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Chapter 1The Home by the Sea

第一章海边的家




The weather was most distressing. It had rained all night. The roaring of the overflowing gutters filled the deserted streets, in which the houses, like sponges, absorbed the humidity, which penetrating to the interior, made the walls sweat from cellar to garret. Jeanne had left the convent the day before, free for all time, ready to seize all the joys of life, of which she had dreamed so long. She was afraid her father would not set out for the new home in bad weather, and for the hundredth time since daybreak she examined the horizon. Then she noticed that she had omitted to put her calendar in her travelling bag. She took from the wall the little card which bore in golden figures the date of the current year, 1819. Then she marked with a pencil the first four columns, drawing a line through the name of each saint up to the 2d of May, the day that she left the convent. A voice outside the door called "Jeannette."Jeanne replied, "Come in, papa."And her father entered. Baron Simon-Jacques Le Perthuis des Vauds was a gentleman of the last century, eccentric and good. An enthusiastic disciple of Jean Jacques Rousseau, he had the tenderness of a lover for nature, in the fields, in the woods and in the animals. Of aristocratic birth, he hated instinctively the year 1793, but being a philosopher by temperament and liberal by education, he execrated tyranny with an inoffensive and declamatory hatred. His great strength and his great weakness was his kind-heartedness, which had not arms enough to caress, to give, to embrace; the benevolence of a god, that gave freely, without questioning; in a word, a kindness of inertia that became almost a vice. A man of theory, he thought out a plan of education for his daughter, to the end that she might become happy, good, upright and gentle. She had lived at home until the age of twelve, when, despite the tears of her mother, she was placed in the Convent of the Sacred Heart. He had kept her severely secluded, cloistered, in ignorance of the secrets of life. He wished the Sisters to restore her to him pure at seventeen years of age, so that he might imbue her mind with a sort of rational poetry, and by means of the fields, in the midst of the fruitful earth, unfold her soul, enlighten her ignorance through the aspect of love in nature, through the simple tenderness of the animals, through the placid laws of existence. She was leaving the convent radiant, full of the joy of life, ready for all the happiness, all the charming incidents which her mind had pictured in her idle hours and in the long, quiet nights. She was like a portrait by Veronese with her fair, glossy hair, which seemed to cast a radiance on her skin, a skin with the faintest tinge of pink, softened by a light velvety down which could be perceived when the sun kissed her cheek. Her eyes were an opaque blue, like those of Dutch porcelain figures. She had a tiny mole on her left nostril and another on the right of her chin. She was tall, well developed, with willowy figure. Her clear voice sounded at times a little too sharp, but her frank, sincere laugh spread joy around her. Often, with a familiar gesture, she would raise her hands to her temples as if to arrange her hair.

天气极其令人烦闷。下了一夜的雨。街道上空无一人，阴沟里的水漫了出来，遍地横流，水声喧嚣。街道两边的房屋像海绵似的吸收着水分，湿气渗入房屋内部，使得从底层到顶楼的墙上都是湿漉漉的。让娜是昨天从修道院回来的，想到以后可以自由地生活了，她做好了一切准备，尽情享受她向往已久的人生乐趣。目前她担心的是，天气不放晴的话，她父亲是不会动身赶往新家的。自从天亮，她已经朝地平线看了上百次了。这时她发现自已忘了把日历放进行李包里。她从墙上摘下那个小小的日历牌，牌子上有金字印的当年（1819）的日期。接着她用铅笔划掉了前四栏日期，并将这几栏中每位圣人的名号都一笔勾掉，直到5月2日，就是她离开修道院的这一天。“让娜！”门外响起了一个声音。让娜回答说：“进来吧，爸爸。”她父亲走进她的房间。这就是勒佩尔蒂·德沃男爵，名叫西蒙·雅克。他属于上个世纪的贵族，性情古怪，但是心地善良。他是让·雅克·卢梭的狂热推崇者，对大自然充满了热爱之情，热爱田野、树木和动物。身为贵族，男爵对发生在1793年的事件本能地怀有反感，但由于他那哲人的气质和所受的自由主义教育，虽然他痛恨暴政，也不过无关痛痒地发发牢骚而已。秉性善良是他最大的优点，也是最大的弱点。这令他虽有心怜爱、施与、拥抱所有的人，却力不从心；那是一种神才有的博爱——乐善好施、从无质疑，总之，是一种几乎成为缺点的惯性行善。作为一个理论家，他为女儿的教育想出了一套完整的方案，将来她或许可以成为一个幸福、善良、正直而温柔的女性。让娜在家里一直住到十二岁。然后，虽然母亲流着眼泪，她还是被送到圣心修道院去寄宿了。父亲让她在那里过着严格的隐居生活，与外界隔绝，不让她知道外面发生的一切。他希望在她十七岁时，修女们还给他的仍是一个纯真无邪的小女孩。然后他就可以用主理诗歌来对她的思想进行渗透，并且，在丰饶肥沃的土地上，通过田园生活开启她的心灵，通过对自然的热爱，对动物纯朴的爱抚，通过生命的和谐法则来对她进行启蒙教育。如今她已经从修道院回来了，容光焕发，活力四射，准备迎接人生的一切幸福，一切美好的事物，就像她在闲暇时刻和寂静长夜里所梦想的那样。她很像韦罗内塞的一幅肖像画，她的一头金发熠熠生辉，映衬着她的肌肤，那是一种白皙而粉嫩的皮肤，在阳光的抚弄下，隐约可以看到脸上还蒙着一层细绒般的汗毛，令她的小脸显得愈发柔和。她的眼睛是暗蓝色的，就像那些荷兰小瓷人的眼睛一样。在她鼻子的左侧有一颗小黑痣，下巴右边也有一颗。她身材修长，发育得很好，体型优美。她清脆的嗓音有时候听起来有点太尖，但是她率真的笑声能使身边的人都感觉到快乐。她经常会做一个习惯性动作：把双手放到鬓角边，好像是去抚平她的头发。




She ran to her father and embraced him warmly. "Well, are we going to start?" she said. He smiled, shook his head and said, pointing toward the window, "How can we travel in such weather?"But she implored in a cajoling and tender manner, "Oh, papa, do let us start. It will clear up in the afternoon.""But your mother will never consent to it.""Yes, I promise you that she will, I will arrange that.""If you succeed in persuading your mother, I am perfectly willing."In a few moments she returned from her mother's room, shouting in a voice that could be heard all through the house, "Papa, papa, mamma is willing. Have the horses harnessed."The rain was not abating; one might almost have said that it was raining harder when the carriage drove up to the door. Jeanne was ready to step in when the baroness came downstairs, supported on one side by her husband and on the other by a tall housemaid, strong and strapping as a boy. She was a Norman woman of the country of Caux, who looked at least twenty, although she was but eighteen at the most. She was treated by the family as a second daughter, for she was Jeanne's foster sister. Her name was Rosalie, and her chief duty lay in guiding the steps of her mistress, who had grown enormous in the last few years and also had an affection of the heart, which kept her complaining continually. The baroness, gasping from over-exertion, finally reached the doorstep of the old residence, looked at the court where the water was streaming and remarked: "It really is not wise."Her husband, always pleasant, replied: "It was you who desired it, Madame Adelaide."He always preceded her pompous name of Adelaide with the title madame with an air of half respectful mockery. Madame mounted with difficulty into the carriage, causing all the springs to bend. The baron sat beside her, while Jeanne and Rosalie were seated opposite, with their backs to the horses. Ludivine, the cook, brought a heap of wraps to put over their knees and two baskets, which were placed under the seats; then she climbed on the box beside Father Simon, wrapping herself in a great rug which covered her completely. The porter and his wife came to bid them good-by as they closed the carriage door, taking the last orders about the trunks, which were to follow in a wagon. So they started. Father Simon, the coachman, with head bowed and back bent in the pouring rain, was completely covered by his box coat with its triple cape. The howling storm beat upon the carriage windows and inundated the highway.

她迎过去给父亲一个热情的拥抱。“我们要出发了吗？”她说。他笑着摇了摇头，指向窗外，说：“这样的天气我们怎么出得了门呢？”然而她半撒娇半哄骗地央求道：“啊！爸爸，求求您，我们走吧。下午天气就会晴的。”“但是你妈妈是绝不会同意的。”“会的，我向你保证她会答应的，我去跟她说就是了。”“如果你能说服你妈妈，我完全没意见。”不一会儿，她从妈妈的房间跑回来，整个屋子都响彻着她的叫喊声：“爸爸，爸爸，妈妈答应啦！快备车吧！”雨还是没有停。当那辆马车候在门口时，可以说，雨越下越大了。让娜要上车时，男爵夫人才从楼梯上被搀扶下来，一边是她的丈夫，一边是一个高个儿的女佣，健壮魁梧，就像一个小伙子。那个女佣是来自科区的诺曼人，虽然顶多只有十八岁，但是看起来至少有二十岁。这家人把她当成第二个女儿看待，因为她是让娜被收养的姐妹。她的名字叫罗莎莉，主要职责是搀扶她的女主人行走。近年来女主人严重发福，又得上了心脏病，故而老是抱怨。男爵夫人因为过度疲劳而不停地喘气，终于来到这所古老的府邸的台阶前。望着四处淌水的院子，她说：“真是不够明智。”她那总是会讨人开心的丈夫回答说：“这可是您自已拿的主意，阿代拉伊德夫人。”由于她有阿代拉伊德这么一个华贵的名字，所以她丈夫叫她时，总要在后面加上“夫人”二字，表示尊敬，同时也含有几分嘲笑的意味。男爵夫人很吃力地上了马车，把车身的弹簧都压扁了。男爵坐在她的身旁，让娜和罗莎莉坐在他们的对面，背对着车头。厨子吕迪芬抱来几床毛毯搭在他们的膝盖上，又拿来两个筐子，塞到座位下面。然后她爬到西蒙老爹旁边的箱子上坐下，用一块大毡子裹住了全身。门房夫妇过来向全家道别并关上车门。按照主人最后的吩咐，行李箱随后用两轮车运送。就这样，他们出发了。马车夫西蒙老爹在倾盆大雨中低着头，弓着背，完全被他那带着三重披肩的厚大衣盖住了。狂风暴雨拍打着车窗，淹没了马路。




They drove rapidly to the wharf and continued alongside the line of tall-masted vessels until they reached the boulevard of Mont Riboudet. Then they crossed the meadows, where from time to time a drowned willow, its branches drooping limply, could be faintly distinguished through the mist of rain. No one spoke. Their minds themselves seemed to be saturated with moisture like the earth.

两辆马车飞快地驶向码头，并跟着旁边高桅杆大船的线路继续前进，直到他们来到里节台山的林阴大道。随后他们穿过一片草地，不时会有一棵被淹的垂柳，枝条无力地下垂着，在雨雾中隐约可见。谁也没有说话。他们的心情和大地一样，仿佛充满了湿气。




The baroness leaned her head against the cushions and closed her eyes. The baron looked out with mournful eyes at the monotonous and drenched landscape. Rosalie, with a parcel on her knee, was dreaming in the dull reverie of a peasant. But Jeanne, under this downpour, felt herself revive like a plant that has been shut up and has just been restored to the air, and so great was her joy that, like foliage, it sheltered her heart from sadness. Although she did not speak, she longed to burst out singing, to reach out her hands to catch the rain that she might drink it. She enjoyed to the full being carried along rapidly by the horses, enjoyed gazing at the desolate landscape and feeling herself under shelter amid this general inundation. Beneath the pelting rain the gleaming backs of the two horses emitted a warm steam.

男爵夫人把头倚在靠垫上，闭上了眼睛。男爵哀伤地望着外面单调而湿漉漉的景色。罗莎莉的膝上放着一个包，像乡下老百姓一样在怔怔出神。然而在这种倾盆大雨之下，让娜却感觉她像一棵被禁锢已久、刚被移植到户外的花草一样重新活了过来。她那欢快的情绪，犹如茂密的树叶，把她心里的忧愁掩蔽了起来。她虽然没有说话，却很想放声歌唱，恨不得把手伸到窗外，接一些雨水来喝。她尽情地享受着被马儿载着飞奔的感觉，尽情地注视着沿路凄凉的景色，尽情地享受着在倾盆大雨之中，自已隐蔽于车中的感觉。两匹马的背部在倾盆大雨中闪闪发光，并散发出一阵阵热气。




Little by little the baroness fell asleep, and presently began to snore sonorously. Her husband leaned over and placed in her hands a little leather pocketbook.

渐渐地，男爵夫人睡着了，不一会儿开始发出响亮的鼾声。她丈夫向她靠过去，把一个皮夹子放到她的手里。




This awakened her, and she looked at the pocket-book with the stupid, sleepy look of one suddenly aroused. It fell off her lap and sprang open and gold and bank bills were scattered on the floor of the carriage. This roused her completely, and Jeanne gave vent to her mirth in a merry peal of girlish laughter.

这一举动把她惊醒了，她用人们在熟睡中突然被惊醒时的那种呆滞、困乏的眼神看了看钱包。钱包从她腿上掉了下来，袋口散开了，金币和票据撒了一马车。这使得她完全清醒过来，让娜放开嗓子，开怀大笑起来。




The baron picked up the money and placed it on her knees. "This, my dear," he said, "is all that is left of my farm at Eletot. I have sold it-so as to be able to repair the 'Poplars,' where we shall often live in the future.”

男爵把钱币捡起来放到她的膝盖上。“你看，亲爱的，”他说，“这是艾勒多田产换来的所有的钱。我卖掉它是为了修缮白杨山庄，以后我们要常住那里了。”




She counted six thousand four hundred francs and quietly put them in her pocket. This was the ninth of thirty-one farms that they had inherited which they had sold in this way. Nevertheless they still possessed about twenty thousand livres income annually in land rentals, which, with proper care, would have yielded about thirty thousand francs a year.

她数了数，一共是六千四百法郎，然后不慌不忙地放进自已的口袋里。这是祖传的三十一处田产中，这样被卖掉的第九处田产。尽管这样，他们每年仍然有两万里弗赫的地租收入，如果经营得法，每年将可以带来三万法郎的收益。




Living simply as they did, this income would have sufficed had there not been a bottomless hole always open in their house-kind-hearted generosity. It dried up the money in their hands as the sun dries the water in marshes. It flowed, fled, disappeared. How? No one knew. Frequently one would say to the other, "I don't know how it happens, but I have spent one hundred francs to-day, and I have bought nothing of any consequence.”This faculty of giving was, however, one of the greatest pleasures of their life, and they all agreed on this point in a superb and touching manner.

他们生活简朴，如果不是因为家里有一个一直敞开着的无底洞，这些收入完全足够全家开销。这个无底洞就是乐善好施。这种施舍用光了他们手里所有的钱，就像阳光吸干沼泽里的水一样。钱像水一样流出去了，消失得无影无踪。怎么花的？没有人知道。总会有一个人对另一个人说：“我不知道钱是怎么花出去的。我今天花了一百法郎，可是并没有买到什么要紧的东西。”这种乐善好施倒也是他们生活中的一大乐趣，在这一点上，他们志趣相投，而且态度极其一致。




Jeanne asked her father, "Is it beautiful now, my castle?"The baron replied, "You shall see, my little girl."

让娜问爸爸：“我的那座城堡现在是不是很漂亮？”男爵回答说：“我的乖女儿，你去看看就知道了。”




The storm began to abate. The vault of clouds seemed to rise and heighten and suddenly, through a rift, a long ray of sunshine fell upon the fields, and presently the clouds separated, showing the blue firmament, and then, like the tearing of a veil, the opening grew larger and the beautiful azure sky, clear and fathomless, spread over the world. A fresh and gentle breeze passed over the earth like a happy sigh, and as they passed beside gardens or woods they heard occasionally the bright chirp of a bird as he dried his wings.

暴雨渐渐地停了。天空的云彩升高了，天色晴朗起来。突然，一抹斜阳从云隙间照射到田野上。不一会儿，云雾散开了，露出了蓝色的天幕，接着像面纱撕开了一样，裂口越来越大，那美丽碧蓝、明净深邃的苍穹便展现在世人面前了。一阵清新的微风从地上拂过，像是欣慰的叹息。而当马车驶进田园和树林的时候，他们偶尔可以听到一只鸟儿弄干羽毛时发出的清脆叫声。




Evening was approaching. Everyone in the carriage was asleep except Jeanne. They stopped to rest and feed the horses. The sun had set. In the distance bells were heard. They passed a little village as the inhabitants were lighting their lamps, and the sky became also illuminated by myriads of stars. Suddenly they saw behind a hill, through the branches of the fir trees, the moon rising, red and full as if it were torpid with sleep.

夜暮降临了。除了让娜，车子里的人都睡了。他们停下来歇息，顺便喂喂马。太阳下山了。远处传来教堂的钟声。他们穿过一个小村庄时，家家户户都点起了灯，繁星密布，照亮了夜空。忽然，透过杉树林的枝叶，他们看见在一座小山的背后，升起一轮又红又圆的明月，仿佛还带着浓浓的睡意。




The air was so soft that the windows were not closed. Jeanne, exhausted with dreams and happy visions, was now asleep. Finally they stopped. Some men and women were standing before the carriage door with lanterns in their hands. They had arrived. Jeanne, suddenly awakened, was the first to jump out. Her father and Rosalie had practically to carry the baroness, who was groaning and continually repeating in a weak little voice, "Oh, my God, my poor children!"She refused all offers of refreshment, but went to bed and immediately fell asleep.

空气如此宜人，因此大家都没有关上窗户。梦想和幸福的幻想过后，让娜疲惫地睡着了。马车终于停了下来。一些男人和女人手提着灯笼，站在车门前。他们到达目的地了。让娜突然醒来，第一个跳下车。男爵夫人几乎是被男爵和罗莎莉抬下车的，她一直用微弱的声音不停地呻吟和重复着：“啊，天哪，我可怜的孩子们！”她什么东西都不肯吃，只肯躺在床上，不久便睡着了。




Jeanne and her father, the baron, took supper together. They were in perfect sympathy with each other. Later, seized with a childish joy, they started on a tour of inspection through the restored manor. It was one of those high and vast Norman residences that comprise both farmhouse and castle, built of white stone which had turned gray, large enough to contain a whole race of people.

让娜便和她的父亲——男爵共进晚餐。他们彼此都深深喜爱着对方。饭后，带着孩子般的快乐劲儿，他们一同去观看修缮过的庄园。那是一座高大宽敞的诺曼式住宅，分为农庄和邸宅。它是用已呈灰白色的白色石头彻成的，宽敞得足以容纳整个家族。




An immense hall divided the house from front to rear and a staircase went up at either side of the entrance, meeting in a bridge on the first floor. The huge drawing-room was on the ground floor to the right and was hung with tapestries representing birds and foliage. All the furniture was covered with fine needlework tapestry illustrating La Fontaine's fables, and Jeanne was delighted at finding a chair she had loved as a child, which pictured the story of "The Fox and the Stork."

一间宽广无比的大厅贯穿整个住宅，将它分成左右两部分。进门处两侧都有楼梯，分别从两面延伸，像一座桥一样，在二楼汇合。底层的右侧是一间其大无比的客厅，墙上挂着绘有花鸟图案的壁毯。所有的家具上都覆着手工精细的锦毡，图案全是拉方丹寓言中的故事。这时，让娜发现了她小时候喜爱的一把椅子，高兴极了。这把椅子上画的是《狐狸和鹳》这个故事的图案。




Beside the drawing-room were the library, full of old books, and two unused rooms; at the left was the dining-room, the laundry, the kitchen, etc.

客厅的旁边是堆满了古书的藏书室和两间空房。左边是餐厅，洗衣房和厨房什么的。




A corridor divided the whole first floor, the doors of ten rooms opening into it. At the end, on the right, was Jeanne's room. She and her father went in. He had had it all newly done over, using the furniture and draperies that had been in the storeroom.

二楼有一条贯穿全楼的走廊，十个房间的门都是正对着走廊的。右手边最靠里的一间便是让娜的房间。她和父亲走进房间。这个房间是男爵最近才让人整修的，家具和帷帐都是之前存在储藏室里没用过的。




There were some very old Flemish tapestries, with their peculiar looking figures. At sight of her bed, the young girl uttered a scream of joy. Four large birds carved in oak, black from age and highly polished, bore up the bed and seemed to be its protectors. On the sides were carved two wide garlands of flowers and fruit, and four finely fluted columns, terminating in Corinthian capitals, supported a cornice of cupids with roses intertwined. The tester and the coverlet were of antique blue silk, embroidered in gold fleur de lys. When Jeanne had sufficiently admired it, she lifted up the candle to examine the tapestries and the allegories they represented. They were mostly conventional subjects, but the last hanging represented a drama. Near a rabbit, which was still nibbling, a young man lay stretched out, apparently dead. A young girl, gazing at him, was plunging a sword into her bosom, and the fruit of the tree had turned black. Jeanne gave up trying to divine the meaning underlying this picture, when she saw in the corner a tiny little animal which the rabbit, had he lived, could have swallowed like a blade of grass; and yet it was a lion. Then she recognized the story of "Pyramus and Thisbe," and though she smiled at the simplicity of the design, she felt happy to have in her room this love adventure which would continually speak to her of her cherished hopes, and every night this legendary love would hover about her dreams.

挂毡都是非常古老的佛兰芒产品，上面有许多稀奇古怪的人物。当看到她的床时，这个小女孩高兴地尖叫起来。床身由四根亮闪闪的橡木支撑着，橡木上面刻着大鸟。因年代久远，橡木已经变黑了。它们像守护者一样围抱着床。床架两侧刻有两个由花朵和鲜果织成的大花环；四根细刻精镂的凹纹床柱的末端是科林斯式柱头，床柱托着檐板，檐板上面刻着身缠蔷薇花的小爱神。床顶的天幕和床面的罩单都是用深蓝色古式丝绸做成的，上面绣着金色的大百合花。让娜把床细致地观赏一番后，便举起蜡烛去看墙上的挂毡，想知道那些挂毡背后的寓言故事。他们大多是一些常见的题材，但是挂在最后的那幅描述的是一段剧情。在一只正在啃草的兔子旁边，一个年轻人摊倒在地上，像是死了。一个少女盯着他，把利剑刺进自已的胸膛。树上的果子变成了黑色。让娜猜不出这幅画所蕴含的意思，正想走开时，她却发现在画的角落里还有一只小得看不见的动物。如果图案中的兔子是活的，会把它当作一片草叶一样吞下去；然而那是一头狮子。这时她才意识到，这是《皮剌摩斯和提斯柏》的故事。虽然这幅图的天真使她发笑，但是房间里有这个爱情冒险故事作伴，也感觉挺高兴，这会不断向她诉说她内心珍藏的希望。这个传说中的爱情故事夜夜都会在她的梦中徘徊。




It struck eleven and the baron kissed Jeanne goodnight and retired to his room. Before retiring, Jeanne cast a last glance round her room and then regretfully extinguished the candle. Through her window she could see the bright moonlight bathing the trees and the wonderful landscape. Presently she arose, opened a window and looked out. The night was so clear that one could see as plainly as by daylight. She looked across the park with its two long avenues of very tall poplars that gave its name to the chateau and separated it from the two farms that belonged to it, one occupied by the Couillard family, the other by the Martins. Beyond the enclosure stretched a long, uncultivated plain, thickly overgrown with rushes, where the breeze whistled day and night. The land ended abruptly in a steep white cliff three hundred feet high, with its base in the ocean waves.

十一点的钟声敲响了。男爵吻别了让娜，回卧室休息了。睡觉之前，让娜最后环视了一遍她的房间，然后才恋恋不舍地吹灭蜡烛。透过窗户，她可以看到倾泻在树上的皎洁的月光和迷人的夜景。不一会儿，她坐起身来，打开窗户往外看。夜色那样明亮，让人感觉像在白天一样，看得很清楚。她看到，园林的左右两侧各有一条悠长的林阴路，路旁是高大的白杨树，庄园便以此命名。林阴路将属于它的两个农场分隔开来，一个归库亚尔一家看管，另一个归马丁家看管。在这周围，还有一大片未开垦的荒地，长满了浓密的金雀花。在那里，海风昼夜吹拂着。荒地突然在一个很陡的白色悬崖边终止了，崖高三百英尺，崖脚浸没在海浪里。




Jeanne looked out over the long, undulating surface that seemed to slumber beneath the heavens. All the fragrance of the earth was in the night air. The odor of jasmine rose from the lower windows, and light whiffs of briny air and of seaweed were wafted from the ocean.

让娜眺望着微波荡漾的茫茫海面，感觉海面好像在星空下酣睡。在这样的夜晚，大地散发出各种芳香。楼下窗子周围的茉莉花散发着浓郁的香味。海风阵阵袭来，带着海水的咸味和海藻的气息。




Merely to breathe was enough for Jeanne, and the restful calm of the country was like a soothing bath. She felt as though her heart was expanding and she began dreaming of love. What was it? She did not know. She only knew that she would adore him with all her soul and that he would cherish her with all his strength. They would walk hand in hand on nights like this, hearing the beating of their hearts, mingling their love with the sweet simplicity of the summer nights in such close communion of thought that by the sole power of their tenderness they would easily penetrate each other's most secret thoughts. This would continue forever in the calm of an enduring affection. It seemed to her that she felt him there beside her. And an unusual sensation came over her. She remained long musing thus, when suddenly she thought she heard a footstep behind the house. "If it were he."But it passed on and she felt as if she had been deceived. The air became cooler. The day broke. Slowly bursting aside the gleaming clouds, touching with fire the trees, the plains, the ocean, all the horizon, the great flaming orb of the sun appeared.

仅仅能够呼吸这样的空气就使让娜感觉很满足。乡间宁静的气氛，让人心平气和，像是一次舒适的沐浴。她仿佛觉得自已的心在膨胀，于是她开始幻想起爱情了。它是什么样的呢？她不知道。她只知道她会全心全意地爱慕他，他也会竭尽全力去珍爱她。在这样的夜晚，他们会手牵着手，听着彼此的心跳，把他们的爱情和夏夜里的质朴甜美交织在一起。在这种亲密的思想交合中，他们只凭相亲相爱的力量，就能轻易地发现彼此内心深处最隐秘的想法。而此情此景将在天长地久的平静爱情中永远进行下去。她感觉他好像就在自己的身旁。一种不寻常的感觉向她袭来。因此，她继续着这种长长的遐想，直到好像忽然听见房屋后面传来的脚步声。“是不是他？”但是脚步声已经远去了，她感觉自已像是被欺骗了。空气变得凉起来。天亮了。太阳渐渐地拨开耀眼的云彩，像火球一样出现了，它把火一样的红光倾泻到树上，平原上，海洋上和整个大地上。




Jeanne felt herself becoming mad with happiness. A delirious joy, an infinite tenderness at the splendor of nature overcame her fluttering heart. It was her sun, her dawn! The beginning of her life! Thoroughly fatigued at last, she flung herself down and slept till her father called her at eight o'clock. He walked into the room and proposed to show her the improvements of the castle, of her castle. The road, called the parish road, connecting the farms, joined the high road between Havre and Fécamp, a mile and a half further on.

让娜欣喜若狂。在这种无比壮观的自然景象面前，一种激动人心的喜悦，一种无限的柔情，吞没了她躁动的心。这是她的日出，她的黎明！这是她生命的起点！这时她彻底疲倦了，终于倒在床上睡着了，直到八点时父亲叫她起床。他走进她的房间，带她去看修缮后的庄园——她的城堡。直接通向农场的那条路叫做教区路，往前一英里半路的样子，便接上从阿夫雷通往费康的公路了。




Jeanne and the baron inspected everything and returned home for breakfast. When the meal was over, as the baroness had decided that she would rest, the baron proposed to Jeanne that they should go down to Yport. They started, and passing through the hamlet of Etouvent, where the poplars were, and going through the wooded slope by a winding valley leading down to the sea, they presently perceived the village of Yport. Women sat in their doorways mending linen; brown fish-nets were hanging against the doors of the huts, where an entire family lived in one room. It was a typical little French fishing village, with all its concomitant odors. To Jeanne it was all like a scene in a play. On turning a corner they saw before them the limitless blue ocean. They bought a brill from a fisherman and another sailor offered to take them out sailing, repeating his name, "Lastique, Joséphin Lastique," several times, that they might not forget it, and the baron promised to remember. They walked home, chattering like two children, carrying the big fish between them, Jeanne having pushed her father's walking cane through its gills.

让娜和男爵到处查看了一遍，便回家吃早饭了。早餐之后，男爵夫人想去休息一会儿，男爵便建议让娜和他到伊波尔去一趟。他们出发了，先是穿过有很多白杨树的埃都旺村，然后顺着曲折的山谷，穿越通向海边的树木繁茂的斜坡。不久，伊波尔村便出现在他们眼前了。女人们坐在家门口缝补衣服，棕色的鱼网晾在房舍门口。这里的每户人家都是全家人住在一间房里。这是一个很独特的法国小渔村，弥漫着浓烈的鱼腥味儿。对于让娜来说，所有的这一切都像是戏剧里的场面。在一个拐角处，他们看见一望无垠的、碧蓝的大海出现在他们面前。他们从一个渔夫那里买了一条比目鱼，一个船夫带他们出海。为了让人记住自已的名字，那个船夫把他的名字重复了好几遍：“拉斯蒂克，约瑟芬·拉斯蒂克。”男爵答应记住他的名字。他们是步行回家的。让娜用父亲的手杖穿住鱼腮，父女俩便抬着比目鱼，边走边聊天，像两个快活的孩子。








Chapter 2Happy Days

第二章幸福的日子




A delightful life commenced for Jeanne, a life in the open air. She wandered along the roads, or into the little winding valleys, their sides covered with a fleece of gorse blossoms, the strong sweet odor of which intoxicated her like the bouquet of wine, while the distant sound of the waves rolling on the beach seemed like a billow rocking her spirit.

让娜开始了愉快的生活，一种户外生活。她时而沿着大路漫步，时而在曲折的山谷中徘徊。谷边长满了金雀花，就像是披着金线的围巾，浓烈而香甜的气味使让娜如同饮了醇酒般地沉醉；远处传来的波涛拍岸的声音，使她感觉心灵好像在波涛中翻滚。




A love of solitude came upon her in the sweet freshness of this landscape and in the calm of the rounded horizon, and she would remain sitting so long on the hill tops that the wild rabbits would bound by her feet.

在这种甜美清新的景致中，这种水天相接的宁静里，她渐渐喜欢起孤独来。她会久久地坐在山冈上，听凭那些野兔在她脚边跳来跳去。




She planted memories everywhere, as seeds are cast upon the earth, memories whose roots hold till death. It seemed to Jeanne that she was casting a little of her heart into every fold of these valleys. She became infatuated with sea bathing. When she was well out from shore, she would float on her back, her arms crossed, her eyes lost in the profound blue of the sky which was cleft by the flight of a swallow, or the white silhouette of a seabird.

她像在土地上播种一样，到处播种记忆。这些记忆就像生了根，永远不会被忘记，直到她死去。在让娜看来，这些山谷的每一个角落，都种下了她的一分心意。她慢慢迷上了海水浴。当她游到离海岸很远的时候，她就仰卧在水面上，双臂交叉放在胸前，双眼凝望着深邃而蔚蓝的天空。空中不时会有一只燕子掠过，或是有海鸟白色的侧影闪过。




After these excursions she invariably came back to the castle pale with hunger, but light, alert, a smile on her lips and her eyes sparkling with happiness.

每次远足之后回到庄园时，她总是饿得面色苍白，但仍然感到轻松、精神。她的唇角带着微笑，眼睛里闪烁着快乐。




The baron on his part was planning great agricultural enterprises. Occasionally, also, he went out to sea with the sailors of Yport. On several occasions he went fishing for mackerel and, again, by moonlight, he would haul in the nets laid the night before. He loved to hear the masts creak, to breathe in the fresh and whistling gusts of wind that arose during the night; and after having tacked a long time to find the buoys, guiding himself by a peak of rocks, the roof of a belfry or the Fécamp lighthouse, he delighted to remain motionless beneath the first gleams of the rising sun which made the slimy backs of the large fan-shaped rays and the fat bellies of the turbots glisten on the deck of the boat.

至于男爵，正在设想农业上的重大举措。偶尔，他也会和伊波尔的船夫们一起出海。好几次，他出海去捕鲭鱼，晚上又要借着月光，去收回前一个晚上撒下的鱼网。他爱听桅杆发出的响声，喜欢呼吸夜间那一阵阵呼啸而过的清新海风。他凭借岩石的背脊、教堂钟楼的屋顶或费康灯塔的塔顶来测定方向。长时间地在海上探寻浮标之后，他喜欢在日出的第一缕阳光中静静坐下来。晨光使得扇形魟滑溜溜的后背和大腹便便的比目鱼在甲板上闪闪发亮。




At each meal he gave an enthusiastic account of his expeditions, and the baroness in her turn told how many times she had walked down the main avenue of poplars.

每次用餐时，他都会兴致勃勃地讲起他的那些探险经历，而轮到男爵夫人时，她则会报告她在白杨道上散了多少次步。




As she had been advised to take exercise she made a business of walking, beginning as soon as the air grew warm. Leaning upon Rosalie's arm and dragging her left foot, which was rather heavier than the right, she wandered interminably up and down from the house to the edge of the wood, sitting down for five minutes at either end. The walking was resumed in the afternoon. A physician, consulted ten years before, had spoken of hypertrophy because she had suffered from suffocation. Ever since, this word had been used to describe the ailment of the baroness. The baron would say "my wife's hypertrophy" and Jeanne "mamma's hypertrophy" as they would have spoken of her hat, her dress, or her umbrella. She had been very pretty in her youth and slim as a reed. Now she had grown older, stouter, but she still remained poetical, having always retained the impression of "Corinne," which she had read as a girl. She read all the sentimental love stories it was possible to collect, and her thoughts wandered among tender adventures in which she always figured as the heroine. Her new home was infinitely pleasing to her because it formed such a beautiful framework for the romance of her soul, the surrounding woods, the waste land, and the proximity of the ocean recalling to her mind the novels of Sir Walter Scott, which she had been devouring for some months. On rainy days she remained shut up in her room, sending Rosalie in a special manner for the drawer containing her "souvenirs," which meant to the baroness all her old private and family letters.

因为大家都建议她多做锻炼，所以她经常多走走路。天气稍一暖和，她便开始散步了。她扶着罗莎莉的胳膊，挪动着她那比右脚沉重的左脚，在房舍和林边之间不停地来回走动，每走到一头，便坐下来休息五分钟。下午，她继续散步。十年前，她因为常感到窒息找医生诊断时，医生就提到了心脏肥大症。从那以后，这个词便被用来描述男爵夫人的疾病。男爵会说“我太太的心脏肥大症”，让娜会说“妈妈的心脏肥大症”，就像在说她的帽子、裙子或是雨伞一样。男爵夫人年轻时很漂亮，而且苗条得像一根芦苇。现在她变老了，长胖了，但是她依然很浪漫，对少女时代读过的《科琳娜》一直留有印象。她读了可能收集到的所有感伤的爱情故事。她的思绪在种种浪漫的故事情节中飘荡，而她总是设想自已就是女主人公。她的新家使她感到无比喜悦，因为这为她浪漫的心灵搭建了一个美丽的框架。这里有环绕的树林、荒芜的土地和近在咫尺的大海，使她想起了沃尔特·司各特先生的小说，那些她贪婪地读了好几个月的作品。雨天的时候，她便把自已关在房间里，用一种特殊的方式让罗莎莉送来她那装有“纪念品”的抽屉。那些东西是男爵夫人个人和家庭的全部陈旧信件。




Occasionally, Jeanne replaced Rosalie in the walks with her mother, and she listened eagerly to the tales of the latter's childhood. The young girl saw herself in all these romantic stories, and was astonished at the similarity of ideas and desires; each heart imagines itself to have been the first to tremble at those very sensations that awakened the hearts of the first beings, and that will awaken the hearts of the last.

让娜偶尔也会代替罗莎莉，扶着母亲去散步，她急切地想听母亲童年的故事。这个年轻的姑娘在这些浪漫的故事中看到了自已，因为和母亲怀有一样的想法和愿望而感到惊奇。每个人都认为自已是第一个经历过那种触动心弦的感情的人，然而那却是最初的人类已经历过的，也是最后一代人将会经历的。




One afternoon as the baroness and Jeanne were resting on the beach at the end of the walk, a stout priest who was moving in their direction greeted them with a bow, while still at a distance. He bowed when within three feet and, assuming a smiling air, cried: "Well, Madame la Baronne, how are you?"It was the village priest. The baroness seldom went to church, though she liked priests, from a sort of religious instinct peculiar to women. She had, in fact, entirely forgotten the Abbé Picot, her priest, and blushed as she saw him. She made apologies for not having prepared for his visit, but the good man was not at all embarrassed. He looked at Jeanne, complimented her on her appearance and sat down, placing his three-cornered hat on his knees. He was very stout, very red, and perspired profusely. He drew from his pocket every moment an enormous checked handkerchief and passed it over his face and neck, but hardly was the task completed when necessity forced him to repeat the process. He was a typical country priest, talkative and kindly.

一天下午，当男爵夫人和让娜坐在白杨道尽头的长凳上休息时，一个肥胖的神父径直走来，远远地鞠躬向她们问好。当距离她们三英尺之遥时，他便行了礼，笑容满面地问道：“男爵夫人，您还好吧？”他就是村里的神父。男爵夫人很少去教堂。不过由于女性特有的宗教本能，她还是喜欢神父的。事实上，她完全把她的神父皮科忘得一干二净了。所以看到他时，她难免有些羞愧。因为没有事先为他的来访做好准备，男爵夫人表示抱歉，而这个温和的男人并不介意。他打量了一下让娜，称赞她长得漂亮，然后坐下来，把他的三角帽放在膝盖上。他很胖，满脸红光，浑身直冒汗。他时不时地从口袋里掏出一条大幅格子手绢，不停地擦拭他的脸和脖子。但是刚擦完，新的汗珠又流了出来，于是他不得不重复进行这个动作。他是一位地道的乡村神父，健谈而又和蔼。




Presently the baron appeared. He was very friendly to the abbé and invited him to dinner. The priest was well versed in the art of being pleasant, thanks to the unconscious astuteness which the guiding of souls gives to the most mediocre of men who are called by the chance of events to exercise a power over their fellows. Toward dessert he became quite merry, with the gaiety that follows a pleasant meal, and as if struck by an idea he said: "I have a new parishioner whom I must present to you, Monsieur le Vicomte de Lamare."The baroness, who was at home in heraldry, inquired if he was of the family of Lamares of Eure. The priest answered, "Yes, madame, he is the son of Vicomte Jean de Lamare, who died last year."After this, the baroness, who loved the nobility above all other things, inquired the history of the young vicomte. He had paid his father's debts, sold the family castle, made his home on one of the three farms which he owned in the town of Etouvent. These estates brought him in an income of five or six thousand livres. The vicomte was economical and lived in this modest manner for two or three years, so that he might save enough to cut a figure in society, and to marry advantageously, without contracting debts or mortgaging his farms. The priest added, "He is a very charming young man, so steady and quiet, though there is very little to amuse him in the country."The baron said, "Bring him in to see us, Monsieur l'Abbé, it will be a distraction for him occasionally.”After the coffee the baron and the priest took a turn about the grounds and then returned to say good-night to the ladies.

过了一会儿，男爵来了。他对神父很友好，并邀请他共进晚餐。神父精通于如何讨人欢心，这靠的是他无意识的机敏。哪怕是极其平庸的人，由于偶然机会有了管理别人的权力，能够操纵他们的灵魂，也会养成这种机敏的性格。晚餐快结束的时候，他心情大好，就是一顿愉快的晚餐所带来的那种快乐。像是突然想到了一个主意，他说：“我的教区里新来了一位教民，我正要介绍给你们。他就是德拉马尔子爵先生。男爵夫人对贵族世家一向是了如指掌，便问他是不是厄尔河省的德拉马尔家族的人。神父回答说：“是的，夫人！他就是去年过世的让·德拉马尔子爵的儿子。”于是，这位对贵族的兴趣胜过一切的男爵夫人，开始询问起这位年轻子爵的来历。他还了他父亲的债务，卖掉了老家的庄园，他在埃都旺乡拥有三个农庄，如今在其中一个农庄安顿下来。这些产业每年能给他带来五六千里弗赫的收入。子爵以这种生活节俭、做人谦虚的方式生活了两三年，这样他才可能积攒足够的钱到社会上去崭露头角，结一桩好亲，既不用借债，也不用抵押庄园。神父又补充道：“他是一个很有魅力的年轻人，沉稳而冷静，只是他觉得这里没有什么地方可以消遣。”男爵说：“神父先生，把他带到我们这儿来，偶尔可以让他散散心。”喝完咖啡后，神父在男爵的陪同下到庄园里转了一圈，然后回来与女士们道别。








Chapter 3M. de Lamare

第三章德拉马尔子爵




The following Sunday the baroness and Jeanne went to mass, prompted by a feeling of respect for their pastor, and after service waited to see the priest and invite him to luncheon the following Thursday. He came out of the sacristy leaning familiarly on the arm of a tall young man. As soon as he perceived the ladies, he exclaimed:

出于对神父的一点敬意，接下来的一个星期日，男爵夫人便和让娜去做弥撒。做完之后，她们便等候神父，想邀请他星期四到家里吃午餐。他从圣器室里出来了，亲密地靠着一个身材高大的年轻人的胳膊。他一看到这两位女客，便大声喊道：




"How fortunate! Allow me , baroness and Mlle.Jeanne, to present to you your neighbor, M. le Vicomte de Lamare."

“真巧啊！男爵夫人和让娜小姐，请允许我介绍一下。这是你们的邻居德拉马尔子爵。”




The vicomte said he had long desired to make their acquaintance, and began to converse in a well-bred manner. He had a face of which women dream and that men dislike. His black, wavy hair shaded a smooth, sunburnt forehead, and two large straight eyebrows, that looked almost artificial, cast a deep and tender shadow over his dark eyes, the whites of which had a bluish tinge.

子爵说自已早就想认识男爵夫人和让娜小姐了，然后便很有修养地和他们交谈起来。他的那副面孔，女人见了都着迷，男人见了都生厌。乌黑而卷曲的头发遮盖着他那光润而黝黑的前额；两道浓密而笔直的眉毛，像是特意修饰过的，使那双微带蓝色眼白、乌黑的眼睛显得越发深沉和温柔。




His long, thick eyelashes accentuated the passionate eloquence of his expression which wrought havoc in the drawing-rooms of society, and made peasant girls carrying baskets turn round to look at him. The languorous fascination of his glance impressed one with the depth of his thoughts and lent weight to his slightest words. His beard, fine and glossy, concealed a somewhat heavy jaw.

他那浓密而纤长的睫毛使他的表情更加富有感染力，那会使客厅中的社交名媛芳心大乱，就连街上手提篮子的乡下姑娘也会回头凝望。他那倦怠而又充满魅力的眼神，让人感觉他的思想很深沉，哪怕是只言片语都显得很有分量。他的胡子细密而有光泽，刚好掩住他那稍显宽大的下颌。




Two days later, M. de Lamare made his first call, just as they were discussing the best place for a new rustic bench. The vicomte was consulted and agreed with the baroness, who differed from her husband.

两天之后，德拉马尔先生第一次到男爵家拜访。当时，主人们正在讨论安放那张新的、具有田园味的长凳的最佳位置。他们征求子爵的建议，子爵赞成男爵夫人的想法，这与男爵的想法是不同的。




M. de Lamare expatiated on the picturesqueness of the country and from time to time, as if by chance, his eyes met those of Jeanne, and she felt a strange sensation at the quickly averted glance which betrayed tender admiration and an awakened sympathy.

然后他谈起了这里美丽如画的乡村风光。他的眼神像是出于偶然，时而会和让娜的眼光碰个正着。对于这种顷刻就避开的眼神，让娜有一种异样的感觉，这种目光既有温柔的爱慕，又有绵绵的情意。




M. de Lamare's father, who had died the preceding year, had known an intimate friend of the baroness's father, M. Cultaux, and this fact led to an endless conversation about family, relations, dates, etc., and names heard in her childhood were recalled, and led to reminiscences.

德拉马尔先生去年去世的父亲，恰巧认识男爵夫人父亲的一位密友屈尔托先生，这就使得他们滔滔不绝地谈起了家庭、亲情和年代等好多事情。男爵夫人记起了儿时听过的那些人名，这勾起了她一幕幕的回忆。




The baron, whose nature was rather uncultivated, and whose beliefs and prejudices were not those of his class, knew little about the neighboring families, and inquired about them from the vicomte, who responded:

男爵生性不爱交际，而且他和同阶级人的信仰和偏好颇有不同，所以对周围邻居的事知之甚少，因此他便向子爵询问起来，子爵回答道：




"Oh, there are very few of the nobility in the district," just as he might have said, "there are very few rabbits on the hills," and he began to particularize:There was the Marquis de Coutelier, a sort of leader of Norman aristocracy, Vicomte and Vicomtesse de Briseville, people of excellent stock, but living to themselves, and the Comte de Fourville, a kind of ogre, who was said to have made his wife die of sorrow, and who lived as a huntsman in his chateau of La Vrillette, built on a pond. There were a few parvenus among them who had bought properties here and there, but the vicomte did not know them.

“啊，这个地区的贵族不多。”他说这话的语气就像说山上的兔子不多一样。接下来他便开始详细地介绍他们的情况：库特利耶侯爵是诺曼贵族阶级的首脑；布里斯维尔子爵夫妇都是贵族世家出身，但是不大与人交往；然后是富尔维勒伯爵，这是个怪人，据说他把妻子折磨死了，他的弗里莱特庄园坐落在一个湖边，他终年的消遣就是打猎。此外还有几家到处买地的暴发户，但是子爵并不认识他们。




As he left, his last glance was for Jeanne, as if it were a special tender and cordial farewell. The baroness was delighted with him, and the baron said: "Yes, indeed, he is a gentleman."And he was invited to dinner the following week, and from that time came regularly.

子爵临走时，最后向让娜瞟了一眼，像是一种格外亲切而友好的告别。男爵夫人很喜欢他。男爵说：“是啊，他的确是一位绅士。”于是他们就约他下周来共进晚餐。从那以后，他就经常过来拜访了。




He generally arrived about four o'clock in the afternoon, went to join the baroness in "her avenue," and offered her his arm while she took her "exercise," as she called her daily walks. When Jeanne was at home she would walk on the other side of her mother, supporting her, and all three would walk slowly back and forth from one end of the avenue to the other. He seldom addressed Jeanne directly, but his eye frequently met hers.

他一般是下午四点左右过来。当男爵夫人在“她的林阴道上”进行日常散步时，子爵也加入进来，挽着她的胳膊进行她所谓的“锻炼”。如果让娜在家，她会走在母亲的另一边扶着她，三个人便会在林阴大道的两端之间缓慢地来回走动。他很少跟让娜直接对话，但是他的目光时常和让娜的遇在一起。




He went to Yport several times with Jeanne and the baron. One evening, when they were on the beach, Père Lastique accosted him, and without removing his pipe, the absence of which would possibly have been more remarkable than the loss of his nose, he said:

他跟让娜，还有男爵，一起到伊波尔去过几次。一天傍晚，他们在海边遇到了拉斯蒂克老爹。他边衔着烟斗，边向他们打招呼。他嘴里要是没有烟斗，会比缺了鼻子更让人觉得奇怪。他说：




"With this wind, m'sieu le baron, we could easily go to Étretat and back tomorrow.”

“男爵先生，趁着这风，明天我们到埃特勒塔去逛个来回，都不费事。”




Jeanne clasped her hands imploringly:

让娜拍手恳求道：




"Oh, papa, let us do it!"

“哎呀！爸爸，我们去吧！”




The baron turned to M. de Lamare:

男爵转过身去，问德拉马尔先生：




"Will you join us, vicomte? We can take breakfast down there."

“您愿意一起去吗，子爵？我们可以到那边去吃早餐。”




And the matter was decided at once. From daybreak Jeanne was up and waiting for her father, who dressed more slowly. They walked in the dew across the level and then through the wood vibrant with the singing of birds. The vicomte and Père Lastique were seated on a capstan.

事情立刻确定下来。第二天天刚亮，让娜就起床等候父亲了，他打扮的时候比较磨蹭。他们踏着朝露，越过田野，穿过鸟声啁啾的丛林。子爵和拉斯蒂克老爹已经坐在绞盘上了。




Two other sailors helped to shove off the boat from shore, which was not easy on the shingly beach. Once the boat was afloat, they all took their seats, and the two sailors who remained on shore shoved it off. A light, steady breeze was blowing from the ocean and they hoisted the sail, veered a little, and then sailed along smoothly with scarcely any motion. To landward the high cliff at the right cast a shadow on the water at its base, and patches of sunlit grass here and there varied its monotonous whiteness. Yonder, behind them, brown sails were coming out of the white harbor of Fécamp, and ahead of them they saw a rock of curious shape, rounded, with gaps in it looking something like an immense elephant with its trunk in the water; it was the little port of Étretat.

另外两个船夫帮忙把船推进水里，因为在这种满是砂石的海滩上要推动船身是很费劲的。船身一浮起水面，大家便上了船，留在岸上的那两个船夫便再用力一推，把船送向海面。海面吹来一阵温和的海风。帆扯上了，在微风中微微鼓起，然后小船便在微波中平稳地前进。右边靠陆地的一面，高耸的悬崖在山脚下的水面上投出一片倒影，只有沐浴在阳光下的几片草坡到处点缀着这片单调的亮白。远处，在他们身后，棕色的帆船正从费康白色的码头驶来；在前面，他们看见一块圆而带孔的、形状古怪的岩石，就像一头大象，正把鼻子伸进水里。这就是埃特勒塔的小港了。




Jeanne, a little dizzy from the motion of the waves, held the side of the boat with one hand as she looked out into the distance. It seemed to her as if only three things in the world were really beautiful: light, space, water.

海浪的起伏波动使让娜有点眩晕，她一手扶着船舷，一边眺望远方。对于她来说，世上好像只有三件东西真正称得上美，那就是光、空间和水。




No one spoke. Père Lastique, who was at the tiller, took a pull every now and then from a bottle hidden under the seat; and he smoked a short pipe which seemed inextinguishable, although he never seemed to relight it or refill it.

船上没有一个人说话。拉斯蒂克老爹掌着舵，不时地从坐凳下取出酒瓶喝上一口。他吸着短烟斗，尽管他的烟斗从来没有被重新点燃或添进烟草，却像是永远不会熄灭一样。




The baron, seated in the bow looked after the sail. Jeanne and the vicomte seemed a little embarrassed at being seated side by side. Some unknown power seemed to make their glances meet whenever they raised their eyes; between them there existed already that subtle and vague sympathy which arises so rapidly between two young people when the young man is good looking and the girl is pretty. They were happy in each other's society, perhaps because they were thinking of each other. The rising sun was beginning to pierce through the slight mist, and as its beams grew stronger, they were reflected on the smooth surface of the sea as in a mirror.

男爵坐在船头，照看船的航行情况。让娜和子爵并排坐着，两人都感觉有些尴尬。一股莫名的力量使他们抬起头时，他们的目光总是相遇。他们之间已经产生了一种微妙的、朦胧的情感。只要男孩子英俊，女孩子漂亮，这种感情就能在两个年轻人之间迅速产生。他们在一起相处得很快乐，也许是因为彼此都思慕着对方。朝阳开始穿透薄雾，慢慢升起来。当光线慢慢变强时，便被反射在光滑如镜的海面上。




"How beautiful!" murmured Jeanne, with emotion.

“好美啊！”让娜感动极了，低声说。




"Beautiful indeed!" answered the vicomte. The serene beauty of the morning awakened an echo in their hearts.

“确实很美！”子爵回答说。宁静优美的晨景使这两颗心产生了共鸣。




And all at once they saw the great arches of Étretat, like two supports of a cliff standing in the sea high enough for vessels to pass under them; while a sharp-pointed white rock rose in front of the first arch. They reached shore, and the baron got out first to make fast the boat, while the vicomte lifted Jeanne ashore so that she should not wet her feet. Then they walked up the shingly beach side by side, and they overheard Père Lastique say to the baron, "My! but they would make a pretty couple!"

突然，埃特勒塔巨大的拱门出现在他们眼前，就像悬崖的两根支柱直立在海上，高得足以让船穿过。在第一道拱门前，矗立着一块尖顶的白色山岩。船靠岸了，男爵第一个跳上去，拴紧船索。子爵则把让娜抱上了岸，免得她弄湿了脚。然后两人并肩走在满是石子的沙滩上，他们偶然听到拉斯蒂克老爹对男爵说：“哎呀！他们真是天生的一对！”




They took breakfast in a little inn near the beach, and while the ocean had lulled their thoughts and made them silent, the breakfast table had the opposite effect, and they chattered like children on a vacation. The slightest thing gave rise to laughter.

他们在海滩附近的一家小饭馆吃早餐。一路上，平静的海面使他们思绪停滞，沉默无言，而这会儿在餐桌面前，他们却完全相反，像正在度假的孩子一样闲谈起来。一点点小事也会让他们大笑。




Père Lastique, on taking his place at table, carefully hid his lighted pipe in his cap. That made them laugh. A fly, attracted no doubt by his red nose, persistently alighted on it, and each time it did so they burst into laughter. Finally the old man could stand it no longer, and murmured: "It is devilishly persistent!" whereupon Jeanne and the vicomte laughed till they cried.

拉斯蒂克老爹在餐桌前坐下时，小心翼翼地把他发光的烟管收在帽子里。大家便都笑起来了。一只苍蝇，一定是受到他红鼻子的诱惑，总是飞落在上面。每看到这幅场景，大家都会哈哈大笑。最后，老汉终于不耐烦了，低声咕哝着：“这家伙真是没完没了！”这时让娜和子爵更是忍不住了，放声大笑，笑得眼泪都流出来了。




After breakfast Jeanne suggested that they should take a walk. The vicomte rose, but the baron preferred to bask in the sun on the beach.

早餐后，让娜提议出去散散步。子爵站起身来响应，但是男爵宁愿到沙滩上去晒晒太阳。




"Go on, my children, you will find me here in an hour."

“你们去吧，孩子们，一个小时以后到这儿找我就行了。”




They walked straight ahead of them, passing by several cottages and finally by a small chateau resembling a large farm, and found themselves in an open valley that extended for some distance. They now had a wild longing to run at large in the fields. Jeanne seemed to have a humming in her ears from all the new and rapidly changing sensations she had experienced. The burning rays of the sun fell on them. On both sides of the road the crops were bending over from the heat. The grasshoppers, as numerous as the blades of grass, were uttering their thin, shrill cry.

他们一直朝前走，经过当地几家农舍，然后穿过一个不大的、类似大农场一样的庄园，便来到一个空旷的山谷里。山谷延伸到很远的地方。此时他们真想疯狂地在田野上随处奔跑。所有全新的、快速变化的感觉令让娜感觉像是有些耳鸣。炽热的阳光照在他们身上。路两旁的庄稼在炎热中都垂下了头。蚱蜢多得像草叶，发出微弱而刺耳的叫声。




Perceiving a wood a little further on to the right, they walked over to it. They saw a narrow path between two hedges shaded by tall trees which shut out the sun. A sort of moist freshness in the air was perceptible, giving them a sensation of chilliness. There was no grass, owing to the lack of sunlight, but the ground was covered with a carpet of moss.

他们望见右边不远处有一个小树林，便朝那边走了过去。一条狭窄的小径穿行在两道树篱中间。路旁的参天大树遮住了太阳，在小径上投下阴影。一阵清新的湿气扑面而来，使人感到一种凉意。由于缺乏阳光，这里没有长草，但是地上覆盖着一层厚厚的青苔。




"See, we can sit down there a little while," she said.

“瞧，我们可以到那儿坐一会儿。”她说。




They sat down and looked about them at the numerous forms of life that were in the air and on the ground at their feet, for a ray of sunlight penetrating the dense foliage brought them into its light.

他们便坐了下来。一束阳光穿透浓密的树叶，照射在地上。他们看到周围空气中和脚边的地上有无数个小生命在浮动。




"How beautiful it is here! How lovely it is in the country! There are moments when I should like to be a fly or a butterfly and hide in the flowers," said Jeanne with emotion.

“这里真美啊！乡间的生活多美好啊！有时候我真想化成一只苍蝇或蝴蝶，藏在花丛中。”让娜激动地说。




They spoke in low tones as one does in exchanging confidences, telling of their daily lives and of their tastes, and declaring that they were already disgusted with the world, tired of its useless monotony; it was always the same thing; there was no truth, no sincerity in it.

他们低声地交谈起来，像是在互诉衷肠。他们谈到各自的日常生活和爱好，倾诉他们对社交生活的厌烦，对那种无意义的、单调的生活感到疲倦。社交场合总是那么老套，没有丝毫的真心和诚意。




The world! She would gladly have made its acquaintance; but she felt convinced beforehand that it was not equal to a country life, and the more their hearts seemed to be in sympathy, the more ceremonious they became, the more frequently their glances met and blended smiling; and it seemed that a new feeling of benevolence was awakened in them, a wider affection, an interest in a thousand things of which they had never hitherto thought.

这个世界啊！她很想游历一番，但是她预料那种生活肯定不及乡间好。两颗心越是接近，他们越是变得彬彬有礼，他们含笑的目光就越是频繁地相遇；他们心头仿佛滋生了一种从未有过的仁爱，一种更广泛的爱，一种他们迄今为止还未曾想象过的对万事万物的兴趣。




They wended their way back, but the baron had already set off on foot for the Chambre aux Demoiselles, a grotto in a cleft at the summit of one of the cliffs, and they waited for him at the inn. He did not return until five in the evening after a long walk along the cliffs.

他们回到海滩上，但是男爵已经步行去了悬崖顶上的那个“宫女洞”了，于是他俩便在小旅馆里等他。男爵在山崖上漫步了许久，直到傍晚五点钟才回来。




They got into the boat, started off smoothly with the wind at their backs, scarcely seeming to make any headway. The breeze was irregular, at one moment filling the sail and then letting it flap idly along the mast. The sea seemed opaque and lifeless, and the sun was slowly approaching the horizon. The lulling motion of the sea had made them silent again. Presently Jeanne said, "How I should love to travel!"

他们回到船上，小船顺着风缓缓航行，平稳得像几乎没有在前进一样。微风一阵阵吹来，一会儿把帆扬开，一会儿又让它无力地垂在桅杆上。海面看起来不再那么透明了，而且死气沉沉，太阳也渐渐落向地平线。海上沉寂的气氛使大家又一次陷入了沉默。不久让娜开口了：“我是多么喜欢旅行啊！”




"Yes, but it is tiresome to travel alone; there should be at least two, to exchange ideas," answered the vicomte. She reflected a moment.

“是的，但是一个人旅行太无聊，至少应该有两个人，可以交流一下思想。”子爵回答说。她沉思了一会儿，说道：




"That is true-I like to walk alone, however-how pleasant it is to dream all alone—”

“你说得对……但是我还是喜欢一个人散步……一个人独自幻想该多么有意思啊！”




He gazed at her intently.

他全心地凝视着她，说道：




"Two can dream as well as one."

“两个人一起时，一样可以幻想啊。”




She lowered her eyes. Was it a hint? Possibly. She looked out at the horizon as if to discover something beyond it, and then said slowly:

她垂下了眼睛，心里想：他是在暗示我吗？有可能。她远望天际，像是要寻找天际之外的东西。然后，她慢吞吞地说：




"I should like to go to Italy—and Greece—ah, yes, Greece—and to Corsica—it must be so wild and so beautiful!”

“我想到意大利和希腊去……是的，到希腊去……还要到科西嘉去……一定很狂野，也一定很美丽！”




He preferred Switzerland on account of its chalets and its lakes.

他却更想到瑞士去，因为喜欢那里的木屋和湖水。




"No," said she, "I like new countries like Corsica, or very old countries full of souvenirs, like Greece. It must be delightful to find the traces of those peoples whose history we have known since childhood, to see places where great deeds were accomplished."

“不”，她说，“我喜欢像科西嘉那种新奇的地方，或是纪念品丰富的古老国家，比如希腊。从小时候起，我们就知道这些民族的历史了，看一看这些历史遗迹，这些发生过大事的地方，该多么有意思啊！”




The vicomte, less enthusiastic, exclaimed: "As for me, England attracts me very much; there is so much to be learned there."

子爵则对此没有太多的热情，他说：“我呢，倒很想到英国去，在那里可以学到很多东西。”




Then they talked about the world in general, discussing the attractions of each country from the poles to the equator, enthusing over imaginary scenes and the peculiar manners of certain peoples like the Chinese and the Lapps; but they arrived at the conclusion that the most beautiful country in the world was France, with its temperate climate, cool in summer, mild in winter, its rich soil, its green forests, its worship of the fine arts which existed nowhere else since the glorious centuries of Athens. Then they were silent. The setting sun left a wide dazzling train of light which extended from the horizon to the edge of their boat. The wind subsided, the ripples disappeared, and the motionless sail was red in the light of the dying day. A limitless calm seemed to settle down on space and make a silence amid this conjunction of elements; and by degrees the sun slowly sank into the ocean.

这样，他们谈遍了全世界，谈论了从南北两极到赤道每个国家的迷人之处，赞赏了他们想象中的那些国家的景致和特有的礼仪，比如中国人和拉普人。但是他们最后得出的结论是：世界上最美的国家是法国，这里有宜人的气候，冬暖夏凉；有肥沃的土地、葱郁的森林；还有继雅典盛世以来，世界上各国所未曾有过的艺术风尚。之后，他们都沉默了。落日留下一道宽阔耀眼的光波，从海洋的边际一直伸展到小船的周围。风停了，水波也消失了，船帆一动不动，被晚霞染成了红色。无尽的沉寂像是笼罩了整个天空，在大自然的交合中，一切都静默下来，落日渐渐沉入海里。




Then a fresh breeze seemed to arise, a little shiver went over the surface of the water, as if the engulfed orb cast a sigh of satisfaction across the world. The twilight was short, night fell with its myriad stars. Père Lastique took the oars, and they saw that the sea was phosphorescent. Jeanne and the vicomte, side by side, watched the fitful gleams in the wake of the boat. They were hardly thinking, but simply gazing vaguely, breathing in the beauty of the evening in a state of delicious contentment; Jeanne had one hand on the seat and her neighbor's finger touched it as if by accident; she did not move; she was surprised, happy, though embarrassed at this slight contact.

这时天边又吹来一阵清新的海风，海面上泛起一阵涟漪，仿佛这个被吞没了的球体在大地上满意地叹了一口气。黄昏很快过去了，夜幕降下来，星光满天。拉斯蒂克老爹划着双桨。他们看见海面上波光粼粼。让娜和子爵并排坐着，凝视着抛在小船身后的点点亮光。他们几乎什么都没想，只是茫然地看着眼前的景色，默默地享受着这甜蜜又舒适的夜晚。让娜的一只手搁在长凳上，子爵的手指像是出于偶然，碰到了她。让娜没有挪开，她感到吃惊又有些喜悦，尽管因为这个小小的接触有一丝尴尬。




When she reached home that evening and went to her room, she felt strangely disturbed, and so affected that the slightest thing impelled her to weep. She looked at her clock, imagining that the little bee on the pendulum was beating like a heart, the heart of a friend; that it was aware of her whole life, that with its quick, regular tickings it would accompany her whole life; and she stopped the golden fly to press a kiss on its wings. She would have kissed anything, no matter what. She remembered having hidden one of her old dolls of former days at the bottom of a drawer; she looked for it, took it out, and was delighted to see it again, as people are to see loved friends; and pressing it to her heart, she covered its painted cheeks and curly wig with kisses. And as she held it in her arms, she thought:

那天晚上，当她回到家里，走进卧室以后，感觉心里莫名地慌乱，同时却又是如此地感动，看到什么东西都能流下眼泪。她凝视着壁炉台上的那座时钟，心里在想那只拍动着翅膀的小蜜蜂，就像是一颗跳动着的、朋友的心。这只小蜜蜂将见证她的一生，它那轻快而有规律的滴答声将永远陪伴在她左右，于是她捉住了那只金色的蜜蜂，在它翅膀上吻了一下。她想吻遍一切，不管是什么东西。她记起抽屉里藏着一个往日的旧洋娃娃，她便把它找出来，再次见到它真是高兴极了，就像人们见到了心爱的朋友一样；她把它紧紧抱在怀里，深深地吻着它红润的双颊和浅黄的卷发。她怀抱着那个洋娃娃，心里想：




Can he be the husband promised through a thousand secret voices, whom a superlatively good Providence had thus thrown across her path? Was he, indeed, the being created for her—the being to whom she would devote her existence? Were they the two predestined beings whose affection, blending in one, would beget love?

难道这个男人就是自已内心千万遍呼唤的丈夫吗？这个人就是至高无上的天主安置在她生命旅途中的那个人吗？他真的就是为她造的那个人吗？就是要把自已的一生奉献给他的那个人吗？他俩就是那两个命中注定会情投意合、产生爱情的人吗？




She did not as yet feel that tumultuous emotion, that mad enchantment, those deep stirrings which she thought were essential to the tender passion; but it seemed to her she was beginning to fall in love, for she sometimes felt a sudden faintness when she thought of him, and she thought of him incessantly. His presence stirred her heart; she blushed and grew pale when their eyes met, and trembled at the sound of his voice.

她还从未感受过这种躁动的情绪，这种如痴如醉的欢乐，这种内心深处的激动，而她认为这实质上就是爱情。她觉得自已开始爱上他了，因为当她想到他时，有时候会突然感觉神情恍惚，然后又会不停地想他。他的出现会使她心跳加速；他们的目光相遇时，她的面色会红一阵白一阵；听到他的声音时，她会浑身打颤。




From day to day the longing for love increased. She consulted the marguerites, the clouds, and coins which she tossed in the air.

她对爱情的渴望与日俱增。她问雏菊，问流云，还向空中抛钱币来占卜自已的命运。




One day her father said to her:

一天，她父亲对她说：




"Make yourself look pretty to-morrow morning.”

“明天早上把你自已打扮得漂亮点儿。”




"Why, papa?"

“为什么呀，爸爸？”




"That is a secret," he replied.

“这是个秘密。”他回答道。




And when she came downstairs the following morning, looking fresh and sweet in a pretty light dress, she found the drawing-room table covered with boxes of bonbons, and on a chair an immense bouquet.

第二天早上，她穿着一件漂亮的浅色裙子，更显得清爽甜美。当她来到楼下时，看到客厅的桌上堆满了糖果盒子，椅子上还放了很大一束鲜花。




A covered wagon drove into the courtyard bearing the inscription, "Lerat, Confectioner, Fécamp; Wedding Breakfasts," and from the back of the wagon Ludivine and a kitchen helper were taking out large flat baskets which emitted an appetizing odor.

