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 序言

Preface

用英语“悦读”世界

培根曾说“读书足以怡情，足以博彩，足以长才。”这位英国的大思想家将“怡情”放在第一位，不能不说是有深意的。若是抹去了读书的愉悦，“博彩”和“长才”也就仿佛失去了厚实的根基，徒留浮华的表面。读英语也是如此，若是抛弃了阅读的趣味，各类考试、考级也最终会成为空中楼阁，经不起现实生活的考验。

其实英语阅读带给我们的又岂止是知识或才能？它展现给我们的是一个更为广阔的世界。

在阅读中，我们感受独特的风情。这里有Robinson Crusoe
 (《鲁滨逊漂流记》)中坚定无畏的冒险与开拓，有Pilgrim's Progress
 (《天路历程》)中闪耀着宗教神圣之光的虔诚与信念，有A Midsummer Night's Dream
 （《仲夏夜之梦》）般喧闹的幻想与狂欢，也有Sherlock Holmes
 （《福尔摩斯探案集》）中熠熠生辉的科学与理性。

在阅读中，我们体验语言的魅力。当我们读到《老人与海》那句 “A man can be destroyed but not defeated.（一个人可以被毁灭，但不能被打败。）”时，我们忍不住惊讶，震撼的思想竟可以用如此简单的文字凝结。当我们读到《西风颂》中的“If winter comes, can spring be far behind?（如果冬天来了，春天还会远吗？）”时，我们又忍不住赞叹，悠远的哲思竟可以与抑扬的韵律如此巧妙地融合。然而，也许我们自己都不会意识到，在阅读过程中，这些英语文字已然悄无声息地潜入我们的内心，缓缓沉淀，直至融入我们自己的语言。

在阅读中，我们感悟生命的成长。英文经典，披沙沥金，闪耀着人类共同的智慧之光。 无论是狄更斯的Great Expectation
 （《远大前程》），还是海伦·凯勒的Three Days to See
 （《假如给我三天光明》），这些曾经激扬着西方一代人的篇章，同样会激励着这个时代的我们。将自身成长中的迷茫与痛苦、激情与喜悦，置于人类更广阔的精神世界，我们便会发现，我们的心灵得到抚慰，视野得以拓展，生命获得意义……

最后用林语堂先生的一句话作结：“没有阅读习惯的人，往往被禁锢于眼前的世界……但当他拿起一本书时，他会立刻进入一个不同的世界。”这也正是我们编写本系列丛书的目的所在，希望这套“英语阅读”丛书带你“悦读”这个别样的世界。

上海外国语大学教授　冯庆华
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命 运 之 手
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She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.

她简短地做了个祈祷，希望生命能够长久。而就在昨天，她一想到漫长的人生就不寒而栗。

——凯特·肖邦　《一小时的故事》




The Story of An Hour

一小时的故事

凯特·肖邦(Kate Chopin)
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凯特·肖邦(1851—1904),美国小说家，曾被誉为“美国女权主义文学创作的先驱之一”。她早年丧夫，人到中年后创作了大量女性主题的文学作品，因大胆探讨女性意识的崛起而引起美国文坛的震动，其作品因提出过于前卫而露骨的女性诉求，甚至遭到排斥。《觉醒》(Awakening
 )是其最出名的长篇小说。
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《一小时的故事》讲述了一位女性在得知丈夫死讯之后的意外经历。马拉德在铁路灾难中死去，马拉德夫人因为心脏有疾病，亲友们将消息十分婉转地告诉了她。她在短暂的伤心之后，意识到丈夫去世之后她将得到身体与心灵的解放。她十分欢喜，正准备迎接新的生活，却看到了丈夫推门而入——原来他根本没有在事故现场。惊吓过度的马拉德夫人因心脏病突发而死去。




⑴


 Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted
注

 with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's name leading the list of “killed.” He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall
注

 any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.



⑵

 She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver
注

 with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler
注

 was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.



⑶

 There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a sob
注

 came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke
注

 repression and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.



⑷

 There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it？ She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously
注

 . She was beginning to recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will — as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been. When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under the breath: “free, free, free!” The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted
注

 perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial
注

 . She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession
注

 of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.



⑸

 There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself. There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to impose
注

 a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination
注

 .

And yet she had loved him — sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face of this possession of self-assertion
注

 which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering.



⑹

 Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhold, imploring
注

 for admission. “Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door — you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise？ For heaven's sake open the door.”

“Go away. I am not making myself ill.” No; she was drinking in a very elixir
注

 of life through that open window.

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.



⑺

 She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities
注

 . There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly
注

 like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.

Someone was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease — of the joy that kills.
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⑴

 由于马拉德夫人有心脏病，大家都小心翼翼地用尽量温和的语气告诉她马拉德先生去世的消息。

她的姐姐约瑟芬支支吾吾、半遮半掩地向她透露了这件事。她丈夫的朋友理查德也在她身旁。当铁路发生事故的消息传到邮局时，理查德正好在那里。死亡名单上第一个就是布伦特利·马拉德的名字。理查德等到了第二封电报，证实了消息属实，就赶忙回来，免得一些不够谨慎体贴的人将消息告诉马拉德夫人。



⑵

 许多女人在听到丈夫去世的噩耗后，都无法接受这一残酷的事实，而马拉德夫人并不是这样。她当时一瞬间就倒在自己姐姐怀中放声大哭，在那一刻猛烈地释放出来。当狂风般的伤痛逐渐过去后，她独自走回了房间，不让一个人跟着她。

房中立着一把宽大而舒适的扶手椅，正对着敞开的窗户。身体的疲惫使马拉德夫人软弱无力，失魂落魄。她一下子坐到了椅子上。

她可以看见屋前院子里的树梢，它们摆动着，充满了春天的生机。空气中还有一丝雨后的芬芳气息。街道上有个小贩在大声叫卖，远处隐约传来一阵歌声，屋檐下数不清的麻雀在叽叽喳喳地唱着。



⑶

 层层叠叠的云朵出现在窗外西边的天空中，中间透出一片片蓝天。

她坐在那里，头枕在靠垫上一动也不动，直到一阵抽泣涌上喉头，让她全身颤抖，正如一个在哭声中入睡的孩子在梦中仍在哭泣一样。

她还年轻，有着一张美丽而娴静的面孔。脸上的线条显得压抑，又包含着一种力量。而她现在双眼无神，愣愣地盯着远处的蓝天。那眼神中并无丝毫的沉思，而是思维的暂时停顿。



⑷

 有一种东西正在向她靠近。 她等待着它的到来, 但又充满了恐惧。到底是什么东西？她并不清楚，它太微妙，太难以名状。但她毕竟感受到了——它从天空里爬出来，穿过空气中的声音、气味和色彩向她走来。

她的胸脯开始剧烈地起伏。她逐渐明白了这个前来占有她的东西究竟是什么。她努力用自己的意志将这个东西抵挡回去——可她的意志就像她两只纤白的手一样软弱无力。就在她放弃抵抗时，微微张开的双唇之间轻轻地蹦出了这样的话，她一遍又一遍地低声重复：“自由，自由，自由！”空洞的眼神和随之而来的恐惧神情从她眼中消失了，取而代之的是热切的目光。她的脉搏剧烈地跳动着，流动的血液温暖、松弛了她每一寸肌肤。

她并没有冷静下来，思考自己是不是被猛兽般的喜悦附了身。有一种清晰的、兴奋的感觉告诉她，是与否都已经无足轻重了。她知道，当自己看到丈夫交叉在冰冷胸前的温柔体贴的双手时，看到一张灰暗僵死的曾充满对妻子爱恋的面孔时，还是会流泪。但她还看到，这痛苦的一刻过去后，她将迎来很长一段完全属于自己的岁月，她向它们展开双臂迎接。



⑸

 接下来的日子，她不需要为任何人而活，除了她自己。曾经有盲目顽固的信念造就的强大意志让她屈从——世间的男女都相信自己有将个人意志强加于人的权利，而这种意志今后也不会存在了。当她心念一闪的瞬间，她觉得无论是出于善意还是恶意，这种强加意志的做法都无异于犯罪。

但她毕竟爱过自己的丈夫——她有时爱他，但更多的时候并没有。那又怎么样呢！她突然感受到自己生命中最强烈的冲动来自于自我的意识，在这种意识面前，爱情这个不解之谜又算什么。

“自由！身体和灵魂的自由！”她喃喃地说个不停。



⑹

 约瑟芬跪在紧闭的房门外，双唇贴着钥匙孔，乞求马拉德夫人让她进去。“露易丝，开开门！求求你，开门吧——你这样会生病的。露易丝，你在做什么呢？看在老天的分上快开门吧。”

“走开。我不会把自己弄病的。”她不会，她正透过敞开的窗户，吮吸生命的甘露。

她的遐想超越了她的身体，在未来的岁月中疾驰。春日，夏日，所有的日子都将属于她自己。她简短地做了个祈祷，希望生命能够长久。而就在昨天，她一想到漫长的人生就不寒而栗。



⑺

 她最终站起身，给心急火燎的姐姐开了门。她的眼中闪烁着炽热的凯旋，难掩自己胜利女神般的姿态。她搂住了姐姐的腰，两人一同走下了楼梯。理查德在楼梯口等着她们。

有人用钥匙打开了前门——是布伦特利·马拉德先生。他风尘仆仆，却仍从容地拎着旅行包和伞走了进来。事故发生的时候他并不在场，甚至根本都不知道发生了什么。他一进门就呆住了——约瑟芬发出了尖叫，理查德慌忙跑去，想要将他挡在露易丝的视线之外。

医生说马拉德夫人因发心脏病而死——欢愉夺走了她的性命。
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小说《一小时的故事》以刻画女性的内心世界为主，以细腻隽永的语言、自然转换的视角和出人意料的结局，塑造了一个站在道德与自由边缘的新女性形象。

作者本人是女性，描写的又是女性敏感多变的心理，所以遣词造句尤其注重细节。在讲述马拉德夫人从哀伤到喜悦的心情变化时，作者并没有直接进行人物心理描述，而是首先带入了窗外清新怡人的自然景色——充满春天气息的树梢、蓝蓝的天空和洁白的云朵，通过充满活力的大自然，用象征的手法反映了主人公此时对美好未来的渴望。小说还运用了多视角转换的表现手法，使故事读起来一波三折，令人回味。开篇用第三人称限知视角，客观地描述了人物与事件，并且巧妙地通过亲友对马拉德夫人情绪的保护展示了社会的道德标准——一个女人在丧夫之时的表现应该是十分痛苦的。而这时作者又转入了全知视角，描述马拉德夫人看到的东西，窥探到她不因丧夫而悲伤、反而期盼自由的隐秘的内心活动，让读者惊叹于主人公真实想法与社会道德的背离。小说结尾又回到限知视角，客观地描述了主人公的丈夫回到家中，马拉德夫人惊吓而死的场景，制造了强烈的戏剧冲突。作者在全知视角中充满了对主人公同情和理解，而在限知视角中又表现了对主人公命运的讽刺，通过文字的冲突展现了现实世界中女性在婚姻与自由之间的彷徨与无奈。





⑴



编者注：本书中，该序号用于分别标记英文和中文段落，以方便读者对应查找




注
 ：

afflict vt.
 使痛苦




注
 ：

forstall vt.
 抢在……前行动




注
 ：

aquiver adj.
 颤抖的




注
 ：

peddler n.
 小贩




注
 ：

sob n.
 啜泣




注
 ：

bespeak vt.
 表示




注
 ：

tumultuously adv.
 喧闹地




注
 ：

exalted adj.
 兴奋的




注
 ：

trivial adj.
 不重要的




注
 ：

procession n.
 一排




注
 ：

impose vt.
 强加




注
 ：

illumination n.
 照明




注
 ：

self-assertion n.
 自信




注
 ：

implore vt.
 恳求或乞求




注
 ：

elixir n.
 长生不老药




注
 ：

importunity n.
 强求




注
 ：

unwittingly adv.
 不知不觉地





The Lady or the Tiger

美女还是老虎

弗兰克·斯托克顿(Frank R. Stockton)
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弗兰克·斯托克顿(1834—1902),美国小说家、幽默作家，以其19世纪末期备受欢迎的童话故事而著名，他摒弃了传统童话的道德说教模式，用就事论事的态度和幽默的语言调侃了人性中的暴力和贪婪。《美女还是老虎》(The Lady or the Tiger
 )是他最著名的寓言小说。
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《美女还是老虎》是弗兰克·斯托克顿最著名的文学作品，也是众多文学选集争相收录的小说。故事发生在一个想象中半开化的国度：一个年轻俊美的平民爱上了国王的女儿，于是国王一怒之下下令在竞技场审判他。那里有两扇门，他将打开任意一扇。如果里面是饥肠辘辘的老虎，他将被吃掉，如果里面是一位绝色美女，他将立刻迎娶她。公主费尽心机知道了门背后的秘密，并且得知门后的美女是自己的情敌。在审判的当天，公主暗示自己的爱人选择右边的门。到底公主指向的是老虎，还是美女呢？作者没有给出故事的结局，而是让读者自己猜测答案。故事发表于1882年，引起了大量读者对故事结局的猜测和疑问。“美女还是老虎？”在英语中已经成为“不可解问题”的代名词。

This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as blooming as his most florid
注

 fancies, and with a soul as fervent and imperious
注

 as his own. As is usual in such cases, she was the apple of his eye, and was loved by him above all humanity. Among his courtiers was a young man of that fineness of blood and lowness of station
注

 common to the conventional heroes of romance who love royal maidens. This royal maiden was well satisfied with her lover, for he was handsome and brave to a degree unsurpassed in all this kingdom, and she loved him with an ardor
注

 that had enough of barbarism in it to make it exceedingly warm and strong. This love affair moved on happily for many months, until one day the king happened to discover its existence. He did not hesitate or waver
注

 in regard to his duty in the premises
注

 . The youth was immediately cast into prison, and a day was appointed for his trial in the king's arena. This, of course, was an especially important occasion, and his majesty, as well as all the people, was greatly interested in the workings and development of this trial. Never before had such a case occurred; never before had a subject dared to love the daughter of the king. In after years such things became commonplace enough, but then they were in no slight degree novel and startling.



⑴

 The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched for the most savage and relentless beasts, from which the fiercest monster might be selected for the arena; and the ranks of maiden youth and beauty throughout the land were carefully surveyed by competent judges in order that the young man might have a fitting bride in case fate did not determine for him a different destiny. Of course, everybody knew that the deed with which the accused was charged had been done. He had loved the princess, and neither he, she, nor anyone else, thought of denying the fact; but the king would not think of allowing any fact of this kind to interfere with the workings of the tribunal
注

 , in which he took such great delight and satisfaction. No matter how the affair turned out, the youth would be disposed of, and the king would take an aesthetic pleasure in watching the course of events, which would determine whether or not the young man had done wrong in allowing himself to love the princess.

The appointed day arrived. From far and near the people gathered, and thronged
注

 the great galleries of the arena, and crowds, unable to gain admittance, massed themselves against its outside walls. The king and his court were in their places, opposite the twin doors, those fateful portals, so terrible in their similarity.

All was ready. The signal was given. A door beneath the royal party opened, and the lover of the princess walked into the arena. Tall, beautiful, fair, his appearance was greeted with a low hum
注

 of admiration and anxiety. Half the audience had not known so grand a youth had lived among them. No wonder the princess loved him! What a terrible thing for him to be there!



⑵

 As the youth advanced into the arena he turned, as the custom was, to bow to the king, but he did not think at all of that royal personage
注

 . His eyes were fixed upon the princess, who sat to the right of her father. Had it not been for the moiety
注

 of barbarism in her nature it is probable that lady would not have been there, but her intense and fervid
注

 soul would not allow her to be absent on an occasion in which she was so terribly interested. From the moment that the decree
注

 had gone forth that her lover should decide his fate in the king's arena, she had thought of nothing, night or day, but this great event and the various subjects connected with it. Possessed of more power, influence, and force of character than any one who had ever before been interested in such a case, she had done what no other person had done — she had possessed herself of the secret of the doors. She knew in which of the two rooms, that lay behind those doors, stood the cage of the tiger, with its open front, and in which waited the lady. Through these thick doors, heavily curtained with skins on the inside, it was impossible that any noise or suggestion should come from within to the person who should approach to raise the latch of one of them. But gold, and the power of a woman's will, had brought the secret to the princess.

And not only did she know in which room stood the lady ready to emerge, all blushing and radiant, should her door be opened, but she knew who the lady was. It was one of the fairest and loveliest of the damsels
注

 of the court who had been selected as the reward of the accused youth, should he be proved innocent of the crime of aspiring
注

 to one so far above him; and the princess hated her. Often had she seen, or imagined that she had seen, this fair creature throwing glances of admiration upon the person of her lover, and sometimes she thought these glances were perceived, and even returned. Now and then she had seen them talking together; it was but for a moment or two, but much can be said in a brief space; it may have been on most unimportant topics, but how could she know that？ The girl was lovely, but she had dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of the princess; and, with all the intensity of the savage blood transmitted to her through long lines of wholly barbaric ancestors, she hated the woman who blushed and trembled behind that silent door.



⑶

 When her lover turned and looked at her, and his eye met hers as she sat there, paler and whiter than anyone in the vast ocean of anxious faces about her, he saw, by that power of quick perception which is given to those whose souls are one, that she knew behind which door crouched the tiger, and behind which stood the lady. He had expected her to know it. He understood her nature, and his soul was assured that she would never rest until she had made plain to herself this thing, hidden to all other lookers-on, even to the king. The only hope for the youth in which there was any element of certainty was based upon the success of the princess in discovering this mystery; and the moment he looked upon her, he saw she had succeeded, as in his soul he knew she would succeed.

Then it was that his quick and anxious glance asked the question: “Which？” It was as plain to her as if he shouted it from where he stood. There was not an instant to be lost. The question was asked in a flash; it must be answered in another.

Her right arm lay on the cushioned parapet before her. She raised her hand, and made a slight, quick movement toward the right. No one but her lover saw her. Every eye but his was fixed on the man in the arena.



⑷

 He turned, and with a firm and rapid step he walked across the empty space. Every heart stopped beating, every breath was held, every eye was fixed immovably upon that man. Without the slightest hesitation, he went to the door on the right, and opened it.

Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger come out of that door, or did the lady？
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这位半文明、半野蛮的国王有一个女儿，她有着父亲所期许的最华美的风貌，并且如他一般热忱与骄横。理所当然，她是国王的掌上明珠，得到了他超乎寻常的宠爱。在他的臣民中，有一位年轻人血统卑贱、地位低下，正如大家常见到的那些倾心于贵族小姐的风流英雄一般。这位皇室少女对自己的恋人十分满意，因为他的英俊和勇敢在整个国家都无人能敌。她对他充满野性的激情使两人的爱炽热而强烈。这段情事愉快地持续了数月，直到被国王偶然察觉。国王在履行对自己领土的职责这件事上没有丝毫的迟疑和动摇，于是年轻人立刻被关入了监狱，并确定了他在国王竞技场被执行审判的时间。不消说，这是十分重大的事件，国王和所有的民众都对这次审判的进展抱着极大的兴趣。之前从来没有发生过这样的事，也从来没有什么人敢对国王的女儿表达爱。虽然这样的事情在之后的年代变得很寻常，但在当时却异常新鲜而耸人听闻。



⑴

 为了给虎笼挑选出最凶猛的野兽，全国上下都在搜寻那些最野蛮和残忍的老虎；同时，经验老到的选官们也在全国精挑细选那些年轻又美貌的女子，以备那个年轻人在被命运垂青后能拥有一个和他相配的新娘。不消说，所有人都知道这个被告者是因为何事站上审判台的。他深爱着公主，他们俩，包括其他所有人也从没有想过要否认这个事实。但是国王决不会允许自己如此满意和欣赏的审判机制在任何情形下受到阻碍。无论两人的爱情发展得如何，那个年轻人始终要被处置，国王始终会带着审美的愉悦观看这场裁决，年轻人对公主的爱是否有罪，将在这里得到判定。

约定的日子到了，人们从四面八方赶来，将竞技场挤得水泄不通，那些没有办法进入的人群则聚集在墙外。国王和法官们都已就位，对面就是那两扇相似得可怕的命运之门。

一切都已就绪。在指示下，位于皇家成员们座位下方的一扇门被开启，公主的爱人从这里进入了竞技场。他高大俊美的形象引来了一阵夹杂着赞美和叹息的低沉议论声。一半的观众都不曾知道他们周围竟还有这样一位器宇轩昂的青年，也难怪公主会爱上他！他来到这个地方真是太不幸了！



⑵

 当这位青年步入竞技场时他转过身来，按照礼节向国王敬礼，但他丝毫没有去关注这位皇室要员，而是注视着坐在国王右边的公主。若不是她血液中野蛮的成分作祟，这位小姐可能不会来到这里，可她那激烈和炽热的灵魂迫使她不能缺席这场牵动她心弦的仪式。从旨意刚刚颁布、要将她的爱人送入国王竞技场进行命运裁决的那一刻起，她就对这件大事和相关的问题夜以继日地思考着，脑子里再也容不下别的东西。她比任何一个关注这件事的人拥有更多的权力、影响力和魅力，所以她做出了其他人未曾做过的事情——她得知了门背后的秘密。她知道了两扇门后面，哪一个房间放着敞开的虎笼，哪一个有年轻女子在里面等待。这两扇厚实的门背后有许多兽皮做的帘子遮蔽着，前来打开门闩的人不可能听到里面的任何声响。但是金钱、权力和女人的决心，为公主换来了这个秘密。

她知道的还不仅仅是哪个房间里站着那位娇羞而艳丽、一旦门打开就准备亮相的女子，她还知道这位女子是谁。她是入选的众多大臣的女儿中最漂亮可爱的那个，一旦年轻人不顾身份追求皇女的行为被判无罪，她就将成为他的奖品；而公主恨她。她经常看到，或者在想象中看到这个美丽的尤物向她的爱人抛去欣赏的目光，她有时还觉得这些目光得到了接纳，甚至回应。她不时见到两人在一起交谈，虽然时间很短，但也能说不少话。可能只是讲些无关紧要的话，但是她又怎么知道呢？那个女孩很可爱，可她竟敢向公主的爱人暗送秋波。一代又一代野蛮的祖先们传承给了她异常残暴的血性，使她对这个在安静的大门背后脸红心跳的女人产生了憎恨。



⑶

 她的爱人转过头看着她，她坐在那里，比周围众多焦虑的面孔还显得苍白无力。就在四目相对时，他通过那种灵魂合一的爱人们特有的瞬间感应，看出她已经知道了哪扇门藏着老虎，哪扇藏着美女。他也预料到她会知道。他了解她的天性，她会瞒着所有旁观者、瞒着国王，在弄清楚这件事之前是不会罢休的——这让他稍有宽慰。公主是否成功地解开了这个谜团，是年轻人唯一依赖的希望，而当他抬头看她的一瞬间，便知道她已经成功了，就像他在心里确信她会成功一样。

接着便是他那飞快而焦虑、带着疑问的一瞥：“哪一个？”对她来说，这句话如同他站在那儿大喊出来一般清晰。时间一刻都容不得浪费，那个问题瞬间被问了出来，也必须在一瞬间得到回答。

她的右臂搭在身前裹了垫子的栏杆上。她抬起了手，轻微而快速地朝右动了一下。除了她的爱人，再没有别的人看到。因为除了他，所有人的眼睛都聚焦在竞技场里的那个人身上。



⑷

 他转过身去，迈着坚定和快速的步伐穿过了空地。每一颗心脏都停止了跳动，每一个人都屏住了呼吸，每一只眼睛都死死地盯住那个人。他没有丝毫犹豫，径直走向了右边的门，打开了它。

现在，故事的重点来了：从门里出来的究竟是老虎呢，还是美女呢？
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《美女还是老虎》的魅力是独特的，在文学史上的地位也是特殊的，除开它本身丰富的想象力、引人入胜的叙事手法，它的开放式、互动式结局也为读者带来了无尽的思考空间，让故事的结局变成了想象的开始。

究竟是美女还是老虎？从故事发表后读者们对结局的疯狂追问就可以看出，故事本身并没有为解答这个问题提供偏向任何一方的逻辑导向。作者巧妙地将两个权重相当的秤砣放在了天平两端让公主做出选择：一个是看着自己的爱人被老虎吃掉，一个是让自己的爱人与情敌结合。无论公主做何选择，结局都是失去自己心爱的人。按照社会道德的标准，公主应该成全情敌，留自己的爱人一条生路。但是作者又聪明地将故事设定在了一个半开化的国度，将公主塑造成了一位无畏而具有野性的非传统女性，连审判的方式也是闻所未闻、荒诞不已，这样就避开了道德的约束，让读者在没有任何环境制约的情况下质问自己内心的想法。相信大多数的读者都不能马上给出答案，而是不断地在成全敌人和保全自己这两者之间摇摆不定。在长时间的权衡与思考之下，在这个过程中，我们不仅能了解自己的判断倾向，也会增加对于自己、对于世界的认识。所以，读者并没有必要执着于作者的想法，而应该尽可能地给出自己的解答，并且追溯判断的源头。读者们应该体会到，答案的缺失反而使这篇文学作品的意义达到了圆满。




注
 ：

florid adj.
 绚丽的




注
 ：

imperious adj.
 专横的




注
 ：

station n.
 地位




注
 ：

ardor n.
 狂热




注
 ：

waver vi.
 踌躇




注
 ：

premises n.
 场地




注
 ：

tribunal n.
 法庭




注
 ：

throng vi.
 蜂拥而至




注
 ：

hum n.
 连续低沉的声音




注
 ：

personage n.
 要人，名人




注
 ：

moiety n.
 一部分




注
 ：

fervid adj.
 热心的




注
 ：

decree n.
 法令




注
 ：

damsel n.
 闺女，少女




注
 ：

aspire vi.
 追求





Necklace

项　链

居伊·德·莫泊桑(Guy de Maupassant)
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居伊·德·莫泊桑(1850-1893)，法国优秀的自然主义作家，与契诃夫和欧·亨利并称为“世界三大短篇小说家”，对后世产生极大影响,被誉为“短篇小说之王”。莫泊桑出身于法国诺曼底的一个没落贵族家庭，在普法战争爆发后应征入伍。两年的兵营生活使他认识到了战争的残酷，祖国的危难启发了他的爱国思想。战争结束后，他开始了文学创作。其中许多作品流传甚广，著名长篇有《一生》《漂亮朋友》等；中短篇有《羊脂球》《项链》《我的叔叔于勒》《一个女雇工的故事》《瞎子》《真实的故事》《小狗皮埃罗》等。
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小说以“项链”作为线索贯穿全文。主人公玛蒂尔德为了参加一个舞会，向朋友借了一条钻石项链。舞会上，她大出风头，却乐极生悲，无意中丢掉了项链。为了赔偿，她整整十年拼命劳作，省吃俭用，不顾一切地还债。当债务终于还清，她却得知这条项链原来是假的。十九世纪八十年代的法国，政府贪污风行，唯利是图的道德观念影响到整个社会，很多人贪慕上流社会的生活。小说通过这样一个巧妙设置的故事，尖锐讽刺了那种虚荣心和追求享乐的思想，同时，对受尽生活愚弄的主人公又寄寓了深切的同情。

Next day she went to see her friend and told her her trouble.



⑴

 Madame Forestier went to her dressing-table, took up a large box, brought it to Madame Loisel, opened it, and said:

“Choose, my dear.”

First she saw some bracelets, then a pearl necklace, then a Venetian cross in gold and gems, of exquisite workmanship. She tried the effect of the jewels before the mirror, hesitating, unable to make up her mind to leave them, to give them up. She kept on asking:

“Haven't you anything else?”

“Yes. Look for yourself. I don't know what you would like best.”



⑵

 Suddenly she discovered, in a black satin case, a superb diamond necklace; her heart began to beat covetously
注

 . Her hands trembled as she lifted it. She fastened it round her neck, upon her high dress, and remained in ecstasy at sight of herself.

Then, with hesitation, she asked in anguish:

“Could you lend me this, just this alone?”

“Yes, of course.”



⑶

 She flung herself on her friend's breast, embraced her frenziedly, and went away with her treasure. The day of the party arrived. Madame Loisel was a success. She was the prettiest woman present, elegant, graceful, smiling, and quite above herself with happiness. All the men stared at her, inquired her name, and asked to be introduced to her. All the Under-Secretaries of State were eager to waltz with her. The Minister noticed her.

She danced madly, ecstatically, drunk with pleasure, with no thought for anything, in the triumph
注

 of her beauty, in the pride of her success, in a cloud of happiness made up of this universal homage and admiration, of the desires she had aroused, of the completeness of a victory so dear to her feminine heart.



⑷

 She left about four o'clock in the morning. Since midnight her husband had been dozing in a deserted little room, in company with three other men whose wives were having a good time. He threw over her shoulders the garments he had brought for them to go home in, modest everyday clothes, whose poverty clashed with the beauty of the ball-dress. She was conscious of this and was anxious to hurry away, so that she should not be noticed by the other women putting on their costly furs.

Loisel restrained her. “Wait a little. You'll catch cold in the open. I'm going to fetch a cab.”



⑸

 But she did not listen to him and rapidly descended the staircase. When they were out in the street they could not find a cab; they began to look for one, shouting at the drivers whom they saw passing in the distance.

They walked down towards the Seine, desperate and shivering. At last they found on the quay
注

 one of those old night-prowling carriages which are only to be seen in Paris after dark, as though they were ashamed of their shabbiness
注

 in the daylight.

It brought them to their door in the Rue des Martyrs, and sadly they walked up to their own apartment. It was the end, for her. As for him, he was thinking that he must be at the office at ten.



⑹

 She took off the garments in which she had wrapped her shoulders, so as to see herself in all her glory before the mirror. But suddenly she uttered a cry. The necklace was no longer round her neck!

“What's the matter with you？” asked her husband, already half undressed.

She turned towards him in the utmost
注

 distress. “I... I... I've no longer got Madame Forestier's necklace...”

He started with astonishment. “What!... Impossible!”



⑺

 They searched in the folds of her dress, in the folds of the coat, in the pockets, everywhere. They could not find it.

“Are you sure that you still had it on when you came away from the ball？” he asked.

“Yes, I touched it in the hall at the Ministry.”

“But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall. It must be in the cab.”

“Yes. Probably we should. Did you take the number of the cab？”

“No. You didn't notice it, did you？”

“No.”



⑻

 They stared at one another, dumbfounded
注

 . At last Loisel put on his clothes again.

I'll go over all the ground we walked,” he said, “and see if I can't find it.”

And he went out. She remained in her evening clothes, lacking strength to get into bed, huddled
注

 on a chair, without volition
注

 or power of thought.

Her husband returned about seven. He had found nothing.



⑼

 He went to the police station, to the newspapers, to offer a reward, to the cab companies, everywhere that a ray of hope impelled him.

She waited all day long, in the same state of bewilderment at this fearful catastrophe.

Loisel came home at night, his face lined and pale; he had discovered nothing.



⑽

 “You must write to your friend,” he said, “and tell her that you've broken the clasp
注

 of her necklace and are getting it mended. That will give us time to look about us.”

She wrote at his dictation
注

 .

By the end of a week they had lost all hope.

Loisel, who had aged five years, declared: “We must see about replacing the diamonds.”



⑾

 Next day they took the box which had held the necklace and went to the jewellers whose name was inside. He consulted his books.

“It was not I who sold this necklace, Madame; I must have merely supplied the clasp.”

Then they went from jeweller to jeweller, searching for another necklace like the first, consulting their memories, both ill with remorse
注

 and anguish
注

 of mind.



⑿

 In a shop at the Palais-Royal they found a string of diamonds which seemed to them exactly like the one they were looking for. It was worth forty thousand francs. They were allowed to have it for thirty-six thousand.

They begged the jeweller not to sell it for three days. And they arranged matters on the understanding that it would be taken back for thirty-four thousand francs, if the first one were found before the end of February.

Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs left to him by his father. He intended to borrow the rest.



⒀

 He did borrow it, getting a thousand from one man, five hundred from another, five louis here, three louis there. He gave notes of hand, entered into ruinous
注

 agreements, did business with usurers
注

 and the whole tribe of money-lenders. He mortgaged the whole remaining years of his existence, risked his signature without even knowing if he could honor it, and, appalled
注

 at the agonizing face of the future, at the black misery about to fall upon him, at the prospect of every possible physical privation
注

 and moral torture, he went to get the new necklace and put down upon the jeweller's counter thirty-six thousand francs.

When Madame Loisel took back the necklace to Madame Forestier, the latter said to her in a chilly voice: “You ought to have brought it back sooner; I might have needed it.”



⒁

 She did not, as her friend had feared, open the case. If she had noticed the substitution, what would she have thought？ What would she have said？ Would she not have taken her for a thief？

Madame Loisel came to know the ghastly
注

 life of abject
注

 poverty. From the very first she played her part heroically. This fearful debt must be paid off. She would pay it. The servant was dismissed. They changed their flat; they took a garret under the roof.

She came to know the heavy work of the house, the hateful duties of the kitchen. She washed the plates, wearing out her pink nails on the coarse pottery and the bottoms of pans. She washed the dirty linen, the shirts and dish-cloths, and hung them out to dry on a string; every morning she took the dustbin down into the street and carried up the water, stopping on each landing to get her breath. And, clad
注

 like a poor woman, she went to the fruiter, to the grocer, to the butcher, a basket on her arm, haggling, insulted, fighting for every wretched halfpenny of her money.



⒂

 Every month notes had to be paid off, others renewed, time gained.

Her husband worked in the evenings at putting straight a merchant's accounts, and often at night he did copying at two pence-half penny a page.

And this life lasted ten years.

At the end of ten years everything was paid off, everything, the usurer's charges and the accumulation of superimposed
注

 interest.



⒃

 Madame Loisel looked old now. She had become like all the other strong, hard, coarse women of poor households. Her hair was badly done, her skirts were awry
注

 , her hands were red. She spoke in a shrill voice, and the water slopped all over the floor when she scrubbed it. But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat down by the window and thought of that evening long ago, of the ball at which she had been so beautiful and so much admired. What would have happened if she had never lost the necklace？ Who knows？ Who knows？

One Sunday, as she had gone for a walk along the Champs-Elysees to freshen herself after the labours of the week, she caught sight suddenly of a woman who was taking a child out for a walk. It was Madame Forestier, still young, still beautiful, still attractive.

Madame Loisel was conscious of some emotion. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. And now that she had paid, she would tell her all. Why not?



⒄

 She went up to her.

“Good morning, Jeanne.”

The other did not recognize her, and was surprised at being thus familiarly addressed by a poor woman.

“But...Madame...” she stammered. “I don't know...you must be making a mistake.”



⒅

 “No...I am Mathilde Loisel.”

Her friend uttered a cry.

“Oh!...my poor Mathilde, how you have changed!...”

“Yes, I've had some hard times since I saw you last; and many sorrows...and all on your account.”

“On my account!...How was that?”



⒆

 “You remember the diamond necklace you lent me for the ball at the Ministry?”

“Yes. Well?”

“Well, I lost it.”

“How could you? Why, you brought it back.”



⒇

 “I brought you another one just like it. And for the last ten years we have been paying for it. You realize it wasn't easy for us; we had no money... Well, it's paid for at last, and I'm glad indeed.”

Madame Forestier had halted.

“You say you bought a diamond necklace to replace mine?”

“Yes. You hadn't noticed it? They were very much alike.”

And she smiled in proud and innocent happiness.

Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took her two hands.

“Oh, my poor Mathilde! But mine was imitation. It was worth at the very most five hundred francs!...”
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第二天，她去了这位朋友家，倾诉自己的烦闷。



⑴

 弗雷斯蒂太太走到梳妆台边，取出一个大盒子，拿给骆塞尔太太，将它打开：

“亲爱的，你尽管挑吧。”

她看见几个手镯，一条珍珠项链，还有一个威尼斯款镶着宝石的金十字架，做工十分精巧。她在镜子前一件件尝试，犹豫不决，想不好要哪些，不要哪些。她不停地问朋友：

“还有别的可以看看吗？”

“有啊，你自己挑吧。我不知道哪件会讨你喜欢。”



⑵

 突然，她在一只黑缎子的小盒里发现了一串精美绝伦的钻石项链，美得让她的心怦怦直跳，捧在手心双手都在颤抖。她把项链绕过颈项衬在裙子上，对着镜子里的自己，看得出了神。

好一会儿，她才小心迟疑地问道：

“你能借给我这件吗？我只借这一件。”

“当然可以。”



⑶

 她激动地跳起来，热情地抱着她的朋友以示感谢，随后带着这件宝贝离开了。晚会的日子到了，骆塞尔太太大放异彩。她是在场的女宾中最漂亮的，优雅、迷人、面带微笑，幸福得简直要飘上云端了。所有的男宾都望着她出神，打探她的名字，设法将自己介绍给她认识。本部机要处的人员都想和她跳舞，连部长也注意到了她。

她陶醉地舞着，完全沉迷于欢乐中，其他的一切都被抛诸脑后。她为自己的美貌而沉醉，为胜利而骄傲，现场的阿谀赞叹在她的内心激起无数欲望，使她作为女性充满柔情的心灵获得了一种大获全胜的幸福感，如祥云一般笼罩着她。



⑷

 她是清晨四点钟左右离开的。她丈夫自从半夜开始就同另外三位男宾在一间无人理会的小客厅里睡着了。这三位男宾的妻子也正享受着欢乐的时光。他在她的肩头披上了在回去的路上穿的东西——家常用的俭朴衣裳。这些寒碜的衣服与高雅的舞裙配在一起显得极不协调。她自己也能感觉到，于是为了避免另外那些裹着珍贵皮衣的太太们的注意，她急着快点离开。

骆塞尔拉住了她：“等等，你到外面会着凉的。我去租一辆马车来吧。”



⑸

 可她压根不听他的，匆匆忙忙下了楼梯。等到他俩走到街上，竟找不着车了。于是他俩开始到处张望，一看见远处经过的马车便大喊停下。

他俩向塞纳河岸沿路走着，再也不抱希望，浑身冷得发抖。最终他俩在河岸边竟找着了一辆像是夜间游荡者一样的旧式轿车，这样的车只有在夜里才会在巴黎城出现，仿佛因为破旧而羞于见天日一样。

车子把他俩送到了殉教街的寓所大门外，他俩闷闷不乐地上了楼。对她来说，一切都结束了。而他呢，却想着自己明天早上十点钟要去上班的事。



⑹

 她在镜子跟前脱下了裹住肩膀的外衣，想再次端详一下自己光彩夺人的样子。但是她突然发出了一声狂叫——脖子上的那条项链竟然不见了！

她丈夫已经把衣服脱了一半，连忙问道：“你怎么了？”

她朝他转过身来，脸上一副极其痛苦的表情：“我……我……我把弗莱斯迪尔太太的项链弄丢了……”

他张皇失措地站起来：“说什么！……这不可能！”



⑺

 于是他俩在那件裙子的衣褶里、大衣的衣褶里、口袋里，都找了个遍，却什么也没有找到。

他问道： “你确定离开舞会的时候还戴着它吗？”

“是的，我在部里的门厅处还摸过它呢。”

“不过，如果你把它落在大街上，我们会听见它掉在地上的声音。它一定在车子里。”

“是呀，我们应该会听到。你记得那辆车的号码吗？”

“不记得。你呢，你也没注意吗？”

“没有。”



⑻

 他俩面面相觑，目瞪口呆。接着，骆塞尔重新穿好了衣裳。

“我出去走走，”他说，“我去把我俩步行经过的路线再走一遍， 看看是不是可以找得着它。”

于是他上了街。妻子依然穿着晚会上的那条裙子，连躺下去睡觉的力气都没有了，颓废地靠在一把椅子上，脑子里一片空白。

她丈夫七点钟左右回了家，什么也没有找到。



⑼

 他去了警察局和报馆，许诺给拾到者一些赏金，又走到各处出租马车的公司，凡是有一线希望的地方他都走了个遍。

面对这种骇人的灾祸，她惶惶不安地等了整整一天。

骆塞尔在傍晚的时候带着瘦削灰白的脸回了家，他什么也没找着。



⑽

 “你应当写信给你的朋友，”他讲道，“说你弄断了那串项链的搭钩，现在正拿去修理。这样我们就有时间可以周旋。”

于是她在他的口授之下写了这封信。

一星期之后，他们已经不抱任何希望。

骆塞尔像是老了五岁，他说道：“我们需要想想怎么赔给人家这条项链了。”



⑾

 第二天，他们拿了装那件宝贝的盒子，照着里面的招牌到了珠宝店里，店里的老板查了他的账簿。

“太太，这串项链不是我家店里卖出去的，我只做了个搭钩。”

于是他俩从一家珠宝店走到另一家，凭着记忆，寻觅一件和丢掉的那件首饰相同的东西，两人都因悔恨和忧愁显得病怏怏的。



⑿

 他们在王宫附近的一家小店里找到了一串钻石项链，他们觉得与要找的那串一模一样。它价值四万法郎，店里以三万六千的优惠价格给他俩。

他们央求那小店的老板在三天之内不要卖掉这件东西。并且另外说好了条件：倘若原有的那串项链在二月底以前找回来，店里就用三万四千法郎回购这串项链。

骆塞尔存着他父亲从前留给他的一万八千法郎。剩下的数目就得去借了。



⒀

 他东拼西凑借到了钱，这里一千法郎，那里五百法郎，这里五个金路易，那里三个金路易。他签了许多借据，订了很多代价高的契约，同放高利贷的人还有形形色色的放款人打交道。他押上了自己后半生的前程，他不知道能不能履行合约就冒险地签上了自己的名字。他可怕地想到了将来的苦恼，想到了即将压在自己身上的暗无天日的贫穷，想到了整个物质上的匮乏和精神上的折磨，终于走到那个珠宝商人的柜台边放下了三万六千法郎，取了那串新项链。

当骆塞尔太太把首饰还给弗莱斯迪尔太太的时候，这位朋友冷冷地说道：“你应当早点儿还给我，我没准用得上它呢。”



⒁

 她并没有打开那只盒子，这正是她的女友担忧的事。倘若看破了这件代替品，她会怎样想？会怎样说？她该不会把她当成一个小偷吧？

骆塞尔太太过上了穷人的困窘生活。此外，她一下子英勇无畏地打定了主意，那笔骇人的债是必须偿还的。她会还清的。他们辞退了女佣，搬了家，租了一间屋顶阁楼居住。

她开始做家中的粗活和厨房里讨厌的杂活。她亲自清洗杯盘碗碟，在罐子锅子的油垢底子上磨坏了她那粉红色的指甲。肮脏的床单、内衣和抹布都由她亲自洗好再晾到绳子上。每天早起，她搬运垃圾下楼，再把水提到楼上，每逢走完一层楼，就得坐在楼梯上喘口气。她穿得像个平民妇人，挽着篮子走到蔬菜店里、杂货店里和肉店里去讲价钱，遭人辱骂，一分一厘地守护她可怜的钱袋。



⒂

 每月好些借据都要收回，其他的借据则继续延期，以便周转。

她丈夫在傍晚的时候替一个商人誊清账目，时常直到深夜他还得抄录那种五个苏一面的书。

这样的生活持续了十年之久。

十年之后，他俩还清了全部债务，包括高利贷者的利钱以及利上加利堆积成的数目。



⒃

 骆塞尔太太看上去就像个老太婆。现在，她已经变成了贫苦人家强健粗硬的妇人了，头发乱挽着，裙子歪歪地系着，露着一双发红的手。她粗声粗气地说话，洗地板时大盆大盆地往地上泼水。但是有时候当她丈夫去办公室后，她就会独自坐在窗前，回想起从前的那个夜晚，那个舞会，在那里，她当时是那样漂亮，那样受人宠爱。倘若没有丢掉那件首饰，她现在会是什么样子呢？谁知道呢？谁知道呢？

一个周日，她经过一周的辛劳工作，正走在香榭丽舍大街上放松一下，忽然看见一个带着孩子散步的妇人。那正是弗雷斯蒂太太，她还是那么年轻、美丽，充满魅力。

骆塞尔太太的内心翻腾起来。要不要去和她打个招呼？去，当然去。自己现在已经还清了债务，可以把真相告诉她了。为什么不呢？



⒄

 她走上前去。

“早上好，珍妮。”

对方却没认出她，很惊讶自己居然被一个贫穷的妇人这样亲热地叫唤。

“不过……这位太太……”她结结巴巴地说道，“我不知道……您一定是弄错了吧。”



⒅

 “没有错……我是玛蒂尔德·骆塞尔啊。”

她的朋友惊讶得喊了出来：

“噢！……可怜的玛蒂尔德，你变化可真大啊！……”

“对啊，自从我上一次见你之后，我可是受了不少苦…… 说来都是因为你啊。”

“因为我！……这是怎么回事？”



⒆

 “你还记得你从前借给我一串钻石项链到部里参加舞会吗？”

“记得，怎么了？”

“哦，我把它弄丢了。”

“怎么可能，你不是还给我了吗？”



⒇

 “我还给你的是另外一串相似的。在过去的十年里，我们一直努力工作才还清了买项链的钱。你知道，我们没什么钱，这可不是件容易的事…… 现在总算还清了，我也算是安心了。”

弗雷斯蒂太太停下了脚步：

“你是说你之前买了一串钻石项链用来还借我的那串？”

“是呀，你没看出来吧，它们几乎一样。”

说完，她笑了，带着一种自负而又天真的快乐。

弗雷斯蒂太太深受触动，她抓住马蒂尔德的双手：

“天哪，可怜的玛蒂尔德！我那一串是假的，顶多值五百法郎啊！……”
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小说《项链》情节波澜起伏、曲折跌宕。主人公经历了从接到请帖的欣喜到没有华丽首饰的失落而产生的第一次心情起伏。进而作者又安排了主人公命运的第二个大挫折：借到项链，在舞会上出尽了风头，却在回家后发现项链丢失。最终主人公在花了十年青春努力还完了赔款终于迎来重生时，发现项链是假的，这是第三次起伏。作者精巧地在文中安排了一个又一个高潮与低谷，让人一读三叹，展开对于无常命运的思索。

小说的人物形象极具典型性。骆塞尔夫人是个小职员的妻子，生活并不富裕，但身处花花世界，又有同上层社会交往的机会，因此备受上流社会风气的熏陶，对荣华富贵怀有无限羡慕之情。她的虚荣心却让她陷入了落魄的境地——为了赔偿项链，她不得不痛下决心忍受精神上的痛苦，承受经济上的压力，去过最穷最艰苦的生活。片刻的虚荣换来的却是十年的辛酸——这是对骆塞尔夫人虚荣心的强烈讽刺。谁知用十年辛劳还清债务以后，才发现项链原来是假的，这对骆塞尔夫人的虚荣心又是一次沉重的打击。但作者对于主人公并不是全盘否定，因为她丢掉项链后并没有选择逃避，而是诚信负责地积极劳动，赔偿别人的损失。相信在阅读的过程中，读者不会仅仅是在嘲笑主人公自作自受的悲惨命运，也会对她日复一日的辛酸劳作而怜悯同情。




注
 ：

covetously adv.
 贪婪地




注
 ：

triumph n.
 胜利，凯旋




注
 ：

quay n.
 码头




注
 ：

shabbiness n.
 破旧




注
 ：

utmost adj.
 极度的




注
 ：

dumbfounded adj.
 惊呆的，目瞪口呆的




注
 ：

huddle vi.
 (因寒冷或害怕)蜷缩




注
 ：

volition n.
 意志




注
 ：

clasp n.
 扣钩




注
 ：

dictation n.
 口授




注
 ：

remorse n.
 懊悔




注
 ：

anguish n.
 痛苦




注
 ：

ruinous adj.
 无法承担的




注
 ：

usurer n.
 高利贷者




注
 ：

appal vi.
 变得苍白




注
 ：

privation n.
 匮乏




注
 ：

ghastly adj.
 可怕的




注
 ：

abject adj.
 (指境况)凄惨的




注
 ：

clad v.
 穿(衣)(clothe的过去式和过去分词)




注
 ：

superimpose v.
 使重叠，使叠加




注
 ：

awry adj.
 扭曲的，斜的





David Swan

大卫·斯旺

纳撒尼尔·霍桑(Nathaniel Hawthorne)
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纳撒尼尔·霍桑(1804—1864)，美国著名小说家、短篇故事作家。霍桑的小说颇具“黑色浪漫主义”特色，他笔法温和，却常常涉及社会以及人性的阴暗面，注重通过道德问题来主张善行、洗涤心灵。其著名作品有《红字》(The Scarlet Letter
 )、《带七个尖顶的阁楼》(The House of the Seven Gables
 )、《福谷传奇》(The Blithedale Romance
 )等。
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小说《大卫·斯旺》以故事主角的名字命名，讲述了这个平凡的青年在去波士顿的途中，在树下乘凉时发生的故事。大卫因为路途劳累，躺在树荫下睡着了，先是有一对商人夫妇看到了他，因他们唯一的儿子去世了，继承者又不让他们满意，一念之间差点想要叫醒大卫并给予他财富；后来一位少女路过，看见大卫脸上有一只蜜蜂，就帮助大卫把它赶走，如果大卫这时醒来，认识了这个女孩，她将带他去她父亲的公司工作，两人可能发展一段爱情；之后，两个恶棍来到大卫旁边，想要偷走他的钱并用刀伤害他，可一只狗突然钻出来，打乱了他们的计划。最后对这一切都不知情的大卫醒了过来，坐上了去波士顿的马车。故事通过描写一个年轻人在短时间内与财富、爱情、死亡的近距离接触，揭示了人生的无常，表达了作者顺势而为、不求得失的态度。

We can be but partially acquainted even with the events which actually influence our course through life, and our final destiny. There are innumerable other events — if such they may be called — which come close upon us, yet pass away without actual results, or even betraying their near approach, by the reflection of any light or shadow across our minds. Could we know all the vicissitudes
注

 of our fortunes, life would be too full of hope and fear, exultation or disappointment, to afford us a single hour of true serenity. This idea may be illustrated by a page from the secret history of David Swan.



