through one of the wrists around my head,

Heard the pulse of you when all was still ringing little bells last night under my ear.

	1861	1867



我听见了你，庄严甜蜜的管风琴




上个星期天早晨我经过教堂时听见了你，庄严甜蜜的管风琴，

秋天的风啊，黄昏时我在树林里散步，我听见你在上空长长嘘出的叹息是那么忧伤，

我在歌剧院听见那美妙的意大利男高音在歌唱，我听见四重唱里那位女高音的声音，

心爱的！我也听见那搂着我头的那支手腕边你的低语，

昨晚上在寂静中我听见你的脉搏在我耳畔发出的小小铃铛声。

	1861	1867



Facing West from California's Shores




Facing west from California's shores,

Inquiring, tireless, seeking what is yet unfound,

I, a child, very old, over waves, towards the house of maternity, the land of migrations, look afar,

Look off the shores of my Western sea, the circle almost circled;

For starting westward from Hindustan, from the vales of Kashmere,

From Asia, from the north, from the God, the sage, and the hero,

From the south, from the flowery peninsulas and the spice islands,

Long having wander'd since, round the earth having wander'd,

Now I face home again, very pleas'd and joyous,

(But where is what I started for so long ago?

And why is it yet unfound?)

	1860	1867



从加利福尼亚海岸朝西看




从加利福尼亚海岸朝西看，

不倦地问着路，寻找着那还未找到的东西，

我，一个孩子，已经很老了，越过波澜，向着我母亲这个血统的家，那多次移民的地方，远远望去，

从我的西海的岸边望去，几乎转完了一圈；

因为从印度斯坦向西去，从克什米尔河谷，

从亚细亚，从北方，从上帝，那圣贤和英雄那里，

从南方，从花朵盛开的半岛和盛产香料的岛屿那里起步，

我已经游逛了很久，曾经绕着地球游逛，①

现在我又回到了家乡，非常满意，高兴，

（但是我许久以前动身去寻找的东西在哪里？为什么还没有找到？）

	1860	1867


注释

①　诗人在想象中漫游，作为美国民族的代表，从亚洲开始西行，绕地球一周。


In Paths Untrodden




In paths untrodden,

In the growth by margins of pond-waters,

Escaped from the lite that exhibits itself,

From all the standards hitherto publish'd, from the pleasures, profits, conformities,

Which too long I was offering to feed my soul,

Clear to me now standards not yet publish'd, clear to me that my soul,

That the soul of the man I speak for rejoices in comrades,

Here by myself away from the clank of the world,

Tallying and talk'd to here by tongues aromatic,

No longer abash'd, (for in this secluded spot I can respond as I would not dare elsewhere,)

Strong upon me the life that does not exhibit itself, yet contains all the rest,

Resolv'd to sing no songs to-day but those of manly attachment,

Projecting them along that substantial life,

Bequeathing hence types of athletic love,

Afternoon this delicious Ninth-month in my forty-first year,

I proceed for all who are or have been young men,

To tell the secret my nights and days,

To celebrate the need of comrades.

	1860	1867



在人迹罕到的小路上




在人迹罕到的小路上，

生长在池水旁，

逃离了那浮在表面的生活，

离开了迄今为止公开宣布的所有规范，离开了享乐，利益，大家遵守的条例，

那些太久以来我给我灵魂提供的粮食，

我现在才懂得了未曾公布过的规范，懂得了我的灵魂，

我所代表的那个男子的灵魂最喜欢的是伙伴，

我独自在这里远离尘世的喧闹，

一一记下了那些芬芳的舌头①在这里对我说的话，

不再腼腆，（因为在这个僻静的地方我不像在别处那样不敢回答，）

我深切感到了那并非表面、然而却包含了一切的生活，

下决心今天不歌唱别的，只歌唱有关男子之间的感情，

让这些诗歌沿着充实的生活发展下去，

今后只留下各种各样健壮的友情，

这是在我四十一岁的一个美妙的九月下午，

我进行的都是为了所有的年轻人或曾经是年轻的人，

告诉他们我夜间和白天的秘密，

歌颂寻求伙伴的必要性。

	1860	1867


注释

①　指这种植物的叶片做成的笛子。


These I Singing in Spring




These I singing in spring collect for lovers,

(For who but I should understand lovers and all their sorrow and joy?

And who but I should be the poet of comrades?)

Collecting I traverse the garden the world, but soon I pass the gates,

Now along the pond-side, now wading in a little, fearing not the wet,

Now by the post-and-rail fences where the old stones thrown there, pick'd from the fields, have accumulated,

(Wild-flowers and vines and weeds come up through the stones and partly cover them, beyond these I pass,)

Far, far in the forest, or sauntering later in summer, before I think where I go,

Solitary, smelling the earthy smell, stopping now and then in the silence,

Alone I had thought, yet soon a troop gathers around me,

Some walk by my side and some behind, and some embrace my arms or neck,

They the spirits of dear friends dead or alive, thicker they come, a great crowd, and I in the middle,

Collecting, dispensing, singing, there I wander with them,

Plucking something for tokens, tossing toward whoever is near me,

Here, lilac, with a branch of pine,

Here, out of my pocket, some moss which I pull'd off a live-oak in Florida as it hung trailing down,

Here, some pinks and laurel leaves, and a handful of sage,

And here what I now draw from the water, wading in the pond-side,

(O here I last saw him that tenderly loves me, and returns again never to separate from me,

And this, O this shall henceforth be the token of comrades, this calamus-root shall,

Interchange it youths with each other! let none render it back!)

And twigs of maple and a bunch of wild orange and chestnut,

And stems of currants and plum-blows, and the aromatic cedar,

These I compass'd around by a thick cloud of spirits,

Wandering, point to or touch as I pass, or throw them loosely from me,

Indicating to each one what he shall have, giving something to each;

But what I drew from the water by the pond-side, that I reserve,

I will give of it, but only to them that love as I myself am capable of loving.
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我在春天唱着这些歌




我在春天歌唱时为密友们收集了这些歌，

（因为除我之外还有谁能懂得密友们和他们所有的忧伤与欢乐呢？

除我之外又有谁是伙伴们的诗人呢？）

收集时我横跨了世界这座花园，但不久我就走出了大门，

时而沿着池塘，时而稍稍涉水，不怕受潮湿，

时而又走近栅栏式的篱笆，在那些从田间拾来的乱石块被扔作一堆的地方，

（野花、藤蔓和杂草从石缝里长出，又部分掩盖了石堆，我离开了这里又往前走，）

远远走进了森林，或者后来又在夏天时随意漫步，竟没有考虑要去什么地方，

独自一人，闻着泥土的气息，又不时在寂静中停下了脚步，

本以为只剩下了自己，然而过不久许多人围了上来，

有的走在我身边，有的走在我后面，有的又挽着我的臂膀或脖子，

他们是死去或活着的亲密朋友们的灵魂，愈聚愈多，成了一大群，而我则是在中间，

在那里我一边收集，一边分赠，一边歌唱，一边和他们在一起游逛，

折下点什么作为纪念，谁离得近就丢给谁，

这里，是紫丁香和一枝松针，

这里，从我口袋里取出的一点苔藓，是我在佛罗里达州那株挂满了苔藓的栎树上揪下来的，

这里是一些石竹和桂树叶，和一把鼠尾草，

这里是我现在从水里捞上来的，是我在池塘边涉水时所得，

（啊，这里是我最后一次看见他的地方，他温柔地爱着我，后来又回来再也不和我分离，

而这一枝呢，啊，这一枝将从此成为伙伴们的标志，这是芦笛的根，

青年人应当用它来互相交换！谁也不要把它退回去！）

还有几片枫叶，一束野柑桔和板栗，

几枝红醋栗和梅花，和芬芳的雪松，

这些我用一团浓密的灵魂把它们缠住，

在我信步路过时用手指指点或抚摸，或从我身边把它们抛撒掉，

并告诉每个人他应得的是什么，并使每个人都有所收获，

但是我从池塘边的水里捞取的东西我却要保留，

我也要给人，但只能给那些像我自己那样友爱的能量很深的人们。

	1860	1867



When I Heard at the Close of the Day




When I heard at the close of the day how my name had been receiv'd with plaudits in the capitol, still it was not a happy night for me that follow'd,

And else when I carous'd, or when my plans were accomplish'd, still I was not happy,

But the day when I rose at dawn from the bed of perfect health, refresh'd, singing, inhaling the ripe breath of autumn,

When I saw the full moon in the west grow pale and disappear in the morning light,

When I wander'd alone over the beach, and undressing bathed, laughing with the cool waters, and saw the sun rise,

And when I thought how my dear friend my lover was on his way coming, O then I was happy,

O then each breath tasted sweeter, and all that day my food nourish'd me more, and the beautiful day pass'd well,

And the next came with equal joy, and with the next at evening came my friend,

And that night while all was still I heard the waters roll slowly continually up the shores,

I heard the hissing rustle of the liquid and sands as directed to me whispering to congratulate me,

For the one I love most lay sleeping by me under the same cover in the cool night,

In the stillness in the autumn moonbeams his face was inclined toward me,

And his arm lay lightly around my breast—and that night I was happy.

	1860	1867



在一天将结束时我听说




在一天将结束时我听说我的名字在州议会厅里受到鼓掌欢迎，可是当天晚上我并不觉得幸福，

又有时我开怀畅饮，或者我的计划都已完成，我还是并不感到幸福，

但是一天清早我十分健康地从床上起来，精神抖擞，唱着歌，吸着秋天那醉人的气息，

我看见西方的满月在渐渐淡下去，在晨曦中消失，

我独自一人在海滩边信步走着，脱下衣服洗了个澡，和清凉的水一起欢笑，看着太阳升天，

又想到我亲爱的朋友我的密友即将到来，啊，那时我才幸福，

啊，那时每口气才更加香甜，整整一天的饮食也更有营养，美丽的一天顺利地过去了，

第二天到来也一样欢乐，而紧接着那天的黄昏我的朋友来了，

那天晚上在一切都静寂时我听见河水缓慢地、不断地翻滚到岸上来，

我听见那嘶嘶的液体和沙土的沙沙声，好像在朝着我向我悄悄祝贺，

因为我最爱的那人睡在我身旁，在凉爽的夜晚合盖着一床被子，

在秋天月色的寂静中他的脸朝着我靠近，

他的臂膀轻轻放在我胸口——那天晚上我是幸福的。

	1860	1867



Are You the New Person Drawn toward Me?




Are you the new person drawn toward me?

To begin with take warning, I am surely far different from what you suppose;

Do you suppose you will find in me your ideal?

Do you think it so easy to have me become your lover?

Do you think the friendship of me would be unalloy'd satisfaction?

Do you think I am trusty and faithful?

Do you see no further than this façade, this smooth and tolerant manner of me?

Do you suppose yourself advancing on real ground toward a real heroic man?

Have you no thought O dreamer that it may be all maya, illusion?
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你就是那被我吸引的新来的人吗？




你就是那被我吸引的新来的人吗？

让我先警告你，我其实和你所想象的差得很远；

你是设想你会在我身上找到你的理想吗？

你认为让我做你的密友是很容易的吗？

你认为我的友谊会是不搀杂质的完全满意吗？

你认为我既可靠又忠诚吗？

你除了这个表面：我的这种光滑而随和的态度之外就不需要进一步认识了吗？

你以为你自己是在脚踏实地朝着一位真正的英雄人物前进吗？

难道你从来没想到，啊，做着美梦的人儿，这一切可能都是空幻，都是假象吗？

	1860	1867



Trickle Drops




Trickle drops! my blue veins leaving!

O drops of me! trickle, slow drops,

Candid from me falling, drip, bleeding drops,

From wounds made to free you whence you were prison'd,

From my face, from my forehead and lips,

From my breast, from within where I was conceal'd, press forth red drops, confession drops,

Stain every page, stain every song I sing, every word I say, bloody drops,

Let them know your scarlet heat, let them glisten,

Saturate them with yourself all ashamed and wet,

Glow upon all I have written or shall write, bleeding drops,

Let it all be seen in your light, blushing drops.

	1860	1867



缓缓渗出的点滴




缓缓渗出的点滴！从我的蓝色的血管中流出！

啊，是我落下的点滴！渗出着，缓慢的点滴，

径直地从我身上流下，滴落，点点鲜血，

从为了把你自监狱中解放出来而造成的创伤中，

从我脸上，从我额头和嘴唇上，

从我胸口，从那隐蔽着的我的内心深处挤出了红色的点滴，自画供状的点滴，

请污染每一页，污染我唱的每一首歌，我说的每一句话吧，血红的点滴，

让它们懂得你那猩红的高温，让它们闪烁放光，

让它们浸透着你自己，满面惭怍而潮湿，

使我所写或将要写的一切都发出红光吧，点点鲜血，

让一切都渗透你的观点吧，羞得通红的点滴。

	1860	1867



I Saw in Louisiana a Live-Oak Growing




I saw in Louisiana a live-oak growing,

All alone stood it and the moss hung down from the branches,

Without any companion it grew there uttering joyous leaves of dark green,

And its look, rude, unbending, lusty, made me think of myself,

But I wonder'd how it could utter joyous leaves standing alone there without its friend near, for I knew I could not,

And I broke off a twig with a certain number of leaves upon it and twined around it a little moss,

And brought it away, and I have placed it in sight in my room,

It is not needed to remind me as of my own dear friends,

(For I believe lately I think of little else than of them,)

Yet it remains to me a curious token, it makes me think of manly love;

For all that, and though the live-oak glistens there in Louisiana solitary in a wide flat space,

Uttering joyous leaves all its life without a friend a lover near,

I know very well I could not.
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在路易斯安那我看见一株
四季常青的橡树在成长着




在路易斯安那我看见一株四季常青的橡树在成长着，

它孤单单独自站立着，苔藓从树枝上挂下来，

它没有任何同伴却生长在那里倾吐着欢乐的、深绿色的叶子，

它的相貌粗鲁、挺拔、健壮，使我想到我自己，

但是我诧异它怎么能独自站在那里倾吐着欢乐的叶子，却没有它的朋友在身边，因为我知道我就办不到，

我折下了小小一枝，上面有几瓣叶子，又给绕上一点儿苔藓，

我把它带走，把它放在我屋里容易看见的地方，

我不需要它使我重新想起我自己那些亲爱的朋友，

（因为我认为我最近除了他们之外没怎么想念过别的，）

但是它仍是一件奇异的纪念物，它使我想到男子之间的友爱；

虽则如此，而且虽然那四季常青的橡树孤独地在路易斯安那那块很大很平坦的空地上闪闪发光，

终其一生倾吐着欢乐的叶子，竟没有一个朋友或心爱的人在身边，

我深知我就是办不到。
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To a Stranger




Passing stranger! you do not know how longingly I look upon you,

You must be he I was seeking, or she I was seeking, (it comes to me as of a dream,)

I have somewhere surely lived a life of joy with you,

All is recall'd as we flit by each other, fluid, affectionate, chaste, matured,

You grew up with me, were a boy with me or a girl with me,

I ate with you and slept with you, your body has become not yours only nor left my body mine only,

You give me the pleasure of your eyes, face, flesh, as we pass, you take of my beard, breast, hands, in return,

I am not to speak to you, I am to think of you when I sit alone or wake at night alone,

I am to wait, I do not doubt I am to meet you again,

I am to see to it that I do not lose you.

	1860	1867



给一个陌生人




过路的陌生人！你不知道我是怀着多大的渴望用眼睛看着你，

你定是那我正在寻找的他或她，（我真像是做了一个梦，）

我肯定在什么地方和你共享过一段欢乐的生活，

我们擦身走过时一切都想起来了，流体似地，多情，贞洁，已经成熟，

你是和我一起长大的，是一个和我在一起的少年或少女，

我和你一同饮食，和你一同睡觉，你的躯体已不只是你的，我的也不只是我的，

我们相逢时你的眼睛，脸，肉体给了我愉悦，作为回敬你接纳了我的胡须，胸脯，双手，

我原是不许和你说话的，只有在我独自坐着、或独自在夜间醒来时，才许可想到你，

我原定要等候你，无疑我还会再遇见你，

我必须保证不把你白白丢失掉。

	1860	1867



Crossing Brooklyn Ferry




1

Flood-tide below me! I see you face to face!

Clouds of the west—sun there half an hour high—I see you also face to face.




Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes, how curious you are to me!

On the ferry-boats the hundreds and hundreds that cross, returning home, are more curious to me than you suppose,

And you that shall cross from shore to shore years hence are more to me, and more in my meditations, than you might suppose.

2

The impalpable sustenance of me from all things at all hours of the day,

The simple, compact, well-join'd scheme, myself disintegrated, every one disintegrated yet part of the scheme,

The similitudes of the past and those of the future,

The glories strung like beads on my smallest sights and hearings, on the walk in the street and the passage over the river,

The current rushing so swiftly and swimming with me far away,

The others that are to follow me, the ties between me and them,

The certainty of others, the life, love, sight, hearing of others.

Others will enter the gates of the ferry and cross from shore to shore,

Others will watch the run of the flood-tide,

Others will see the shipping of Manhattan north and west, and the heights of Brooklyn to the south and east,

Others will see the islands large and small;

Fifty years hence, others will see them as they cross, the sun half an hour high,

A hundred years hence, or ever so many hundred years hence, others will see them,

Will enjoy the sunset, the pouring-in of the flood-tide, the falling-back to the sea of the ebb-tide.

3

It avails not, time nor place—distance avails not,

I am with you, you men and women of a generation, or ever so many generations hence,

Just as you feel when you look on the river and sky, so I felt,

Just as any of you is one of a living crowd, I was one of a crowd,

Just as you are refresh'd by the gladness of the river and the bright flow, I was refresh'd,

Just as you stand and lean on the rail, yet hurry with the swift current, I stood yet was hurried,

Just as you look on the numberless masts of ships and the thickstemm'd pipes of steamboats, I look'd.




I too many and many a time cross'd the river of old,

Watched the Twelfth-month sea-gulls, saw them high in the air floating with motionless wings, oscillating their bodies,

Saw how the glistening yellow lit up parts of their bodies and left the rest in strong shadow,

Saw the slow-wheeling circles and the gradual edging toward the south,

Saw the reflection of the summer sky in the water,

Had my eyes dazzled by the shimmering track of beams,

Look'd at the fine centrifugal spokes of light round the shape of my head in the sunlit water,

Look'd on the haze on the hills southward and south-westward,

Look'd on the vapor as it flew in fleeces tinged with violet,

Look'd toward the lower bay to notice the vessels arriving,

Saw their approach, saw aboard those that were near me,

Saw the white sails of schooners and sloops, saw the ships at anchor,

The sailors at work in the rigging or out astride the spars,

The round masts, the swinging motion of the hulls, the slender serpentine pennants,

The large and small steamers in motion, the pilots in their pilot-houses,

The white wake left by the passage, the quick tremulous whirl of the wheels,

The flags of all nations, the falling of them at sunset,

The scallop-edged waves in the twilight, the ladled cups, the frolicsome crests and glistening,

The stretch afar growing dimmer and dimmer, the gray walls of the granite storehouses by the docks,

On the river the shadowy group, the big steam-tug closely flank'd on each side by the barges, the hay-boat, the belated lighter,

On the neighboring shore the fires from the foundry chimneys burning high and glaringly into the night,

Casting their flicker of black contrasted with wild red and yellow light over the tops of houses, and down into the clefts of streets.

4

These and all else were to me the same as they are to you,

I loved well those cities, loved well the stately and rapid river,

The men and women I saw were all near to me,

Others the same—others who look back on me because I look'd forward to them,

(The time will come, though I stop here to-day and to-night.)

5

What is it then between us?

What is the count of the scores or hundreds of years between us?