一辆马车驶进院子来，车身上写着“费康的勒拉糖果店，专办喜宴”。厨娘吕迪芬在一个助手的帮助下，从车后取出许多扁平的、香喷喷的大篮子。




The Vicomte de Lamare appeared on the scene, his trousers were strapped down under his dainty boots of patent leather, which made his feet appear smaller. His long frock coat, tight at the waist line, was open at the bosom showing the lace of his ruffle, and a fine neckcloth wound several times round his neck obliged him to hold erect his handsome brown head, with its air of serious distinction. Jeanne, in astonishment, looked at him as though she had never seen him before. She thought he looked the grand seigneur from his head to his feet.

德拉马尔子爵到了。他的裤管紧裹在一双精致的漆皮靴里，靴子把他的脚显得很细巧。他的长礼服在近腰处剪裁得十分合身，胸前露出衬衫的花边；一条精美的领巾围着脖子绕了好几圈，使他那棕色头发的脑袋显得挺直，完全是一副高贵威严的气派。让娜惊呆了，凝视着他，像是以前从未见过他。她觉得他从头到脚都像是个气派十足的贵族。




He bowed and said, smiling:

他鞠了个躬，微笑着说：




"Well, comrade, are you ready?"

“朋友，您准备好了吗？”




"But what is it? What is going on?" she stammered.

“但是，这是怎么回事呀？发生了什么事？”她支吾着说。




"You will know presently," said the baron.

“一会儿你就知道了。”男爵说。




The carriage drove up to the door, and Madame Adelaide, in festal array, descended the staircase, leaning on the arm of Rosalie, who was so much affected at the sight of M. de Lamare's elegant appearance that the baron whispered:

马车来到门前，阿代拉伊德夫人身着盛装，由罗莎莉搀着走下楼来。罗莎莉看见德拉马尔先生打扮得这么高雅，激动极了，以至于男爵小声对子爵说：




"I say, vicomte, I think our maid admires you."

“我看出来了，子爵！我想我们的侍女是看上您啦！”




The vicomte blushed up to his ears, pretended not to have heard and, taking up the enormous bouquet, handed it to Jeanne. She accepted it, more astonished than ever. They all four got into the carriage, and Ludivine, who brought a cup of bouillon to the baroness to sustain her strength, said: "Truly, madame, one would say it was a wedding!"

子爵的脸一直红到耳根，他假装没听见，捧起那一大束鲜花，送给了让娜。她接过花，倒是越发吃惊了。他们四个人都上了马车。厨娘替男爵夫人端来一碗清汤，好给她提神，然后说：“说真的，夫人，这简直就像在办喜事啊！”




They alighted as soon as they entered Yport, and as they walked through the village the sailors, in their new clothes, still showing the creases, came out of their homes, and shaking hands with the baron, followed the party as if it were a procession. The vicomte, who had offered his arm to Jeanne, walked with her at the head.

到了伊波尔，大家便下了车。当他们走过村子时，水手们身穿打着褶痕的新衣服，从屋里出来和男爵握手，然后跟在他们后面，像是一支仪仗队伍一样。子爵让让娜挽着他的胳膊，两人走在最前面。




When they reached the church they stopped, and an acolyte appeared holding upright the large silver crucifix, followed by another boy in red and white, who bore a chalice containing holy water.

走到教堂时，他们停了下来。唱诗班的一个小侍童直直地捧着一个银色大十字架走过来，后面还跟了一个身着红白袍子的男孩，手里端着一个盛着圣水的圣餐杯。




Then came three old cantors, one of them limping; then the trumpet (”serpent”), and last, the curé with his gold embroidered stole. He smiled and nodded a greeting; then, with his eyes half closed, his lips moving in prayer, his beretta well over his forehead, he followed his surpliced bodyguard, walking in the direction of the sea.

接着又来了三个唱诗的老人，其中一个是跛脚的；另一个是吹奏蛇形管的乐师；最后一个是圣衣上系着金色绣花圣带的神父。他微笑着点头问候，然后眯上眼睛，嘴里念着祷词，四角帽完全遮住了他的前额。他跟在一群穿着白法衣的侍僧后面，朝海边走去。




On the beach a crowd was standing around a new boat wreathed with flowers. Its mast, sail and ropes were covered with long streamers of ribbon that floated in the breeze, and the name, "Jeanne," was painted in gold letters on the stern.

海滩上，一群人围在一艘系着花环的新游艇周围。船桅、船帆和绳索上都缠满了长彩带，迎风飘扬。船尾用金字漆上了这艘游艇的名字“让娜”。




Père Lastique, the proprietor of this boat, built with the baron's money, advanced to meet the procession. All the men, simultaneously, took off their hats, and a row of pious persons wearing long black cloaks falling in large folds from their shoulders, knelt down in a circle at sight of the crucifix.

拉斯蒂克老爹——这艘由男爵出资建造的游艇的船主，走上前来，迎接这一行人。所有的男人都一起脱帽；一排信徒身穿长长的黑斗篷，肩上带有下垂的大褶裥，当望见十字架时，他们便围成一个圈跪在了地上。




The curé walked, with an acolyte on either side of him, to one end of the boat, while at the other end, the three old cantors, in their white surplices, with a serious air and their eyes fixed on the psalter, sang at the top of their voices in the clear morning air. Each time they stopped to take breath, the "serpent" continued its bellowing alone, and as he puffed out his cheeks the musician's little gray eyes disappeared, and the skin of his forehead and neck seemed to distend.

教区神父，左右各跟着一个侍童走向船的一端。在船的另一端，那三个唱诗班的老人，穿着白色的法衣，表情严肃地盯着唱本，在清新的晨幕里放声歌唱起来。每当他们停下来换气的时候，吹蛇形管的乐手便独自继续呜呜地奏着。当他鼓胀着双颊使劲吹号时，他那灰色的小眼睛几乎就看不见了，而且前额和脖子上的皮似乎也膨胀了起来。




The motionless, transparent sea seemed to be taking part meditatively in the baptism of this boat, rolling its tiny waves, no higher than a finger, with the faint sound of a rake on the shingle. And the big white gulls, with their wings unfurled, circled about in the blue heavens, flying off and then coming back in a curve above the heads of the kneeling crowd, as if to see what they were doing.

寂静而透明的大海也变得严肃了，似乎也在参加这艘小艇的命名仪式。它掀起指头高的小浪花，轻击着海滩边的砂石，发出微弱的响声。白色的大海鸥展开双翼，在蔚蓝的天空中盘旋，然后在那些跪着祷告的人们头顶上空飞来飞去，好像要看看他们在做什么。




The singing ceased after an Amen that lasted five minutes; and the priest, in an unctuous voice, murmured some Latin words, of which one could hear only the sonorous endings. He then walked round the boat, sprinkling it with holy water, and next began to murmur the "Oremus," standing alongside the boat opposite the sponsors, who remained motionless, hand in hand.

在一声持续五分钟之久的“阿门”之后，歌声停止了。神父用程式化的声音，喃喃地念着一段拉丁文，声音小得人们只能听见高亢的结尾。然后，他一边围着小艇走动，一边向它浇洒圣水，接着又开始诵读祝福的祷告。他站在船边，对面是那两个手牵着手，一动也不动地受洗礼的人——子爵和让娜小姐。




The vicomte had the usual grave expression on his handsome face, but Jeanne, choking with a sudden emotion, and on the verge of fainting, began to tremble so violently that her teeth chattered. The dream that had haunted her for some time was suddenly beginning, as if in a kind of hallucination, to take the appearance of reality. They had spoken of a wedding, a priest was present, blessing them; men in surplices were singing psalms; was it not she whom they were giving in marriage?

子爵英俊的脸上保持着往日里严肃的神情；让娜却因为过分地激动，几乎要晕倒了，全身开始剧烈地颤抖起来，牙齿也打起了冷战。曾经萦绕在她心头许久的那段梦想突然好像在一种幻觉中开始变成现实。大家谈到了“婚礼”一事。神父来到他们面前，为他们祝福；身穿白色法衣的人们唱着圣歌，这难道不是在为她举办婚礼吗？




Did her fingers send out an electric shock, did the emotion of her heart follow the course of her veins until it reached the heart of her companion? Did he understand, did he guess, was he, like herself, pervaded by a sort of intoxication of love? Or else, did he know by experience, alone, that no woman could resist him? She suddenly noticed that he was squeezing her hand, gently at first, and then tighter, tighter, till he almost crushed it. And without moving a muscle of his face, without anyone perceiving it, he said—yes, he certainly said:

她的手指是在触电似的颤栗吗？她内心的情感是不是已通过她的血管传达到了她的伴侣心里了呢？他能明白吗？他能猜到吗？他是不是也和她一样，已经沉醉在爱情中了呢？再不然，他就是仅凭经验便可以得知，没有哪个女人会拒绝他吧？她突然注意到他在捏她的手，起初是轻轻地，后来越来越重，快要把她的手捏碎了。没有让任何人觉察到，他不动声色地对让娜说——是的，他确实说：




"Oh, Jeanne, if you would consent, this would be our betrothal."

“啊！让娜，如果你愿意的话，这就是我们的订婚仪式。”




She lowered her head very slowly, perhaps meaning it for "yes."And the priest, who was still sprinkling the holy water, sprinkled some on their fingers.

她慢慢低下头，或许这就是在表示同意吧。这时神父还在洒圣水，还洒了一些在他们的手上。




The ceremony was over. The women rose. The return was unceremonious. The crucifix had lost its dignity in the hands of the acolyte, who walked rapidly, the crucifix swaying to right and left, or bending forward as though it would fall. The priest, who was not praying now, walked hurriedly behind them; the cantors and the musician with the "serpent" had disappeared by a narrow street, so as to get off their surplices without delay; and the sailors hurried along in groups. One thought prompted their haste, and made their mouths water.

仪式结束了。妇女们都站了起来。回去的路上乱轰轰的。这时，十字架在那个唱诗班儿童的手中已失去了威严。他在人群中飞跑，十字架也左右摇晃起来，有时还差点儿摔到地上去了。这时神父不再念经了，他急忙跟在人群后面；唱诗班和那个蛇形管乐师急于脱掉法衣，抄着一条小路，走得无影无踪了；船户们也成群结队地忙着赶路。促使他们慌忙赶路的只有一个念头，而这个念头让他们嘴里直流口水。




A good breakfast was awaiting them at "The Poplars."

一顿丰盛的早餐，正在白杨山庄等候着他们。




The large table was set in the courtyard, under the apple trees.

院子里，苹果树底下摆放着一张大桌子。




Sixty people sat down to table, sailors and peasants. The baroness in the middle, with a priest at either side of her, one from Yport, and the other belonging to "The Poplars."The baron seated opposite her on the other side of the table, the mayor on one side of him, and his wife, a thin peasant woman, already aging, who kept smiling and bowing to all around her, on the other.

船户和村民都已入座了，约有六十人。男爵夫人坐在正中，伊波尔的神父和白杨山庄的牧师分别坐在她的两边。男爵坐在对面，他的左右两边是镇长和镇长夫人。镇长夫人是一个上了年纪的瘦小村妇，一直面带微笑，向坐在身边的客人打招呼。




Jeanne, seated beside her co-sponsor, was in a sea of happiness. She saw nothing, knew nothing, and remained silent, her mind bewildered with joy. Presently she said:

让娜坐在子爵的身边，沉浸在幸福的海洋里。她什么也看不见，什么也听不见了，只是默默地坐着，心里快乐得不知所措。过了一会儿，她问：




"What is your Christian name?"

“您的名字叫什么？”




"Julien," he replied. "Did you not know?"

“朱利安，”他回答说，“您不知道吗？”




But she made no reply, thinking to herself:

但是她没有回答，心里琢磨着：




"How often I shall repeat that name!"

“我会经常把这个名字挂在嘴边。”




When the feast was over, the courtyard was given up to the sailors, and the others went over to the other side of the chateau. The baroness began to take her exercise, leaning on the arm of the baron and accompanied by the two priests. Jeanne and Julien went toward the wood and walked along one of the mossy paths. Suddenly seizing her hands, the vicomte said:

宴席结束后，院子里只剩下船户们了，其余的人都到庄园的另一头去了。男爵夫人由男爵搀扶着，在两位神父的陪同下，开始了她的“锻炼”。让娜和朱利安走向灌木林，沿着一条长满青苔的小径散步。突然，子爵抓住她的双手问道：




"Tell me, will you be my wife?"

“告诉我，你愿意做我的妻子吗？”




She lowered her head, and as he stammered: "Answer me, I implore you!" she raised her eyes to his timidly, and he read his answer there.

她低下了头，他又追问道：“回答我，我请求你！”她羞怯地抬起头望着他，从她的目光中他已找到了答案。








Chapter 4Marriage and Disillusion

第四章婚姻和幻灭




The baron, one morning, entered Jeanne's room before she was up, and sitting down at the foot of her bed, said:

一天早晨，让娜还没有起床，男爵便走进她的卧室，坐在床角边，告诉她说：




"M. le Vicomte de Lamare has asked us for your hand in marriage."

“德拉马尔子爵来跟我们向你求婚了。”




She wanted to hide her face under the sheets.

她真想把脸藏到被单里去。




Her father continued:

他父亲接着说：




"We have postponed our answer for the present."

“目前我们还没有答应他。”




She gasped, choking with emotion. At the end of a minute the baron, smiling, added:

她激动得只喘气，说不出话来。过了一会儿，男爵又微笑着补充说：




"We did not wish to do anything without consulting you. Your mother and I are not opposed to this marriage, but we would not seek to influence you. You are much richer than he is; but, when it is a question of the happiness of a life, one should not think too much about money. He has no relations left. If you marry him, then, it would be as if a son should come into our family; if it were anyone else, it would be you, our daughter, who would go among strangers. The young fellow pleases us. Would he please you?"

“不经过你的同意，任何事情我们都不会自作主张。我和你母亲都不反对这门亲事，但是我们并不想影响你的决定。你远远比他富有，不过说到人生的幸福，就不能把金钱看得太重。他没有了亲人。如果你嫁给了他，那就等于我们家招进了一个儿子；如果你嫁给了其他人，那么就是你——我们的女儿，要到一个陌生人家去生活了。这小伙子很讨我们喜欢。你喜欢他吗？”




She stammered, blushing up to the roots of her hair:

她的脸红了，一直红到发根，支支吾吾地说：




"I am willing, papa."

“我愿意，爸爸。”




And the father, looking into her eyes and still smiling, murmured:

父亲凝视着她的眼睛，始终微笑着，低声说：




"I half suspected it, young lady."

“我猜得差不多了，小姑娘。”




She lived till evening in a condition of exhilaration, not knowing what she was doing, mechanically thinking of one thing by mistake for another, and with a feeling of weariness, although she had not walked at all.

从早到晚，她一直处于兴奋状态，不知道自已在做些什么。随手抓起一个东西，却把它错当成另一个东西。虽然并没有走多少路，但总感觉疲惫不堪。




Toward six o'clock, as she was sitting with her mother under the plane tree, the vicomte appeared.

快到六点的时候，当她和母亲坐在那棵梧桐树下时，子爵来了。




Jeanne's heart began to throb wildly. The young man approached them apparently without any emotion. When he was close beside them, he took the baroness' hand and kissed her fingers, then raising to his lips the trembling hand of the young girl, he imprinted upon it a long, tender and grateful kiss.

让娜的心狂乱地跳动起来。年轻人不慌不忙地向她们走过来。当走到她们跟前时，他拉起男爵夫人的手，吻了一下她的手指，然后又握起少女颤动着的手，把嘴唇贴在上面，印上了一个温柔而带有感激之情的长吻。




And the radiant season of betrothal commenced. They would chat together alone in the corner of the parlor, or else seated on the moss at the end of the wood overlooking the plain. Sometimes they walked in Little Mother's Avenue; he, talking of the future, she, with her eyes cast down, looking at the dusty footprints of the baroness.

订婚的幸福时光开始了。他俩单独地在客厅的角落里聊天，或是坐在灌木林尽头的青苔上眺望旷野。有时，他们会在母亲的林阴道上散步。他谈论着未来，而她，低着头，眼睛望着男爵夫人在尘土上留下的脚印。




Once the matter was decided, they desired to waste no time in preliminaries. It was, therefore, decided that the ceremony should take place in six weeks, on the fifteenth of August; and that the bride and groom should set out immediately on their wedding journey. Jeanne, on being consulted as to which country she would like to visit, decided on Corsica where they could be more alone than in the cities of Italy.

既然婚事已决定下来，大家也希望尽早做准备。因此，婚礼的仪式定在六周之后，八月十五日，然后新婚夫妇可以立刻动身去度蜜月。被问及想去哪个国家度蜜月时，让娜决定去科西嘉，因为那里比意大利的一些城市更清静一些。




They awaited the moment appointed for their marriage without too great impatience, but enfolded, lost in a delicious affection, expressed in the exquisite charm of insignificant caresses, pressure of hands, long passionate glances in which their souls seemed to blend; and, vaguely tortured by an uncertain longing for they knew not what.

他们等着大喜之日的到来，心里倒并没有过于焦急。然而他们却陷入并迷失在一种甜蜜的感情中，哪怕一点轻微的爱抚、手指轻轻的接触，都使他们觉得无限美妙；彼此长久地、深情地凝视时，两颗心好像融合在一起了。有时他们也会被那种说不上来的、不很明确的欲望所折磨。




They decided to invite no one to the wedding except Aunt Lison, the baron's sister, who boarded in a convent at Versailles. After the death of their father, the baroness wished to keep her sister with her. But the old maid, possessed by the idea that she was in every one's way, was useless, and a nuisance, retired into one of those religious houses that rent apartments to people that live a sad and lonely existence. She came from time to time to pass a month or two with her family.

他们决定，举行婚礼时，只请利松姨妈参加，其他人一概不请。她是男爵夫人的妹妹，住在凡尔赛的一个女修道院里。她们的父亲去世后，男爵夫人希望妹妹和她一起住。但是这个老姑娘认定自已给所有人都添了麻烦，既无用又讨人嫌，于是就隐居到女修道院里，那里有专门租给喜欢凄清生活的人居住的房子。她偶尔到姐姐家里住上一两个月。




She was a little woman of few words, who always kept in the background, appeared only at mealtimes, and then retired to her room where she remained shut in.

利松姨妈是一个身材矮小的女人，不大讲话，不爱露面，只是在用餐的时候才出来，然后又回到她的房间，整天把自已关在里面。




She looked like a kind old lady, though she was only forty-two, and had a sad, gentle expression. She was never made much of by her family as a child, being neither pretty nor boisterous, she was never petted, and she would stay quietly and gently in a corner. She had been neglected ever since. As a young girl nobody paid any attention to her. She was something like a shadow, or a familiar object, a living piece of furniture that one is accustomed to see every day, but about which one does not trouble oneself.

虽然她只有四十二岁，看起来却像一位慈祥的老太太。她的目光充满了哀愁，但是态度很和善。小时候，她在家里从不受人重视，因为她既不漂亮也不淘气。从来没有人宠爱过她，她总是静静地、老老实实地呆在角落里。因此她一直被人忽视。她长成大姑娘以后，也没有人关注过她。她就像一个影子，或是一件常见的物品，一套活生生的家具，每天都能看见它，却没有人去费神注意它。




Her sister, from long habit, looked upon her as a failure, an altogether insignificant being. They treated her with careless familiarity which concealed a sort of contemptuous kindness. She called herself Lise, and seemed embarrassed at this frivolous youthful name. When they saw that she probably would not marry, they changed it from Lise to Lison, and since Jeanne's birth, she had become "Aunt Lison," a poor relation, very neat, frightfully timid, even with her sister and her brother-in-law, who loved her, but with an uncertain affection verging on indifference, with an unconscious compassion and a natural benevolence.

长期以来，她姐姐已习惯把她看作是一个失败者，完全无关紧要的人。大家对她很随便，很友好，但是这种友好里隐藏着一种鄙视。她管自已叫利斯，可这名字听起来太年轻了，显得轻浮，于是她又感觉不太舒服。后来大家看她可能不会结婚，于是就把利斯改成了利松。自从让娜出生以后，她便成了利松姨妈。这位没有地位的亲人很爱干净，非常胆小，连她姐姐和姐夫她都怕。他们爱她，但是那只是出于一种近乎于漠不关心的、不确定的感情，一种不由自主的怜悯和天生的仁慈。




Sometimes, when the baroness talked of far away things that happened in her youth, she would say, in order to fix a date: "It was the time that Lison had that attack."

有时候，男爵夫人谈起自已年轻时发生的那些遥远的往事时，为了确定时间，她会说：“就是利松发病的时候。”




They never said more than that; and this "attack" remained shrouded, as in a mist.

他们只说了那么多，而且“发病”这回事就像在雾中一样，一直被隐藏着。




One evening, Lise, who was then twenty, had thrown herself into the water, no one knew why. Nothing in her life, her manner, gave any intimation of this seizure. They fished her out half dead, and her parents, raising their hands in horror, instead of seeking the mysterious cause of this action, had contented themselves with calling it "that attack," as if they were talking of the accident that happened to the horse "Coco," who had broken his leg a short time before in a ditch, and whom they had been obliged to kill.

原来，在利斯二十岁那年的一天晚上，她忽然投水自尽，谁也不知道是为什么。她的生活，她的行为，都没有任何让她发病的迹象。他们把她捞上来时，她只剩下半条命了。她父母气得暴跳如雷，但却没有去追究其中的原因，只说她是“头脑发疯”，就像他们谈到那匹叫“科科”的马的遭遇一样。这匹马不久前因陷进沟里跌断了一条腿，后来只好被宰掉了。




From that time Lise, presently Lison, was considered feeble-minded. The gentle contempt which she inspired in her relations gradually made its way into the minds of all those who surrounded her. Little Jeanne herself, with the natural instinct of children, took no notice of her, never went up to kiss her good-night, never went into her room. Good Rosalie, alone, who gave the room all the necessary attention, seemed to know where it was situated.

从那以后，利斯，也就是现在的利松，被认为有些弱智。亲人对她淡淡的蔑视渐渐感染了她周围所有的人。小让娜自已，也出于孩子天生的敏感，从来不理睬她，从来不跟她吻别道晚安，从来不进她的房间。只有善良的罗莎莉给她的房间做必要的打扫，仿佛是唯一知道她卧室位置的人。




When Aunt Lison entered the dining-room for breakfast, the little one would go up to her from habit and hold up her forehead to be kissed; that was all.

当利松姨妈走进餐厅吃早餐时，“小家伙”才会出于习惯走过去，抬起前额，让她亲吻一下，仅此而已。




If anyone wished to speak to her, they sent a servant to call her, and if she was not there, they did not bother about her, never thought of her, never thought of troubling themselves so much as to say: "Why, I have not seen Aunt Lison this morning!"

如果有人想和她说话，就派个仆人去叫她；如果她不在，也没有人担心她去哪儿了，谁也不会想起她，谁也不会自讨麻烦地问一句：“咦，我今天早上怎么没看到利松姨妈呢？”




When they said "Aunt Lison," these two words awakened no feeling of affection in anyone's mind. It was as if one had said: "The coffee pot, or the sugar bowl."

当他们说到“利松姨妈”这几个字时，头脑里不带有任何感情。就像人们说“那个咖啡壶，或那个糖罐”一样。




She always walked with little, quick, silent steps, never made a noise, never knocking up against anything; and seemed to communicate to surrounding objects the faculty of not making any sound. Her hands seemed to be made of a kind of wadding, she handled everything so lightly and delicately.

她走路的步子总是很小，很快，而且很轻，从来不发出声音，从来没有碰响过任何东西。她像是要把这种不声不响的本领传授给身边所有的物体。她的那双手像是用一种棉絮做的，不论接触什么东西，都显得轻盈灵活。




She arrived about the middle of July, all upset at the idea of this marriage. She brought a quantity of presents which, as they came from her, remained almost unnoticed. On the following day they had forgotten she was there at all.

利松姨妈是七月中旬来的，这桩婚事让她兴奋不已。她带来了很多礼物，但就因为是她送的，谁也没有在意。她来的第二天，大家就全然忘了这个人的存在。




But an unusual emotion was seething in her mind, and she never took her eyes off the engaged couple. She interested herself in Jeanne's trousseau with a singular eagerness, a feverish activity, working like a simple seamstress in her room, where no one came to visit her.

但是她的内心却是异常激动，眼睛总是盯着这对订婚的情侣。她怀着极其迫切的心情想为新娘做嫁妆，就像一个朴实的女裁缝一样在她房间里忙活起来。谁也没有进去看她。




She was continually presenting the baroness with handkerchiefs she had hemmed herself, towels on which she had embroidered a monogram, saying as she did so: "Is that all right, Adelaide?"And little mother, as she carelessly examined the objects, would reply: "Do not give yourself so much trouble, my poor Lison."

她不断地把亲手缝了褶边的手绢，或是绣有字母组合的手巾拿给男爵夫人看，问：“阿代拉伊德，这样可以吗？”而男爵夫人，漫不经心地看了看，便回答说：“你别给自已添麻烦了，我可怜的利松！”




One evening, toward the end of the month, after an oppressively warm day, the moon rose on one of those clear, mild nights which seem to move, stir and affect one, apparently awakening all the secret poetry of one's soul. The gentle breath of the fields was wafted into the quiet drawing-room. The baroness and her husband were playing cards by the light of a lamp, and Aunt Lison was sitting beside them knitting; while the young people, leaning on the window sill, were gazing out at the moonlit garden.

七月底的一个晚上，白昼逼人的炎热过去之后，月亮升起来了，夜空明静而温暖。这种令人感动、令人骚乱、令人兴奋的夜晚，似乎要唤醒人们灵魂深处隐藏的诗意。田野间柔和的气息向寂静的客厅袭来。男爵夫人和丈夫在灯下玩纸牌；利松姨妈坐在他们旁边编织东西；那对年轻人则倚着窗栏，向外凝视着月光下的花园。




The linden and the plane tree cast their shadows on the lawn which extended beyond it in the moonlight, as far as the dark wood. Attracted by the tender charm of the night, and by this misty illumination that lighted up the trees and the bushes, Jeanne turned toward her parents and said: "Little father, we are going to take a short stroll on the grass in front of the house."

菩提树和梧桐树的影子投在草地上。这片浴着月光的草地，一直伸展到黑压压的灌木林边。让娜被这娇美的夜色，被这照亮树木和灌木林的朦胧光影所吸引，于是她转身走到父母跟前说：“爸爸，我们到邸宅前面的草地上散会儿步。”




The baron replied, without looking up: "Go, my children," and continued his game.

男爵头也没抬就回答说：“去吧，孩子们。”然后继续玩他的牌。




They went out and began to walk slowly along the moonlit lawn as far as the little wood at the end. The hour grew late and they did not think of going in. The baroness grew tired, and wishing to retire, she said:

他们出去了，开始在洒满月光的草地上漫步，一直走到小树林的尽头。时候不早了，但他们还没有想到回去。男爵夫人有些累了，想回房休息，她对男爵说：




"We must call the lovers in."

“我们得把那对情侣叫回来。”




The baron cast a glance across the spacious garden where the two forms were wandering slowly.

男爵向宽阔的花园里望了一眼，只见两个人影正在慢慢地徘徊。




"Let them alone," he said; "it is so delicious outside! Lison will wait for them, will you not, Lison?"

“随他们去吧，”他说,“外面的景色真是好啊！利松会等着他们。对吧，利松？”




The old maid raised her troubled eyes and replied in her timid voice:

这位老小姐抬起她那忧愁的眼睛，用怯生生的声音回答说：




"Certainly, I will wait for them."

“当然，我会等着他们。”




Little father gave his hand to the baroness, weary himself from the heat of the day.

由于白天的炎热，男爵也累了，伸手去搀扶男爵夫人。




"I am going to bed, too," he said, and went up with his wife.

“我也要去睡了。”他说，于是便和妻子起身离开了。




Then Aunt Lison rose in her turn, and leaving on the arm of the chair her canvas with the wool and the knitting needles, she went over and leaned on the window sill and gazed out at the night.

这时利松姨妈也站起身来，把她的绣布、绒线和织针都搁在椅子的扶手上，走过去倚着窗栏，欣赏起夜景来。




The two lovers kept on walking back and forth between the house and the wood. They squeezed each other's fingers without speaking, as though they had left their bodies and formed part of this visible poetry that exhaled from the earth.

这对情侣依然在房舍和树林间来回地散步。他们紧握着对方的手，却不作声，好像他们已经脱离了躯体，成了大地散发的诗情画意的一部分。




All at once Jeanne perceived, framed in the window, the silhouette of the aunt, outlined by the light of the lamp behind her.

突然，让娜望见窗口处被其身后的灯光映出的姨妈的身影。




"See," she said, "there is Aunt Lison looking at us."

“你看，”她说，“利松姨妈正在那儿看着我们呢！”




The vicomte raised his head, and said in an indifferent tone without thinking:

子爵抬起头，不假思索地、平淡地说：




"Yes, Aunt Lison is looking at us."

“是啊，利松姨妈正望着我们。”




And they continued to dream, to walk slowly, and to love each other. But the dew was falling fast, and the dampness made them shiver a little.

然后他们继续幻想，继续漫步，继续相爱。但是这会儿夜露下来了，凉气使他们打起了寒颤。




"Let us go in now," said Jeanne. And they went into the house.

“我们回去吧。”让娜说。于是他们便回到了房子里。




When they entered the drawing-room, Aunt Lison had gone back to her work. Her head was bent over her work, and her fingers were trembling as if she were very tired.

当他俩走进客厅时，利松姨妈已经又在那里编织了。她正低着头做活计，手指在微微颤动，像是很疲倦了。




"It is time to go to bed, aunt," said Jeanne, approaching her.

让娜走近她，说道：“姨妈，该去休息了。”




Her aunt turned her head, and her eyes were red as if she had been crying. The young people did not notice it; but suddenly M. de Lamare perceived that Jeanne's thin shoes were covered with dew. He was worried, and asked tenderly:

姨妈转过脸来，眼圈红红的，像是刚刚哭过。这对年轻人没有注意到这个。然而子爵却忽然注意到让娜单薄的鞋子上沾满了露水。他有点担心，温柔地问道：




"Are not your dear little feet cold?"

“你那双可爱的小脚不觉得冷吗？”




All at once the old lady's hands shook so violently that she let fall her knitting, and hiding her face in her hands, she began to sob convulsively.

突然，姨妈的手指剧烈地颤抖起来，以至于手中的活计落到了地上。她便用手遮住脸，开始抽泣起来。




The engaged couple looked at her in amazement, without moving. Suddenly Jeanne fell on her knees, and taking her aunt's hands away from her face, said in perplexity:

这对未婚夫妇吃惊地看着她，没有走开。让娜突然跪下来，把姨妈的手从她的脸上移开，不解地问：




"Why, what is the matter, Aunt Lison?"

“怎么了，利松姨妈，发生什么事了？”




Then the poor woman, her voice full of tears, and her whole body shaking with sorrow, replied:

于是这个可怜的女人，全身伤心地抽搐着，用满是哭腔的声音回答道：




"It was when he asked you—are not your—our—dear little feet cold?—no one ever said such things to me—to me—never—never—”

“就是他刚才问你……你的……那双……可爱的小脚冷不冷？……从来没有人对我讲过这种话……对我……从来没有过……从来没有……”




Jeanne, surprised and compassionate, could still hardly help laughing at the idea of an admirer showing tender solicitude for Lison; and the vicomte had turned away to conceal his mirth.

让娜又惊讶，又有些同情，但是一想到果真有追求者向利松献殷勤时，就忍不住想笑。而子爵早已转过脸，偷偷地笑了。




But the aunt suddenly rose, laying her ball of wool on the floor and her knitting in the chair, and fled to her room, feeling her way up the dark staircase.

这时姨妈突然站起来，任凭线球落到地上，活计留在椅子上，顺着漆黑的楼梯，摸索着回到自已的房间。




Left alone, the young people looked at one another, amused and saddened. Jeanne murmured:

这时只剩下这对年轻人，两个人相互望着，觉得有趣又难过。让娜低声说：




"Poor aunt!"Julien replied. "She must be a little crazy this evening."

“可怜的姨妈呀！”朱利安回答说：“她今天晚上一定有点精神失常了。”




They held each other's hands and presently, gently, very gently, they exchanged their first kiss, and by the following day had forgotten all about Aunt Lison's tears.

他们的手温柔地、非常温柔地握了一会儿，然后两个人交换了他们的初吻。第二天，他们便全然忘了利松姨妈流泪的事。




The two weeks preceding the wedding found Jeanne very calm, as though she were weary of tender emotions. She had no time for reflection on the morning of the eventful day. She was only conscious of a feeling as if her flesh, her bones and her blood had all melted beneath her skin, and on taking hold of anything, she noticed that her fingers trembled.

婚礼的前两周，让娜过得很平静，仿佛这种甜蜜的激情已经让她感到疲倦了。在她结婚的那天早上，她也没有时间去多想什么。她只知道有一种感觉，觉得她的肉、她的骨头、她的血液全在她的皮肤里融化了。在接触任何东西时，她都注意到自已的手指在颤抖。




She did not regain her self-possession until she was in the chancel of the church during the marriage ceremony.

直到在教堂里举行婚礼，站在圣坛上时，她才重新镇定下来。




Married! So she was married! All that had occurred since daybreak seemed to her a dream, a waking dream. There are such moments, when all appears changed around us; even our motions seem to have a new meaning; even the hours of the day, which seem to be out of their usual time. She felt bewildered, above all else, bewildered. Last evening nothing had as yet been changed in her life; the constant hope of her life seemed only nearer, almost within reach. She had gone to rest a young girl; she was now a married woman. She had crossed that boundary that seems to conceal the future with all its joys, its dreams of happiness. She felt as though a door had opened in front of her; she was about to enter into the fulfillment of her expectations.

结婚了！她终于结婚了！她仿佛觉得自从清早起来，所发生的一切都像一场梦，一场真实的梦。总会有这样的时候：当我们周围的一切都变了样时，我们的行为似乎也有了新的意义，就连每日的时辰也和往常不一样了。她感觉有点混乱，特别地混乱。前一天晚上，她的生活还没有发生变化，只不过长期以来对生活的希望像是离她更近了，几乎是触手可及了。她睡下去的时候还是一个少女，而现在却变成了已婚妇女。她已经越过了一道防线，那道像是隐藏着未来种种欢乐和幸福梦想的防线。她感觉好像有一扇门在她面前敞开了，她就要进去实现她的梦想了。




When they appeared on the threshold of the church after the ceremony, a terrific noise caused the bride to start in terror, and the baroness to scream; it was a rifle salute given by the peasants, and the firing did not cease until they reached "The Poplars."

仪式完毕后，当他们出现在教堂的门口时，一阵惊人的响声吓了新娘一大跳，弄得男爵夫人尖叫起来。这是农民们在致持枪礼。枪声一直没停，直到他们到达白杨山庄。




After a collation served for the family, the family chaplain, and the priest from Yport, the mayor and the witnesses, who were some of the large farmers of the district, they all walked in the garden. On the other side of the chateau one could hear the boisterous mirth of the peasants, who were drinking cider beneath the apple trees. The whole countryside, dressed in their best, filled the courtyard.

全家的人、本区的神父、伊波尔的神父、镇长和从当地大农场主中挑选的证婚人都先用了茶点，然后在花园里溜达。邸宅的另一面，传来农民们喧闹的欢笑声，他们正在苹果树下痛饮苹果酒。所有的村民都穿着最好的衣服，挤满了院子。




Jeanne and Julien walked through the copse and then up the slope and, without speaking, gazed out at the sea. The air was cool, although it was the middle of August; the wind was from the north, and the sun blazed down unpityingly from the blue sky. The young people sought a more sheltered spot, and crossing the plain, they turned to the right, toward the rolling and wooded valley that leads to Yport. As soon as they reached the trees the air was still, and they left the road and took a narrow path beneath the trees, where they could scarcely walk abreast.

让娜和朱利安穿过小树林，然后登上斜坡，默不作声地眺望着大海。虽然正值八月中旬，但是天气却还凉爽。北风吹着，碧蓝的天空中，炽热的阳光正无情地烤着大地。这对年轻人想寻找一个更隐蔽的地方，于是他们穿过旷野向右拐，朝通向伊波尔的那个绿荫起伏的山谷走去。他们一走进树林，一点儿风都没有了。于是他们离开便道，走上一条树木茂密的小径。他们几乎只能并着肩走。




Jeanne felt an arm passed gently round her waist. She said nothing, her breath came quick, her heart beat fast. Some low branches caressed their hair, as they bent to pass under them. She picked a leaf; two ladybirds were concealed beneath it, like two delicate red shells.

让娜感觉有一只胳膊轻轻地伸过来抱住了她的腰。她没有出声，呼吸急促，心跳加快。低垂的树枝抚弄着他们的头发，他们须弯下身子才能过去。她摘下一片树叶，叶下藏着一对瓢虫，就像两个精美的红贝壳。




"Look, a little family," she said innocently, and feeling a little more confidence.

“你看，一个小家庭。”她天真地说，感觉平静了一些。




Julien placed his mouth to her ear, and whispered: "This evening you will be my wife."

朱利安把嘴凑到让娜的耳边，轻轻地说：“今晚你就要做我的妻子了。”




Although she had learned many things during her sojourn in the country, she dreamed of nothing as yet but the poetry of love, and was surprised. His wife? Was she not that already?

从她住到乡下以来，虽然学会了很多事情，但是到目前为止她所梦想的只不过是爱情的诗意，所以她不免有些惊讶。他的妻子？难道她还不是她的妻子吗？




Then he began to kiss her temples and neck, little light kisses. Startled each time afresh by these masculine kisses to which she was not accustomed, she instinctively turned away her head to avoid them, though they delighted her. But they had come to the edge of the wood. She stopped, embarrassed at being so far from home. What would they think?

然后他开始吻她的鬓角和脖子，轻轻地吻着。这种男性的亲吻，她还没有习惯，每次吻到时，她都稍感惊讶，本能地把头扭向一边，躲避那使她愉悦的抚弄。但是他们已经走到树林的边缘了。她停住了脚步，离家这么远，使她有点局促不安。别人会怎么想呢？




"Let us go home," she said.

“我们回家吧。”她说。




He withdrew his arm from her waist, and as they turned round they stood face to face, so close that they could feel each other's breath on their faces. They gazed deep into one another's eyes with that gaze in which two souls seem to blend. They sought the impenetrable unknown of each other's being. They sought to fathom one another, mutely and persistently. What would they be to one another? What would this life be that they were about to begin together? What joys, what happiness, or what disillusions were they preparing in this long, indissoluble tête-à-tête of marriage? And it seemed to them as if they had never yet seen each other.

他把胳膊从她的腰间收回来。当他们转过身子时，刚好面对面地站着了。靠得那么近，两人的脸都可以感觉到对方的呼吸了。他们彼此深情地凝望着，这种目光好像使两个人的灵魂融合在一起了。他们彼此都想探寻对方难以识透的内心世界。他们这样默默地、长时间地试着读懂对方。他们的将来会怎样呢？他们将要开始的共同生活将是怎么样的呢？在这种终日相对、天长地久、永不分离的婚姻生活中，彼此能给对方带来的是快乐？是幸福？还是失望？他们两个人都感觉仿佛是第一次见面。




Suddenly, Julien, placing his two hands on his wife's shoulders, kissed her full on the lips as she had never before been kissed. The kiss, penetrating as it did her very blood and marrow, gave her such a mysterious shock that she pushed Julien wildly away with her two arms, almost falling backward as she did so.

朱利安又把双手搭在他妻子的肩膀上，深吻了一下她的嘴唇，像他从来没有吻过她一样。这个吻渗透到她的血管，到她的骨髓里，使她浑身不可思议地颤抖。她用双臂猛地推开朱利安，自已差点儿跌倒在地上。




"Let us go away, let us go away," she faltered.

“我们走吧！我们走吧！”她颤抖地说。




He did not reply, but took both her hands and held them in his. They walked home in silence, and the rest of the afternoon seemed long. The dinner was simple and did not last long, contrary to the usual Norman custom. A sort of embarrassment seemed to paralyze the guests. The two priests, the mayor, and the four farmers invited, alone betrayed a little of that broad mirth that is supposed to accompany weddings.

他没有回答，只是抓住她的双手，把它们握在自已手中。他们默默无语地走回了家。午后的这段时间似乎很漫长。晚宴很简单而且时间也不长，这和诺曼人平时的风俗相反。客人们都显得很拘束。只有那两位神父、镇长和四个被邀请的庄稼汉还开点玩笑，以此来活跃婚礼本该有的气氛。




They had apparently forgotten how to laugh, when a remark of the mayor's woke them up. It was about nine o'clock; coffee was about to be served. Outside, under the apple-trees of the first court, the bal champêtre was beginning, and through the open window one could see all that was going on. Lanterns, hung from the branches, gave the leaves a grayish green tint. Rustics and their partners danced in a circle shouting a wild dance tune to the feeble accompaniment of two violins and a clarinet, the players seated on a large table as a platform. The boisterous singing of the peasants at times completely drowned the instruments, and the feeble strains torn to tatters by the unrestrained voices seemed to fall from the air in shreds, in little fragments of scattered notes.

大家显然都忘了怎么笑了，这是，镇长的一番话又引起了大家的兴致。快九点了，该上咖啡了。屋外第一个院子的苹果树下，一场田园风味的舞会开始了。透过敞开着的窗户，可以望见所有的场景。挂在树枝上的灯笼，照得树叶发出浅绿色的光彩。村民和他们的舞伴们围成一圈，在两把提琴和一支笛子微弱的伴奏下大声唱着古老的曲子。乐师们高坐在一张平台似的大桌子上。有时候，乐曲声完全被农民们喧嚣的歌声淹没了。那微弱的乐曲被无拘无束的歌声割裂得支离破碎，像是零零落落从空中降下的音符碎片。




Two large barrels surrounded by flaming torches were tapped, and two servant maids were kept busy rinsing glasses and bowls in order to refill them at the tap whence flowed the red wine, or at the tap of the cider barrel. On the table were bread, sausages and cheese. Every one swallowed a mouthful from time to time, and beneath the roof of illuminated foliage this wholesome and boisterous fête made the melancholy watchers in the dining-room long to dance also, and to drink from one of those large barrels, while they munched a slice of bread and butter and a raw onion.

两个大酒桶——周围燃着火炬——都安上了龙头。两个女仆正在忙碌地冲洗着杯子和碗，以便再去斟满酒桶龙头里流出的红葡萄酒或苹果汁。一张桌子上摆满了面包、香肠和奶酪。不时地会有人走过来吞下一口。在这闪闪绿叶笼罩的屋顶下，这个健康而狂热的节日盛宴使得那些在餐厅里呆得发闷的看守人也想来跳跳舞，品一品那些大桶里的美酒，贪婪地嚼上一口涂满黄油的面包和生洋葱。




The mayor, who was beating time with his knife, cried: "By Jove, that is all right; it is like the wedding of Ganache."

镇长一边敲打着餐刀打拍子，一边叫道：“天啊！这真是不错，这就像是加纳希的婚宴。”




A suppressed giggle was heard, but Abbé Picot, the natural enemy of civil authority, cried: "You mean of Cana."The other did not accept the correction. "No, monsieur le curé, I know what I am talking about; when I say Ganache, I mean Ganache.”

这时有人忍不住笑了起来。但是皮科神父向来敌视地方上的权威人士，他反驳说：“您是说迦拿吧？”镇长不接受这番纠正，回敬说：“神父先生，我知道我在说什么。如果我说加纳希，那就是加纳希。”




They rose from table and went into the drawing-room, and then outside to mix with the merrymakers. The guests soon left.

大家站起身来，向客厅走去，然后又挤到外面狂欢的人群里去了。不久客人都走了。




They went into the house. They were surprised to see Madame Adelaide sobbing on Julien's shoulder. Her tears, noisy tears, as if blown out by a pair of bellows, seemed to come from her nose, her mouth and her eyes at the same time; and the young man, dumfounded, awkward, was supporting the heavy woman who had sunk into his arms to commend to his care her darling, her little one, her adored daughter.

他们走进客厅。令人惊讶的是，阿代拉伊德夫人正靠在朱利安的肩头哭泣。她的眼泪，滴滴答答的眼泪，像是被风箱扇动，同时从鼻孔、嘴角和眼睛里一起往下流；而那个惊惶失措的年轻人，用力支撑着这位胖太太。她扑倒在他的怀里，是为了嘱咐他好好照顾她的小宝贝、小心肝、乖女儿。




The baron rushed toward them, saying: "Oh, no scenes, no tears, I beg of you," and, taking his wife to a chair, he made her sit down, while she wiped away her tears. Then, turning to Jeanne: "Come, little one, kiss your mother and go to bed."

男爵冲向他们，劝阻说：“啊，别闹了，别哭了，我求您了。”接着他把妻子扶到椅子上坐下，她还在不停地擦着眼泪。然后，他转身对让娜说：“过来，小东西，亲一下妈妈，然后去睡觉吧。”




What happened then? She could hardly have told, for she seemed to have lost her head, but she felt a shower of little grateful kisses on her lips.

到底发生什么事了？她惊惶失措，什么也没有说，只是感觉有人在她嘴唇上轻轻地、感激地亲吻了一阵。




Day dawned. Julien awoke, yawned, stretched, looked at his wife, smiled and asked: "Did you sleep well, darling?"

天亮了。朱利安醒了，打了个哈欠，伸了下懒腰，望着妻子，微笑着问道：“你睡得好吗，亲爱的？”




She noticed that he now said "thou," and she replied, bewildered, "Why, yes. And you?""Oh, very well," he answered. And turning toward her, he kissed her and then began to chat quietly. He set before her plans of living, with the idea of economy, and this word occurring several times, astonished Jeanne. She listened without grasping the meaning of his words, looked at him, but was thinking of a thousand things that passed rapidly through her mind hardly leaving a trace.

她发现他在用“你”称呼她了，她微微一惊，回答说：“好呀。您呢？”“嗯，好极了。”他回答说。他凑过来吻了一下她，接着便静静地和她聊起来。他对她谈起了他的人生规划和对节约的看法；他多次提到“节约”这个词，这使让娜有些吃惊。她听着他讲，却完全不明白他在说什么；她望着他，有千万种思绪从她的心头一闪而过，却不留痕迹。




The clock struck eight. "Come, we must get up," he said. "It would look ridiculous for us to be late."When he was dressed he assisted his wife with all the little details of her toilet, not allowing her to call Rosalie. As they left the room he stopped. "You know, when we are alone, we can now use 'thou,' but before your parents it is better to wait a while. It will be quite natural when we come back from our wedding journey.”

八点的钟声敲响了。“快，我们该起床了。”他说。“要是晚了，别人会笑话我们的。”他自已整理好之后，又帮妻子梳装打扮，而没有让她使唤罗莎莉。临出房门时，他又停下来说：“你要知道，我们单独在一起的时候可以称‘你’，但是在你父母面前暂时还不能这么说。等到我们度完蜜月回来，再那样称呼就会很自然了。”




She did not go down till luncheon was ready. The day passed like any ordinary day, as if nothing new had occurred. There was one man more in the house, that was all.

直到午餐时她才下楼。这一天过得和往常一样，好像并没有什么新鲜事情发生。只是家里多了一个男人，仅此而已。








Chapter 5Corsica and a New Life

第五章科西嘉和新生活




Four days later the travelling carriage arrived that was to take them to Marseilles.

四天之后，一辆四轮马车来接他们去马赛。




After the first night Jeanne had become accustomed to Julien's kisses and caresses, although her repugnance to a closer intimacy had not diminished. She thought him handsome, she loved him. She again felt happy and cheerful.

经历了初夜之后，让娜已经习惯了朱利安的亲吻和爱抚，但是对于夫妻之间更进一步的亲密接触，仍然感觉有些厌恶。她觉得朱利安很英俊，她爱他。于是她又感到幸福快乐了。




The farewells were short and without sadness. The baroness alone seemed tearful. As the carriage was just starting she placed a purse, heavy as lead, in her daughter's hand, saying, "That is for your little expenses as a bride."

离别是短暂的，并没有什么悲伤。只有男爵夫人一个人看起来很伤心。当马车快要出发的时候，她把一个沉甸甸的钱包塞到她女儿的手里，嘱咐说：“这是给你当新娘的零花钱。”




Jeanne thrust the purse in her pocket and the carriage started.

让娜把钱包装进衣袋里，马车便出发了。




Toward evening Julien said: "How much money did your mother give you in that purse?"

傍晚时，朱利安问：“你妈妈给你的那个钱包里有多少钱啊？”




She had not given it a thought, and she poured out the contents on her knees. A golden shower filled her lap: two thousand francs. She clapped her hands. "I shall commit all kinds of extravagance," she said as she replaced it in the purse.

她完全没有想过，这时才把里面的钱倒在膝盖上。金光闪闪的钱币装满了她的裙兜，总共是两千法郎。她拍着手说：“这下我可以痛痛快快地花一花了。”她边说边把钱放回钱包里。




After travelling eight days in terribly hot weather they reached Marseilles. The following day the Roi-Louis, a little mail steamer which went to Naples by way of Ajaccio, took them to Corsica.

在酷热的天气里跋涉了八天之后，他们终于到达了马赛。第二天，一艘去那不勒斯的小邮轮“路易王”号途经阿雅克肖，正好把他们载到了科西嘉。




Corsica! Its "maquis," its bandits, its mountains! The birthplace of Napoleon! It seemed to Jeanne that she was leaving real life to enter into a dream, although wide awake. Standing side by side on the bridge of the steamer, they looked at the cliffs of Provence as they passed swiftly by them. The calm sea of deep blue seemed petrified beneath the ardent rays of the sun.

科西嘉！那里的“丛莽”！那里的强盗！那里的山川！拿破仑的故乡！让娜觉得自已好像脱离了现实生活走进了梦境，尽管她是完全清醒的。他俩并肩站在邮轮的船桥上，眺望着眼前一闪而过的普罗旺斯的山崖。碧蓝的海水在烈日的照射下，宁静得像被凝固了。




"Do you remember our excursion in Père Lastique's boat?" said Jeanne.

“你还记得我们乘坐拉斯蒂克老爹的小艇出去游玩的那次吗？”让娜问。




Instead of replying, he gave her a hasty kiss on the ear.

朱利安没有回答，只是匆匆地在她耳边吻了一下。




The paddle-wheels struck the water, disturbing its torpor, and a long track of foam like the froth of champagne remained in the wake of the boat, reaching as far as the eye could see. Jeanne drank in with delight the odor of the salt mist that seemed to go to the very tips of her fingers. Everywhere the sea. But ahead of them there was something gray, not clearly defined in the early dawn; a sort of massing of strange-looking clouds, pointed, jagged, seemed to rest on the waters.

机轮鼓动着水面，惊醒了海的酣梦，船尾拖着一条长长的航迹，像是翻腾着的香槟酒的泡沫，一直延伸到视线所及的尽头。让娜欣喜地呼吸着带有盐味的海雾，这种味道仿佛一直沁入到她的指尖。处处是海。然而在他们前方有个灰蒙蒙的东西，在黎明的曙光中还看不清楚，像是一簇尖尖的、参差不齐的、奇形怪状的云浮在水面上。




Presently it became clearer, its outline more distinct on the brightening sky; a large chain of mountains, peaked and weird, appeared. It was Corsica, covered with a light veil of mist. The sun rose behind it, outlining the jagged crests like black shadows. Then all the summits were bathed in light, while the rest of the island remained covered with mist.

不一会儿，天色更亮了。在明朗的天空下，它的轮廓越发清晰了，峰峦起伏的灵异群山出现了。这就是罩着薄雾的科西嘉。太阳从岛后升起，所有突出的尖峰便像黑影一样显现出来。这时所有的峰顶便沐浴在阳光里，而岛上其余的部分仍然笼罩在晨雾中。




The captain, a little sun-browned man, dried up, stunted, toughened and shrivelled by the harsh salt winds, appeared on the bridge and in a voice hoarse after twenty years of command and worn from shouting amid the storms, said to Jeanne:

船长走到船桥上来，这是一个身材矮小的老人，被强烈的、带有盐味的海风吹得焦黄、干瘦、坚韧而皱缩。二十年来的发号施令和在暴风雨中声嘶力竭的喊叫，使他的嗓音沙哑了。他对让娜说：




"Do you perceive it, that odor?"

“您闻到那种气味了吗？”




She certainly noticed a strong and peculiar odor of plants, a wild aromatic odor.

她真的嗅到了一股浓烈而奇特的草木味道，一种野生植物的芳香。




"That is Corsica that sends out that fragrance, madame," said the captain. "It is her peculiar odor of a pretty woman. After being away for twenty years, I should recognize it five miles out at sea. I belong to it. He, down there, at Saint Helena, he speaks of it always, it seems, of the odor of his native country. He belongs to my family."

“这就是科西嘉岛散发出来的香味，夫人，”船长说，“这是一个漂亮女人特有的香气。虽然时隔二十年，但是我还是可以在五英里之外的海上辨别出来。我是这岛上的人。他，在圣海伦娜岛那儿，总是谈起它，像是在谈他故土的香气。他跟我是同族。”




And the captain, taking off his hat, saluted Corsica, saluted down yonder, across the ocean, the great captive emperor who belonged to his family.

这时船长摘下帽子，向科西嘉致敬，向海洋那边被囚禁的本族大帝致敬。




Jeanne was so affected that she almost cried.

让娜感动得几乎要哭了。




Then, pointing toward the horizon, the captain said: "Les Sanguinaires."

然后，船长指向天际说：“那就是桑圭内尔群岛。”




Julien was standing beside his wife, with his arm round her waist, and they both looked out into the distance to see what he was alluding to. They at length perceived some pyramidal rocks which the vessel rounded presently to enter an immense peaceful gulf surrounded by lofty summits, the base of which was covered with what looked like moss.

朱利安站在妻子身旁，搂着她的腰，两个人都望着远处，寻找船长所指的地方。他们终于望见了几座金字塔形状的山岩，船马上就要绕过那里，驶进一个开阔宁静的海湾。那四周都是巍峨的山峰，山底长满了像青苔一样的东西。




Pointing to this verdant growth, the captain said: "Le maquis."

船长指着那一大片葱绿的地带，说：“那就是丛莽。”




As they proceeded on their course the circle of mountains appeared to close in behind the steamer, which moved along slowly in such a lake of transparent azure that one could sometimes see to the bottom.

船逐渐前进，群山抱成的环仿佛在船的后方合拢了，船在清澈见底的湖水中缓缓航行。




The town suddenly appeared perfectly white at the end of the gulf, on the edge of the water, at the base of the mountains. Some little Italian boats were anchored in the dock. Four or five rowboats came up beside the Roi-Louis to get passengers.

在海湾尽头的依山傍水处，突然出现了一片耀眼的白色城镇。几艘意大利小船停泊在码头边上。四五艘划艇穿梭在“路易王”号周围接游客。




Julien, who was collecting the baggage, asked his wife in a low tone: "Twenty sous is enough, is it not, to give to the porter?"For a week he had constantly asked the same question, which annoyed her each time. She replied somewhat impatiently: "When one is not sure of giving enough, one gives too much."

朱利安边收拾行李边小声地问妻子：“给行李工二十苏的小费应该足够了吧？”一个星期以来，他不停地问着同一个问题，每一次都会使让娜感到生气。她有些不耐烦地回答说：“如果不确定给得够不够，可以多给一点呀。”




He was always disputing with the hotel proprietors, with the servants, the drivers, the vendors of all kinds, and when, by dint of bargaining, he had obtained a reduction in price, he would say to Jeanne as he rubbed his hands: "I do not like to be cheated."

他总是和旅馆老板、仆役、车夫以及各种商贩争吵。每当费尽口舌才得到一点便宜时，他就擦着双手对让娜说：“我是不愿意受骗。”




She trembled whenever a bill came in, certain beforehand of the remarks that he would make about each item, humiliated at this bargaining, blushing up to the roots of her hair beneath the contemptuous glances of the servants as they looked after her husband, while they held in their hand the meagre tip.

她一看到有帐单送来时，就会惊慌，因为她料到她丈夫在每一项上都会有意见，她会为这种斤斤计较感到丢脸。特别是当仆人们手里摊着那少给的钱，用轻蔑的眼光望着他丈夫时，她的脸会一直红到耳根。




He had a dispute with the boatmen who landed him.

他跟载他们上岸的船夫们也发生过争执。




The first tree Jeanne saw was a palm. They went to a great, empty hotel at the corner of an immense square and ordered breakfast.

让娜看见的第一棵树是棕榈树。他们来到一家没有旅客的大旅店里。这家店在一个大广场的拐角处，他们在那里吃早餐。




After an hour's rest they arranged an itinerary for their trip, and at the end of three days spent in this little town, hidden at the end of the blue gulf, and hot as a furnace enclosed in its curtain of mountains, which keep every breath of air from it, they decided to hire some saddle horses, so as to be able to cross any difficult pass, and selected two little Corsican stallions with fiery eyes, thin and unwearying, and set out one morning at daybreak. A guide, mounted on a mule, accompanied them and carried the provisions, for inns are unknown in this wild country.

休息了一个小时之后，他们安排了一下行程。他们在这个蓝色海湾尽头的小城市里住了三天，四周被群山包围着，热得像被关在火炉里一样，没有一点风。为了能穿过所有难走的山路，他们决定租两匹马骑。他们挑选了两匹目光凶猛、身材瘦小而耐劳的科西嘉小种马，便在一个大清早起程了。一个骑着骡子的向导陪他们同行，并带了些食品，因为在这种荒郊野外是没有什么旅店的。




The road ran along the gulf and soon turned into a kind of valley, and on toward the high mountains. They frequently crossed the dry beds of torrents with only a tiny stream of water trickling under the stones, gurgling faintly like a wild animal in hiding.

沿着海湾的山路走，不久便进入一个山谷，然后就直上高山了。他们不时会穿过一些激流的干河床，涓涓细流还在乱石间穿行，发出微弱的汩汩声，像躲藏着的野兽一样。




The uncultivated country seemed perfectly barren. The sides of the hills were covered with tall weeds, yellow from the blazing sun. Sometimes they met a mountaineer, either on foot or mounted on a little horse, or astride a donkey about as big as a dog. They all carried a loaded rifle slung across their backs, old rusty weapons, but redoubtable in their hands.

这地方还没有开垦过，看起来很荒芜。山腰上长满了高高的野草，在炽热的阳光下呈现出黄色。偶尔他们会遇到一个山里人，他们或是步行，或是骑着小马，或是跨在一头狗一般大小的毛驴上。他们人人背着一杆装好弹药的步枪，虽然是生了锈的旧武器，他们拿在手里却依然让人害怕。




The pungent odor of the aromatic herbs with which the island is overgrown seemed to make the air heavy. The road ascended gradually amid the long curves of the mountains. The red or blue granite peaks gave an appearance of fairyland to the wild landscape, and on the foothills immense forests of chestnut trees looked like green brush, compared with the elevations above them.

岛上长满了香草，散发出刺鼻的香味，仿佛使空气也变得凝重了。山路沿着群山的弧线越升越高。红色或青色的花岗岩山峰使这荒凉的景色呈现出仙境般的样子。相比之下，低处山坡上一望无际的栗树林看上去就像绿色的灌木丛。




Sometimes the guide, reaching out his hand toward some of these heights, would repeat a name. Jeanne and Julien would look where he pointed, but see nothing, until at last they discovered something gray, like a mass of stones fallen from the summit. It was a little village, a hamlet of granite hanging there, fastened on like a veritable bird's nest and almost invisible on the huge mountain.

有时向导会伸手指着那些高山，说出一个名字来。让娜和朱利安朝他所指的方向望去，但是什么也没看到。最后才发现了一点灰色的东西，就像是从山顶滚下来的一大堆石头。原来这是一个小村落，一个花岗岩小村庄，简直就像一个鸟窝牢牢地悬挂在那里，在这巨大的高山上几乎看不见。




Walking their horses like this made Jeanne nervous. "Let us go faster," she said. And she whipped up her horse. Then, as she did not hear her husband following her, she turned round and laughed heartily as she saw him coming along, pale, and holding on to his horse's mane as it bounced him up and down. His very appearance of a "beau cavalier" made his awkwardness and timidity all the more comical.

长时间在马背上蹒跚而行，让娜有些烦躁起来。“我们走快一点儿吧，”她说。于是，她便抽打马背向前冲去。因为听不见丈夫紧随其后的马蹄声，她便掉过头去。当看到他两手揪住马鬃，在马背上颠得前仰后合，面色煞白地赶上来时，不禁大笑起来。他那副俊俏的外表，那副骑士的神情，愈发使他的笨拙和胆怯显得滑稽。




They trotted along quietly. The road now ran between two interminable forests of brush, which covered the whole side of the mountain like a garment. This was the "Maquis," composed of scrub oak, juniper, arbutus, mastic, privet, gorse, laurel, myrtle and boxwood, intertwined with clematis, huge ferns, honeysuckle, cytisus, rosemary, lavender and brambles, which covered the sides of the mountain with an impenetrable fleece.

他们策马小步平稳前进。这时，道路两旁是一望无际的丛林，就像大衣一样，裹着整个山坡。这就是丛莽。这里有青榭树、杜松、岩梨树、乳香树、水蜡树、石南竹、月桂、桃金娘和黄杨，还有绞缠在一起的牡丹蔓、巨大的羊齿草、金银花、金雀花、迷迭香、熏衣草和野蔷薇，像无法清理的绒毛一样粘满了山腰。




They were hungry. The guide rejoined them and led them to one of those charming springs so frequent in rocky countries, a tiny thread of iced water issuing from a little hole in the rock and flowing into a chestnut leaf that some passerby had placed there to guide the water into one's mouth.

他们饿了。向导赶过来，带他们来到一处迷人的泉眼边，在岩石地带，这种泉眼很常见。冰冷的泉水像一条细线似的从岩石的孔里喷出来，然后流到一片栗树叶子里，这是路人为了把泉水接起来喝而放在那儿的。




Jeanne felt so happy that she could hardly restrain herself from screaming for joy.

让娜高兴极了，禁不住要大声欢呼了。




They continued their journey and began to descend the slope winding round the Bay of Sagone. Toward evening they passed through Cargese, the Greek village founded by a colony of refugees who were driven from their country. Tall, beautiful girls, with rounded hips, long hands and slender waists, and singularly graceful, were grouped beside a fountain. Julien called out, "Good evening," and they replied in musical tones in the harmonious language of their own land.

他们继续前行，开始向绕着萨戈内海湾的山坡走下去。傍晚时刻，他们穿过了卡耶斯村，这是从前一群希腊难民被祖国驱逐出来时建立起来的。在一口泉水边，围着一群身材高挑的美少女，细手纤腰，圆圆的臀，姿态十分优美。朱利安大声喊道：“晚上好。”她们用当地和谐悦耳的音调答谢了他。




When they reached Piana they had to beg for hospitality, as in ancient times and in desert lands. Jeanne trembled with joy as they waited for the door to be opened after Julien knocked. Oh, this was a journey worth while, with all the unexpected of unexplored paths.

到了皮亚纳，像在古时候的荒郊野岭一样，他们不得不向别人求宿。当朱利安敲了门，两个人等着开门的时候，让娜开心得全身直哆嗦。啊，这趟旅行真值啊！在这荒僻的旅途中可以遇见种种意想不到的事情。




It happened to be the home of a young couple. They received the travellers as the patriarchs must have received the guest sent by God. They had to sleep on a corn husk mattress in an old moldy house. The woodwork, all eaten by worms, overrun with long boring-worms, seemed to emit sounds, to be alive and to sigh.

他们求宿的那一家，恰好是一对年轻夫妇。他们接待了这两个旅行者，就像族长接待神派遣来的宾客一样。他们就在一间破旧房子里的玉米苞叶垫子上睡下了。满是蛀洞的木料上，还有长条的蛀虫在上面蠕动，发出吱吱的响声，像是人在叹息。




They set off again at daybreak, and presently stopped before a forest, a veritable forest of purple granite. There were peaks, pillars, bell-towers, wondrous forms molded by age, the ravaging wind and the sea mist. As much as three hundred metres in height, slender, round, twisted, hooked, deformed, unexpected and fantastic, these amazing rocks looked like trees, plants, animals, monuments, men, monks in their garb, horned devils, gigantic birds, a whole population of monsters, a menagerie of nightmares petrified by the will of some eccentric divinity.

天刚亮，他们就又动身了。不久，他们在一处丛林前停了下来，这是一片名副其实的紫色花岗岩森林。石峰型、圆柱型、钟塔型和各种形态的岩石，都是经过海风和海雾长年的侵蚀而形成的。这些令人惊异的岩石，有高达三百米的，有细长的、圆形的、扭曲的、钩状的、畸形的，还有出人意料、古怪有趣的。它们看起来像树，像草木，像动物，像石碑，像人物，像穿着袈裟的和尚，像长犄角的魔鬼，像巨型飞鸟。这所有的怪物，就像是按怪僻的神意而石化的、梦魇中的兽群。




Jeanne had ceased talking, her heart was full. She took Julien's hand and squeezed it, overcome with a longing for love in presence of the beauty of nature.

让娜激动得说不出话来。她紧紧地握住朱利安的手，面对这美丽的大自然，她禁不住渴望起爱情来。




Suddenly, as they emerged from this chaos, they saw before them another gulf, encircled by a wall of blood-red granite. And these red rocks were reflected in the blue waters.

突然，当他们从这个迷阵中走出来时，他们又看见一个血红的花岗岩壁环抱着的海湾出现在眼前。血红的岩石倒映在碧绿的海水里。




"Oh, Julien!" faltered Jeanne, unable to speak for wonder and choking with her emotion. Two tears fell from her eyes. Julien gazed at her in astonishment and said:

“啊，朱利安！”让娜叫一声，本想感叹一下这个奇观，却激动得说不出话来。两行泪水从她的眼里滑落下来。朱利安吃惊地望着她，问：




"What is the matter, my pet?"

“怎么了，我的小乖乖？”




She wiped away her tears, smiled and replied in a rather shaky voice:

她擦掉眼泪，微笑着用有些颤抖的声音回答说：




"Nothing-I am nervous-I do not know-it just came over me. I am so happy that the least thing affects me.”

“没什么……只是有点激动………我不知道……它会出现在我面前。我太高兴了，一点小事情都会让我觉得感动。”




He could not understand these feminine attacks of "nerves," the shocks of these vibrant beings, excited at nothing, whom enthusiasm stirs as might a catastrophe, whom an imperceptible sensation completely upsets, driving them wild with joy or despair.

他并不理解女性的这种神经质，她们会为一些新奇的事物而激动；对任何事情都很兴奋，那股热情激起的骚动像是遇上了灾祸；一种不可捉摸的感动会使她们完全神魂颠倒，会使她们快乐或失望得发狂。




These tears seemed absurd to him, and thinking only of the bad road, he said:

让娜的这些眼泪让他觉得很可笑，然而他只是在注意这崎岖的山路，他说：




"You would do better to watch your horse."

