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前言





在这个世界上，有这样一些人——他们一走近书店，心就怦怦乱跳，不管有多少琐事缠身，总忍不住进店转转；见到一本心仪的书，不弄到手就坐立难安，哪怕买了书就要挨饿，也觉得心满意足。他们最爱做的，是在午后时分沏一杯香茶，捧读一本墨香淡淡、诗意浓浓的好书；他们最难忍的，是眼见好书被人蹂躏却无可奈何，抑或爱书在眼皮底下被抢去借走；他们最渴望的，莫过于拥有一间窗明几净、翰墨芬芳的书房，坐拥书城、徜徉书海。这些人，便是所谓的爱书之人了。

许多名人亦为爱书人，他们会在文章中经意不经意地流露爱书之情。这些文章林林总总，篇幅不一，或论读书历程和体会，或谈购书方法与艰辛，或道藏书室中的轶闻趣事，或抒群书散尽的悲伤感触。这套专为爱书人准备的“新东方双语书话译丛”系列之中，就收录了百余篇这样的文章。




此套丛书共五本，分别是：


.
 探讨读书方法与阅读境界的《书林辟径——邂逅生命中挚爱的书》


.
 分享书海轶闻与随想感悟的《书海逸趣——有书陪伴的人生不寂寞》


.
 介绍书籍天敌与呵护爱书的《护书之苦——书若安好，便是晴天》


.
 讲述静处书斋与淘书苦乐的《藏书之乐——书架上的珍宝》


.
 谈及爱书缘起与书虫定义的《一派书心——缘何此生只爱书》

在这套书中，你将看见形形色色的爱书人。有些以清新隽永的文字，如炉边谈话般将阅读心得娓娓道来；有些以诙谐幽默的笔触，令你或是会心微笑或是心有戚戚；有
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 谈及爱书缘起与书虫定义的《一派书心——缘何此生只爱书》


在这套书中，你将看见形形色色的爱书人。有些以清新隽永的文字，如炉边谈话般将阅读心得娓娓道来；有些以诙谐幽默的笔触，令你或是会心微笑或是心有戚戚；有些担忧书的未来演进，如数家珍地罗列自己与书的陈年往事；有些则对此不以为然，并以各种事例证明，书籍永远是人类的挚友
 ......
 同为爱书人的你，是否深有共鸣？



值得一提的是，为了让读者在文山书海遨游的同时，能够领略大师笔下清晰明澈的英文，“新东方双语书话译丛”系列特以中英对照的形式呈现。其中每一篇英文，无不经过多方查找、层层筛选，意图穷尽西方books about books的经典之作，以及《纽约书评》《伦敦书评》等报刊的最新评述；每一篇译文，也都经过反复修改、多重校对，力求在贴近原文风格的同时，更符合当代读者的眼光、口味。
 





“
 新东方双语书话译丛”系列虽只有小小五本，但从策划、选文到翻译、注释再到编辑、出版却尝尽了“十月怀胎”的艰辛。在这漫长的征程中，我与王岑卉、钱卫、陈滢、姚洋、李鹏程等诸位优秀译者常常为一个句子的结构推敲再三，也曾为一个短语的用法争执良久，为一个动词的译法辗转半宿更是稀松平常之事。足足十个月废寝忘食的坚持，才有了今天呈现于诸位眼前的精美小书。然而，书海无垠、译界无涯。该系列虽为悉心打造之作，但难免存在疏漏之处。如果您认为选取篇目尚可斟酌、译文质量仍可精进，欢迎随时与我们联系沟通！



我们的电子邮箱：siyadatransart@163.com



我们的新浪微博：weibo.com/siyada
 





最后，要感谢俞敏洪老师的殷切鼓励，感谢新东方大愚文化传播有限公司的鼎力协助。没有你们的激励与帮助，就没有今天这套“
 新东方双语书话译丛”系列的诞生。


谨以此书献给天下爱书人！愿各位畅享阅读之乐！







唐静
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The Commerce of Reading

阅读的价值





Michel de Montaigne

蒙田








作者简介







蒙田（Michel de Montaigne，1533—1592），文艺复兴时期最具影响力的法国作家之一，欧洲近代散文的创始人，代表作为晚年所写的《蒙田随笔》（Essays）。



在《蒙田随笔》中，作者几乎无所不谈，日常生活、传统习俗、人生哲理等都有涉及，他旁征博引了许多古希腊、古罗马作家的论述。各章篇幅长短不一，文章结构随意自然，文笔平易通畅，语言生动而充满睿智。该书与《培根随笔》（Bacon’s Essays）和《帕斯卡尔思想录》（Pascal’s Pensées）一起，被誉为欧洲近代哲理散文三大经典。



本文即节选自《蒙田随笔》。该书出版于1580年，本篇经威廉
 .
 哈兹利特（William Hazlitt）根据17世纪查尔斯
 .
 科顿（Charles Cotton）的经典英译本修改而成。从文中可见，蒙田对读书之乐深有体会，但又不为书所缚，能够以理智的态度对待阅读，他深邃辩证的思考值得爱书人细细领悟。
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The [commerce of books] goes side by side with me in my whole course, and everywhere is assisting to me; it comforts me in my age and solitude; it eases me of a troublesome weight of idleness, and it delivers me at all hours from company that I dislike; and it blunts the point of griefs if they are not extreme, and have got an entire possession of my soul.









To divert myself from a troublesome fancy’tis[1]
 but to run to my books; they presently fix me to them, and drive the other out of my thoughts; and do not mutiny at seeing I have only recourse to them for want of other more real, natural, and lively conveniences; they always receive me with the same kindness. “He may well go a-foot,” say they, “who leads his horse in his hand.”









...






人生旅途中，我始终与书相伴而行。每当我需要帮助，书给我指引；当我年老孤寂，书给我宽慰；书让我免于无所事事，随时带我远离我厌恶的人群，缓解我未到极致的悲伤。书已占据我的全部灵魂。





为逃离白日梦的烦扰，我奔向书的怀抱；书即刻吸引我的注意，将旁心杂念尽数驱散；我依赖书，只为寻求更加真实、自然、鲜活之物；书也从不背叛，始终以善意相待。书中有云：“扬鞭策马者，亦有步行时。”





……






In the experience and practice of this sentence, which is a very true one, all the benefit I reap from books consists; and yet I make as little use of it almost as those who know it not; I enjoy it as a miser does his money, in knowing that I may enjoy it when I please; my mind is satisfied with this right of possession. I never travel without books, either in peace or war; and yet I sometimes pass over several days, and sometimes months, without looking at them; I will read by and by, say I to myself, or tomorrow, or when I please, and time meanwhile steals away without any inconvenience; for it is not to be imagined to what degree I please myself, and rest content in this consideration, that I have them by me, to divert myself with them when I am so disposed, and call to mind what an ease and assistance they are to my life. ’Tis the best viaticum I have yet found out for this human journey, and I very much pity those men of understanding who are unprovided with it. I rather accept of any sort of diversion, how light soever, in the feeling that this can never fail me.












When at home, I a little more frequent my library from whence I at once survey all the whole concerns of my family. As I enter it, I thence see under me my garden, court, and base-court, and into all the parts of the building. There I turn over now one book, and then another, of various subjects, without method or design. One while I meditate; another I record, and dictate as I walk to and fro, such whimsies as these with which I here present you.









’Tis in the third story of a tower, of which the ground-room is my chapel, the second story an apartment with a with drawing-room and closet, where I often lie to be more retired; above it is this great wardrobe, which formerly was the most useless part of the house. In that room I pass away most of the days of my life, and most of the hours of the day; in the night I am never there. There is within it a cabinet handsome and neat enough, with a very convenient fireplace for the winter, and windows that afford a great deal of light, and very pleasant prospects; and were I not afraid, less of the expense than of the trouble, that frights me from all business, I could very easily adjoin on either side, and on the same floor, a gallery of an hundred paces long, and twelve broad, having sound walls already raised for some other design, to the requisite height.









Every place of retirement requires a walk; my thoughts sleep if I sit still; my fancy does not go by itself, my legs must move it; and all those that study without a book, are in the same condition. The figure of my study is round, and has no more bare wall than what is taken up by my table and chair; so that the remaining parts of the circle present me a view of all my books at once, set upon five rows of shelves round about me.









It has three noble and wide prospects, and is sixteen paces in diameter. I am not so continually there in winter; for my house is built upon an eminence, and no part of it is so much exposed to the wind and weather as that, which pleases me the better for being of troublesome access and a little remote, as well upon the account of exercise, as being also there more retired from the crowd. ’Tis there that I am in my kingdom, and there I endeavor to make myself an absolute monarch, and to sequester this one corner from all society, whether conjugal, filial, or social; elsewhere I have but verbal authority only, and of a confused essence. That man, in my opinion, is very miserable, who has not a home where to be by himself, where to entertain himself alone, or to conceal himself from others.









...









此话乃真知灼见，一语道破书的种种益处，经得起细细体味，乃至实践检验。不过，正如那些不知开卷有益之人一般，我对书远未物尽其用。我爱书，正如守财奴爱钱；他们想到拥有金钱就心花怒放，我则想到拥有书籍就心满意足。无论战争年代还是和平时期，我外出旅行必携书同往；可有时一连几天，甚至数月，我都无暇捧书；我告诉自己，回头再看，明天再读，或有了兴致再说吧。然而，时间早在不知不觉中溜走。难以想象，书给了我多少欢乐。只要有书相伴，我就乐在其中；想到书带来的慰藉和帮助，我就心满意足。书是我在人生旅途中发现的最佳食粮。在我看来，无书做伴之人实在可怜！书带给我的每一种愉悦，无论多么微不足道，我都欣然接受。因为我深知，书永远不会令我失望。












在家时，我经常待在书房，全家上下尽收眼底。走进书房，向下俯视，花园、庭院、后院、屋子的大小角落，都一览无余。在书房，我时而看看这本，时而翻翻那本，随心所欲地浏览各类书籍。我有时陷入沉思，有时做些记录；一边来回踱步，一边口授随感；眼前这篇小文，便是我一时兴起之作。









书房位于塔楼三层。塔楼一层是礼拜堂，二层是带客厅和壁橱的套房，我的休憩之所，三层的书房原是整座房子最没用的大更衣室。我生活的大部分时光、白天的大部分时间，都在书房度过；但我晚上从不待在这里。书房里的小隔间舒适整洁，带有冬日取暖的壁炉，还有几扇窗户；屋里光线充足，屋外风景宜人。其实，书房与同层另一侧的屋子之间，已有两堵高度合适的坚实墙壁，完全可以建个百步长、12步宽的小长廊；但我不爱花钱，更怕麻烦，想到此类琐事就觉头疼。









每个休憩之所都该有踱步的空间；如果我静坐不动，思维就会陷入沉睡；只有双腿活动起来，思想才会随之前行。有些人不用书也能学习，原因正在于此。我的书房呈圆形，墙边除了一张书桌和一把椅子外，全是书架。我被五排书架环绕，所有藏书一览无余。









书房直径约16步，三面视野开阔，景色优美。冬天，我不会一直待在这儿，因为书房居高临下，风霜雨雪皆无遮挡。不过，当初我爱上这里，正是因为它地处偏僻，进出不便，不仅远离尘嚣，还可锻炼腿脚。书房是我专制的王国，我在此自封为王；在这个与世隔绝的角落，我能真正摆脱所有姻亲和社交往来；而在别处，我只有口头权威，并无实际用处。在我看来，人若没有一个独处自娱、逃离喧嚣的港湾，实属悲哀。









……









If any one shall tell me that it is to degrade the muses to make use of them only for sport, and to pass away the time, I shall tell him that he does not know the value of that sport and pastime so well as I do; I can hardly forebear to add further, that all other end is ridiculous. I live from hand to mouth, and, with reverence be it spoken, only live for myself; to that all my designs tend, and in that terminate. I studied when young for ostentation; since, to make myself wise; and now for my diversion, never for gain. A vain and prodigal humor that I had after this sort of furniture, not only for supplying my own need, but moreover for ornament and outward show, I have long ago quite abandoned.









Books have many charming qualities to such as know how to choose them; but every good has its ill; ’tis a pleasure that is not pure and unmixed any more than others; it has its inconveniences, and great ones too; the mind, indeed, is exercised by it, but the body, the care of which I have not forgotten, remains in the meantime without action, grows heavy and melancholy. I know no excess more prejudicial to me, nor more to be avoided in my declining age.









如果有人告诉我说，只将沉思视为运动，用来打发时间，是有失体统的。那么我要告诉他，他不像我这样了解这种“运动”和“消遣”的价值。我不想多说什么，多说无益。我生活清贫，只能勉强糊口。如果说得体面些，我只是为自己而活。这是我的人生追求，也是我的生活目标。年轻时，我学习只为炫耀；后来，是为了更睿智；如今，我只为消遣，不再试图从中获利。过去，我读书不仅为满足自身需要，还为炫耀所学。而现在，我早已打消了这种虚荣、卖弄的念头。









对于懂得如何选书之人而言，书的魅力难挡。然而，事无完美。阅读的乐趣，与其他消遣一样，并不纯粹。阅读既有优点，也有缺陷。阅读确实可以锻炼心智，但与此同时，身体却会缺乏锻炼，以致体重增加、情绪低落。不过，我倒是一直重视锻炼身体。走向暮年之后，我懂得了阅读也须适可而止，趋利避害。
 










[1]
 编者注：tis即it is
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作者简介







亚瑟
 .
 叔本华（
 Arthur Schopenhauer
 ，
 1788—1860
 ），德国著名哲学家，唯意志论哲学的创始人，带有强烈的悲观主义倾向。他同时也是涉猎广泛的美学家，对音乐、绘画、诗歌和歌剧等皆有研究。
 











叔本华凭借《意志和表象的世界》（
 The World as Will and Representation
 ）奠定了自己的哲学体系。他的悲观主义、形而上学和美学思想不仅影响了存在主义和其他哲学运动，还影响了一大批作家和艺术家，如威廉
 .
 理查德
 .
 瓦格纳（
 Wilhelm Richard Wagner
 ）、列夫
 .
 托尔斯泰（
 Lev Tolstoy
 ）、马塞尔
 .
 普鲁斯特（
 Marcel Proust
 ）等。叔本华虽不以文采斐然取胜，但其文章思路清晰，文字澄明透彻，易于阅读。
 











本文选自
 2004
 年英译版《亚瑟
 .
 叔本华作品集》（
 The Essays of  Arthur Schopenhauer
 ）。作者以其惯常的独到思维剖析了读坏书的害处和读好书的益处，文章充满哲理，读来令人眼明气畅，对哲人的孤高情操平添几分神往。
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When we read, another person thinks for us: we merely repeat his mental process. It is the same as the pupil, in learning to write, following with his pen the lines that have been penciled by the teacher.









Accordingly, in reading, the work of thinking is, for the greater part, done for us. This is why we are consciously relieved when we turn to reading after being occupied with our own thoughts. But, in reading, our head is, however, really only the arena of someone else’s thoughts. And so it happens that the person who reads a great deal—that is to say, almost the whole day, and recreates himself by spending the intervals in thoughtless diversion, gradually loses the ability to think for himself; just as a man who is always riding at last forgets how to walk. Such, however, is the case with many men of learning: they have read themselves stupid. For to read in every spare moment, and to read constantly, is more paralysing to the mind than constant manual work, which, at any rate, allows one to follow one’s own thoughts. Just as a spring, through the continual pressure of a foreign body, at last loses its elasticity, so does the mind if it has another person’s thoughts continually forced upon it. And just as one spoils the stomach by overfeeding and thereby impairs the whole body, so can one overload and choke the mind by giving it too much nourishment. For the more one reads the fewer are the traces left of what one has read; the mind is like a tablet that has been written over and over. Hence it is impossible to reflect; and it is only by reflection that one can assimilate what one has read if one reads straight ahead without pondering over it later, what has been read does not take root, but is for the most part lost. Indeed, it is the same with mental as with bodily food: scarcely the fifth part of what a man takes is assimilated; the remainder passes off in evaporation, respiration, and the like.












From all this it may be concluded that thoughts put down on paper are nothing more than footprints in the sand: one sees the road the man has taken, but in order to know what he saw on the way, one requires his eyes.









...






一





我们读书时，别人替我们思考——我们仅在重复他的思维过程，就像学生依照老师的笔迹学习写字一样。





同样，阅读时绝大部分思考都是现成的。这就是为什么即便心里充斥自己的想法，阅读也能让我们感到放松。但在阅读时，我们的头脑实际上只是别人思想活动的场所。因此，那些几乎整天读书的博览群书之人，通过这种无须费神的消遣得到了放松，却逐渐失去了自主思考的能力。这就好比经常骑马的人最后会忘记怎么走路。然而，许多学者正是这样把自己读成了傻瓜。因为一有空就读书，或总是读书，比持续干体力活更容易使思维僵化。正如弹簧持续受到外力压迫，最终会失去弹性；头脑持续受到别人的影响，最终也会失去活力。暴饮暴食有害身体健康；摄入过多精神食粮，则会使头脑不堪重负。因为头脑就像一块反复涂写的黑板，读过的内容越多，留下的痕迹越少，令人无从深思。而只有通过深思，人们才能消化所读内容。如果一味地读书而不作思考，读过的东西则无法铭记于心，其大部分终将被遗忘殆尽。人类摄入的食物只有五分之一能被身体吸收，其余则被蒸发、呼吸等活动消耗了。事实上，头脑与身体吸收营养的方式一样。





总而言之，写在纸上的思想，不过是留在沙上的足迹。人们能看见行者走过的路，但要了解他的沿途所见，则要借助他的双眼。






……
 











TWO









It is the same in literature as in life. Wherever one goes one immediately comes upon the incorrigible mob of humanity. It exists everywhere in legions; crowding, soiling everything, like flies in summer. Hence the numberless bad books, those rank weeds of literature which extract nourishment from the corn and choke it.









They monopolise the time, money, and attention which really belong to good books and their noble aims; they are written merely with a view to making money or procuring places. They are not only useless, but they do positive harm. Nine-tenths of the whole of our present literature aims solely at taking a few shillings out of the public’s pocket, and to accomplish this, author, publisher, and reviewer have joined forces.









There is a more cunning and worse trick, albeit a profitable one.
 Litterateurs
 , hack-writers, and productive authors have succeeded, contrary to good taste and the true culture of the age, in bringing the world
 elegante
 into leading-strings, so that they have been taught to read
 a tempo
 and all the same thing—namely,
 the newest books
 order that they may have material for conversation in their social circles. Bad novels and similar productions from the pen of writers who were once famous, such as Spindler, Bulwer, Eugene Sue, and so on, serve this purpose. But what can be more miserable than the fate of a leading public of this kind, that feels always impelled to read the latest writings of extremely commonplace authors who write for money only, and therefore exist in numbers? And for the sake of this they merely know by name the works of the rare and superior writers, of all ages and countries. Literary newspapers, since they print the daily smatterings of commonplace people, are especially a cunning means for robbing from the aesthetic public the time which should be devoted to the genuine productions of art for the furtherance of culture.












Hence, in regard to our subject, the art of
 not
 reading is highly important. This consists in not taking a book into one’s hand merely because it is interesting the great public at the time—such as political or religious pamphlets, novels, poetry, and the like, which make a noise and reach perhaps several editions in their first and last years of existence. Remember rather that the man who writes for fools always finds a large public, and only read for a limited and definite time exclusively the works of great minds, those who surpass other men of all times and countries , and whom the voice of fame points to as such. These alone really educate and instruct.









One can never read too little of bad, or too much of good books: bad books are intellectual poison; they destroy the mind. In order to read what is good, one must make it a condition never to read what is bad; for life is short, and both time and strength limited.









二









文学领域和生活中的情况一样。无论走到哪里，人们总能立刻碰上无可救药的乌合之众。这种人为数众多，无处不在。他们像夏日飞蝇一般，聚集成群，污染一切。坏书同样数不胜数。它们像杂草一般，攫取谷物的养分，并将其扼杀。









坏书占据了原本属于好书及其崇高使命的时间、金钱和精力；作者写这些书，只为获取金钱和地位。坏书不仅无益，而且有害。现在的书有九成都只为从公众兜里掏钱。为达此目的，作家、出版商、评论家沆瀣一气。









还有更加阴险恶劣的牟利把戏。文人骚客、雇佣写手和多产作家没有带来良好的品位和真正的当代文化，而是成功地引导了世界的审美风向，让人们养成与出版同步的阅读习惯，读同样的书，即新近出版的作品，以获得社交场合的谈资。斯平德勒[1]
 、布尔沃[2]
 、欧仁•苏[3]
 等名噪一时的作家创作的拙劣小说和类似的作品，用途不过如此。平庸之极的作家为钱写作，所以新作迭出不穷。主流公众受到引导，总认为自己有必要阅读这些新作。还有什么能比这些人的命运更悲惨？正因为这样，他们对古往今来的各国名著了解甚少，只知其名。文学报刊尤其卑劣。它们刊登庸人的日常言论，窃取了具备审美能力的公众读好书的时间。那些好书才是推动文化发展的真正杰作。









因此，在我们谈论的这个话题中，“不读”的艺术尤为重要。“不读”意味着不因某书迎合大众一时的口味就去读它。这类书包括政治或宗教小册子、小说和诗歌等。它们或许风光一时，或许在其在世的前几年和最后几年里再版过几次，然后便销声匿迹。切记，写给傻瓜看的书总是最受欢迎。在特定的时间里，只读伟人的作品。这些人类历史上卓尔不群的伟人，拥有千古流芳的美名。他们的作品才能真正给人教益和指导。









坏书读来不嫌少，好书读来不嫌多。坏书是头脑的毒药，会摧毁心智。人生苦短，时间、精力有限。因此，多读好书须以不读坏书为前提。









THREE












It would be a good thing to buy books if one could also buy the time to read them; but one usually confuses the purchase of books with the acquisition of their contents. To desire that a man should retain everything he has ever read, is the same as wishing him to retain in his stomach all that he has ever eaten. He has been bodily nourished on what he has eaten, and mentally on what he has read, and through them become what he is. As the body assimilates what is homogeneous to it, so will a man retain what interests him: in other words, what coincides with his system of thought or suits his ends. Every one has aims, but very few have anything approaching a system of thought. This is why such people do not take an objective interest in anything, and why they learn nothing from what they read: they remember nothing about it.









Repetitio est mater studiorum.
 Any kind of important book should immediately be read twice, partly because one grasps the matter in its entirety the second time, and only really understands the beginning when the end is known; and partly because in reading it the second time one’s temper and mood are different, so that one gets another impression; it may be that one sees the matter in another light.









Works are the quintessence of a mind, and are therefore always of by far greater value than conversation, even if it be the conversation of the greatest mind. In every essential a man’s works surpass his conversation and leave it far behind. Even the writings of an ordinary man may be instructive, worth reading, and entertaining, for the simple reason that they are the quintessence of that man’s mind—that is to say, the writings are the result and fruit of his whole thought and study; while we should be dissatisfied with his conversation. Accordingly, it is possible to read books written by people whose conversation would give us no satisfaction; so that the mind will only by degrees attain high culture by finding entertainment almost entirely in books, and not in men.









There is nothing that so greatly recreates the mind as the works of the old classic writers. Directly one has been taken up, even if it is only for half an hour, one feels as quickly refreshed, relieved, purified, elevated, and strengthened as if one had refreshed oneself at a mountain stream. Is this due to the perfections of the old languages, or to the greatness of the minds whose works have remained unharmed and untouched for centuries? Perhaps to both combined.









三









如果能买到读书的时间，那么买书是件好事；但人们往往将买书与获取书中知识混为一谈。想记住读过的所有书，就像想用胃装下吃过的所有东西一样。人靠进食获取身体所需的养分，靠阅读获取头脑所需的养料。二者使人之为人。正如身体只能吸收可以消化的食物，人只能记住自己感兴趣的内容，即与自己思想体系相符、与自身目标吻合的内容。人人皆有目标，但很少人拥有思想体系。这些人对凡事皆无兴致，从读过的书里学不到东西。因为他们记不住读过的内容。









重复乃学习之母。任何重要作品都应在读过一遍之后立即重读。一是重读时可把握整体脉络；知晓末尾才能真正理解开篇。二是重读时心境不同，因此会有不同的感悟，或许能从另一个角度领会作品的精髓。









著作是思想的结晶，故其价值远甚于谈话，即便是伟人的谈话。从任何角度来看，一个人的著作都远比他所说的话更有价值。即便是普通人的作品，也可能有益、有趣、值得一读。原因很简单——这是他的思想结晶。也就是说，尽管某人的谈话可能令人失望，但他的著作却是他毕生思考、研究的成果。因此，言谈乏味之人的作品或许也值得一读。所以，心智的逐步提升几乎完全归功于在书中寻找乐趣，而非与人交谈。












没有什么能比古老的经典著作更令人放松。拿起一本来，即使只读半小时，人们也会感到振作、放松、纯净、崇高和强健，仿佛刚在山泉中沐浴过一般。这是因为古代语言尽善尽美，还是因为卓越的作者使作品历久弥新？或许二者兼而有之。















人靠进食获取身体所需的养分，靠阅读获取头脑所需的养料。二者使人之为人。



Arthur Schopenhauer  亚瑟•叔本华





[1]
 卡尔.
 斯平德勒（Karl Spindler，1796—1855），德国历史小说作家。






[2]
 爱德华.
 布尔沃－利顿（Edward Bulwer-Lytton，1803—1873），英国维多利亚时期小说家。





[3]
 欧仁.
 苏（Eugene Sue，1804—1857），法国小说家、剧作家。
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作者简介







珀西
 .
 比希
 .
 雪莱（Percy Bysshe Shelley，1792—1822），英国文学史上最具浪漫情怀的抒情诗人之一，与约翰
 .
 济慈（John Keats）和乔治
 .
 戈登
 .
 拜伦（George Gordon Byron）齐名。



雪莱的作品热情而富哲理思辨，诗风自由不羁，惯用梦幻象征手法和远古神话题材，常任天上地下、时间空间、神怪精灵变幻驰骋。其代表作包括评论人间事物的长诗《仙后麦布》（Queen Mab）、支持意大利民族解放斗争的政治诗《自由颂》（Ode to Liberty）、表现革命热情和胜利信念的《西风颂》（Ode to the West Wind）等。1822年，雪莱在出海时遭遇风暴不幸遇难，年仅30岁。斯人已逝，但他那饱含美好希冀的预言“如果冬天已经来临，春天还会远吗？”长留世人心间。



本文节选自1840年出版的雪莱文集《诗辩》（A Defence of Poetry），该书可视为他一生创作与文艺思想的总结。本篇文采飞扬，细数诗歌超凡脱俗之美。
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Poetry is the record of the best and happiest moments of the happiest and best minds. We are aware of evanescent visitations of thought and feeling sometimes associated with place or person, sometimes regarding our own mind alone, and always arising unforeseen and departing unbidden, but elevating and delightful beyond all expression: so that even in the desire and the regret they leave, there cannot but be pleasure, participating as it does in the nature of its object. It is as it were the interpenetration of a diviner nature through our own; but its footsteps are like those of a wind over the sea, which the coming calm erases, and whose traces remain only, as on the wrinkled sand which paves it. These and corresponding conditions of being are experienced principally by those of the most delicate sensibility and the most enlarged imagination; and the state of mind produced by them is at war with every base desire.












The enthusiasm of virtue, love, patriotism, and friendship, is essentially linked with such emotions; and whilst they last, self appears as what it is, an atom to a universe. Poets are not only subject to these experiences as spirits of the most refined organisation, but they can colour all that they combine with the evanescent hues of this ethereal world; a word, a trait in the representation of a scene or a passion, will touch the enchanted chord, and reanimate, in those who have ever experienced these emotions, the sleeping, the cold, the buried image of the past. Poetry thus makes immortal all that is best and most beautiful in the world; it arrests the vanishing apparitions which haunt the interlunations of life, and veiling them, or in language or in form, sends them forth among mankind, bearing sweet news of kindred joy to those with whom their sisters abide—abide, because there is no portal of expression from the caverns of the spirit which they inhabit into the universe of things. Poetry redeems from decay the visitations of the divinity in man.









诗记录了最快乐、最美好的心灵中最美好、最快乐的时刻。我们知道，思想和感情短暂的造访有时与地点或人物相关，有时只与我们自己的心灵相关。它们总是不期而至，又不辞而别，却能带来无法言传的崇高与欢乐。即使它们留下了期许和遗憾，这其中也满是快乐。这种快乐是期许和遗憾本质中的一部分。诗就像通过人的本性展示神性；但它留下的足迹，就像清风掠过海面的痕迹，被寂静轻轻抚平，只在沙滩上留下浅浅的细纹。这类心境，只有情感最细腻、想象力最丰富的人才能体会；在这种状态下，人们心中无法容忍任何卑劣的欲望。









美德、爱情、爱国、友谊等炽热的感情与上述情感有本质上的联系。只要这些感情存在，人就会呈现出原初的样子，即宇宙中的一个原子。诗人不仅受这些最纯粹情感的支配，还能用天国转瞬即逝的色彩渲染一切。写景抒情的一字一句都会拨动沉醉的心弦，并在体验过如上情感之人的心中，唤醒沉睡的、冰冷的、被埋葬的往昔图景。诗让世间一切最美好的事物得到永生。诗能捕捉人生阴霾中飘忽不定的幻影，用语言或结构将其修饰，然后将其送往人间，为人们带去欢乐的消息。那些人与幻影的姐妹一同“居留”。这里说“居留”，是因为精神寄居的洞穴没有通往外界的表达之门。诗让人的神性免于堕落。









Poetry turns all things to loveliness; it exalts the beauty of that which is most beautiful, and it adds beauty to that which is most deformed; it marries exultation and horror, grief and pleasure, eternity and change; it subdues to union under its light yoke, all irreconcilable things. It transmutes all that it touches, and every form moving within the radiance of its presence is changed by wondrous sympathy to an incarnation of the spirit which it breathes: its secret alchemy turns to potable gold the poisonous waters which flow from death through life; it strips the veil of familiarity from the world, and lays bare the naked and sleeping beauty, which is the spirit of its forms.









All things exist as they are perceived: at least in relation to the percipient. “The mind is its own place, and of itself can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven.” But poetry defeats the curse which binds us to be subjected to the accident of surrounding impressions. And whether it spreads its own figured curtain, or withdraws life’s dark veil from before the scene of things, it equally creates for us a being within our being. It makes us the inhabitants of a world to which the familiar world is a chaos. It reproduces the common universe of which we are portions and percipients, and it purges from our inward sight the film of familiarity which obscures from us the wonder of our being. It compels us to feel that which we perceive, and to imagine that which we know. It creates anew the universe, after it has been annihilated in our minds by the recurrence of impressions blunted by reiteration. It justifies that bold and true words of Tasso—
 Non merita nome di creatore, se non Iddio ed il Poeta.












诗美化万物；它为最美的事物锦上添花，使最丑的事物变得美丽；它让狂喜与恐惧、悲伤与欢乐、永恒与无常缔结姻缘；在它轻柔的联结中，矛盾的事物变得彼此相容。诗改变了它触及的一切；在其光芒的笼罩下，奇妙的共鸣使万物变形，化身为灵性。它拥有神秘的魔力，能将冥河的毒液化为琼浆。它揭开了世界平淡无奇的面纱，展示了毫无遮拦的沉睡之美。这正是世间各种表象下蕴含的精神所在。









世间万物，存在即被感知；它至少与感知者相关。“心灵是自身的主宰，可化地狱为天堂，化天堂为地狱。”但诗打破了魔咒，让我们不再受制于偶然的外界印象。无论是展开自己多彩的帷幔，还是揭开万物前的黑暗面纱，诗都在人类心中创造了另一重存在。诗带我们进入了另一个世界。与此相比，我们熟悉的世界一片混沌。诗再造了我们身处、感知的寻常世界，拭去了我们心灵之眼上的薄翳，正是这层薄翳让我们无视人生的奇妙。诗迫使我们去体会感知到的东西，去想象已知晓的东西。重复的印象让我们麻木，摧毁了我们心目中的世界。此时，诗创造了新的世界。这证实了塔索[1]
 大胆的真言：“除了上帝与诗人，无人配称创造者。 ”









A poet, as he is the author to others of the highest wisdom, pleasure, virtue and glory, so he ought personally to be the happiest, the best, the wisest, and the most illustrious of men. As to his glory, let time be challenged to declare whether the fame of any other institutor of human life be comparable to that of a poet. That he is the wisest, the happiest, and the best, inasmuch as he is a poet, is equally incontrovertible: the greatest poets have been men of the most spotless virtue, of the most consummate prudence, and, if we would look into the interior of their lives, the most fortunate of men: and the exceptions, as they regard those who possessed the poetic faculty in a high yet inferior degree, will be found on consideration to confine rather than destroy the rule...









Poetry, as has been said, differs in this respect from logic, that it is not subject to the control of the active powers of the mind, and that its birth and recurrence have no necessary connexion with the consciousness or will...But in the intervals of inspiration, and they may be frequent without being durable, a poet becomes a man, and is abandoned to the sudden reflux of the influences under which others habitually live. But as he is more delicately organised than other men, and sensible to pain and pleasure, both his own and that of others, in a degree unknown to them, he will avoid the one and pursue the other with an ardour proportioned to this difference. And he renders himself obnoxious to calumny, when he neglects to observe the circumstances under which these objects of universal pursuit and flight have disguised themselves in one another’s garments.