⑴

 We have nothing to do with David until we find him, at the age of twenty, on the high road from his native place to the city of Boston, where his uncle, a small dealer in the grocery line, was to take him behind the counter. Be it enough to say that he was a native of New Hampshire, born of respectable parents, and had received an ordinary school education, with a classic finish by a year at Gilmanton Academy. After journeying on foot from sunrise till nearly noon of a summer's day, his weariness and the increasing heat determined him to sit down in the first convenient shade, and await the coming up of the stage-coach. As if planted on purpose for him, there soon appeared a little tuft of maples, with a delightful recess
注

 in the midst, and such a fresh bubbling spring that it seemed never to have sparkled for any wayfarer
注

 but David Swan. Virgin or not, he kissed it with his thirsty lips, and then flung himself along the brink, pillowing his head upon some shirts and a pair of pantaloons, tied up in a striped cotton handkerchief. The sunbeams could not reach him; the dust did not yet rise from the road after the heavy rain of yesterday; and his grassy lair suited the young man better than a bed of down. The spring murmured drowsily
注

 beside him; the branches waved dreamily across the blue sky overhead; and a deep sleep, perchance
注

 hiding dreams within its depths, fell upon David Swan. But we are to relate events which he did not dream of.

While he lay sound asleep in the shade, other people were wide-awake, and passed to and fro, afoot, on horseback, and in all sorts of vehicles, along the sunny road by his bedchamber
注

 . Some looked neither to the right hand nor the left, and knew not that he was there; some merely glanced that way, without admitting the slumberer among their busy thoughts; some laughed to see how soundly he slept; and several, whose hearts were brimming full of scorn, ejected their venomous
注

 superfluity
注

 on David Swan. A middle-aged widow, when nobody else was near, thrust her head a little way into the recess, and vowed that the young fellow looked charming in his sleep. A temperance
注

 lecturer saw him, and wrought poor David into the texture of his evening's discourse, as an awful instance of dead drunkenness by the roadside. But censure
注

 , praise, merriment, scorn, and indifference were all one, or rather all nothing, to David Swan.



⑵

 He had slept only a few moments when a brown carriage, drawn by a handsome pair of horses, bowled easily along, and was brought to a standstill nearly in front of David's resting-place. A linchpin had fallen out, and permitted one of the wheels to slide off. The damage was slight, and occasioned merely a momentary alarm to an elderly merchant and his wife, who were returning to Boston in the carriage. While the coachman and a servant were replacing the wheel, the lady and gentleman sheltered themselves beneath the maple-trees, and there espied
注

 the bubbling fountain, and David Swan asleep beside it. Impressed with the awe which the humblest sleeper usually sheds around him, the merchant trod as lightly as the gout
注

 would allow; and his spouse took good heed not to rustle her silk gown, lest David should start up all of a sudden.

“How soundly he sleeps!” whispered the old gentleman. “From what a depth he draws that easy breath! Such sleep as that, brought on without an opiate
注

 , would be worth more to me than half my income; for it would suppose health and an untroubled mind.”



⑶

 “And youth, besides,” said the lady. “Healthy and quiet age does not sleep thus. Our slumber is no more like his than our wakefulness.”

The longer they looked the more did this elderly couple feel interested in the unknown youth, to whom the wayside and the maple shade were as a secret chamber, with the rich gloom of damask curtains brooding over him. Perceiving that a stray sunbeam glimmered down upon his face, the lady contrived to twist a branch aside, so as to intercept it. And having done this little act of kindness, she began to feel like a mother to him.

“Providence seems to have laid him here,” whispered she to her husband, “and to have brought us hither to find him, after our disappointment in our cousin's son. Methinks I can see a likeness to our departed Henry. Shall we waken him？”



⑷

 “To what purpose？” said the merchant, hesitating, “We know nothing of the youth's character.”

“That open countenance!” replied his wife, in the same hushed voice, yet earnestly. “This innocent sleep!”

While these whispers were passing, the sleeper's heart did not throb
注

 , nor his breath become agitated, nor his features betray the least token of interest. Yet Fortune was bending over him, just ready to let fall a burden of gold. The old merchant had lost his only son, and had no heir to his wealth except a distant relative, with whose conduct he was dissatisfied. In such cases, people sometimes do stranger things than to act the magician, and awaken a young man to splendor who fell asleep in poverty.



⑸

 “Shall we not waken him？” repeated the lady persuasively.

“The coach is ready, sir,” said the servant, behind.

The old couple started, reddened, and hurried away, mutually wondering that they should ever have dreamed of doing anything so very ridiculous. The merchant threw himself back in the carriage, and occupied his mind with the plan of a magnificent asylum
注

 for unfortunate men of business. Meanwhile, David Swan enjoyed his nap.



⑹

 The carriage could not have gone above a mile or two, when a pretty young girl came along, with a tripping pace, which showed precisely how her little heart was dancing in her bosom. Perhaps it was this merry kind of motion that caused — is there any harm in saying it? — her garter to slip its knot. Conscious that the silken girth — if silk it were — was relaxing its hold, she turned aside into the shelter of the maple-trees, and there found a young man asleep by the spring! Blushing as red as any rose that she should have intruded into a gentleman's bedchamber, and for such a purpose, too, she was about to make her escape on tiptoe. But there was peril near the sleeper. A monster of a bee had been wandering overhead — buzz, buzz, buzz — now among the leaves, now flashing through the strips of sunshine, and now lost in the dark shade, till finally he appeared to be settling on the eyelid of David Swan. The sting of a bee is sometimes deadly. As free hearted as she was innocent, the girl attacked the intruder with her handkerchief, brushed him soundly, and drove him from beneath the maple shade. How sweet a picture! This good deed accomplished, with quickened breath, and a deeper blush, she stole a glance at the youthful stranger for whom she had been battling with a dragon in the air.

“He is handsome!” thought she, and blushed redder yet.



⑺

 How could it be that no dream of bliss grew so strong within him, that, shattered by its very strength, it should part asunder
注

 , and allow him to perceive the girl among its phantoms? Why, at least, did no smile of welcome brighten upon his face? She was come, the maid whose soul, according to the old and beautiful idea, had been severed from his own, and whom, in all his vague but passionate desires, he yearned to meet. Her, only, could he love with a perfect love; him, only, could she receive into the depths of her heart; and now her image was faintly blushing in the fountain, by his side; should it pass away, its happy lustre would never gleam upon his life again.

“How sound he sleeps!” murmured the girl.

She departed, but did not trip along the road so lightly as when she came.



⑻

 Now, this girl's father was a thriving country merchant in the neighborhood, and happened, at that identical time, to be looking out for just such a young man as David Swan. Had David formed a wayside acquaintance with the daughter, he would have become the father's clerk, and all else in natural succession. So here, again, had good fortune — the best of fortunes — stolen so near that her garments brushed against him; and he knew nothing of the matter.

The girl was hardly out of sight when two men turned aside beneath the maple shade. Both had dark faces, set off by cloth caps, which were drawn down aslant
注

 over their brows. Their dresses were shabby, yet had a certain smartness. These were a couple of rascals who got their living by whatever the devil sent them, and now, in the interim of other business, had staked the joint profits of their next piece of villainy
注

 on a game of cards, which was to have been decided here under the trees. But, finding David asleep by the spring, one of the rogues
注

 whispered to his fellow, “Hist! — Do you see that bundle under his head?”

The other villain nodded, winked, and leered.



⑼

 “I'll bet you a horn of brandy,” said the first, “that the chap has either a pocket-book, or a snug little hoard of small change, stowed away amongst his shirts. And if not there, we shall find it in his pantaloons pocket.”

“But how if he wakes?” said the other.

His companion thrust aside his waistcoat, pointed to the handle of a dirk, and nodded.

“So be it!” muttered the second villain.



⑽

 They approached the unconscious David, and, while one pointed the dagger towards his heart, the other began to search the bundle beneath his head. Their two faces, grim, wrinkled, and ghastly with guilt and fear, bent over their victim, looking horrible enough to be mistaken for fiends
注

 , should he suddenly awake. Nay, had the villains glanced aside into the spring, even they would hardly have known themselves as reflected there. But David Swan had never worn a more tranquil aspect, even when asleep on his mother's breast.

“I must take away the bundle,” whispered one.

“If he stirs, I'll strike,” muttered the other.

But, at this moment, a dog scenting along the ground, came in beneath the maple-trees, and gazed alternately at each of these wicked men, and then at the quiet sleeper. He then lapped out of the fountain.



⑾

 “Pshaw!” said one villain. “We can do nothing now. The dog's master must be close behind.”

“Let's take a drink and be off,” said the other.

The man with the dagger thrust back the weapon into his bosom, and drew forth a pocket pistol, but not of that kind which kills by a single discharge. It was a flask of liquor, with a block-tin tumbler screwed
注

 upon the mouth. Each drank a comfortable dram, and left the spot, with so many jests, and such laughter at their unaccomplished wickedness, that they might be said to have gone on their way rejoicing. In a few hours they had forgotten the whole affair, nor once imagined that the recording angel had written down the crime of murder against their souls, in letters as durable as eternity
注

 . As for David Swan, he still slept quietly, neither conscious of the shadow of death when it hung over him, nor of the glow of renewed life when that shadow was withdrawn.



⑿

 He slept, but no longer so quietly as at first. An hour's repose had snatched
注

 , from his elastic frame, the weariness with which many hours of toil had burdened it. Now he stirred — now, moved his lips, without a sound — now, talked, in an inward tone, to the noonday spectres of his dream. But a noise of wheels came rattling louder and louder along the road, until it dashed through the dispersing mist of David's slumber — and there was the stage-coach. He started up with all his ideas about him.

“Halloo, driver! — Take a passenger?” shouted he.

“Room on top!” answered the driver.

Up mounted David, and bowled away merrily towards Boston, without so much as a parting glance at that fountain of dreamlike vicissitude
注

 . He knew not that a phantom of Wealth had thrown a golden hue upon its waters — nor that one of Love had sighed softly to their murmur — nor that one of Death had threatened to crimson them with his blood — all, in the brief hour since he lay down to sleep. Sleeping or waking, we hear not the airy footsteps of the strange things that almost happen. Does it not argue a superintending Providence that, while viewless and unexpected events thrust themselves continually athwart our path, there should still be regularity enough in mortal life to render foresight even partially available?
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对于那些的的确确影响了我们生活轨迹和最终命运的事件，我们还有所悉知。而那些多如牛毛的被称作“其他事件”的事虽在我们身上发生，却并没有留下实际的影响，甚至没有在我们的脑海中投下一丝光影。要是我们能了解命运的所有转折，生活就会充满太多的希望和恐惧，狂喜与失望，使我们一刻也不得安宁。这个观点可以用大卫·斯旺的一则逸事加以说明。



⑴

 大卫二十岁那年，在那条从他家乡通往波士顿的公路上遇到他之前，我们与此人并无任何瓜葛。他的舅舅在波士顿经营一家小杂货店，让他去那里当店员。不妨说一下，他来自新罕布什尔州，父母都是受尊敬的人，他上过正经的学校，最后一年还在吉尔曼顿学院接受过传统教育。在炎炎夏日，大卫从日出一直走到晌午，疲惫的身体和愈发炎热的天气让他决定就近找一片树荫坐下，等待马车的到来。一棵茂密的枫树不久就出现在了眼前，仿佛是特意为他栽种的。树干中间有一个漂亮的凹槽，清澈的泉水从中涌出，似乎除开大卫·斯旺，它从来不曾为别的远足者闪耀光泽。不管是否有人享用过，大卫用干渴的嘴唇亲吻了它，然后一下子躺在泉水边，用带条纹的方巾将一些衬衫和一条裤子扎起来，将头枕在了上面。没有一丝阳光能晒到他，昨日大雨之后路上还没有扬起尘土，那翠绿的栖身之地比起天鹅绒床更加惬意。泉水在耳边发出昏昏沉沉的低语，枝条在头顶的蓝天之间梦一般地摆动着。大卫进入了深深的睡眠，可能这睡眠之中还藏着美梦。可是我们要讲一些无关于梦境的事情。

当他在树荫下沉睡之时，其他人却是完全清醒的，步行的、骑马的、乘车的，众人在他卧榻旁阳光灿烂的道路上来来去去。有些人目不斜视，没有意识到他的存在；有些人仅仅朝他那儿看了一眼，但无暇分神去顾及这个沉睡的人；有些人看见他酣睡的样子忍俊不禁；还有那么一些人，心中满是轻蔑，向大卫投来了他们过度的恶意。一位中年寡妇趁附近无人的时候将头探向了树坑，发誓说这个年轻人在睡梦中是如此迷人。一位禁酒宣传者看到了他，于是将可怜的大卫当作了他晚上的演讲素材，说这是个醉倒在路边的可怕例子。但无论是谴责、赞扬、欢喜、嘲讽还是不屑，对大卫来说都一样，什么都算不上。



⑵

 他只睡了不多一会儿，一对骏马拉着一辆棕色的马车轻快地奔来，在大卫休憩地的不远处停了下来。马车的制轮楔掉了出来，使得一只轮子滑脱。车只受到轻微的损伤，因此车里的老商人和他的妻子也只是稍稍恐慌了一下，他们正要回波士顿去。当车夫和一个仆人修理轮子的时候，夫妇两人来到了枫树下乘凉，看到了冒泡的泉水和旁边睡梦中的大卫。即便是卑微的熟睡者，身上也会有一种令人敬畏的气息，这让两夫妇深受感染。商人在痛风病允许的范围内轻轻地踱着步子，他的太太也小心翼翼地不让自己的丝绸礼服发出沙沙的响声，免得突然惊醒大卫。

“他睡得多香啊！”老先生轻轻地说道。“他的呼吸通透又踏实！不需要安眠药就能睡得这样香甜，这比我一半的财产都还要珍贵，因为它意味着健康和无忧无虑。”



⑶

 “还有青春，”夫人说道，“健康的人上了年纪，也不能睡得这么香。我们睡着或醒着的时候都和他不一样。”

老夫妇越是盯着这个陌生的年轻人看，就越对他感兴趣。对这年轻人来说，路边的枫树荫就像一张私密的大床，浓密的阴影如同绸缎幕帘笼罩着他。老妇人发觉有一束零星的光线照在了他脸上，便扭过一条树枝挡住了它。在完成了这样一个善意的举动之后，她开始对他产生了母亲一般的感情。

“好像是上帝把他安放在这儿似的，”她低声对丈夫说，“在我们对表哥的儿子失望后，安排我们来这儿找到他。我觉得他和我们去世的亨利有几分相似。我们要把他叫醒吗？”



⑷

 “为了什么呢？”商人犹豫地说，“我们对这孩子的品性一无所知呢。”

“多么坦然的神态啊！”太太依然用真诚而平静的语言回答道，“多么无忧无虑的睡眠！”

当这些悄悄话飘过时，那熟睡人的心一点也没有悸动，他的呼吸也没有变得急促，他的表情也一点都没有显露出感兴趣的样子。可是财富已经向他伸出了橄榄枝，正准备在他身上洒下金子来。那个老商人失去了独生子，除了一个远方亲戚以外，再无别的继承人，可是他对那个人一点也不满意。在这种情况下，人们的行为有时比变魔术还要奇怪，比如将一个沉睡着的贫苦青年唤醒，给予他财富的光环。



⑸

 “我们不要叫醒他吗？”老妇人又一次劝道。

“马车修好了，先生，”身后传来仆人的声音。

老夫妇回过神来，红着脸，匆匆离开了，两个人都在想自己为何差点做出这么荒唐的事情。商人一屁股坐进马车里，脑中盘算着一个宏大的计划，要用自己的财产为破产的商人提供庇护。而此时，大卫·斯旺还在享受着他的午休时光。



⑹

 马车走了不到一两公里，一位漂亮的年轻姑娘经过这里，从轻快的步伐可以看出，她的小心脏正在胸中欢舞呢。可能正是这种轻快的动作使得——说出来应该也没关系吧——她的吊带袜脱钩了。她感觉到她的丝袜带——如果是丝的话——松开了，于是便拐到路边的枫树荫下，却一眼看见有个小伙子睡在泉边！她发现自己好像闯入了绅士的卧房，脸蛋红得像玫瑰花似的。她正想踮着脚尖溜走，却发现危险即将降临这位熟睡者。一只可怕的蜜蜂正在上方盘旋——嗡，嗡，嗡——一会儿飞在树叶间，一会儿穿梭在光柱里，一会儿又消失在阴影里，最后停在了大卫·斯旺的眼皮上。有时候蜜蜂一蜇就能致命呢。少女天真无邪，胸怀坦荡，她掏出手绢儿轻轻把蜜蜂赶出了枫树荫。多么美妙的一幕啊！做了这件好事之后，少女的呼吸急促起来，脸也更红了。她偷偷瞥了一眼熟睡中的年轻人，刚刚她还为他赶走了一只空中的恶魔呢。

“他真英俊！”她想，脸越发红得厉害了。



⑺

 小伙子怎么能没有梦见这样的乐事呢？这梦应该被快乐撑开，让他感受到眼前这位美丽的姑娘。为什么他脸上没有露出一丝愉快的笑容？少女已经来了，如同古老而美好的爱情理想所言，她的灵魂正是为他而生，而他也一直模糊却强烈地渴盼着这样一个人儿。他能倾注以全部爱情的只能是她，而她能接纳入心灵深处的也只有他。现在，她的影子正模糊地映在他身边的泉水中。如果它消失了，他的生命中将再也不会照进如此快乐的光芒。

“他睡得多沉啊！”姑娘喃喃道。

她走开了，但脚步并不像来时那样轻快。



⑻

 这位姑娘的父亲是附近街区的成功商人。最近，他正要找一个像大卫·斯旺这样的小伙子。要是大卫刚才真的结识了这位漂亮姑娘，之后他就会成为她父亲的助手，其他一切就自然会相继而来。幸运之神曾偷偷降临，它的衣襟拂过大卫的脸庞，而大卫却一无所知。

姑娘的身影刚刚消失，就有两个人离开大路，来到枫树荫下。两人帽子压得低低的，斜压住眉毛，衬得脸阴暗黑沉。他们衣衫破旧，却看得出带点时髦的式样。他们是这一代经常出没的恶棍，靠着些见不得人的勾当营生。他们正闲来无事，打算在树荫下玩局牌来赌赌下一次勾当的手气。看见大卫睡在泉边，其中一个人对他的伙伴小声说道：“喂，瞧见他脑袋下压的包裹了吗？”

另一个人点点头，不怀好意地朝他眨眨眼。



⑼

 “我跟你赌一杯白兰地，”第一个人说，“这小子身上肯定有个皮夹子，或者上衣里塞着些零钱。如果不在上衣里，就在裤子口袋里。”

“要是他醒了怎么办？”另一个人说。

第一个人敞开背心，指指腰间的匕首，朝他的同伴一点头。

他的同伴咕哝道：“那就干吧。”



⑽

 他们朝熟睡着的大卫逼近，一个人把匕首对准大卫的心脏，另一个人在他的脑袋下面摸索着包裹。两人冷酷而布满皱纹的脸笼罩在大卫上方，充满恐惧和内疚，阴森可怖。要是大卫突然醒来，一定会把他们当作魔鬼。事实上，哪怕他们往小溪里瞥一眼倒影，都不会认出自己。然而，大卫·斯旺在熟睡中神色无比宁静，如同幼时在母亲怀中一般。

“我来拿包裹。”其中一人悄声说。

另一人低声说：“如果他动一动，我就刺下去。”

可就在此刻，一条狗从大路上一路嗅来，跑到枫树底下，起先轮番盯着两个恶棍看，又看了看那个宁静的熟睡者，拍打着泉水。



⑾

 “哦！”其中一个恶棍说道，“现在我们什么也干不了了，狗的主人肯定随后就到。”

另一人说：“那咱们喝两口走吧。”

于是，拿匕首的人把凶器收进怀里，拿出一把“小手枪”，却不是发射子弹伤人的那种，而是一个酒瓶，瓶口上旋着一个锡锭杯。两人每人畅快地喝了一口，有说有笑地离开了，或者是对刚才没完成的恶事暗自发笑吧。可能几个小时后，他们把这件事忘得一干二净，从不曾料到负责记录的天使已为他们的灵魂加上了意图行凶的罪名，记载在永不销毁的信里。而大卫·斯旺还在安祥地睡着，既不曾意识到死亡的阴影曾笼罩在他上方，也没有感受到阴影离去时新生的光辉。



⑿

 他继续睡着，却不像开始时那么沉了。一个小时的休息使他经过长时间旅途后紧张而疲惫的神经放松下来。大卫一会儿动了动身子，一会儿抿抿嘴却没有发出声音，一会儿又自言自语仿佛对着他梦中的幽灵说话。这时，路上传来马车轮子越来越大的声音，赶走了大卫沉睡中的迷雾。驿车来了，大卫从混沌中突然醒来。

他喊道：“你好，赶车的！还有位子吗？”

“车顶上还有！”车夫答道。

大卫爬到车顶，车欢快地驶向波士顿。大卫对刚刚经历过梦幻般人事变迁的泉溪都没有回头再瞧一眼。他不知道财富之神曾在泉溪里投下金色的光芒，爱情之神曾对他轻声吟唱；也不知道死神曾差点用他的鲜血染红溪水，而这一切都发生在他睡着的一个小时里。许多奇妙的故事曾和我们的生命擦身而过，即使醒着，我们也未必能察觉到它们飘忽的脚步。拜命运之神所赐，人生的道路上常常横亘着难以预见的事，我们又怎么能说，人生之路有迹可循、哪怕在一定程度上是可以预知的呢？
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小说《大卫·斯旺》运用朴实平和的语言，通过场景的精心设置，探讨了命运无常这个抽象而严肃的话题。小说主人公的奇遇都发生在睡梦之中，大卫甜睡的姿态也是诱发他奇遇的必要条件：商人夫妇从大卫的睡眠看出来他是一个年轻而无忧无虑的人，这让他们无比向往，觉得“这比我一半的财产都还要珍贵”；小姑娘发现熟睡中的大卫被蜜蜂偷袭，帮他赶走了蜜蜂，转而近距离地观察并对他产生了好感；两个盗贼因为大卫熟睡之中毫无防备，准备偷走他的东西。“即便是卑微的熟睡者，身上也会有一种敬畏的气息”，正是这种气息吸引了人们前来观察他。如果大卫没有入睡，陌生人之间的距离感会让这些际遇无从发生。这也是对命运的一个极为恰当的比喻：无心插柳柳成荫，命运总是在人最没有准备的时刻对他垂青。

而作者随后又揭开了第二层意思：我们并不能轻易抓住这些生命的际遇，甚至很多时候我们都不知道它曾经向我们靠近过。年轻人的睡眠既造就了际遇，也是际遇的终止，人类很多时候只是浑浑噩噩地活着，无法计算大自然在冥冥之中对我们的安排。对于这样矛盾而无奈的事情，作者在文章开头已经给出了建议：不如不要深究，否则“生活会充满太多的希望和恐惧，狂喜与失望，使我们一刻也不得安宁”。小说体现了作者实事求是的生活态度和朴素的生活哲学，值得读者细细体会。




注
 ：

vicissitude n.
 变化无常




注
 ：

recess n.
 凹处




注
 ：

wayfarer n.
 徒步旅行者




注
 ：

drowsily adv.
 昏昏欲睡地




注
 ：

perchance adv.
 偶然




注
 ：

bedchamber n.
 卧室




注
 ：

venomous adj.
 怨恨的




注
 ：

superfluity n.
 过剩




注
 ：

temperance n.
 戒酒




注
 ：

censure n.
 责难




注
 ：

espy vt.
 看到




注
 ：

gout n.
 痛风




注
 ：

opiate n.
 镇静剂




注
 ：

throb vi.
 悸动




注
 ：

asylum n.
 收容所




注
 ：

asunder adv.
 化为碎片地，分离地




注
 ：

aslant adv.
 倾斜地，歪着地




注
 ：

villainy n.
 坏事，罪恶




注
 ：

rogue n.
 流氓，恶棍




注
 ：

fiend n.
 魔鬼




注
 ：

screw v.
 旋，拧




注
 ：

eternity n.
 永恒




注
 ：

snatch v.
 夺走，抢走




注
 ：

vicissitude n.
 盛衰，变迁





News of the Engagement

订婚的消息

阿诺德·贝内特(Arnold Bennett)
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阿诺德·贝内特(1867-1931)，英国杰出的小说家、剧作家和批评家，是英国爱德华时期最重要的小说家之一，深受欧洲自然主义和写实主义影响。他的小说反映了当时英国社会的变迁，对社会发展过程中的伦理问题进行了深刻的讨论。其中最负盛名的是以其家乡英格兰中部斯托克市为背景的五镇系列小说，代表作品有《老妇谭》(The Old Wives' Tale)、《五镇的安娜》(Anna of the Five Towns)、《五镇逸事》(Tales of the Five Towns)、《五镇的严峻笑容》(The Grim Smile of the Five Towns)、《克雷亨格》(Clayhanger)
 三部曲等。
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《订婚的消息》是阿诺德·贝内特五镇系列中《五镇的严峻笑容》(The Grim Smile of the Five Towns
 )里的一篇小说，地点设定在作者的故乡陶都(The Potteries)之中的Burslem(在文中被称为Bursley)。该小说讲述了一个年轻人回到小镇探望寡母，迫切地想告诉母亲自己订婚的消息，却不期遇到了母亲的老友尼克松先生前来探望的故事。在19世纪末期，女性的社会地位获得很大提高，贝内特细心地观察了女性主义运动的方方面面，将女性地位的变化表现在其作品中。本篇故事便是体现贝内特对女性关怀的最佳例证。

My mother was so clever in social matters, and especially in the planning of delicious surprises, that I believed her capable even of miracles. In some way or other she must have discovered the state of my desires towards Agnes. She had written, or something. She and Agnes had been plotting together by letter to startle me, and perhaps telegraphing. Agnes had fibbed
注

 in telling me that she could not possibly come to Bursley for Christmas; she had delightfully fibbed. And my mother had got her concealed
注

 somewhere in the house, or was momentarily
注

 expecting her. That explained the tears, the nervousness, the rushes to the door.



⑴

 I crept
注

 out of the dining-room, determined not to let my mother know that I had secretly viewed the supper-table. And as I was crossing the lobby to the drawing-room there was a third ring at the door, and a third time my mother rushed out of the kitchen.

“By Jove!” I thought. “Suppose it's Agnes. What a scene!”

And trembling with expectation I opened the door. It was Mr. Nixon.



⑵

 Now, Mr. Nixon was an old friend of the family's, a man of forty-nine or fifty, with a reputation for shrewdness
注

 and increasing wealth. He owned a hundred and seventy-five cottages in the town, having bought them gradually in half-dozens, and in rows; he collected the rents himself, and attended to the repairs himself, and was celebrated as a good landlord, and as being almost the only man in Bursley who had made cottage property pay. He lived alone in Commerce Street, and, though not talkative, was usually jolly
注

 , with one or two good stories tucked away in the corners of his memory. He was my mother's trustee
注

 , and had morally aided her in the troublous times before my father's early death.

“Well, young man,” cried he. “So you're back in owd Bosley!” It amused him to speak the dialect a little occasionally.

And he brought his burly
注

 , powerful form into the lobby.



⑶

 I greeted him as jovially
注

 as I could, and then he shook hands with my mother, neither of them speaking.

“Mr. Nixon is come for supper, Philip,” said my mother.

I liked Mr. Nixon, but I was not too well pleased by this information, for I wanted to talk confidentially to my mother. I had a task before me with my mother, and here Mr. Nixon was plunging
注

 into the supper. I could not break it gently to my mother that I was engaged to a strange young woman in the presence of Mr. Nixon. Mr. Nixon had been in to supper several times during previous visits of mine, but never on the first night.



⑷

 However, I had to make the best of it. And we sat down and began on the ham, the sausages, the eggs, the crumpets, the toast, the jams, the mince-tarts, the Stilton, and the celery. But none of us ate very much, despite my little plump
注

 mother's protestations
注

 .

My suspicion was that perhaps something had gone slightly wrong with my mother's affairs, and that Mr. Nixon was taking the first opportunity to explain things to me. But such a possibility did not interest me, for I could easily afford to keep my mother and a wife too. I was still preoccupied in my engagement — and surely there is nothing astonishing in that — and I began to compose the words in which, immediately on the departure of Mr. Nixon after supper, I would tackle
注

 my mother on the subject.

When we had reached the Stilton and celery, I intimated that I must walk down to the post-office, as I had to dispatch a letter.



⑸

 “Won't it do tomorrow, my pet？” asked my mother.

“It will not,” I said.

Imagine leaving Agnes two days without news of my safe arrival and without assurances of my love! I had started writing the letter in the train, near Willesden, and I finished it in the drawing-room.

“A lady in the case？” Mr. Nixon called out gaily
注

 .

“Yes,” I replied with firmness.



⑹

 I went forth, bought a picture postcard showing St Luke's Square, Bursley, most untruthfully picturesque
注

 , and posted the card and the letter to my darling Agnes. I hoped that Mr. Nixon would have departed ere
注

 my return; he had made no reference at all during supper to my mother's affairs. But he had not departed. I found him solitary in the drawing-room, smoking a very fine cigar.

“Where's the mater？” I demanded.

“She's just gone out of the room,” he said. “Come and sit down. Have a weed. I want a bit of a chat with you, Philip.”

I obeyed, taking one of the very fine cigars.



⑺

 “Well, Uncle Nixon,” I encouraged him, wishing to get the chat over because my mind was full of Agnes. I sometimes called him uncle for fun.

“Well, my boy,” he began. “It's no use me beating about the bush. What do you think of me as a stepfather？”

I was struck, as they say down there, all of a heap.

“What？” I stammered. “You don't mean to say — you and mother —?”

He nodded.



⑻

 “Yes, I do, lad. Yesterday she promised as she'd marry my unworthy self. It's been coming along for some time. But I don't expect she's given you any hint in her letters. In fact, I know she hasn't. It would have been rather difficult, wouldn't it？ She couldn't well have written, “My dear Philip, an old friend, Mr. Nixon, is falling in love with me and I believe I'm falling in love with him. One of these days he'll be proposing
注

 to me.” She couldn't have written like that, could she？”

I laughed. I could not help it.

“Shake hands,” I said warmly. “I'm delighted.”

And soon afterwards my mother sidled
注

 in, shyly.

“The lad's delighted, Sarah,” said Mr. Nixon shortly.

I said nothing about my own engagement that night. I had never thought of my mother as a woman with a future, I had never realized that she was desirable, and that a man might desire her, and that her lonely existence in that house was not all that she had the right to demand from life. And I was ashamed of my characteristic filial
注

 selfish egoism
注

 . So I decided that I would not intrude my joys on hers until the next morning. We live and learn.
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我母亲在处理社交问题上十分聪明，而且特别善于制造惊喜，我甚至都觉得她能够创造出奇迹。她一定是通过某种特殊的途径知道了我对阿格尼丝的心意。可能是她与阿格尼丝通过信，或者发过电报，然后一起策划了这场出其不意的惊喜。阿格尼丝骗我说她不能到伯斯勒来过圣诞节，她一定是故意这么说的。我母亲一定让她躲在了家里的某个角落，或者正等着她到家里来。难怪她又流泪，又紧张，还一次又一次地跑去开门！



⑴

 我溜出了餐厅，决心不让母亲知道我已经私底下看到了餐桌上的布置。当我正从门廊走向客厅的时候，门铃第三次响起来，母亲又第三次冲出了厨房。

“天哪！”我想，“如果是阿格尼丝的话，那将是怎样的场面呀！”

我心里怀着期盼，颤抖着打开了门。门口是尼克松先生。



⑵

 尼克松是我家的老朋友了，他差不多50岁，为人精明，积累了不少财富。他在镇上陆陆续续购买了共175座小屋，自己收租，自己进行修护，是个好房东，也是伯斯勒唯一在房产生意里赚了钱的人。他一个人住在商业街，虽然不太爱说话，但总是很快乐，可能是因为心里藏着一些美好的故事吧。他是我母亲的受托人，在早年我父亲去世前的那段难熬的日子里给过她道义上的帮助。

“年轻人，”他喊道，“你又回这老地儿了是吧！”他经常说些地方话来自娱。

他挺着那结实、健壮的身子走进了门廊。



⑶

 我十分欢喜地问候了他。他和母亲握了握手，两人都没有说话。

“尼克松先生来家里吃饭，菲利普。”母亲说道。

虽然我很喜欢尼克松先生，但是这个消息并不让我十分开心，因为我只想私下和母亲聊一聊。我本来揣着一个任务来见我母亲，但是尼克松先生却在晚饭时突然出现。有他在场，我没法向母亲交代我已经与一个陌生姑娘订婚的消息。之前我在家的时候，尼克松先生也来吃过几次晚餐，但从没在我回家的第一个晚上来过。



⑷

 不管怎样，我只能尽我所能了。我们都开始坐下吃东西——火腿、香肠、鸡蛋、松饼、面包、果酱、馅饼、干酪和芹菜。但每个人吃得都不多，尽管我那微微发福的母亲一再让我们多吃些。

我怀疑是母亲的安排出了一些小问题，需要尼克松先生来向我解释清楚。但这并不引起我的兴趣，因为我经济上完全能负担起一个母亲加上一个妻子。我心里仍然在盘算着订婚的事情——这是毫无疑问的——并且开始字斟句酌，等尼克松先生用完晚餐离开的时候，立刻告诉母亲我订婚的消息。

当晚餐接近尾声的时候，我示意要到邮局去寄一封信。



⑸

 “明天不行吗，亲爱的？”母亲问道。

“是的，不行。”我说。

难以想象离开两天以后还没有告诉阿格尼丝我平安到达的消息，而且还没有表达我那爱的话语！我从火车开到惠勒斯顿时就开始动笔写信，刚刚才在客厅里写完。

“是和女人有关吧？”尼克松先生开心地问道。

“没错。”我坚定地回答。



⑹

 我走了出去，买了一张印有伯斯勒圣路加广场的风景明信片——它看起来美得有些不真实，然后和信一起寄给了我心爱的阿格尼丝。我希望回去的时候尼克松先生就已经离开了——他在晚餐的时候甚至一点都没有提起我母亲的事情。但是他还没有离开，我回去的时候，看到他一个人在客厅，抽着一只上等的雪茄。

“我母亲呢？”我问道。

“她刚刚出去了，”他说，“过来坐下，来支烟，我有点事想要跟你说，菲利普。”

我走了过去，拿了一只上等的雪茄。



⑺

 “尼克松叔叔，”我鼓励他说下去，因为满脑子都是阿格尼丝，所以想要快快结束这场谈话。我有时开玩笑叫他叔叔。

“孩子，”他说，“我不想再绕弯子了。你觉得我做你的后爸怎么样？”

听了这些话，我像触电了一般。

“什么？”我结结巴巴地说，“您说的是……您和我母亲……？”

他点了点头。



⑻

 “是的没错，孩子。她昨天答应要嫁给我。我们之间已经有一些日子了。但我并没有指望她在信里告诉过你。其实我知道她并没有。这种事对她来说一定有些困难，不是吗？她一定不会写：‘亲爱的菲利普，我的老朋友尼克松先生爱上了我，我相信我也爱上了他。过不了几天他就会向我求婚。'她写不出这样的话，是吧？”

我笑了，止不住地笑。

“握个手吧，”我说，“我非常高兴。”

没过一会儿，我母亲羞答答地走了进来。

“莎拉，这小子很高兴呢。”尼克松先生就说了一句。

那天晚上，我并没有说自己订婚的消息。我从来不曾想过我的母亲有她自己的未来，没有意识到她是具有吸引力的，而且会有男人为她倾倒。我这才意识到除了在这座房子中孤独地生存以外，她还有权从生活中得到更多。我对于自己典型的不孝顺的自私行为深感惭愧，所以我决定直到明天早上之前，都不要让我的欢乐打扰到她的欢乐。生活又教会了我不少东西。
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贝内特的小说处处充满了人性的关怀，每一个角色都被他赋予了极大的同情。《订婚的消息》则表现了对女性、对个体生命的体贴和敬畏。作者用自嘲的方式塑造了一个生命力勃发、却又以自我为中心的青年形象，并从他的视角入手，描述了独居家乡的寡母命运的变化。贝内特不惜大量笔墨描写了儿子对母亲个人情感的忽视：看到母亲不同以往的高兴神态便以为母亲知道了自己订婚的消息，无意中发现了三套餐具便认为母亲邀请了未婚妻前来共进晚餐，甚至打心眼里希望前来一同进餐的尼克松先生早点离开。而最终的结局却出乎他的意料——母亲的一反常态并不是因为她知道了儿子订婚的消息，而是因为她自己的爱情已经悄悄开花。文章的最后，年轻人反思了自己先入为主的心理，决定在当晚保留自己订婚的秘密，让母亲成为幸福的主角。读者跟随他的思想变化在心灵上得到净化和提升，懂得了任何一个生命都有自己独特的分量。

贝内特深受法国写实主义的影响，注重人物刻画和细节描写，认为自己的生命是美好的，要按照它原本的样子记录下来。因此他的代表作均描写他的故乡陶都各镇的风土人情，从平凡细琐的生活故事中揭示了他对生命本质在于平淡的深切感悟。




注
 ：

fib vi.
 撒小谎




注
 ：

conceal vt.
 隐藏




注
 ：

momentarily adv.
 短暂地




注
 ：

creep vi.
 悄悄行进




注
 ：

shrewdness n.
 精明




注
 ：

jolly adj.
 欢乐的




注
 ：

trustee n.
 受托人




注
 ：

burly adj.
 魁梧的




注
 ：

jovial adj.
 欢乐的




注
 ：

plunge vi.
 参与




注
 ：

plump adj.
 胖乎乎的




注
 ：

protestation n.
 抗议




注
 ：

tackle vt.
 与……交涉




注
 ：

gaily adv.
 欢乐地




注
 ：

picturesque adj.
 如画的




注
 ：

ere prep.
 在……之前




注
 ：

propose vt.
 求(婚)




注
 ：

sidle vi.
 悄悄地走




注
 ：

filial adj.
 子女的




注
 ：

egoism n.
 利己主义





Mr. Know-All

无所不知先生

威廉·萨默塞特·毛姆(William Somerset Maugham)
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威廉·萨默塞特·毛姆(1874—1965)，英国现代小说家、剧作家。他由职业医生转行为作家，一生共写了一百多篇短篇小说,他的作品注重情节的铺垫和悬念的设置,带有讽刺和怜悯的意味，在国内外都拥有大量读者。其著名作品有：《人性的枷锁》(Of Human Bondage)、《月亮与六便士》(The Moon and Sixpence)等。
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《无所不知先生》是最能反映毛姆文学特色的一则短篇小说。故事中的“我”乘船回到英国，与“万事通”卡拉达先生同住一个船舱，“我”和船上其他的先生们对于卡拉达先生事事包揽、左右逢源的作风都感到十分不屑；某日船上的人就养殖珍珠的事情发生了争论，卡拉达向拉姆齐先生下了赌注，赌拉姆齐夫人脖子上的珍珠项链价值不菲，而拉姆齐却一口咬定这串珍珠是价格低廉的仿冒品，就在卡拉达鉴定珍珠是真品无疑的时候，“我”却注意到了拉姆齐夫人脸上紧张和哀求的表情。作者的层层铺垫使故事最后的结局出乎意料。通过描写“无所不知先生”的可恨与可爱，作者挖掘了人类丰富而复杂的内心世界。

Ramsay was in the American Consular Service and was stationed at Kobe. He was a great heavy fellow from the Middle West, with loose fat under a tight skin, and he bulged out of this ready-made clothes. He was on his way back to resume his post, having been on a flying visit to New York to fetch his wife who had been spending a year at home. Mrs. Ramsay was a very pretty little thing, with pleasant manners and a sense of humour. The Consular Service is ill paid, and she was dressed always very simply; but she knew how to wear her clothes. She achieved an effect of quiet distinction. I should not have paid any particular attention to her but that she possessed a quality that may be common enough in women, but nowadays is not obvious in their demeanour
注

 . You could not look at her without being struck by her modesty. It shone in her like a flower on a coat.



⑴

 One evening at dinner the conversation by chance drifted to the subject of pearls. There had been in the papers a good deal of talk about the culture pearls which the cunning Japanese were making, and the doctor remarked that they must inevitably diminish the value of real ones. They were very good already; they would soon be perfect. Mr. Kelada, as was his habit, rushed the new topic. He told us all that was to be known about pearls. I do not believe Ramsay knew anything about them at all, but he could not resist the opportunity to have a fling
注

 at the Levantine, and in five minutes we were in the middle of a heated argument. I had seen Mr. Kelada vehement and voluble
注

 before, but never so voluble and vehement as now. At last something that Ramsay said stung him, for he thumped the table and shouted:

“Well, I ought to know what I am talking about. I'm going to Japan just to look into this Japanese pearl business. I'm in the trade and there's not a man in it who won't tell you that what I say about pearls goes. I know all the best pearls in the world, and what I don't know about pearls isn't worth knowing.”

Here was news for us, for Mr. Kelada, with all his loquacity
注

 , had never told anyone what his business was. We only knew vaguely that he was going to Japan on some commercial errand
注

 . He looked round the table triumphantly.



⑵

 “They'll never be able to get a culture pearl that an expert like me can't tell with half an eye.” He pointed to a chain that Mrs. Ramsay wore. “ You take my word for it, Mrs. Ramsay, that chain you're wearing will never be worth a cent less than it is now.”

Mrs. Ramsay in her modest way flushed a little and slipped the chain inside her dress. Ramsay leaned forward. He gave us all a look and a smile flickered in his eyes.

“That's a pretty chain of Mrs. Ramsay's, isn't it？”



⑶

 “I noticed it at once,” answered Mr. Kelada. “Gee, I said to myself, those are pearls all right.”

“I didn't buy it myself, of course. I'd be interested to know how much you think it cost.”

“Oh, in the trade somewhere round fifteen thousand dollars. But if it was bought on Fifth Avenue shouldn't be surprised to hear that anything up to thirty thousand was paid for it.”

Ramsay smiled grimly
注

 .



⑷

 “You'll be surprised to hear that Mrs. Ramsay bought that string at a department store the day before we left New York, for eighteen dollars.”

Mr. Kelada flushed. “Rot
注

 . It's not only real, but it's as fine a string for its size as I've ever seen.”



⑸

 “Will you bet on it？ I'll bet you a hundred dollars it's imitation.”

“Done.”

“Oh, Elmer, you can't bet on a certainty,” said Mrs. Ramsay.



⑹

 She had a little smile on her lips and her tone was gently deprecating.

“Can't I？ If I get a chance of easy money like that I should be all sorts of a fool not to take it.”

“But how can it be proved？” she continued. “It's only my word against Mr. Kelada's.”



⑺

 “Let me look at the chain, and if it's imitation I'll tell you quickly enough. I can afford to lose a hundred dollars,” said Mr. Kelada.

“Take it off, dear. Let the gentleman look at it as much as he wants.”

Mrs. Ramsay hesitated a moment. She put her hands to the clasp.

“I can't undo it,” she said. “Mr. Kelada will just have to take my word for it.”



⑻

 I had a sudden suspicion that something unfortunate was about to occur, but I could think of nothing to say.

Ramsay jumped up.

“I'll undo it.”



⑼

 He handed the chain to Mr. Kelada. The Levantine took a magnifying glass from his pocket and closely examined it. A smile of triumph spread over his smooth and swarthy
注

 face. He handed back the chain. He was about to speak. Suddenly he caught sight of Mrs. Ramsay's face. It was so white that she looked as though she were about to faint. She was staring at him with wide and terrified eyes. They held a desperate appeal; it was so clear that I wondered why her husband did not see it.

Mr. Kelada stopped with his mouth open. He flushed deeply. You could almost see the effort he was making over himself.

“I was mistaken,” he said. “It's a very good imitation, but of course as soon as I looked through my glass I saw that it wasn't real. I think eighteen dollars is just about as much as the damned thing's worth.”



⑽

 He took out his pocket book and from it a hundred-dollar bill. He handed it to Ramsay without a word.

“Perhaps that'll teach you not to be so cocksure
注

 another time, my young friend,” said Ramsay as he took the note.

I noticed that Mr. Kelada's hands were trembling.



⑾

 The story spread over the ship as stories do, and he had to put up with a good deal of chaff
注

 that evening. It was a fine joke that Mr. Know-All had been caught out. But Mrs. Ramsay retired
注

 to her stateroom
注

 with a headache.

Next morning I got up and began to shave. Mr. Kelada lay on his bed smoking a cigarette. Suddenly there was a small scraping sound and I saw a letter pushed under the door. I opened the door and looked out. There was nobody there. I picked up the letter and saw that it was addressed to Max Kelada. The name was written in block letters. I handed it to him.

“Who's this from？” He opened it. “Oh!”



⑿

 He took out of the envelope, not a letter, but a hundred-dollar bill. He looked at me and again he reddened. He tore the envelope into little bits and gave them to me.

“Do you mind just throwing them out of the porthole
注

 ？” I did as he asked, and then I looked at him with a smile.

“No one likes being made to look a perfect damned fool,” he said.

“Were the pearls real？”



⒀

 “If I had a pretty little wife I shouldn't let her spend a year in New York while I stayed at Kobe,” said he.

At that moment I did not entirely dislike Mr. Kelada. He reached out for his pocket book and carefully put in it the hundred-dollar note.
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拉姆齐就职于驻神户的美国领事馆。他是个块头很大的家伙，来自中西部。他紧绷的皮肤下面藏着松散的脂肪，身子把那非定制的衣服撑得鼓鼓囊囊。他的妻子在纽约的家中待了一年，他飞过去接她一同返回驻地。拉姆齐太太娇小可爱，举止优雅，讲话幽默。由于使馆工资低，她的穿着总是很简单，但她懂得怎样打扮自己。她的身上暗暗流露出一种非同一般的味道。要不是她有一种一般女人也许都有，而如今已经不常见的风度，我应该不会注意到她了。无论你什么时候看她，都会对她的谦虚产生深刻的印象。她那神态如同衣服上的胸花一般夺目。



⑴

 某天的晚餐时分，话题碰巧转到了珍珠上面。报纸上长篇累牍地报道了头脑灵活的日本人养殖珍珠的事情。那位大夫判断这将毫无疑问地降低天然珍珠的价值：人工珍珠已经很好了，不久之后就可以毫无瑕疵。卡拉达先生立刻本能地对这个新话题大加议论。他告诉了我们关于珍珠的一切知识。我相信拉姆齐对此一窍不通，可他不肯放过与这个“外族人”针锋相对的机会。不到五分钟，一场激烈的争论便在我们中间展开了。我虽见过卡拉达先生情绪激动、口若悬河的样子，却从未像今天这般。最后拉姆齐讲了一句激怒他的话，于是他一拳锤在桌子上，大声嚷道：

“听着，我讲得绝对没错。我这次去日本就是为了专门研究那里的珍珠生意。我是内行人，你去问任何一个懂行的，他们都会告诉你我说的每一句话都千真万确。世界上最好的珍珠我都知道，我不知道的那些也都不值得去了解。”

这对我们来说倒是个新鲜事，因为卡拉达虽然健谈，却从未向任何人透露过他生意上的事情。我们只是大概地知道他将要去日本进行一些商业活动。他带着胜利者的神情扫视了一下桌子。



⑵

 “不管他们用什么办法，像我这样的专家一眼就能把养殖的珍珠鉴别出来。”他指着拉姆齐太太戴着的一条链子说：“请相信我，拉姆齐太太，您戴着的那根项链绝不会贬值一分一毫。”

一向谦虚的拉姆齐太太微微红了脸，她将链子塞进了衣服里面。拉姆齐往前凑过身子，瞥了众人一眼，眼中含着笑容。

“拉姆齐太太的项链真是漂亮，是吧？”



⑶

 “我一下就注意到了，”卡拉达先生说，“我心想，天啊，这些珍珠真不赖。”

“当然，这项链不是我本人买的，但我很想知道你觉得它值多少价钱。”

“好啊，市场上的价格大约在一万五上下。但如果是在第五大道上买来的话，三万美金也不为过。”

拉姆齐诡异地笑了。



⑷

 “那您一定想不到，这条项链是我太太在离开纽约的前一天从百货店买来的，就花了十八美金。”

卡拉达先生的脸一下子红了。“胡说，这珍珠不但是真的，而且是我见过的同样大小的珍珠里面成色最好的。”



⑸

 “你敢打赌吗？我拿一百元赌这是仿冒品。”

“好。”

“哎呀，埃尔默，你为什么要在确定的事情上下赌注呢，”拉姆齐太太说。



⑹

 她脸上露出淡淡的微笑，语气虽然很温柔，但显然不赞成他那样做。

“为什么不呢？如果放弃这样轻易挣钱的机会，那才是一个傻瓜。”

“但你也不能证明它是仿造的呀，”她说，“我和卡拉达先生各执一词。”



⑺

 “把链子拿给我看一看，是假的我一看就知道。一百元我还是输得起的。”卡拉达说道。

“亲爱的，把它取下来吧。让这位先生好好看看。”

拉姆齐太太犹豫了一下，将手伸向了搭扣。

“我解不下来，”她说，“卡拉达先生还是相信我的话吧。”



⑻

 我突然预感到一件不幸的事情即将发生，却一时想不出该说点什么。

拉姆齐噌地站了起来。

“我来取。”



⑼

 他将链子递给了卡拉达。那位“外族人”从兜里拿出了放大镜，仔细地检查起来。一丝胜利的微笑在他光滑而黝黑的脸上浮现。他把链子递了回去，正准备开口说话。他突然瞥见了拉姆齐太太的脸，那张脸是那么苍白，她仿佛快要晕倒。她用那双充满恐惧的大眼睛盯着他，无助地哀求着。那神情如此明显，我不明白为什么她的丈夫竟然没有看到。

卡拉达先生欲言又止。他的脸涨得通红。明显地看出，他的内心在激烈地斗争着。

“我错了，”他说道，“这是一个非常好的仿冒品，我在拿起放大镜的那一刻就发现了。我看这破玩意儿就值十八美金。”



⑽

 他从钱包里拿出了一百美元，递给拉姆齐，一句话也没有说。

拉姆齐接过了钱，说道：“也许这能教会你以后不要太自以为是。”

我注意到卡拉达先生的手在发抖。



⑾

 不出所料，这件事很快在船上传开了，那一晚，卡拉达不得不忍受接二连三的嘲弄。“无所不知先生”被抓了个现行，这的确是个笑话。可拉姆齐太太却嚷着头痛回到客舱里去了。

第二天早上，我起身正在刮脸，卡拉达先生正躺在床上抽雪茄。忽然一阵轻微的摩挲声传来，只见一封信从门下塞了进来。我打开门向外看去，没瞧见任何人。我捡起了信封，看到上面用粗体写着收信人是马克斯·卡拉达。我把信递给了他。

“这是谁写的？”他打开信封，“哦”地叫了一声。



⑿

 他从信封里取出的不是信，而是一张一百美元的钞票。他看了我一眼，脸又红了。他将信封撕成碎片，递到了我手上。

“可以帮我从舱口扔出去吗？”我照做了，微笑地望着他。

“没有谁愿意被当作大傻瓜。”他说。

“那珍珠是真的吗？”



⒀

 “如果我有一个漂亮妻子的话，我绝不会让她一个人在纽约待一年而我却在神户。”他说。

这时，我觉得我不是那么讨厌卡拉达了。他掏出了钱包，把那张百元钞票整整齐齐地放了进去。
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《无所不知先生》通过层层的铺垫，塑造了一个令人生厌的“万事通”形象，却又在文章的最后用一个戏剧性的冲突事件，反映了此人在让人反感的外表下藏着的一颗包容的心：卡拉达先生已经鉴定珍珠是真品，但是看到了拉姆齐夫人恳求的表情后，明白过来项链是在她丈夫不知情的情况下购买的(很有可能是在她丈夫驻守神户的一年间，情人赠给她的礼物)，于是他宁愿忍受周围人的嘲讽，牺牲掉自己平时最注重的面子与形象，帮助孤独的拉姆齐夫人保守了这个秘密。

小说通过铺垫与对比成功地制造了卡拉达先生前后行为的强烈反差，表现了人类内心世界的复杂与矛盾。卡拉达喜欢在别人玩牌的时候插嘴，喜欢与人争辩显示自己见多识广，在没有让人信服之前他绝不会撒手——这样的表现让“我”一开始就对卡拉达产生了厌烦的情绪，并且将此人在读者心中下了负面的定论。“珍珠事件”中，作者巧妙地对事情的真相做出了铺垫：“她的身上暗暗流露出一种非同一般的味道”“一向谦虚的拉姆齐太太微微红了脸，她将链子塞进了衣服下面”，看似是对这位女性的性格的刻画，其实是为结局引出线索。小说采用第一人称有限视角，讲述了“我”对卡拉达先生看法的改变，也由此反映了一个道理：人对周遭事物的理解可能存在极大的偏见和局限，所以还须谨言慎行、多方求证。




注
 ：

demeanour n.
 行为




注
 ：

fling n.
 嘲弄




注
 ：

voluble adj.
 健谈的




注
 ：

loquacity n.
 多话




注
 ：

errand n.
 差事




注
 ：

grimly adv.
 可怕地，阴冷地




注
 ：

rot int.
 胡说




注
 ：

swarthy adj.
 黝黑的




注
 ：

cocksure adj.
 确信的




注
 ：

chaff n.
 取笑




注
 ：

retire vi.
 撤退




注
 ：

stateroom n.
 特等舱




注
 ：

porthole n.
 舷窗





The Egg

鸡蛋

舍伍德·安德森(Sherwood Anderson)
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舍伍德·安德森(1876—1941)，美国短篇小说家，出身于中西部俄亥俄州克莱德镇的一个贫寒家庭，自小独立谋生，后来通过自学写作开始发表小说作品，成为职业作家。他的作品大多描写乡镇人民在工业化浪潮冲击下的压抑与彷徨。他的作品对海明威和福克纳等著名作家产生了巨大影响。其主要作品有：《俄亥俄州瓦恩斯堡镇》(Winesburg，Ohio)、《鸡蛋的胜利》(The Triumph of the Egg and Other Stories)和《林中之死及其他》(Death in the Woods and Other Stories)等。
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《鸡蛋》收录于安德森小说选集《鸡蛋的胜利》中，被评论家视为其最好的作品之一。小说记录了主人公的父亲与鸡蛋的两次较量。父亲本来是个简单快乐的农场工人，却在“我”出生后变得雄心勃勃，在母亲的鼓动下开了一座养鸡场，却抵不住鸡瘟的袭击，在十年之后倒闭了；不甘心的父亲又开始了第二次创业，他在铁路旁开了一家餐馆，希望用他珍藏的一罐畸形鸡和一些用鸡蛋变的小把戏来娱乐客人，没想到把戏没有变好，反而成了客人口中的笑柄。小说通过细致的描写成功塑造了父亲这个努力追求物质成功，最后却钻进死胡同的市井小民的形象，生动地反映了工业社会中美国中西部小镇的风土人情。

As to what happened downstairs. For some unexplainable reason I know the story as well as though I had been a witness to my father's discomfiture
注

 . One in time gets to know many unexplainable things. On that evening young Joe Kane, son of a merchant of Bidwell, came to Pickleville to meet his father, who was expected on the ten o'clock evening train from the south. The train was three hours late and Joe came into our place to loaf
注

 about and to wait for its arrival. The local freight
注

 train came in and the freight crew were fed. Joe was left alone in the restaurant with father.