Whatever it is, it avails not—distance avails not, and place avails not,

I too lived, Brooklyn of ample hills was mine,

I too walk'd the streets of Manhattan island, and bathed in the waters around it,

I too felt the curious abrupt questionings stir within me,

In the day among crowds of people sometimes they came upon me,

In my walks home late at night or as I lay in my bed they came upon me,

I too had been struck from the float forever held in solution,

I too had receiv'd identity by my body,

That I was I knew was of my body, and what I should be I knew I should be of my body.

6

It is not upon you alone the dark patches fall,

The dark threw its patches down upon me also,

The best I had done seem'd to me blank and suspicious,

My great thoughts as I supposed them, were they not in reality meagre?

Nor is it you alone who know what it is to be evil,

I am he who knew what it was to be evil,

I too knitted the old knot of contrariety,

Blabb'd, blush'd, resented, lied, stole, grudg'd,

Had guile, anger, lust, hot wishes I dared not speak,

Was wayward, vain, greedy, shallow, sly, cowardly, malignant,

The wolf, the snake, the hog, not wanting in me.

The cheating look, the frivolous word, the adulterous wish, not wanting,

Refusals, hates, postponements, meanness, laziness, none of these wanting,

Was one with the rest, the days and haps of the rest,

Was call'd by my nighest name by clear loud voices of young men as they saw me approaching or passing,

Felt their arms on my neck as I stood, or the negligent leaning of their flesh against me as I sat,

Saw many I loved in the street or ferry-boat or public assembly, yet never told them a word,

Lived the same life with the rest, the same old laughing, gnawing, sleeping,

Play'd the part that still looks back on the actor or actress,

The same old role, the role that is what we make it, as great as we like,

Or as small as we like, or both great and small.

7

Closer yet I approach you,

What thought you have of me now, I had as much of you—I laid in my stores in advance,

I consider'd long and seriously of you before you were born.

Who was to know what should come home to me?

Who knows but I am enjoying this?

Who knows, for all the distance, but I am as good as looking at you now, for all you cannot see me?

8

Ah, what can ever be more stately and admirable to me than mast-hemm'd Manhattan?

River and sunset and scallop-edg'd waves of flood-tide?

The sea-gulls oscillating their bodies, the hay-boat in the twilight, and the belated lighter?

What gods can exceed these that clasp me by the hand, and with voices I love call me promptly and loudly by my nighest name as I approach?

What is more subtle than this which ties me to the woman or man that looks in my face?

Which fuses me into you now, and pours my meaning into you?




We understand then do we not?

What I promis'd without mentioning it, have you not accepted?

What the study could not teach—what the preaching could not accomplish is accomplish'd, is it not?

9

Flow on, river! flow with the flood-tide, and ebb with the ebb-tide!

Frolic on, crested and scallop-edg'd waves!

Gorgeous clouds of the sunset! drench with your splendor me, or the men and women generations after me!

Cross from shore to shore, countless crowds of passengers!

Stand up, tall masts of Mannahatta! stand up, beautiful hills of Brooklyn!

Throb, baffled and curious brain! throw out questions and answers!

Suspend here and everywhere, eternal float of solution!

Gaze, loving and thirsting eyes, in the house or street or public assembly!

Sound out, voices of young men! loudly and musically call me by my nighest name!

Live, old life! play the part that looks back on the actor or actress!

Play the old role, the role that is great or small according as one makes it!

Consider, you who peruse me, whether I may not in unknown ways be looking upon you;

Be firm, rail over the river, to support those who lean idly, yet haste with the hasting current;

Fly on, sea-birds! fly sideways, or wheel in large circles high in the air;

Receive the summer sky, you water, and faithfully hold it till all downcast eyes have time to take it from you!

Diverge, fine spokes of light, from the shape of my head, or any one's head, in the sunlit water!

Come on, ships from the lower bay! pass up or down, white-sail'd schooners, sloops, lighters!

Flaunt away, flags of all nations! be duly lower'd at sunset!

Burn high your fires, foundry chimneys! cast black shadows at nightfall! cast red and yellow light over the tops of the houses!

Appearances, now or henceforth, indicate what you are,

You necessary film, continue to envelop the soul,

About my body for me, and your body for you, be hung our divinest aromas,

Thrive, cities—bring your freight, bring your shows, ample and sufficient rivers,

Expand, being than which none else is perhaps more spiritual,

Keep your places, objects than which none else is more lasting.




You have waited, you always wait, you dumb, beautiful ministers,

We receive you with free sense at last, and are insatiate hence-forward,

Not you any more shall be able to foil us, or withhold yourselves from us,

We use you, and do not cast you aside—we plant you permanently within us,

We fathom you not—we love you—there is perfection in you also,

You furnish your parts toward eternity,

Great or small, you furnish your parts toward the soul.

	1856	1881



一路摆过布鲁克林渡口




一

在我下面滚滚前来的潮水！我面对面看见你！

西天的云彩——太阳在那里还有半个小时那么高——我也是面对面看见你。




穿着平时服装的成群男女啊，对我说来，你们是多么新奇！

在渡船上过河回家的千百位乘客啊，对我说来，你们比想象的还要新奇，

而你们这些在今后的岁月里还要从此岸到彼岸的人们，对我说来，你们比想象的更加使我关切，更加在我的默念之中。

二

我的这份每天每时每刻从所有事物中提取的无形食粮，

那单纯、紧凑、衔接得很好的结构，我自己是从中脱离的一个，人人都脱离，然而都还是这个结构的一部分，

过去的类似处和未来的类似处，

我在街上走路和在过河时所看见、听见的最微细的事物，像珠子穿成的一连串无上光荣，

那奔腾的急流随同我在远处游泳，

那些将要跟在我后面的其他人，我和他们之间的联系，

可以肯定的其他人，其他人的生活，爱情，视觉，听觉。

其他人将走进渡口的大门，从此岸过渡到彼岸，

其他人会观看那滚滚而来的潮水的奔腾，

其他人会在西北方向看见曼哈顿的船舶，在东南方向看见布鲁克林的高地，

其他人会看见大大小小的岛屿；

五十年后，其他人会在摆渡时看见它们，太阳还有半个小时那么高，

一百年或好几百年后，其他人会看见它们，

会欣赏那夕阳，那高涨的潮水奔腾而来，那退却的潮水又回到海里。

三

时间或地点是无能为力的——距离是无能为力的，

我和你们在一起，你们这一代或距今多少代的男人和女人，

正像你们在望着那条河和天空时所感受的，我也曾经感受，

正像你们每一个人都是活泼的人群中的一员，我也曾经是人群中的一员，

正像欢腾的河和它那明亮的流波使你们心旷神怡，我也曾经心旷神怡，

正像你们站在那里倚着栏杆，却随着急流匆匆而去，我也曾经站着而匆匆，

正像你们望着船只的无数桅杆和汽轮的粗大烟囱，我也曾经这样望着。




我过去也曾一次又一次地渡河，

望着十二月的海鸥，看见它们在高空平展着翅膀浮游，摆动着身子，

看到黄色闪光如何照亮了它们身躯的局部，而把其余部分留在浓重的黑影中，

看到它们缓慢地一圈圈盘旋，又渐渐侧身飞向南方，

看到水中夏日天空的倒影，

闪烁着的一道道光柱使我的两眼眩晕，

望着那阳光照亮的水里那环绕我头部的一轮离心放射的细密光圈，

望着南方和西南方山上的薄雾，

望着蒸汽，看着它像羊毛似地飘飞着，微带紫色，

望着远处的海湾，注意那些即将到来的船只，

看见它们渐渐靠拢，看见船上那些离我较近的人们，

看见纵帆船和单桅小帆船的白帆，看见那些停泊着的船只，

水手们在缆索中间工作或在外面跨骑着圆木，

那些圆形的桅杆，那些摆动着的船身，那些苗条的像蛇一般的三角旗，

那些开动着的大小轮船，操舵室里的领航员，

船只驶过时留下的白色浪花，轮轴抖颤着快速转动，

各国的旗帜，日落时降了下来，

暮色苍茫中的扇贝形波浪，有些像带着长把的杯勺，嬉戏着的浪峰在闪闪发光，

那远远的一片陆地越来越昏暗了，码头旁花岗石的仓库的灰色墙垛，

河上那阴影密布的一堆，大拖船和两舷紧靠的平底船，干草船，迟到的驳船，

邻近的岸上是铸工厂烟囱里冒出的火苗，高高燃烧着，在黑夜里分外刺目，

和放肆的红色黄色亮光对照的是时隐时现的黑影投掷在房顶上，又落到街道的空隙处。

四

过去的这些和其他一切对于我来说，就像它们现在对于你们一样，

我曾经非常喜爱那些城市，非常喜爱那条庄严而湍急的河，

我见过的男人与女人对我都很亲近，

别人也一样——别人现在回过头来望着我，正因为我曾经瞻望过他们，

（时机会到来，虽然我今天夜晚在这里住下了。）

五

那么我们之间还有什么呢？

我们之间那个几十年或几百年的数字又算得什么呢？




不管是什么，它是无能为力的——距离是无能为力的，地点是无能为力的，

我也生活过，有着许多山峦的布鲁克林曾经是我的，

我也曾在曼哈顿岛的大街上走过，曾经在它周围的海水里洗过澡，

我也曾经感觉到离奇的、突然发生的问题在我胸中蠕动，

白天，在人群中，我有时会想起这些问题，

在深夜回家的路上或睡在床上时我又会想起，

我也是从那永恒的液体浮动中被铸造出来的，①

我也是通过我的肉体才识别了我自己的特性，

我从我的肉体知道我过去的存在，我将来该是什么样的，也将是通过我的肉体。

六

不只是在你身上才落下斑斑黑影，

昏暗也曾在我身上投下黑影，

我最大的努力在我看来似乎是空洞而值得怀疑的，

我自己认为是我的伟大思想，实际上不是极为贫乏吗？

也并非只有你才知道什么是邪恶，

我这人也知道什么是邪恶，

我也曾编织过那个古老的相互对立之结，

随便胡说，羞得满脸通红，怨恨、说谎、盗窃、吝啬，

怀着诡诈、愤怒、淫欲、不敢明说的邪念，

任性、虚荣、贪婪，浮浅、狡猾、怯懦、恶毒，

豺狼、毒蛇、蠢猪，我性格中不缺少这些东西，

那骗人的表情，轻薄的言词，通奸的欲念，并不短缺，

拒绝、仇恨、拖延、卑鄙、懒惰，一样都不缺，

和其他人完全一致，过着和其他人一样的日子，冒着一样的风险，

看见我走近或经过时年轻人那响亮的声音用最短的名称叫唤着我，

我站着时能够感觉到他们的手臂搁在我脖颈上，我坐着时他们的肉体随意地靠在我身上，

在街上、渡船上或公共的集会场所我看见许多我喜爱的人们，然而却没有向他们说过一句话，

和大家过着一样的生活，照例哈哈大笑，受着折磨，睡着觉，

扮演的角色也就是那个男演员或女演员扮演过的，

是同样那个熟悉的角色，也就是我们随意创造的那一个，要多伟大有多伟大，

要多渺小有多渺小，或者既伟大又渺小。

七

我朝你又走近了一步，

你现在对我抱有的看法我对你也曾经同样有过——我事前就有了贮备，

在你出生之前我就已经长久而慎重地考虑过你。

谁知道我能有多少觉悟呢？

谁知道我此刻不正在享受此事呢？

谁知道距离远，你虽然看不见我，我此时不正在注视着你呢？

八

啊，对我说来还有什么能比得上被桅樯重重包围的曼哈顿那样威严壮丽的呢？

还有什么能比得上河流、落日和涨潮时的扇贝形波浪呢？

还有那摇摆着身子的海鸥，薄暮时分的干草船和那迟到的驳船？

什么神灵能赛过那些紧握着我的手、在我走近时用我喜爱的声音及时、响亮而用最短的称呼叫唤我的人们呢？

那把我和那个注视着我的脸的女人或男人联系在一起的纽带，

那促使我现在就融化在你里面，又把我的心意倾注到你里面的动力，还有什么比这还微妙的呢？




那么我们是理解的，不是吗？

我虽没有明说但却已经许下的诺言，你们不是接受下来了吗？

那经过研究未曾学会——经过说教未能完成的，已经完成了，不是吗？

九

向前流吧，河啊！和来潮一起奔流，和退潮一起退走！

继续游戏吧，冠状的扇贝形的波浪！

日落时的瑰丽云朵！用你的华彩把我或后来世代的男女浸透！

从此岸摆渡到彼岸吧，数不清的成群乘客！

站起来吧，高高耸起的曼纳哈塔的桅杆！站起来吧，布鲁克林的美丽群山！

跳动吧，迷惘而又好奇的大脑！请抛出问题和答案！

在这里和无论哪里都请暂停吧，液体的永恒流动！

凝视吧，多情而饥渴的眼睛，在屋内或街上，或在公共集会的场所！

试试声带吧，青年人的声音！响亮而像音乐般用最短的名称叫唤我！

生活下去吧，古老的生命！扮演那个男女演员扮演过的角色！

扮演那个熟悉的角色吧，那个可以随意使之伟大或渺小的角色！

考虑一下吧，我的读者们，我是否还可能在不知不觉之间注视着你们呢；

坚定些吧，俯瞰着河流的栏杆，以便托住那些闲适地倚靠着你的人们，虽然他们也在随着急急的流水在急急地行进！

继续飞吧，海鸟！侧着身子飞，或者在高空绕着大圆圈盘旋；

接受那夏日的天空吧，流水啊，忠实地拥抱着它，直到所有低垂着的眼睛得以从容地从你那里把它取走！

细密的光轮啊，请离开我或别人的头，把自己散布在日光照耀着的水面上吧！

前进吧，远处港湾的船只！上下开动吧，张着白帆的纵帆船，小帆船，驳船！

得意地随风招展吧，世界各国的旗帜！日落时一定要照旧降下！

让火苗高高燃烧吧，铸工厂的烟囱！在夜间投掷黑影吧！把红色黄色的光抛掷在屋顶上！

表面现象啊，不管在当前或今后，请指明你的真相，

你这不可缺少的薄膜啊，请继续包裹着灵魂，

请为了我在我的身体周围，为了你在你的身体周围漂浮起我们最圣洁的芳香，

繁荣起来吧，都市——带着你们的货物，带着你们的展品，宽广而富足的河流，

扩充吧，也许这是最富有精神价值的存在了，

保持你们的地位吧，你们是最能够持久的物体了。




你们曾经等候过，你们总在等候着，你们这些沉默的、美丽的使者，

我们最后解放了思想接待你们，而且今后将永远不知满足，

你们也不可能再使我们迷惑或拒绝接近我们，

我们要使用你们，决不把你们弃置在一旁——我们要永久把你们栽植在我们心中，

我们测不透你们的高深——我们爱你们——你们也有完美的

部分，

你们为永生作出了你们的贡献，

不论是伟大还是渺小，你们为灵魂作出了贡献。
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注释

①　惠特曼常常以为物质是从某种永恒的液体“浮动”中铸造出来的。


Youth, Day, Old Age and Night




Youth, large, lusty, loving—youth full of grace, force, fascination,

Do you know that Old Age may come after you with equal grace, force, fascination?




Day full-blown and splendid—day of the immense sun, action, ambition, laughter,

The Night follows close with millions of suns, and sleep and restoring darkness.
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青年，白天，老年和夜




青年：宽宏、矫健、亲热——青年充满了仪态、力量、魅力，

你知否跟在你后面的老年也一样有仪态、力量、魅力？




白天丰满又壮丽——白天的无限广大的太阳、行动、志愿、欢笑，

黑夜紧跟着带来千百万颗太阳、睡眠和使人恢复精力的黑暗。
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Pioneers! O Pioneers!




Come my tan-faced children,

Follow well in order, get your weapons ready,

Have you your pistols? have you your sharp-edged axes?

Pioneers! O pioneers!




For we cannot tarry here,

We must march my darlings, we must bear the brunt of danger,

We the youthful sinewy races, all the rest on us depend,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




O you youths, Western youths,

So impatient, full of action, full of manly pride and friendship,

Plain I see you Western youths, see you tramping with the foremost,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Have the elder races halted?

Do they droop and end their lesson, wearied over there beyond the seas?

We take up the task eternal, and the burden and the lesson,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




All the past we leave behind,

We debouch upon a newer mightier world, varied world,

Fresh and strong the world we seize, world of labor and the march,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




We detachments steady throwing,

Down the edges, through the passes, up the mountains steep,

Conquering, holding, daring, venturing as we go the unknown ways,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




We primeval forests felling,

We the rivers stemming, vexing we and piercing deep the mines within,

We the surface broad surveying, we the virgin soil upheaving,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Colorado men are we,

From the peaks gigantic, from the great sierras and the high plateaus,

From the mine and from the gully, from the hunting trail we come,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




From Nebraska, from Arkansas,

Central inland race are we, from Missouri, with the continental blood intervein'd,

All the hands of comrades clasping, all the Southern, all the Northern,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




O resistless restless race!

O beloved race in all! O my breast aches with tender love for all!

O I mourn and yet exult, I am rapt with love for all,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Raise the mighty mother mistress,

Waving high the delicate mistress, over all the starry mistress, (bend your heads all,)

Raise the fang'd and warlike mistress, stern, impassive, weapon'd mistress,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




See my children, resolute children,

By those swarms upon our rear we must never yield or falter,

Ages back in ghostly millions frowning there behind us urging,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




On and on the compact ranks,

With accessions ever waiting, with the places of the dead quickly fill'd,

Through the battle, through defeat, moving yet and never stopping,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




O to die advancing on!

Are there some of us to droop and die? has the hour come?

Then upon the march we fittest die, soon and sure the gap is fill'd.

Pioneers! O pioneers!




All the pulses of the world,

Falling in they beat for us, with the Western movement beat,

Holding single or together, steady moving to the front, all for us,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Life's involv'd and varied pageants,

All the forms and shows, all the workmen at their work,

All the seamen and the landsmen, all the masters with their slaves,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




All the hapless silent lovers,

All the prisoners in the prisons, all the righteous and the wicked,

All the joyous, all the sorrowing, all the living, all the dying,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




I too with my soul and body,

We, a curious trio, picking, wandering on our way,

Through these shores amid the shadows, with the apparitions pressing,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Lo, the darting bowling orb!

Lo, the brother orbs around, all the clustering suns and planets,

All the dazzling days, all the mystic nights with dreams,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




These are of us, they are with us,

All for primal needed work, while the followers there in embryo wait behind,

We to-day's procession heading, we the route for travel clearing,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




O you daughters of the West!

O you young and elder daughters! O you mothers and you wives!

Never must you be divided, in our ranks you move united,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Minstrels latent on the prairies!

(Shrouded bards of other lands, you may rest, you have done your work,)

Soon I hear you coming warbling, soon you rise and tramp amid us,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Not for delectations sweet,

Not the cushion and the slipper, not the peaceful and the studious,

Not the riches safe and palling, not for us the tame enjoyment,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Do the feasters gluttonous feast?

Do the corpulent sleepers sleep? have they lock'd and bolted doors?

Still be ours the diet hard, and the blanket on the ground,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Has the night descended?

Was the road of late so toilsome? did we stop discouraged nodding on our way?

Yet a passing hour I yield you in your tracks to pause oblivious,

Pioneers! O pioneers!