诗人是无上的智慧、欢乐、美德和光荣的创造者，所以诗人本身应该是最快乐、最美好、最睿智、最杰出的人。至于诗人的荣誉，世上有没有其他创造者能与诗人相媲美，就让时间来评判吧。因为一个人是诗人，他就是最睿智、最快乐、最美好的人，这一点同样无可辩驳。最伟大的诗人，品德最无可挑剔，行事最审慎小心。如果我们深入审视他的生平，还会发现他是最幸运的人。那些出身低微但拥有天赋的诗人例外，这些例外无损于以上规律，只是它的局限……












如上所述，诗和逻辑不同。诗不服从头脑的主动掌控，它的诞生和再现与知觉和意志没有必然联系……然而，灵感往往不能持久。灵感消逝之后，诗人便成了普通人，被遗弃在生活的激流中，受到世人寻常生活的影响。但诗人比常人的情感更加细腻，对自己和别人的悲喜更加敏感——常人无法理解这种敏感。诗人与常人不同，所以他总是带着超凡的热忱，躲避痛苦并追寻欢乐。这使得诗人容易受人诽谤。毕竟，常人追求或逃避目标时往往半遮半掩，诗人则毫不掩饰。









诗揭开了世界平淡无奇的面纱，展示了毫无遮拦的沉睡之美。



Percy Bysshe Shelley  珀西•比希•雪莱





[1]
 托尔夸托.
 塔索（Torquato Tasso，1544—1595），文艺复兴运动晚期的意大利诗人，代表作为叙事长诗《耶路撒冷的解放》。
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作者简介







约翰
 .
 罗斯金（
 John Ruskin
 ，
 1819—1900
 ），英国著名学者、作家，也是多产的艺术家和艺术评论家。他是艺术、建筑、意大利文艺复兴史方面的专家，在英国被誉为
 “
 美的使者
 ”
 。
 





罗斯金因《现代画家》（
 Modern Painters
 ）一书成名，后著有《建筑学的七盏灯》（
 The Seven Lamps of Architecture
 ）和《威尼斯之石》（
 The Stones of Venice
 ）等艺术评论佳作。他的作品语言优美，语调铿锵，对列夫
 .
 托尔斯泰（
 Lev Tolstoy
 ）、奥斯卡
 .
 王尔德（
 Oscar Wilde
 ）和马塞尔
 .
 普鲁斯特（
 Marcel Proust
 ）等人有较大影响，普鲁斯特甚至为翻译罗斯金的作品而下决心学习英文。
 





本文选自
 1864
 年出版的罗斯金演讲文集《芝麻与百合》（
 Sesame and Lilies
 ）。罗斯金认为读书、生活、艺术、男人、女人、家庭是这个世界的基本色彩，是打开
 “
 国王宝藏
 ”
 的芝麻，是
 “
 王后花园
 ”
 中的百合。本文论述了著书、读书之精妙所在，对
 “
 暂时之书
 ”
 与
 “
 永久之书
 ”
 的定义更是发人深省。且让我们跟随作者，拾起一颗芝麻，撷取一朵百合吧。
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For all books are divisible into two classes, the books of the hour, and the books of all time.  Mark this distinction—it is not one of quality only. It is not merely the bad book that does not last, and the good one that does. It is a distinction of species. There are good books for the hour, and good ones for all time; bad books for the hour, and bad ones for all time. I must define the two kinds before I go farther.









The good book of the hour, then,—I do not speak of the bad ones—is simply the useful or pleasant talk of some person whom you cannot otherwise converse with, printed for you. Very useful often, telling you what you need to know; very pleasant often, as a sensible friend’s present talk would be. These bright accounts of travels; good-humoured and witty discussions of question; lively or pathetic story-telling in the form of novel; firm fact-telling, by the real agents concerned in the events of passing history;—all these books of the hour, multiplying among us as education becomes more general, are a peculiar characteristic and possession of the present age: We ought to be entirely thankful for them, and entirely ashamed of ourselves if we make no good use of them. But we make the worst possible use, if we allow them to usurp the place of true books: for, strictly speaking, they are not books at all, but merely letters or newspapers in good print.









所有的书可分为两类：应时之作和经久之书。请注意，它们的区别不仅在于品质。并非说坏书不能经久，好书就可长存。两者纯粹是类型不同。应时之作和经久之书中皆有精华和糟粕。在深入分析之前，我必须对这两种书下个定义。









应时之作中的精品——糟粕我在此不提——就像一次有益或有趣的谈话。你无法与说话者当面交流，但谈话内容已为你印刷成书。这类书往往颇为实用，向你传授必要的知识；往往妙趣横生，就像通情达理的友人的谈话。那些精彩生动的旅途见闻、风趣幽默的话题讨论、小说形式呈现的悲喜故事、亲历者对往事的真相揭露，都是应时之作。随着教育的普及，这类书日益普遍，甚至成为当代特色。对于这些书，我们应当表示感谢；如果没能善加利用，还应深感惭愧。但如果让它们篡夺了真书的地位，那就大错特错了。因为严格来说，它们根本算不上是书，只是印刷精美的信件或报纸而已。












Our friend’s letter may be delightful, or necessary, today: whether worth keeping or not, is to be considered. The newspaper may be entirely proper at breakfast time, but assuredly it is not reading for all day. So, though bound up in a volume, the long letter which gives you so pleasant an account of the inns, and roads, and weather last year at such a place, or which tells you that amusing story, or gives you the real circumstances of such and such events, however valuable for occasional reference, may not be, in the real sense of the word, a “book” at all, nor, in the real sense, to be “read.”









A book is essentially not a talked thing, but a written thing; and written, not with the view of mere communication, but of permanence. The book of talk is printed only because its author cannot speak to thousands of people at once; if he could, he would—the volume is mere
 multiplication
 of his voice. You cannot talk to your friend in India; if you could, you would; you write instead: that is mere
 conveyance
 of voice. But a book is written, not to multiply the voice merely, not to carry it merely, but to perpetuate it. The author has something to say which he perceives to be true and useful, or helpfully beautiful. So far as he knows, no one has yet said it; so far as he knows, no one else can say it. He is bound to say it, clearly and melodiously if he may; clearly at all events. In the sum of his life he finds this to be the thing, or group of things, manifest to him;—this, the piece of true knowledge, or sight which his share of sunshine and earth has permitted him to seize. He would fain set it down for ever; engrave it on rock, if he could; saying, “This is the best of me; for the rest, I ate, and drank, and slept, loved, and hated, like another; my life was as the vapour, and is not; but this I saw and knew; this, if anything of mine, is worth your memory.” That is his “writing”; it is, in his small human way, and with whatever degree of true inspiration is in him, his inscription, or scripture. That is a “Book.”









友人来信或许当日读来饶有趣味，或许当时有用，但是否有保存价值则须另说。报纸适于早餐时浏览，但显然无须整天读报。因此，描述某间旅社、某条道路以及这些地方去年天气的有趣信件，或是叙述某件趣事或描摹某个场景的长信，哪怕辑录成册，即使偶尔可供参考，但都称不上真正“值得读的书”。









书在本质上并非谈话，而是著述。著述不仅是为了沟通，还为经久流传。将谈话编印成书，只因作者无法同时向千万人讲述。如果能够做到，根本无须出书。书无非是作者声音的延伸。你无法与身处印度的友人聊天，如果能够做到，根本无须写信。信无非是个人声音的传递。但著述成书，不仅是为延伸或传递声音，还是为了使其不朽。作者想表达自认为真实、实用、美而有益的东西。据他所知，这些东西除了自己之外，无人曾写，无人可写。他注定要说，而且尽可能娓娓道来，逐事详述。他认定，某些东西是自己一生的证明——这便是真正的知识，或在世间领略的奇观。他渴望将其写下，以求永恒；如有可能，将刻于岩石之上——“这是我的精华。至于其他，我的饮食起居、喜恶爱憎与他人无异。我的生活曾如虚幻雾气，现在则全然不同。对于这些，我看见了，知晓了。如果我有东西值得后世忆起，便是这个。”此即他的“著述”。这是他卑微人生的结晶，是他的墓志铭，是他的圣典。这便是“书”。









Perhaps you think no books were ever so written?









But, again, I ask you, do you at all believe in honesty, or at all in kindness, or do you think there is never any honesty or benevolence in wise people? None of us, I hope, are so unhappy as to think that. Well, whatever bit of a wise man’s work is honestly or benevolently done, that bit is his book, or his piece of art. It is mixed always with evil fragments—ill-done, redundant, affected work. But if you read rightly, you will easily discover the true bits, and those
 are
 the book.












Now books of this kind have been written in all ages by their greatest men;—by great leaders, great statesmen, and great thinkers. These are all at your choice; and Life is short. You have heard as much before;—yet have you measured and mapped out this short life and its possibilities? Do you know, if you read this, that you cannot read that—that what you lose today you cannot gain tomorrow? Will you go and gossip with your housemaid, or your stable-boy, when you may talk with queens and kings; or flatter yourselves that it is with any worthy consciousness of your own claims to respect, that you jostle with the common crowd for
 entrée
 here, and audience there, when all the while this eternal court is open to you, with its society, wide as the world, multitudinous as its days, the chosen, and the mighty, of every place and time? Into that you may enter always; in that you may take fellowship and rank according to your wish; from that, once entered into it, you can never be outcast but by your own fault; by your aristocracy of companionship there, your own inherent aristocracy will be assuredly tested, and the motives with which you strive to take high place in the society of the living, measured, as to all the truth and sincerity that are in them, by the place you desire to take in this company of the Dead.









或许你认为，没有书是如此写成的。











那么，我要再问你，你相信真诚与善意吗？你难道认为智者不具备这两种品质吗？我希望，没有哪个不幸的人会这么想。只要智者以真诚与善意行事，必然体现在著作或艺术品中。其中可能混有糟粕，例如差劲、冗长、造作的作品。但只要你阅读方式正确，就能轻易取其精华——这些才是书。











每个时代都有伟人——伟大的领袖、政治家、思想家——写下这类书。你的选择众多，但人生苦短。这番话你从前或许听过多次。但你是否为自己短暂的一生作过读书规划？你可知道，如果读了这本书，就可能与那本无缘——今日之所失，明日不复得。难道你宁愿与女仆、马夫闲聊，也不愿与国王、皇后交谈？当永恒的殿堂向你敞开，眼前天地无垠、空间无限，历代伟人齐聚一堂，你还会不顾尊严地自吹自擂，还会与庸碌众人同路而行？你可以随时进入书中，随心选择并肩前行的伴侣。一旦置身书海，无人会将你驱逐，除非你自己不慎退出。你内在的贵族气质，必将接受书中贵族的考验。你在现实社会中提升地位、追寻真理的阅读动机，也将接受书中逝者的考验。
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作者简介









塞缪尔
 .
 斯迈尔斯（
 Samuel Smiles
 ，
 1812—1904
 ），英国
 19
 世纪道德学家，社会改革家，散文随笔作家。他一生阅历极其丰富，先后当过医生、商人、摄影师、记者、编辑、铁路大臣等，亦为
 “
 成功学
 ”
 的鼻祖。
 





斯迈尔斯著有众多脍炙人口的杂文随笔，包括《自助》（
 Self-Help
 ）、《品格的力量》（
 Character
 ）、《节俭》（
 Thrift
 ）、《职责》（
 Duty
 ）等。他关于成功、幸福、良知、信仰、道德、自由等题材的随笔尤其受到读者欢迎。其作品全球畅销百年不衰，被誉为
 “
 个人奋斗的精神标本、高贵情操的精神堡垒
 ”
 。
 





本文是中国读者耳熟能详的经典之作，最早见于
 1871
 年出版的《品格的力量》第十章
 “
 与书为友
 ”
 ，本文为节选。在作者眼中，好书在手，犹如好友相伴，可终身相随，不离不弃。
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A man may usually be known by the books he reads, as well as by the company he keeps; for there is a companionship of books as well as of men; and one should always live in the best company, whether it be of books or of men.









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









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









我们既可与人为伴，也可与书为友。观其书，即可知其人；正如观其友，便可识其人。无论以人为伴或与书为友，我们都应择善而从。









好书犹如至交。无论过去、现在还是将来，它永不改变。它是最耐心、最令人愉快的伴侣。当不幸或痛苦来临，它不离不弃。书始终以善意相待，为青年人带来愉悦与教益，为老年人带来安抚与慰藉。









人们会因共同喜爱一本书而惺惺相惜，正如两人会因共同仰慕一个人而结下友谊。古谚云“爱屋及乌”，但“爱吾及书”更不失为智语。书是更真切、更崇高的纽带。通过共同喜爱的作家，人们能共同思考、交流感受、产生共鸣。读者活在作家的思想中，作家活在读者的脑海里。









“Books,” said Hazlitt, “wind into the heart; the poet’s verse slides into the current of our blood. We read them when young, we remember them when old. We read there of what has happened to others; we feel that it has happened to ourselves. They are to be had everywhere cheap and good. We breathe but the air of books. We owe everything to their authors, on this side barbarism.”












A good book is often the best urn of a life, enshrining the best thoughts of which that life was capable; for the world of a man’s life is, for the most part, but the world of his thoughts. Thus the best books are treasuries of good words, the golden thoughts, which, remembered and cherished, become our abiding companions and comforters. “They are never alone,” said Sir Philip Sidney, “that are accompanied by noble thoughts.”









The good and true thought may in time of temptation be as an angel of mercy purifying and guarding the soul. It also enshrines the germs of action, for good words almost invariably inspire to good works.









...









哈兹利特[1]
 说过：“书籍潜入心灵，诗篇溶入血液。年少时所读之书，年迈时仍未忘怀。在书中读到他人的经历，我们感同身受。书籍价廉物美，我们随处皆可闻到书香。在此蛮荒之地，我们感激作者提供的一切。”









好书常为生命的最佳归宿，珍藏一生的思想精华。人生的境界，主要在于思想的境界。故好书犹如宝藏，既包含优美的语言，也蕴藏深邃的思想；倘若能铭记于心，将成为我们忠实的伴侣和永恒的慰藉。如菲利普•西德尼爵士
 1
 所说：“以高尚思想为伴者永不孤独。”









当诱惑袭来，高尚真诚的思想犹如仁慈的天使，净化并护卫灵魂。书籍中还珍藏着行动的萌芽，因为良言往往促成善行。









……
 











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









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









The great and good do not die, even in this world. Embalmed in books their spirits walk abroad. The book is a living voice. It is an intellect to which one still listens. Hence we ever remain under the influence of the great men of old. The imperial intellects of the world are as much alive now as they were ages ago.









书籍具有不朽的本质。它们是人类最持久的造物。庙宇会倒塌，绘画与雕塑会朽烂，书籍却经久长存。伟大的思想不受时光的影响。千百年前首次浮现于作者脑海的思想，时至今日依旧鲜活。往昔的话语与思想，至今仍通过书卷向我们娓娓道来。时间唯一的作用是淘汰糟粕，只有真正的佳作才能长存。












书籍引导我们与最优秀的人为伍，走近历代思想巨匠，如闻其声、如观其行、如见其人。我们与他们一同思考，感同身受，悲喜与共。我们分享作者的经历，仿佛置身于他们描绘的舞台，与他们同台演出。









伟人永不消逝，现世同样如此。他们的精神载入书卷，传遍四海。书籍是鲜活的声音，是一位智者，我们如今仍然聆听其教诲。因此，我们始终深受古时伟人的影响。至今，世间伟大的智慧仍生机勃勃，不减当年。









书籍引导我们与最优秀的人为伍，走近历代思想巨匠，如闻其声、如观其行、如见其人。
 









Samuel Smiles  塞缪尔•斯迈尔斯





[1]
 威廉.
 哈兹利特（William Hazlitt，1778—1830），英语随笔首屈一指的大家，英语文学批评的大家。
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作者简介









乔治
 .
 哈姆林
 .
 菲奇（George Hamlin Fitch，1852—1925），美国作家。在19世纪末到20世纪初的30多年时间里，菲奇在《旧金山纪事报》（
 San Francisco Chronicle
 ）开设了每周专栏。他的作品还有《现代英语书的力量》（
 Modern English Books of Power
 ）、《从典籍中找到安慰》（
 Comfort Found in Good Old Books
 ）等。



本文最初发表于《旧金山纪事报》，后收入1911年出版的《从典籍中找到安慰》一书。文中，菲奇谈及儿子死后，自己从阅读中得到的慰藉：“把书放在触手可及的架上，反复阅读，直到书的智慧与美好渗入你心中
 ......
 只有这样，你才能武装自己，面对现实命运最残酷的打击。”字里行间的父子情与爱书情会在不经意间触及每个人心底最柔软的角落。
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Nothing Soothes Grief Like Sterling Old Books—



How the Sudden Death of an Only Son Proved the



Value of the Reading Habit









没有什么能像典籍一样抚慰悲伤——



独子的突然去世





印证了阅读的价值









For the thirty years that I have spoken weekly to readers of the Chronicle through its book review columns, it has been my constant aim to preach the doctrine of the importance of cultivating the habit of reading good books, as the chief resource in time of trouble and sickness. This doctrine I enforced, because for many years reading has been my principal recreation, and I have proved its usefulness in broadening one’s view of life and in storing up material from the world’s greatest writers which can be recalled at will. But it never occurred to me that this habit would finally come to mean the only thing that makes life worth living.












When one passes the age of forty he begins to build a certain scheme for the years to come. That scheme may involve many things—domestic life, money-getting, public office, charity, education. With me it included mainly literary work, in which I was deeply interested, and close companionship with an only son, a boy of such lovable personal qualities that he had endeared himself to me from his early childhood. My relations with my son, Harold, were not those of the stern parent and the timid son, as Edmond Gosse has depicted with so much unconscious pathos in his Father and Son. Rather it was the relation of elder brother and younger brother.









30年来，我每周都通过《旧金山纪事报》的书评专栏向读者诉说。我一直宣扬培养阅读好书这种习惯的重要性，让人们将好书视为遭受困苦和病痛时的精神寄托。我如此强调这一点，是因为多年以来阅读已成为我的主要消遣；而且，我也证实了阅读的好处，它能让人拓宽眼界，并将世间最伟大作家们的思想储存起来，以便随时调用。但我从未料到，有一天阅读会成为支撑我活下去的唯一动力。









一个人年过不惑后，便会开始为余生作规划。这个规划可能包含很多事，比如家庭生活、赚钱、公职、慈善、教育。我的规划里有自己心爱的文学作品，以及与独生子的亲密关系。这个小家伙的性格实在可爱，他从小时就是我的心头肉。如果说埃德蒙•戈斯在《父与子》[1]
 中描述了一种严父怯子的关系，在不经意间流露出伤感之情，我和儿子哈罗德则更像是一对亲兄弟。
 











Hence, when only ten days ago this close and tender association of many years was broken by death—swift and wholly unexpected, as a bolt from cloudless skies—it seemed to me for a few hours as if the keystone of the arch of my life had fallen and everything lay heaped in ugly ruin. I had waited for him on that Friday afternoon until six o’clock. Friday is my day off, my one holiday in a week of hard work, when my son always dined with me and then accompanied me to the theater or other entertainment. When he did not appear at six o’clock in the evening I left a note saying I had gone to our usual restaurant. That dinner I ate alone. When I returned in an hour it was to be met with the news that Harold lay cold in death at the very time I wrote the note that his eyes would never see.









When the first shock had passed came the review of what was left of life to me. Most of the things which I had valued highly for the sake of my son now had little or no worth for me; but to take up again the old round of work, without the vivid, joyous presence of a companion dearer than life itself, one must have some great compensations; and the chief of these compensations lay in the few feet of books in my library case—in those old favorites of all ages that can still beguile me, though my head is bowed in the dust with grief and my heart is as sore as an open wound touched by a careless hand.









...









就在短短十天前，死神突如其来的造访如同晴天霹雳一般，打破了这段维系多年的亲密父子关系。有几个小时，我只觉得人生的支柱崩塌，一切都化为丑陋的废墟。那个周五下午，我等他等到六点。周五是我繁忙的一周里唯一的假日，儿子总是在这天来找我吃饭，然后和我一起上剧院或找点别的乐子。那天晚上他到六点还没露面，所以我留了张字条，说我先去我俩常去的饭馆了。那顿饭是我一个人吃的。一小时后我回到家，才知道就在我留言的时候，哈罗德已永远闭上了双眼，再也没法看见我的留言了。














最初的震惊过后，我开始思考自己的一生还剩下些什么。我曾经因为儿子而在乎的东西，现在已经没有多少意义。对我来说，儿子比我的生命更重要。没有活泼快乐的儿子相伴，我要想重新投入工作，就必须有极大的慰藉。这种慰藉，主要来自我书房里几英尺高的书堆。尽管我被悲伤压得抬不起头，尽管我心里像被人胡乱触碰的伤口一样疼痛，但历代受人喜爱的典籍仍能转移我的注意力。











……









And so, in this roundabout way, I come back to my literary shelves, to urge upon you who are wrapped warm in domestic life and love to provide against the time when you may be cut off in a day from the companionship that makes life precious. Take heed and guard against the hour that may find you forlorn and unprotected against death’s malignant hand. Cultivate the great worthies of literature, even if this means the neglect of the latest magazine or of the newest sensational romance. Be content to confess ignorance of the ephemeral books that will be forgotten in a single half year, so that you may spend your leisure hours in genial converse with the great writers of all time. Dr. Eliot of Harvard recently aroused much discussion of his “five feet of books.” Personally, I would willingly dispense with two-thirds of the books he regards as indispensable. But the vital thing is that you have your own favorites—books that are real and genuine, each one brimful of the inspiration of a great soul. Keep these books on a shelf convenient for use, and read them again and again until you have saturated your mind with their wisdom and their beauty. So may you come into the true Kingdom of Culture, whose gates never swing open to the pedant or the bigot. So may you be armed against the worst blows that fate can deal you in this world.









于是，辗转良久之后，我又回到书架前，提醒那些被亲情和友爱包围的人，为有朝一日失去生命中的至亲作好准备。有时，死神的毒手会令你陷入孤独无助的境地，你须要注意提防这种时刻的到来。与文学作品中的伟大人物为伴吧，即使这意味着要忽略最新的杂志或耸人听闻的传奇故事。忽略那些不出半年就会被人遗忘的应时之作吧，这样你才能利用闲暇时间与历代文豪亲切交谈。最近，哈佛大学艾略特博士的“五英尺书架”[2]
 引起了热议。在我看来，他所谓的必读书有三分之二不必读。但关键在于，你得有自己的喜好——每本货真价实的书都蕴含伟人的思想，能给读者带来启迪。把这些书放在触手可及的架上，反复阅读，直到书的智慧与美好渗入你心中。只有这样，你才能进入真正的文化领域——它的大门永远不会向卖弄学问或抱有偏见的人敞开。也只有这样，你才能武装自己，面对现实命运最残酷的打击。









Who turns in time of affliction to the magazines or to those books of clever short stories which so amuse us when the mind is at peace and all goes well? No literary skill can bind up the brokenhearted; no beauty of phrase satisfy the soul that is torn by grief. No, when our house is in mourning, we turn to the Bible first—that font of wisdom and comfort which never fails him who comes to it with clean hands and a contrite heart. It is the medicine of life. And after it come the great books written by those who have walked through the Valley of the Shadow, yet have come out sweet and wholesome, with words of wisdom and counsel for the afflicted. One book through which beats the great heart of a man who suffered yet grew strong under the lash of fate is worth more than a thousand books that teach no real lesson of life, that are as broken cisterns holding no water, when the soul is athirst and cries out for refreshment.












This personal heart-to-heart talk with you, my patient readers of many years, is the first in which I have indulged since the great fire swept away all my precious books—the hoarded treasures of forty years. Against my will it has been forced from me, for I am like a sorely wounded animal and would fain nurse my pain alone. It is written in the first bitterness of a crushing sorrow; but it is also written in the spirit of hope and confidence—the spirit which I hope will strengthen me to spend time and effort in helping to make life easier for some poor boys in memory of the one dearest boy who has gone before me into that “undiscovered country,” where I hope someday to meet him, with the old bright smile on his face and the old firm grip of the hand that always meant love and tenderness and steadfast loyalty.









在痛苦的时候，有谁会求助于杂志，或者求助于你平心静气、万事顺意时读着玩的小故事？没有哪种文学技巧能弥补破碎的心灵，没有哪种优美的表达能抚慰悲伤的灵魂。没错，它们都没用。当全家沉浸于哀悼之中，我们首先会求助于《圣经》。只要有一双洁净的手和一颗忏悔的心，这智慧与慰藉的源泉就绝不会让你失望。它是生命的良药。接下来，我们向伟大的作品求助。这些书的作者曾走过“死亡笼罩的幽谷”[3]
 ，他们写下的书却如此动人、如此有益身心。书中充满睿智的话语和忠告，为苦难者带来帮助。有些人在命运的锤打下变得坚强，这种人呕心沥血写的一本书胜过一千本没有揭示人生真谛的书。对焦渴难耐、高呼求水的灵魂来说，没有揭示人生真谛的书就像破裂的蓄水池，无法提供水源。









长期支持我的耐心的读者们，这次和你们谈论私事，是自从大火吞噬了我40年来收集的珍贵藏书之后，我第一次这样放纵自己的情感。我就像受伤的孤兽，喜欢自己疗伤；这次放纵情感，实非我的本意。这篇文章是我在第一波悲痛来袭时写成的，也是带着希望和信心写成的——但愿这种希望和信心能让我坚强起来，让我投入时间和精力，去帮助那些可怜的孩子摆脱艰苦的生活，以此纪念比我早进入“未知国度”的爱子。但愿有朝一日，当我与爱子在天国重逢时，他会像过去一样，露出灿烂的笑容并紧紧地拉住我的手，那曾一直是我俩友爱、温情和坚定忠诚的象征。





[1]
 埃德蒙.
 威廉.
 戈斯（Sir Edmund William Gosse，1849—1928），英国诗人、评论家，《父与子》（Father and Son）是他1907年出版的自传。





[2]
 “五英尺书架”，指前哈佛大学校长查尔斯.
 艾略特（Charles Eliot）1909年出版的《哈佛经典》。全书共51册，收集的经典包容颇丰，从古希腊的悲剧和哲学到19世纪的达尔文进化论皆有。全书刚好放满一个五英尺长的书架，“五英尺书架”因此得名。





[3]
 此处源自《圣经.
 诗篇》23:4，原句为“我虽走过死亡笼罩的幽谷，却无惧邪恶”（Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I fear no evil）。
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温斯顿
 .
 丘吉尔（Winston Churchill，1874—1965），英国政治家、演说家、作家，曾两度任英国首相，被认为是20世纪最重要的政治领袖人物之一。



丘吉尔以“二战”中的传奇事迹最为人熟知。他的演讲极富魅力，在大战的艰难时期给无数人带来了希望。此外，他还是位成就卓著的作家，代表作有《河上的战争》（The River War）、《世界危机》（The World Crisis）等。1953年，瑞典文学院将诺贝尔文学奖颁予丘吉尔，并盛赞他为“具有西塞罗文才的凯撒大帝”。诺贝尔文学奖从不授予在政府任职的作家，故此次破例使丘吉尔成了唯一获得该奖的政治家。



本文原为演讲稿，选自丘吉尔1932年出版的散文集《思想与冒险》（Thoughts and Adventures）。作为英国首相，丘吉尔公务繁忙，肩头责任重大，却仍能著作等身。他缓解压力的秘密便是阅读。至于如何利用书籍放松紧绷的神经、保持头脑的活力，看完这篇短文，读者自能找到答案。
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Many remedies are suggested for the avoidance of worry and mental overstrain by persons who, over prolonged periods, have to bear exceptional responsibilities and discharge duties upon a very large scale. Some advise exercise, and others, repose. Some counsel travel, and others, retreat. Some praise solitude, and others, gaiety. No doubt all these may play their part according to the individual temperament. But the element which is constant and common in all of them is Change.









Change is the master key. A man can wear out a particular part of his mind by continually using it and tiring it, just in the same way as he can wear out the elbows of his coat. There is, however, this difference between the living cells of the brain and inanimate articles: one cannot mend the frayed elbows of a coat by rubbing the sleeves or shoulders; but the tired parts of the mind can be rested and strengthened, not merely by rest, but by using other parts. It is not enough merely to switch off the lights which play upon the main and ordinary field of interest; a new field of interest must be illuminated. It is no use saying to the tired mental muscles—if one may coin such an expression—“I will give you a good rest,” “I will go for a long walk,” or “I will lie down and think of nothing.” The mind keeps busy just the same. If it has been weighing and measuring, it goes on weighing and measuring. If it has been worrying, it goes on worrying. It is only when new cells are called into activity, when new stars become the lords of the ascendant, that relief, repose, refreshment are afforded.









对长期背负特殊职责、操劳过度的人来说，避免焦虑和精神紧张的方法很多。有人建议锻炼，有人提议休息；有人建议旅行，有人提议疗养；有人说独处好，有人称狂欢妙。无疑，针对不同性格，每种方法各有作用。但它们有个共同点，即“变化”。









变化是关键。人若过度用脑，大脑某一区域便会疲惫不堪。这与外衣肘部最易磨损是同一个道理。然而，鲜活的脑细胞与无生命的物体毕竟不同：外衣肘部磨损，无法依靠摩擦衣袖和肩部加以修补；大脑某一区域疲劳，不仅能靠休息缓解，还可通过调动脑部其他区域加以调节。只关闭大脑主要的活跃区域还不够，还要激发新的活跃区域。如果对疲劳的大脑说“你好好休息一下”，“我出去散个步”或“我要睡一觉，什么都不想”根本没有用。大脑仍会忙个不停，该揣度还是揣度，该担忧还是担忧。只有激活新的脑细胞，让新的星体成为命宫的主宰，大脑才会得到休息，人才能恢复精力。












A gifted American psychologist has said, “Worry is a spasm of the emotion; the mind catches hold of something and will not let it go.” It is useless to argue with the mind in this condition. The stronger the will, the more futile the task. One can only gently insinuate something else into its convulsive grasp. And if this something else is rightly chosen, if it is really attended by the illumination of another field of interest, gradually, and often quite swiftly, the old undue grip relaxes and the process of recuperation and repair begins.









The cultivation of a hobby and new forms of interest is therefore a policy of the first importance to a public man. But this is not a business that can be undertaken in a day or swiftly improvised by a mere command of the will. The growth of alternative mental interests is a long process. The seeds must be carefully chosen; they must fall on good ground; they must be sedulously tended, if the vivifying fruits are to be at hand when needed.









一位颇有天赋的美国心理学家说过：“焦虑是情绪的突然发作，源于头脑纠结某事，难以释怀。”在此情况下，与大脑争执只是徒劳——意志力越强，就越是白费力气。唯一的解决方法，是把其他东西悄悄塞进混乱的大脑。如果选择了正确的替代品，而且确实激发了新的活跃区域，那么大脑就会渐渐得到调节与放松。这一过程通常十分迅速。









因此，对公众人物而言，培养一种业余爱好和新的兴趣，可谓头等大事。然而，此事不能一蹴而就，也不以意志为转移。培养兴趣是个漫长的过程。只有仔细选种，培以沃地，精心照料，才能在所需时收获丰美的果实。









To be really happy and really safe, one ought to have at least two or three hobbies, and they must all be real. It is no use starting late in life to say: “I will take an interest in this or that.” Such an attempt only aggravates the strain of mental effort. A man may acquire great knowledge of topics unconnected with his daily work, and yet hardly get any benefit or relief. It is no use doing what you like; you have got to like what you do. Broadly speaking, human beings may be divided into three classes: those who are toiled to death, those who are worried to death and those who are bored to death. It is no use offering the manual labourer, tired out with a hard week’s sweat and effort, the chance of playing a game of football or baseball on Saturday afternoon. It is no use inviting the politician or the professional or business man, who has been working or worrying about serious things for six days, to work or worry about trifling things at the weekend.









As for the unfortunate people who can command everything they want, who can gratify every caprice and lay their hands on almost every object of desire—for them a new pleasure, a new excitement is only an additional satiation. In vain they rush frantically round from place to place, trying to escape from the avenging boredom by mere clatter and motion. For them discipline in one form or another is the most hopeful path.