⑴

 From the moment he came into our place the Bidwell young man must have been puzzled by my father's actions. It was his notion that father was angry at him for hanging around. He noticed that the restaurant keeper was apparently disturbed by his presence and he thought of going out. However, it began to rain and he did not fancy the long walk to town and back. He bought a five-cent cigar and ordered a cup of coffee. He had a newspaper in his pocket and took it out and began to read. “I'm waiting for the evening train. It's late,” he said apologetically.

For a long time father, whom Joe Kane had never seen before, remained silently gazing at his visitor. He was no doubt suffering from an attack of stage fright. As so often happens in life he had thought so much and so often of the situation that now confronted him that he was somewhat nervous in its presence.

For one thing, he did not know what to do with his hands. He thrust one of them nervously over the counter and shook hands with Joe Kane. “How-de-do,” he said. Joe Kane put his newspaper down and stared at him. Father's eye lighted on the basket of eggs that sat on the counter and he began to talk. “Well,” he began hesitatingly, “well, you have heard of Christopher Columbus, eh?” He seemed to be angry. “That Christopher Columbus was a cheat,” he declared emphatically. “He talked of making an egg stand on its end. He talked, he did, and then he went and broke the end of the egg.”



⑵

 My father seemed to his visitor to be beside himself at the duplicity
注

 of Christopher Columbus. He muttered and swore. He declared it was wrong to teach children that Christopher Columbus was a great man when, after all, he cheated at the critical moment. He had declared he would make an egg stand on end and then when his bluff
注

 had been called he had done a trick. Still grumbling
注

 at Columbus, father took an egg from the basket on the counter and began to walk up and down. He rolled the egg between the palms of his hands. He smiled genially
注

 . He began to mumble words regarding the effect to be produced on an egg by the electricity that comes out of the human body. He declared that without breaking its shell and by virtue of rolling it back and forth in his hands he could stand the egg on its end. He explained that the warmth of his hands and the gentle rolling movement he gave the egg created a new center of gravity, and Joe Kane was mildly interested. “I have handled thousands of eggs,” father said. “No one knows more about eggs than I do.”

He stood the egg on the counter and it fell on its side. He tried the trick again and again, each time rolling the egg between the palms of his hands and saying the words regarding the wonders of electricity and the laws of gravity. When after a half hour's effort he did succeed in making the egg stand for a moment, he looked up to find that his visitor was no longer watching. By the time he had succeeded in calling Joe Kane's attention to the success of his effort, the egg had again rolled over and lay on its side.



⑶

 Afire
注

 with the showman's passion and at the same time a good deal disconcerted
注

 by the failure of his first effort, father now took the bottles containing the poultry monstrosities 
注

 down from their place on the shelf and began to show them to his visitor. “How would you like to have seven legs and two heads like this fellow?” he asked, exhibiting the most remarkable of his treasures. A cheerful smile played over his face. He reached over the counter and tried to slap Joe Kane on the shoulder as he had seen men do in Ben Head's saloon when he was a young farmhand and drove to town on Saturday evenings. His visitor was made a little ill by the sight of the body of the terribly deformed bird floating in the alcohol in the bottle and got up to go. Coming from behind the counter, father took hold of the young man's arm and led him back to his seat. He grew a little angry and for a moment had to turn his face away and force himself to smile. Then he put the bottles back on the shelf. In an outburst of generosity he fairly compelled Joe Kane to have a fresh cup of coffee and another cigar at his expense. Then he took a pan and filling it with vinegar, taken from a jug that sat beneath the counter, he declared himself about to do a new trick. “I will heat this egg in this pan of vinegar,” he said. “Then I will put it through the neck of a bottle without breaking the shell. When the egg is inside the bottle it will resume its normal shape and the shell will become hard again. Then I will give the bottle with the egg in it to you. You can take it about with you wherever you go. People will want to know how you got the egg in the bottle. Don't tell them. Keep them guessing. That is the way to have fun with this trick.”



⑷

 Father grinned and winked at his visitor. Joe Kane decided that the man who confronted him was mildly insane but harmless. He drank the cup of coffee that had been given him and began to read his paper again. When the egg had been heated in vinegar, father carried it on a spoon to the counter and going into a back room got an empty bottle. He was angry because his visitor did not watch him as he began to do his trick, but nevertheless went cheerfully to work. For a long time he struggled, trying to get the egg to go through the neck of the bottle. He put the pan of vinegar back on the stove, intending to reheat the egg, then picked it up and burned his fingers. After a second bath in the hot vinegar, the shell of the egg had been softened a little but not enough for his purpose. He worked and worked and a spirit of desperate determination took possession of him. When he thought that at last the trick was about to be consummated
注

 , the delayed train came in at the station and Joe Kane started to go nonchalantly
注

 out at the door. Father made a last desperate effort to conquer the egg and make it do the thing that would establish his reputation as one who knew how to entertain guests who came into his restaurant. He worried the egg. He attempted to be somewhat rough with it. He swore and the sweat stood out on his forehead. The egg broke under his hand. When the contents spurted
注

 over his clothes, Joe Kane, who had stopped at the door, turned and laughed.

A roar of anger rose from my father's throat. He danced and shouted a string of inarticulate
注

 words. Grabbing another egg from the basket on the counter, he threw it, just missing the head of the young man as he dodged through the door and escaped.



⑸

 Father came upstairs to mother and me with an egg in his hand. I do not know what he intended to do. I imagine he had some idea of destroying it, or destroying all eggs, and that he intended to let mother and me see him begin. When, however, he got into the presence of mother something happened to him. He laid the egg gently on the table and dropped on his knees by the bed as I have already explained. He later decided to close the restaurant for the night and to come upstairs and get into bed. When he did so he blew out the light and after much muttered conversation both he and mother went to sleep. I suppose I went to sleep also, but my sleep was troubled. I awoke at dawn and for a long time looked at the egg that lay on the table. I wondered why eggs had to be and why from the egg came the hen who again laid the egg. The question got into my blood. It has stayed there, I imagine, because I am the son of my father. At any rate, the problem remains unsolved in my mind. And that, I conclude, is but another evidence of the complete and final triumph of the egg — at least as far as my family is concerned.
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至于楼下发生了什么，出于某种没法解释的原因，我仿佛亲眼见到了父亲的狼狈样，对整件事都了如指掌。人总有些时候会知晓一些没法解释的事情。那天晚上, 毕德维尔镇一个商人的儿子乔·凯恩来到了皮科维尔镇等车，他父亲将搭乘火车从南方来，在晚上十点钟到达。火车晚点了三个钟头，于是乔走进了我家的店来打发时光，等待车的到来。正值当地的货车进站，乘务员们进来吃了些东西又离开了。饭店里只剩下了乔和父亲。



⑴

 打那毕德维尔来的小伙儿一进门，就被爸爸的举动弄得摸不着头脑。他看出我父亲对他在这里闲逛感到不悦，注意到店主因为他的存在明显感觉有些不乐意，于是他准备离开。可外面又开始下起雨，于是他放弃了去毕德维尔镇打个来回的想法，买了一支五分钱的烟，要了杯咖啡。他拿出兜里的报纸读了起来。“我在等夜车，车晚点了，”他抱歉地说道。

过了许久，父亲都一言不发地瞪着这位与他素未谋面的来客。不用说，他一定是怯场了。他曾经无数次地设想这样的情况，可当表演的机会摆在他面前时，他却又显得手足无措。

他甚至连手都不知道往哪里搁。他紧张兮兮，猛地朝柜台外伸出一只手来与乔·凯恩握手。“你，您好，”他说。乔·凯恩放下报纸望着他。父亲瞥见了柜台上放着的一篮子鸡蛋，眼前一亮。“是这样，”他犹犹豫豫地开了口，“你听说过哥伦布吗？”他面带愠色。“那哥伦布是个骗子，”他斩钉截铁地说，“他说他能让鸡蛋立起来。他说是这么说，到头来却把鸡蛋的一头敲碎了。”



⑵

 在那位客人看来，我父亲说到哥伦布的不诚实行为时有些走火入魔。父亲嘟囔地叫骂着，声称将哥伦布当成伟人的例子来教育小孩是不正确的，因为他在关键时刻使了诈。他号称能够让鸡蛋站起来，却在自己的谎言快要露馅时耍了骗人的伎俩。父亲一边念叨着哥伦布，一边从柜台上的篮子里取出了一个鸡蛋，走来走去。他将鸡蛋放在手掌间摩挲着，和善地笑了。他开始含糊不清地谈论人体产生的电能对鸡蛋所造成的影响。他宣称不破开鸡蛋，只要在他手中来回揉搓，鸡蛋就能站立起来。他的解释是手掌的温度和轻微的转动能给鸡蛋一个新的重心，这略微激起了乔·凯恩的兴趣。“我经手过数千只鸡蛋，”父亲说，“没有任何人比我更懂鸡蛋了。”

他把鸡蛋立在柜台上，鸡蛋倒向了一边。他一次又一次地尝试，每次都用手掌揉搓鸡蛋，重复地念叨着那些有关电力和重力学奇迹的话。忙活了大半个小时，他终于成功地让鸡蛋站起来了一会儿，可他抬头才发现他的客人早就不再看这把戏。当他成功地把乔·凯恩的注意力转移到他的成果上时，那只鸡蛋早已滚下躺倒了。



⑶

 在表演欲的催化下，同时又不安于首次演出的失败，父亲从架子上拿下了装着畸形家禽的罐子，拿给他的客人看。“要不要也像这家伙一样，长出七条腿、两个头呀？”他一边说，一边展示着他最珍贵的宝贝，满脸都是笑容。他探出柜台去，想要拍一拍乔·凯恩的肩膀——他年轻的时候做农场工，周六晚上在镇上的本海德酒吧里也看到别人这么做。他的客人看到这些严重畸形的家禽泡在酒精里的样子，感到一阵恶心，起身准备离开。父亲从柜台里赶了出来，拽住了年轻人的胳膊，将他拉回了座位。父亲有些生气，只能暂时扭过头去，让自己重新带上笑容。接着他将那些罐子又放回到架子上，之后突然大发慷慨，坚持要送给乔·凯恩一杯咖啡和一支烟。他随即拿出一只平底锅，从柜台下面取出一只醋坛子，往锅里倒满了醋，宣布自己要表演一个新戏法。“我把鸡蛋放在这锅醋里烧热，”他说，“然后把蛋从玻璃瓶口塞进去，还不把壳弄破。等蛋进了瓶子之后就会恢复本来的形状，壳也会重新变硬。然后我就把这装着鸡蛋的瓶子送你。你可以随身带着，人家一定想知道你是怎么把鸡蛋弄进去的。别说出来，让他们猜去吧，这样才好玩呢。”



⑷

 爸爸冲他的客人笑着眨了眨眼。乔·凯恩认定眼前这个人脑子有些不正常，但没有恶意。他喝完了赠送的那杯咖啡，又摊开报纸读了起来。鸡蛋热好了以后，父亲就用勺子将它盛到柜台前，从里屋取出了一只空瓶子。他的客人无心看他表演这把戏，这让他很恼怒。可无论怎样，他仍旧投入地干了起来。他花了很长时间，费力地把鸡蛋往瓶口里塞；他又将醋再次放到了炉子上，想把鸡蛋重新加热，却在取蛋的时候烫伤了手。在醋中煮过第二次之后，蛋壳虽软了一些，但并不足以塞进瓶口。他不停地尝试，疯狂的执念占据了他的头脑。就在他感觉到戏法快要成功的时候，晚点的火车进入了车站，乔·凯恩径直向门外走去。父亲为了战胜这只鸡蛋、得到娱乐宾客的美誉，做了最后的拼命一击。他摆弄着那只蛋，竭力地往里塞。他骂骂咧咧，弄得满头大汗。那鸡蛋还是碎在了他手里，汁水溅了他一身。乔·凯恩在门口停住脚步，转过身来大笑。

父亲的嗓子眼里爆发出一声尖利的怒吼。他捶胸顿足胡言乱语， 喊出一串难以理解的词句。 接着他从柜台上的篮子里抄起一只鸡蛋，朝乔·凯恩的脑袋扔了过去。那个年轻人闪身躲开，落荒而逃。



⑸

 父亲握着一只鸡蛋走上楼来。 我不知道他要对我和妈妈做什么。我猜想他要当着我们的面毁掉这只鸡蛋，或者毁掉所有的蛋。可当他一见到母亲的时候，心里却不知发生了什么变化。他将鸡蛋轻轻地放在了桌上，跪在床前，正如我之前讲述的那样。之后他决定关上店门，进屋睡觉。他吹熄了灯，在一阵低语之后，和母亲一起睡着了。我想我也睡着了，可睡得并不踏实。第二天清早醒来后，我盯着桌上的鸡蛋看了很久。我不明白为何世上有鸡蛋这个东西，而为何蛋又生鸡，鸡又生蛋。这个问题进入了我的神经，挥之不去。我想这是因为我是父亲的儿子吧。无论怎样，这问题至今还得不到解答。而这，在我想来只不过是再一次印证鸡蛋取得了全面而彻底的胜利罢了——至少对我家来说是这样。
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舍伍德·安德森在小说《鸡蛋》中用十分朴实、简洁的语言，大巧若拙，刻画了一个为了追求成功以至心理畸形的小市民形象。作者通过儿子的眼睛来讲述父亲的行为，这就要求他尽量少地使用议论性的语言，而更多地通过视觉感受来描述事情的发展。作者为此安排了大量让父亲出尽笑话的事件，通过不加修饰而暗含黑色幽默的讲述为读者勾勒主要人物的形象，比如父亲初次为客人表演时“过了许久，都一言不发地瞪着这位与他素未谋面的来客。不用说，他一定是怯场了”；当他尝试了很多次终于让鸡蛋站起来的时候，他抬头才发现“客人早就没看这把戏了”；而当他重新让客人的注意力转移回来的时候，“那只鸡蛋早已滚下躺倒了”。通过儿子讲述的这些耳闻目睹、亲身经历的事情，整篇故事显得更加有依据，代入感更强。

该小说的另一成功之处就在于，作者塑造了一个尽管可憎、却也可怜的立体角色。读者们不仅会像乔·凯恩一样，觉得餐厅老板是个不正常的、讨厌的人，同时也会从儿子的角度体会到父亲看见自己失败的无力感。结尾部分，父亲上楼之后的行为是十分正常、甚至让人垂怜的。其实在白天为生活打拼时，他真实自然的性格足以让他招呼来往的客人，可他在无形的压力下，无法像面对家人那样心平气和地面对自己的生意，这便是作者笔下那些乡镇小人物在精神和物质生活夹击下永远逃不出的怪圈。




注
 ：

discomfiture n.
 狼狈




注
 ：

loaf v.
 游荡




注
 ：

freight n.
 货运




注
 ：

duplicity n.
 不诚实




注
 ：

bluff n.
 吓唬




注
 ：

grumble v.
 嘟囔




注
 ：

genially adv.
 亲切地




注
 ：

afire adj.
 燃烧的




注
 ：

disconcert vt.
 使不安




注
 ：

monstrosity n.
 畸形




注
 ：

consummate vt.
 完成




注
 ：

nonchalantly adv.
 冷淡地




注
 ：

spurt v.
 喷出




注
 ：

inarticulate adj.
 口齿不清的
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生 生 不 息
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Ah, that piece of steak would have done it! He had lacked just that for the decisive blow, and he had lost. It was all because of the piece of steak.

唉，一块牛排就够了！决定胜负的那一拳里就缺少这个东西，而他输了。这都是因为那块牛排。

——杰克·伦敦　《一块牛排》




The Last Leaf

最后一片叶子

欧·亨利(O. Henry)
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欧·亨利(1862—1910)，原名威廉·西德尼·波特(William Sydney Porter)，美国著名小说家，与法国的莫泊桑、俄国的契诃夫并称为“世界三大短篇小说巨匠”。他的短篇小说构思巧妙，手法独特，以幽默的语言和出人意料的结局而闻名于世，大多表现美国中下层人民的生活，被誉为“美国生活的百科全书”。其著名作品有：《最后一片藤叶》(The Last Leaf
 )、《警察与赞美诗》(The Cop and the Anthem
 )、《麦琪的礼物》(The Gift of the Magi
 )等。
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《最后一片叶子》是欧·亨利短篇小说作品中具有代表性的一篇，亦采用小人物作为主角，歌颂伟大的人性关怀。小说中，青年画家琼珊得了肺炎，她消极地认为当窗外墙上最后一片常春藤叶被吹落时，她的生命就会消逝。当楼下穷困而不得志的老“画家”贝尔曼听到这件事后，冒着暴雨在墙上画出了一片永远不会凋落的常春藤叶，让琼珊重新燃起了生命的希望，自己却因此染病去世。作者通过描写萍水相逢的普通人之间的关怀，刻画了一个舍己为人的画家形象。在作者心中，美好心灵造就的作品才是不朽的杰作。

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty and had a Michael Angelo's Moses beard curling down from the head of a satyr along with the body of an imp. Behrman was a failure in art. Forty years he had wielded the brush without getting near enough to touch the hem of his Mistress's robe. He had been always about to paint a masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For several years he had painted nothing except now and then a daub
注

 in the line of commerce or advertising. He earned a little by serving as a model to those young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a professional. He drank gin to excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the rest he was a fierce little old man, who scoffed
注

 terribly at softness in any one, and who regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting to protect the two young artists in the studio above.



⑴

 Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly lighted den below. In one corner was a blank canvas on an easel
注

 that had been waiting there for twenty-five years to receive the first line of the masterpiece. She told him of Johnsy's fancy, and how she feared she would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.

Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, shouted his contempt and derision
注

 for such idiotic imaginings.

“Vass!” he cried. “Is dere people in de world mit der foolishness to die because leafs dey drop off from a confounded vine？ I haf not heard of such a thing. No, I will not bose as a model for your fool hermit-dunderhead. Vy do you allow dot silly pusiness to come in der brain of her？ Ach, dot poor leetle Miss Yohnsy.”



⑵

 “She is very ill and weak,” said Sue, “and the fever has left her mind morbid
注

 and full of strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do not care to pose for me, you needn't. But I think you are a horrid
注

 old — old flibbertigibbet.”

“You are just like a woman!” yelled Behrman. “Who said I will not bose？ Go on. I come mit you. For half an hour I haf peen trying to say dot I am ready to bose. Gott! dis is not any blace in which one so goot as Miss Yohnsy shall lie sick. Someday I vill baint a masterpiece, and ve shall all go away. Gott! yes.”

Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down to the window-sill, and motioned Behrman into the other room. In there they peered out the window fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they looked at each other for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled
注

 with snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner on an upturned kettle for a rock.



⑶

 When Sue awoke from an hour's sleep the next morning she found Johnsy with dull, wide-open eyes staring at the drawn green shade.

“Pull it up; I want to see,” she ordered, in a whisper.

Wearily Sue obeyed.



⑷

 But, lo! After the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured through the livelong night, there yet stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last one on the vine. Still dark green near its stem, with its serrated
注

 edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution
注

 and decay, it hung bravely from the branch some twenty feet above the ground.

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

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



⑸

 But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest
注

 thing in all the world is a soul when it is making ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that bound her to friendship and to earth were loosed.

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

 .

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

The ivy leaf was still there.



⑹

 Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then she called to Sue, who was stirring her chicken broth
注

 over the gas stove.

“I've been a bad girl, Sudie,” said Johnsy. “Something has made that last leaf stay there to show me how wicked
注

 I was. It is a sin to want to die. You may bring me a little broth now, and some milk with a little port in it, and — no; bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some pillows about me, and I will sit up and watch you cook.”

And hour later she said：

“Sudie, someday I hope to paint the Bay of Naples.”



⑺

 The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into the hallway as he left.

“Even chances,” said the doctor, taking Sue's thin, shaking hand in his. “With good nursing you'll win.” And now I must see another case I have downstairs. Behrman, his name is — some kind of an artist, I believe. Pneumonia
注

 , too. He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute
注

 . There is no hope for him; but he goes to the hospital today to be made more comfortable.”

The next day the doctor said to Sue： “She's out of danger. You won. Nutrition and care now — that's all.”



⑻

 And that afternoon Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, contentedly knitting a very blue and very useless woollen shoulder scarf, and put one arm around her, pillows and all.

“I have something to tell you, white mouse,” she said. “Mr. Behrman died of pneumonia today in the hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor
注

 found him the morning of the first day in his room downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold. They couldn't imagine where he had been on such a dreadful night. And then they found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that had been dragged from its place, and some scattered brushes, and a palette
注

 with green and yellow colors mixed on it, and — look out the window, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn't you wonder why it never fluttered or moved when the wind blew？ Ah, darling, it's Behrman's masterpiece — he painted it there the night that the last leaf fell.”
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老贝尔曼是住在楼下底层的一个画画的。他年纪六十开外，有一把像米开朗琪罗的摩西雕像上的胡须，从长着山羊角的脑袋上顺着恶魔般的身体卷垂下来。贝尔曼在艺术上一向不得志，他耍了四十年的画笔，还摸不着艺术女神的裙边。他老是说要画一幅杰作，可是至今都没有动笔。近几年他除了偶尔涂抹一些商业画或广告画之外，什么也没干。他替“艺术区”里那些雇不起职业模特儿的青年艺术家充当模特儿，挣几个小钱。他喝杜松子酒老是喝多，还不停地唠唠叨叨地谈着他未来的杰作。此外，他还是个凶狠的小老头儿，经常挖苦别人的好心肠，却自己愿当看家狗，专门保护楼上两位年轻的画家。



⑴

 苏在楼下那间灯光黯淡的小屋子里找到了酒气熏人的贝尔曼。角落里的画架上搁着一幅空白的画布，二十五年来它一直在那儿静候着杰作的落笔。她把琼珊的怪念头告诉了他，又说她多么担心，唯恐那个虚弱得像枯叶一般的琼珊抓不住她同世界的微弱牵连，真会随风而去。

老贝尔曼充血的眼睛显然淌出了眼泪，他对这种白痴般的幻想不以为然，讥讽地咆哮了一阵。

“什么话！”他嚷道，“世界上竟有这种傻瓜，因为可恶的藤蔓掉叶子就想死？我活了一辈子也没有听到过这种怪事。不，我没有心思替你当那无聊的隐士模特儿。你咋让她脑袋里生出这种傻念头呢？唉，可怜的小琼珊姑娘。”



⑵

 “她病得很厉害，很虚弱，”苏说，“高烧烧得她昏昏沉沉，满脑袋都是奇怪的念头。好吧，贝尔曼先生，既然你不愿意替我当模特儿，那就算了。我认为你是个可恶的老——老贫嘴。”

“你真娘儿们气！”贝尔曼嚷道，“谁说我不愿意？走吧。我跟你一起去。我已经说了半天，准备给你干。天哪！像琼珊小姐那样好的人，怎么能病倒在那个地方。总有一天，我要画一幅杰作，到时我们一起离开这里，绝对的！”

他们上楼时，琼珊已经睡着了。苏把窗帘拉严实了，做手势让贝尔曼去了另一间屋子。他们担心地瞥向窗外的常春藤，然后互相看着对方，一言不发。一场寒雨夹着雪花下个不停。贝尔曼穿着一件蓝色的旧衬衫，坐在一个翻过来当作石块的铁锅上，扮作隐居的矿工。



⑶

 第二天早晨，苏睡了一个小时醒来的时候，看到琼珊大大地睁着无神的眼睛，盯着拉下来的绿窗帘。

“把窗帘拉上去，我想看看。”她用微弱的声音命令着。

苏困倦地照办了。



⑷

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

“这是最后一片了，”琼珊说，“我以为昨夜它一定会掉下来。我听到了刮风的声音。它今天会脱落的，那个时候我也该走了。”

“天哪，亲爱的！”苏把她困倦的脸凑到枕边说，“如果你不为自己着想，也得替我想想呀。你走了我可怎么办呢？”



⑸

 但是琼珊没有回答。人世间最凄凉的事情莫过于一个人准备就绪，要去往遥远的秘境。当她与尘世和友情之间的联系一环一环地松开时，那个怪念头似乎将她抓得更紧了。

那一天总算熬了过去。就着微弱的光线，她们也能看到墙上那片孤零零的藤叶挂在藤蔓上。北风随着夜幕的降临呼啸而来，雨点不住地打在窗上，从低矮的荷兰式屋檐上倾泻下来。

天色刚刚亮，狠心的琼珊又吩咐把窗帘拉起来。

那片常春藤叶仍旧在那里。



⑹

 琼珊躺在床上，对着它看了很久。接着她叫苏，苏正在煤气炉上替她熬鸡汤。

“我真是一个坏姑娘，小苏，”琼珊说，“冥冥中有什么使那最后一片叶子不掉下来，告诉我我有多坏，不想活下去是个罪过。现在请你拿些汤来，再弄一点掺了葡萄酒的牛奶——哦，不，你先拿一面小镜子给我，用枕头替我垫高一些，我想坐起来看你煮东西。”

一小时后，她说：

“小苏，我希望有朝一日能去那不勒斯海湾写生。”



⑺

 下午，医生来了。他离去时，苏找了个借口跟到了过道上。

“好的希望有了五成，”医生抓住苏瘦小而颤抖的手说，“只要悉心护理就会好。现在我得去楼下看看另一个病人。他叫贝尔曼——据我所知，也是搞艺术的，也得了肺炎。他年老体弱，病势来得很猛。他没什么指望了，不过今天还是要把他送进医院，让他舒服些。”

第二天，医生告诉苏：“她已经没有危险了，你们胜利了。现在需要的，只是充足的营养和细心的照料。”



⑻

 那天下午，苏跑到床边，琼珊靠在那儿，心满意足地织着一条毫无用处的深蓝色披肩，苏连枕头把她一把抱住。

“我有些话要告诉你，小丫头，”她说，“贝尔曼在医院里去世了。他害肺炎，只病了两天。头天早上，看门人在楼下的房间里发现他痛得要命。他的鞋子和衣服都湿透了，冰凉冰凉的。谁也想不出，在那样可怕的夜里，他去了什么地方。后来，他们找到了一盏还燃着的灯笼，一把从别处拖来的梯子，还有几支散落的画笔，一块调色板，上面和了绿色和黄色的颜料，还有——看看窗外，亲爱的，看看墙上最后的一片叶子。你不是觉得纳闷，刮风的时候它为什么不飘不动吗？啊，亲爱的，那是贝尔曼的杰作——那晚最后一片叶子掉落时，他画在了墙上。”
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《最后一片叶子》篇幅很短，在主人公贝尔曼先生身上着墨并不多，却通过出乎意料的情节和留白式的侧面描写生动而有力地塑造了一个伟大的平凡人的形象。

小说在揭露贝尔曼先生的无私行为时达到高潮，而作者为了使结局达到震撼的效果，先抑后扬，在前文中渲染了贝尔曼平凡甚至失败的一面——他长相苍老而滑稽，耍了四十多年画笔却还无所作为，只能临时充当一下模特维持生计；非但如此，他还天马行空地说自己要画出一幅杰作。这一切都与一个伟大的人应有的举止行为不符。而就是这个极端普通的老头，用人世间最宝贵的温情创造了一副杰出的“画作”，挽救了一个非亲非故的女孩的生命。平淡无奇的人却出人意料地铸就了永恒，如同不起眼的蓓蕾绽放出最美丽的花朵。如此精妙的反衬手法，让该作品荡气回肠，震撼人心。

小说没有从正面描写贝尔曼是如何帮助女孩的，而是通过转述周围人看到的情境告诉了读者事情的真相:“他的鞋子和衣服都湿透了，冰凉冰凉的……他们找到了一盏还燃着的灯笼，一把从别处拖来的梯子，还有几支散落的画笔，一块调色板，上面和了绿色和黄色的颜料。”短短几十字的轻描淡写，对“杰作”的定义做了新的诠释，带给了读者想象的空间和巨大的心灵震撼。




注
 ：

daub n.
 涂抹




注
 ：

scoff vi.
 嘲笑




注
 ：

easel n.
 画架




注
 ：

derision n.
 嘲笑




注
 ：

morbid adj.
 (兴趣、精神、思想等)病态的




注
 ：

horrid adj.
 引起反感的




注
 ：

mingle vt.
 & vi.
 混合




注
 ：

serrated adj.
 边缘呈锯齿状的




注
 ：

dissolution n.
 溶解




注
 ：

lonesome adj.
 孤单的




注
 ：

eave n.
 屋檐




注
 ：

broth n.
 肉汤




注
 ：

wicked adj.
 邪恶的




注
 ：

pneumonia n.
 肺炎




注
 ：

acute adj.
 剧烈的




注
 ：

janitor n.
 看门人




注
 ：

palette n.
 调色板





The Law of Life

生命的法则

杰克·伦敦(Jack London)
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杰克·伦敦(1876—1916)，原名为约翰·格利菲斯·伦敦(John Griffith London)，美国著名现实主义和自然主义作家，世界文学史上最早的商业作家之一。他的作品大都带有浓厚的个人主义色彩，充满勇敢和冒险精神，体现生命的顽强意志。其著名作品有：《野性的呼唤》(The Call of the Wild
 )、《白牙》(White Fang
 )、《海狼》(The Sea Wolf
 )、《热爱生命》(Love of Life
 )等。
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《生命的法则》讲述了老去的部落首领将死之时的回忆与感悟。由于冬季将至，部落需要朝温暖的地域迁徙，科斯库斯由于年老失去了生存能力，遵循部落传统留在原地等待死亡。他曾希望儿子能心软带他上路，但他又回忆起年少打猎时遇到的事——离群的驼鹿被狼包围后奋力挣脱却最终命丧狼口，于是他放弃了对生命的留恋，静静地等待死亡。作者通过老人和驼鹿的故事，阐述了优胜劣汰、新旧更替的自然法则，表达了自己遵从天命的人生态度。

But the moose
注

 . Zing-ha and he had gone out that day to play at hunting after the manner of their fathers. On the bed of the creek they struck the fresh track of a moose, and with it the tracks of many wolves. “An old one,” Zing-ha, who was quicker at reading the sign, said — “an old one who cannot keep up with the herd
注

 . The wolves have cut him out from his brothers, and they will never leave him.” And it was so. It was their way. By day and by night, never resting, snarling
注

 on his heels, snapping at his nose, they would stay by him to the end. How Zing-ha and he felt the blood-lust quicken! The finish would be a sight to see!



⑴

 Eager-footed, they took the trail, and even he, Koskoosh, slow of sight and an unversed
注

 tracker, could have followed it blind, it was so wide. Hot were they on the heels of the chase, reading the grim tragedy, fresh-written, at every step. Now they came to where the moose had made a stand. Thrice the length of a grown man's body, in every direction, had the snow been stamped about and uptossed. In the midst were the deep impressions of the splay-hoofed game, and all about, everywhere, were the lighter footmarks of the wolves. Some, while their brothers harried the kill, had lain to one side and rested. The full-stretched impress of their bodies in the snow was as perfect as though made the moment before. One wolf had been caught in a wild lunge
注

 of the maddened victim and trampled
注

 to death. A few bones, well picked, bore witness.

Again, they ceased the uplift of their snowshoes at a second stand. Here the great animal had fought desperately. Twice had he been dragged down, as the snow attested
注

 , and twice had he shaken his assailants
注

 clear and gained footing once more. He had done his task long since, but none the less was life dear to him. Zing-ha said it was a strange thing, a moose once down to get free again; but this one certainly had. The shaman
注

 would see signs and wonders in this when they told him.



⑵

 And yet again, they come to where the moose had made to mount the bank and gain the timber. But his foes had laid on from behind, till he reared and fell back upon them, crushing two deep into the snow. It was plain the kill was at hand, for their brothers had left them untouched. Two more stands were hurried past, brief in time-length and very close together. The trail was red now, and the clean stride of the great beast had grown short and slovenly
注

 . Then they heard the first sounds of the battle — not the full-throated chorus of the chase, but the short, snappy bark which spoke of close quarters and teeth to flesh. Crawling up the wind, Zing-ha bellied it through the snow, and with him crept he, Koskoosh, who was to be chief of the tribesmen in the years to come. Together they shoved aside the under branches of a young spruce and peered forth. It was the end they saw.

The picture, like all of youth's impressions, was still strong with him, and his dim eyes watched the end played out as vividly as in that far-off time. Koskoosh marveled at this, for in the days which followed, when he was a leader of men and a head of councilors, he had done great deeds and made his name a curse in the mouths of the Pellys, to say naught of the strange white man he had killed, knife to knife, in open fight.



⑶

 For long he pondered on the days of his youth, till the fire died down and the frost bit deeper. He replenished
注

 it with two sticks this time, and gauged
注

 his grip on life by what remained. If Sit-cum-to-ha had only remembered her grandfather, and gathered a larger armful, his hours would have been longer. It would have been easy. But she was ever a careless child, and honored not her ancestors from the time the Beaver, son of the son of Zing-ha, first cast eyes upon her. Well, what mattered it？ Had he not done likewise in his own quick youth？ For a while he listened to the silence. Perhaps the heart of his son might soften, and he would come back with the dogs to take his old father on with the tribe to where the caribou
注

 ran thick and the fat hung heavy upon them.

He strained his ears, his restless brain for the moment stilled. Not a stir, nothing. He alone took breath in the midst of the great silence. It was very lonely. Hark! What was that？ A chill passed over his body. The familiar, long-drawn howl broke the void, and it was close at hand. Then on his darkened eyes was projected the vision of the moose — the old bull moose — the torn flanks and bloody sides, the riddled mane
注

 , and the great branching horns, down low and tossing to the last. He saw the flashing forms of gray, the gleaming eyes, the lolling tongues, the slavered
注

 fangs. And he saw the inexorable
注

 circle close in till it became a dark point in the midst of the stamped snow.



⑷

 A cold muzzle thrust against his cheek, and at its touch his soul leaped back to the present. His hand shot into the fire and dragged out a burning faggot
注

 . Overcome for the nonce by his hereditary fear of man, the brute retreated, raising a prolonged call to his brothers; and greedily they answered, till a ring of crouching, jaw-slobbered gray was stretched round about. The old man listened to the drawing in of this circle. He waved his brand wildly, and sniffs turned to snarls; but the panting brutes refused to scatter. Now one wormed his chest forward, dragging his haunches
注

 after, now a second, now a third; but never a one drew back. Why should he cling to life？ he asked, and dropped the blazing stick into the snow. It sizzled and went out. The circle grunted uneasily, but held its own. Again he saw the last stand of the old bull moose, and Koskoosh dropped his head wearily upon his knees. What did it matter after all？ Was it not the law of life？
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说说那头驼鹿。那天，他和津哈到外面去玩捕猎的游戏，就像他们父亲当年那样。在河床之上他们发现了一只驼鹿刚留下的足迹，旁边还有许多狼的脚印。“是只老鹿，”津哈比我更快地解读道，“它老得跟不上鹿群。狼群从它的伙伴中将它孤立出来，然后死死地缠住了它。”确实是这样。这就是狼的生存之道。无论白天还是黑夜，它们都一刻不停地在驼鹿身后咆哮，猛咬它的鼻子，一直缠着它，直到它生命尽头。他和津哈都感到了血腥杀戮的临近！那结束的一幕一定过瘾极了！



⑴

 他们迫不及待地踏上了小径。即便科斯库斯眼力不好，没有追踪猎物的经验，也能随随便便地跟上去，因为脚印的范围太大了。他们的脚底跑得发烫，看着这残酷、鲜活的悲剧一步步上演。这时他们来到了一处驼鹿曾停留的地方，一片半径有三个成年人身子那么长的雪地被踩得稀烂。中间是这个四腿朝天的猎物深深的印迹，周围全是狼蹄浅浅的足印。它们有的继续进攻，有的则倒在旁边的地上休息，躯体在雪地上留下的痕迹就如同刚印上去一般完好无损。一只狼被这头疯狂的猎物猛地踢中致死。一些完整的骨头还留在那里，见证着这一切。

当到达驼鹿第二次停留的地方时，他们又停下了脚步。在这里，这个大家伙进行了拼命地反抗。雪地上的痕迹见证了它两次被拖倒，又两次挣脱袭击者，重新站立起来的情形。它早已完成了生的使命，但是生命还是太宝贵了。津哈说驼鹿被扑倒后还能站起来是一桩奇怪的事。巫师如果知道了，一定会说这是某种先兆。



⑵

 他们继续追踪，来到驼鹿登上山坡跑进树丛的地方。但它的敌人从后面扑上来，它向后一仰倒在了那两只狼的身上，撞得他们深深陷在了雪中。很显然，这场杀戮已经唾手可得，因为其他的狼并没有理会它们的两个兄弟。驼鹿又挣脱了两次，间隔很短，距离很近。现在，足迹里开始出现了红色的血印，原本清晰可辨的驼鹿的足迹开始变得细碎零乱。接着，他们第一次听到了这场战斗的声音，不是追逐者的群嗥，而是短促的咆哮——看来双方正唇齿相向，打得难解难分。津哈趴在雪地上，顶风爬上山坡，而多年之后成了部落首领的科斯库斯，也跟着爬了上去。两人拨开了一株云杉树垂下的枝条，向前瞥去，看到了最后一幕。

这一幕，如同其他所有的童年回忆一样，仍深深地印在他的心中。在他昏花的眼睛里，这生动而鲜活的最后一幕仍像它在遥远的少年时代中那样清晰。科斯库斯对其感到震撼不已，因为在以后的日子里当他成为族人的首领和长老时，他做了许多大事，使他的名字成为帕利人口中的诅咒——他在一场面对面的决斗中杀死了一个陌生的白人，而这都不算什么。



⑶

 他陷入了对年轻时代的深深回忆中，直到火苗渐渐黯淡，寒冷愈发刺骨。这回，他向火中加了两根柴火，又摸了摸还剩下多少，以此计算生命剩下的时日。假如斯卡图哈还惦记着他的外公，多弄些木柴的话，他就可以多活一点时间。其实这本来很简单，但她是个粗心的女孩。但是当津哈的孙子“海狸”第一眼看到她时，她就不再想到自己的长辈了。好了，这又有什么关系呢？在他那短暂的青春时光里，他不也做过同样的事吗？他在寂静中听了一会。或许他的儿子会心软，然后拉着雪橇回来接上他的老父亲，和部落一起去驯鹿驰骋过的又肥又美的地方。

他竖起耳朵听着，翻腾的思绪这时平静了下来。没有动静，什么都没有。无边的寂静中只有他自己的呼吸声。太安静了。听!那是什么？一股寒气席卷了他的身体。那熟悉的、悠长的嗥叫打破四周的沉寂，而且近在咫尺。他幽深的眼中显现出了驼鹿的身影——那头衰老的雄驼鹿——被撕烂的两肋，血淋淋的腰身，残缺的鬃毛。一只巨大而多支的角低低地、不断地向上挑着，直到最后一口气。他看到晃动着的灰色身躯，闪着光的眼睛，耷拉的舌头，挂着口水的尖牙。他还看到那个狼围成的无情的圈子在不断缩小，直到在凌乱的雪地中间缩成一个黑点。



⑷

 一张冰冷的尖嘴碰到了他的面颊，这一碰让他的思绪猛然回到现实中来。他的手伸向篝火，拽出了一根燃着的木柴。出于对人类与生俱来的恐惧，那野兽退了回去，向同伴发出了一声长嗥；它的同伴贪婪地回应着，围上来蹲下，淌着口水，形成了一个灰色的圆圈。老人听到圈子在缩小，便用力地挥舞着木柴，喘息变成了怒吼。可这些喘着粗气的野兽就是不肯离去。有一只向前挪动着它的胸膛，拖着腰身爬过来，接着第二只，第三只，但没有一只后退。为什么他对生命这样恋恋不舍呢？他问道，接着把手中的木柴扔到了雪地里。木柴咝咝作响，然后熄灭了。那一圈野兽不安地发出咕哝声，但坚定地守在原地。他又一次看到那只直到最后都还挺立着的老驼鹿。科斯库斯疲惫地把头垂向了膝盖。终究又能怎样呢？这难道不就是生命的法则吗？
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杰克·伦敦在小说《生命的法则》中将老科斯库斯和驼鹿的命运一明一暗两条线索进行交织，表达了对大自然生老病死法则的敬畏。驼鹿因为跟不上队伍，任凭它多么勇敢顽强，最终还是被狼群撕碎。这里的老驼鹿就是老科斯库斯的缩影。生物界就是这样遵从大自然的法则，生老病死，循环往复。

与其他几篇“北疆小说”相似，作者在该小说中也选择了极端的环境——冬天寒冷的北国，族人马上就要面临越冬的考验。而主角的命运在一开始就已经成为定局——柴火烧尽后，死亡就会降临。故事就从这个毫无希望的设定开始展开，逐渐打开局面。置身于繁华都市的现代读者不禁思考，难道主角的家人如此没有孝心，就这样置他于不顾？而在读到族人的传统之后才明白，科斯库斯年轻的时候也是这样将老父亲留在身后。科斯库斯也曾有过辉煌的时刻，他年轻时是部落酋长，那时的他身强力壮，也曾不得不把年老体弱的父亲留下。然而在岁月的侵蚀下，曾经的酋长也变得年老体弱、视力衰退，最后不得不被自己的儿子留在冰天雪地中等待死亡。其实这样的场景与现代人的死亡告别方式并没有本质的区别，同样都是大自然对老旧事物的淘汰，只是经过作者的巧妙设局，生与死的矛盾变得尤为突出，不禁让读者思考：既然老科斯库斯在最严苛的野生环境下直面死亡时都如此淡然，那么我们这些拥有优越生活环境的现代人呢？《生命的法则》不仅让读者看到自然规律的残酷，更重要的是启发读者思考——既然生命的结果注定如此，那么我们是否应该以更淡然的心态去面对它呢？




注
 ：

moose n.
 驼鹿




注
 ：

herd n.
 兽群




注
 ：

snarl vi.
 咆哮




注
 ：

unversed adj.
 不精通的




注
 ：

lunge n.
 跃进




注
 ：

trample vi.
 践踏




注
 ：

attest vi.
 证明




注
 ：

assailant n.
 攻击者




注
 ：

shaman n.
 巫师




注
 ：

slovenly adj.
 不整洁的




注
 ：

replenish vt.
 补充




注
 ：

gauge vt.
 估计




注
 ：

caribou n.
 北美驯鹿




注
 ：

mane n.
 (马等的)鬃毛




注
 ：

slaver vi.
 淌口水




注
 ：

inexorable adj.
 无情的




注
 ：

faggot n.
 柴把




注
 ：

haunch n.
 腰部





Love of Life

热爱生命

杰克·伦敦(Jack London)
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《热爱生命》是杰克·伦敦著名“北疆小说”中的一篇。在故事中，主人公带着沉重的金砂和同伴一起跨过漫漫的荒野前去乘船，却因环境恶劣，补给不足，生命受到了巨大的威胁，并且遭到了同伴的抛弃。他每日都用意念支撑着活下去，努力寻找食物却鲜有所获，最终还遇到一只企图要吃掉他的病怏怏的狼。他最终凭借意志力渡过了难关，得到了救援。作者根据自己1897年在阿拉斯加淘金的经历，塑造了一个濒临生命边缘的人的形象，歌颂了人类在生命最后关头对生的渴望以及热爱。



⑴

 He followed the trail of the other man who dragged himself along, and soon came to the end of it — a few fresh-picked bones where the soggy
注

 moss was marked by the foot-pads of many wolves. He saw a squat moose-hide sack, mate to his own, which had been torn by sharp teeth. He picked it up, though its weight was almost too much for his feeble
注

 fingers. Bill had carried it to the last. Ha! ha! He would have the laugh on Bill. He would survive and carry it to the ship in the shining sea. His mirth
注

 was hoarse and ghastly, like a raven's croak, and the sick wolf joined him, howling lugubriously
注

 . The man ceased suddenly. How could he have the laugh on Bill if that were Bill; if those bones, so pinky-white and clean, were Bill？

He turned away. Well, Bill had deserted him; but he would not take the gold, nor would he suck Bill's bones. Bill would have, though, had it been the other way around, he mused as he staggered on.

He came to a pool of water. Stooping
注

 over in quest of minnows, he jerked his head back as though he had been stung. He had caught sight of his reflected face. So horrible was it that sensibility awoke long enough to be shocked. There were three minnows in the pool, which was too large to drain; and after several ineffectual attempts to catch them in the tin bucket he forbore
注

 . He was afraid, because of his great weakness, that he might fall in and drown. It was for this reason that he did not trust himself to the river astride
注

 one of the many drift-logs which lined its sand-spits.



⑵

 That day he decreased the distance between him and the ship by three miles; the next day by two — for he was crawling now as Bill had crawled; and the end of the fifth day found the ship still seven miles away and him unable to make even a mile a day. Still the Indian Summer held on, and he continued to crawl and faint, turn and turn about; and ever the sick wolf coughed and wheezed
注

 at his heels. His knees had become raw meat like his feet, and though he padded them with the shirt from his back it was a red track he left behind him on the moss and stones. Once, glancing back, he saw the wolf licking hungrily his bleeding trail, and he saw sharply what his own end might be — unless — unless he could get the wolf. Then began as grim a tragedy of existence as was ever played — a sick man that crawled, a sick wolf that limped, two creatures dragging their dying carcasses
注

 across the desolation and hunting each other's lives.