“你最好还是看好你的马吧。”




They descended an almost impassable path to the shore of the gulf, then turned to the right to ascend the gloomy Val d'Ota.

他们从一条几乎无法通行的路走下来，然后在海湾边上右转，开始攀登阴暗的奥塔山谷。




But the road was so bad that Julien proposed that they should go on foot. Jeanne was delighted. She was enchanted at the idea of walking, of being alone with him after her late emotion.

但是这条山路太难走了，于是朱利安提议说他们应该步行。让娜高兴极了。她很赞成这个步行的主意，在刚才那阵感动之后，能和他单独步行让她觉得很快乐。




The guide went ahead with the mule and the horses and they walked slowly.

向导牵着骡子和两匹马在前面走，他俩则慢慢地走着。




The mountain, cleft from top to bottom, spreads apart. The path lies in this breach, between two gigantic walls. A roaring torrent flows through the gorge. The air is icy, the granite looks black, and high above one the glimpse of blue sky astonishes and bewilders one.

从山顶至山底是裂开的，中间留出一道空隙。小径就在这道裂口上，两边是巨大的石壁。一股汹涌的寒流在峡谷间奔腾。空气是冰凉的，花岗岩是黑色的，向头顶上方的苍穹望去，让人觉得触目惊心。




A sudden noise made Jeanne startle. She raised her eyes. An immense bird flew away from a hollow; it was an eagle. His spread wings seemed to brush the two walls of the gorge and he soared into the blue and disappeared.

一阵突如其来的响声吓了让娜一跳。她抬头望去。一只巨鸟从一个山洞里飞了出去，是一只苍鹰。它那展开的双翅掠过峡谷的两道石壁，然后直上青天，不见了。




Farther on there was a double gorge and the path lay between the two in abrupt zigzags. Jeanne, careless and happy, took the lead, the pebbles rolling away beneath her feet, fearlessly leaning over the abysses. Julien followed her, somewhat out of breath, his eyes on the ground for fear of becoming dizzy.

再往前是两道峡谷，小道曲曲折折地环绕在它们之间。让娜轻松雀跃地走在前面，踢着脚下的鹅卵石，大胆地俯瞰这万丈深渊。朱利安跟在她后面，有些喘不过气了。因为害怕自己会晕，所以两眼一直盯着地面。




All at once the sun shone down on them, and it seemed as if they were leaving the infernal regions. They were thirsty, and following a track of moisture, they crossed a wilderness of stones and found a little spring conducted into a channel made of a piece of hollowed-out wood for the benefit of the goatherds. A carpet of moss covered the ground all round it, and Jeanne and Julien knelt down to drink.

忽然，阳光照在了他们身上，他们觉得像是走出了地狱。他们渴了，便顺着一道水迹，穿过一片乱石堆，找到了一处泉眼。泉水由一条木管引出，供牧羊人使用。周围的地上长满了青苔，让娜和朱利安跪下身去饮水。




As they were enjoying the fresh cold water, Julien tried to draw Jeanne away to tease her. She resisted and their lips met and parted, and the stream of cold water splashed their faces, their necks, their clothes and their hands, and their kisses mingled in the stream.

当他们正在畅饮这清凉的泉水时，朱利安把让娜拉开，试图抢占她的吸水口来戏弄她。她偏不让，两人的嘴唇你推我挤地争夺着，一股清凉的细流溅到他们脸上、脖子上、衣服上和手上。他们的吻和这细流交融在一起了。




They were a long time reaching the summit of the declivity, as the road was so winding and uneven, and they did not reach Evisa until evening and the house of Paoli Palabretti, a relative of their guide.

他们许久才到达山顶，因为道路崎岖而且坑洼不平。傍晚时分，他们才到达爱维沙，来到向导的一个亲戚保利·巴拉勃莱蒂家里。




He was a tall man, somewhat bent, with the mournful air of a consumptive. He took them to their room, a cheerless room of bare stone, but handsome for this country, where all elegance is ignored. He expressed in his language-the Corsican patois, a jumble of French and Italian-his pleasure at welcoming them, when a shrill voice interrupted him. A little swarthy woman, with large black eyes, a skin warmed by the sun, a slender waist, teeth always showing in a perpetual smile, darted forward, kissed Jeanne, shook Julien's hand and said: "Good-day, madame; good-day, monsieur; I hope you are well.”

他是一个身材高大的汉子，有点驼背，带着肺病患者那种忧郁的神情。他把他们带到住宿的房间里。虽然是一间阴暗的石屋，但是在这不懂优雅的地带，应该算是很美观了。他用他自已的语言——科西嘉的方言，一种法语和意大利语的混合语——来表达欢迎他们的快乐心情，这时一个尖锐的声音插了进来。她是一个身材矮小、皮肤黝黑的女人，眼睛又黑又大，晒黑的皮肤，纤细的腰身，嘴角总是带着笑容。她抢前一步，吻了一下让娜，握了下朱利安的手说：“您好啊，太太，您好啊，先生，你们都好吧？”




She took their hats, shawls, carrying all on one arm, for the other was in a sling, and then she made them all go outside, saying to her husband: "Go and take them for a walk until dinner time."

她用一只手臂接过他们的帽子和披巾，因为她的另一只胳膊吊着绷带。然后她把大家都带到外面，对她丈夫说：“带他们出去散散步，然后回来吃晚餐。”




M. Palabretti obeyed at once and walked between the two young people as he showed them the village. He dragged his feet and his words, coughing frequently, and repeating at each attack of coughing:

巴拉勃莱蒂先生按照她说的，立刻带他们出去了。他走在两人的中间，带他们到村里看看。他慢吞吞地走着，慢言慢语地说着。他不停地咳嗽，而每一咳嗽，他就反复地说：




"It is the air of the Val, which is cool, and has struck my chest."

“山谷里的凉气侵入到我的胸口去了。”




He led them on a by-path beneath enormous chestnut trees. Suddenly he stopped and said in his monotonous voice: "It is here that my cousin, Jean Rinaldi, was killed by Mathieu Lori. See, I was there, close to Jean, when Mathieu appeared at ten paces from us. 'Jean,' he cried, 'do not go to Albertacce; do not go, Jean, or I will kill you. I warn you!'

他把他们带到一条小路边，旁边是一棵参天的栗树。忽然他停住了脚步，用他那低沉的嗓音说：“我的表弟让·里纳尔迪就是在这里被马蒂厄·洛利杀死的。瞧！当马蒂厄在离我们十步之遥处出现时，我就站在那儿，离让很近。‘让’，他喊道，‘不要到阿尔贝塔斯去；不要去，让，否则我会杀了你。我警告你!'




"I took Jean's arm: 'Do not go there, Jean; he will do it.'

“我拉住让的胳膊说，‘别去那儿，让，他会杀了你的。’




"It was about a girl whom they were both after, Paulina Sinacoupi.

“那是为了一个叫保利娜·西娜古比的女孩，他们两个人都在追求她。




"But Jean cried out: 'I am going, Mathieu; you will not be the one to prevent me.'

“但是让大叫道：‘我就要去，马蒂厄，你是阻止不了我的。’




"Then Mathieu unslung his gun, and before I could adjust mine, he fired.

“这时马蒂厄取下他的枪，在我还没拿起我的枪之前，他便开枪了。




"Jean leaped two feet in the air, like a child skipping, yes, monsieur, and he fell back full on me, so that my gun went off and rolled as far as the big chestnut tree over yonder.

“让的双脚同时跃起，就像孩子跳绳似的。是的，先生，他倒在我的怀里，我的枪便滚落到了那边的那棵大栗树下。




"Jean's mouth was wide open, but he did not utter a word; he was dead.”

“让的嘴张得很大，但他一个字也说不出来，他死了。”




The young people gazed in amazement at the calm witness of this crime. Jeanne asked:

这对年轻夫妇吃惊地望着这桩凶杀案的镇定的目击者。让娜问道：




"And what became of the assassin?"

“那个凶手后来怎么样了？”




Paoli Palabretti had a long fit of coughing and then said:

保利·巴拉勃莱蒂咳嗽了好一阵子，接着说：




"He escaped to the mountain. It was my brother who killed him the following year. You know, my brother, Philippi Palabretti, the bandit."

“他逃到山里去了。”第二年，我哥哥把他杀了。您知道，我的哥哥菲利皮·巴拉勃莱蒂是一个强盗。”




Jeanne shuddered.

让娜打了一个寒颤。




"Your brother a bandit?"

“您的哥哥是强盗？”




With a gleam of pride in his eye, the calm Corsican replied:

眼里流露出一丝自豪的目光，这个沉着的科西嘉人回答道：




"Yes, madame. He was celebrated, that one. He laid low six gendarmes. He died at the same time as Nicolas Morali, when they were trapped in the Niolo, after six days of fighting, and were about to die of hunger.

“是的，太太。他很有名的，真的。他打死过六个宪兵。他和尼古拉·摩拉里同一时间死的。当时他们在尼奥洛被困，经过六天的战斗之后，大概是被饿死了。”




"The country is worth it," he added with a resigned air in the same tone in which he said: "It is the air of the Val, which is cool."

“本地的风气就是这样。”他用一种听天由命的语气补充道，像是说“这就是山谷里的凉气”一样。




Then they went home to dinner, and the little Corsican woman behaved as if she had known them for twenty years.

然后，他们回去吃晚餐。这个科西嘉小妇人热情地招待他们，就像大家已经相识了二十年一样。




But Jeanne was worried. When Julien again held her in his arms, would she experience the same strange and intense sensation that she had felt on the moss beside the spring? And when they were alone together that evening she trembled lest she should still be insensible to his kisses. But she was reassured, and this was her first night of love.

让娜却有点忧虑了。当朱利安再次拥她入怀时，她是否同样能感受到她在泉水边的青苔上曾有过的那种奇怪而强烈的感觉呢？那天晚上，当他俩单独在一起时，她发起愁来，生怕对朱利安的亲吻依然毫无感觉。但是她很快安心了。而这成了她爱情的初夜。




The next day, as they were about to set out, she decided that she would not leave this humble cottage, where it seemed as though a fresh happiness had begun for her.

第二天，当他们要动身离开的时候，她觉得她离不开这所简陋的小屋了，因为这里让她开始有了一种新的幸福。




She called her host's little wife into her room and, while making clear that she did not mean it as a present, she insisted, even with some annoyance, on sending her from Paris, as soon as she arrived, a remembrance, a remembrance to which she attached an almost superstitious significance.

她把这家主人的小妻子叫进房间，清清楚楚地说她并非要送她礼物，但是又一再坚持，甚至有些恼怒，说一回到巴黎，就会寄一件纪念品给她，一件她认为具有神圣意义的纪念品。




The little Corsican refused for some time, not wishing to accept it. But at last she consented, saying:

这位科西嘉小妇人推辞了很久，不肯接受。但是最后她同意了，说：




"Well, then, send me a little pistol, a very small one."

“好吧，那么，你就寄给我一把小手枪吧，那种很小很小的。”




Jeanne opened her eyes in astonishment. The other added in her ear, as one confides a sweet and intimate secret: "It is to kill my brother-in-law.”And smiling, she hastily unwound the bandages around the helpless arm, and showing her firm, white skin with the scratch of a stiletto across it, now almost healed, she said: "If I had not been almost as strong as he is, he would have killed me. My husband is not jealous, he knows me; and, besides, he is ill, you know, and that quiets your blood. And, besides, madame, I am an honest woman; but my brother-in-law believes all that he hears. He is jealous for my husband and he will surely try it again. Then I shall have my little pistol; I shall be easy, and sure of my revenge.”

让娜大吃一惊，睁大了眼睛。小妇人凑近她的耳边，就像吐露一个可喜的、私人的秘密一样，悄悄地说：“我要用它杀了我的小叔子。”她微笑着，匆匆地解开那只不能活动的胳膊上的绷带，露出雪白而结实的皮肤，上面有一块刀疤，现在几乎已愈合了。她说：“如果我不是和他一样强壮，早就被他杀死了。我丈夫并不会猜疑我，他是了解我的；而且他还有病，您知道的，火气也小一些。而且，此外，我是一个正经的女人，太太，但是我的小叔子听见什么都相信。他替我的丈夫打抱不平，他一定不会善罢甘休的。所以我应该有一把小手枪，那样我就安心了，而且一定可以报仇了。”




Jeanne promised to send the weapon, kissed her new friend tenderly and they set out on their journey.

让娜答应寄枪给她，接着温柔地拥吻了一下她的新朋友，然后就开始了他们的旅程。




The rest of the trip was nothing but a dream, a continual series of embraces, an intoxication of caresses. She saw nothing, neither the landscape, nor the people, nor the places where they stopped. She saw nothing but Julien.

后来的旅行只不过是一场梦：无休止的缠绵拥抱，百般陶醉的爱抚。不论是风景、人，还是她们停留的地方，她都看不见了。她的眼里只有朱利安。




On arriving at Bastia, they had to pay the guide. Julien fumbled in his pockets. Not finding what he wanted, he said to Jeanne: "As you are not using your mother's two thousand francs, give them to me to carry. They will be safer in my belt, and it will avoid my having to make change.”

到了巴斯蒂亚，他们该付钱给向导了。朱利安在口袋里摸了摸。因为凑不够合适的数目，便对让娜说：“你母亲给你的两千法郎不是还没用吗？交给我保管吧！放在我的口袋里会更安全一些，也免得我再去换零钱。”




She handed him her purse.

她把钱包递给了他。




They went to Leghorn, visited Florence, Genoa and all the Cornici. They reached Marseilles on a morning when the north wind was blowing. Two months had elapsed since they left the "Poplars."It was now the 15th of October.

他们到了里窝那，游览了佛罗伦萨、热那亚，以及科尔尼希一带的全部风景区。在一个刮着北风的清晨，他们回到了马赛。他们离开白杨山庄已经有两个月了。现在已是十月十五日了。




Jeanne, affected by the cold wind that seemed to come from yonder, from far-off Normandy, felt sad. Julien had, for some time, appeared changed, tired, indifferent, and she feared she knew not what.

像是来自遥远的诺曼底的这股寒风影响了让娜的心情，她悲伤起来。有一段时间，朱利安像是变了一个人似的，既疲惫又冷淡，她心里有种莫名的忧虑。




They delayed their return home four days longer, not being able to make up their minds to leave this pleasant land of the sun. It seemed to her that she had come to an end of her happiness.

因为不舍得离开这个阳光明媚的美好的地方，他们把归期往后延了四天。这对于让娜来说，她的幸福就要结束了。




At length they left. They were to make all their purchases in Paris, prior to settling down for good at the "Poplars," and Jeanne looked forward to bringing back some treasures, thanks to her mother's present. But the first thing she thought of was the pistol promised to the little Corsican woman of Evisa.

最后，他们还是离开了。他们打算到巴黎去购置在白杨山庄安家所需的一切用品。让娜还想带些珠宝回去，以答谢她母亲的礼物。但是她首先想到的是，她答应寄给爱维沙那位科西嘉少妇的小手枪。




The day after they arrived she said to Julien: "Dear, will you give me that money of mamma's? I want to make my purchases.”

他们到达巴黎的第二天，她便对朱利安说：“亲爱的，你把妈妈的钱给我吧？我想去买点东西。”




He turned toward her with a look of annoyance.

他转过身来，不高兴地问：




"How much do you want?"

“你想要多少？”




"Why—whatever you please.”

“呃……你高兴给多少就多少吧。”




"I will give you a hundred francs," he replied, "but do not squander it."

“我给你一百法郎，”他回答说，“但是你别乱花。”




She did not know what to say, amazed and confused. At length she faltered: "But-I-handed you the money to—”

她既吃惊又疑惑，不知道说什么才好。最后她支支吾吾地说：“但是……我把那些钱交给你是为了……”




He did not give her time to finish.

没等她说完，他就抢着说：




"Yes, of course. Whether it is in my pocket or yours makes no difference from the moment that we have the same purse. I do not refuse you, do I, since I am giving you a hundred francs?"

“是的，没错。不管是放在我口袋里还是你口袋里，从我们结婚的那一刻开始已经没有什么分别了。我没有说不给你呀，不是吗？我不说给你一百法郎吗？”




She took the five gold pieces without saying a word, but she did not venture to ask for any more, and she bought nothing but the pistol.

她一声不吭地接过这五枚金币，没敢多问。于是除了那把小手枪，她什么也没买。




Eight days later they set out for the "Poplars."

八天以后，他们动身回白杨山庄。








Chapter 6Disenchantment

第六章梦的觉醒




The family and servants were awaiting them outside the white gate with brick supports. The post-chaise drew up and there were long and affectionate greetings. Little mother wept; Jeanne, affected, wiped away some tears; father nervously walked up and down.

全家上上下下都在有着砖砌柱子的白色大门外等候着他们。驿车停了下来，大家深情地问候了许久。男爵夫人哭了；让娜也激动得哭了起来；男爵兴奋得走来走去。




Then, as the baggage was being unloaded, they told of their travels beside the parlor fire. Jeanne's words flowed freely, and everything was told, everything, in a half hour, except, perhaps, a few little details forgotten in this rapid account.

然后，行李都还没卸完，他们就开始在客厅的壁炉前讲述他们的旅行了。让娜滔滔不绝地说着，也许除了有些细节在这匆忙的叙述里不免被遗漏以外，其他的一切在半个小时内，她都说了。




The young wife then went to undo her parcels. Rosalie, also greatly affected, assisted her. When this was finished and everything had been put away, the little maid left her mistress, and Jeanne, somewhat fatigued, sat down.

然后，少妇便去打开她的那些包裹。罗莎莉也非常激动，在一旁帮她整理。当所有的东西都被安排得妥妥当当之后，小使女这才离开她的女主人。这时让娜也有些疲倦了，坐了下来。




She asked herself what she was now going to do, seeking some occupation for her mind, some work for her hands. She did not care to go down again into the drawing-room, where her mother was asleep, and she thought she would take a walk. But the country seemed so sad that she felt a weight at her heart on only looking out of the window.

她问自已，现在该干些什么，她的心需要有个寄托，她手上需要有点事情做。她不想再到楼下的客厅里去，因为母亲已经在那儿睡着了。于是，她想去散散步。但是郊外的景色是那么凄凉，仅仅从窗口眺望，就让人感觉心情沉重。




Then it came to her that she had no longer anything to do, never again anything to do. All her young life at the convent had been preoccupied with the future, busied with dreams. The constant excitement of hope filled her hours at that time, so that she was not aware of their flight. Then hardly had she left those austere walls, where her illusions had unfolded, than her expectations of love were at once realized. The longed-for lover, met, loved and married within a few weeks, as one marries on these sudden resolves, had carried her off in his arms, without giving her time for reflection.

因此她再也没有什么事情可以做了，再也没有什么事情可干了。在修道院时，她一心憧憬着未来，成天沉湎于梦想里。在那个时候，对未来的期待时时刻刻都使她感动，所以她没有意识到时间在飞逝。然后，当她刚一离开那面禁锢她幻想的、严峻的高墙时，她对爱情的期望就立刻实现了。从渴望爱情到相遇、相爱和结婚，只有几个星期的时间，就像那些突然间就决定结婚的人一样，她还来不及考虑，就被那个男人抱在怀里了。




But now the sweet reality of the first days was to become the everyday reality, which closed the door on vague hopes, on the enchanting worries of the unknown. Yes, there was nothing more to look forward to. And there was nothing more to do, today, to-morrow, never. She felt all this vaguely as a certain disillusion, a certain crumbling of her dreams.

但是现在，最初几天的甜蜜生活即将变成平淡的日常生活，它关上了这扇无限的希望之门，这扇不为人知的、神奇的忧虑之门。是的，再也没有什么可期待的了。再也没有什么可做的了，今天，明天，永远都没有什么可做的了。她隐约有一种失望的感觉，一种梦想的破灭。




She rose and leaned her forehead against the cold window panes.

她站起身来，把前额靠在那冰冷的窗玻璃上。




Then, after gazing for some time at the sky across which dark clouds were passing, she decided to go out.

接着，她向那乌云密布的天空望了一会儿，决定出去走一走。




Was this the same country, the same grass, the same trees as in May? What had become of the sunlit cheerfulness of the leaves and the poetry of the green grass, where dandelions, poppies and moon daisies bloomed and where yellow butterflies fluttered as though held by invisible wires? And this intoxication of the air teeming with life, with fragrance, with fertilizing pollen, existed no longer!

这还是五月的郊外、五月的草、五月的树吗？树叶上阳光的嬉戏、绿色草地的诗意、那火焰般的蒲公英、血红的罂栗花、耀眼的金盏花，还有像是系在隐形丝线上飞舞的黄蝴蝶都到哪儿去了？那充满着花粉和花香，充满着生机的、令人陶醉的空气再也不存在了。




The avenues, soaked by the constant autumnal downpours, were covered with a thick carpet of fallen leaves which extended beneath the shivering bareness of the almost leafless poplars. She went as far as the shrubbery. It was as sad as the chamber of a dying person. A green hedge which separated the little winding walks was bare of leaves. Little birds flew from place to place with a little chilly cry, seeking a shelter.

被连绵的秋雨浸透的林阴路上盖着一层厚厚的落叶，在几乎掉光了叶子、颤巍巍的白杨树下延伸着。让娜一直走到灌木林中。这里如同垂死人的房间一样凄凉。曲折小径两旁的绿色树篱，枝叶都已凋零。雏鸟畏寒啁啾，四处跳跃着，寻觅栖身之地。




The thick curtain of elm trees that formed a protection against the sea wind, the lime tree and the plane tree with their crimson and yellow tints seemed clothed, the one in red velvet and the other in yellow silk.

只有那棵菩提树和那棵梧桐树，在防御海风的榆树林的保护下，依然枝叶茂密，一棵像是披着红色的天鹅绒，另一棵则像穿着橙黄的锦缎。




Jeanne walked slowly up and down petite mère's avenue, alongside the Couillards' farm. Something weighed on her spirit like a presentiment of the long boredom of the monotonous life about to begin.

让娜沿着库亚尔家的农庄，男爵夫人经常散步的那条小道，慢慢地来回走着。她心情沉重，像是已预感到单调生活中无尽的烦恼将要开始了。




She seated herself on the bank where Julien had first told her of his love and remained there, dreaming, scarcely thinking, depressed to the very soul, longing to lie down, to sleep, in order to escape the dreariness of the day.

她在斜坡上坐下来，这是朱利安第一次向她表白的地方，她一直呆在那儿空想。她心灰意冷，几乎什么都不想考虑，只想躺下来睡一觉，来逃避这枯燥无味的日子。




All at once she perceived a gull crossing the sky, carried away in a gust of wind, and she recalled the eagle she had seen down there in Corsica, in the gloomy vale of Ota. She felt a spasm at her heart as at the remembrance of something pleasant that is gone by, and she had a sudden vision of the beautiful island with its wild perfume, its sun that ripens oranges and lemons, its mountains with their rosy summits, its azure gulfs and its ravines through which the torrents flowed.

忽然她望见一只海鸥，乘风掠过长空，这使她想起了在科西嘉阴沉的奥塔山谷里曾经见过的那只苍鹰。一想到那已逝的欢乐，她就会感到一阵心痛；突然她仿佛又看到了那弥漫着野花香味的美丽小岛，那种使橙子和柠檬成熟的阳光，那蔷薇色山顶的群山和碧绿的海湾，以及那湍流奔泻的峡谷。




And the moist, severe landscape that surrounded her, with the falling leaves and the gray clouds blown along by the wind, enfolded her in such a heavy mantle of misery that she went back to the house to keep from sobbing.

然而她的周围却是一副落叶飘零、乌云萦绕、潮湿凄凉的景象。她陷入了极度的痛苦之中。如果再不回去，她就要哭出来了。




Her mother was dozing in a torpid condition in front of the fire, accustomed to the melancholy of the long days, and not noticing it any longer. Her father and Julien had gone for a walk to talk about business matters. Night was coming on, filling the large drawing-room with gloom lighted by reflections of light from the fire.

她母亲正呆坐在壁炉前打盹儿，她早已习惯了这种漫长乏味的日子，所以不会再有什么感觉了。父亲和朱利安出去散步了，去谈生意上的事情。夜幕降临了，偌大的客厅笼罩在反射的火光所点亮的阴影之中。




The baron presently appeared, followed by Julien. As soon as the vicomte entered the room he rang the bell, saying: "Quick, quick, let us have some light! It is gloomy in here."

不久，男爵回来了，朱利安跟在他后面。子爵一走进门，男爵就打铃，嚷道：“快点，快点，把灯点起来！屋里太暗了。”




And he sat down before the fire. While his wet shoes were steaming in the warmth and the mud was drying on his soles, he rubbed his hands cheerfully as he said: "I think it is going to freeze; the sky is clearing in the north, and it is full moon to-night; we shall have a stinger to-night.”

接着，他在壁炉前坐下来。他的鞋子湿了，在炉火边冒着热气，鞋底上的泥浆快被火烤干了。他高兴地搓着双手，说道：“我看是快要结冰了。北面的天色明朗起来，今晚是满月，夜里一定很冷。”




Then turning to his daughter: "Well, little one, are you glad to be back again in your own country, in your own home, with the old folks?"

然后他转过身来对女儿说：“我说，小东西，你再一次回到家乡，回到了自已家里，和老人们团聚在一起，你觉得高兴吗？”




This simple question upset Jeanne. She threw herself into her father's arms, her eyes full of tears, and kissed him nervously, as though asking pardon, for in spite of her honest attempt to be cheerful, she felt sad enough to give up altogether. She recalled the joy she had promised herself at seeing her parents again, and she was surprised at the coldness that seemed to numb her affection, just as if, after constantly thinking of those one loves, when at a distance and unable to see them at any moment, one should feel, on seeing them again, a sort of check of affection, until the bonds of their life in common had been renewed.

这个简单的问题，却使让娜心烦意乱起来。她扑到父亲的怀里，眼睛里充满泪水，激动地吻了一下父亲，好像是在请求原谅。因为尽管她试图强颜欢笑，但她已伤心得不能自持了。她原以为当再次见到父母时，一定会觉得很快乐，但是现在她的情感被一种冷漠的心情所束缚了，自己都觉得诧异。就像人们常常想起那些所爱的人一样，因为两地相隔而不能随时见面，当再次见到他们时，会产生一种生疏的感觉，直到又共同生活一段时间后，感情的纽带才能重新联结起来。




Dinner lasted a long time. No one spoke much. Julien appeared to have forgotten his wife.

晚餐持续了很久。大家却很少讲话。朱利安似乎已把自已的妻子遗忘了。




In the drawing-room Jeanne sat before the fire in a drowsy condition, opposite little mother, who was sound asleep. Aroused by the voices of the men, Jeanne asked herself, as she tried to rouse herself, if she, too, was going to become a slave to this dreary lethargy of habit that nothing varies.

客厅里，让娜坐在壁炉旁，昏昏欲睡；男爵夫人坐在对面已经睡着了。让娜被两个男人的谈话声惊醒了，她努力振作精神，问自己以后是不是也会在一成不变的生活中，陷入可悲的昏睡中去。




The baron approached the fire, and holding out his hands to the glowing flame, he said, smiling: "Ah, that burns finely this evening. It is freezing, children; it is freezing."Then, placing his hand on Jeanne's shoulder and pointing to the fire, he said: "See here, little daughter, that is the best thing in life, the hearth, the hearth, with one's own around one. Nothing else counts. But supposing we retire. You children must be tired out.”

男爵走近壁炉，把手伸到炽热的火焰上取暖，他笑着说：“啊，今晚这火烧得真旺。天太冷了，孩子们，太冷了。”然后，她把手搭在让娜的肩上，指着火炉说：“你看，乖女儿，这是人生中最美好的东西，炉边，一家人团聚在一起的炉边。没有什么比这更有意义了。但是我们该睡觉了。孩子们，你们一定也累了。”




When she was in her room, Jeanne asked herself how she could feel so differently on returning a second time to the place that she thought she loved. Why did she feel as though she were wounded? Why did this house, this beloved country, all that hitherto had thrilled her with happiness, now appear so distressing?

让娜回到她的卧室里，她不禁问自已，为什么再次回到自以为深爱的地方会有如此不同的感觉呢？为什么她感觉自已好像受到了伤害？为什么这所房子，这片她热爱的故土，以及至今还使她幸福得激动不已的一切，如今变得这么凄凉？




Her eyes suddenly fell on her clock. The little bee was still swinging from left to right and from right to left with the same quick, continuous motion above the scarlet blossoms. All at once an impulse of tenderness moved her to tears at sight of this little piece of mechanism that seemed to be alive. She had not been so affected on kissing her father and mother. The heart has mysteries that no arguments can solve.

她的目光突然间落在了那座时钟上。那只小蜜蜂依然在那鲜红的花朵上匀速地、不停地左右摆动着。看到这个似乎活生生的小机件，突然有种感情冲动让她潸然泪下。即使在亲吻父母时，她也不曾如此激动。人们内心深处的奥秘，是无法说清楚的。




For the first time since her marriage she was alone, Julien, under pretext of fatigue, having taken another room.

自从结婚以来，她还是第一次独守空房。朱利安推托说他很疲惫，到另一间卧室去睡了。




She lay awake a long time, unaccustomed to being alone and disturbed by the bleak north wind which beat against the roof.

她很久不能入眠，一个人睡有些不习惯，而且寒冷的北风拍打着屋顶，也吵得她睡不着。




She was awakened the next morning by a bright light that flooded her room. She put on a dressing gown and ran to the window and opened it.

第二天早晨，一片明媚的阳光铺洒在她的房间里，把她弄醒了。她披上晨衣，跑向窗口，打开窗户。




An icy breeze, sharp and bracing, streamed into the room, making her skin tingle and her eyes water. The sun appeared behind the trees on a crimson sky, and the earth, covered with frost and dry and hard, rang out beneath one's footsteps. In one night all the leaves had blown off the trees, and in the distance beyond the level ground was seen the long green line of water, covered with trails of white foam.

一阵冰冷刺骨的寒风涌入室内，她感觉皮肤刺痛，眼泪直流。红艳艳的天空中，旭日从树后升起来。地面上覆满了白霜，干燥而坚硬，在人们的脚步下簌簌作响。一夜之间，树上的叶子一落而光，远处那片平地后面，能望见一道长长的碧波，正翻腾着白色的浪花。




Jeanne dressed herself and went out, and for the sake of an object she went to call on the farmers.

让娜穿好衣服，走出门去。为了找点事做，她去拜访附近的农户了。




The Martins held up their hands in surprise, and Mrs. Martin kissed her on both cheeks, and then they made her drink a glass of noyau. She then went to the other farm. The Couillards also were surprised. Mrs. Couillard pecked her on the ears and she had to drink a glass of cassis. Then she went home to breakfast.

马丁一家人十分惊喜，招手欢迎她，马丁太太亲吻了她的双颊，接着他们给她喝了一杯果仁酒。然后，她又到另一家农庄去。库亚尔一家也很吃惊。库亚尔太太在她耳边轻轻吻了一下，然后让她喝了一杯覆盆子酒。之后，她便回家吃早餐。




The day went by like the previous day, cold instead of damp. And the other days of the week resembled these two days, and all the weeks of the month were like the first week.

这一天和前一天一样地过去了，只是天气不再潮湿，而是寒冷。这一周余下的几天和前两天没什么两样，而这个月的每个周也和第一个周一样。




Little by little, however, she ceased to regret far-off lands. The force of habit was covering her life with a layer of resignation similar to the lime-stone formation deposited on objects by certain springs. And a kind of interest for the thousand-and-one little insignificant things of daily life, a care for the simple, ordinary everyday occupations, awakened in her heart. A sort of pensive melancholy, a vague disenchantment with life was growing up in her mind. What did she lack? What did she want? She did not know. She had no worldly desires, no thirst for amusement, no longing for permissible pleasures. What then? Just as old furniture tarnishes in time, so everything was slowly becoming faded to her eyes, everything seemed to be fading, to be taking on pale, dreary shades.

慢慢地，她对远方的怀念淡薄了。她习惯了听天由命的生活，就像有些水使盛水的容器积起一层水碱一样。她的心思用到了那些日常生活中琐碎的小事上了，简单而平凡的日常事务成了她的牵挂。一种忧郁的沉思，一种生命的微微觉醒，在她心里滋生了。她还缺少什么？她需要的是什么？她不知道。她没有任何世俗的需求，不渴望任何人间乐趣，没有任何寻求快乐的念头。那么，还有什么呢？就像那些古老的家具用久了会褪色一样，因此，在她眼里，所有东西都在逐渐失去光彩，一切都像是变得暗淡了，呈现出苍白而幽暗的色调。




Her relations with Julien had completely changed. He seemed to be quite different since they came back from their honeymoon, like an actor who has played his part and resumes his ordinary manner. He scarcely paid any attention to her or even spoke to her. All trace of love had suddenly disappeared, and he seldom came into her room at night.

她和朱利安的关系完全变了。自从度完蜜月回来，他好像完全变了个人，就像一个演员演完一个角色后，又恢复了平时的面目一样。他很少关心她，甚至都不怎么跟她说话了。所有爱情的影子都突然消失了，晚上他也很少到她房里睡觉。




He had taken charge of the money and of the house, changed the leases, worried the peasants, cut down expenses, and having adopted the costume of a gentleman farmer, he had lost his polish and elegance as a fiancé.

他接管了家里所有的财产和房产，修订租约，刁难农户，削减开支。由于改换成土财主的装束，所以他订婚时的那种光彩和体面都不见了。




He always wore the same suit, although it was covered with spots. It was an old velveteen shooting jacket with brass buttons, that he had found among his former wardrobe, and with the carelessness that is frequent with those who no longer seek to please, he had given up shaving, and his long beard, badly cut, made an incredible change for the worse in his appearance. His hands were never cared for, and after each meal he drank four or five glasses of brandy.

他总是穿同一件衣服，尽管衣服污渍斑斑。那是他从以前的衣柜里找出的一件带铜钮扣的旧棉绒猎装。和那些不需要再取悦于人的男人一样，他不再那么讲究了，胡子又长又乱，这种不可思议的变化使他的形象更糟。他再也没有修饰过他那双手了。每次餐后，总要喝上四五杯白兰地酒。




Jeanne tried to remonstrate with him gently, but he had answered her so abruptly: "Won't you let me alone!" that she never ventured to give him any more advice.

让娜委婉地劝了他几句，他便粗鲁地回答说：“你能不能不管？”从此她再也不敢给他提意见了。




She had adapted herself to these changes in a manner that surprised herself. He had become a stranger to her, a stranger whose mind and heart were closed to her. She constantly thought about it, asking herself how it was that after having met, loved, married in an impulse of affection, they should all at once find themselves almost as much strangers as though they had never shared the same room.

她竟能适应这种变化，连她自已都觉得惊讶。他在她面前已经变成了一个陌生人，一个在精神上和感情上都让她猜不透的人。她不停地在想，在问自已为什么两个人相遇了，相爱了，并在一股感情的冲动下结婚了，现在会突然间发现彼此是如此陌生，好像他们从来没有同床共枕过。




And how was it that she did not feel this neglect more deeply? Was this life? Had they deceived themselves? Did the future hold nothing further for her?

对于这种冷漠，她何尝不是感触更深呢？人生就是这样吗？难道大家在互相欺骗吗?难道她的一生就这样了吗？




If Julien had remained handsome, carefully dressed, elegant, she might possibly have suffered more deeply.

如果朱利安还是那么英俊、整洁、优雅，她可能会更痛苦。




It had been agreed that after the new year the young couple should remain alone and that the father and mother should go back to spend a few months at their house in Rouen. The young people were not to leave the "Poplars" that winter, so as to get thoroughly settled and to become accustomed to each other and to the place where all their life would be passed. They had a few neighbors to whom Julien would introduce his wife. These were the Brisevilles, the Colteliers and the Fourvilles.

大家已商量好，新年过后，这对年轻夫妇将单独生活，男爵和男爵夫人要回鲁昂的住宅住上几个月。为了能彻底地定居下来，这对年轻夫妇今年冬天不再离开白杨山庄，这样也使他们能够互相适应，并适应这个他们将要度过一生的地方。还有几家邻居，需要朱利安带妻子去拜访。他们是布里斯维尔、古特列和福尔维勒这几家。




But the young people could not begin to pay calls because they had not as yet been able to get a painter to alter the armorial bearings on the carriage.

但是这对年轻人还不能出去做客，因为油漆匠一直没能过来涂改马车上的纹章。




The old family coach had been given up to his son-in-law by the baron, and nothing would have induced him to show himself at the neighboring chateaux if the coat-of-arms of the De Lamares were not quartered with those of the Le Perthuis des Vauds.

事实上，男爵已把家里的这辆旧马车交给他女婿了；而朱利安坚持要把德拉马尔家的纹章和勒培奇·沃德家的纹章都刻在上面，否则他决不会到邻庄去拜访。




There was only one man in the district who made a specialty of heraldic designs, a painter of Bolbec, called Bataille, who was in demand at all the Norman castles in turn to make these precious designs on the doors of carriages.

然而这一带只有一个人擅长这种纹章设计，他就是博耳贝的一个油漆匠，名叫巴塔伊。诺曼省所有的贵族家庭都需要轮流约他去做车门上的那些珍贵图案。




At length one morning in December, just as they were finishing breakfast, they saw an individual open the gate and walk toward the house. He was carrying a box on his back. This was Bataille.

终于，在十二月的一个早晨，当他们快要吃完早餐时，看见一个人推开门，径直向屋里走来。他的背上还背着一个箱子。他就是巴塔伊。




They offered him some breakfast, and, while he was eating, the baron and Julien made sketches of quarterings. The baroness, all upset as soon as these things were discussed, gave her opinion. And even Jeanne took part in the discussion, as though some mysterious interest had suddenly awakened in her.

他们请他吃早餐，趁他吃饭时，男爵和朱利安便开始设计纹章的草样了。男爵夫人一见讨论这类事情也很兴奋，还提出了自已的意见。就连让娜也参加了讨论，她的心仿佛突然被某种神秘的兴趣唤醒了一样。




Bataille, while eating, gave his ideas, at times taking the pencil and tracing a design, citing examples, describing all the aristocratic carriages in the countryside, and seemed to have brought with him in his ideas, even in his voice, a sort of atmosphere of aristocracy.

巴塔伊一边用餐，一边发表他的意见，不时地用铅笔画草样，列举了一些例子，描绘了本省各贵族家马车的纹章，因此他的观点，甚至连说话的音调好像都带着一种贵族的气息。




As soon as he had finished his coffee, they all went to the coach house. They took off the cover of the carriage and Bataille examined it. He then gravely gave his views as to the size he considered suitable for the design, and after an exchange of ideas, he set to work.

他一喝完咖啡，大家便都去了马车房。他们揭开盖在车上的油布，让巴塔伊察看。随后经过慎重的考虑，他便对图案的尺寸大小发表了意见，经过一番磋商之后，他便开始工作了。




Notwithstanding the cold, the baroness had her chair brought out so as to watch him working, and then her foot-stove, for her feet were freezing. She then began to chat with the painter, on all the recent births, deaths and marriages of which she had not heard, thus adding to the genealogical tree which she carried in her memory.

尽管有些冷，男爵夫人仍然叫人搬来她的椅子，以便看着他工作。后来因为冻脚，她又让人送来了她的脚炉。然后，她便开始跟这个油漆匠聊起天来，向他打听她未曾听说的、最近各家生儿育女和婚丧嫁娶的情况，用来补充她牢记在心里的贵族家谱。




Julien sat beside her, astride on a chair. He was smoking, spitting on the ground, listening and following with his glances the emblazoning of his rank.

朱利安跨坐在一把椅子上，守在他岳母旁边。他吸着烟斗，不时地往地上吐痰，一边倾听，一边注视着巴塔伊描绘他家的纹章。




Presently old Simon, who was on his way to the vegetable garden, his spade on his shoulder, stopped to look at the work; and as Bataille's arrival had become known at the two farms, the farmers' wives soon put in an appearance. They went into raptures, standing one at either side of the baroness, exclaiming: "My! it requires some cleverness all the same to fix up those things."

不一会儿，西蒙老爹扛着铁揪到菜园子里去，也停住脚步来观看。当两个农庄得知巴塔伊到来的消息之后，主妇们也都迅速地赶来了。她们各个欣喜若狂，站在男爵夫人的两旁，连连赞叹道：“哎呀！干这种活儿，真是需要心灵手巧啊！”




The two doors could not be finished before the next day about eleven o'clock. Every one was on hand; and they dragged the carriage outside so as to get a better view of it.

直到第二天上午十一点左右，两扇门上的纹章才完工。大家都赶了过来，于是他们把车子拉到门外，以便仔细观看。




It was perfect. Bataille was complimented, and went off with his box on his back. They all agreed that the painter had great ability, and if circumstances had been favorable would doubtless have been a great artist.

真是不错。受过一翻夸奖之后，巴塔伊背起他的箱子离开了。大家都认为这个油漆匠是个天才，如果条件有利的话，他肯定成了一位伟大的艺术家。




Julien, by way of economy, had introduced great reforms which necessitated making some changes. The old coachman had been made gardener, Julien undertaking to drive himself, having sold the carriage horses to avoid buying feed for them. But as it was necessary to have some one to hold the horses when he and his wife got out of the carriage, he had made a little cow tender named Marius into a groom. Then in order to get some horses, he introduced a special clause into the Couillards' and Martins' leases, by which they were bound to supply a horse each, on a certain day every month, the date to be fixed by him; and this would exempt them from their tribute of poultry.

朱利安因为想节省开支，进行了一些大的改革，这就需要做许多变动。朱利安把车夫西蒙老爹派去当了园丁，自已亲自来驾车。为了节省草料钱，他把拉车的马也卖掉了。然而他和妻子下车时，必须得有人牵住牲口，他把原来放牛的牧童马里于斯改作一个小跟班。最后，为了有拉车的马，他便在库亚尔和马丁两家的租约上附加了一个额外的条款，规定两家农户每月必须在他指定的那一天，提供一匹马给他使用，这样可以不用进贡家禽。




So the Couillards brought a big yellow horse, and the Martins a small white animal with long, unclipped coat, and the two were harnessed up together. Marius, buried in an old livery belonging to old Simon, led the carriage up to the front door.

因此，库亚尔家牵来了一匹黄毛大马，马丁家带来了一匹长毛小白马，于是两匹马并驾到一起了。马里于斯缩在西蒙老爹穿过的那套旧制服里，把马车赶到邸宅的台阶前。




Julien, looking clean and brushed up, looked a little like his former self; but his long beard gave him a common look in spite of all. He looked over the horses, the carriage, and the little groom, and seemed satisfied, the only really important thing to him being the newly painted escutcheon.

朱利安打扮了一番，看上去恢复了一点他过去的派头；尽管那样，他的长胡须却仍然使他摆脱不了那股土气。他仔细审视了一番，这两匹马、马车和那个小跟班都令他满意。其实对他来说，最重要的东西是车门上新漆的纹章。




The baroness came down leaning on her husband's arm and got into the carriage. Then Jeanne appeared. She began to laugh at the horses, saying that the white one was the son of the yellow horse; then, perceiving Marius, his face buried under his hat with its cockade, his nose alone preventing it from covering his face altogether, his hands hidden in his long sleeves, and the tail of his coat forming a skirt round his legs, his feet encased in immense shoes showing in a comical manner beneath it, and then when he threw his head back so as to see, and lifted up his leg to walk as if he were crossing a river, she burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

男爵夫人靠在她丈夫的胳膊上走下楼来，上了马车。让娜也出来了。她开始笑起了那两匹马，她说那匹小白马就像是黄毛大马的孩子。接着，看到牧童马里于斯——面孔埋在那顶缀有帽徽的帽子里，仅靠鼻子把它托住，以免把他的脸全部盖住了，两只手缩在长长的袖管里，两条腿被衣服的下摆像裙子一样地围着，腿下面滑稽地露出套在一双大鞋子里的两只脚，看东西时必须仰着头，每走一步，必须像过河似的抬起膝盖——让娜忍不住放声大笑起来。




The baron turned round, glanced at the little bewildered groom and he, too, burst out laughing, calling to his wife: "Look at Ma-Ma-Marius! Is he not comical? Heavens, how funny he looks!”

男爵回过头来，看到这个小家伙狼狈不堪的样子，也放声大笑起来，边笑边向妻子喊道：“快……快……快看马里于斯！他多滑稽啊！天啊，他看起来真是滑稽啊！”




The baroness, looking out of the carriage window, was also convulsed, so that the carriage shook on its springs.

男爵夫人从车窗探出头来，看到这幅情景，也笑得浑身抽搐起来，因此马车也跟着晃起来。




But Julien, pale with anger, asked: "What makes you laugh like that? Are you crazy?"

朱利安却气得面如土色，问道：“什么事情让你们笑成那样？你们都疯了吗？”




Jeanne, quite convulsed and unable to stop laughing, sat down on the doorstep; the baron did the same, while, in the carriage, spasmodic sneezes, a sort of constant chuckling, told that the baroness was choking. Presently there was a motion beneath Marius' livery. He had, doubtless, understood the joke, for he was shaking with laughter beneath his hat.

让娜笑得扭成一团，实在是忍不住了，便在台阶上坐下来，男爵也坐了下来。这时，车子里还传出一阵阵痉挛性的喷嚏声，连续不断的咯咯声，这说明男爵夫人已笑得透不过气来了。不一会儿，马里于斯的大制服也动了起来。毫无疑问，他已经知道了大家发笑的原因，自已也在帽子底下笑得前俯后仰起来。




Julien darted forward in exasperation. With a box on the ear he sent the boy's hat flying across the lawn; then, turning toward his father-in-law, he stammered in a voice trembling with rage: "It seems to me that you should be the last to laugh. We should not be where we are now if you had not wasted your money and ruined your property. Whose fault is it if you are ruined?"

这时朱利安愤怒地冲了过去。他一巴掌打掉了牧童头上的帽子，帽子飞到草地边上；然后他转过身去面对着他的岳父，用气得发抖的声音叽里咕噜地说：“我觉得您没有发笑的资格。如果不是您挥霍钱财，败掉家产，我们不会沦落到如今这步田地。如果破产了，那是谁的错？”




The laughter ceased at once, and no one spoke. Jeanne, now ready to cry, got into the carriage and sat beside her mother. The baron, silent and astonished, took his place opposite the two ladies, and Julien sat on the box after lifting to the seat beside him the weeping boy, whose face was beginning to swell.

笑声顿时停止了，谁也不说话。让娜此时快要哭了，上了马车坐在母亲的身边。男爵也惊呆了，一声不响地在母女俩对面坐下；朱利安先把那个被打肿脸的、流着眼泪的孩子举到车子上坐下，然后自已坐在旁边的箱子上。




The road was dreary and appeared long. The occupants of the carriage were silent. All three sad and embarrassed, they would not acknowledge to one another what was occupying their thoughts. They felt that they could not talk on indifferent subjects while these thoughts had possession of them, and preferred to remain silent than to allude to this painful subject.

路上走了很久，而且气氛沉闷。车里的人都不说话。三个人都心情沉重，有些不自在，谁也不愿意向别人说出自已心里想的事情。他们都感觉，只要这个痛苦的思虑还占据着他们的心灵，就无法谈论别的事情，与其触及到这个令人不快的话题，还不如保持沉默。




They drove past farmyards, the carriage jogging along unevenly with the ill-matched animals, putting to flight terrified black hens who plunged into the bushes and disappeared, occasionally followed by a barking wolf-hound.

两匹马因为搭配不当而步调不均，拖着车子擦过许多农家宅院。几只黑色的母鸡吓得直飞，扑进篱笆缝里看不见了，偶尔会有一条狼狗跟在车子后面吠叫。




At length they entered a wide avenue of pine trees, at the end of which was a white, closed gate. Marius ran to open it, and they drove in round an immense grass plot, and drew up before a high, spacious, sad-looking building with closed shutters.

终于他们驶入了一条宽阔的大道上，路旁都是松树，大道的尽头是一道关着的白色栅门。马里于斯跳下去把门推开，车子便驶到一条环绕着一大片草地的便道上，最后在一所高大宽敞而阴森的邸宅前停了下来，宅子的窗户都是紧闭着的。




The hall door opened abruptly, and an old, paralyzed servant wearing a black waistcoat with red stripes partially covered by his working apron slowly descended the slanting steps. He took the visitors' names and led them into an immense reception room, and opened with difficulty the Venetian blinds which were always kept closed. The furniture had covers on it, and the clock and candelabra were wrapped in white muslin. An atmosphere of mildew, an atmosphere of former days, damp and icy, seemed to permeate one's lungs, heart and skin with melancholy.

大厅的门突然打开了，出来了一个上了年纪的跛脚老仆人。他穿着一件红条纹的黑马甲，外面系着一条围裙，他侧着身子慢慢走下楼来。他问了客人的姓名，把他们带到一间宽大的客厅里，然后吃力地打开那些一直关着的活动百叶窗。家具上都罩着套子，座钟和高脚烛台上裹着白色的纱布。一种发霉的气味，就像往日那种潮湿冰冷的气息渗入到每个人的肺里、心脏里和皮肤里，让人感到忧郁。




They all sat down and waited. They heard steps in the hall above them that betokened unaccustomed haste. The hosts were hurriedly dressing. The baroness, who was chilled, sneezed constantly. Julien paced up and down. Jeanne, despondent, sat beside her mother. The baron leaned against the marble mantelpiece with his head bent down.

大家都坐下来等着。他们听见楼上大厅里有慌慌张张的脚步声。主人在匆忙地打扮着。男爵夫人受了凉，不停地打喷嚏。朱利安踱来踱去。让娜垂头丧气地坐在母亲身边。男爵低着头，倚靠在壁炉的大理石台上。




Finally, one of the tall doors opened, and the Vicomte and Vicomtesse de Briseville appeared. They were both small, thin, vivacious, of no age in particular, ceremonious and embarrassed.

最后，客厅里的一扇大门开了，布里斯维尔子爵夫妇走出来。两个人都瘦小利落，看不出多大年纪，毕恭毕敬，显得不大自然。




After the first greetings, there seemed to be nothing to say. So they began to congratulate each other for no special reason, and hoped that these friendly relations would be kept up. It was a treat to see people when one lived in the country the year round.

大家互相寒暄了一番之后，好像就没有什么话可谈了。于是他们便开始无缘无故地相互恭维起来。大家都希望这种亲密的关系能够继续下去。既然常年住在乡间，大家互相见见面是件很快乐的事情。




The icy atmosphere pierced to their bones and made their voices hoarse. The baroness was coughing now and had stopped sneezing. The baron thought it was time to leave. The Brisevilles said: "What, so soon? Stay a little longer."But Jeanne had risen in spite of Julien's signals, for he thought the visit too short.

冰冷的空气刺人骨髓，他们说话的声音都沙哑了。这时男爵夫人不再打喷嚏，开始咳嗽起来。男爵认为应该告辞了。布里斯维尔子爵夫妇说：“怎么，这么快就要走？再多坐一会儿吧！”尽管朱利安向让娜暗示，认为拜访的时间太短，她还是站起身来。




They attempted to ring for the servant to order the carriage to the door, but the bell would not ring. The host started out himself to attend to it, but found that the horses had been put in the stable.

主人想打铃让仆人把马车停到门口来，但是铃坏了。主人起身亲自去叫，却发现马还被关在马厩里。




They had to wait. Every one tried to think of something to say. Jeanne, involuntarily shivering with cold, inquired what their hosts did to occupy themselves all the year round. The Brisevilles were much astonished; for they were always busy, either writing letters to their aristocratic relations, of whom they had a number scattered all over France, or attending to microscopic duties, as ceremonious to one another as though they were strangers, and talking grandiloquently of the most insignificant matters.

他们只好等着。每个人都想找点什么话题来说。因为太冷清，让娜不由自主地打起寒战来，她询问主人一年到头都在忙些什么事。布里斯维尔夫妇非常吃惊；因为他们总是很忙，不是忙着和遍布法国境内的贵族亲戚通信，就是处理一些琐琐碎碎的事情，比如，夫妇间要像对待陌生人一样彬彬有礼，还要郑重其事地谈论那些鸡毛蒜皮的小事。




At last the carriage passed the windows with its ill-matched team. But Marius had disappeared. Thinking he was off duty until evening, he had doubtless gone for a walk.

最后车子由这两匹不相配的马拉到窗前来。但是马里于斯不见了。一定是想到天黑以前不会有什么事，他就出去溜达了。




Julien, perfectly furious, begged them to send him home on foot, and after a great many farewells on both sides, they set out for the "Poplars."

朱利安气极了，叫人关照他走路回去。双方再三行礼告别之后，他们便上了路，回白杨山庄。




As soon as they were inside the carriage, Jeanne and her father, in spite of Julien's brutal behavior of the morning which still weighed on their minds, began to laugh at the gestures and intonations of the Brisevilles. The baron imitated the husband, and Jeanne the wife. But the baroness, a little touchy in these particulars, said: "You are wrong to ridicule them thus; they are people of excellent family."They were silent out of respect for little mother, but nevertheless, from time to time, Jeanne and her father began again. The baroness could not forbear smiling in her turn, but she repeated: "It is not nice to laugh at people who belong to our class."

他们一上马车，让娜和她父亲便笑起了布里斯维尔夫妇谈话的姿势和音调，尽管他们心里还没有忘掉朱利安早上那种粗鲁的行为。男爵模仿着丈夫，让娜模仿妻子。但是男爵夫人对这种行为有些生气，说：“你们不应该这样嘲笑他们，他们终究是贵族世家。”出于对男爵夫人的尊重，他们便不作声了。但是过了一会儿，让娜和她父亲又开始模仿起来。男爵夫人忍不住也笑了起来，但是她又重复说：“嘲笑我们同一个阶层的人可是不太好。”




Suddenly the carriage stopped, and Julien called out to someone behind it. Then Jeanne and the baron, leaning out, saw a singular creature that appeared to be rolling along toward them. His legs entangled in his flowing coattails, and blinded by his hat which kept falling over his face, shaking his sleeves like the sails of a windmill, and splashing into puddles of water, and stumbling against stones in the road, running and bounding, Marius was following the carriage as fast as his legs could carry him.

突然马车停下了，朱利安朝车后面的一个什么人叫喊。让娜和男爵把头探向窗外，看见一个怪模怪样的东西向他们滚过来。马里于斯正飞奔似的拼命追赶马车。他的腿被垂着的下摆缠绕着；眼睛被不断下沉的帽子盖住了；他的袖子像风车的翼子似的挥舞着；他趟过一个又个水坑，一次又一次地被路上的石头绊倒，又是蹦又是跳。




As soon as he caught up with it, Julien, leaning over, seized him by the collar of his coat, sat him down beside him, and letting go the reins, began to shower blows on the boy's hat, which sank down to his shoulders with the reverberations of a drum. The boy screamed, tried to get away, to jump from the carriage, while his master, holding him with one hand, continued beating him with the other.

他一赶上车子，朱利安便弯腰一把抓住他的衣领，把他放到身边坐下来。他丢开缰绳，对准男孩的帽子一阵猛击，打得那顶帽子一直罩到孩子的肩膀上，击鼓似的咚咚作响。孩子尖叫起来，挣扎着想要跳下车子逃跑，这时主人用一只手按住他，用另一只手继续打。




Jeanne, dumfounded, stammered: "Father-oh, father!”And the baroness, wild with indignation, squeezed her husband's arm. "Stop him, Jack!" she exclaimed. The baron quickly lowered the front window, and seizing hold of his son-in-law's sleeve, he sputtered out in a voice trembling with rage: "Have you almost finished beating that child?"

让娜吓呆了，结结巴巴地喊着：“爸爸……啊！爸爸！”男爵夫人生气极了，抓住丈夫的胳膊。“雅克，快拦住他！”她大叫道。男爵急忙放下前窗，伸手抓住他女婿的袖子，声音气得直抖，气急败坏地嚷道：“你打这孩子还没打够吗？”




Julien turned round in astonishment: "Don't you see what a condition his livery is in?”

朱利安吃惊地转过头去，说：“您没看见他把制服弄成什么样子了吗？”




But the baron, placing his head between them, said: "Well, what do I care? There is no need to be brutal like that!"

男爵却把头伸到两个人的中间，说：“我才不管！你没有必要粗暴到那种地步！”




Julien got angry again: "Let me alone, please; this is not your affair!"And he was raising his hand again when his father-in-law caught hold of it and dragged it down so roughly that he knocked it against the wood of the seat, and he roared at him so loud: "If you do not stop, I shall get out, and I will see that you stop it, myself," that Julien calmed down at once, and shrugging his shoulders without replying, he whipped up the horses, who set out at a quick trot.

朱利安又发起怒来，说：“请您不要管，这不关您的事！”说着他又举起手打人，这时他岳父抓住了他的手，粗鲁地往下一拉，那只手便磕到了座位的木板上。男爵大声呵斥道：“你再不住手，我就下车，我会想办法让你住手的。”这时朱利安突然冷静下来，耸耸肩，没有回答，只是在马背上狠抽了几下，马儿便拉着车子飞快地奔跑起来。




The two women, pale as death, did not stir, and one could hear distinctly the thumping of the baroness' heart.

两个女人吓得面色苍白，坐着一动不动，可以清楚地听到男爵夫人心脏扑通扑通跳动的声音。




At dinner Julien was more charming than usual, as though nothing had occurred. Jeanne, her father, and Madame Adelaide, pleased to see him so amiable, fell in with his mood, and when Jeanne mentioned the Brisevilles, he laughed at them himself, adding, however: "All the same, they have the grand air."

吃晚餐的时候，朱利安显得比往常更亲切一些，好像什么事都没发生过。让娜、她父亲和她母亲看到他这么和气，都高兴起来。让娜又提起了布里斯维尔夫妇，朱利安也一同打趣起来。不过他补充说：“尽管这样，他们还是很有派头。”




They made no more visits, each one fearing to revive the Marius episode. They decided, to send New Year's cards, and to wait until the first warm days of spring before paying any more calls.

他们不再出去拜访人家了，因为大家都怕马里于斯事件重新上演。他们决定发送新年卡片，等到初春暖和的日子再出去拜访。




At Christmas they invited the curé, the mayor and his wife to dinner, and again on New Year's Day. These were the only events that varied the monotony of their life. The baron and his wife were to leave "The Poplars" on the ninth of January. Jeanne wanted to keep them, but Julien did not acquiesce, and the baron sent for a post-chaise from Rouen, seeing his son-in-law's coolness.

圣诞节那天，他们邀请了神父和镇长夫妇共进晚餐。过年时又请了他们一次。这些是他们平淡生活中唯一的调味剂了。男爵和他夫人打算在一月九日离开白杨山庄。让娜想要挽留他们，但是朱利安不同意。男爵看到他女婿如此冷漠，便派人到鲁昂雇了一辆长途马车。




The day before their departure, as it was a clear frost, Jeanne and her father decided to go to Yport, which they had not visited since her return from Corsica. They crossed the wood where she had strolled on her wedding-day, all wrapped up in the one whose lifelong companion she had become; the wood where she had received her first kiss, trembled at the first breath of love, had a presentiment of that sensual love of which she did not become aware until she was in the wild vale of Ota beside the spring where they mingled their kisses as they drank of its waters. The trees were now leafless, the climbing vines dead.

他们离开的前一天，虽然结了冰，但是天气晴朗，让娜和父亲决定到伊波尔去一趟，因为自从她从科西嘉回来后还没到那儿去过。他们穿过那片树林，那片她结婚当天和那个已成为自已终身伴侣的人一起漫步的树林。在这片树林里，她献出了自己的初吻，第一次为爱情而颤抖。至于肉体上的爱情，她一直没有体会到，直到在荒僻的奥塔山谷里，在泉水旁嘴对嘴饮水时才体会到。如今，树叶已凋零，蔓草已经枯萎了。




They entered the little village. The empty, silent streets smelled of the sea, of wrack, of fish. Huge brown nets were still hanging up to dry outside the houses, or stretched out on the shingle. The gray, cold sea, with its eternal roaring foam, was going out, uncovering the green rocks at the foot of the cliff toward Fécamp.

他们来到一个小镇上。街道上空无一人，一片寂静，只是散发着一股海水、海草和鱼的气味。棕色的大鱼网还是晾在门外晒干，或是铺在沙滩上。灰蒙蒙的寒冷海水开始退潮，载着永无休止地咆哮着的浪花。费康那边，悬崖脚下绿色的岩石已经露出海面了。




Jeanne and her father, motionless, watched the fishermen setting out in their boats in the dusk, as they did every night, risking their lives to keep from starving, and so poor, nevertheless, that they never tasted meat.

让娜和父亲一动不动，默默地看着渔民们在黄昏中划船出海了。他们为饥饿所迫，夜夜都要冒着生命危险出去。尽管这样他们还是那么贫困，甚至从来没有品尝过肉的味道。




The baron, inspired at the sight of the ocean, murmured: "It is terrible, but it is beautiful. How magnificent this sea is on which the darkness is falling, and on which so many lives are in peril, is it not, Jeannette?"

男爵面对大海，发起感慨来。他低声说：“这海真是既可怕又美丽啊。这片海在夜暮降临的时候是多么壮观啊！但同时又有多少生命正在受着威胁呢！小让娜，你说是不是？”




She replied with a cold smile: "It is nothing to the Mediterranean."

她冷笑了一下，回答说：“比起地中海，它算不了什么。”




Her father, indignant, exclaimed: "The Mediterranean! It is oil, sugar water, bluing water in a washtub. Look at this sea, how terrible it is with its crests of foam! And think of all those men who have set out on it, and who are already out of sight."

她父亲愤愤不平地说：“地中海！那是油、糖水和洗衣桶里的蓝粉液。你看看这片海，那带着泡沫的波峰翻腾着，多可怕呀！再想想那些已经出海的渔夫们，他们早已消失得无影无踪了。”




Jeanne assented with a sigh: "Yes, if you think so."But this name, "Mediterranean," had wrung her heart afresh, sending her thoughts back to those distant lands where her dreams lay buried.

让娜叹了一口气，表示同意：“是的，如果您这么想的话。”但是“地中海”这个名字又使她心痛起来，把她的心送回到埋藏着她梦想的遥远地方。




Instead of returning home by the woods, they walked along the road, mounting the ascent slowly. They were silent, sad at the thought of the approaching separation. As they passed along beside the farmyards an odor of crushed apples, that smell of new cider which seems to pervade the atmosphere in this season all through Normandy, rose to their nostrils, or else a strong smell of the cow stables. A small lighted window at the end of the yard indicated the farmhouse.

父女俩没有穿过树林，而是沿着大路的斜坡慢慢往回走。他们都不作声，一想到马上要分开了，就很悲伤。父女俩走在农家的宅边时，一阵捣碎了的苹果的味道扑鼻而来——这个季节里，诺曼底的所有乡村都弥漫着这种新鲜的苹果酒的香味。偶尔还会有从牛棚里散发出的一股浓烈的气味。有一线灯光从窗子里透出来，院子的尽头有一间农舍。




It seemed to Jeanne that her mind was expanding, was beginning to understand the psychic meaning of things; and these little scattered gleams in the landscape gave her, all at once, a keen sense of the isolation of all human lives, a feeling that everything detaches, separates, draws one far away from the things they love.

让娜的思绪好像又蔓延开来，开始思考一切事物的超自然意义。分散在这荒野的点点灯光，突然使她有一种有生以来强烈的孤独感，那是一种被分开、被隔绝、远离自已所心爱的一切东西的感觉。




She said, in a resigned tone: "Life is not always cheerful."

她无可奈何地说：“人生并不总是快乐的。”




The baron sighed: "How can it be helped, daughter? We can do nothing."

男爵叹息说：“能有什么办法呢，孩子？我们无能为力。”




The following day the baron and his wife went away, and Jeanne and Julien were left alone.

第二天，男爵和他妻子离开了，只剩下让娜和朱利安两个人。








Chapter 7Jeanne's Discovery

第七章让娜的发现




Cards now became a distraction in the life of the young people. Every morning after breakfast, Julien would play several games of bezique with his wife, smoking and sipping brandy as he played. She would then go up to her room and sit down beside the window, and as the rain beat against the panes, or the wind shook the windows, she would embroider away steadily. Occasionally she would raise her eyes and look out at the gray sea which had white-caps on it. Then, after gazing listlessly for some time, she would resume her work.

如今，纸牌成了这对年轻夫妇生活上的消遣。每天吃过早餐后，朱利安总和妻子玩上几盘伯齐克纸牌游戏。玩牌时，他还一边抽烟，一边啜饮着白兰地。之后，让娜便上楼回到自已的房间里，坐在窗口下，尽管风雨拍打着玻璃窗，她还是静静地做着刺绣。偶尔，她会抬起眼睛向外看看那片灰朦朦的、白浪滔滔的大海。这样出神地看上几分钟之后，她又继续做手中的活儿。




She had nothing else to do, Julien having taken the entire management of the house, to satisfy his craving for authority and his craze for economy. He was parsimonious in the extreme, never gave any tips, cut down the food to the merest necessaries; and as Jeanne since her return had ordered the baker to make her a little Norman "galette" for breakfast, he had cut down this extra expense, and condemned her to eat toast.

她再也没有其他事情可做了。朱利安掌管了家里的全部事物，这刚好满足了他作威作福的欲望和处处节约的愿望。他吝啬至及，从来不给下人小费，伙食缩减到最低限度。自从让娜回到白杨山庄以来，早餐时总会让面包店送来一个诺曼式的小蛋糕，现在朱利安连这个额外的开支也取消了，限定她吃烤面包。




She said nothing in order to avoid recriminations, arguments and quarrels; but she suffered keenly at each fresh manifestation of avarice on the part of her husband. It appeared to her low and odious, brought up as she had been in a family where money was never considered. How often had she not heard her mother say: "Why, money is made to be spent."Julien would now say: "Will you never become accustomed to not throwing money away?"And each time he deducted a few sous from some one's salary or on a note, he would say with a smile, as he slipped the change into his pocket: "Little streams make big rivers."

为了避免相互指责、争论和争吵，她默不作声；但是每当她丈夫表现出一种新的贪婪的作风时，她的心就感到刺痛。她觉得那样是卑鄙可耻的，因为她是在一个从来不把钱当回事的家庭里长大的。她经常会听到母亲说：“钱算什么？钱本来就是用来花的。”如今朱利安却说：“你就不能改掉大手大脚花钱的习惯吗？”他每次从别人的工资里或帐单上克扣几苏钱下来的时候，总会沾沾自喜地把钱丢进自已的口袋说：“积少能成多。”




On certain days Jeanne would sit and dream. She would gradually cease sewing and, with her hands idle, and forgetting her surroundings, she would weave one of those romances of her girlhood and be lost in some enchanting adventure. But suddenly Julien's voice giving some orders to old Simon would snatch her abruptly from her dreams, and she would take up her work again, saying: "That is all over," and a tear would fall on her hands as she plied the needle.