要想获得真正的愉悦安然，至少得有两三种实实在在的爱好。人上年纪了才说“我要培养点兴趣”，这种尝试毫无用处，只会加剧精神紧张。一个人可能精通与日常工作无关的某些领域，却难以从中获得收益和慰藉。光做自己喜欢的事毫无用处，你得喜欢自己手头做的事。大致说来，人可分为三类：累死的、烦死的、无聊死的。体力劳动者连干了一周的苦活，让他们周六下午踢足球或打棒球，可谓徒劳无功。政客、专家、商人操心了六天公务，让他们周末还加班干活、为琐事烦恼，同样毫无用处。












还有一些不幸的人，他们可以随心所欲，每个奇想都能得到满足，几乎每个愿望都能实现。对这种人来说，新的愉悦和刺激只会增加厌腻。他们四处狂奔乱跑，想用谈笑和运动来解闷，却白费力气。对他们而言，条理、规矩才是摆脱烦恼的最佳途径。









It may also be said that rational, industrious, useful human beings are divided into two classes: first, those whose work is work and whose pleasure is pleasure; and secondly, those whose work and pleasure are one. Of these the former are the majority. They have their compensations. The long hours in the office or the factory bring with them as their reward, not only the means of sustenance, but a keen appetite for pleasure even in its simplest and most modest forms. But Fortune’s favoured children belong to the second class. Their life is a natural harmony. For them the working hours are never long enough. Each day is a holiday, and ordinary holidays when they come are grudged as enforced interruptions in an absorbing vocation. Yet to both classes the need of an alternative outlook, of a change of atmosphere, of a diversion of effort, is essential. Indeed, it may well be that those whose work is their pleasure are those who most need the means of banishing it at intervals from their mind.









也可以说，理智且勤奋的有用之人可分为两类：一类人将工作和娱乐截然分开，另一类人则将二者融为一体。大多数人属于前者。他们会得到补偿——在办公室或工厂里长时间的劳作为他们带来了报酬。这不仅是他们维生的手段，还让他们热切渴望哪怕是最简单、最适度的娱乐。真正的幸运儿是第二类人。他们的生活自然和谐，总觉工作时间太短，每天都是假日。真正的假日来临，他们反而抱怨干扰了工作。然而，这两类人都要转换思维，改变气氛，转移注意力。说实话，以工作为乐的人，最需要时不时不想工作，换换脑子。









The most common form of diversion is reading. In that vast and varied field millions find their mental comfort. Nothing makes a man more reverent than a library. “A few books,” which was Lord Morley’s definition of anything under five thousand, may give a sense of comfort and even of complacency. But a day in a library, even of modest dimensions, quickly dispels these illusory sensations. As you browse about, taking down book after book from the shelves and contemplating the vast, infinitely-varied store of knowledge and wisdom which the human race has accumulated and preserved, pride, even in its most innocent forms, is chased from the heart by feelings of awe not untinged with sadness. As one surveys the mighty array of sages, saints, historians, scientists, poets and philosophers whose treasures one will never be able to admire—still less enjoy—the brief tenure of our existence here dominates mind and spirit.









Think of all the wonderful tales that have been told, and well told, which you will never know. Think of all the searching inquiries into matters of great consequence which you will never pursue. Think of all the delighting or disturbing ideas that you will never share. Think of the mighty labours which have been accomplished for your service, but of which you will never reap the harvest. But from this melancholy there also comes a calm. The bitter sweets of a pious despair melt into an agreeable sense of compulsory resignation from which we turn with renewed zest to the lighter vanities of life.









最常见的消遣方式是阅读。数百万人从书海中得到了精神慰藉。书房最能令人变得虔诚。莫利勋爵说，5000册以下的藏书只算“少许书”[1]
 。而这些书已能让人得到安慰和满足。不过，只要在书房待一天，即便是普通大小的书房，也会让这种虚幻的满足感迅速化为泡影。浏览架上群书，逐一取下翻阅，面对人类积累的无限知识与智慧，你的自豪，哪怕是最无邪的自豪，都会被略带感伤的敬畏取代。环视智者、圣人、史学家、科学家、诗人、哲人的一排排巨著，你难免感慨人生苦短。因为你永远无法遍览人类知识宝库，更谈不上充分享受了。












试想，多少美妙的故事你未及知晓，多少重大的问题你未及探索，多少令人欣喜、发人深省的思想你未及分享；多少人为你付出劳动，你却未能有所收获。不过，这种惆怅也会带来一丝平静。绝望中苦涩的甜蜜，化作坦然面对的心态——你会重拾阅读兴致，看轻世间繁华。









“What shall I do with all my books?” was the question; and the answer, “Read them,” sobered the questioner. But if you cannot read them, at any rate handle them and, as it were, fondle them. Peer into them. Let them fall open where they will. Read on from the first sentence that arrests the eye. Then turn to another. Make a voyage of discovery, taking soundings of uncharted seas. Set them back on their shelves with your own hands. Arrange them on your own plan, so that if you do not know what is in them, you at least know where they are. If they cannot be your friends, let them at any rate be your acquaintances. If they cannot enter the circle of your life, do not deny them at least a nod of recognition.









It is a mistake to read too many books when quite young. A man once told me that he had read all the books that mattered. Cross-questioned, he appeared to have read a great many, but they seem to have made only a slight impression. How many had he understood? How many had entered into his mental composition? ... It is a great pity to read a book too soon in life. The first impression is the one that counts; and if it is a slight one, it may be all that can be hoped for. A later and second perusal may recoil from a surface already hardened by premature contact. Young people should be careful in their reading, as old people in eating their food. They should not eat too much. They should chew it all.
 











有人问：“我有这么多书，要怎么办？”这个答案会让他清醒：“读吧。”如若无暇细读，至少要捧书把玩，随意翻看，任其敞开。看到感兴趣的句子，径直读下去便是。然后再换另一句。在书海开启发现之旅，探索未知的海域。亲手把书摆回架上，按自己的想法排列。如此一来，即使你不了解书中内容，至少知道书在何处。书即使无法成为你的朋友，至少也该是个熟人；即使无法融入你的生活圈，至少值得你点头致意。









幼时读太多书是个错误。有人告诉我，他已读遍重要典籍。几经询问，我才发现，他确实读过不少书，但印象不深。他究竟理解了多少？又有多少成了他自己的思想？……读书太早是件憾事。读书时第一印象最关键——如果第一印象不深，以后大概也没指望了。哪怕重读，也难以改变原有印象。年轻人读书须谨慎。这正如老年人进食，不宜贪多，须细嚼慢咽。









书即使无法成为你的朋友，至少也该是个熟人；即使无法融入你的生活圈，至少值得你点头致意。







Winston Churchill  温斯顿•丘吉尔





[1]
 董桥先生在《今朝风日好》中的《丘吉尔的背景》一文中提及，丘吉尔那一代人爱书、读书是习性，书房里藏书不足五千部算不得藏书，只算是“少许书”。
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作者简介









约瑟夫
 .
 希利斯
 .
 米勒（Joseph Hillis Miller，1928—），美国著名文学批评家，解构主义批评的代表人物，也是欧美文学及比较文学研究的杰出学者。他是哈佛大学博士，曾任教于霍普金斯大学、耶鲁大学，现为加州大学欧文分校英语与比较文学系教授。米勒的著作包括《理论今昔》（
 Theory Now and Then
 ）、《阅读的伦理》（
 The Ethics of Reading
 ）、《他者》（
 Others
 ）等。米勒曾在中国发表演讲，讲稿汇编为《土著与数码冲浪者——米勒中国演讲集》（
 The Indigene and the Cybersurfer
 ）。



本文节选自2002年出版的《文学死了吗？》（
 On Literature
 ）。作者在文中强调，阅读须像天真孩童一样全身心投入；阅读过程中顺其自然，书里精华自能融会贯通。
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If it is really the case, as I have argued, that each literary work opens up a singular world, attainable in no other way than by reading that work, then reading should be a matter of giving one’s whole mind, heart, feelings, and imagination, without reservation, to recreating that world within oneself, on the basis of the words. This would be a species of that fanaticism, or rapture, or even revelry that Immanuel Kant calls Schwärmerei. The work comes alive as a kind of internal theater that seems in a strange way independent of the words on the page. That was what happened to me when I first read The Swiss Family Robinson. The ability to do that is probably more or less universal, once you have learned to read, once you have learned, that is, to turn those mute and objectively meaningless shapes into letters, words, and sentences that correspond to spoken language.









I suspect that my interior theater or revelry is not by any means the same as another person’s. Even so, each reader’s imaginary world, generated by a given work, seems to that reader to have unquestionable authority. One empirical test of this is the reaction many people have when they see a film made from a novel they have read: “No, No! It’s not at all like that! They’ve got it all wrong.”









如果确实如我所说，每部文学作品都会开启一个独特的世界，而且只有通过阅读该作品才能走进这个世界，那么，人们阅读时就该全心全意地感受和想象，毫无保留地以文字为基础在脑中创造新世界。阅读将成为一种狂热、狂喜，甚至成为被康德[1]
 称为“痴狂”的狂欢。作品会以一种奇怪的方式独立于文字，如脑内剧场一般鲜活呈现。我初读《瑞士人的鲁宾逊故事》[2]
 时就是如此。一旦你学会阅读，学会将无声且无意义的字形变成有声的字母、词语、句子，便会发现这种能力可能或多或少是普遍存在的。









我怀疑自己脑内的剧场或狂欢和其他人的迥然不同。即便如此，阅读某部特定作品时，每位读者似乎都对自己想象的世界深信不疑。最典型的例子是，观看根据自己读过的小说改编的电影时，很多人会说：“不，不！根本不是那回事！他们全搞错了。”












The illustrations, particularly of children’s books, play an important role in shaping that imaginary theater. The original Sir John Tenniel illustrations for the Alice books told me how to imagine Alice, the White Rabbit, Tweedledum and Tweedledee, and the rest. Still, my imaginary world behind the looking-glass exceeded even the Tenniel pictures. Henry James, in
 A Small Boy and Others
 , paid homage to the power of George Cruikshank’s illustrations for
 Oliver Twist
 to determine the way that imaginary world seemed to him:
 











It perhaps even seemed to me more Cruikshank’s than Dickens’s; it was a thing of such vividly terrible images, and all marked with that peculiarity of Cruikshank that the offered flowers or goodnesses, the scenes and figures intended to comfort and cheer, present themselves under his hand as but more subtly sinister, or more suggestively queer, than the frank badnesses and horrors.
 











插图，特别是童书插图，对于构筑想象的剧场至关重要。约翰•坦尼尔爵士[3]
 为爱丽丝系列[4]
 画的原版插图，教我如何想象爱丽丝、白兔、胖墩双胞胎兄弟[5]
 等人。不过，我想象里的镜中世界，远远超出了泰尼尔的插图。亨利•詹姆斯[6]
 在《小男孩和其他人》这本书里，向乔治•克鲁克香克[7]
 为《雾都孤儿》画的插图致敬，因为它们决定了他想象中的世界：











在我看来，这本书与其说是狄更斯的，不如说是克鲁克香克的。书中充满了栩栩如生的可怕形象，都带着克鲁克香克的特殊印记。无论是献上的鲜花还是施舍的善意，甚至本应给人安慰和鼓舞的场景和人物，在他笔下都透露出微妙的不详或隐约的诡异，远远超越普通的邪恶和恐怖。









What reader, who has happened to see them, to give two other examples, has not had his or her imagination shaped by the wonderful photographs by Coburn that are used as frontispieces for the New York Edition of James’s works or by the frontispiece photographs for the
 Wessex
 or Anniversary Editions of Thomas Hardy’s work?









I am advocating, as the first side of the aporia of reading, an innocent, childlike abandonment to the act of reading, without suspicion, reservation, or interrogation. Such a reading makes a willing suspension of disbelief, in Coleridge’s famous phrase. It is a suspension, however, that does not even know anymore that disbelief might be possible. The suspension then becomes no longer the result of a conscious effort of will. It becomes spontaneous, without forethought. My analogy with reciprocal assertions of “I love you” by two persons is more than casual. As Michel Deguy says,
 La poésie comme l’amour risque tout sur des signes
 . (Poetry, like love, risks everything on signs.) The relation between reader and story read is like a love affair. In both cases, it is a matter of giving yourself without reservation to the other. A book in my hands or on the shelf utters a powerful command: “Read me!” To do so is as risky, precarious, or even dangerous as to respond to another person’s “I love you” with an “I love you too.” You never know where saying that might lead you, just as you never know where reading a given book might lead you. In my own case, reading certain books has been decisive for my life. Each such book has been a turning point, the marker of a new epoch.









再举两个例子：如果读者偶然看过詹姆斯作品纽约版的卷首插图，即科伯恩[8]
 拍摄的绝妙照片，或是看过托马斯•哈代的《威塞克斯小说》[9]
 或其作品周年纪念版的卷首插图，他们的想象怎能不被这些图片左右？












我主张的阅读困境的第一个方面[10]
 ，就是像天真孩童一样阅读，不怀疑，不保留，不探究。正如柯勒律治[11]
 的名言所说，这种阅读是“自愿搁置怀疑”。然而，它甚至会让人忘记能对书提出怀疑。久而久之，这种搁置不再需要有意识的努力，而是不假思索便能自发产生，这和两个人互相说出“我爱你”相似。我并不是随随便便打这个比方。正如米歇尔•德吉[12]
 所说：“诗歌像爱情一样，把一切押在暗示上。 ”读者与所读故事的关系，就像恋爱关系。这两种关系都要将自己毫无保留地献给对方。手中和架上的书发出强有力的命令：“读我！”但这么做就像用“我也爱你”回应别人说的“我爱你”一样冒险，充满了不确定性，甚至可能有危险。你永远不知道这么说会有什么后果，正如不知道阅读某本书会将你引向何方。对我来说，读某些书对我的一生有决定性的影响。那些书，每本都是一个转折点，每本都是新时代的里程碑。









Reading, like being in love, is by no means a passive act. It takes much mental, emotional, and even physical energy. Reading requires a positive effort. One must give all one’s faculties to re-creating the work’s imaginary world as fully and as vividly as possible within oneself. For those who are no longer children, or childlike, a different kind of effort is necessary too. This is the attempt, an attempt that may well not succeed, to suspend ingrained habits of “critical” or suspicious reading.









...









A certain speed in reading is necessary to accomplish this actualization, just as is the case with music. If you linger too long over the words, they lose their power as windows on the hitherto unknown. If you play a Mozart piano sonata or one of Bach’s
 Goldberg Variations
 too slowly it does not sound like music. A proper tempo is required. The same thing is true for reading considered as the generation of a virtual reality. One must read rapidly,
 allegro
 , in a dance of the eyes across the page.









阅读像恋爱一样，绝非被动的行为，而须投入心理、情感甚至是身体的活力。阅读需要积极的努力。读者必须倾尽全力，在脑中重建像书里一样完整、生动的想象世界。对于不再是孩子、不再有童真的人来说，还需要另外一种努力，即努力摒弃批判式阅读、质疑式阅读的习惯，尽管这未必能成功。











……









为了实现上述目标，阅读必须以特定的速度进行，就像音乐一样。如果你太过字斟句酌，词语便会丧失力量，无法带你通往未知。如果你演奏莫扎特的钢琴奏鸣曲或巴赫的《哥德堡变奏曲》时速度太慢，它们听起来就不像音乐了。奏乐需要适当的速度，阅读也是一样。为了创造出虚拟的世界，读者必须快速阅读，以“快板”的节奏让视线在书页上舞动。







[1]
 伊曼努尔.
 康德（Immanuel Kant，1724—1804），德国著名哲学家，其代表作《纯粹理性批判》《实践理性批判》《判断力批判》合称“三大理性批判”。





[2]
 《瑞士人的鲁宾逊故事》（The Swiss Family Robinson），瑞士牧师约翰.
 戴维.
 维斯（Johann David Wyss）基于《鲁宾逊漂流记》写的冒险小说，目的是教育孩子自力更生。





[3]
 约翰.
 坦尼尔（John Tenniel，1820—1914），英国插图画家和讽刺画家。





[4]
 爱丽丝系列是牛津大学数学家刘易斯.
 卡罗尔（Lewis Carroll）的著名童话作品，包括《爱丽丝梦游仙境》和其姐妹篇《爱丽丝镜中奇遇记》。





[5]
 爱丽丝、白兔、胖墩双胞胎兄弟都是《爱丽丝梦游仙境》中的著名形象。后来，双胞兄弟的名字Tweedledum和Tweedledee逐渐演变为“难以分辨的两个人或两个事物”的意思，也用来形容“半斤八两”。





[6]
 亨利.
 詹姆斯（Henry James，1843—1916），出生于美国，小说家，其代表作品包括长篇小说《贵妇的画像》等。自传《一个小男孩及其他人》（A Small Boy and Others）讲述了他童年的经历。





[7]
 乔治.
 克鲁克香克（George Cruikshank，1792—1878），英国插图画家，他为狄更斯（Charles Dickens）作品创作的插画广受欢迎。





[8]
 阿尔文.
 兰登.
 科伯恩（Alvin Langdon Coburn，1882—1966），美国画意主义（pictorialism）摄影家，代表作有《马肯岛》等。





[9]
 托马斯.
 哈代（Thomas Hardy，1840—1928），英国诗人和小说家，前中期创作以小说为主，晚年以诗歌成就最为突出。《威塞克斯小说》是哈代的系列小说总题名，包括14部小说。威塞克斯是哈代家乡的古地名，作者用同一背景把多部小说联成一体，展示了19世纪后半期英国农村的恬静景象，其中的代表作为《德伯家的苔丝》。





[10]
 本文为节选，作者在前文提出了两种阅读方式，一种是天真无邪的阅读，一种是去神秘化的阅读。两者彼此相悖。作者将此称为“阅读的困境”。





[11]
 塞缪尔.
 泰勒.
 柯勒律治（Samuel Taylor Coleridge，1772—1834），英国桂冠诗人和评论家，“湖畔派”代表人物，代表作有长诗《古舟子咏》《忽必烈汗》等。本句出自柯勒律治《文学传记》第14章。





[12]
 米歇尔.
 德吉（Michel Deguy，1930—），法国诗人，作品多为艰深晦涩的哲理诗，在当今法国诗坛有举足轻重的地位。
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Lucius Annaeus Seneca

鲁齐乌斯.
 安奈乌斯.
 塞内加
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作者简介









鲁齐乌斯
 .
 安奈乌斯
 .
 塞内加（
 Lucius Annaeus Seneca
 ，约前
 4—65
 ），古罗马政治家、哲学家、悲剧作家、雄辩家、新斯多葛主义代表，主张无条件屈从神意和不可避免的命运。他曾任罗马帝国会计官和元老院元老以及古罗马暴君尼禄（
 Nero
 ）的家庭教师和顾问。
 





塞内加在仕途上几经大起大落，一生漫游各地，勤于思考，能从平常小事中挖掘出深邃的思想。他著作颇丰，著有
 11
 部戏剧、
 14
 部问答体作品、一部书信集，其思想对后世产生了不可磨灭的影响。
 





本文选自塞内加的代表作《道德书简》（
 Letters from a Stoic: Epistulae Morales ad Lucilium
 ）。该书是世人公认的必读书，书中信件多以作者本人或他人经历开头，然后从哲理的角度进行严肃的反思和深入的分析。本篇是塞内加写给友人的
 “
 书评
 ”
 ，这位哲人读到佳作后的欣喜之情跃然纸上。
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The book you promised me has come. I was intending to read it at my convenience and I opened it on arrival without meaning to do any more than just get an idea of its contents. The next thing I knew the book itself had charmed me into a deeper reading of it there and then. How lucid its style is you may gather from the fact that I found the work light reading, although a first glance might well convey the impression that the writer was someone like Livy or Epicurus, its bulk being rather unlike you or me! It was so enjoyable, though, that I found myself held and drawn on until I ended up having read it right through to the end without a break. All the time the sunshine was inviting me out, hunger prompting me to eat, the weather threatening to break, but I gulped it all down in one sitting.









It was a joy, not just a pleasure, to read it. There was so much talent and spirit about it—I’d have said “forcefulness”, too, if it had been written on a quieter plane now and then and periodically raised on to a higher one; as it was there was no such forcefulness, but instead there was a sustained evenness of style. The writing was pure and virile—and yet not lacking in that occasional entertaining touch, that bit of light relief at the appropriate moment. The quality of nobility, of sublimity, you have; I want you to keep it, and to carry on just the way you’re doing.









你答应给我的书，我已收到。我本打算闲下来再读，拿到书时只想翻开了解一下内容。不料这本书把我迷住了，让我当时就沉浸其中。第一眼看去，我觉得作者是李维[1]
 或伊壁鸠鲁[2]
 这样的人，但我发现这本书读来相当轻松，可见它的文风多么清晰晓畅。这样的巨著真不像是你我能够写出的！但它十分有趣。我一口气从头读到尾，才发现自己被它深深吸引了。阳光邀我外出，饥饿催我就餐，天气逼我休息，我却一口气就吞下了整本书。














读这本书不是一般地快乐，而是非常快乐。书里有如此多的才气和灵气——如果此书能在平缓的基调上时不时有些高潮，我还会用“有力”来形容它；但它的文风始终平缓，缺乏这种“有力”。这本书行文纯朴而有男子气概，时不时还带点趣味性，能让人适时得到些许放松。希望你能保持这种高贵、高尚的品质，再接再厉。









It was a joy, not just a pleasure, to read it. There was so much talent and spirit about it—I’d have said “forcefulness”, too, if it had been written on a quieter plane now and then and periodically raised on to a higher one; as it was there was no such forcefulness, but instead there was a sustained evenness of style. The writing was pure and virile—and yet not lacking in that occasional entertaining touch, that bit of light relief at the appropriate moment. The quality of nobility, of sublimity, you have; I want you to keep it, and to carry on just the way you’re doing.









Your subject, also, contributed to the result—which is a reason why you should always select a fertile one, one that will engage the mind’s attention and stimulate it. But I’ll write and say more about the book when I’ve gone over it again. At the moment my judgment isn’t really a sufficiently settled one—it’s as if I’d heard it all rather than read it. You must let me go into it thoroughly, too. You needn’t be apprehensive; you’ll hear nothing but the truth. How fortunate you are in possessing nothing capable of inducing anyone to tell you a lie over a distance as great as the one that separates us—except that even in these circumstances when all reason for it is removed, we still find habit a reason for telling lies!







读这本书不是一般地快乐，而是非常快乐。书里有如此多的才气和灵气——如果此书能在平缓的基调上时不时有些高潮，我还会用“有力”来形容它；但它的文风始终平缓，缺乏这种“有力”。这本书行文纯朴而有男子气概，时不时还带点趣味性，能让人适时得到些许放松。希望你能保持这种高贵、高尚的品质，再接再厉。











本书有如此成果，你选择的主题也有所贡献——这就是为什么你应该总是选择可供挖掘的主题，选择能让你精神集中、激发灵感的主题。不过我重读此书之后，还会写信多谈些体会。此刻，我的判断还不成熟，更像道听途说，而非读后感。你还得让我通篇细读一下。你不必担心，我不会对你说谎。你多幸运啊！即使距离像你我这般遥远，你身上也没有任何东西导致别人对你说谎，除非那个人是毫无理由地习惯性说谎！











阳光邀我外出，饥饿催我就餐，天气逼我休息，我却一口气就吞下了整本书。



Lucius Annaeus Seneca  鲁齐乌斯•安奈乌斯•塞内加





[1]
 蒂托.
 李维（Titus Livius，前59—17），古罗马著名历史学家，写过多部哲学和诗歌作品。





[2]
 伊壁鸠鲁（Epicurus，前341—270），古希腊著名哲学家，快乐主义伦理学的代表人物，于公元前307年建立了自己的学派。
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Theodore Parker



西奥多
 .
 帕克
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作者简介









西奥多
 .
 帕克（
 Theodore Parker
 ，
 1810—1860
 ），美国牧师、社会活动家、废奴主义者，美国莱克星顿战役中领导民兵的约翰
 .
 帕克（
 John Parker
 ）之孙。
 





帕克的著作并不多，但留下的名言脍炙人口。林肯《葛底斯堡演说》中
 “
 民有、民治、民享的政府
 ”
 （
 government of all the people, by all the people, for all the people
 ）的警句，即为帕克于
 1850
 年原创。帕克的另一名句
 “
 道德之途前路漫漫，但终将归于正义
 ”
 （
 The arc of the moral universe is long, but it bends towards justice.
 ）常被黑人民权领袖马丁
 .
 路德
 .
 金（
 Martin Luther King  Jr.
 ）在演说中引用，也绣在了奥巴马总统白宫办公室的地毯上。
 





本文选自
 1880
 年出版的《大千世界人与事的教诲》（
 Lessons from the World of Matter and the World of Man
 ）。作为著名牧师，帕克的讲道吸引了大量听众。他的此篇文字也仿佛一次讲道，将阅读的乐趣娓娓道来。文中将书中思想之美比作奇异的花，将伟大作品喻为思想的航船，事例生动，说理透彻。
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The pleasures of the intellect not creative, but only recipient, have never been fully appreciated. What a joy is there in a good book, writ by some great master of thought, who breaks into beauty, as in summer the meadow into grass and dandelions and violets, with geraniums, and manifold sweetness. As an amusement, that of reading is worth all the rest. What pleasure in science, in literature, in poetry, for any man who will but open his eye and his heart to take it in. What delight an audience of men who never speak, take in some great orator, who looks into their faces, and speaks into their hearts, and then rains a meteoric shower of stars, falling from his heaven of genius before their eyes; or, far better still, with a whole day of sunlight warms his audience, so that every manly and womanly excellence in them buds and blossoms with fragrance, one day to bear most luscious fruit before God, fruit for mortality, fruit for eternity not less.







才智的快乐不在于创造，而在于接纳。人们从未完全接受这一观点。伟大思想家的优秀名作充满乐趣，绽放出美感，就像夏日牧场上长出青草、蒲公英、紫罗兰、天竺葵，散发各种芳香。作为一种消遣，阅读能与其他任何娱乐相媲美。任何愿意睁开双眼、敞开心扉的读者，都能从科学、文学、诗歌中获得乐趣。有些作者从不说话，却胜于雄辩；他们洞察读者的表情，向读者的内心说话，在他们眼前洒下来自智慧殿堂的流星雨。抑或，作者会铺洒整日的阳光，温暖读者的心田，让每位男女读者心中的优秀品质都发芽开花，散发芳香，有朝一日在上帝面前结出最丰美的果实、易朽的果实、永恒的果实。这些读者也是非常愉快的。











I once knew a hard-working man, a farmer and mechanic, who in the winter-nights rose a great while before day, and out of the darkness coaxed him at least two hours of hard study, and then when the morning peeped over the eastern hills, he yoked his oxen and went forth to his daily work, or in his shop he laboured all day long; and when the night came, he read aloud some simple book to his family; but when they were snugly laid away in their sleep, the great-minded mechanic took to his hard study anew; and so, year out and year in, he went on, neither rich nor much honoured, hardly entreated by daily work, and yet he probably had a happiness in his heart and mind which the whole county might have been proud to share.












I fear we do not know what a power of immediate pleasure and permanent profit is to be had in a good book. The books which help you the most are those which make you think the most. The hardest way of learning is by easy reading; every man that tries it finds it so. But a great book that comes from a great thinker—it is a ship of thought, deep freighted with truth, with beauty too. It sails the ocean, driven by the winds of heaven, breaking the level sea of life into beauty where it goes, leaving behind it a train of sparkling loveliness, widening as the ship goes on. And what treasures it brings to every land, scattering the seeds of truth, justice, love, and piety, to bless the world in ages yet to come.









我认识一个勤劳的人，他既是农夫，也是技工。冬天，当天还没亮，窗外还是漆黑一片时，他就早早起床刻苦读书，至少看上两个小时。直到清晨的阳光悄悄爬上东边的山坡，他才赶着牛群开始日复一日的耕种，或者到他的小店里忙上一天。夜幕降临后，他为家人朗读简单的书籍。家人安然睡去后，这位意志力强大的技工继续埋头苦读。就这样，年复一年，他并未致富或受人崇敬，日常工作也未见起色，但他心中或许充满了幸福，这种幸福是全县人都乐于分享的。











好书能立即令人快乐，并带来长远的益处。我担心人们不了解书的力量会如此强大。最发人深省的书最能对人有所助益。轻松的阅读最难让人获取知识，每个尝试过的人都知道这点。但伟大思想家的伟大作品犹如思想的航船，满载真与美。这艘船在天堂之风的推动下，在人生之海中破浪前行，将所到之处化为美好，留下一道道美丽的波纹，闪闪发光。随着船的行进，波纹越荡越宽。它给予每一片土地财富，播撒真理、公正、爱与虔诚的种子，在未来的日子里保佑这个世界。









伟大思想家的伟大作品犹如思想的航船，满载真与美。这艘船在天堂之风的推动下，在人生之海中破浪前行，将所到之处化为美好，留下一道道美丽的波纹，闪闪发光。



Theodore Parker  西奥多•帕克
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约翰
 .
 卢布克爵士（Sir John Lubbock，1834—1913），英国著名银行家、政治家、自然主义者。作为政治家，他促成了公共假日（Bank Holiday）的设立，并为保护国家古迹作出了杰出贡献。作为自然主义者，他在昆虫学和人类学方面颇有研究，撰写了大量科普读物，如《史前时代》（
 Prehistoric Times
 ）、《蚂蚁、蜜蜂和马蜂》（
 Ants, Bees, and Wasps
 ）、《昆虫的起源和变形》（
 The Origin and Metamorphoses of Insects
 ）等。



本文选自1894年出版的《生活的乐趣》（
 The Use of Life
 ）。该书为卢布克爵士的休闲之作，成就了这位科学家在文学领域的名声。文中，卢布克爵士以“国王与乞丐的故事”等为喻，展示了阅读的妙趣，发人深省。
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Books are to mankind what memory is to the individual. They contain the history of our race, the discoveries we have made, the accumulated knowledge and experience of ages; they picture for us the marvels and beauties of Nature; help us in our difficulties, comfort us in sorrow and in suffering, change hours of ennui into moments of delight, store our minds with ideas, fill them with good and happy thoughts, and lift us out of and above ourselves.









There is an Oriental story of two men: one was a king, who every night dreamt he was a beggar; the other was a beggar, who every night dreamt he was a prince and lived in a palace. I am not sure that the king had very much the best of it. Imagination is sometimes more vivid than reality. But, however this may be, when we read, we may not only (if we wish it) be kings and live in palaces, but, what is far better, we may transport ourselves to the mountains or the seashore, and visit the most beautiful parts of the earth, without fatigue, inconvenience, or expense.









...









书之于人类，正如记忆之于个人。书记录着人类的历史与发现，记载着人类日积月累的知识与经验，为我们描绘大自然的奇观美景。书助我们渡过困境，为我们抚慰伤痛，将倦怠时刻变为欢乐时光，让我们的心灵富有创意，头脑充满愉悦，同时不断提升和超越自我。











东方有个关于国王与乞丐的故事。每天晚上，国王梦见自己是个乞丐，乞丐则梦见自己是位王子，住在宫殿。我不能确定国王比乞丐幸福。想象有时比现实更鲜活。我们只要愿意，阅读时不仅能化身国王，住进宫殿，还能置身山峦、海滨，访遍世间至美之景，还毫不疲惫、便利快捷、不花分文。











……









Many of those who have had, as we say, all that this world can give, have yet told us they owed much of their purest happiness to books. Ascham, in
 The Schoolmaster
 , tells a touching story of his last visit to Lady Jane Grey. He found her sitting in an oriel window reading Plato’s beautiful account of the death of Socrates. Her father and mother were hunting in the park, the hounds were in full cry and their voices came in through the open window. He expressed his surprise that she had not joined them. But said she, “I wist that all their pleasure in the park is but a shadow to the pleasure I find in Plato.”












Macaulay had wealth and fame, rank and power, and yet he tells us in his biography that he owed the happiest hours of his life to books. In a charming letter to a little girl, he says, “Thank you for your very pretty letter, I am always glad to make my little girl happy, and nothing pleases me so much as to see that she likes books, for when she is as old as I am, she will find that they are better than all the tarts and cakes, toys and plays and sights in the world. If anyone would make me the greatest king that ever lived, with palaces and gardens and fine dinners, and wines and coaches, and beautiful clothes, and hundreds of servants, on condition that I should not read books, I would not be a king. I would rather be a poor man in a garret with plenty of books than a king who did not love reading.”









许多人拥有世间万物，却把自己许多最纯粹的快乐归功于书。阿斯克姆[1]
 在《教师》一书中，讲述了最后一次拜访简•格雷[2]
 女士的感人故事。他看见格雷女士坐在凸肚窗[3]
 前，读着柏拉图关于苏格拉底之死的精彩篇章。她父母在花园狩猎，敞开的窗户传来人喧、犬吠。作者对格雷女士并未参与表示惊讶。但她说：“与我阅读柏拉图作品的乐趣相比，他们在园中狩猎的乐趣实为幻影。”









麦考莱[4]
 有钱有势、有声望、有地位，却在自传中表示，自己一生中最快乐的光景是与书籍做伴之时。他曾给一个小女孩写过一封动人的信。信中写道：“你的来信内容很精彩，谢谢你。能让我的小姑娘高兴，我总是很开心。看到你喜欢书，我更是无比开心。当你到了我这个年龄，就会发现书胜过世间一切糕饼、玩具、游戏、美景。如果有人让我做有史以来最伟大的国王，坐拥宫殿花园、锦衣玉食、美酒贵辇、数百仆役，但不许我读书，那我宁愿不做这个国王。我宁愿做居斗室、拥群书的穷汉，也不做不爱阅读的君王。”









Books, indeed, endow us with a whole enchanted palace of thoughts. “There is a wider prospect,” says Jean Paul Richter, “from Parnassus than from the throne.” In one way they give us an even more vivid idea than the actual reality, just as reflections are often more beautiful than real nature. “All mirrors,” says George MacDonald, “are magic mirrors. The commonest room is a room in a poem when I look in the glass.”