Had it been a well wolf, it would not have mattered so much to the man; but the thought of going to feed the maw
注

 of that loathsome and all but dead thing was repugnant
注

 to him. He was finicky
注

 . His mind had begun to wander again, and to be perplexed by hallucinations, while his lucid intervals grew rarer and shorter.

He was awakened once from a faint by a wheeze close in his ear. The wolf leaped lamely back, losing its footing and falling in its weakness. It was ludicrous, but he was not amused. Nor was he even afraid. He was too far gone for that. But his mind was for the moment clear, and he lay and considered. The ship was no more than four miles away. He could see it quite distinctly when he rubbed the mists out of his eyes, and he could see the white sail of a small boat cutting the water of the shining sea. But he could never crawl those four miles. He knew that, and was very calm in the knowledge. He knew that he could not crawl half a mile. And yet he wanted to live. It was unreasonable that he should die after all he had undergone. Fate asked too much of him. And, dying, he declined to die. It was stark madness, perhaps, but in the very grip of Death he defied Death and refused to die.



⑶

 He closed his eyes and composed himself with infinite precaution. He steeled himself to keep above the suffocating languor that lapped like a rising tide through all the wells of his being. It was very like a sea, this deadly languor, that rose and rose and drowned his consciousness bit by bit. Sometimes he was all but submerged, swimming through oblivion
注

 with a faltering stroke; and again, by some strange alchemy of soul, he would find another shred of will and strike out more strongly.

Without movement he lay on his back, and he could hear, slowly drawing near and nearer, the wheezing intake and output of the sick wolf's breath. It drew closer, ever closer, through an infinitude of time, and he did not move. It was at his ear. The harsh dry tongue grated like sandpaper against his cheek. His hands shot out — or at least he willed them to shoot out. The fingers were curved like talons, but they closed on empty air. Swiftness and certitude require strength, and the man had not this strength.



⑷

 The patience of the wolf was terrible. The man's patience was no less terrible. For half a day he lay motionless, fighting off unconsciousness and waiting for the thing that was to feed upon him and upon which he wished to feed. Sometimes the languid sea rose over him and he dreamed long dreams; but ever through it all, waking and dreaming, he waited for the wheezing breath and the harsh caress of the tongue.

He did not hear the breath, and he slipped slowly from some dream to the feel of the tongue along his hand. He waited. The fangs pressed softly; the pressure increased; the wolf was exerting its last strength in an effort to sink teeth in the food for which it had waited so long. But the man had waited long, and the lacerated
注

 hand closed on the jaw. Slowly, while the wolf struggled feebly and the hand clutched feebly, the other hand crept across to a grip. Five minutes later the whole weight of the man's body was on top of the wolf. The hands had not sufficient strength to choke the wolf, but the face of the man was pressed close to the throat of the wolf and the mouth of the man was full of hair. At the end of half an hour the man was aware of a warm trickle in his throat. It was not pleasant. It was like molten lead being forced into his stomach, and it was forced by his will alone. Later the man rolled over on his back and slept.
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⑴

 他沿着那个挣扎着向前的人留下的痕迹前行，不一会儿就来到了尽头——只见潮湿的苔藓上有一些刚被啃光的骨头，附近有好几只狼的脚印。他看见了一个厚实的鹿皮袋子，跟他的那只一模一样，已经被尖牙撕破。他将袋子拾了起来，即使他那虚弱的手指几乎已经无力负担起这样的重量。比尔到临死都带着它。哈哈！他可以嘲笑比尔了。他可以活下去，把这东西带到那波光闪闪的大海里的船上去。他的笑声粗粝而可怕，如同乌鸦的嘶吼。那只病狼也应和着他，凄惨地嗥叫起来。他突然止住了笑声。如果真是比尔的话，他怎能笑得出来呢？如果这些被啃得干干净净的白骨真是比尔的话？

他掉头走开了。没错，比尔是抛弃了他，但他不会去拿那些金子，也不愿意吮吸比尔的骨头。如果两人处境相反的话，比尔也许会干得出来。他一边蹒跚地走着，一边默默地思索。

他来到了一个水坑边。就在他弯下腰找鲦鱼的时候，像被针扎了一般突然将头转向了身后——他在水中看到了自己的脸。那是一张可怕的脸，竟然让他一时间恢复了知觉，感到心里一震。水中有三条鱼，但水坑太大，没有办法舀干。他用铁罐子试了几下，也没有捉到，于是就放弃了。他害怕自己会由于极度的虚弱而跌入水中淹死。也正是这个原因，他也没有爬上那些沿着沙洲漂浮的木头，让河水带着他到海里。



⑵

 这一天，他和那艘船之间的距离缩短了三英里，第二天又缩短了两英里——他现在已经像比尔那样爬着走了。到了第五天，他发现那艘船离自己还有七英里，可他每天连一英里也爬不到。天空仍然晴朗，他不停地爬，不停地昏倒，就这么交替地向前移动着。那只狼也一直尾随着他，不住地咳嗽和喘息。他的膝盖已经和他的脚一般血肉模糊了，即使他撕下了衬衫垫住它们，他身后的苔藓和岩石上也留下了一路的血迹。有一次，他回过头看见狼正饥渴地舔着他留下的血印，他突然间清楚地看到了自己可能的下场——除非——除非他干掉那只狼。于是我们看到这样一幕从来没有上演过的残酷求生悲剧——奄奄一息的人一路爬着，奄奄一息的狼一路跛着腿走着，荒野中两个生命都拖着自己将死的躯壳，猎取着对方的性命。

如果那是一条强壮的狼，那他倒也觉得没多大关系。可是一想到自己要进到这只面目可憎、马上就要断气的狼的胃里，他就觉得非常厌恶。他就是这样挑剔。他又开始胡思乱想起来，被幻想弄得迷迷糊糊，神志清醒的时候也越来越少、越来越短了。

有一次，他在昏迷中被紧贴在耳根的喘息声惊醒了。那只狼一瘸一拐地跳了回去，因为身体虚弱，失足倒了下去。那样子十分可笑，但他并没有觉得有趣。他甚至都没有害怕。他早就已经过了那种阶段了。但这时他的头脑变得清醒，于是躺在那儿思索着。船离他不过四英里远，他揉干净眼睛后便可以清楚地望见。他还看见闪耀的海水中有一只小船带着白帆破浪前行。他是怎么也爬不完那四英里路了，他心中很清楚，却仍旧十分冷静。他知道他连半英里都爬不动了。但他仍想活下去。在经历了这样的痛苦后死掉，未免也太不合理了。命运对他太过残酷。尽管奄奄一息，他就是不愿死去。也许这本身就是一个疯狂的念头，但即便被死神攥在手心，他仍然在反抗，就是不愿死去。



⑶

 他闭上眼睛，让自己一点一点地冷静下来。疲倦像潮水一般涌入他的全身，他打起精神，不让自己被这窒息的倦意淹没。这要命的倦意就像一片汪洋大海，一点一点地上涨，一点一点地将他的意识淹没。有时候他几乎已经完全被淹没，只能颤巍巍地划着，在那片冥冥之地游荡。可某种奇异的心灵魔法又再次让他找到一丝意念逃出生天，变得比之前还要强大。

他一动不动地仰面躺着，他能够听到那只病狼的呼吸声，感受到它正一步一步靠近。它越来越近，仿佛已经过了无穷的时间，他仍旧一动也不动。它已经到了他耳边。那粗糙而干燥的舌头像砂纸一般摩擦着他的脸颊。他伸出了双手——或者说，他的意志力让两只手伸了出来。手指像鹰爪一般弯曲，但却什么也没有抓到。敏捷和准确是需要力气的，但他现在已经没有体力了。



⑷

 那只狼的耐心真是可怕。而他的耐心也同样可怕。整整半天，他都躺着一动不动，一边对抗昏迷，一边等待着那个要吃掉他、而他也希望吃掉的东西。有时候，疲倦的潮水淹没了他，让他进入绵长的梦境，但无论是清醒还是做梦，在整个过程中，他都等待着那个喘息的临近和那条粗糙舌头的舔舐。

他并没有听到那喘息，他只是从梦中渐渐清醒过来，感觉到有条舌头正在他手中舔着。他等待着。那尖牙轻轻地咬住了他，越咬越紧，那狼为了将牙齿插进这个他等待了太久的食物身上，用尽了最后一丝力气。但是那人也等待了太久，那只被咬破的手抓住了狼的下巴。于是慢慢的，就在狼无力地挣扎，那只手无力地掐住的时候，另一只手摸了上来，一下子抓住了狼。五分钟之后，那人已经将整个身体的重量压在了狼身上。他的手没有足够的力气掐死狼，但他的脸已经紧紧地贴住了狼的咽喉，嘴里全部都是毛。半小时之后，他感觉到一股暖流从喉间流入。那味道并不好受，仿佛是把铅液硬灌进胃里，而且纯粹是凭着意志灌进去的。之后，他翻了个身，睡着了。
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在小说《热爱生命》中，作者通过塑造极端艰难的生存环境，表现了主人公强大的生命意志。小说一开始描述了自然环境的恶劣——“一个生命稀少、连灌木都被冻住了的世界，连说话都是对能量的消耗”。而本选段中，作者又设置了两个对抗者的角色——抛弃了主人公的同伴和一只病怏怏的狼，以更严酷的方式考验主人公的求生欲望。

同伴比尔死去后留下来的那袋金子引起了主人公的反思——如果他当时也如比尔一般贪婪，那么自己现在应该也已陈尸荒野。作者通过描写这一幕，表现了在可贵生命面前金钱与权力的不堪一击。而路途末尾出现的那只病狼，仿佛就是主人公的一面镜子：这两个生命都一样脆弱不堪，而又疯狂地想要吃掉对方，以此活下去。两者的相互角力，激发了主人公心中的生命欲望，而这异常惨烈而险恶的求生过程，更衬托出了生命的宝贵和生存的不易。在作者的笔下，北疆不仅仅是一个远离文明的去处，更成为

一个未被开垦的精神领域。在这片渺无人迹的荒野中，一个人只有与环境、与自我斗争，才能证明自己的价值所在。通过对极端环境的构建，作者将“生存的意义”这一深奥的命题巧妙展开，赞颂了积极奋斗的人生态度。




注
 ：

soggy adj.
 透湿的




注
 ：

feeble adj.
 无力的




注
 ：

mirth n.
 欢笑




注
 ：

lugubriously adv.
 伤心地




注
 ：

stoop vi.
 弯腰




注
 ：

forbear vt.
 忍耐




注
 ：

astride prep.
 跨在……上




注
 ：

wheeze n.
 喘息




注
 ：

carcass n.
 (人或动物的)尸体




注
 ：

maw n.
 (动物的)胃




注
 ：

repugnant adj.
 讨厌的




注
 ：

finicky adj.
 过分讲究的




注
 ：

oblivion n.
 淹没




注
 ：

lacerated adj.
 撕裂的





A Piece of Steak

一块牛排

杰克·伦敦(Jack London)
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小说《一块牛排》讲述了过气拳击手汤姆·金一场失败的比赛。汤姆已经过了职业生涯的高峰期，他从一掷千金到穷困潦倒，甚至连食品店都不愿意让他赊账。只能靠赢得一场拳击比赛来喂饱家人肚子的他向年轻的拳击手桑德尔挑战，比赛当天却连一块补充体力的牛排都吃不上，而且只能走路去赛场。他用丰富的比赛经验，差点就战胜了对手，最后却还是因为体力不支败下阵来。作者通过对拳击赛场的细腻描写和人物心理的精准勾勒，表现了适者生存的社会中贫穷给人带来的打击，揭示了衰老、死亡等不可避免的自然规律。

Sandel was reeling and staggering, but Tom King's legs were cramping and his knuckles
注

 going back on him. Yet he steeled himself to strike the fierce blows, every one of which brought anguish
注

 to his tortured hands. Though now he was receiving practically no punishment, he was weakening as rapidly as the other. His blows went home, but there was no longer the weight behind them, and each blow was the result of a severe effort of will. His legs were like lead, and they dragged visibly under him; while Sandel's backers, cheered by this symptom
注

 , began calling encouragement to their man.



⑴

 King was spurred to a burst of effort. He delivered two blows in succession
注

 — a left, a trifle too high, to the solar plexus, and a right cross to the jaw. They were not heavy blows, yet so weak and dazed was Sandel that he went down and lay quivering. The referee stood over him, shouting the count of the fatal seconds in his ear. If before the tenth second was called, he did not rise, the fight was lost. The house stood in hushed silence. King rested on trembling legs. A mortal dizziness was upon him, and before his eyes the sea of faces sagged
注

 and swayed, while to his ears, as from a remote distance, came the count of the referee. Yet he looked upon the fight as his. It was impossible that a man so punished could rise.

Only Youth could rise, and Sandel rose. At the fourth second he rolled over on his face and groped blindly for the ropes. By the seventh second he had dragged himself to his knee, where he rested, his head rolling groggily
注

 on his shoulders. As the referee cried “Nine!”, Sandel stood upright, in proper stalling position, his left arm wrapped about his face, his right wrapped about his stomach. Thus were his vital points guarded, while he lurched forward toward King in the hope of effecting a clinch and gaining more time.



⑵

 At the instant Sandel arose, King was at him, but the two blows he delivered were muffled on the stalled arms. The next moment Sandel was in the clinch and holding on desperately while the referee strove to drag the two men apart. King helped to force himself free. He knew the rapidity with which Youth recovered, and he knew that Sandel was his if he could prevent that recovery. One stiff punch would do it. Sandel was his, indubitably
注

 his. He had outgeneraled
注

 him, outfought him, outpointed him. Sandel reeled out of the clinch, balanced on the hair line between defeat or survival. One good blow would topple him over and down and out. And Tom King, in a flash of bitterness, remembered the piece of steak and wished that he had it then behind that necessary punch he must deliver. He nerved himself for the blow, but it was not heavy enough nor swift enough. Sandel swayed, but did not fall, staggering back to the ropes and holding on. King staggered after him, and, with a pang like that of dissolution, delivered another blow. But his body had deserted him. All that was left of him was a fighting intelligence that was dimmed and clouded from exhaustion. The blow that was aimed for the jaw struck no higher than the shoulder. He had willed the blow higher, but the tired muscles had not been able to obey. And, from the impact of the blow, Tom King himself reeled back and nearly fell. Once again he strove. This time his punch missed altogether, and, from absolute weakness, he fell against Sandel and clinched, holding on to him to save himself from sinking to the floor.

King did not attempt to free himself. He had shot his bolt. He was gone. And Youth had been served. Even in the clinch he could feel Sandel growing stronger against him. When the referee thrust them apart, there, before his eyes, he saw Youth recuperate
注

 . From instant to instant Sandel grew stronger. His punches, weak and futile at first, became stiff and accurate. Tom King's bleared eyes saw the gloved fist driving at his jaw, and he willed to guard it by interposing
注

 his arm. He saw the danger, willed the act; but the arm was too heavy. It seemed burdened with a hundred weight of lead. It would not lift itself, and he strove to lift it with his soul. Then the gloved fist landed home. He experienced a sharp snap that was like an electric spark, and, simultaneously, the veil of blackness enveloped him.



⑶

 When he opened his eyes again he was in his corner, and he heard the yelling of the audience like the roar of the surf at Bondi Beach. A wet sponge was being pressed against the base of his brain, and Sid Sullivan was blowing cold water in a refreshing spray over his face and chest. His gloves had already been removed, and Sandel, bending over him, was shaking his hand. He bore no ill-will toward the man who had put him out, and he returned the grip with a heartiness
注

 that made his battered
注

 knuckles protest. Then Sandel stepped to the center of the ring and the audience hushed its pandemonium
注

 to hear him accept young Pronto's challenge and offer to increase the side bet to one hundred pounds. King looked on apathetically
注

 while his seconds mopped the streaming water from him, dried his face, and prepared him to leave the ring. He felt hungry. It was not the ordinary, gnawing kind, but a great faintness, a palpitation at the pit of the stomach that communicated itself to all his body. He remembered back into the fight to the moment when he had Sandel swaying and tottering on the hair-line balance of defeat. Ah, that piece of steak would have done it! He had lacked just that for the decisive blow, and he had lost. It was all because of the piece of steak.

His seconds were half-supporting him as they helped him through the ropes. He tore free from them, ducked through the ropes unaided, and leaped heavily to the floor, following on their heels as they forced a passage for him down the crowded center aisle. Leaving the dressing-room for the street, in the entrance to the hall, some young fellow spoke to him.

“W'y didn't yuh go in an' get 'im when yuh 'ad 'im？” the young fellow asked.

“Aw, go to hell!” said Tom King, and passed down the steps to the sidewalk.



⑷

 The doors of the public house at the corner were swinging wide, and he saw the lights and the smiling barmaids, heard the many voices discussing the fight and the prosperous chink
注

 of money on the bar. Somebody called to him to have a drink. He hesitated perceptibly
注

 , then refused and went on his way.

He had not a copper in his pocket, and the two-mile walk home seemed very long. He was certainly getting old. Crossing the Domain, he sat down suddenly on a bench, unnerved by the thought of the missus sitting up for him, waiting to learn the outcome of the fight. That was harder than any knockout
注

 , and it seemed almost impossible to face.
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桑德尔双眼晕眩，东倒西歪。可是汤姆·金的腿也在抽搐，他的指关节又开始跟他做对了。不过他还是咬紧牙关打出重拳，每一拳都使他受伤的手疼痛无比。虽然他现在几乎没有挨拳头，但体能的衰减一点也不少于对手。尽管他次次命中，可拳头上已经没有什么分量了，只不过是意志力使然。他的腿跟铅一样重，明显是在拖来拖去。于是，那些赌桑德尔赢的人看到这种情形都为他加油，大声地鼓励着桑德尔。



⑴

 金拼命地迸出一股劲。他一连打了两拳——左拳打在肋窝上，可稍微高了一点，右拳朝下巴扫去。这两拳打得并不重，可本来就头昏力弱的桑德尔倒了下去，倒在地上发抖。裁判俯身看着他，对着他的耳朵大声数着决定比赛生死的秒数。如果在数到十秒之前他还没有起来，他就输了。全场的观众都鸦雀无声地站着。金站在那儿，两腿发抖，他感到一阵剧烈的眩晕。观众的脸仿佛大海一般，在他眼前波澜起伏。裁判读秒的声音好像是从很远的地方传到他耳朵里似的。不过他认为自己已经胜券在握。一个被打成这样的人是不可能站起来的。

只有年轻的力量才能让人站起来，桑德尔做到了。数到四的时候，他翻身向下，盲目地摸索绳栏。数到七的时候，他拖着身子跪了起来，用这个姿势休息，他的脑袋在肩膀上东倒西歪地摇晃。当裁判喊出“九！”的时候，桑德尔已经笔直地站了起来，摆出标准的招架姿势——左臂护着脸，右臂护着腹前。他护住要害以后，就摇摇晃晃地向金走过去，希望能跟他扭抱在一起，以争取更多的时间。



⑵

 桑德尔刚站起来，金就开始了进攻，可打出去的两拳都被他的胳膊挡住了。桑德尔即刻上去跟他扭在一块，死死地抓住他，裁判花了很大力气才把他俩拉开。金也奋力地让自己挣脱。他知道年轻人恢复体力有多快，他也明白只要他能阻止桑德尔恢复元气，就能拿下他。只要狠狠的一拳就够了。桑德尔就会败在他手下，绝对的。他已经在战略和战术上胜过他，点数也比他多。桑德尔从扭抱中出来后，摇摇晃晃，生存或失败只在毫发之间。只要好好的一拳，就能把他打倒，结束战斗。一阵酸楚忽然涌上汤姆·金心头，他想到了那块牛排，如果有那块牛排来支撑他这关键的一击该有多好！他鼓足勇气，打了一拳，可是分量不够重，出手也不够快。桑德尔晃了晃，但没有倒下，蹒跚地退到旁边拉住了绳子。金蹒跚地跟了过去，忍受着一阵像是要将他身体瓦解掉的剧痛，又打了一拳。可是他的身体已经不听使唤了。他只剩下了战斗的意志，而由于疲劳，连这意志也变得模糊。那打向下巴的一拳只够到了肩膀。他本来想打得高一点，可是疲劳的肌肉已无法服从命令。同时，汤姆·金却因为这一拳而向后仰去，差点摔倒。后来他又使劲打出了一拳，这一次什么都没有够着，他因为身体的极度虚弱，倒在了桑德尔身上，跟他扭抱在一起，以免自己摔倒。

金不想从扭抱中挣脱，他的力气已经用尽了。他垮了。还是年轻占了上风。即便在扭抱中，他都能够感觉到桑德尔逐渐充沛的体力。当裁判将两人拉开的时候，他看到了眼前那个正在复原的年轻人。桑德尔变得一刻比一刻强壮。他原本软弱无力的拳头现在变得准确而强劲。汤姆·金恍惚地看到那只戴着手套的拳头向他的下巴砸过来，他想抬起胳膊来遮挡。他看到了危险，也想去采取行动，但他的胳膊实在是太沉了，仿佛有千万斤重。胳膊不听使唤，他拼命想要用自己的心力抬起它。接着那拳头击中了他。他好像被电光击中一般，感到一阵剧烈的痛楚，同时，两眼一黑，晕了过去。



⑶

 当他再睁开眼睛的时候，已经坐在了角落，只听见观众的喊叫像邦迪海滨咆哮的海浪一般。一块潮湿的海绵紧紧地压着他的后脑，锡德·沙利文正朝他脸上和胸口上喷冷水。他的手套已经被摘了下来，桑德尔正弯下腰来，跟他握手。他对这个打昏了他的人不怀一点敌意，因此，他热诚地跟他握手，弄得受伤的指节疼痛难忍。然后，桑德尔走到了拳击台中央，观众们停止了骚动，听他宣布接受年轻的普隆托的挑战，而且建议把附加的赌注抬到一百镑。金面无表情地听着，这时他的助手们拭去他滴落的汗水，擦干他的脸，为他做好退场的准备。他觉得很饿。这不是那种普通的、挠人的饥饿感，而是一种极度的虚空，一种从胃里翻上来并扩散至全身的抽搐。他回想起刚才比赛时，桑德尔摇摇晃晃、失败就在一线之间的那一刻。唉，一块牛排就够了！决定胜负的那一拳里就缺少这个东西，而他输了。这都是因为那块牛排。

他的助手们半扶着他，帮助他钻过绳子。他挣脱他们的手，自己弯腰钻了出去，重重地跳到地面，助手们替他在拥挤的过道中央开路，他跟在后面。当他离开更衣室到街上去的时候，有个年轻人跟他说：

“刚才你快成了的时候，怎么没拿下他呢？”这个小伙子问道。

“见鬼去吧！”汤姆·金一面说，一面走下台阶，来到了人行道上。



⑷

 街角上酒馆的门大开着，他看到那些灯光和面带笑容的女招待，听到很多人都在谈论这次比赛，他还听到了柜台上不断叮当作响的钱声。有人叫他去喝一杯。看得出来他犹豫了一下，就谢绝了，继续走他的路。

他口袋里连一个铜板也没有，回家的两英里路显得特别长。他的确老了。路过陶门公园时，他突然在一条长凳上不安地坐了下来，因为他想到自己的妻子正等着他，等着比赛的结果。这比任何致命的拳头都沉重，简直无法承受。
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《一块牛排》是体育小说中的名篇。作者巧妙地设置了两个对比人物，反映了年华流逝的悲哀。年轻的桑德尔正如几十年前的汤姆一样，浑身有用不完的力气，在拳击赛场上风光无限。而现在的汤姆已经不复当年之勇，生活穷困潦倒，甚至都不能供养自己的家庭。赛场上的汤姆并不是完全处于下风——他对于自己和对手弱点的分析是那样精确到位，懂得用经验和头脑去打击对手，而桑德尔却只是依靠年轻人的蛮力猛冲。而就在决定胜负的一刹那，过度的饥饿却让他体力透支，年轻的对手迅速恢复了体力将他击败。这深刻反映出人生在时光流逝中不可避免的悲哀：年轻人有青春活力，却缺乏智慧，而老年人虽然拥有智慧，但却不再年轻。得到智慧唯一的办法就是随着年龄的增长逐渐积累经验教训，而在取得智慧的过程中，年华就在不经意间逝去了，智慧再也无用武之地。作者通过对比手法，将这一悖论完整地展示在了读者面前，激励读者思考应该怎样对待青春年华，又应怎样面对时光无情的消逝。




注
 ：

knuckle n.
 指关节




注
 ：

anguish n.
 苦恼




注
 ：

symptom n.
 征兆




注
 ：

succession n.
 连续




注
 ：

sagged adj.
 下垂的




注
 ：

groggily adv.
 东倒西歪地




注
 ：

indubitably adv.
 不容置疑地




注
 ：

outgeneral vt.
 在领导才能上胜过




注
 ：

recuperate vi.
 恢复




注
 ：

interpose vt.
 使插入




注
 ：

heartiness n.
 热心




注
 ：

battered adj.
 磨损的




注
 ：

pandemonium n.
 一片混乱




注
 ：

apathetically adv.
 无动于衷地




注
 ：

chink n.
 叮当声




注
 ：

perceptibly adv.
 看得出地




注
 ：

knockout n.
 击倒





Quality

品质

约翰·高尔斯华绥(John Galsworthy)
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约翰·高尔斯华绥(1867—1933)，英国小说家、剧作家、批判现实主义作家，诺贝尔文学奖得主。高尔斯华绥出身于法学世家，曾在牛津大学就读法律，后来因对律师工作不感兴趣而弃法从文。他的作品大量描写英国资产阶级社会和家庭生活的腐朽与衰落，语言简练，文笔辛辣。其重要作品有：《有产业的人》(The Man of Property
 )、《骑虎》(In Chancery
 )和《出租》(To Let
 )等。
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小说《品质》以现代机器工业对传统手工业的冲击为背景。作者以第一人称的视角，讲述了鞋匠盖斯勒兄弟在商业化大潮中仍然坚持自己的经营理念，用最好的皮料、最细致的手工打造完美皮靴的故事。盖斯勒兄弟一生都在制鞋，从不打广告，也不考虑能赚多少利润，却因为大公司对市场的侵蚀减少了生意，入不敷出，最终难以维持生计直至被饿死。小说的结尾震撼人心，流露出了作者对传统手工业者的怀念与惋惜之情。作者用他细致入微的描写为我们展现了残酷的社会现实，揭示了在这个适者生存的现代社会中理想与现实的矛盾。



⑴

 Once (once only) I went absent-mindedly into his shop in a pair of boots bought in an emergency at some large firm's. He took my order without showing me any leather, and I could feel his eyes penetrating the inferior integument
注

 of my foot. At last he said:

“Dose are nod my boods.”

The tone was not one of anger,nor of sorrow, not even of contempt, but there was in it something quiet that froze the blood. He put his hand down and pressed a finger on the place where the left boot, endeavoring
注

 to be fashionable, was not quite comfortable.



⑵

 “Id 'urds you dere,” he said. “Dose big virms 'ave no self-respect. Drash!” And then, as if something had given way within him, he spoke long and bitterly. It was the only time I ever heard him discuss the conditions and hardships of his trade.

“Dey get id all,” he said, “dey get id by adverdisement, nod by work. Dey dake it away from us, who lofe our boods. Id gomes to this — bresently I haf no work. Every year id gets less — you will see.” And looking at his lined face I saw things I had never noticed before, bitter things and bitter struggle — and what a lot of gray hairs there seemed suddenly in his red beard!

As best I could, I explained the circumstances of the purchase of those ill-omened
注

 boots. But his face and voice made so deep impression that during the next few minutes I ordered many pairs. Nemesis
注

 fell! They lasted more terribly than ever. And I was not able conscientiously
注

 to go to him for nearly two years.



⑶

 When at last I went I was surprised to find that outside one of the two little windows of his shop another name was painted, also that of abootmaker — making, of course, for the Royal Family. The old familiar boots, no longer in dignified isolation, were huddled
注

 in the single window. Inside, the now contracted well of the one little shop was more scented and darker than ever. And it was longer than usual, too, before a face peered down, and the tip-tap of the bast
注

 slippers began. At last he stood before me, and, gazing through those rusty iron spectacles
注

 , said:

“Mr. —, isn'd it?”

“Ah! Mr.Gessler,” I stammered, “but your boots are really too good, you know! See, these are quite decent still!” And I stretched out to him my foot. He looked at it.

“Yes,” he said, “beople do nod wand good boods, id seems.”



⑷

 To get away from his reproachful
注

 eyes and voice I hastily remarked: “What have you done to your shop?”

He answered quietly: “Id was too exbensif. Do you wand some boods?”

I ordered three pairs, though I had only wanted two, and quickly left. I had, I do not know quite what feeling of being part, in his mind, of a conspiracy against him; or not perhaps so much against him as against his idea of boot. One does not, I suppose, care to feel like that; for it was again many months before my next visit to his shop, paid, I remember, with the feeling: “Oh!well, I can't leave the old boy — so here goes! Perhaps it'll be his elder brother!”



⑸

 For his elder brother, I knew, had not character enough to reproach me, even dumbly
注

 .

And, to my relief, in the shop there did appear to be his elder brother, handling a piece of leather.

“Well, Mr.Gessler,” I said, “how are you?”

He came close, and peered at me.

“I am breddy well,” he said slowly, “but my elder brudder is dead.”



⑹

 And I saw that it was indeed himself — but how aged and wan
注

 ! And never before had I heard him mention his brother. Much shocked; I murmured: “Oh! I am sorry!”

“Yes,” he answered, “he was a good man, he made a good bood; but he is dead.” And he touched the top of his head, where the hair had suddenly gone as thin as it had been on that of his poor brother, to indicate, I suppose, the cause of death. “He could nod ged over losing de oder shop. Do you wand any hoods?” And he held up the leather in his hand: “Id's a beaudiful biece.”

I ordered several pairs. It was very long before they came — but they were better than ever. One simply could not wear them out. And soon after that I went abroad.



⑺

 It was over a year before I was again in London. And the first shop I went to was my old friend's. I had left a man of sixty, I came back to one of seventy-five, pinched and worn and tremulous
注

 , who genuinely, this time, did not at first know me.

“Oh! Mr.Gessler,” I said, sick at heart; “how splendid your boots are! See, I've been wearing this pair nearly all the time I've been abroad; and they're not half worn out, are they?”

He looked long at my boots — a pair of Russia leather, and his face seemed to regain steadiness. Putting his hand on my instep
注

 , he said: “Do dey vid you here? I 'ad drouble wid dat bair, I remember.”



⑻

 I assured him that they had fitted beautifully.

“Do you wand any boods?” he said. “I can make dem quickly; id is a slack
注

 dime.”

I answered: “Please, please! I want boots all round — every kind!”

“I will make a vresh model. Your food must be bigger.” And with utter slowness, he traced round my foot, and felt my toes, only once looking up to say:



⑼

 “Did I dell you my brudder was dead?”

To watch him was painful, so feeble
注

 had he grown; I was glad to get away.

I had given those boots up, when one evening they came. Opening the parcel, I set the four pairs out in a row. Then one by one I tried them on. There was no doubt about it. In shape and fit, in finish and quality of leather, they were the best he had ever made me. And in the mouth of one of the Town walking-boots I found his bill. The amount was the same as usual, but it gave me quite a shock. He had never before sent it in till quarter day. I flew down-stairs, and wrote a cheque, and posted it at once with my own hand.



⑽

 A week later, passing the little street, I thought I would go in and tell him how splendidly the new boots fitted. But when I came to where his shop had been, his name was gone. Still there, in the window, were the slim pumps
注

 , the patent leathers with cloth tops, the sooty
注

 riding boots.

I went in, very much disturbed. In the two little shops — again made into one — was a young man with an English face.

“Mr.Gessler in?” I said.

He gave me a strange, ingratiating
注

 look.



⑾

 “No, sir,” he said, “No. But we can attend to anything with pleasure. We've taken the shop over. You've seen our name, no doubt, next door. We make for some very good people.”

“Yes, Yes,” I said, “but Mr.Gessler?”

“Oh!” he answered, “dead.”

“Dead! But I only received these boots from him last Wednesday week.”

“Ah!” he said, “a shockin' go. Poor old man starved 'imself.”

“Good God!”



⑿

 “Slow starvation, the doctor called it! You see he went to work in such a way! Would keep the shop on; wouldn't have a soul touch his boots except himself. When he got an order, it took him such a time. People won't wait. He lost everybody. And there he'd sit,goin' on and on — I will say that for him — not a man in London made a better boot! But look at the competition! He never advertised! Would 'ave the best leather, too, and do it all 'imself. Well, there it is. What could you expect with his ideas?”

“But starvation —!”



⒀

 “That may be a bit flowery
注

 , as the sayin' is — but I know myself he was sittin' over his boots day and night, to the very last. You see I used to watch him. Never gave 'imself time to eat; never had a penny in the house. All went in rent and leather. How he lived so long I don't know. He regular let his fire go out. He was a character. But he made good boots.”

“Yes,” I said, “he made good boots.”

And I turned and went out quickly, for I did not want that youth to know that I could hardly see.
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⑴

 有一次（也只有那一次），我没有特别注意，穿着一双为了救急才在一家大公司买的靴子，走进了他的鞋店。他接受了我的订单，却没有拿出皮革给我看。我感觉到他的眼神紧紧地锁在裹着我双脚的次等皮革上。终于，他开了口：

“那不是我做的靴子。”

他的语调里没有愤怒，也没有悲哀，连一点鄙视都没有，不过那里面却有一股安静的力量，那种力量让你的血液都停止了流动。他把手伸过来，在左脚靴子的一处按了一下，为了讲究外观时髦，那个地方有些磨脚。



⑵

 “这里痛吧，”他说，“这些大公司真不顾体面。可耻！”然后他心里好像再也控制不住，说了一连串辛酸的话。听他诉说他的状况和这门生意的艰辛，这还是仅有的一次。

“他们占有了一切，”他说，“他们用广告而不是手艺拿到了一切。我们热爱靴子，可他们抢去了我们的生意。现在我都没有活儿干了。每年都比之前更惨淡——你看看就知道了。”我看着他那爬满了皱纹的脸，上面写着我以前未曾注意到的东西：那些辛酸的故事和痛苦的奋斗——他的红胡子中间怎么突然就生出了如此多的花发！

我尽一切可能向他说明了我买这双倒霉靴子的原因。但是他的表情和音调在我心中打下了太深刻的烙印，结果在之后的几分钟里，我定做了好几双靴子。这下可不好！这些靴子比以前的还要耐穿。差不多过了两年，我也没再想过要去他那里一趟。



⑶

 后来，我再去他那儿的时候，惊讶地发现他店铺外边的两个橱窗中的一个已经漆上了别的名字——也是个靴匠，当然，是为王室服务的。那几双常见的旧靴子已经失去了孤高的气派，挤在那唯一的橱窗里了。小店现在已缩成了一小间，楼梯口比以前更黑暗、皮革味更重了。我也比平时等了更长的时间，才看到一张面孔朝下窥视，随后才响起一阵木皮拖鞋的踢踏声。他终于站在我的面前，透过那副生了锈的铁架眼镜注视着我说：

“你是不是——先生？”

“啊！盖斯勒先生！”我结结巴巴地说：“你要知道，你的靴子实在太结实了！看，这双还好好的呢！”我把脚向他伸过去。他看了看这双靴子。

“是的，”他说，“人们好像都不想要结实的靴子了。”



⑷

 为了避开他责备的目光和语调，我赶紧接着说：“你的店铺怎么啦？”

他平静地回答道：“开销太大了。你要做靴子吗？”

虽然我只需要两双，我却向他定做了三双，然后很快离开了那里。我有一种难以描述的感觉，觉得他心中把我看成是对他存有恶意的一分子，也许不一定针对他本人，而是针对他心目中的靴子。我想，人们是不喜欢那种感觉的，因为过了好几个月以后，我才又到他的店铺里去。我记得，我去看他的时候，心里有这样的感觉：“哎，好吧，我撇不开这位老人——所以这就过去吧！也许是他的哥哥在那儿呢！”



⑸

 因为我知道，他哥哥性格温和，在背地里也不会责备我。

店里的正是他哥哥，我放心了。他正在打理一张皮革。

“啊！盖斯勒先生，”我说，“你好吗？”

他走近我的跟前，盯着我看。

“我挺好的，”他慢慢地说，“可我哥哥去世了。”



⑹

 我方才看出来，这就是他本人——可是多么苍老，多么消瘦啊！我以前从没听他提到过他的哥哥。我吃了一惊，嘴上念着：“哎！我真为你感到难过！”

“是呀，”他回答说，“他是个好人，他做顶好的靴子，可是他死掉了。”他摸了摸头顶——他的头发突然变得像他那可怜哥哥的头发一样稀疏了。我猜想，他这样做是要表明他哥哥去世的原因。“没有了另外一间铺面，他心里老是想不开。你要做靴子吗？”他把手里的皮革举起来说，“这张皮很漂亮。”

我定做了好几双靴子。过了很久，它们才被送来——但是这几双靴子比以前的更加结实，怎么都穿不坏。不久以后，我便出国了。



⑺

 过了一年多，我才又回到伦敦。我去的第一家店铺就是我那老朋友的。我离去时，他是个六十岁的人，我回来时，他仿佛已经七十五岁了，显得瘦弱、衰老，不断地发抖，这一次，他真的不能马上认出我了。

“啊！盖斯勒先生，”我难过地说道，“你做的靴子好极啦！看，我在国外差不多一直穿着这双靴子，连一半也没穿坏呢，是不？”

他对着我这双俄国皮革做的靴子看了很久，脸上似乎恢复了镇静。他把手放在我的脚背上说：“这里还合脚吗？我记得费了好大劲才把这双靴子做好。”



⑻

 我确信地告诉他这靴子非常合适。

“你要做靴子吗？”他说，“我很快就可以做好；现在我的生意很冷清。”

我回答说：“有劳，有劳了！我急需靴子，每种都要！”

“我可以做新的式样。你的脚应该长大了吧。”他动作异常迟缓，照着我的脚形画了样子，又摸了摸我的脚趾，只有一次抬头看着我说：



⑼

 “我哥哥死掉了，我告诉过你没有？”

他变得衰老极了，看了实在叫人难过。我急着离开了。

我对这几双靴子并不存什么指望，但有一天晚上靴子送到了。我打开包裹，把四双靴子排成一排，然后一双一双地试穿到脚上。一点问题也没有。不论在式样或尺寸上，还是在加工或皮革质量上，这些靴子都是他给我做过的最好的靴子。在那双散步用的靴子里，我找到了账单，单上所开的价钱与过去的完全一样。但我吓了一跳，他从没有在当季结账日以前把账单开来过。我飞快地跑下楼去，填好一张支票，而且马上亲自把支票寄了出去。



⑽

 一个星期以后，我走过那条小街，我本想进去告诉他，那些新靴子有多么合脚。但是当我走近他的店铺时，发现他的姓氏不见了。橱窗里照样陈列着细长的高跟鞋、带布口的漆皮靴以及黑色的长筒马靴。

我走了进去，心里很不是滋味。在那两间门面的店堂里——现在两间门面又合二为一了——站着一个英国人长相的年轻人。

“盖斯勒先生在店里吗？” 我问道。

他诧异地、同时讨好地看了我一眼。



⑾

 “不在，先生，”他说，“不在。但是我们很乐意为您服务。我们已经把这个店铺买过来了。您一定已经看到隔壁门上的名字了吧。好些达官贵人都找我们做靴子呢。”

“是的，是的，”我说，“但是盖斯勒先生呢？”

“噢！”他回答说，“他死了。”

“死了！但是上周三我才收到他给我做的靴子呀！”

“啊！”他说，“真是怪事。可怜的老头子是饿死的。”

“我的天啊！”



⑿

 “医生说是慢性饥饿！你要知道他是怎样干活的！他想把店铺撑下去；但是除了自己以外，他不让任何人碰他的靴子。他接了一份订单后，要费好长时间去做它。客人们可不想等啊。结果，他失去了所有的顾客。他老坐在那里，只管做呀做呀。我愿意替他说句话——在伦敦，没有一个人可以做出比他更好的皮靴。可竞争是多么激烈呀！他居然从来不打广告！要用最好的皮革，而且还要亲自做。好啦，这就是他的下场。照他的想法，你对他能有什么指望呢？”

“但是饿死——！”



⒀

 “这样说也许有点儿夸张——但是我自己知道，他从早到晚坐在那里做靴子，一直做到最后的时刻。你知道，我往往在旁边看着他。他从不给自己吃饭的时间，店里连一块钱都没有，所有的钱都用在房租和皮革上了。他怎么能活到这么久，连我也莫名其妙。他经常断粮。他是个怪人，但是他做的靴子都顶好。”

“是的，”我说，“他做的靴子都顶好。”

我随即立刻转身离开了，我不想让那个年轻人看到我已经模糊了的双眼。
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小说《品质》提出了工业社会中一个未解的命题：是追求最高的品质，还是追求最高的利润？作者通过主人公“我”的视角，见证了盖斯勒兄弟对于品质的坚持，在赞扬盖斯勒兄弟坚持品质为上的经营理念之外，还难能可贵地写出了“我”对于两兄弟崇高理想的复杂看法：一方面，“我”对于兄弟俩高超的制鞋技术和他们对品质的卓越追求感到无比的钦佩，另一方面，“我”在潜意识中对盖斯勒先生心存忧虑，不忍心看到兄弟俩对于理想过于固执，对于顾客的选择过于敏感。作者并没有一味地赞颂两兄弟的理想，而是将他们的例子放在了现实社会的背景下做出检验，因此小说最后的结局是悲惨的——盖斯勒在制鞋的过程中被活活饿死。作者并未找到拯救盖斯勒这类兢兢业业的手工业者的答案，他只能将他们的生存状态通过文学的方式展现在大众面前，用这一曲悲歌来刺激大众对于社会结构变化下这些传统手工业者生存状态的思考。那么是否在现代机器化大生产下，生产者已经难以通过追求品质来占有一席之地了呢？答案是否定的。生活于二十世纪的作者不曾想到，进入二十一世纪以后，信息的传播方式发生了翻天覆地的变化，经由网络的高速传播，信息达到了空前的扁平化。通过网络上的口口相传，小经营者较之以前更有可能仅仅凭借产品的优良品质而立足于商业社会。我们期待，作者提出的问题将在二十一世纪得到更好的解答。




注
 ：

integument n.
 (动植物的)皮肤




注
 ：

endeavor vt. & vi.
 努力




注
 ：

ill-omened adj.
 不吉的




注
 ：

nemesis n.
 报应




注
 ：

conscientiously adv.
 良心上地




注
 ：

huddle vi.
 挤作一团




注
 ：

bast n.
 树皮




注
 ：

spectacles n.
 眼镜




注
 ：

reproachful adj.
 责备的




注
 ：

dumbly adv.
 默默地




注
 ：

wan adj.
 苍白的




注
 ：

tremulous adj.
 战栗的




注
 ：

instep n.
 脚背




注
 ：

slack adj.
 松弛的




注
 ：

feeble adj.
 微弱的




注
 ：

pump n.
 浅口鞋




注
 ：

sooty adj.
 乌黑的




注
 ：

ingratiating adj.
 逢迎的




注
 ：

flowery adj.
 辞藻华丽的
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His name was Jay Gatsby, and I didn't lay eyes on him again for over four years...

他的名字叫杰伊·盖茨比，从那以后连续四年多我都没有再见过他……

——菲茨杰拉德　《了不起的盖茨比》




The Great Gatsby: Daisy's Past

了不起的盖茨比: 黛西的往事

弗·司各特·菲茨杰拉德(F. Scott Fitzgerald)
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弗·司各特·菲茨杰拉德(1896—1940)，二十世纪美国最杰出的作家之一，1920年出版长篇小说《人间天堂》，从此出名。他的小说生动地反映了20年代“美国梦”的破灭，展示了大萧条时期美国 “爵士时代”的精神面貌。小说出版后他与美国社交界大名鼎鼎的先锋女性泽尔达·塞尔结婚。1925年《了不起的盖茨比》问世，奠定了他在现代美国文学史上的地位。然而两人婚后生活挥霍无度，经济上入不敷出，他一度去好莱坞写剧本挣钱维持生计。后来他染上肺病，几乎无法创作，精神濒于崩溃，终日酗酒，最后并发心脏病去世，年仅44岁。菲兹杰拉德的主要作品还包括《夜色温柔》(Tender Is the Night
 )和《末代大亨的情缘》(The Love of the Last Tycoon
 )等。
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《了不起的盖茨比》是美国现代著名小说家菲茨杰拉德的不朽之作，奠定了他在美国现代文学史上的地位。小说讲述了出身贫寒的青年杰伊·盖茨比为了追求富家女黛西，不惜付出一切代价积累财富，花重金在黛西家的对岸购得豪宅，邀请三教九流来此夜夜笙歌，最终得以见到黛西，但却遭到背叛和抛弃的故事。该作品发表于1925年，正处于一战结束后的“爵士时代”，美国在战争中没有受到重创，反而大发战争财。政府采取的宽松政策刺激了市场的活力，使美国经济得到飞速发展，同时，个人享乐主义在美国大行其道。盖茨比便是由平民跻身富豪阶层的典型“美国梦”的追逐者，作者通过描写盖茨比在逐梦过程中的凄惨遭遇，抨击了所谓“美国梦”的虚幻。



⑴

 One October day in nineteen-seventeen —

(said Jordan Baker that afternoon, sitting up very straight on a straight chair in the tea-garden at the Plaza Hotel)

— I was walking along from one place to another, half on the sidewalks and half on the lawns. I was happier on the lawns because I had on shoes from England with rubber nobs on the soles that bit into the soft ground. I had on a new plaid
注

 skirt also that blew a little in the wind, and whenever this happened the red, white, and blue banners in front of all the houses stretched out stiff and said TUT-TUT-TUT-TUT, in a disapproving way.



⑵

 The largest of the banners and the largest of the lawns belonged to Daisy Fay's house. She was just eighteen, two years older than me, and by far the most popular of all the young girls in Louisville. She dressed in white, and had a little white roadster
注

 , and all day long the telephone rang in her house and excited young officers from Camp Taylor demanded the privilege of monopolizing
注

 her that night. “Anyways, for an hour!”

When I came opposite her house that morning her white roadster was beside the curb
注

 , and she was sitting in it with a lieutenant
注

 I had never seen before. They were so engrossed
注

 in each other that she didn't see me until I was five feet away.

“Hello, Jordan,” she called unexpectedly. “Please come here.”



⑶

 I was flattered that she wanted to speak to me, because of all the older girls I admired her most. She asked me if I was going to the Red Cross and make bandages. I was. Well, then, would I tell them that she couldn't come that day？ The officer looked at Daisy while she was speaking, in a way that every young girl wants to be looked at sometimes, and because it seemed romantic to me I have remembered the incident ever since. His name was Jay Gatsby, and I didn't lay eyes on him again for over four years — even after I'd met him on Long Island I didn't realize it was the same man.

That was nineteen-seventeen. By the next year I had a few beaux
注

 myself, and I began to play in tournaments, so I didn't see Daisy very often. She went with a slightly older crowd — when she went with anyone at all. Wild rumors were circulating about her — how her mother had found her packing her bag one winter night to go to New York and say good-by to a soldier who was going overseas. She was effectually
注

 prevented, but she wasn't on speaking terms with her family for several weeks. After that she didn't play around with the soldiers any more, but only with a few flat-footed, short-sighted young men in town, who couldn't get into the army at all.



⑷

 By the next autumn she was gay
注

 again, gay as ever. She had a debut
注

 after the Armistice, and in February she was presumably engaged to a man from New Orleans. In June she married Tom Buchanan of Chicago, with more pomp
注

 and circumstance than Louisville ever knew before. He came down with a hundred people in four private cars, and hired a whole floor of the Seelbach Hotel, and the day before the wedding he gave her a string of pearls valued at three hundred and fifty thousand dollars.

I was bridesmaid. I came into her room half an hour before the bridal dinner, and found her lying on her bed as lovely as the June night in her flowered dress — and as drunk as a monkey. She had a bottle of Sauterne in one hand and a letter in the other.

“Gratulate me,” she muttered. “Never had a drink before, but oh how I do enjoy it.”



⑸

 “What's the matter, Daisy？”

I was scared, I can tell you; I'd never seen a girl like that before.

“Here, dearest'.” She groped around in a waste-basket she had with her on the bed and pulled out the string of pearls. “Take'em down-stairs and give'em back to whoever they belong to. Tell'em all Daisy's change' her mine. Say: ‘Daisy's change' her mine!’.”



⑹

 She began to cry — she cried and cried. I rushed out and found her mother's maid, and we locked the door and got her into a cold bath. She wouldn't let go of the letter. She took it into the tub with her and squeezed it up into a wet ball, and only let me leave it in the soap-dish when she saw that it was coming to pieces like snow.

But she didn't say another word. We gave her spirits of ammonia and put ice on her forehead and hooked her back into her dress, and half an hour later, when we walked out of the room, the pearls were around her neck and the incident was over. Next day at five o'clock she married Tom Buchanan without so much as a shiver, and started off on a three months' trip to the South Seas.

I saw them in Santa Barbara when they came back, and I thought I'd never seen a girl so mad about her husband. If he left the room for a minute she'd look around uneasily, and say: “Where's Tom gone？” and wear the most abstracted expression until she saw him coming in the door. She used to sit on the sand with his head in her lap by the hour, rubbing her fingers over his eyes and looking at him with unfathomable
注

 delight. It was touching to see them together — it made you laugh in a hushed, fascinated way. That was in August. A week after I left Santa Barbara Tom ran into a wagon on the Ventura road one night, and ripped a front wheel off his car. The girl who was with him got into the papers, too, because her arm was broken — she was one of the chambermaids in the Santa Barbara Hotel.



⑺

 The next April Daisy had her little girl, and they went to France for a year. I saw them one spring in Cannes, and later in Deauville, and then they came back to Chicago to settle down. Daisy was popular in Chicago, as you know. They moved with a fast
注

 crowd, all of them young and rich and wild, but she came out with an absolutely perfect reputation. Perhaps because she doesn't drink. It's a great advantage not to drink among hard-drinking people. You can hold your tongue, and, moreover, you can time any little irregularity of your own so that everybody else is so blind that they don't see or care. Perhaps Daisy never went in for amour
注

 at all — and yet there's something in that voice of hers...