Till with sound of trumpet,

Far, far off the daybreak call—hark! how loud and clear I hear it wind,

Swift! to the head of the army! —swift! spring to your places,

Pioneers! O pioneers!
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拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




来吧我那些晒黑了脸的孩子们，

排好了队，把武器准备好，

带上你们的手枪了吗？带上你们锋利的斧头了吗？

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




因为我们不能在这里耽搁，

我们必须前进，亲人们，我们必须承担风险，

我们是年轻而肌肉发达的人种，所有别人都依靠我们！

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




啊，你们年轻人，西部的年轻人，

这样沉不住气，浑身是行动，混身是男子的傲气和友谊，

我清楚地看见你们，西部的青年，看见你们在最前列大踏步前进，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




那些年长一代的人们已暂停前进了吗？

他们精神萎靡、结束了他们的学习，在大海那边倦怠了吗？

让我们担负起这个永久性的任务，和这个重负和功课吧，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




我们把过去的一切都抛在身后，

我们出现在一个更新、更强大、更多样化的世界上，

我们活泼有力地一把抓住了这个世界，这个劳动和进军的世界，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




我们经常派遣分队，

走下悬崖峭壁，穿过山间小路，直登高峰，

在陌生的路上征服着，占领着，壮着胆子，冒着风险，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




我们砍伐原始森林，

堵塞河流，一个劲儿深入钻探地里的矿藏，

我们测量着广阔的地面，掀翻着处女地，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




我们是科罗拉多人，

来自巍峨的峰顶，来自巨大的峰峦起伏的山地和高原，

来自矿山，来自沟洫，来自猎手走过的小路，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




来自内布拉斯加，来自阿肯色，

我们是中部的内地人，来自密苏里，体内交流着大陆的血浆，

紧握着所有伙伴们的手，所有的南方人，所有的北方人，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




啊，不可抗拒又不知休息的民族！

啊，处处都惹人喜爱的民族！啊，我的胸脯因温柔地爱恋着一切人而隐隐作痛！

啊，我悲哀又欣喜，我全心全意地爱着一切人，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




扶起那强大的充当着母亲的主妇，

高高挥动那柔弱的主妇，让她超越一切星光灿烂的主妇（你们大家都把头低下吧，）

扶起那长着利齿的勇武的主妇，那严厉、冷静、携带着武器的主妇，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




注意吧，我的孩子们；坚毅的孩子们，

对那些拥挤在我们后方的人群我们决不能投降或犹疑，

多少代以前的千万个幽灵在我们背后皱着眉头怂恿着我们，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




组织得严密的队伍不停地前进，

准备增加的新成员永远在等候着，死者留下的位置很快就补上，

经历了战斗，经历了失败，还在运动，从不停歇，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




啊，在前进中死去！

我们中间有凋谢而死去的人吗？时间到了吗？

那么在前进中死去是最合适不过的，空隙很快准保就补上！

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




世界上的全部脉搏，

在联合起来为我们而跳动，随着西去的运动而跳动，

有时单独，有时结合，坚定地向前方移动，一切都是为着我们，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




生活中那些复杂而多样的盛大场合，

一切形式和表现，一切在工作着的工人，

所有懂得航海和不懂航海的人们，所有的主人和他们的奴隶，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




所有不幸而沉默的情人，

所有监狱里的囚犯，所有正直的和恶毒的人们，

所有欢乐的、所有忧伤的、所有活着的和垂危的人们，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




我也伙同我的灵魂与肉体，

我们，古怪的三个；漫游着，寻路而行，

穿过这些阴影下的河岸，鬼影愈逼愈紧，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




看哪，那飞射着滚动着的星球！

看哪，周围那些兄弟星球，所有那些一簇簇恒星和行星，

所有那些眼花缭乱的白昼，所有那些多梦的神秘的黑夜，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




这些都是属于我们的，它们和我们在一起，

一切都为了首要又必要的工作，后来者在胚胎状态中等候，

我们在领导着今天的行列，我们在清理着前进的道路，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




啊，你们这些西部的女儿！

啊，你们这些年轻和年长的女儿！啊，你们这些母亲和妻子！

你们切不可分裂，在我们的队伍里你们要联合行动，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




潜伏在草原中的歌手！

（异邦的裹着尸衣的诗人，你们可以休息，你们的工作已结束，）

不久我听见你们唱着歌儿前来，不久你们在我们中间站好并踏着大步向前，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




不是为了甜蜜的享乐，

不是靠垫和便鞋，不是安逸和勤学，

不是为了安全又寡味的财富，不是为了平淡的欣赏，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




饕餮者还在开怀畅饮吗？

痴肥的寻梦者还在睡觉吗？他们把屋门全锁上、扣上了吗？

我们的饮食还是粗劣，毛毯还铺在地上，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




夜幕已降吗？

最近路上还是艰苦吗？我们在路上打着瞌睡、懊丧地站住了脚吗？

我还可让你们在半路暂停一段时间，暂忘一切，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！




直到喇叭吹响，

远远、远远在报着天明——听啊！我听见它吹得既响亮又清晰，

快！走到队伍前面！——快！跳跃着各就各位，

拓荒者！啊，拓荒者！
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To You




Whoever you are, I fear you are walking the walks of dreams,

I fear these supposed realities are to melt from under your feet and hands,

Even now your features, joys, speech, house, trade, manners, troubles, follies, costume, crimes, dissipate away from you,

Your true soul and body appear before me,

They stand forth out of affairs, out of commerce, shops, work, farms, clothes, the house, buying, selling, eating, drinking, suffering, dying.




Whoever you are, now I place my hand upon you, that you be my poem,

I whisper with my lips close to your ear,

I have loved many women and men, but I love none better than you.




O I have been dilatory and dumb,

I should have made my way straight to you long ago,

I should have blabb'd nothing but you, I should have chanted nothing but you.




I will leave all and come and make the hymns of you,

None has understood you, but I understand you,

None has done justice to you, you have not done justice to yourself,

None but has found you imperfect, I only find no imperfection in you,

None but would subordinate you, I only am he who will never consent to subordinate you,

I only am he who places over you no master, owner, better, God, beyond what waits intrinsically in yourself.




Painters have painted their swarming groups and the centre-figure of all,

From the head of the centre-figure spreading a nimbus of gold-color'd light,

But I paint myriads of heads, but paint no head without its nim-bus of gold-color'd light,

From my hand from the brain of every man and woman it streams, effulgently flowing forever.




O I could sing such grandeurs and glories about you!

You have not known what you are, you have slumber'd upon yourself all your life,

Your eyelids have been the same as closed most of the time,

What you have done returns already in mockeries,

(Your thrift, knowledge, prayers, if they do not return in mock-eries, what is their return?)




The mockeries are not you,

Underneath them and within them I see you lurk,

I pursue you where none else has pursued you,

Silence, the desk, the flippant expression, the night, the accustom'd routine, if these conceal you from others or from yourself, they do not conceal you from me,

The shaved face, the unsteady eye, the impure complexion, if these balk others they do not balk me,

The pert apparel, the deform'd attitude, drunkenness, greed, premature death, all these I part aside.




There is no endowment in man or woman that is not tallied in you,

There is no virtue, no beauty in man or woman, but as good is in you,

No pluck, no endurance in others, but as good is in you,

No pleasure waiting for others, but an equal pleasure waits for you.




As for me, I give nothing to any one except I give the like care-fully to you,

I sing the songs of the glory of none, not God, sooner than I sing the songs of the glory of you.




Whoever you are! claim your own at any hazard!

These shows of the East and West are tame compared to you,

These immense meadows, these interminable rivers, you are immense and interminable as they,

These furies, elements, storms, motions of Nature, throes of apparent dissolution, you are he or she who is master or mistress over them,

Master or mistress in your own right over Nature, elements, pain, passion, dissolution.

The hopples fall from your ankles, you find an unfailing sufficiency,

Old or young, male or female, rude, low, rejected by the rest, whatever you are promulges itself,

Through birth, life, death, burial, the means are provided, nothing is scanted,

Through angers, losses, ambition, ignorance, ennui, what you are picks its way.
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给你




不管你是谁，我担心你是在做梦似地走路，

我担心这些所谓的现实会在你的手脚下消失，

甚至目前你的五官、欢乐、言谈、房屋、职业、举止、烦恼、所干的蠢事、服装、罪恶，已从你身边化为乌有，

你的真正灵魂与肉体出现在我面前，

它们突出表现的场地是事务、商务、店铺、工作、农庄、衣服、特定的房屋、买进、卖出、饮食、痛苦、面临死亡。




不管你是谁，我现在把我的手放在你身上，请你成为我的诗，

我凑近你的耳朵用我的嘴唇悄悄说，

我爱过许多女人和男人，但是我最爱的是你。




啊，我曾经拖沓又愚蠢，

我早该直接朝你身边走去，

我早该除你之外不絮叨别的，除你之外不歌唱别的。




我要离开一切来这里，写作你的赞歌，

没有人理解你，但是我理解你，

没有人公正地对待过你，你没有公正地对待过你自己，

谁都认为你很不完美，只有我在你身上找不到缺点，

谁都要把你放在从属地位，只有我决不同意放你在从属地位，

只有我不在你上面安排主人，属主，上司，上帝，只承认你自己本身所有的内在价值。




画师们绘画了密集的人群和众人中的中心人物，

散布在中心人物头部周围的是一个金色的光轮，

但是我绘画无数人头，却没有画过一个没有金色光轮的，①

它从我的手中、从每个男女的头脑中倾泻出来，永远光辉灿烂地流动着。




啊，我能够歌唱有关你的多少伟大业绩和光荣啊！

你没有认识到你是谁，你毕生都在倚靠着自己睡大觉，

大半时间你的眼皮就像是闭拢的，

你所作的一切已经在回过头来嘲笑你，

（你的俭朴、知识、祈祷，如果它们不是回过头来嘲笑你，它们还能回过头来干什么呢？）




这些笑料不是你，

我看见你偷偷隐藏在它们下面和内部，

我到那没有人跟踪过你的地方去跟踪你，

沉默，书桌，那轻率的措词，黑夜，那日常工作，如果这些掩盖了你使别人或自己看不见你，它们却并没有使我看不见你，

那修光的脸，那不稳定的眼神，那并不洁白的肤色，如果这些妨碍了别人，它们却并未妨碍我，

那引人注目的服装，那畸形的态度，喝醉了酒，贪婪，早死，所有这些我都推在一边。




没有哪一种男人或女人的天赋没有你的一份，

没有哪一种男人或女人的美德或优点，你不是照样也有，

没有哪一种别人身上的勇敢或毅力，你不是照样也有，

没有哪一种乐趣在等待着别人，而不是同样也在等待着你。




至于我呢，没有一件送给别人的东西不是也小心地送给你，

在我的歌里光荣不只是归于别人或上帝，我歌里的光荣也同样归于你。




不管你是谁！请不顾一切地把属于你的都接受下来吧！

和你相比，这些东方和西方的外表是平淡无奇的，

这些广阔的草地，这些没有止境的河流，你和他们一样广阔，一样没有止境，

这些天昏地转、气象、风暴、大自然的运动、明显消亡时的痛苦，你是控制它们的主人或主妇，

你自己就是那享有权力控制大自然、气象、苦痛、热情、消亡的主人或主妇。

镣铐从你的脚踝上脱落下来，你自身就已完全足够，

年老或年轻，男或女，粗鲁、卑下，为他人所拒绝，你本身就能传播你自己，

面临出生，生命，死亡，埋葬，条件都具备，什么也不缺，

面临愤怒，损失，野心，愚昧，厌倦，你凭自己就能选择道路。
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注释

①　惠特曼在几乎所有的普通人头上绘上光轮。参看《一路摆过布鲁克林渡口》（第99页）。


France

The 18th Year of These States

A great year and place

A harsh discordant natal scream out-sounding, to touch the mother's heart closer than any yet.




I walk'd the shores of my Eastern sea,

Heard over the waves the little voice,

Saw the divine infant where she woke mournfully wailing, amid the roar of cannon, curses, shouts, crash of falling buildings,

Was not so sick from the blood in the gutters running, nor from the single corpses, nor those in heaps, nor those borne away in the tumbrils,

Was not so desperate at the battues of death—was not so shock'd at the repeated fusillades of the guns.




Pale, silent, stern, what could I say to that long-accrued retribution?

Could I wish humanity different?

Could I wish the people made of wood and stone?

Or that there be no justice in destiny or time?




O Liberty! O mate for me!

Here too the blaze, the grape-shot and the axe, in reserve, to fetch them out in case of need,

Here too, though long represt, can never be destroy'd,

Here too could rise at last murdering and ecstatic,

Here too demanding full arrears of vengeance.




Hence I sign this salute over the sea,

And I do not deny that terrible red birth and baptism,

But remember the little voice that I heard wailing, and wait with perfect trust, no matter how long,

And from to-day sad and cogent I maintain the bequeath'd cause, as for all lands,

And I send these words to Paris with my love,

And I guess some chansonniers there will understand them,

For I guess there is latent music yet in France, floods of it,

O I hear already the bustle of instruments, they will soon be drowning all that would interrupt them,

O I think the east wind brings a triumphal and free march,

It reaches hither, it swells me to joyful madness,

I will run transpose it in words, to justify it,

I will yet sing a song for you ma femme.

	1860	1871



法兰西

（合众国的第十八个年头①）

一个伟大的年份和地点，

一声刺耳的不协调的新生儿的尖叫迸发出来了，比什么都密切地触动了母亲的心。




我走在我那东海的岸上，

听见了重洋那边传来的微弱的声音，

看见那神圣的婴儿在她醒来的地方悲哀地啼哭着，四周是炮火的怒吼声，诅咒，叫喊，建筑物的倒塌声，

我并不十分厌恶沟洫里奔流着的鲜血，也不厌恶那一个个或垒成堆或那些被粪车运走的尸体，

对于惨遭杀戮带来的死亡不是那么绝望——对于枪炮的连续射击不是那么大为震惊。




苍白，沉默，严厉，我对这种长期在增长着的最后报应又能说些什么呢？

我能否期望人类换一个样子？

我能否期望人民是木石制成的？

或者期望正义得不到最后的伸张？




啊，自由！啊，你是我的亲密兄弟！

这里也是火光冲天，储存着的葡萄弹和斧头，也将在需要时取用，

这里也一样，虽然长期受抑制，却永不会被毁损，

这里也会在最后站起来，杀人，精神振奋，

这里也要求报复长期欠下的积怨。②




为此我签署下我的敬礼，把它送过海去，

我并不否定那惊心动魄的赤色新生和洗礼，

而是记得我听见的那微弱的声音在啼哭，并满怀信心地等待着，不管需要多久，

并且从今天起我忧伤而信服地坚持那传给后代的奋斗目标，是所有国家所共有的，

我怀着热情把这几句话送去巴黎，

我猜想那里的有些歌手会理解它们，

因为我猜想法兰西仍蕴藏着音乐，潮水一般的音乐，

啊，我已经听见乐器在拨动，它们不久就会淹没一切骚扰它们的声音，

啊，我想东风在传来胜利和自由的进行曲，

它已经到达这里，它使我激动得满心欢喜，

我将飞跑着把它改编成文字，以阐明它的内容，

我还要为你唱一支歌，我的女人。③

	1860	1871


注释

①　这里惠特曼是在纪念1794年法国革命时期革命法庭的最后一年。

②　这首诗写于美国内战爆发的前一年。

③　“女人”是“民主”的拟人化称谓。这是惠特曼惯用的一个词。


Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking




Out of the cradle endlessly rocking,

Out of the mocking-bird's throat, the musical shuttle,

Out of the Ninth-month midnight,

Over the sterile sands and the fields beyond, where the child leaving his bed wander'd alone, bareheaded, barefoot,

Down from the shower'd halo,

Up from the mystic play of shadows twining and twisting as if they were alive,

Out from the patches of briers and blackberries,

From the memories of the bird that chanted to me,

From your memories sad brother, from the fitful risings and fallings I heard,

From under that yellow half-moon late-risen and swollen as if with tears,

From those beginning notes of yearning and love there in the mist,

From the thousand responses of my heart never to cease,

From the myriad thence-arous'd words,

From the word stronger and more delicious than any,

From such as now they start the scene revisiting,

As a flock, twittering, rising, or overhead passing,

Borne hither, ere all eludes me, hurriedly,

A man, yet by these tears a little boy again,

Throwing myself on the sand, confronting the waves,

I, chanter of pains and joys, uniter of here and hereafter,

Taking all hints to use them, but swiftly leaping beyond them,

A reminiscence sing.

Once Paumanok,

When the lilac-scent was in the air and Fifth-month grass was growing,

Up this seashore in some briers,

Two feather'd guests from Alabama, two together,

And their nest, and four light-green eggs spotted with brown,

And every day the he-bird to and fro near at hand,

And every day the she-bird crouch'd on her nest, silent, with bright eyes,

And every day I, a curious boy, never too close, never disturbing them,

Cautiously peering, absorbing, translating.




Shine! shine! shine!

Pour down your warmth, great sun!

While we bask, we two together.




Two together!

Winds blow south, or winds blow north,

Day come white, or night come black,

Home, or rivers and mountains from home,

Singing all time, minding no time,

While we two keep together.




Till of a sudden,

May-be kill'd, unknown to her mate,

One forenoon the she-bird crouch'd not on the nest,

Nor return'd that afternoon, nor the next,

Nor ever appear'd again.

And thenceforward all summer in the sound of the sea,

And at night under the full of the moon in calmer weather,

Over the hoarse surging of the sea,

Or flitting from brier to brier by day,

I saw, I heard at intervals the remaining one, the he-bird,

The solitary guest from Alabama.




Blow! blow! blow!

Blow up sea-winds along Paumanok's shore;

I wait and I wait till you blow my mate to me.




Yes, when the stars glisten'd,

All night long on the prong of a moss-scallop'd stake,

Down almost amid the slapping waves,

Sat the lone singer wonderful causing tears.




He call'd on his mate,

He pour'd forth the meanings which I of all men know.




Yes my brother I know,

The rest might not, but I have treasur'd every note,

For more than once dimly down to the beach gliding,

Silent, avoiding the moonbeams, blending myself with the shadows,




Recalling now the obscure shapes, the echoes, the sounds and sights after their sorts,

The white arms out in the breakers tirelessly tossing,

I, with bare feet, a child, the wind wafting my hair,

Listen'd long and long.

Listen'd to keep, to sing, now translating the notes,

Following you my brother.




Soothe! soothe! soothe!

Close on its wave soothes the wave behind,

And again another behind embracing and lapping, every one close,

But my love soothes not me, not me.




Low hangs the moon, it rose late,

It is lagging—O I think it is heavy with love, with love.




O madly the sea pushes upon the land,

With love, with love.




O night! do I not see my love fluttering out among the breakers?

What is that little black thing I see there in the white?




Loud! loud! loud!

Loud I call to you, my love!

High and clear I shoot my voice over the waves,

Surely you must know who is here, is here,

You must know who I am, my love.

Low-hanging moon!

What is that dusky spot in your brown yellow?

O it is the shape, the shape of my mate!

O moon do not keep her from me any longer.

Land! land! O land!

Whichever way I turn, O I think you could give me my mate back again if you only would,

For I am almost sure I see her dimly whichever way I look.




O rising stars!

Perhaps the one I want so much will rise, will rise with some of you.




O throat! O trembling throat!

Sound clearer through the atmosphere!

Pierce the woods, the earth,

Somewhere listening to catch you must be the one I want.




Shake out carols!

Solitary here, the night's carols!

Carols of lonesome love! death's carols!

Carols under that lagging, yellow, waning moon!

O under that moon where she droops almost down into the sea!

O reckless despairing carols.




But soft! sink low!

Soft! let me just murmur,

And do you wait a moment you husky-nois'd sea,

For somewhere I believe I heard my mate responding to me,

So faint, I must be still, be still to listen,

But not altogether still, for then she might not come immediately to me.

Hither my love!

Here I am! here!

With this just-sustain'd note I announce myself to you,

This gentle call is for you my love, for you.




Do not be decoy'd elsewhere,

That is the whistle of the wind, it is not my voice,

That is the fluttering, the fluttering of the spray,

Those are the shadows of leaves.




O darkness! O in vain!

O I am very sick and sorrowful.