Precious and priceless are the blessings which the books scatter around our daily paths. We walk, in imagination, with the sublime and enchanting regions.







Without stirring from our firesides we may roam to the most remote regions of the earth, or soar into realms where Spenser’s shapes of unearthly beauty flock to meet us, where Milton’s angels peal in our ears the choral hymns of Paradise. Science, art, literature, philosophy—all that man has thought, all that man has done—the experience that has been bought with the sufferings of a hundred generations—all are garnered up for us in the world of books.







书确能为我们构筑思想的圣殿，魔力非凡。让•保罗•里赫特曾说：“与国王的御座相比，诗坛视野更加广阔。”从某个角度看，书赋予我们的思想比现实世界更鲜活，正如映像往往比自然本身更美妙。乔治•麦克唐纳也说：“所有镜子都是魔镜。向镜中望去，普通小屋亦会变成诗中之屋。”












沿着我们日常生活的小径，书洒下了无价的珍贵祝福。在想象中，我们走遍高山，访遍胜景。











无须离家，我们便能漫游至世上最遥远的地方。我们飞向斯宾塞描绘的国度，美丽仙女成群结队，前来迎接宾客；我们畅游在弥尔顿笔下的乐园，天使高唱颂歌，歌声萦绕耳畔。科学、艺术、文学、哲学——人之所想、人之所为——历代人民以痛苦换取的经验，一切都藏于书中世界。











书助我们渡过困境，为我们抚慰伤痛，将倦怠时刻变为欢乐时光，让我们的心灵富有创意，头脑充满愉悦，同时不断提升和超越自我。





Sir John Lubbock  约翰•卢布克爵士





[1]
 罗杰.
 阿斯克姆（Roger Ascham，1515—1568），英国人文主义者、学者。





[2]
 简.
 格雷（Lady Jane Grey，1537—1554），英国历史上的“九日女王”，宫廷权力斗争的牺牲品，17岁即被送上断头台。





[3]
 凸肚窗，突出壁外的窗户。





[4]
 托马斯.
 巴宾顿.
 麦考莱（Thomas Babington Macaulay，1800—1859），英国史学家、政治家，曾任陆军大臣。
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尤金
 .
 菲尔德（Eugene Field，1850—1895），美国诗人和专栏作家，以儿童诗歌创作闻名。他也是颇负盛名的藏书家。



尤金
 .
 菲尔德藏书楼现属圣路易斯市博物馆，向全市公立学校的学生免费开放。



本文选自1896年出版的尤金
 .
 菲尔德遗作《书痴的爱情事件》（
 The Love Affairs of a Bibliomaniac
 ）。书中寄托了作者对书的满腔柔情。在写完该书第19章的两天后，尤金
 .
 菲尔德在睡梦中与世长辞，没能完成该书最后一章。文中，作者描述了一种奇特的气味——书香。一个人只有具备灵敏的嗅觉、细腻的心思，才能感受书的生命，与书惺惺相惜。作者正是如此，你又是如何？
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Have you ever come out of the thick, smoky atmosphere of the town into the fragrant, gracious atmosphere of a library? If you have, you know how grateful the change is, and you will agree with me when I say that nothing else is so quieting to the nerves, so conducive to physical health, and so quick to restore a lively flow of the spirits.









Lafcadio Hearn once wrote a treatise upon perfumes, an ingenious and scholarly performance; he limited the edition to fifty copies and published it privately—so the book is rarely met with. Curiously enough, however, this author had nothing to say in the book about the smells of books, which I regard as a most unpardonable error, unless, properly estimating the subject to be worthy of a separate treatise, he has postponed its consideration and treatment to a time when he can devote the requisite study and care to it.









We have it upon the authority of William Blades that books breathe; however, the testimony of experts is not needed upon this point, for if anybody be sceptical, all he has to do to convince himself is to open a door of a bookcase at any time and his olfactories will be greeted by an outrush of odors that will prove to him beyond all doubt that books do actually consume air and exhale perfumes.









你是否曾穿过城市中弥漫的浓烟，走进图书馆里优雅的芬芳？如果有过如此经历，你就会明白这种转变多么令人愉快，也就会同意我的观点——没什么能比书香更让人心绪平静、身体健康、精神振奋。











小泉八云[1]
 曾写过一部见解独到的学术著作——一本关于香味的专著。该书未公开出版，只印了50本，所以非常罕见。不过说来也怪，书中竟只字未提书香。我将其视为无法原谅的失误，除非作者明智地意识到书香值得写专文论述，故暂不撰文，待进行必要的研究之后再详细阐述。











威廉•布莱兹[2]
 的权威著作谈及了书会呼吸。不过，这一点无须专家论证。如果有人怀疑，他只要随时打开书柜，就能闻到扑鼻的书香。这会打消他的所有怀疑，证明书确实会吸入空气，吐出芬芳。












Visitors to the British Museum complain not unfrequently that they are overcome by the closeness of the atmosphere in that place, and what is known as the British Museum headache has come to be recognized by the medical profession in London as a specific ailment due to the absence of oxygen in the atmosphere, which is caused by the multitude of books, each one of which, by that breathing process peculiar to books, consumes several thousand cubic feet of air every twenty-four hours.









Professor Huxley wondered for a long time why the atmosphere of the British Museum should be poisonous while other libraries were free from the poison; a series of experiments convinced him that the presence of poison in the atmosphere was due to the number of profane books in the Museum. He recommended that these poison-engendering volumes be treated once every six months with a bath of cedria, which, as I understand, is a solution of the juices of the cedar tree; this, he said, would purge the mischievous volumes temporarily of their evil propensities and abilities.









常有访客抱怨大英博物馆内空气憋闷、不堪忍受。伦敦医学界已将“大英博物馆头痛症”列为特殊疾病，将其归咎于书太多而造成空气中缺氧。凭借独特的呼吸方式，每本书每天会消耗几千立方英尺的空气。









长期以来，赫胥黎教授[3]
 一直想知道，为何大英博物馆内空气有毒，其他图书馆却免受此害。一系列实验让他确信，空气有毒是因为博物馆里有亵渎神明的书。他建议，这些制造毒气的书必须每六个月拿“松汁”浸泡一次。据我所知，“松汁”是一种雪松树汁溶液。赫胥黎教授说，这能暂时净化有害卷册邪恶的本性和力量。









I do not know whether this remedy is effective, but I remember to have read in Pliny that cedria was used by the ancients to render their manuscripts imperishable. When Cneius Terentius went digging in his estate in the Janiculum he came upon a coffer which contained not only the remains of Numa, the old Roman king, but also the manuscripts of the famous laws which Numa compiled. The king was in some such condition as you might suppose him to be after having been buried several centuries, but the manuscripts were as fresh as new, and their being so is said to have been due to the fact that before their burial they were rubbed with citrus leaves.









These so-called books of Numa would perhaps have been preserved unto this day but for the fanaticism of the people who exhumed and read them; they were promptly burned by Quintus Petilius, the praetor, because (as Cassius Hemina explains) they treated of philosophical subjects, or because, as Livy testifies, their doctrines were inimical to the religion then existing.









As I have had little to do with profane literature, I know nothing of the habits of such books as Professor Huxley has prescribed an antidote against. Of such books as I have gathered about me and made my constant companions I can say truthfully that a more delectable-flavored lot it were impossible to find. As I walk amongst them, touching first this one and then that, and regarding all with glances of affectionate approval, I fancy that I am walking in a splendid garden, full of charming vistas, wherein parterre after parterre of beautiful flowers is unfolded to my enraptured vision; and surely there never were other odors so delightful as the odors which my books exhale!










我不知道这种处理方法是否有效，但我记得普林尼的著作里提过，古人用松汁保护手稿不致腐坏。格涅乌斯•泰伦提乌斯曾在贾尼科洛山的庄园里挖到一个箱子，里面不但有罗马老国王努马的残骸，还有他订立的著名法典的手稿。国王陛下的模样很糟糕，一看就知道他在地底下待了好几个世纪；但那份手稿却光鲜如新，据说是因为入土前曾用柑橘叶擦拭过。











如果没有那些狂热的发掘者和读者，这些所谓的“努马之书”或许能够保存至今。它们很快被罗马执政官昆图斯•佩蒂留斯付之一炬。根据卡西乌斯•赫米那的解释，焚书原因是这些书探讨了哲学问题。李维则认为，焚书原因是书中理论有悖于当时的宗教学说。









我与亵渎神明的著作一向无甚瓜葛，因此对赫胥黎教授建议处理的有毒书籍一无所知。我敢说，再也找不到比我的藏书、我那些忠实的伙伴味道更妙的东西了。我徜徉在书籍之间，时而摸摸这本，时而碰碰那本，满怀深情地注视每一本书。我幻想自己漫步于一座富丽堂皇的花园，鲜花竞相绽放，美景尽收眼底，令我心醉神迷。确实，没有哪种气味能像书香一样，让人如此愉悦！











My garden aboundeth in pleasant nooks



And fragrance is over it all;



For sweet is the smell of my old, old books



In their places against the wall.



Here is a folio that’s grim with age



And yellow and green with mould;



There’s the breath of the sea on every page



And the hint of a stanch ship’s hold.



And here is a treasure from France la belle



Exhaleth a faint perfume



Of wedded lily and asphodel



In a garden of song abloom.



And this wee little book of Puritan mien



And rude, conspicuous print



Hath the Yankee flavor of wintergreen,



Or, may be, of peppermint.



In Walton the brooks a-babbling tell



Where the cheery daisy grows,



And where in meadow or woodland dwell



The buttercup and the rose.



But best beloved of books, I ween,



Are those which one perceives



Are hallowed by ashes dropped between



The yellow, well-thumbed leaves.



For it’s here a laugh and it’s there a tear,



Till the treasured book is read;



And the ashes betwixt the pages here



Tell us of one long dead.



But the gracious presence reappears



As we read the book again,



And the fragrance of precious, distant years



Filleth the hearts of men



Come, pluck with me in my garden nooks



The posies that bloom for all;






Oh, sweet is the smell of my old, old books



In their places against the wall!









我的花园在怡人角落，



四处弥漫芳香；



因为旧书香气袭人，



书架倚着高墙。



这部对开本年久色衰，



霉斑有绿有黄；



每页散发大海的气息，



暗示密封船舱。



这是法国佳丽的珍宝，



散发隐约芳香，



香气中有百合与水仙，



园中歌声飞扬。



这本清教徒风范的小书，



印得粗鲁张狂，



带着美国佬的冬青味道，



或许有薄荷香。



沃尔顿喋喋不休的小溪旁，



雏菊愉快生长；



而在草地或林场上，



毛茛玫瑰开放。



但是最可爱的书，我想



让你有所感受，



泛黄发皱书页上的灰烬，



让它倍显神圣。



这有欢笑，那有泪水，



直至读完珍藏；



留在书页之间的灰烬，



讲述漫长死亡。



当我们再次阅读此书，



仍旧倍感亲切，



珍贵旧时光留下的芬芳，



充盈人们心房。



来吧，随我到花园角落，



摘取花朵馨香；



哦，我的旧书香气袭人，



书架倚着高墙！









Better than flowers are they, these books of mine! For what are the seasons to them? Neither can the drought of summer nor the asperity of winter wither or change them. At all times and under all circumstances they are the same—radiant, fragrant, hopeful, helpful! There is no charm which they do not possess, no beauty that is not theirs.









What wonder is it that from time immemorial humanity has craved the boon of carrying to the grave some book particularly beloved in life? Even Numa Pompilius provided that his books should share his tomb with him. Twenty-four of these precious volumes were consigned with him to the grave. When Gabriel Rossetti’s wife died, the poet cast into her open grave the unfinished volume of his poems, that being the last and most precious tribute he could pay to her cherished memory.












History records instance after instance of the consolation dying men have received from the perusal of books, and many a one has made his end holding in his hands a particularly beloved volume. The reverence which even unlearned men have for books appeals in these splendid libraries which are erected now and again with funds provided by the wills of the illiterate. How dreadful must be the last moments of that person who has steadfastly refused to share the companionship and acknowledge the saving grace of books!









Such, indeed, is my regard for these friendships that it is with misery that I contemplate the probability of separation from them by and by. I have given my friends to understand that when I am done with earth certain of my books shall be buried with me. The list of these books will be found in the left-hand upper drawer of the old mahogany secretary in the front spare room.









我的书比花更妙！季节更替又如何？无论夏日干旱，还是冬日严寒，都无法使其枯萎、将其改变。无论何时何地，书籍始终如一，永远光彩夺目、芬芳四溢、充满希望、使人受益！书籍魅力无穷，蕴藏无尽之美。











人类自古就渴望将爱书带进坟墓，这是多么奇妙！即使努马国王也和书籍分享墓穴，用24卷珍贵典籍陪葬。加百利•罗塞蒂[4]
 的妻子去世后，诗人将未竟的诗篇投入她开敞的墓穴。这是诗人最后的、也是最宝贵的礼物，铭刻妻子在世时的珍贵记忆。









历史记录了一个又一个例证：垂死之人靠熟读书籍得到安慰，许多人弥留之际手持爱书，直至离开人世。即使目不识丁的人也对书籍尊敬有加。许多金碧辉煌的图书馆都是靠文盲遗赠的基金建起的。对那些拒不与书为伴、也不知书中益处的人来说，临终时刻将是多么可怕！











这便是我与书的友谊。想到和它们分开的日子也许已不远，我就心生苦楚。我已告知友人，当我离开人世，定要拿爱书陪葬。我家客房里有张古老的桃花心木写字台，在写字台左边上层抽屉里能找到这些书的清单。









我徜徉在书籍之间，时而摸摸这本，时而碰碰那本，满怀深情地注视每一本书。我幻想自己漫步于一座富丽堂皇的花园，鲜花竞相绽放，美景尽收眼底，令我心醉神迷。



Eugene Field  尤金•菲尔德





[1]
 小泉八云（Koizumi Yakumo，1850—1904），原名帕特里克.
 拉夫卡迪奥.
 赫恩（Patrick Lafcadio Hearn），旅居日本的英国人。他将日本民间故事改写成英文短篇，成为现代日本怪谈文学的鼻祖。





[2]
 威廉.
 布莱兹（William Blades，1824—1890），英国书目文献学家、印刷史家。





[3]
 汤玛斯.
 亨利.
 赫胥黎（Thomas Henry Huxley，1825—1895），英国著名博物学家。





[4]
 丹蒂.
 加百利.
 罗塞蒂（Dante Gabriel Rossetti，1828—1882），英国诗人和画家。他的妻子在生下一名死婴后服用过多鸦片酊而死。万分沮丧的罗塞蒂在她的墓地埋葬了大量未完成的诗稿。
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作者简介









蒋彝（
 Chiang Yee
 ，
 1903—1977
 ），字仲雅，又字重哑，画家、诗人、作家、书法家。
 





蒋彝年轻时正值国运衰败，他起先从政，以求变革，后痛心于政治腐败，远赴英美旅居
 40
 余年。其间，他以笔名
 “
 哑行者
 ”
 撰写旅行笔记。
 “
 哑行者
 ”
 一名取自他的字
 “
 重哑
 ”
 ，一方面表露他对国内黑暗政治的愤懑，一方面也暗示他身处中西文化之间的困境。蒋彝的游记诗文并重，书画交融，以中国视角诠释了西方文化。他被誉为
 “
 中国文化的国际使者
 ”
 ，其作品更是畅销国内外。
 





本文选自
 1938
 年出版的《伦敦画记》（
 The Silent Traveller in London
 ），为
 “
 哑行者画记
 ”
 系列中的一部。在这篇杂记中，作者精心描摹了伦敦的出版界与读书人，并不时穿插中国的风俗与典故，读来饶有趣味。
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I have a great admiration for Londoners in the matter of books. In the streets I notice most of them walking about with books under their arms, and they even read them in the buses, trains, and tubes. I have visited many friends’ houses, both humble and well-to-do, and nearly everyone has a library of sorts. When I went to tea with a grocer friend of mine, whom I know well and who lives at the corner of my road, I saw a number of books there and he told me he wished he had more time to read. What an admirable thing that even a working-class man has that sort of outlook! It makes me think of my own country and wish everyone of my compatriots could learn to read and enjoy doing so. England has gathered the great fruits of “compulsory education”. I was told that when this new educational system was brought up for adoption, there was a great conflict of ideas and opinions, and now everybody is grateful for it. Of course all readers have a different degree of appreciation, but I admire in anyone the ability simply to enjoy reading for itself.
 











说到书，我对伦敦人深表钦佩。我发现路上大多数行人胳膊底下都夹着书，他们甚至在公交车、火车、地铁上读书。我去过许多朋友家，他们无论有钱没钱，家里几乎都有书房。我有个熟识的杂货商朋友，住在我家那条街的街角。我去他家喝茶的时候，在那里看见许多书。他告诉我，他希望自己能有更多时间读书。连工人阶级都有如此见识，真是令人钦佩！这让我想起我的祖国，真希望我的同胞都能学会阅读、爱上阅读。英国已经尝到了“义务教育”的甜头。有人告诉我，这个新的教育体系刚推行时曾引发极大争议，但如今人们都对它感激不已。当然，每个读者的鉴赏力不同，但我敬佩的是那种“享受阅读本身”的做法。









In a speech at the 148th anniversary dinner of the Royal Literary Fund, the Duke of Kent said: “I have always liked reading, and it is one of my chief regrets that our modern life does not give us more time for it. I often envy the gentleman of leisure of the eighteenth century who was able to build himself a magnificent room in which he could place his library and where he was able to sit in peace and enjoy it. He really could read and think carefully of what he was reading, knowing that he had ample time. Today we read the first and last sentences of each paragraph and talk about the book as though we had studied it profoundly...”












He made some criticisms of the production of books, but I only wish he could suggest a plan for having time to read in the way he said was so desirable. Everybody is always saying they love reading but that there is no time for it. I cannot help asking what has happened to people’s time. If other pleasures take the place of reading books, it means this kind of enjoyment will cease to exist. If modern life does not give time for enjoyment, what is the use of it? I quite agree with the duke in what he said, yet there must be time for reading I feel sure. The very title of “six-minute short story” in the
 Evening Standard
 only makes me feel more rushed and nervous, in keeping with London’s atmosphere. Why should it last six minutes only, not five or seven? Perhaps there is no other man stupid enough to ask this question!









在皇家文学基金会第148届年度餐会上，肯特公爵
 1
 在演讲中说：“我一向热爱阅读，但现代生活没有给我们留下多少阅读时间，这一直令我深感遗憾。我常常羡慕18世纪悠闲的绅士们。他们能给自己建一个大书房，将藏书置于其中。他们可以静静坐在屋里，享受阅读的乐趣。他知道阅读时间充裕，自己可以细细品味、认真思考。如今，我们只读每段的第一句和最后一句话，然后就像研读完了整本书一样侃侃而谈……”









肯特公爵对书籍出版提出了一些批评，但我只希望他能提个建议，让我们有时间像他向往的那样阅读。每个人都说自己热爱阅读，却苦于没有时间。我不禁要问，大家的时间都跑到哪儿去了。如果其他娱乐取代了读书，那就意味着阅读之乐行将绝迹。如果现代生活使人无暇娱乐，那这种生活还有什么意义？我十分赞同公爵的说法，但我确信一定会有读书的时间。《旗帜晚报》的“6分钟短篇故事”这个标题让我觉得要赶上伦敦的节奏，真是又匆忙又紧张。为什么只有6分钟，而不是5或7分钟？或许没有别的人会提出这么愚蠢的问题！









London publishers produce thousands of books year after year. According to the daily papers, it seems to me that there are new books coming out every day or rather, say, every hour or even every six minutes. Although the publishers do not intend their books to be finished in six minutes, yet they would probably be quite glad for the readers to finish reading in that short time and then buy a new one.









The Duke of Kent is not the only one who has found that literature as an art is faced every year with the increasing danger of being swamped by Commercialism; even publishers themselves feel the same. A publisher friend of mine once told me that his firm had no wish to produce quantities of books at high speed but that the public forced this policy on them. Another said to me that part of the trouble arose from the fact that people nowadays wanted to buy books for presents, not for reading.









年复一年，伦敦出版商出版了成千上万本书。根据日报的说法，看上去每天都有新书出版，甚至每小时、每6分钟就有新书问世。尽管出版商并没有打算让读者用6分钟就读完他们的书，但如果读者用这么短的时间就读完旧书、去买新书，出版商或许会很开心。









文学这门艺术正日渐面临被商业化大潮淹没的危险。肯特公爵不是唯一意识到这个问题的人，出版商也有同感。一位出版商朋友曾经告诉我，他的公司并不想高速出版大量书籍，但公众迫使他们这么做。另一位出版商告诉我，这个问题的部分原因在于，如今人们买书不是用来读，而是用来送礼。









Ah, I understand now why they have a special “Christmas Sale”! I ask myself: “Isn’t it better from the commercial point of view to expect people to buy books for presents rather than for reading?” I understand more and more the conditions of publication in China at the present time. In the old days we very seldom dared to write a book and it was very difficult to get it published. In the first place, when we write we have to use a special kind of style which sinologists call the “Chinese written language” and which is different from the spoken language. The difference does not lie so much in the words themselves as in the style or construction of sentences. In this written style, we consider the shorter or more concise the sentence the better it is. It goes without saying that long practice is needed before one can express one’s ideas in book form. As the style is so concise, it takes many years of writing to compose even a thin book. Further, we get no royalty from books published and generally we publish them at our own expense. In the end, most of our ancient authors seldom saw their works published, because by the time they had something written ready for book form, they were generally too old to see it through the Press. 












啊，我现在明白为什么他们要举办“圣诞大甩卖”特别活动了！我问自己：“从商业角度看，不是更该期待人们买书作为礼物而不是自己读吗？”我越来越理解当前中国的出版状况了。过去很少有人敢写书，出书更是难上加难。首先，中国作者必须用一种特殊的语言，即汉学家所谓的“文言文”进行写作，这种语言有别于口语。它们的文字大同小异，区别主要在于语言风格和句子结构。我们认为文言文的句子越简短、越精练越好。不用说，人们只有经过长期的练习，才能以书的形式阐述思想。由于文言文如此精练，即使写一本薄薄的书，也须花费多年时间。此外，中国没有图书版税一说。一般来说，我们要自费出书。最终，大多数中国古代作家无缘得见自己的作品出版。因为等书完稿，他们已经垂垂老矣，很难挨到出版的那一天。









Most old Chinese books are published by their authors’ descendants or disciples. Although the process of publication was so difficult in those days, yet we had countless books in print. For instance, the Chinese Encyclopedia contains 10,000 volumes. But recently our publishing world has come to be commercialized as in any other country. It seems to me personally that it has driven us into making a change in our style of writing. Now we write books in the same way as we talk—we write down as many words as we would speak. If written work is paid according to the number of words, the Chinese old style of writing would never be profitable. So this kind of change had to come!









When we are not at war, our publishers turn out nearly as many books as yours. I should emphasize here that we now appreciate the new style of writing as much as the old ones and we think the former helps the latter in many ways. But strangely enough many sinologists do not attempt to read our new type of writing which is really easier for them, though we try to read modern English rather than Chaucer. Instead they like to stick to their privilege and remain distinct, priding themselves that they can read the “classical Chinese.” How wonderful it is! But what a wrong conception of Chinese literature must be given to the whole world!









大多数中国古代典籍都由作者的后人或学生出版。尽管过去印书极其困难，但出版的书仍浩如烟海。例如，《古今图书集成》[1]
 就包含10000卷书。但近来，中国出版界像其他国家一样走向了商业化。我个人认为，这迫使我们改变写作方式。如今，我们的书面语已近似口语，我们写的字和说的话一样多。如果写作是按字计酬，那么，中国过去的写作方式永远赚不了钱。因此，改变势在必行！











战争爆发前，我们出版的书几乎和你们[2]
 一样多。我这里想强调的是，我们如今已像接受过去的写作方式一样，接受了新的写作方式。我们还认为，白话文对文言文助益颇多。但奇怪的是，许多汉学家不愿意读相对简单的白话文。可我们读的也是现代英文，而非乔叟时期的古英文呀。他们宁可端着架子，保持与众不同，为自己能读懂“古汉语”而骄傲。这多了不起啊！可这么一来，世人对中国文学的误解该有多深啊！














“No young people in former days have had to face such a mass sex-appeal as is evident today in books, plays, music, and, above all, in the cinema,” says Dr. Drummond Shiels. I am specially interested that he mentioned books. Apart from Dr. Shiels’ feeling in the matter, I wonder whether the use of sex-appeal is a debatable point. As I came from a country where sex-appeal was very strictly prohibited in the past, I was first rebuked by my friends when I expressed surprise at its use here. They told me: “That is beauty, that is art, and that is the thing that people are interested in.” I could only nod my head without saying a word. But I want to tell Dr. Shiels that this kind of mass sex-appeal has gone to my country too. It travels everywhere as if it controls the whole world. If it has such power, why should it not be mentioned in books?









Besides, I have watched another interesting point about the London publishing world. Publishers seem to encourage authors strongly to write on the topical subjects as if they were journalists getting news for papers. And publishers, authors, and journalists seem to work together to cater for a public avid over current events. For instance, during the Italo-Abyssinian war, a vast number of
 books
 came out on Abyssinia as well as on Italy in about six months, and then on Spain, Austria, China, Japan, Germany and now Czechoslovakia, and Poland. It seems as though, if there were not so many aggressors, publishers, authors, and journalists might die from starvation! It’s an ill-wind that blows no one any good! And there are always plenty of incidents and crises cropping up throughout the world. Apparently publishers, authors, and journalists will never want for a living!









德拉蒙德•谢尔斯博士[3]
 说：“过去的年轻人不像今天这样，要面对书籍、戏剧、音乐，特别是电影中的大量性诱惑。”我最关心的是他提到了书。暂且不论谢尔斯博士的感觉如何，我不知道利用“性诱惑”是否存在争议。我来自一个过去严禁“性诱惑”的国家，因此对这里的性开放程度表示惊讶。我这么做，一开始就受到了朋友的指责。他们告诉我：“性是美，是艺术，是人们感兴趣的东西。”我只能一言不发地点点头。但我想告诉谢尔斯博士，大量的性诱惑也进入了我的祖国。它四处蔓延，仿佛控制了全世界。如果它有如此威力，为什么书里不应该提及？











此外，我还发现伦敦出版界另一个有趣的地方：出版商似乎都极力鼓励作者写热门话题，仿佛他们是为报纸搜罗新闻的记者。而且，出版商、作者和记者似乎串通一气，迎合读者对时事的渴望。例如，在意大利与阿比西尼亚交战期间，大约在6个月内就出版了一大批关于阿比西尼亚和意大利的书，接下来是西班牙、奥地利、中国、日本、德国，现在则是捷克斯洛伐克和波兰。看来，如果没有这么多侵略者，出版商、作家和记者可能都得饿死！这种不良之风对谁都没有好处！世界上总有许许多多的事故和危机。显然，出版商、作家和记者永远不愁生计！







Referring to the journalists, I would like to extend my admiration to all London papers. Truthfully speaking, I enjoy reading them all, for their depiction of various voices in the human world, as varied as human faces. I am especially grateful for the Sunday papers which give me something to do on dull London Sundays. “Almost everything in the newspapers,” says Mr. C. E. M. Joad, “is to some degree untrue by omission, exaggeration, distortion, and selection.” But I suppose not everyone reads papers and believes them entirely. And this is a fact which all editors know very well. It reminds me of an old Chinese saying on books: “If you believe entirely in books, you had better have no books at all.” The modern world gives a very sound proof of this.












There is also an ancient Chinese parable which tells:









“On his return after three years of studies abroad, a native of the Sung State (one of the Warring States) called his mother by her name. ‘After three years’ education,’ asked the latter, ‘why do you come home to address me by my name (contrary to the etiquette of our forefathers)?’‘The most virtuous, in my opinion,’ replied the son, ‘cannot excel Yao and Shun (two excellent emperors in our very ancient time). They are both called by their names. Again, I venerate heaven and earth above all, and these are both names. Now you are not any more virtuous than Yao and Shun, nor any greater than the universe. I think I am justified in addressing you in the way I did!’ ‘My dear son,’ retorted the mother, ‘do you think that you can practise to the very letter what you have been taught? I wish you would leave my name alone. For there are certain principles which, though mentioned in books, should not be acted upon. Hence you had better desist from pronouncing my name. ’”









说到记者，我想对伦敦的报纸表达钦佩之情。说真的，所有报纸我都喜欢读，因为它们反映了人类世界的种种声音，这些声音就像人脸一般各式各样。我特别感激周日的报纸，它们让我在伦敦百无聊赖的周日有事可做。乔德先生[4]
 说：“报上几乎每件事都经过某种程度的省略、夸张、扭曲和挑选。”但我猜想，不是每个人读完报都完全相信。所有编辑都深知这一事实。这让我想起了一句关于书的中国谚语：“尽信书不如无书。”现代世界有力地证明了这一点。











有一则中国寓言这样说：











宋人有学者，三年反而名其母。其母曰：“子学三年，反而名我者，何也？”其子曰：“吾所贤者，无过尧舜，尧舜名；吾所大者，无大天地，天地名。今母贤不过尧舜，母大不过天地，是以名母也。”其母曰：“子之于学者，将尽行之乎？愿子之有以易名母也；子之于学也，将有所不行乎？愿子之且以名母为后也。”[5]

 











This son certainly thought that he had studied books intelligently, and was paying high respect to his mother, but he did not foresee the attitude she would adopt. Oh, do books really help the conduct of human life or does their utility depend entirely upon the reader? Although people acquire much miscellaneous knowledge from books, I doubt whether many people really benefit from them. I can frankly say that I have not got much from Plato’s or Aristotle’s or Descartes’ sayings when I have tried to read them, because I cannot identify them with my environment.









In the same way, I am sure that no Westerner can get very much from Confucius’s sayings (though many translations of his have been published), apart from the few who have especially studied Confucian ideas like those sinologists who are teaching this idea to many promising students. Confucius says: “If you know it, say you know it; if you don’t know, say you don’t know. That is really ‘you know’.” Now, how few people will say that they do not know everything Chinese if they have been learning it?









But anyway, to read books is always a great joy in life. Some people talk about the art of reading, but I do not worry about that. I only like to read for pleasure whenever I have time, and do not care what it is. I find everything written worth reading, from one point of view or another. While I am deep in a book I forget drinking, eating, and sleeping. My room in China was always untidy, with books all over the place, and my family were generally very cross with me about it.










这个儿子显然自认为饱读诗书，并且极为尊重母亲，但他没料到母亲的反应。哦，书真的有助于指导人类生活吗？还是说，书的用处完全取决于读者？尽管人们从书中获取了各种各样的知识，但我怀疑是否有很多人从中受益。我可以坦白地说，我曾尝试去读柏拉图、苏格拉底、笛卡儿的著作，但没有学到什么东西，因为书中所说和我所处的环境相去甚远。











同样，我相信，尽管市面上已经出版了很多《论语》译本，但除了极少数研究孔子思想的专家，例如那些向前途远大的学生传授孔子思想的汉学家，西方人从《论语》中学不到什么东西。子曰：“知之为知之，不知为不知，是知也。”现在，学过中文的人有几个会承认自己一知半解？











但无论如何，读书总是人生一大乐事。有些人讨论阅读的艺术，但我并不在乎。我只喜欢一有空就读书，不管所读为何，纯粹以此为乐。我认为，所有写下的文字都值得一读，各家观点都值得了解。每当沉浸书中，我便废寝忘食。我在中国的住所总是一片混乱，到处都是书，家人对我这点总是很生气。









Once I told them that I wanted to be buried in books when the servants came in and tried to carry all the books off my bed. Eventually they called me a “bookworm.” After they gave me this nickname, they stopped trying to reform my ways. I have not become any better in keeping my books orderly since I have been here. But the maid and I understand each other and both benefit, because she need not do much tidying and I am spared interference.









Once I gave the name “bookworm” to an English friend of mine, but she was annoyed by it. “One man’s meat may be another’s poison.” I myself am quite proud of it! I dare say I put on a very funny face or gesture while I am reading, for I often notice that Londoners who read books in trains or buses generally adopt involuntarily expressions totally different from their natural ones. When I see hollowed eyes and two deep thick lines from both sides of the nostrils down to the corners of the mouth I feel that I am looking at a very serious reader. Sometimes a short-sighted gentleman may turn his head repeatedly from left to right and read with the help of a small magnifying glass close to the book. This makes me think about my own movements again. When I read a Chinese book, I move my head up and down repeatedly and from right to left, because our book is printed from the right to the left of each page and vertically.