Well, about six weeks ago, she heard the name Gatsby for the first time in years. It was when I asked you — do you remember？ — if you knew Gatsby in West Egg. After you had gone home she came into my room and woke me up, and said: “What Gatsby？” and when I described him — I was half asleep — she said in the strangest voice that it must be the man she used to know. It wasn't until then that I connected this Gatsby with the officer in her white car.
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⑴

 那是1917年10月的一天——

(那个下午，广场酒店的茶园里，乔丹·贝克端正地坐在一张直靠背的椅子上，向我讲述道)

——那时我正从一个地方走到另一个地方，一会儿走在人行道上，一会儿又走进草坪里。我更喜欢走在草坪上，因为我穿着从英格兰买来的鞋，鞋底的橡胶颗粒能嵌进柔软的草地。我还穿着一条新的格子裙，它在风中微微扬起，每当这时，所有房子前面的那些红、白、蓝三色旗就会直挺挺地伸展开来，抗议般地发出“突突突突”的声响。



⑵

 黛西·费伊家的旗是最大的，草坪也是最大的。她那时只有十八岁，比我大两岁，是当时整个路易斯维尔所有年轻女孩儿中最受欢迎的那个。她穿着一身白色的衣服，还有一辆白色的小跑车，她家的电话整天都响个不停，来自泰勒军营的年轻军官们都渴求得到晚上与她独处的特权。“无论如何，一个小时总行吧！”

那天早上，当我来到她家对面时，她白色的跑车正停在路边，一位我从没见过的中尉和她坐在里面。他们的眼神都被对方所吸引，直到我离她只有五英尺远，她才看见我。

“你好，乔丹，”她出其不意地说，“请过来吧。”



⑶

 她竟然想跟我说话，这让我受宠若惊，因为在所有比我大的女孩中，我最欣赏的就是她。她问我是否要到红十字会去做绷带，我说是，于是她就问我可不可以告诉那边她今天不去了。在黛西说话的时候，那位军官看着她，每个女孩都偶尔希望有人能用这样的眼神注视自己。我至今都记得这一幕，因为它显得如此浪漫。他的名字叫杰伊·盖茨比，从那以后连续四年多我都没有再见过他——甚至在长岛遇到他的时候，我都没有认出来他就是那个人。

这就是1917年的事。到了第二年，我也有了一些追求者，也开始参加锦标赛，所以不能时常见到黛西。她跟一些年纪比较大的人交往——如果说她还在同谁交往的话。有这样一些关于她的流言蜚语：她的母亲在一个冬天的夜晚发现她正收拾行李要去纽约与一个被派海外的军人道别。她被家里人拦了下来，可她几个星期都没有再跟他们讲话。从那以后她再也没有和军人们混在一起，而只和镇上几个平足近视、没资格参军的小伙儿待在一块儿。



⑷

 之后那一年的秋天她恢复了活力，和往常一样快乐起来。停战后她在一个舞会中初次亮相，二月的时候好像跟一个从新奥尔良来的人订了婚。六月份她便嫁给了芝加哥的汤姆·布坎南，婚礼的奢华和排场在路易斯维尔史无前例。他用四辆私家车载了一百多个他那边的人过来，包下了塞尔巴赫酒店的整整一层楼，在婚礼的前一天，他还给了她一串价值三十五万美金的珍珠项链。

我是她的伴娘。离喜宴还有半小时，我来到了她的房间，发现她正穿着她的花裙子躺在床上，就像六月的晚上那样可爱，同时也醉得像只猴子一样。她一只手拿着一瓶白葡萄酒，另一只手拿着一封信。

“祝贺我吧，”她说，“从来没喝过酒，可，天啊，我真喜欢这感觉。”



⑸

 “这是怎么了，黛西？”

我吓坏了，真的，我从没有见过哪个女孩喝成这样。

“亲爱的，拿去。”她在床上的一个废纸篓里掏来掏去，扯出了一串珍珠项链。“把它拿到楼下去，是谁的就还给谁。告诉他们黛西改变主意了。就说：‘黛西改变主意了！’。”



⑹

 她哭了起来——不住地哭着。我跑出去找来了她母亲的女仆，我们一起关上了门，给她洗了个冷水澡。她抓住那封信不肯放手，她将它拿到了浴缸里，把它捏成了湿湿的一团，直到她看见它成了雪花一样的碎片，才允许我将碎了的信放在肥皂缸里。

可她没有再说一句话。我们给她熏了阿摩尼亚精油，在她的额头上敷了冰块，然后把她塞进裙子里。半小时之后，当我们走出房间时，那串项链又回到了她的脖子上，那场风波也过去了。第二天五点钟，她就像没事人一样，嫁给了汤姆·布坎南，接着踏上了三个月的南太平洋之旅。

当他们回来后，我在圣巴巴拉见到了他们，我从没见过对自己丈夫如此痴迷的女子。如果他离开房间一分钟，她就会不安地四处张望，问：“汤姆去哪儿了？”然后一副恍惚的表情，直到她看见他走进来。她经常坐在沙滩上，让他把头倚在自己怀中，用手指摩挲着他的眼，用无限欣喜的神情看着他，一坐就是一个小时。他俩在一起的场景令人动容——你会默默地、着迷地会心一笑。这便是八月的事情。当我离开圣巴巴拉的一周之后，汤姆晚上驾车在文图拉路与一辆货车相撞，前面的一只轮胎被扯了出来，跟他同车的女子也被登上了报纸——她是圣巴巴拉酒店一个打扫房间的女招待。



⑺

 接下来的那个四月，黛西生下了一个小女孩儿，他们去法国住了一年。有一年春天，我在戛纳见到了他们，后来又在多维尔遇上，之后他们就回到了芝加哥定居。你知道的，黛西在芝加哥很受欢迎。他们和一群放荡的人交往，那些人年轻、有钱而且十分疯狂，可她的名声却绝对清白。可能是因为她不喝酒的缘故。在一群酒鬼中间，不喝酒是一个极大的优势。你可以保持沉默，还有，在别人都烂醉的时候，你可以稍微搞点小动作也无妨，因为那些人已经醉得要么看不见，要么不在乎了。也许黛西从来没想过要搞什么风流的事情，可她声音里始终有那么一点意味……

然后，大概六周前，她在多年后第一次听到了盖茨比这个名字。正是我问你的时候——你还记得吗？——我问你是不是认识西卵的盖茨比。当你回家后她来到了我的房间，叫醒了我，问：“哪个盖茨比？”我在半睡半醒之间描述了一下他，她便用奇怪的声调说这人肯定是她之前认识的那个。直到那时我才将盖茨比与那个坐在她白色跑车里的军官联系起来。
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《了不起的盖茨比》是菲兹杰拉德的代表作，故事讲述了出身贫寒的美国青年盖茨比追求“美国梦”和他梦想破碎的过程。本选段中的富家女黛西则是盖茨比“美国梦”的核心和化身。

黛西年少时在家乡路易斯维尔曾经被许多年轻的军官追求，最后与掩盖了自己贫穷身世的盖茨比相爱，可以说那时的黛西情感还很纯真。可当盖茨比参军之后，黛西却转而投向了自己并不爱、但是拥有万贯家产的布坎南的怀抱，周游世界，过起了奢靡的生活。黛西可以说是拜金主义的典型，她也向往真挚的情感，但是她的真情在金钱面前不堪一击。黛西打动盖茨比的是她美丽的容貌和典雅的举止，而在追求黛西的过程中盖茨比却忽略了一个最本质的问题，即这容貌和举止的背后藏着的是一颗他无法满足的现实、世俗的心。就如同看似美好的“美国梦”，它虽然象征了财富、荣誉、地位，却不是出身平凡的人能轻而易举追求到的，盖茨比为了他的梦、他的黛西，不惜触犯法律以获取财富和社会地位，最后实现的只是一个空中楼阁般虚空的梦想，而他也为此付出了惨重的代价。

美国一战后经济蓬勃发展，到二战却又怀着沉重的心情重新回到国际政治舞台，民众经历了美国梦带来的失落感，见证了道德的颓废和人性的沦丧，看到了美国梦的破碎。作者通过描写盖茨比的逐梦经历，还原了当时的时代场景，揭示了金钱统治下的社会中人性的贪婪和虚伪。




注
 ：

plaid adj.
 有格子图案的




注
 ：

roadster n.
 跑车




注
 ：

monopolize vt.
 独占




注
 ：

curb n.
 路边




注
 ：

lieutenant n.
 中尉




注
 ：

engross vt.
 吸引




注
 ：

beaux n.
 求爱者




注
 ：

effectually adv.
 有效地




注
 ：

gay adj.
 快乐的




注
 ：

debut n.
 初次登台




注
 ：

pomp n.
 盛况




注
 ：

unfathomable adj.
 莫测高深的




注
 ：

fast adj.
 放荡的




注
 ：

amour n.
 恋情





The Great Gatsby: Renewed Romance

了不起的盖茨比: 前缘再续

弗·司各特·菲茨杰拉德(F. Scott Fitzgerald)



⑴

 She turned her head as there was a light dignified knocking at the front door. I went out and opened it. Gatsby, pale as death, with his hands plunged like weights in his coat pockets, was standing in a puddle of water glaring tragically into my eyes.

With his hands still in his coat pockets he stalked by me into the hall, turned sharply as if he were on a wire, and disappeared into the living-room. It wasn't a bit funny. Aware of the loud beating of my own heart I pulled the door to against the increasing rain.

For half a minute there wasn't a sound. Then from the living-room I heard a sort of choking murmur and part of a laugh, followed by Daisy's voice on a clear artificial note: “I certainly am awfully glad to see you again.”



⑵

 A pause; it endured horribly. I had nothing to do in the hall, so I went into the room.

Gatsby, his hands still in his pockets, was reclining
注

 against the mantelpiece
注

 in a strained counterfeit
注

 of perfect ease, even of boredom. His head leaned back so far that it rested against the face of a defunct
注

 mantelpiece clock, and from this position his distraught
注

 eyes stared down at Daisy, who was sitting, frightened but graceful, on the edge of a stiff chair.

“We've met before,” muttered Gatsby. His eyes glanced momentarily at me, and his lips parted with an abortive
注

 attempt at a laugh. Luckily the clock took this moment to tilt dangerously at the pressure of his head, whereupon he turned and caught it with trembling fingers, and set it back in place. Then he sat down, rigidly, his elbow on the arm of the sofa and his chin in his hand.



⑶

 “I'm sorry about the clock,” he said.

My own face had now assumed a deep tropical burn. I couldn't muster up a single commonplace
注

 out of the thousand in my head.

“It's an old clock,” I told them idiotically.



⑷

 I think we all believed for a moment that it had smashed in pieces on the floor.

“We haven't met for many years,” said Daisy, her voice as matter-of-fact as it could ever be.

“Five years next November.”



⑸

 The automatic quality of Gatsby's answer set us all back at least another minute. I had them both on their feet with the desperate suggestion that they help me make tea in the kitchen when the demoniac
注

 Finn brought it in on a tray.

Amid the welcome confusion of cups and cakes a certain physical decency established itself. Gatsby got himself into a shadow and, while Daisy and I talked, looked conscientiously
注

 from one to the other of us with tense, unhappy eyes. However, as calmness wasn't an end in itself, I made an excuse at the first possible moment, and got to my feet.

“Where are you going？” demanded Gatsby in immediate alarm.

“I'll be back.”

“I've got to speak to you about something before you go.”



⑹

 He followed me wildly into the kitchen, closed the door, and whispered:

“Oh, God!” in a miserable way.

“What's the matter？”



⑺

 “This is a terrible mistake,” he said, shaking his head from side to side, “a terrible, terrible mistake.”

“You're just embarrassed, that's all,” and luckily I added: “Daisy's embarrassed too.”

“She's embarrassed？” He repeated incredulously
注

 .

“Just as much as you are.”

“Don't talk so loud.”



⑻

 “You're acting like a little boy,” I broke out impatiently. “Not only that, but you're rude. Daisy's sitting in there all alone.”

He raised his hand to stop my words, looked at me with unforgettable reproach, and, opening the door cautiously, went back into the other room.



⑼

 I walked out the back way — just as Gatsby had when he had made his nervous circuit of the house half an hour before — and ran for a huge black knotted tree, whose massed leaves made a fabric against the rain. Once more it was pouring, and my irregular lawn, well-shaved by Gatsby's gardener, abounded in small, muddy swamps and prehistoric marshes. There was nothing to look at from under the tree except Gatsby's enormous house, so I stared at it, like Kant at his church steeple
注

 , for half an hour. A brewer had built it early in the “period” craze, a decade before, and there was a story that he'd agreed to pay five years' taxes on all the neighboring cottages if the owners would have their roofs thatched with straw. Perhaps their refusal took the heart out of his plan to found a Family — he went into an immediate decline. His children sold his house with the black wreath still on the door. Americans, while occasionally willing to be serfs
注

 , have always been obstinate
注

 about being peasantry.

After half an hour, the sun shone again, and the grocer's automobile rounded Gatsby's drive with the raw material for his servants' dinner — I felt sure he wouldn't eat a spoonful. A maid began opening the upper windows of his house, appeared momentarily in each, and, leaning from a large central bay, spat meditatively into the garden. It was time I went back. While the rain continued it had seemed like the murmur of their voices, rising and swelling a little now and then with gusts of emotion. But in the new silence I felt that silence had fallen within the house too.



⑽

 I went in — after making every possible noise in the kitchen, short of pushing over the stove — but I don't believe they heard a sound. They were sitting at either end of the couch, looking at each other as if some question had been asked, or was in the air, and every vestige
注

 of embarrassment was gone. Daisy's face was smeared
注

 with tears, and when I came in she jumped up and began wiping at it with her handkerchief before a mirror. But there was a change in Gatsby that was simply confounding. He literally glowed; without a word or a gesture of exultation a new well-being radiated from him and filled the little room.

“Oh, hello, old sport,” he said, as if he hadn't seen me for years. I thought for a moment he was going to shake hands.

“It's stopped raining.”



⑾

 “Has it？” When he realized what I was talking about, that there were twinkle-bells of sunshine in the room, he smiled like a weather man, like an ecstatic patron of recurrent
注

 light, and repeated the news to Daisy. “What do you think of that？ It's stopped raining.”

“I'm glad, Jay.” Her throat, full of aching, grieving beauty, told only of her unexpected joy.

“I want you and Daisy to come over to my house,” he said, “I'd like to show her around.”

“You're sure you want me to come？”

“Absolutely, old sport.”
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⑴

 这时，前门传来了一阵轻微而庄重的敲门声，黛西转头看过去。我走出去打开了门。盖茨比面如死灰，双手重重地插在外衣口袋里，站在一摊水里，神色凄凉地看着我。

他两手仍旧插在外衣兜里，大步地从我身边跨过进入了前厅，像提线木偶一般猛地一转身，走进客厅后就不见了。那样子一点也不轻松。我意识到自己的心脏怦怦直跳，赶紧拉上门遮住外面越下越大的雨。

过了有半分钟，一点声音都没有。接着我听见客厅里传来一阵哽咽般的低语声，夹杂着笑声，然后是黛西清晰而不自然的嗓音：“再见到你，我真是特别的开心。”



⑵

 接着是一段让人难以忍受的沉寂。我在前厅里无事可做，于是我走进了房间。

盖茨比的手仍然插在口袋里，他将身子靠在壁炉上，勉强装出神情自若、甚至百无聊赖的样子。他的头使劲朝后仰，挨到了壁炉上那个废弃不用的座钟钟面上。他那双慌乱不安的眼睛从这个位置向下看，凝视着坐在直靠背椅子边缘的黛西，她神情惊慌却不失优雅。

“我们以前见过，”盖茨比低声地说。他飞快地扫视了我一眼，咧开嘴想要笑却没有笑出来。幸好那座钟合乎时宜地在他头的重压下向一边歪了过去，他马上转身用颤抖的手指扶住了它，将它放回了原位。接着他身子笔直地坐了下来，将胳膊放在了沙发扶手上，手托着下巴。



⑶

 “对不起，差点把钟撞倒，”他说。

我的脸也变得火辣辣的。我脑中虽然有千万句客套话，可现在一句也说不出来。

“那钟很老了，”我傻傻地对他们说。



⑷

 我想有那么一刻我们都相信那座钟已经在地上摔得粉碎了。

“我们已经有许多年没见了，”黛西说道。她的声音尽可能显得很平静。

“到十一月就整整五年了。”



⑸

 盖茨比不假思索的回答又让我们愣了至少一分钟。我急中生智地提出建议，让他们帮助我去厨房里准备茶水，就在他俩已经站起来的时候，那倒霉的芬兰人手拿托盘把茶送了进来。

就在这一片忙乱的茶水和蛋糕的招待下，倒形成了一种自然而庄重的局面。盖茨比站到了阴暗的一角，当我在和黛西聊天的时候，他一个劲地往我俩身上看来看去，目光紧张而又忧郁。可是平静本身不是最终的目的，我一找到合适的机会就找了个借口，起身离开了。

“你去哪里？”盖茨比马上警觉地问道。

“我会回来的。”

“在你走之前我要跟你说些事情。”



⑹

 他疯了似的跟着我进了厨房，关上了门，痛苦地小声说道：

“噢，天啊！”

“怎么了？”



⑺

 “这是一个很严重的错误，”他来回摇着头说，“一个非常非常严重的错误。”

“你只是觉得有点尴尬罢了，没什么，”幸好我又补充了一句，“黛西也很尴尬。”

“她也很尴尬吗？”他不确信地重复道。

“和你一模一样。”

“别那么大声。”



⑻

 “你这样子就像个小孩，”我不耐烦地冒出一句，“不止这个，你还很没礼貌。黛西一个人在那儿坐着呢。”

他抬起手来，让我停住话，用令人难以忘怀的那种责备的眼神看着我，接着小心翼翼地打开了门，又回到了那间房里。



⑼

 我从后门走了出去，就像盖茨比半小时前紧张地绕着房子走了一圈那样，然后跑向了一棵黝黑而且满是疙瘩的树，它那茂密的叶子像帆布一样遮住了雨。大雨又下了起来，我那杂乱的草坪虽然被盖茨比的园丁精心修整过，现在却到处都是泥泞的水坑，布满了年代久远的沼泽。从这棵树下望去，除了盖茨比的那栋大房子，什么也看不见。于是我就看着它，像是康德盯着教堂的尖屋顶一样，足足看了半个小时。这是一个酿酒的商人十年前在“仿古热”刚开始的时候建造的，传说他曾经答应只要这些房主在他们的屋顶盖上稻草，他就会为附近所有的住宅交五年的房产税。或许他们的拒绝让他计划建造“家园”的雄心受到了打击，他很快就一蹶不振。他的孩子们卖掉他的房子时，门上还挂着悼念的花圈。美国人虽然偶尔愿意做回农奴，却是坚决不会当乡巴佬的。

半小时之后，太阳再次露出了脸，杂货店的车运载着佣人们做晚餐用的原料，拐进了盖茨比家的车道——我敢肯定他一勺也吃不下去。一个女佣人开始打开楼上的窗户，她的身影在每个窗口都闪现一下，然后从正中的大窗户探出身子来，若有所思地向花园里吐了一口唾沫。我该回去了。刚才那接连不断的雨声像是他们的窃窃私语，伴随着感情的起伏，不时地升高着音调。但在这新的寂静中，我又觉得整座房子好像也被寂静笼罩起来。



⑽

 我走进了屋里，在这之前，我在厨房中尽可能地弄出声响，差一点把炉子掀翻。可我认为他们什么也没有听到。他俩坐在沙发的两端，互相看着对方，好像刚刚谁问了个什么问题，或者正要问出来。现在已经没有丝毫的尴尬。黛西的脸上挂着泪痕，当我走进去的时候她一下子站了起来，在镜子前面用手绢把眼泪擦掉。但是盖茨比身上却发生了一种让人难以理解的变化。他简直容光焕发，虽然没有说一句话，也没有任何喜悦的动作，但他身上散发出的那种全新的幸福感却充盈了整个房间。

“哦，你好啊，老伙计，”他说，好像很多年没见过我似的。那一瞬间我还以为他要过来和我握手呢。

“雨停了。”



⑾

 “是吗？”当他反应过来我在说什么的时候，发现屋里充满了一缕缕的阳光。他像气象预报员一样露出了笑容，又像一个欣喜若狂的光明守护神一样将这个消息重复说给黛西听：“你怎么看？雨停了。”

“我很高兴，杰伊。”她的声音听起来哀楚又凄美，却透露出了她意外的惊喜之情。

“我希望你和黛西能到我的家里来，”他说，“我想带着她逛逛。”

“你确定想要我也去吗？”

“十分确定，老伙计。”
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小说的主人公是杰伊·盖茨比，而作者却在文中安排了尼克·卡洛威作为主要叙述者，以他的视角对故事中的人物与事件做出评价，通过尼克的转述反映作者的价值观。

尼克在整个故事中有着特殊的地位。他与主要角色之间有着千丝万缕的联系，他是女主人公黛西的表亲，也是主角杰伊·盖茨比的邻居。他按照时间顺序讲述了自己来到纽约后的经历，于是整个故事根据他的回忆在读者面前层层展开：他跟随黛西的丈夫汤姆来到了他情人的居所，亲眼见到了这个腰缠万贯的人对家庭的背叛；他从黛西好友贝克口中听说了黛西年轻时与盖茨比的往事，了解到这个温柔的女人曾在现实面前不得不向金钱妥协；他明白了盖茨比夜夜笙歌背后的良苦用心，也是他作为中间人安排了黛西与盖茨比的再次相会。尼克是故事情节发展所依赖的一条十分重要的线索。

同时，尼克也是作者价值观的代言人。他揭露了汤姆和黛西夫妇的虚伪作风，对他们始终持批判态度。而尼克对于盖茨比的态度一开始是轻视的，觉得他过于庸俗和摆排场，但在深入的交往和了解之后，他发现了盖茨比对爱人的真心。在黛西抛弃盖茨比之后，尼克完全站在了盖茨比这一边。他以局外人的目光，冷静地参与了故事，并观察着其中的一切，批判了美国梦的虚幻。尼克这个人物的设置，使故事得以流畅地展开，并且方便了作者不动声色地将自己的价值观植入其中。这些都展现了作者不凡的写作功底和高超的创作技艺。




注
 ：

recline vi.
 靠




注
 ：

mantelpiece n.
 壁炉




注
 ：

counterfeit n.
 伪造




注
 ：

defunct adj.
 已废除的




注
 ：

distraught adj.
 心烦意乱的




注
 ：

abortive adj.
 失败的




注
 ：

commonplace n.
 陈词滥调




注
 ：

demoniac adj.
 魔鬼的




注
 ：

conscientiously adv.
 煞费苦心地




注
 ：

incredulously adv.
 不相信地




注
 ：

steeple n.
 尖顶




注
 ：

serf n.
 农奴




注
 ：

obstinate adj.
 顽固的




注
 ：

vestige n.
 残余




注
 ：

smear vt.
 弄脏




注
 ：

recurrent adj.
 周期性的





The Curious Case of Benjamin Button: Birth of the Old Man

本杰明·巴顿奇事: 老头诞生记

弗·司各特·菲茨杰拉德(F. Scott Fitzgerald)
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《本杰明巴顿奇事》是菲茨杰拉德著名的短篇小说，讲述了生下来就是老人的本杰明·巴顿如何结婚生子，如何参军打仗，如何尝试去耶鲁和哈佛上学，如何在几十页的篇幅当中慢慢变年轻，直到回到婴儿状态，度过漫长而短暂的一生的故事。小说在2008年被搬上银屏，译名《返老还童》，由著名导演大卫·芬奇执导，布拉德·皮特主演。第一个选段摘自小说开头，巴顿先生兴冲冲地赶往医院看自己的新生儿，却看到了做梦也想不到的、令他又惊又怒的一幕。第二个选段讲述了本杰明·巴顿二十岁时与富家少女希尔德加德的感情故事。



⑴

 Mr. Button stood there upon the sidewalk, stupefied
注

 and trembling from head to foot. What horrible mishap
注

 had occurred？ He had suddenly lost all desire to go into the Maryland Private Hospital for Ladies and Gentlemen — it was with the greatest difficulty that, a moment later,he forced himself to mount the steps and enter the front door.

A nurse was sitting behind a desk in the opaque gloom of the hall.Swallowing his shame, Mr. Button approached her.

“Good-morning,” she remarked, looking up at him pleasantly.

“Good-morning. I — I am Mr. Button.”



⑵

 At this a look of utter terror spread itself over girl's face. She rose to her feet and seemed about to fly from the hall, restraining herself only with the most apparent difficulty.

“I want to see my child,” said Mr. Button.

The nurse gave a little scream. “Oh — of course!” she cried hysterically
注

 . “Upstairs. Right upstairs. Go — up
 !”



⑶

 She pointed the direction, and Mr. Button, bathed in cool perspiration
注

 , turned falteringly, and began to mount to the second floor. In the upper hall he addressed another nurse who approached him, basin in hand. “I'm Mr. Button,” he managed to articulate
注

 . “I want to see my——”

Clank! The basin clattered to the floor and rolled in the direction of the stairs. Clank! Clank! It began a methodical
注

 descent as if sharing in the general terror which this gentleman provoked.

“I want to see my child!” Mr. Button almost shrieked. He was on the verge of collapse.



⑷

 Clank! The basin reached the first floor. The nurse regained control of herself, and threw Mr. Button a look of hearty contempt.

“All right
 , Mr. Button,” she agreed in a hushed voice. “Very well
 ! But if you knew
 what a state it's put us all in this morning! It's perfectly outrageous
注

 ! The hospital will never have a ghost of a reputation after —”

“Hurry!” he cried hoarsely. “I can't stand this!”

“Come this way, then, Mr. Button.”



⑸

 He dragged himself after her. At the end of a long hall they reached a room from which proceeded
注

 a variety of howls — indeed, a room which, in later parlance
注

 , would have been known as the “crying-room”. They entered.

“Well,” gasped Mr. Button, “which is mine？”

“There!” said the nurse.



⑹

 Mr. Button's eyes followed her pointing finger, and this is what he saw. Wrapped in a voluminous
注

 white blanket, and partly crammed into one of the cribs, there sat an old man apparently about seventy years of age. His sparse hair was almost white, and from his chin dripped along smoke-colored beard, which waved absurdly back and forth, fanned by the breeze coming in at the window. He looked up at Mr. Button with dim, faded eyes in which lurked
注

 a puzzled question.

“Am I mad？” thundered Mr. Button, his terror resolving into rage. “Is this some ghastly hospital joke？”

“It doesn't seem like a joke to us,” replied the nurse severely. “And I don't know whether you're mad or not — but that is most certainly your child.”



⑺

 The cool perspiration redoubled on Mr. Button's forehead. He closed his eyes, and then, opening them, looked again. There was no mistake — he was gazing at a man of three score and ten — a baby
 of three score and ten, a baby whose feet hung over the sides of the crib in which it was reposing.

The old man looked placidly from one to the other for a moment, and then suddenly spoke in a cracked and ancient voice. “Are you my father？” he demanded.

Mr. Button and the nurse started violently.



⑻

 “Because if you are,” went on the old man querulously
注

 , “I wish you'd get me out of this place — or, at least, get them to put a comfortable rocker in here.”

“Where in God's name did you come from？ Who are you？” burst out
注

 Mr. Button frantically.

“I can't tell you exactly
 who I am,” replied the querulous whine, “because I've only been born a few hours — but my last name is certainly Button.”

“You lie! You're an impostor
注

 !”



⑼

 The old man turned wearily to the nurse. “Nice way to welcome a new-born child,” he complained in a weak voice. “Tell him he's wrong,why don't you？”

“You're wrong. Mr. Button,” said the nurse severely. “This is your child, and you'll have to make the best of it. We're going to ask you to take him home with you as soon as possible — sometime today.”

“Home？” repeated Mr. Button incredulously.

“Yes, we can't have him here. We really can't, you know？”



⑽

 “I'm right glad of it,” whined the old man. “This is a fine place to keep a youngster of quiet tastes. With all this yelling and howling, I haven't been able to get a wink of sleep. I asked for something to eat” — here his voice rose to a shrill note of protest — “and they brought me a bottle of milk!”

Mr. Button, sank down upon a chair near his son and concealed his face in his hands. “My heavens!” he murmured, in an ecstasy of horror.“What will people say？ What must I do？”

“You'll have to take him home,” insisted the nurse — “immediately!”



⑾

 A grotesque
注

 picture formed itself with dreadful clarity
注

 before the eyes of the tortured man — a picture of himself walking through the crowded streets of the city with this appalling apparition
注

 stalking by his side.

“I can't. I can't,” he moaned.

People would stop to speak to him, and what was he going to say？ He would have to introduce this — this septuagenarian
注

 : “This is my son,born early this morning.” And then the old man would gather his blanket around him and they would plod on, past the bustling stores,the slave market — for a dark instant Mr. Button wished passionately that his son was black — past the luxurious houses of the residential district, past the home for the aged...



⑿

 “Come! Pull yourself together,” commanded the nurse.

“See here,” the old man announced suddenly, “if you think I'm going to walk home in this blanket, you're entirely mistaken.”

“Babies always have blankets.”



⒀

 With a malicious
注

 crackle the old man held up a small white swaddling garment. “Look!” he quavered
注

 . “This
 is what they had ready for me.”

“Babies always wear those,” said the nurse primly.

“Well,” said the old man, “this baby's not going to wear anything in about two minutes. This blanket itches
注

 . They might at least have given me a sheet.”



⒁

 “Keep it on! Keep it on!” said Mr. Button hurriedly. He turned to the nurse. “What'll I do？”

“Go down town and buy your son some clothes.”

Mr. Button's son's voice followed him down into the hall: “And a cane, father. I want to have a cane.”

Mr. Button banged the outer door savagely...
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⑴

 巴顿先生愣在人行道上，浑身发抖。发生了什么可怕的意外？顿时，他丝毫也不想再跨进马里兰私立医院的大门——迟疑了好一会儿，他才勉强爬上楼梯，走进了医院。

昏暗的大厅里，一个护士坐在桌子后面。巴顿先生咽下刚受的羞辱，向她走去。

“早上好。”她轻快地看着他说道。

“早上好，我……我是巴顿先生。”



⑵

 女孩一听，脸上瞬间显出极度惊恐的表情。她登时站起来，好像恨不得能插上翅膀飞出去，好不容易才控制住自己。

“我来见我的孩子。”巴顿先生说。

护士轻轻地惊叫一声。“啊……可以！”她用歇斯底里的声音说道。“上楼。右边。走——上楼！”



⑶

 她指了个方向。巴顿先生打了个趔趄，带着一身冷汗上了二楼。在二楼的大厅遇见一个端脸盆路过的护士。“我是巴顿先生，”他强作镇定，“我想见我的——”

哐当！脸盆摔到了地上，往楼梯滚去。哐当！哐当！脸盆一阶一阶往下滚的声音更让人感到惊恐。

“我想见我的小孩！”巴顿先生几近崩溃，尖声大喊。



⑷

 哐当！脸盆终于滚到了一楼。护士恢复了镇定，轻蔑地瞟了巴顿先生一眼。

“好吧，巴顿先生，”她压低了声音表示同意，“好吧！你得知道这一早上把我们害惨了！简直不可思议！医院的名声可全毁了……”

“快点！”他喊哑了，“我受够了！”

“往这走吧，巴顿先生。”



⑸

 他跟她垂头丧气地穿过大厅，来到长廊尽头的一个房间门口。房间里哭声此起彼伏——事实上这个房间在后来的说法里被称作“啼哭室”。他们走了进去。

“呃，”巴顿先生深深地吸了一口气，“我的孩子在哪儿？”

“那儿！”护士说道。



⑹

 顺着她所指的方向，巴顿先生看见一个七十来岁的老头，裹着一条宽大的白色毯子，挤在一张小婴儿床里。他那稀疏的头发差不多全白了，下巴上还挂着长长的暗灰色胡子，随着窗子吹进来的风飘荡着。他抬起头，用呆滞的眼神不解地望着巴顿先生。

“我疯了么？”巴顿先生的恐惧瞬间转化成怒火，大声咆哮着，“这难道是你们医院开的该死的玩笑？”

“这对我们可不是个玩笑，”护士严肃地回答道，“我也不知道你是不是疯了——可他的确就是你儿子。”



⑺

 巴顿先生额上直冒冷汗。他闭上眼又睁开——没错，眼前这人足有七十公分——一个七十公分的婴儿！脚挤出婴儿床的婴儿！

老头安静地看了他俩一会，突然以沙哑的嗓音发话：“你是我爸爸？”

巴顿先生和护士不寒而栗。



⑻

 “如果是，”老头发起了牢骚，“快带我离开这地方——或者起码也该让他们给我换一个舒服的摇椅。”

“天哪，你是从哪儿来的？你到底是谁？”巴顿先生暴跳如雷。

“我也说不清我是谁，”老头继续发着牢骚，“因为我几个小时前才出生呢——不过我肯定是姓巴顿就对了。”

“你这个骗子！你这个冒牌货！”



⑼

 老头无精打采地转向护士，虚弱地说：“他就这样欢迎新生儿？你快告诉他他错了吧。”

“你错了，巴顿先生。”护士斩钉截铁地说，“这就是你儿子，你最好接受这现实。我们希望你尽快带他回家——最好今天就走！”

“回家？”巴顿先生觉得这简直难以置信。

“对，他不能留在这儿。我们做不到，你明白了吗？”



⑽

 “太好了，”老头接着抱怨，“这宝地只适合能静下来的人待着。四处都是哭闹，我连个安稳觉也睡不成。我管人要吃的——”说到这，他的声音升到一个刺耳的音调以示不满——“他们居然给了我一瓶牛奶！”

巴顿先生瘫倒在他儿子身边的椅子上，双手捂脸，陷入深深的恐惧之中。“我的天啊！人们会怎么说我？我该怎么办？”

“你得把他带回家，”护士坚持道，“马上！”



⑾

 可怜的巴顿先生眼前清晰地浮现出这样一幅恐怖的画面：他走在熙熙攘攘的大街上，边上跟着这个阴魂不散的老头。

“不行，不行！”他呜咽道。

人们停下来跟他说话，他该怎么说呢？他得介绍身边这位……这位老头：“这是我儿子，今天早晨刚出生的。”之后，老头会紧紧裹着毛毯，继续不紧不慢地跟着他，走过大街小巷，走过奴隶市场(有那么一刻，巴顿先生甚至巴不得他儿子是个黑人)，走过居民区的豪宅，走过养老院……



⑿

 “快！振作起来！”护士命令道。

“看，”老头突然喊道，“如果你觉得我会裹着这条毯子走回家，那你可错了。”

“婴儿都是裹在毯子里的。”



⒀

 老头气鼓鼓地举起一件白色的小襁褓，颤悠悠地说：“瞧啊！他们就拿这个对我！”

“婴儿都穿这个。”护士面不改色。

“好吧，”老头说，“我这个小孩可要在两分钟内脱个精光。这毯子真痒，他们最起码可以给我个床单！”



⒁

 “穿着！穿着！”巴顿先生连忙说，他回头问护士，“我该怎么办？”

“到外面给你儿子买点衣服。”

巴顿先生儿子的声音一直跟着他到了大厅。“拐杖，爸爸，我还要一根拐杖。”

砰的一声，巴顿先生狠狠甩上了大门……
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菲茨杰拉德的短篇小说《本杰明·巴顿奇事》虚构了一个逆时间而行的奇人的种种经历和见闻。本杰明一出生就是个七十多岁的老人，他的出生让父亲罗杰·巴顿心怀怨愤，像他们家这样与名门望族沾亲带故的南方绅士家庭容不得有损家庭名声的怪物。摘选的段落中提到，当巴顿先生意识到自己儿子的特殊时，他下意识的反应不是关于儿子的健康或命运，而是焦虑周围人的看法，甚至宁可儿子是个黑人奴隶。这种寡淡的亲情关系正是菲茨杰拉德通过整部小说想要表现的美国当时社会现实之一方面。

本杰明一生经历了父亲的不满和自欺欺人、与希尔德加德爱情的起伏变化、与儿子的亲情疏离。随着对那些或美好或烦恼或激情或平淡的记忆渐渐逝去，本杰明传奇般的一生就像一个虚幻的梦一样消失了，好像什么都没有发生过，他最终以一个婴儿的形态离开人世。由于本杰明在与常人不同的逆行的岁月中前行，因而他得以体验独特的情感变化和生命流逝。

本杰明的传奇从开始到结束，都融入了菲茨杰拉德对于整个“爵士乐时代”美国社会的观察和思考。一战后的美国进入了太平盛世，在经济发展的巨大光环下，人与人的关系却越来越疏远。表面上他们逍遥快活，然而情感上倍感孤独。菲茨杰拉德沉醉于那个时代的奢华享乐，也深深地感受到情感和精神上的流放、颓废和绝望。通过本杰明荒诞的一生，他向人们讲述了在歌舞升平、富丽堂皇的物质表象下掩藏着的精神危机和灾难。正如本杰明倒行的生命一样,在丧失信仰和道德的20世纪20年代，无论多么美好的事物都变成了虚幻的假象，最终走向它的反面。




注
 ：

stupefied adj.
 目瞪口呆的




注
 ：

mishap n.
 灾难，不幸事件




注
 ：

hysterically adv.
 歇斯底里地




注
 ：

perspiration n.
 流汗，汗水




注
 ：

articulate vt. & vi.
 清楚地说话




注
 ：

methodical adj.
 有条不紊的，井然的




注
 ：

outrageous adj.
 令人吃惊的，离谱的




注
 ：

proceed vi.
 继续进行




注
 ：

parlance n.
 说法，用语




注
 ：

voluminous adj.
 大量的




注
 ：

lurk vi.
 潜伏，隐藏




注
 ：

querulously adv.
 易怒地，抱怨地




注
 ：

burst out爆发，大声说出




注
 ：

imposter n.
 骗子，冒名顶替者




注
 ：

grotesque adj.
 可笑的,奇怪的




注
 ：

clarity n.
 明晰,清楚




注
 ：

apparition n.
 幽灵，幻影




注
 ：

septuagenarian n.
 七十岁的老者




注
 ：

malicious adj.
 怀恶意的，不怀好意的




注
 ：

quaver vi. & vt.
 发颤音




注
 ：

itch vi. & vt.
 使发痒





The Curious Case of Benjamin Button: Misplaced Love

本杰明·巴顿奇事: 错位的爱情

弗·司各特·菲茨杰拉德(F. Scott Fitzgerald)



⑴

 In 1880 Benjamin Button was twenty years old, and he signalized
注

 his birthday by going to work for his father in Roger Button & Co., Wholesale Hardware. It was in that same year that he began “going out socially” — that is, his father insisted on taking him to several fashionable dances. Roger Button was now fifty, and he and his son were more and more companionable
注

 — in fact, since Benjamin had ceased to dye his hair (which was still grayish) they appeared about the same age, and could have passed for brothers.

One night in August they got into the phaeton
注

 attired
注

 in their full-dress suits and drove out to a dance at the Shevlins' country house, situated just outside of Baltimore. It was a gorgeous evening. A full moon drenched the road to the lusterless
注

 color of platinum, and late-blooming harvest flowers breathed into the motionless air aromas that were like low, half-heard laughter. The open country, carpeted for rods around with bright wheat, was translucent
注

 as in the day. It was almost impossible not to be affected by the sheer beauty of the sky — almost.

“There's a great future in the dry-goods business,” Roger Button was saying. He was not a spiritual man — his aesthetic sense was rudimentary
注

 .



⑵

 “Old fellows like me can't learn new tricks,” he observed profoundly. “It's you youngsters with energy and vitality that have the great future before you.”

Far up the road the lights of the Shevlins' country house drifted into view, and presently there was a sighing sound that crept persistently toward them — it might have been the fine plaint
注

 of violins or the rustle of the silver wheat under the moon.

They pulled up behind a handsome brougham whose passengers were disembarking
注

 at the door. A lady got out, then an elderly gentleman, then another young lady, beautiful as sin. Benjamin started; an almost chemical change seemed to dissolve and recompose the very elements of his body. A rigor passed over him, blood rose into his cheeks, his forehead, and there was a steady thumping in his ears. It was first love.



⑶

 The girl was slender and frail
注

 , with hair that was ashen
注

 under the moon and honey-colored under the sputtering gas-lamps of the porch. Over her shoulders was thrown a Spanish mantilla of softest yellow, butterflied in black; her feet were glittering buttons at the hem of her bustled dress.

Roger Button leaned over to his son. “That,” he said, “is young Hildegarde Moncrief, the daughter of General Moncrief.”

Benjamin nodded coldly. “Pretty little thing,” he said indifferently. But when the Negro boy had led the buggy away, he added: “Dad, you might introduce me to her.”



⑷

 They approached a group, of which Miss Moncrief was the center. Reared in the old tradition, she curtsied low before Benjamin. Yes, he might have a dance. He thanked her and walked away — staggered away.

The interval until the time for his turn should arrive dragged itself out interminably
注

 . He stood close to the wall, silent, inscrutable, watching with murderous eyes the young bloods of Baltimore as they eddied around Hildegarde Moncrief, passionate admiration in their faces. How obnoxious they seemed to Benjamin; how intolerably rosy! Their curling brown whiskers aroused in him a feeling equivalent to indigestion
注

 .

But when his own time came, and he drifted with her out upon the changing floor to the music of the latest waltz from Paris, his jealousies and anxieties melted from him like a mantle of snow. Blind with enchantment
注

 , he felt that life was just beginning.



⑸

 “You and your brother got here just as we did, didn't you？” asked Hildegarde, looking up at him with eyes that were like bright blue enamel.

Benjamin hesitated. If she took him for his father's brother, would it be best to enlighten her？ He remembered his experience at Yale, so he decided against it. It would be rude to contradict a lady; it would be criminal to mar this exquisite occasion with the grotesque story of his origin. Later, perhaps. So he nodded, smiled, listened, was happy.

“I like men of your age,” Hildegarde told him. “Young boys are so idiotic. They tell me how much champagne they drink at college, and how much money they lose playing cards. Men of your age know how to appreciate women.”



⑹

 Benjamin felt himself on the verge of a proposal — with an effort he choked back the impulse. “You're just the romantic age,” she continued — “fifty. Twenty-five is too worldly-wise; thirty is apt to be pale from overwork; forty is the age of long stories that take a whole cigar to tell; sixty is — oh, sixty is too near seventy; but fifty is the mellow
注

 age. I love fifty.”

Fifty seemed to Benjamin a glorious age. He longed passionately to be fifty.

“I've always said,” went on Hildegarde, “that I'd rather marry a man of fifty and be taken care of than marry a man of thirty and take care of him.”



⑺

 For Benjamin the rest of the evening was bathed in a honey-colored mist. Hildegarde gave him two more dances, and they discovered that they were marvelously in accord on all the questions of the day. She was to go driving with him on the following Sunday, and then they would discuss all these questions further.

Going home in the phaeton just before the crack of dawn, when the first bees were humming and the fading moon glimmered in the cool dew, Benjamin knew vaguely that his father was discussing wholesale hardware.

“... And what do you think should merit our biggest attention after hammers and nails？” the elder Button was saying.



⑻

 “Love,” replied Benjamin absent-mindedly.

“Lugs？” exclaimed Roger Button, “Why, I've just covered the question of lugs.”

Benjamin regarded him with dazed eyes just as the eastern sky was suddenly cracked with light, and an oriole
注

 yawned piercingly in the quickening trees...



⑼

 When, six months later, the engagement of Miss Hildegarde Moncrief to Mr. Benjamin Button was made known (I say “made known,” for General Moncrief declared he would rather fall upon his sword than announce it), the excitement in Baltimore society reached a feverish pitch. The almost forgotten story of Benjamin's birth was remembered and sent out upon the winds of scandal in picaresque and incredible forms. It was said that Benjamin was really the father of Roger Button, that he was his brother who had been in prison for forty years, that he was John Wilkes Booth in disguise — and, finally, that he had two small conical
注

 horns sprouting from his head.

The Sunday supplements of the New York papers played up the case with fascinating sketches which showed the head of Benjamin Button attached to a fish, to a snake, and, finally, to a body of solid brass. He became known, journalistically, as the Mystery Man of Maryland. But the true story, as is usually the case, had a very small circulation.



⑽

 However, everyone agreed with General Moncrief that it was “criminal” for a lovely girl who could have married any beau in Baltimore to throw herself into the arms of a man who was assuredly fifty. In vain Mr. Roger Button published his son's birth certificate in large type in the Baltimore Blaze. No one believed it. You had only to look at Benjamin and see.