O brown halo in the sky near the moon, drooping upon the sea!

O troubled reflection in the sea!

O throat! O throbbing heart!

And I singing uselessly, uselessly all the night.




O past! O happy life! O songs of joy!

In the air, in the woods, over fields,

Loved! loved! loved! loved! loved!

But my mate no more, no more with me!

We two together no more.




The aria sinking,

All else continuing, the stars shining,

The winds blowing, the notes of the bird continuous echoing,

With angry moans the fierce old mother incessantly moaning,

On the sands of Paumanok's shore gray and rustling,

The yellow half-moon enlarged, sagging down, drooping, the face of the sea almost touching,

The boy ecstatic, with his bare feet the waves, with his hair the atmosphere dallying,

The love in the heart long pent, now loose, now at last tumultuously bursting,

The aria's meaning, the ears, the soul, swiftly depositing,

The strange tears down the cheeks coursing,

The colloquy there, the trio, each uttering,

The undertone, the savage old mother incessantly crying,

To the boy's soul's questions sullenly timing, some drown'd secret hissing,

To the outsetting bard.




Demon or bird! (said the boy's soul,)

Is it indeed toward your mate you sing? or is it really to me?

For I, that was a child, my tongue's use sleeping, now I have heard you,

Now in a moment I know what I am for, I awake,

And already a thousand singers, a thousand songs, clearer, louder and more sorrowful than yours,

A thousand warbling echoes have started to life within me, never to die.




O you singer solitary, singing by yourself, projecting me,

O solitary me listening, never more shall I cease perpetuating you,

Never more shall I escape, never more the reverberations,

Never more the cries of unsatisfied love be absent from me,

Never again leave me to be the peaceful child I was before what there in the night,

By the sea under the yellow and sagging moon,

The messenger there arous'd, the fire, the sweet hell within,

The unknown want, the destiny of me.




O give me the clew! (it lurks in the night here somewhere,)

O if I am to have so much, let me have more!




A word then, (for I will conquer it,)

The word final, superior to all,

Subtle, sent up—what is it? —I listen;

Are you whispering it, and have been all the time, you sea-waves?

Is that it from your liquid rims and wet sands?




Whereto answering, the sea,

Delaying not, hurrying not,

Whisper'd me through the night, and very plainly before day-break,

Lisp'd to me the low and delicious word death,

And again death, death, death, death,

Hissing melodious, neither like the bird nor like my arous'd child's heart,

But edging near as privately for me rustling at my feet,

Creeping thence steadily up to my ears and laving me softly all over,

Death, death, death, death, death.




Which I do not forget,

But fuse the song of my dusky demon and brother,

That he sang to me in the moonlight on Paumanok's gray beach,

With the thousand responsive songs at random,

My own songs awaked from that hour,

And with them the key, the word up from the waves,

The word of the sweetest song and all songs,

That strong and delicious word which, creeping to my feet,

(Or like some old crone rocking the cradle, swathed in sweet garments, bending aside,)

The sea whisper'd me.

	1859	1881



来自不停摆动着的摇篮那里①




来自不停摆动着的摇篮那里，

来自学舌鸟的喉头，穿梭一样的音乐，

来自九月的午夜，

在那不毛的沙地和远处的田野里，那个孩子从床上起来，一个人慢慢游逛着，光着头，赤着脚，

在阵雨般洒落的月晕下面，

上有阴影在神秘地游戏，互相纠缠着，像活的东西，

在生长着荆棘和黑莓的小块土地上，

从那对着我唱歌的小鸟的回忆中，

从你的回忆中，忧愁的兄弟，从我听见的时高时低的阵阵歌声中，

从那很迟才升起、又好像饱含着眼泪的半轮黄色月亮下，

从那在迷雾中唱出的怀念与爱恋的最初几个音符中，

从我心中发出的、从来不会停歇的一千个回答中，

从那由此而唤起的无数辞句中，

从那比任何一个都更加强烈而甜美的词汇中，

从它们现在又开始重访的那个场地，

就像一群飞鸟，鸣啭着，高飞着，或者从头上经过，

乘一切还没有从我身边滑过之前，匆忙地负载到这里来的，

是一个成年男子，然而因为流了这许多泪，又成了一个小男孩，

我把自己全身扑倒在沙滩上，面对着海浪，

我，痛苦和欢乐的歌手，今世和来世的统一者，

所有暗示都接受了下来，加以利用，但又飞速地跃过了这些，

歌唱一件往事。

从前在鲍玛诺克②，

在空中飘着丁香的芬芳而五月草又正在长出的时候，

就在这一带海岸的荆棘丛中，

有两位来自亚拉巴马的披着羽毛的客人，双宿双飞，

还有它们的巢，和四个带着褐色斑点、浅绿色的卵，

每天那雄鸟在近处飞来飞去，

每天那雌鸟趴伏在巢里，默默地，闪着明亮的眼睛，

每天我，一个好奇的孩子，从不走得太近，从不惊动它们，

小心地仔细察看着，汲取着，转译着。




照耀吧！照耀吧！照耀吧！

倾倒你的温暖吧，伟大的太阳！

我们两个在一起正好取暖。




两个在一起！

风朝着南方吹去，风朝着北方吹去，

白色的白天来了，黑色的黑夜来了，

家乡，或来自家乡的河流和山脉，

一直在歌唱，忘记了时间，

我们俩厮守在一起。




但是突然，

也许被杀害了，她的伴侣什么也不知道，

一天上午那雌鸟没有趴伏在巢里，

下午也没有回来，次日也没有，

从此就再也没有出现。

此后的整个夏天，在海涛声中，

在夜间，在气候比较平静时的满月下面，

在波涛嘶哑而汹涌的海上，

或白昼在荆棘丛中飞来飞去，

我有时看见并听见那只留下来的雄鸟，

那来自亚拉巴马的孤独客人。




吹吧！吹吧！吹吧！

沿着鲍玛诺克岸边劲吹吧，海风；

我等候又等候，在等你把我的伴侣吹到我身边。




是的，在星星闪闪放光的时候，

整个晚上在一个长满苔藓的木桩上，

几乎就在撞击着的浪花中，

坐着那孤单的奇妙的歌手，它催人泪下。




他呼叫他的伴侣，

他倾倒出来的含义在众人中独我能够理解。




是的，我的兄弟，我理解，

其他人也许不能，但是我一直珍惜每一个音符，

因为我不止一次在昏暗中悄悄走去海滩上，

默默地，避开着月光，让自己和阴影交融在一起，




此时还能记起那些模糊的形体、回声、各种声音和情景，

巨浪伸出的白臂膀不倦地在挥动着，

我，一个赤脚的孩子，海风吹动着我的头发，

听了很久很久。

我听是为了牢记，为了歌唱，现在又在转译着那些音符，

按照你的原意，我的兄弟。




抚慰！抚慰！抚慰！

紧跟在后面的后浪抚慰着前浪，

后面又有一个浪头，拥抱着，轻拍着，一个紧跟着一个，

但是我的爱却没有使我安宁，没有。




月亮低低悬挂在天边，它升起得很晚，

它走得缓慢——啊，我想它是负担着爱的重荷，爱的重荷。




啊，大海在疯狂地涌上陆地，

满怀着爱，满怀着爱。




啊，黑夜！莫非我看见了我的爱侣在那些浪头中间扑飞？

我看见的那白色当中的小小黑点是什么？




大声！大声！大声！

我大声呼叫着你，我的爱侣！

高昂而清晰，我把我的声音越过波浪抛掷出去，

你肯定知道谁在这里，在这里，

你肯定知道我是谁，我的爱侣。

低低悬挂着的月亮；

你那黄褐色上面的黑点是什么？

啊，是形体，是我伴侣的形体！

啊，月亮，不要再把她留住不放。

陆地！陆地！啊，陆地！

不管我转到什么方向，啊，我想你能够把我的伴侣还给我，只要你愿意，

因为我几乎能肯定我已朦胧地看见了她，不管我对着什么方向张望。




啊，正在升空的星星！

也许我渴想的那一个也会升空，会随同你们中的几个升到天空。




啊，歌喉！啊，颤抖着的歌喉！

经过了大气层，声音格外清脆！

穿透树林，穿透大地，

在某地力求听见你的，必是我想望的那一个。




扬起歌声吧！

这里很寂寞，黑夜的歌声！

孤独的爱的歌声！死亡的歌声！

在那缓步的，黄色的，残月下的歌声！

啊，在几乎即将沉入大海的月亮下面！

啊，不顾一切的绝望的歌声。




但是轻些！低声些！

轻些！让我只是喃喃细语吧，

请暂停片刻，你这粗哑声气的大海，

因为我深信我听见我的伴侣在某处答话的声音，

这样轻微，我必须寂静，寂静才能听见，

但也不能完全静寂，不然就怕她不能立即来到我身边。

到这里来，我的爱侣！

我在这里！在这里！

我就是用这种只能持续片刻的声音向你报告我自己，

这温柔的呼声是给你听的，我的爱侣，给你听的。




不要被误引去别的地方，

那是风的呼啸，这不是我的声音，

那是浪花在飞溅，在飞溅，

那些是树叶的阴影。




啊，黑暗！啊，一切都是徒劳！

啊，我是多么苦闷又悲伤。




啊，那天空中靠近月亮的褐色晕圈正在海上低垂！

啊，海上那愁苦的倒影！

啊，歌喉！啊，跳动着的心！

而我却整夜在徒劳又徒劳地歌唱着。




啊，过去！啊，幸福的生活！啊，欢乐的歌声！

在空气中，在树林里，遍及田野，

曾经爱过！爱过！爱过！爱过！爱过！

但是我的伴侣已不在，不再和我在一起！

我俩已不在一起。




歌声沉寂了，

别的都还在继续，星星在照亮，

风儿在吹，小鸟的歌声在不断成为回声，

暴烈的老母亲③在愤怒地放出悲声，不停地放出悲声，

在鲍玛诺克灰色而沙沙响着的海滩上，

那黄色的半轮月亮显得更大了，沉重地低低悬挂着，沉落着，几乎碰到了海面，

那十分激动的男孩，浪头盖没了他的赤脚，空气在戏弄他的头发，

长久禁闭在心里的爱，现在解放了，现在终于哄然爆发了，

歌声的含义、耳朵、灵魂，在快速地凝聚起来，

古怪的眼泪顺着双颊流下，

那里的对话，三方④，各自都发出了声音，

低沉的音调，粗野的老母亲在不停地呼叫，

阴沉地配合着孩子灵魂所提出的问题，嘶嘶吐露着某个已经听不见的秘密，

向着那刚刚起步的诗人。




是精灵还是鸟！（男孩的灵魂说道，）

你确实是在对着你伴侣歌唱吗？还是其实是对着我？

因为我，过去是个孩子，我舌头的作用还在睡觉，现在我听见了你，

现在在一瞬间我知道了我生活的目的，我觉醒了，

已经有一千名歌手，一千支歌，比你的更清楚，更响亮，更忧伤，

一千种婉转的回声已开始在我胸中取得生命，永不会死去。




啊，你这寂寞的歌手，独自唱着歌，也反映了我，

啊，寂寞的我在静听，我从此将不倦地使你永远存在，

我将永远不会逃避，永远不会逃避那些余音的震颤，

未曾满足的爱的呼声将永远不会在我这里消失，

我也永远不会再是过去那个无所用心的男孩，像那天晚上那样，

在海边，在那黄色的低垂的月亮底下，

那使者已经唤醒了那烈火，那内心深处甜蜜的苦味，

那说不清的渴想，我那注定了的命运。




啊，给我提供线索吧！（在黑夜里它躲藏在这里的某个地方，）

啊，我既可以得到许多，那就再多给我一些吧！




只要一个词（因为我决心掌握它，）

那最后的一个词，重于一切，

微妙，已经传出——是哪一个词呢？——我在听着；

你一直在悄语的就是它吗，你海上的波浪？

来自你晶莹的海面和潮湿的沙土的就是它吗？




大海朝着这里回答，

不迟延，也不匆忙，

整个夜里向着我悄语，拂晓时已十分明确，

向我喃喃吐出的是那低沉、甜美的词：“死亡”，

一再重复是死亡，死亡，死亡，死亡，

嘶嘶然，音调优美，既不像那小鸟也不像我那已觉醒的童心，

而是渐渐朝着我一个人靠近，在我脚下发出沙沙的声音，

从那里一直缓缓接近我耳边，而且轻柔地沐浴着我的全身，

死亡，死亡，死亡，死亡，死亡。




这我不会忘记，

而是和我那昏暗的精灵和兄弟的歌声融合在一起，

那歌是他在月光下鲍玛诺克的灰色海滩上唱给我听的，

还有那些信口唱出的一千首答应之歌，

从那时开始我自己的歌也苏醒过来，

伴随着它们的是海浪送来的那个词，这是关键，

这个词属于最甜蜜的歌和一切歌，

那强有力而甜美的词一直在缓缓接近我脚边，

（或者像一个裹着美丽长袍的老婆婆在摇着摇篮，低着头，）

是大海悄悄说给我听的。

	1859	1881


注释

①　注意这首诗采用的歌剧形式。

②　鲍玛诺克（Paumanok），印第安语，即“长岛”，是一个在纽约州东部的小岛，地形如鱼。惠特曼很喜欢用这个能引起他幼年时回忆的地名。

③　老母亲指大海。

④　三方（the trio），此处指鸟、大海和孩子。


Tears




Tears! tears! tears!

In the night, in solitude, tears,

On the white shore dripping, dripping, suck'd in by the sand,

Tears, not a star shining, all dark and desolate,

Moist tears from the eyes of a muffled head;

O who is that ghost? that form in the dark, with tears?

What shapeless lump is that, bent, crouch'd there on the sand?

Streaming tears, sobbing tears, throes, choked with wild cries;

O storm, embodied, rising, careering with swift steps along the beach!

O wild and dismal night storm, with wind—O belching and desperate!

O shade so sedate and decorous by day, with calm countenance and regulated pace,

But away at night as you fly, none looking—O then the unloosen'd ocean,

Of tears! tears! tears!

	1867	1871



泪水




泪水！泪水！泪水！

黑夜里，孤独时，泪水，

在白色的海岸上滴着，滴着，被沙粒所啜取，

泪水，连一颗晶莹的星都没有，到处是黑暗和凄凉，

潮湿的泪水，从蒙着头那人的眼里滴落下来，

啊，那鬼魂是谁？那在黑暗中落泪的形象是谁？

那在沙滩上弯着腰蹲伏着的不成形的隆起物是什么？

泉涌的泪，呜咽的泪，为粗犷的号哭哽塞住的痛苦，

啊，风暴，聚集成势，升腾，沿着海岸疾步飞奔！

啊，粗野而阴沉的黑夜的暴雨，夹着风——啊，滂沱而狂骤！

啊，白天是这样安详而文雅的阴魂，面容宁静，步履稳重，

但是你在黑夜里疾驶而无人看见的时候——啊，那就像没遮拦的汪洋一片，

是泪水！泪水！泪水！

	1867	1871



To the Man-of-War-Bird




Thou who hast slept all night upon the storm,

Waking renew'd on thy prodigious pinions,

(Burst the wild storm? above it thou ascended'st,

And rested on the sky, thy slave that cradled thee,)

Now a blue point, far, far in heaven floating,

As to the light emerging here on deck I watch thee,

(Myself a speck, a point on the world's floating vast.)




Far, far at sea,

After the night's fierce drifts have strewn the shore with wrecks,

With re-appearing day as now so happy and serene,

The rosy and elastic dawn, the flashing sun,

The limpid spread of air cerulean,

Thou also re-appearest.




Thou born to match the gale, (thou art all wings,)

To cope with heaven and earth and sea and hurricane,

Thou ship of air that never furl'st thy sails,

Days, even weeks untired and onward, through spaces, realms gyrating,

At dusk that look'st on Senegal, at morn America,

That sport'st amid the lightning-flash and thunder-cloud,

In them, in thy experiences, had'st thou my soul,

What joys! what joys were thine!

	1876	1881



致军舰鸟①




你曾经整夜倚靠在风暴身上睡觉，

醒来时你驾驶着你巨大的翅膀更加精神百倍，

（曾冲破了那放肆的风暴吗？你越过它往上飞升，

躺卧在天上休息，天是你的摇篮和奴隶，）

现在是蓝色的一点，远远在天空中浮动，

像甲板上出现的灯光那样，我守望着你，

（我自己是一个微粒，是浮游着的广阔世界上的一点。）




在遥远又遥远的海上，

经过一夜在惊涛骇浪中漂泊，岸上布满了船只的残骸，

白天再现时又像现在一样快乐而晴朗，

那玫瑰红的、轻快的黎明，那熠熠闪光的太阳，

蓝色的空气清澈地铺开着。

你也重新出现。




你生来就和大风匹配；（你全身是翅膀，）

能对付天空、地球、大海和飓风，

你这空气中的船只从来不卷起你的帆篷，

成天，甚至几个星期都不知疲倦，只是向前，穿过空间，在各个领域里旋转着，

黄昏时出现的是塞内加尔，早晨是美利坚，

你在电光和雷云中游戏，

在其中，在你的经历中，你有着我的灵魂，

多大的欢乐！你的快乐有多么欢畅啊！

	1876	1881


注释

①　这首诗是法国著名历史学家米歇雷（Jules Michelet, 1798—1874）一诗的改写。惠特曼依据的是英译本。


On the Beach at Night




On the beach at night,

Stands a child with her father,

Watching the east, the autumn sky.




Up through the darkness,

While ravening clouds, the burial clouds, in black masses spreading,

Lower sullen and fast athwart and down the sky,

Amid a transparent clear belt of ether yet left in the east,

Ascends large and calm the lord-star Jupiter,

And nigh at hand, only a very little above,

Swim the delicate sisters the Pleiades.




From the beach the child holding the hand of her father,

Those burial-clouds that lower victorious soon to devour all,

Watching, silently weeps.




Weep not, child,

Weep not, my darling,

With these kisses let me remove your tears,

The ravening clouds shall not long be victorious,

They shall not long possess the sky, they devour the stars only in apparition,

Jupiter shall emerge, be patient, watch again another night, the Pleiades shall emerge,

They are immortal, all those stars both silvery and golden shall shine out again,

The great stars and the little ones shall shine out again, they endure,

The vast immortal suns and the long-enduring pensive moons shall again shine.




Then dearest child mournest thou only for Jupiter?

Considerest thou alone the burial of the stars?




Something there is,

(With my lips soothing thee, adding I whisper,

I give thee the first suggestion, the problem and indirection,)

Something there is more immortal even than the stars,

(Many the burials, many the days and nights, passing away,)

Something that shall endure longer even than lustrous Jupiter

Longer than sun or any revolving satellite,

Or the radiant sisters the Pleiades.

	1871	1881



黑夜，在海滩上




黑夜，在海滩上，

一个孩子和她的父亲在一起站着，

守望着东方，那秋夜的长空。




在黑暗的高空，

贪婪的云彩，埋葬一切的云彩，在黑压压地铺开着，

阴沉而快速，横跨着从天边压下来，

在东方剩下的一条透明而清晰的以太带中间，

升起了那大而安详的星中之王朱庇特，

而近在手边，只是稍高一点，

游动着那几个娇美的姊妹：七颗明星。




在海滩上孩子紧拉着她父亲的手，

那些压下来埋葬一切的云彩不久就将胜利地吞食一切，

她守望着，默默地流着泪。




不要哭泣，孩子，

不要哭泣，我的宝贝，

让我用亲吻来擦干你的眼泪，

贪婪的云层不会长时间保持胜利，

它们不会继续占领天空，它们只是貌似吞食了星星，

朱庇特一定会出现，不要心焦，再守一个晚上，七颗明星一定会出现，

它们是不朽的，所有这些金色银色的星星会重新照亮，

大星小星定会重新照亮，它们是持久的，

巨大而不朽的恒星和持久而沉静的卫星会重新照亮。




那么，最亲爱的孩子，你只是为朱庇特悲伤吗？

你考虑的只是星星被埋葬吗？




有某种东西，

（我用嘴唇安慰你，还要悄悄对你说，

我向你提出第一个暗示、问题和间接含义，

有某种东西甚至比星星更加不死，

（埋葬已多次，不少个日日夜夜正在过去，）

有某种东西甚至比明亮的朱庇特还要持久，

胜似太阳或任何旋转着的卫星，

胜似那七颗灿烂的姊妹明星。

	1871	1881



Europe

The 72d and 73d Years of These States

Suddenly out of its stale and drowsy lair, the lair of slaves,

Like lightning it le'pt forth half startled at itself,

Its feet upon the ashes and the rags, its hands tight to the throats of kings.