有一回，仆人走进我的房间，想把书从我床上搬下来。我告诉他们，我宁愿埋在书堆里。最后，他们都喊我“书虫”。给我取了这个绰号之后，他们就不再试着干涉我了。到英国之后，我也没把书摆得多整齐。但我和女仆达成了一个互利的共识：她不用经常整理，我则可享受清静。











我曾用“书虫”称呼一位英国朋友，却把她惹恼了。“一个人的佳肴可能是另一人的毒药。”我对这个绰号感到很自豪！我敢说，我读书时的表情和姿势一定很有趣，因为我发现在火车和公交车上读书的伦敦人经常在无意中做出与平时完全不同的表情。当看到一双空洞的眼睛和从鼻翼两侧延至嘴角的法令纹时，我就会觉得面前是一位极其严肃的读者。有时，近视的绅士会拿着小号放大镜凑近书页，从左到右摇头晃脑地读书。这又让我想起自己读书的动作。我读中文书的时候，脑袋从上到下、从右到左地晃动，因为中文书是从右至左竖版印刷的。











An American friend once said to me that Westerners were always complaining that the Chinese did things the wrong way round—from right to left, top to bottom in reading, for instance. “In the English newspaper,” she continued, “they only put the important news in the centre of the paper and you have to read both ways—right to left and left to right.” I think we should call editors the mediators between the West and the East!












I very seldom read in public, because I am afraid to find no space for my book. But I am very fond of reading in the British Museum for a time. When I get tired, after I have stretched my legs I look all round me at the other readers. Sometimes I can distinguish no heads in the row behind me, because they are all hidden in books. And sometimes I can only see a number of small reddish balls of flesh arranged in a row in front of me, because only the tops of the readers’ bald heads are in sight. I wish I could be there more often to make sketches.









一位美国朋友曾和我说过，西方人总是抱怨中国人用错误的方法做事——例如读书时从右到左，从上到下。她接着说：“英文报纸只把重要新闻放在中间，所以你得从两边读——从右到左，从左到右。”我想，编辑可谓东西文化的中介人！









我极少在公共场所阅读，因为担心没地方放书。但我一度很喜欢在大英博物馆读书。当我读累了，就伸伸腿脚，看看周围的读者。有时，我看不到背后那排读者的脑袋，因为全被书挡住了。有时，我只能看见前面一排淡红的小肉球，因为前排读者只露出了光秃秃的头顶。我希望自己能更经常地去那儿画素描。









Another joy is to collect books. In China, nearly every family keeps some books in the house, as a sign of culture. Recently it has become a fashion for young Chinese not only to collect Chinese books, but also Western ones. In a modern house in China one will generally find Western and Chinese books mixed on the shelves. I do not know whether the owners have time to read all in their collection, but such a combination is certainly a sign of being not only a cultured person but actually one who knows a foreign language. If anyone of my fellow countrymen has the opportunity to go abroad, he generally brings quantities of books home in the language of the country where he has been. We in England are no exception. Not all of us may know London very well, but we certainly know where the book-shops are, especially second-hand book-shops.









Foyles’s and the shops around Charing Cross Road and, above all, the Caledonian Market are places where the Chinese are often to be seen. Sometimes the fee we pay for transporting them is more than we pay for the books themselves. I knew a friend who bought a large number of books at the market for about five shillings, so many that he had to hire a taxi to carry them home!   









藏书是另一乐事。在中国，几乎每家每户都有些藏书，作为有文化的象征。最近中国年轻人不仅收藏中文典籍，还流行收藏西方作品。中国现代的住宅里，书架上往往既有中文书也有西文书。我不知道主人是否有时间读完所有藏书，但中西并陈的藏书不仅展示了主人有文化，还说明了主人懂外语。我的同胞只要有机会出国，一般就会带回大量当地语言写成的书。我们这些来英国的也不例外。并非我们所有人都熟悉伦敦，但我们肯定知道书店在哪，尤其是二手书店。











弗伊尔斯书店[6]
 和查令十字街[7]
 附近的书店，特别是喀里多尼亚市场，都是经常能看见中国人的地方。有时，我们买书的钱还赶不上运费贵。我认识一位朋友，他在市场用大约5先令买了一大堆书，书实在太多，他只好打车把书运回家！












From my own experience I can say many Chinese ships carry case after case of English books to China every year. I think only Carter Paterson’s Company can tell how many they have packed and transported up till now!









Hannen Swaffer has written a passage in the
 Daily Herald
 under the title “Ye Olde Bookes.” He says: “When the Antiquarian Booksellers’ Association which has members in all the world’s important cities, met for its annual dinner at the Café Monico, last night, it was grumbling, business has fallen off, good copies of rare books are hard to find. The best specimens all went to America in the boom...” I hope the Second-hand Booksellers’ Association, if any exists, would not grumble so much that the bad specimens all went to China in the boom! After all, simply to collect books is a great joy, and there is no need to buy the most expensive editions.









Mr. Swaffer has also written
 Kleptomaniac
 . “In Charing Cross Road,” he says, “London’s book-selling centre, Sam Joseph tells me, dealers have regular clients who turn up every day at one, read the books in the boxes outside, and at two o’clock, before going back to work, turn down the corner of a page to mark it for the next day! They still tell the story of the old gentleman with plenty of money and a passion for stealing rare copies. Every three weeks or so, he would do the rounds of the dealers’ shops, ‘lifting’ a book here and there. They knew him, of course, and kept a check on the copies that disappeared. Regularly they sent the bill in to his secretary, who promptly paid. This suited everyone concerned, until somebody found out that one or two of the less honest dealers were sending in bills for books that he hadn’t stolen, as well as for those he had. He’s dead now. ”









从个人经验出发，我可以说，每年都有不少中国船一箱又一箱地从英国往中国运书。我想，只有卡特•佩特森公司[8]
 说得清他们至今一共装运过多少箱书！











汉尼•斯韦福[9]
 在《每日先驱报》上写过一篇题为《谈古书》的文章。他说：“会员遍布世界各大城市的古董书商联合会昨晚在莫尼卡咖啡馆举行年度餐会。大家满腹牢骚，抱怨生意一落千丈，珍本很难找到。最好的样本都跑到珍本书业兴盛的美国去了……”如果存在二手书商协会的话，我希望他们不会抱怨糟糕的样本都跑到二手书业兴盛的中国去了！毕竟，藏书本身已是一大乐事，没有必要买最贵的版本。











斯韦福先生还写过《盗窃癖》。他说：“萨姆•约瑟夫告诉我，在查令十字街这个伦敦图书销售中心，书商都有些常客。他们每天中午1点出现，读店外箱子里的书，在2点回去上班前把书折个角，以便第二天接着读！他们至今仍在谈论某位老绅士的故事。这位老绅士家财万贯，却酷爱偷窃珍本书。每隔两三周，他就去各个书店转一圈，左‘抽’一本右‘取’一本。当然，书商都认识他，都会记下丢的书，定期寄账单给他秘书，而秘书总是及时付款。这种安排让大家相安无事，直到有人发现，一两个不太诚实的书商把未遭窃的书也列入了账单。这位老爷子如今已不在人世了。”









It seems to me that the dealers are very kind to provide books for people to read without any payment. I have been one of their clients too sometimes, though not a regular one. I visit Zwemmer’s most of all. It is funny to have this passion for stealing books. We have many people with that complaint in China, but we do not call them “thieves.” We generally speak of them as “people who take books away at their own convenience.”









I have never heard of their being dunned by the owners, though it is annoying to have a book taken away by others. It is also true that people often borrow books and never want to return them. A friend of mine told me that Sir Walter Scott used to put a small card on the shelves of his library bearing words somewhat as follows: “Here should stand such-and-such books which have been borrowed by so-and-so on a certain day but not returned yet.” Sometimes he would invite the friends to come and have a good look round his library without mentioning anything. I do not know whether it is true or not, but I doubt whether such a device would have much effect. In China we have considerable difficulties in refusing to lend books to others. How can we solve this problem? Better leave it to psychologists and lawyers.












在我看来，书商让人们免费读书，真是非常大方。我过去有时也蹭书看，但不经常那么做。我去得最多的是兹温默尔书店。爱偷书是件有趣的事。我们中国也有那种窃书贼，但我们不叫他们“窃贼”。我们提到他们时，一般会说“顺手牵书的人”。











尽管别人把书顺手拿走挺烦人，但我从未听说主人追究责任。人们经常借书不还，这也是事实。有位朋友告诉我，沃尔特•司各特爵士[10]
 曾在书架上放了一张小卡片，上面写着“这里本应放着某书，但某人某天借走它后，至今没有归还”。有时，他会邀请朋友来书房好好转一圈，但什么也不说。我不知道此事是真是假，但我怀疑这样做没什么效果。我们中国人一向难以拒绝别人借书。我们怎么解决这个问题？还是留给心理医生和律师费心吧。









There is a special custom in China I should describe here. We generally have scorching sunshine most of the time from July until the end of September. On the seventh day of the seventh month of every year every family airs their belongings, chiefly clothes and books, in order to keep them undamaged by insects. Girls are busy carrying out clothes, and boys books, for airing in the hot sun in our courtyards. When I was young I was always ordered to do this job. While I was airing them, I generally took some interesting books to read at the corner of a corridor, in order to amuse myself. It usually took several days for me to finish the job.









It is said that there was a well-known scholar called Hao Lung, who lay down with the upper part of his body naked and his face to the sky, under the hot sunshine on that particular day. Then a friend of his dropped in to his courtyard and asked him the reason for this conduct. He answered that he was airing his books which were kept in his belly. This perhaps needs an explanation. In China, we read books and afterwards generally try to learn them by heart. A good scholar is said to be able to remember most of them from memory. So this one was very proud of himself remembering all that he studied, and was sarcastic at the expense of those who only aired real books. As soon as I was able to understand this story, I felt ashamed of my old job. I have not yet heard of anyone airing books in London!









在此我要说说中国的一个特殊习俗。从七月到九月底，大部分时候我们那里的阳光都很烈。每年七月初七，家家户户都会晾晒物品（主要是衣服和书）以防虫害。女孩忙于搬衣服，男孩忙于搬书，搬到院中烈日下曝晒。我小时候，大人总叫我做这事。我在晾晒物品时，往往会拿几本有趣的书到走廊角落里读，以此自寻开心。我通常要花好几天来做这件事。









从前有个名叫郝隆的学者。他在七月初七这天赤裸上身，仰面朝天躺在烈日下。有个朋友走进他家院子，问他为什么要这样做。他回答，我在晒我腹中的书。这里或许得解释一下。中国人读书一般要背诵，据说优秀的学者能记住大多数读过的书。所以郝隆是为自己博闻强识而骄傲，嘲讽那些只晒真书的人。我理解了这个故事以后，立刻对自己过去做的事感到汗颜。我可没听说过伦敦有人晒书！











[1]
 《古今图书集成》，原名《古今图书汇编》，是现存规模最大、资料最丰富的类书。





[2]
 此处指英国。





[3]
 德拉蒙德.
 谢尔斯博士（Dr. Drummond Shiels，1881—1953），英国工党议员。





[4]
 西里尔.
 埃德温.
 米钦森.
 乔德（Cyril Edwin Mitchinson Joad，1891—1953），英国哲学家、电台播音员，因主持BBC电台的战时节目而声名大噪。





[5]
 典出《战国策.
 魏策三》。译文：宋国有个求学的人，（求学）三年后回到家，直呼母亲的名字。母亲说：“你学习了三年，（现在）回家却直呼我的名字，是为什么？”儿子说：“我认为圣贤没有超过尧、舜的，尧、舜是名字；我认为事物没有大过天地的，天、地也是名字。母亲你贤不过尧、舜，大不过天地，所以我直呼母亲的名字。”母亲说：“你学到的东西会完全照做吗？希望你改掉直呼母亲的名字这一条。你学到的东西，有不准备照做的吗？希望你把直呼母亲名字列为（不照做的）首选。”





[6]
 弗伊尔斯书店，伦敦规模最大、最著名的独立书店之一。





[7]
 查令十字街，伦敦著名的书店街。





[8]
 卡特.
 佩特森公司，英国一家货运公司。





[9]
 汉尼.
 斯韦福（Hannen Swaffer，1879—1962），英国记者、戏剧评论家、著名撰稿人。





[10]
 沃尔特.
 司各特（Sir Walter Scott，1771—1832），英国著名历史小说家和诗人。
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贝内特
 .
 瑟夫（Bennett Cerf，1898—1971），著名出版家，美国大型出版社兰登书屋（Random House）的创始人。他的回忆录《我与兰登书屋》（At Random: The Reminiscences of Bennett Cerf）是一部生动反映美国20世纪出版业风云变幻的经典著作，同时也是一部充满趣味、幽默与智慧的文学作品。



本文选自贝内特
 .
 瑟夫1957年出版的《阅读为乐》（Reading for Pleasure）。作为资深出版家，作者可谓阅书无数。读书于他，不是负担，而是享受。本文将图书馆的藏书比作城市中的建筑，气势宏大而贴切入微，类似的比喻比比皆是。作者的不凡气度令人叹服。









All the wisdoms of the ages, all the stories that have delighted mankind for centuries, are easily and cheaply available to all of us within the covers of books—but we must know how to avail ourselves of this treasure and how to get the most from it. The most unfortunate people in the world are those who have never discovered how satisfying it is to read good books.









I am most interested in people, in meeting them and finding out about them. Some of the most remarkable people I’ve met existed only in a writer’s imagination, then on the pages of his book, and then, again, in my imagination. I’ve found in books new friends, new societies, new words.









If I am interested in people, others are interested not so much in “who” as in “how”. “Who” in the books includes everybody from science fiction superman two hundred centuries in the future all the way back to the first figures in history. “How” covers everything from the ingenious explanations of Sherlock Holmes to the discoveries of science and ways of teaching manner to children.









Reading is a pleasure of the mind, which means that it is a little like a sport: your eagerness and knowledge and quickness make you a good reader. Reading is fun, not because the writer is telling you something, but because it makes your mind work. Your own imagination works along with the author’s or even goes beyond his. Your experience, compared with his, brings you to the same or different conclusions, and your ideas develop as you understand his.









历代智慧、千古趣事，都可轻易从书中获得，而且耗资不多。但我们须知道如何充分利用这一宝藏，并惠及自身。不知阅读好书之乐者，可谓世间最为不幸之人。











我对书中人物最感兴趣，乐于同他们相会相知。我遇见的一些卓越人士，起初只存在于作家的想象中，后来出现在某些作品里，再后来重现于我的想象中。我在书中发现了新朋友、新阶层、新词语。











我喜爱书中人物，他人则更关注书中情节。从先古历史人物，到2万年后的科幻超人，皆属“人物”；从福尔摩斯的巧妙推理，到科学领域的众多发现，再到教育孩子的方式方法，则属“情节”。












阅读是种精神享受，热忱、学识、悟性使你成为一名优秀的读者——这和体育运动有几分相似。阅读之所以有趣，不是因为作者告诉你什么，而是因为阅读活跃你的思想。你随作者一同想象，甚至超越他的想象。你拿自己的经历与作者的相比，会得出相同或相异的结论。随着对作者的理解不断加深，你自己的想法也会不断拓展。











Every book stands by itself, like a one-family house, but books in a library are like houses in a city. Although they are separate, together they all add up to something; they are connected with each other and with other cities. The same ideas, or related ones, turn up in different places; the human problems that repeat themselves in life repeat themselves in literature, but with different solutions according to different writings at different times. Books influence each other; they link the past, the present and the future and have their own generations, like families. Wherever you start reading you connect yourself with one of the families of the ideas, and, in the long run, you not only find out about the world and the people in it; you find out about yourself, too.









Reading can only be fun if you expect it to be. If you concentrate on books somebody tells you, you “ought” to read, you probably won’t have fun. But if you put down the book you don’t like and try another till you find one that means something to you, and then relax with it, you will almost certainly have a good time—and if you become, as a result of reading, better, wiser, kinder, or more gentle, you won’t have suffered during the process.









每一本书如同独门独户的房屋，孑然独立。图书馆的藏书则像城市中的建筑——尽管它们各自独立，却构成一个整体；房与房相互关联，城与城相互联系。相同或相关的思想在不同地方出现；人类生活中反复出现的难题在文学作品中也反复出现。但不同时期的不同作品却提出了不同的解决方案。书籍相互影响，联系过去、现在与未来。它们如同家族，有自己的传承。无论你从何处读起，都会与某一思想体系相连。长远看来，你不仅能从书中理解世界和人类，还能审视自我。











只有你以阅读为乐，阅读才会有趣。若是别人说你“应该”读某书，你便埋头苦读，那很可能毫无乐趣。但若放下不爱读的书，转而尝试另一本，直到发现你认为有意义的书，那时再尽情享用，便会感到其乐无穷——这几乎毫无疑问。如果通过阅读，你变得更优秀、更睿智、更善良、更文雅，就不再会视阅读为煎熬了。











阅读是种精神享受，热忱、学识、悟性使你成为一名优秀的读者——这和体育运动有几分相似。









Bennett Cerf  贝内特•瑟夫













Books Do Furnish a Life

书籍装点生活
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Roger Joseph Ebert



罗杰
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 约瑟夫
 .
 埃伯特









作者简介







罗杰
 .
 约瑟夫
 .
 埃伯特 （Roger Joseph Ebert， 1942—），美国《芝加哥太阳时报》（
 Chicago Sun-Times
 ）的著名影评人，也是第一位获得普利策奖（Pulitzer Prize）的影评家。



埃伯特1967年开始撰写影评，1975年获普利策奖。同年，他在电视上与另一位影评人吉恩
 .
 西斯科尔（Gene Siskel）开设影评节目“谈电影”（“At the Movies”）。两人合作20多年，为众多电影爱好者提供了指导。埃伯特还创办了非营利的个人电影节（Roger Ebert’s Overlooked Film Festival），关注被忽视或受冷落的好电影。最近几年，埃伯特因患病而无法讲话，但仍笔耕不辍，赢得了无数影迷的尊敬。



本文发表于2009年10月5日的《芝加哥太阳时报》。作者从盘点家私说起，将藏书的来历和书中的趣事一一道来，爱书之情溢于言表。作者发出叹息：“有一些书我无法舍弃，因为——哦，它们是书啊！你总不能扔掉一本书吧？”对此你是否也感同身受？









When I get a little money I buy books; and if any is left I buy food and clothes.                



    —Erasmus
 











少得即奉书，有余始衣食。



——伊拉斯谟[1]

 











One afternoon in Cape Town I sat in my little room at University House and took inventory. This must have been in June, winter in the southern hemisphere, and it had been raining steadily for most of a week. I was virtually alone in the student residence; the others had packed off for vacation. With an umbrella and plastic slicker I’d ventured out once or twice to the Pig and Whistle, where I favored the Ploughman’s Lunch, but to sustain life I’d laid in a supply of tinned sardines, cheddar and Swiss cheese, Hobnobs, apples, Carr’s Water Biscuits, ginger cookies, Hershey bars, biltong, sausage and a pot of jam. I had a little electric coil that would bring a cup of water to a boil, a jar of Nescafe, a box of sugar and some Instant Postum.









I wrote in my journal: “I have not spoken to anyone since Monday. The radio is playing
 Downtown
 by Petula Clerk. I’ve been reading some Shaw—
 Man and Superman
 . I’m wearing jeans, my cable knit sweater and my Keds. I’ve made coffee and am waiting for it to cool. Let it be recorded that at this moment I am happy.”









...









在开普敦的某天下午，我坐在大学公寓里开列清单。当时应该是6月，南半球的冬季，阴雨连绵将近一周。我孑然一身待在学生宿舍，其他人都收拾行囊度假去了。我拿着伞和塑料雨衣，冒雨出过一两趟门，去犁舍酒吧享用我喜欢的农夫午餐[2]
 ，但我赖以为生的还是沙丁鱼罐头、切达干酪、瑞士奶酪、及时乐燕麦饼干、苹果、卡氏薄脆饼干、姜饼、好时巧克力棒、干肉片、香肠和一罐果酱。我有个能烧一杯水的小型热得快、一罐雀巢咖啡、一盒方糖和一些速溶波斯塔姆[3]
 。














我在日记里写道：“从周一起我就没跟人说过话。收音机里放着佩图拉•克拉克的《闹市》。我在读萧伯纳的《人与超人》。我穿着牛仔裤、粗线毛衣和凯兹鞋。我冲好了咖啡，正等它变凉。记下来，此刻我很幸福。”









……









“What do I really need that isn’t here in this room?” I asked. “Its dimensions are a little more than twice as wide and deep as I am tall. I don’t know, maybe 150 square feet? Here I have the padded wood chair in which I sit tilted against the wall, my feet braced on my straight desk chair. I am holding the three-inch-thick Paul Hamlyn edition of Shaw’s complete plays. This room contains: A wood single bed, an African blanket covering it, a wood desk and its gooseneck lamp, a small dresser with a mirror over it, my portable typewriter, a small wardrobe containing my clothes, a steamer trunk serving as a coffee table, and two bookcases, filled to overflowing. What more do I actually need?”









To this inventory I would today add: A rice cooker, knife and cutting board, to prepare my meals; a small refrigerator; and a MacBook and nice speakers to supply the Internet, music, videos and TV. There wasn’t room for a proper TV.









“我真正需要的东西，有什么不在这间屋里？”我问自己。“屋子的长宽都是我身高的两倍多一点。面积也许有150平方英尺？我不清楚。这里有一把带坐垫的木椅。我坐在椅上斜靠着墙，双脚搭在直立的写字椅上。我手里捧着3英寸厚的保罗•哈姆林[4]
 版《萧伯纳戏剧全集》。这间屋里还有：一张木质单人床、一条盖在床上的非洲毛毯、一张摆着鹅颈灯的木质书桌、一个带镜子的小梳妆台、我的便携式打字机、装我衣服的小衣橱、一个用作咖啡桌的扁行李箱，以及两个书多得快冒出来的书柜。说真的，我还需要什么呢？”









如今，我又在这个清单上添了几样：做饭要用的电饭煲、菜刀和案板，一台小型冰箱，以及为我提供网络、音乐、视频、电视的苹果笔记本电脑和优质音箱。我没地方搁电视机。











Chaz and I have lived for 20 years in a commodious Chicago house with three floors, a furnished basement apartment and an exercise room we built on the roof-top deck. This house is not empty. To my 1965 edition of Shaw, which cost me about two quid and now sells for $119, Chaz and I have added, I dunno, maybe 3,000 or 4,000 books, countless videos and CDs, lots of art, rows of photographs, rooms full of comfortable furniture, a Buddha from Thailand, two elephants from India, African chairs and statues, and who knows what else.









Of course I cannot do without a single one of these possessions, including more or else every book I have owned since I was seven, starting with
 Huckleberry Finn
 . I still have all the
 Penrod
 books, and every time I look at them, I’m reminded of Tarkington’s inventory of the contents of Penrod’s pants pockets. After reading it a third time, I jammed my pockets with a pocket knife, a Yo-Yo, marbles, a compass, a stapler, an oddly-shaped rock, a hardball, a ball of rubber bands and three jawbreakers. These, in an ostensible search for a nickel, I emptied out on the counter of Harry Rusk’s grocery, so that Harry Rusk could see that I was a Real Boy.









我和查兹在芝加哥一座宽敞的大房子里住了20年。房子一共有3层，地下室是带家具的公寓，房顶上还有我们搭的健身房。那座房子一点儿也不空。除了我的1965年版《萧伯纳戏剧全集》——那本书当时花了我2英镑，现在能卖119美元——我和查兹还往屋里塞了三四千本书、数不清的录像带和CD、成堆的艺术品、成排的照片，还有满屋的舒适家具、一尊泰国佛像、两座印度大象雕塑、一些非洲椅子和雕像，天知道还有什么别的。














当然，我离不开其中任何一件东西，包括我从7岁开始收藏的每一本书，第一本是《哈克贝利•费恩历险记》。我至今仍有全套《男孩彭罗德的烦恼》。每次看见它们，我就会想起塔金顿[5]
 给彭罗德裤兜里的玩意列的清单。把这套书读了三遍之后，我也在裤兜里塞了小刀、溜溜球、弹珠、指南针、订书机、奇形怪状的石头、棒球、一团橡皮筋和三大块硬糖。我在哈里•腊斯克的杂货铺里假装找硬币，把裤兜掏了个底朝天，把东西都摊在柜台上，好让哈里知道我是个真正的小男子汉。









My books are a subject of much discussion. They pour from shelves onto tables, chairs and the floor, and Chaz observes that I haven’t read many of them and I never will. You just never know. One day I may—need is the word I use—to read
 Finnegans Wake
 , the Icelandic sagas, Churchill’s history of the Second World War, the complete Tintin in French, 47 novels by Simenon, and
 By Love Possessed
 . That 1957 best-seller by James Gould Cozzens was eviscerated in a famous essay by Dwight Macdonald, who read through that year’s list of fiction best sellers and surfaced with a scowl. It and the other books on the list have been rendered obsolete, so that his essay is cruelly dated. But I remember reading the novel late into the night when I was 14, stirring restlessly with the desire to be possessed by love.









I cannot throw out these books. Some are protected because I have personally turned all their pages and read every word; they’re like little shrines to my past hours. Perhaps half were new when they came to my life, but most are used, and I remember where I found every one. The set of Kipling at the Book Nook on Green Street in Champaign. The scandalous
 The English Governess
 in a shady book store on the Left Bank in 1965 (Obilisk Press, $2, today $91). The Shaw plays from Cranford’s on Long Street in Cape Town, where Irving Freeman claimed he had a million books; it may not have been a figure of speech. Like an alcoholic trying to walk past a bar, you should see me trying to walk past a used book store.









Other books I can’t throw away because—well, they’re books, and you can’t throw away a book, can you? Not even a cookbook from which we have prepared even a single recipe, for it is a meal preserved and happy time then shared, in printed form. The very sight of
 Quick and Easy Chinese Cooking
 by Kenneth H. C. Lo quickens my pulse. Its pages are stained by broth, sherry, soy sauce and chicken fat, and so thoroughly did I master it that I once sought out Ken Lo’s Memories of China on Ebury Street in London and laid eyes on the great man himself, dining alone in a little room near the entrance. A book like that, you’re not gonna throw away.









I can’t throw out anything. Perhaps I foresaw that when I wrote my journal entry.









...









我的书值得一谈。它们从书架上倾泻而下，散落在桌椅和地板上。查兹发现，其中许多书我都没读过，而且永远不会读。不过世事难料。说不定有一天，我可能会——或者是需要——读《芬尼根守灵夜》、冰岛传奇、丘吉尔的《二战回忆录》、法文版《丁丁历险记》全集、西默农的47部小说和《情铸》——詹姆斯•古尔德•科曾斯1957年出版的畅销书。德怀特•麦克唐纳读完当年的畅销小说名单后满面怒气，在一篇著名文章里把《情铸》分析了一番。这本书和当年的其他畅销书均已过时，麦克唐纳那篇文章也被岁月无情地抛弃了。但我记得我14岁时读这本小说直至深夜，心中久久不能平静，希望自己也能坠入情网。














我没法丢掉这些书。有些书我无法割舍，是因为我翻过每页书，读过每个字；它们就像小小的神龛，承载了我过往的岁月。或许有一半书在入我手时是新的，但大多数是二手书。我记得每一本书的来历。那套吉卜林作品集购于尚佩恩市格林街的“书岬”，那本臭名昭著的《安娜与国王》1965年淘自左岸一家破书店。这本书由欧比里斯科出版社出版，原价2美元，现价91美元。那套《萧伯纳戏剧全集》则来自开普敦长街的克兰福德书店，欧文•弗里曼声称店里有上百万本书，这或许并没有夸张。你该看看我经过二手书店的样子，我就像酒鬼经过酒吧门口一样，根本挪不动步子。











还有一些书我无法舍弃，因为——哦，它们是书啊！你总不能扔掉一本书吧？哪怕只是一本烹饪书，哪怕我们只从里面学过一道菜，那也是一本印着美食和幸福时光的书啊。我第一眼看见罗孝建的《简易中餐烹调》就感到心跳加速。它的书页布满了肉汤、雪利酒、酱油和鸡油留下的污迹。这本书我算是吃透了，以至于我在伦敦伊伯利街上找到忆华楼[6]
 时，一眼就看见了罗孝建本人。他正在门口旁边的小包间里独自用餐。像这样一本书，你不会扔掉它。











我什么都舍不得扔。或许我在动笔写这篇流水账之前就预料到了。











……









And here are my thick reference books. Not only the
 Shorter Oxford English Dictionary
 , but the small tiny-type edition of the complete OED, which came with its own magnifying glass. And Bartlett’s
 Familiar Quotations
 , the
 Cambridge Companion to English Literature
 , the 1967 edition of Halliwell’s
 Filmgoer’s Companion
 , a hardbound
 London A to Z
 from 1975, and two dozen books on the occult, including the Tarot, the I Ching and the autobiography of Aleister Crowley, who was a certified flywheel, but surely wrote one of the best of Edwardian autobiographies (Crowley explained that he invented modern British mountain climbing in the Himalayas after his predecessors “had themselves carried up by Sherpas”).









In idle hours I like to leaf through my well-worn leather-bound 1970 edition of Brewer’s
 Dictionary of Phrase and Fable
 , (£5, used) which offers entries not to be found elsewhere:









Jack system
 . An Australian phrase denoting the pursuit of one’s own interests at the expense of others.









Giotto’s O
 . The old story goes that the Pope, wishing to employ artists from all over Italy, send a messenger to collect specimen of their work. When the man approached Giotto (c. 1267-1337), the artist paused for a moment from the picture he was working on and with his brush drew a perfect circle on a piece of paper. In surprise the man returned to the Pope, who, appreciating the perfection of Giotto’s artistry and skill by his unerring circle, employed Giotto forthwith.









October Club
 . In the reign of Queen Anne, a group of High Tory MPs who met at tavern near Parliament to drink October Ale and abuse the Whigs.









这里还有我厚厚的参考书。拿《牛津英语词典》来说，不仅有简编版，还有附赠放大镜的袖珍完整版。此外，还有巴特利特的《名言警句》、《剑桥英国文学指南》、哈利韦尔1967年版的《影迷指南》、1975年精装版的《伦敦全攻略》，以及20多本关于神秘学的书，包括塔罗、《易经》和亚历斯特•克劳利的自传。他是位经过验证的巫师，但确实写出了爱德华时代[7]
 最优秀的自传之一。（克劳利解释说，他在喜马拉雅山发明了现代英式登山法，而前人都是“让夏尔巴人[8]
 抬上去的”。）












闲暇时，我总爱翻阅那本被我读烂了的、皮面装帧的布鲁尔1970年版《成语寓言大辞典》，一本我花5英镑买的二手书，里面都是别处找不到的词条：









杰克系统：澳大利亚习语，意为将自己的快乐建立在别人的痛苦之上。









乔托的圆：传说，教皇想在意大利聘用一位艺术家，便派出使者去搜集他们的作品。当使者找到乔托（约1267—1337）时，这位艺术家暂时停下手中的工作，用画笔在纸上画了一个完美的圆。惊讶的使者回禀教皇，教皇看见乔托这个精准的圆之后，很欣赏它体现出的炉火纯青的艺术才能和技巧，当即聘用了乔托。









十月俱乐部：指安妮女王统治时期，一群在国会附近小酒馆聚会的托利党要人。他们一边喝着十月麦芽酒，一边咒骂辉格党人。









Now here is the Penguin paperback of Apsley Cherry Garrard’s
 The Worst Journey
 in the World, the story of his agonizing 900-mile trek through the darkness of the Antarctic winter to investigate the mating habits of the penguin. The book is as long as the walk. I may likely not read it a second time. Do I require two later editions? Of course I do. You just never know. And the second and third editions of the
 Columbia Encyclopedia
 ? You bet.









Chaz gave me this facsimile of Shakespeare’s
 First Folio
 . Will I ever read it? Not with that spelling and typography. But I will always treasure it. I look at it sometimes, and wonder at the genius of the man. What, for that matter, of my other editions of Shakespeare? The little blue volumes of the
 Yale Shakespeare
 , and the editions by Oxford, the Easton Press and the Folio Society? Handsome books, finely made. But I always read only my battered and underlined old Riverside Shakespeare from college, because it was edited by G. Blakemore Evans, and he was my professor, you see. I tried reading a Folio volume once. Just the right page size, one (not two) columns to the page, elegant typography. I just couldn’t. I felt like I was cheating on G. Blakemore.









现在我要说说阿普斯利•彻里•加勒德的《世界上最糟的旅行》，企鹅出版社出的平装本。这本书讲述了他长途跋涉900英里，熬过南极的黑暗寒冬，去调查企鹅的交配习性。这本书像他的旅程一样漫长，我大概不会再读第二遍了。难道我需要最新的两个版本吗？当然啦。世事难料嘛。至于《哥伦比亚百科全书》的第二版和第三版，你说呢？











查兹曾送给我莎士比亚的《第一对开本》的复制品。我会去读吗？那种拼写和印刷质量，真没法读。但我会一直将它珍藏。我有时看着它，感慨莎翁的天才。说到这个，我其他版本的莎士比亚作品又如何？蓝色小开本的耶鲁版，还有牛津版、伊斯顿版、对开本协会版的又如何？这些书都很漂亮，制作精美。但我只读自己大学时的旧莎翁集，那本书由河岸出版社出版，如今已皱皱巴巴，书里还有许多下划线。我只读它，因为此书编辑是G.布莱克莫尔•埃文斯，他是我当年的教授，你明白了吧。我试着读过一次对开本。那本书的页面尺寸刚刚好，每页只有一栏而非两栏，印刷考究。但我就是读不了，觉得自己背叛了G.布莱克莫尔。









My possessions are getting away from me. We have an agreement. My office is my office. Chaz has her own book-filled office, and takes care that the rest of the house is clean and orderly. My office has a glass door with this gilt lettering:












The Ebert Company, Ltd.