On the part of the two people most concerned there was no wavering. So many of the stories about her fiance were false that Hildegarde refused stubbornly to believe even the true one. In vain General Moncrief pointed out to her the high mortality
注

 among men of fifty — or, at least, among men who looked fifty; in vain he told her of the instability of the wholesale hardware business. Hildegarde had chosen to marry for mellowness, and marry she did...
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⑴

 1880年，本杰明·巴顿二十岁了。为了庆祝他的生日，他开始在父亲的罗杰·巴顿五金批发公司里工作。也就在这一年，他开始进入了“社交界”——他的父亲坚持要带他参加一些时髦的舞会。罗杰·巴顿已经五十岁了，与他儿子越来越合得来——事实上，自从本杰明停止了染发(现在仍是灰白色)，他俩的年纪看起来很相近，说他们是兄弟也不会有人怀疑。

八月的一个晚上，两人穿着礼服，乘马车去参加巴尔的摩城外的谢夫林乡村舞会。那是一个令人陶醉的夜晚！一轮满月在小路上洒满了柔和的银光。收获季节晚开的花儿向着静谧的空气倾吐她们的芬芳，宛若细语般的浅笑。开阔的原野被一杆杆亮闪闪的麦子覆盖着，如白天一样透亮。不为这样美丽的夜色倾倒几乎是不可能的——几乎不可能。

“干货行业的前景非常光明，”罗杰·巴顿说。他不是一个注重精神生活的人——他的审美水平还很初级。



⑵

 “像我这样的老年人是搞不了新花样了，”他意味深长地议论道，“大好的未来属于你们这样精力充沛的年轻人！”

在道路的远端，谢夫林乡村舞厅的灯光映入了眼帘。这时一个叹息般的声音持续地飘入他们的耳中——可能是小提琴的凄诉，又或者是月光下银色麦浪的声响。

他们在一辆漂亮的马车后面停了下来，上面的乘客正在下车。先下去的是一位女士，接着是一位年长的男士，后面是一位年轻女子，她美得令人心碎。本杰明心一惊，一种类似化学反应般的变化分解并重组了他身体的每个元素。他打了个寒战，血液涌上了他的脸颊和额头，连耳朵里都可以听到怦怦的声音。这便是初恋的滋味。



⑶

 那个女孩纤细而瘦弱，头发被月光照射的那面是灰白的，在门廊上噼啪作响的油灯下的那面是蜜橘色。她肩膀上披着黑蝴蝶图案的淡黄色的西班牙小披巾。她晃动的裙摆下的那一双脚就像两颗闪闪发光的纽扣。

罗杰·巴顿凑到儿子跟前说：“瞧，那是希尔德加德·蒙克里夫，蒙克里夫将军的女儿。”

本杰明冷冷地点了点头。“可爱的小东西，”他故作镇定地说。但是等黑人侍者拉走马车后，他就又插了一句：“父亲，你可以把我介绍给她。”



⑷

 他们加入了那一群人，希尔德加德就站在中间。按照传统，她向本杰明行了屈膝礼。是的，他可以请她跳舞了。他向她道了谢便走开了——踉踉跄跄地走开了。

等待他出场的时间是如此的漫长。他默默地站在墙边，谜一般地用凶恶的眼神盯着那些巴尔的摩的纨绔子弟。他们脸上满是殷勤，围着希尔德加德周旋。对本杰明来说，他们是多么讨厌啊，那红润的脸色真让人无法接受！他们那卷曲的棕色小胡子直让本杰明反胃。

但是等到他自己一出场，他和希尔德加德一起随着巴黎最新的华尔兹舞曲在变换着色彩的地板上滑动起来时，妒忌和不安立即就涣然冰释了。他陶醉其中，感觉生命才刚刚开始。



⑸

 “你和你哥哥刚好和我们一起到的这儿，是吗？”希尔德加德问道。她抬头望着他，那双眼睛就像亮蓝的珐琅。

本杰明犹豫了。如果她把他当作他父亲的弟弟，是否应该告诉她真相呢？他想起了耶鲁大学的经历，所以他决定不这样做。反驳一位女士是很不礼貌的，用自己那荒诞的故事来破坏这美好的场合也是一种罪过。也许以后再讲吧。于是他开心地点了点头，微笑着，听她说话，觉得十分愉快。

“我喜欢你这样年龄的男人，”希尔德加德对他说，“年轻男孩子太愚蠢了，他们吹嘘在大学时喝过多少香槟，玩牌时输过多少钱。而男人到了你这样的年纪才懂得怎样欣赏女人。”



⑹

 本杰明感觉自己几乎要向她求婚了——他费了很大力气才忍住这一冲动。“您现在正是浪漫的年纪，”她接着说，“五十岁。二十五岁的男人太追名逐利，三十岁的男人总为工作所累，四十岁男人故事太长，要抽根雪茄才讲得完，六十岁就——哦，六十岁就快接近七十了，可五十岁是成熟的年龄。我还是中意五十岁。”

五十岁对本杰明来说仿佛也是完美的年龄。他热切希望自己就是五十岁。

“我经常说，”希尔德加德接着讲道，“我宁可嫁给一个五十岁的男人让他来照顾我，也不愿嫁给一个三十岁的男人让我来照顾他。”



⑺

 那晚，在余下的时间里，本杰明整个人都沐浴在甜蜜的薄雾中。希尔德加德又和他跳了两支舞，而他们发现两人对那天所有问题的看法都惊人得一致。接下来的那个周日两人会一起出去兜风，这样就能进一步讨论这些问题了。

拂晓的时候，他们乘马车回了家。第一群蜜蜂开始嗡嗡地鸣叫，褪了色的月亮照得冰凉的露珠闪闪发光。本杰明隐隐约约地听到他父亲在谈论五金制品的批发。

“……你觉得除了锤子和钉子，还有什么值得我们关注呢？”老巴顿问道。



⑻

 “爱情。”本杰明心不在焉地回答。

“什么钉？”罗杰·巴顿嚷道，“什么呀，我刚才已经说过皮钉的事了。”

本杰明用昏昏欲睡的眼神回应着父亲。东边的天空里突然有了一丝曙光，黄鹂在复苏了生机的树上打了一声刺耳的哈欠……



⑼

 六个月后，希尔德加德·蒙格里夫小姐和巴顿先生的婚事传开了(我说“传开”是因为蒙格里夫将军声称他宁愿伏剑而死也不肯承认这桩婚事)。巴尔的摩社交界兴奋的程度近乎疯狂。差不多被遗忘的本杰明的身世也被挖了出来，各种流言蜚语讲述着那不可思议的传奇故事。有人说本杰明其实是罗杰·巴顿的父亲，也有人说他是罗杰·巴顿的兄弟，在监狱里关了四十年，是约翰·威尔克斯·布思乔装打扮的——最后甚至有人说他头上长着两只尖角。

纽约日报的星期日副刊也借题发挥，刊登了一系列有趣的素描，把本杰明巴顿的头画到鱼的身子上、蛇的身子上，甚至放到一块铜制的躯体上。于是本杰明在新闻界中成了马里兰州的神秘人。而如同往常一样，事情的真相却鲜有人知道。



⑽

 然后每个人都赞同蒙格里夫将军的观点：一个本来可以嫁给巴尔的摩任何一个公子哥的可爱的姑娘竟然投入了一个足有五十岁的老头子的怀抱，这简直是种“罪孽”！罗杰·巴顿先生徒劳地在巴尔的摩火焰报上用大号字体刊登了儿子的出生证明，可是没人相信：你亲眼看下本杰明的样子就知道了。

然而风口浪尖上的两个人却毫不动摇。关于未婚夫的流言蜚语是如此之多，希尔德加德坚决一概不理，甚至连真相也不再相信。蒙格里夫将军徒劳地向她指出，五十岁的男人(或者长得像五十岁的男人)死亡率是多么高，五金批发是多么没前途。而希尔德加德仍然选择嫁给成熟的人，而她，也真的这样做了……
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本选段讲述了主人公本杰明·巴顿与富家少女希尔德加德之间展开的爱情故事，也是整篇小说高潮部分的开始。本杰明终于摆脱老朽之身的束缚，进入了壮年：他“停止了染发”，年纪看起来像父亲一样，并且原本对他不抱任何希望的父亲也开始把他看作“未来大好的年轻人”。本杰明也在与众多纨绔子弟的竞争中取得了胜利，得到了富家美丽少女的喜爱，甚至与其组成了家庭。本杰明的人生从这里开始逐渐走向巅峰。

细心的读者应当看出，这些表面上的美好其实来源于误解和错位，本杰明生来就已经注定不能获得普通人所拥有的幸福。希尔德加德喜欢五十岁的成熟男子，这样的审美在当时的社会是错位的，注定他们的婚姻不被接受和承认；再者，即便希尔德加德不受传统影响勇敢地追求自己的爱情，她所向往的那个成熟男人实际上只有二十岁，并将越来越年轻，而本杰明为了得到这份爱情，决意向希尔德加德隐瞒自己的真实情况。作者在两人相逢的这一桥段就已经设好了伏笔：他们的爱情一开始就架设在空中楼阁之上，注定不会长久。作者善于在小说中运用童话般的美好场景暗示现实的错位与无情，本选段便是典型的代表。




注
 ：

signalize vt.
 使显眼




注
 ：

companionable adj.
 适于做朋友的




注
 ：

phaeton n.
 轻型马车




注
 ：

attire vt.
 打扮




注
 ：

lusterless adj.
 没有光泽的




注
 ：

translucent adj.
 透明的




注
 ：

rudimentary adj.
 基本的




注
 ：

plaint n.
 感叹




注
 ：

disembark vi.
 下车




注
 ：

frail adj.
 脆弱的




注
 ：

ashen adj.
 苍白的




注
 ：

interminable adj.
 无止境的




注
 ：

indigestion n.
 消化不良




注
 ：

enchantment n.
 着迷




注
 ：

mellow adj.
 成熟的




注
 ：

oriole n.
 金莺




注
 ：

conical adj.
 圆锥的




注
 ：

mortality n.
 死亡率





The Million Pound Note: A Huge Bet

百万英镑: 身陷赌局

马克·吐温(Mark Twain)

[image: ]


马克·吐温(1835—1910)，原名萨缪尔·兰亨·克莱门(Samuel Langhorne Clemens)，美国著名作家和演说家，美国批判现实主义文学的奠基人。马克·吐温少年时生活十分艰辛，做过排字工人和密西西比河水手，这些经历不仅为他的写作积累了素材，也培养了他强烈的正义感和对普通民众的关心。他的作品以幽默见长，以辛辣的讽刺著称，其代表有：《百万英镑》(The
 ￡1,000,000 Bank Note
 )、《哈克贝利·费恩历险记》(Adventures of Huckleberry Finn
 )、《汤姆·索亚历险记》(The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
 )等。
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《百万英镑》出版于1893年，当时美国正处于一个灾难性的时段，严重的移民和劳工问题导致了大规模的社会抗议，使得美国大众对国家政治普遍持悲观态度。马克·吐温因为破产和丧女，也处于自己的人生低谷。而小说内容仍然表达了他对未来的乐观和信心。故事中，两位英国绅士用一张百万英镑钞票打赌，看它是否会改变一个穷人的命运。美国的穷小子亨利·亚当斯成了最佳试验品，最终他凭借百万大钞的影响力获得了巨大的财富，也收获了爱情。小说布置了重重悬念，同时结合了讽刺的手法，体现了作者精湛的写作艺术。

My time was my own after the afternoon board, Saturdays, and I was accustomed to put it in on a little sail-boat on the bay. One day I ventured too far, and was carried out to sea. Just at nightfall, when hope was about gone, I was picked up by a small brig
注

 which was bound for London. It was a long and stormy voyage, and they made me work my passage without pay, as a common sailor. When I stepped ashore in London my clothes were ragged
注

 and shabby, and I had only a dollar in my pocket. This money fed and sheltered me twenty-four hours. During the next twenty-four I went without food and shelter.



⑴

 About ten o'clock on the following morning, seedy
注

 and hungry, I was dragging myself along Portland Place, when a child that was passing, towed by a nurse-maid, tossed a luscious
注

 big pear — minus one bite — into the gutter. I stopped, of course, and fastened my desiring eye on that muddy treasure. My mouth watered for it, my stomach craved it, my whole being begged for it. But every time I made a move to get it some passing eye detected my purpose, and of course I straightened up then, and looked indifferent, and pretended that I hadn't been thinking about the pear at all. This same thing kept happening and happening, and I couldn't get the pear. I was just getting desperate enough to brave all the shame, and to seize it, when a window behind me was raised, and a gentleman spoke out of it, saying:

“Step in here, please.”

I was admitted by a gorgeous flunkey
注

 , and shown into a sumptuous
注

 room where a couple of elderly gentlemen were sitting. They sent away the servant, and made me sit down. They had just finished their breakfast, and the sight of the remains of it almost overpowered me. I could hardly keep my wits together in the presence of that food, but as I was not asked to sample it, I had to bear my trouble as best I could.



⑵

 Now, something had been happening there a little before, which I did not know anything about until a good many days afterwards, but I will tell you about it now. Those two old brothers had been having a pretty hot argument a couple of days before, and had ended by agreeing to decide it by a bet, which is the English way of settling everything.

You will remember that the Bank of England once issued two notes of a million pounds each, to be used for a special purpose connected with some public transaction with a foreign country. For some reason or other only one of these had been used and canceled; the other still lay in the vaults of the Bank. Well, the brothers, chatting along, happened to get to wondering what might be the fate of a perfectly honest and intelligent stranger who should be turned adrift
注

 in London without a friend, and with no money but that million-pound bank-note, and no way to account for his being in possession of it. Brother A said he would starve to death; Brother B said he wouldn't. Brother A said he couldn't offer it at a bank or anywhere else, because he would be arrested on the spot. So they went on disputing till Brother B said he would bet twenty thousand pounds that the man would live thirty days, anyway, on that million, and keep out of jail, too. Brother A took him up. Brother B went down to the Bank and bought that note. Just like an Englishman, you see; pluck
注

 to the backbone. Then he dictated a letter, which one of his clerks wrote out in a beautiful round hand, and then the two brothers sat at the window a whole day watching for the right man to give it to.



⑶

 They saw many honest faces go by that were not intelligent enough; many that were intelligent, but not honest enough; many that were both, but the possessors were not poor enough, or, if poor enough, were not strangers. There was always a defect, until I came along; but they agreed that I filled the bill all around; so they elected me unanimously
注

 , and there I was now waiting to know why I was called in. They began to ask me questions about myself, and pretty soon they had my story. Finally they told me I would answer their purpose. I said I was sincerely glad, and asked what it was. Then one of them handed me an envelope, and said I would find the explanation inside. I was going to open it, but he said no; take it to my lodgings, and look it over carefully, and not be hasty or rash. I was puzzled, and wanted to discuss the matter a little further, but they didn't; so I took my leave, feeling hurt and insulted to be made the butt of what was apparently some kind of a practical joke, and yet obliged to put up with it, not being in circumstances to resent affronts
注

 from rich and strong folk.

I would have picked up the pear now and eaten it before all the world, but it was gone; so I had lost that by this unlucky business, and the thought of it did not soften my feeling towards those men. As soon as I was out of sight of that house I opened my envelope, and saw that it contained money! My opinion of those people changed, I can tell you! I lost not a moment, but shoved note and money into my vest pocket, and broke for the nearest cheap eating house. Well, how I did eat! When at last I couldn't hold any more, I took out my money and unfolded it, took one glimpse and nearly fainted. Five millions of dollars! Why, it made my head swim.



⑷

 I must have sat there stunned and blinking at the note as much as a minute before I came rightly to myself again. The first thing I noticed, then, was the landlord. His eye was on the note, and he was petrified
注

 . He was worshiping, with all his body and soul, but he looked as if he couldn't stir hand or foot. I took my cue
注

 in a moment, and did the only rational thing there was to do. I reached the note towards him, and said, carelessly:

“Give me the change, please.”

Then he was restored to his normal condition, and made a thousand apologies for not being able to break the bill, and I couldn't get him to touch it. He wanted to look at it, and keep on looking at it; he couldn't seem to get enough of it to quench
注

 the thirst of his eye, but he shrank from touching it as if it had been something too sacred for poor common clay to handle. I said:



⑸

 “I am sorry if it is an inconvenience, but I must insist. Please change it; I haven't anything else.”

But he said that wasn't any matter; he was quite willing to let the trifle
注

 stand over till another time. I said I might not be in his neighborhood again for a good while; but he said it was of no consequence, he could wait, and, moreover, I could have anything I wanted, any time I chose, and let the account run as long as I pleased. He said he hoped he wasn't afraid to trust as rich a gentleman as I was, merely because I was of a merry disposition, and chose to play larks
注

 on the public in the matter of dress. By this time another customer was entering, and the landlord hinted to me to put the monster out of sight; then he bowed me all the way to the door, and I started straight for that house and those brothers, to correct the mistake which had been made before the police should hunt me up, and help me do it.
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每到星期六下午股市收了盘，时间就全都是我自己的了，我喜欢弄条小船到海湾里去消磨这些时光。有一天我行驶得太远，漂到大海里去了。正当夜幕降临，眼看我就要绝望的时候，一艘开往伦敦的双桅帆船把我搭救了。旅途漫长，而且风浪很大，他们让我以劳动代替船费，干普通水手的活儿。到伦敦上岸的时候，我的衣服褴褛又肮脏，兜里只剩了一块钱。这一块钱只解决了我二十四小时的食宿问题。那以后的二十四个小时里，我就饥肠辘辘，无处栖身了。



⑴

 第二天上午大约十点钟，我满脸倦容，饿着肚子正沿波特兰大道拖着脚步走着。这时候，一个保姆领着孩子路过，那孩子把手上的大个儿甜梨扔进了下水道——只咬了一口而已。不用说，我停了下来，用贪婪的目光盯住那脏兮兮的宝贝。我口水直淌，肚子里咕咕响，全身心都渴望得到它。可是每次我刚一动手想拿它，总有过路人用他们敏锐的眼睛看穿我的企图。当然我只好又站得直直的，当作没事人一样，好像从来就没有对那个烂梨打过主意。这种情形一遍又一遍地发生，我始终无法把梨拿到手。就在我受尽了煎熬，正打算不顾一切脸面去拿它的时候，身后的一扇窗子打开了，一位先生从里面说道：

“请您进来一下吧。”

一个衣着华丽的仆人把我接了进去，领到一个豪华房间，里头坐着两位年长的绅士。他们打发走仆人，让我坐下。他们刚刚吃了早餐。看着那些残羹剩饭，我简直透不过气来。有这些吃的东西在场，我无论如何也集中不了精力，可是人家没请我品尝，我也只好尽力忍着。



⑵

 我是过了好多天以后才明白，这里刚刚发生过一些事情，不过我现在就说给你听。这对老兄弟已经连续两天为一件事争得不可开交了，最后他们同意打个赌来分出输赢——英国人不管什么事情都用这种方式来解决。

你也许记得，英格兰银行曾经发行过两张一百万英镑的大钞，用于和外国办理公家交易。不知怎么搞的，这两张大钞只有一张用过后注销了，另一张则一直保存在英格兰银行的金库里。这两兄弟聊着聊着，突发奇想：假如一位诚实而且聪明的外地人落难伦敦，举目无亲，除了一张百万英镑的大钞以外一无所有，而且还没法证明这张大钞就是他的，那么他的命运会怎样。哥哥说这人会饿死；弟弟说不会。哥哥说不管是银行还是别的什么地方，这人都花不掉那张大钞，因为他会当场被抓住。兄弟两个就这样争执不下，直到弟弟说他愿出两万英镑打赌，这人靠这张百万英镑大钞无论如何也能活三十天，而且进不了监狱。哥哥接受了这场赌局。于是弟弟到英格兰银行把大钞买了回来。你看，英国男子汉就是这样，魄力十足。然后，他口述了一封信，叫一个文书用漂亮的字体誊写出来。然后，两兄弟在窗前坐了整整一天，盼望着一个合适的人出现，好把这信交给他。



⑶

 他们检阅着一张张经过窗前的脸。有的虽然老实，却不够聪明；有的够聪明，却不够老实；还有不少又聪明又老实的，可人不够穷；等来个很穷的，却又不是外地人，总之不能尽如人意——直到我的出现。他们俩认定我具备所有条件，于是一致选定了我。于是我就在那里等着，想知道他们把我叫进来到底要干什么。他们开始问一些有关我个人的问题，很快就弄清楚了我的来龙去脉。最后，他们告诉我，我正合他们的心意。我说，我打心眼里高兴，可不知道这究竟是怎么回事。这时，其中一位交给我一个信封，说打开一看便知。我正要打开，可他却说不行，要我带到住处去仔仔细细地看，不要马虎行事，也不要慌慌张张。我感到莫名其妙，想再深入问一问这件事，可是他们不干。我只好离开，心里颇觉受了伤害和侮辱——他们明摆着是自己逗乐，拿我当笑料。不过，我还是得顺着他们，这时的处境容不得我对这些有钱有势的大佬开的玩笑耍脾气。

我本想把那个梨捡起来，明目张胆地吃进肚子里，可现在那个梨已经不见了。就因为那倒霉的差事弄丢了我的食物。想到这里，我对那两个人就气不打一处来。刚一走到看不见那所房子的地方，我就打开信封来看，里边装的是钱！说老实话，这时我对他们可真是另眼相看！我急不可待地把信和钱往马甲口袋里一塞，撒腿就朝最近的廉价饭店跑过去。哎，这一顿猛吃呀！当我的肚子再也塞不下任何东西后，我掏出那张钞票来展开，只扫了一眼，我就差点昏倒。五百万美元！天啊，我的脑子直发晕。



⑷

 我坐在那儿直发愣，望着那张钞票不停地眨眼，足足过了有一分钟才清醒过来。我一眼就看到了站在旁边的饭店老板。他的目光聚焦在大钞上，吓得呆若木鸡。他正在全心全意地看，羡慕不已，仿佛手脚都不能动弹了。我一下子计上心来，采取了唯一合理可行的办法。我把那张大钞递到他眼前，满不在乎地说：

“请找钱吧。”

他这才恢复了常态，连连道歉说他找不开这张大钞，不论我怎么说，他碰都不敢碰那张钞票。他心里想看，想一个劲地盯着它，好像怎么看也饱不了眼福，可就是战战兢兢地不敢碰它，就好像这神圣的东西不能遭凡夫俗子侵犯一般。我说：



⑸

 “不好意思，给您添麻烦了，但是非请您想个办法不可。请您找钱吧，别的钱我一分没带。”

可是他却说没关系，他非常愿意把这笔微不足道的饭钱记在账上，日后再说。我说，我可能很久都不会再到这儿来了，可他说那也不要紧，他可以等，而且，我想什么时候来就什么时候来，想点什么就点什么，这账赊多久都可以。他说，我只不过因为逗个乐子，愿意打扮成这样来跟老百姓开个玩笑，他总不至于这样就信不过像我这么有钱的先生吧。这时候又进来了一位顾客，饭店老板示意我收起那张巨额大钞，然后一路鞠着躬把我送了出来。我径直奔向那所宅子去找那两兄弟，让他们在警察把我抓起来之前纠正这个错误。
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本选段是小说《百万英镑》的开头，讲述了主人公亨利·亚当斯意外地从美国漂泊到伦敦后一文不名，沦为街头穷人，直到两位英国老绅士为了打赌给了他一张不能直接兑现的百万英镑大钞后，他突然享受到富人待遇的故事。

作者设置了诸多戏剧性的情节，让小说读起来引人入胜。在故事开头，亨利花光了身上所有的钱，甚至想要捡起地上裹满淤泥的梨来充饥，但他身后的窗户突然打开，一位先生请他进去。作者将亨利的境地写得极为潦倒，却在这里笔锋一转，仿佛是上帝为他的命运打开了另外一扇门，将读者的心情释放开来。当亨利拿到大钞后，他并没有仔细看清楚数额，而是直接奔向了餐馆，在付账的时候才被这眼前的“怪物”吓了一跳。虽然全知的读者已经通过之前的讲述预料到了这样的情节，但是作者又马上给亨利制造了新的难题：怎么样用这张钞票付清餐费？这些设置好的悬念引导读者层层深入故事。

本文幽默与讽刺并重，揭露了当时的社会在拜金主义风潮下对金钱的盲目崇拜——金钱与财富，而并非人的能力，才是社会地位的象征。小说中的餐厅老板便是典型的拜金主义的代表，他视百万大钞为圣物，眼睛一刻也不能离开它，却不敢用手去摸。作者通过讽刺的笔法和细致的描写塑造了一个惟妙惟肖的拜金者形象，反映了社会的面貌。




注
 ：

brig n.
 双桅船




注
 ：

ragged adj.
 衣着破烂的




注
 ：

seedy adj.
 疲倦的




注
 ：

luscious adj.
 美味的




注
 ：

flunkey n.
 穿制服的仆役




注
 ：

sumptuous adj.
 豪华的




注
 ：

adrift adj.
 漂泊的




注
 ：

pluck vi.
 拉，拽




注
 ：

unanimously adv.
 无异议地




注
 ：

affront n.
 (当众)侮辱




注
 ：

petrified adj.
 惊呆的




注
 ：

cue n.
 情绪




注
 ：

quench vt.
 解(渴)




注
 ：

trifle n.
 琐事




注
 ：

lark n.
 〈口〉玩笑





The Million Pound Note: Fame and Fortune

百万英镑: 名利双收

马克·吐温(Mark Twain)



⑴

 All the way home I was in the clouds, Hastings talking, I not hearing a word. When he and I entered my parlor
注

 , he brought me to myself with his fervent
注

 appreciations of my manifold
注

 comforts and luxuries.

“Let me just stand here a little and look my fill. Dear me! It's a palace — it's just a palace! And in it everything a body could desire, including cozy coal fire and supper standing ready. Henry, it doesn't merely make me realize how rich you are; it makes me realize, to the bone, to the marrow
注

 , how poor I am — how poor I am, and how miserable, how defeated, routed, annihilated
注

 !”

Plague take it! This language gave me the cold shudders. It scared me broad awake, and made me comprehend that I was standing on a half inch crust, with a crater
注

 underneath. I didn't know I had been dreaming — that is, I hadn't been allowing myself to know it for a while back; but now — oh, dear! Deep in debt, not a cent in the world, a lovely girl's happiness or woe
注

 in my hands, and nothing in front of me but a salary which might never — oh, would never — materialize! Oh, oh, oh! I am ruined past hope! Nothing can save me!



⑵

 “Henry, the mere unconsidered drippings
注

 of your daily income would — ”

“Oh, my daily income! Here, down with this hot Scotch, and cheer up your soul. Here's with you! Or, no — you're hungry; sit down and — ”

“Not a bite for me; I'm past it. I can't eat, these days; but I'll drink with you till I drop. Come!”



⑶

 “Barrel for barrel, I'm with you! Ready？ Here we go! Now, then, Lloyd, unreel
注

 your story while I brew.”

“Unreel it？ What, again？”

“Again？ What do you mean by that？”

“Why, I mean do you want to hear it over again？”



⑷

 “Do I want to hear it over again？ This is a puzzler. Wait; don't take any more of that liquid. You don't need it.”

“Look here, Henry, you alarm me. Didn't I tell you the whole story on the way here？”

“You？”

“Yes, I.”



⑸

 “I'll be hanged if I heard a word of it.”

“Henry, this is a serious thing. It troubles me. What did you take up yonder
注

 at the minister's？” Then it all flashed on me, and I owned up like a man.

“I took the dearest girl in this world — prisoner!”



⑹

 So then he came with a rush, and we shook, and shook, and shook till our hands ached; and he didn't blame me for not having heard a word of a story which had lasted while we walked three miles. He just sat down then, like the patient, good fellow he was, and told it all over again. Synopsized
注

 , it amounted to this: He had come to England with what he thought was a grand opportunity; he had an “option” to sell the Gould and Curry Extension for the “locators” of it, and keep all he could get over a million dollars. He had worked hard, had pulled every wire he knew of, had left no honest expedient
注

 untried, had spent nearly all the money he had in the world, had not been able to get a solitary capitalist to listen to him, and his option would run out at the end of the month. In a word, he was ruined. Then he jumped up and cried out:

“Henry, you can save me! You can save me, and you're the only man in the universe that can. Will you do it？ Won't you do it？”

“Tell me how. Speak out, my boy.”



⑺

 “Give me a million and my passage home for my ‘option’! Don't, don't refuse!”

I was in a kind of agony. I was right on the point of coming out with the words, “Lloyd, I'm a pauper
注

 myself — absolutely penniless, and in debt!” But a white-hot idea came flaming through my head, and I gripped my jaws together, and calmed myself down till I was as cold as a capitalist. Then I said, in a commercial and self-possessed
注

 way:

“I will save you, Lloyd — ”



⑻

 “Then I'm already saved! God be merciful to you forever! If ever I — ”“Let me finish, Lloyd. I will save you, but not in that way; for that would not be fair to you, after your hard work, and the risks you've run. I don't need to buy mines; I can keep my capital moving, in a commercial center like London, without that; it's what I'm at, all the time; but here is what I'll do. I know all about that mine, of course; I know its immense value, and can swear to it if anybody wishes it. You shall sell out inside of the fortnight for three millions cash, using my name freely, and we'll divide, share and share alike.”

Do you know, he would have danced the furniture to kindling-wood in his insane joy, and broken everything on the place, if I hadn't tripped him up and tied him.

Then he lay there, perfectly happy, saying:



⑼

 “I may use your name! Your name — think of it! Man, they'll flock in droves
注

 , these rich Londoners; they'll fight for that stock! I'm a made man, I'm a made man forever, and I'll never forget you as long as I live!”

In less than twenty-four hours London was abuzz
注

 ! I hadn't anything to do, day after day, but sit at home, and say to all comers:

“Yes; I told him to refer to me. I know the man, and I know the mine. His character is above reproach
注

 , and the mine is worth far more than he asks for it.”



⑽

 Meantime I spent all my evenings at the minister's with Portia. I didn't say a word to her about the mine; I saved it for a surprise. We talked salary; never anything but salary and love; sometimes love, sometimes salary, sometimes love and salary together. And my! the interest the minister's wife and daughter took in our little affair, and the endless ingenuities
注

 they invented to save us from interruption, and to keep the minister in the dark and unsuspicious — well, it was just lovely of them!
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⑴

 回家的路上，我就像踩着棉花似的，黑斯廷斯说的话，我一个字都没有听进去。直到他跟着进了我的客厅，对我各式各样的舒适陈设和奢侈用品赞不绝口的时候，我才清醒过来。

“让我在这儿站会儿，我要看个够。好家伙！这简直就是宫殿——绝对是宫殿！想要什么，就有什么，热融融的炭火，连晚餐都备好了。亨利，这不光让我明白了你到底有多阔，还让我彻头彻尾地明白了我自个儿到底穷到了什么地步——我穷极了，惨透了，多么泄气，多么走投无路，多么一败涂地！”

真该死！他这一说让我打了个寒战。他的话让我如梦初醒，我认识到自己只是站在半寸厚的地壳上，而下面就是火山口。我本来不知道自己是在做梦——也就是说，我前一阵子不曾让自己明白这种情况。可是如今——天啊！欠了一屁股债，一文不名，把一个姑娘的命运攥在手心里，我自己却还前途未卜，只有一份也许永远——永远也不会兑现的——薪水！唉唉唉！我算是毁了，没有希望了，没救了！



⑵

 “亨利，你每天的收入只要毫不在意地散那么一星半点的，就可以……”

“哼，我每天的收入！来，喝了这杯热酒，打起精神来。咱们干一杯吧！噢，不行，你还饿着呢，坐下来，请……”

“我一点也不想吃，已经饿过劲了。这些天我一直吃不下。不过，我一定陪你喝个够，喝到趴下为止。来！”



⑶

 “一人一杯，我奉陪！准备好了？来干吧！来，劳埃德，趁我现在兑酒，讲讲你的故事吧。”

“讲一讲？怎么，再讲一次？”

“再讲？这是什么意思？”

“噢，我是说，你还想从头到尾再听一遍？”



⑷

 “我想再听一遍？这可把我弄迷糊了。等等，你别再喝这种酒了。你不能再喝了。”

“哎，亨利，你吓着我了。到这儿来的路上我不是把什么都对你说了吗？”

“你？”

“是啊，我。”



⑸

 “我真的是一个字也没有听到。”

“亨利，这事可严重了。我真不明白了，刚才在公使那里你到底搞什么鬼？” 这时我才恍然大悟，于是爽快地说了实话。

“我把世界上最可爱的姑娘——俘虏了！”



⑹

 于是他冲了过来跟我握手，握呀，握呀，把手都握痛了。我们走了三英里路，他讲了一路故事，这故事我一句也没听见，他也并不怪我。接着，这位有耐心的老好人坐下来，又把故事从头讲了一遍。长话短说，他的经历大致是这样：他来到英国时，本来以为自己有了一个难得的机会，他做了高尔德和加利矿业公司招股的代理，为勘探商出售开采权，超出一百万的部分全部归他。他竭尽全力，用上了全部关系，一切正大光明的办法他都试过了，差不多花光了所有的积蓄，可是没找到一个愿意听他游说的资本家，而他的代理权这个月底就要到期了。也就是说，他算是完了。说到这里，他跳起来大声喊着：

“亨利，你能救我！你能救我，全世界只有你能救我了。你肯帮帮我吗？你肯吗？”

“告诉我怎么办吧。照直说，朋友。”



⑺

 “给我一百万，外加回家的旅费，我把代理权转让给你！别，你可千万别拒绝啊！”

我觉得非常苦恼。我几乎想要脱口而出：“劳埃德，我自己也是个穷光蛋，连一个小钱也没有，还欠着债。”可是，这时我脑子里电光石火般闪出一个念头来，我咬紧牙关，极力让自己冷静下来，直到像一个资本家那样冷静。然后我用生意人沉着镇定的口吻说：

“劳埃德，我会帮你……”



⑻

 “那我就已经有救了！上帝永远保佑你！有朝一日……” “劳埃德，让我说完。我会帮你，可不是那样帮。你吃了这么多苦，冒了这么多风险，那个办法对你来说不公平。我用不着买矿山；在伦敦这样的商业中心，我用不着那样做也能赚钱。我一直以来都是这样的。让我来说说我的办法。我对那座矿山的事情当然了如指掌，我知道它很有价值，谁让我赌咒发誓我都敢这么说。你可以随意用我的名义去推销，在两三星期之内就能卖到三百万现款，赚的钱我们对半分好了。”

你知道吗，当时要不是我把他绊倒，拿了根绳子把他捆起来的话，他一定会在那阵狂喜中把我的家具都踩成干柴，把坛坛罐罐全都打个稀巴烂。

然后他快活地躺在那儿，说：



⑼

 “我可以用你的名义！你的名义——那还了得！嘿，这些伦敦阔佬准会成群结队地往这儿赶，为了抢购股权非打起来不可！我赚了，我这辈子都发了，今生今世我永远忘不了你！”

还没到二十四小时，伦敦城就开了锅！我每天不干别的事，只是坐在屋里对来打听的人说：

“没错，是我对他说，让你们来向我确认。我知道这个人，也知道这座矿山。他的人品无可挑剔，那矿山的价值比他要的钱还高得多。”



⑽

 与此同时，我每天晚上都在公使府上陪着波蒂娅。矿山的事我对她只字未提；我留着这事给她一个惊喜。我们只谈那笔薪水，除了薪水和爱情一切免谈，有时聊聊爱情，有时聊聊薪水，有时候两者都聊。啊！那公使夫人和公使千金对我们的体贴无微不至，总是千方百计不让我们受打扰，把公使蒙在鼓里，让他毫不疑心——你看，她们真是太好了！
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本选段讲述了主人公亨利·亚当斯凭借百万大钞带给自己的影响力，帮助生意受挫的朋友黑斯廷斯重整旗鼓，同时自己也获得了真正财富的故事。故事的走向验证了两位绅士里面弟弟的说法，亨利用这张百万大钞生存了下去，并且还出乎意料地为他带来了巨大的社会影响力，让亨利的名声如同滚雪球般积累。而他也聪明而合理地利用了自己的优势，将虚无的价值兑现成了真实的财富。

作者在批判现实的过程中，无疑也通过这样的情节来认可聪明、诚实、勤恳这些优良品质带来的巨大价值。百万大钞从根本上说是虚无的，但是亨利通过自己的头脑聪明地借助外力，与朋友达到了财富的共赢。亨利在伦敦的成长经历其实也是马克·吐温的自传，他年少家境艰苦，作为一个默默无闻的小人物在社会的底层奋斗。在写作小有成就后仍然不为上层社会认可，只是被当作一个庸俗的搞笑作家，直到认识了他的富家妻子之后，才慢慢开始为上层社会所接纳。可以说，马克·吐温的成名史与故事主人公亨利的如出一辙。如此的生活经历让马克·吐温乐于为小人物作传，在作品中传递对社会底层人物所寄予的希望与力量。在讽刺与幽默之外，读者应该更多地体会到这种积极乐观的力量，这也是马克·吐温作品的精华所在。




注
 ：

parlor n.
 客厅




注
 ：

fervent adj.
 热诚的




注
 ：

manifold adj.
 多种多样的




注
 ：

marrow n.
 骨髓




注
 ：

annihilate vt. & vi.
 (彻底)消灭




注
 ：

crater n.
 火山口




注
 ：

woe n.
 悲哀




注
 ：

dripping n.
 滴




注
 ：

unreel vt. & vi.
 解开




注
 ：

yonder adv.
 在那边




注
 ：

synopsize vt.
 概述……的大意




注
 ：

expedient adj.
 应急有效的




注
 ：

pauper n.
 穷人




注
 ：

self-possessed adj.
 镇静的




注
 ：

drove n.
 移动的人群或大批东西




注
 ：

abuzz adj.
 嘁嘁喳喳的




注
 ：

reproach n.
 责备




注
 ：

ingenuity n.
 足智多谋
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爱 的 眷 顾
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But Delia stopped him with her hand on his lips. “No,” she said — “just ‘When one loves.’”

可是迪莉娅伸手捂住了他的嘴，说：“不，应该说‘当一个人爱上的时候’。”

——欧·亨利　《爱的牺牲》




A Service of Love

爱的牺牲

欧·亨利(O. Henry)
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欧·亨利(1862—1910)，原名威廉·西德尼·波特(William Sydney Porter)，美国著名小说家，与法国的莫泊桑、俄国的契诃夫并称为“世界三大短篇小说巨匠”。他的短篇小说构思巧妙，手法独特，以幽默的语言和出人意料的结局而闻名于世，大多表现美国中下层人民的生活，被誉为“美国生活的百科全书”。其著名作品有：《最后一片藤叶》(The Last Leaf
 )、《警察与赞美诗》(The Cop and the Anthem
 )、《麦琪的礼物》(The Gift of the Magi
 )等。
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《爱的牺牲》讲述了一对怀有艺术梦想的夫妇，在爱与信仰的精神支撑下共同为生活而奋斗的故事。乔·拉腊比具有绘画天赋，而他的妻子迪莉娅·拉腊比热爱音乐。为了维持生计和实现彼此的梦想，他们放下高雅的艺术追求，一个去街头卖风景画，另一个去教富家小姐音乐课，而现实中的身不由己，却让两人演绎了一出阴差阳错的人间喜剧。如同欧·亨利大多数以爱情为主题的作品相似，该故事也选取了社会中最普通的大众作为主角，从他们普通而琐碎的日常生活入手，将“为爱牺牲”这个永恒而温馨的主题娓娓道来。

During all of the next week the Larrabees had an early breakfast. Joe was enthusiastic
注

 about some morning-effect sketches he was doing in Central Park, and Delia packed him off breakfasted, coddled
注

 , praised and kissed at 7 o'clock. Art is an engaging mistress. It was most times 7 o'clock when he returned in the evening.



⑴

 At the end of the week Delia, sweetly proud but languid
注

 , triumphantly
注

 tossed three five-dollar bills on the 8×10 (inches) centre table of the 8×10 (feet) flat parlour.

“Sometimes,” she said, a little wearily, “Clementina tries me. I'm afraid she doesn't practice enough, and I have to tell her the same things so often. And then she always dresses entirely in white, and that does get monotonous
注

 . But Gen. Pinkney is the dearest old man! I wish you could know him, Joe. He comes in sometimes when I am with Clementina at the piano — he is a widower
注

 , you know — and stands there pulling his white goatee. ‘And how are the semiquavers and the demisemiquavers progressing？’ he always asks.”

“I wish you could see the wainscoting in that drawing-room, Joe! And those Astrakhan rug portieres. And Clementina has such a funny little cough. I hope she is stronger than she looks. Oh, I really am getting attached to her, she is so gentle and high bred. Gen. Pinkney's brother was once Minister to Bolivia.”



⑵

 And then Joe, with the air of a Monte Cristo, drew forth a ten, a five, a two and a one — all legal tender notes — and laid them beside Delia's earnings.

“Sold that watercolor of the obelisk
注

 to a man from Peoria,” he announced overwhelmingly
注

 .

“Don't joke with me,” said Delia, “not from Peoria!”



⑶

 “All the way. I wish you could see him, Dele. Fat man with a woollen muffler and a quill toothpick. He saw the sketch in Tinkle's window and thought it was a windmill at first, he was game
注

 , though, and bought it anyhow. He ordered another — an oil sketch of the Lackawanna freight
注

 depot — to take back with him. Music lessons! Oh, I guess Art is still in it.”

“I'm so glad you've kept on,” said Delia, heartily. “You're bound to win, dear. Thirty-three dollars! We never had so much to spend before. We'll have oysters to-night.”

“And filet mignon with champignons,” said Joe. “Where is the olive fork？”



⑷

 On the next Saturday evening Joe reached home first. He spread his $18 on the parlour table and washed what seemed to be a great deal of dark paint from his hands.

Half an hour later Delia arrived, her right hand tied up in a shapeless bundle of wraps and bandages.

“How is this？” asked Joe after the usual greetings. Delia laughed, but not very joyously.



⑸

 “Clementina,” she explained, “insisted upon a Welsh rabbit after her lesson. She is such a queer
注

 girl. Welsh rabbits at 5 in the afternoon. The General was there. You should have seen him run for the chafing dish, Joe, just as if there wasn't a servant in the house. I know Clementina isn't in good health; she is so nervous. In serving the rabbit she spilled a great lot of it, boiling hot, over my hand and wrist. It hurt awfully, Joe. And the dear girl was so sorry! But Gen. Pinkney! — Joe, that old man nearly went distracted
注

 . He rushed downstairs and sent somebody — they said the furnace man or somebody in the basement — out to a drug store for some oil and things to bind it up with. It doesn't hurt so much now.”

“What's this？” asked Joe, taking the hand tenderly and pulling at some white strands beneath the bandages.

“It's something soft,” said Delia, “that had oil on it. Oh, Joe, did you sell another sketch？” She had seen the money on the table.



⑹

 “Did I？” said Joe; “just ask the man from Peoria. He got his depot to-day, and he isn't sure but he thinks he wants another parkscape and a view on the Hudson. What time this afternoon did you burn your hand, Dele？”

“Five o'clock, I think,” said Dele, plaintively
注

 . “The iron — I mean the rabbit came off the fire about that time. You ought to have seen Gen. Pinkney, Joe, when — ”

“Sit down here a moment, Dele,” said Joe. He drew her to the couch, sat beside her and put his arm across her shoulders.



⑺

 “What have you been doing for the last two weeks, Dele？” he asked.

She braved it for a moment or two with an eye full of love and stubbornness
注

 , and murmured a phrase or two vaguely of Gen. Pinkney; but at length down went her head and out came the truth and tears.

“I couldn't get any pupils,” she confessed
注

 . “And I couldn't bear to have you give up your lessons; and I got a place ironing shirts in that big Twenty-fourth street laundry. And I think I did very well to make up both General Pinkneyand Clementina, don't you, Joe？ And when a girl in the laundry set down a hot iron on my hand this afternoon I was all the way home making up that story about the Welsh rabbit. You're not angry, are you, Joe？ And if I hadn't got the work you mightn't have sold your sketches to that man from Peoria.



⑻

 “He wasn't from Peoria,” said Joe, slowly.

“Well, it doesn't matter where he was from. How clever you are, Joe — and — kiss me, Joe — and what made you ever suspect that I wasn't giving music lessons to Clementina？”

“I didn't,” said Joe, “until to-night. And I wouldn't have then, only I sent up this cotton waste and oil from the engine-room this afternoon for a girl upstairs who had her hand burned with a smoothing-iron. I've been firing the engine in that laundry for the last two weeks.”

“And then you didn't —”



⑼

 “My purchaser from Peoria,” said Joe, “and Gen. Pinkney are both creations of the same art — but you wouldn't call it either painting or music.”

And then they both laughed, and Joe began: “ When one loves one's Art no service seems —”

But Delia stopped him with her hand on his lips. “No,” she said — “just ‘When one loves.’”
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接下来的一周，拉腊比夫妇每天一大早就吃饭。乔兴致勃勃地到中央公园去画几张晨光下的速写。七点钟吃完了早饭，迪莉娅与他拥抱、赞美、接吻之后，把他送出了家门。艺术是一位迷人的情妇——他每晚回家时，多半已经晚上七点钟了。



⑴

 周末，迪莉娅觉得愉快而自豪，但却有些疲惫。她得意扬扬地掏出三张五块钱的钞票，扔在8英尺宽、10英尺长的客厅中间的那张8英寸宽、10英寸长的桌子上。

“有时候，”她有些疲倦地说，“克莱门蒂娜真让我劳神。我想她大概练习得不够，我只能反反复复地教她。而且她总是穿着一身白，越看越觉得单调。不过平克尼将军倒是一位挺可爱的老人家！乔，你认识他的话该多好。我教克莱门蒂娜练钢琴的时候，他有时会走进来，站在那儿捋他的白胡子——他的老伴已经过世了。‘十六分音符和三十二分音符学得怎么样啦？’他老是这样问。”

“你真该看看他们客厅里的护墙板，乔！还有那些阿斯特拉罕的门帘。克莱门蒂娜总是有点咳嗽。我希望她能比她看起来结实些。真的，我越来越喜欢她了，她又温柔，又那么有教养。平克尼将军的兄弟还曾经做过驻波利维亚的大使呢。”



⑵

 接着，乔带着一副基度山伯爵般的神情，掏出一张十元、一张五元、一张两元和一张一元的钞票——把它们摊在迪莉娅挣来的钱旁边——全都是合法的纸币。

“那幅方尖碑水彩画卖给了一个从皮奥利亚来的人。”他郑重其事地说。

“别跟我开玩笑啦，”迪莉娅说，“不会真是从皮奥利亚来的吧！”



⑶

 “确实是。你真该亲眼见见他，迪莉，一个围着羊毛围巾、衔着羽管牙签的胖子。他刚从廷克橱窗里看到那幅画的时候，还以为是座风车呢。他倒很大方，不由分说就把画买下了。他还另外预订了一幅拉克万纳货运车站的油画，打算带回去。音乐课！呵，我想这里面还是有艺术成分的。”

“看你能坚持下去，我真高兴，”迪莉娅热切地说，“你一定会成功的，亲爱的。三十三块钱！我们从来没有这么多钱可以花。今晚我们买牡蛎吃吧。”

“加上菲力牛排和香菌，”乔说，“橄榄叉在哪儿？”



⑷

 接下来的那个星期六的晚上，乔先回到家。他把他的十八块钱一张张摊开放在客厅的桌子上，然后把手上一大块看起来是黑色颜料的东西清洗干净。

半个钟头以后，迪莉娅回来了，右手缠着一圈乱七八糟的绷带。

“这是怎么回事？”乔像往常一样打了招呼后问道。迪莉娅笑了，但并不是十分开心。



⑸

 “克莱门蒂娜，”她解释说，“下了课后一定要吃奶酪面包。她真是个古怪的姑娘，下午五点钟还要吃什么奶酪面包。将军也在场，你真该看看她跑过去拿烘锅的样子，乔，好像他们家里没有佣人似的。我知道克莱门蒂娜身体不好，她总是神经紧张。她端吃的过来的时候泼了许多出来，滚烫的奶酪洒在我手腕上，痛得要命，乔。那可爱的姑娘内疚极了！还有平克尼将军！——乔，那老头儿几乎要发狂了。他冲下楼去叫人——他们说是烧炉子的或是地下室里的什么人——帮忙到药房里去买一些油和一些用来包扎的东西。现在倒没那么痛了。”

“这是什么？”乔轻轻地握住那只手，扯了扯绷带下面的几根白线，问道。

“那是涂了油的软纱。”迪莉娅说，“呀，乔，你又卖掉了一幅素描吗？”她看到了桌子上的钱。



⑹

 “可不是吗？”乔说，“去问问那个从皮奥利亚来的人就知道了。他今天取走了那幅货运站的画，他还没确定，可能还要一幅公园风景图和一幅哈得逊河风景画。你今天下午是什么时候烫到手的，迪莉？”

“五点钟吧，”迪莉可怜地说。“熨斗——我是说奶酪，大概就是在那个时候烧好的。乔，你真该看到平克尼将军，他……”

“先坐一会儿吧，迪莉，”乔说，他把她拉到沙发上，在她身边坐下，用胳臂搂住了她的肩膀。



⑺

 “这两个星期你到底在做什么，迪莉？”他问道。

她坚持了有那么一阵，眼里带着对乔的爱和坚定的神情，支支吾吾地说着平克尼将军。但过了一会儿，她终于垂下了头，一边哭一边说出了实情。

“我根本招不来学生，”她坦白说，“我又不忍心看你放弃你的课程，所以在二十四街那家大洗衣店里找了一个烫衬衣的活儿。我以为我把平克尼将军和克莱门蒂娜两个人编得天衣无缝呢，你说是吧，乔？今天下午，洗衣房里一个姑娘不小心用热熨斗烫了我的手，我一路上都在编那个奶酪面包的故事。你不会生我的气吧，乔？如果我不去干活儿，你就不太可能把画卖给那个皮奥利亚来的人了。”



⑻

 “他可不是从皮奥利亚来的。”乔慢慢吞吞地说。

“他从哪儿来的都没有关系。你真聪明，乔——吻我吧，乔——你怎么会想到我没有给克莱门蒂娜上音乐课呢？”

“到今天晚上我始终都没有起疑。”乔说，“本来今晚也不会怀疑你的，只是今天下午，我把锅炉房的油和废纱线送给了楼上一个被熨斗烫伤了手的姑娘。这两星期，我都在那家洗衣房里烧锅炉。”

“那你根本就没有……”



⑼

 “那个皮奥利亚来的买家，”乔说，“和平克尼将军一样，都是艺术的创作——只是你不会管那门艺术叫作绘画或音乐罢了。”

他们两人都笑了，乔接着说：“当一个人爱上一门艺术的时候，什么样的牺牲都值得……”

可是迪莉娅伸手捂住了他的嘴，说：“不，应该说‘当一个人爱上的时候'。”
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欧·亨利的短篇小说大多从“小”处着眼。他的著作很少直接讨论社会经济政治等严肃问题，而是用四两拨千斤的方式，从描述小人物的生活入手，引发读者对于“爱”“忠诚”等一些永恒主题的思考。小说《爱的牺牲》中，直接刻画的人物仅仅是一对夫妻，作者用他们两人的日常对话、动作串联起了整个故事情节，文章脉络简单而清晰，整篇故事含蓄而隽永，体现“爱”的主题既不矫揉造作，也非说教。

小说最后仍是给了读者出乎意料的结尾。但欧·亨利小说的精彩之处绝对不仅仅在于反转式的结尾带来的冲击，作者的目的也并非要让读者咂舌，否则小说阅读一次后便失去了价值。而欧·亨利的小说需要反复阅读至少两次，才能明白文中那些充分体现人物情感的细节是怎样推动了剧情的自然发展。第二遍阅读《爱的牺牲》时，在已经知道了两位主人公都为对方的梦想撒下了善意的谎言之后，读者才能细细咀嚼迪莉娅回家后与乔没话找话般的交谈和解释受伤经过时差点说漏嘴这些细节的精妙之处，读懂了这些地方，才能完整体会欧·亨利小说感情的细微与真挚。




注
 ：

enthusiastic adj.
 热心的，热情的




注
 ：

coddle vt.
 悉心照料，娇惯




注
 ：

languid adj.
 疲倦的，没精打采的




注
 ：

triumphantlyd adv.
 耀武扬威地，得意扬扬地




注
 ：

monotonous adj.
 枯燥无味的，(声音、话语)单调的




注
 ：

widower n.
 鳏夫




注
 ：

obelisk n.
 方尖碑




注
 ：

overwhelmingly adv.
 压倒地，无法抵抗地




注
 ：

game adj.
 对……有兴趣的




注
 ：

freight n.
 货运，货物




注
 ：

queer adj.
 古怪的




注
 ：

distracted adj.
 心烦意乱的




注
 ：

plaintively adv.
 悲哀地，哀怨地




注
 ：

stubbornness n.
 倔强，顽强




注
 ：

confess vt. & vi.
 承认





The Gift of the Magi

麦琪的礼物

欧·亨利(O. Henry)
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《麦琪的礼物》是欧·亨利近三百篇短篇小说中最能代表其浪漫叙事手法与戏剧性结尾的一篇。它讲述了在一对经济拮据的年轻夫妻身上发生的故事：在圣诞节前一天，德拉与吉姆互赠礼物，结果阴差阳错，珍贵的礼物都变成了无用的东西——德拉将一头长发卖掉给丈夫祖传的金表配了表链，丈夫吉姆却卖掉金表给德拉买了全套的发梳，而两人却得到了比任何实物都宝贵的东西——爱。19世纪末，美国愈演愈烈的消费文化对民众的观念和行为均造成了巨大的影响。圣诞节互赠礼物的风俗从侧面反映了当时浓厚的商业文化特征。而欧·亨利的作品让读者从这种氛围中解脱出来，让他们看到人与人之间感情的朴素与真挚。

When Della reached home her intoxication
注

 gave way a little to prudence
注

 and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages
注

 made by generosity added to love, which is always a tremendous task, dear friends — a mammoth task.



⑴

 Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant
注

 schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically.

“If Jim doesn't kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes a second look at me, he'll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do — oh! What could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents？”

At 7 o'clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops.



⑵

 Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: Please God, make him think I am still pretty.”

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two — and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter
注

 at the scent of quail
注

 . His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled
注

 off the table and went for him.



⑶

 “Jim, darling,” she cried, “don't look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It'll grow out again — you won't mind, will you？ I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say ‘Merry Christmas!’ Jim, and let's be happy. You don't know what a nice — what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you.”

“You've cut off your hair？” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent
注

 fact yet even after the hardest mental labor.



⑷

 “Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don't you like me just as well, anyhow？ I'm me without my hair, ain't I？”

Jim looked about the room curiously.

“You say your hair is gone？” he said, with an air almost of idiocy.



⑸

 “You needn't look for it,” said Della. “It's sold, I tell you — sold and gone, too. It's Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she went on with sudden serious sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim？”

Out of his trance
注

 Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny
注

 some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a million a year — what is the difference？ A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.



⑹

 Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.

“Don't make any mistake, Dell,” he said, “about me. I don't think there's anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if you'll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first.”

White fingers and nimble
注

 tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! A quick feminine change to hysterical
注

 tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.



⑺

 For there lay The Combs — the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise
注

 shell, with jewelled rims — just the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned
注

 over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted
注

 adornments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: “My hair grows so fast, Jim!”

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!”



⑻

 Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent
注

 spirit.

“Isn't it a dandy
注

 , Jim？ I hunted all over town to find it. You'll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it.”

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.



⑼

 “Dell,” said he, “let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a while. They're too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops on.”