有那么几天让娜又坐在那儿开始幻想了。她渐渐放下手中的活计，双手摊开，忘掉了周围的一切，目光茫然地重温起了她少女时代的美梦来，迷失在那些既动人又危险的境界里。但是突然传来的朱利安吩咐西蒙老爹做事的声音，猛然打断了她的美梦，于是她又重新拿起手中的活计，说：“一切都过去了！”一滴泪珠落在她正在穿针的手上。




Rosalie, formerly so cheerful and always singing, had changed. Her rounded cheeks had lost their color, and were now almost hollow, and sometimes had an earthy hue. Jeanne would frequently ask her: "Are you ill, my girl?"The little maid would reply: "No, madame," while her cheeks would redden slightly and she would retire hastily.

以前快乐得总是唱着歌的罗莎莉现在也变了。她那圆鼓鼓的腮帮子失去了原来的红润，现在已凹成了两个坑，有时候还带一种土青色。让娜经常会问她：“孩子，你是不是生病了？”小使女总是回答说：“没有啊，夫人。”她的脸微微发红，然后就急忙退下了。




At the end of January the snow came. In one night the whole plain was covered and the trees next morning were white with icy foam.

正月底时下雪了。一夜之间，整个原野都被盖住了。第二天早上，树木都被冰雪覆盖，像是披上了银装。




On one of these mornings, Jeanne was sitting warming her feet before the fire in her room, while Rosalie, who had changed from day to day, was making the bed. Suddenly hearing behind her a kind of moan, Jeanne asked, without turning her head: "What is the matter?"

就在这样一个早晨，让娜坐在卧室里的壁炉前伸着脚取暖，这时罗莎莉正在替她铺床，小使女的样子一天一天地发生变化。突然从她身后传来一阵呻吟，让娜没有回头，便问：“怎么了？”




The maid replied as usual: "Nothing, madame"; but her voice was weak and trembling.

使女像往常一样，回答说：“没什么，夫人。”但是她的声音听起来很微弱，而且还在颤抖。




Jeanne's thoughts were on something else, when she noticed that the girl was not moving about the room. She called: "Rosalie!"Still no sound. Then, thinking she might have left the room, she cried in a louder tone: "Rosalie!" and she was reaching out her arm to ring the bell, when a deep moan close beside her made her start up with a shudder.

让娜又去想别的事情了，这时她注意到房间里没有了小使女的动静。她叫道：“罗莎莉！”还是没有声音。心想她可能已离开房间了，她便大声地叫道：“罗莎莉！”她正要伸手去打铃时，身边发出的一声低沉的呻吟使她浑身打颤，一下子站了起来。




The little servant, her face livid, her eyes haggard, was seated on the floor, her legs stretched out, and her back leaning against the bed. Jeanne sprang toward her. "What is the matter with you-what is the matter?" she asked.

小使女脸色发青，双眼疲倦，正坐在地上，伸直了腿，背靠在床边。让娜冲了过去。问道：“你怎么了？到底怎么了？”




The girl did not reply, did not move. She stared vacantly at her mistress and gasped as though she were in terrible pain. Then, suddenly, she slid down on her back at full length, clenching her teeth to smother a cry of anguish.

女孩没有回答，一动也不动。她呆呆地盯着女主人，不停地喘着气，好像承受着巨大的痛苦。突然她后背滑落下来，然后平躺在地上，咬紧牙关，强忍住痛苦的叫喊声。




Jeanne suddenly understood, and almost distracted, she ran to the head of the stairs, crying: "Julien, Julien!"

让娜突然明白过来，然而却很慌乱。她跑到楼梯口，喊道：“朱利安！朱利安！”




"What do you want?" he replied from below.

“干什么呀？”他在楼下回答说。




She hardly knew how to tell him. "It is Rosalie, who—”

她几乎不知道该怎么说了。她说：“是罗莎莉，她……”




Julien rushed upstairs two steps at a time, and going abruptly into the room, he found the poor girl had just been delivered of a child. He looked round with a wicked look on his face, and pushing his terrified wife out of the room, exclaimed: "This is none of your affair. Go away. Send me Ludivine and old Simon."

朱利安两步并作一步地上了楼，急忙冲进卧室，他发现这个可怜的小女孩就要分娩了。他面色邪恶地向周围看了看，把他那吓坏了的妻子推到门外，喊道：“不关你的事。走开！去把吕迪芬和西蒙老爹叫来。”




Jeanne, trembling, descended to the kitchen, and then, not daring to go upstairs again, she went into the drawing-room, in which there had been no fire since her parents left, and anxiously awaited news.

让娜浑身发抖，跑到楼下的厨房里。然后，她不敢再上楼了，就去了客厅里。自从父母离开以后，客厅里一直没再生火。她就在那里焦急地等着消息。




She presently saw the man-servant running out of the house. Five minutes later he returned with Widow Dentu, the nurse of the district.

不久，她看见一个男仆跑着出去了。五分钟之后，他带了当地的接生婆——当蒂寡妇回来了。




Then there was a great commotion on the stairs as though they were carrying a wounded person, and Julien came in and told Jeanne that she might go back to her room.

之后，楼梯上忙乱了一阵子，像是在搬运一个伤员似的。朱利安进来告诉让娜说，她可以回到自已的卧室去了。




She trembled as if she had witnessed some terrible accident. She sat down again before the fire, and asked: "How is she?"

她全身颤抖着，像是目睹了一件可怕的事故。她重新回到炉边坐下，问道：“她怎么样了？”




Julien, preoccupied and nervous, was pacing up and down the room. He seemed to be getting angry, and did not reply at first. Then he stopped and said: "What do you intend to do with this girl?"

朱利安看上去心事重重，焦躁不安，在房间里踱来踱去。他像是快要发怒了，起初并没有作答。过了一会儿，他停住了脚步，问：“你打算怎么处置这个女孩？”




She did not understand, and looked at her husband. "Why, what do you mean? I do not know."

她不太明白，望着她的丈夫说：“什么？你说什么？我不明白。”




Then suddenly flying into a rage, he exclaimed: "We cannot keep a bastard in the house."

突然他勃然大怒，大声嚷道：“我们总不能在家里养一个私生子啊！”




Jeanne was very much bewildered, and said at the end of a long silence: "But, my friend, perhaps we could put it out to nurse?"

让娜感觉很为难，沉默了好一会儿，她说：“但是，我的朋友，或许我们可以把孩子寄养给别人啊！”




He cut her short: "And who will pay the bill? You will, no doubt."

朱利安打断她说：“那谁来付钱呢？肯定是你付！”




She reflected for some time, trying to find some way out of the difficulty; at length she said: "Why, the father will take care of it, of the child; and if he marries Rosalie, there will be no more difficulty."

她思索了一会儿，想找出一个解决难题的办法。最后她说：“呃，这个孩子的父亲会照顾他呀！只要他和罗莎莉结婚，就不再有什么困难了。”




Julien, as though his patience were exhausted, replied furiously: "The father!-the father!-do you know him-the father? No, is it not so? Well then—?”

朱利安好像再也忍耐不住了，怒气冲冲地说：“孩子的父亲……孩子的父亲……你知道他是谁吗？……孩子的父亲？不知道，你也不知道对吗？那该怎么办呢？”




Jeanne, much affected, became excited: "But you certainly would not let the girl go away like that. It would be cowardly! We will inquire the name of the man, and we will go and find him, and he will have to explain matters."

让娜有些激动，兴奋地说：“但是你总不能就那样把女孩抛开不管吧！那样做太懦弱了！我们可以打听这个男人的名字，我们可以去找他，让他把事情说个明白。”




Julien had calmed down and resumed his pacing up and down. "My dear," he said, "she will not tell the name of the man; she will not tell you any more than she will tell me-and, if he does not want her?... We cannot, however, keep a woman and her illegitimate child under our roof, don't you understand?”

朱利安镇定下来，又开始踱来踱去。“亲爱的”，他说，“她不会说出那个男人的名字。难道她对我不肯说，对你就肯说吗？如果那个男人不想要她……但是我们总不能把一个女人和她的私生子养在家里呀？你懂吗？”




Jeanne, persistent, replied: "Then he must be a wretch, this man. But we must certainly find out who it is, and then he will have us to deal with."

让娜还是固执地回答说：“那么，这个男人肯定是个无赖。但是我们必须找出这个人，然后我们就可以和他交涉了。”




Julien colored, became annoyed again, and said: "But-meanwhile—?”

朱利安气得脸色都变了，又发起怒来，说：“但是……目前怎么办？”




She did not know what course to take, and asked: "What do you propose?"

她也不知道怎么办，便问道：“你有什么建议？”




"Oh, I? That's very simple. I would give her some money and send her to the devil with her brat.”

“哦，我吗？很简单。我会给她一点钱，让她和那孩子一起见鬼去吧。”




The young wife, indignant, was disgusted with him. "That shall never be," she said. "She is my foster-sister, that girl; we grew up together. She has made a mistake, so much the worse; but I will not cast her out of doors on that account; and, if it is necessary, I will bring up the child.”

少妇很生气，反驳他说：“那是绝对不可能的。那个女孩是我的养姐妹，我们是一起长大的。她是犯了错，造成了恶果，但是我决不会因此把她赶出家门，如果必要的话，我会抚养这个孩子。”




Then Julien's wrath exploded: "And we should earn a fine reputation, we, with our name and our position! And they would say of us everywhere that we were protecting vice, harboring beggars; and decent people would never set their foot inside our doors. What are you thinking of? You must be crazy!"

于是朱利安暴怒起来：“那样我们就有好名声了！我们，我们的门第，我们的社会地位还要不要管了？别人将会到处宣扬我们包庇罪孽、收容贱货的行为，以后有声望的人再也不会踏进我们的家门了。你到底在想什么？你肯定是疯了！”




She had remained quite calm. "I shall never cast off Rosalie; and if you do not wish her to stay, my mother will take her; and we shall surely succeed in finding out the name of the father of the child."

她依然非常镇静。“我是决不会丢下罗莎莉不管的。如果你不想留下她，我母亲会收容她的。我们一定会查出孩子的父亲是谁。”




He left the room in exasperation, banging the door after him and exclaiming: "What stupid ideas women have!"

他愤怒地甩门离去了，并嚷着：“女人的想法真是愚蠢！”




In the afternoon Jeanne went up to see the patient. The little maid, watched over by Widow Dentu, was lying still in her bed, her eyes wide open, while the nurse held the new-born babe in her arms.

下午，让娜上楼去看产妇。小使女由当蒂寡妇看护着，眼睛睁得大大的，安静地躺在床上，看护正把新生儿抱在怀里。




As soon as Rosalie perceived her mistress, she began to sob, hiding her face in the covers and shaking with her sorrow. Jeanne wanted to kiss her, but she avoided it by keeping her face covered. But the nurse interfered, and drawing away the sheet, uncovered her face, and she let Jeanne kiss her, weeping still, but more quietly.

罗莎莉一看到女主人就开始哭起来，把脸埋进被子里，伤心地浑身颤抖。让娜想吻一下她，但是她盖住脸避开了。看护过来把被子拉开，把她的脸露出来。她让让娜亲了一下，但仍然低声地哭泣着。




A meagre fire was burning in the grate; the room was cold; the child was crying. Jeanne did not dare to speak of the little one, for fear of another attack, and she took her maid's hand as she said mechanically: "It will not matter, it will not matter."The poor girl glanced furtively at the nurse, and trembled as the infant cried, and the remembrance of her sorrow came to her mind occasionally in a convulsive sob, while suppressed tears choked her.

微弱的火在炉格里燃烧着；屋子里很冷，婴儿在啼哭。让娜不敢提到那个小家伙，生怕又伤到她的心，她握住使女的手，呆板地说：“没事的，没事的。”可怜的小使女偷偷地瞥了看护一眼，孩子一哭，她就浑身直打颤。她心头的悲伤还没有完全消失，时而会发出抽泣声，忍住的眼泪使她哽咽了。




Jeanne kissed her again, and murmured softly in her ear: "We will take good care of it, never fear, my girl."Then as she was beginning to cry again, Jeanne made her escape.

让娜又吻了她一下，在她耳边轻声说：“我们会好好照顾他的，别担心，孩子。”后来看到罗莎莉又要哭，让娜便赶紧离开了。




She came to see her every day, and each time Rosalie burst into tears at the sight of her mistress.

让娜每天都来看望她，而每次罗莎莉一看到她的女主人就大哭起来。




The child was put out to nurse at a neighbor's.

孩子被送到一个邻居家去喂养。




Julien, however, hardly spoke to his wife, as though he had nourished anger against her ever since she refused to send away the maid. He referred to the subject one day, but Jeanne took from her pocket a letter from the baroness asking them to send the girl to them at once if they would not keep her at the "Poplars."Julien, furious, cried: "Your mother is as foolish as you are!" but he did not insist any more.

然而朱利安几乎不和他的妻子说话，自从她拒绝打发走使女以来，他好像一直对她怀有怨气。有一天，他提到这个话题，让娜却从口袋里掏出男爵夫人的一封信，信中说如果白杨山庄不收留罗莎莉的话，那就马上打发她到他们那里去。朱利安狂怒，大叫道：“你母亲和你一样蠢！”不过他也不再坚持了。




Two weeks later the patient was able to get up and take up her work again.

两周以后，产妇能起床继续干活了。




One morning, Jeanne made her sit down and, taking her hands and looking steadfastly at her, she said:

一天早晨，让娜叫她坐下，握着她的双手，眼睛直直地盯着她，说道：




"See here, my girl, tell me everything."

“听着，我的孩子，把一切都告诉我吧。”




Rosalie began to tremble, and faltered:

罗莎莉开始发抖，支吾地说：




"What, madame?"

“告诉您什么，夫人？”




"Whose is it, this child?"

“这个孩子是谁的？”




The little maid was overcome with confusion, and she sought wildly to withdraw her hands so as to hide her face. But Jeanne kissed her in spite of herself, and consoled her, saying: "It is a misfortune, but cannot be helped, my girl. You were weak, but that happens to many others. If the father marries you, no one will think of it again."

小使女露出迷茫的神色，她慌张地想挣脱双手去捂住脸。尽管她这样，让娜还是亲吻了她，安慰她说：“这是一件不幸的事，但是没有什么办法，我的孩子。你那时意志薄弱，不过这种事在其他很多人身上都发生过。如果这孩子的父亲娶了你，别人也就不会再有什么想法了。”




Rosalie sighed as if she were suffering, and from time to time made an effort to disengage herself and run away.

罗莎莉像受到刑罚一样呻吟着，时时想要挣脱逃走。




Jeanne resumed: "I understand perfectly that you are ashamed; but you see that I am not angry, that I speak kindly to you. If I ask you the name of the man it is for your own good, for I feel from your grief that he has deserted you, and because I wish to prevent that. Julien will go and look for him, you see, and we will oblige him to marry you; and as we will employ you both, we will oblige him also to make you happy."

让娜继续说：“我完全明白你心里感到羞愧，但你看我并没有生气，我在心平气和地跟你讲话。我之所以要问你这个男人的名字，是为了你好，因为我从你的悲伤中感觉到他抛弃了你，还因为我希望能阻止他这样做。朱利安会去找他，你瞧，我们会迫使他娶你；我们要把你们两个人都留在这里工作，我们要他使你幸福。”




This time Rosalie gave such a jerk that she snatched her hands away from her mistress and ran off as if she were mad.

这一次，罗莎莉猛然用力把手从她的女主人手里挣脱出来，发疯似的跑开了。




That evening at dinner Jeanne said to Julien: "I tried to persuade Rosalie to tell me the name of her betrayer. I did not succeed. You try to find out so that we can compel this miserable man to marry her."

那天晚上吃饭时，让娜对朱利安说：“我试图说服罗莎莉告诉我那个引诱她的男人的名字。但她不肯说。你设法去找到他，这样我们才能强迫这个可恨的家伙娶他。”




But Julien became angry: "Oh! you know I do not wish to hear anything about it. You wish to keep this girl. Keep her, but do not bother me about her."

但是朱利安生气了：“啊！你知道我再也不愿意听到这件事情了。你愿意留下这个姑娘。那你就留下她吧，但再也不要拿她的事情来烦我了。”




Since the girl's illness he appeared to be more irritable than ever; and he had got into the way of never speaking to his wife without shouting as if he were in a rage, while she, on the contrary, would lower her voice, be gentle and conciliating, to avoid all argument; but she often wept at night after she went to bed.

自从罗莎莉生孩子以来，他表现得比以前更暴躁，而且他养成了一和他妻子说话就大喊大叫的习惯，仿佛他一直处于怒火中；相反，她总是小声说话，用温和、商量的口气，避免争吵，但夜晚睡到床上时她常常流泪。




In spite of his constant irritability, her husband had become more affectionate than customary since their return.

自从他们旅行回来以后，尽管他经常发脾气，但夫妻之间比平常更亲密了。




Rosalie was soon quite well and less sad, although she appeared terrified, pursued by some unknown fear, and she ran away twice when Jeanne tried to question her again.

罗莎莉很快就完全恢复了健康，也不那么伤心了，但是她看起来很害怕，一种无名的恐惧追逐着她。有两次，当让娜又试图盘问她时，她都跑开了。




Julien all at once became more amiable, and the young wife, clinging to vain hopes, also became more cheerful. The thaw had not yet set in and a hard, smooth, glittering covering of snow extended over the landscape. Neither men nor animals were to be seen; only the chimneys of the cottages gave evidence of life in the smoke that ascended from them into the icy air.

朱利安突然变得和蔼可亲起来，年轻的妻子模模糊糊地产生了希望，也变得高兴起来。冰雪还没解冻，连成一片坚硬、光滑而闪光的雪原。再不见人和牲畜出来；只有小木屋的烟囱里吐出的炊烟飘升到冰冷的天空中，才显示出生命的迹象。




One evening the thermometer fell still lower, and Julien, shivering as he left the table-for the dining-room was never properly heated, he was so economical with the wood-rubbed his hands, murmuring: "It will be warmer to-night, won't it, my dear?”He laughed with his jolly laugh of former days, and Jeanne threw her arms around his neck: "I do not feel well, dear; perhaps I shall be better to-morrow.”

一天晚上，温度降得更低了。当朱利安离开饭桌时，他冷得发抖，因为饭厅总是烧得不够热，他很节省木材。他搓着双手，低声说：“今晚两个人睡在一起多暖和啊，你说是不是，亲爱的？”他笑得像从前那样欢快，让娜伸出胳膊搂住他的脖子说：“亲爱的，我确实不舒服；明天就会好的。”




"As you wish, my dear. If you are ill you must take care of yourself."And they began to talk of other things.

“随你吧，亲爱的。要是你病了，你自己可要当心。”接着他们谈起别的事情了。




She retired early. Julien, for a wonder, had a fire lighted in her room. As soon as he saw that it was burning brightly, he kissed his wife on the forehead and left the room.

她很早就睡了。说来奇怪，朱利安叫人在她的卧室里生起火来。当他看见火烧得很旺时，他吻了吻他妻子的额头，然后就离开了。




The whole house seemed to be penetrated by the cold; the very walls seemed to be shivering, and Jeanne shivered in her bed. Twice she got up to put fresh logs on the fire and to look for dresses, skirts, and other garments which she piled on the bed. Nothing seemed to warm her; her feet were numbed and her lower limbs seemed to tingle, making her excessively nervous and restless.

整座房子像是弥漫着寒气，墙壁似乎在颤抖，让娜在床上冷得直哆嗦。她两次起来在炉子里添些木柴，又找来袍子、裙子和其他衣服压在被子上。似乎什么都不能使她暖和起来，她的双脚麻木，下肢发抖，这使她极度焦躁不安，辗转反侧。




Then her teeth began to chatter, her hands shook, there was a tightness in her chest, her heart began to beat with hard, dull pulsations, and at times seemed to stop beating, and she gasped for breath. A terrible apprehension seized her, while the cold seemed to penetrate to her marrow. She never had felt such a sensation, she had never seemed to lose her hold on life like this before, never been so near her last breath.

然后她的牙齿开始咯咯作响，双手发抖，胸口像受压迫似的难受，心脏迟缓沉重地跳动，有时简直像停止了似的，让她喘不过气来。寒冷似乎渗透了她的骨髓，同时她被一种可怕的恐惧感包围着。她从来没有过这种感觉，从来没有像现在这样好像就要失去生命，只剩下最后一口气了。




"I am going to die," she thought, "I am dying—”

她想：“我就要死了……我快要死了……”




And filled with terror, she jumped out of bed, rang for Rosalie, waited, rang again, waited again, shivering and frozen.

她满怀恐惧地跳下床，打铃喊罗莎莉，等了一会儿，又打一次，再等，冰冷的身子颤抖着。




The little maid did not come. She was doubtless asleep, that first, sound sleep that nothing can disturb. Jeanne, in despair, darted toward the stairs in her bare feet, and groping her way, she ascended the staircase quietly, found the door, opened it, and called, "Rosalie!"She went forward, stumbled against the bed, felt all over it with her hands and found that it was empty. It was empty and cold, and as if no one had slept there. Much surprised, she said: "What! Has she gone out in weather like this?"

小使女没有来。她一定是睡着了，她第一觉睡得很香，什么也叫不醒她。让娜光着脚绝望地朝楼梯飞奔去，她轻轻地摸索着走上楼梯，摸到房门，推开门喊道：“罗莎莉！”她往前走，被床绊了一下，用手在床上摸了摸，发现床上没人。床上不但是空的，而且是冰冷的，好像根本没有人在上面睡过。她很惊讶，说道：“这是怎么回事！这样的天气，她还往外跑？”




But as her heart began to beat tumultuously till she seemed to be suffocating, she went downstairs again with trembling limbs in order to wake Julien. She rushed into his room filled with the idea that she was going to die, and longing to see him before she lost consciousness.

这时她的心脏狂跳起来，她似乎要窒息了，她撑着发抖的双腿下楼去叫醒朱利安。她以为自己快要死了，希望在失去知觉前见到他，她便冲进了他的卧室。




By the light of the dying embers she perceived Rosalie's head leaning on her husband's shoulder.

借着快要熄灭的火光，她看到罗莎莉的头倚靠在她丈夫的肩上。




At the cry she gave they both started to their feet; she stood motionless for a second, horrified at this discovery, and then fled to her room; and when Julien, at his wit's end, called "Jeanne!" she was seized with an overmastering terror of seeing him, of hearing his voice, of listening to him explaining, lying, of meeting his gaze; and she darted toward the stairs again and went down.

她一声惊叫，他们两个人都坐了起来；有一秒钟时间，她被这一发现惊得站着一动不动，随后她逃到自己的卧室里。朱利安不知所措地大声喊着“让娜”，她的内心产生一种强烈的恐惧感，她怕看见他，怕听见他的声音，怕听到他的解释和谎话，怕遇到他的目光；于是她又朝楼梯冲去，跑下了楼。




She now ran along in the darkness, at the risk of falling downstairs, at the risk of breaking her neck on the stone floor of the hall. She rushed along, impelled by an imperious desire to flee, to know nothing about it, to see no one.

现在她在黑暗中奔跑着，顾不得会从楼梯上滚下去，会在大厅的石地板上跌断脖子。她向前冲去，一心只想逃跑，什么事都不想知道，什么人也不想看到。




When she was at the bottom of the stairs she sat down on one of the steps, still in her nightdress, and in bare feet, and remained in a dazed condition. She heard Julien moving and walking about. She started to her feet in order to escape him. He was starting to come downstairs and called: "Listen, Jeanne!"

她跑到楼梯的尽头，在其中一个台阶上坐下来，身上仍穿着一件睡衣，光着双脚，茫然地呆在那里。她听到朱利安走动的脚步声。她站起身来要躲开他。这时他正要下楼，喊道：“听我说，让娜！”




No, she would not listen nor let him touch her with the tips of his fingers; and she darted into the dining-room as if she were fleeing from an assassin. She looked for a door of escape, a hiding place, a dark corner, some way of avoiding him. She hid under the table. But he was already at the door, a candle in his hand, still calling: "Jeanne!"She started off again like a hare, darted into the kitchen, ran round it twice like a trapped animal, and as he came near her, she suddenly opened the door into the garden and darted out into the night.

不，她不愿听到他的声音，也不愿让他碰她一个指头，她像逃避刺客一样飞奔到饭厅里。她寻找一个出口，一个藏身的地方，一个黑暗的角落，一个躲避他的办法。她藏在饭桌下面。但他已经走到门口，手里拿着蜡烛，连声叫着：“让娜！”她又像野兔一样蹿出来，冲进厨房，如同一只被包围的动物，跑了两圈。当他走近她时，她突然打开通向花园的门，飞奔入夜色中。




The contact with the snow, into which she occasionally sank up to her knees, seemed to give her the energy of despair. She did not feel cold, although she had little on. She felt nothing, her body was so numbed from the emotion of her mind, and she ran along as white as the snow.

雪有时深陷到她的膝盖，与雪接触的冰冷感觉似乎给了她一种绝望挣扎的力量。虽然她穿得很少，却并不觉得冷。她没有什么感觉了，内心的痛苦情感使她的身体麻木。她向前奔跑，浑身雪白，和雪一样。




She followed the large avenue, crossed the wood, crossed the ditch, and started off across the plain.

她沿着林阴大道，穿过树林，越过沟渠，在荒野里奔跑着。




There was no moon, the stars were shining like sparks of fire in the black sky; but the plain was light with a dull whiteness, and lay in infinite silence.

天上没有月亮，星星像火花一样在漆黑的天空中闪烁着；原野被一片暗淡的白光照亮，大地笼罩在无边无际的静寂之中。




Jeanne walked quickly, hardly breathing, not knowing, not thinking of anything. She suddenly stopped on the edge of the cliff. She stopped short, instinctively, and crouched down, bereft of thought and of will power.

让娜飞快地奔跑着，气也不喘一口，什么都不知道，什么都不想。突然她在悬崖边停住了。她本能地急忙站住，蹲下来，头脑中一片空白，一切意志都丧失了。




In the abyss before her the silent, invisible sea exhaled the salt odor of its wrack at low tide.

在她前面是深渊，看不见的大海散发着退潮时留下的水草的咸味。




She remained thus some time, her mind as inert as her body; then, all at once, she began to tremble, to tremble violently, like a sail shaken by the wind. Her arms, her hands, her feet, impelled by an invisible force, throbbed, pulsated wildly, and her consciousness awakened abruptly, sharp and poignant.

她这样呆了一会儿，精神和肉体都麻木了；然后她突然开始发抖，猛烈地颤抖，就像被风摇动的船帆。她的胳膊、双手、双脚被一种无形的力量所驱使，剧烈地抽动起来，她的意识突然清醒了，尖锐而剧烈。




Old memories passed before her mental vision: the sail with him in Père Lastique's boat, their conversation, his nascent love, the christening of the boat; then she went back, further back, to that night of dreams when she first came to the "Poplars."And now! And now! Oh, her life was shipwrecked, all joy was ended, all expectation at an end; and the frightful future full of torture, of deception, and of despair appeared before her. Better to die, it would all be over at once.

往事一幕幕浮现在她眼前：和朱利安在拉斯蒂克老头的小船上的漫游，他们的谈心，她的爱情的萌发，那艘小船的命名仪式；后来她回想得更远，一直想到她初次到白杨山庄时那晚的梦。而如今！而现在！啊，她的生活已经破碎，所有欢乐都已结束，一切期望都成泡影；呈现在她眼前的是可怕的，充满痛苦、欺骗和绝望的未来。倒不如死了的好，这样一切就可以立刻结束。




But a voice cried in the distance: "Here it is, here are her steps; quick, quick, this way!"It was Julien who was looking for her.

但是远处有一个声音在叫：“在这里，这有她的脚印；快，快，从这儿走！”这是正在寻找她的朱利安的声音。




Oh! she did not wish to see him again. In the abyss down yonder before her she now heard a slight sound, the indistinct ripple of the waves over the rocks. She rose to her feet with the idea of throwing herself over the cliff and bidding life farewell. Like one in despair, she uttered the last word of the dying, the last word of the young soldier slain in battle: "Mother!"

啊！她再也不愿看到他。深渊就在她面前，此刻她听到一阵轻微的响声，那是波浪在岩石上隐隐滑动的声音。她站起来，想纵身跳下悬崖，和生命作最后的告别。像一个处于绝望中的人，她喊出了垂死之人临终时的最后一句话，喊出了年轻士兵在战场上牺牲时的最后一句话：“妈妈！”




All at once the thought of little mother came to her mind, she saw her sobbing, she saw her father on his knees before her mangled remains, and in a second she felt all the pain of their sorrow.

突然她想起了母亲，她看见她在哭泣，她看见父亲跪倒在她溺死的尸体面前，一刹那间，她感受到了他们悲伤中的痛苦。




She sank down again into the snow; and when Julien and old Simon, followed by Marius, carrying a lantern, seized her arm to pull her back as she was so close to the brink, she made no attempt to escape.

她又瘫倒在雪地里了；之后当朱利安和西蒙老爹，还有提着灯笼跟在后面的马里于斯追上来抓住她的胳膊要拉回她时，她也就没有试图逃离，因为她已经紧挨悬崖的边缘了。




She let them do as they would, for she could not stir. She felt that they were carrying her, and then that she was being put to bed and rubbed with hot cloths; then she became unconscious.

她听任他们摆布，因为她已不能动弹。她觉得他们把她抬走了，然后放到床上，用热毛巾摩擦她的身体；后来她失去了知觉。




Then she had a nightmare, or was it a nightmare? She was in bed. It was broad daylight, but she could not get up. Why? She did not know. Then she heard a little noise on the floor, a sort of scratching, a rustling, and suddenly a mouse, a little gray mouse, ran quickly across the sheet. Another followed it, then a third, who ran toward her chest with his little, quick scamper. Jeanne was not afraid, and she reached out her hand to catch the animal, but could not catch it. Then other mice, ten, twenty, hundreds, thousands, rose up on all sides of her. They climbed the bedposts, ran up the tapestries, covered the bed completely. And soon they got beneath the covers; Jeanne felt them gliding over her skin, tickling her limbs, running up and down her body. She saw them running from the bottom of the bed to get into her neck under the sheets; and she tried to fight them off, throwing her hands out to try and catch them, but always finding them empty.

之后她做了一场噩梦，那是一场噩梦吗？她睡在床上。天大亮了，但是她起不来。为什么呢？她不知道。然后她听见地板上轻微的响声，一种抓挠和沙沙的声音，突然一只老鼠，一只灰色的小老鼠从床单上快速地蹿过去。另一只跟在后面，接着第三只用它细小的步子很快地朝她的胸口跑过来。让娜并不害怕，她伸出手去抓它，但没有抓到。然后另外许多老鼠，十只，二十只，几百只，几千只，都从四面八方钻出来。它们爬上床柱，蹿上挂毯，把整个床都盖满了。不久它们钻到被子下；让娜感到它们在她的皮肤上滑过，使她的腿发痒，又在她的身上跑上跑下。她看到他们从床底下跑出来，钻进被单下面，扑向她的脖子；她想击退它们，伸出双手试图抓住它们，但总是扑空。




She was frantic, wanted to escape, screamed, and it seemed as if she were being held down, as if strong arms enfolded her and rendered her helpless; but she saw no one.

她很恼火，想逃跑，她大声尖叫，却好像被人按住了，一双强壮的胳膊挽住了她，使她无能为力，然而她并不见有人。




She had no idea of time. It must have been long, a very long time.

她已经没有一点时间观念了。这种情况一定持续了很长很长时间。




Then she awoke, weary, aching, but quiet. She felt weak, very weak. She opened her eyes and was not surprised to see little mother seated in her room with a man whom she did not know.

后来她醒了，疲倦而疼痛，但却很安静。她觉得很虚弱。她睁开眼睛，看见她的母亲和一个她不认识的男人坐在她的卧室里，她并不吃惊。




How old was she? She did not know, and thought she was a very little girl. She had no recollection of anything.

她有多大年纪了？她不知道，她以为自己还是一个小姑娘。过去的任何事情，她都不记得了。




The big man said: "Why, she has regained consciousness."Little mother began to weep. Then the big man resumed: "Come, be calm, baroness; I can ensure her recovery now. But do not talk to her at all. Let her sleep, let her sleep."

那个胖男人说：“瞧，她恢复知觉了。”母亲哭起来。于是胖男人又说：“啊，您冷静一点，男爵夫人，现在我可以保证她恢复了。不过不要和她讲话。让她睡吧，睡吧。”




Then it seemed to Jeanne that she remained in a state of exhaustion for a long time, overcome by a heavy sleep as soon as she tried to think; and she tried not to remember anything whatever, as though she had a vague fear that the reality might come back to her.

之后让娜似乎觉得自己昏昏沉沉地过了很长时间，每当她想要思考，马上就被瞌睡压倒；她就什么都不去回忆，模糊中有一种感觉，好像生怕重新回到现实中来。




Once when she awoke she saw Julien, alone, standing beside her; and suddenly it all came back to her, as if the curtain which hid her past life had been raised.

有一次，当她醒来时看见朱利安一个人站在她身边，突然如同遮掩她过去生活的帷幕被卷起了一样，一切都出现在她眼前。




She felt a horrible pain in her heart, and wanted to escape once more. She threw back the coverlets, jumped to the floor and fell down, her limbs being too weak to support her.

她心里感到万分痛苦，又想逃跑。她掀开被单，跳到地板上，她的双腿虚弱得支撑不住身体，就跌倒了。




Julien sprang toward her, and she began to scream for him not to touch her. She writhed and rolled on the floor. The door opened. Aunt Lison came running in with Widow Dentu, then the baron, and finally little mother, puffing and distracted.

朱利安赶紧跑过来扶她，她尖叫起来，不让他碰她。她蜷缩着身子，在地板上打滚。门开了。利松姨妈和当蒂寡妇都跑进来了，接着是男爵，最后是男爵夫人，惊慌得大口喘着气。




They put her back into bed, and she immediately closed her eyes, so as to escape talking and be able to think quietly.

他们把她放回床上，她立刻闭上眼睛，这样可以避免讲话，同时能够静静地想一想。




Her mother and aunt watched over her anxiously, saying: "Do you hear us now, Jeanne, my little Jeanne?"

她的母亲和姨妈在照顾她，急切地问道：“让娜，我的小让娜，你现在听见我们说话吗？”




She pretended to be deaf, not to hear them, and did not answer. Night came on and the nurse took up her position beside the bed. She did not sleep; she kept trying to think of things that had escaped her memory as though there were holes in it, great white empty places where events had not been noted down.

她装作没听见，不作回答。夜幕降临了，看护守在她的床边。她没有睡；她一直费力地思考着那些记不起来的事情，好像在她的记忆中有一些空洞似的，巨大的空白处没有留下任何事情的痕迹。




Little by little she began to recall the facts, and she pondered over them steadily.

她渐渐回忆起事实的经过，她全神贯注地沉思着这些事。




Little mother, Aunt Lison, the baron had come, so she must have been very ill. But Julien? What had he said? Did her parents know? And Rosalie, where was she? And what should she do? What should she do? An idea came to her-she would return to Rouen and live with father and little mother as in old days. She would be a widow; that's all.

母亲、利松姨妈和男爵都来了，看来她一定病得很厉害。但是朱利安呢？他说了些什么？她的父母知道吗？还有罗莎莉，她在哪里？而且她该怎么办呢？她该怎么办？她想出了个主意：像从前一样，回到鲁昂，和父母住在一起。她至多成了寡妇而已。




Then she waited, listening to what was being said around her, understanding everything without letting them see it, rejoiced at her returning reason, patient and crafty.

于是她等着，听她周围的人在说什么，她都听明白了却不让他们看出来，她庆幸自己恢复了神志，她耐心且精明。




That evening, at last, she found herself alone with the baroness and called to her in a low tone: "Little Mother!"Her own voice astonished her, it seemed strange. The baroness seized her hands: "My daughter, my darling Jeanne! My child, do you recognize me?"

那天晚上，她和男爵夫人终于单独在一起了，她低声叫她：“妈妈！”她自己的声音使她吃了一惊，似乎有点奇怪。男爵夫人握住她的双手说：“我的女儿，我亲爱的让娜！我的孩子，你认得我吗？”




"Yes, little mother, but you must not weep; we have a great deal to talk about. Did Julien tell you why I ran away in the snow?"

“认得，妈妈，但你不要哭了；我们有很多话要谈。朱利安有没有告诉你为什么我要逃到雪地里去呢？”




"Yes, my darling, you had a very dangerous fever."

“是的，我的宝贝，你当时发高烧，很危险。”




"It was not that, mamma. I had the fever afterward; but did he tell you what gave me the fever and why I ran away?"

“不是这样的，妈妈。我后来才发高烧；可他有没有跟你讲我是怎么发起高烧的？我又为什么逃跑？”




"No, my dearie."

“没有，我的小宝贝。”




"It was because I found Rosalie in his room."

“那是因为我发现罗莎莉睡在他的床上。”




Her mother thought she was delirious again and soothed her, saying: "Go to sleep, darling, calm yourself, try to sleep."

她的母亲以为她又神智不清了，就安慰她说：“睡吧，亲爱的，平静下来，想办法入睡吧。”




But Jeanne, persistent, continued: "I am quite sensible now, little mother. I am not talking wildly as I must have done these last days. I felt ill one night and I went to look for Julien. Rosalie was with him in his room. I did not know what I was doing, for sorrow, and I ran out into the snow to throw myself off the cliff."

但是让娜坚持，继续说道：“现在我完全清醒，妈妈。我不是在说胡话，大概这些日子我净在说胡话。有一天夜里，我觉得自己病了，就去找朱利安。罗莎莉和他睡在一起。我伤心得不知道自己在做什么，我逃到雪地里，想跳下悬崖去。”




But the baroness reiterated, "Yes, darling, you have been very ill, very ill."

但是男爵夫人重复说：“是的，亲爱的，你当时病得很重，很重。”




"It is not that, mamma. I found Rosalie in with Julien, and I will not live with him any longer. You will take me back with you to Rouen to live as we used to do."

“不是这样的，妈妈。我发现罗莎莉和朱利安睡在一起，我再也不愿意和他一起生活了。你把我带回鲁昂去，我们像从前一样一起生活。”




The baroness, whom the doctor had warned not to thwart Jeanne in any way, replied: "Yes, my darling."

男爵夫人受到医生的嘱咐，绝不可反驳让娜，就回答说：“好，我的宝贝。”




But the invalid grew impatient: "I see that you do not believe me. Go and fetch little father, he will soon understand."

但是病人变得不耐烦起来：“我看出来你不相信我。去把爸爸找来，他会很快理解我的意思。”




The baroness left the room and presently returned, leaning on her husband's arm. They sat down beside the bed and Jeanne began to talk. She told them all, quietly, in a weak voice, but clearly; all about Julien's peculiar character, his harshness, his avarice, and, finally, his infidelity.

男爵夫人离开了房间，不久男爵搀扶着她一起进来了。他们在床边坐下来，让娜开始讲起来。她把一切都告诉他们了，朱利安的古怪性格，他的冷酷、贪婪和对妻子的不忠。她平静地用微弱的声音说着，但讲得很清楚。




When she had finished, the baron saw that she was not delirious, but he did not know what to think, what to determine, or what to answer. He took her hand, tenderly, as he used to do when he put her to sleep with stories, and said: "Listen, dearie, we must act with prudence. We must do nothing rash. Try to put up with your husband until we can come to some decision—promise me this?”

当她说完后，男爵看出来她不是在说胡话，但是他不知道如何对待这一问题，拿不定主意，不知如何回答才好。他温柔地握着她的手，就像从前给她讲故事哄她睡觉时一样，说道：“听我说，小宝贝，我们做事必须谨慎。”我们不能做鲁莽的事。在我们还没有做出决定之前，暂且容忍一下你的丈夫吧……你能答应我吗？”




"I will try, but I will not stay here after I get well," she replied.

“我试试，但我病好之后，我不会呆在这里了。”她回答说。




Then she added in a lower tone: "Where is Rosalie now?"

接着她又低声问：“罗莎莉现在在哪儿？”




"You will not see her any more," replied the baron. But she persisted: "Where is she? I wish to know."Then he confessed that she had not left the house, but declared that she was going to leave.

“你再也不会看到她了，”男爵回答道。但是她追问：“她在哪里？我想知道。”然后男爵承认她还没有离开白杨山庄，但是他肯定地说，她将要离开。




On leaving the room the baron, filled with indignation and wounded in his feelings as a father, went to look for Julien, and said to him abruptly: "Sir, I have come to ask you for an explanation of your conduct toward my daughter. You have been unfaithful to her with your maid, which is a double insult."

离开房间时，男爵作为父亲的心受到了伤害，便怒气冲冲地去找朱利安。他一见他就说：“先生，我来请您解释一下您对我女儿的行为。您和您的使女一起做了对她不忠的事情，这是一种双重侮辱。”




Julien pretended to be innocent, denied everything positively, swore, took God as his witness. What proof had they? he asked. Was not Jeanne delirious? Had she not had brain fever? Had she not run out in the snow, in an attack of delirium, at the very beginning of her illness? And it was just at this time, when she was running about the house almost naked, that she pretends that she saw her maid in her husband's room!

朱利安装出一副无辜的样子，极力否认一切，指着上帝发誓。他们有什么证据呢？他问。让娜不是在说胡话吗？她不是刚得过脑膜炎吗？她刚生病时，不是发狂地逃到雪地里去了吗？也就是在那时候，她几乎光着身子在屋子里乱跑，才胡说她看见她的使女睡在她丈夫的床上！




And he grew angry, threatened a lawsuit, became furious. The baron, bewildered, made excuses, begged his pardon, and held out his loyal hand to Julien, who refused to take it.

他非常生气，威胁要提出诉讼，他变得狂怒。男爵很迷惑，向他道歉，请求原谅，真诚地向朱利安伸出手去要求和解，朱利安却拒绝握手。




When Jeanne heard what her husband had said, she did not show any annoyance, but replied: "He is lying, papa, but we shall end by convicting him."

当让娜听到她丈夫所说的话，她一点也不生气，只回答说：“爸爸，他在说谎，但是我们最后会叫他承认的。”




For some days she remained taciturn and reserved, thinking over matters. The third morning she asked to see Rosalie. The baron refused to send her up, saying she had left. Jeanne persisted, saying: "Well, let some one go and fetch her."

一连几天，她沉默寡言，集中思想仔细思考这些事情。第三天早晨，她要见罗莎莉。男爵不许人去叫她上楼，说她已经离开了。让娜坚持不答应，说道：“那派人去把她找来吧。”




She was beginning to get excited when the doctor came. They told him everything, so that he could form an opinion. But Jeanne suddenly burst into tears, her nerves all unstrung, and almost screamed: "I want Rosalie; I wish to see her!"

当医生来的时候，她开始变得很激动了。他们把一切都告诉他了，让他来判断。但是让娜突然哭起来，神经极度紧张，几乎尖声喊叫道：“我要见罗莎莉，我要见到她！”




The doctor took hold of her hand and said in a low tone: "Calm yourself, madame; any emotion may lead to serious consequences, for you are enceinte."

医生握住她的手，低声说：“冷静一些，夫人；任何激动的情绪都会导致严重的后果，因为您已经怀孕了。”




She was dumfounded, as though she had received a blow; and it seemed to her that she felt the first stirrings of life within her. Then she was silent, not even listening to what was being said, absorbed in her own thoughts. She could not sleep that night for thinking of the new life that was developing in her, and was sad at the thought that it was Julien's child, and might resemble him. The following morning she sent for the baron. "Little father," she said, "my resolution is formed; I wish to know everything, and especially just now; you understand, I insist, and you know that you must not thwart me in my present condition. Listen! You must go and get M. le Curé. I need him here to keep Rosalie from telling a lie. Then, as soon as he comes, send him up to me, and you stay downstairs with little mother. And, above all things, see that Julien does not suspect anything.”

她像挨了当头一棒，惊得呆住了；她似乎感觉到自己身子里那个生命的第一次蠕动。接着她默不作声，甚至也不听别人在说什么，陷入了沉思。那晚想着自己肚子里孕育的新生命，她不能入眠，想到这是朱利安的孩子，而且可能会像他，她心里就很难过。第二天早晨，她叫人把男爵请来。“爸爸，”她说，“我已经下定决心了；我要把一切弄清楚，尤其是现在；您明白吗，我坚持要这样做，您知道在我目前的情况下，您一定不要阻止我。您听我说！您去把神父先生请来。我需要他在这儿，免得罗莎莉撒谎。所以他一来，就让他上来我这里，您和妈妈在楼下呆着。最重要的是注意不要引起朱利安的疑心。”




An hour later the priest came, looking fatter than ever, and puffing like the baroness. He sat down in an arm-chair and began to joke, wiping his forehead as usual with his plaid handkerchief. "Well, baroness, I do not think we grow any thinner; I think we make a good pair."Then, turning toward the patient, he said: "Eh, what is this I hear, young lady, that we are soon to have a fresh baptism? Aha, it will not be a boat this time."And in a graver tone he added: "It will be a defender of the country; unless"-after a moment's reflection-"it should be the prospective mother of a family, like you, madame," bowing to the baroness.

一小时之后，神父来了，看起来比以前更胖了，和男爵夫人一样气喘吁吁。他坐在一张圈椅里，照常用他那条格子花呢的手绢擦着前额，同时开起玩笑来：“瞧，男爵夫人，我看我们是瘦不了啦；我想我们可以配成一对了。”然后转向病人，说道：“嘿，少夫人，我听说，不久我们要有一次新的洗礼啦？啊哈，这次可不是给一只小船命名了。”接着，他用庄重的语调补充说，“将来会是一个国家卫士”，想了一会儿，又说“或者应该是位贤妻良母，像您一样，夫人”，说着向男爵夫人弯了弯腰。




The door at the end of the room opened and Rosalie appeared, beside herself, weeping, refusing to enter the room, clinging to the door frame, and being pushed forward by the baron. Quite out of patience, he thrust her into the room. She covered her face with her hands and remained standing there, sobbing.

卧室后面的门开了，罗莎莉哭着，惊恐地抓紧门框不肯进来，被男爵推着向前。他很不耐烦了，把她猛推进卧室。她用双手捂住脸，站在那里哭泣。




Jeanne, as soon as she saw her, rose to a sitting posture, whiter than the sheets, and with her heart beating wildly. She could not speak, could hardly breathe. At length she said, in a voice broken with emotion: "I-I-will not-need-to question you. It-it is enough for me to see you thus-to-to see your-your shame in my presence.”

让娜一看见她，就起身坐了起来，脸色比被单还白，她的心狂跳着。她说不出话，几乎喘不过气来。最后她开口了，由于情绪激动，声音断断续续：“我……我……不需要……来质问你。只看你……只看你在我面前的……惭愧样子……就够了。”




After a pause, for she was out of breath, she continued: "I had M. le Curé come, so that it might be like a confession, you understand.”

因为她上气不接下气，所以停顿了一会儿，又接着说：“我把神父先生请来了，就是为了让你做一次忏悔，你懂吧。”




Rosalie, motionless, uttered little cries that were almost screams behind her hands.

罗莎莉一动不动，从她的双手后面发出嚎叫似的哭声。




The baron, whose anger was gaining ground, seized her arms, and snatching her hands from her face, he threw her on her knees beside the bed, saying: "Speak! Answer!"

男爵恼火了，抓住她的胳膊，把她的手从脸部拉开，用力把她按倒，让她跪在床边：“说吧！回答！”




She remained on the ground, in the position assigned to Magdalens, her cap awry, her apron on the floor, and her face again covered by her hands.

她跪在地上，姿势就像画中的玛德兰娜一样，帽子歪着，围裙铺在地板上，她又用双手把脸捂起来。




Then the priest said: "Come, my girl, listen to what is said to you, and reply. We do not want to harm you, but we want to know what occurred."

这时神父说：“好吧，我的孩子，问你什么，你就回答什么。我们并不想伤害你，而是想知道事情的经过。”




Jeanne, leaning over, looked at her and said: "Is it true that you were with Julien when I surprised you?"

让娜倾斜着身子，看着她说道：“当我撞见你们的时候，你在朱利安的床上，这是事实吧？”




Rosalie moaned through her fingers, "Yes, madame."

罗莎莉从手指间抽泣着说：“是的，夫人。”




Then the baroness suddenly began to cry in a choking fashion, and her convulsive sobs accompanied those of Rosalie.

这时男爵夫人突然哽咽地哭起来，她那抽噎的哭声和罗莎莉的哭声交织在一起了。




Jeanne, with her eyes fixed on the maid, said: "How long had this been going on?"

让娜的目光紧紧盯着使女，说道：“这种事情持续多久了？”




"Ever since he came here," faltered Rosalie.

“从他来这儿以后。”罗莎莉支吾着说。




Jeanne could not understand. "Ever since he came—then—ever since—ever since the spring?”

让娜不明白。“从他来了以后……那么……是从……从春天起？”




"Yes, madame."

“是的，夫人。”




"Ever since he came into this house?"

“从他走进了这个家门以后？”




"Yes, madame."

“是的，夫人。”




And Jeanne, as if overflowing with questions, asked, speaking precipitately:

让娜好像心中压满了问题，这时都倾泻而出：




"But how did it happen? How did he approach you? How did he persuade you? What did he say? When, how did you ever yield to him? How could you ever have done it?"

“但事情是怎么发生的？他是怎么接近你的？他是怎么把你弄到手的？他对你说了些什么？你是什么时候，又是怎样屈从他了呢？你怎么能做这种事呢？”




Rosalie, removing her hands from her face, and overwhelmed also with a feverish desire to speak, said:

罗莎莉把手从脸上放下来，也激动得急于说话：




"How do I know, myself? It was the day he dined here for the first time, and he came up to my room. He had hidden himself in the loft. I did not dare to scream for fear of making a scandal. I no longer knew what I was doing. Then I said nothing because I liked him."

“我怎么知道呢？就是那一天，他第一次在这里吃晚饭，他进到我的屋子里。他先躲在阁楼里。我不敢叫喊，怕把事情闹大。那时我也不知道我在做什么。之后我什么都没说，因为我喜欢他。”




Then Jeanne exclaimed with almost a scream:

这时让娜几乎是尖叫了一声，喊道：




"But—your—your child—is his child?”

“那么……你的……你的孩子……是他的了？”




Rosalie sobbed.

罗莎莉呜咽着。




"Yes, madame."

“是的，夫人。”




Then they were both silent. The only sound to be heard was the sobs of Rosalie and of the baroness.

然后她们两个人都沉默了。只听得到罗莎莉和男爵夫人的哭泣声。




Jeanne, quite overcome, felt her tears also beginning to flow; and they fell silently down her cheeks.

让娜心里很难受，感到眼泪也流下来了；泪珠无声地沿着脸颊滚落下来。




The maid's child had the same father, as her child! Her anger was at an end; she now was filled with a dreary, slow, profound and infinite despair. She presently resumed in a changed, tearful voice, the voice of a woman who has been crying:

她使女的孩子竟然和她自己的孩子是同一个父亲！她的怒气消了；现在她的内心充满了一种沉闷的、迟缓的、深刻的、无止境的绝望。不久她又开口了，但声音大变，是女人哭泣时含泪的声音。




"When we returned from—from down there—from our journey—when did he begin again?”

“当我们回来时……从那里……旅行回来时……他是什么时候又开始去找你的？”




The little maid, who had sunk down on the floor, faltered: "The first evening."

小使女已经瘫倒在地上了，结结巴巴地说：“第……第一天晚上。”




Each word wrung Jeanne's heart. So on the very first night of their return to the "Poplars" he left her for this girl. That was why he wanted to sleep alone!

每句话都扭绞着让娜的心。原来就在他们回到白杨山庄的第一夜，他就离开她去找这个丫头了。这就是他想自己一个人睡的理由！




She now knew all she wanted to know, and exclaimed: "Go away, go away!"And as Rosalie, perfectly crushed, did not stir, Jeanne called to her father: "Take her away, carry her away!"The priest, who had said nothing as yet, thought that the moment had arrived for him to preach a little sermon.

她现在知道了她想知道的一切，大声叫道：“快走开，走开！”罗莎莉累垮了，不能动弹了，让娜叫她父亲：“带她走吧，拖她走吧。”直到现在神父还没有说过一句话，他想由他来训诫的时候到了。




"What you have done is very wrong, my daughter, very wrong, and God will not pardon you so easily. Consider the hell that awaits you if you do not always act right. Now that you have a child you must behave yourself. No doubt madame la baronne will do something for you, and we will find you a husband."

“我的孩子，你做了很坏的事，很坏的事，上帝是不会轻易饶恕你的。想想吧，如果以后你的行为不改好，地狱就等着你。既然你现在有了一个孩子了，你就应该规矩些。男爵夫人肯定会为你作些安排的，我们会给你找个丈夫。”




He would have continued speaking, but the baron, having again seized Rosalie by the shoulders, raised her from the floor and dragged her to the door, and threw her like a package into the corridor. As he turned back into the room, looking paler than his daughter, the priest resumed: "What can one do? They are all like that in the district. It is shocking, but cannot be helped, and then one must be a little indulgent toward the weaknesses of our nature. They never get married until they have become enceinte, never, madame."He added, smiling: "One might call it a local custom. So, you see, monsieur, your maid did as all the rest do."

他还会不停地说下去，但是男爵已经再次抓住了罗莎莉的肩膀，把她从地板上拽起来，拖她到门口，然后像扔一包东西似的把她扔在走廊里了。当他回到屋子里时，脸色看起来比他女儿还苍白，神父接着说：“这能怎么办呢？这个地方的姑娘全都这样。这是骇人听闻的，可是却没有办法解决，所以对于这种人性的弱点，我们只好宽容一点。她们不怀上孩子是绝对不结婚的，夫人。”他微笑着补充说：“这可以称为当地的风俗了。所以，您看，男爵先生，您那使女的行为和其他人是一样的。”




But the baron, who was trembling with nervousness, interrupted him, saying, "She! what do I care about her! It is Julien with whom I am indignant. It is infamous, the way he has behaved, and I shall take my daughter away."

男爵气得发抖，打断他说：“她！我倒没有在意！使我愤怒的是朱利安。他这种做法下流无耻，我要把我的女儿带走。”




He walked up and down excitedly, becoming more and more exasperated: "It is infamous to have betrayed my child, infamous! He is a wretch, this man, a cad, a wretch! and I will tell him so. I will slap his face. I will give him a horsewhipping!"

他激动地踱来踱去，越来越愤怒：“这样背叛我的孩子，太无耻了，太无耻了！他是个流氓，是个无赖，是个恶棍！我要当面说给他听。我要扇他几耳光。我要用马鞭抽他！”




The priest, who was slowly taking a pinch of snuff, seated beside the baroness still in tears, and endeavoring to fulfill his office of a peacemaker, said: "Come, monsieur le baron, between ourselves, he has done what every one else does. Do you know many husbands who are faithful?"And he added with a sly good humor: "Come now, I wager that you have had your turn. Your hand on your heart, am I right?"The baron had stopped in astonishment before the priest, who continued: "Why, yes, you did just as others did. Who knows if you did not make love to a little sugar plum like that? I tell you that every one does. Your wife was none the less happy, or less loved; am I not right?"

神父从容地吸着鼻咽，坐在满脸泪痕的男爵夫人旁边，正在努力想履行他息事宁人的职责，说道：“好吧，男爵先生，我们说句私下的话，他做的事不过和其他人所做的一样。您认识很多忠实的丈夫吗？”接着他又狡猾地用诙谐的语气补充说：“您看，我打赌您年轻时也胡闹过。您扪心自问，我说的对不对？”男爵吃惊地在神父面前站住了，神父接着说：“对吧，您也和别人做的一样。谁知道您就没有碰过这样的小使女呢？我告诉您，人人都做过这种事。您的夫人也没有因此少得到幸福和爱情，我说的对吧？”




The baron had not stirred, he was much disturbed. What the priest said was true, and he had sinned as much as any one and had not hesitated when his wife's maids were in question. Was he a wretch on that account? Why should he judge Julien's conduct so severely when his own had not been above blame?

男爵被弄得很不安，站着不动了。神父说的话是真的，他和任何人一样不止一次做过这种事情，只要他妻子的使女长得漂亮，他就毫不犹豫了。难道因为这个原因他就是个流氓吗？既然自己的这种行为没有受到指责，为什么他要对朱利安这么苛刻呢？




The baroness, still struggling with her sobs, smiled faintly at the recollection of her husband's escapades, for she belonged to the sentimental class for whom love adventures are a part of existence.

还在哭泣的男爵夫人回想起她丈夫过去的荒唐行为，嘴角露出一丝笑意，因为她属于多愁善感的人，在她看来，爱情的艳遇是生活的一部分。




Jeanne, exhausted, lay with wide-open eyes, absorbed in painful reflection. Something Rosalie had said had wounded her as though an arrow had pierced her heart: "As for me, I said nothing, because I liked him."

精疲力尽的让娜睁大双眼平躺着，沉浸在痛苦的沉思中。罗莎莉说的话像箭一样刺穿了她的心，使她很受伤：“我呢，我什么都没说，因为我喜欢他。”




She had liked him also, and that was the only reason why she had given herself, bound herself for life to him, why she had renounced everything else, all her cherished plans, all the unknown future. She had fallen into this marriage, into this hole without any edges by which one could climb out, into this wretchedness, this sadness, this despair, because, like Rosalie, she had liked him!

她也喜欢他，正是这个原因她才嫁给他，和他共度一生，放弃了所有一切，放弃了她所有的打算，放弃了日后未知的良缘。她掉进了这个婚姻的圈套里，掉进了这个爬不出来的陷阱里，掉进了这种可怜、悲伤和绝望的境地里，像罗莎莉一样，因为她当时喜欢他。




The door was pushed violently open and Julien appeared, with a furious expression on his face. He had caught sight of Rosalie moaning on the stairs, and suspected that something was up, that the maid had probably told all. The sight of the priest riveted him to the spot.

门被猛地推开了，朱利安走了进来，脸上露出狂怒的表情。他瞥见罗莎莉在楼梯上啜泣，就怀疑事情败露了，使女很可能把所有事情都讲出来了。一看见神父，他就站住不动了。




"Why, what's the matter?" he asked in a trembling but quiet tone.

“怎么？出什么事了？”他用颤抖但却镇定的语调问。




The baron, so violent a short while ago, did not venture to speak, afraid of the priest's remarks, and of what his son-in-law might say in the same strain. Little mother was weeping more copiously than ever; but Jeanne had raised herself with her hands and looked, breathing quickly, at the one who had caused her such cruel sorrow. She stammered out: "The fact is, we know all, all your rascality since—since the day you first entered this house—we know that the child of this maid is your child, just as—as—mine is—they will be brothers.”Overcome with sorrow at this thought, she buried herself in the sheets and wept bitterly.

刚才还是那么愤怒的男爵，这时也不敢作声了，他害怕神父的评论，也害怕女婿会以同样的语调说他。男爵夫人哭得更厉害了；但是让娜用双手支起身子，急速地喘着气，望着这个让她极度悲痛的人。她断断续续地说：“事实是我们什么都知道了，你所做的一切流氓的事自从……自从你踏进这栋房子的那天起……我们知道这个使女的孩子是你的，正像……正像……我的孩子……他们是兄弟。”一想到这儿，她伤心极了，把自己蒙在被子里，痛哭起来。




Julien stood there gaping, not knowing what to say or do. The priest came to the rescue.

朱利安愕然地站在那里，不知道该说什么，该做什么。神父又来解围了。




"Come, come, do not give way like that, my dear young lady, be sensible."He rose, approached the bed and placed his warm hand on the despairing girl's forehead. This seemed to soothe her strangely. She felt quieted, as if this strong peasant's hand, accustomed to the gesture of absolution, to kindly consolations, had conveyed by its touch some mysterious solace.

“好了，好了，我们不用伤心成这样，我亲爱的少夫人，理智一些吧。”他站起身，走到床边，把他温暖的手放在这个绝望的少妇的前额上。这似乎产生了奇异的效果，使她得到了安慰。她感到很平静，仿佛这个乡下人的强壮的手，习惯了替人赎罪，给人以慰藉，他这一摸，传达了一种神秘的安慰。




The good man, still standing, continued: "Madame, we must always forgive. A great sorrow has come to you; but God in His mercy has balanced it by a great happiness, since you will become a mother. This child will be your comfort. In his name I implore you, I adjure you to forgive M. Julien's error. It will be a new bond between you, a pledge of his future fidelity. Can you remain apart in your heart from him whose child you bear?”

神父一直站着，接着说：“夫人，我们应该经常原谅别人。您遭受了巨大的悲伤，但是仁慈的上帝却用最大的幸福来补偿您，因为您就要做母亲了。这个孩子将成为您的安慰。我以他的名义恳求您，恳请您原谅朱利安先生的过错吧。这孩子将会是您两位之间新的纽带，也是以后他对您忠实的保证。您怀着他的孩子，难道您和他的两条心能长久地分开吗？”




She did not reply, crushed, mortified, exhausted as she was, without even strength for anger or resentment. Her nerves seemed relaxed, almost severed, she seemed to be scarcely alive.

她没有回答，她的心碎了，她伤心疲惫，连愤怒和怨恨的力气都没有了。她的神经似乎已经松散了，几乎被割断了，她仿佛奄奄一息了。




The baroness, who seemed incapable of resentment, and whose mind was unequal to prolonged effort, murmured: "Come, come, Jeanne."

男爵夫人似乎是一个不可能记恨别人的人，她精神上也经不起持久的紧张，轻声说：“算了吧，让娜。”




Then the priest took the hand of the young man and leading him up to the bed, he placed his hand in that of his wife, and gave it a little tap as though to unite them more closely. Then laying aside his professional tone and manner, he said with a satisfied air: "Well, now, that's done. Believe me, that is the best thing to do.”The two hands, joined for a moment, separated immediately. Julien, not daring to kiss Jeanne, kissed his mother-in-law on the forehead, turned on his heel, took the arm of the baron, who acquiesced, happy at heart that the thing had been settled thus, and they went out together to smoke a cigar.

于是神父握住年轻人的手，领他到床边，把他的手放到他妻子的手里，他在他们俩手上轻轻一拍，像是把他们更紧地结合在一起了。然后收起他作为神父的语调和方式，满意地说：“好了，现在事情都办好了。相信我，这样做最好。”两只手，合拢了一会儿，随即分开了。朱利安不敢亲让娜，亲了一下岳母的前额，转过身挽住男爵的胳膊，男爵看到事情这样解决，心里高兴，也默许了，他们两人就一起出去吸雪茄烟了。




The patient, overcome, dozed off, while the priest and little mother talked in a low tone.

神父和男爵夫人在低声谈论，让娜很疲惫，在打瞌睡。




The priest explained and propounded his ideas, to which the baroness assented by nodding her head. He said in conclusion: "Well, then, that is understood; you will give this girl the Barville farm, and I will undertake to find her a husband, a good, steady fellow. Oh! with a property worth twenty thousand francs we shall have no lack of suitors. There will be more than enough to choose from."

神父解释着，并提出自己的看法，男爵夫人点头表示同意。最后他说：“那么，就这样吧；您把巴维尔农庄赠给这个丫头，我来负责给她找个丈夫，找个稳重的好小伙。啊！凭两万法郎的财产，我们不用担心没人来。我们要担心的是挑选谁的问题。”




The baroness was smiling now, quite happy, with the remains of two tears that had dried on her cheeks.

男爵夫人很开心地微笑着，但脸颊上还挂着两颗未干的泪珠。




She repeated: "That is settled. Barville is worth at least twenty thousand francs, but it will be settled on the child, the parents having the use of it during their lifetime."

她重复道：“就这样说定了。巴维尔农庄至少值两万法郎，但要确定是属于孩子的，父母在世的时候只享有使用权。”




The curé rose, shook little mother's hand, saying: "Do not disturb yourself, Madame la Baronne, do not disturb yourself; I know what an effort it is."

神父站起身，和男爵夫人握手，说道：“不用送了，男爵夫人，不用送了。我知道您走一步路要花多大力气啊。”




As he went out he met Aunt Lison coming to see her patient. She noticed nothing; they told her nothing; and she knew nothing, as usual.

他出去时碰见利松姨妈，她来看望病人。她什么也没注意到，和平时一样，他们什么也不告诉她，她也什么都不知道。








Chapter 8Maternity

第八章母性




Rosalie had left the house. Jeanne felt no joy at the thought of being a mother, she had had so much sorrow. She awaited the advent of her child without curiosity, still filled with the apprehension of unknown misfortunes.

罗莎莉已经离开山庄。让娜一点也没感觉到要做母亲的快乐，她有数不尽的忧伤。她毫无兴趣地等待着孩子的降临，心里充满着对不可知的灾祸的预感。




A big woman, big as a house, had taken Rosalie's place and supported the baroness in her monotonous walks along her avenue. The baron gave his arm to Jeanne, who was now always ailing, while Aunt Lison, uneasy, and busied about the approaching event, held her other hand, bewildered at this mystery which she would never know.

一个块头大得像一栋房子的女人代替了罗莎莉，她搀扶着男爵夫人在林阴道上单调地散步。男爵把胳膊伸给让娜，让她挽着，她现在身体总是不舒服。心神不宁的利松姨妈挽着她另一只手，她为让娜即将到来的大事操心忙碌，并对自己一无所知的这件神秘事情感到茫然无措。




They all walked along like this almost in silence for hours at a time, while Julien was riding about the country on horseback, having suddenly acquired this taste. Nothing ever came to disturb their dreary life. The baron, his wife, and the vicomte paid a visit to the Fourvilles, whom Julien seemed to be already well acquainted with, without one knowing just how. Another ceremonious visit was exchanged with the Brisevilles, who were still hidden in their manor house.

每次他们都这样一直走，很沉默，几个小时都不说话，而朱利安骑着马在乡间闲逛，他是突然有这个爱好的。再没有什么事情来扰乱他们沉闷的生活。男爵夫妇和子爵曾去拜访过富尔维勒家，朱利安似乎和他们很熟，但谁也不知道他们是怎么熟起来的。他们还和布里瑟维勒家进行了一次礼节性的互访，布里瑟维勒夫妇总是深居宅邸。




One afternoon, about four o'clock, two persons, a lady and gentleman on horseback, rode up into the courtyard of the chateau. Julien, greatly excited, ran up to Jeanne's room. "Quick, quick, come downstairs; here are the Fourvilles. They have just come as neighbors, knowing your condition. Tell them that I have gone out, but that I will be back. I will just go and make myself presentable."

一天下午，大约四点，一男一女骑着马进入了白杨山庄的院子里。朱利安很兴奋，跑到让娜的房间里。“快，赶快下楼去，富尔维勒夫妇来了。他们知道你的身体状况，作为邻居来看看你。你告诉他们说我出去了，但马上就回来。我去换件像样的衣服。”




Jeanne, much surprised, went downstairs. A pale, pretty young woman with a sad face, dreamy eyes, and lustreless, fair hair, looking as though the sunlight had never kissed it, quietly introduced her husband, a kind of giant, or ogre with a large red mustache. She added: "We have several times had the pleasure of meeting M. de Lamare. We heard from him how you were suffering, and we would not put off coming to see you as neighbors, without any ceremony. You see that we came on horseback. I also had the pleasure the other day of a visit from madame, your mother, and the baron."