O hope and faith!

O aching close of exiled patriots' lives!

O many a sicken'd heart!

Turn back unto this day and make yourselves afresh.




And you, paid to defile the People—you liars, mark!

Not for numberless agonies, murders, lusts,

For court thieving in its manifold mean forms, worming from his simplicity the poor man's wages,

For many a promise sworn by royal lips and broken and laugh'd at in the breaking,




Then in their power not for all these did the blows strike revenge, or the heads of the nobles fall;

The People scorn'd the ferocity of kings.

But the sweetness of mercy brew'd bitter destruction, and the frighten'd monarchs come back,

Each comes in state with his train, hangman, priest, tax-gatherer,

Soldier, lawyer, lord, jailer, and sycophant.




Yet behind all lowering stealing, lo, a shape,

Vague as the night, draped interminably, head, front and form, in scarlet folds,

Whose face and eyes none may see,

Out of its robes only this, the red robes lifted by the arm,

One finger crook'd pointed high over the top, like the head of a snake appears.




Meanwhile corpses lie in new-made graves, bloody corpses of young men,

The rope of the gibbet hangs heavily, the bullets of princes are flying, the creatures of power laugh aloud,

And all these things bear fruits, and they are good.




Those corpses of young men,

Those martyrs that hang from the gibbets, those hearts pierc'd by the gray lead,

Cold and motionless as they seem live elsewhere with unslaughter'd vitality.




They live in other young men O kings!

They live in brothers again ready to defy you,

They were purified by death, they were taught and exalted.

Not a grave of the murder'd for freedom but grows seed for freedom, in its turn to bear seed,

Which the winds carry afar and re-sow, and the rains and the snows nourish.




Not a disembodied spirit can the weapons of tyrants let loose,

But it stalks invisibly over the earth, whispering, counseling, cautioning.




Liberty, let others despair of you—I never despair of you.




Is the house shut? is the master away?

Nevertheless, be ready, be not weary of watching,

He will soon return, his messengers come anon.

	1850	1871



欧罗巴

（合众国的第七十二年和第七十三年①）

突然从它陈腐而昏睡的巢穴，奴隶的巢穴中，

它像闪电一样跳了出来，连自己都差点大吃一惊，

它的双脚践踏着骨灰和破旧衣服，它的手紧紧扼住了帝王们的喉咙。




啊，希望和信仰！

啊，流亡的爱国者在痛苦中结束了生命！

啊，那许多伤透了的心！

今天都回过头来吧，你们自己重新振作起来。




而你们，被雇用来给人民抹黑的人们——你们这些说谎者，听着！

不是为了无法计算的痛苦，残杀，荒淫无度，

是为了在宫廷中进行的各种卑鄙盗窃行为，利用那穷苦人的纯朴骗取他的工资，

为了帝王们的嘴唇所许下的诺言在他们反悔时被粉碎，被嘲笑。




在他们掌权时并非为这一切才作出报复的打击或使贵族的头颅落地，

人民鄙视帝王们的残暴。

但是宽容的仁慈酿成了辛酸的毁灭，受过惊的君主重又回来，

各自威武地带着随从、刽子手、僧侣、税吏，

兵士、律师、大臣、狱卒和专事奉承的人们。




然而在所有卑鄙的盗窃行为后面，看哪，是一个人影，

和黑夜一样朦胧，全身披挂，头，脸和身，紧裹着红袍，

谁也看不见他的脸和眼，

露在袍服外的只有一件，一只手臂掀起了红袍，

一根曲着的手指在上面高高指着，像是出现了一个蛇头。




这时候新砌的墓里躺着尸体，年青人血染的尸体，

绞架上的绳索沉重地挂着，王公们的子弹飞着，权势人物高声大笑，

所有这些都结下果实，而且是善果。




那些青年们的尸体，

那些吊在绞架上的烈士们，那些被灰色的铅弹穿透了的心，

看似僵冷，却在别处生机勃勃地活着，没有被杀害。




他们活在别的青年们心里，啊，帝王们！

他们又活在弟兄们心里，正准备反抗你们，

他们为死亡所净化，受到了教育，提高了。

每一座为自由而受到杀害者的坟墓都长出了自由的种子，种子又长出种子，

被风带到远处又重新下种，承受着雨雪的滋养。




暴君的武器不可能释放一个已丧失了肉体的灵魂，

但是它隐下行踪，在世上阔步地走着，说着悄悄话，商议着，告诫着。




自由，让别人对你失望吧——我决不对你失望。




房门关好了吗？主人走了吗？

但仍需作好准备，不能放松警戒，

他不久就回来，他的使者马上就会到来。

	1850	1871


注释

①　纪念1848年路易·腓立普在法国退位，2月26日第二共和国成立，在奥地利则是斐迪南一世让位给侄子弗朗西斯·约瑟夫。匈牙利在考索斯领导下宣布自由。在爱尔兰、伦巴第、威尼斯、丹麦等地有叛乱活动。


I Sit and Look Out




I sit and look out upon all the sorrows of the world, and upon all oppression and shame,

I hear secret convulsive sobs from young men at anguish with themselves, remorseful after deeds done,

I see in low life the mother misused by her children, dying, neglected, gaunt, desperate,

I see the wife misused by her husband, I see the treacherous seducer of young women,

I mark the ranklings of jealousy and unrequited love attempted to be hid, I see these sights on the earth,

I see the workings of battle, pestilence, tyranny, I see martyrs and prisoners,

I observe a famine at sea, I observe the sailors casting lots who shall be kill'd to preserve the lives of the rest,

I observe the slights and degradations cast by arrogant persons upon laborers, the poor, and upon negroes, and the like;

All these—all the meanness and agony without end I sitting look out upon,

See, hear, and am silent.

	1860	1871



我坐而眺望




我坐而眺望世上的一切忧患，一切压迫和耻辱，

我听见年轻人为自己做过的事情而悔恨不安，因痛苦而偷偷地抽抽搭搭地哭，

我看见在穷人中间那做母亲的受到她自己儿女的虐待，奄奄一息，无人照看，消瘦，绝望，

我看见那受丈夫虐待的妻子，我看见那诱奸青年妇女的歹徒，

我注意到力图隐藏起来的嫉妒和单恋的痛苦，我看见世上的这些情景，

我看见战争，瘟疫，暴政的恶果，我看见烈士与囚徒，

我看到海上的饥饿，我看到那些水手们抽签决定应轮到谁去牺牲以便维持其余人的生命，

我看到倨傲的人对待工人，穷人，黑人等的轻慢与鄙视态度；

所有这些——所有这些无止境的卑劣行为和痛苦，是我坐而眺望时所见，

看见，听见，并保持沉默。

	1860	1871



The Dalliance of the Eagles




Skirting the river road, (my forenoon walk, my rest,)

Skyward in air a sudden muffled sound, the dalliance of the eagles,

The rushing amorous contact high in space together,

The clinching interlocking claws, a living, fierce, gyrating wheel,

Four beating wings, two beaks, a swirling mass tight grappling,

In tumbling turning clustering loops, straight downward falling,

Till o'er the river pois'd, the twain yet one, a moment's lull,

A motionless still balance in the air, then parting, talons loosing,

Upward again on slow-firm pinions slanting, their separate diverse flight,

She hers, he his, pursuing.

	1880	1881



鹰的嬉戏




在沿着河边的大路走时，（我的午前散步，也是休息，）

天空突然传来一种低沉的声音，是鹰的嬉戏，

是高空中相互充满爱恋而接触的撞击声，

那扭结在一起的利爪，一次活跃而凶猛的旋转，

四个扑打着的翅膀，两个铁钩喙，紧紧抱成打着圈圈的一团，

在翻滚、转身、结成一个个环形，笔直朝着下方跌落，

直到在河上稳住，既是双方，又结成一个，只是一瞬间的暂停，

在空中保持没有动作的平衡，然后拆散，放松了利爪，

斜拍着缓慢而结实的双翼，又飞向高空，各自分头翱翔，

她飞她的，他飞他的，互相追逐着。

	1880	1881



Beat! Beat! Drums!




Beat! beat! drums! —blow! bugles! blow!

Through the windows—through doors—burst like a ruthless force,

Into the solemn church, and scatter the congregation,

Into the school where the scholar is studying;

Leave not the bridegroom quiet—no happiness must he have now with his bride,

Nor the peaceful farmer any peace, ploughing his field or gathering his grain,

So fierce you whirr and pound you drums—so shrill you bugles blow.




Beat! beat! drums! —blow! bugles! blow!

Over the traffic of cities—over the rumble of wheels in the streets;

Are beds prepared for sleepers at night in the houses? no sleepers must sleep in those beds,

No bargainers' bargains by day—no brokers or speculators—would they continue?

Would the talkers be talking? would the singer attempt to sing?

Would the lawyer rise in the court to state his case before the judge?

Then rattle quicker, heavier drums—you bugles wilder blow.




Beat! beat! drums! —blow! bugles! blow!

Make no parley—stop for no expostulation,

Mind not the timid—mind not the weeper or prayer,

Mind not the old man beseeching the young man,

Let not the child's voice be heard, nor the mother's entreaties,

Make even the trestles to shake the dead where they lie awaiting the hearses,

So strong you thump O terrible drums—so loud you bugles blow.

	1861	1867



敲吧！敲吧！鼓啊！




敲吧！敲吧！鼓啊！——吹吧！军号！吹吧！

从窗里——从门里——像一股无情的力量那样爆炸，

冲进庄严的教堂，驱散了会众，

冲进了学生在学习的学校，

不要让新郎平安无事——他现在不能和新娘享受幸福，

也不要让和平的庄稼汉享受和平，耕地或收割，

你们这些鼓擂得有多凶猛——你们这些军号吹得够多刺耳。




敲吧！敲吧！鼓啊！——吹吧！军号！吹吧！

在城市的行人和车辆上空——在街上隆隆车轮声的上空；

房里还在铺好床让人们夜间睡觉吗？不能让人睡在那些床上，

白天不准谈交易——没有中间人，没有投机商——他们还想继续吗？

讲话的还想讲话吗？唱歌的还想唱歌吗？

律师还想在法院里站起来在法官面前陈说他的案情吗？

那就让鼓敲得更快更重些吧——你们这些军号吹得更疯狂些吧。




敲吧！敲吧！鼓啊！——吹吧！军号！吹吧！

不要谈判——不要停下来劝戒，

不要去理睬那胆小的——不要去理睬那个哭鼻子的和求上帝的，

不要去理那个哀求青年人的老人，

不要去听那小孩子的声音或那母亲的求告，

甚至让那个等着停放灵柩的支架也去摇撼那死者吧，

啊，你们这些震耳欲聋的鼓擂得有多强硬——你们这些军号吹得有多响亮。

	1861	1867



Come Up from the Fields Father




Come up from the fields father, here's a letter from our Pete,

And come to the front door mother, here's a letter from thy dear son.




Lo, 'tis autumn,

Lo, where the trees, deeper green, yellower and redder,

Cool and sweeten Ohio's villages with leaves fluttering in the moderate wind,

Where apples ripe in the orchards hang and grapes on the trellis'd vines,

(Smell you the smell of the grapes on the vines?

Smell you the buckwheat where the bees were lately buzzing?)




Above all, lo, the sky so calm, so transparent after the rain, and with wondrous clouds,

Below too, all calm, all vital and beautiful, and the farm prospers well.




Down in the fields all prospers well,

But now from the fields come father, come at the daughter's call.

And come to the entry mother, to the front door come right away.




Fast as she can she hurries, something ominous, her steps trembling,

She does not tarry to smooth her hair nor adjust her cap.

Open the envelope quickly,

O this is not our son's writing, yet his name is sign'd,

O a strange hand writes for our dear son, O stricken mother's soul!

All swims before her eyes, flashes with black, she catches the main words only,

Sentences broken, gunshot wound in the breast, cavalry skirmish, taken to hospital,

At present low, but will soon be better.




Ah now the single figure to me,

Amid all teeming and wealthy Ohio with all its cities and farms,

Sickly white in the face and dull in the head, very faint,

By the jamb of a door leans.




Grieve not so, dear mother, (the just-grown daughter speaks through her sobs,

The little sisters huddle around speechless and dismay'd,)

See, dearest mother, the letter says Pete will soon be better.




Alas poor boy, he will never be better, (nor may-be needs to be better, that brave and simple soul,)

While they stand at home at the door he is dead already,

The only son is dead.




But the mother needs to be better,

She with thin form presently drest in black,

By day her meals untouch'd, then at night fitfully sleeping, often waking,

In the midnight waking, weeping, longing with one deep longing,

O that she might withdraw unnoticed, silent from life escape and withdraw,

To follow, to seek, to be with her dear dead son.

	1865	1867



从地里上来吧，父亲




从地里上来吧，父亲，我们的彼特来了信。

到前门来吧，母亲，你那亲爱的儿子来了信。




看哪，这是秋天，

看哪，树木更绿，更黄，更红了，

微风里抖颤着的树叶使俄亥俄的村庄显得凉爽又甜蜜，

果园里悬挂着成熟的苹果，棚架支起的藤蔓上悬挂着葡萄，

（你闻得到藤蔓上葡萄的气味吗？

蜜蜂们适才还在嗡嗡穿飞着的荞麦，你闻得到吗？）




看哪，特别是雨后的晴天多么宁静，多么明亮，还点缀着奇妙的云彩朵朵，

地上也一样，一片宁静，一切都生气勃勃而美丽，农庄也百事兴旺。




地里一切都十分兴旺，

但父亲现在却从地里走了上来，听从了女儿的呼唤，

母亲也到了门口，马上就来到了前门。




她尽量加快速度，不祥的预感使她步履不稳，

她顾不得花时间理顺头发，或把头上的帽子戴好。

快快把信封拆开，

啊，这不是我们儿子的笔迹，虽然署的是他的名字，

啊，是陌生人给我们亲爱的儿子代笔，啊，母亲的心受了多大的打击！

她只见面前一切在浮动，两眼发黑，只听到了主要内容，

支离破碎的句子：胸口受枪伤，骑兵遭遇战，已送进医院，

目前情况稍差，不久可望好转。




啊，俄亥俄虽然欣欣向荣，到处是城镇和农庄，

我现在却只看得见一个人的形象，

她脸色苍白、头脑麻木，四肢无力，

倚靠在门柱上。




不要这样悲伤，好母亲，（才长成的女儿抽咽着说，

小妹妹们挤成一团，一言不发，心中惊慌，）

你看，好母亲，信上说彼特不久就会好转。




哎呀，可怜的孩子，他永远不会好转了（其实也无须好转，那勇敢又朴素的灵魂，）

他们在家门口站着的时候他已经死去，

那独生子已经死去。




但是做母亲的却应该好转，

她瘦削的身子不久就穿上了黑衣，

白天她吃不下饭，晚上睡不稳，还时常惊醒，

午夜她醒来，呜呜哭泣，只怀着一个深切的愿望，

啊，但愿她能悄悄地离开，默默地逃离人间，

去跟踪，去寻找，去和她那亲爱的亡儿在一起。

	1865	1867



Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night




Vigil strange I kept on the field one night;

When you my son and my comrade dropt at my side that day,

One look I but gave which your dear eyes return'd with a look I shall never forget,

One touch of your hand to mine O boy, reach'd up as you lay on the ground,

Then onward I sped in the battle, the even-contested battle,

Till late in the night reliev'd to the place at last again I made my way,

Found you in death so cold dear comrade, found your body son of responding kisses, (never again on earth responding,)

Bared your face in the starlight, curious the scene, cool blew the moderate night-wind,

Long there and then in vigil I stood, dimly around me the battlefield spreading,

Vigil wondrous and vigil sweet there in the fragrant silent night,

But not a tear fell, not even a long-drawn sigh, long, long I gazed,

Then on the earth partially reclining sat by your side leaning my chin in my hands,

Passing sweet hours, immortal and mystic hours with you dearest comrade—not a tear, not a word,

Vigil of silence, love and death, vigil for you my son and my soldier,

As onward silently stars aloft, eastward new ones upward stole,

Vigil final for you brave boy, (I could not save you, swift was your death,

I faithfully loved you and cared for you living, I think we shall surely meet again,)

Till at latest lingering of the night, indeed just as the dawn appear'd,

My comrade I wrapt in his blanket, envelop'd well his form,

Folded the blanket well, tucking it carefully over head and care-fully under feet,

And there and then and bathed by the rising sun, my son in his grave, in his rude-dug grave I deposited,

Ending my vigil strange with that, vigil of night and battle-field dim,

Vigil for boy of responding kisses, (never again on earth responding,)

Vigil for comrade swiftly slain, vigil I never forget, how as day brighten'd,

I rose from the chill ground and folded my soldier well in his blanket,

And buried him where he fell.

	1865	1867



一天晚上，我在战场上
站了一班奇异的岗




一天晚上，我在战场上站了一班奇异的岗；

那一天，你，我的儿子，我的伙伴，在我的身边倒下，

我只望了你一眼，而你那双亲爱的眼睛却报我以终生难忘的一瞥，

你的手只碰了我的手一下，啊，孩子，是你倒在地上时伸过来的，

于是我又赶紧前去参加战斗，那场势均力敌的战斗，

直到深夜我下了班才最后回到了原地，

我看见你死后僵冷成这样，亲爱的伙伴，看见你那报人以热吻的身躯，儿子（此生已经不再能如此报答了），

在星光下，裸露着你的脸，四周里显得多么异样，微微的夜风吹得多清凉，

就在彼地彼时我长久地站着岗，四面隐隐是广阔的战场，

奇妙的岗，甜蜜的岗，在那芬芳、静穆的黑夜里，

却没有落下一滴泪，甚至没有吁出一声长叹，我凝视了许久，许久，

然后我在你身旁半躺卧似地坐在地上，两手托着下颌，

和你，最亲爱的伙伴，度过了甜蜜的时光，不朽而神秘的时光——没有一滴泪，不说一句话，

这是沉默、爱与死亡的站岗，是为你，我的儿子和我的士兵站岗，

当时高空的星光默默照亮，东方又有新的星群悄悄出现，

是为你站的最后一班岗，勇敢的孩子，（我没有能救下你，你死得太快，

你活着时我忠诚地爱你，关心着你，我想我们肯定会重逢，）

直到黑夜勾留到最后时刻，黎明才刚刚来到的时候，

我把我的伙伴用他的毡子包裹，严密地裹住了他的身体，

把毡子整理妥当；小心地裹住了头又小心地裹住了脚，

就在彼地彼时，在初升太阳的沐浴下，我把我儿子安放在那草草挖出的墓穴里，

就这样站完了一班奇异的岗，这一班在黑夜里和昏暗的战场上站的岗，

为那报人以热吻的孩子站岗（此生已不再能如此报答了），

为顷刻之间就被杀死的伙伴站岗，我永不能忘的一班岗，又怎样在东方微明时，

我从冰凉的地上站起，用他的毡子仔细包裹了我的兵士，

把他埋葬在他倒下的地方。

	1865	1867



A Sight in Camp in the Daybreak Gray and Dim




A sight in camp in the daybreak gray and dim,

As from my tent I emerge so early sleepless,

As slow I walk in the cool fresh air the path near by the hospital tent,

Three forms I see on stretchers lying, brought out there untended lying,

Over each the blanket spread, ample brownish woolen blanket,

Gray and heavy blanket, folding, covering all.