The magi, as you know, were wise men — wonderfully wise men — who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication
注

 . And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful
注

 chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.
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德拉的兴奋与喜悦在她进门的刹那开始逐渐消退了，谨慎和理智又重新占据了她的头脑。她找出烫发钳，点燃了煤气，开始修补因为爱情和慷慨所造成的损失，这种任务从来都是极其艰巨的，亲爱的朋友们——说它是件了不起的任务也不为过。



⑴

 不出四十分钟，她的头上就布满了密密麻麻的小卷，看起来活像个逃学的小男孩。她在镜子里盯着自己看了好一会儿，用挑剔的眼光仔细地照来照去。

“吉姆看到一定想把我杀了，”她自言自语，“他肯定会说我像科尼岛上的卖唱姑娘。但是我能怎么办呢！——唉，只有一块八角七分钱，我能干什么呢？”

七点钟，她煮好了咖啡，把煎锅放在炉子上烤热了随时准备煎肉排。



⑵

 吉姆一向都准时回家。德拉将表链对叠握在手心，坐在离门最近的桌子的一角。接着，她听见下面楼梯上响起了他的脚步声，她刹那间紧张得脸色苍白。她经常有这样的习惯，哪怕为了日常最简单的事物都要默默祈祷一下，这会儿她悄悄地念道：“求求上帝，让他觉得我还是漂亮的吧。”

门开了，吉姆走进来，随手关上了门。他显得瘦削而又非常严肃。可怜的人儿，他才二十二岁，就挑起了家庭重担！他需要买件新大衣，而且他连副手套都没有。

吉姆停在了门边，好像猎犬嗅到了鹌鹑气味似的一动不动。他的双眼紧紧地盯着德拉，脸上的神情使她无法理解，甚至令她害怕。那表情既不是愤怒，也不是惊讶，又不是不满，更不是震惊，根本不是她所预料过的任何一种。他只是面带这种神情死死地盯着德拉看。

德拉忐忑不安地从椅子上起来，走到他身边。



⑶

 “吉姆，亲爱的，”她喊道，“别那样盯着我。我把头发剪掉卖了，因为如果不送你一件礼物的话，这个圣诞节我没法过。头发会再长起来的——你不会介意，是吗？我非这么做不可。我的头发长得快极了。对我说‘圣诞快乐'吧！吉姆，让我们快快乐乐的。你一定猜不着我给你买了件多么好、多么美的礼物！”

“你已经把头发剪掉了？”吉姆吃力地问道，似乎他绞尽脑汁也没弄明白这显而易见的事实。



⑷

 “剪了，而且卖了，”德拉说：“不管怎样，你还是一样喜欢我是吗？没了长发，我还是我，不是吗？”

吉姆好奇地向房里四处张望。

“你说你的头发没有了吗？”他带着傻乎乎的神情问道。



⑸

 “别找啦，”德拉说，“我已经卖了——卖掉了，没有啦。今天平安夜，亲爱的。好好对待我，这都是为了你呀。也许我的头发数得清，”她的语气突然变得特别温柔，“可谁也数不清我对你的爱。我把肉排煎上好吗，吉姆？”

吉姆立即从恍惚之中清醒过来，把德拉紧紧地搂在怀里。现在，别着急，先让我们花个十秒钟从另一角度审慎地思考一下某些无关紧要的事。每周八块的房租或者每年一百万块的房租又有多大的区别呢？如果你去问数学家或者聪明人，他们可能会给你错误的答案。麦琪给圣婴带来了宝贵的礼物，但就是缺少了那件东西。这些话听着有些晦涩，不过看到后面您就知道了。



⑹

 吉姆从大衣口袋里掏出一个小包，扔在了桌上。

“别对我产生误会，德儿，”他说道，“无论你剪发、修发或是洗发什么的，我以为世上没有什么东西能减少一点点我对自家姑娘的喜爱。不过，你只要打开那包东西，就会明白刚才你为什么使我愣住了。”

德拉用她那白皙纤长的手指解开绳子，打开纸包。紧接着是欣喜若狂的尖叫，这兴奋的表情随即又被满脸的泪水和抽泣取代。这间屋子的男主人只能用尽所有的方式去安慰她。



⑺

 原来摆在眼前的是一整套梳子——插在两鬓的，插在脑后的，样样俱全。那是德拉很久以前在百老汇的橱窗里见过并且艳羡已久的东西。这些美丽的发梳是纯玳瑁做的，边上镶着珠宝——色彩正好与她失去的美丽长发相配。她明白，这套梳子是很昂贵的，因此她仅仅是羡慕渴望，但从未想到过据为己有。现在，这一切居然属于她了，可惜那有资格佩戴这垂涎已久的装饰品的美丽长发已消失得无影无踪。

不过，她依然把发梳搂在胸前，过了好一阵子才抬起泪水迷蒙的双眼，微笑着说：“我的头发长得可快了，吉姆！”

随后，德拉活像一只被烫伤的小猫跳了起来，叫道，“噢，对了！”



⑻

 吉姆还没有瞧见他美丽的礼物呢。她急不可耐地把手掌摊开，伸到他面前，那没有知觉的贵重金属似乎反射着她明媚热忱的神情。

“好看吗，吉姆？我找遍了全城才找到它。现在，你每天可以看一百次时间了。把表给我，我要看看它戴上去什么样。”

吉姆非但没有听她的，反而一下倒在沙发上，两手枕在头下，微微发笑。



⑼

 “德儿，”他说，“让我们把圣诞礼物放在一边，保存起来吧。它们实在太好了，不应当现在就用。我卖掉了金表才换来钱为你买了发梳。要不现在你去做肉排吧。”

那三位麦琪，读者们都知道，全都是有智慧的人——非常有智慧的人，他们把礼物带来送给出生在马槽里的圣婴耶稣。他们首创了圣诞节馈赠礼物的风俗。由于他们是聪明人，毫无疑问，他们的礼物也是聪明的礼物，如果碰上两样东西完全一样，可能还具有交换的权利。在这儿，我已经笨嘴笨舌地向你们讲述了这间屋子里两个傻孩子不足为奇的平淡故事，他们极不明智地为了对方而牺牲了他们家最最宝贵的东西。不过，让我们对当今的聪明人说最后一句话：在一切馈赠礼品的人当中，这两个人是最聪明的。在一切馈赠又接受礼品的人当中，像他们这样的两个人也是最聪明的。无论在任何地方，他们都是最具有智慧的，他们就是麦琪。
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《麦琪的礼物》是迄今各种“欧·亨利短篇小说集”甚至“欧美短篇小说选集”中几乎必选的作品。首先，作者本人对这篇小说情有独钟，第二是评论家认为该小说最能体现欧·亨利作品戏剧性的结尾，三是该小说在作者所有的浪漫故事作品中最具有煽情效果。欧·亨利笔下的爱情故事之所以引人入胜，在于其中角色自我牺牲的情节极大地调动了读者心中怜惜的情绪。《麦琪的礼物》中，男女主人公为了给对方赠送生日礼物表达爱意，分别牺牲了两人最珍贵的物品：美丽的长发和祖传的金表。欧·亨利用主人公家境的贫寒衬托了这两样物品的珍贵，以烘托出两人对彼此深切的感情。无奈阴差阳错，这两件礼物最后都没有用处，如此结局让读者唏嘘不已。

就叙事手法来看，该小说简洁流畅，采用多焦点叙述情节。首先，欧·亨利仅仅选择了平安夜这一天一对夫妻购买圣诞礼物这样简单的设定来发展故事情节。其次，作者在叙述的过程中经常会跳出某个人物的固定视角，用画外音的方式讲述他本人对于该事件的看法，并且不落俗套地用幽默的笔法来评判，比如作者在文中用反问的方式“每周八块的房租或者每年一百万块的房租又有多大的区别呢？”来侧面启迪读者思考物质与爱的关系。如此看来，“构思奇巧、手法独特”是对欧·亨利小说极为贴切的评价。




注
 ：

intoxication n.
 陶醉




注
 ：

prudence n.
 谨慎




注
 ：

ravage n.
 破坏




注
 ：

truant adj.
 逃学的




注
 ：

setter n.
 猎犬




注
 ：

quail n.
 鹌鹑




注
 ：

wriggle vi.
 蜿蜒行进




注
 ：

patent adj.
 明摆着的




注
 ：

trance n.
 恍惚




注
 ：

scrutiny n.
 仔细的观察




注
 ：

nimble adj.
 灵活的




注
 ：

hysterical adj.
 情绪异常激动的




注
 ：

tortoise n.
 乌龟




注
 ：

yearn vi.
 渴望




注
 ：

coveted adj.
 值得渴望的




注
 ：

ardent adj.
 热心的




注
 ：

dandy n.
 最好的东西，上品




注
 ：

duplication n.
 复制




注
 ：

uneventful adj.
 平凡的





The Romance of a Busy Broker

证券经纪人的浪漫故事

欧·亨利(O. Henry)
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《证券经纪人的浪漫故事》描述了这样一个戏谑而温情的事件：证券经纪人马克斯韦尔又迎来了自己忙碌的工作日，他在办公室里一刻不停地处理各种事务。直到午休时间，他才得到片刻喘息的机会，大胆地向心仪已久的速记员求婚，而速记员却无可奈何地提醒已经被俗务冲昏头脑的经纪人，其实昨晚两人才刚刚结婚。作者设置了层层悬疑，最终揭开了令人啼笑皆非的谜底，表达了对在工业时代如机器一般忙碌运转、毫无个人生活可言的“公司人”的讽刺与同情。



⑴

 Pitcher, confidential clerk in the office of Harvey Maxwell, broker, allowed a look of mild interest and surprise to visit his usually expressionless countenance
注

 when his employer briskly entered at half past nine in company with his young lady stenographer
注

 . With a snappy Good-morning, Pitcher, Maxwell dashed at his desk as though he were intending to leap over it, and then plunged into the great heap of letters and telegrams waiting there for him.

The young lady had been Maxwell's stenographer for a year. She was beautiful in a way that was decidedly unstenographic. She forewent
注

 the pomp of the alluring pompadour. She wore no chains, bracelets or lockets. She had not the air of being about to accept an invitation to luncheon. Her dress was grey and plain, but it fitted her figure with fidelity
注

 and discretion. In her neat black turban hat was the gold-green wing of a macaw. On this morning she was softly and shyly radiant. Her eyes were dreamily bright, her cheeks genuine peachblow, her expression a happy one, tinged with reminiscence
注

 .

Pitcher, still mildly curious, noticed a difference in her ways this morning. Instead of going straight into the adjoining room, where her desk was, she lingered, slightly irresolute, in the outer office. Once she moved over by Maxwell's desk, near enough for him to be aware of her presence.



⑵

 The machine sitting at that desk was no longer a man; it was a busy New York broker, moved by buzzing wheels and uncoiling springs.

Well — what is it anything asked Maxwell sharply. His opened mail lay like a bank of stage snow on his crowded desk. His keen grey eye, impersonal and brusque
注

 , flashed upon her half impatiently.

“Nothing,” answered the stenographer, moving away with a little smile.



⑶

 “Mr. Pitcher,” she said to the confidential clerk, “did Mr. Maxwell say anything yesterday about engaging another stenographer？”

“He did,” answered Pitcher. “He told me to get another one. I notified the agency yesterday afternoon to send over a few samples this morning. It's 9:45 o'clock, and not a single picture hat or piece of pineapple chewing gum has showed up yet.”

“I will do the work as usual, then,” said the young lady, “until someone comes to fill the place.” And she went to her desk at once and hung the black turban hat with the gold-green macaw wing in its accustomed place.



⑷

 He who has been denied the spectacle of a busy Manhattan broker during a rush of business is handicapped
注

 for the profession of anthropology. The poet sings of the crowded hour of glorious life. The broker's hour is not only crowded, but the minutes and seconds are hanging to all the straps and packing both front and rear platforms.

And this day was Harvey Maxwell's busy day. The ticker began to reel out jerkily
注

 its fitful coils of tape, the desk telephone had a chronic attack of buzzing. Men began to throng into the office and call at him over the railing, jovially, sharply, viciously, excitedly. Messenger boys ran in and out with messages and telegrams. The clerks in the office jumped about like sailors during a storm. Even Pitcher's face relaxed into something resembling animation.

On the Exchange there were hurricanes and landslides and snowstorms and glaciers and volcanoes, and those elemental disturbances were reproduced in miniature
注

 in the broker's offices. Maxwell shoved his chair against the wall and transacted business after the manner of a toe dancer. He jumped from ticker to 'phone, from desk to door with the trained agility of a harlequin
注

 .



⑸

 In the midst of this growing and important stress the broker became suddenly aware of a high-rolled fringe of golden hair under a nodding canopy of velvet and ostrich tips, an imitation sealskin sacque and a string of beads as large as hickory nuts, ending near the floor with a silver heart. There was a self-possessed young lady connected with these accessories; and Pitcher was there to construe
注

 her.

“Lady from the Stenographer's Agency to see about the position,” said Pitcher.

Maxwell turned half around, with his hands full of papers and ticker tape.



⑹

 “What position？” he asked, with a frown.

“Position of stenographer,” said Pitcher. “You told me yesterday to call them up and have one sent over this morning.”

“You are losing your mind, Pitcher,” said Maxwell. “Why should I have given you any such instructions？ Miss Leslie has given perfect satisfaction during the year she has been here. The place is hers as long as she chooses to retain it. There's no place open here, madam. Countermand
注

 that order with the agency, Pitcher, and don't bring any more of them in here.”



⑺

 The silver heart left the office, swinging and banging itself independently against the office furniture as it indignantly departed. Pitcher seized a moment to remark to the bookkeeper that the old man seemed to get more absent-minded and forgetful every day of the world.

The rush and pace of business grew fiercer and faster. On the floor they were pounding half a dozen stocks in which Maxwell's customers were heavy investors. Orders to buy and sell were coming and going as swift as the flight of swallows. Some of his own holdings were imperilled
注

 , and the man was working like some high-geared, delicate, strong machine — strung to full tension, going at full speed, accurate, never hesitating, with the proper word and decision and act ready and prompt as clockwork. Stocks and bonds, loans and mortgages, margins and securities — here was a world of finance, and there was no room in it for the human world or the world of nature.

When the luncheon hour drew near there came a slight lull in the uproar.



⑻

 Maxwell stood by his desk with his hands full of telegrams and memoranda, with a fountain pen over his right ear and his hair hanging in disorderly strings over his forehead. His window was open, for the beloved janitress Spring had turned on a little warmth through the waking registers of the earth.

And through the window came a wandering — perhaps a lost — odor — a delicate, sweet odor of lilac
注

 that fixed the broker for a moment immovable. For this odor belonged to Miss Leslie; it was her own, and hers only.

The odor brought her vividly, almost tangibly before him. The world of finance dwindled suddenly to a speck
注

 . And she was in the next room — twenty steps away.



⑼

 “By George, I'll do it now,” said Maxwell, half aloud. “I'll ask her now. I wonder I didn't do it long ago.”

He dashed into the inner office with the haste of a short trying to cover. He charged upon the desk of the stenographer.

She looked up at him with a smile. A soft pink crept over her cheek, and her eyes were kind and frank. Maxwell leaned one elbow on her desk. He still clutched fluttering papers with both hands and the pen was above his ear.



⑽

 “Miss Leslie,” he began hurriedly, “I have but a moment to spare. I want to say something in that moment. Will you be my wife？ I haven't had time to make love to you in the ordinary way, but I really do love you. Talk quick, please — those fellows are clubbing the stuffing out of Union Pacific.”

“Oh, what are you talking about？” exclaimed the young lady. She rose to her feet and gazed upon him, round-eyed.

“Don't you understand？” said Maxwell, restively
注

 . “I want you to marry me. I love you, Miss Leslie. I wanted to tell you, and I snatched a minute when things had slackened
注

 up a bit. They're calling me for the phone now. Tell them to wait a minute, Pitcher. Won't you, Miss Leslie？”



⑾

 The stenographer acted very queerly. At first she seemed overcome with amazement; then tears flowed from her wondering eyes; and then she smiled sunnily through them, and one of her arms slid tenderly about the broker's neck.

“I know now,” she said, softly. “It's this old business that has driven everything else out of your head for the time. I was frightened at first. Don't you remember, Harvey？ We were married last evening at 8 o'clock in the Little Church around the Corner.”

[image: ]




⑴

 见到证券经纪人哈维·马克斯韦尔在九点半带着年轻女速记员步履轻快地来到办公室，机要秘书皮彻那通常毫无表情的面孔不禁露出一丝好奇和惊讶的神色。马克斯韦尔只匆匆说了声“早上好，皮彻”，便径直奔向办公桌，仿佛要直接跨过去一般，随后就一头扎进了一大堆等着他处理的信件和电报之中。

那位年轻女士已经给马克斯韦尔当了一年的速记员。她的美貌绝非一般的速记员所能拥有。她不梳那种诱人的高高卷起的发型，不戴项链、手镯或鸡心链。她脸上没有那种随时准备受邀外出进餐的神情。她灰色的衣着素净朴实，但却与她的身材十分合衬，而且典雅大方。她那顶雅致的黑色无檐帽上插了根艳绿色金刚鹦鹉毛。今天早上，她温柔可人，容光焕发。她的眼睛梦幻般闪亮，双颊桃红般鲜艳，她快乐的神情里流露出一丝回味。

皮彻在好奇之余发现今天她的举止也有点儿异样。她没有直接到放有她写字台的隔壁房间，而是犹犹豫豫地在外间逗留。她慢慢蹭到马克斯韦尔桌边，离他很近，仿佛存心要让他意识到她的存在似的。



⑵

 坐在办公桌前的马克斯韦尔已经不再是个常人，而是一个繁忙的纽约证券经纪人，被嗡嗡作响的轮子和拉开了的弹簧操纵着的机器。

马克斯韦尔直截了当地问她有什么事。那些拆开的邮件堆满了办公桌，就像是布满了人造雪的戏台。他那锐利的灰色眼睛不耐烦地盯着她，显得不近人情而又严厉粗暴。

“没什么，”速记员回答说，然后微笑着走开了。



⑶

 “皮彻先生，”她问机要秘书，“马克斯韦尔先生昨天提没提过另外雇一名速记员的事？”

“他说过，”皮彻回答道，“他吩咐我另外找一个。昨天下午我已通知职业介绍所，让他们今天上午送几个来看看。现在已经九点四十五了，可连个人影都没有见着呢。”

“那我还是照常工作好啦，”年轻女郎说，“等到有人来顶替再说。”说完她立刻走到自己的办公桌边，把那顶插有金刚鹦鹉毛的黑色无檐帽挂在了老地方。



⑷

 谁要是没有亲眼见过曼哈顿经纪人在生意高峰时刻那股紧张劲儿，那么他是不配做人类学家的。有诗人歌颂灿烂人生中的繁忙时刻，但证券经纪人不仅仅是时间繁忙，他的分分秒秒都紧张得如同忙碌时刻拉直了的公交车吊环，同时车前车后都还挤满了乘客一般。

今天正是哈维·马克斯韦尔忙碌的日子。股票行情接收器痉挛般地吐出一卷卷记录纸带，桌上的电话一阵接一阵地响个不停。人们开始涌入办公室，隔着栏杆朝着他大喊大叫或是欣喜激动，或是严厉恶毒。信童拿着信件和电报跑进跑出。办公室的职员们忙得跳来跳去，就像与风暴搏斗的水手。连皮彻的脸也呈现出些许的生机。

证券交易所里风云变幻，飓风、山崩、雪暴、冰川、火山交替来袭；这些自然的伟力都以微观的形式在经纪人办公室中呈现。马克斯韦尔把椅子推到墙边，如足尖舞演员般敏捷地处理着业务。他跳来跳去，从行情接收器到电话，从办公桌到门口，身手敏捷得如同剧场里训练有素的小丑。



⑸

 正值业务越来越多，越来越紧张的时候，经纪人突然注意到面前出现的一头高高卷起的金发，上面是顶微微抖动的鹅绒帽和鸵毛羽饰，还有一件人造海豹皮短外套，一串山核桃大小的珠子——尾端吊着的一个银鸡心链几乎垂到了地面。与这一大堆装饰物相关联的是一个沉着镇定的年轻女子。皮彻正准备引见她。

“这位小姐是速记员介绍所叫来应聘的。”皮彻说。

马克斯韦尔半侧过身子，双手抓满了文件和行情纸带。



⑹

 “招聘什么？”他皱起眉头问道。

“速记员呀，”皮彻说，“昨天您让我打电话，让他们今天上午送一个过来。”

“皮彻，你真是糊涂了。”马克斯韦尔说。“我干吗让你做这个事情？莱斯莉小姐这一年工作表现得很好。只要她愿意，这份工作就是她的。女士，这儿没有空缺。皮彻，通知事务所撤回招聘信息，叫他们别再送人过来了。”



⑺

 “银鸡心”离开了办公室。她愤愤不平地走着，一路上大摇大摆，把桌椅沙发碰得乒乒乓乓响。皮彻忙中偷闲跟簿记员说老先生一天比一天心不在焉，多事健忘。

业务越来越紧张，节奏越来越快。马克斯韦尔的顾客斥重金投资的六七种股票跌到了底线。买进卖出的单据来来去去，疾如燕飞。他自己购买的几支股票也处于危险之中。他工作起来好似一架高速运转、精密复杂、强壮有力的机器——开足马力，全速前进，精确无误，坚决果断，其指令、其判断、其动作如钟表一般敏捷。股票、证券、贷款、抵押、保证金、债券——这是一个金融世界，人际感情或自然本性在这里毫无落脚之地。

午餐时间逐渐临近，喧嚣之中慢慢出现了片刻的宁静。



⑻

 马克斯韦尔站在办公桌边，手上捏满了电报和备忘录，右耳上夹了支钢笔，几撮头发凌乱地披散在脑门上。他的窗户是敞开着的，因为亲爱的女守门人——春之女神——已经将暖意送到了刚刚苏醒的大地之上。

透过窗户飘来了一丝悠悠的，如同失散了的香气。雅致的紫丁香芬芳刹那间让经纪人动弹不得，因为这香气属于莱斯莉小姐——这是她本人的气息，她独有的芳香。

这阵香气在他面前唤出她的容貌，栩栩如生，几乎伸手可及。金融世界转瞬间缩成了微不足道的一点。而她就在隔壁房间，仅二十步之遥。



⑼

 “天哪，我现在就得去，”马克斯韦尔压低嗓子说，“我现在就去跟她说。我干吗没有早点去说呢？”

他箭步冲进里间办公室，像个卖空头的人急于补进那样急不可耐。他向速记员的办公桌冲了过去。

她抬起头，笑盈盈地看着他，脸上泛出淡淡的红晕，眼睛里闪动着温柔和坦率。马克斯韦尔一只胳膊撑在她的桌上，手上依然握满了文件，耳朵上还夹着那支钢笔。



⑽

 “莱斯莉小姐，”他仓促地说，“我只能待一小会儿，想趁这个机会跟你说件事。你愿意做我的妻子吗？我没时间以常人的方式向你求爱，但我确确实实爱你。请快回答我——那些人又在抢购太平洋联合公司的股票了。”

“噢，你在说什么呀？”年轻小姐说。她站起身，直愣愣地看着他，眼睛瞪得圆圆的。

“你还不明白吗？”马克斯韦尔着急地说，“我要你嫁给我。我爱你，莱斯莉小姐。我早就想告诉你，等到手头的事情稍微一松，我就马上抽空过来了。又有人在打电话找我了。皮彻，叫他们等一下。你会答应我吗，莱斯莉小姐？”



⑾

 速记员的反应甚是古怪。她起初惊愕万分，继而泪水又涌出了她迷惘的眼睛，接着她却嫣然一笑，然后用一只胳膊温柔地搂住了经纪人的脖子。

“现在我明白了，”她温柔地说，“是这桩生意挤掉了你脑子里的其他东西。刚才我还吓了一大跳。哈维，你不记得了吗？昨天晚上八点，我们已经在街角的小教堂结过婚了呀。”
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作者在小说《证券经纪人的浪漫故事》中用荒诞的文字抨击了资本利益操纵下不近人情的职场现状。小说虽不涉及复杂的情节和人物关系，却通过层层的铺垫和悬念的设置呈现了一个颇具戏剧性的温情故事。

小说围绕证券经纪人马克斯韦尔和莱斯莉小姐这一对主要人物，对线索展开了抽丝剥茧、层层递进的挖掘。在小说的开头，速记员莱斯莉小姐居然和经纪人一同进入了办公室，并且还故意引起经纪人的注意——一系列的描写不禁让读者对两人的关系产生疑问。而当莱斯莉小姐问起秘书是不是会招聘一个人代替她时，读者们才明白原来她之前的行为是为了保住自己的工作。而其后经纪人又否定了自己要更换员工，这不禁让读者疑惑——两人的关系究竟是好是坏。这时作者终于给出了答案：经纪人不但喜欢莱斯莉小姐，而且将要向她求婚。当读者放下心中的石头，期盼一个圆满的故事结局时，作者却揭开了让人匪夷所思的真相：两人其实已经结婚，只是那个被手头事务冲昏头脑的经纪人忘记了这件事。而所有这些荒诞曲折的情节，都在经纪人忙碌的工作状态下变得真实可信。读者在阅读的过程中仿佛跟随着作者进入了一条逶迤曲折、柳暗花明的小径，在其中任听摆布。小说讽刺中带有温情，情节跌宕而动人，展现了欧·亨利独树一帜的笔法。




注
 ：

countenance n.
 表情




注
 ：

stenographer n.
 速记员




注
 ：

forego vt.
 放弃




注
 ：

fidelity n.
 精确




注
 ：

reminiscence n.
 怀旧




注
 ：

brusque adj.
 无礼的




注
 ：

handicapped adj.
 残废的




注
 ：

jerkily adv.
 痉挛性地




注
 ：

miniature n.
 缩图




注
 ：

harlequin n.
 丑角




注
 ：

construe vt.
 解释




注
 ：

countermand vt.
 取消，撤销




注
 ：

imperil vt.
 危及




注
 ：

lilac n.
 丁香花




注
 ：

speck n.
 灰尘




注
 ：

restively adv.
 倔强地




注
 ：

slacken vi.
 松劲，变松弛





The Nightingale and the Rose

夜莺与玫瑰

奥斯卡·王尔德(Oscar Wilde)
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奥斯卡·王尔德(1854—1900)，英国著名作家,在小说、戏剧、童话、诗歌等多种文学体裁上均有建树,是十九世纪末英国唯美主义运动的杰出代表。童话创作成就了他文学事业的巅峰。在作品中他追求艺术的形式美和艺术的技巧美,其“为艺术而艺术”的美学观点影响颇广。其著名童话集有：《快乐王子和其他故事》(The Happy Prince and Other Tales
 )、《石榴之家》(A House of Pomegranates
 )等。
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《夜莺与玫瑰》讲述了一个凄美的童话故事：青年学生为了与心上人共舞，想要满足她的愿望——在冬日里找到一朵红玫瑰。夜莺钟情于学生，一心想要帮助他寻找红玫瑰而不得，而玫瑰树告诉了夜莺得到红玫瑰的唯一、也是毁灭性的方式：它让夜莺在月光下飞向玫瑰刺，一边让刺穿过自己的心脏，一边高声吟唱。最终夜莺为了心中所爱，牺牲自己的生命造就了一朵鲜红的玫瑰。学生将玫瑰献给心上人，却仍被拒绝，最后玫瑰在沟渠中腐烂。王尔德生活在十九世纪的维多利亚时代，工业革命使社会发生了翻天覆地的变化，物欲之风弥漫。作者一反世俗的追求，通过一个虚构的童话故事，歌颂心灵的唯美世界。

“Be happy,” cried the Nightingale
注

 , “be happy; you shall have your red rose. I will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with my own heart's blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though he is wise, and mightier
注

 than Power, though he is mighty. Flame-colored are his wings, and colored like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense
注

 .”



⑴

 The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, but he could not understand what the Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew the things that are written down in books.

But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the little Nightingale, who had built her nest in his branches.

“Sing me one last song,” he whispered; “I shall feel lonely when you are gone.”



⑵

 So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was like water bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song, the Student got up, and pulled a note-book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket.

“She had form,” he said to himself, as he walked away through the grove — “that cannot be denied to her; but has she got feeling？ I am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style without any sincerity. She would not sacrifice herself for others. She thinks merely of music, and everybody knows that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted that she has some beautiful notes in her voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean anything, or do any practical good!” And he went into his room, and lay down on his little pallet-bed
注

 , and began to think of his love; and, after a time, he fell asleep.



⑶

 And when the moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set her breast against the thorn. All night long she sang, with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon leaned down and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn went deeper and deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed
注

 away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the topmost spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed
注

 a marvelous
注

 rose, petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was it, at first, as the mist that hangs over the river — pale as the feet of the morning, and silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come before the rose is finished.”



⑷

 So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and a maid.

And a delicate flush
注

 of pink came into the leaves of the rose, like the flush in the face of the bridegroom
注

 when he kisses the lips of the bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the rose's heart remained white, for only a Nightingale's heart's blood can crimson the heart of a rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day will come before the rose is finished.”



⑸

 So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and a fierce pang
注

 of pain shot through her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in the tomb.

And the marvelous rose became crimson
注

 , like the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle
注

 of petals, and crimson as a ruby
注

 was the heart.

But the Nightingale' voice grew fainter, and her little wings began to beat, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, and she felt something choking her in her throat.



⑹

 Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and she forgot the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its petals to the cold morning air. Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, and woke the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated through the reeds of the river, and they carried its message to the sea.

“Look, look!” cried the Tree, “the rose is finished now;” but the Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in the long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.



⑺

 “Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!” He cried; “here is a red rose! I have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful that I am sure it has a long Latin name;” and he leaned down and plucked
注

 it.

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor's house with the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her feet.



⑻

 “You said that you would dance with me if I brought you a red rose,” cried the Student. “Here is the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear it to-night next your heart, and as we dance together it will tell you how I love you.”

But the girl frowned.

“I am afraid it will not go with my dress,” she answered; “and, besides, the Chamberlain's nephew had sent me some real jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.”



⑼

 “Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” said the Student angrily; and he threw the rose onto the street, where it fell into the gutter, and a cartwheel went over it.

“Ungrateful!” said the girl. “I tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are you？ Only a student. Why, I don't believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain's nephew has;” and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

“What a silly thing Love is!” said the Student as he walked away. “It is not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and it is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and making one believe things that are not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go back to Philosophy and study Metaphysics.”

So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and began to read.
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“快乐起来吧，”夜莺放声说，“快乐起来吧，你将得到你的红玫瑰。我要在月光下用歌声孕育它，用我胸膛中的鲜血把它染红。我只求一件事情作为回报，就是你要做一个真正的恋人。因为尽管哲学充满智慧，然而爱情更渊博；尽管权力很伟大，可是爱情的法力更无边。焰火的色彩映红了爱情的翅膀，烈火的颜色沾染了爱情的躯干。他的嘴唇像蜜一样甜，他的气息跟乳香一样芬芳。”



⑴

 学生坐在草地上抬头仰望着，侧耳倾听。但是他不明白夜莺到底说了什么，因为他只知道那些写在书本上的东西。

可是橡树听懂了，他感到很难受，因为他十分喜爱这只在自己树枝上做巢的小夜莺。

“给我唱最后一支歌吧，”他轻声说，“你走之后我会寂寞难耐。”



⑵

 于是夜莺为橡树展开了歌喉，她的声音就像是银罐子里涌出的水声。

等她的歌声一停，学生便从草地上站起来，从他的口袋中拿出一个笔记本和一支铅笔。

他一边穿过小树林离开，一边自言自语道：“她的样子真好看。 这是不能否认的。但是她有情感吗？恐怕她没有。事实上，她像大多数艺术家一样，只讲究表面的形式，没有真诚的内涵。她是不会为别人做出牺牲的。她的心中只有音乐——人人都知道艺术是自私的。不过我还是得承认她的歌声里确实有些优美的调子。只可惜它们没有一点意义，也没有任何实际的好处。”他走进自己的屋中，躺在简陋的小床上，想起他那心爱的人儿，不一会儿就进入了梦乡。



⑶

 等到月光从天际洒下时，夜莺就朝玫瑰树飞去，将她的胸口压向了尖刺。她用胸膛顶着刺整整唱了一夜，就连冰冷如水晶的明月也俯下身来倾听。她的歌声持续了整夜，刺在她的胸口上越扎越深，她身体里的鲜血也越来越少。

她开始唱起少男少女心中萌芽的爱情。在玫瑰树最高的枝头上开出了一朵美丽绝伦的玫瑰，歌儿一首又一首地唱，花瓣也一片又一片地开放。起初，花瓣是黯淡的如同笼罩在河面的薄雾——，如同清晨天际线的一抹白。在最高枝头上盛开的那朵玫瑰花，就像银镜中的玫瑰影子，像池塘里的玫瑰倒影。

但那玫瑰树大声叫夜莺把刺插得更深一些。“压紧些，小夜莺，”树大叫着，“不然玫瑰还没有完成，黎明就会来临了。”



⑷

 于是夜莺把刺顶得更紧了，她的歌声也越来越响亮，因为她歌颂着一对成年男女心中炽烈的激情。

一层淡淡的红晕爬上了玫瑰花瓣，好似新郎亲吻新娘时微红的脸颊。但是花刺还没到达夜莺的心脏，所以玫瑰的花心仍旧雪白，因为只有夜莺的心血才能染红玫瑰的花心。

这时玫瑰树又大声叫夜莺顶得更紧些，“压紧些，小夜莺，”树高声叫着，“不然玫瑰还没有完成，黎明就会来临了。”



⑸

 于是夜莺就把玫瑰刺顶得更紧了，玫瑰花刺刺入了她的心房，一阵剧烈的痛楚袭遍了她的全身。疼痛越是厉害，歌声也越是激烈，因为她歌唱着由死亡而成就的爱恋，歌唱着在坟墓中也不朽的爱情。

最后这朵美丽绝伦的玫瑰变成了深红色，如同东方的天空。花瓣红得像一团烈火，花心更红似一块朱玉。

不过夜莺的歌声却渐渐变弱，她的一双小翅膀开始扑打起来，一层薄幕渐渐蒙住了她的双眼。她的歌声越来越模糊，她觉得仿佛喉咙被什么东西哽住了似的。



⑹

 这时她唱出了最后的歌声。明月听着歌声，竟然忘记了黎明，只顾在天空中徘徊。红玫瑰听到歌声，更是欣喜若狂，张开了所有的花瓣去迎接凉凉的晨风。回声把歌声带回了山中的紫色洞穴中，将酣睡中的牧童从梦乡唤醒。歌声流入河中的芦苇丛，芦苇又把这声音传给了大海。

“看呀，看呀！”玫瑰树叫喊着，“玫瑰已经长成了。”可是夜莺再也不能回答，因为她已经躺在长长的草丛中死去了，那根尖刺还插在她的心口。

中午时分，学生打开窗户朝外望去。



⑺

 “这……这是多么幸运呀！”他大声喊道，“这儿竟然有一朵红玫瑰！我从来都不曾见过这样的玫瑰。它太美了，它一定有一个很长的拉丁名字。”他俯下身去把玫瑰摘了下来。

于是他戴上帽子，手捧玫瑰，朝教授家跑去。

教授的女儿正坐在门口卷着一轴蓝色的丝线，她的小狗趴在她的脚边。



⑻

 “你说过只要我送你一朵红玫瑰，你就会与我跳舞，”学生高声说道，“这是世界上最红的一朵玫瑰花。你今晚就把它戴在你的胸前，我们一起跳舞的时候，花儿会告诉你我是多么爱你。”

然而少女却皱起眉头。

“我担心这花跟我的衣服不搭配，”她回答说，“再说，大臣的侄儿已经送给我一些珍贵的珠宝，人人都知道珠宝比花要贵重得多。”



⑼

 “好吧，我想说，你是个无情无义的人，”学生愤怒地说。他把玫瑰扔到了街上，玫瑰落到阴沟里，一辆马车从上面碾过。

“无情无义！”少女说，“告诉你吧，你实在是很无礼。再说，你是谁？只是个学生。我看像大臣侄儿鞋子上的银扣子，你都没有。”说完她就站起身来朝屋里走去。

“爱情是多么愚昧啊！”学生一边说，一边向外走去，“它不及逻辑的一半管用，因为它什么都证明不了，而它总是告诉人们一些不会发生的事，并且还让人相信一些不真实的事。实际上，它一点也不实用，而这个年代，做什么都是要讲究实际的。我还是回去学哲学，学形而上的东西吧。”

于是他回到自己的屋子里，拿出布满灰尘的大书，读了起来。
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《夜莺与玫瑰》不仅仅是一篇脍炙人口的童话，更像是一首含蓄而隽永的诗歌，通过其韵律般的语言和唯美的悲剧情节，道出了作者对爱的歌颂。作者运用了大量诗化的语言，通过排比、比喻等手法构建了一个如画般的童话世界。童话里的情境实际反映了作者至纯的内心世界——他在文学创作中提倡“为艺术而艺术”的唯美主义，作品本身也赞颂夜莺这样为了至真的爱情奋不顾身的生命个体。

作者也在创作中结合实际生活中他所见到的种种丑恶与不堪，来反衬他所追求的理想的家园。《夜莺与玫瑰》中，作者为每一个追求挚爱的角色安排了一个无情无义的对象，夜莺的对象是青年学生，学生的对象是教授的女儿。无论爱的追求者倾注了多少心血，多么渴望追寻爱，可最终一片真心付诸东海。夜莺的爱是至真至性、不求回报的，它的爱与生命凝结成一朵血红的玫瑰，象征了人间最美好的情感，而青年却看不到夜莺的牺牲，轻浮的少女更是在金钱的包围下对玫瑰不屑一顾。故事的巧妙之处在于，虽然真挚的情感以悲剧结束，但并未给读者带来绝望——通过对夜莺牺牲场景的唯美描述，作者将纯真的情感无限升华，点燃了同样至情至性的读者们对爱的美好渴望。




注
 ：

nightingale n.
 夜莺




注
 ：

mighty adj.
 有势力的




注
 ：

frankincense n.
 乳香




注
 ：

pallet n.
 简陋小床




注
 ：

ebb vi.
 减少




注
 ：

blossom vi.
 开花




注
 ：

marvelous adj.
 非凡的




注
 ：

flush vi.
 发红




注
 ：

bridegroom n.
 新郎




注
 ：

pang n.
 (肉体上的)剧痛




注
 ：

crimson n.
 深红色




注
 ：

girdle n.
 腰带




注
 ：

ruby n.
 红宝石




注
 ：

pluck vt.
 摘





The Happy Prince

快乐王子

奥斯卡·王尔德(Oscar Wilde)
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《快乐王子》是英国唯美主义作家奥斯卡·王尔德最著名的童话作品，收录于《快乐王子及其他》。故事里的快乐王子从来不知道忧愁，死后被铸成黄金雕像，后因目睹人世间的种种苦难而忧伤。多情的燕子冬天仍旧留在城中帮助快乐王子为贫穷的人们带来福音，最终因极寒而死，曾经美丽的雕像也因王子的施舍而变得破败不堪。《快乐王子》创作于英国维多利亚时期，王尔德在童话中表达了对该时期贫苦人民的深深同情和对不公平社会的斥责，勾勒了作者所向往的理想社会和理想人格。

All the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder, and told him stories of what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red ibises
注

 , who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold-fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives in the desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their camels, and carry amber
注

 beads in their hands; of the King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as ebony
注

 , and worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree, and has twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies
注

 who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war with the butterflies.



⑴

 “Dear little Swallow
注

 ,” said the Prince, “you tell me of marvelous things, but more marvelous than anything is the suffering of men and of women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you see there.”

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children looking out listlessly at the black streets. Under the archway
注

 of a bridge two little boys were lying in one another's arms to try and keep themselves warm. “How hungry we are!” they said. “You must not lie here,” shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out into the rain.

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.



⑵

 “I am covered with fine gold,” said the Prince, “you must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to my poor; the livings always think that gold can make them happy.”

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought to the poor, and the children's faces grew rosier, and they laughed and played games in the street. “We have bread now!” they cried.

Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The streets looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and glistening
注

 ; long icicles
注

 like crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and skated on the ice.



⑶

 The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs
注

 outside the baker's door when the baker was not looking and tried to keep himself warm by flapping his wings.

But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly up to the Prince's shoulder once more. “Good-bye, dear Prince!” he murmured, “will you let me kiss your hand？”

“I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you.”



⑷

 “It is not to Egypt that I am going,” said the Swallow. “I am going to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not？”

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet.

At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something had broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully
注

 hard frost.



⑸

 Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in company with the Town Councilors. As they passed the column he looked up at the statue: “Dear me! How shabby the Happy Prince looks!” he said.

“How shabby indeed!” cried the Town Councilors, who always agreed with the Mayor; and they went up to look at it.

“The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is golden no longer,” said the Mayor, “ in fact, he is little better than a beggar!”



⑹

 “Little better than a beggar,” said the Town Councilors.

“And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!” continued the Mayor. “We must really issue a proclamation
注

 that birds are not to be allowed to die here.” And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion.

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. “As he is no longer beautiful he is no longer useful,” said the Art Professor at the University.



⑺

 Then they melted the statue in a furnace
注

 , and the Mayor held a meeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the metal. “We must have another statue, of course,” he said, “and it shall be a statue of myself.”

“Of myself,” said each of the Town Councilors, and they quarreled. When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still.

“What a strange thing!” said the overseer
注

 of the workmen at the foundry
注

 . “This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw it away.” So they threw it on a dust-heap where the dead Swallow was also lying.



⑻

 “Bring me the two most precious things in the city,” said God to one of His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead bird.

“You have rightly chosen,” said God, “for in my garden of Paradise this little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy Prince shall praise me.”
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第二天他整日都栖在王子肩头，给他讲自己在异国他乡的所见所闻。他讲到那红色的朱鹭，它们在尼罗河岸排成长长的一列，用尖尖的嘴捕捉金鱼；还讲到司芬克斯，它的寿命与天地一样长久，住在沙漠里，通晓世间的一切；他讲到那些商人，手中握着琥珀念珠，与自己的骆驼缓缓地并肩而行；讲到月亮山的国王，他皮肤黝黑似乌木，以一块巨大的水晶为信仰；他讲到那条睡在棕榈树上的绿色大蟒蛇，二十个僧侣用蜜糖做的糕点来喂它；又讲到那些小矮人，他们乘坐扁平的大树叶漂过一大片湖泊，还老与蝴蝶发生战争。”



⑴

 “亲爱的小燕子，”王子说，“你为我讲了稀奇的事情，可是芸芸众生所遭受的苦难才更加稀奇。没有什么比苦难更不可思议的了。小燕子，到我的城市里飞一圈吧，告诉我你都看见了些什么。”

于是燕子飞到了那雄伟的城市上空，看见富人们在自己华丽的房屋中寻欢作乐，而乞丐们却坐在门外忍受饥寒。他飞进阴暗的小巷中，看见孩子们因为饥饿而苍白的面孔，他们没精打采地望着昏暗的街道。在一个桥洞中,两个孩子相互搂抱着，以此使自己温暖。“我们好饿呀！”他俩说。“你们不许躺在这儿，”看守人嚷道。于是两个孩子又彷徨着走进了雨中。

小燕子飞了回来，告诉了快乐王子自己所见的一切。



⑵

 “我浑身贴满了上等的黄金，”王子说，“你把它们一片一片地取下来，给我的穷人们送去。世上的人都认为黄金能给他们带来幸福。”

燕子将黄金一片一片地啄了下来，直到快乐王子变得灰暗无光。他又将这些金子一片一片地送给了穷人，于是孩子们的脸上泛起了红晕，他们笑着闹着在大街上玩耍。“我们现在有面包了！”孩子们喊叫着。

之后下起了雪，随之而来的是霜冻。街道看上去像是银子铸成的，明亮而又耀眼。长长的冰柱如同水晶制成的宝剑，悬挂在屋檐下。人人都穿上了皮大衣，小孩子们也戴上了大红帽子在冰面上滑行。



⑶

 可怜的小燕子觉得越来越冷，但是他却不肯离开王子，他太爱他了。他只好趁面包师不注意的时候，从面包店门口啄点面包屑充饥，并且拍打翅膀为自己取暖。

然而最终他知道自己将要死去了。他用尽最后一丝力气飞上了王子的肩头。“再见了，亲爱的王子！”他喃喃地说，“可以让我亲吻下你的手吗？”

“我真高兴你终于要往埃及去了，小燕子，”王子说，“你在这儿待了太长时间。不过你得亲亲我的嘴唇，因为我爱你。”



⑷

 “我要去的地方不是埃及，”燕子说，“我要去往死亡之境。死亡是长眠的兄弟，不是吗？”

接着他亲吻了快乐王子的嘴唇，然后就跌落在王子的脚下，死去了。

就在这时，雕像体内发出了奇怪的爆裂声，好像有什么东西碎了似的。原来快乐王子那颗铅做的心裂成了两半。这的确是个可怕的寒冬。



⑸

 第二天一早，市长在市参议员的陪同下来到了雕塑下面的广场。他们走过圆柱的时候，市长抬头看了一眼雕像，“我的天啊！快乐王子看上去多么破败！”他说。

“真是破极了！”市参议员们嚷道，他们平时总是附和市长。大家纷纷走上前去仔细查看。

“他剑柄上的红宝石已经掉了，蓝宝石眼珠也不见了，他也不再是金色的了，”市长说，“实际上，他比一个乞丐也好不了多少！”



⑹

 “的确比乞丐好不了多少，”市参议员们说。

“他的脚下竟然还躺着一只死鸟！”市长继续说，“我们真应该发布一个声明，禁止鸟类死在这个地方。”书记员便把这个建议记录了下来。

于是他们推倒了快乐王子的雕像。“既然他已不再美丽，那么也就不再有用了，”大学的艺术教授说。



⑺

 接着他们在炉子里熔化了这座雕像，市长还召集了一次会议来决定如何处理这些金属。“我们必须再造一座雕像。”他说，“一座我的雕像。”

“我的雕像，”每一位市参议员都这么说，他们争吵了起来。我最后听到人们谈论他们时，这些人都还在争吵。

“多么稀奇的事！”铸像厂的工头说，“这颗裂开的铅心在炉子里竟不能熔化。我们只能把它扔掉。”他们便把它扔到了垃圾堆里，死去的燕子也躺在那儿。



⑻

 “把城市里最珍贵的两件东西拿给我，”上帝对他的一位天使说。于是天使就把铅做的心和死去的鸟儿给上帝带了回来。

“你的选择对极了，”上帝说，“因为在我这天堂的花园里，这只小鸟可以永远地放声歌唱，而在我那黄金城堡中，快乐王子可以尽情地赞美我。”
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《快乐王子》这一则文学作品继承了王尔德童话题材故事中的“牺牲”主题。

王尔德擅长以最唯美的方式表达毁灭与死亡。他首先在故事中创造了两个人间芳物：美丽的小燕子与满身黄金、身嵌宝石的快乐王子。这两个角色本来生活在无忧无虑的温柔乡中，觉得人间处处是阳光，却无意中发现真实的世界实际上充满了痛苦与不堪。在这样的落差之下，这两个生命决定牺牲自己的美好，以解除芸芸众生的痛楚。最终，曾经最美丽华贵的生命残损破败，在垃圾堆中结束了自己的一生。作者通过描写快乐王子身上颜色从金黄到灰色，地位从市中心广场高大的塑像到垃圾堆里的废物这一反差，描绘了一幅凄凉的场景。

而在童话末尾，作者笔锋一转，从人间上升到了上帝层面，以上帝的口吻赞颂了这两个外表丑陋，而内在伟大的生命个体，反映了作者认为精神美高于形式美的价值观。《快乐王子》的情节颇具佛教精神特色，与乔达摩·悉达多王子到世间去体验苦难，最终成佛的故事异曲同工，均深刻探讨了毁灭与重生的相互关系。该作品在童话题材的包装下触及了人性与哲学问题，体现了作者深刻的文学思想。




注
 ：

ibis n.
 朱鹭




注
 ：

amber n.
 琥珀




注
 ：

ebony n.
 乌木




注
 ：

pygmy n.
 侏儒




注
 ：

swallow n.
 燕子




注
 ：

archway n.
 拱门




注
 ：

glistening adj.
 闪亮的




注
 ：

icicle n.
 冰柱




注
 ：

crumb n.
 面包屑




注
 ：

dreadful adj.
 可怕的




注
 ：

proclamation n.
 公告




注
 ：

furnace n.
 火炉




注
 ：

overseer n.
 工头




注
 ：

foundry n.
 铸造厂





The Little Girl

小女孩

凯瑟琳·曼斯菲尔德(Katherine Mansfield)
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凯瑟琳·曼斯菲尔德(1888—1923)，新西兰短篇小说家、女性文化主义者、新西兰文学的奠基人，被誉为百年来新西兰最有影响的作家之一。她的作品有着鲜明的现代主义倾向，善于运用象征手法和女性视角的语言。徐志摩评价她的作品是“纯粹的艺术”。其代表作品有：《花园酒会》(The Garden Party)、《幸福》(Bliss)和《在海湾》(At the Bay)等。
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《小女孩》是一则讲述父女情的故事。在小女孩凯齐娅的心中，爸爸是个威严、高大的人，她因此很怕他，与他说话的时候支支吾吾。一次，她在奶奶的鼓励下为爸爸缝制生日礼物，无意中剪碎了他重要的演讲稿，让爸爸勃然大怒。凯齐娅很伤心，想到隔壁麦克唐纳家慈祥的父亲，心中就隐隐作痛。直到有一天妈妈生病，家中只留下了凯齐娅和爸爸，她因为害怕黑暗，做了噩梦，没想到平时不苟言笑的爸爸将她抱进了怀中，安慰她入睡。《小女孩》是一篇典型的曼斯菲尔德作品，它截取日常的生活片段，刻画出其中细腻丰富的感情，读来令人心醉。

To the little girl he was a figure to be feared and avoided. Every morning before going to business he came into the nursery and gave her a perfunctory
注

 kiss, to which she responded with “Good-bye, father.” And oh, the glad sense of relief when she heard the noise of the buggy growing fainter and fainter down the long road!



⑴

 In the evening, leaning over the banisters
注

 at his home-coming, she heard his loud voice in the hall. “Bring my tea into the smoking-room.... Hasn't the paper come yet? Have they taken it into the kitchen again? Mother, go and see if my paper's out there — and bring me my slippers.”

“Kezia,” mother would call to her, “if you're a good girl you can come down and take off father's boots.” Slowly the girl would slip down the stairs, holding tightly to the banisters with one hand — more slowly still, across the hall, and push open the smoking-room door.