让娜感到很惊讶，走下楼去。楼下有一个面色苍白、年轻漂亮的女人，她面容忧郁，双眼游离无光，金黄色的头发枯黄得像是从来没晒过太阳。她平静地介绍了她的丈夫，他像个巨人，或者像长满红色大胡子的怪物。她又说道：“我们有幸和德拉马尔先生见过几次面了。我们从他那儿知道您身体不舒服，我们不想耽搁，作为邻居，就不拘礼节地来看望您。您看，我们是骑马来的。前几天，您的父亲母亲光临我家，我们感到很荣幸。”




She spoke with perfect ease, familiar but refined. Jeanne was charmed, and fell in love with her at once. "This is a friend," she thought.

她说话轻松自如，亲切文雅。让娜被她吸引，立刻就喜欢上她了。“这个人可以做朋友。”她想。




The Comte de Fourville, on the contrary, seemed like a bear in the drawing-room. As soon as he was seated, he placed his hat on the chair next him, did not know what to do with his hands, placed them on his knees, then on the arms of the chair, and finally crossed his fingers as if in prayer.

富尔维勒伯爵刚好相反，看起来就像客厅里的一只熊。他一坐下就把帽子放在身旁的一把椅子上，不知道要把手放在哪儿，先放在膝盖上，然后又放到椅子的扶手上，最后把指头交叉起来，好像在做祷告一样。




Suddenly Julien entered the room. Jeanne was amazed and did not recognize him. He was shaved. He looked handsome, elegant, and attractive as on the day of their betrothal. He shook the comte's hairy paw, kissed the hand of the comtesse, whose ivory cheeks colored up slightly while her eyelids quivered.

朱利安忽然走进房间。让娜很吃惊，简直认不出他了。他就像他们订婚那天一样英俊优雅、富有魅力。他握了握伯爵毛茸茸的手掌，吻了吻伯爵夫人的手，伯爵夫人象牙般的脸颊微微泛红，眼皮上下颤动着。




He began to speak; he was charming as in former days. His large eyes, the mirrors of love, had become tender again. And his hair, lately so dull and unkempt, had regained its soft, glossy wave, with the use of a hairbrush and perfumed oil.

他开始说话；他像以前一样迷人。他那双大眼睛，像爱情的镜子，又变得温柔起来。他的头发，刚才还很暗淡蓬乱，用了发刷和香料油后，又恢复了柔软光亮的波纹。




At the moment that the Fourvilles were taking their leave the comtesse, turning toward him, said: "Would you like to take a ride on Thursday, dear vicomte?"

当富尔维勒夫妇告辞的时候，伯爵夫人转过身来对他说：“亲爱的子爵，星期四我们去骑马，好吗？”




As he bowed and murmured, "Why, certainly, madame," she took Jeanne's hand and said in a sympathetic and affectionate tone, with a cordial smile: "Oh! when you are well, we will all three gallop about the country. It will be delightful. What do you say?"

他边鞠躬边低声说：“一定奉陪，夫人。”伯爵夫人握着让娜的手，热忱地微笑着，用关心和亲切的语调说：“啊！等您身体好了的时候，我们三个人一起骑马去乡间逛逛。那该有多快乐啊。您觉得呢？”




With an easy gesture she held up her riding skirt and then jumped into the saddle with the lightness of a bird, while her husband, after bowing awkwardly, mounted his big Norman steed. As they disappeared outside the gate, Julien, who seemed charmed, exclaimed: "What delightful people! those are friends who may be useful to us."

她顺手撩起骑马裙，小鸟般轻盈地跳上马鞍，这时她的丈夫笨拙地鞠完躬，跨上了他那匹高大的诺曼种马。当他们消失在门外的时候，朱利安高兴地大声叫道：“多么令人愉快的夫妻啊！和他们交朋友将来对我们有用。”




Jeanne, pleased also without knowing why, replied: "The little comtesse is charming, I feel that I shall love her, but the husband looks like a brute. Where did you meet them?"

让娜不知道为什么也很高兴，回答道：“这位娇小的伯爵夫人很迷人，我觉得我会喜欢她，但她的丈夫看起来像个粗人。你在哪儿认识他们的？”




He rubbed his hands together good humoredly. "I met them by chance at the Brisevilles'. The husband seems a little rough. He cares for nothing but hunting, but he is a real noble for all that.”

他快活地搓着手。“我是在布里瑟维勒家偶然遇见他们的。丈夫似乎有点粗鲁。他很喜欢打猎，其他什么都不关心，但他是一个真正的贵族。”




The dinner was almost cheerful, as though some secret happiness had come into the house.

晚餐吃得很开心，仿佛幸福又悄悄地来到家里了。




Nothing new happened until the latter days of July, when Jeanne was taken ill. As she seemed to grow worse, the doctor was sent for and at the first glance recognized the symptoms of a premature confinement.

直到七月下旬让娜生病，再没有发生什么新鲜事。她看起来病得越来越重，家里请来医生，医生一看就认定这是早产的征兆。




Her sufferings presently abated a little, but she was filled with a terrible anguish, a despairing sinking, something like a presentiment, the mysterious touch of death. It is in these moments when it comes so near to us that its breath chills our hearts.

现在她的痛苦稍微缓和了，但是心中充满了一种可怕的苦闷感，一种绝望的虚脱感，就像是某种预感，某种接触死亡的神秘感觉。生命中有这样的时刻，死神离我们如此之近，他的气息使我们的心颤栗。




The room was full of people. Little mother, buried in an armchair, was choking with grief. The baron, his hands trembling, ran hither and thither, carrying things, consulting the doctor and losing his head. Julien paced up and down, looking concerned, but perfectly calm, and Widow Dentu stood at the foot of the bed with an appropriate expression, the expression of a woman of experience whom nothing astonishes. The cook, Ludivine, and Aunt Lison remained discreetly concealed behind the door of the lobby.

屋子里挤满了人。男爵夫人倒在扶手椅上，忧伤得喘不过气来。男爵双手发抖，跑来跑去，递送东西，和医生商量，不知所措。朱利安踱来踱去，面色忧虑，但心里却很平静。当蒂寡妇站在床脚边，不动声色，这种场面她经历得多了，没有什么会使她惊讶的。厨娘吕迪芬和利松姨妈一直小心地隐藏在过道门口。




Toward morning Jeanne became worse, and as her involuntary screams escaped from between her closed teeth, she thought incessantly of Rosalie, who had not suffered, who had hardly moaned, who had borne her child without suffering and without difficulty, and in her wretched and troubled mind she continually compared their conditions and cursed God, whom she had formerly thought to be just. She rebelled at the wicked partiality of fate and at the wicked lies of those who preach justice and goodness.

快到早晨的时候，让娜的情况变得更糟，她咬紧牙关，但疼痛的叫声还是不由自主地迸发出来。她不断地想起罗莎莉，她没受什么苦，几乎没有呻吟一声，便毫不受罪、毫不费力地把孩子生下来了。在让娜痛苦和杂乱的心境中，她总是比较自己和罗莎莉的状况，并诅咒她以前认为公正的上帝。她愤恨命运恶意的偏袒，愤恨那些鼓吹正义和善良的人们口中邪恶的谎言。




At times her sufferings were so great that her mind was a blank. She had neither strength, life nor knowledge for anything but suffering.

有时疼痛如此剧烈，以至她的脑子一片空白。她用力量、生命、知觉来抵御痛苦。




All at once her sufferings ceased. The nurse and the doctor leaned over her and gave her all attention. Presently she heard a little cry and, in spite of her weakness, she unconsciously held out her arms. She was suddenly filled with joy, with a glimpse of a new-found happiness which had just unfolded. Her child was born, she was soothed, happy, happy as she never yet had been. Her heart and her body revived; she was now a mother. She felt that she was saved, secure from all despair, for she had here something to love.

突然她的痛苦停止了。看护和医生都朝她俯下身，所有注意力都集中在她身上。不久她听到了脆弱的啼哭声，尽管她很虚弱，但她却下意识地伸出了双臂。一幅新的幸福图画刚刚展现在她眼前，她顿时满怀喜悦。她的孩子出生了，她欣慰、开心，感到前所未有的幸福。她的身心都复活了，她现在做母亲了。她觉得自己得救了，安全了，不再害怕任何绝望了，因为这里有她爱的人。




From now on she had but one thought—her child. She was a fanatical mother, all the more intense because she had been deceived in her love, deceived in her hopes. She would sit whole days beside the window, rocking the little cradle.

从现在开始，她只有一个念头——她的孩子。她变成了一个狂热的母亲，因为她在爱情中受骗了，希望破灭了，所以她就变得更加狂热起来。她整天坐在窗边，摇着小摇篮。




The baron and little mother smiled at this excess of tenderness, but Julien, whose habitual routine had been interfered with and his overweening importance diminished by the arrival of this noisy and all-powerful tyrant, unconsciously jealous of this mite of a man who had usurped his place in the house, kept on saying angrily and impatiently: "How wearisome she is with her brat!"

男爵夫妇对这种狂热的母爱一笑置之，但是朱利安却因这个吵吵嚷嚷、至高无上的小暴君的到来打扰了他的日常生活，削弱了他在家中的重要性，不知不觉地对这个侵占了他在家中地位的小家伙产生了嫉妒，他常常生气地、不耐烦地说：“她和这小子真是烦人！”




She became so obsessed by this affection that she would pass the entire night beside the cradle, watching the child asleep. As she was becoming exhausted by this morbid life, taking no rest, growing weaker and thinner and beginning to cough, the doctor ordered the child to be taken from her. She got angry, wept, implored, but they were deaf to her entreaties. His nurse took him every evening, and each night his mother would rise, and in her bare feet go to the door, listen at the keyhole to see if he was sleeping quietly, did not wake up and wanted nothing.

她对孩子的疼爱到了痴迷的地步，她要整夜守在摇篮边，看着孩子睡觉。这种病态的生活使她精疲力尽，她一刻也不休息，变得虚弱和消瘦，并且开始咳嗽，医生吩咐把她和孩子隔离开来。她生气、哭泣、哀求，但大家对她的恳求置之不理。奶妈每天晚上照看孩子，母亲每晚起来，光着脚，在房门的锁孔边聆听他是否睡得安稳，有没有醒来，要不要东西。




Julien found her here one night when he came home late, after dining with the Fourvilles. After that they locked her in her room to oblige her to stay in bed.

一天晚上，朱利安在富尔维勒家吃完晚饭，回来晚了，发现她正在那儿窃听。从那之后，为了迫使她睡觉，他们便把她锁在她的卧室里。




The baptism took place at the end of August. The baron was godfather and Aunt Lison godmother. The child was named Pierre-Simon-Paul and called Paul for short.

八月底给孩子举行了洗礼。男爵作了教父，利松姨妈作了教母。孩子取名为皮埃尔·西蒙·保罗，简称为保罗。




At the beginning of September Aunt Lison left without any commotion. Her absence was as little felt as her presence.

九月初，利松姨妈悄悄地离开了。她在与不在都是无人注意的。




One evening after dinner the priest appeared. He seemed embarrassed as if he were burdened by some mystery, and after some idle remarks, he asked the baroness and her husband to grant him a short interview in private.

一天晚上，晚饭之后，神父来了。他看起来有点拘束，仿佛身上装有什么秘密，闲聊了一阵之后，他请求男爵夫妇同意和他单独谈一会儿话。




They all three walked slowly down the long avenue, talking with animation, while Julien, who was alone with Jeanne, was astonished, disturbed and annoyed at this secret.

他们三个人沿着长长的林阴道慢慢走着，谈得很热烈，而朱利安被单独留下来和让娜在一起，他对这秘密的行为感到吃惊、不安和气恼。




He accompanied the priest when he took his leave, and they went off together toward the church where the Angelus was ringing.

神父离开时，朱利安要送他，于是他们一起朝着教堂走去，那里祈祷的钟声正在响起。




As it was cool, almost cold, the others went into the drawing-room. They were all dozing when Julien came in abruptly, his face red, looking very indignant.

天气凉爽，几乎有点寒冷了，其他人都去了客厅里。他们都在打瞌睡，这时朱利安突然进来了，满脸通红，看起来很愤怒。




From the door he called out to his parents-in-law, without remembering that Jeanne was there: "Are you crazy, for God's sake! to go and throw away twenty thousand francs on that girl?”

他一到门口，忘了让娜也在那儿，就大声对岳父和岳母喊道：“老天爷，您两位真是疯了吧！为那个丫头竟然扔掉两万法郎！”




No one replied, they were so astonished. He continued, bellowing with rage: "How can one be so stupid as that? Do you wish to leave us without a sou?"

他们都很吃惊，没人回应。他带着怒气继续大吼道：“做人怎么能如此愚蠢呢？你们是想一分钱都不留给我们了？”




The baron, who had recovered his composure, attempted to stop him: "Keep still! Remember that you are speaking before your wife."

男爵恢复了镇静，试图阻止他：“冷静点！想想你是在你妻子面前讲话。”




But Julien was trembling with excitement: "As if I cared; she knows all about it, anyway. It is robbing her."

但是朱利安气得颤抖：“我才不在乎这些呢，何况这件事情她完全清楚。这种盗窃行为，她也是受害者。”




Jeanne, bewildered, looked at him without understanding. She faltered: "What in the world is the matter?"

让娜很困惑，莫名其妙地看着他。她支吾地说：“究竟出什么事了？”




Julien then turned toward her, to try and get her on his side as a partner who has been cheated out of an unexpected fortune. He hurriedly told her about the conspiracy to marry off Rosalie and about the gift of the Barville property, which was worth at least twenty thousand francs. He said: "Your parents are crazy, my dear, crazy enough to be shut up! Twenty thousand francs! twenty thousand francs! Why, they have lost their heads! Twenty thousand francs for a bastard!"

于是朱利安朝她转过身来，想要她作为同伴和他站在同一条战线上，因为对于这笔意外财产的损失，他们两个都受骗了。他立刻把嫁出罗莎莉的密谋和赠送价值至少两万法郎的巴维尔农庄这些事，都告诉她了。他说：“亲爱的，你的父母都疯了，疯得不行了！两万法郎！两万法郎！他们真是昏了头了！把两万法郎送给一个私生子！”




Jeanne listened without emotion and without anger, astonished at her own calmness, indifferent now to everything but her own child.

让娜听着，既不激动，也不生气，对于自己的镇静她也觉得吃惊，现在除了孩子她对什么都漠不关心。




The baron was raging, but could find nothing to say. He finally burst forth and, stamping his foot, exclaimed: "Think of what you are saying; it is disgusting. Whose fault was it if we had to give this girl-mother a dowry? Whose child is it? You would like to abandon it now!”

男爵大怒，但想不出用什么话来回答。最后他忍不住爆发了，跺着脚，大声叫道：“想想你说的是些什么话，太恶心了。我们不得不给这个做妈妈的姑娘一份嫁妆，这是谁的过错？孩子是谁的呢？你现在倒想抛弃他！”




Julien, amazed at the baron's violence, looked at him fixedly. He then resumed in a calmer tone: "But fifteen hundred francs would be quite enough. They all have children before they are legally married. It makes no difference whose child it is, in any case. Instead of giving one of your farms, to the value of twenty thousand francs, in addition to making the world aware of what has happened, you should, to say the least, have had some regard for our name and our position."

男爵激烈的态度使朱利安大吃一惊，他目不转睛地盯着男爵。然后他语气平和下来继续说道：“但是一千五百法郎就足够了。他们在合法的婚姻之前都有过孩子。无论如何，孩子是谁的都无所谓。您给了她价值两万法郎的一个农庄，而且使大家注意到所发生的事情，至少您应该考虑一下我们的名声和地位吧。”




He spoke in a severe tone like a man who stood on his rights and was convinced of the logic of his argument. The baron, disturbed at this unexpected discussion, stood there gaping at him. Julien then, seeing his advantage, concluded: "Happily, nothing has yet been settled. I know the young fellow who is going to marry her. He is an honest chap and we can make a satisfactory arrangement with him. I will take charge of the matter."

他说话的语调很严厉，就像一个坚持自己权利的人确信自己的论点很合乎逻辑。男爵被这番意想不到的争论弄糊涂了，呆站在那儿。朱利安看到自己占了上风，便下结论说：“幸好一切都还没确定。我认识那个准备娶她的年轻人。他是一个诚实的小伙子，我们可以和他好好商量，做出满意的安排。我来办这件事。”




And he went out immediately, fearing no doubt to continue the discussion, and pleased that he had had the last word, a proof, he thought, that they acquiesced in his views.

他立即出去了，显然害怕继续争论。他说完最后一句话没人作声，他很高兴，认为他们默许了他的观点。




As soon as he had left the room, however, the baron exclaimed: "Oh, that is going too far, much too far!"

然而，他刚一离开房间，男爵就大声喊道：“简直太不像话了！简直太不像话了！”




But Jeanne, happening to look up at her father's bewildered face, began to laugh with her clear, ringing laugh of former days, when anything amused her. She said: "Father, father, did you hear the tone in which he said: 'Twenty thousand francs?'”

但是让娜碰巧看到父亲不知所措的神态，开始大笑起来，这种清脆爽朗的笑声是她以前遇到开心的事才有的。她说：“爸爸，爸爸，你听到他说‘两万法郎’时的那种语调了吗？”




Little mother, whose mirth was as ready as her tears, as she recalled her son-in-law's angry expression, his indignant exclamations and his refusal to allow the girl whom he had led astray to be given money that did not belong to him, delighted also at Jeanne's mirth, gave way to little bursts of laughter till the tears came to her eyes. The baron caught the contagion, and all three laughed to kill themselves as they used to do in the good old days.

既容易哭又容易笑的小母亲，当她回想起她女婿生气的表情、愤怒的吼叫，回想起他反对把一部分不属于他的钱给那个被他引入歧途的姑娘时，因让娜的这番打趣而开心起来。她大笑着，眼泪都流出来了。男爵受到了感染，也笑起来，这三个人像在过去美好的日子里一样开怀地大笑。




As soon as they quieted down a little Jeanne said: "How strange it is that all this does not affect me. I look upon him now as a stranger. I cannot believe that I am his wife. You see how I can laugh at his-his-want of delicacy.”

当他们稍微平静一些之后，让娜说：“这真是奇怪，所有这一切都影响不到我了。现在我把他看成是一个陌生人了。我不能相信我还是他的妻子。你们看，我甚至都能嘲笑他这种……他这种……为了钱而不要面子的行为。”




And without knowing why they all three embraced each other, smiling and happy.

不知道为什么，他们三个人竟然互相拥抱起来，快乐地微笑着。




Two days later, after breakfast, just as Julien had started away from the house on horseback, a strapping young fellow from twenty-one to twenty-five years old, clad in a brand-new blue blouse with wide sleeves buttoning at the wrist, slyly jumped over the gate, as though he had been there awaiting his opportunity all the morning, crept along the Couillards' ditch, came round the chateau, and cautiously approached the baron and his wife, who were still sitting under the plane-tree.

过了两天，早饭后，正当朱利安骑马离开家的时候，一个身材魁梧的小伙子鬼鬼祟祟地跳过大门，年纪约在二十一到二十五岁之间的样子。他穿着一件崭新的蓝色衬衫，袖子宽大，袖口处扣着钮扣，仿佛他一早上就在那儿等着机会，沿着库亚尔家的沟渠爬过庄园，小心翼翼地向男爵和夫人走来，他们当时正坐在梧桐树下。




He took off his cap and advanced, bowing in an awkward manner. As soon as he was close to them he said: "Your servant, Monsieur le Baron, madame and the company."Then, as no one replied, he said: "It is I, I am Desiré Lecocq.”

他摘下帽子，一边笨拙地鞠躬，一边朝前走。当他走近他们身边时，他说道：“尊敬的男爵先生、夫人和小姐。”因为没有人答话，他又说：“是我，我就是德西雷·勒科克。”




As the name conveyed nothing to them, the baron asked, "What do you want?"

这个名字对他们来说没有传达出什么意思，男爵问道：“你想干什么？”




Then, altogether upset at the necessity of explaining himself, the young fellow stuttered out as he gazed alternately at his cap, which he held in his hands, and at the roof of the chateau: "It was M'sieu le Curé who said something to me about this matter—”And then he stopped, fearing he might say too much and compromise his own interests.

到了必须说明来意的时候，这个年轻的小伙子有点不安了，他一会儿看看手里的帽子，一会儿望望宅子的屋顶，支支吾吾地说：“就是神父先生对我说起过这事……”然后他不说了，害怕说得太多会危及自己的利益。




The other, lowering his voice, blurted out: "That matter of your maid—Rosalie—”

过了一会儿，他压低声音，突然说：“就是您府上的使女——罗莎莉的事情……”




Jeanne, who had guessed what was coming, had risen and moved away with her infant in her arms.

让娜已经猜到了，她站起来，抱着孩子走开了。




"Come nearer," said the baron, pointing to the chair his daughter had just left. The peasant sat down, murmuring: "You are very good."Then he waited as though he had no more to say. After a long silence, he screwed up courage, and looking up at the sky, remarked: "There's fine weather for the time of year. But the earth will be none the better for it, as the seed is already sown.”And then he was silent again.

“你走近点。”男爵说，指着他女儿刚才坐过的椅子，叫他坐下。那个乡下人坐下来，低声说：“您真是太好了。”然后他就等着，好像再没有别的话要说。沉默了很久之后，他鼓起勇气，抬头望着天空，说道：“这个季节，天气可真好。但是土壤不会因此而好些，因为已经播种了。”说完他又不吭声了。




The baron was growing impatient. He plunged right into the subject and said drily: "Then it is you who are going to marry Rosalie?"

男爵开始变得不耐烦了。他直入主题，冷冷地说：“那么就是你要娶罗莎莉了？”




The man at once became uneasy, his Norman caution being on the alert. He replied with more animation, but with a tinge of defiance: "That depends; perhaps yes, perhaps no; it depends."

这个人立刻变得不安起来，他表现出诺曼人小心警惕的特性。他用比较兴奋但略带挑衅的语调回答说：“那要看情况了，也许娶，也许不娶，要看情况而定。”




The baron, annoyed at this hedging, exclaimed angrily: "Answer frankly, damn it! Was this what you came here for? Yes or no! Will you marry her? Yes or no!"

男爵对这种模棱两可的回答感到气恼，生气地大叫道：“真是见鬼！快坦白回答。你是不是为这件事来这儿的？是或不是？你要不要娶她？要或不要？”




The bewildered man looked steadfastly at his feet: "If it is as M'sieu le Curé said, I will take her, but if it is as M'sieu Julien said, I will not take her.”

这个人不知所措地一直盯着自己的脚说：“如果照神父先生所说的，我就娶她；如果照朱利安先生所说的，我就不娶她。”




"What did M. Julien tell you?"

“朱利安先生对你说了什么？”




"M'sieu Julien told me fifteen hundred francs and M'sieu le Curé told me that I should have twenty thousand. I will do it for twenty thousand, but I will not do it for fifteen hundred.”

“朱利安先生说给我一千五百法郎，而神父先生说给我两万法郎。两万我就做，若是一千五百我就不做。”




The baroness, who was buried in her easy chair, began to giggle at the anxious expression of the peasant, who, not understanding this frivolity, glanced at her angrily out of the corner of his eye and waited in silence.

身子瘫在扶手椅里的男爵夫人，看着这个乡下人焦急的表情，不禁咯咯地笑起来。乡下人不明白她笑什么，生气地从眼角瞥了她一眼，就又静静地等着了。




The baron, who was embarrassed at this bargaining, cut it short by saying: "I told M. le Curé that you should have the Barville farm during your lifetime and that then it would revert to the child. It is worth twenty thousand francs. I do not go back on my word. Is it settled? Yes or no!”

男爵对这番讨价还价感到厌烦，便直截了当地说道：“我告诉过神父先生，把巴维尔农庄给你，在你有生之年归你享用，将来留给那个孩子。农庄价值两万法郎。我说过的话不会反悔。这样可以了吗？行不行？”




The man smiled with a humble and satisfied expression, and suddenly becoming loquacious, said: "Oh, in that case, I will not say no. That was all that stood in my way. When M'sieu le Curé spoke to me, I was ready at once, by gosh! and I was very pleased to accommodate the baron who was giving me that. I said to myself, 'Is it not true that when people are willing to do each other favors, they can always find a way and can make it worth while?'But M'sieu Julien came to see me, and it was only fifteen hundred francs. I said to myself: 'I must see about that,' and so I came here. That is not to say that I did not trust you, but I wanted to know. Short accounts make long friends. Is not that true, M'sieu le Baron?”

小伙子谦恭满意地微笑起来，突然话也多起来：“哦，如果是那样的话，我就答应。之前这事一直在我心里让我不踏实。当神父先生对我说的时候，我马上就答应了。男爵先生对我这么好，我很乐意为他效劳。我心里想：‘话不就是这么说的嘛，互帮互助，利己利人，大家都能得到好处。’可是朱利安先生对我说，他只给一千五百法郎。我想我一定要弄明白这事，所以我就来这儿了。这并不是说我不信任您，而是我想弄清楚。亲兄弟明算账。男爵先生，您说这话不对吗？”




The baron interrupted him by asking, "When do you wish to get married?"

男爵打断他的话问道：“你想什么时候结婚？”




The man became timid again, very much embarrassed, and finally said, hesitatingly: "I will not do it until I get a little paper."

小伙子又变得胆小起来，显出十分为难的样子，最后迟疑地说：“要有个字据，我才结婚。”




This time the baron got angry: "Doggone it! you will have the marriage contract. That is the best kind of paper."

这次男爵生气了：“你个狗东西！你将会有结婚证书。那是最好的字据。”




But the peasant was stubborn: "Meanwhile I might take a little turn; it will not be dark for a while."

但这个乡下人很固执：“暂时先写个字据总没有坏处。”




The baron rose to make an end of the matter: "Answer yes or no at once. If you do not wish her, say so; I have another suitor."

男爵起身想要结束谈话，说道：“立刻回答行或不行。如果你不愿意，你就说不行，还有另外的人等着呢。”




The fear of a rival terrified the crafty Norman. He suddenly made up his mind and held out his hand, as after buying a cow, saying: "Put it there, M'sieu le Baron; it is a bargain. Whoever draws back is a skunk!”

一想到对手，这个狡猾的诺曼人就吓到了。他突然下定决心，像买了一头牛似的伸出手来说：“就这么说定了，男爵先生，成交吧。反悔的不是人！”




The baron shook his hand, then called out: "Ludivine!"The cook appeared at the window. "Bring us a bottle of wine."They clinked glasses to seal the matter and the young peasant went off with a light tread.

男爵在他手上拍了一下之后，喊道：“吕迪芬！”厨娘从窗户边出来了。“拿瓶红酒来。”他们碰杯庆祝事情得到了解决。这个年轻的乡下人脚步轻快地离开了。




Nothing was said to Julien about this visit. The contract was drawn up with all secrecy and as soon as the banns were published the wedding took place one Monday morning.

他们没有把这次拜访告诉朱利安。婚约秘密地签订了，结婚公告张贴之后，婚礼就在一个星期一的早上举行了。




A neighbor carried the child to church, walking behind the bride and groom, as a sure sign of good luck. And no one in all the district was surprised; they simply envied Desiré Lecocq. "He was born with a caul," they said, with a sly smile into which there entered no resentment.

一个邻居带着一个小孩来到教堂，站在新郎新娘的后面，作为好运的可靠象征。当地人都不觉得奇怪，他们都很羡慕德西雷·勒科克。“他生下来运气就好。”他们说这话时虽然带有狡黠的微笑，但没有一点恶意。




Julien was terribly angry and made such a scene that his parents-in-law cut short their visit to the "Poplars."Jeanne was only moderately sad at their departure, for little Paul had become for her an inexhaustible source of happiness.

朱利安相当生气，大吵了一场，他的岳父岳母提前离开了白杨山庄。让娜看着他们走了，只有一点伤心，因为小保罗已经成为她永不枯竭的幸福源泉了。








Chapter 9Death of La Baronne

第九章男爵夫人之死




As Jeanne's health was quite restored, they determined to go and return the Fourvilles' visit and also to call on the Marquis de Coutelier.

让娜完全恢复了健康，他们决定到富尔维勒家回访，还要去拜访库特利耶侯爵。




Julien had bought at a sale a new one-horse phaeton, so that they could go out twice a month. They set out one fine December morning, and after driving for two hours across the plains of Normandy, they began to descend a little slope into a little valley, the sides of which were wooded, while the valley itself was cultivated. After an abrupt turn in the valley they saw the Chateau of Vrillette, a wooded slope on one side of it and a large pond on the other, out of which rose one of its walls and which was bounded by a wood of tall pine trees that formed the other side of the valley.

朱利安以特价买了一辆只用一匹马拉着的新四轮马车，这样他们就能每月出两次门了。十二月一个晴朗的早晨，他们驾车出发了。在诺曼底平原上走了两个小时后，他们开始沿着一个小斜坡往下走，来到了一个小山谷，山谷的两边树木成林，谷底是耕地。顺着山谷突然一个急转弯后，他们看见了弗里耶特庄园。庄园的一边是密布的树林形成的斜坡，另一边是个大池塘，庄园的墙脚浸在水中。池塘的周围是一片高大的松树林，构成了山谷的另一面。




Julien explained all the portions of the building to Jeanne, like one who knows his subject thoroughly, and went into raptures over its beauty, adding; "It is full of game, this country. The comte loves to hunt here. This is a true seignorial residence."

朱利安把这座建筑的每个部分解释给让娜听，就像他对此了如指掌一样。他兴高采烈地夸赞它的美丽，补充说：“这一带有很多好玩的。伯爵爱在这儿打猎。这才是真正的爵爷府第。”




The hall door was opened and the pale comtesse appeared, coming forward to meet the visitors, all smiles, and wearing a long-trained dress, like a chatelaine of olden times. She looked a fitting lady of the lake, born to inhabit this fairy castle.

大厅的门开了，面色苍白的伯爵夫人出现在门口，前来迎接来访者。她面带笑容，身穿一件坠地的长裙，如同一位古时的庄园女主人一样。她看起来真像湖上美人，天生就配住在这美丽的城堡里。




The comtesse took both Jeanne's hands, as if she had known her all her life, and made her sit down beside her in a low chair, while Julien, all of whose forgotten elegance seemed to have revived within the past five months, chatted and smiled quietly and familiarly.

伯爵夫人握住让娜的双手，好像从小就认识她，然后请她坐在自己旁边的一把矮椅子上。这时，近五个月来一反常态的朱利安，又变得风度翩翩，谈笑风生，和蔼亲切。




The comtesse and he talked of their horseback rides. She was laughing at his manner of mounting a horse and called him "Le Chevalier Trébuche," and he smiled also, having nicknamed her "The Amazon Queen."A gun fired beneath the windows caused Jeanne to give a little scream. It was the comte, who had killed a teal.

伯爵夫人和他谈起他们骑马的事。她笑话他上马的姿势，叫他“坐不稳的骑士”，他也笑她，给她起名为“亚马逊河的骑士皇后”。窗下一声枪响，使让娜尖叫了一声。原来是伯爵打中了一只水鸭。




His wife called to him. A sound of oars was heard, a boat grinding against the stones, and he appeared, enormous, booted, followed by two drenched dogs of a ruddy color like himself, who lay down on the mat outside the door.

他的妻子呼喊他。人们可以听见划桨声和小船靠岸时撞击石头的声音，然后伯爵出现了。他身材庞大，脚穿长靴，身后跟着两条湿淋淋的狗，狗的毛是红棕色的，和伯爵头发的颜色一样。到门口时，狗就躺在门外的地毯上了。




He seemed more at his ease in his own home, and was delighted to see his visitors. He put some wood on the fire, sent for madeira and biscuits and then exclaimed suddenly: "Why, you will take dinner with us, of course."

伯爵在自己家里就显得自在多了，看到来访者他非常高兴。他往壁炉里加了些木柴，叫人端来马德拉白葡萄酒和饼干，然后突然大叫道：“您两位和我们一起吃晚餐吧，就这么定了。”




Jeanne, whose child was never out of her thoughts, declined. He insisted, and as she could not be persuaded, Julien made a gesture of annoyance. She feared to arouse his ugly, quarrelsome temper, and although she was very unhappy at the thought that she should not see Paul until the next day, she consented to stay.

让娜放心不下孩子，婉言拒绝。伯爵坚持，因为让娜很难被说服，朱利安做了一个气恼的手势。让娜害怕他发脾气，引起争吵，虽然想到第二天才能见到保罗，她有些难过，但还是同意留下了。




The afternoon was delightful. They first visited the springs which bubbled up at the foot of a mossy rock and then took a row on the pond. At one end of the boat Julien and the comtesse, wrapped in shawls, were smiling happily like those who have nothing left to wish for.

下午过得很愉快。他们先去看泉水，泉水从一块长满青苔的岩石脚下潺潺流出，然后流进一个池塘里。朱利安和围着披肩的伯爵夫人坐在船尾，像无忧无虑的、不渴望得到任何事物的人们一样，幸福地微笑着。




A huge fire was blazing in the spacious reception room, which imparted a sense of warmth and contentment. The comte seized his wife in his arms and lifted her from the floor as though she had been a child and gave her a hearty kiss on each cheek, like a man satisfied with the world.

宽敞的客厅里，壁炉的火正熊熊燃烧着，给人一种温暖舒适的感觉。伯爵伸出双臂抱住他的妻子，把她像孩子似的抱离地面，他像一个对世事满意的人一样，在她的双颊上狠狠吻了两下。




Jeanne, smiling, looked at this good giant whom one would have thought was an ogre at the very sight of his mustaches, and she thought: "How one may be deceived each day about everybody."Then, almost involuntarily, she glanced at Julien standing in the doorway, looking horribly pale and with his eyes fixed on the comte. She approached him and said in a low tone: "Are you ill? What is the matter with you?"He answered her angrily: "Nothing. Let me alone! I was cold."

让娜面带微笑地看着这个和善的巨人，他的胡子会让人想起传说中的食人怪物，于是她想：“人是多么容易被外表所欺骗啊！”这时，她几乎不由自主地把眼睛瞥到朱利安身上。他正站在门口，脸色惨白，眼睛直盯着伯爵。她走到他身边，低声问道：“你病了吗？你怎么了？”他生气地回答说：“没什么。别管我！我冷。”




When they went into the dining-room the count asked if he might let his dogs come in, and they settled themselves one on either side of their master.

当他们走进餐厅时，伯爵问他是否能让他的狗也进来，于是它们就分别蹲在主人的左右两边了。




After dinner, as Jeanne and Julien were preparing to leave, M. de Fourville kept them a little longer to look at some fishing by torchlight. When they finally set out, wrapped up in their cloaks and some rugs they had borrowed, Jeanne said almost involuntarily: "What a fine man that giant is!"Julien, who was driving, replied: "Yes, but he does not always restrain himself before company."

晚饭后，当让娜和朱利安准备要离开的时候，富尔维勒先生又留他们多呆一会儿，去看他用火把捕鱼。当他们穿戴着主人借给他们的斗篷和毯子动身回家时，让娜情不自禁地说：“这个大汉真是个好人！”朱利安驾着车，回答道：“是的，不过他在别人面前太无所顾忌了。”




A week later they called on the Couteliers, who were supposed to be the chief noble family in the province. Their property of Remenil adjoined the large town of Cany. The new chateau built in the reign of Louis XIV. was hidden in a magnificent park enclosed by walls. The ruins of the old chateau could be seen on an eminence. They were ushered into a stately reception room by men servants in livery. In the middle of the room a sort of column held an immense bowl of Sèvres ware and on the pedestal of the column an autograph letter from the king, under glass, requested the Marquis Leopold-Hervé-Joseph-Germer de Varneville de Rollebosc de Coutelier to receive this present from his sovereign.

一个星期之后，他们去拜访了位居本省贵族首位的库特利耶家。他们的勒米尼庄园靠近卡尼镇。这所新庄园始建于路易十四统治时期，隐藏在一个有围墙的宏伟壮丽的花园里。从高处可以看见旧庄园的遗迹。几个身穿制服的男仆人把他们引到一间富丽堂皇的会客厅里。在客厅中间，圆柱形的台子上供着一只塞夫尔陶瓷大碗，柱子的底座上是一封用玻璃罩着的、国王的亲笔信，写的是将这只大碗作为礼物赐给利奥波德·埃尔韦·约瑟夫·热尔梅·德瓦尔纳维勒·德罗勒博斯克·德库特利耶侯爵。




Jeanne and Julien were looking at this royal gift when the marquis and marquise entered the room.

当侯爵和侯爵夫人走进房间时，让娜和朱利安正在观赏这件御赐的礼物。




They were very ceremonious people whose minds, sentiments and words seemed always to be on stilts. They spoke without waiting for an answer, smiling complacently, appearing always to be fulfilling the duty imposed on them by their position, of showing civilities to the inferior nobility of the region.

他们是很讲究礼节的人，他们的思想、感情和言语似乎总是夸张做作。他们只顾自己讲话，不等别人的回话，洋洋得意地微笑，仿佛迫于自己的地位，总是不得不履行礼貌地接待这一地区小贵族的义务似的。




Jeanne and Julien, somewhat taken aback, endeavored to be agreeable, but although they felt too embarrassed to remain any longer, they did not know exactly how to take their leave. The marquise herself put an end to the visit naturally and simply by bringing the conversation to a close like a queen giving a dismissal.

让娜和朱利安有点不知所措，他们竭力想讨主人喜欢，但却感到局促不安、呆不下去了，可又不知道如何告辞。侯爵夫人像一个皇后示意觐见者告退一样，把谈话引入结尾，这样就自然而简单地结束了拜访。




On the way home Julien said: "If you like, we will make this our first and last call; the Fourvilles are good enough for me."Jeanne was of the same opinion. December passed slowly and the shut-in life began again as in the previous year. But Jeanne did not find it wearisome, as she was always taken up with Paul, whom Julien looked at askance, uneasy and annoyed. Often when the mother held the child in her arms, kissing it frantically as women do their children, she would hold it up to its father, saying: "Give him a kiss; one would suppose you did not love him."He would hardly touch with his lips the child's smooth forehead, walking all round it, as though he did not wish to touch the restless little fists. Then he would walk away abruptly as though from something distasteful.

回家的路上，朱利安说：“如果你愿意，我们对库特利耶家的拜访就到此为止吧；对我来说，和富尔维勒家来往就足够了。”让娜同意他的想法。十二月过得很慢，像去年一样，幽禁的生活又开始了。让娜一点都不觉得厌倦乏味，因为她总是在为保罗忙碌着，朱利安对孩子冷眼斜视，目光中透着厌烦。当母亲把孩子抱在怀里时，会像很多女人对自己的孩子一样百般亲吻，然后往往会把孩子递给父亲，说道：“亲亲他吧，不然有人会说你不爱他呢。”他用嘴唇在孩子光滑的前额上轻轻碰触一下，绕着孩子走，仿佛很不愿意碰到孩子不停乱动的小手。然后他突然走开，就像离开了令人讨厌的东西。




The mayor, the doctor and the curé came to dinner occasionally, and sometimes it was the Fourvilles, with whom they were becoming more and more intimate. The comte appeared to worship Paul. He held him on his knees during the whole visit and sometimes during the whole afternoon, playing with him and amusing him and then kissing him tenderly as mothers do. He always lamented that he had no children of his own.

有时镇长、医生和神父来吃晚饭，有时是富尔维勒夫妇，他们两家变得越来越亲密了。伯爵似乎很喜爱保罗。他一来访，就把孩子抱在膝上，有时整整抱一下午，与他玩耍嬉戏，然后像很多母亲一样温柔地亲吻他。他总是为没有自己的孩子而哀叹。




Comtesse Gilberte again mentioned the rides they all four were going to take together. Jeanne, a little weary of the monotonous days and nights, was quite happy in anticipation of these plans, and for a week amused herself making a riding habit.

伯爵夫人吉尔贝特又提议他们四人一同去骑马游玩。让娜有点厌倦了从早到晚的单调生活，她十分高兴地接受了这个提议。一个星期以来，她兴致勃勃地缝制她的骑马服。




They always set out two and two, the comtesse and Julien ahead, the count and Jeanne a hundred feet behind them, talking quietly, like good friends, for such they had become through the sympathy of their straightforward minds and simple hearts. The others often spoke in a low tone, sometimes bursting into laughter and looking quickly at each other, as though their eyes were expressing what they dared not utter. And they would suddenly set off at a gallop, impelled by a desire to flee, to get away, far away.

他们开始出游了，总是两个两个在一起，伯爵夫人和朱利安走在前面，伯爵和让娜在他们后面百步远跟着。后面这一对像好朋友一样安静地交谈着，因为她们两个都正直坦率、心思单纯，所以在接触中就成了朋友。前面那一对常常低声交谈，有时突然大笑，然后迅速互相对望着，仿佛在用眼睛传达他们不敢讲出的话。之后他们两人忽然策马飞奔，像是被想逃走的欲望驱使着，叫他们离开，到更远的地方去。




Then Gilberte would seem to be growing irritable. Her sharp voice, borne on the breeze, occasionally reached the ears of the loitering couple. The comte would smile and say to Jeanne: "She does not always get out of bed the right side, that wife of mine."

后来吉尔贝特似乎越来越暴躁。她尖锐的嗓音透过微风，有时传到骑马闲逛的那对夫妇耳朵里。伯爵会微笑着对让娜说：“我的妻子不是天天都有好脾气的。”




One evening as they were coming home the comtesse was teasing her mount, spurring it and then checking it abruptly. They heard Julien say several time: "Take care, take care; you will be thrown.""So much the worse," she replied; "it is none of your business," in a hard clear tone that resounded across the fields as though the words hung in the air.

一天傍晚当他们回家的时候，伯爵夫人挑逗她的马，用马剌刺激它，然后又突然勒住它。他们听到朱利安几次说：“当心，当心！它会把您摔下来的。”“管它呢，”她回答道：“这不关您的事！”那强硬又清晰的语调回响在原野里，好像这些话悬浮在空中似的。




The animal reared, plunged and champed the bit. The comte, uneasy, shouted: "Be careful, Gilberte!"Then, as if in defiance, with one of those impulses of a woman whom nothing can stop, she struck her horse brutally between the ears. The animal reared in anger, pawed the air with his front feet and, landing again on his feet, gave a bound and darted across the plain at full speed.

那匹马竖起前蹄，又向后踢，嘴里使劲嚼着马嚼子。伯爵很担心，大声喊道：“小心啊，吉尔贝特！”然后，像一个女人使起性子来什么也阻止不了一样，她出于挑衅，在马的两个耳朵中间的脑门上狠狠地鞭打。马被激怒得竖立起来，两个前蹄向空中乱蹬，然后又落地，猛地一跳跃，飞速向原野狂奔而去。




First it crossed the meadow, then plunging into a ploughed field kicked up the damp rich earth behind it, going so fast that one could hardly distinguish its rider. Julien remained transfixed with astonishment, calling out in despair: "Madame, madame!" but the comte was rather annoyed, and, bending forward on his heavy mount, he urged it forward and started out at such a pace, spurring it on with his voice, his gestures and the spur, that the huge horseman seemed to be carrying the heavy beast between his legs and to be lifting it up as if to fly. They went at incredible speed, straight ahead, and Jeanne saw the outline of the wife and of the husband fleeing getting smaller and disappearing in the distance, as if they were two birds pursuing each other to the verge of the horizon.

它先越过一片草地，然后闯进一片耕地里，潮湿肥沃的泥土在它后面四下飞溅。它飞快地奔驰，以至于很难辨认出骑马的人。朱利安惊讶地呆住了，绝望地大声叫喊：“伯爵夫人，伯爵夫人！”伯爵相当气恼，他向前倾倒在他那匹高大的马身上，迫使马前进并快速飞奔。他用吼叫声、用前倾动作、用马剌刺激马，这个巨人般的骑士就像在用双腿夹住这头沉重的牲畜，要提起它腾空飞去。人和马以难以想象的速度径直向前闯，让娜望着他们夫妇俩飞奔的身影越来越小，最终消失在远处，好像一对互相追逐的鸟儿，一直追到天边隐没。




Julien, approaching Jeanne slowly, murmured angrily: "I think she is crazy to-day.”And they set out together to follow their friends, who were now hidden by the rising ground.

朱利安慢慢走近让娜，生气地嘀咕道：“我看她今天是发疯了。”于是他们一起跟着走，这时他们的两个朋友已经隐没在高地里了。




At the end of about a quarter of an hour they saw them returning and presently joined them. The comte, perspiring, his face red, but smiling, happy and triumphant, was holding his wife's trembling horse in his iron grasp. Gilberte was pale, her face sad and drawn, and she was leaning one hand on her husband's shoulder as if she were going to faint. Jeanne understood now that the comte loved her madly.

大约一刻钟之后，让娜和朱利安看见伯爵夫妇正返回来，不久他们又会合到一起了。伯爵满脸通红，满头大汗，带着胜利和喜悦微笑着，用他的铁掌牵着他妻子那匹哆嗦着的马。吉尔贝特脸色苍白，显出一副痛苦不堪的表情，她把一只手搭在她丈夫的肩膀上，好像就要晕过去了。让娜此刻才了解伯爵很爱他的妻子。




After this the comtesse for some months seemed happier than she had ever been. She came to the "Poplars" more frequently, laughed continually and kissed Jeanne impulsively. One might have said that some mysterious charm had come into her life. Her husband was also quite happy and never took his eyes off her. He said to Jeanne one evening: "We are very happy just now. Gilberte has never been so nice as this. She never is out of humor, never gets angry. I feel that she loves me; until now I was not sure of it."

在这之后的几个月里，伯爵夫人似乎显出从未有过的快乐。她来白杨山庄的次数更频繁了，不住地笑着，热情地亲吻让娜。也许会有人说，一种神秘的魔力进入了她的生命。她丈夫也很快乐，视线从来没离开过她。一天晚上，伯爵对让娜说：“现在我们生活得很幸福。吉尔贝特从来没有像现在这样可爱过。她心情变好了，不再发脾气了。我感觉到她爱我，直到现在我才确信这一点。”




Julien also seemed changed, no longer impatient, as though the friendship between the two families had brought peace and happiness to both. The spring was singularly early and mild. Everything seemed to be coming to life beneath the quickening rays of the sun. Jeanne was vaguely troubled at this awakening of nature. Memories came to her of the early days of her love. Not that her love for Julien was renewed; that was over, over forever. But all her being, caressed by the breeze, filled with the fragrance of spring, was disturbed as though in response to some invisible and tender appeal. She loved to be alone, to give herself up in the sunlight to all kinds of vague and calm enjoyment which did not necessitate thinking.

朱利安似乎也改变了，不再急躁，好像这两家的友谊给每一家都带来了和平和快乐。这一年春天来得异常地早，天气很暖和。在阳光的滋养下，万物似乎苏醒过来。这种大自然的萌动使让娜的心绪在茫然中变得纷乱。对恋爱初期的回忆涌上她的心头。这并不是说她对朱利安的爱情又重新开始了；那已经结束了，永远地结束了。而是她的身体受着微风的爱抚，弥漫着春天的芳香气息，她感到骚动不安，好像在回应着某种看不见的温柔的呼唤。她喜欢独自一人，在阳光下，不去思考任何事情，尽情享受那种朦胧而恬静的快乐心情。




One morning as she was in a reverie a vision came to her, a swift vision of the sunlit nook amid the dark foliage in the little wood near étretat. It was there that she had for the first time trembled, when beside the young man who loved her then. It was there that he had uttered for the first time the timid desire of his heart. It was there that she thought that she had all at once reached the radiant future of her hopes. She wished to see this wood again, to make a sort of sentimental and superstitious pilgrimage, as though a return to this spot might somehow change the current of her life. Julien had been gone since daybreak, she knew not whither. She had the little white horse, which she sometimes rode, saddled, and she set out. It was one of those days when nothing seemed stirring, not a blade of grass, not a leaf. All seemed wrapped in a golden mist beneath the blazing sun. Jeanne walked her horse, soothed and happy.

一天早晨，当她正沉醉在懒洋洋的状态中时，忽然脑海中浮现出一幅图景，在埃特勒塔附近小树林的浓荫中，那个充满阳光的空洞在眼前一闪而过。就是在那里，在这个当时爱着她的年轻人身边，她第一次感到身体的颤抖。就是在那里，他第一次胆怯地吐露了他心里的愿望。也就是在那里，她觉得突然接触到了她所希望的美好未来。她想再去看看这个树林，作一次感伤的、迷信的朝拜，仿佛故地重游会使她的生活进程产生些许变化。朱利安天一亮就出门了，她不知道他去哪里。她叫人把她有时骑的那匹小白马装上了马鞍，然后她就出发了。这一天到处都很安静，连一草一叶都一动不动。在炽烈的阳光下，所有的一切似乎都笼罩在一片金黄色的薄雾中。让娜骑着马，平静而快乐。




She descended into the valley which leads to the sea, between the great arches in the cliff that are called the "Gates" of étretat, and slowly reached the wood. The sunlight was streaming through the still scanty foliage. She wandered about the little paths, looking for the spot.

让娜走下山谷，山谷通向大海，入海口是由峭壁构成的拱形穹窿，人们称之为“埃特勒塔拱门”，她缓慢地走进小树林。阳光从还很稀疏的树叶间洒下来。她在小路上徘徊，寻找她想到达的地点。




All at once, as she was going along one of the lower paths, she perceived at the farther end of it two horses tied to a tree and recognized them at once; they belonged to Gilberte and Julien. The loneliness of the place was beginning to be irksome to her, and she was pleased at this chance meeting, and whipped up her horse.

当她沿着低处的一条小道行走时，她突然看到路的尽头有两匹马拴在一棵树上，她立刻认出那是吉尔贝特和朱利安的马。她开始厌烦这里的寂寞，这次意外的相遇使她高兴，她便策马前去。




When she reached the two patient animals, who were probably accustomed to these long halts, she called. There was no reply. A woman's glove and two riding whips lay on the beaten-down grass. So they had no doubt sat down there awhile and then walked away leaving their horses tied.

那两匹马悠闲自在，也许习惯了长时间的等待，当让娜走到它们跟前时，她大声呼喊。但是没有回应。一只女人的手套和两条马鞭丢在踩过的草地上。所以显然他们在那里坐了一会儿，然后马也没拴就走开了。




She waited a quarter of an hour, twenty minutes, surprised, not understanding what could be keeping them. She had dismounted. She sat there, leaning against a tree trunk. Suddenly a thought came to her as she glanced again at the glove, the whips and the two horses left tied there, and she sprang to her saddle with an irresistible desire to make her escape.

她等了一刻钟，二十分钟，感到惊讶起来，不明白这么久他们干什么去了。她下了马。她坐在那儿，靠在一棵树干上。当她再次看了看那只手套，那两条马鞭和那两匹拴在那里的马，一个想法突然涌上心头。她跳上自己的马，带着按耐不住的欲望想避开。




She started off at a gallop for the "Poplars."She was turning things over in her mind, trying to reason, to put two and two together, to compare facts. How was it that she had not suspected this sooner? How was it that she had not noticed anything? How was it she had not guessed the reason of Julien's frequent absences, the renewal of his former attention to his appearance and the improvement in his temper? She now recalled Gilberte's nervous abruptness, her exaggerated affection and the kind of beaming happiness in which she seemed to exist latterly and that so pleased the comte.

她急速向白杨山庄奔去。她在脑子里翻来覆去地思考着，把一件件事情和许多情况联系起来考虑、推理。她怎么没有早些觉察出来呢？她怎么一点都没有注意到呢？朱利安经常外出，恢复了以前对外表的关注，他的脾气变好了，她怎么对这些都没有猜测出原因呢？这时她也记起了吉尔贝特神经质的暴躁无理，过分的友爱亲密，以及最近她愉快幸福的心情，这是伯爵也为之高兴的。




She reined in her horse, as she wanted to think, and the quick pace disturbed her ideas.

她勒住马，因为她想思考一下，快步伐扰乱了她的思想。




As soon as the first emotion was over she became almost calm, without jealousy or hatred, but filled with contempt. She hardly gave Julien a thought; nothing he might do could astonish her. But the double treachery of the comtesse, her friend, disgusted her. Everyone, then, was treacherous, untruthful and false. And tears came to her eyes. One sometimes mourns lost illusions as deeply as one does the death of a friend.

最初的激动情绪过后，她几乎恢复了平静，既不妒忌也不憎恨，而是充满了轻蔑。她几乎不去想朱利安；他所做的一切没有什么能使她惊讶的了。但是她的朋友伯爵夫人的双重背叛使她厌恶作呕。看来每个人都是阴险、狡诈而且虚伪的。眼泪浸湿了她的眼睛。有时人们因为幻想的破灭而哭泣，就像为朋友的死亡而哭泣一样伤心难过。




She resolved, however, to act as though she knew nothing, to close the doors of her heart to all ordinary affection and to love no one but Paul and her parents and to endure other people with an undisturbed countenance.

然而她决心装作什么都不知道，从此对于一切平常的感情都紧闭心门，只爱保罗和她的父母，对其他人都采取冷眼旁观的态度。




As soon as she got home she ran to her son, carried him up to her room and kissed him passionately for an hour.

她一回到家，就奔向儿子身边，把他抱进自己的卧室里，发疯似的亲吻了他一个小时。




Julien came home to dinner, smiling and attentive, and appeared interested as he asked: "Are not father and little mother coming this year?"

朱利安回家吃晚饭，面带笑容，殷勤关切，表现得很想讨她开心，他问道：“难道爸爸和妈妈今年不来了吗？”




She was so grateful to him for this little attention that she almost forgave him for the discovery she had made in the wood, and she was filled all of a sudden with an intense desire to see without delay the two beings in the world whom she loved next to Paul, and passed the whole evening writing to them to hasten their journey.

她很感激他对自己的这几分关心，以至于她几乎要原谅他在树林中被她发现的行为，想赶快见到这两位老人的强烈愿望突然袭上她的心头。这世上除了保罗以外，他们是她最爱的人了。她花了整个晚上给他们写信，催促他们早日到来。




They promised to be there on the 20th of May and it was now the 7th.

他们答应五月二十日到达，现在才五月七日。




She awaited their arrival with a growing impatience, as though she felt, in addition to her filial affection, the need of opening her heart to honest hearts, to talk with frankness to pure-minded people, devoid of all infamy, all of whose life, actions and thoughts had been upright at all times.

她怀着越来越焦急的心情等待他们的到来，仿佛除了子女对父母的感情之外，她还感到有一种需要，那就是她要敞开心扉去接触那些诚实的心，和那些内心纯洁、不染丑行的人们坦率地交谈，这样的人一生中的行为和思想总是正直的。




What she now felt was a sort of moral isolation, amid all this immorality, and, although she had learned suddenly to disseminate, although she received the comtesse with outstretched hand and smiling lips, she felt this consciousness of hollowness, this contempt for humanity increasing and enveloping her, and the petty gossip of the district gave her a still greater disgust, a still lower opinion of her fellow creatures.

在所有这些道德沦丧的人群中，现在她感觉到一种心灵上的孤独，虽然她突然学会了掩饰自己，虽然她面带微笑伸出手去迎接伯爵夫人，但她内心的空虚之感和对人性的鄙视却日益增加并把她包围起来，当地传播的闲言碎语引起了她内心更深的厌恶和对周围的人们更强的蔑视。




The immorality of the peasants shocked her, and this warm spring seemed to stir the sap in human beings as well as in plants. Jeanne did not belong to the race of peasants who are dominated by their lower instincts. Julien one day awakened her aversion anew by telling her a coarse story that had been told to him and that he considered very amusing.

这些乡下人的不道德行为使她震惊，这个温暖的春天似乎使草木的精力旺盛了，也激起了人的兽性。让娜不属于那些受低级本能支配的乡下人之列。有一天，朱利安给她讲了一件自己听到的觉得十分滑稽有趣的事情，这个粗鄙的故事又一次激起了她的反感。




When the travelling carriage stopped at the door and the happy face of the baron appeared at the window Jeanne was stirred with so deep an emotion, such a tumultuous feeling of affection as she had never before experienced. But when she saw her mother she was shocked and almost fainted. The baroness, in six months, had aged ten years. Her heavy cheeks had grown flabby and purple, as though the blood were congested; her eyes were dim and she could no longer move about unless supported under each arm. Her breathing was difficult and wheezing and affected those near her with a painful sensation.

当长途马车在门前停下，男爵愉快的面孔出现在车窗时，让娜激动万分，这种感情在她心里激荡起来，好像她过去从未经历过。但是当她看见母亲时，她很吃惊，几乎要晕过去。六个月不见，男爵夫人像是衰老了十岁。她那肥大松弛的双颊，像是充血而发紫了，两眼暗淡无神，靠人架着她的双臂她才能行动。她呼吸困难，经常气喘，这使她周围的人都感到痛苦。




When Jeanne had taken them to their room, she retired to her own in order to have a good cry, as she was so upset. Then she went to look for her father, and throwing herself into his arms, she exclaimed, her eyes still full of tears: "Oh, how mother is changed! What is the matter with her? Tell me, what is the matter?"He was much surprised and replied: "Do you think so? What an idea! Why, no. I have never been away from her. I assure you that I do not think she looks ill. She always looks like that."

让娜带她的父母来到他们的卧室后，回到自己的房里痛哭起来，因为她心里很不安。接着她去找她的父亲，扑到他的怀里，满含眼泪地问道：“啊！母亲变化多大呀！她怎么啦？告诉我，到底怎么啦？”他很惊讶，回答道：“你是这样想的吗？怎么有这样的想法呢？没这回事。我天天都和她在一起。我保证她没有生病。她一直是那样。”




That evening Julien said to his wife: "Your mother is in a pretty bad way. I think she will not last long."And as Jeanne burst out sobbing, he became annoyed. "Come, I did not say there was no hope for her. You always exaggerate everything. She is changed, that's all. She is no longer young.”

当天晚上，朱利安对他的妻子说：“你母亲的情况很不好。我看不会持续太久了。”让娜听了突然哭泣起来，他变得不耐烦了。“好啦，我并没有说她马上就不行了。你总是大惊小怪。她不过是样子变了。她年纪也大了。”




The baroness was not able to walk any distance and only went out for half an hour each day to take one turn in her avenue and then she would sit on the bench. And when she felt unequal to walking to the end of her avenue, she would say: "Let us stop; my hypertrophy is breaking my legs today."She hardly ever laughed now as she did the previous year at anything that amused her, but only smiled. As she could see to read excellently, she passed hours reading "Corinne" or Lamartine's "Meditations."Then she would ask for her drawer of "souvenirs," and emptying her cherished letters on her lap, she would place the drawer on a chair beside her and put back, one by one, her "relics," after she had slowly gone over them. And when she was alone, quite alone, she would kiss some of them, as one kisses in secret a lock of hair of a loved one passed away.

男爵夫人不能走远路，每天只能出去半小时，当她在林阴道上走完一趟之后，就坐在长凳上休息。当她觉得走不到林阴道尽头时，她便说：“我们就到这儿吧；我的心脏肥大症今天要把我的双腿压断了。”现在她几乎不再大笑了，对那些在去年使她笑得发抖的事情，现在她只是微微一笑。因为她的视力还很好，能够看书，她就接连数小时阅读《科琳娜》和拉马丁的《沉思集》。然后她叫人给他端来那只装“纪念品”的抽屉，她把她珍爱的信件全部倒在膝盖上，再将抽屉放在身边的椅子上，把她的“珍贵纪念品”一封一封慢慢地看完后，又一一放回抽屉里。当她一个人的时候，真正是一个人的时候，她就亲吻其中的某些信件，就像人们偷偷地亲吻死去的爱人的头发一样。




Sometimes Jeanne, coming in abruptly, would find her weeping and would exclaim: "What is the matter, little mother?"And the baroness, sighing deeply, would reply: "It is my 'relics' that make me cry. They stir remembrances that were so delightful and that are now past forever, and one is reminded of persons whom one had forgotten and recalls once more. You seem to see them, to hear them and it affects you strangely. You will feel this later.”

有时让娜突然进来，发现她正在流泪，就吃惊地问道：“你怎么了，妈妈？”男爵夫人深深地叹了一口气，回答道：“就是我的‘纪念品’使我哭泣。这些东西让我回忆起快乐的日子，但现在永远逝去了，有些我们已经忘记的人，一下子又想起来了。你仿佛看见了他们，听到了他们的声音，这使你感到奇怪。你以后会感受到这些的。”




When the baron happened to come in at such times he would say gently: "Jeanne, dearie, take my advice and burn your letters, all of them-your mother's, mine, everyone's. There is nothing more dreadful, when one is growing old, than to look back to one's youth.”But Jeanne also kept her letters, was preparing a chest of "relics" in obedience to a sort of hereditary instinct of dreamy sentimentality, although she differed from her mother in every other way.

当男爵碰巧在这伤心的时刻走进来时，他会轻声说：“让娜，亲爱的，你听我的话，把你的信件，所有的信件，你母亲写的，我写的，或是其他人写的，通通烧掉。当人变老时，再去回忆年轻时候的往事，没有比这更可怕的了。”但是让娜也保存了她的信件，准备了放“珍贵纪念品”的小柜子，尽管她在其他方面和她母亲不同，但她却本能地继承了这种爱幻想且多愁善感的性格。




The baron was obliged to leave them some days later, as he had some business that called him away.

几天之后，男爵因为有事要处理，就离开了。




One afternoon Jeanne took Paul in her arms and went out for a walk. She was sitting on a bank, gazing at the infant, whom she seemed to be looking at for the first time. She could hardly imagine him grown up, walking with a steady step, with a beard on his face and talking in a big voice. She heard someone calling and raised her head. Marius came running toward her.

一天下午，让娜把保罗抱在怀里，出去散步。她在河堤边坐下来，凝视着孩子，仿佛她是第一次见他似的。当她想象着他长大了，迈着矫健的步伐走路，脸上长着胡须，说话声音洪亮时，她心里很吃惊。她听到有人在叫她，她抬起头来。马里于斯正朝她跑来。




"Madame, Madame la Baronne is very bad!"

“太太，男爵夫人不好了！”




A cold chill seemed to run down her back as she started up and walked hurriedly toward the house.

当她起身时，一阵寒意从背上袭遍全身，她慌忙地奔回家去。




As she approached she saw a number of persons grouped around the plane tree. She darted forward and saw her mother lying on the ground with two pillows under her head. Her face was black, her eyes closed and her breathing, which had been difficult for twenty years, now quite hushed. The nurse took the child out of Jeanne's arms and carried it off.

当她快走到时，看见一群人围在梧桐树下。她飞奔上前，看见她的母亲躺在地上，头下垫着两个枕头。她脸色发黑，眼睛紧闭，二十多年来困难的呼吸，现在完全停止了。奶妈从让娜手中接过孩子抱走了。




Jeanne, with drawn, anxious face, asked: "What happened? How did she come to fall? Go for the doctor, somebody."Turning round, she saw the old curé, who had heard of it in some way. He offered his services and began rolling up the sleeves of his cassock. But vinegar, eau de cologne and rubbing the invalid proved ineffectual.

让娜脸上带着憔悴和焦急的神情问道：“出什么事了？她是怎么跌倒的？快去请医生。”她一回头，看见神父也在，他不知是怎么得知这个消息的。他卷起长袍的袖子，开始帮忙。但是无论用醋还是科隆香水抹擦病人，都不起作用。




"She should be undressed and put to bed," said the priest.

“不如替她脱掉衣服睡到床上去吧。”神父说。




Joseph Couillard, the farmer, was there and old Simon and Ludivine. With the assistance of Abbé Picot, they tried to lift the baroness, but after an attempt were obliged to bring a large easy chair from the drawing-room and place her in it. In this way they managed to get her into the house and then upstairs, where they laid her on her bed.

农夫约瑟夫·库亚尔、西蒙老爹和吕迪芬都在场。在皮科神父的帮助下，他们想把男爵夫人抬起来，但是失败后，他们不得不从客厅里搬来一把大圈椅，然后把她放进圈椅里。就这样，他们终于成功地把她抬进屋里，然后上楼梯，把她安置在她的床上。




Joseph Couillard set out in hot haste for the doctor. As the priest was going to get the holy oil, the nurse, who had "scented a death," as the servants say, and was on the spot, whispered to him: "Do not put yourself out, monsieur; she is dead. I know all about these things."

约瑟夫·库亚尔骑马飞奔去请医生。按仆人们的说法，看护“嗅到了死亡的气息”出现在现场，当神父正准备回去取圣油时，她在神父耳边低声说：“不用了，神父先生，她已经走了。这我可以确信。”




Jeanne, beside herself, entreated them to do something. The priest thought it best to pronounce the absolution.

让娜发疯似的恳求他们想想办法。神父认为最好要诵读赦罪的祈祷文。




They watched for two hours beside this lifeless, discolored body. Jeanne, on her knees, was sobbing in an agony of grief.

他们看着这个已褪色的、无生命的躯体已经有两个小时了。让娜跪在地上，悲痛哀伤地哭泣着。




When the door opened and the doctor appeared, Jeanne darted toward him, stammering out what she knew of the accident, but seeing the nurse exchange a meaning glance with the doctor, she stopped to ask him: "Is it serious? Do you think it is serious?"

当门打开医生进来时，让娜向他飞奔过去，把她所知道的这场意外的经过断断续续地讲给他听，但是当她看到看护和医生交换了一个眼神，表示病人不行了时，她就不再述说了，问医生：“情况严重吗？您觉得情况严重吗？”




He said presently: "I am afraid—I am afraid—it is all over. Be brave, be brave.”

不久医生说道：“我恐怕……恐怕……是完了。要有勇气，要勇敢些。”




Jeanne, extending her arms, threw herself on her mother's body. Julien just then came in. He stood there amazed, visibly annoyed, without any exclamation of sorrow, any appearance of grief, taken so unawares that he had not time to prepare a suitable expression of countenance. He muttered: "I was expecting it, I felt that the end was near."Then he took out his handkerchief, wiped his eyes, knelt down, crossed himself, and then rising to his feet, attempted to raise his wife. But she was clasping the dead body and kissing it, and it became necessary to carry her away. She appeared to be out of her mind.

让娜伸开双臂，扑倒在母亲身上。就在这时朱利安进来了。他吃惊地站着，显然心里很厌烦。他并没有表露出悲伤或哀痛，由于情况太突然，他还来不及准备好适当的表情。他嘀咕道：“我早就料到了，我感觉到要完了。”于是他掏出手绢，擦着眼睛，跪下来，在胸前划了个十字，然后站起来，也想把他的妻子扶起来。但是她抱住尸体吻着，人们只好把她架走。她好像已经疯了。




At the end of an hour she was allowed to come back. There was no longer any hope. The room was arranged as a death chamber. Julien and the priest were talking in a low tone near the window. It was growing dark. The priest came over to Jeanne and took her hands, trying to console her. He spoke of the defunct, praised her in pious phrases and offered to pass the night in prayer beside the body.