Curious I halt and silent stand,

Then with light fingers I from the face of the nearest the first just lift the blanket;

Who are you elderly man so gaunt and grim, with well-gray'd hair, and flesh all sunken about the eyes?

Who are you my dear comrade?




Then to the second I step—and who are you my child and darling?

Who are you sweet boy with cheeks yet blooming?




Then to the third—a face nor child nor old, very calm, as of beautiful yellow-white ivory;

Young man I think I know you—I think this face is the face of the Christ himself,

Dead and divine and brother of all, and here again he lies.

	1865	1867



在黎明的灰暗光照下扎营地所见




在黎明的灰暗光照下扎营地所见，

那时我正因失眠，一早就从我的帐篷里走了出来，

我缓步在清凉的空气里，踏上了帐篷医院附近的小径，

我看见三个人的身躯在担架上躺着，停放在那里，无人看管，

每人身上盖着毡子，羊毛的棕褐色大毡子，

灰色厚重的毡子，围裹着，遮住了全身。




我好奇地止步，默默地站在那里，

然后用手指轻轻从第一个最近的那张脸上掀起了毡子，

你是谁，你这个又瘦又板着脸孔的老年人，披着一头银灰色的头发，眼睛边的皮肉陷得那么深？

你是谁，亲爱的伙伴？




然后我走向第二个——你是谁，我的孩子，我的亲人？

你是谁，你这个双颊还绯红的可爱的孩子？




然后是第三个——这张脸既非孩子的，也没有老，十分平静，像美丽的嫩黄象牙雕成的；

年轻人，我想我认识你——我想这张脸是基督他自己的脸，

死了，是神圣的，是众人的兄弟，现在又躺卧在这里。

	1865	1867



Dirge for Two Veterans




The last sunbeam

Lightly falls from the finish'd Sabbath,

On the pavement here, and there beyond it is looking,

Down a new-made double grave.




Lo, the moon ascending,

Up from the east the silvery round moon,

Beautiful over the house-tops, ghastly, phantom moon,

Immense and silent moon.




I see a sad procession,

And I hear the sound of coming full-key'd bugles,

All the channels of the city streets they're flooding,

As with voices and with tears.




I hear the great drums pounding,

And the small drums steady whirring,

And every blow of the great convulsive drums,

Strikes me through and through.




For the son is brought with the father,

(In the foremost ranks of the fierce assault they fell,

Two veterans son and father dropt together,

And the double grave awaits them.)




Now nearer blow the bugles,

And the drums strike more convulsive,

And the daylight o'er the pavement quite has faded,

And the strong dead-march enwraps me.




In the eastern sky up-buoying,

The sorrowful vast phantom moves illumin'd,

('Tis some mother's large transparent face,

In heaven brighter growing.)




O strong dead-march you please me!

O moon immense with your silvery face you soothe me!

O my soldiers twain! O my veterans passing to burial!

What I have I also give you.




The moon gives you light,

And the bugles and the drums give you music,

And my heart, O my soldiers, my veterans,

My heart gives you love.

	1865-6	1867



两个老兵的哀歌




最后的一线阳光

轻轻地在安息日已结束的时刻落下，

落在这里的人行道上，从那里望过去，

是一座新垒的双穴坟墓。




看哪，月亮在上升，

从东边升起的是银白滚圆的月亮，

在房顶上美丽非常，鬼魂一样，幽灵似的月亮，

无比大的沉默的月亮。




我看见一个忧伤的行进队伍，

我听见渐渐走近、饱满的号角的声音，

它们泛滥了城市大街的所有渠道，

像沸腾着人声和眼泪。




我听见大鼓的声音隆隆，

又听见小鼓不断地冬冬敲响，

每一响巨大的震人肺腑的鼓声，

都深透地穿过了我的全身。




因为儿子是和父亲同时抬来的，

（他们在激烈攻势的最前列倒了下来，

两个老兵——儿子和父亲同时倒下，

双穴坟墓在等待着他们）。




号角声愈走愈近了，

鼙鼓敲打得更加震动人心，

人行道上的日光已经消失殆尽

雄壮的丧礼曲围绕在我周围。




东边天上正高高浮起，

那悲愁的巨大幽灵在微光下行进

（这是一位母亲的巨大、明亮的脸庞

在天上愈显得光明）。




啊，雄壮的丧礼曲你使我高兴！

啊，无比大的月亮的银色脸庞你使我安心！

啊，我的两位士兵！啊，我的老兵们正前去入土安葬！

我所占有的也要交给你们。




月亮给了你们光明，

号角和鼙鼓给了你们音乐，

而我的心，啊，我的士兵，我的老兵，

我的心把爱给了你们，

	1865-6	1867



Ethiopia Saluting the Colors




Who are you dusky woman, so ancient hardly human,

With your woolly-white and turban'd head, and bare bony feet?

Why rising by the roadside here, do you the colors greet?




('Tis while our army lines Carolina's sands and pines,

Forth from thy hovel door thou Ethiopia com'st to me,

As under doughty Sherman I march toward the sea.)




Me master years a hundred since from my parents sunder'd,

A little child, they caught me as the savage beast is caught,

Then hither me across the sea the cruel slaver brought.




No further does she say, but lingering all the day,

Her high-borne turban'd head she wags, and rolls her darkling eye,

And courtesies to the regiments, the guidons moving by.




What is it fateful woman, so blear, hardly human?

Why wag your head with turban bound, yellow, red and green?

Are the things so strange and marvelous you see or have seen?

	1871	1881



埃塞俄比亚在向军旗敬礼①




你这黑皮肤的妇女，你是谁，老得不像个人样，

光着一双瘦脚，鬈曲的白发裹着头巾？

为什么你从这里的路旁站起来，朝着军旗致敬？




（那时我们军队正沿着卡罗来纳的沙地和松林列队前进，

你这埃塞俄比亚人从你那茅屋的门里出来向我走近，

而我这时正在勇猛的休曼部队里向着大海行军。）




一百年前我的主人硬叫我离开了我的父母，

我才是个孩子，他们捉住了我像捉一头野兽一样，

然后凶残的奴隶贩子把我带到了这里，远涉重洋。




她没有再往下说，而是整天在徘徊不去，

摆动着她那高昂的裹着头巾的头，转动着她那黢黑的眼睛，

向着走过的兵团，向着过路的队旗致敬。




是为什么呢，不幸的妇人，视力模糊，几乎没有个人样？

为什么摇着你那裹着黄、红、绿三色头巾的头？

你看见或见过的东西真的会这样使你惊奇不休？

	1871	1881


注释

①　这首诗不但三句一节，每节的后两行还押了韵。


When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd




1

When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom'd,

And the great star early droop'd in the western sky in the night,

I mourn'd, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.




Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,

Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west,

And thought of him I love.

2

O powerful western fallen star!

O shades of night—O moody, tearful night!

O great star disappear'd—O the black murk that hides the star!

O cruel hands that hold me powerless—O helpless soul of me!

O harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul.

3

In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the white-wash'd palings,

Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich green,

With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the perfume strong I love,

With every leaf a miracle—and from this bush in the dooryard,

With delicate-color'd blossoms and heart-shaped leaves of rich green,

A sprig with its flower I break.

4

In the swamp in secluded recesses,

A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song.




Solitary the thrush,

The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding the settlements,

Sings by himself a song.




Song of the bleeding throat,

Death's outlet song of life, (for well dear brother I know,

If thou wast not granted to sing thou would'st surely die.)

5

Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities,

Amid lanes and through old woods, where lately the violets peep'd from the ground, spotting the gray debris,

Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing the endless grass,

Passing the yellow-spear'd wheat, every grain from its shroud in the dark-brown fields uprisen,

Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the orchards,

Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave,

Night and day journeys a coffin.

6

Coffin that passes through lanes and streets,

Through day and night with the great cloud darkening the land,

With the pomp of the inloop'd flags with the cities draped in black,

With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veil'd women standing,

With processions long and winding and the flambeaus of the night,

With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces and the unbared heads,

With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,

With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong and solemn,

With all the mournful voices of the dirges pour'd around the coffin,

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs—where amid these you journey,

With the tolling tolling bells' perpetual clang,

Here, coffin that slowly passes,

I give you my sprig of lilac.

7

(Nor for you, for one alone,

Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring,

For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for you O sane and sacred death.




All over bouquets of roses,

O death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies,

But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first,

Copious I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes,

With loaded arms I come, pouring for you,

For you and the coffins all of you O death.)

8

O western orb sailing the heaven,

Now I know what you must have meant as a month since I walk'd,

As I walk'd in silence the transparent shadowy night,

As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night after night,

As you droop'd from the sky low down as if to my side, (while the other stars all look'd on,)

As we wander'd together the solemn night, (for something I know not what kept me from sleep,)

As the night advanced, and I saw on the rim of the west how full you were of woe,

As I stood on the rising ground in the breeze in the cool transparent night,

As I watch'd where you pass'd and was lost in the netherward black of the night,

As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as where you sad orb,

Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone.

9

Sing on there in the swamp,

O singer bashful and tender, I hear your notes, I hear your call,

I hear, I come presently, I understand you,

But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detain'd me,

The star my departing comrade holds and detains me.

10

O how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved?

And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that has gone?

And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love?




Sea-winds blown from east and west,

Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western sea, till there on the prairies meeting,

These and with these and the breath of my chant,

I'll perfume the grave of him I love.

11

O what shall I hang on the chamber walls?

And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls,

To adorn the burial-house of him I love?




Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes,

With the Fourth-month eve at sundown, and the gray smoke lucid and bright,

With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous, indolent, sinking sun, burning, expanding the air,

With the fresh sweet herbage under foot, and the pale green leaves of the trees prolific,

In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river, with a wind-dapple here and there,

With ranging hills on the banks, with many a line against the sky, and shadows,

And the city at hand with dwellings so dense, and stacks of chimneys,

And all the scenes of life and the workshops, and the workmen homeward returning.

12

Lo, body and soul—this land,

My own Manhattan with spires, and the sparkling and hurrying tides, and the ships,

The varied and ample land, the South and the North in the light,

Ohio's shores and flashing Missouri,

And ever the far-spreading prairies cover'd with grass and corn.




Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty,

The violet and purple morn with just-felt breezes,

The gentle soft-born measureless light,

The miracle spreading bathing all, the fulfill'd noon,

The coming eve delicious, the welcome night and the stars,

Over my cities shining all, enveloping man and land.

13

Sing on, sing on you gray-brown bird,

Sing from the swamps, the recesses, pour your chant from the bushes,

Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines.




Sing on dearest brother, warble your reedy song,

Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe.




O liquid and free and tender!

O wild and loose to my soul—O wondrous singer!

You only I hear—yet the star holds me, (but will soon depart,)

Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me.

14

Now while I sat in the day and look'd forth,

In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring, and the farmers preparing their crops,

In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes and forests,

In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after the perturb'd winds and the storms,)

Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing, and the voices of children and women,

The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how they sail'd,

And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields all busy with labor,

And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on, each with its meals and minutia of daily usages,

And the streets how their throbbings throbb'd, and the cities pent—lo, then and there,

Falling upon them all and among them all, enveloping me with the rest,

Appear'd the cloud, appear'd the long black trail,

And I knew death, its thought, and the sacred knowledge of death.




Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of me,

And the thought of death close-walking the other side of me,

And I in the middle as with companions, and as holding the hands of companions,

I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talks not,

Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp in the dimness,

To the solemn shadowy cedars and ghostly pines so still.

And the singer so shy to the rest receiv'd me,

The gray-brown bird I know receiv'd us comrades three,

And he sang the carol of death, and a verse for him I love.




From deep secluded recesses,

From the fragrant cedars and the ghostly pines so still,

Came the carol of the bird.




And the charm of the carol rapt me,

As I held as if by their hands my comrades in the night,

And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bird.




Come lovely and soothing death,

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving,

In the day, in the night, to all, to each,

Sooner or later delicate death.




Prais'd be the fathomless universe,

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious,

And for love, sweet love—but praise! praise! praise!

For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding death.




Dark mother always gliding near with soft feet,

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome?

Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all,

I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, come unfalteringly.




Approach strong deliveress,

When it is so, when thou hast taken them I joyously sing the dead,

Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee,

Laved in the flood of thy bliss O death.




From me to thee glad serenades,

Dances for thee I propose saluting thee, adornments and feast-ings for thee,

And the sights of the open landscape and the high-spread shy are fitting,

And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night.




The night in silence under many a star,

The ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose voice I know,

And the soul turning to thee O vast and well-veil'd death,

And the body gratefully nestling close to thee.




Over the tree-tops I float thee a song,

Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad fields and the prairies wide,

Over the dense-pack'd cities all and the teeming wharves and ways,

I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee O death.

15

To the tally of my soul,

Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird,

With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night.

Loud in the pines and cedars dim,

Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume,

And I with my comrades there in the night.




While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed,

As to long panoramas of visions.




And I saw askant the armies,

I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags,

Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc'd with missiles I saw them,

And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn and bloody,

And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs, (and all in silence,)

And the staffs all splinter'd and broken.




I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them,

And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them,

I saw the debris and debris of all the slain soldiers of the war,

But I saw they were not as was thought,

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer'd not,

The living remain'd and suffer'd, the mother suffer'd,

And the wife and the child and the musing comrade suffer'd,

And the armies that remain'd suffer'd.

16

Passing the visions, passing the night,

Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades' hands,

Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song of my soul,

Victorious song, death's outlet song, yet varying ever-altering song,

As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, flooding the night,

Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and yet again bursting with joy,

Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven,

As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses,

Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves,

I leave thee there in the door-yard, blooming, returning with spring.




I cease from my song for thee,

From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting the west, communing with thee,

O comrade lustrous with silver face in the night.




Yet each to keep and all, retrievements out of the night,

The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird,

And the tallying chant, the echo arous'd in my soul,

With the lustrous and drooping star with the countenance full of woe,

With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the bird,

Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever to keep, for the dead I loved so well,

For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands—and this for his dear sake,

Lilac and star and bird twined with the chant of my soul,

There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk and dim.