Fine Film Criticism since 1967.









I have not been able to even get into the storage closet of my office for four years. The room is lined floor to ceiling with film books, and the shelves of directors and actors with names beginning H, I, J, K and L are blocked by piles of stuff on the floor. What? You expect me to throw out my first Tandy 100? And there’s a 40-year run of
 Sight and Sound
 there somewhere.









我的藏品离我越来越远。我和查兹达成一致，我的办公间是我的，她有自己塞满书的办公间。她还得保证家里别的地方干净整齐。我的办公间有道玻璃门，上面有两行镀金的字：











埃伯特有限公司



优质影评，始于1967年
 











4年来，我甚至挤不进办公间的储物室。那里的电影书从地面一直摞到天花板。名字以H、I、J、K和L开头的导演和演员的那几排书架，全都被地上成堆的杂物挡住了。什么？你指望我扔掉我的第一台坦迪100计算机[9]
 ？这里某处还有40年的《视与听》杂志呢。











I have a book (here somewhere) named
 Rodinsky’s Room
 , by Rachel Lichtenstein and Iain Sinclair, about a mysterious London cabalistic scholar named David Rodinsky who in 1969 disappeared from his attic above a synagogue on Princelet Street in the East End. His flat was strangely left undisturbed for years, and when it was opened all was exactly as he left it—his books, papers, possessions, even a pot of porridge on the stove.









That’s what I should do. Just turn the key and walk away, and move into 150 square feet. Get me a little electric coil to boil the coffee water. Just my Shakespeare, some Henry James, and of course Willa Cather, Colette and Simenon. Two hundred books, tops. Brewer’s. But no. There wouldn’t be room for Chaz, and I would miss her terribly. That I could never abide. And what if I needed one of these books?









我有一本书，就放在这里某处。书名是《罗丁斯基的房间》，作者是雷切尔•利希滕斯坦和伊恩•辛克莱，讲述了伦敦神秘学者戴维•罗丁斯基的故事。他住在伦敦东区普林斯利街一座犹太教堂的阁楼上。1969年，他从这里失踪了。奇怪的是，他的屋子一直没人动过。多年后人们打开门，发现屋子还是他离开时的模样——他的藏书、文件、财物，甚至炉上的那锅粥，全都丝毫未动。









这正是我要做的。锁上门离开，搬进150平方英尺的大屋。给我一个小热得快烧水冲咖啡就行。只要有我的莎士比亚、亨利•詹姆斯，当然还有薇拉•凯瑟、科莱特和西默农就行。最多200本书，布鲁尔出版社的。但是不行，那就没有查兹的地方了，我会很想她的。我可受不了这个苦。再说，万一我急需哪本书怎么办？









有些书我无法割舍，是因为我翻过每页书，读过每个字；它们就像小小的神龛，承载了我过往的岁月。









Roger Joseph Ebert  罗杰•约瑟夫•埃伯特





[1]
 德西德里乌斯.
 伊拉斯谟（Desiderius Erasmus， 1466—1536），文艺复兴时期尼德兰（今荷兰和比利时）人文主义思想家。





[2]
 农夫午餐，许多酒馆提供的英式午餐，常为芝士加面包，现也伴有乳酪、甜泡菜等。





[3]
 速溶波斯塔姆，一种不含咖啡因的咖啡替代品。





[4]
 保罗.
 哈姆林（Paul Hamlyn，1926—2001），德裔英国出版家，不仅创办了哈姆林出版社，还是著名的慈善家。





[5]
 布思.
 塔金顿（Booth Tarkington，1869—1946），美国作家和剧作家。





[6]
 忆华楼，罗孝建1954年在白金汉宫附近开设的高级中餐馆。





[7]
 爱德华时代，指英王爱德华七世在位的10年，这段时期社会比较稳定，文学艺术繁荣。





[8]
 夏尔巴人，喜马拉雅山区的尼泊尔部落，以做登山向导和脚夫闻名于世。





[9]
 坦迪 100（Tandy TRS-80 Model 100），诞生于1983年，是世界上第一台广泛普及的笔记本电脑。
















The Joy of (Outdated) Facts

“逝实”的乐趣








Geoff Nicholson



杰夫
 .
 尼科尔森
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作者简介









杰夫•尼科尔森（Geoff Nicholson，1953—），英国作家，文学期刊《界限》（
 Ambit
 ）编辑。其作品继承了伊弗林
 .
 沃（Evelyn Waugh）的讽刺风格，以黑色幽默再现社会习俗。



尼科尔森的代表作《猎人与收集者》（
 Hunters and Gatherers
 ）、《食物链》（
 The Food Chain
 ）、《流血的伦敦》（
 Bleeding London
 ）都曾入围惠特布莱德奖（
 Whitbread Prize
 ）。部分评论家甚至将其与《万有引力之虹》（
 Gravity’s Rainbow
 ）的作者托马斯
 .
 品钦（
 Thomas Pynchon
 ）相提并论。



本文发表于2010年5月的《纽约时报》（
 The New York Times
 ），从《吉尼斯世界纪录》（
 Guinness Book of Records
 ）谈起，一直说到百科全书乃至网络搜索引擎。作者凭借诙谐幽默的语言，说明了所谓的“事实”是多么不可靠。但读罢此文，你会意识到，离谱的“事实”能带给人无限乐趣。









The other day I realized I absolutely had to own a copy of the recently published facsimile of the first
 Guinness Book of Records
 from 1955 (limited edition of 5,000, mine is No. 177). It’s a fine book, and it gave me just want I wanted. Since I bought it, I’ve been regaling people with stories of Jacko, a dog owned by one Mr. J. Shaw of London that killed 1,000 rats in an hour and 40 minutes in May 1862; Mrs. Theresa Vaughan of Sheffield, who had had 61 bigamous marriages by the age of 24; and Dionsio Sanchez of Spain, who once drank 40 pints of wine in 59 minutes. It was a different world.









A world in which, if the book’s preface is to be believed, men went into bars and argued about facts. Dreamed up by Sir Hugh Beaver, the chairman of the Guinness Brewery, the
 Guinness Book of Records
 was to be kept behind the bar and pulled out to settle disputes, like, apparently, those over how many entrechats Nijinsky could perform in a single elevation. (Ten, since you ask.)









某天，我意识到自己必须拥有一本最新出版的1955年版《吉尼斯世界纪录》复制本。此书限量发售5000本，我这本编号177。这是本好书，里面正好有我想要的东西。买了这本书之后，我总是拿以下趣事逗朋友开心：伦敦肖先生的小狗杰科，1862年5月在1小时40分钟里杀了1000只老鼠；谢菲尔德的特蕾莎•沃恩女士，24岁时就已犯过61次重婚罪；西班牙的迪恩西奥•桑切斯，在59分钟里喝了40品脱葡萄酒。这真是另一个世界。











如果此书序言可信的话，在这个世界里，男人们去酒吧争论事实。在吉尼斯啤酒厂老总休•比弗的想象中，人们可以把《吉尼斯世界纪录》放在酒吧里，拿它来平息争论，比如尼金斯基[1]
 跃起一次双脚能互击多少次？（如果你要问，答案是10次。）[2]












It took a while for me to understand why my need for the book had been so great, and then I realized, with a bit of a slap to the head, that for much of my life I’ve been accumulating “books of facts,” single volumes as well as multivolume sets. I also have eight random volumes of the 1969
 World Book Encyclopedia
 , which I found on the street. Since I have the L volume, I can give you an idea of how the World Book editors thought things stood in London, Los Angeles and Luxembourg at that time, and what the prospects were for the lumber industry and for literature for children: Miriam Gurko’s
 Restless Spirit: The Life of Edna St. Vincent Millay
 , for example, comes highly recommended for “older boys and girls.” But don’t ask me about anything from D to K.












As for why I’ve acquired these books, no doubt childhood trauma comes into it. While I grew up in an unbookish household, we did own (and I still have) a copy of
 Everybody’s Pocket Companion: A Handy Reference Book of Astronomical, Biblical, Chemical, Geographical, Geometrical, Historical, Mathematical, Physical, Remedial, and Scientific Facts, Dates Worth Knowing, World Sports and Speeds Records, Mythological, Physiological, Monetary, Postal and General Information
 . It’s undated but seems to be from the early 1950s. Within its small pages, you could learn the capitals of all the French colonies, “various trigonometrical formulae,” and how to remove a wet ink stain. (Steep it in milk.)









我想了半天，想弄清自己为什么如此需要这本书。然后我猛然发现，自己大半辈子都在收集“记录事实的书”，无论它们是单卷还是成套。我甚至在街边淘到了1969年版《世界图书百科全书》里面的8本。我有首字母L的那卷，所以我能告诉你《世界图书百科全书》编辑如何看待当时发生在伦敦、洛杉矶、卢森堡的事，如何看待木材工业和儿童文学的前景[3]
 。例如，他们向“年纪较大的男孩女孩”强烈推荐米丽娅姆•古尔科的《不息的精神：埃德娜•圣文森特•米莱的一生》。但别问我首字母从D到K的事。









至于我为什么收集这些书，无疑与童年创伤有关。我在一个不爱读书的家庭长大，我们只有一本《所有人的口袋书：关于天文学、圣经、化学、地理、几何、历史、数学、物理、医疗和科学常识、约会须知、世界体育与速度记录、神话、生理、金融、邮政与常识的便携参考手册》，我今天还保存着这本书。书上没印日期，但看上去像是20世纪50年早期的书。在它小小的书页里，你能了解到所有法国殖民地的首都、“各种三角公式”，还有如何去除未干的墨迹（浸在牛奶里）。









Most of us, I suppose, like to think we have a good general knowledge. But knowledge is rarely “general” at all. It’s usually extremely specific. As an Englishman who’s been in the United States for well over a decade, I still find many of the questions on “Jeopardy!” distinctly parochial. You may know what American city has Chocolate Avenue running through it (Hershey, Pa.). But why would I? An American watching English quiz shows would feel equally adrift.



Similarly, books of facts always display localized preferences, cultural values, sometimes straightforward prejudices. My
 New American Cyclopaedia
 (1872) tells me that in 1855 there were 25,858 people in New York who could neither read nor write, and 21,378 of them were Irish. This may well have been true, but why exactly did it need to be emphasized? Well, I think we might hazard a guess.









我猜想，我们大多数人都自认为很有常识。但知识不只是“常识”，它往往非常确切。作为在美国生活了10多年的英国人，我至今仍觉得“危险边缘”[4]
 里许多问题带有明显的地域性。你或许知道巧克力大街横穿哪个美国城市（宾夕法尼亚州的赫尔希镇），但我为什么要知道？一个美国人看英国知识竞猜节目，也会同样觉得自己孤陋寡闻。











同样，记录事实的书总是带有地域倾向、文化价值观，有时还有赤裸裸的偏见。我的1872年版《新美国百科全书》告诉我，1855年纽约共有25858人没有读写能力，其中21378人是爱尔兰人。这可能是真事，但为什么要强调爱尔兰人？我们可以大胆猜测一下。[5]















With hindsight, we can always see through the dubious “authority” of such historical sources. Few things look as unstable as the rock-solid certainties of previous ages. Since encyclopedias are supposed to be balanced and disinterested, the bias often seems even more naked. Sometimes I wonder if the editors of my 1952
 Encyclopaedia Britannica
 ever regretted their assessment of William Faulkner: “It is naturalism run to seed, for it means nothing...In the hands of Faulkner brute fact leads to little but folly and despair.” Certainly the current editors of the
 Britannica
 reckoned some serious updating was required. In the online edition, we now read, “Some critics...have found his work extravagantly rhetorical and unduly violent, and there have been strong objections, especially late in the 20th century, to the perceived insensitivity of his portrayals of women and black Americans.” Note, however, that instead of a lofty judgment, we’re now given the opinion of these shadowy “some critics.”









作为事后诸葛亮，我们总能看透这类历史资料不可靠的“权威性”。过去发生的事看似稳如磐石，但很少有东西像它一样易变。百科全书通常被认为是公正客观的，所以书中的偏见往往显得更加赤裸裸。有时我想，我的1952年版《大英百科全书》的编辑们，是否会后悔自己对威廉•福克纳作的评价：“他走下坡路是自然的，因为他的作品毫无意义……在福克纳的笔下，残酷的事实只会导致愚蠢与绝望。”当然，《大英百科全书》如今的编辑认为内容要大幅更新。在百科全书网络版上，我们现在能读到：“一些批评家……认为他的作品辞藻过于华丽、内容过于极端。他对女性和黑人麻木不仁的描写引起了强烈抗议，特别是在20世纪晚期。”但请注意，我们现在读到的观点来自含糊其辞的“一些批评家”，而非编辑傲慢的评判。











The preface to the 1952
 Britannica
 says “experience indicates” that 75 percent of its material needs updating “only at long intervals” while the other 25 percent “requires constant revision.” Now there are online changes every day, with markers in the database to denote the comparative “volatility” of the entries, the executive editor, Michael Levy, told me.









However, changes are evidently still not to be undertaken lightly. According to the “article history,” the entry for Faulkner has been amended just four times since 2006, three of them the addition of Web site links. Wikipedia, where anyone can make changes, has a much more freewheeling attitude: 30 revisions for Faulkner in April 2010 alone, although some of them, of course, are simply undoing other people’s revisions.









Keen scholars can use these histories to track how our knowledge about the world and everything in it changes over time, but the rest of us use Wikipedia and similar repositories of facts mainly as a quick and very blunt research tool. This has its pitfalls. A school librarian friend who teaches research skills tells me (with despair) that her greatest struggle is getting students to do more than tap into Google. The corollary is that kids have also told her with complete confidence that the moon landings were fake and that 9/11 was an inside job. Their proof: It says so online.









1952年版《大英百科全书》的序言说，“经验表明”75%的资料“过很长时间才需要更新”，剩下25%的资料“需要不断修订”。执行编辑迈克尔•利维告诉我，现在《大英百科全书》的网络版每天都有变化，因为撰写词条的人会时不时调整内容。









然而，变化显然让人难以接受。根据“词条历史”，“福克纳”这个词条自2006年以来修改了4次，其中3次是增加网站链接。任何人都能修改的维基百科，态度更加随心所欲：“福克纳”词条仅在2010年4月就有30次修改，尽管其中一些只是把别人修订的地方改回来。












敏锐的学者会利用这些词条历史，追踪我们对世界和万物的知识如何随着时间而变化，其他人则主要把维基百科和类似的知识库作为快速而笨拙的检索工具。这存在隐患。我有个朋友在学校图书馆工作，教授研究技巧。她曾绝望地告诉我，她最头疼的事是让学生不要只用谷歌搜索资料。只用谷歌搜索资料的必然结果是，孩子们言之凿凿地告诉她，登月是场骗局，9
 •11事件其实是监守自盗。他们的证据是：网上是这么说的。









It’s sometimes tempting to see the Internet as a free-for-all where facts, conspiracy theories and downright lies are created equal, but hierarchies of one kind or another still operate. The last time I looked, a Google search yielded about 350,000 results for Edna St. Vincent Millay and 1.5 million for William Faulkner—pretty good numbers, until you see that Lady Gaga gets over 70 million.The name Dionsio Sanchez (probably a misprint of the suspiciously appropriate Dionisio) yields just 9 results, not all of them for the record-breaking wine drinker. As a matter of fact, Sanchez no longer appears in
 Guinness World Records
 either. As the current editor in chief, Craig Glenday, has said: “We’re not going to encourage that sort of thing today. That’s how people get hurt.”









Of course, ideas of what’s worth knowing, and even what’s interesting, are constantly changing: The fascination with trigonometrically formulas certainly seems to have receded. But in a world where ever fewer people care about, or even understand the nature of, fiction, where readers and viewers demand facts and reality, outdated books of supposedly impartial information can be a useful reminder of just how slippery facts are—as unreliable as the most unreliable narrator.









将互联网视为对所有人免费开放的平台，事实、阴谋论和彻底的谎言在网上平等存在，有时这么想很诱人，但这样那样的等级制度仍然存在。上次我看的时候，谷歌搜出了35万条关于埃德娜•圣文森特•米莱和150万条关于威廉•福克纳的结果——这是够多的，但你看到Lady Gaga的搜索结果有7000多万条之后，就会觉得它不值一提了。不过，迪恩西奥•桑切斯（或许印错了，怀疑是迪奥尼西奥）只有9个搜索结果，还不都是那个破纪录的酒徒。事实上，桑切斯已经不在《吉尼斯世界纪录》上了。《吉尼斯世界纪录》的现任主编克雷格•格伦迪说过：“现在我们不鼓励人们去做那种事，因为人们会受伤害。”









当然，值得了解或有趣的事情总在变化——看上去三角公式的魅力是衰退了。关注虚构的人越来越少，更别说理解虚构的本质了；读者和观察者都在追求事实和真相。不过，在这样一个世界上，被认为是公正记录信息的“逝实之书”的确很有用，它能提醒你，所谓的“事实”是多么不可靠——就像说话最不可信的人一样靠不住。









Douglas Adams once told me that shortly before he wrote
 The Hitchhike
 r’
 s Guide to the Galaxy
 he was working on a screenplay with the premise that all human civilization had been obliterated, except for a single copy of the
 Guinness book
 . Aliens from another planet tried to use it to reconstruct what life on Earth had been like: people sitting atop poles for 152 days at a time, eating 77 hamburgers at a sitting, talking nonstop for 127 hours.









The movie was never made, which I think was a great shame. The poster could have been emblazoned with the words “based on a true story.” All the facts were right there in the book, and you can’t argue with facts, can you?









道格拉斯•亚当斯曾经告诉我，写《银河系漫游指南》之前不久，他在写一个电影剧本。背景设定是：人类文明已经毁灭，只剩下一本《吉尼斯世界纪录》。来自另一个星球的人试图按这本书重造地球上原有的生命——人们能在柱子顶上静坐152天，一口气吃77个汉堡包，连续说话127小时。














这部电影始终未能拍成，我觉得很遗憾。“根据真实故事改编”本可为电影海报锦上添花。毕竟，事实都在书里写着呢，你总不能否认事实吧？









“逝实之书”的确能提醒你，所谓的“事实”是多么不可靠——就像说话最不可信的人一样靠不住。



Geoff Nicholson  杰夫•尼科尔森





[1]
 瓦斯拉夫.
 尼金斯基（Vaslav Nijinsky，1890—1950），震撼世界芭蕾舞坛的俄罗斯奇才。





[2]
 原文如此，事实上尼金斯基跳跃一次能在空中做12次这个动作。





[3]
 伦敦（London）、洛杉矶（Los Angeles）、卢森堡（Luxembourg）、木材工业（lumber industry）、儿童文学（literature for children）的英文名称都以“L”开头。





[4]
 “危险边缘”，美国最著名的智力竞猜节目。





[5]
 当时的美国人歧视爱尔兰人，因为绝大多数爱尔兰移民没有受过良好的教育。
















第三章 书香·杂趣








Epitaph

墓志铭









Benjamin Franklin



本杰明
 .
 富兰克林
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作者简介







本杰明
 .
 富兰克林（
 Benjamin Franklin
 ，
 1706—1790
 ），美国著名的政治家、外交家、哲学家、文学家，美国独立战争时期的伟大领袖。
 





富兰克林自幼成绩优异，但因家境贫寒而辍学，曾在印刷厂做学徒。学徒期间，他阅读了大量书籍，为日后踏上文学之路打下了基础。他以英国占星学家理查德
 .
 桑德斯（
 Richard Saunders
 ）的名义出版的《穷查理历书》（
 Poor Richard’s Almanack
 ）是当时美洲殖民地最畅销的小册子。他还是《独立宣言》（
 United States Declaration of Independence
 ）
 和《美国宪法》（
 The Constitution of the United States
 ）的起草者之一，是倡导自由精神的先驱。



1729
 年，富兰克林在参考类似作品的基础上，为自己撰写了这篇墓志铭。需要一提的是，此墓志铭并未使用，目前富兰克林的墓碑上只刻着他与爱妻的名字。本篇文字简短却意味深长，字里行间皆是爱书之情。正如作者所期望的，其作品一版再版，长存世间。能与这样的伟人一同泛游书海，实乃幸事。









The body of



Benjamin Franklin, printer,






Like the cover of an old book,



Its contents torn out,



And stript of its lettering and gilding,



Lies here, food for worms;



Yet the work itself shall not be lost,



For it will as he believed,



Appear once more



In a new and more beautiful edition,



Corrected and amended



By the author









本杰明·富兰克林，





印刷工一名，





他的身躯，





犹如旧书封面，内容损毁，





字迹斑驳，镀金脱落，





长眠于此，为虫所食。





但作品本身不会消失，





因为如他所愿，





经作者修订删改，





更新更美的版本，





有朝一日将重现人世。















Why Does Nobody Collect Me?

为何没人收藏我的作品？












Robert Benchley



罗伯特
 .
 本奇利
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作者简介
 





罗伯特
 .
 本奇利（Robert Benchley，1889—1945），散文作家、幽默作家、著名演员，《生活》（
 Life
 ）和《纽约客》（
 The New Yorker
 ）杂志戏剧评论家。



本奇利1912年毕业于哈佛大学。他经常把自己生活中的挫折拿出来大书特书。其作品包括《所有的事》（
 Of All Things
 ）、《我不知所措的十年》（
 My Ten Years in a Quandary
 ）等，大多嘲讽了中产阶级生活的可恶之事。他还制作并主演过多部喜剧短片，其中短片《如何入睡》（
 How to Sleep
 ）曾获奥斯卡奖。



本文最初发表于1934年9月的《版本记录》（
 The Colophon
 ），后收入1947年威廉
 .
 塔哥（William Targ）编撰的《爱书人的欢宴》（
 Carrousel for Bibliophiles
 ）。作者不乏自嘲地发问“我比海明威年纪大，作品也比他多得多。
 ......
 为啥就没人关注呢？”文中充满了反话和双关语，滑稽逗趣的文字令人捧腹。



[image: 21、Robert Benchley，Why Does Nobody Collect Me.tif]

 











Some months ago, while going through an old box of books looking for a pressed nasturtium, I came across a thin volume which, even to my dreamer’s instinct, seemed worth holding out, if only for purposes of prestige.









It was a first edition of Ernest Hemingway’s
 In Our Time
 , the edition brought out in Paris by the Three Mountains Press in 1924, while Hemingway was just “Old Ernie” who lived over the sawmill in the rue Notre Dames des Champs. I knew that it must be worth saving, because it said in the front that the edition consisted of one hundred and seventy copies, of which mine was number thirty-nine. That usually means something.









几个月前，为了寻找一朵夹在书里的旱金莲，我翻了一整箱旧书。在箱子里，我发现了一本薄薄的小册子。梦想家的直觉告诉我，如果为了使自己显得有面子，这本书值得珍藏。














那是欧内斯特•海明威《在我们的时代里》的初版本，1924年由巴黎三山出版社出版。当时，海明威还只是住在圣母院大街锯木厂楼上的“老欧尼”。我知道这本书值得收藏，因为书前写着，该书首印170本，我这本编号39。通常来说，这意义非凡。









It so happened that, a few weeks later, “Old Ernie” himself was using my room in New York as a hide-out from literary columnists and reporters during one of his stop-over visits between Africa and Key West. On such all-too-rare occasions he lends an air of virility to my dainty apartment which I miss sorely after he has gone and the furniture has been repaired.









More to interrupt his lion-hunting story than anything else, I brought out my copy of In Our Time and suggested that, in memory of happy days around the Anis Del Oso bowl at the Closerie des Lilas, it might be the handsome thing for him to inscribe a few pally sentiments on the fly-leaf. Not, as I took pains to explain to him, that I was a particular admirer of his work, so much as that I wanted to see if he really knew how to spell.









巧的是几周后，“老欧尼”在从非洲到基维斯特[1]
 的途中到我家短暂停留，躲避那些文学专栏作家和记者。这段不同寻常的日子里，他为我雅致的公寓增添了不少男子气概。他离开后，家具整修了一番。我心酸地怀念起公寓过去的样子。











为了不让他安心写那篇猎狮故事[2]
 ，我拿出《在我们的时代里》，建议他在扉页上写几句友情赠言，纪念我们在丁香园咖啡馆喝着茴香酒度过的欢乐时光。我告诉他，这事挺显风度。我煞费苦心地向他说明，自己是他的狂热粉丝。而事实上，我更想看他会不会拼写。











Encouraged by my obviously friendly tone, he took a pen in his chubby fist, dipped it in a bottle of bull’s blood, and wrote the following:









To Robert (“Garbage Bird”) Benchley,



hoping that he won’t wait for prices



to reach the peak—



from his friend,



Ernest (“—”) Hemingway









The “Garbage Bird” reference in connection with me was a familiarity he had taken in the past to describe my appearance in the early morning light of Montparnasse on certain occasions. The epithet applied to himself, which was unprintable except in Ulysses, was written deliberately to make it impossible for me to cash in on the book.









Then, crazed with success at defacing In Our Time, he took my first edition of A Farewell to Arms and filled in each blank in the text where Scribner’s had blushed and put a dash instead of the original word. I think that he supplied the original word in every case. In fact, I am sure of it.









On the fly-leaf of this he wrote:



To R. (G). B. from E. (—). H.



Corrected edition. Filled-in blanks.



Very valuable. Sell quick.












我的语气中充满了友好。在这显而易见的怂恿下，他用胖乎乎的手攥住一支笔，往牛血红酒[3]
 里蘸了蘸，一挥而就：











致罗伯特•（“废鸟”）•本奇利：





希望他没盼着





书价一飞冲天





好友：欧内斯特•（“——”）•海明威











“废鸟”是他以前给我起的绰号，用来形容我某次在蒙帕纳斯晨光映照下的模样。他自己的外号更是不登大雅之堂，只有在《尤利西斯》里才可能出现。他故意把那个绰号写上扉页，是存心不让我拿书卖钱。











成功“糟蹋”完《在我们的时代里》的面目之后，海明威意犹未尽，又把我的《永别了，武器》[4]
 初版本拿出来，把书里被删的词逐一还原。这些词曾让斯克里布纳出版社脸红心跳，全被该社换成了破折号。我猜想，他大概把每个词都改了回来。事实上，我很确信。









他在扉页上写道：





E. (——). H. 致 R. (G). B.[5]






修订版。补全空白。





非常值钱。祝速卖。











Now, oddly enough, I had never considered selling either book. I had known, in a general way, that a first edition of
 The Gutenberg Bible
 would be worth money, and that, if one could lay hands on an autographed copy of
 Canterbury Tales
 , it would be a good idea to tuck it away, but that a first edition of one of Ernie’s books could be the object of even Rabelaisian jesting as to its commercial value surprised and, in a vague sort of way, depressed me. Why are not my works matters for competitive bidding in the open market?









I am older than Hemingway, and have written more books than he has. And yet it is as much as my publishers and I can do to get people to pay even the list price for my books, to say nothing of a supplementary sum for rare copies. One of my works,
 Love Conquers All
 , is even out of print, and yet nobody shows any interest in my extra copy. I have even found autographed copies of my books in secondhand book shops, along with
 My Life and Times
 by Buffalo Bill. Doesn’t
 anybody
 care?









奇怪的是，我从未想过卖掉其中任何一本。我知道，《古登堡圣经》的初版一般都很值钱，而且如果谁能搞到签名版的《坎特伯雷故事集》，最好还是把它藏起来。不过，欧尼的初版书竟能卖到如此天价，足以成为拉伯雷式的笑话。我在吃惊之余，还感到莫名的郁闷。为什么我的作品公开拍卖就叫不上价呢？











我比海明威年长，作品也比他多。我和出版商竭尽全力，期待读者哪怕按标价付款也好。指望他们为稀缺版本多付点钱，就更是奢望了。我的大作《爱征服一切》几乎绝版，但我手头的存货却没人感兴趣。我甚至发现自己签过名的书躺在二手书店里，就在布法罗•比尔的《我的生活与时代》旁边。难道就没人在乎吗？











What is there about me and my work that repels collectors? I am handsome, in an unusual sort of way, and speak French fluently, even interspersing some of my writings with French phrases. True, some of my copy, as it goes to the printer, is not strictly orthodox in spelling and punctuation, but the proof-readers have always been very nice about it, and, by the time my books are out, there is nothing offensive to the eye about them. And yet I have been told by hospital authorities that more copies of my works are left behind by departing patients than those of any other author. It does seem as if people might at least take my books home with them.












...









But, until the collecting public comes to its senses, I seem to be saddled, not only with a set of mutilated galleys, but about twenty-five rare copies of my earlier works, each unique in its way. Possibly Hemingway would like them in return for the two books of his own that he has gone to so much trouble to render unsalable for me.









我和我的作品究竟哪里不好，吓跑了收藏者？从某个特殊角度看，我长得挺帅，我能说一口流利的法语，甚至能用法语为作品稍加点缀。的确，我的一些作品付梓之时，拼写和标点有点小毛病，但校对员都没抱怨什么。而且书出版以后，那些小错也不怎么碍眼。不过，医院负责人告诉我，出院病人留下的书里，我的作品总比别人的多。我还以为，人们至少会把我的书带回家呢。











……









不过看来直到收藏者普遍意识到我作品的价值，我将一直身负重担。我的重担包括一套残缺不全的校样，以及25本我的早期作品，每本都是“与众不同”的稀有版本。或许海明威愿意收藏我的上述大作，来报答我收藏他那两本被题词糟蹋、无法脱手的小书。









医院负责人告诉我，出院病人留下的书里，我的作品总比别人的多。我还以为，人们至少会把我的书带回家呢。



Robert Benchley  罗伯特•本奇利





[1]
 基维斯特（Key West），美国佛罗里达群岛最南边的一个岛屿和城市，是著名的旅游胜地。海明威的许多作品都在这里写成。





[2]
 “猎狮故事”指《非洲的青山》。1933年，海明威偕妻子和朋友去非洲狩猎，回来后便写了这部纪实作品。





[3]
 牛血红酒，匈牙利埃格尔出产的著名红酒。





[4]
 《永别了，武器》，海明威的代表作。





[5]
 R. (G). B.为罗伯特.
 “废鸟”.
 本奇利 [Robert (“Garbage Bird”) Benchley]的缩写，E. (——). H.为欧内斯特.
 “——”.
 海明威 [Ernest (“—”) Hemingway]的缩写。
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巴别图书馆






Jorge Luis Borges
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作者简介



豪尔赫
 .
 路易斯
 .
 博尔赫斯（Jorge Luis Borges，1899—1986），享誉世界的阿根廷诗人、翻译家、小说家，尤以短篇小说著称。他的短篇小说构思奇特、结构精巧、情节荒诞且充满幻想。此外，他的散文和艺术随笔同样成就不小。其代表作包括《小径分岔的花园》（
 The Garden of Forking Paths
 ）、《巴别图书馆》（
 The Library of Babel
 ）、《博尔赫斯口述》（
 Borges Oral
 ）等。



《巴别图书馆》是博尔赫斯用西班牙语写成的短篇小说，最初收入1941年的小说集《小径分岔的花园》，后收入1944年的《虚构集》（
 Fictions
 ）。本文节选自1962年的英译本。图书馆对博尔赫斯来说有不同寻常的意义：他先是在米格尔
 .
 卡内图书馆工作多年，后来担任阿根廷国立图书馆馆长直至退休。他最为人熟知的名言“我心中一直暗暗设想，天堂该是图书馆的模样”就与图书馆相关。



本文中，他以奇特的想象描绘了理想中的图书馆。在他的笔下，宇宙就是个图书馆，无穷无尽，极富变化。对爱书人来说，这或许是最令人神往之事。



[image: 22、Jorge Luis Borges，The Library of Babel.tif]

 











The universe (which others call the Library) is composed of an indefinite and perhaps infinite number of hexagonal galleries, with vast air shafts between, surrounded by very low railings. From any of the hexagons one can see, interminably, the upper and lower floors. The distribution of the galleries is invariable. Twenty shelves, five long shelves per side, cover all the sides except two; their height, which is the distance from floor to ceiling, scarcely exceeds that of a normal bookcase. One of the free sides leads to a narrow hallway which opens onto another gallery, identical to the first and to all the rest. To the left and right of the hallway there are two very small closets. In the first, one may sleep standing up; in the other, satisfy one’s fecal necessities. Also through here passes a spiral stairway, which sinks abysmally and soars upwards to remote distances. In the hallway there is a mirror which faithfully duplicates all appearances. Men usually infer from this mirror that the Library is not infinite (If it were, why this illusory duplication?); I prefer to dream that its polished surfaces represent and promise the infinite...Light is provided by some spherical fruit which bear the name of lamps. There are two, transversally placed, in each hexagon. The light they emit is insufficient, incessant.