一个小时之后，才让她再进来。已经没有任何希望了。房间被布置成灵堂了。朱利安和神父在窗户边低声交谈。天渐渐黑了。神父走到让娜身边，握住她的双手，试图安慰她。他谈到死者，用虔诚的话语来赞美她，还提出要守在尸体旁为死者整夜祈祷。




But Jeanne refused, amid convulsive sobs. She wished to be alone, quite alone on this last night of farewell. Julien came forward: "But you must not do it; we will stay together."She shook her head, unable to speak. At last she said: "It is my mother, my mother. I wish to watch beside her alone."The doctor murmured: "Let her do as she pleases; the nurse can stay in the adjoining room."

但是让娜抽搐地哭泣着，谢绝了。在这个永别的夜晚里，她要一个人，完全一个人留在这里。朱利安走过来说道：“你不能一个人呆在这儿，我们一起留下吧。”她摇着头，说不出更多的话。终于她又说：“这是我的母亲，我自己的母亲。我想要一个人守在她身边。”医生低声说道：“按她的意思做吧，看护可以留在隔壁房间里。”




The priest and Julien consented, more interested in their own rest. Then Abbé Picot knelt down in his turn, and as he rose and left the room, he said: "She was a saint" in the same tone as he said "Dominus vobiscum."

神父和朱利安也想去休息，就都同意了。于是皮科神父跪下去做祷告，之后当他站起身离开房间时，说道：“她是一个圣徒。”那口气就像他在说“上帝保佑你”一样。




The vicomte in his ordinary tone then asked: "Are you not going to eat something?"Jeanne did not reply, not knowing he was speaking to her, and he repeated: "You had better eat something to keep up your stomach."She replied in a bewildered manner: "Send at once for papa."And he went out of the room to send someone on horseback to Rouen.

这时子爵用平时的语气问道：“你不去吃点东西吗？”让娜不知道他是在对她说话，没有回答。他又说：“你最好吃点东西，这样身子才撑得住。”她一脸茫然地回答道：“马上派人去找爸爸。”于是他走出房间，派人骑马到鲁昂去。




She remained plunged in a sort of motionless grief, seeing nothing, feeling nothing, understanding nothing. She only wanted to be alone. Julien came back. He had dined and he asked her again: "Won't you take something?”She shook her head. He sat down with an air of resignation rather than sadness, without speaking, and they both sat there silent, till at length Julien arose, and approaching Jeanne, said: "Would you like to stay alone now?"She took his hand impulsively and replied: "Oh, yes! leave me!"

她陷入默默的悲痛中，什么都看不到，什么都感觉不到，什么都不了解。她只想一个人呆着。朱利安回来了。他吃完晚饭后，又来问她：“你一点东西都不想吃吗？”她摇了摇头。他带着不是悲伤而是无可奈何的表情坐下来，一言不发。他们两个人安静地坐在那儿，最后朱利安站起身，走到让娜身边，问道：“你现在是不是想一个人留在这里？”她不由自主地握住他的手，回答说：“啊，是的！让我一个人留下吧！”




He kissed her forehead, murmuring: "I will come in and see you from time to time."He went out with Widow Dentu, who rolled her easy chair into the next room.

他吻了一下她的额头，低声说：“我会时常来看你的。”他出去了，当蒂寡妇也把她的圈椅推到隔壁房间去了。




Jeanne shut the door and opened the windows wide. She felt the soft breath from the mown hay that lay in the moonlight on the lawn. It seemed to harrow her feelings like an ironical remark.

让娜关上门，然后把窗户完全打开。她感到月光下，草坪上已经割下来的干草散发着柔和的气息。这种温柔的感觉似乎像讽刺的话语使她痛苦。




She went back to the bed, took one of the cold, inert hands and looked at her mother earnestly. She seemed to be sleeping more peacefully than she had ever done, and the pale flame of the tapers which flickered at every breath made her face appear to be alive, as if she had stirred. Jeanne remembered all the little incidents of her childhood, the visits of little mother to the "parloir" of the convent, the manner in which she handed her a little paper bag of cakes, a multitude of little details, little acts, little caresses, words, intonations, familiar gestures, the creases at the corner of her eyes when she laughed, the big sigh she gave when she sat down.

她回到床边，握住一只冰冷而僵硬的手，认真地看着她的母亲。她仿佛比过去任何时候都睡得更安详，蜡烛暗淡的火光在微风中闪烁，影子在她脸上晃来晃去，看上去仿佛她活过来了，在动弹。让娜回忆起童年时代的事情，她记起母亲几次到修道院的会客室来看她的情景、把一小纸袋蛋糕递给她的样子，记起许多小细节、小动作，她的爱抚、话语、语调、熟悉的手势，她微笑时眼角的皱纹和她坐下时大声的叹息。




And she stood there looking at her, repeating half mechanically: "She is dead," and all the horror of the word became real to her. It was mamma lying there-little mother-Mamma Adelaide who was dead. She would never move about again, nor speak, nor laugh, nor sit at dinner opposite little father. She would never again say: "Good-morning, Jeannette.”She was dead!

她站在那儿看着母亲，有些机械地重复道：“她现在死了。”于是她真正理解了这个死字所包含的一切恐怖。这个躺在那儿死去的人是她的妈妈，她的母亲，她的阿代拉伊德妈妈。她再也不会走动了，再也不会说话了，再也不会笑了，永远也不会坐在父亲对面吃饭了。她再也不会说：“早上好，让娜。”她死了！




And she fell on her knees in a paroxysm of despair, her hands clutching the sheet, her face buried in the covers as she cried in a heartrending tone: "Oh, mamma, my poor mamma!"Then feeling that she was losing her reason as she had done on the night when she fled across the snow, she rose and ran to the window to drink in the fresh air. The soothing calmness of the night entered her soul and she began to weep quietly.

在一阵绝望的挣扎中，她跪倒在地上，她的双手紧抓住被单，脸埋在被褥中，发出令人心碎的喊声：“啊，妈妈，我可怜的妈妈啊！”后来她觉得自己要失去理智了，就像那天夜里逃到雪地里去一样，她站起身跑到窗口去呼吸一下新鲜空气。夜晚令人心怡的恬静沁入了她的心灵，她开始静静地流泪。




Presently she turned back into the room and sat down again beside her mother. Other remembrances came to her: those of her own life-Rosalie, Gilberte, the bitter disillusions of her heart. Everything, then, was only misery, grief, unhappiness and death. Everyone tried to deceive, everyone lied, everyone made you suffer and weep. Where could one find a little rest and happiness? In another existence no doubt, when the soul is freed from the trials of earth. And she began to ponder on this insoluble mystery.

不久她回到房间，又在母亲身边坐下来。接着，其他的回忆又涌上心头：她自己的生活、罗莎莉、吉尔贝特以及她的爱情痛苦的幻灭。看来人世间的一切就是痛苦、悲伤、不幸和死亡。人人都在欺骗，都在说谎，事事都叫你痛苦，使你落泪。在哪里才能找到片刻的休息和幸福呢？显然只能在另一个世界里，当灵魂从尘世的苦难中解脱出来的时候。她开始沉思这种无法解决的神秘。




A tender and curious thought came to her mind. It was to read over in this last watch, as though they were a litany, the old letters that her mother loved. It seemed to her that she was about to perform a delicate and sacred duty which would give pleasure to little mother in the other world.

她心中出现了一个亲切而奇特的想法。她要在永别之际，像读祷告书一样，把她母亲珍爱的旧信件拿来读一遍。在她看来，她将履行一种微妙而神圣的义务，这将使在另一个世界里的母亲感到高兴。




She rose, opened the writing desk and took from the lower drawer ten little packages of yellow letters, tied and arranged in order, side by side. She placed them all on the bed over her mother's heart from a sort of sentiment and began to read them. They were old letters that savored of a former century. The first began, "My dear little granddaughter," then again "My dear little girl," "My darling," "My dearest daughter," then "My dear child," "My dear Adelaide," "My dear daughter," according to the periods-childhood, youth or young womanhood. They were all full of little insignificant details and tender words, about a thousand little matters, those simple but important events of home life, so petty to outsiders: "Father has the grip; poor Hortense burnt her finger; the cat, 'Croquerat,' is dead; they have cut down the pine tree to the right of the gate; mother lost her prayerbook on the way home from church, she thinks it was stolen.”

她起身去打开书桌的柜门，从底层抽屉里拿出十小包已经发黄的信件，这些信都是按次序捆着，整齐地排列在一起的。怀着一种细腻的感情，她把那些信全放在床上，搁在母亲的胸口处，开始读起来。这些旧信带有上个世纪的气味。第一封信的称呼是“我亲爱的小孙女”，然后是“我亲爱的小姑娘”，“我心爱的人”，“我最亲爱的女儿”，还有“我亲爱的孩子”，“我亲爱的阿代拉伊德”，“我亲爱的女儿”，这些称呼是按照收信人生活的不同时期改变的，小姑娘，少女，少妇。信里充满了温柔的话语，叙述了许多琐碎的小事，以及对外人来说微不足道的、家庭生活中简单但却重要的大事：“父亲患了感冒；可怜的奥尔唐斯烫伤了手指；捉耗子的猫死了；大门右边的那颗松树被砍倒了；母亲在从教堂回家的路上丢了她的祈祷书，她想是被人偷走了。”




All these details affected her. They seemed like revelations, as though she had suddenly entered the past secret heart life of little mother. She looked at her lying there and suddenly began to read aloud, to read to the dead, as though to distract, to console her.

所有这些细节感动了她。细节像启示一样，仿佛她突然就踏进了她母亲过去私密的内心生活中。她望着躺在那里的尸体，突然大声读起来，读给死者听，好像是为她解忧，给她安慰。




And the dead woman appeared to be pleased.

死者似乎很高兴。




Jeanne tossed the letters as she read them to the foot of the bed. She untied another package. It was a new handwriting. She read: "I cannot do without your caresses. I love you so that I am almost crazy."

让娜把这些信抛到床脚边。她解开另一包信。信上的笔迹和之前的不同。她读道：“没有你的爱抚我活不下去了。我爱你爱得快发疯了。”




That was all; no signature.

信上就这两句话，没有署名。




She put back the letter without understanding its meaning. The address was certainly "Madame la Baronne Le Perthuis des Vauds."

她无法理解其中的意思，把信放回去了。收信人明确地写着“勒佩蒂·德沃男爵夫人”。




Then she opened another: "Come this evening as soon as he goes out; we shall have an hour together. I worship you."In another: "I passed the night longing in vain for you, longing to look into your eyes, to press my lips to yours, and I am insane enough to throw myself from the window at the thought that you are another's....”

于是她打开下面一封：“今晚等他一出去，你就来吧，我们可以有一个小时在一起。我很爱你。”在另一封信里写着：“我徒然热切地彻夜想念着你，我渴望看着你的双眼，和你嘴贴着嘴。当我想到此刻你和他睡在一起……我就发狂得想从窗口跳下去。”




Jeanne was perfectly bewildered. What did that mean? To whom, for whom, from whom were these words of love?

让娜完全糊涂了。那是什么意思？这些情话是写给谁的？为谁写的？是谁写的？




She went on reading, coming across fresh impassioned declarations, appointments with warnings as to prudence, and always at the end the six words: "Be sure to burn this letter!"

她继续看下去，每封信里都是不同的、热情的表白，秘密幽会和谨慎的叮嘱，信尾总写着六个字：“此信务必烧毁。”




At last she opened an ordinary note, accepting an invitation to dinner, but in the same handwriting and signed: "Paul d'Ennemare," whom the baron called, whenever he spoke of him, "My poor old Paul," and whose wife had been the baroness' dearest friend.

最后她打开一张普通的便条，那是一张接受晚餐邀请的普通便条，但同前面的信是同一个笔迹，署名是“保罗·德埃内马尔”。每当男爵谈起他时，总称他为“我可怜的老保罗”，而他的妻子是男爵夫人最好的朋友。




Then a suspicion, which immediately became a certainty, flashed across Jeanne's mind: He had been her mother's lover.

于是让娜产生了疑惑，而这个疑惑立刻又成了确定的事情，闪过让娜的脑海：他就是她母亲的情人。




And, almost beside herself, she suddenly threw aside these infamous letters as she would have thrown off some venomous reptile and ran to the window and began to cry piteously. Then, collapsing, she sank down beside the wall, and hiding her face in the curtain so that no one should hear her, she sobbed bitterly as if in hopeless despair.

她几乎要疯了，突然扔掉这些污秽的信，就像扔掉一些毒虫一样，然后她跑到窗口，放声痛哭起来。接着，她虚脱地倒在墙边，把脸藏在帘子里，这样就没有人听见了，她在无助绝望中悲痛地呜咽。




She would have remained thus probably all night, if she had not heard a noise in the adjoining room that made her start to her feet. It might be her father. And all the letters were lying on the floor! He would have to open only one of them to know all! Her father!

如果不是听见隔壁屋子里的声音，她也许会整夜这样哭下去，这声音使她吃惊地跳起来。可能是她的父亲。而所有这些信都还摊在地板上！他只要打开其中的一封，就知道所有的事情了！她的父亲知不知道呢！




She darted into the other room and seizing the letters in handfuls, she threw them all into the fireplace, those of her grandparents as well as those of the lover; some that she had not looked at and some that had remained tied up in the drawers of the desk. She then took one of the tapers that burned beside the bed and set fire to this pile of letters. When they were reduced to ashes she went back to the open window, as though she no longer dared to sit beside the dead, and began to cry again with her face in her hands: "Oh, my poor mamma! oh, my poor mamma!"

她飞奔到另一个房间，双手抓起那些信件，不管是她外祖父母写的，还是她母亲的情人写的，连同她还没看的以及那些捆着的还留在书桌抽屉里的，全部扔进壁炉里去了。然后她端起放在床头柜上一支燃烧着的蜡烛，把这一堆信点着了。当只剩下灰烬时，她回到敞开的窗口，好像她不敢再坐在死者身边。然后她用双手捂住脸，又开始哭喊道：“啊，我可怜的妈妈！啊，我可怜的妈妈！”




The stars were paling. It was the cool hour that precedes the dawn. The moon was sinking on the horizon and turning the sea to mother of pearl. The recollection of the night she passed at the window when she first came to the "Poplars" came to Jeanne's mind. How far away it seemed, how everything was changed, how different the future now seemed!

星光暗淡下去了。这是黎明前的清凉时刻。月亮正在沉到地平线以下，使海面闪现出珍珠般的银光。让娜回忆起她第一次来到白杨山庄时倚窗度过的那个夜晚了。那似乎是很遥远的事情了，一切都改变了，现实中的未来和她想象的竟然如此不同啊！




The sky was becoming pink, a joyous, love-inspiring, enchanting pink. She looked at it in surprise, as at some phenomenon, this radiant break of day, and asked herself if it were possible that, on a planet where such dawns were found, there should be neither joy nor happiness.

天空变成了粉红色，一种欢乐的、温柔的、迷人的粉红色。她惊讶地看着天空中的曙光，像是在看一种奇异的现象似的。她问自己，如果世上有这么美丽的黎明，怎么可能就没有快乐和幸福呢。




A noise at the door made her start. It was Julien. "Well," he said, "are you not very tired?"

推门的响声使她一惊。朱利安进来了。“怎么样，”他说：“你不觉得很累吗？”




She murmured, "No," happy at being no longer alone. "Go and rest now," he said. She kissed her mother a long, sad kiss; then she went to her room.

她低声说“不”，但却高兴不再是自己一个人了。“现在你去休息吧！”他说。她长久而哀伤地吻了母亲，然后回到自己的卧室里。




The next day passed in the usual attentions to the dead. The baron arrived toward evening. He wept for some time.

第二天就在看护逝者中度过了。男爵傍晚才到家。他哭得很伤心。




The funeral took place the following day. After pressing a last kiss on her mother's icy forehead and seeing the coffin nailed down, Jeanne left the room. The invited guests would soon arrive.

葬礼在第二天举行。让娜在母亲冰冷的额头上吻了最后一下，看到尸体装到棺材里钉好后，她才离开了房间。客人快要到来了。




Gilberte was the first to come, and she threw herself sobbing on her friend's shoulder. Women in black presently entered the room one after another, people whom Jeanne did not know. The Marquise de Coutelier and the Vicomtesse de Briseville embraced her. She suddenly saw Aunt Lison gliding in behind her. She turned round and kissed her tenderly.

吉尔贝特第一个到达，她扑向她的女友，在她的肩膀上哭起来。穿着黑色丧服的女客陆续走进房间，有些人是让娜不认识的。库特利耶侯爵夫人和布里瑟维勒子爵夫人都和她拥抱。忽然她看见利松姨妈悄悄地走到她身后。她转过身，温柔地亲吻了一下她。




Julien came in, dressed all in black, elegant, very important, pleased at seeing so many people. He asked his wife some question in a low tone and added confidentially: "All the nobility are here; it will be a fine affair."And he walked away, gravely bowing to the ladies. Aunt Lison and Comtesse Gilberte alone remained with Jeanne during the service for the dead. The comtesse kissed her repeatedly, exclaiming: "My poor dear, my poor dear!"

朱利安进来了，他全身丧服，显得很端庄气派，看到这么多人，他很满意。他低声询问了他妻子某个问题，又机密地补充道：“所有贵族都来了，场面很盛大。”他庄重地向女客们鞠躬，然后走开了。进行丧礼的过程中，只有利松姨妈和吉尔贝特伯爵夫人一直陪伴着让娜。伯爵夫人不断地亲吻她，安慰她说：“我可怜的好朋友，我可怜的好朋友！”




When Comte de Fourville came to fetch his wife he was also crying as though it were for his own mother.

当富尔维勒伯爵来接他的妻子时，他也大声哭着，好像自己的母亲死了似的。








Chapter 10Retribution

第十章报应




The following days were very sad and dreary, as they always are when there has been a death in the house. And, in addition, Jeanne was crushed at the thought of what she had discovered; her last shred of confidence had been destroyed with the destruction of her faith. Little father, after a short stay, went away to try and distract his thoughts from his grief, and the large house, whose former masters were leaving it from time to time, resumed its usual calm and monotonous course.

接下来的日子悲惨且沉闷，因为家里的一个亲人去世了，他们一直很悲痛。此外，让娜一想到她所发现的母亲的秘密就心碎；她最后的一点信心连同她最后的一点信任，都一起被毁灭了。父亲呆了一小段时间后就离开了，他想使自己的思绪从悲伤中解脱出来。这所大房子，在它先前的主人一个个离去后，又恢复了往日的平静和单调。




Then Paul fell ill, and Jeanne was almost beside herself, not sleeping for ten days, and scarcely tasting food. He recovered, but she was haunted by the idea that he might die. Then what should she do? What would become of her? And there gradually stole into her heart the hope that she might have another child. She dreamed of it, became obsessed with the idea. She longed to realize her old dream of seeing two little children around her; a boy and a girl.

不久保罗病了，让娜几乎要急疯了，连续十天没有睡觉，也几乎没吃什么东西。孩子病好了，但是她却担心他会死去，这种想法萦绕在她心头。那时她该怎么办呢？她会变成什么样子呢？渐渐地，她的心里不知不觉萌发了再要一个孩子的念头。她梦想着，变得痴迷于这个想法。她渴望实现过去的愿望，能有两个孩子，一个男孩一个女孩，围绕在她身边。




But since the affair of Rosalie she and Julien had lived apart. A reconciliation seemed impossible in their present situation. Julien loved some one else, she knew it; and the very thought of suffering his approach filled her with repugnance. She had no one left whom she could consult. She resolved to go and see Abbé Picot and tell him, under the seal of confession, all that weighed upon her mind in this matter.

但自从罗莎莉那件事以后，她和朱利安就分开住了。在目前的情形下，要使他们和解，似乎是不可能的。朱利安另有新欢，这点她知道；一想到再接受他的爱抚，她就满怀厌恶。她没有人可以商量了。她决定去找阿贝·皮科神父，用忏悔的方式告诉他压在她心上的难题。




He was reading from his breviary in his little garden planted with fruit trees when she arrived.

她到达时，神父正在他那个种着果树的小花园里诵读祈祷书。




After a few minutes' conversation on indifferent matters, she faltered, her color rising: "I want to confess, Monsieur l'Abbé.”

闲谈了一阵无关紧要的事情之后，她红着脸，吞吞吐吐地说：“我想忏悔，神父先生。”




He looked at her in astonishment, as he pushed his spectacles back on his forehead; then he began to laugh. "You surely have no great sins on your conscience."This embarrassed her greatly, and she replied: "No, but I want to ask your advice on a subject that is so—so—so painful that I dare not mention it casually.”

神父吃惊地看着她，他把眼镜向额头上一推，然后笑起来。“您不会是良心上有什么重大罪过吧。”这句话使她很尴尬，她回答说：“不是的，但我有一件事想征求您的建议，一件很难……很难……很难开口的事，我不敢在这里随便地讲给您听。”




He at once laid aside his jovial manner and assumed his priestly attitude. "Well, my child, I will listen to you in the confessional; come along."

他立刻收起了他那愉快的表情，显出牧师特有的神情。“好吧，我的孩子，我就到忏悔室里听你讲，走吧。”




But she held back, undecided, restrained by a kind of scruple at speaking of these matters, of which she was half ashamed, in the seclusion of an empty church.

但是一想到在空荡而寂静的教堂里说出这些她感到有些羞耻的事情，她就犹豫不决，踌躇不前了。




"Or else, no—Monsieur le Curé—I might—I might—if you wish, tell you now what brings me here. Let us go and sit over there, in your little arbor.”

“或者……不，神父先生……我可以……我可以……如果你愿意的话，现在我就在这里把我要讲的话讲给您听。让我们坐到那边去，坐到您的小凉亭里面去吧。”




They walked toward it, and Jeanne tried to think how she could begin. They sat down in the arbor, and then, as if she were confessing herself, she said: "Father—” then hesitated, and repeated: "Father—” and was silent from emotion.

他们向凉亭走去，让娜心里想着她该如何开始叙说。他们在凉亭里面坐下了，于是就像忏悔一样，她说：“神父……”接着她犹豫了，重复说道：“神父……”便心慌得沉默无语了。




He waited, his hands crossed over his paunch. Seeing her embarrassment, he sought to encourage her: "Why, my daughter, one would suppose you were afraid; come, take courage."

他等待着，双手交叉着搁在肚子上。他看出她很为难，试图鼓励她说：“哦，我的女儿，有什么害怕的呢！讲吧，拿出勇气来。”




She plucked up courage, like a coward who plunges headlong into danger. "Father, I should like to have another child."He did not reply, as he did not understand her. Then she explained, timid and unable to express herself clearly:

她鼓起勇气，像一个胆怯的人不再顾虑任何危险。“神父，我想再要一个孩子。”他没有答话，因为他不明白她的意思。于是她开始解释，但是羞怯得表达不清楚自己的想法。




"I am all alone in life now; my father and my husband do not get along together; my mother is dead; and—and—” she added with a shudder, "the other day I nearly lost my son! What would have become of me then?"

“我现在的生活很孤单；我父亲和我丈夫相处得不融洽；我母亲去世了，而且……而且……”说到这里她身体发抖，又说：“那一天，我差点就失去了我的孩子！如果真是那样，我该怎么办呢？”




She was silent. The priest, bewildered, was gazing at her. "Come, get to the point of your subject."

她不说话了。神父很迷惑，盯着她看。“勇敢些，你就直截了当地讲出来吧。”




"I want to have another child," she said. Then he smiled, accustomed to the coarse jokes of the peasants, who were not embarrassed in his presence, and he replied, with a sly motion of his head:

“我想再要一个孩子。”她说。这时神父笑起来，他习惯了农民在他面前毫不尴尬地开些粗俗的玩笑，于是他狡猾地点点头，回答道：




"Well, it seems to me that it depends only on yourself."

“不过，我觉得这事全取决于你自己。”




She raised her candid eyes to his face, and said, hesitating with confusion: "But—but—you understand that since—since—what you know about—about that maid—my husband and I have lived—have lived quite apart.”

她抬起她那双单纯的眼睛望着他的脸，心里混乱，犹豫地说：“不过……不过……您知道自从……自从……您所知道的……关于那个使女的……那件事情之后……我和我丈夫……就完全不在一起住了。”




Accustomed to the promiscuity and undignified relations of the peasants, he was astonished at the revelation. All at once he thought he guessed at the young woman's real desire, and looking at her out of the corner of his eye, with a heart full of benevolence and of sympathy for her distress, he said: "Oh, I understand perfectly. I know that your widowhood must be irksome to you. You are young and in good health. It is natural, quite natural."

神父见惯了乡间男女混杂、不正当的关系，听到这番话很吃惊。突然他以为自己猜到了这个少妇的真实愿望，便用眼角望着她，对她的不幸怀有满腔的仁慈和同情，他说：“哦，我完全明白了。我知道您的独居生活一定使您厌烦。您正年轻，身体又健康。这是自然的，完全自然的。”




He smiled, bearing out his easy-going character of a country priest, and tapping Jeanne lightly on the hand, he said: "That is permissible, very permissible indeed, according to the commandments. You are married, are you not? Well, then, what is the harm?"

他显出乡村神父随和的性格，微笑起来，轻轻地拍着让娜的手说：“按照戒律，这是允许的，完全允许的。您是结了婚的人，不是吗？好了，那就没什么不妥之处了。”




She, in her turn, had not understood his hidden meaning; but as soon as she saw through it, she blushed scarlet, shocked, and with tears in her eyes exclaimed: "Oh, Monsieur le Curé, what are you saying? What are you thinking of? I swear to you—I swear to you—”And sobs choked her words.

这次轮到她不懂他话中暗藏的意思了；等到她一明白之后，她很震惊，羞得满脸通红，眼泪也流出来了，大声说：“啊，神父先生，您在说什么呢？您在想什么呢？我向您发誓……我向您发誓……”她哽咽得说不出话来了。




He was surprised and sought to console her: "Come, I did not mean to hurt your feelings. I was only joking a little; there is no harm in that when one is decent. But you may rely on me, you may rely on me. I will see M. Julien."

他很惊讶，试图安慰她说：“好了，我没有要让你伤心难过的意思。我只是开了个小小的玩笑。只要一个人正派，这样的事没有什么不妥的。您把这事交给我，您可以信赖我。我去见见朱利安先生。”




She did not know what to say. She now wished to decline this intervention, which she thought clumsy and dangerous, but she did not dare to do so, and she went away hurriedly, faltering: "I am grateful to you, Monsieur le Curé.”

她不知道该说什么。她认为这种调停是笨拙且危险的，她现在想拒绝，但是不敢开口。她支吾地说：“谢谢您，神父先生。”然后就匆忙地离开了。




A week passed. One day at dinner Julien looked at her with a peculiar expression, a certain smiling curve of the lips that she had noticed when he was teasing her. He was even almost ironically gallant toward her, and as they were walking after dinner in little mother's avenue, he said in a low tone: "We seem to have made up again."

一个星期过去了。一天晚餐的时候，朱利安用一种奇怪的表情看着她，嘴角上露出一丝微笑，她知道这是他戏弄人的时候惯有的表情。他甚至对她献殷勤，但带有嘲弄的意味。晚饭后，当他们在母亲经常散步的林阴道上走着的时候，他低声说道：“看来我们又言归于好了。”




She did not reply, but continued to look on the ground at a sort of track that was almost effaced now that the grass was sprouting anew. They were the footprints of the baroness, which were vanishing as does a memory. And Jeanne was plunged in sadness; she felt herself lost in life, far away from everyone.

她没有答话，继续看着路面上的一条小道，现在由于新长出了青草，几乎快要看不清了。这是男爵夫人的足迹，现在像回忆一样正在渐渐消失。让娜陷入悲伤中。她觉得自己在人生道路上迷失了，和所有人都离得很远。




"As for me, I ask nothing better. I was afraid of displeasing you," continued Julien.

“至于我，这是求之不得的。我原来是怕惹你不高兴。”朱利安接着说。




The sun was going down, the air was mild. A longing to weep came over Jeanne, one of those needs of unbosoming oneself to a kindred spirit, of unbending and telling one's griefs. A sob rose in her throat; she opened her arms and fell on Julien's breast, and wept. He glanced down in surprise at her head, for he could not see her face which was hidden on his shoulder. He supposed that she still loved him, and placed a condescending kiss on the back of her head.

太阳落山了，空气温和。让娜很想哭，她需要对一个知心人敞开自己的胸怀，随意地倾诉自己的忧伤。她忍不住要哭出来，她伸开双臂，倒在朱利安的怀里，哭起来。他吃惊地望着她的头，却看不到藏在他肩上的脸。他想她仍旧是爱他的，便带着恩赐的态度在她头部后面亲吻了一下。




They entered the house and he followed her to her room. And thus they resumed their former relations, he, as a not unpleasant duty, and she, merely tolerating him.

他们进入了屋子，他跟着她走进了她的卧室。就这样他们恢复了过去的关系，他好像在尽义务，但心里并不讨厌，而她仅仅是在忍受他。




She soon noticed, however, that his manner had changed, and one day with her lips to his, she murmured: "Why are you not the same as you used to be?"

然而，不久她发现他的爱抚方式改变了。有一天，当他们嘴对嘴的时候，她低声说：“为什么你和以前不一样了呢？”




"Because I do not want any more children," he said jokingly.

“因为我不想再要孩子了。”他打趣地说。




She started. "Why not?"

她吓了一跳。“为什么你不想再要孩子了呢？”




He appeared greatly surprised. "Eh, what's that you say? Are you crazy? No, indeed! One is enough, always crying and bothering everyone. Another baby! No, thank you!”

他显得很吃惊。“嗯，你说什么？你疯了吗？不，那可要不得！一个已经够了，总是哭哭啼啼，还要人人为他操心。再要一个孩子！不，谢谢你了！”




At the end of a month she told the news to everyone, far and wide, with the exception of Comtesse Gilberte, from reasons of modesty and delicacy.

一个月之后，她到处宣扬自己怀孕的消息，出于谦逊这种微妙的心理，她唯独没有告诉吉尔贝特伯爵夫人。




What the priest had foreseen finally came to pass. She became enceinte. Then, filled with an unspeakable happiness, she locked her door every night when she retired, vowing herself from henceforth to eternal chastity, in gratitude to the vague divinity she adored.

神父所预料的一切终于变为现实了。她怀孕了。这时让娜心中充满了难以言说的幸福。她每天晚上就寝时把卧室的门锁上，怀着对她所崇敬的冥冥中的神灵的感谢，她立誓从此以后要永保贞洁。




She was now almost quite happy again. Her children would grow up and love her; she would grow old quietly, happy and contented, without troubling herself about her husband.

她现在几乎又感到很幸福了。她的孩子们会长大，会爱她；她会平静地老去，幸福而称心，不用为她的丈夫烦心。




Toward the end of September, Abbé Picot called on a visit of ceremony to introduce his successor, a young priest, very thin, very short, with an emphatic way of talking, and with dark circles round his sunken eyes.

将近九月底的时候，皮科神父来作礼节性的拜访并介绍他的继任者，一个年轻的神父，身材瘦小，说话有些夸张，一对深陷的眼睛周围有黑眼圈。




The old abbé had been appointed Dean of Goderville.

老神父被派到戈代维勒镇去当教区的长老了。




Jeanne was really sorry to lose the old man, who had been associated with all her recollections as a young woman. He had married her, baptized Paul, and buried the baroness. She could not imagine étouvent without Abbé Picot and his paunch passing along by the farms, and she loved him because he was cheerful and natural.

让娜为这位老人的离开感到十分难过，他是和她作为少妇的所有回忆联系在一起的。他为她主持婚礼，给保罗施洗礼，还主持了男爵夫人的葬礼。她想到埃图旺村就不能不想到皮科神父，想到他挺着大肚子沿着一个个农庄院子路过的情景。她喜欢他，因为他快活而自然。




But he did not seem very cheerful at the thought of his promotion. "It is a wrench, it is a wrench, madame la comtesse. I have been here for eighteen years. Oh, the place does not bring in much, and is not wealthy. The men have no more religion than they need, and the women, look you, the women have no morals. But nevertheless, I loved it."

神父想到自己的晋升，却并不觉得很高兴。“子爵夫人，这是种痛苦，我心里很难过。我在这里已经十八年了。啊，这个地方收入少，不富有。男人信仰宗教的不多，女人呢，您是看到的，品德不好。尽管如此，我还是很喜欢这里。”




The new curé appeared impatient, and said abruptly: "When I am here all that will have to be changed."He looked like an angry boy, thin and frail in his somewhat worn, though clean cassock.

新神父显得不耐烦了，突然说：“我在这里，一切都要改变。”他看起来像一个生气的孩子，身上穿着一件有点旧但却干净的法衣，显得既瘦小又脆弱。




Abbé Picot looked at him sideways, as he did when he was in a joking mood, and said: "You see, abbé, in order to prevent those happenings, you will have to chain up your parishioners; and even that would not be of much use.”The little priest replied sharply: "We shall see."And the older man smiled as he took a pinch of snuff, and said: "Age will calm you down, abbé, and experience also. You will drive away from the church the remaining faithful ones, and that is all the good it will do. In this district they are religious, but pig-headed; be careful. Faith, when I see a girl come to confess who looks rather stout, I say to myself: 'She is bringing me a new parishioner,' and I try to get her married. You cannot prevent them from making mistakes; but you can go and look for the man, and prevent him from deserting the mother. Get them married, abbé, get them married, and do not trouble yourself about anything else.”

皮科神父斜眼望着他，每当他心情好的时候，他总是这样看人的，接着说道：“您看吧，神父，为了防止这些事情，你必须把您的教区居民都锁住；即使那样，也未必起什么作用。”那个小个子神父严厉地回答道：“我们走着瞧吧。”老神父抽了一撮鼻烟，微笑着说：“神父，年龄的增长会使您心平气和，经验也是这样。您这样做会把仅剩的几个信徒也从教堂里赶跑了，将不会再有什么好处。这个区的人是信仰宗教的，但很固执，这一点您要当心。说实话，当我看见一个肚皮大起来的姑娘来听讲道的时候，我心里想：‘她要给我带进一个新教徒了。’于是我就尽力帮她嫁出去。您无法防止他们做错事；但是您可以去找那个小伙子，阻止他抛弃这个做了母亲的姑娘。使他们结婚，神父，使他们结婚，别的事情您都不要管。”




"We think differently," said the young priest rudely; "it is useless to insist."And Abbé Picot once more began to regret his village, the sea which he saw from his parsonage, the little valleys where he walked while repeating his breviary, glancing up at the boats as they passed.

年轻的神父无礼地说：“我们的想法不同，继续争执也没用。”然后皮科神父又开始依依不舍地谈起他的村庄，从他的教会住宅就能看见的大海，还有那些小山谷，在那儿他边走边诵读着祈祷书，望着大海上航行而过的船只。




As the two priests took their leave, the old man kissed Jeanne, who was on the verge of tears.

当两位神父都告辞的时候，老神父吻了吻让娜，她快要哭了。




A week later Abbé Tolbiac called again. He spoke of reforms which he intended to accomplish, as a prince might have done on taking possession of a kingdom. Then he requested the vicomtesse not to miss the service on Sunday, and to communicate a all the festivals. "You and I," he said, "we are at the head of the district; we must rule it and always set them an example to follow. We must be of one accord so that we may be powerful and respected. The church and the chateau in joining forces will make the peasants obey and fear us."

一个星期之后，托尔比亚克神父又来拜访了。他像一位新接替王位的王子，谈起他打算要实行的改革。然后他请求子爵夫人每礼拜日的弥撒不要缺席，并且所有节日也都要参加。“您和我，”他说，“我们是这个区的带头人，我们必须管理这里，而且凡事要为他们树立榜样。我们必须联合起来，这样我们才能强大并受人尊敬。教堂和庄园合作，就会使村民们服从我们并且害怕我们了。”




Jeanne's religion was all sentiment; she had all a woman's dream faith, and if she attended at all to her religious duties, it was from a habit acquired at the convent, the baron's advanced ideas having long since overthrown her convictions. Abbé Picot contented himself with what observances she gave him, and never blamed her. But his successor, not seeing her at mass the preceding Sunday, had come to call, uneasy and stern.

让娜的宗教完全是感情上的，她的信仰带有一个女人的那种梦幻的色彩，如果她能履行她做教徒的全部义务，那是出于在修道院里养成的习惯，她的宗教信念早受她父亲先进思想的影响而被摒弃了。皮科神父看到她多少能遵守教会的惯例，也就满足了，从来没有责备过她。而他的继任者在上个礼拜日做弥撒时没看到她，就以严厉的态度，焦急地跑来拜访了。




She did not wish to break with the parsonage, and promised, making up her mind to be assiduous in attendance the first few weeks, out of politeness.

她不愿意和教会决裂，便答应了。出于礼貌，她决定在最初几个星期勤到教堂去。




Little by little, however, she got into the habit of going to church, and came under the influence of this delicate, upright and dictatorial abbé. A mystic, he appealed to her in his enthusiasm and zeal. He set in vibration in her soul the chord of religious poetry that all women possess. His unyielding austerity, his disgust for ordinary human interests, his love of God, his youthful and untutored inexperience, his harsh words, and his inflexible will, gave Jeanne an idea of the stuff martyrs were made of; and she let herself be carried away, all disillusioned as she was, by the fanaticism of this child, the minister of God.

然而她渐渐养成了去教堂的习惯，并且接受了这个瘦弱、正直且专横的神父的影响。他的狂热和热情吸引着她。他挑动了她心灵中那根所有女人都具有的宗教诗意的心弦。他执拗的苦行、他对世俗的厌恶、他对上帝的热爱、他那种年轻人对人世的幼稚无知、他苛刻的言辞、他不屈的意志，所有这些都给让娜一种殉道者的印象。一切梦想都幻灭了的让娜被这个孩子、这个天国使者的狂热所吸引，沉迷于其中。




He led her to Christ, the consoler, showing her how the joy of religion will calm all sorrow; and she knelt at the confessional, humbling herself, feeling herself small and weak in presence of this priest, who appeared to be about fifteen.

他引导她走向救世主基督，向她展示宗教的快乐如何减轻她的所有悲痛；当她谦卑地跪在这个看上去大约十五岁的神父面前忏悔时，觉得自己渺小而软弱。




He was, however, very soon detested in all the countryside. Inflexibly severe toward himself, he was implacably intolerant toward others, and the one thing that especially roused his wrath and indignation was love. The young men and girls looked at each other slyly across the church, and the old peasants who liked to joke about such things disapproved his severity. All the parish was in a ferment. Soon the young men all stopped going to church.

然而，不久他就被全村人所憎恨。他一成不变地严格要求自己，对别人也毫不宽容，尤其激起他的愤怒和愤慨的一件事是爱情。年轻的小伙子们和姑娘们在教堂里眉来眼去。喜欢在这些事情上开玩笑的老农们对他的偏激也表示不满。整个教区群情激愤。不久，所有的小伙子都不去教堂做弥撒了。




The curé dined at the chateau every Thursday, and often came during the week to chat with his penitent. She became enthusiastic like himself, talked about spiritual matters, handling all the antique and complicated arsenal of religious controversy.

神父每周四到庄园来吃晚餐，在其他日子里也经常来和他的女信徒聊天。她和他一样，一谈起精神的事物就变得极富热情，她还掌握了宗教论战中使用的所有古老而复杂的武器。




They walked together along the baroness' avenue, talking of Christ and the apostles, the Virgin Mary and the Fathers of the Church as though they were personally acquainted with them.

他们在男爵夫人的那条林阴道上边走边谈，谈起基督和他的使徒，圣母玛利亚和教会的神父，就像和他们熟识一样。




Julien treated the new priest with great respect, saying constantly: "That priest suits me, he does not back down."And he went to confession and communion, setting a fine example. He now went to the Fourvilles' nearly every day, gunning with the husband, who was never happy without him, and riding with the comtesse, in spite of rain and storm. The comte said: "They are crazy about riding, but it does my wife good."

朱利安十分尊敬地对待新神父，经常说：“这位神父很对我的胃口，他一点都不妥协退让。”于是他去忏悔、领圣餐，树立了好榜样。他现在几乎每天都去富尔维勒家，和伯爵一起打猎，伯爵开心得似乎没有他就不行了。不论刮风下雨，他都陪着伯爵夫人骑马。伯爵说：“他们骑马骑得很着迷，不过这对我妻子的身体有好处。”




The baron returned to the chateau about the middle of November. He was changed, aged, faded, filled with a deep sadness. And his love for his daughter seemed to have gained in strength, as if these few months of dreary solitude had aggravated his need of affection, confidence and tenderness. Jeanne did not tell him about her new ideas, and her friendship for the Abbé Tolbiac. The first time he saw the priest he conceived a great aversion to him. And when Jeanne asked him that evening how he liked him, he replied: "That man is an inquisitor! He must be very dangerous."

男爵大约在十一月中旬回到庄园。他变了样子，苍老而衰弱，充满了深深的忧伤之情。他对女儿的依恋似乎更强烈了，仿佛这几个月的沉闷孤独使他迫切需要家人的关爱、信赖和爱怜。让娜没有告诉男爵她新近的思想变化，以及她与托尔比亚克神父的友好交往。男爵第一次见到这位神父就对他产生了极大的反感。当天晚上，让娜问他觉得神父怎么样，他回答说：“这个人简直是个宗教审判官！他肯定是个很危险的人物。”




When he learned from the peasants, whose friend he was, of the harshness and violence of the young priest, of the kind of persecution which he carried on against all human and natural instincts, he developed a hatred toward him. He, himself, was one of the old race of natural philosophers who bowed the knee to a sort of pantheistic Divinity, and shrank from the catholic conception of a God with bourgeois instincts, Jesuitical wrath, and tyrannical revenge. To him reproduction was the great law of nature, and he began from farm to farm an ardent campaign against this intolerant priest, the persecutor of life.

当他从他的农民朋友那里知道这个年轻神父的严酷和暴力，以及他违背自然法则，对人性本能加以迫害后，他就对他越发憎恨了。男爵原是老一派信奉自然哲学家的人之一，也是个热忱的泛神论者，他怒斥天主教观念中的那个“天主”，因为他兼有资产阶级意图、耶稣会教士的愤怒和专制君主的报复心。在他看来，繁殖是自然的根本法则，于是他开始在各个农庄鼓动农民与这位偏狭的神父、这个生命的迫害者作激烈的斗争。




Jeanne, very much worried, prayed to the Lord, entreated her father; but he always replied: "We must fight such men as that, it is our duty and our right. They are not human."

让娜很苦恼，她向天主祈祷，恳求她父亲，但他总是回答说：“我们必须和这种人斗争，这是我们的权利，也是我们的义务。他们没有人性。”




And he repeated, shaking his long white locks: "They are not human; they understand nothing, nothing, nothing. They are moving in a morbid dream; they are anti-physical.”And he pronounced the word "anti-physical" as though it were a malediction.

他摇动着长长的白发，反复说道：“他们没有人性，他们什么都不懂，简直一无所知。他们在恐怖的梦中活动，他们是反自然的。”他喊出“反自然的”这个词时像是说咒语一样。




The priest knew who his enemy was, but as he wished to remain ruler of the chateau and of Jeanne, he temporized, sure of final victory. He was also haunted by a fixed idea. He had discovered by chance the amours of Julien and Gilberte, and he desired to put a stop to them at all costs.

神父知道了谁是自己的敌人，但是他想继续控制庄园和让娜，并确保最后的胜利，便等待着时机。一个固执的念头萦绕在他脑中。他偶然发现了朱利安和吉尔贝特之间有不正当的关系，他想不惜任何代价来终止这种关系。




He came to see Jeanne one day and, after a long conversation on spiritual matters, he asked her to give her aid in helping him to fight, to put an end to the evil in her own family, in order to save two souls that were in danger.

有一天，他去看让娜，经过长时间的密谈之后，他要求她帮他一起作战，根除她家中的邪恶，拯救那两个处于危险中的灵魂。




She did not understand, and did not wish to know. He replied: "The hour has not arrived. I shall see you some other time."And he left abruptly.

她不明白他的意思，想要弄清楚。他回答说：“时机还没有到。我会再来看您的。”然后他就突然离开了。




The winter was coming to a close, a rotten winter, as they say in the country, damp and mild. The abbé called again some days later and hinted mysteriously at one of those shameless intrigues between persons whose conduct should be irreproachable. It was the duty, he said, of those who were aware of the facts to use every means to bring it to an end. He took Jeanne's hand and adjured her to open her eyes and understand and lend him her aid.

冬天快接近尾声了，正如人们在乡间所说的，这是一个发霉的冬天，既潮湿又温暖。几天后神父又来了，神秘地暗示说，在有些人中间存在着不知羞耻的私通关系，而这些人的行为本应无可指责才对。他说，知道这种事情的人有责任采取一切手段去阻止他们。他握住让娜的手，恳请她睁开双眼，弄清事实并协助他。




This time she understood, but she was silent, terrified at the thought of all that might result in the house that was now peaceful, and she pretended not to understand. Then he spoke out clearly.

这次让娜懂了，但是她不作声。想到现在平安无事的家里将有一场风波，她心里很害怕，于是她假装没有听懂。这时他清楚地说出来了。




She faltered: "What do you wish me to do, Monsieur l'Abbé?”

她支吾地问道：“神父先生，您叫我怎么做呢？”




"Anything, rather than permit this infamy. Anything, I say. Leave him. Flee from this impure house!"

“什么都比默许这种无耻的丑行要好。我对您说，什么都比这要好。离开他吧。逃离这个肮脏的家！”




"But I have no money; and then I have no longer any courage; and, besides, how can I go without any proof? I have not the right to do so."

“但是我没有钱，而且我也没有勇气。此外，我没有证据怎么能离开呢？我没有权利这样做。”




The priest arose trembling: "That is cowardice, madame; I am mistaken in you. You are unworthy of God's mercy!”

神父站起身来，身子颤抖着：“夫人，您这样太懦弱了，我看错您了。您不配得到天主的怜悯！”




She fell on her knees: "Oh, I pray you not to leave me, tell me what to do!"

她跪下来：“啊，我恳求您不要丢下我，请告诉我要怎么做！”




"Open M. de Fourville's eyes," he said abruptly. "It is his place to break up this intrigue."

他突然说：“叫富尔维勒先生睁开眼睛看看吧。斩断这种私通关系是他的事情。”




This idea filled her with terror. "Why, he would kill them, Monsieur l'Abbé! And I should be guilty of denouncing them! Oh, never that, never!”

这个主意使她很害怕。“他会杀死他们的，神父先生！那我就犯了告密罪！哎呀，那样不行，绝对不行！”




He raised his hand as if to curse her in his fury: "Remain in your shame and your crime; for you are more guilty than they are. You are the complaisant wife! There is nothing more for me to do here."And he went off so furious that he trembled all over.

神父生气极了，举起手来像要诅咒她似的：“您就在耻辱和罪恶中继续生活吧，因为您比他们更有罪。您是一个纵容犯罪的妻子！我再也没有必要留在这里了。”他走了，气得浑身发抖。




She followed him, distracted and ready to do as he suggested. But he strode along rapidly, shaking his large blue umbrella in his rage. He perceived Julien standing outside the gate superintending the lopping of the trees, so he turned to the left to go across the Couillard farm, and he said: "Leave me alone, madame, I have nothing further to say to you."

她慌张地跟着他，准备按他说的做。但是他迅速地大步往前走，愤怒地挥舞着那把蓝色的大雨伞。他察觉到朱利安站在大门外，正在指挥修剪树枝，所以他向左拐，想穿过库亚尔家的农庄。他说道：“让我走吧，夫人，我对您再也没有什么可说的了。”




Jeanne was entreating him to give her a few days for reflection, and then if he came back to the chateau she would tell him what she had done, and they could take counsel together.

让娜还在恳求他给她几天时间想想，如果他再来农庄，她就会告诉他她所做的事情，然后他们再一起商量。




Right in his road, in the middle of the farmyard, a group of children, those of the house and some neighbor's children, were standing around the kennel of Mirza, the dog, looking curiously at something with silent and concentrated attention. In the midst of them stood the baron, his hands behind his back, also looking on with curiosity. One would have taken him for a schoolmaster. When he saw the priest approaching, he moved away so as not to have to meet him and speak to him.

就在他经过的路上，农庄的院子中间，农庄里的孩子和邻居家的孩子们在母狗米尔扎的狗窝周围站着，一声不响，全神贯注，好奇地观看着什么东西。男爵站在孩子们中间，背着手，也在好奇地观看着。有人会把他看成小学老师。当他看见神父走来时，为了避免和他相遇、说话，他便走开了。




The priest did not call again; but the following Sunday from the pulpit he hurled imprecations, curses and threats against the chateau, anathematizing the baron, and making veiled allusions, but timidly, to Julien's latest intrigue. The vicomte was furious, but the dread of a shocking scandal kept him silent. At each service thereafter the priest declared his indignation, predicting the approach of the hour when God would smite all his enemies.

神父不再来了，但是在下一个礼拜天讲道时，他对庄园发出一连串的诅咒、辱骂和威胁，扬言要开除男爵的教籍，还散布风言风语，用隐晦的言辞暗示朱利安有了新欢。子爵狂怒，但是害怕丑事败露，也只好保持沉默了。从那以后，每次讲道，神父都要公然表明他的愤慨，预言天主降罪的时刻就要到了，届时他所有的敌人都要受到重罚。




Julien wrote a firm, but respectful letter to the archbishop; the abbé was threatened with suspension. He was silent thereafter.

朱利安给大主教写了一封既恭敬又强硬的信，托尔比亚克神父面临被停职的危险。之后他就不作声了。




Gilberte and Julien now frequently met him during their rides reading his breviary, but they turned aside so as not to pass him by. Spring had come and reawakened their love. As the foliage was still sparse and the grass damp, they used to meet in a shepherd's movable hut that had been deserted since autumn. But one day when they were leaving it, they saw the Abbé Tolbiac, almost hidden in the sea rushes on the slope.

吉尔贝特和朱利安骑马外出时，经常碰见他在读经，这时他们就掉转马头，免得从他身边经过。春天来了，他们的爱情更加炽烈起来。树叶还很稀疏，草地又很潮湿，所以他们常常在牧羊人的活动小木屋里幽会，这木屋从去年秋天就被遗弃在那里。但是有一天，当他们离开那个小木屋时，看见托尔比亚克神父几乎隐藏在山坡上的芦苇丛中。




"We must leave our horses in the ravine," said Julien, "as they can be seen from a distance and would betray us."One evening as they were coming home together to La Vrillette, where they were to dine with the comte, they met the curé of étouvent coming out of the chateau. He stepped to the side of the road to let them pass, and bowed without their eyes meeting. They were uneasy for a few moments, but soon forgot it.

“我们应该把马留在山谷里，”朱利安说，“不然人们老远就能看见马，我们就暴露了。”一天傍晚，当他们一起回弗丽耶特庄园和伯爵共进晚餐时，他们遇见埃图旺的神父正从庄园里面出来。他站在路的一旁让他们过去，向他们鞠躬，但并没有抬头看他们。他们心里不安了一会儿，但很快就忘记了。




One afternoon, Jeanne was reading beside the fire while a storm of wind was raging outside, when she suddenly perceived Comte Fourville coming on foot at such a pace that she thought some misfortune had happened.

一天下午，外面刮着大风，让娜正在火炉旁看书，突然她看见富尔维勒伯爵急匆匆地步行而来，她认为一定发生了不幸的事情。




She ran downstairs to meet him, and when she saw him she thought he must be crazy. He wore a large quilted cap that he wore only at home, his hunting jacket, and looked so pale that his red mustache, usually the color of his skin, now seemed like a flame. His eyes were haggard, rolling as though his mind were vacant.

她下楼来迎接他，当她走到他面前时，她以为他一定是疯了。他戴着那顶只在家里戴的大棉帽，穿着猎装，脸色如此苍白，使他那平时和皮肤很相称的红胡子现在看上去像一团火焰。他的双眼显得很憔悴，眼珠转来转去，仿佛他的头脑一片空白。




He stammered: "My wife is here, is she not?"Jeanne, losing her presence of mind, replied: "Why, no, I have not seen her to-day.”

他支吾地问道：“我的妻子在这里，是吧？”让娜不知所措地回答说：“没有呀，我今天没有看见过她。”




He sat down as if his legs had given way. He then took off his cap and wiped his forehead with his handkerchief mechanically several times. Then starting up suddenly, he approached Jeanne, his hands stretched out, his mouth open, as if to speak, to confide some great sorrow to her. Then he stopped, looked at her fixedly and said as though he were wandering: "But it is your husband-you also—” And he fled, going toward the sea.

他坐下了，仿佛两条腿已发软。他摘下帽子，几次机械地用手绢擦拭前额。然后他突然站起身，朝让娜走去，伸出手，张开嘴，像是要向她吐露心中极大的悲痛。这时他又停住了，眼睛直盯着她，像是在说梦话：“但是您的丈夫……您也……”说着他就朝海边跑去。




Jeanne ran after him, calling him, imploring him to stop, her heart beating with apprehension as she thought: "He knows all! What will he do? Oh, if he only does not find them!"

让娜跟在他后面跑，一面叫他，一面恳求他停下，她的心因恐惧而快速跳动着，她想：“他全都知道了！他要去做什么呢？啊，但愿他找不到他们！”




But she could not come up to him, and he disregarded her appeals. He went straight ahead without hesitation, straight to his goal. He crossed the ditch, then, stalking through the sea rushes like a giant, he reached the cliff.

但是她赶不上他，他无视她的呼喊。他毫不犹豫地一直向前走，直奔目的地。他跨过了沟渠，然后像巨人一样大步地穿过海，到达悬崖上。




Jeanne, standing on the mound covered with trees, followed him with her eyes until he was out of sight. Then she went into the house, distracted with grief.

让娜站在长有树木的沙土堆上，眼睛一直跟着他，直到他消失在她的视线里。然后她才满怀忧郁地往回走。




He had turned to the right and started to run. Threatening waves overspread the sea, big black clouds were scudding along madly, passing on and followed by others, each of them coming down in a furious downpour. The wind whistled, moaned, laid the grass and the young crops low and carried away big white birds that looked like specks of foam and bore them far into the land.

他向右转，并开始奔跑。大海上波涛汹涌，大片乌云一片接一片疯狂地疾飞过来，每片都带来一阵暴雨。狂风怒号，如泣如诉，掠过草地，刮倒禾苗，还从远方带来像起伏的浪花一样的大白鸟，把它们送向陆地。




The hail which followed beat in the comte's face, filling his ears with noise and his heart with tumult.

冰雹打在伯爵的脸上，噪音灌满他的两耳，使他心乱如麻。




Down yonder before him was the deep gorge of the Val de Vaucotte. There was nothing before him but a shepherd's hut beside a deserted sheep pasture. Two horses were tied to the shafts of the hut on wheels. What might not happen to one in such a tempest as this?

那边，在他眼前的是深深的伏科特峡谷。他面前除了荒废的牧场边上的一个牧羊人小屋外，什么也没有。两匹马拴在这座活动房屋车架的辕木上。对于一个人来说，在这样一个狂风暴雨的夜晚，还有什么事不能发生呢？




As soon as he saw them the comte crouched on the ground and crawled along on his hands and knees as far as the lonely hut and hid himself beneath the hut that he might not be seen through the cracks. The horses on seeing him became restive. He slowly cut their reins with the knife which he held open in his hand, and a sudden squall coming up, the animals fled, frightened at the hail which rattled on the sloping roof of the wooden hut and made it shake on its wheels.

伯爵一看见它们，便伏倒在地，用手和脚匍匐前进到那个孤零零的木屋那儿，他躲在木屋下面，以免被里面的人从木板缝中看到。一看见他，马就变得骚动起来。他慢慢地用他手中打开的刀割断它们的缰绳，突然一阵狂风骤起，两匹马被冰雹吓跑了。冰雹打在木屋的斜顶上，使木屋的轮子开始晃动。




The comte then kneeling upright, put his eye to the bottom of the door and looked inside. He did not stir; he seemed to be waiting.

然后伯爵直直地跪着，眼睛从门底下向屋里窥探。他一动不动，他好像在等什么一样。




A little time elapsed and then he suddenly rose to his feet, covered with mud from head to foot. He frantically pushed back the bolt which closed the hut on the outside, and seizing the shafts, he began to shake the hut as though he would break it to pieces. Then all at once he got between the shafts, bending his huge frame, and with a desperate effort dragged it along like an ox, panting as he went. He dragged it, with whoever was in it, toward the steep incline.

过了一会儿，他突然站起来，满身都是泥。他疯狂地把从外面锁着小木屋的门闩往后拉，抓住辕木，开始晃动木屋，好像要把它摇碎一样。接着他突然到了辕木之间，弯下高大的身躯，像牛一样用尽全力拉它，边走边喘气。他拖着它和里面的人，朝陡峭的斜坡上走去。




Those inside screamed and banged with their fists on the door, not understanding what was going on.

木屋里面的人尖叫着用拳头捶着门，不知道发生了什么事。




When he reached the top of the cliff he let go the fragile dwelling, which began to roll down the incline, going ever faster and faster, plunging, stumbling like an animal and striking the ground with its shafts.

当他到达悬崖的最顶端的时候，他松开那个易碎的木屋，然后木屋开始滚下斜坡，越滚越快，像一只野兽一样横冲直闯，辕木拍打着地面。




An old beggar hidden in a ditch saw it flying over his head and heard frightful screams coming from the wooden box.

一个藏在山沟里的老乞丐看见木屋从他头顶飞过，听见木屋里面恐惧的尖叫声。




All at once a wheel was wrenched off and it fell on its side and began to roll like a ball, as a house torn from its foundations might roll from the summit of a mountain. Then, reaching the ledge of the last ravine, it described a circle, and, falling to the bottom, burst open as an egg might do. It was no sooner smashed on the stones than the old beggar, who had seen it going past, went down toward it slowly amid the rushes, and with the customary caution of a peasant, not daring to go directly to the shattered hut, he went to the nearest farm to tell of the accident.

突然一个轮子撞掉了，木屋斜到一边像球一样滚下来，像一所被连根拔起的房子从山顶上翻滚下来。滚到最后一个峡谷边的时候，它画了一道弧线，然后坠到沟底，像鸡蛋一样撞得粉碎。木屋在石头上撞得粉碎，老乞丐看着它从头顶飞过，然后立马在草丛中慢慢地走过去。出于农民谨慎的天性，他不敢立即走进那个四处裂开的木屋，跑到最近的农场去报信。




They all ran to look at it and raised the wreck of the hut. They found two bodies, bruised, crushed and bleeding. The man's forehead was split open and his whole face crushed; the woman's jaw was hanging, dislocated in one of the jolts, and their shattered limbs were soft as pulp.

人们跑去看，拨开木屋的碎片。人们发现了两具尸体，血肉模糊，惨不忍睹。男人的前额已经裂开，他的整个脸已经看不清；女人的颚挂着，是在撞击中脱落下来的，他们的四肢软软的，像肉酱一样。




"What were they doing in that shanty?" said a woman.

“他们在这个破木屋里做什么？”一个妇女说。




The old beggar then said that they had apparently taken refuge in it to get out of the storm and that a furious squall must have blown the hut over the cliff. He said he had intended to take shelter there himself, when he saw the horses tied to it, and understood that some one else must be inside. "But for that," he added in a satisfied tone, "I might have rolled down in it."Some one remarked: "Would not that have been a good thing?"

老乞丐说他们显然是为了躲避风雨，肯定是狂风把木屋吹翻，滚下了悬崖。他说他一开始也想躲到木屋里去，但是他看见有马拴在那里，就知道里面肯定有人。“不然，滚下来的就是我。”他高兴地补充说。有人说：“那不是更好吗？”




The old man, in a furious rage, said: "Why would it have been a good thing? Because I am poor and they are rich! Look at them now."And trembling, ragged and dripping with rain, he pointed to the two dead bodies with his hooked stick and exclaimed: "We are all alike when we get to this."

老乞丐生气地说：“为什么那会是件好事？就因为我穷，他们有钱吗？看看他们这副样子。”他气得发抖，而且衣衫褴褛，全身都淋湿了。他用手里那根弯曲的棍子指着两具尸体说：“死了我们大家都一样。”




The comte, as soon as he saw the hut rolling down the steep slope, ran off at full speed through the blinding storm. He ran in this way for several hours, taking short cuts, leaping across ditches, breaking through the hedges, and thus got back home at dusk, not knowing how himself.

当伯爵看见木屋滚下了陡峭的山坡，便在暴风雨中飞奔逃走。他这样跑了好几个小时，他抄小路，跳跃深沟，钻过树篱，回到家的时候已经黄昏了，他自己也不知道是怎么回来的。




The frightened servants were awaiting his return and told him that the two horses had returned riderless some little time before, that of Julien following the other one.

仆人们正惊惶不安地等着他，告诉他这两匹马刚才空着鞍子跑回来了，马上面没人，朱利安的马跟在后面。




Then M. de Fourville reeled and in a choked voice said: "Something must have happened to them in this dreadful weather. Let every one help to look for them."

德富尔维勒先生一阵眩晕，上气不接下气地说：“在这样一个坏天气里什么都可能发生。大家一起去找找他们吧。”




He started off himself, but he was no sooner out of sight than he concealed himself in a clump of bushes, watching the road along which she whom he even still loved with an almost savage passion was to return dead, dying or maybe crippled and disfigured forever.

他自己也出去了，但是一走到没人的地方就藏在树丛里，窥视着大路。那个他几乎死命爱着的女人会从这条路上回来，也许已经死了，也许奄奄一息，或者四肢残缺不全，永远残废了。




And soon a carriole passed by carrying a strange burden.

不久，过去了一辆载着奇怪的重物的马车。




It stopped at the chateau and passed through the gate. It was that, it was she. But a fearful anguish nailed him to the spot, a fear to know the worst, a dread of the truth, and he did not stir, hiding as a hare, starting at the least sound.

它停在庄园那儿，进了大门。是的，一定是她。但是一种极度的恐惧把他牢牢钉在那里，他害怕面对真相，他一动不动，像野兔一样藏着，任何声响都使他受惊。




He waited thus an hour, two hours perhaps. The buggy did not come out. He concluded that his wife was expiring, and the thought of seeing her, of meeting her gaze filled him with so much horror that he suddenly feared to be discovered in his hiding place and of being compelled to return and be present at this agony, and he then fled into the thick of the wood. Then all of a sudden it occurred to him that she perhaps might be needing his care, that no one probably could properly attend to her. Then he returned on his tracks, running breathlessly.

他这样等了一个小时，也许两个小时。那个马车没有出来。他觉得他的妻子已经死了，一想到要见她，去面对她的眼神，他就觉得恐怖。他突然很害怕人们发现他藏在这个地方，强迫他回去面对痛苦，然后他向树林深处跑去。突然他觉得她也许需要他的照顾，也许没有人可以照顾她。然后他疯了似的跑回家去。




On entering the chateau he met the gardener and called out to him, "Well?"The man did not dare answer him. Then M. de Fourville almost roared at him: "Is she dead?" and the servant stammered: "Yes, M. le Comte."

当他进到庄园的时候，他看到了园丁，他问道：“怎么样了？”那个人不敢回答。然后德富尔维勒先生大声吼道：“她死了吗？”仆人小声说：“是的，伯爵先生。”




He experienced a feeling of immense relief. His blood seemed to cool and his nerves relax somewhat of their extreme tension, and he walked firmly up the steps of his great hallway.

他感到一种巨大的解脱。他的血液变得冰冷，极度紧张的神经也放松了，稳步走上长长的门廊。




The other wagon had reached "The Poplars."Jeanne saw it from afar. She descried the mattress; she guessed that a human form was lying upon it, and understood all. Her emotion was so vivid that she swooned and fell prostrate.

另外一辆马车到了“白杨山庄”。让娜远远就看见了。她看见了那个垫子，她猜有个人睡在上面，她就什么都明白了。她的情绪受了刺激，昏倒在地上。




When she regained consciousness her father was holding her head and bathing her temples with vinegar. He said hesitatingly: "Do you know?"She murmured: "Yes, father."But when she attempted to rise she found herself unable to do so, so intense was her agony.

当她恢复知觉的时候，她的父亲托着她的头，把香醋擦在她的鬓角上。他犹豫了一下问她：“你知道吗？”她喃喃地说：“是的，爸爸。”但是当她试图站起来的时候，她发现她痛得如此激烈以至于站不起来。




That very night she gave birth to a stillborn infant, a girl.

当晚她生了一个死婴，是个女孩。




Jeanne saw nothing of the funeral of Julien; she knew nothing of it. She merely noticed at the end of a day or two that Aunt Lison was back, and in her feverish dreams which haunted her she persistently sought to recall when the old maiden lady had left "The Poplars," at what period and under what circumstances. She could not make this out, even in her lucid moments, but she was certain of having seen her subsequent to the death of "little mother."

让娜没有看到朱利安的葬礼，她对此一无所知。她只知道一两天之后，利松阿姨回来了，在不断的、焦虑的梦中，她总想知道那个老女仆是什么时候、在什么情况下离开“白杨山庄”的。即使在她清醒的时候，她也不记得，但是她确信在“小母亲”死后，她见过她。








Chapter 11The Development of Paul

第十一章保罗的成长




Jeanne did not leave her room for three months and was so wan and pale that no one thought she would recover. But she picked up by degrees. Little father and Aunt Lison never left her; they had both taken up their abode at "The Poplars."The shock of Julien's death had left her with a nervous malady. The slightest sound made her faint and she had long swoons from the most insignificant causes.

让娜三个月都没有离开过她的房间，她脸色苍白，一脸病态，大家都觉得她不能康复了。但是她渐渐地有了气色。爸爸和利松阿姨从来都没有离开过她，他们都住在“白杨山庄”。朱利安的死对她打击很大，她之后就得了神经衰弱症。一点小声响就会使她觉得眩晕，她总是为了小事晕倒很长时间。




She had never asked the details of Julien's death. What did it matter to her? Did she not know enough already? Every one thought it was an accident, but she knew better, and she kept to herself this secret which tortured her: the knowledge of his infidelity and the remembrance of the abrupt and terrible visit of the comte on the day of the catastrophe.

她从来没有问过朱利安是怎么死的。这又关她什么事呢？难道她知道的还不够多吗？所有人都认为他是死于事故，但是她知道真相，而且她一直保守着这个折磨着她的秘密：她对他的不忠行为心知肚明。出事的那天，伯爵突然来看她，那可怕的一幕依然历历在目。




And now she was filled with tender, sweet and melancholy recollections of the brief evidences of love shown her by her husband. She constantly thrilled at unexpected memories of him, and she seemed to see him as he was when they were betrothed and as she had known him in the hours passed beneath the sunlight in Corsica. All his faults diminished, all his harshness vanished, his very infidelities appeared less glaring in the widening separation of the closed tomb. And Jeanne, pervaded by a sort of posthumous gratitude for this man who had held her in his arms, forgave all the suffering he had caused her, to remember only moments of happiness they had passed together. Then, as time went on and month followed month, covering all her grief and reminiscences with forgetfulness, she devoted herself entirely to her son.