	1865-6	1881



最近紫丁香在前院开放的时候




一

最近紫丁香在前院开放的时候，

而那颗巨星又老早在夜空的西方陨落的时候，

我悲痛，而且年年在春归时也一样悲痛。




年年归来的春天，你一定会给我带来三件东西，

年年开放的紫丁香，西天陨落的星星，

和我对我所敬爱的人的思念。

二

啊，强大的在西天陨落的星星！

啊，黑夜的幽灵——啊，忧郁的、泪痕满面的黑夜！

啊，巨星不见了——啊，遮没了那颗星星的黑色阴影！

啊，使我无能为力的残酷的手——啊，我那无济于事的灵魂！

啊，那不肯解放我灵魂的围绕在四周的粗暴乌云。

三

一家古老农舍的前院，在靠近白色栅栏的地方，

挺立着那丛高高的紫丁香，长满翠绿的心形树叶，

亭亭开着的许多尖尖的花朵，散发着我心爱的浓烈香味，

每片叶子都是奇迹——也就是从前院的这个花丛中，

从这个开着颜色淡雅的花朵、长着翠绿的心形树叶的花丛中，

我折下了带着花朵的小小一枝。

四

在幽深僻静的沼泽地，

一只羞怯的躲藏着的小鸟在婉转地唱着一支歌。




那只画眉鸟是孤单的，

它是位离群索居的隐士，躲避着居民点，

独自唱着一支歌。




一支喉头哀哀啼血的歌，

一支在死亡中求生命的歌，（因为亲爱的兄弟，我很明白，

如果你没有唱歌的权利，你就必然会死亡。）

五

经过春天的胸怀——那大地，在城市中，

在小巷里，穿过古老的树林，那里不久前曾有紫罗兰在地上偷偷张望着，点缀着灰色的碎石堆，

经过小巷两旁田野里的青草，经过望不到边的草地，

经过长着黄色叶片的麦田，那深褐色的田地里的每一颗麦粒都钻出了苞片，

经过果园里开放着的白色和粉红色的苹果花，

被运载着的一具尸体在走向它得以安息的墓地，

一口棺木在日夜行进着。

六

棺木在大街小巷里穿行，

日夜顶着那使大地昏暗的巨幅乌云①，

卷起的旌旗十分壮观，城市披上了黑纱，

各州本身则是像站立着的蒙着黑面纱的妇女，

长长的、弯弯曲曲前进的队伍，黑夜的火炬，

已经点燃了的无数火把，像沉默的大海似的人脸和未曾脱帽的人头，

这里是等候着的接灵站，那正在到来的棺木和那些阴沉的脸庞，

彻夜是哀歌，升腾而起的是千万人的雄壮而庄严的声音，

哀歌的悲凉声音倾泻在棺木的四周，

灯火暗淡的教堂，抖颤着的风琴——你就在其中行进，

钟声在不断地敲响着，敲响着，

就在这里，缓缓经过的棺木啊，

我献给你我那小小的一枝丁香花。

七

（也不只是给你，只给一个人，

我将花朵与绿色的枝桠献给所有的棺木，

就这样我为你谱写了一首歌，像早晨一样新鲜，啊，清醒而神圣的死亡。




到处是玫瑰花束，

啊，死亡，我在你身上盖满了玫瑰和早开的百合，

但是现在最多的是开得最早的紫丁香，

我采了许多，我从树丛里折下了不少的小小花枝，

我两臂抱得满满地前来，为你抛撒，

为你也为所有的棺木，啊，死亡。）

八

啊，在天空行驶着的西方的星星，

我一个月前曾信步走着，却直到现在才明白你的用意，②

我那时在那个明亮又多暗影的晚上默默走着，

我那时看见你夜夜都弯着腰像要告诉我什么，

那时你从天上低低下垂，好像要来到我身边，（而别的星星却都在一旁看着，）

当时我们整个庄严的晚上都在一起遨游，（我不知为什么竟不能入睡，）

在黑夜渐深时，我看见你在西方的天边是那样的无比悲切，③

我当时站立在一个台地上，微风吹拂着，夜晚既清凉又明澈，

我望着你经过，并在夜晚的黑暗处消失了，

当时我的灵魂也因不安而十分低沉，正像你，忧伤的星星，

结束了一切，在黑夜里陨落，从此不见了。

九

就在那沼泽地唱下去吧，

啊，羞涩而温柔的歌手，我听见你的歌声，我听见你的呼唤，

我听见了，我不久就会来到，我了解你，

但是我还须稍稍耽搁，因为那颗晶莹的星星留住了我，

那星星，那即将与我分手的伙伴，挽留了我。

十

啊，我该怎样为我所敬爱的亡魂婉转歌唱呢？

我又该怎样为那已经逝世的宽宏而甜蜜的灵魂修饰我这首歌呢？

又该给我所敬爱的人的坟墓贡献什么香料呢？




海风从东方和西方吹来，

从东海吹来，也从西海吹来，直到在草原上相遇，

这些，就用这些和我这支歌的气息

来薰沐我所敬爱的人的坟墓吧。

十一

啊，我应当在室内墙上悬挂些什么呢？

我应当在墙上悬挂些什么图画呢？

怎样来装扮我那敬爱的人入葬后的冥府宅邸呢？




日深一日的春天，农田和房舍的图画，

图画里是四月日落时的黄昏，灰色的烟雾清澈又明亮，

艳丽、慵懒而缓缓沉落的太阳的万道金光在燃烧，在使天空更加开阔，

清新而甜美的萋萋芳草在脚下，树木的浅绿色叶片正繁茂，

远方是流动着的釉彩，河水的胸膛，这里那里是微风吹皱了的河面，

两岸绵亘着山岭，许多线条印刻在天上，又有阴影，

附近的城市里则是房屋密集，烟囱林立，

到处是生活的场景，工厂和正在回家的工人。

十二

看哪，既是肉体又是灵魂——这块土地，

是我自己的曼哈顿，有教堂的尖顶，和闪烁而紧跑着的潮水与船只，

那多种多样而宽阔的土地，南方与北方都受到光照，俄亥俄的多处河岸和光彩夺目的密苏里，

永远是那向远处铺开的草原，长满青草和谷米。




看哪，那十分美好的太阳是这样宁静又傲慢，

深浅两种紫色的清晨和拂来仅可感受的微风，

那温柔、轻盈的不能以尺寸衡量的光亮，

那普照并沐浴一切的奇迹，那已经达到顶点的中午，

那即将到来的美妙黄昏，那受人欢迎的黑夜和星星，

在我的城市上空照亮，包括人类和大地。

十三

唱下去吧，唱下去吧，你这灰褐色的小鸟，

在沼泽地，在幽深处，唱吧，在树丛中倾泻你的歌声吧，

让它无穷尽地来自黄昏时刻，来自杉木和松树林中。




唱下去吧，最亲爱的兄弟，婉转地唱你那管乐似的歌吧，

那声音极端悲切的、响亮的人间曲调，




啊，清脆、自由而温柔！

啊，我的灵魂感受了你的癫狂和奔放——啊，奇妙的歌手，

我只听见了你——但是那颗星星也占有了我，（它即将离去，）

带有迷人芳香的紫丁香也占有了我。④

十四

现在我在白天坐而眺望时，

在白天的怀抱里，在日光和春天的田野里，农夫们正忙着耕作，

我的国土里有着湖泊和森林，是一片广阔的自己并未意识到的美景，

在天堂般的空灵挺秀中，（在恼人的狂风暴雨之后，）

在匆匆过去的下午的苍穹笼罩下，又有孩子们和妇女的声音，

那许多动作不休的潮水，我看见船只又如何出海而去，

夏天的来临带来财富，田野里一片繁忙，

不计其数的分散的人家又怎样在活动着，忙着各自的饮食和日常琐事，

街道的脉搏又怎样震颤着，城市又怎样拥挤不堪——看哪，就在彼时彼地，

降落在一切之上，一切之中，又把我也包含在里面的

却出现了那片乌云，出现了那条拖曳着的黑色长龙，

于是我理解了死亡，即有关死亡的思想，以及神圣的有关死亡的认识。




就这样有关死亡的认识在我一旁走着，

有关死亡的思想紧紧在我另一旁走着，

而我在中间，恰像和同伴们在一起，握住了同伴们的手，

我于是急急逃向那不会传话的、隐藏一切又接受一切的黑夜，

直到河畔，那条昏暗的沼泽地的小径那里，

直到那布满庄严阴影的杉木和寂静而阴森的松树那里。

那位对旁人都十分羞怯的歌手接待了我，

我认识的那灰褐色的小鸟接待了我们伙伴三个，

它唱了死亡的颂歌，和致我所敬爱的人的诗句。




从僻静地带的幽深处，

从芬芳的杉木和寂静而阴森的松树那里，

传来了小鸟的颂歌。




美妙的颂歌使我心醉，

我于夜间似乎在握住了我伙伴的手时，

我的心声应和着小鸟的歌声。




来吧，美丽而安抚人心的死亡，

你围绕着世界像波浪一样起伏，在安详地到来，到来，

在白天，在黑夜，对全体，对个人，

轻灵的死亡迟早会来临。




赞美这深不可测的宇宙吧，

为了生命与欢乐，为了事物和新奇的知识，

为了爱，甜蜜的爱——但是也需要赞美！赞美！赞美！

为了那寒气逼人的死亡的挽住了不放的臂膀。




暗黑色的母亲⑤的轻柔脚步总是在悄悄走近，

竟没有人为了全心欢迎你而唱过赞歌吗？

那就让我来为你歌唱吧，我推崇你胜过一切，

我献给你一支歌，请求你在理应到来时，就毫不踌躇地来吧。

来吧，强大的解放者。

在你来到时，在你已经接受他们时，我将欢乐地讴歌死者，

让他们消失在你那慈爱而浮动着的大洋中，

在你那多福的波涛中冲洗，啊，死亡。




我要给你唱快乐的小夜曲，

我要为你举办向你致敬的舞会，为你张灯结彩，广开盛宴，

开阔的美景和高旷的天空是十分相宜的，

还有生命和田野，和那巨大而勤于思考的黑夜。




黑夜悄悄出现在星斗之下，

海岸和我听熟了的沙哑又悄语着的波浪，

灵魂转向了你，啊，宽阔而伪装得巧妙的死亡，

肉体也感谢你的恩德而紧紧向着你挨近。




经过树梢我给你漂去一支歌，

经过腾起又伏倒的海浪，经过无数田野和宽广的草原；

经过所有人烟稠密的城市和熙熙攘攘的码头和通道，

我欢乐地给你漂去这首颂歌，把欢乐献给你，啊，死亡。

十五

配合着我心灵的节拍，

灰褐色的小鸟继续洪亮而健壮地歌唱，

纯洁而字字舒展的歌声弥漫并充塞着黑夜。

在昏暗的杉木和松树林里歌声嘹亮，

在湿润的清新气氛里，在沼泽地的芳香中歌声清晰，

黑夜时，我和我的伙伴们也在那里。




这时被蒙蔽而失去了视觉的眼睛又重新睁开，

面对着一幅幅图景构成的长条画卷。




我侧身望去看见有许多军队，

我像是在无声的睡梦中看见了千百面战旗，

我看见它们经过战斗的硝烟，为流弹所洞穿，

这里那里被举着穿过硝烟，被撕破，被染上血迹，

最后旗杆上只留下几块碎片（一切都沉寂，）

旗杆也都开裂和折断。




我看见了战斗后的尸体，成千上万，

年轻人的白骨我也看见了，

我看见了废墟和阵亡士兵的断肢残骸，

但是我看见的和人们想象的不同，

他们已完全安息了，他们已不再痛苦，

活着的却留下来忍受着痛苦，做母亲的在痛苦，

妻子孩儿和那心事重重的伙伴在痛苦，

余下的军队在痛苦。

十六

呈现在眼前的图景在过去，黑夜在过去，

在过去，我那些伙伴们紧握着的手在放松，

在过去的还有蜂雀之歌和那同一节拍的我的灵魂之歌，

胜利之歌，从死亡中得解放之歌，却又是个多种式样而永远在变化着的歌，

它低沉而哀婉，但声调清晰，时起时伏，弥漫了整个黑夜，

它又悲愁地低沉而微弱，似不断在警告，却又因为欢乐而振奋，

覆盖着大地，又充塞着开阔的天空，

正像那天晚上我在僻静处听到的雄壮圣歌，

在过路时我给你留下了紫丁香和心形的叶片，

我把你留在前院，让花朵随着春归而开放。




我停止了我为你唱的歌曲，

不再朝西，面对着西方，向着你凝望并和你神交，

啊，在夜间放着光彩的白银脸盘的伙伴。




但是一切都应当保存，不容许它们被黑夜吞没，

那支歌，灰褐色小鸟唱的那支奇妙歌曲，

和那相呼应的歌，我灵魂深处唤起的回响，

还有那明亮而正在沉落的星星和它那充满痛苦的面部表情，

和那些已在向小鸟的呼唤接近的握着我手的握手者，

为了我衷心敬爱的那位死者，我的伙伴们，伙同站在中间的我，将永远记得一切，

为了我毕生和各地所见的最甜蜜最智慧的灵魂——为了亲爱的他，

紫丁香、星星和小鸟才和我的灵魂之歌交缠在一起。

在芬芳的松树和昏暗的杉木林里。

	1865-6	1881


注释

①　可能指火车喷出的黑烟，又见本诗第十四节的“……那片乌云……那条拖曳着的黑色长龙”；但是“云”在本诗中很有分量，它遮蔽星光，遮蔽大地，有着一定的象征意义。

②　惠特曼在1865年3月间曾一连数月看到一颗特别明亮的星星，那是在林肯遇刺前一个月。见艾伦教授（Gay Wilson Allen）的诗人传记，1967年修订本《孤独的歌手》第354页。

③　惠特曼在描写林肯时特别指出他脸上的愁容，又见第十六节：“……那充满痛苦的面部表情。”

④　在这里，诗人还因为悼念林肯而没有完全接受小鸟的歌声。

⑤　“暗黑色”是死亡的颜色，但作为“母亲”，她又能赋予人们以新的生命，即永生。


O Captain! My Captain!




O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weather'd every rack, the prize we sought is won,

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

But O heart! heart! heart!

O the bleeding drops of red,

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.




O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding,

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

Here Captain! dear father!

This arm beneath your head!

It is some dream that on the deck,

You've fallen cold and dead.




My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,

The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

Exult O shores, and ring O bells!

But I with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

	1865-6	1871



啊，船长！我的船长！




啊，船长！我的船长！我们可怕的航程已终了，

船只度过了每一个难关，我们寻求的奖品已得到，

港口就在眼前，钟声已经听见，人们在狂热地呼喊，

眼睛在望着稳稳驶进的船只，船儿既坚定又勇敢，

但是心啊！心啊！心啊！

啊，鲜红的血在流滴，

我的船长躺卧在甲板上，

人已倒下，已完全停止了呼吸。




啊，船长！我的船长！请起来倾听钟声的敲撞！

请起来——旗帜在为你招展——号角在为你吹响，

为了你，才有花束和飘着缎带的花圈——为了你人群才挤满了海岸，

为了你，汹涌的人群才呼唤，殷切的脸才朝着你看；

在这里，啊，船长！亲爱的父亲！

请把你的头枕靠着这只手臂！

在甲板这地方真像是一场梦，

你已倒下，已完全停止了呼吸。




我的船长没有回答，他的嘴唇惨白而僵冷，

我的父亲感不到我的臂膀，他已没有了脉搏和意志的反应，

船只已安全地抛下了锚，旅程已宣告完成，

胜利的船只已达到目的，已走完了可怕的航程；

欢呼吧，啊海岸，敲撞吧，啊钟声！

但是我每一举步都怀着悲凄，

漫步在我船长躺卧的甲板上，

人已倒下，已完全停止了呼吸。

	1865-6	1871



There Was a Child Went Forth




There was a child went forth every day,

And the first object he look'd upon, that object he became,

And that object became part of him for the day or a certain part of the day,

Or for many years or stretching cycles of years.




The early lilacs became part of this child,

And grass and white and red morning-glories, and white and red clover, and the song of the phoebe-bird,

And the Third-month lambs and the sow's pink-faint litter, and the mare's foal and the cow's calf,

And the noisy brood of the barnyard or by the mire of the pond-side,

And the fish suspending themselves so curiously below there, and the beautiful curious liquid,

And the water-plants with their graceful flat heads, all became part of him.




The field-sprouts of Fourth-month and Fifth-month became part of him,

Winter-grain sprouts and those of the light-yellow corn, and the esculent roots of the garden,

And the apple-trees cover'd with blossoms and the fruit afterward, and wood-berries, and the commonest weeds by the road,

And the old drunkard staggering home from the outhouse of the tavern whence he had lately risen,

And the schoolmistress that pass'd on her way to the school,

And the friendly boys that pass'd, and the quarrelsome boys,

And the tidy and fresh-cheek'd girls, and the barefoot negro boy and girl,

And all the changes of city and country wherever he went.




His own parents, he that had father'd him and she that had conceiv'd him in her womb and birth'd him,

They gave this child more of themselves than that,

They gave him afterward every day, they became part of him.




The mother at home quietly placing the dishes on the supper-table,

The mother with mild words, clean her cap and gown, a wholesome odor falling off her person and clothes as she walks by,

The father, strong, self-sufficient, manly, mean, anger'd, unjust,

The blow, the quick loud word, the tight bargain, the crafty lure,

The family usages, the language, the company, the furniture, the yearning and swelling heart,

Affection that will not be gainsay'd, the sense of what is real, the thought if after all it should prove unreal,

The doubts of day-time and the doubts of night-time, the curious whether and how,

Whether that which appears so is so, or is it all flashes and specks?

Men and women crowding fast in the streets, if they are not flashes and specks what are they?

The streets themselves and the façades of houses, and goods in the windows,

Vehicles, teams, the heavy-plank'd wharves, the huge crossing at the ferries,

The village on the highland seen from afar at sunset, the river between,

Shadows, aureola and mist, the light falling on roofs and gables of white or brown two miles off,

The schooner near by sleepily dropping down the tide, the little boat slack-tow'd astern,

The hurrying tumbling waves, quick-broken crests, slapping,

The strata of color'd clouds, the long bar of maroon-tint away solitary by itself, the spread of purity it lies motionless in,

The horizon's edge, the flying sea-crow, the fragrance of salt marsh and shore mud,

These became part of that child who went forth every day, and who now goes, and will always go forth every day.

	1855	1871



有那么一个孩子出得门来




有那么一个孩子每天出得门来，

他看见的第一件东西，他就成了那件东西，

而那件东西就在这一天或在这一天的某段时间里成了他的一部分，

或者持续了许多年或长达好几个周年。




那早春的紫丁香成了这个孩子的一部分，

青草，白的红的喇叭花，白的红的三叶草，还有美洲绯鹟的歌，

三月的绵羊和母猪那窝浅粉色的小猪仔，还有母马的小驹和母牛的小牛犊，

仓前空地那里或池旁烂泥那里那窝聒噪不休的小鸡，

鱼类在下面奇妙地悬挂着，还有那美丽的奇妙液体，

还有那些水生植物和它们文雅而扁平的头部都变成了他的一部分。




四月五月的野生嫩枝成了他的一部分，

冬天谷物的嫩叶和浅黄色玉米的嫩叶，还有园中可食用的球根，

开满花的苹果树和后来的果实，林中浆果，和路旁最常见的野草，

从酒馆厕所里刚站起身来的老醉鬼跌跌撞撞地往家里走，

女教师一路上学去，

友好的男孩子们打这里经过，还有那些爱拌嘴的男孩，

整齐而双颊鲜嫩的女孩子们，赤脚的黑人男孩和女孩，

无论他去什么地方的所有那些城里乡里的变化。




他自己的双亲，那成为他父亲的男人，那怀着他又生下他的妇女，

他们自己给了这个孩子的还不止此，

他们后来每天都给他些什么，他们成了他的一部分。




母亲在家悄悄把菜肴放在晚餐桌上，

母亲说话温和，衣帽整洁，走过时从她身上和衣服上散发着一种健康的气味，

父亲，健壮，过于自信，男子气，难对付，发脾气，不公正，

打人，尖锐地大声骂人，苛刻论价，诡计多端，

家庭的作风，语言，交往，家具，那颗充满渴望和容易激动的心，

不可否认的感情，真实感，想到可能最后还证明是不真实的，

白天的犹疑和夜间的犹疑，那说不清楚的究竟与如何，

出现的事情是否确实如此，还是都是些偶然出现的闪光和斑斑点点？

街上挤满了男人和妇女，他们不是闪光和斑斑点点又是什么？

街道本身和房屋的门面，橱窗里的商品，

运输工具，兽拉车，厚重木板架成的码头，渡口的巨大吞吐量，

日落时远远望去的那个高地上的村落，中间是河流，

阴影，晕轮和迷雾，两英里外日光照在白色或褐色的屋顶和三角墙上，

附近的纵帆船困倦地顺流而下，小船的船尾懒懒地被拖拉着，

那急急翻滚着的波浪，快速分散的浪峰，拍打着，

一层层的彩霞，远远独自在一边的栗色长条，一动不动地横卧在一片纯净之中，

地平线的边缘，飞着的海鸥，盐碱滩和岸上泥土的香味，

这些都变成了那孩子的一部分，他每天出门去，现在出门去，永远会每天出门去。

	1855	1871



The City Dead-House




By the city dead-house by the gate,

As idly sauntering wending my way from the clangor,

I curious pause, for lo, an outcast form, a poor dead prostitute brought,

Her corpse they deposit unclaim'd, it lies on the damp brick pavement,

The divine woman, her body, I see the body, I look on it alone,

That house once full of passion and beauty, all else I notice not,

Nor stillness so cold, nor running water from faucet, nor odors morbific impress me,

But the house alone—that wondrous house—that delicate fair house—that ruin!

That immortal house more than all the rows of dwellings ever built!

Or white-domed capitol with majestic figure surmounted, or all the old high-spired cathedrals,

That little house alone more than them all—poor, desperate house!

Fair, fearful wreck—tenement of a soul—itself a soul,

Unclaim'd, avoided house—take one breath from my tremulous lips,

Take one tear dropt aside as I go for thought of you,

Dead house of love—house of madness and sin, crumbled, crush'd,

House of life, erewhile talking and laughing—but ah, poor house, dead even then,

Months, years, an echoing, garnish'd house—but dead, dead, dead.

	1867	1881



城里的停尸所




在城里停尸所的大门旁，

顺着丁当声我走来闲逛着，

我好奇地站住了，因为看哪，一个被抛弃的人，一个可怜的死去了的妓女被带进来了，

他们放下了她那无人认领的尸首，它躺在潮湿的砖地上，

那神圣的女人，她的肉体，我看见那肉体，我独自一人望着它，

那房子曾一度充满热情和美丽，别的我都没有注意，

那冰冷的沉寂，龙头里放出的水，引起疾病的气味都没有打动我，

但只有那所房子——那所奇妙的房子——那所精致美好的房子——那倒塌的房子！

那不朽的房子胜过曾经建造过的所有一排排住宅！

或那座白色圆顶的国会大厦，装修着高大的人像，或所有那些古老的尖顶高耸的大教堂，

只有那所小小的房子胜过所有这些——可怜的，毫无希望的房子！

美好的、可怕的破屋——一个灵魂的住所——它本身就是一个灵魂，

无人认领，人人走避的房子——请从我抖颤着的唇边吸一口气吧，

取一滴落在一旁的眼泪吧，这是我走过时想到了你而洒下的，

已死去的爱情的房子——疯狂和有罪的房子，倒塌了，粉碎了，

生命的房子，不久前还在说笑着——但是，啊，可怜的房子，即使在那时也已经死去，

成年累月，一座响着回声、装饰得很美的房子——但是死了，死了，死了。

	1867	1881



Sparkles from the Wheel




Where the city's ceaseless crowd moves on the livelong day,

Withdrawn I join a group of children watching, I pause aside with them.

By the curb toward the edge of the flagging,

A knife-grinder works at his wheel sharpening a great knife,

Bending over he carefully holds it to the stone, by foot and knee,

With measur'd tread he turns rapidly, as he presses with light but firm hand,

Forth issue then in copious golden jets,

Sparkles from the wheel.




The scene and all its belongings, how they seize and affect me,

The sad sharp-chinn'd old man with worn clothes and broad shoulder-band of leather,

Myself effusing and fluid, a phantom curiously floating, now here absorb'd and arrested,

The group, (an unminded point set in a vast surrounding,)

The attentive, quiet children, the loud, proud, restive base of the streets,

The low hoarse purr of the whirling stone, the light-press'd blade,

Diffusing, dropping, sideways-darting, in tiny showers of gold,

Sparkles from the wheel.