宇宙（也有人称之为图书馆）由无穷无尽的六角书廊组成。书廊之间有巨大的通风井，周围是低矮的栏杆。从任何一个六角书廊放眼望去，皆可看见无限延伸的上下楼层。书廊的布置整齐划一，每间都有20个书架。除了两面墙之外，其余四面墙边各有5个长书架。每个书架都从地面一直顶到天花板，比普通书架略高一些。在没有摆书架的其中一面墙上，有一条通往另一间六角书廊的狭窄走道。所有的六角书廊都一模一样。走道左右有两个很小的房间，一间可供人站着睡觉，另一间则做厕所使用。这里还有一座螺旋形的楼梯，上通碧落，下抵黄泉。走道中还有一面镜子，能真实地复制一切。人们通常依此推断，图书馆并非无限。（如果图书馆是无限的，为何还有复制的幻象？）我更乐于想象，镜子光滑的表面反映了无尽，预示着无限……光线来自一些名叫“灯”的球状物体。每个六角书廊都横置着两盏这样的灯。它们发出的光线微弱而持久。









Like all men of the Library, I have traveled in my youth; I have wandered in search of a book, perhaps the catalogue of catalogues; now that my eyes can hardly decipher what I write, I am preparing to die just a few leagues from the hexagon in which I was born. Once I am dead, there will be no lack of pious hands to throw me over the railing; my grave will be the fathomless air; my body will sink endlessly and decay and dissolve in the wind generated by the fall, which is infinite. I say that the Library is unending. The idealists argue that the hexagonal rooms are a necessary form of absolute space or, at least, of our intuition of space. They reason that a triangular or pentagonal room is inconceivable. (The mystics claim that their ecstasy reveals to them a circular chamber containing a great circular book, whose spine is continuous and which follows the complete circle of the walls; but their testimony is suspect; their words, obscure. This cyclical book is God.) Let it suffice now for me to repeat the classic dictum:
 The Library is a sphere whose exact center is any one of its hexagons and whose circumference is inaccessible.












...









与图书馆里的所有人一样，我年轻时也曾旅行。我曾为寻找一本书——或许是目录的总目录——而漫游；而如今，我已很难看清自己写下的文字，准备在自己出生的六角书廊附近死去。我死后，将有虔诚之手将我扔过栏杆；我的墓穴将是深不可测的天空；我的身体将不断坠落，并在无限的坠落中随风而散，化为无形。我说图书馆是无穷无尽的。理想主义者则声称，六角形房间是绝对空间[1]
 的必要形式，或者至少是人类空间直觉的必要形式。他们分析，三角形或五角形的房间是不可思议的。（神秘主义者则宣称，他们在迷幻状态下看见一个环形的房间，里面有一本环形的大书，它的书脊沿着环形墙壁连续不断。但他们的证词十分可疑；他们的话语含糊不清。这本循环的书是上帝。）现在让我重申那句经典格言：图书馆是个球体，以任意六角书廊为圆心，圆周长不可测。











……









Five hundred years ago, the chief of an upper hexagon came upon a book as confusing as the others, but which had nearly two pages of homogeneous lines. He showed his find to a wandering decoder who told him the lines were written in Portuguese; others said they were Yiddish. Within a century, the language was established: a Samoyedic Lithuanian dialect of Guarani, with classical Arabian inflections. The content was also deciphered: some notions of combinative analysis, illustrated with examples of variations with unlimited repetition. These examples made it possible for a librarian of genius to discover the fundamental law of the Library. This thinker observed that all the books, no matter how diverse they might be, are made up of the same elements: the space, the period, the comma, the twenty-two letters of the alphabet. He also alleged a fact which travelers have confirmed:
 In the vast Library there are no two identical books
 . From these two incontrovertible premises he deduced that the Library is total and that its shelves register all the possible combinations of the twenty-odd orthographical symbols (a number which, though extremely vast, is not infinite): Everything: the minutely detailed history of the future, the archangels’ autobiographies, the faithful catalogues of the Library, thousands and thousands of false catalogues, the demonstration of the fallacy of those catalogues, the demonstration of the fallacy of the true catalogue, the Gnostic gospel of Basilides, the commentary on that gospel, the commentary on the commentary on that gospel, the true story of your death, the translation of every book in all languages, the interpolations of every book in all books.









500年前，上层六角书廊的主管偶然看见一本像其他书一样令人费解的书，但其中近两页中的句子是类似的。他向一位云游四海的破译员请教自己的发现。那个人告诉他，这些句子是葡萄牙语写成的；也有人认为那是意第绪语。一个世纪之内，那种语言得到了确认——萨摩耶——立陶宛语的瓜拉尼方言，带有传统阿拉伯语的屈折变化。句子内容也得到了破译：一些综合分析的概念，用无限重复又有变化的事例加以阐释。这些事例使得一位天才图书馆员发现了图书馆的基本法则。这位思考者发现，所有的书无论有多大差别，都由相同的要素组成：空格、句号、逗号和字母表里的22个字母。他还指出了一个已得到旅行者确认的事实：浩瀚无边的图书馆里，没有两本完全相同的书。从这两个无可争议的前提出发，他得出了结论：图书馆无所不包，架上的书穷尽了20多个书写符号的一切组合。（这个数字尽管庞大，却并非无穷。）这些字母组合能表达一切，包括未来的详尽历史、天使长的自传、图书馆的真实书目、成千上万的伪书目、对伪书目中问题的论证、对真书目中问题的论证、巴西里德斯的诺斯底福音[2]
 、对这个福音的评论、对这些评论的评论、关于你死亡的真相、每本书的所有语言的译本以及所有书里的增补部分。












When it was proclaimed that the Library contained all books, the first impression was one of extravagant happiness. All men felt themselves to be the masters of an intact and secret treasure. There was no personal or world problem whose eloquent solution did not exist in some hexagon. The universe was justified; the universe suddenly usurped the unlimited dimensions of hope. At that time a great deal was said about the Vindications: books of apology and prophecy which vindicated for all time the acts of every man in the universe and retained prodigious arcana for his future. Thousands of the greedy abandoned their sweet native hexagons and rushed up the stairways, urged on by the vain intention of finding their Vindication. These pilgrims disputed in the narrow corridors, proffered dark curses, strangled each other on the divine stairways, flung the deceptive books into the air shafts, met their death cast down in a similar fashion by the inhabitants of remote regions. Others went mad…The Vindications exist (I have seen two which refer to persons of the future, to persons who are perhaps not imaginary) but the searchers did not remember that the possibility of a man’s finding his Vindication, or some treacherous variation thereof, can be computed as zero.









人们得知图书馆收藏了所有的书时，第一反应便是感到幸福满溢。所有人都觉得自己是一座保存完好的神秘宝库的主人。所有的私人问题或关于世界的疑问都能在某些六角书廊里找到可靠的解答。宇宙合理化了，人类希望的无限维度却突然受到了宇宙的限制。那时有很多用于辩护的书：忏悔书和预言书。那些书总是为宇宙中每个人的行为辩解，并记录着有关每个人未来的奥秘。成千上万贪婪的人试图为自己寻找辩护。受到这种徒劳企图的驱使，他们放弃了自己温馨的六角书廊，冲上楼梯。这些朝圣者在狭窄的走道里争论不休，恶语相向，在神圣的楼梯上相互厮杀，把骗人的书本扔进通风管。他们自己则被远方居民以同样的方式扔进通风管，死于非命。还有些人疯了……辩护确实存在。（我看见过两本关于未来人类的辩护书，那些人不像是虚构出来的。）但搜索者忘记了一点：找到为自己辩护的书，或是一些不可靠的替代品的可能性可能为零。









At that time it was also hoped that a clarification of humanity’s basic mysteries—the origin of the Library and of time—might be found. It is verisimilar that these grave mysteries could be explained in words: if the language of philosophers is not sufficient, the multiform Library will have produced the unprecedented language required, with its vocabularies and grammars. For four centuries now men have exhausted the hexagons...There are official searchers, inquisitors. I have seen them in the performance of their function: they always arrive extremely tired from their journeys; they speak of a broken stairway which almost killed them; they talk with the librarian of galleries and stairs; sometimes they pick up the nearest volume and leaf through it, looking for infamous words. Obviously, no one expects to discover anything.









As was natural, this inordinate hope was followed by an excessive depression. The certitude that some shelf in some hexagon held precious books and that these precious books were inaccessible, seemed almost intolerable. A blasphemous sect suggested that the searches should cease and that all men should juggle letters and symbols until they constructed, by an improbable gift of chance, these canonical books. The authorities were obliged to issue severe orders. The sect disappeared, but in my childhood I have seen old men who, for long periods of time, would hide in the latrines with some metal disks in a forbidden dice cup and feebly mimic the divine disorder.












那时，人们还希望找到对人类基本奥秘——图书馆和时间起源——的解释。这些严肃的奥秘似乎真的可以用文字解释：如果哲学家的语言不足以表达，那么，各种各样的图书馆会提供所需的语言，一种前所未见的语言，包含词汇和语法。400年来，人们已踏遍所有六角书廊……官方搜索者被称为“稽查员”。我见过他们工作的情形：他们到达目的地时总是筋疲力尽；他们谈起断裂的楼梯差点害自己丧命；他们与图书馆员谈论书廊和楼梯；他们有时会拿起身边的书随意翻阅，寻找伤风败俗的字眼。显然，他们不指望能发现什么。









自然而然，过分的希望带来的是极度的失望。一种笃定的观点认为，某个六角书廊的某个书架上藏有珍本，但这些珍本人手难及。这个观点似乎让人难以接受。一个亵渎神明的教派建议人们停止搜索，提议所有人随意摆弄字母和符号，直到它们在不太可能的机缘巧合中组合成符合教义的书。官方被迫颁布严格的法令。这个教派消失了。但在我小时候的很长一段时间里，我曾见过老人躲在厕所里，用被禁的骰盅摇着金属片，有气无力地模拟神界的混乱。









Others, inversely, believed that it was fundamental to eliminate useless works. They invaded the hexagons, showed credentials which were not always false, leafed through a volume with displeasure and condemned whole shelves: their hygienic, ascetic furor caused the senseless perdition of millions of books. Their name is execrated, but those who deplore the “treasures” destroyed by this frenzy neglect two notable facts. One: the Library is so enormous that any reduction of human origin is infinitesimal. The other: every copy is unique, irreplaceable, but (since the Library is total) there are always several hundred thousand imperfect facsimiles: works which differ only in a letter or a comma. Counter to general opinion, I venture to suppose that the consequences of the Purifiers’ depredations have been exaggerated by the horror these fanatics produced. They were urged on by the delirium of trying to reach the books in the Crimson Hexagon: books whose format is smaller than usual, all-powerful, illustrated and magical.









相反，另一些人相信根除没用的书是关键。他们闯进六角书廊，出示或真或假的身份证件，满怀怒气地翻翻一本书，然后给所有的书架定罪。他们卫道士、苦行僧般的狂热，导致上百万本书莫名其妙地毁于一旦。他们的名字遭人咒骂，但那些谴责“珍宝”毁于狂热的人，忽视了两个明显的事实。其一，图书馆如此庞大，任何人为的削减都微不足道。其二，每本书都独一无二、无可替代，但由于图书馆无所不包，总能找到几十万本略有瑕疵的复制品。它们与原书的差别，不过是一个字母或一个逗号。我斗胆设想——这个设想与人们普遍的观点相反——这些清道夫蹂躏书籍带来的影响，被狂热分子营造的恐怖气氛夸大了。他们受到狂热的驱使，试图得到深红色六角书廊中的书。那些书的开本略小于普通书籍，书中蕴含无穷力量，配有插图，带有魔力。











We also know of another superstition of that time: that of the Man of the Book. On some shelf in some hexagon (men reasoned) there must exist a book which is the formula and perfect compendium of all the rest: some librarian has gone through it and he is analogous to a god. In the language of this zone vestiges of this remote functionary’s cult still persist. Many wandered in search of Him. For a century they have exhausted in vain the most varied areas. How could one locate the venerated and secret hexagon which housed Him? Someone proposed a regressive method: To locate book A, consult first book B which indicates A’s position; to locate book B, consult first a book C, and so on to infinity...In adventures such as these, I have squandered and wasted my years. It does not seem unlikely to me that there is a total book on some shelf of the universe; I pray to the unknown gods that a man—just one, even though it were thousands of years ago! —may have examined and read it. If honor and wisdom and happiness are not for me, let them be for others. Let heaven exist, though my place be in hell. Let me be outraged and annihilated, but for one instant, in one being, let Your enormous Library be justified.












...









我们还知道那时的另一种迷信，即相信存在“书人”。（人们推断）在某个六角书廊的某个书架上，存在这样一本书——这本书是其余所有书的模板和完美纲要。某位图书馆员曾读过此书，而后变得近似于神。对这个人的古老的狂热崇拜，在此区域遗留的语言中仍然存在。许多人四处寻找这个人。一个世纪以来，他们筋疲力尽地走遍各地，却一无所获。如何找到他住过的那间受人崇敬的神秘六角书廊？有人提议用倒推法：为了找到甲书，先查看标出甲书位置的乙书；为找乙书，先看丙书；以此类推，直至无穷……在这样的探索中，我挥霍了多少光阴。在我看来，在宇宙的某个书架上，确实有一本无所不包之书。我向未知的神明祷告，祈盼已有人调查并读过此书——哪怕只有一个人，哪怕是在数千年之前。让荣誉、智慧、幸福属于别人吧——如果它们不属于我。让天堂存在吧，即使我身处地狱。让我遭受侮辱、陷入毁灭吧，只要有那么一瞬，通过一人之身，能证明伟大的图书馆确实存在。









……









The methodical task of writing distracts me from the present state of men. The certitude that everything has been written negates us or turns us into phantoms. I know of districts in which the young men prostrate themselves before books and kiss their pages in a barbarous manner, but they do not know how to decipher a single letter. Epidemics, heretical conflicts, peregrinations which inevitably degenerate into banditry, have decimated the population. I believe I have mentioned suicides, more and more frequent with the years. Perhaps my old age and fearfulness deceive me, but I suspect that the human species—the unique species—is about to be extinguished, but the Library will endure: illuminated, solitary, infinite, perfectly motionless, equipped with precious volumes, useless, incorruptible, secret.









I have just written the word “infinite.” I have not interpolated this adjective out of rhetorical habit; I say that it is not illogical to think that the world is infinite. Those who judge it to be limited postulate that in remote places the corridors and stairways and hexagons can conceivably come to an end—which is absurd. Those who imagine it to be without limit forget that the possible number of books does have such a limit. I venture to suggest this solution to the ancient problem: The Library is unlimited and cyclical. If an eternal traveler were to cross it in any direction, after centuries he would see that the same volumes were repeated in the same disorder (which, thus repeated, would be an order: the Order).









有条不紊的写作任务让我不再关注人类的现状。一种笃定的观点认为，万物都已被写尽。这种观点抹杀了人类的存在，或将我们化为幻影。我知道在有些地方，年轻人拜倒在书前，粗野地亲吻书页，但他们一个字母都不认识。传染病、异教冲突以及游历不可避免地导致盗寇横行，使人口数量骤减。我相信，我提到了近年来愈发频繁的自杀行为。或许高龄和恐惧欺骗了我，但我怀疑，人类这个独一无二的物种将走向灭亡，图书馆却将永存——它发出光芒、遗世独立、无穷无尽、安然静止，深藏无用、不朽、秘密的珍贵书籍。











我刚写下“无穷无尽”这个词。我插入这个形容词，并非出于修辞的习惯；我认为，“世界无边无际”这个想法合乎逻辑。那些认为“世界有限”的人假设在某个遥远的地方，走道、楼梯、六角书廊都有尽头——这真是荒谬。那些想象“世界无限”的人，忘记了书籍的数量或许有限。我斗胆为这个古老的问题给出解答：图书馆没有止境且周而复始。如果一位永生的旅行者朝任意方向穿越图书馆，许多个世纪之后，他会看见同样的书以同样的无序再次出现。（这种无序一旦重复，便形成了秩序，即“规律”。）














我怀疑，人类这个独一无二的物种将走向灭亡，图书馆却将永存——它发出光芒、遗世独立、无穷无尽、安然静止，深藏无用、不朽、秘密的珍贵书籍。



Jorge Luis Borges  豪尔赫•路易斯•博尔赫斯





[1]
 物理学概念，牛顿认为宇宙中存在一个与任何物体均无相互作用，而且永远静止的空间，即“绝对空间”。





[2]
 诺斯底福音，受诺斯底派影响写成的福音书，被正统教派视为异端和“伪福音”。
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作者简介









翁贝托
 .
 埃科（Umberto Eco，1932—），意大利小说家、文学批评家、符号学家、历史学家，被《剑桥意大利文学史》（
 Cambridge History of Italian Literature
 ）誉为“20世纪后半期最耀眼的意大利作家”。



埃科凭借描写中世纪修道院阴谋的长篇小说《玫瑰的名字》（
 The Name of the Rose
 ）蜚声世界文坛。该书被译为35种文字、全球销量数千万册，使埃科跻身一流后现代主义小说家之列。他接下来的小说《傅科摆》（
 Foucault’s Pendulum
 ）、《昨日之岛》（
 The Island of the Day Before
 ）也很畅销。他还著有大量学术著作和散文，如《翻译与过度翻译》（
 Interpretation and Overinterpretation
 ）、《悠游小说林》（
 Six Walks in the Fictional Woods
 ）等。他在欧洲已成为知识和教养的象征，在中国的人气也节节攀升。



本篇选自埃科1994年出版的作品集《带着鲑鱼去旅行》（
 How to Travel with a Salmon and Other Essays
 ）。文中以戏谑的口吻调侃了图书馆各项不近人情的制度，极富黑色幽默感。
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1. The various catalogues must be housed as far apart as possible from one another. All care must be taken to separate the catalogue of books from that of periodicals, and these two from the catalogue by subject; similarly, the recent acquisitions must be kept well away from older collections. If possible, the spelling in the two catalogues (recent acquisitions and older collections) must be different. In the recent acquisitions, for example,
 pajama
 should be spelled with an
 a
 , in the older,
 pyjama
 with a y.
 Chaikovski
 in recent acquisitions will follow the Library of Congress system; in the older catalogue the name will be spelled in the old-fashioned way, with
 Tch
 .












2. The subjects must be determined by the librarian. On their copyright pages the books must bear no indication of the subjects under which they are to be listed.









3. Call numbers should be impossible to decipher and, if possible, very complex, so that anyone filling out a call slip will never have room to include the last line of numbers and will assume they are irrelevant. Then the desk attendant will hand the slip back to him with the admonition to fill it out properly.









4. The time between request and delivery must be as long as possible.









5. Only one book should be released at a time.









1. 不同种类的书目，放得越远越好。书籍目录和期刊目录必须分开放，且不能与主题目录[1]
 放在一起。同样，新旧书籍也必须分开放。如果可能的话，新旧书籍编目的拼写方式也得有所区别。例如，“睡衣”这个词在新编目要用a，拼成pajama；在旧编目则要用y，拼成pyjama。“柴可夫斯基”在新编目里要按国会图书馆分类体系[2]
 的拼法，拼成Chaikovski；在旧编目里则要按老式拼法，以Tch开头。











2. 书籍类别应由图书馆员确定，须与版权页标注的类别毫无关联。











3. 图书编号应该难以破译，尽可能复杂。如此一来，读者填借书单时就会写不下最后一行数字，便觉得它们无关紧要。这样，图书馆员就能把借书单退回，警告读者正确填写。











4. 从递单到取书的间隔必须尽可能地长。











5. 一次只许借一本书。









6. The books distributed by the attendant after the request form has been properly submitted cannot be taken into the reference room, so the scholars must divide their working life into two fundamental aspects: reading on the one hand and reference consultation on the other. The library must discourage, as conducive to strabismus, any crossover tendencies or attempts at the simultaneous reading of several books.









7. Insofar as possible, no photocopier should be available; if such a machine does exist, access to it must be made very time-consuming and toilsome, fees should be higher than those in any neighborhood copy shop, and the maximum number of copied pages permitted should not exceed two or three.









8. The librarian must consider the reader an enemy, a waster of time (otherwise he or she would be at work), and a potential thief.









9. The reference librarian’s office must be impregnable.









10. Loans must be discouraged.









6. 读者把借书单填写完整并成功提交后，才能借到书，但此书不能带进参考书阅览室。因此，研究者不得不把工作分成两块：看其他书时不能查参考书，查参考书时不能看其他书。图书馆绝不鼓励读者同时阅读多本书，因为这可能导致斜视。














7. 馆内尽可能不提供复印机。如果已有复印机，就让人用起来费时费力。复印价格务必高于附近所有复印店，且最多只许印2到3页。











8. 图书馆员必须把读者视为敌人、浪费时间的家伙（要不然，他为什么不去工作，而跑来借书？）和潜在的小偷。











9. 参考馆员[3]
 的办公室必须固若金汤。











10. 绝不鼓励外借书籍。











11. Interlibrary loans must be impossible or, at best, must require months. The ideal course, in any event, is to ensure the impossibility of discovering the contents of other libraries.









12. Given this policy, theft must be very easy.









13. Opening hours must coincide precisely with local office hours, determined by foresighted discussions with trade union officials and the Chamber of Commerce; total closing on Saturday, Sunday, evenings, and mealtimes goes without saying. The library’s worst enemy is the employed student; its best friend is Thomas Jefferson, someone who has a large personal library and therefore no need to visit the public library (to which he may nevertheless bequeath his books at his death).









14. It must be impossible to find any refreshment inside the library, under any circumstances; and it must also be impossible to leave the library to seek sustenance elsewhere without first returning all books in use, so that, after having a cup of coffee, the student must fill out requests for them again.









15. It must be impossible on a given day to find the book one had been using the day before.









11. 必须杜绝跨馆借阅，或借阅一次要花几个月。最理想的状态是，不让读者知道别的图书馆有哪些藏书。











12. 此规章制度须便于小偷行窃。











13. 图书馆开放时间须与当地工作时间一致，这是工会与商会共同作出的前瞻性决定，周六日、晚间、用餐时间理所应当闭馆。图书馆最坏的敌人莫过于兼职学生；最好的朋友莫过于托马斯•杰斐逊——这类人拥有大量私人藏书，无须造访公共图书馆，甚至可能将书遗赠至此。











14. 无论如何都不能让人在图书馆里找到便餐。读者只有先归还手中的书，才能出门填饱肚子。因此，出门喝杯咖啡回来，必须要重填借书单。











15. 务必让人找不到前一天看过的书。 









16. It must be impossible to learn who has a book that is currently out on loan.












17. If possible, no rest rooms.









18. Ideally, the reader should be unable to enter the library. If he does actually enter, exploiting with tedious insistence a right, granted on the basis of the principles of 1789, that has nevertheless not been assimilated by the collective sensibility, he must never, ever—with the exception of rapid visits to the reference shelves—be allowed access to the sanctum of the stacks.









CONFIDENTIAL NOTE:



All staff must be affected by physical defects, as it is the duty of a public institution to offer job opportunities to handicapped citizens (the fire department is considering an extension of this rule to its ranks). In particular, the ideal librarian should limp, in order to lengthen the time devoted to receiving the call slip, descending into the basement, and returning. For personnel expected to use ladders to reach the shelves more than eight meters above the ground, it is required that missing arms be replaced by prosthetic hooks, for security reasons. Personnel lacking both upper limbs will deliver the requested volume by gripping it in their teeth (library regulations tend to prevent the delivery of volumes in a format larger than octavo).









16. 务必查不到某本书目前被谁借走。









17. 尽可能不设洗手间。









18. 最理想的状况是，读者根本无法进入图书馆。万一读者执意强调1789年宪法赋予的个人权利（这种权利与集体认知格格不入），硬是闯进了门，也绝不许他踏入书库这片神圣禁地，顶多让他匆匆扫一眼参考书架。









保密须知：



图书馆工作人员须为残障人士，因为公共机构有义务为其提供就业机会（消防部门也理应如此）。特别是，最好由跛子担任图书馆员，以便延长收借书单和进出地下书库的时间。工作人员如需架梯登上8米多高的书架，为了安全起见，其残臂须换成铁钩手。无臂馆员可用牙叼书，递给读者（馆规禁止递送大于8开的书籍）。









图书馆员必须把读者视为敌人、浪费时间的家伙和潜在的小偷。



Umberto Eco  翁贝托•埃科





[1]
 主题目录，一种档案目录，按特定专题以一定次序编排而成。





[2]
 国会图书馆分类体系，美国图书馆的两大分类体系之一，广泛应用于美国和一些国家的图书馆。





[3]
 参考馆员，图书馆读者服务方面的专有名词，其职责是为用户提供信息咨询服务。
















Fifteen Books We Would Memorize if

We Were the “Living Books” Characters

in Ray Bradbury’s Novel Fahrenheit 451

《华氏451度》的选择






Rob Kaplan



罗布
 .
 卡普兰



      







作者简介









罗布
 .
 卡普兰（Rob Kaplan），美国资深编辑，从事图书出版行业达25年之久，1998年以自己的名字命名设立了一家出版社。他和美国另一位著名编辑哈罗德•拉宾诺维茨（Harold Rabinowitz）合编过《一派书心》（
 A Passion for Books
 ），收集了爱书人关于读书、寻书、借书、藏书的种种故事，有小说，有散文，也有幽默小品，足见其爱书之深。



本文选自1999年出版的《一派书心》。文中提及，美国科幻小说家雷
 .
 道格拉斯
 .
 布雷德伯里（Ray Douglas Bradbury）为小说《华氏451度》（
 Fahrenheit 451
 ）设置了如下背景：千禧年前后，世上书籍面临灭顶之灾，爱书人决定通过背诵保存典籍，但每个人的记忆有限，故必须有所取舍。卡普兰受此启发，选出了15本他认为最值得传诵的书籍。同为爱书人，你又将如何选择？
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In 1953 Ray Bradbury’s futuristic novel,
 Fahrenheit 451
 , was published. It was about a world in which books have been outlawed and the government employs “firemen” to burn libraries and destroy all books (which catch fire at a temperature of 451 degrees Fahrenheit).









The solution of those few insurgents devoted to books was to memorize and actually become the classics they wished to preserve, retelling them verbatim to others. The vision was profoundly disturbing to all book lovers (Bradbury delights in doing that), but it set the editors to thinking: which books would they want to become? These books are not presented as the most important, or the most influential, or the greatest—or any such noble description. They are the books that we feel have become so much a part of us that if we ever found ourselves forced to, we could memorize them in order to preserve them.









1.
 The Sun Also Rises
 by Ernest Hemingway









2.
 Catch-22
 by Joseph Heller









3.
 Night
 by Elie Wiesel









4.
 1984
 by George Orwell









5.
 The Sound and the Fury
 by William Faulkner









6.
 Atlas Shrugged
 by Ayn Rand









7.
 April Morning
 by Howard Fast









8.
 The Great Gatsby
 by F. Scott Fitzgerald


















9.
 Catcher in the Rye
 by J. D. Salinger









10.
 A Separate Peace
 by John Knowles
 











1.《太阳照常升起》  作者：欧内斯特•海明威





【你们都是迷惘的一代。】











2.《第22条军规》  作者：约瑟夫•海勒





【如果你能证明自己发疯，那说明你没疯。】











3.《夜》  作者：埃利•维瑟尔





【这是一个15岁孩子的记忆，它讲述的是死亡，却给予我们生的力量。】





4.《1984》  作者：乔治•奥威尔





【多一个人看奥威尔，就多了一份自由的保障。】











5.《喧哗与骚动》  作者：威廉•福克纳





【人生如痴人说梦，充满着喧哗与骚动，却没有任何意义。】











6.《阿特拉斯耸耸肩》  作者：艾恩•兰德





【自私是种美德。】











7.《四月的早晨》  作者：霍华德•法斯特





【战争的畸变，让一个男孩瞬间成长。】











8.《了不起的盖茨比》  作者：弗兰西斯•司各特•菲茨杰拉德





【人生如烟花般，璀璨只是一瞬，幻灭才是永恒。】











9.《麦田里的守望者》  作者：杰罗姆•大卫•塞林格





【我只想当个麦田里的守望者。】











10.《独自和解》  作者：约翰•诺尔斯





【我无法摆脱一种感觉：这是我自己的葬礼，人在自己的葬礼上是无法哭泣的。】











11.
 Demian
 by Hermann Hesse















12.
 Cat’ s Cradle
 by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.















13.
 To Kill a Mockingbird
 by Harper Lee















14.
 Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
 by James Joyce















15.
 Time and Again
 by Jack Finney









11.《彷徨少年时》  作者：赫尔•黑塞






【人人都背负诞生时的残余，背负来自原初世界的黏液和蛋壳，直到生命的终点。】









12.《猫的摇篮》  作者：库尔特•冯内古特



【当人类的愚蠢和冷漠与他们的技术能力相结合时，会造成何等可怕的危险。】









13.《杀死一只知更鸟》  作者：哈珀•李



【善良与正义是一种教养。】









14.《青年艺术家的肖像》  作者：詹姆斯•乔伊斯



【乔伊斯接下来的巨著如《尤利西斯》与《芬尼根守灵夜》都是本书的续篇。】









15.《时又重来》  作者：杰克•芬尼



【科幻推理小说。主角谋杀敌人的方法是，回到过去，阻止敌人的父母相遇。】



















Yes, But Is It Art?




好吧，但这真是文学吗？








C. Alan Joyce & Sarah Janssen



C. 艾伦
 .
 乔伊斯   萨拉
 .
 詹森













作者简介









C. 艾伦
 .
 乔伊斯（C. Alan Joyce），自由撰稿人、图书编辑，热爱与书籍相关的一切，拥有多年图书出版经验，曾任《世界年鉴》（
 The World Almanac and Book of Facts
 ）主编，《纽约时报年鉴》（
 The New York Times Almanac
 ）和《纽约时报基本知识指南》（
 The New York Times Guide to Essential Knowledge
 ）的执行主编。



萨拉
 .
 詹森（Sarah Janssen），《世界年鉴》编辑，主要负责艺术与传媒、消费者信息、历史、体育等方面内容。



本文选自2009年出版的《书页之间》（
 Under the Covers and Between the Sheets
 ）。书海之大，无奇不有：有些书没有动词，有些书没有标点，有些书甚至通篇不出现某个字母。这些另类作品仿佛罕见生物，让浩瀚书海更加多姿多彩。观赏奇书的体验或许不亚于一次冒险旅行。
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You thought
 Moby Dick
 was tough reading? Try these on for size: These are works of serious literature, where some are written without verbs, without punctuation...Or even without the letter “e”.









James Joyce, Finnegan’s Wake (1939):
 





Joyce said that this opaque and multilayered text was meant “to keep the critics busy for three hundred years” (so check back with us in 2239, when all its secrets will presumably have been uncovered). The text draws inspiration from the historical theories of Italian philosopher Giambattista Vico; forms a closed narrative loop, with the first sentence of the book completing the final sentence; and makes liberal use of invented words, derived from dozens of languages. Among these are a collection of hundred-letter words representing “thunderclaps,” which announce the start of each age of history. (Eg: Bababadalgharaghtakamminarronnkonnbronntonnerronntuonnthunntrovarrhounawnskawntoohoohoordenenthurnuk.) What could be simpler?









你觉得《白鲸记》晦涩难读？试试这些作品是否合适：它们都是严肃文学作品，有的不用动词，有的没有标点……有的甚至不出现字母e[1]
 。











詹姆斯
 • 乔伊斯，《芬尼根守灵夜》（1939）





乔伊斯表示，这部晦涩难懂、有多重含义的作品旨在“让评论家忙上300年”（因此到2239年，也就是书中一切秘密都被揭晓时，记得回来找我们）。这部作品的灵感来自意大利哲学家詹巴蒂斯塔 • 维柯的历史理论。全书的叙事构成一个封闭循环[2]
 ，第一句话与最后一句话相接。书中还随意使用源于多种语言的自创词。其中有一个用100个字母拼成的词，意为“雷声”，用于宣告历史上每个时代的开端（如：Bababadalgharaghtakamminarronnkonnbronntonnerronnt-uonnthunntrovarrhounawnskawntoohoohoordenenthurnuk）[3]
 。还能更简单点吗？












Ernest Vincent Wright, Gadsby: Champion of Youth (1939):



Though many writers had written shorter works under similar conditions, Wright challenged himself to write a complete novel without using the letter “e”: The 50,110-word
 Gadsby
 is the staggering result. The preface notes that as he wrote, “a whole army of litter E’s gathered around my desk, all eagerly expecting to be called upon.” Years later, Georges Perec accepted the same challenge, producing
 La Disparition
 (A Void) in 1969. The French original and English translation also omitted the letter “e”—but the Spanish translation omitted “a”, the most common letter in that language, instead.









Jerzy Andrzejewski, Bramy Raju (Gates of Paradise) (1961):



Andrzejewski’s serious novella about the Children’s Crusade of 1212 clocks in at 40,000 words...but only one sentence, with no punctuation except commas.