现在她满脑子都是温柔、甜蜜和忧郁的回忆，这些都是她丈夫给她的短暂爱情的证据。一回忆起那些惊喜的瞬间，她总是很兴奋。似乎她想到的都是，他们订婚的时候，以及在科西嘉岛的阳光下与她相知的那些时光里，他的样子。他所有的缺点都变小了，他所有的粗鲁都不见了，紧闭的坟墓令他们相隔渐远，他所有的……所有的不忠都不那么刺眼了。让娜对这个死去的男人充满感激，就是这个男人曾经把她拥在怀中。她原谅了他带给她的所有不幸，只记得那些他们在一起度过的快乐时光。然后，随着时间的推移，一个月又一个月，遗忘淹没了她所有的悲伤和回忆，她把所有的爱都给了儿子。




He became the idol, the one thought of the three beings who surrounded him, and he ruled as a despot. A kind of jealousy even arose among his slaves. Jeanne watched with anxiety the great kisses he gave his grandfather after a ride on his knee, and Aunt Lison, neglected by him as she had been by every one else and treated often like a servant by this little tyrant who could scarcely speak as yet, would go to her room and weep as she compared the slight affection he showed her with the kisses he gave his mother and the baron.

他成了围绕在他身边的三个人的偶像、唯一的牵挂。他像一个暴君一样统治着他们。他的奴隶们之间甚至也相互嫉妒着。一看到他骑在外公的膝盖上大口地亲吻外公，让娜心里就不舒服。像其他人一样，这个还不大会说话的小暴君也忽视利松姨妈，而且经常把她当作仆人。利松阿姨一旦觉察到他吻母亲和男爵时流露出一丝感情，再与他对自己的态度一对比，她就跑回房间里哭泣。




Two years passed quietly, and at the beginning of the third winter it was decided that they should go to Rouen to live until spring, and the whole family set out. But on their arrival in the old damp house, that had been shut up for some time, Paul had such a severe attack of bronchitis that his three relatives in despair declared that he could not do without the air of "The Poplars."They took him back there and he got well.

两年静静地过去了，第三年冬天刚开始的时候，她们决定到鲁昂一直住到春天，家里所有人都去了。但是他们的旧宅十分潮湿，且关闭已久，他们一到那里保罗就得了严重的支气管炎。他的三个亲人都绝望地说保罗离开“白杨山庄”是不行的。他们把他带回“白杨山庄”，然后他的病就好了。




Then began a series of quiet, monotonous years. Always around the little one, they went into raptures at everything he did. His mother called him Poulet, and as he could not pronounce the word, he said "Pol," which amused them immensely, and the nickname of "Poulet" stuck to him.

之后，平静而单调的岁月开始了。他们总是围绕着这个小人儿，他所做的每一件事都使他们喜悦。他母亲叫他普莱，他不会发那个音，说成了“保莱”，这给大家带来了很大的乐子，然后他就有了“普莱”这个绰号。




The favorite occupation of his "three mothers," as the baron called his relatives, was to see how much he had grown, and for this purpose they made little notches in the casing of the drawing-room door, showing his progress from month to month. This ladder was called "Poulet's ladder," and was an important affair.

他的“三个妈妈”——男爵说是他的三个亲人——最喜欢做的事情就是测量他长多高了。他们在客厅的门框上做了小标记，表明他每个月的身高增加了多少。这个进度表被叫做“普莱的进度表”，这可是件重要的事情。




A new individual began to play a part in the affairs of the household—the dog "Massacre," who became Paul's inseparable companion.

一个新的成员开始在家庭事务中占有一席之地，就是那只狗——“屠杀”，它成了和保罗形影不离的玩伴。




Rare visits were exchanged with the Brisevilles and the Couteliers. The mayor and the doctor alone were regular visitors. Since the episode of the mother dog and the suspicion Jeanne had entertained of the priest on the occasion of the terrible death of the comtesse and Julien, Jeanne had not entered the church, angry with a divinity that could tolerate such ministers.

他们很少同布里瑟维勒和库特利耶这家人来往。只有市长和医生定期来拜访他们。自从母狗事件后，让娜怀疑神父是杀害伯爵夫人和朱利安的凶手。让娜不再进教堂了，她对神居然能容忍这样的神父感到愤慨。




The church was deserted and the priest came to be looked on as a sorcerer because he had, so they said, driven out an evil spirit from a woman who was possessed, and although fearing him the peasants came to respect him for this occult power as well as for the unimpeachable austerity of his life.

教堂已经荒废了。神父看起来像是一个男巫士，因为像大家说的那样，他曾经从一个被附体的女人身上驱走邪气。虽然农民都害怕他，但是他的这种玄妙的力量和他生活中无可置疑的节俭还能够得到农民的尊重。




When he met Jeanne he never spoke. This condition of affairs distressed Aunt Lison, and when she was alone, quite alone with Paul, she talked to him about God, telling him the wonderful stories of the early history of the world. But when she told him that he must love Him very much, the child would say: "Where is He, auntie?""Up there," she would say, pointing to the sky; "up there, Poulet, but do not say so."She was afraid of the baron.

他遇见让娜从来不说话。利松阿姨对这种状况感到担忧，当她和保罗单独在一起的时候，她跟他讲上帝，给他讲世界早期历史上精彩的故事。但是当她告诉他必须爱上帝的时候，这个小孩子就会问：“阿姨，他在哪里？”“在天上，”她会指着天空说，“普莱，他在天上，但是不要乱说啊。”她害怕男爵。




One day, however, Poulet said to her: "God is everywhere, but He is not in church."He had told his grandfather of his aunt's wonderful revelations.

然而，有一天，普莱对她说：“上帝无处不在，但是上帝不在教堂。”他已经告诉外公姨妈说的那些神秘的启示。




When Paul was twelve years old a great difficulty arose on the subject of his first communion.

当保罗十二岁的时候，他的第一次圣餐遇到了很大的麻烦。




Lison came to Jeanne one morning and told her that the little fellow should no longer be kept without religious instruction and from his religious duties. His mother, troubled and undecided, hesitated, saying that there was time enough. But a month later, as she was returning a call at the Brisevilles’, the comtesse asked her casually if Paul was going to make his first communion that year. Jeanne, unprepared for this, answered, "Yes," and this simple word decided her, and without saying a word to her father, she asked Aunt Lison to take the boy to the catechism class.

一天早上，利松来找让娜，然后告诉她，孩子的宗教教育不能再拖延了，不能不履行他的宗教责任了。他的母亲感到困惑和不确定，犹豫地说还有足够的时间。但是一个月之后，当她回访布里瑟维勒的时候，伯爵夫人顺便问到保罗今年是否要去领他的第一次圣餐。让娜对此毫无准备，回答道：“是的。”简单的一句话就让她下了决心，她也没和父亲打招呼，就让利松阿姨带他去了教理学习班。




All went well for a month, but one day Paul came home with a hoarseness and the following day he coughed. On inquiry his mother learned that the priest had sent him to wait till the lesson was over at the door of the church, where there was a draught, because he had misbehaved. So she kept him at home and taught him herself. But the Abbé Tolbiac, despite Aunt Lison's entreaties, refused to admit him as a communicant on the ground that he was not thoroughly taught.

一个月顺利地度过了，但是有一天保罗回来的时候嗓子哑了，第二天他就开始咳嗽。一打听，他母亲才知道神父让他站在教堂门口直到课程结束。之所以这样惩罚他，是因为他不守规矩。她就把他留在家里，自己教他。尽管利松阿姨哀求，但是托尔比亚克神父拒绝承认他是一个可以领圣餐的人，因为他没有全面接受教育。




The same thing occurred the following year, and the baron angrily swore that the child did not need to believe all that tomfoolery, so it was decided that he should be brought up as a Christian, but not as an active Catholic, and when he came of age he could believe as he pleased.

第二年还是这样，男爵生气地发誓说，他的孩子不需要相信那些愚蠢的言语，所以他决定让他的孩子像基督徒那样被养大，而不是像一个地道的天主教徒，当他长大以后，他喜欢信什么就信什么。




The Brisevilles ceased to call on her and Jeanne was surprised, knowing the punctiliousness of these neighbors in returning calls, but the Marquise de Coutelier haughtily told her the reason. Considering herself, in virtue of her husband's rank and fortune, a sort of queen of the Norman nobility, the marquise ruled as a queen, said what she thought, was gracious or the reverse as occasion demanded, admonishing, restoring to favor, congratulating whenever she saw fit. So when Jeanne came to see her, this lady, after a few chilling remarks, said drily: "Society is divided into two classes: those who believe in God and those who do not believe in Him. The former, even the humblest, are our friends, our equals; the latter are nothing to us.”

布里瑟维勒夫人没有再拜访她，这使让娜感到很奇怪。在回访中，她知道这些邻居是谨慎小心的人，但是库特利耶侯爵夫人傲慢地告诉了她原因。由于她丈夫的地位和财产，她把自己看作是诺曼贵族中的女王。侯爵夫人像女王一样占据统治地位，想什么就说什么，依情况而定，有时候很大方，有时候又毫不留情。在她觉得合适的时候她会教训，会给予支持，也会夸奖。当让娜去见她的时候，这个女人说了一些冷冰冰的话，接着带着讽刺的口吻说：“社会分为两个阶层：信天主和不信天主的。对于前者来说，即使是最贫苦的人也是我们的朋友，和我们是平等的；后者对我们来说什么也不是。”




Jeanne, perceiving the insinuation, replied: "But may one not believe in God without going to church?"

让娜觉得这话是故意说给她听的，就反驳说：“难道一个人不去教堂就是不相信天主吗？”




"No, madame," answered the marquise. "The faithful go to worship God in His church, just as one goes to see people in their homes."

“是的，夫人，”侯爵夫人回答道，“信徒到教堂去向天主祈祷，就像一个人回家看他的家人一样。”




Jeanne, hurt, replied: "God is everywhere, madame. As for me, who believes from the bottom of my heart in His goodness, I no longer feel His presence when certain priests come between Him and me."

让娜很受伤，她反驳说：“夫人，天主无处不在。对于我来说，我从心底里相信天主的仁慈，但是当某些神父挡在我和天主之间时，我倒感觉不到他的存在了。”




The marquise rose. "The priest is the standard bearer of the Church, madame. Whoever does not follow the standard is opposed to Him and opposed to us."

侯爵夫人站起来。“夫人，神父是教会标准的传递者。不服从标准的人就是反对天主，也就是反对我们。”




Jeanne had risen in her turn and said, trembling: "You believe, madame, in a partisan God. I believe in the God of upright people."She bowed and took her leave.

这次让娜站起来，颤抖地说：“夫人，您信的是某一派的天主。而我信的是正直的人的天主。”她鞠了个躬就走了。




The peasants also blamed her among themselves for not having let Poulet make his first communion. They themselves never attended service or took the sacrament unless it might be at Easter, according to the rule ordained by the Church; but for boys it was quite another thing, and they would have all shrunk in horror at the audacity of bringing up a child outside this recognized law, for religion is religion.

农民之间也有人议论，让娜怎么不让普莱领他的第一次圣餐。按照教会的规定，除复活节之外，他们从不做弥撒，也不参加圣礼。但是对于男孩子而言，这又是另外一回事，没有人敢违背这条公认的戒律来教养一个孩子，因为宗教毕竟是宗教。




She saw how they felt and was indignant at heart at all these discriminations, all these compromises with conscience, this general fear of everything, the real cowardice of all hearts and the mask of respectability assumed in public.

她明白他们是怎么想的，她心里对所有这些歧视，这些违背良心的话，对于这些人对所有事情的恐惧，内心真正的胆怯，以及在公众面前伪装的体面，感到很气愤。




The baron took charge of Paul's studies and made him study Latin, his mother merely saying: "Above all things, do not get over tired."

男爵负责保罗的学习，教他学拉丁语，他的母亲只是说：“重要的是不要让他累着了。”




As soon as the boy was at liberty he went down to work in the garden with his mother and his aunt.

孩子只要一下课，就下楼到花园里和他的妈妈和阿姨一起工作。




He now loved to dig in the ground, and all three planted young trees in the spring, sowed seed and watched it growing with the deepest interest, pruned branches and cut flowers for bouquets.

现在他喜欢在地上挖洞，他们三人在春天的时候种小树，播种，然后带着最浓厚的兴趣观察它的成长、修剪树枝、剪一些花枝来扎花束。




Poulet was almost fifteen, but was a mere child in intelligence, ignorant, silly, suppressed between petticoat government and this kind old man who belonged to another century.

普莱都快十五岁了，但他还是一个傻里傻气、无知幼稚且不懂事的孩子，他被压制在女性的管理和属于另外一个世纪的老人的管理之间。




One evening the baron spoke of college, and Jeanne at once began to sob. Aunt Lison timidly remained in a dark corner.

一天晚上，男爵提起上学的事，让娜立马就开始啜泣。利松阿姨胆怯地一直躲在黑暗的角落。




"Why does he need to know so much?" asked his mother. "We will make a gentleman farmer of him. He can cultivate his land, as many of the nobility do. He will live and grow old happily in this house, where we have lived before him and where we shall die. What more can one do?"

“他为什么要学那么多知识呢？”他母亲问，“我们会使他成为一个乡绅。他能自己种地，就像其他贵族那样。他将快乐地在这个房子里生活，一直到老，我们一直和他一起住在这所房子里，我们也会死在这所房子里。难道这些还不够吗？”




But the baron shook his head. "What would you say to him if he should say to you when he is twenty-five: 'I amount to nothing, I know nothing, all through your fault, the fault of your maternal selfishness. I feel that I am incapable of working, of making something of myself, and yet I was not intended for a secluded, simple life, lonely enough to kill one, to which I have been condemned by your shortsighted affection.'”

但是男爵摇了摇头。“当他二十五岁的时候，如果他对你们说，‘我什么都不是，什么也不知道，全都是你们的错，是你母性的自私造成的。我觉得我没有工作能力，也不能独立做事，但是我不想过孤独而简单的生活，孤独到能杀了我，都是你们浅薄的疼爱害了我’，你们要怎么跟他交代？”




She was weeping and said entreatingly: "Tell me, Poulet, you will not reproach me for having loved you too well?"And the big boy, in surprise, promised that he never would. "Swear it," she said. "Yes, mamma.""You want to stay here, don't you?”"Yes, mamma."

她哭着央求她的儿子：“告诉我，普莱，你以后不会怪我这么疼你？”这个大男孩很吃惊，保证他永远不会怪她。“你发誓。”她说。“我保证，妈妈。”“你想呆在这里，不是吗？”“是的，妈妈。”




Then the baron spoke up loud and decidedly: "Jeanne, you have no right to make disposition of this life. What you are doing is cowardly and almost criminal; you are sacrificing your child to your own private happiness."

然后男爵大声而坚决地说：“让娜，你没有权利决定他的人生。你现在做的是没出息的事，也几乎是罪恶的。你为了你个人的幸福牺牲了你的孩子。”




She hid her face in her hands, sobbing convulsively, and stammered out amid her tears: "I have been so unhappy—so unhappy! Now, just as I am living peacefully with him, they want to take him away from me. What will become of me now—all by myself?”Her father rose and, sitting down beside her, put his arms round her. "And how about me, Jeanne?"

她用手挡着她的脸，呜咽地抽泣着，结结巴巴地哭着说：“我很不开心——很不开心！现在，他和我很平静地生活在一起，他们却要把他从我身边带走。现在我该怎么办——我自己一个人？”他的父亲站起来，坐在她的身边，抱着她。“还有我呢，让娜。”




She put her arms suddenly round his neck, gave him a hearty kiss and with her voice full of tears, she said: "Yes, you are right perhaps, little father. I was foolish, but I have suffered so much. I am quite willing he should go to college."

她突然搂着他的脖子，激动地吻他，泣不成声地说：“是的，也许你是对的，爸爸。我过去太愚蠢了，但是我经受了太多的痛苦。我非常乐意他去上学。”




And without knowing exactly what they were going to do with him, Poulet in his turn began to weep.

普莱不是十分清楚他们要他做什么，也开始哭泣了。




Then the three mothers began to kiss him and pet him and encourage him. When they retired to their rooms it was with a weight at their hearts, and they all wept, even the baron, who had restrained himself up to that.

然后这三个母亲都来亲吻他、宠爱他和鼓励他。当他们心情沉重地回到各自的房间时，都哭了，甚至连坚持让普莱上学的男爵也不例外。




It was decided that when the term began to put the young boy to school at Havre, and during the summer he was petted more than ever; his mother sighed often as she thought of the separation. She prepared his wardrobe as if he were going to undertake a ten years' voyage. One October morning, after a sleepless night, the two women and the baron got into the carriage with him and set out on their journey.

他们决定在学期开学的时候送普莱到阿夫尔去上学。这个暑假他受到了前所未有的宠爱，他的母亲一想到要分开就经常叹气。她给他准备好衣物，好像他要开始一次十年的旅行似的。十月的一个早上，一个不眠之夜后，这两个女人和男爵陪他一起上了车，开始他们的旅程。




They had previously selected his place in the dormitory and his desk in the school room. Jeanne, aided by Aunt Lison, spent the whole day in arranging his clothes in his little wardrobe. As it did not hold a quarter of what they had brought, she went to look for the superintendent to ask for another. The treasurer was called, but he pointed out that all that amount of clothing would only be in the way and would never be needed, and he refused, on behalf of the directors, to let her have another chest of drawers. Jeanne, much annoyed, decided to hire a room in a small neighboring hotel, begging the proprietor to go himself and take Poulet whatever he required as soon as the boy asked for it.

他们先在宿舍里为他选了一个床位，又在教室里选了一个座位。利松阿姨花了一整天的时间帮让娜把他的衣服整理到这个小衣柜里。由于衣柜连他们所带衣物的四分之一都放不下，她去找校长再要一个衣柜。管理员被叫来了，但是他说这么多的衣服会碍事，没有必要，他代表校长拒绝给她另外的柜子。让娜很生气，决定在附近的一个小旅馆里租一个房间，并请求旅馆主人，普莱需要什么就尽快亲自给他送去。




They then took a walk on the pier to look at the ships coming and going. They went into a restaurant to dine, but they were none of them able to eat, and looked at one another with moistened eyes as the dishes were brought on and taken away almost untouched.

然后他们到码头上去散步，看看那些来来去去的船只。他们到一个餐馆里吃饭，但是他们都吃不下，眼里含着泪花相互望着，一盘盘端上来的菜几乎被原封不动地端回去了。




They now returned slowly toward the school. Boys of all ages were arriving from all quarters, accompanied by their families or by servants. Many of them were crying.

现在他们慢慢地往学校返。不同年龄的男孩子正由他们的家人或仆人陪着，从四面八方赶来。他们中的很多人都在哭。




Jeanne held Poulet in a long embrace, while Aunt Lison remained in the background, her face hidden in her handkerchief. The baron, however, who was becoming affected, cut short the adieus by dragging his daughter away. They got into the carriage and went back through the darkness to "The Poplars," the silence being broken by an occasional sob.

让娜抱着普莱好久，而利松阿姨一直在后面站着，用手绢遮着脸。然而，动情的男爵拉开了女儿，告别到此结束。他们上了车，顶着夜色回到“白杨山庄”，这种安静被一阵突如其来的哭泣打破了。




Jeanne wept all the following day and on the day after drove to Havre in the phaeton. Poulet seemed to have become reconciled to the separation. For the first time in his life he now had playmates, and in his anxiety to join them he could scarcely sit still on his chair when his mother called. She continued her visits to him every other day and called to take him home on Sundays. Not knowing what to do with herself while school was in session until recreation time, she would remain sitting in the reception room, not having the strength or the courage to go very far from the school. The superintendent sent to ask her to come to his office and begged her not to come so frequently. She paid no attention to his request. He therefore informed her that if she continued to prevent her son from taking his recreation at the usual hours, obliging him to work without a change of occupation, they would be forced to send him back home again, and the baron was also notified to the same effect. She was consequently watched like a prisoner at "The Poplars."

让娜第二天仍在哭泣，第三天她乘车子又去了阿夫尔。普莱好像已经适应了这种分离。现在他一生中第一次有了玩伴。因为着急去玩，当他妈妈叫他的时候，他在椅子上根本坐不住。她继续每隔两天就去看他一次，周末就把他接回家。学校上课的时候她不知道做什么。她没有力气和勇气走得离学校太远，一直坐在接待室里等到课间休息。校长派人把她叫到他的办公室，拜托她不要来得这么频繁。她对他的要求置之不理。因此他警告她，如果她继续阻止她儿子参加正常时间的娱乐，迫使他上学时没有时间休息的话，他们将不得不把他送回家去，男爵也受到了同样的警告。结果，她在“白杨山庄”被当作囚犯一样看管着。




She became restless and worried and would ramble about for whole days in the country, accompanied only by Massacre, dreaming as she walked along. Sometimes she would remain seated for a whole afternoon, looking out at the sea from the top of the cliff; at other times she would go down to Yport through the wood, going over the ground of her former walks, the memory of which haunted her. How long ago-how long ago it was-the time when she had gone over these same paths as a young girl, carried away by her dreams.

她变得不安和焦虑，会整天在村子里游走，只有“屠杀”陪着她。她一边散步一边空想。有时候，整个下午她都一直坐着，在悬崖的顶端看大海；有时她穿过树林下坡到伊波尔，重温萦绕在她记忆中的故地。那是很久很久以前了，当她怀揣着梦想在这同一条路上散步的时候，还是一个年轻的小姑娘。




Poulet was not very industrious at school; he was kept two years in the fourth form. The third year's work was only tolerable and he had to begin the second over again, so that he was in rhetoric when he was twenty.

普莱在学校学习不是很用功，他四年级上了两年。三年级勉强及格，二年级又读了一年，所以当他上修辞班的时候已经二十了。




He was now a big, fair young man, with downy whiskers and a faint sign of a mustache. He now came home to "The Poplars" every Sunday, riding over in a couple of hours, his mother, Aunt Lison and the baron starting out early to go and meet him.

他现在已经是一个高大帅气的年轻男子了，双颊和上嘴唇都微微长了胡子。他现在每个周末都回到“白杨山庄”，骑几个小时的马到家。他母亲、利松阿姨和男爵早早地出发去接他。




Although he was a head taller than his mother, she always treated him as though he were a child, and when he returned to school in the evening she would charge him anxiously not to go too fast and to think of his poor mother, who would break her heart if anything happened to him.

尽管现在他比他母亲高一头，她仍然把他当成小孩子一样对待。每当他夜晚要返回学校的时候，她会焦虑地交代他不要骑马骑得太快，要想想你可怜的母亲，如果他有个三长两短她会心碎的。




One Saturday morning she received a letter from Paul, saying that he would not be home on the following day because some friends had arranged an excursion and had invited him. She was tormented with anxiety all day Sunday, as though she dreaded some misfortune, and on Thursday, as she could endure it no longer, she set out for Havre.

一个周六的早上她收到了保罗的来信，信中说他周日不回家了，因为一些朋友组织了一个短途旅行，也邀请了他。周日一整天她都被焦虑折磨着，好像是担心什么不幸的事情一样。周四的时候她实在是受不了了，就动身去了阿夫尔。




He seemed to be changed, though she could not have told in what manner. He appeared excited and his voice seemed deeper. And suddenly, as though it were the most natural thing in the world, he said: "I say, mother, as long as you have come to-day, I want to tell you that I will not be at 'The Poplars' next Sunday, for we are going to have another excursion.”

虽然她也说不上他哪里不一样，但是他看起来变了。他看起来很兴奋，声音听起来更加浑厚了。突然，好像那是世界上最自然的事一样，他说：“我说，妈妈，刚好今天你来了，我想告诉你我下个周末不回‘白杨山庄’了，因为我们还要有一个短途旅行。”




She was amazed, smothering, as if he had announced his departure for America. At last, recovering herself, she said: "Oh, Poulet, what is the matter with you? Tell me what is going on."

她很吃惊，嗓子也哽咽了，就好像他宣布要到新大陆一样。最后，她恢复了平静，说道：“噢，普莱，到底是怎么回事？告诉我发生了什么事。”




He began to laugh, and kissing her, replied: "Why, nothing, nothing, mamma. I am going to have a good time with my friends; I am just at that age."

他开始笑着亲吻她，回答她：“为什么会这样说呢，什么事也没有，真的没事，妈妈。我是要和朋友一起去玩，我已经这么大了。”




She had nothing to say, but when she was alone in the carriage all manner of ideas came into her mind. She no longer recognized him, her Poulet, her little Poulet of former days. She felt for the first time that he was grown up, that he no longer belonged to her, that he was going to live his life without troubling himself about the old people. It seemed to her that one day had wrought this change in him. Was it possible that this was her son, her poor little boy who had helped her to replant the lettuce, this great big bearded youth who had a will of his own!

她没什么可说的，但是当她一个人在马车里的时候，她就开始胡思乱想了。她不再认得出他了，她的普莱，她从前的那个小普莱。她第一次感觉到他长大了，他不再属于她了，他将要有他自己的生活，一种不再受到长辈打扰的生活。她觉得他在一天中变成了另外一个人。这个有着自己的想法、长胡子的大男孩怎么可能是从前那个帮她移植生菜的、她可怜的小男孩呢。




For three months Paul came home only occasionally, and always seemed impatient to get away again, trying to steal off an hour earlier each evening. Jeanne was alarmed, but the baron consoled her, saying: "Let him alone; the boy is twenty years old."

三个月来，保罗只是偶尔回家，而且好像总是急着要走，每晚巴不得早走一个小时。让娜察觉到了这些，但是男爵一直劝她说：“由他去吧，他都已经二十了。”




One morning, however, an old man, poorly dressed, inquired in German-French for "Madame la Vicomtesse," and after many ceremonious bows, he drew from his pocket a dilapidated pocketbook, saying: "Che un betit bapier bour fous," and unfolding as he handed it to her a piece of greasy paper. She read and reread it, looked at the Jew, read it over again and asked: "What does it mean?"

然而，一天早上，一个衣衫褴褛的老头，操着一口德国腔的法国话，请求见“子爵夫人”。在行了一些恭敬的礼节之后，他从口袋里拿出一个破旧的本子，说道：“这是给你的纸条。”他递给她一张打开了的油腻腻的纸。她看了一遍，又看了一遍，看着这个犹太人，又看了一遍，然后问道：“这是什么意思？”




He obsequiously explained: "I will tell you. Your son needed a little money, and as I knew that you are a good mother, I lent him a trifle to help him out."

他谄媚地说道：“让我来告诉你吧。你的儿子当时需要点钱用，因为我知道你是一个善良的母亲，所以就借给了他一点帮他摆脱困境。”




Jeanne was trembling. "But why did he not ask me?"The Jew explained at length that it was a question of a debt that must be paid before noon the following day; that Paul not being of age, no one would have lent him anything, and that his "honor would have been compromised" without this little service that he had rendered the young man.

让娜颤抖着说：“但是他为什么不自己来跟我要？”犹太人详细解释说，这是一笔赌债，要在第二天中午前还清，但是保罗尚未成年，没有人愿意把钱借给他，他还说要不是他帮了个小忙，保罗现在就“名誉扫地”了。




Jeanne tried to call the baron, but had not the strength to rise, she was so overcome by emotion. At length she said to the usurer: "Would you have the kindness to ring the bell?"

让娜想叫男爵，但是她太激动了，以至于没有力气站起来。最后她对放高利贷者说：“您能帮我按下门铃么？”




He hesitated, fearing some trap, and then stammered out: "If I am intruding, I will call again."She shook her head in the negative. He then rang, and they waited in silence, sitting opposite each other.

他犹豫了一下，害怕上了圈套，吞吞吐吐地说：“如果我有所冒犯的话，我下次再来拜访。”她摇了摇头表示没有必要。然后他按了门铃，他们对坐着静静地等着。




When the baron came in he understood the situation at once. The note was for fifteen hundred francs. He paid one thousand, saying close to the man's face: "And on no account come back."The other thanked him and went his way.

男爵一进来就知道发生了什么事。借据上写是一千五百法郎。他给了他一千法郎，然后贴着那个人的脸说：“下次不要再来了。”犹太人再三谢过后就走了。




The baron and Jeanne set out at once for Havre. On reaching the college they learned that Paul had not been there for a month. The principal had received four letters signed by Jeanne saying that his pupil was not well and then to tell how he was getting along. Each letter was accompanied by a doctor's certificate. They were, of course, all forged. They were all dumbfounded, and stood there looking at each other.

伯爵和让娜立刻动身到阿夫尔去。他们一到学校，就听说保罗已经有一个月都不在学校了。校长收到了四封让娜签名的信，信上说保罗不舒服，还说了病情的进展情况。每封信还都附有医生的证明。当然，这些都是假的。他们都呆在了那里，相互看着对方。




The principal, very much worried, took them to the commissary of police. Jeanne and her father stayed at a hotel that night. The following day the young man was found in the apartment of a courtesan of the town. His grandfather and mother took him back to "The Poplars" and not a word was exchanged between them during the whole journey.

校长很担心，带他们一起去见高级警官。让娜和她的父亲那晚就住在旅馆里。第二天，这个年轻人在镇上一个私娼家里被找到了。他的外公和母亲把他带回到“白杨山庄”，一路上谁都没有说话。




A week later they discovered that he had contracted fifteen thousand francs' worth of debts within the last three months. His creditors had not come forward at first, knowing that he would soon be of age.

一周以后，他们发现在过去的三个月里，他总共欠了一万五千法郎的债务。他的债主之所以一开始没来，是因为他们知道他马上就成年了。




They entered into no discussion about it, hoping to win him back by gentleness. They gave him dainty food, petted him, spoiled him. It was spring and they hired a boat for him at Yport, in spite of Jeanne's fears, so that he might amuse himself on the water.

他们没有再谈起这件事，希望他们的温和可以使他回头。他们给他好吃的食物，宠他、惯他。春天的时候，尽管让娜很担心，但是他们在伊波尔给他租了个船，以便他可以在水上消遣会儿。




They would not let him have a horse, for fear he should ride to Havre.

他们不让他骑马，担心他再去阿夫尔。




He was there with nothing to do and became irritable and occasionally brutally so. The baron was worried at the discontinuance of his studies. Jeanne, distracted at the idea of a separation, asked herself what they could do with him.

他在那里没什么事情做，变得急躁易怒，有时候也很粗暴。男爵很担心他的学业半途而废。让娜想到要分开就很揪心，她自问他们可以为他做些什么。




One evening he did not come home. They learned that he had gone out in a boat with two sailors. His mother, beside herself with anxiety, went down to Yport without a hat in the dark. Some men were on the beach, waiting for the boat to come in. There was a light on board an incoming boat, but Paul was not on board. He had made them take him to Havre.

一天晚上，他没有回家。他们听说他是和两个水手乘船出去的。他的母亲急得连帽子都没有戴，就连夜赶往伊波尔。一些人在岸边等船过来。过来的一个船上有一点亮光，但是保罗不在船上。他叫人把他送到阿夫尔去了。




The police sought him in vain; he could not be found. The woman with whom he had been found the first time had also disappeared without leaving any trace; her furniture was sold and her rent paid. In Paul's room at "The Poplars" were found two letters from this person, who seemed to be madly in love with him. She spoke of a voyage to England, having, she said, obtained the necessary funds.

警察没有找到他，找不到他了。第一次找到他时和她一起的那个女人也毫无踪迹地消失了。她卖了家具，交了租金。在“白杨山庄”保罗的房间里，找到了两封那个女人的信，这个女人好像是疯狂地爱上了保罗。她提到要去英国，还说必需的资金已经到手。




The three dwellers in the chateau lived silently and drearily, their minds tortured by all kinds of suppositions. Jeanne's hair, which had become gray, now turned perfectly white. She asked in her innocence why fate had thus afflicted her.

庄园里的三个人安静而凄惨地生活着，她们的思想被各种各样的猜测折磨着。让娜变灰了的头发现在已经彻底地变白。她天真地问，为什么命运这样捉弄她。




She received a letter from the Abbé Tolbiac: "Madame, the hand of God is weighing heavily on you. You refused Him your child; He took him from you in His turn to cast him into the hands of a prostitute. Will not you open your eyes at this lesson from Heaven? God's mercy is infinite. Perhaps He may pardon you if you return and fall on your knees before Him. I am His humble servant. I will open to you the door of His dwelling when you come and knock at it.”

她收到一封来自托尔比亚克神父的信：“夫人，天主的手已经开始惩罚你了。你拒绝把你的孩子交给天主，他就把你的儿子从你的手里抢走，送到一个娼妓手上。天主的这一课难道还不足以让你睁开眼睛吗？天主的仁慈是无止境的。如果你回头跪在他的面前，也许他会原谅你。我是他谦卑的仆人。如果你来敲门，我将为你打开他的门。”




She sat a long time with this letter on her lap. Perhaps it was true what the priest said. And all her religious doubts began to torment her conscience. And in her cowardly hesitation, which drives to church the doubting, the sorrowful, she went furtively one evening at twilight to the parsonage, and kneeling at the feet of the thin abbé, begged for absolution.

她把信放在膝上坐了很久。也许神父的话是对的。她所有的有关宗教的质疑都开始折磨她的良心。胆怯和犹豫驱使一些充满疑虑的人和痛苦的人去教会。带着这样的胆怯和犹豫，让娜在一天黄昏的时候，偷偷去了神父家，跪在瘦小的神父面前，祈求宽恕。




He promised her a conditional pardon, as God could not pour down all His favors on a roof that sheltered a man like the baron. "You will soon feel the effects of the divine mercy," he declared.

他答应有条件地宽恕她，因为上帝不能把所有的恩惠都给一个庇护着男爵这种人的家庭。“不久你就会感受到天主神圣的仁慈。”他肯定地说。




Two days later she did, indeed, receive a letter from her son, and in her discouragement and grief she looked upon this as the commencement of the consolation promised her by the abbé. The letter ran:

两天以后，她果然收到儿子的一封来信。身处挫折和痛苦中的她，把这封信看成是神父向她承诺的慰藉的开始。信中写道：




"My Dear Mamma:Do not be uneasy. I am in London, in good health, in very great need of money. We have not a sou left, and we do not have anything to eat some days. The one who is with me, and whom I love with all my heart, has spent all that she had so as not to leave me—five thousand francs—and you see that I am bound in honor to return her this sum in the first place. So I wish you would be kind enough to advance me fifteen thousand francs of papa's fortune, for I shall soon be of age. This will help me out of very serious difficulties.

“亲爱的妈妈：不要不安。我现在在伦敦，身体很健康，就是很需要钱。我们现在一分钱都没有了，我们已经很久没有东西吃了。和我在一起的那个人，我打心眼儿里喜欢她，她为了不离开我，已经花掉了她全部的五千法郎。您知道，我从道义上首先一定要还清这笔钱。所以我希望您能体谅我，从爸爸的遗产中先拿给我一万五千法郎，因为我马上就成年了。这将帮助我度过一个大难关。




"Good-by, my dear mamma. I embrace you with all my heart, and also grandfather and Aunt Lison. I hope to see you soon.

“再见，我亲爱的妈妈。我用我的整颗心拥抱您，还有外公和利松阿姨。我希望很快见到你们。




"Your son,

“您的儿子，




"Vicomte Paul de Lamare."

“保罗·德拉马尔子爵。”




He had written to her! He had not forgotten her then. She did not care anything about his asking for money! She would send him some as long as he had none. What did money matter? He had written to her! And she ran, weeping for joy, to show this letter to the baron. Aunt Lison was called and read over word by word this paper that told of him. They discussed each sentence.

他给她写信了！他没有忘记她。她不在乎他只是要钱！只要他没有钱了，她就会寄给他一些。钱算得了什么？关键是他给她写信了！她跑着，高兴地哭了，把信拿给男爵看。利松阿姨被叫来，逐字阅读他在信中所写的话。他们分析了每一句话。




Jeanne, jumping from the most complete despair to a kind of intoxication of hope, took Paul's part. "He will come back, he will come back as he has written."

让娜从彻底的失望中跳出，陶醉在希望里，一个劲地替保罗说话。“他会回来的，他会回来的，因为他已经写信了。”




The baron, more calm, said: "All the same he left us for that creature, so he must love her better than us, as he did not hesitate about it."

男爵比较平静地说：“那还是一样啊，他当时为了那个女人毫不犹豫地离开我们，所以他爱那个女人胜过爱我们。”




A sudden and frightful pang struck Jeanne's heart, and immediately she was filled with hatred of this woman who had stolen her son from her, an unappeasable, savage hate, the hatred of a jealous mother. Until now all her thoughts had been given to Paul. She scarcely took into consideration that a girl had been the cause of his vagaries. But the baron's words had suddenly brought before her this rival, had revealed her fatal power, and she felt that between herself and this woman a struggle was about to begin, and she also felt that she would rather lose her son than share his affection with another. And all her joy was at an end.

一阵强烈的痛苦袭上让娜的心头，她立刻对那个从她身边偷走她儿子的娼妓充满了仇恨，一种难以平息的、疯狂的仇恨，一种来自一位嫉妒的母亲的恨。直到现在，她所有的心思都花在了保罗身上。她几乎不敢想象，居然是一个娼妓让她的儿子这样反常。但是伯爵的话突然提醒了她，她面对的这个敌人有致命的力量。她觉得一场她和这个娼妓之间的战争就要开始了，她还觉得她宁愿失去她的儿子，也不愿和别人分享他儿子的爱。她所有的喜悦都不见了。




They sent him the fifteen thousand francs and heard nothing more from him for five months.

他们给他寄了一万五千法郎，之后的五个月都没有他的任何消息。




Then a business man came to settle the details of Julien's inheritance. Jeanne and the baron handed over the accounts without any discussion, even giving up the interest that should come to his mother. When Paul came back to Paris he had a hundred and twenty thousand francs. He then wrote four letters in six months, giving his news in concise terms and ending the letters with coldly affectionate expressions. "I am working," he said; "I have obtained a position on the stock exchange. I hope to go and embrace you at 'The Poplars' some day, my dear parents.”

然后一个委托人来处理朱利安的遗产明细。让娜和男爵没有讨论就上交了账目，甚至放弃了应该属于他母亲的利息。保罗返回巴黎的时候，身上只有十二万法郎。然后他在半年里写了四封信，都是简单地说了他的情况，在结尾的时候说几句寒暄的话。“我现在在工作，”他写道，“我在交易所里得到了一个职位。希望有天我可以在“白杨山庄”拥抱你们，我亲爱的亲人们。”




He did not mention his companion, and this silence implied more than if he had filled four pages with news of her. Jeanne, in these cold letters, felt this woman in ambush, the implacable, eternal enemy of mothers, the courtesan.

他没有提他的情妇，但是这种沉默比他四页纸全写她要更能说明问题。让娜在这些冰冷的信中感受到这个潜伏的女人，感受到一个母亲和这个妓女——她永久的敌人之间的对立。




The three lonely beings discussed the best plan to follow in order to rescue Paul, but could decide on nothing. A voyage to Paris? What good would it do?

这三个孤独的老人讨论着挽救保罗的最佳办法，但是也没有商量出个结果来。到巴黎一趟？有什么用呢？




"Let his passion exhaust itself. He will come back then of his own accord," said the baron.

“等他的激情自然而然地退去吧。他自己就会回的。”男爵说。




Some time passed without any further news. But one morning they were terrified at the receipt of a despairing letter:

很长一段时间都没有他的消息。但是一天早上，他们在收到保罗的一封绝望的信之后吓坏了，信中写道：




"My Poor Mamma:I am lost. There is nothing left for me to do but to blow out my brains unless you come to my aid. A speculation that gave every prospect of success has fallen through, and I am eighty-five thousand dollars in debt. I shall be dishonored if I do not pay up—ruined—and it will henceforth be impossible for me to do anything. I am lost. I repeat that I would rather blow out my brains than undergo this disgrace. I should have done so already, probably, but for the encouragement of a woman of whom I never speak to you, and who is my providence.

“我可怜的妈妈：我完了。如果你不帮我，我除了用枪自杀以外别无选择。我做的一项十分有把握的投机生意居然失败了，我现在欠下了八万五千法郎的债。如果我不还清这笔债务，我将名誉扫地，以后什么事也做不了了。我完了。我再说一遍：我宁愿开枪自杀，也不想忍受这种耻辱。但是如果没有那个女人的鼓励，我早就这样做了。我从没对你说过她，她是我的救星。




"I embrace you from the bottom of my heart, my dear mamma-perhaps for the last time. Good-by.

“衷心地拥抱你，我亲爱的妈妈，也许这是最后一次了。再见。




"Paul."

“保罗。”




A package of business papers accompanying the letter gave the details of the failure.

信中附加的商业单据足以说明他生意失败的详情。




The baron answered by return mail that they would see what could be done. Then he set out for Havre to get advice and he mortgaged some property to raise the money which was sent to Paul.

男爵立刻回信说，他们会想办法解决。之后他自己动身到阿夫尔去想办法，他抵押了一部分财产，凑了一些钱寄给了保罗。




The young man wrote three letters full of the most heartfelt thanks and passionate affection, saying he was coming home at once to see his dear parents.

年轻人写了三封信，表达了他深深的感谢和激动，说他会立刻回家见他挚爱的亲人们。




But he did not come.

但是他没有来。




A whole year passed. Jeanne and the baron were about to set out for Paris to try and make a last effort, when they received a line to say that he was in London again, setting an enterprise on foot in connection with steamboats under the name of "Paul de Lamare & Co."He wrote: "This will give me an assured fortune, and perhaps great wealth, and I am risking nothing. You can see at once what a splendid thing it is. When I see you again I shall have a fine position in society. There is nothing but business these days to help you out of difficulties."

整整一年过去了。让娜和男爵正要动身去巴黎，做最后一次努力去劝他的时候，他们收到了一封信说他又去了伦敦，正在创建一个叫保罗·德拉马尔的轮船公司。他写道：“这将给我带来一笔确定的财富，或许还可以大赚一笔，没有任何风险。你们可以立刻看见什么是美好的事情。当我再看见你们的时候，我应该有很好的社会地位了。现在只有经商才能有出路。”




Three months later the steamboat company failed and the manager was being sought for on account of certain irregularities in business methods. Jeanne had a nervous attack that lasted several hours and then she took to her bed.

三个月之后，他的轮船公司破产了，因为一些不合法的经营手段，警察正在搜捕经理。让娜的精神受到了刺激，这种刺激持续了几个小时，然后她就病倒在床上了。




The baron again went to Havre to make inquiries, saw some lawyers, some business men, some solicitors and bailiffs and found that the liabilities of the De Lamare concern were two hundred and thirty-five thousand francs, and he once more mortgaged some property. The chateau of "The Poplars" and the two farms and all that went with them were mortgaged for a large sum.

男爵又到阿夫尔去打听，见了一些律师、商人、法务官和司法长官，他发现德拉马尔公司亏损二十三万五千法郎，他又一次抵押了一些财产。“白杨山庄”庄园和两个农场，以及里面所有的家当合在一起抵押了一大笔钱。




One evening as he was arranging the final details in the office of a business man, he fell over on the floor with a stroke of apoplexy.

一天晚上，正当他在一个商人的办公室里办理最后的手续时，突然中风倒在地上。




A man was sent on horseback to notify Jeanne, but when she arrived he was dead.

他们派人骑马去通知让娜，但是当她赶到时，他已经死了。




She took his body back to "The Poplars," so overcome that her grief was numbness rather than despair.

她把他的尸体带回“白杨山庄”，她的悲痛与其说是绝望，不如说是麻木。




Abbé Tolbiac refused to permit the body to be brought to the church, despite the distracted entreaties of the two women. The baron was interred at twilight without any religious ceremony.

虽然这两个女人百般哀求，但是托尔比亚克神父拒绝答应把男爵的尸体抬进教堂。男爵在黄昏的时候下葬，没有任何的宗教仪式。




Paul learned of the event through one of the men who was settling up his affairs. He was still in hiding in England. He wrote to make excuses for not having come home, saying that he had learned of his grandfather's death too late. "However, now that you have helped me out of my difficulties, my dear mamma, I shall go back to France and hope to embrace you soon."

保罗在一个替他处理事物的人那里听到了这件事情。他还躲在英国。他写信请求他们原谅他没有回家，说他知道外公过世的消息时已经太晚了。“然而，现在你们已经帮我逃离苦海，我亲爱的妈妈，我将回法国，希望可以早日拥抱你。”




Jeanne was so crushed in spirit that she appeared not to understand anything. Toward the end of the winter Aunt Lison, who was now sixty-eight, had an attack of bronchitis that developed into pneumonia, and she died quietly, murmuring with her last breath: "My poor little Jeanne, I will ask God to take pity on you."

让娜的精神有些混乱，她似乎什么也不明白了。冬末的时候，已经六十八的利松阿姨先是得了支气管炎，后来又转成肺病，最后静静地死去。她临死之前对让娜说：“我可怜的小让娜，我会求天主对你发发慈悲。”




Jeanne followed her to the grave, and as the earth fell on her coffin she sank to the ground, wishing that she might die also, so as not to suffer, to think. A strong peasant woman lifted her up and carried her away as if she had been a child.

让娜送利松阿姨到墓地，当泥土落在棺材上把利松埋到地里的时候，她真想自己也死了算了，免得再受罪，再胡思乱想。一个强壮的农民把她像孩子一样抱走。




When she reached the chateau Jeanne, who had spent the last five nights at Aunt Lison's bedside, allowed herself to be put to bed without resistance by this unknown peasant woman, who handled her with gentleness and firmness, and she fell asleep from exhaustion, overcome with weariness and suffering.

到达庄园时，过去五个夜晚都在利松阿姨的床边度过的让娜允许陌生的农妇果断而温柔地把她抱上床，而没有反抗。悲痛和劳累一起压在她身上，她筋疲力尽，睡着了。




She awoke about the middle of the night. A night light was burning on the mantelpiece. A woman was asleep in her easy chair. Who was this woman? She did not recognize her, and leaning over the edge of her bed, she sought to examine her features by the dim light of the wick floating in oil in a tumbler of water.

她大概半夜的时候醒来。壁炉上点着一盏夜灯。一个女人睡在她的安乐椅上。这个女人是谁？她没有认出她，她靠近床边，想要借着灯芯抖动的微光看清这张脸的模样。




It seemed to her that she had seen this face. But when, but where? The woman was sleeping peacefully, her head to one side and her cap on the floor. She might be about forty or forty-five. She was stout, with a high color, squarely built and powerful. Her large hands hung down at either side of the chair. Her hair was turning gray. Jeanne looked at her fixedly, her mind in the disturbed condition of one awaking from a feverish sleep after a great sorrow.

好像她在哪里见过这张脸。可是是什么时候？在哪里呢？这个女人睡得很平静，她的头靠在一边，帽子落在地上。她大约四十或者四十五的样子。她壮壮的，脸色红润，肩膀宽阔，非常有力。她的两只大手在椅子的两边垂着。她的头发已经有些灰白。让娜在经过巨大的悲痛后，从昏沉的睡梦中醒来，思维还不清醒，她盯着这个女人看。




She had certainly seen this face! Was it in former days? Was it of late years? She could not tell, and the idea distressed her, upset her nerves. She rose noiselessly to take another look at the sleeping woman, walking over on tiptoe. It was the woman who had lifted her up in the cemetery and then put her to bed. She remembered this confusedly.

她确实见过这张脸！是在前几天吗？或者是近几年呢？她也说不上来，她想得很痛苦，有点心烦意乱。她轻轻地站起来，掂着脚走过去又看了看这个熟睡的女人。这是那个把她从坟地里抱回来放在床上的女人。她模糊地记起这些。




But had she met her elsewhere at some other time of her life or did she only imagine she recognized her amid the confused recollections of the day before? And how did she come to be there in her room and why?

但她是在这一生的其他时候、在别的地方见过她呢，抑或她只是在想象，想象自己在昨天模糊的记忆中认识她？她是怎么到她的房间来的，为什么要到她的房间来呢？




The woman opened her eyes and, seeing Jeanne, she rose to her feet suddenly. They stood face to face, so close that they touched one another. The stranger said crossly: "What! are you up? You will be ill, getting up at this time of night. Go back to bed!"

这个女人睁开她的眼睛，看见让娜后，突然站起来。她们面对面站得很近，几乎可以碰到对方。这个陌生人生气地说：“怎么！你起来了？晚上这个时候起来你会生病的。快回床上睡觉！”




"Who are you?" asked Jeanne.

“你是谁？”让娜说。




But the woman, opening her arms, picked her up and carried her back to her bed with the strength of a man. And as she laid her down gently and drew the covers over her, she leaned over close to Jeanne and, weeping as she did so, she kissed her passionately on the cheeks, her hair, her eyes, the tears falling on her face as she stammered out: "My poor mistress, Mam'zelle Jeanne, my poor mistress, don't you recognize me?”

但是这个女人张开双臂，把让娜抱起来，使出男人的力气把她抱到床上去。当她轻轻地把她放在床上，给她盖上被子的时候，她弯下身贴近让娜，边哭边激动地亲吻她的脸颊，她的头发，她的眼睛。她的眼泪落在让娜的脸上，她结结巴巴地说：“我可怜的夫人，让娜夫人，我可怜的夫人，您不认得我了吗？”




"Rosalie, my girl!" cried Jeanne, throwing her arms round her neck and hugging her as she kissed her, and they sobbed together, clasped in each other's arms.

“罗莎莉，我的孩子！”让娜哭着说，双手搂着她的脖子，抱着她就像她刚才亲吻她一样亲吻她，她们紧紧拥抱着一起哭泣。




Rosalie was the first to regain her calmness. "Come," she said, "you must be sensible and not catch cold."And she covered her up warm and straightened the pillow under her former mistress' head. The latter continued to sob, trembling all over at the recollections that were awakened in her mind. She finally inquired: "How did you come back, my poor girl?"

罗莎莉先恢复平静。“快点，”她说，“您是个通晓事理的人，不要感冒了。”她把她前女主人的被子盖好，把她的枕头放平。让娜继续哭着，想起以前那些往事，她就开始颤抖。最后，她问她：“我可怜的孩子，你是怎么回来的？”




"Pardi! do you suppose I was going to leave you all alone like that, now?" replied Rosalie.

“什么！您认为我会那样让您一个人孤独吗？”罗莎莉回答。




"Light a candle, so I may see you," said Jeanne. And when the candle was brought to the bedside they looked at each other for some time without speaking a word. Then Jeanne, holding out her hand to her former maid, murmured: "I should not have recognized you, my girl, you have changed greatly; did you know it? But not as much as I have."And Rosalie, looking at this white-haired woman, thin and faded, whom she had left a beautiful and fresh young woman, said: "That is true, you have changed, Madame Jeanne, and more than you should. But remember, however, that we have not seen each other for twenty-five years.”

“点一支蜡烛，这样我才能看清你。”让娜说。当蜡烛放在她的床头时，她们两个互相看着，很长时间都没有说一句话。然后让娜拉着她前女仆的手，低声说：“我已经认不出你了，我的孩子。你变了很多，你知道吗？但是没有我的变化大。”罗莎莉看着这个头发灰白、消瘦而憔悴的女人——她离开她时，她是个清新、美丽的年轻少妇，然后说：“是的，让娜夫人，您变了，⁮变了很多。但是，要知道我们已经二十五年没有见面了。”




They were silent, thinking over the past. At length Jeanne said hesitatingly: "Have you been happy?"

她们静静地想着过去的事情。最后，让娜犹豫地说：“你幸福吗？”




Rosalie, fearful of awakening certain painful souvenirs, stammered out: "Why—yes—yes—madame. I have nothing much to complain of. I have been happier than you have—that is sure. There was only one thing that always weighed on my heart, and that was that I did not stay here—”And she stopped suddenly, sorry she had referred to that unintentionally. But Jeanne replied gently: "How could you help it, my girl? One cannot always do as they wish. You are a widow now, also, are you not?"Then her voice trembled with emotion as she said: "Have you other—other children?”

罗莎莉害怕唤起心中痛苦的回忆，结巴地说：“嗯——是的——是的——夫人。我没有什么可抱怨的。我比你快乐，这是肯定的。只有一件事总是让我难过，就是我没有留在这里……”她突然停下来，很后悔不小心说到了那个话题。但是让娜温柔地回答：“有什么办法呢，我的孩子？一个人不能总是如愿以偿。你现在也是一个寡妇，难道不是吗？”然后她用颤抖的声音说道：“你还有其他的孩子吗？”　




"No, madame."

“没有，夫人。”




"And he—your—your boy—what has become of him? Has he turned out well?”

“那么他——你的——你的孩子——现在怎么样了？他现在还好吧？”




"Yes, madame, he is a good boy and works industriously. He has been married for six months, and he can take my farm now, since I have come back to you."

“是的，夫人，这孩子很好，干活也很勤快。他已经结婚半年了，现在他能接管我的农场，所以我才能回到您身边来。”




Jeanne murmured in a trembling voice: "Then you will never leave me again, my girl?"

让娜颤抖着小声说：“你不会再离开我了吧，我的孩子？”




"No, indeed, madame, I have arranged all that."

“不会，绝对不会，夫人，我一切都安排好了。”




Jeanne, in spite of herself, began to compare their lives, but without any bitterness, for she was now resigned to the unjust cruelty of fate. She said: "And your husband, how did he treat you?"

让娜不禁把她们的生活作了对比，但是并不难受，因为现在她对命运的不公和残酷采取逆来顺受的态度。她说：“那么你的丈夫，他对你好吗？”




"Oh, he was a good man, madame, and not lazy; he knew how to make money. He died of consumption."

“噢，他是个好人，夫人，他很勤快，也很会赚钱。他死于痨病。”




Then Jeanne, sitting up in bed, filled with a longing to know more, said: "Come, tell me everything, my girl, all about your life. It will do me good just now."

然后，让娜在床上坐起来，很想知道更多关于罗莎莉的事情，她说道：“快点告诉我你的一切，我的孩子，告诉我你的生活。现在这对我有很大好处。”




Rosalie, drawing up her chair, began to tell about herself, her home, her people, entering into those minute details dear to country people, describing her yard, laughing at some old recollection that reminded her of good times she had had, and raising her voice by degrees like a farmer's wife accustomed to command. She ended by saying: "Oh, I am well off now. I don't have to worry.”Then she became confused again, and said in a lower tone: "It is to you that I owe it, anyhow; and you know I do not want any wages. No, indeed! No, indeed! And if you will not have it so, I will go."

罗莎莉把椅子拉近了些，开始说她自己，说她的家庭，她的家人，把乡下人喜欢谈的细枝末节都说了。她描述了自己的庭院，嘲笑着那些久远的回忆，这些回忆使她想起过去的美好时光。她的声音逐渐升高，就像是一个习惯了指挥别人的农妇一样。她最后说：“哦，现在我过得很富裕。什么都不用担心。”然后她又变得很困惑，低声说道：“你知道，不管怎么说，都是你给的，所以这次我来是不要工钱的。不要，真的不要！不要，真的不要！如果你要是不答应，我就走了。”




Jeanne replied: "You do not mean that you are going to serve me for nothing?"

让娜回答道：“你的意思不会是说你要白白为我服务吧？”




"Oh, yes, indeed, madame. Money! You give me money! Why, I have almost as much as you. Do you know what is left to you will all your jumble of mortgages and borrowing, and interests unpaid which are mounting up every year? Do you know? No, is it not so? Well, then, I can promise you that you have not even ten thousand francs income. Not ten thousand, do you understand? But I will settle all that for you, and very quickly."

“噢，是的，事实上是的，夫人。钱！您给我钱！为什么？我有的钱几乎和你差不多。你知道除了抵押和借贷，以及每年未付清的利息，你还剩多少钱吗？您知道吗？不知道，是不是？好吧，我敢说你连一万法郎的收入都不到。不足一万，你信吗？但是我会非常迅速地为你安排一切。”




She had begun talking loud again, carried away in her indignation at these interests left unpaid, at this threatening ruin. And as a faint, tender smile passed over the face of her mistress, she cried in a tone of annoyance: "You must not laugh, madame, for without money we are nothing but laborers."

她又开始大声说话，对于这些没有付的利息和破产的威胁，她很生气。她的女主人脸上露出一丝温柔的微笑，她有些生气地喊道：“夫人，你不准笑，因为没有钱我们什么也不是，只是工人。”




Jeanne took hold of her hands and kept them in her own; then she said slowly, still full of the idea that haunted her: "Oh, I have had no luck. Everything has gone against me. Fate has a grudge against my life."

让娜拉过罗莎莉的手握住，然后慢慢地说，脑中仍然萦绕着这个念头：“哦，我运气不好。所有的事情都与我作对。我一生都受到命运的打击。”




But Rosalie shook her head: "You must not say that, madame. You married badly, that's all. One should not marry like that, anyway, without knowing anything about one's intended.”

但是罗莎莉摇摇头说：“你不要这么说，夫人。你的婚姻很糟糕，仅此而已。无论如何，一个人不能像那样，在不知道另一个人的目的是什么的情况下结婚。”




And they went on talking about themselves just as two old friends might have done.

她们像两个老朋友一样继续谈论她们自己。




The sun rose while they were still talking.

太阳升起来了，她们还在继续谈。








Chapter 12A New Home

第十二章一个新家




In a week's time Rosalie had taken absolute control of everything and everyone in the chateau. Jeanne was quite resigned and obeyed passively. Weak and dragging her feet as she walked, as little mother had formerly done, she went out walking leaning on Rosalie's arm, the latter lecturing her and consoling her with abrupt and tender words as they walked slowly along, treating her mistress as though she were a sick child.

一周的时间，罗莎莉已经完全掌管了庄园里所有的事和所有的人。让娜事事听从她的安排，一切由她做主。她身体虚弱，走路的时候拖着脚，就像以前她母亲一样，罗莎莉搀着她出去。她们慢慢地走着，罗莎莉用生硬而温柔的话安慰她，对待她的女主人就像对待一个生病的孩子。




They always talked of bygone days, Jeanne with tears in her throat, and Rosalie in the quiet tone of a phlegmatic peasant. The servant kept referring to the subject of unpaid interests; and at last requested Jeanne to give her up all the business papers that Jeanne, in her ignorance of money matters, was hiding from her, out of consideration for her son.

她们总是说起过去的日子，让娜总是喉头哽咽，然而罗莎莉像是一个冷漠的农民一样，语气平静。女仆总是提起没有交的利息这件事，最后她要求让娜把所有的文件契约都交给她管理。让娜对钱财的事一无所知，考虑到儿子，她一直对罗莎莉隐瞒了契约的事情。




After that, for a week, Rosalie went to Fécamp every day to have matters explained to her by a lawyer whom she knew.

之后的一周，罗莎莉每天都到费康去，让一个她认识的律师给她解释这些文件契约的内容。




One evening, after having put her mistress to bed, she sat down by the bedside and said abruptly: "Now that you are settled quietly, madame, we will have a chat."And she told her exactly how matters stood.

一天晚上，服侍她的女主人上床后，她坐在床边突然说道：“现在您安静地躺在床上了，夫人，我想和您谈谈。”接着她把事情一五一十地说给让娜听。




When everything was settled, there would be about seven thousand francs of income left, no more.

所有的账目还清以后，就只剩下七千法郎左右的收入，最多这么多。




"We cannot help it, my girl," said Jeanne. "I feel that I shall not make old bones, and there will be quite enough for me."

“我们也无能为力啊，我的孩子，”让娜说，“我觉得我活不了多大岁数，这些对我来说足够花了。”




But Rosalie was annoyed: "For you, madame, it might be; but M. Paul—will you leave nothing for him?”

但是罗莎莉生气地说：“夫人，这些对你也许已经足够了，可是对于保罗先生呢？你打算什么都不留给他吗？”




Jeanne shuddered. "I beg you not to mention him again. It hurts me too much to think about him."

让娜哆嗦了一下。“求求你以后不要再提他了。想起他来我就很伤心。”




"But I wish to speak about him, because you see you are not brave, Madame Jeanne. He does foolish things. Well! what of it? He will not do so always; and then he will marry and have children. He will need money to bring them up. Pay attention to me: you must sell 'The Poplars.'”

“我就是要提他，让娜夫人，你看你太不勇敢了。他做了愚蠢的事。唉！这有什么关系呢？他不会总是这样，以后他还要娶妻生子。他需要钱去抚养孩子。听我说：你必须把‘白杨山庄’卖掉。”




Jeanne sprang up in a sitting posture. "Sell 'The Poplars'! Do you mean it? Oh, never, never!”

让娜跳起来坐着。“卖掉‘白杨山庄’！你是这个意思吗？噢！这不可能，绝对不可能！”




But Rosalie was not disturbed. "I tell you that you will sell the place, madame, because it must be done."And then she explained her calculations, her plans, her reasons.

但是罗莎莉不慌不忙。“我说要卖掉这个地方，夫人，因为你必须这样做。”然后她说了她的打算、她的计划和她的理由。




Once they had sold "The Poplars" and the two farms belonging to it to a buyer whom she had found, they would keep four farms situated at St. Leonard, which, free of all mortgage, would bring in an income of eight thousand three hundred francs. They would set aside thirteen hundred francs a year for repairs and for the upkeep of the property; there would then remain seven thousand francs, five thousand of which would cover the annual expenditures and the other two thousand would be put away for a rainy day.

一旦她们把“白杨山庄”和两个附带的农场卖给一个她找好的买家，她们可以保留圣莱奥纳尔的四个农场，还清所有的抵押款以后，这四个农场将带来八千三百法郎的收入。她们每年留出一千三百法郎用来修缮和维护庄园，还剩下七千法郎，其中五千用来支付每年的花销，另外两千储存以备急用。




She added: "All the rest has been squandered; there is an end of it. And then I am to keep the key, you understand. As for M. Paul, he will have nothing left, nothing; he would take your last sou from you."

她补充道：“剩下的都已经浪费了，就是这些。以后我保管钥匙，你明白吧。至于保罗先生，他什么也不能得到，一点也不行，否则他会把你最后一分钱都拿走。”




Jeanne, who was weeping silently, murmured:

让娜无声地流着眼泪，喃喃地说：




"But if he has nothing to eat?"

“可是如果他连吃的也没有了呢？”




"He can come and eat with us if he is hungry. There will always be a bed and some stew for him. Do you believe he would have acted as he has done if you had not given him a sou in the first place?"

“如果他饿了，他可以回来和我们一起吃。这里总有他住的，也有他吃的。你觉得，如果你一开始就不给他一分钱，他会做出那些事情来吗？”




"But he was in debt, he would have been disgraced."

“但是他欠了债，他会很丢脸。”




"When you have nothing left, will that prevent him from making fresh debts? You have paid his debts, that is all right; but you will not pay any more; it is I who am telling you this. Now goodnight, madame."

“当你一分钱都没有的时候，这样能阻止他欠新的债务吗？你已经替他还了债务，那就足够了。可是你不能再替他还了，这就是我要对你说的。晚安，夫人。”




And she left the room.

然后她离开了让娜的房间。




Jeanne did not sleep, she was so upset at the idea of selling "The Poplars," of going away, of leaving this house to which all her life was linked.

让娜睡不着，一想到要卖掉“白杨山庄”，要离开这里，这个和她一生紧密联系在一起的地方，她就觉得如此悲伤。




When Rosalie came into the room next morning she said to her: "My poor girl, I never could make up my mind to go away from here."

第二天早上，当罗莎莉来到她的房间时，让娜对她说：“我可怜的孩子，我下不了决心要离开这里。”




But the servant grew angry: "It will have to be, however, madame; the lawyer will soon be here with the man who wants to buy the chateau. Otherwise, in four years you will not have a rap left."

然而女仆一下子就生气了：“一定要这样办，夫人。律师和买主一会儿就会来这里。否则，四年之后你会分文不剩。”




Jeanne was crushed, and repeated: "I could not do it; I never could."

让娜绝望地重复说道：“我不能离开这里，绝对不能。”




An hour later the postman brought her a letter from Paul asking for ten thousand francs. What should she do? At her wit's end, she consulted Rosalie, who threw up her hands, exclaiming: "What was I telling you, madame? Ah! You would have been in a nice fix, both of you, if I had not come back."And Jeanne, bending to her servant's will, wrote as follows to the young man:

一个小时之后，邮差送来一封保罗的信，信上说他要十万法郎。她该怎么办呢？她没有办法了，和罗莎莉商量。罗莎莉很生气，说道：“我之前是怎么和你说的，夫人？唉！如果我不回来，你们会陷入怎样的困境啊。”让娜只好听她女仆的主意，给她的儿子写下了如下内容：




"My Dear Son:I can do nothing more for you. You have ruined me; I am even obliged to sell 'The Poplars.'But never forget that I shall always have a home whenever you want to seek shelter with your old mother, to whom you have caused much suffering. Jeanne.”

“亲爱的儿子：我不能再为你做什么了。你已经毁了我，我甚至被逼得要卖掉‘白杨山庄’了。可是永远不要忘记，只要你想找个栖身的地方，这里永远是你的家，你的老母亲我已经为你遭受了很多苦难。让娜。”




When the notary arrived with M. Jeoffrin, a retired sugar refiner, she received them herself, and invited them to look over the chateau.

当公证人和前糖厂的厂主约弗伦先生一起到来时，让娜亲自接待了他们，并邀请他们参观庄园。




A month later, she signed a deed of sale, and also bought herself a little cottage in the neighborhood of Goderville, on the high road to Montiviliers, in the hamlet of Batteville.

一个月之后，她在售房契约上签字，同时也在戈代维尔附近买了一个小房子。这房子在去蒙蒂维利耶的大路的旁边，坐落在巴特维勒村中。




Then she walked up and down all alone until evening, in little mother's avenue, with a sore heart and troubled mind, bidding distracted and sobbing farewells to the landscape, the trees, the rustic bench under the plane tree, to all those things she knew so well and that seemed to have become part of her vision and her soul, the grove, the mound overlooking the plain, where she had so often sat, and from where she had seen the Comte de Fourville running toward the sea on that terrible day of Julian's death, to an old elm whose upper branches were missing, against which she had often leaned, and to all this familiar garden spot.

然后她带着悲痛、焦虑的心情，独自在母亲的林阴路上散步到晚上。她心烦意乱，哭泣着向这里的风景、这里的树木、梧桐树下粗糙的长椅、她所熟悉的一切告别——这些似乎已经变成了她幻想和灵魂的一部分；向树丛和俯瞰平原的山丘告别——她常常坐在那里，朱利安死的那天，她在那里看到福尔维勒伯爵冲向海边；向那棵她经常靠着的老榆树告别——它上半部分的树枝已经脱落；向这个熟悉的花园里的一切告别。




Rosalie came out and took her by the arm to make her come into the house.