	1871	1871



转轮发出的火花




在城里那整天不断流动着人群的地方，

我走去参加了一群看热闹的孩子，和他们停留在一起，

在路边离铺设着的石板不远的地方，

一个磨刀人在掌握着转轮磨快一把大刀，

他低着头小心翼翼地让大刀靠近磨刀石，摆动着脚和膝盖，

用有节奏的踩踏，他飞快地旋转着轮子，手的压力是那样轻灵又坚定，

然后放射出许多金色的扩散物，

转轮发出的火花。




这情景和它周围的一切是那样抓住了我，牵动了我的心，

面色惨淡的尖下巴老人穿着破旧衣服，肩上勒着宽阔的皮带，

我自己是在缓缓流动，像液体，像一个离奇的漂游着的幽灵，在这里被吸引住，停住了脚步，

这里的一群（是镶嵌在浩渺环境里的无人注意的一点，）

这些全神贯注、不出一声的孩子，那边吵闹、骄傲、骚动着的街道，

那旋转着的磨刀石的低哑震动声，那轻轻按住的刀刃，

散布着，抛洒着，四处投射着阵阵的金色细雨，

转轮发出的火花。

	1871	1871



My Picture-Gallery




In a little house keep I pictures suspended, it is not a fix'd house,

It is round, it is only a few inches from one side to the other;

Yet behold, it has room for all the shows of the world, all memories!

Here the tableaus of life, and here the groupings of death;

Here, do you know this? this is cicerone himself,

With finger rais'd he points to the prodigal pictures.

	1880	1881



我的画廊




在一所小小房子里我悬挂着画，它不是一所固定的房子，①

它是圆形的，一边到另一边只有几英寸；

然而看哪，它能够容纳世界上的一切表演，一切回忆！

这里是生活的画面，这里是死亡的各种组合；

这里，你知道这个吗？这里是那导游者本人，

他举着手指在指点那些丰富多彩的图画。

	1880	1881


注释

①　那圆形的小小房子应是指惠特曼的颅腔，他作为“导游者”领着读者观看他的记忆中留下的那些图画。


Whispers of Heavenly Death




Whispers of heavenly death murmur'd I hear,

Labial gossip of night, sibilant chorals,

Footsteps gently ascending, mystical breezes wafted soft and low,

Ripples of unseen rivers, tides of a current flowing, forever flowing,

(Or is it the plashing of tears? the measureless waters of human tears?)




I see, just see skyward, great cloud-masses,

Mournfully slowly they roll, silently swelling and mixing,

With at times a half-dimm'd sadden'd far-off star,

Appearing and disappearing.




(Some parturition rather, some solemn immortal birth;

On the frontiers to eyes impenetrable,

Some soul is passing over.)

	1868	1871



神圣的死亡的低语




我听见神圣的死亡的喃喃低语，

黑夜里唇音的连篇闲话，齿音的合唱歌曲，

脚步轻轻地攀登，神秘的微风轻柔而低声地吹动，

看不见的河水的细浪，一股潮水在流，永远在流，

（还是泼溅的泪花？人类眼泪弹不完的水花？）




我看见，就在天边，巨大的云块，

它们忧伤地缓缓在翻滚，默默在增大，又融合在一起，

有时有一颗半明半灭的悲愁的远星，

出现了，又不见了。




（也许是某种新生，某种庄严而不朽的诞生，

在边远地带，为目力所不及，

某个灵魂正在路过。）

	1868	1871



Of Him I Love Day and Night




Of him I love day and night I dream'd I heard he was dead,

And I dream'd I went where they had buried him I love, but he was not in that place,

And I dream'd I wander'd searching among burial-places to find him,

And I found that every place was a burial-place;

The houses full of life were equally full of death, (this house is now,)

The streets, the shipping, the places of amusement, the Chicago, Boston, Philadelphia, the Mannahatta, were as full of the dead as of the living,

And fuller, O vastly fuller of the dead than of the living;

And what I dream'd I will henceforth tell to every person and age,

And I stand henceforth bound to what I dream'd,

And now I am willing to disregard burial-places and dispense with them,

And if the memorials of the dead were put up indifferently every-where, even in the room where I eat or sleep, I should be satisfied,

And if the corpse of any one I love, or if my own corpse, be duly render'd to powder and pour'd in the sea, I shall be satisfied,

Or if it be distributed to the winds I shall be satisfied.

	1860	1867



我日夜爱着的他




我在梦中听说我日夜爱着的他死了，

我梦见我走向我爱的他下葬的地方，但是他不在那里，

我在梦中为找他，去到墓葬的地方到处搜索，

我发现处处都是墓地；

那些充满生命的房屋也同样充满死亡，（这所房子现在就是，）

街道，船舶，游乐场所，芝加哥，波士顿，费拉德尔菲亚，曼纳哈塔，都充满了死人，像充满活人一样，

而且更多，啊，死人比活人多得多；

我今后将把梦中所见告诉每个人，每个时代，

我今后会受到梦中所见的约束，

现在我很愿意不去注意墓地，把它们置于脑后，

如果死者的纪念物随处可见，甚至也出现在我吃或睡的屋子里，我会感到满意，

如果我爱的任何人的尸体，或者如果我自己的尸体被及时磨成细粉倾倒在大海里，我会感到满意，

如果被抛撒在风里，我会感到满意。

	1860	1867



A Noiseless Patient Spider




A noiseless patient spider,

I mark'd where on a little promontory it stood isolated,

Mark'd how to explore the vacant vast surrounding,

It launch'd forth filament, filament, filament, out of itself,

Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them.




And you O my soul where you stand,

Surrounded, detached, in measureless oceans of space,

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to connect them,

Till the bridge you will need be form'd, till the ductile anchor hold,

Till the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul.

	1868	1881



一只沉默而坚韧的蜘蛛




一只沉默而坚韧的蜘蛛，

我注意到它孤立地停落在一个小小的海岬上，

我注意到它怎样在空阔的四周探索，

从自己体内吐出一缕一缕又一缕的细丝，

不断地抽出丝来，不知疲倦地加快抽吐。




而你呢，啊，我的灵魂，你落脚的地方，

被空间的无边海洋包围着，隔离着，

你不断地沉思着，试探着，投送着，在各个范畴里搜索着以便把它们连接起来，

直到你需要的桥梁形成，直到那顺手的铁锚固定住，

直到你抛出的游丝搭住了某个去处，啊，我的灵魂！

	1868	1881



To a Locomotive in Winter




Thee for my recitative,

Thee in the driving storm even as now, the snow, the winter-day declining,

Thee in thy panoply, thy measur'd dual throbbing and thy beat convulsive,

Thy black cylindric body, golden brass and silvery steel,

Thy ponderous side-bars, parallel and connecting rods, gyrating, shuttling at thy sides,

Thy metrical, now swelling pant and roar, now tapering in the distance,

Thy great protruding head-light fix'd in front,

Thy long, pale, floating vapor-pennants, tinged with delicate purple,

The dense and murky clouds out-belching from thy smoke-stack,

Thy knitted frame, thy springs and valves, the tremulous twinkle of thy wheels,

Thy train of cars behind, obedient, merrily following,

Through gale or calm, now swift, now slack, yet steadily careering;

Type of the modern—emblem of motion and power—pulse of the continent,

For once come serve the Muse and merge in verse, even as here I see thee,

With storm and buffeting gusts of wind and falling snow,

By day thy warning ringing bell to sound its notes,

By night thy silent signal lamps to swing.

Fierce-throated beauty!

Roll through my chant with all thy lawless music, thy swinging lamps at night,

Thy madly-whistled laughter, echoing, rumbling like an earthquake, rousing all,

Law of thyself complete, thine own track firmly holding,

(No sweetness debonair of tearful harp or glib piano thine,)

Thy trills of shrieks by rocks and hills return'd,

Launch'd o'er the prairies wide, across the lakes,

To the free skies unpent and glad and strong.

	1876	1881



致冬天的一个火车头




你给我提供了一首朗诵诗，

你，就像现在这样，在急骤的风暴中，下着雪，冬日的黄昏时分，

你穿着铁甲，你那规则的双声在跳动着，还有你那痉挛性的节拍，

你那黑色圆柱形的身体，黄金般的铜和白银般的钢，

你那笨重的旁杆，平行而起连接作用的摇杆，在你身边旋转着，穿梭似地向前推进着，

你的韵律，时而增强了，便喘着气吼叫，时而又消失在远方，

你那巨大隆起的照明灯牢牢在前面固定着，

你那长而灰色的漂浮着的汽体构成的三角旗，微带浅紫色，

浓黑的云雾从你那烟囱里一阵阵冒出，

你那结实的体格，你的弹簧和阀门，你那些轮盘发出的微微颤抖的闪光，

你后面拖着的列车，顺从又欢乐地跟随着，

不管是大风还是无风，时而快速，时而缓慢，总是不停地奔驰着，

现代式的典型——运动与力量的象征——大陆的脉搏，

至少为诗人的灵感服务了一次，并融化在诗句中，就像我在这里看到你时那样，

伴随着风暴和阵阵狂风和飘落着的雪，

白天里你敲响了震耳的警钟，

黑夜里你摇晃着沉默的信号灯。

喉音尖亮的美人！

让你那无法无天的全部音乐在我的颂歌里滚动，晚上是你那些晃动着的灯盏，

你那放肆地呼啸着的笑声像地震那样发出隆隆回响，惊醒着众人，

你自己就是全部律法，坚定地掌握着你自己的轨道，

（你没有那带着哭腔的竖琴式的轻松与甜美，或流畅的钢琴声的轻灵，）

岩石和丘陵送回了你尖叫声的颤音，

径奔广袤的草原，跨越湖泊，

直上毫无拘束的自由天空，欢快而健壮。

	1876	1881



Mannahatta




I was asking for something specific and perfect for my city,

Whereupon lo! upsprang the aboriginal name.




Now I see what there is in a name, a word, liquid, sane, unruly, musical, self-sufficient,

I see that the word of my city is that word from of old,

Because I see that word nested in nests of water-bays, superb,

Rich, hemm'd thick all around with sailships and steamships, an island sixteen miles long, solid-founded,

Numberless crowded streets, high growths of iron, slender, strong, light, splendidly uprising toward clear skies,

Tides swift and ample, well-loved by me, toward sundown,

The flowing sea-currents, the little islands, larger adjoining islands, the heights, the villas,

The countless masts, the white shore-steamers, the lighters, the ferry-boats, the black sea-steamers well-model'd,

The down-town streets, the jobbers' houses of business, the houses of business of the ship-merchants and money-brokers, the river-streets,

Immigrants arriving, fifteen or twenty thousand in a week,

The carts hauling goods, the manly race of drivers of horses, the brown-faced sailors,

The summer air, the bright sun shining, and the sailing clouds aloft,

The winter snows, the sleigh-bells, the broken ice in the river, passing along up or down with the flood-tide or ebb-tide,

The mechanics of the city, the masters, well-form'd, beautiful-faced, looking you straight in the eyes,

Trottoirs throng'd, vehicles, Broadway, the women, the shops and shows,

A million people—manners free and superb—open voices—hospitality—the most courageous and friendly young men,

City of hurried and sparkling waters! city of spires and masts!

City nested in bays! my city!

	1860	1881



曼纳哈塔




我在为我那城市追求某种特殊而恰到好处的东西，

于是看哪！跳出了那个土著的名字。




现在我明白一个名字可能意味着什么，一个词是液体似的，理智的，控制不住的，有音乐性的，自己本身已足够的，

我意识到我城市的那个词是一个早就存在的词，

因为我意识到那个词隐藏在许多水湾的怀抱里，非常优美，

丰富，到处围满了帆船和轮船，一个十六英里长的岛屿，根基稳固，

数不清的拥挤的街道，铁制的，苗条的，强有力的，轻重量的高建筑物，辉煌地直升到那晴朗的天空，

潮水飞速而宽广，是我十分喜爱的，在快要日落的时候，

那些流动着的海的水流，那些小小的岛屿，稍大些的附近岛屿、山峦、别墅，

那些数不清的桅杆，那些白色的岸边汽船、驳船、渡船、造型美观的黑色海轮，

商业区的街道、批发商的店铺、船舶业和代办短期借款的商号、傍河的街道，

正在到来的移民，每周一万五千到两万，

正在拖拉货物的二轮马车，矫健的赶马的马夫，晒黑了脸的水手，

夏天的空气，明亮的太阳在照耀着，正在高空浮游的云彩，

冬天的雪、雪车上的铃铛、河里的碎冰块随着潮水的涨落而起伏着漂过，

城里的机械工、那些老板，他们体格健美，英俊的脸对你坦率地望着，

拥挤的人行道、车辆、百老汇、妇女们、店铺和各种展览品，

一百万人——仪态潇洒而优美——响亮的人声——好客——最为勇敢而友好的青年人，

忙忙碌碌而波光粼粼的滨水的城市！尖顶和桅杆的城市！

偎依在水湾的怀里的城市！我的城市！

	1860	1881



A Clear Midnight




This is thy hour O Soul, thy free flight into the wordless,

Away from books, away from art, the day erased, the lesson done,

Thee fully forth emerging, silent, gazing, pondering the themes thou lovest best,

Night, sleep, death and the stars.

	1881	1881



一个万里无云的午夜




这是你的时刻，啊，灵魂，你自由地飞去那不使用语言的世界，

离开书本，离开艺术，白天已经抹掉，功课已经结束，

你完完全全显现了，沉默，凝望着，思考着你最喜爱的题材，

黑夜，睡眠，死亡和那些星星。

	1881	1881



The First Dandelion




Simple and fresh and fair from winter's close emerging,

As if no artifice of fashion, business, politics, had ever been,

Forth from its sunny nook of shelter'd grass—innocent, golden, calm as the dawn,

The spring's first dandelion shows its trustful face.

	1888	1888-9



第一朵蒲公英




单纯，清新，美丽，在冬天结束时出现，

好像世界上从来没有过时尚的做作、生意经和政治，

从它那受遮蔽的草丛中那向阳的一角那里——天真，金黄色，像黎明一样宁静，

春天的第一朵蒲公英露出了它那对谁都相信的面庞。

	1888	1888-9



The Voice of the Rain




And who art thou? said I to the soft-falling shower,

Which, strange to tell, gave me an answer, as here translated:

I am the Poem of Earth, said the voice of the rain,

Eternal I rise impalpable out of the land and the bottomless sea,

Upward to heaven, whence, vaguely form'd, altogether changed, and yet the same,

I descend to lave the drouths, atomies, dust-layers of the globe,

And all that in them without me were seeds only, latent, unborn;

And forever, by day and night, I give back life to my own origin, and make pure and beautify it;

(For song, issuing from its birth-place, after fulfilment, wandering,

Reck'd or unreck'd, duly with love returns.)

	1885	1888-9



雨的声音




你是谁？我对那悄悄落下的阵雨说，

说来奇怪，它给了我一个回答，在这里翻译如下：

我是大地的诗，雨的声音说，

我永存，我不可捉摸地出自陆地和无底的大海，

上至天堂，在那里模糊地成形，完全变了样，然而还是同一样东西，

我降下来冲洗旱象、尘埃、地球的层层泥沙，

它们没有了我就只能是种子，潜伏着，长不出来；

我不分昼夜永远把生命还给我自己的诞生地，并使它净化、美化：

（作为诗歌，来自它的出生地，完成任务后又开始漫游，

有心还是无心，迟早总会带着爱的感情回来。）

	1885	1888-9



To the Sun-Set Breeze




Ah, whispering, something again, unseen,

Where late this heated day thou enterest at my window, door,

Thou, laving, tempering all, cool-freshing, gently vitalizing

Me, old, alone, sick, weak-down, melted-worn with sweat;

Thou, nestling, folding close and firm yet soft, companion better than talk, book, art,

(Thou hast, O Nature! elements! utterance to my heart beyond the rest—and this is of them,)

So sweet thy primitive taste to breathe within—thy soothing fingers on my face and hands,

Thou, messenger-magical strange bringer to body and spirit of me,

(Distances balk'd—occult medicines penetrating me from head to foot,)

I feel the sky, the prairies vast—I feel the mighty northern lakes,

I feel the ocean and the forest—somehow I feel the globe itself swift-swimming in space;

Thou blown from lips so loved, now gone—haply from endless store, God-sent,

(For thou art spiritual, Godly, most of all known to my sense,)

Minister to speak to me, here and now, what word has never told, and cannot tell,

Art thou not universal concrete's distillation? Law's, all Astronomy's last refinement?

Hast thou no soul? Can I not know, identify thee?

	1890	1891-2



致日落时的微风①




啊，悄悄在细语着，又是某件看不见的东西，

在这个大热天的晚些时候你走进了我的门窗，

你，沐浴着、缓和着一切，凉爽、温柔地重新把活力给了我，老迈、孤独、患着病，给汗水弄得疲软无力；

你，偎依着我，贴近而坚定地包围着我，然而又柔和，是一个比谈话、书本、艺术更好的同伴，

（大自然啊！你有各种要素！你对我内心说的话超过一切——而这是其中的一句，）

在吸进时你那纯朴的滋味是多么甜蜜——你那些带来安宁的手指就在我脸上和手上，

你，奇异地给我的肉体和灵魂带来了魔术般的信息，

（距离无效了——神秘的药物从头到脚渗透了我，）

我感到了天空、广袤的草原——我感到了威力无穷的北国大湖，

我感到了海洋和森林——不知怎么我感到了地球本身迅速地在空间运行；

你从亲密的嘴唇那里吹来，现在离开了——也许是从无穷的库藏中上帝派来的，

（因为你是属于精神的，具有神性，主要是我的意识对你很熟悉，）

此时此地像是神遣地和我说话，是辞句未说过又不能说的含义，

你不是那普遍的实体所提炼的精华吗？你不是规律的、一切天文学的最后净化吗？

你没有灵魂吗？我不能认识、说出你的特点吗？

	1890	1891-2


注释

①　美国诗人、评论家埃兹拉·庞德（Ezra Pound, 1885—1972）曾称赞此诗。


Good-Bye My Fancy!




Good-bye my Fancy!

Farewell dear mate, dear love!

I'm going away, I know not where,

Or to what fortune, or whether I may ever see you again,

So Good-bye my Fancy.




Now for my last—let me look back a moment;

The slower fainter ticking of the clock is in me,

Exit, nightfall, and soon the heart-thud stopping.




Long have we lived, joy'd, caress'd together;

Delightful! —now separation—Good-bye my Fancy.




Yet let me not be too hasty,

Long indeed have we lived, slept, filter'd, become really blended into one;

Then if we die we die together, (yes, we'll remain one,)

If we go anywhere we'll go together to meet what happens,

May-be we'll be better off and blither, and learn something,

May-be it is yourself now really ushering me to the true songs, (who knows?)

May-be it is you the mortal knob really undoing, turning—so now finally,

Good-bye—and hail! my Fancy.

	1891	1891-2



再见吧，我的想象力！




再见吧，我的想象力！

再会，亲爱的同伴，亲爱的情人！

我要走了，我不知去何方，

也不知命运如何，不知是否还能再见到你，

因此再见吧，我的想象力。




现在作为最后一举——让我回顾片时，

我怀里那钟摆在愈来愈慢愈轻地滴答着，

离开舞台，黑夜到来，不久心跳就停止了。




我们同住，同欢乐，互相抚爱已经很久了，

多么愉快！——现在是分离——再见吧，我的想象力。




然而我不应太匆忙，

我们确实曾长期同住，同睡，互相渗透，真正结为一体；

那么要死就死在一起吧，（是的，我们始终是一体，）

如果我们去什么地方，我们就一起去迎接将要发生的一切，

也许我们会更幸福，更高兴，并且学会点什么，

也许是你自己现在在真正引导我写出真实的诗歌，（谁知道？）

也许是你自己在真正拧开那人世的门钮，在转动着它——因此现在是最后了，

再见吧——向你欢呼！我的想象力。

	1891	1891-2






I loafe and invite my soul,

I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass.




[image: alt]

我闲步，还邀请了我的灵魂，

我俯身悠然观察着一片夏日的草叶。
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