欧内斯特 • 文森特 • 赖特，《加兹比：青年冠军》（1939）





尽管不少作家都写过类似的短篇作品，但赖特对自己发起挑战，写了一部通篇不带字母e的小说。《加兹比》长达50110个词，这一结果令人瞠目结舌。作者在前言中写道：“一支字母e组成的军队集结在我的桌旁，眼巴巴地期待我的征召。”[4]
 多年后，乔治 • 佩雷克接受了同样的挑战，在1969年写出了小说《消失》。该书的法文原版和英文译本都没用字母e，西班牙译本则没用这种语言最常见的字母a。











耶日 •  安杰耶夫斯基，《天堂之门》（1961）





安杰耶夫斯基的这部中篇严肃小说用40000字记录了1212年儿童十字军东征……但只用了一句话。除了逗号，没有用其他标点。











Viadimir Nabokov, Pale Fire (1962):



The ostensible “text” of Nabokov’s peculiar book is a 1,000-line narrative poem (entitled “Pale Fire”) by the fictional poet John Shade—but the real story is told through accompanying commentary and footnotes that overwhelm the poem and comprise the bulk of the book.









William Gaddis, JR (1975):



Twenty years after publication of his über-challenging
 The Recognitions
 , Gaddis returned with this story about an 11-year-old who creates a business empire from a pay phone in his school—told in more than 700 pages of nearly pure dialogue, creating a symphony (or cacophony, depending on your attention span) of interweaving voices and conversations.









弗拉基米尔  •   纳博科夫，《微暗的火》（1962）





纳博科夫的这本奇书，表面上看是虚构诗人约翰 • 谢德所写的题为“微暗的火”的千行叙事诗——但真正的故事靠附带的评论和脚注讲述。这些评论和脚注比诗本身长得多，构成了全书的绝大部分。











威
 廉
 •  加迪斯，《小大亨》（1975）





在他极富挑战性的著作《承认》出版20年后，加迪斯携本书回归文坛。故事讲述了一个11岁的孩子从学校的付费电话起家，建立了自己的商业帝国。全书有700多页，几乎全部以对话形式呈现，创造了一首声音与对话交织的交响曲（也有可能是杂音，取决于你的投入程度如何）。











Michel Thaler, Le Train de Nulle Part (The Train From Nowhere) (2004):






Thaler’s 233-page novel offers plot, character, action...but not a single verb. According to Thaler, “The verb is like a weed in a field of flowers. You have to get rid of it to allow the flowers to grow and flourish. Take away the verbs and the language speaks for itself.” In June 2004, the author (whose real name is Michel Dansel) even held a ceremony to “bury” the verb at Paris’s Sorbonne University.









Mark Z. Danielewski, House of Leaves (2000):



This bizarre book—which seems to be equal parts of horror novel, film analysis, memoir, and collage—is about a house with more space inside than outside, hiding an unseen and presumably evil force. One of the book’s multiple narratives analyzes a film about the house, another analyzes that analysis...and in the meantime, text flows in all directions on the page, interspersed with meandering footnotes and eye-straining layout tricks.









米歇
 尔
 •  塔莱，《从无处来的列车》（2004）





塔莱这本233页的小说有情节、角色、活动……但是没有一个动词。根据塔莱的说法，“动词就像花圃里的杂草。你必须除掉杂草，让鲜花茁壮成长。去掉动词，语言会不言自明”。2004年6月，作者（其真名为米歇尔 • 当塞尔）甚至举办了一场葬礼，在巴黎索邦大学“埋葬”了动词。









马
 克
 •  Z
 .
 丹尼尔维斯基，《书页之屋》（2004）





这本怪书看上去像是恐怖小说、影片分析、回忆录、拼贴画的集合体，它描述了一座内部空间大于外部空间的屋子，屋中藏着一种看不见的、或许存在的邪恶力量。书中有多重叙事，其中一重叙事分析了一部关于这间屋子的电影，另一重叙事分析了这篇影片分析……与此同时，书页上的文本向各个方向蔓延，其间点缀着蜿蜒而行的脚注，页面布局令人眼花缭乱。











Hannu Luntiala, Viimeiset Viestit (The Last Message) (2007):



If a novel like this was going to be written, it was inevitably going to come from Finland, the home of Nokia: Luntiala’s book is written entirely in text messages—about 1,000 of them, covering more than 300 pages. We just hope that the main characters had bargain-basement rates on their cell-phone service.









DOGGONE IT



The original manuscript for
 On the Road
 was written on a 119-foot-long scroll of paper. Literature lovers have long been able to visit the scroll at exhibitions in museums and libraries across the country. However, no one knows exactly how long the manuscript was when Kerouac completed it or what the treatise’s original ending lines were. Kerouac’s handwriting appears at the end of the scroll, noting that a cocker spaniel belonging to Lucien Carr, a friend (and the father of writer Caleb Carr), had eaten the last lines.









汉
 努
 •  伦蒂亚拉，《最后的信息》（2007）



如果说哪里会出现这样一部小说，那必然是诺基亚的故乡芬兰。伦蒂亚拉的书完全由1000条左右的短信构成，长达300多页。我们只希望主人公的手机有短信优惠套餐。









狗娘咬的



《在路上》的原始手稿写在一个119英尺长的纸卷上。一直以来，文学爱好者都能在全国各地博物馆和图书馆的展览上见到它。但没有人知道，凯鲁亚克刚写完这部作品时手稿有多长，还有原稿最后几行写的是什么。纸卷末尾有一段凯鲁亚克的亲笔手书，上面记录着：作者的朋友卢西恩 • 卡尔（作家凯莱布 • 卡尔之父）的小可卡犬吃掉了最后几行字。












试试这些作品是否合适：它们都是严肃文学作品，有的不用动词，有的没有标点
 ......
 有的甚至不出现字母e。



C
 . Alan Joyce & Sarah Janssen



C .艾伦•乔伊斯  萨拉•詹森









[1]
 根据亨利.
 贝克和弗雷德.
 派珀所著的《密码系统：通讯保护》一书，从报刊随机选取的含100362个字母的文章中，出现频率最高的三个字母是E（12.7%）、T（9.1%）和A（8.2%）。





[2]
 《芬尼根守灵夜》结尾“A way a lone a last a loved along the”与开头的“river run , past Eve and Adam’s”连成一句，构成了小说的循环，表示“生生不息”的轮回。





[3]
 该词模拟雷声不断，由10多种不同语言（含日语和印度斯坦语）中的“雷”字组成。





[4]
 赖特为规避字母e，可谓煞费苦心，甚至-ed词尾和火鸡（turkey）等词都要另寻表达。他最终成功了！但遗憾的是，赖特并没有看到这本书面市。该书在他66岁生日当天出版，他则于同一日去世。
















Learning Something from Books, Before Their Texts Even Begin

从扉页题词说起






Susan Dominus



苏珊
 .
 多米努什
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作者简介
 











苏珊
 .
 多米努什（Susan Dominus），美国《纽约时报》（
 The New York Times
 ）的都市专栏作家。她曾效力于《时代杂志》（
 Times Magazine
 ）和《魅力》（
 Glamour
 ）杂志。她在《时代杂志》上发表的《与两个妈妈生活的日子》（
 Growing up with Mom & Mom
 ）获得了2005年第16届“同性恋反诽谤联盟”媒体奖（Gay & Lesbian Alliance Against Defamation Media Awards）的“最佳杂志文章”（Outstanding Magazine Article）奖。



本文发表于2010年6月7日的《纽约时报》。有时，你在二手书店翻开一本书，发现自己竟然认识扉页题词者。这神奇的重逢，带给人难以言说的奇妙感受。苏珊从扉页题词说起，讲述的正是这样的情怀。
 











If the Kindle and its competitors ultimately do vanquish the printed book, stories will keep going, but inscriptions, as we know them, will not. Inky, intimate, idiosyncratic—a good inscription is the bonus in a used book, the plot before the plot, a hint of relationships beyond the ones imagined by the volume’s author. One can see some creative entrepreneur pitching Kindle right now with this concept: one-of-a-kind inscriptions, sold along with the book for a small premium, to lend it that history-imbued, sentimental feeling.









Inscriptions themselves have sparked great story lines—the writer Paul Theroux’s friendship with his mentor,
 V
 .
 S
 . Naipaul, went downhill not long after Mr. Theroux spied several of his first editions, inscribed “with love” to Mr. Naipaul, for sale in a rare book catalog. And many collectors have quiet versions of their own such legends: the inexplicable connection they feel to people they have never met, but whose names and handwriting grace the opening pages of a beloved edition.









倘若电子阅读器Kindle及其竞争者们最终彻底战胜了纸质书籍，故事的流传还将继续，不过，人们熟知的题词却将不复存在。旧书扉页上一段沾着墨痕、亲切私密、与众不同的美妙题词，是给买书人的惊喜，是正文开始前的情节，带着原书作者想象不到的一丝亲密感。已有些善于创新的商家在利用这一概念开展Kindle的促销：读者买书时额外加一点钱，就可获得一段独一无二的题词，拥有一丝怀旧感伤的情怀。











题词本身也会引出有趣的故事。作家保罗•泰鲁发现，不少自己题赠给导师V. S. 奈保尔的初版书竟出现在珍本书目录上。此后，他与奈保尔先生的关系每况愈下。许多收藏家都有类似的秘密传奇经历。他们虽不曾与在爱书扉页上留下雅致赠言和签名的人会面，却对这些人有着难以言说的感情。











Then there are those even more rare occasions, at least in big cities like New York, when someone opens a book at a store to find inside the name and handwriting of someone he has met—maybe even someone he once knew well. Daniel Millstone, a lawyer and a left-leaning blogger behind
 The Daily Gotham
 , was browsing the $1 books at the Housing Works Bookstore Cafe last week when he stumbled upon a stash of what he described as “leftish classics of race relations.” He noticed, as he leafed through dozens in the genre—
 An American Dilemma, A Documentary History of the Negro People in the United States
 —that inside they all bore an ex libris sticker with a familiar name: Paul Migliore.












The name took Mr. Millstone, now 64, back to the early 1960s, to the many evenings he spent as a teenager, along with Mr. Migliore, at the New York Society for Ethical Culture. “On Friday night, disaffected young people who didn’t belong to some specific left-wing group—a Democratic Party group—and who wanted to talk things out, would sit and meet and discuss ethical issues and dance and go to parties,” Mr. Millstone recalled. Members of the group picketed New York affiliates of stores that practiced segregation in the South; they also hung out and goofed off.









还有些更罕见的情况，至少在纽约这样的大都市里会出现。例如，有人在书店里翻开一本书，发现自己竟然认识扉页题词者——或萍水相逢，或一度熟识。丹尼尔•米尔斯顿是一名律师，也是《哥谭日报》的左派博客写手。上周，他在家务咖啡书吧里浏览1美元廉价书时，偶然发现一摞他所谓的“种族关系左翼经典”著作。他翻开《进退维谷的美国》《美国黑人历史文献》等书时，发现藏书票上的名字颇为眼熟——保罗•米廖雷。











这个名字让64岁的米尔斯顿先生仿佛回到了20世纪60年代。那时他十几岁，和米廖雷先生在纽约伦理文化社团消磨了许多个晚上。据米尔斯顿先生回忆：“对社会不满的年轻人，如果不属于民主党等特定左翼团体，但又想一吐为快，每到周五晚上就会相约碰面。大家坐下来探讨伦理问题，有时也去跳跳舞或参加派对。”那时，有些商店在南方推行种族隔离制度，社团成员便在其纽约分店聚众抗议。他们也会结伴外出，懒散度日。









Mr. Millstone and Mr. Migliore were not best friends, but they were friends who spent a lot of time in each other’s physical company—friends in the old-fashioned, not the Facebook, sense.









But Facebook has a place in this story, because Mr. Millstone—who bought the two books mentioned above—knew it could help him answer the questions the books had provoked: Was Mr. Migliore all right? Were his old books showing up at Housing Works for some troubling reason? “Has he moved?” Mr. Millstone asked his extended circle of Facebook friends, some dating back to that same era. “Died?”









那时，米尔斯顿与米廖雷并非密友，却共度了不少时光。他们是传统意义上的朋友，而不是Facebook上的好友。











不过，Facebook在这个故事里起了一定的作用。买了上述两本书的米尔斯顿先生，知道Facebook能帮他回答由书引发的疑问：米廖雷现在过得怎么样？他的旧书出现在二手书店里，难道他有麻烦了吗？米尔斯顿在Facebook的好友圈里（其中不少人同样是他那时结交的朋友）发问：“他搬家了吗？还是去世了？”









No one knew, but someone did make the effort to find Mr. Migliore on LinkedIn, a networking site for professionals, and passed on the information to Mr. Millstone, who promptly reached out to his old friend.









Mr. Migliore, it turns out, now lives in New Jersey and works as a management consultant to nonprofit organizations. When he got the message that a Daniel Millstone was looking for him, he came up blank—although he did once know a Danny Millstone who wore wire-rimmed sunglasses back in the ’60s. The two eventually spoke by phone; they’ve made plans to speak again. Mr. Migliore is fit as a fiddle, he assured his old friend; his ex-wife simply wanted to clear out some space, and Mr. Migliore helped her unload some books to Housing Works.












没人知道答案。不过，有人在职业人士社交网站LinkedIn上尽力搜寻，找到了米廖雷，并把这个消息告诉了米尔斯顿。米尔斯顿立即联系上了老朋友。











原来，米廖雷目前住在新泽西，担任非营利组织的管理顾问。他听说有个名叫丹尼•米尔斯顿的人在寻找他时，脑中一片空白，尽管他在60年代确实结交过一个戴着金属丝边太阳镜的丹尼•米尔斯顿[1]
 。两个人终于通上了电话，并表示会保持联系。米廖雷向老朋友保证，自己非常健康。只是因为前妻想腾出些地方，他才帮她把一些书送到了家务书吧。











Mr. Migliore was touched to have the friendship rekindled, and in this way—through his old books. “It sort of reinforces the continuity of life,” he said. “He wanted to find out not, ‘Whatever happened to you?’ but, ‘Are you O.K.?’ As if we parted just the other day.”









It wasn’t the first time Mr. Migliore had come across a stash of used books from an old friend; the last time it happened, he followed up and learned that their owner had lost his vision and was living in an elder care home.









Through the books, Mr. Millstone got a sense of something mysterious intervening, prodding him to connect; through new media, through Facebook, he found the wherewithal to do it.









“Now I get that feeling sometimes that the books are speaking to me,” he said.









But what exactly are they saying?









“You stupid idiot, why did you let these friends drift away?” he said. “So when it happens, I try to fix it.”









因旧书而重拾友谊，米廖雷先生十分感动。他说：“这仿佛把我过去和如今的生活联系起来了！丹尼不是想知道‘这些年你过得怎么样’，而是想知道‘你现在还好吗’，就像我们刚分开没几天。”









这并非米廖雷先生[2]
 第一次从旧书中寻得老友踪迹。上一次他追踪书过去的主人，发现他双目失明，住在养老院。











这些旧书让米尔斯顿觉得冥冥之中自有天意，促使他与老友重新取得联系，借助新媒体和Facebook，他找到了重建联系的必要途径。











他说：“我现在觉得，有时这些书在对我倾诉。”









但它们究竟说了些什么？











“它们说：‘你这蠢货，为什么让老友们离你而去？’”他说，“因此，出现这种情况时，我会尽力补救。”












旧书扉页上一段沾着墨痕、亲切私密、与众不同的美妙题词，是给买书人的惊喜，是正文开始前的情节，带着原书作者想象不到的一丝亲密感。



Susan Dominus  苏珊•多米努什





[1]
 丹尼（Danny）为丹尼尔（Daniel）的昵称。





[2]
 原文如此，根据上下文分析，疑为米尔斯顿先生。
















A Book Lover’s San Francisco

爱书人畅游旧金山
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作者简介



格雷戈里
 .
 迪库姆（
 Gregory Dicum
 ），美国旧金山作家，常年为《纽约时报》（
 The New York Times
 ）、《哈泼斯杂志》（
 Harper
 ’s
 ）等著名报刊杂志撰写文章。他还著有《乘飞机鸟瞰美景》（
 Window Seat: Reading the Landscape from the Air
 ）一书，颇受读者欢迎。
 





原文发表于
 2010
 年
 12
 月
 1
 日的《纽约时报》，本文节选了其中一部分文字。在迪库姆的笔下，旧金山书虫遍地，文学场所随处可见。旧金山的大街小巷，无论是书店、咖啡馆，还是剧院、酒吧，都适合携书畅游。作为爱书之人，怎能不悠然神往？















On a balmy fall evening in the Mission District of San Francisco, hundreds of people spilled onto Valencia Street, where they chatted happily for a few minutes before pouring back into bookstores, cafes and theaters. It was a giddy, animated crowd, but most of all bookish—a collection of fans and believers, here to listen to the written word.









The occasion was an event called Litquake, which, over the course of nine days, would draw some 13,000 residents and visitors to readings by scores of authors, many of them—like Maxine Hong Kingston and Daniel Handler (a. k. a. Lemony Snicket)—local celebrities. The“Lit Crawl” finale alone featured more than 400 readings at bars, laundromats and even the police station in a single evening.









Litquake is an annual event, but on almost any day or night in San Francisco, there is likely to be something for the literary-inclined—a poetry reading at a bar, a book swap in a cafe or a reading in the book-lined lobby of the Rex Hotel. This is a place, after all, where dozens of fiercely independent bookstores not only survive but thrive, thanks to a city of readers who seem to view books not only as a pleasure, but as a cause. For the out-of-towner, these one-and-only shops can be destinations in and of themselves.









一个温暖的秋夜，在旧金山的米慎区[1]
 ，成百上千人涌向瓦伦西亚街。在那里，他们愉快地交谈几分钟，然后又涌回书店、咖啡馆和剧院。这群人充满活力、让人眼晕，其中大多数是书虫——这群书迷和信徒来这儿听人读书。











这场名为“文学风暴”的活动为期九天，能吸引大约13000名居民和游客来听众多作家读书。这些作家很多是当地名人，如汤亭亭和丹尼尔•汉德勒（又名雷蒙•斯尼奇）。仅“文学匍匐”闭幕式一晚就有400多场朗诵会。朗诵地点有酒吧、自助洗衣店，甚至还有警察局。











“文学风暴”活动每年举办一次，不过旧金山几乎日夜都有类似的文学活动——酒吧里的诗歌朗诵、咖啡馆里的书籍交换、雷克斯酒店书廊里的阅读活动。这个读者之城不仅视读书为消遣，还把阅读当作目标，因此，先锋独立书店在这里不仅能生存下来，还能繁荣兴盛。对于外乡人而言，这些独一无二的书店和里面的书，都是他们来旧金山的目标。












Books, we are told, are a half-millennium-old technology on the cusp of being swept away forever. So a journey to San Francisco to immerse oneself in them might seem the cultural equivalent of going to visit the glaciers before they melt. But in San Francisco, the home of many of the very technologies that have drawn a bead on the book, visitors will find a living, historically rooted literary scene that, though it has surely heard the news of its own demise, isn’t buying it.









The same quality that gave rise to the city’s proliferation of small bookstores—compact, walkable neighborhoods with a militant objection to chain stores—makes it easy for visitors to explore the city’s literary terrain. Though the center of gravity has moved around over the years—from the old Barbary Coast in the days of Mark Twain and Ambrose Bierce to North Beach during the Beat era to the Haight a decade later—today the scene is most visible in the Mission.









据说，书这项有着500年历史的技术正濒临绝境。所以，奔赴旧金山投身书海的文化意义，相当于在冰川融化之前赶去参观。虽然在旧金山诞生过许多威胁书籍的技术，但游客在这里能发现一种生机勃勃、植根于历史的文学景观——尽管旧金山早已听说“文学将亡”，但它并不买账。











这种品质让旧金山的小书店蓬勃发展，也使游客便于探索城里的文学地貌。这些小书店规模不大，彼此相距不远。它们向连锁书店发起了激烈的抗争。尽管多年来旧金山的文学重心多次变更——从马克•吐温和安布罗斯•比尔斯时代的老巴巴里海岸区，到“垮掉的一代”[2]
 时期的北滩[3]
 ，再到20世纪60年代的海特街[4]
 ——如今在米慎区最容易见到这种文学景观。











Valencia Street around 20th Street is an excellent place for a visitor to begin. A cluster of shops—826 Valencia; Borderlands, a science fiction and fantasy bookstore and connected cafe; Modern Times, a bookstore collective; and the used-book store Dog Eared Books—is surrounded by cafes and bars that host regular literary events. It is a neighborhood in which one can see an author read one evening and spot him at the next table at a restaurant or cafe the following day.









One of those restaurants might be Osha Thai at 819 Valencia Street, a sleek neighborhood favorite, where, on a recent afternoon, I found myself perusing 826’s
 San Francisco Literary Map
 over moroheiya noodles with yellow curry. More than a map, it includes historical timelines and a slightly out-of-date list of bookstores and readings. In it, I could see that the Valencia cluster is only the most obvious part of the Mission literary scene.









对游客来说，从20街附近的瓦伦西亚街逛起是个不错的选择。这里书店林立——有“瓦伦西亚街826号”，有主营科幻、奇幻书籍的连锁咖啡店“边境书屋”，还有综合性书店“摩登时代”和经营二手书的“卷边书店”。书店周围是定期举办文学活动的咖啡店和酒吧。在这个街区，你会在餐馆或咖啡店看见，头天晚上开过朗诵会的作家第二天坐在你的邻桌。











瓦伦西亚街819号的“欧莎泰餐馆”就是这么一家店。它在这个井然有序的街区颇受欢迎。前不久的一个下午，我在这里一边享用黄咖喱帝王菜面条，一边仔细研究在826号买的《旧金山文学地图》。它不单单是地图，还附有旧金山历史大事记，以及一份稍显过时的书店名录和书目。我从中发现，瓦伦西亚书店街只是米慎区文学现象中最显眼的部分。














Not far away, above a dubious shop selling remaindered paint, in an all but unmarked building at 2141 Mission Street, is a bell jar for an eclectic collection of booksellers. To enter, visitors must be buzzed in and follow a series of unpromising signs taped to the walls in the drab stairwells. My first stop was Libros Latinos, a crypt-quiet space filled with books imported from Latin America. Like the other bookstores in the building (which also includes Meyer Boswell, a shop that specializes in antiquarian law books, and Valhalla, which features novels in their first printing), Libros Latinos mostly sells to collectors and institutions, but is also open to anyone who can find it.









I proceeded to Bolerium, the anchor of the group. It is a cavern jammed with books and disordered papers concerning 20th-century radical politics. Groaning shelves of books produce the wonderful side effects of deadening all sound and scenting the air with the drowsy, musty perfume of old wood pulp—intangible features of the world we are losing.









...









离此不远的米慎街2141号是一幢毫无标志的建筑。底层是售卖滞销画作的可疑店铺，上层则是形形色色的书店。要进书店，访客须先按铃通报，再按照死气沉沉的楼梯间墙上不可靠的指示牌前进。我的第一站是“拉丁书店”。那是一个地窖般静谧的地方，店里堆满了从拉美进口的书。和楼里的其他书店（如专营法律类古籍的“梅耶尔•博斯韦尔”书店、专营初版小说的“瓦尔哈拉”书店）一样，“拉丁书店”主要面向收藏家和机构售书，但也对其他能找上门来的人开放。











接下来，我又去了这些书店中的领军者——“博瑞姆书店”。那是个“书窟”，塞满了关于20世纪激进政治的书籍和杂乱文献。在书籍重压下吱呀作响的书架带来了一些奇妙的“副作用”，它不但隔绝了周遭的所有声响，还让空气里充满了古老木浆的霉味，闻来令人昏昏欲睡——我们正逐渐失去世间这种无迹可寻的特征。











……









The Mission may be San Francisco’s current book hub, but it isn’t the only neighborhood where you’ll find one-of-a-kind bookstores. If, for instance, you’re exploring Noe Valley, seek out Omnivore, a tiny, carefully curated shop that fulfills the food-mad city’s appetite for gastronomic literature. On Haight Street, Bound Together is a roughly 30-year-old anarchist collective, a closet of a shop crammed floor to ceiling with the heavy, serious literature of a parallel universe (among the shelves, near “Magic and Spirituality,” is one marked “Against Religion”)...









Even the biggest used bookstore in the city, Green Apple, on Clement Street in the Richmond, maintains a distinctive feel thanks to staff members who know their way around the sprawling shop and around the world of books itself. “It’s not the kind of thing people could create from scratch these days,” said Pete Mulvilhill, one of the owners.









米慎区或许是旧金山如今的文学重镇，但并不是只能在此处找到特色书店。比方说，如果你在逛诺伊谷，不妨找找“欧尼沃尔书店”。那是一家布置精美的小店，满足了这个饕餮之城对美食文学的需求。海特街的“相依书店”是一家有近30年历史的老店，收集了大量无政府主义书籍。店里有个小房间，从地面到天花板堆满了书，全是属于另一个世界的严肃文学作品。（在“魔法与灵性”的书架旁边，是名为“反宗教”的书架。）……












就连城里最大的二手书店——里士满区克里蒙街的“绿苹果书店”——也有一种与众不同的感觉。这得益于经营者对不断蔓延的书店和图书界的深刻认知。“如今，开书店可不是件能从零开始的事。”一位店主皮特•莫维希尔如是说。











But if you don’t have weeks to investigate nooks and crannies, your next stop should probably be City Lights, in the heart of North Beach, the neighborhood associated with the Beat writers of the 1950s. City Lights is the grande dame of the city’s independent bookstores. Founded in 1953 by Lawrence Ferlinghetti, the poet and artist, as the first all-paperback bookstore in the country, it made its name when it published Allen Ginsberg’s incendiary
 Howl and Other Poems
 in 1956. The matchless publicity of an enduringly influential obscenity trial made
 Howl
 a best seller and—improbably—part of the American literary canon. In the process, it turned City Lights into a top destination for literary-minded visitors to the city.









I went down to City Lights one gloriously sunny Saturday, strolling past strip joints and seedy bars; the neighborhood that popularized topless dancing in America thankfully retains some of its midcentury flavor. The bookstore was comfortably bustling as I walked between the tall shelves of political philosophy and gender studies and made my way up a narrow staircase leading to the Poetry Room. There, next to a window open to the Pacific breeze, I found a chair with a hand-lettered sign tacked to the wall behind it: “Have a Seat + Read a Book.”









但如果你没有几周的时间，无法去探索每一个角落，那你下一站就该去“城市之光”。这家书店坐落于北滩的中心区，那个街区是20世纪50年代“垮掉的一代”作家的聚居地。“城市之光”是旧金山独立书店中的贵妇。它由诗人兼艺术家劳伦斯•费林盖蒂于1953年创办，是美国第一家全平装本书店，因1956年出版艾伦•金斯堡极具煽动性的诗集《嚎叫及其他》而声名远扬。旷日持久的淫秽审判案[5]
 有着强大宣传效果，《嚎叫》成了畅销书，乃至美国文学的经典——这看似不太可能。与此同时，“城市之光”也成了文学爱好者来旧金山的首选目的地。











在一个阳光明媚的周六，我散着步走过脱衣舞夜总会和乌七八糟的酒吧，来到“城市之光”书店。这个街区随处可见美国流行的无上装热舞，有幸保留了上世纪中叶的一些气息。这家书店在熙攘中井然有序。我穿过政治哲学和性别研究这两排高大的书架，爬上一段狭窄的楼梯，走进“诗歌空间”。一扇窗户敞开着，迎接来自太平洋的微风，窗边有一把扶手椅，椅子背后的墙上贴着一个手写的标志：“坐下来+读本书”。











I made for the Ginsberg shelf and, bypassing the new 50th-anniversary annotated edition of
 Howl
 , selected the slim original, still published in the same disarmingly bland cover.









Rather than sit there, I bought the book and went across the lane ( Jack Kerouac Lane, to be precise) to the Vesuvio Cafe, a bar that was once a Beat hangout. Vesuvio is a cozy space of dark wood, tiled floors and stained glass, with framed photos of the neighborhood greats—Kerouac, Ginsberg, Ferlinghetti—covering the walls. I ordered a shot and a beer, which seemed an apt Beat lunch, and went upstairs to the narrow mezzanine to read.









...









我来到金斯堡作品的架前，绕过新出的《嚎叫》50周年注释纪念版，选了一本薄薄的原版书。这本书有着同样朴素而亲切的封面。









我买完书没坐在那儿，而是去了小巷（准确地说，是杰克•凯鲁亚克巷）另一边的“维苏威咖啡吧”。那家酒吧曾是“垮掉的一代”作家的聚集地。那是个安逸的地方，有黑木装饰、瓷砖地板和彩色玻璃窗，墙上挂满了凯鲁亚克、金斯堡、费林盖蒂等街坊名人的带框照片。我点了一杯烈酒和一杯啤酒——这看上去像是“垮掉的一代”典型的午餐。然后，我登上狭窄的二楼夹层，去读会儿书。












……









This is literature as sustenance. And it is commonplace in San Francisco, where the average annual per capita expenditure on books is perennially among the highest in the nation. Same goes for booze—according to the Bureau of Labor Statistics, San Francisco is the only city that ranks in the top three for both (New York is ninth by both measures). Hence all the readings in bars.









Of course, many cities have vibrant literary atmospheres. New York, home to the likes of Gary Shteyngart and Richard Price, has a reputation as a professional’s town, where the presence of a huge publishing industry can sometimes make the act of writing seem like a blood sport. San Francisco, with its unapologetic nostalgia for—and its ongoing celebration of—the written word, is more laid-back. With its highly educated, young population, it is a city loaded with dreamers who can easily lose themselves in a novel or a poem, a place where people can talk for hours about writing without anyone ever asking who their agent is.









文学即为食粮。这种说法在旧金山很普遍。这里每年的人均书籍开支位居全美前列，饮酒开支同样如此。根据美国劳工部统计局统计的数据，旧金山是唯一一个两项排名都位居前三的城市（纽约两项排名都是第九）。因为阅读都在酒吧进行。











当然，许多城市都有活跃的文学氛围。加里•施特恩加特和理查德•普莱斯这类人的家——纽约，就被誉为“职业作家之城”。有些时候，纽约庞大的出版业让写作看上去像是一种残酷的体育运动。旧金山则更为悠闲，对书写的文字有不妥协的怀旧情结，且从来不吝为其颂扬。旧金山有许多受过高等教育的年轻人。这是一个满是梦想家的城市，这些人很容易为一本小说或一首诗而迷失自我。在这里，人们可以就作品谈上几个小时，却没有人问他们的经纪人是谁。





“There isn’t an enormous publishing and entertainment industry in San Francisco,” said Jack Boulware, a journalist and author who is one of Litquake’s founders. “If you’re a writer here, you aren’t bound by restrictions you might find in other cities; you can express yourself and innovate and experiment.”









“And,” he deadpanned, “everyone is stoned and sitting in cafes in the middle of the day.”









Yet the recent flourishing of the literary scene in San Francisco is not accidental. Much of it stems from a decade of work by local authors who wanted to carry on a legacy that includes Jack London’s smoking ruins, Dashiell Hammett’s dark alleys, Jack Kerouac’s dawn railroad yards, Amy Tan’s Chinatown, and Michelle Tea’s wild Valencia Street nights.









“Litquake came from a group of writers sitting in a bar realizing that we needed to do something,” said Mr. Boulware, the organizer of the festival, which had its 10th run this year.









“旧金山没有庞大的出版业和娱乐业，”记者兼作家，同时也是“文学风暴”创始人之一的杰克•波尔维尔说，“如果你是这里的作家，你就不会受到其他城市有的种种限制；你可以表达自己，可以创新，可以实验。”












“而且”，他面无表情地说，“中午，每个人都坐在咖啡馆里，酩酊大醉。”









但最近旧金山文学景观的繁荣并非偶然，其中很大一部分源于本土作家10年来的努力。他们希望继承传统，包括杰克•伦敦笔下冒烟的废墟、达希尔•哈米特笔下黑暗的小巷、杰克•凯鲁亚克笔下黎明中的调车场、谭恩美笔下的中国城，还有米歇尔•提笔下狂野的瓦伦西亚街之夜。











“‘文学风暴’来自一群经常待在酒吧的作家。他们意识到自己应该做些什么。”活动的组织者波尔维尔先生说。这个活动办到今年已经是第10届了。











据说，书这项有着500年历史的技术正濒临绝境。所以，奔赴旧金山投身书海的文化意义，相当于在冰川融化之前赶去参观。



Gregory Dicum  格雷戈里•迪库姆









[1]
 米慎区，旧金山拉丁裔区，遍布拉美艺术家和文学机构。





[2]
 “垮掉的一代”指美国二战后出生，服饰奇特、行为乖僻的一代。1955年夏，“垮掉文人”和反学院派诗人在旧金山联合举办诗歌朗诵会，从此“垮掉派”文学开始流行。





[3]
 北滩，旧金山东北部街区，曾为“垮掉文人”的活动中心。





[4]
 海特街，20世纪60年代风靡全美的嬉皮士运动的发祥地。





[5]
 1956年《嚎叫》由城市之光书店出版后，一度被斥为“淫秽之作”，受到旧金山警方和海关扣留，出版商费林盖蒂也因此受到传讯。一年后，法院撤案并宣布费林盖蒂无罪。这场审判案在美国轰动一时。
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