罗莎莉过来挽住她的臂膀，把她拉了回去。




A tall young peasant of twenty-five was waiting outside the door. He greeted her in a friendly manner as if he had known her for some time: "Good-morning, Madame Jeanne. I hope you are well. Mother told me to come and help you move. I would like to know what you are going to take away, seeing that I shall do it from time to time so as not to interfere with my farm work.”

一个二十五岁左右的高个子年轻农民在门外等候。他友好地向让娜问好，好像他们已经认识很久了：“早上好，让娜夫人。您身体还好吧？我母亲让我来帮您搬家。请您告诉我哪些是要搬走的，我有空就来搬，这样也不妨碍我农场的工作。”




It was her maid's son, Julien's son, Paul's brother.

这是她女仆的儿子——朱利安的儿子——保罗的哥哥。




She felt as if her heart stopped beating; and yet she would have liked to embrace this young fellow.

她觉得自己就要窒息了，但是她想抱着这个年轻人。




She looked at him, trying to find some resemblance to her husband or to her son. He was ruddy, vigorous, with fair hair and his mother's blue eyes. And yet he looked like Julien. In what way? How? She could not have told, but there was something like him in the whole makeup of his face.

她看着他，想看他像不像她的丈夫，像不像保罗。他脸色红润，精力充沛，一头金发，还有和他母亲一样的一双蓝眼睛。还有就是看起来像朱利安。什么地方像呢？怎么像了？她也说不清楚，只是觉得整个相貌上和朱利安有些像。




The young man resumed: "If you could show me at once, I should be much obliged."

这个年轻男人继续说：“如果您能马上告诉我，我不胜感激。”




But she had not yet decided what she was going to take with her, as her new home was very small; and she begged him to come back again at the end of the week.

但是她还不能确定她要带走什么东西，因为她的新家很小，她请他在这个礼拜天再过来。




She was now entirely occupied with getting ready to move, which brought a little variety into her very dreary and hopeless life. She went from room to room, picking out the furniture which recalled episodes in her life, old friends, as it were, who have a share in our life and almost of our being, whom we have known since childhood, and to which are linked our happy or sad recollections, dates in our history; silent companions of our sad or sombre hours, who have grown old and become worn at our side, their covers torn in places, their joints shaky, their color faded.

现在她整个人都被搬家的事占据了，这使她乏味无望的生活有了一些变化。她从一个房间走到另一个房间，挑出那些能使她想起往事的家具。像老朋友一样，它们成了我们生命中的一部分，甚至是我们生命的全部，我们从小就和它们在一起，我们快乐、忧伤的记忆和过去的每一天都和它们联系在一起；它们是我们高兴或悲伤时无言的伴侣。如今，它们也老了，边上已经磨损，布罩有好几处都破了，连接处已经松动，颜色也已经褪去。




She selected them, one by one, sometimes hesitating and troubled, as if she were taking some important step, changing her mind every instant, weighing the merits of two easy chairs or of some old writing-desk and an old work table.

她一件一件地挑选，有时犹豫不决，烦恼得好像是在做一个重要的决定。她总是不断地改变自己的决定，权衡着是搬走两把安乐椅好，还是搬走某个旧书桌和一个旧工作台好。




She opened the drawers, sought to recall things; then, when she had said to herself, "Yes, I will take this," the article was taken down into the dining-room.

她打开抽屉，寻找着一些回忆，然后，她自言自语道：“嗯，我要搬走这件。”这件家具就被搬到了楼下餐厅。




She wished to keep all the furniture of her room, her bed, her tapestries, her clock, everything.

她想保留她房间里所有的东西，包括她的床、挂毡和钟表等所有东西。




She took away some of the parlor chairs, those that she had loved as a little child; the fox and the stork, the fox and the crow, the ant and the grasshopper, and the melancholy heron.

她搬走了客厅的几把椅子，那些她从小就喜欢的椅子，上面有狐狸和仙鹤、狐狸和乌鸦、蚂蚁和秋蝉以及忧郁的苍鹭。




Then, while wandering about in all the corners of this dwelling she was going to forsake, she went one day up into the loft, where she was filled with amazement; it was a chaos of articles of every kind, some broken, others tarnished only, others taken up there for no special reason probably, except that they were tired of them or that they had been replaced by others. She saw numberless knick-knacks that she remembered, and that had disappeared suddenly, trifles that she had handled, those old little insignificant articles that she had seen every day without noticing, but which now, discovered in this loft, assumed an importance as of forgotten relics, of friends that she had found again.

一天，当她在这个她将要离开的住处的各个角落徘徊时，她来到了阁楼上，那里让她大吃一惊：有各种各样乱七八糟的物件，一些坏了，一些只是失去了光泽，还有一些没有什么特别的原因就被放在了那里，也许只是他们厌倦了，于是就替换掉它们了吧。她看到无数个她记得的小摆设，有些突然间不见的，也有一些她曾经用过的小玩意。那些无价值的老物件，她几乎天天看见却没有注意到，但是现在却在阁楼上发现了，它们像是一些被遗忘的纪念物和重逢的朋友一样重要。




She went from one to the other of them with a little pang, saying: "Why, it was I who broke that china cup a few evenings before my wedding. Ah! there is mother's little lantern and a cane that little father broke in trying to open the gate when the wood was swollen with the rain.”

她带着一丝剧痛看着一件又一件东西，说：“瞧，这是我结婚的前几天晚上打破的一个瓷杯。啊！那是母亲的小灯笼，和那把父亲打开被雨水泡胀的木门时弄坏的拐杖。”




There were also a number of things that she did not remember that had belonged to her grandparents or to their parents, dusty things that appeared to be exiled in a period that is not their own, and that looked sad at their abandonment, and whose history, whose experiences no one knows, for they never saw those who chose them, bought them, owned them, and loved them; never knew the hands that had touched them familiarly, and the eyes that looked at them with delight.

有很多属于她祖父母、她父母的东西，她都记不清了，这些东西满是灰尘，因为过时而被遗弃，放在这里看上去很凄凉。它们的经历无人知道，因为他们从来没有见过有人选择它们、买它们、拥有它们并爱它们，也没有人知道谁熟练使用过这些东西，谁欣赏过它们。




Jeanne examined carefully three-legged chairs to see if they recalled any memories, a copper warming pan, a damaged foot stove that she thought she remembered, and a number of housekeeping utensils unfit for use.

让娜仔细检查了这些三条腿的椅子，看看是否能找到一些回忆；还有铜炭炉、坏掉一只脚的火炉——她觉得自己还记得这个，以及很多不适合使用的家庭用具。




She then put together all the things she wished to take, and going downstairs, sent Rosalie up to get them. The servant indignantly refused to bring down "that rubbish."But Jeanne, who had not much will left, held her own this time, and had to be obeyed.

然后她把她想带走的东西放在一起，到楼下去，让罗莎莉上去搬。女仆愤怒地拒绝了，不肯把这些“垃圾”搬下来。但是让娜——已经不剩下多少意志力了——这次坚持自己的决定，罗莎莉也只好服从。




One morning the young farmer, Julien's son, Denis Lecoq, came with his wagon for the first load. Rosalie went back with him in order to superintend the unloading and placing of furniture where it was to stand.

一天早上，那个年轻的农民，朱利安的儿子——德尼·勒科克架着他的马车来进行第一次搬运。为了照看卸下的东西，并把这些东西适当地安置好，罗莎莉跟着去了。




Rosalie had come back and was waiting for Jeanne, who had been out on the cliff. She was enchanted with the new house, declaring it was much more cheerful than this old box of a building, which was not even on the side of the road.

罗莎莉回来了，她等着让娜，让娜去了悬崖那儿。她很喜欢这个新房子，说这比老盒子似的山庄好多了，山庄甚至不在大路边上。




Jeanne wept all the evening.

让娜哭了整整一晚。




Ever since they heard that the chateau was sold, the farmers were not more civil to her than necessary, calling her among themselves "the crazy woman," without knowing exactly why, but doubtless because they guessed with their animal instinct at her morbid and increasing sentimentality, at all the disturbance of her poor mind that had undergone so much sorrow.

当农民们听说让娜卖掉了那个山庄后，除了必要的礼貌之外，对她就不再像从前那样谦恭了，他们不知道她为什么要卖掉它，私底下都叫她“疯婆娘”。但毫无疑问，这是因为生物的本能使他们觉得，让娜的病态和多愁善感越来越严重了，一连串伤心的事情使她可怜的心智已经失去了常态。




The night before they left she chanced to go into the stable. A growl made her start. It was Massacre, whom she had hardly thought of for months. Blind and paralyzed, having reached a great age for an animal, he existed in a straw bed, taken care of by Ludivine, who never forgot him. She took him in her arms, kissed him, and carried him into the house. As big as a barrel, he could scarcely carry himself along on his stiff legs, and he barked like the wooden dogs that one gives to children.

在她们离开前的晚上，她偶然去了马房。一声狗叫吓了她一跳。原来是屠杀，她已经好几个月没想起它了。它眼睛瞎了，身子瘫痪了，年龄也超出了一个动物的正常年龄。它睡在一个草床上，由从来没有忘记过它的吕迪芬照顾着。她把它抱起来，亲吻着，然后把它带到家里。它肥得像一个桶，几乎不能用它僵硬的腿走路，叫起来像是那种给孩子玩的木狗。




The day of departure finally came. Jeanne had slept in Julien's old room, as hers was dismantled. She got up exhausted and short of breath as if she had been running. The carriage containing the trunks and the rest of the furniture was in the yard ready to start. Another two-wheeled vehicle was to take Jeanne and the servant. Old Simon and Ludivine were to stay until the arrival of a new proprietor, and then to go to some of their relations, Jeanne having provided a little income for them. They had also saved up some money, and being now very old and garrulous, they were not of much use in the house. Marius had long since married and left.

离开的日子终于到了。让娜睡在朱利安的旧房间，因为她房间的东西已经搬走了。她从床上起身的时候浑身乏力，气喘吁吁，好像刚跑过步一样。马车上装满了行李箱，剩下的家具在院子里放着，准备装到马车上。另外一个两轮的马车是供让娜和罗莎莉坐的。老西蒙和吕迪芬留在山庄里，等到新主人来了之后，他们就到自己的亲戚家去，让娜给了他们一些微薄的酬劳。他们自己也攒了一些钱。他们现在老了，而且爱絮叨，对于这个山庄也没有什么价值了。马里于斯早就结婚，离开了山庄。




About eight o'clock it began to rain, a fine icy rain, driven by a light breeze. On the kitchen table, some cups of café au lait were steaming. Jeanne sat down and sipped hers, then rising, she said, "Come along."

八点钟左右的时候开始下雨了，微风带来了一场寒冷的细雨。在厨房的桌子上，几个杯子里的牛奶咖啡冒着热气。让娜坐下来喝了一口她的咖啡，然后站起来说：“走吧。”




She put on her hat and shawl, and while Rosalie was putting on her overshoes, she said in a choking voice: "Do you remember, my girl, how it rained when we left Rouen to come here?"

她戴上帽子和围巾。罗莎莉穿罩靴的时候，让娜哽咽着说：“你还记得吗？孩子，我们从鲁昂到这里来的时候也是下了好大的雨。”




As she said this, she put her two hands to her breast and fell over on her back, unconscious. She remained thus over an hour, apparently dead. Then she opened her eyes and was seized with convulsions accompanied by floods of tears.

说完这句话，她双手捂着胸口，跌倒在地上，失去了知觉。她像是死了一样，这样昏睡着过了一个多小时。然后她睁开眼睛，抽搐着流着眼泪。




When she was a little calmer she was so weak that she could not stand up, and Rosalie, fearing another attack if they delayed their departure, went to look for her son. They took her up and carried her to the carriage, placed her on the wooden bench covered with leather; and the old servant got in beside her, wrapped her up with a big cloak, and holding an umbrella over her head, cried: "Quick, Denis, let us be off."The young man climbed up beside his mother and whipped up the horse, whose jerky pace made the two women bounce about vigorously.

当稍微平静下来时，她虚弱得几乎不能站立。罗莎莉担心如果不出发会再出现这样的情况，就去把她的儿子找来。他们把她扶起来弄到车上，让她坐在铺了皮革的木凳上，老女仆坐在她的身边，用大斗篷裹着她的腿，在她头顶举着一把伞，喊着：“快点，德尼，我们离开这里。”这个年轻人上车坐在他母亲身边，策马前行。马步子不稳，使得两个女人东倒西歪。




As they turned the corner to enter the village, they saw some one stalking along the road; it was Abbé Tolbiac, who seemed to be watching for them to go by. He stopped to let the carriage pass. He was holding up his cassock with one hand, to keep it out of the mud, and his thin legs, encased in black stockings, ended in a pair of enormous muddy shoes.

他们拐角进村子的时候，看见了一个人沿着路徘徊，那是托尔比亚克神父，好像是来监视他们的行程一样。他停下来让马车过去。他用手拉起法衣，避得沾上泥。他的两条细腿穿着黑袜，脚上是沾满泥土的大鞋子。




Jeanne lowered her eyes so as not to meet his glance, and Rosalie, who had heard all about him, flew into a rage. "Peasant! Peasant!" she murmured; and then seizing her son's hand: "Give him a good slash with the whip."

让娜垂下眼睛不与他照面，而罗莎莉知道他做的那些事情，暴跳如雷：“坏蛋！坏蛋！”她低声说，然后抓着他儿子的手说，“狠狠地给他一鞭子。”




But the young man, just as they were passing the priest, made the wheel of the wagon, which was going at full speed, sink into a rut, splashing the abbé with mud from head to foot.

所以这个年轻人在刚好经过神父的时候，把马车的速度加到最大，冲到沟槽里去，泥水从头到脚溅了神父一身。




Rosalie was delighted and turned round to shake her fist at him, while the priest was wiping off the mud with his big handkerchief.

罗莎莉很高兴，转身在他面前挥动拳头，而神父则用大手绢擦他衣服上的泥。




All at once Jeanne exclaimed: "We have forgotten Massacre!"They stopped, and, getting down, Denis ran to fetch the dog, while Rosalie held the reins. He presently reappeared, carrying in his arms the shapeless and crippled animal, which he placed at the feet of the two women.

让娜突然说：“我们忘记带‘屠杀’了！”她们停下来下了车，德尼跑去把狗带回来，罗莎莉则拉着缰绳。一会儿，他抱着这只没了形的跛腿狗回来了，把它放在两个女人的脚边。








Chapter 13Jeanne in Paris

第十三章让娜在巴黎




Two hours later the carriage stopped at a little brick house built in the middle of a lot planted with pear trees at the side of the high road.

两个小时之后，马车停在大路旁一个小砖房前，房子周围种了梨树。




Four trellised arbors covered with honeysuckle and clematis formed the four corners of the garden, which was divided into little beds of vegetables separated by narrow paths bordered with fruit trees.

园子的四个角上分别有一个格架花棚，缠绕着忍冬和铁线莲。园子被分成一块一块的小菜地，菜地之间被小垅隔开，垅边种了果树。




A very high box hedge enclosed the whole property, which was separated by a field from the neighboring farm. There was a blacksmith's shop about a hundred feet further along the road. There were no other houses within three-quarters of a mile.

院子的四周围着很高的黄杨篱，和旁边的农场隔了一块田地。沿着这条路，前面大约一百英尺处是一个铁匠铺。四分之三英里内没有别的房子。




The house commanded a view of the level district of Caux, covered with farms surrounded by their four double rows of tall trees which enclosed the courtyard planted with apple trees.

从房子看出去是科城平原，被农场覆盖着，农场周围是四排双行的、高大的树，这些树围着一个院子，院子里种着苹果树。




As soon as they reached the house, Jeanne wanted to rest; but Rosalie would not allow her to do so for fear she would begin to think of the past.

她们一到新家，让娜就想休息，但是罗莎莉不允许她这样做，因为担心她又想起过去。




The carpenter from Goderville was there, and they began at once to place the furniture that had already arrived while waiting for the last load. This required a good deal of thought and planning.

戈代维尔的木匠已经到了，他们马上开始放置这些已经运到的家具，同时也等着最后一车家具。这需要花很大的心思，做大量计划。




At the end of an hour the wagon appeared at the gate and had to be unloaded in the rain. When night fell the house was in utter disorder, with things piled up anyhow. Jeanne, tired out, fell asleep as soon as she got into bed.

一个小时之后，马车到了门前，他们不得不在雨中卸下这些东西。天黑的时候，家里是彻底地一团糟，东西堆得到处都是。让娜太累了，一躺到床上就睡着了。




She had no time to mourn for some days, as there was so much to be done. She even took a certain pleasure in making her new house look pretty, the thought that her son would come back there haunting her continually. The tapestries from her old room were hung in the dining-room, which also had to serve as a parlor; and she took special pains with one of the two rooms on the first floor, which she thought of as "Poulet's room.”

因为有很多事情要做，所以她好几天都没时间难过。她甚至沉浸在把新家布置得漂亮点的乐趣中，一直都想着她儿子会回来。她把原来房间里的挂毯挂在餐厅里，这个餐厅同时也是一个客厅。她特别布置了二楼两个房间中的一个，那是她心中的“普莱的房间”。




She kept the other room herself, Rosalie sleeping above, next to the loft. The little house, furnished with care, was very pretty, and Jeanne was happy there at first, although she seemed to lack something, but she did not know what.

另外一个房间她自己住，罗莎莉就住在楼上阁楼旁的房间里。经过精心布置以后，这个小房间特别漂亮，一开始让娜很满意，尽管她觉得缺了什么点儿东西，但就是想不起来。




One morning the lawyer's clerk from Fécamp brought her three thousand six hundred francs, the price of the furniture left at "The Poplars," and valued by an upholsterer. She had a little thrill of pleasure at receiving this money, and as soon as the man had gone, she ran to put on her hat, so as to get to Goderville as quickly as possible to send Paul this unexpected sum.

一天早上，律师的办事员从费康给她带来了三千六百法郎，这是“白杨山庄”剩下的家具卖得的钱，是一个家具装饰用品商评估的。她得到这笔钱有一点兴奋。那个办事人员一走，她赶紧戴上帽子，想马上跑到戈代维尔上去给保罗寄这笔意外之财。




But as she was hurrying along the high road she met Rosalie coming from market. The servant suspected something, without at once guessing the facts; and when she discovered them, for Jeanne could hide nothing from her, she placed her basket on the ground that she might get angry with more comfort.

但是当她沿着大路跑的时候，碰见了从市场回来的罗莎莉。女仆没有一下子猜出是什么事情，但是她起了疑心。因为让娜什么事情都瞒不过她的，所以她发现了真相，然后把篮子放在地上，理直气壮地生起气来。




She began to scold with her fists on her hips; then taking hold of her mistress with her right arm and taking her basket in her left, and still fuming, she continued on her way to the house.

她两手握拳，叉着腰，开始责怪她，然后右手挽着她的女主人，左手拿着她的篮子，继续往家走，仍然怒气冲冲的。




As soon as they were in the house the servant asked to have the money handed over to her. Jeanne gave all but six hundred francs, which she held back; but Rosalie soon saw through her tricks, and she was obliged to hand it all over. However, she consented to her sending this amount to the young man.

一到家中，女仆就要求让娜把钱交给她。除了藏起来的六百法郎以外，让娜把剩下的都给了她，但是罗莎莉一下子就看穿了她的小把戏，要她把剩下的也给她。然而，她同意让娜把那钱寄给保罗。




A few days later he wrote: "You have rendered me a great service, my dear mother, for we were in the greatest distress."

几天之后，他来信写道：“你给了我很大的帮助，我亲爱的妈妈，因为我们实在是太困难了。”




Jeanne, however, could not get accustomed to Batteville. It seemed to her as if she could not breathe as she did formerly, that she was more lonely, more deserted, more lost than ever. She went out for a walk, got as far as the hamlet of Verneuil, came back by the Trois-Mares, came home, then suddenly wanted to start out again, as if she had forgotten to go to the very place she intended.

然而，让娜不习惯呆在巴特维尔。就好像她不能像以前那样呼吸，她比以前更孤独，更觉得自己被遗弃了，更加迷茫。她出去散步，一直走到韦纳伊的小村庄，再从三池村返回，然后突然间又想开始走，好像是忘了她想去的地方一样。




And every day she did the same thing without knowing why. But one evening a thought came to her unconsciously which revealed to her the secret of her restlessness. She said as she was sitting down to dinner: "Oh, how I long to see the sea!"

她每天都是这样，也不知道是为什么。但是一天晚上，她不知不觉地产生了个想法，她知道自己为什么这么不安了。她坐下吃晚饭的时候说：“噢，我好想去看看大海啊！”




That was what she had missed so greatly, the sea, her big neighbor for twenty-five years, the sea with its salt air, its rages, its scolding voice, its strong breezes, the sea which she sought from her window at "The Poplars" every morning, whose air she breathed day and night, the sea which she felt close to her, which she had taken to loving unconsciously as she would a person.

她深深思念的就是这个海，和她相伴了二十五年的海，那带有盐味的气息、呼啸奔腾、吹着烈风的海，那是她每天早上在“白杨山庄”透过窗户就可以看到的海啊，她每日每夜地呼吸它的空气，觉得这个海和她很亲近，不知不觉中她已经把海当成了一个她深爱的人了。




Winter was approaching, and Jeanne felt herself overcome by an unconquerable discouragement. It was not one of those acute griefs which seemed to wring the heart, but a dreary, mournful sadness.

冬天就要到了，让娜觉得自己陷入了一种压抑不住的绝望里。这不是一种剧烈的、揪心的悲伤，而是一种沉闷的、哀痛的忧伤。




Nothing roused her. No one paid any attention to her. The high road before her door stretched to right and left with hardly any passers-by. Occasionally a dogcart passed rapidly, driven by a red-faced man, with his blouse puffed out by the wind, making a sort of blue balloon; sometimes a slow-moving wagon, or else two peasants, a man and a woman, who came near, passed by, and disappeared in the distance.

什么都不能使她振作。没有人再注意她了。她家门前的大路向左右延伸，但几乎没什么人经过。有时偶尔会有一辆马车疾驰而过，赶车的人脸红红的，身上的罩衫被风吹得圆鼓鼓的，像是一个蓝色的气球。有时会有一辆缓慢行驶的马车，或者是两个农民，一男一女，越来越近，经过这里，然后消失在远处。




As soon as the grass began to grow again, a young girl in a short skirt passed by the gate every morning with two thin cows who browsed along the side of the road. She came back every evening with the same sleepy face, making a step every ten minutes as she walked behind the animals.

当草又开始生长的时候，每天早晨都有一个穿着短裙子的小女孩带着两头瘦牛从门前经过，牛偶尔啃啃路边的嫩草。每天晚上回来时，她都是同样的一脸倦意，跟在牛后面每十分钟走一步。




Jeanne dreamed every night that she was still at "The Poplars."She seemed to be there with father and little mother, and sometimes even with Aunt Lison. She did over again things forgotten and done with, thought she was supporting Madame Adelaide in her walk along the avenue. And each awakening was attended with tears.

让娜每晚都梦见自己还在“白杨山庄”。她好像是和她的父亲、母亲在一起一样，有时候甚至还会梦到和利松姨妈在一起。她重复做着已经忘记的、以前做过的事情，梦见她搀扶着阿代拉伊德夫人在林阴道上散步。每次醒来都是满脸的泪水。




She thought continually of Paul, wondering what he was doing-how he was-whether he sometimes thought of her. As she walked slowly in the by-roads between the farms, she thought over all these things which tormented her, but above all else, she cherished an intense jealousy of the woman who had stolen her son from her. It was this hatred alone which prevented her from taking any steps, from going to look for him, to see him. It seemed to her that she saw that woman standing on the doorsill asking: "What do you want here, madame?"Her mother's pride revolted at the possibility of such a meeting. And her haughty pride of a good woman whose character is blameless made her all the more indignant at the cowardice of a man subjugated by an unworthy passion.

她不断地想保罗，想知道他在做什么，他怎么样了，他是否有时会想她。当她慢慢地在农场之间的路上散步的时候，她就会反复想这些折磨她的事情，但是最折磨她的，是她强烈地嫉妒那个偷走她儿子心的女人。就是这种仇恨阻止她什么都不做，不去寻找她的儿子，也不去看他。她仿佛看到那个女人站在门口说：“你到这里来干什么呢，夫人？”这样一种场合让她做母亲的尊严无地自容。她是一个性格无可指责的好女人，她骄傲的自尊使她对男人的懦弱更加气愤——他们沉浸在毫无意义的肉欲之中。




When autumn returned with its long rains, its gray sky, its dark clouds, such a weariness of this kind of life came over her that she determined to make a great effort to get her Poulet back; he must have got over his infatuation by this time.

伴着漫长的雨季，秋天到来了，灰色的天空，黑色的云朵。她彻底厌倦了这种生活，决定尽力让她的普莱回来；到现在，他年轻人的那种热情也该过去了吧。




She wrote him an imploring letter:

她给他写了一封哀求信。




"My Dear Child:I am going to entreat you to come back to me. Remember that I am old and delicate, all alone the whole year round except for a servant maid. I am now living in a little house on the main road. It is very lonely, but if you were here all would be different for me. I have only you in the world, and I have not seen you for seven years! You were my life, my dream, my only hope, my one love, and you failed me, you deserted me!

“我亲爱的孩子：我恳求你回到我的身边。你知道我年纪大了，也容易生病，除了一个女仆外，整年都是一个人。我现在住在大路边的一个小房子里。生活非常孤独，但是如果你在这里的话，对我来说一切都会不同。在这个世界上我只有你，可是我已经七年没有见过你了！你是我的生命、我的梦想、我唯一的希望和我唯一的爱，可是你让我失望，你遗弃了我！




"Oh, come back, my little Poulet—come and embrace me. Come back to your old mother, who holds out her despairing arms towards you.

“哦，回家吧，我的小普莱，回来抱抱我。回到你的老母亲身边吧，她伸着她绝望的胳膊等你回来。




"Jeanne."

“让娜。”




He replied a few days later:

几天之后他回信了。




"My Dear Mother:I would ask nothing better than to go and see you, but I have not a penny. Send me some money and I will come. I wanted, in any case, to see you to talk to you about a plan that would make it possible for me to do as you ask.

“亲爱的妈妈：我想说没有什么比回去看您更重要了，但是我没有一分钱了。给我寄点钱我就回去看您。不管怎样，我想见您和您谈谈我的计划，如果我的计划可以实现，我就可以按您的要求做。




"The disinterestedness and love of the one who has been my companion in the dark days through which I have passed can never be forgotten by me. It is not possible for me to remain any longer without publicly recognizing her love and her faithful devotion. She has very pleasing manners, which you would appreciate. She is also educated and reads a good deal. In fact, you cannot understand what she has been to me. I should be a brute if I did not show her my gratitude. I am going, therefore, to ask you to give me your permission to marry her. You will forgive all my follies and we will all live together in your new house.

“我永远不能忘记在我最绝望的日子里，那个无私地爱我的人一直陪在我的身边。我对她的这种无私的爱和忠诚的奉献，现在不能再不公开了。她举止文雅，你肯定会喜欢的。她受过很好的教育，读过很多的书。事实上，你无法理解她对我来说有多重要。如果我不能表示我对她的感激，我就是禽兽不如。所以，我想让您答应我，让我娶她。您会原谅我所有的过错，我们会在您的新家里一起生活。




"If you knew her you would at once give your consent. I can assure you that she is perfect and very distingué. You will love her, I am sure. As for me, I could not live without her.

“如果您了解她，您肯定会马上同意的。我可以向您保证，她是一个完美的、与众不同的女人。我确信您会喜欢她的。至于我，就更不能离开她了。




"I shall expect your reply with impatience, my dear mother, and we both embrace you with all our heart.

“我将急切地等待您的回信，我亲爱的妈妈，我们衷心拥抱您。




"Your son,

“您的儿子，




"Vicomte Paul de Lamare."

“保尔·德拉马尔子爵”




Jeanne was crushed. She remained motionless, the letter on her lap, seeing through the cunning of this girl who had had such a hold on her son for so long, and had not let him come to see her once, biding her time until the despairing old mother could no longer resist the desire to clasp her son in her arms, and would weaken and grant all they asked.

让娜崩溃了。她把信放在腿上，一动也不动。她看透了这个女孩的狡猾之处，她死死地缠着她的儿子这么久不放，不让他见她，直到有一天这位绝望的老母亲再也忍不住想要拥抱自己的儿子，就会软下来答应他们的一切要求。




And grief at Paul's persistent preference for this creature wrung her heart. She said:"He does not love me. He does not love me."

保罗对那个女人固执的宠爱让她心中深感悲伤。她说：“他不爱我。他真的不爱我。”




Rosalie just then entered the room. Jeanne faltered:"He wants to marry her now."

罗莎莉这个时候进来了。让娜结巴地说：“现在他想娶她。”




The maid was startled. "Oh, madame, you will not allow that. M. Paul must not pick up that rubbish."

女仆吓了一跳。“噢，夫人，你千万不要同意。保罗先生不能娶那个婊子。”




And Jeanne, overcome with emotion, but indignant, replied: "Never that, my girl. And as he will not come here, I am going to see him, myself, and we shall see which of us will carry the day."

让娜克制着自己的情绪，愤怒地说：“不会让他们结婚的，我的孩子。如果他不回来，我就亲自去看他，我们倒要看看我和她谁本事大。”




She wrote at once to Paul to prepare him for her visit, and to arrange to meet him elsewhere than in the house inhabited by that baggage.

她立刻写信给保罗，让他准备好接她，并且安排在随便什么地方见他，反正不能是那个女人住的地方。




While awaiting a reply she made her preparations for departure. Rosalie began to pack her mistress' clothes in an old trunk, but as she was folding a dress, one of those she had worn in the country, she exclaimed: "Why, you have nothing to put on your back. I will not allow you to go like that. You would be a disgrace to everyone; and the Parisian ladies would take you for a servant."

然后她一边等保罗的回信，一边准备动身。罗莎莉把她的女主人的衣服都放在一个旧箱子里，但是当她拿出其中一条裙子时——她以前在乡下穿过的那种裙子之一，她嚷道：“天哪，你没有像样的衣服可穿了。我决不允许你这样出门。所有的人都会觉得你很丢脸，巴黎的夫人会把你当成是佣人。”




Jeanne let her have her own way, and the two women went together to Goderville to choose some material, which was given a dressmaker in the village. Then they went to the lawyer, M. Roussel, who spent a fortnight in the capital every year, in order to get some information; for Jeanne had not been in Paris for twenty-eight years.

让娜听从了罗莎莉的话。她们一起到戈代维尔去选布料，交给镇上的裁缝做衣服。然后她们去找律师鲁塞尔先生，因为让娜已经二十八年没有到过巴黎了。鲁赛尔先生为了搜集信息，每年都在首都住两个星期。




He gave them lots of advice on how to avoid being run over, on methods of protecting yourself from thieves, advising her to sew her money up inside the lining of her coat, and to keep in her pocket only what she absolutely needed. He spoke at length about moderate priced restaurants, and mentioned two or three patronized by women, and told them that they might mention his name at the Hotel Normandie.

他给了她们很多建议，如怎样躲避车辆，怎样提防小偷，建议她把钱缝在衣服的里子里，只把必须花的钱放在兜里。最后他说了一些中等价位的餐厅，提到了两三个女士常去的餐厅，并嘱咐他们，到了诺曼底旅馆就说是他介绍的。




Jeanne had never yet seen the railroad, though trains had been running between Paris and Havre for six years, and were revolutionizing the whole country.

虽然巴黎和阿夫尔之间的火车已经通了六年了，整个乡村都在改革，但是让娜还没有见到过这条铁路。




She received no answer from Paul, although she waited a week, then two weeks, going every morning to meet the postman, asking him hesitatingly:"Is there anything for me, Père Malandain?”And the man always replied in his hoarse voice:"Nothing again, my good lady."

虽然她等了一个礼拜、两个礼拜，却都没有收到保罗的回信。她每天早上都去找邮差，不安地问：“佩尔·马朗丹，有我的信吗？”那个邮差总是用他沙哑的声音说：“还是没有，夫人。”




It certainly must be this woman who was keeping Paul from writing.

肯定是那个女人不让保罗回信的。




Jeanne, therefore, determined to set out at once. She wanted to take Rosalie with her, but the maid refused for fear of increasing the expense of the journey. She did not allow her mistress to take more than three hundred francs, saying: "If you need more you can write to me and I will go to the lawyer and ask him to send it to you. If I give you any more, M. Paul will put it in his pocket."

于是，让娜决定立刻动身。她想让罗莎莉和她一起，但是女仆不答应，因为她担心增加旅途的费用。她让她的女主人带的钱不超过三百法郎，说道：“如果你再需要钱，你给我写信，我找律师，让他给你寄去。如果我多给你，就都成了保罗的了。”




One December morning Denis Lecoq came for them in his light wagon and took them to the station. Jeanne wept as she kissed Rosalie good-by, and got into the train. Rosalie was also affected and said: "Good-by, madame, bon voyage, and come back soon!”

十二月的一个早晨，德尼·勒科克赶着轻便的马车把她们送到火车站。当让娜与罗莎莉吻别的时候，让娜哭了，然后上了火车。罗莎莉也哭了，说道：“再见，夫人，一路平安，早点回来！”




"Good-by, my girl.”

“再见，我的孩子。”




A whistle and the train was off, beginning slowly and gradually going with a speed that terrified Jeanne. In her compartment there were two gentlemen leaning back in the two corners of the carriage.

汽笛声响起，火车开动了，开始很慢，但速度逐渐加快，这令让娜感到害怕。在让娜的车厢里，有两个男士靠着车厢的两个角落。




She looked at the country as they swept past, the trees, the farms, the villages, feeling herself carried into a new life, into a new world that was no longer the life of her tranquil youth and of her present monotonous existence.

火车飞驰，让娜看着外面的风景，看着树木、农场、村子，感觉好像她自己将被带到另外一个新的生活中，一个新的世界，不再像她年轻时的生活那样平静，也不像她现在的生活那样单调。




She reached Paris that evening. A commissionaire took her trunk and she followed him in great fear, jostled by the crowd and not knowing how to make her way amid this mass of moving humanity, almost running to keep up with the man for fear of losing sight of him.

当天晚上她就到了巴黎。一个搬运行李的人替他拿箱子，她担心地跟在后面，不习惯在乱哄哄的人群中走来走去，也担心会和搬运夫走散，她几乎就是在他后面跑。




On reaching the hotel she said at the desk: "I was recommended here by M. Roussel."

一到旅馆，她就告诉前台：“我是鲁塞尔先生介绍来的。”




The proprietress, an immense woman with a serious face, who was seated at the desk, inquired:

旅馆的女主人是个大块头，一脸的严肃。她坐在柜台后面，问道：




"Who is he-M. Roussel?”

“谁是鲁塞尔？”




Jeanne replied in amazement: "Why, he is the lawyer at Goderville, who stops here every year."

让娜吃惊地答道：“什么，他是戈代维尔的律师，每年都在这里住啊。”




"That's very possible," said the big woman, "but I do not know him. Do you wish a room?"

“那很有可能，”胖女人说，“但是我不认识他。你要住店吗？”




"Yes, madame."

“是的，夫人。”




A boy took her satchel and led the way upstairs. She felt a pang at her heart. Sitting down at a little table she sent for some luncheon, as she had eaten nothing since daybreak. As she ate, she was thinking sadly of a thousand things, recalling her stay here on the return from her wedding journey, and the first indication of Julien's character betrayed while they were in Paris. But she was young then, and confident and brave. Now she felt old, embarrassed, even timid, weak and disturbed at trifles. When she had finished her luncheon she went over to the window and looked down on the street filled with people. She wished to go out, but was afraid to do so. She would surely get lost. She went to bed, but the noise, the feeling of being in a strange city, kept her awake. About two o'clock in the morning, just as she was dozing off, she heard a woman scream in an adjoining room; she sat up in bed and then she thought she heard a man laugh. As daylight dawned the thought of Paul came to her, and she dressed herself before it was light.

一个男孩拿着她的行李带她上楼。她感觉心里一阵剧痛。她在一个小桌子旁坐下，要了一些午餐，因为天亮之后她就什么也没吃了。吃饭的时候，她想了很多伤心的事情。她想起她度完蜜月之后，就住在这里，朱利安第一次显露真实性格也是在巴黎。但是那时候她还年轻，很自信，也很勇敢。可是现在她老了，很拮据，甚至胆小，虚弱，一点点小事就能击倒她。她吃完午饭之后，走到窗口，看着满是人的街道。她想到外面去，可是又很害怕。她肯定会迷路的。她上床睡觉，但是喧闹声以及在异乡的那种感觉都让她睡不着。快到早上两点钟的时候，她似乎已经睡着了，但是她听到隔壁房间一个女人的尖叫声，她坐起来，然后她又听到了一个男人的笑声。天一亮，对保罗的思念就袭击了她，她在天亮之前穿好了衣服。




Paul lived in the Rue du Sauvage, in the old town. She wanted to go there on foot so as to carry out Rosalie's economical advice. The weather was delightful, the air cold enough to make her skin tingle. People were hurrying along the sidewalks. She walked as fast as she could, according to directions given her, along a street, at the end of which she was to turn to the right and then to the left, when she would come to a square where she must make fresh inquiries. She did not find the square, and went into a baker's to ask her way, and he directed her differently. She started off again, went astray, inquired her way again, and finally got lost completely.

保罗住在旧城区的索瓦热街。她想步行到那里，因为罗莎莉说这样可以省钱。天气很好，寒气令皮肤有些刺痛。人们沿着人行道匆匆走过。她尽可能地按照别人指给她的路走快点。她沿着一条街走，在街道尽头处，朝右拐，然后再朝左拐，当她走到一个广场的时候，她要再重新问路。她没有找到那个广场，就进到一个面包房问路，那个人指给她一条不同的路。她又开始走，迷路的时候就又问路，最后她彻底迷路了。




Half crazy, she now walked at random. She had made up her mind to call a cab, when she caught sight of the Seine. She then walked along the quays.

她快要疯了，现在她漫无目的地走着。她想叫一辆车子，这时她看到了塞纳河。然后她就沿着码头走。




After about an hour she found the Rue Sauvage, a sort of dark alley. She stopped at a door, so overcome that she could not move.

一个小时之后，她终于找到了索瓦热街，那是一条黑暗的巷子。她站在门口，激动得不能走动。




He was there, in that house-Poulet.

普莱就在这个房子里。




She felt her knees and hands trembling; but at last she entered the door, and walking along a passage, saw the janitor's quarters. She said, as she held out a piece of money: "Would you go up and tell M. Paul de Lamare that an old lady, a friend of his mother's, is downstairs, and wishes to see him?”

她的膝盖和手都在颤抖，但是最终她还是进去了，走过了一个长长的走廊，看见了看门人的房子。她递给看门人一些钱，然后说：“你可以到楼上告诉保罗·德拉马尔先生，一个老太太，她母亲的一个朋友在楼下等他，想见见她，好吗？”




"He does not live here any longer, madame," replied the janitor.

“夫人，他不住这儿了。”看门人说。




A shudder went over her. She faltered:

她浑身一阵颤抖。她结巴地说：




"Oh! Where—where is he living now?”

“噢！他——他现在住在哪里？”




"I do not know."

“我不知道。”




She grew dizzy as though she were about to fall over, and stood there for some moments without being able to speak. At length, with a great effort, she collected her senses and murmured:

她感到一阵眩晕，好像要跌倒了，站在那里好一会儿说不出话来。最后，她做了很大的努力才恢复了正常，然后小声说：




"How long is it since he left?"

“他离开这里多长时间了？”




"About two weeks ago. They went off like that, one evening, and never came back. They were in debt everywhere in the neighborhood, so you can understand that they did not care to leave their address."

“两周之前吧。一天晚上他们走了，就再也没有回来。他们把邻居的账欠了一个遍，所以你应该理解，他肯定是不会留下联系地址的。”




Jeanne saw lights before her eyes, flashes of flame, as though a gun had been fired off in front of her eyes. But she had one fixed idea in her mind, and that sustained her, and kept her outwardly calm and rational. She wished to find Poulet and know all about him.

让娜看见眼前闪着火光，就好像是有人在她面前开了一枪。但是她脑中有一个肯定的想法，就是这个想法支撑着她，使她表面上看起来冷静又理智。她想找到普莱，想知道关于他的一切。




"Then he said nothing when he was going away?"

“那么，他离开的时候什么也没说吗？”




"Nothing at all; they ran off to escape their debts, that's all.”

“什么也没说，他们离开是为了躲债，就是这样。”




"But he surely sends someone to get his mail."

“但是他总会让人来给他取信吧。”




"More frequently than I send it. He never got more than ten letters a year. I took one up to them, however, two days before they left."

“一般都是我去取的。他一年也收不到十封信。不过，他们走之前的两天，我给他送了封信。”




That was probably her letter. She said abruptly:"Listen! I am his mother, his own mother, and I have come to look for him. Here are ten francs for you. If you can get any news or any particulars about him, come and see me at the Hotel Normandie, Rue du Havre, and I will pay you well."

那可能是她写的信。她突然说：“你听着！我是她的妈妈，她的亲生母亲，我是来看他的。这十法郎是给你的。如果你有他的消息或者有关他的任何情况，请到阿夫尔路诺曼底旅馆给我送信儿，我会给你很高的报酬的。”




"You may count on me, madame," he replied.

“交给我好了，夫人，”他说。




She left him and began to walk away without caring whither she went. She hurried along as though she were on some important business, knocking up against people with packages, crossing the streets without paying attention to the approaching vehicles, and being sworn at by the drivers, stumbling on the curb of the sidewalk, and tearing along straight ahead in utter despair.

她离开他，离开这里，却没有想过要去哪里。她走得很快，好像有什么重要的事情一样，拎着的包裹碰到路人，穿过马路也没有注意到车子，所以车夫都骂她，她在人行道上跌跌撞撞，绝望地哭着向前走。




All at once she found herself in a garden, and was so tired that she sat down on a bench to rest. She stayed there some time apparently, weeping without being conscious of it, for passersby stopped to look at her. Then she felt very cold, and rose to go on her way; but her legs would scarcely carry her, she was so weak and distressed.

突然她发现自己在一个小花园里，她觉得自己太累了，就坐在花园的长凳上休息。很显然她在那里坐了很久，不觉中流下眼泪，因为路上的行人都停下来看她。她觉得特别冷，然后起身继续走，但是她的双腿不能动，她太累了，太伤心了。




She wanted to go into a restaurant and get a cup of bouillon, but a sort of shame, of fear, of modesty at her grief being observed held her back. She would pause at the door, look in, see all the people sitting at table eating, and would turn away, saying: "I will go into the next one."But she had not the courage.

她想到一个餐馆里去喝一碗肉汤，但是有一点害羞，有一点害怕，也有一点谨慎，担心有人看出自己的悲伤，她止步了。她站在门口，朝里面看，看见了很多的人在桌边坐着吃饭，说：“我还是去下一家吧。”但是她没有勇气。




Finally she went into a bakery and bought a crescent and ate it as she walked along. She was very thirsty, but did not know where to go to get something to drink, so did without it.

最后她走到一家面包店买了一个半月形的面包，边吃边走。她觉得口渴，但是她不知道到哪里找喝的，所以只好忍着。




Presently she found herself in another garden surrounded by arcades. She recognized the Palais Royal. Being tired and warm, she sat down here for an hour or two.

现在她发现自己在另外一个四周都是拱廊的花园里。她认出了那是罗亚尔花园。她又累又热，就在那里歇了一两个小时。




A crowd of people came in, a well-dressed crowd, chatting, smiling, bowing to each other, that happy crowd of beautiful women and wealthy men who live only for dress and amusement. Jeanne felt bewildered in the midst of this brilliant assemblage, and got up to make her escape. But suddenly the thought came to her that she might meet Paul in this place; and she began to wander about, looking into the faces, going and coming incessantly with her quick step from one end of the garden to the other.

一群人进来了，她们穿着讲究，聊着天，互相点头微笑，这群漂亮的女人和富有的男人活着就是为了穿着和取乐。让娜觉得夹在这些富有的人之间不知所措，起身就要走。但是她突然想到自己可能会在这个地方遇见保罗，然后她开始四处游荡，看着这些脸，胆怯而急促地从花园的这头走到那头，寻找保罗。




People turned round to look at her, others laughed as they pointed her out. She noticed it and fled, thinking that they were doubtless amused at her appearance and at her dress of green plaid, selected by Rosalie, and made according to her ideas by the dressmaker at Goderville.

人们都转身看她，其他人都指着她笑。她察觉到了这些就赶紧逃，她觉得她们在取笑她的样子和她的绿花格子连衣裙，那是罗莎莉给她选的，并根据她的想法让戈代维尔的裁缝做的。




She no longer dared even to ask her way of passersby, but at last she ventured to do so and found her way back to the hotel.

她连问路的勇气都没有了，但是最后她还是鼓足勇气问了，然后找到了回旅馆的路。




The following day she went to the police department to ask them to look for her child. They could promise her nothing, but said they would do all they could. She wandered about the streets hoping that she might come across him. And she felt more alone in this bustling crowd, more lost, more wretched than in the lonely country.

第二天她就到警察局让他们找她的儿子。他们不能给她任何承诺，但是他们会尽力的。她在街上游走，希望能遇见他。在熙攘的人群中比在孤寂的乡村里更让她感到加孤单，感到可怜。




That evening when she came back to the hotel she was informed that a man had come to see her from M. Paul, and that he would come back again the following day. Her heart began to beat violently and she never closed her eyes that night. If it should be he! Yes, it assuredly was, although she would not have recognized him from the description they gave her.

那晚当她回到旅馆的时候，有人通知她，一个叫保罗的先生曾经派人来找过她，还说明天还会再来。她心跳加速，那一夜她都没有合眼。说不定那个人就是他。是的，肯定是他，虽然她没有从他们的描述中断定是他。




About nine o'clock the following morning there was a knock at the door. She cried: "Come in!" ready to throw herself into certain outstretched arms. But an unknown person appeared; and while he excused himself for disturbing her, and explained his business, which was to collect a debt of Paul's, she felt the tears beginning to overflow, and wiped them away with her finger before they fell on her cheeks.

大约第二天九点钟的时候，有人敲她的门。她喊道：“进来！”准备伸出双手拥抱他。但那是一个陌生的男人，他先对他的打扰表示歉意，然后说明了来意，他是来讨保罗的债的。她觉得眼泪要流出来了，就在它们流到脸颊之前用手指擦掉。




He had learned of her arrival through the janitor of the Rue Sauvage, and as he could not find the young man, he had come to see his mother. He handed her a paper, which she took without knowing what she was doing and read the figures-ninety francs-which she paid without a word.

他是从索瓦热街的看门人那里听说她来了，因为他找不到那个男人，所以就来找他的母亲。他给她一张纸条，她毫不犹豫地接过来，她看了一眼是九十法郎，就给了他，什么也没说。




She did not go out that day.

那天她都没有出门。




The next day other creditors came. She gave them all that she had left except twenty francs and then wrote to Rosalie to explain matters to her.

第二天另外一个债主来了。除了二十法郎外，她身无分文了，然后写信给罗莎莉解释了这件事。




She passed her days wandering about, waiting for Rosalie's answer, not knowing what to do, how to kill the melancholy, interminable hours, having no one to whom she could say an affectionate word, no one who knew her sorrow. She now longed to return home to her little house at the side of the lonely high road. A few days before she thought she could not live there, she was so overcome with grief, and now she felt that she could never live anywhere else but there where her serious character had been formed.

她在游走中度过了一天，等待罗莎莉的回信。她不知道做什么，怎样摆脱忧郁和无聊、漫长的时间，没有一个可以说真心话的人，没有一个人可以理解她的痛苦。她现在希望回到她坐落在孤独大路边的小房子里。几天之前，她想她不能在那里住了，她悲痛得难以自持。现在反过来了，她觉得那是她唯一可以生活的地方，因为她那沉闷的生活习惯已经在那里扎了根了。




One evening the letter at last came, enclosing two hundred francs. Rosalie wrote:

一天晚上，信终于到了，里面有二百法郎。罗莎莉写到：




"Madame Jeanne:Come back at once, for I shall not send you any more. As for M. Paul, it is I who will go and get him when we know where he is.

“让娜夫人：立刻回来，因为我不会再给你寄钱了。至于保罗先生，如果我们知道他在哪里，我会去把他找回来。




"With respect, your servant,

“致敬，您的女仆。




"Rosalie."

“罗莎莉。”




Jeanne set out for Batteville one very cold, snowy morning.

在一个非常寒冷、下着雪的早晨，让娜动身前往巴特维尔。








Chapter 14Light at Eventide

第十四章黄昏之光




Jeanne never went out now, never stirred about. She rose at the same hour every day, looked out at the weather and then went downstairs and sat before the parlor fire.

从此让娜不再出门，也不肯活动了。她每天在同样的时间起床，看一看天气，然后到楼下坐在起居室的炉火前。




She would remain for days motionless, gazing into the fire, thinking of nothing in particular. It would grow dark before she stirred, except to put a fresh log on the fire. Rosalie would then bring in the lamp and exclaim: "Come, Madame Jeanne, you must stir about or you will have no appetite again this evening."

她会连着几天都不动，盯着炉火，什么都不想。除非是给火添点新的木柴，否则到天黑他都不动一下。然后罗莎莉端着台灯喊道：“快点，让娜夫人，你必须走动一下，要不你晚上又不想吃东西了。”




She lived over the past, haunted by memories of her early life and her wedding journey down yonder in Corsica. Forgotten landscapes in that isle now rose before her in the blaze of the fire, and she recalled all the little details, all the little incidents, the faces she had seen down there. The head of the guide, Jean Ravoli, haunted her, and she sometimes seemed to hear his voice.

她回忆过去，被早年生活的记忆萦绕着，回忆她在科西嘉岛那边的蜜月旅行。已经遗忘的岛上风景，此时在她面前的炉火里显现出来，她想起了所有微小的细节，所有的小事，以及她在那里见过的所有面孔。向导让·腊沃利的面孔时时萦绕在她的脑海中，有时候她似乎还听到了他的声音。




Then she remembered the sweet years of Paul's childhood, when they planted salad together and when she knelt in the thick grass beside Aunt Lison, each trying what they could do to please the child, and her lips murmured: "Poulet, my little Poulet," as though she were talking to him. Stopping at this word, she would try to trace it, letter by letter, in space, sometimes for hours at a time, until she became confused and mixed up the letters and formed other words, and she became so nervous that she was almost crazy.

然后她又想起了保罗小时候的那些甜蜜岁月，她们一起种植生菜，她跪在利松阿姨旁边厚厚的草地上，她们都试图做些什么让孩子高兴。她小声说“普莱，我的小普莱”，好像她在和他说话。她在这个词上停住，试图在空气中一个一个字母拼出它，有时候一次就是几个小时，直到她变得困惑，混淆这些字母而组成其他单词，而且紧张得几乎快疯了。




She had all the peculiarities of those who live a solitary life. The least thing out of its usual place irritated her.

她有那些过独居生活的人的所有怪癖。任何一件小东西挪了个地方都会惹她生气。




Rosalie often obliged her to walk and took her on the high road, but at the end of twenty minutes she declared she could not take another step and sat down on the side of the road.

罗莎莉经常迫使她出去走动走动，把她带到大路上，但是才走了二十分钟的时候，让娜就说她一步也走不动了，就坐在路边。




She soon became averse to all movement and stayed in bed as late as possible. Since her childhood she had retained one custom, that of rising the instant she had drunk her café au lait in the morning. But now she would lie down again and begin to dream, and as she was daily growing more lazy, Rosalie would come and oblige her to get up and almost force her to get dressed.

不久她就不愿做任何的运动，早上在床上尽可能晚点起来。从小她就坚持着一个习惯，就是早上一喝牛奶咖啡就立马起床。但是现在她会又一次躺下，在床上开始幻想。她变得一天比一天懒，罗莎莉过来强迫她起床，几乎是逼迫她穿衣服。




She seemed no longer to have any will power, and each time the maid asked her a question or wanted her advice or opinion she would say: "Do as you think best, my girl."

她看起来好像不再有意志力，每次女仆问她一个问题或者想知道她的建议或观点的时候，她会说：“你想怎么办就怎么办吧，孩子。”




She imagined herself pursued by some persistent ill luck and was like an oriental fatalist, and having seen her dreams all fade away and her hopes crushed, she would sometimes hesitate a whole day or longer before undertaking the simplest thing, for fear she might be on the wrong road and it would turn out badly. She kept repeating:"Talk of bad luck—I have never had any luck in life.”

她觉得她自己做的都是倒霉的事，觉得自己像一个东方宿命论者。她所有的梦想都逐渐消失，希望都一再破灭，有时她会在开始一件小事之前犹豫一整天或者更久，她害怕自己做了错误的决定，事情会变糟。她一直重复说：“说什么坏运气——我这一生就没什么运气。”




Then Rosalie would say:"What would you do if you had to work for your living, if you were obliged to get up every morning at six o'clock to go out to your work? Many people have to do that, nevertheless, and when they grow too old they die of want.”

然后罗莎莉说：“如果你必须为了生活去工作，如果你每天早上六点必须起床去工作，你会怎么做呢？许多人必须那样做，然而，老来还不是穷死。”




Jeanne replied:"Remember that I am all alone; that my son has deserted me."And Rosalie would get very angry:"That's another thing! Well, how about the sons who are drafted into the army and those who go to America?”

让娜回答说：“想想看，我是多么孤单，我的儿子抛弃了我。”罗莎莉火冒三丈：“那算得了什么！那么，那些儿子入伍的人，还有那些儿子到美国去谋生的人怎么办？”




America to her was an undefined country, where one went to make a fortune and whence one never returned. She continued:"There always comes a time when people have to part, for old people and young people are not made to live together."And she added fiercely:"Well, what would you say if he were dead?"

美国对于她来说是一个神秘的地方，人们到那里去赚钱，却再也没回来。她继续说：“总有那么一个时间，人们必须分开，因为年轻人和老年人不可能永远生活在一起。”然后她厉害地补充说：“那么，如果他死了，你又怎么说呢？”




Jeanne had nothing more to say.

让娜无言以对。




One day in spring she had gone up to the loft to look for something and by chance opened a box containing old calendars which had been preserved after the manner of some country folks.

春天里的一天，她到阁楼上去找东西，偶然间打开了一个箱子，箱子里面装满了保留下来的旧日历，这是一些乡间的习俗。




She took them up and carried them downstairs. They were of all sizes, and she laid them out on the table in the parlor in regular order. Suddenly she spied the earliest, the one she had brought with her to "The Poplars."She gazed at it for some time, at the days crossed off by her the morning she left Rouen, the day after she left the convent, and she wept slow, sorrowful tears, the tears of an old woman at sight of her wretched life spread out before her on this table.

她把它们拿起来搬到楼下。它们是各式各样的日历，她把它们按照年份顺序摆在客厅的桌子上。突然她发现了其中年份最早的日历，是她带到“白杨山庄”去的。她注视了一会儿，注视着在离开鲁昂那天早晨、离开女修道院的第二天划掉的日子。她慢慢地哭泣，这个老妇人看着面前桌子上自己悲惨的一生，流下了悲伤的眼泪。




One morning the maid came into her room earlier than usual, and placing the bowl of café au lait on the little stand beside her bed, she said: "Come, drink it quickly. Denis is waiting for us at the door. We are going to 'The Poplars,' for I have something to attend to down there.”

一天早晨，女仆比平时早一些来到她的房间，在她床旁边的小台子上放了一碗牛奶咖啡，然后说：“来吧，快点喝了。德尼在门外等我们呢。我们要去‘白杨山庄’，因为我有一些事情要到那里办。”




Jeanne dressed herself with trembling hands, almost fainting at the thought of seeing her dear home once more.

让娜用颤抖的手穿上衣服，想到要重新见到她心爱的家，她几乎快要昏倒了。




The sky was cloudless and the nag, who was inclined to be frisky, would suddenly start off at a gallop every now and then. As they entered the commune of étouvent Jeanne's heart beat so that she could hardly breathe.

天空万里无云，连拉车的老马也很欢快，有时会突然飞奔起来。当他们来到埃都旺村时，让娜心跳加速得几乎不能呼吸。




They unharnessed the horse at the Couillard place, and while Rosalie and her son were attending to their own affairs, the farmer and his wife offered to let Jeanne go over the chateau, as the proprietor was away and they had the keys.

他们在库亚尔家卸下马具，当罗莎莉和她的儿子开始做他们自己的事情时，农夫和他的妻子邀请让娜再次参观农场，因为农场主不在家，把钥匙给了他们。




She went off alone, and when she reached the side of the chateau from which there was a view of the sea she turned round to look. Nothing had changed on the outside. When she turned the heavy lock and went inside the first thing she did was to go up to her old room, which she did not recognize, as it had been newly papered and furnished. But the view from the window was the same, and she stood and gazed out at the landscape she had so loved.

她独自一个人走开，走到山庄朝向大海的一边时，她转身看了看。外面的一切一如既往。当她打开沉重的锁进到屋子里，她做的第一件事情就是上楼到自己的房间去。因为房间重新贴了壁纸、重新布置了，她都认不出来了。可是窗外的风景依旧，她站在那里，凝视着她曾经挚爱的风景。




She then wandered all over the house, walking quietly all alone in this silent abode as though it were a cemetery. All her life was buried here. She went down to the drawing-room, which was dark with its closed shutters. As her eyes became accustomed to the dim light she recognized some of the old hangings. Two easy chairs were drawn up before the fire, as if some one had just left them, and as Jeanne stood there, full of old memories, she suddenly seemed to see her father and mother sitting there, warming their feet at the fire.

然后她在房间里到处游走，她独自在这个寂静的房子里走来走去，好像是在一个墓地里。她所有的生活都埋葬在这里了。她下楼去客厅，因为窗户是关着的，客厅显得有点黑。当她的眼睛渐渐适应了这暗淡的光线后，她认出了一些旧的挂饰。壁炉前面有两把靠椅，好像是有人刚刚离开一样。当让娜站在那里时，所有过去的记忆出现在脑海中，她仿佛看到她的父亲和母亲坐在那里暖脚。




She started back in terror and knocked up against the edge of the door, against which she leaned to support herself, still staring at the armchairs.

她突然恐惧地转身，靠在门边使自己站稳，而眼睛仍然盯着那两把靠椅。




The vision had vanished.

幻觉消失了。




She remained bewildered for some minutes. Then she slowly recovered her composure and started to run away, for fear she might become insane. She chanced to look at the door against which she had been leaning and saw there "Poulet's ladder.”

她有几分钟不知所措。然后她慢慢地恢复正常，准备逃离这里，因为担心自己会疯掉。她刚好在刚才靠的那个门上看到了普莱的身高进度表。




All the little notches were there showing the age and growth of her child. Here was the baron's writing, then hers, a little smaller, and then Aunt Lison's rather shaky characters. And she seemed to see her boy of long ago with his fair hair standing before her, leaning his little forehead against the door while they measured his height.

这些细微的刻痕都标志着她孩子的年龄和身高。这里是男爵的笔迹，那里字体稍微小一点的是她的，而那些写的歪歪扭扭的字是利松阿姨的。此时，她仿佛觉得她金发的孩子像从前一样站在她的面前，当他们给他量身高的时候，他的前额靠着门。




And she kissed the edge of the door in a frenzy of affection.

她疯狂地亲吻这个门边。




But some one was calling her outside. It was Rosalie's voice: "Madame Jeanne, Madame Jeanne, they are waiting breakfast for you."She went out in a dream and understood nothing of what they were saying to her. She ate what they gave her, heard them talking, but about what she knew not, let them kiss her on the cheeks and kissed them in return and then got into the carriage.

此时外面有人叫她。那是罗莎莉：“让娜夫人，让娜夫人，大家等你吃早饭呢。”她做梦似的走出去，不知道他们在跟她说什么。他们给她什么她吃什么，她听见他们在说话，但是不知道他们在说什么，她让他们亲吻她的脸颊，她也亲吻他们，然后她回到了马车上。




When they lost sight of the chateau behind the tall trees she felt a wrench at her heart, convinced that she had bid a last farewell to her old home.

当这个庄园渐渐消失在大树后面时，她感到心里一阵剧痛，她确信自己和她的那个旧房子永别了。




When they reached Batteville and just as she was going into her new house, she saw something white under the door. It was a letter that the postman had slipped under the door while she was out. She recognized Paul's writing and opened it, trembling with anxiety. He wrote:

她们回到巴特维尔，当她正要进新家的时候，看见门下面有个白色的东西。那是她不在家时，邮差把信塞到了门下面。她认出那是保罗的字体，激动而颤抖地打开信。他在信中写道：




"My Dear Mother:I have not written sooner because I did not wish you to make a useless journey to Paris when it was my place to go and see you. I am just now in great sorrow and in great straits. My wife is dying after giving birth to a little girl three days ago, and I have not one sou. I do not know what to do with the child, whom my janitor's wife is bringing up on the bottle as well as she can, but I fear I shall lose her. Could you not take charge of it? I absolutely do not know what to do, and I have no money to put her out to nurse. Answer by return mail.

“亲爱的妈妈：早该给您写信，但我不想让您到巴黎白跑一趟，应该是我去看您才对。我现在遭遇了很大的不幸，我的处境非常困难。我的妻子三天前生完一个小女孩后快死了，我现在身无分文。我不知道怎样照顾这个小孩，管家的妻子尽可能地用牛奶喂养她，可是我担心我会失去她。你能帮我照顾她吗？我真的不知道该怎么办，我没有钱请人抚养她。等您的回信。




"Your son, who loves you,

“爱您的儿子，




"Paul."

保罗。”




Jeanne sank into a chair and had scarcely strength to call Rosalie. When the maid came into the room they read the letter over together and then remained silent for some time, face to face.

让娜倒在椅子上，连喊罗莎莉的力气都没有了。女仆进了房间后，她们一起读完了这封信。她们面对面沉默了好久。




At last Rosalie said: "I am going to fetch the little one, madame. We cannot leave it like that."

最后罗莎莉说：“我去把小家伙接来吧，夫人。我们不能这样抛弃她。”




"Go, my girl," replied Jeanne.

“去吧，孩子。”让娜说。




Then they were silent until the maid said:"Put on your hat, madame, and we will go to Goderville to see the lawyer. If she is going to die, the other one, M. Paul must marry her for the little one's sake later on.”

之后又是一阵沉默，直到女仆说：“夫人，戴上您的帽子，我们去戈代维尔找律师。如果她要死了，看在今后这个小东西的分上，保罗先生应该和她办结婚手续。“




Jeanne, without replying, put on her hat. A deep, inexpressible joy filled her heart, a treacherous joy that she sought to hide at any cost, one of those things of which one is ashamed, although cherishing it in one's soul—her son's sweetheart was going to die.

让娜戴上帽子，什么也没有说。一种深深的、不能言表的喜悦充满她的内心，这是一种她想尽力掩饰的、有背叛意味的喜悦，就像一件事情令人感到羞耻，但人们还是将其珍藏在心中——她儿子的情人就要死了。




The lawyer gave the servant minute instructions, making her repeat them several times. Then, sure that she could make no mistake, she said:"Do not be afraid. I will see to it now."

律师给女仆做了详细的指示，又让她重复了很多遍。确定自己不会再出错之后，她说：“不要担心。我现在就去办这件事。”




She set out for Paris that very night.

她当天晚上就动身去了巴黎。




Jeanne passed two days in such a troubled condition that she could not think. The third morning she received merely a line from Rosalie saying she would be back on the evening train. That was all.

让娜不敢想象她是怎么度过这痛苦的两天的。第三天早上，她只收到罗莎莉的短信，说她搭晚上的火车回来。就这些。




About three o'clock she drove in a neighbor's light wagon to the station at Beuzeville to meet Rosalie.

大约三点的时候，她搭邻居的轻马车到伯泽维尔去接罗莎莉。




She stood on the platform, looking at the railroad track as it disappeared on the horizon. She looked at the clock. Ten minutes still-five minutes still-two minutes more. Then the hour of the train's arrival, but it was not in sight. Presently, however, she saw a cloud of white smoke and gradually it drew up in the station. She looked anxiously and at last perceived Rosalie carrying a sort of white bundle in her arms.

她站在月台上，看着火车道消失在地平线上。她看了看时间。十分钟，还有五分钟，只剩下两分多钟了。火车到站的时间到了，可是没有看到火车。然而过了一会儿，她看到一团白烟，车渐渐地停在了站台上。她焦急地四处看，终于看见罗莎莉，她的怀里抱着一个白色的包袱。




She wanted to go over toward her, but her knees seemed to grow weak and she was afraid of falling.

她想迎上前去，但是她觉得两腿发软，她怕自己会晕倒。




But the maid had seen her and came forward with her usual calm manner and said:"How do you do, madame? Here I am back again, but not without some difficulty."

但是女仆已经看到了她，像平时一样神情自若地向她走来说：“您好，夫人。我回来了，但颇费了一番周折。”




"Well?" faltered Jeanne.

“怎么样？”让娜问道。




"Well," answered Rosalie, "she died last night. They were married and here is the little girl."And she held out the child, who could not be seen under her wraps.

“哦，”罗莎莉答道，“她昨晚死的。他们结了婚，这是那个小女孩。”她递过孩子，因为在襁褓中，所以看不到孩子。




Jeanne took it mechanically and they left the station and got into the carriage.

让娜机械地接过来，她们离开车站上了马车。




"M. Paul will come as soon as the funeral is over—to-morrow about this time, I believe," resumed Rosalie.

“保罗先生一办完葬礼就回来，我觉得大概就是明天这个时候吧。”罗莎莉继续说。




Jeanne murmured "Paul" and then was silent.

让娜小声说“保罗”，然后就沉默了。




The wagon drove along rapidly, the peasant clacking his tongue to urge on the horse. Jeanne looked straight ahead of her into the clear sky through which the swallows darted in curves. Suddenly she felt a gentle warmth striking through to her skin; it was the warmth of the little being who was asleep on her lap.

马车跑得非常快，车夫用舌头做出嗒嗒响声，使马快速前进。让娜看着前面晴朗的天空中，一群燕子划出一个弧形。突然她身上感到一股轻微的热气，是在她腿上睡觉的小生命的体温。




Then she was overcome with an intense emotion, and uncovering gently the face of the sleeping infant, she raised it to her lips and kissed it passionately.

她被一种强烈的感情占据了，轻轻打开襁褓，看看这个熟睡中的婴儿的脸，把她举起来，激动地亲吻着。




But Rosalie, happy though grumpy, stopped her; "Come, come, Madame Jeanne, stop that; you will make it cry."

罗莎莉虽然高兴，但是却急着阻止她：“好啦，好啦，让娜夫人，快住手，你这样会把她弄哭的。”




And then she added, probably in answer to her own thoughts: "Life, after all, is not as good or as bad as we believe it to be."

然后，她好像是回答她自己心中的想法一样补充道：“唉！人生不像我们想象的那么好，也不像我们想象的那么坏。”
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