By that time he had his spectacles on and looked at her over them in a way that was terrifying to the little girl.



⑵

 “Well, Kezia, get a move on and pull off these boots and take them outside. Been a good girl to-day?”

“I d-d-don't know, father.”

“You d-d-don't know? If you stutter
注

 like that mother will have to take you to the doctor.”



⑶

 She never stuttered with other people — had quite given it up — but only with father, because then she was trying so hard to say the words properly.

“What's the matter? What are you looking so wretched
注

 about? Mother, I wish you would teach this child not to appear on the brink of suicide.... Here, Kezia, carry my teacup back to the table — carefully; your hands jog
注

 like an old lady's. And try to keep your handkerchief in your pocket, not up your sleeve.”

“Y-y-yes, father.”



⑷

 On Sundays she sat in the same pew
注

 with him in church, listening while he sang in a loud, clear voice, watching while he made little notes during the sermon with the stump
注

 of a blue pencil on the back of an envelope — his eyes narrowed to a slit — one hand beating a silent tattoo on the pew ledge. He said his prayers so loudly she was certain God heard him above the clergyman.

He was so big — his hands and his neck, especially his mouth when he yawned. Thinking about him alone in the nursery was like thinking about a giant.

On Sunday afternoons grandmother sent her down to the drawing-room, dressed in her brown velvet, to have a “nice talk with father and mother”. But the little girl always found mother reading The Sketch
 and father stretched out on the couch, his handkerchief on his face, his feet propped on one of the best sofa pillows, and so soundly sleeping that he snored.



⑸

 She, perched on the piano-stool, gravely watched him until he woke and stretched, and asked the time — then looked at her.

“Don't stare so, Kezia. You look like a little brown owl.”

One day, when she was kept indoors with a cold, the grandmother told her that father's birthday was next week, and suggested she should make him a pincushion for a present out of a beautiful piece of yellow silk.



⑹

 Laboriously
注

 , with a double cotton, the little girl stitched three sides. But what to fill it with? That was the question. The grandmother was out in the garden, and she wandered into mother's bedroom to look for “scraps”. On the bed table she discovered a great many sheets of fine paper, gathered them up, shredded them into tiny pieces, and stuffed her case, then sewed up the fourth side.

That night there was a hue
注

 and cry over the house. Father's great speech for the Port Authority had been lost. Rooms were ransacked
注

 — servants questioned. Finally mother came into the nursery.

“Kezia, I suppose you didn't see some papers on a table in our room?”

“Oh, yes,” she said. “I tore them up for my s'prise.”

“What!” screamed mother. “Come straight down to the dining-room this instant.”



⑺

 And she was dragged down to where father was pacing to and fro, hands behind his back.

“Well?” he said sharply.

Mother explained.

He stopped and stared in a stupefied
注

 manner at the child.

“Did you do that?”

“N-n-no,” she whispered.



⑻

 “Mother, go up to the nursery and fetch down the damned thing — see that the child's put to bed this instant.”

Crying too much to explain, she lay in the shadowed room watching the evening light sift
注

 through the Venetian blinds and trace a sad little pattern on the floor.

Then father came into the room with a ruler in his hands.

“I am going to whip you for this,” he said.

“Oh, no, no!” she screamed, cowering down under the bedclothes.

He pulled them aside.



⑼

 “Sit up,” he commanded, “and hold out your hands. You must be taught once and for all not to touch what does not belong to you.”

“But it was for your b-b-birthday.”

Down came the ruler on her little, pink palms.


⑽
 Hours later, when the grandmother had wrapped her in a shawl
注

 and rocked her in the rocking-chair the child cuddled close to her soft body.

“What did Jesus make fathers for?” she sobbed.

“Here's a clean hanky, darling, with some of my lavender water on it. Go to sleep, pet; you'll forget all about it in the morning. I tried to explain to father, but he was too upset to listen to-night.”



⑾

 But the child never forgot. Next time she saw him she whipped both hands behind her back, and a red colour flew into her cheeks.

The Macdonalds lived in the next-door house. Five children there were. Looking through a hole in the vegetable garden fence the little girl saw them playing “tag” in the evening. The father with the baby Mac on his shoulders, two little girls hanging on to his coat tails, ran round and round the flower beds, shaking with laughter. Once she saw the boys turn the hose on him — turn the hose on him — and he made a great grab at them, tickling them until they got hiccoughs.

Then it was she decided there were different sorts of fathers.



⑿

 Suddenly, one day, mother became ill, and she and grandmother drove into town in a closed carriage.

The little girl was left alone in the house with Alice, the “general”. That was all right in the daytime, but while Alice was putting her to bed she grew suddenly afraid.

“What'll I do if I have nightmare?” she asked. “I often have nightmare, and then grannie takes me into her bed — I can't stay in the dark — it all gets ‘whispery’. ... What'll I do if I do?”



⒀

 “You just go to sleep, child,” said Alice, pulling off her socks and whacking
注

 them against the bedrail, “and don't you holler out and wake your poor pa.”

But the same old nightmare came — the butcher with a knife and a rope who grew nearer and nearer, smiling that dreadful smile, while she could not move, could only stand still, crying out, “Grandma, Grandma!” She woke shivering, to see father beside her bed, a candle in his hand.

“What's the matter?” he said.



⒁

 “Oh, a butcher — a knife — I want grannie.” He blew out the candle, bent down and caught up the child in his arms, carrying her along the passage to the big bedroom. A newspaper was on the bed — a half-smoked cigar balanced against his reading-lamp. He pitched the paper on the floor, threw the cigar into the fireplace, then carefully tucked up the child. He lay down beside her. Half asleep still, still with the butcher's smile all about her, it seemed, she crept close to him, snuggled
注

 her head under his arm, held tightly to his pyjama jacket.

Then the dark did not matter; she lay still. “Here, rub your feet against my legs and get them warm,” said father.



⒂

 Tired out, he slept before the little girl. A funny feeling came over her. Poor father! Not so big, after all — and with no one to look after him.... He was harder than the grandmother, but it was a nice hardness.... And every day he had to work and was too tired to be a Mr. Macdonald.... She had torn up all his beautiful writing.... She stirred suddenly, and sighed.

“What's the matter?” asked father. “Another dream?”

“Oh,” said the little girl, “my head's on your heart; I can hear it going. What a big heart you've got, father dear.”
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在小女孩的眼中，他的形象是如此可怕，她得躲着他些。每天早晨上班之前，他都会来到儿童房里，敷衍地亲她一下，她也就回一句：“爸爸再见。”当她听到轻便马车在那条长长的路上逐渐远去的声音，她是多么愉快地舒了口气呀！



⑴

 晚上他到家的时候，她靠在楼梯栏杆上，听见他在门厅里大声嚷：“把我的茶端到吸烟室去……报纸还没来吗？是他们又送到厨房里去了吗？孩子他妈，去看看我的报纸是不是在那儿——还有把我的拖鞋拿过来。”

“凯齐娅，”于是妈妈喊着她：“好孩子，快下来帮爸爸脱靴子。”于是女孩一只手紧紧地抓住栏杆，慢吞吞地蹭着楼梯下来，然后以更慢的速度穿过门厅，推开吸烟室的门。

这时他已经戴上了眼镜，眼神从镜面之上向她扫过来，那样子真让小女孩害怕极了。



⑵

 “嘿，凯齐娅，快动起来，帮我把这靴子脱掉，拿到外面去。你今天乖了没有？”

“我不——不——不知道，爸爸。”

“你不——不——不知道？要是你再这么结结巴巴地说话，你妈妈就得带你去看医生了。”



⑶

 她跟别人说话从来不结巴——这毛病差不多全改掉了，可在爸爸面前就是不行，因为她吃力地想把每个字都咬清楚。

“怎么回事呀？瞧你这垂头丧气的样子。孩子他妈，我看你得教教这孩子，别老是一副活不下去的样子……凯齐娅，来，把我的茶杯放到桌上去——小心点放，你的手抖得像个老太婆。还有，把你的手绢放到口袋里去，别塞在袖子里面。”

“好——好——好的，爸爸。”



⑷

 每到星期天，她与他坐在教堂里的同一张长椅上，听他用洪亮而清晰的声音唱着颂歌，看他边听牧师讲道，边用一支蓝铅笔头在信封背面做笔记——他的两眼眯成了一条缝，一只手在前排长椅的靠背上无声地敲打着。他的祷告声是如此响亮，她相信上帝听他的声音比听牧师的还要清楚。

他是多么高大——他的双手和他的脖子，特别是他打哈欠时的那张大嘴。在儿童房里一想起他时，脑海中就会出现一个巨人。

星期天的午后，奶奶会为她穿好棕色天鹅绒衣裳，带她到楼下的会客室里“跟爸爸妈妈好好说会儿话”。可是小女孩总是看到妈妈在读《随笔》杂志，而爸爸摊开身子躺在沙发上，脸上盖着块手绢，双脚搭在最好的一张靠垫上，睡得很沉，都打起呼噜来了。



⑸

 她像小鸟般栖在琴凳上，一本正经地看着他，直到他醒来，伸了个懒腰，问是什么时候——然后便朝她看过来。

“别这么盯着，凯齐娅。你就像只棕色小猫头鹰。”

一天，她感冒了，被关在家里，奶奶告诉她，下周就是爸爸的生日，还出主意让她用一块好看的黄绸子做个针插送给他。



⑹

 小女孩吃力地用双股棉线把三边缝了起来。可里面填些什么进去呢？这可是个问题。奶奶去了花园里，于是她逛来逛去找“碎布”，最后进了妈妈的卧室。她在床头桌上发现了几张挺不错的纸，就把它们摞在一起，剪成碎片，塞进了套子里，然后把第四边缝上了。

当天晚上，屋子里传来了大嚷大叫的声音。爸爸为港口管理局准备的演讲稿不见了。所有的房间都被翻了个底朝天，仆人们一个个都被盘问过。最后，妈妈来到了儿童房。

“凯齐娅，我们屋桌上的那些纸，你瞧见过吗？”

“噢，见过，”她说，“我把它们撕了做礼物用了。”

“什么！”妈妈尖叫了起来，“马上下楼到餐厅去！”



⑺

 于是她被拽着来到了爸爸跟前，他双手背在身后，正来回踱着步。

“怎么了？”他严厉地问道。

妈妈告诉了他事情的经过。

他站住了，目瞪口呆地看着自己的孩子。

“是你干的？”

“不——不——不是，”她低声地说。



⑻

 “孩子他妈，上楼去儿童房把那该死的东西拿下来——马上让这孩子上床去。”

她已经哭得顾不上解释了，于是就躺在被遮得暗暗的房间里，望着那从百叶窗缝隙里透过来的一缕缕光线，和它们在地上描出的一小幅悲惨的图案。

接着，父亲走进了房间，手中拿着一把戒尺。

“这次我得抽你一顿，”他说。

“啊，不，不！”她尖叫着，在被子里面缩成一团。

他掀开了被子。



⑼

 “坐直了，”他命令道，“把你的手伸出来。你要永远记住这个教训，不是你的东西，一定不能碰。”

“可那是为了你的生——生——生日。”

尺子砸在了她粉红色的小手掌中。



⑽

 几个钟头以后，奶奶用披肩裹着她，坐在摇椅上摇啊摇，孩子蜷缩着贴在奶奶柔软的怀里。

“这个世界上为什么要有爸爸呢？”她抽泣着说。

“乖乖，拿着这块干净的手绢，上面有我洒的香水。睡吧，宝贝儿。明天你就什么都忘了。我一直跟你爸爸解释，可他今晚火太大，什么都听不进去。”



⑾

 可是这孩子怎么也忘不了。下回再看到他时，她一下子将双手背在身后，脸颊一瞬间变得绯红。

麦克唐纳一家就住在隔壁。他家有五个孩子。小女孩从菜园子篱笆上的一个洞望过去，看见他们晚上玩“追人”的游戏。他们的爸爸将小宝宝马克放在肩头，衣服下摆被两个小女儿紧紧拉住，他们一起绕着花坛一圈又一圈地跑，笑得前仰后合。有一次她还看到儿子们拿起喷头向他喷水——他们可是在朝他喷水啊——然后他一把抓住了他们，挠他们的痒痒，直到他们笑得打起嗝来。

那时她便明白了，世界上有各种各样的爸爸。



⑿

 有一天，妈妈突然病了，她和奶奶一起坐在被封得严严实实的马车里，进城去了。

小女孩被独自留在了家中，“总管”爱丽丝陪着她。白天一切都还好，可当爱丽丝把她放到床上去后，她突然害怕起来。

“如果我做噩梦了怎么办？”她问道，“我经常做噩梦，每次奶奶都会把我抱到她的床上去。我不能待在黑屋子里，这里总有什么动静，如果我做噩梦了，怎么办啊？”



⒀

 “你只管睡好了，孩子，”爱丽丝边说边脱下了她的袜子，甩到了床杆上。你可别乱喊，别吵醒你那可怜的爸爸。”

可那老出现的噩梦却还是来了——屠夫拿着菜刀和绳子一步步地逼近，脸上带着可怕的微笑。她不能动，只能原地站着，大喊出来：“奶奶，奶奶！”她浑身颤抖着醒了过来，看见父亲正在床边，手握着蜡烛。

“这是怎么了？”他说。



⒁

 “啊，有个屠夫——还有刀——我要奶奶。”他吹熄了蜡烛，弯下腰来把孩子抱进了臂弯里，将她带到了走廊另一头的大屋中。床上有一张报纸，台灯上搭着半卷未抽完的雪茄。他把报纸摔到了地上，将烟扔到了火炉里，然后小心翼翼地为孩子盖上了被子，在她身边躺了下来。她仍是半睡半醒，感觉到屠夫的笑脸在脑中挥之不去，她朝他身边挪近了一些，将脑袋倚在了他的手臂下面，牢牢地攥住了他的睡衣。

这样一来，黑暗就不算什么了。她一动不动地躺着。“来，把你的脚放在我腿上蹭蹭，这样能暖和些。”爸爸说。



⒂

 他困极了，比小女孩先入睡。一种奇怪的感觉占据了她的头脑。可怜的爸爸呀！他其实不是那么高大，也没有人来照看他。他是要比奶奶严厉些，但也不是不好。每天他都要去工作，太累了，不能像麦克唐纳先生那样。一想到自己将他那些漂亮的文章都给扯碎了，她便一下子转过身子去，叹了口气。

“这是怎么了？”爸爸问道，“又做梦了？”

“噢，”小女孩说，“我的头在你的胸口，我能听见你心跳的声音。我亲爱的爸爸，你的心可真大啊。”

[image: ]


《小女孩》将严父与女儿之间的爱写到了极致。凯瑟琳·曼斯菲尔德从她的儿时生活中提取了大量素材：她出身于有名望的家庭，父亲曾任职新西兰银行主席，被授予勋爵，在她儿时，父亲长期在外为公事忙碌，做公共演讲是常有的事。可能曼斯菲尔德笔下小女孩与父亲的微妙关系，便是她对自己儿时情况的真实记录。

曼斯菲尔德善于描写女性细腻的情感，而几岁小女孩的动作心思也被她拿捏得准确到位。父亲在小女孩的心中常以一个巨人的形象出现，这样的设定，不仅符合现实中小孩子心里父亲们普遍的高大形象，也表现出了父亲在主人公心中的威严。在受到父亲责骂后，小女孩在没有开灯的房间里独自哭泣，连从百叶窗缝隙里透过来的光线看起来都像是一幅悲伤的图画，许多少女在受到委屈后都有类似的体验吧！一句“这个世界上为什么要有爸爸呢”是小女孩在受到父亲责骂以后最童真、最令人心痛的问话。作家萧乾说，读《小女孩》就像是“听一阕德彪西的音乐诗，感到淡淡的哀愁，又好像一只毛茸茸的爪子，在轻轻地挠着我的心。”相信众多读者的心也同样被小女孩的天真愁绪深深打动。




注
 ：

perfunctory adj.
 敷衍的




注
 ：

banister n.
 楼梯的扶栏




注
 ：

stutter vt. & vi.
 结结巴巴地说话




注
 ：

wretched adj.
 可怜的




注
 ：

jog vt. & vi.
 蹒跚行进




注
 ：

pew n.
 教堂内的靠背长凳




注
 ：

stump n.
 残余部分




注
 ：

laboriously adv.
 辛苦地




注
 ：

hue n.
 叫声




注
 ：

ransack vt.
 遍寻




注
 ：

stupefied adj.
 目瞪口呆的




注
 ：

sift vt.
 撒




注
 ：

shawl n.
 围巾




注
 ：

whack vt.
 重打




注
 ：

snuggle vt. & vi.
 偎依





Feuille d'Album

画册的一页

凯瑟琳·曼斯菲尔德(Katherine Mansfield)
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《画册的一页》收录于曼斯菲尔德好评如潮的作品集《幸福》之中，讲述了两个孤独的年轻人相遇的故事。年轻的画家弗兰契独自住在巴黎，受到许多巴黎贵妇人的喜爱，而他对贵妇们却十分冷漠，宁愿每天独自面对孤独。直到有一天，他看到了窗户对面一位不知名的贫寒少女，开始觉得她与自己是同一类人，想象着与她在一起的样子。终于有一天，他鼓起勇气跟随着少女上街买菜，拾到了她掉落的鸡蛋，在她开门的瞬间叫住她，递给了她鸡蛋。该作品如一幅隽永的小品，用印象主义的手法描绘了主人公洁身自好的生活态度和对女孩恬淡的爱恋，透过主人公的艺术理想表现了自己“反对堕落”的文学创作理念。

One evening he was sitting at the side window eating some prunes and throwing the stones on to the tops of the huge umbrellas in the deserted flower market. It had been raining — the first real spring rain of the year had fallen — a bright spangle
注

 hung on everything, and the air smelled of buds and moist earth. Many voices sounding languid and content rang out in the dusky
注

 air, and the people who had come to close their windows and fasten the shutters leaned out instead. Down below in the market the trees were peppered
注

 with new green. What kind of trees were they? He wondered. And now came the lamplighter. He stared at the house across the way, the small, shabby house, and suddenly, as if in answer to his gaze, two wings of windows opened and a girl came out on to the tiny balcony carrying a pot of daffodils. She was a strangely thin girl in a dark pinafore, with a pink handkerchief tied over her hair. Her sleeves were rolled up almost to her shoulders and her slender arms shone against the dark stuff.



⑴

 “Yes, it is quite warm enough. It will do them good,” she said, puffing down the pot and turning to someone in the room inside. As she turned she put her hands up to the handkerchief and tucked away some wisps
注

 of hair. She looked down at the deserted market and up at the sky, but where he sat there might have been a hollow in the air. She simply did not see the house opposite. And then she disappeared.

His heart fell out of the side window of his studio, and down to the balcony of the house opposite — buried itself in the pot of daffodils under the half-opened buds and spears of green. That room with the balcony was the sitting-room, and the one next door to it was the kitchen. He heard the clatter
注

 of the dishes as she washed up after supper, and then she came to the window, knocked a little mop against the ledge
注

 , and hung it on a nail to dry. She never sang or unbraided her hair, or held out her arms to the moon as young girls are supposed to do. And she always wore the same dark pinafore and the pink handkerchief over her hair....Whom did she live with? Nobody else came to those two windows, and yet she was always talking to someone in the room. Her mother, he decided, was an invalid. They took in sewing. The father was dead....He had been a journalist — very pale, with long moustaches, and a piece of black hair falling over his forehead.



⑵

 By working all day they just made enough money to live on, but they never went out and they had no friends. Now when he sat down at his table he had to make an entirely new set of sworn statements....Not to go to the side window before a certain hour: signed, Ian French. Not to think about her until he had put away his painting things for the day: signed, Ian French.

It was quite simple. She was the only person he really wanted to know, because she was, he decided, the only other person alive who was just his age. He couldn't stand giggling
注

 girls, and he had no use for grown-up women....She was his age, she was — well, just like him. He sat in his dusky studio, tired, with one arm hanging over the back of his chair, staring in at her window and seeing himself in there with her. She had a violent temper; they quarreled terribly at times, he and she. She had a way of stamping her foot and twisting her hands in her pinafore
注

 ...furious. And she very rarely laughed. Only when she told him about an absurd little kitten she once had who used to roar and pretend to be a lion when it was given meat to eat. Things like that made her laugh....But as a rule they sat together very quietly; he, just as he was sitting now, and she with her hands folded in her lap and her feet tucked under, talking in low tones, or silent and tired after the day's work. Of course, she never asked him about his pictures, and of course he made the most wonderful drawings of her which she hated, because he made her so thin and so dark....But how could he get to know her? This might go on for years....



⑶

 Then he discovered that once a week, in the evenings, she went out shopping. On two successive Thursdays she came to the window wearing an old-fashioned cape over the pinafore, and carrying a basket. From where he sat he could not see the door of her house, but on the next Thursday evening at the same time he snatched
注

 up his cap and ran down the stairs. There was a lovely pink light over everything. He saw it glowing in the river, and the people walking towards him had pink faces and pink hands.

He leaned against the side of his house waiting for her and he had no idea of what he was going to do or say. “Here she comes,” said a voice in his head. She walked very quickly, with small, light steps; with one hand she carried the basket, with the other she kept the cape together....What could he do? He could only follow....First she went into the grocer's and spent a long time in there, and then she went into the butcher's where she had to wait her turn. Then she was an age at the draper's matching something, and then she went to the fruit shop and bought a lemon. As he watched her he knew more surely than ever he must get to know her, now. Her composure
注

 , her seriousness and her loneliness, the very way she walked as though she was eager to be done with this world of grown-ups all was so natural to him and so inevitable.



⑷

 “Yes, she is always like that,” he thought proudly. “We have nothing to do with these people.”

But now she was on her way home and he was as far off as ever....She suddenly turned into the dairy and he saw her through the window buying an egg. She picked it out of the basket with such care — a brown one, a beautifully shaped one, the one he would have chosen. And when she came out of the dairy he went in after her. In a moment he was out again, and following her past his house across the flower market, dodging
注

 among the huge umbrellas and treading
注

 on the fallen flowers and the round marks where the pots had stood....Through her door he crept, and up the stairs after, taking care to tread in time with her so that she should not notice. Finally, she stopped on the landing, and took the key out of her purse. As she put it into the door he ran up and faced her.



⑸

 Blushing more crimson
注

 than ever, but looking at her severely he said, almost angrily: “Excuse me, Mademoiselle, you dropped this.”

And he handed her an egg.
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一天晚上，他坐在侧窗旁吃着梅子，把果核扔到空无一人的花市中那些巨大的伞盖上面。雨一直在下——这是今年第一场真正的春雨——所有的东西都亮晶晶的，空气中弥漫着花蕾的芬芳和湿润泥土的气息。许多听起来无精打采而又心满意足的说话声在幽暗的空气中回响，本想去关窗、合上百叶帘的人们却将身体探出了窗外。在楼下的花市里，树木冒出了点点新绿。那是些什么树？他有些好奇。点街灯的人过来了。他呆呆地看着马路对面的那座房子，那座小小的、破旧的房子。突然，仿佛他的凝视得到了回应，两扇窗户打开了，一个女孩手捧着一盆水仙花来到了外面狭小的阳台上。这是一个异常瘦削的女孩，系着一块深色的围裙，头上扎着一条粉红色的头巾。她的袖子挽得很高，几乎到了肩膀，纤细的胳膊在暗色衣衫的反衬下显得很有光泽。



⑴

 “是的，天气够暖和的。对这些花儿有好处。”她放下花盆，转身朝屋里的人说。就在转过去时，她抬手把几缕散开的头发塞入了头巾里。她往下瞧了瞧那空空荡荡的市场，又抬头看了看天。但是，他坐的这个地方仿佛是空中的一个洞，她完全没有看到对面这座楼房。接着她就进屋不见了。

他的心也从画室的侧窗跌了出去，落到了对面房子的阳台上——埋在了那盆花苞半开、绿叶如矛的水仙花花盆里了。带阳台的那个房间是客厅，紧挨着的那间是厨房。她在晚饭后洗碗，他听到了碗碟叮叮当当的声响。然后她走到窗户旁，在窗台上敲打一个小拖把，再把它挂在钉子上晾干。和别的年轻姑娘不同，她从不唱歌，从不披散头发，也从不把手臂伸向月亮。她总是系着同一条深色围裙，头发上绑着同一条粉红色头巾……她和谁住在一起？没有别的人走到过这两扇窗户面前，可她常常和屋里的一个人说话。他断定她的母亲是个病人。她们在家接针线活做。她的父亲去世了……他生前是个记者——脸色苍白，胡子长长的，一缕黑发垂在额前。



⑵

 她们从早到晚地干活，仅够维持生计，但是她们从不外出，也没有朋友。现在，当他在桌前坐下时，便不得不做出一套全新的誓言了……在某一时间之前，不要靠近侧窗。伊恩·弗兰奇（签名）。在完成当天工作、把画具收好之前不能想她。伊恩·弗兰奇（签名）。

事情很简单。在他真的想了解的人中，她是仅有的那个，因为他认定，她是所有活着的人当中唯一与他同龄的人。他受不了咯咯笑的女孩，也不喜欢成熟的女人……她和他同岁，她——嗯，跟他简直一样。他疲倦地坐在昏暗的画室里，一只胳膊搭在椅背上，盯着她的窗户，想着自己在那儿，和她一起。她脾气暴躁，他和她有时吵得很厉害。她跺着脚，在围裙上拧着双手，怒气十足。她很少笑。她向他讲起她从前养过的一只可笑的小猫。每次喂它肉吃的时候，它都会吼叫几声，以为自己是狮子。只有这样的事情才会让她笑起来……但一般说来他们只会安安静静地坐在一起。他就像现在这样坐着，而她则两手交叉放在膝盖上，两只脚缩在下面，低声地说话，或者默不作声，因为干了一天活，觉得很累。当然，她从不过问他的画，而他，当然会给她画许多美丽的画，她却不喜欢，因为他把她画得又瘦又黑……可怎样才能认识她呢？现在的这种情况可能会持续好几年……



⑶

 后来，他发现每周都有一天，她会晚上出来买东西。连续两个星期四，她都走到窗前，拎着个篮子，围裙外罩了一个过时的斗篷。从他坐的地方看不到她那所房子的大门。但接下来的那个星期四晚上，就在同一时间，他抓起帽子就跑下了楼梯。一切都笼罩在那可爱的粉红色的光晕中。他看到那粉红色的光在河水中闪耀，人们向他走来，他们的脸和手也都是粉红色的。

他斜靠在楼房的一侧等她，不知道接下来该做些什么，说些什么。一个声音在他的脑子里说道：“她来了。”她迈着轻盈的小步子很快走了过来，一只手提着篮子，另一只手把斗篷的两边抓拢在一起。他应该怎么办？他只能尾随着。她先去了杂货店，在那儿花了很长时间，接着又走进肉店，在那儿她得排队等着。然后她又去布店搭配什么东西，过了好久，又去水果店买了一个柠檬。在他注视着她的时候，他比以前更加确信他必须去结识她，就是现在。她的沉着，她的严肃与孤独，她那仿佛急切地要和这个成年人的世界了断关系一般的独特步伐，这一切对他来说都是那么自然、那么注定。



⑷

 “是的，她总是那样，”他得意地想，“我们和这些人毫不相干。”

但是现在她已经在回家的路上，他还像先前那样离她那么远。她突然转身进入了乳品店，他隔着窗户看见她正在买鸡蛋。她格外小心地从筐里挑选了一个出来——一个棕色的、有着漂亮形状的鸡蛋，若是他，也会挑这个。当她走出乳品店之后，他走了进去。随即他又走了出来，跟着她走过他的屋子，穿过了花市，避开一个个大伞，踏着掉落的花和花盆留下的圆印。他悄悄地走进了她家大门，跟着她上楼，小心谨慎地选择恰当的时机跟随，让她不至于发觉。终于，她在楼梯平台停了下来，从钱包里取出钥匙。就在她把钥匙插进房门的时候，他跑了上来，站在她面前。



⑸

 他的脸从来没有这样红过，但他严肃地看着她，近乎生气地说道：“抱歉，小姐，你落下了这个。”

他递给了她一个鸡蛋。
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在小说《画册的一页》中，作者大量地使用了象征手法，勾勒出了一幅恬淡隽永的初恋水彩画卷，使小说充满了现代主义的气息。作者熟练地运用意识流的手法描写少年的情窦初开：“他的心也从画室的侧窗跌了出去，落到了对面房子的阳台上——埋在了那盆花苞半开、绿叶似矛的水仙花花盆里了”，也让主人公想象两人在一起的时光：“她脾气暴躁，他们有时吵得很厉害”，当他第一次要去见她时，感觉到“一切都笼罩在那可爱的粉红色的光晕中”。在作者的笔下，少年青涩的模样生动活泼、跃然纸上。

该作品的文字基调基本是明快的，而其核心却是孤独、敏感的。主人公独自居住在楼顶，没有人能进入他的房间，与他对话的就是自己的日记本。女孩也是孤独的，她和害病的母亲住在一起，每天都重复做着同样的活来维持生计。这两个人都与巴黎的繁华与浮夸格格不入，少年之所以认为自己找到了伙伴，是因为他对于孤独的执着与偏爱。少年向女孩表现自己爱慕的方式也十分含蓄，他只是跟随着她，到了最后才鼓起勇气递给了她一个鸡蛋。这是一种在现代社会中可贵也可爱的含蓄。作者笔下处处透露着对孤独的偏爱，也表现了她不受大众审美的影响，孤独追求艺术理想的态度。弗兰奇正是作者自我形象的写照。




注
 ：

spangle n.
 亮晶晶的小东西




注
 ：

dusky adj.
 暗淡的




注
 ：

pepper vt.
 使布满




注
 ：

wisp n.
 小捆




注
 ：

clatter n.
 哗啦声




注
 ：

ledge n.
 壁架




注
 ：

giggle vi.
 咯咯地笑




注
 ：

pinafore n.
 围裙




注
 ：

snatch vi.
 抢走




注
 ：

composure n.
 镇静




注
 ：

dodge vt.
 避开




注
 ：

tread vt.
 踏




注
 ：

crimson adj.
 深红色的
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世 间 百 态
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The young man turned to him with a look of disarming frankness which put him instantly on his guard.

年轻人朝他转过头来，露出一副令人不设防的坦率表情，这让戈兹比突然心生防备。

——萨基　《黄昏》




Dusk

黄昏

萨基(Saki)
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萨基(1870—1916)，原名赫克托·休·芒罗(Hector Hugh Munro)，英国小说家。他的作品大多描写英国上层社会和中产阶级的生活，结构严谨，构思奇妙，结尾常常出人意料，叙述和描写多有夸张，幽默及讽喻随处可见。其著名作品有：《雷金纳德》(Reginald
 )、《克洛维斯记事》(The Chronicles of Clovis
 )、《方蛋》(The Square Egg
 )等。
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《黄昏》是萨基的著名短篇小说之一，讲述了伦敦的一位中产者戈兹比在黄昏街道上的遭遇。戈兹比喜欢在黄昏时刻观察来往的行人，认为他们都带着失意者的阴影。某日黄昏他坐在街边的长凳上，断定身旁坐着的老人是家庭生活的失败者。老人离开后一个年轻人在此就座，向戈兹比讲述了他的倒霉遭遇，并希望戈兹比能伸出援手。戈兹比怀疑年轻人在撒谎便拒绝了他，之后却找到证据证明年轻人是诚实的。于是戈兹比向年轻人道歉并帮助了他，最后却发现那所谓的证据并不成立。萨基用其擅长的讽刺手法和出人意料的结尾，使故事一波三折，读来引人入胜。该小说讽刺了人的主观意识所造成的错误判断，反映了英国爱德华时期工业蓬勃发展后带来的贫富差距和社会信任等问题。

On the bench by his side sat an elderly gentleman with a drooping
注

 air of defiance that was probably the remaining vestige of self-respect in an individual who had ceased to defy successfully anybody or anything. His clothes could scarcely be called shabby, at least they passed muster in the half-light, but one's imagination could not have pictured the wearer embarking on the purchase of a half-crown box of chocolates or laying out nine pence on a carnation buttonhole. He belonged unmistakably to that forlorn orchestra to whose piping no one dances; he was one of the world's lamenters who induce no responsive weeping. As he rose to go Gortsby imagined him returning to a home circle where he was snubbed and of no account, or to some bleak lodging where his ability to pay a weekly bill was the beginning and end of the interest he inspired. His retreating figure vanished slowly into the shadows, and his place on the bench was taken almost immediately by a young man, fairly well dressed but scarcely more cheerful of mien than his predecessor. As if to emphasize the fact that the world went badly with him the new-comer unburdened himself of an angry and very audible expletive as he flung himself into the seat.



⑴

 “You don't seem in a very good temper,” said Gortsby, judging that he was expected to take due notice of the demonstration.

The young man turned to him with a look of disarming frankness which put him instantly on his guard.

“You wouldn't be in a good temper if you were in the fix I'm in,” he said; “I've done the silliest thing I've ever done in my life.”



⑵

 “Yes？” said Gortsby dispassionately.

“Came up this afternoon, meaning to stay at the Patagonian Hotel in Berkshire Square,” continued the young man; “when I got there I found it had been pulled down some weeks ago and a cinema theatre run up on the site. The taxi driver recommended me to another hotel some way off and I went there. I just sent a letter to my people, giving them the address, and then I went out to buy some soap — I'd forgotten to pack any and I hate using hotel soap. Then I strolled about a bit, had a drink at a bar and looked at the shops, and when I came to turn my steps back to the hotel I suddenly realized that I didn't remember its name or even what street it was in. There's a nice predicament
注

 for a fellow who hasn't any friends or connections in London! Of course I can wire to my people for the address, but they won't have got my letter till to-morrow; meantime I'm without any money, came out with about a shilling on me, which went in buying the soap and getting the drink, and here I am, wandering about with two pence in my pocket and nowhere to go for the night.”

There was an eloquent
注

 pause after the story had been told. “I suppose you think I've spun you rather an impossible yarn,” said the young man presently, with a suggestion of resentment in his voice.



⑶

 “Not at all impossible,” said Gortsby judicially
注

 ; “I remember doing exactly the same thing once in a foreign capital, and on that occasion there were two of us, which made it more remarkable. Luckily we remembered that the hotel was on a sort of canal, and when we struck the canal we were able to find our way back to the hotel.”

The youth brightened at the reminiscence. “In a foreign city I wouldn't mind so much,” he said; “one could go to one's Consul and get the requisite
注

 help from him. Here in one's own land one is far more derelict
注

 if one gets into a fix. Unless I can find some decent chap to swallow my story and lend me some money I seem likely to spend the night on the Embankment. I'm glad, anyhow, that you don't think the story outrageously improbable.”

He threw a good deal of warmth into the last remark, as though perhaps to indicate his hope that Gortsby did not fall far short of the requisite decency.



⑷

 “Of course,” said Gortsby slowly, “the weak point of your story is that you can't produce the soap.”

The young man sat forward hurriedly, felt rapidly in the pockets of his overcoat, and then jumped to his feet.

“I must have lost it,” he muttered angrily.



⑸

 “To lose a hotel and a cake of soap on one afternoon suggests willful carelessness,” said Gortsby, but the young man scarcely waited to hear the end of the remark. He flitted
注

 away down the path, his head held high, with an air of somewhat jaded
注

 jauntiness
注

 .

“It was a pity,” mused Gortsby; “the going out to get one's own soap was the one convincing touch in the whole story, and yet it was just that little detail that brought him to grief. If he had had the brilliant forethought to provide himself with a cake of soap, wrapped and sealed with all the solicitude
注

 of the chemist's counter, he would have been a genius in his particular line. In his particular line genius certainly consists of an infinite capacity for taking precautions.”



⑹

 With that reflection Gortsby rose to go; as he did so an exclamation of concern escaped him. Lying on the ground by the side of the bench was a small oval packet, wrapped and sealed with the solicitude of a chemist's counter. It could be nothing else but a cake of soap, and it had evidently fallen out of the youth's overcoat pocket when he flung himself down on the seat. In another moment Gortsby was scudding
注

 along the dusk-shrouded path in anxious quest for a youthful figure in a light overcoat. He had nearly given up the search when he caught sight of the object of his pursuit standing irresolutely on the border of the carriage drive, evidently uncertain whether to strike across the Park or make for the bustling
注

 pavements of Knightsbridge. He turned round sharply with an air of defensive hostility when he found Gortsby hailing him.

“The important witness to the genuineness of your story has turned up,” said Gortsby, holding out the cake of soap; “it must have slid out of your overcoat pocket when you sat down on the seat. I saw it on the ground after you left. You must excuse my disbelief, but appearances were really rather against you, and now, as I appealed to the testimony of the soap I think I ought to abide by its verdict. If the loan of a sovereign is any good to you —”

The young man hastily removed all doubt on the subject by pocketing the coin.



⑺

 “Here is my card with my address,” continued Gortsby; “any day this week will do for returning the money, and here is the soap — don't lose it again it's been a good friend to you.”

“Lucky thing you finding it,” said the youth, and then, with a catch
注

 in his voice, he blurted out a word or two of thanks and fled headlong in the direction of Knightsbridge.

“Poor boy, he as nearly as possible broke down,” said Gortsby to himself. “I don't wonder either; the relief from his quandary
注

 must have been acute. It's a lesson to me not to be too clever in judging by circumstances.”



⑻

 As Gortsby retraced his steps past the seat where the little drama had taken place he saw an elderly gentleman poking and peering beneath it and on all sides of it, and recognized his earlier fellow occupant.

“Have you lost anything, sir？” he asked.

“Yes, sir, a cake of soap.”
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在那张长椅上，有一位老人面带孤傲的表情坐在他旁边，这种傲气或许来自于一个无力再蔑视任何事物的人那残余的自尊心。很难说他衣着破旧，至少在昏暗的光线下还算过得去，不过也很难想象这样的人会花两个多先令买一盒巧克力，或者拿出九便士来换一个康乃馨胸花。毫无疑问，他的心弦无人应和，他的哀伤也无人同情。当他要起身离开时，戈兹比想象着他将回到家中，在那里将备受冷落，或者走回某个简陋的公寓，在那里他唯一关心的问题就是能不能交足每周的租金。他远去的背影渐渐消失，他的座位马上就被一个年轻人占据了。这个年轻人穿得很考究，但是心情看上去一点也不比刚才那人好。这新来的家伙愤怒而响亮地啐了一声，猛地坐了下来，仿佛是要强调自己时运不佳。



⑴

 戈兹比认为自己应当对这样的表现有所反应，于是说：“您的心情不大好吧。”

年轻人朝他转过头来，露出一副令人不设防的坦率表情，这让戈兹比突然心生防备。

“您要是遇到了我这样的困难，心情也不会好的，”他说，“我干了这辈子最愚蠢的事。”



⑵

 “是吗？”戈兹比若无其事地说。

“我是今天下午到达这里的，本打算住在伯克希尔广场的巴塔哥尼亚旅馆，”年轻人接着说，“我到了那儿才发现旅馆已经在几个星期前拆掉了，原地盖起了一座新的电影院。出租车司机说不远处还有一家旅馆，我就去了那里。我给家里人寄了信，写明了我的住址，然后我上街去买香皂——我用不惯旅馆的香皂，自己又忘了带。买到香皂后我闲逛了一会儿，在酒吧里喝了点酒，还逛了几家商店。正当我想回到旅馆的时候，才突然发现我不记得旅馆的名字，甚至连它在哪条街上都忘了。一个在伦敦没亲没故的人竟遇上这样的麻烦事！我当然能发电报向家里人问到旅馆地址，可是他们明天才能收到信。现在我身无分文，出来的时候只带了一先令，还用来买香皂和酒了。现在我揣着两便士在街上游荡，连晚上去哪儿都不知道。

故事讲完后，他意味深长地停了许久，然后又说道：“我想您一定认为我编造了一个不可能的故事。”他的声音里带着一丝怨气。



⑶

 “也不是没有可能，”戈兹比明察秋毫地讲道，“我记得自己曾在外国的一个首都做过一模一样的事，那时我们有两个人，所以问题就更严重了。幸好我们记得那旅馆是在某条运河旁边，我们找到运河之后，也就找到了回旅馆的路。”

我这么一说，年轻人的心情好了起来。“要是在国外，我就不会这么着急了，”他说，“你可以去英国领事馆寻求必要的帮助。可在自己的土地上，遇到麻烦的时候就更加无助了。除非我能找到一位热心肠的人，他能相信我的故事还能借给我点钱，不然今晚我只能在河岸上过夜了。不管怎样，您不觉得我的故事是胡扯，这已经让我开心了。”

他衷心地说出了最后那一句，仿佛是为了表示自己希望戈兹比仍能维持那必要的礼节似的。



⑷

 “当然，”戈兹比慢条斯理地说，“你故事的漏洞在于你没能把香皂拿出来让我看看。”

年轻人急忙坐直了身子，匆匆将大衣所有的兜都摸了一遍，然后一下子站了起来。

“我准是把香皂给弄丢了！”他生气地嘟囔道。



⑸

 “一个下午丢了旅馆又丢了香皂，可真够粗心的了。”戈兹比说。可是年轻人几乎没把他的话听完就昂着头，带着泄了气的表情，沿着小路迅速走开了。

“真是可惜，”戈兹比心想，“整个故事最具信服力的一点就应该是从兜里掏出那块香皂，可就是这小小的细节让他倒了霉。如果他能事先想到带上一块香皂，像商店里那样妥妥帖帖地封装好，他就能把这个段子讲得出神入化了。想要出神入化，一定得做好足够的准备呀。”



⑹

 想到这里，戈兹比起身准备离开，就在这时，他惊叫了一声。原来长椅一旁的地上躺着一个椭圆的小盒子，像商店里那样封装得妥妥帖帖。这必是香皂无疑了。这东西一定是在年轻人猛然坐下时从他大衣的口袋里掉出来的。戈兹比立刻沿着昏暗的小道跑起来，去找那个穿着浅色大衣的年轻人。就在他快要放弃时，突然看到他找的那个人正迟疑地站在路边，那年轻人明显在想到底是穿过公园还是前往骑士桥的闹市街区。当听见戈兹比的喊声时，他猛地转过头，脸上写着不信任的敌意。

“可以证明你说了真话的重要东西找到了，”戈兹比伸出握着香皂的手，说道，“一定是你坐下的时候从兜里掉出来的。你走之后，我在地上发现了它。请原谅我没能相信你的话，只是事情看起来不像你说的那个样子。既然现在有这块香皂做证，我就要尊重判决的结果。不知道一英镑能不能帮到你……”

年轻人的疑虑马上烟消云散，他把钱装进了衣袋。



⑺

 “这是我的名片，上面有我的地址，”戈兹比接着说，“这周你可以随便找一天把钱还给我。另外，把香皂拿去吧——别再丢了它，它可是你的好朋友啊。”

“真走运，您竟然找到了它，”年轻人哽咽地说道。他匆忙地道了声谢，便朝骑士桥径直走去。

“可怜的人，他差点就要崩溃了！”戈兹比自言自语地说，“我毫不怀疑，他一定大大地松了一口气。这对我来说也是一个教训，以后不能自作聪明地从表面现象来判断是非了。”



⑻

 当戈兹比往回走，经过那出小插曲发生的地方时，他看见一位老先生正在椅子下方四处寻找什么东西。戈兹比认出来他就是曾经坐在自己旁边的那位老人。

“先生，您丢什么东西了吗？”他问道。

“是的，先生，我丢了一块香皂。”
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小说《黄昏》通过一波三折的故事情节，讽刺了人因为主观思维的局限所造成的误解。故事主角戈兹比喜欢观察黄昏时刻来来往往的人群，他的心中相信这些人身上都有失败者的特质，如同黄昏给人带来的萧条感。作者选择了第三人称限知视角，通过大量的对戈兹比心理活动的描写来反映主观思想带来的思维局限。而戈兹比愤世嫉俗、充满负能量的头脑很可能来自于他曾经遭受到的挫折，比如他所说的“在陌生的城市遭遇窘境”。

故事重点讲述了戈兹比对一个年轻人的错误判断以及对他摇摆不定的信任感。经验使得戈兹比对年轻人所讲述的悲惨遭遇十分怀疑。而当那块香皂出现之后，戈兹比反思自己的行为，认为不应该依据表面现象来判断是非。但故事的结尾却令人唏嘘——使他上当的正是那确凿的证据。这对戈兹比自以为理性的头脑来说是一个巨大的讽刺。从字里行间来看，作者在小说结尾并没有挖苦主人公的意思，也没有批判主人公主观臆断的行为，而只是娓娓道来，用黑色幽默的方式说明了以下问题：事实的真相常常超过了人的理解和判断能力，读者需要谨慎地对待自己的主观意识，承认自己对周围事物的判断是局限、片面的。




注
 ：

drooping adj.
 无力的




注
 ：

predicament n.
 困境




注
 ：

eloquent adj.
 意味深长的




注
 ：

judicially adv.
 公正地




注
 ：

requisite adj.
 必备的




注
 ：

derelict adj.
 被抛弃了的




注
 ：

flit vi.
 掠过




注
 ：

jaded adj.
 疲倦不堪的




注
 ：

jauntiness n.
 扬扬得意




注
 ：

solicitude n.
 关切，体恤




注
 ：

scud vi.
 疾行




注
 ：

bustling adj.
 熙熙攘攘的




注
 ：

catch n.
 哽咽




注
 ：

quandary n.
 窘境





The Cop and the Anthem

警察与赞美诗

欧·亨利 (O. Henry)
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欧·亨利(1862—1910)，原名威廉·西德尼·波特(William Sydney Porter)，美国著名小说家，与法国的莫泊桑、俄国的契诃夫并称为“世界三大短篇小说巨匠”。他的短篇小说构思巧妙，手法独特，以幽默的语言和出人意料的结局而闻名于世，大多表现美国中下层人民的生活，被誉为“美国生活的百科全书”。其著名作品有：《最后一片藤叶》(The Last Leaf
 )、《警察与赞美诗》(The Cop and the Anthem
 )、《麦琪的礼物》(The Gift of the Magi
 )等。
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《警察与赞美诗》讲述了一个令人啼笑皆非而又引人深思的故事：饥寒交迫的流浪汉苏比为了到监狱里躲避冬天，屡次犯罪，希望被警察逮捕。他吃霸王餐、砸破橱窗、调戏妇女，结果却屡屡失败。正当他走到一座教堂门前，被里面传来的圣乐感化，燃起了与命运抗争的希望，准备改头换面找一份工作重新做人之时，却偏偏被警察逮住送进了监狱。故事中作者感叹世事无常，也讽刺了执法者的无能和淡漠以及命运对软弱的人的捉弄。



⑴

 On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneasily. When wild geese honk high of nights, and when women without sealskin coats grow kind to their husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasily on his bench in the park, you may know that winter is near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy's lap. That was Jack Frost's card. Jack is kind to the regular denizens
注

 of Madison Square, and gives fair warning of his annual call. At the corners of four streets he hands his pasteboard to the North Wind, footman of the mansion of All Outdoors, so that the inhabitants thereof may make ready.

Soapy's mind became cognizant
注

 of the fact that the time had come for him to resolve himself into a singular Committee of Ways and Means to provide against the coming rigor. And therefore he moved uneasily on his bench.



⑵

 The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the highest. In them there were no considerations of Mediterranean cruises, of soporific
注

 Southern skies drifting in the Vesuvian Bay. Three months on the Island was what his soul craved. Three months of assured board and bed and congenial
注

 company, safe from Boreas and bluecoats, seemed to Soapy the essence of things desirable.

For years the hospitable Blackwell's had been his winter quarters. Just as his more fortunate fellow New Yorkers had bought their tickets to Palm Beach and the Riviera each winter, so Soapy had made his humble arrangements for his annual hegira
注

 to the Island. And now the time was coming. On the previous night three Sabbath newspapers, distributed beneath his coat, about his ankles and over his lap, had failed to repulse the cold as he slept on his bench near the spurting fountain in the ancient square. So the Island loomed big and timely in Soapy's mind. He scorned the provisions made in the name of charity for the city's dependents. In Soapy's opinion the Law was more benign than Philanthropy
注

 . There was an endless round of institutions, municipal and eleemosynary
注

 , on which he might set out and receive lodging and food accordant with the simple life. But to one of Soapy's proud spirit the gifts of charity are encumbered
注

 . If not in coin you must pay in humiliation of spirit for every benefit received at the hands of philanthropy. As Caesar had his Brutus, every bed of charity must have its toll of a bath, every loaf of bread its compensation of a private and personal inquisition. Wherefore it is better to be a guest of the law, which though conducted by rules, does not meddle unduly
注

 with a gentleman's private affairs.

Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at once set about accomplishing his desire. There were many easy ways of doing this. The pleasantest was to dine luxuriously at some expensive restaurant; and then, after declaring insolvency
注

 , be handed over quietly and without uproar to a policeman. An accommodating magistrate would do the rest.



⑶

 Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the square and across the level sea of asphalt, where Broadway and Fifth Avenue flow together. Up Broadway he turned, and halted at a glittering cafe, where are gathered together nightly the choicest products of the grape, the silkworm and the protoplasm.

Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowest button of his vest upward. He was shaven, and his coat was decent and his neat black, ready-tied four-in-hand had been presented to him by a lady missionary on Thanksgiving Day. If he could reach a table in the restaurant unsuspected success would be his. The portion of him that would show above the table would raise no doubt in the waiter's mind. A roasted mallard
注

 duck, thought Soapy, would be about the thing — with a bottle of Chablis, and then Camembert, a demi-tasse and a cigar. One dollar for the cigar would be enough. The total would not be so high as to call forth any supreme manifestation of revenge from the cafe management; and yet the meat would leave him filled and happy for the journey to his winter refuge.

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant door the head waiter's eye fell upon his frayed trousers and decadent
注

 shoes. Strong and ready hands turned him about and conveyed him in silence and haste to the sidewalk and averted the ignoble
注

 fate of the menaced
注

 mallard.



⑷

 Soapy turned off Broadway. It seemed that his route to the coveted
注

 island was not to be an epicurean
注

 one. Some other way of entering limbo
注

 must be thought of.

At a corner of Sixth Avenue electric lights and cunningly displayed wares behind plate-glass made a shop window conspicuous
注

 . Soapy took a cobblestone and dashed it through the glass. People came running around the corner, a policeman in the lead. Soapy stood still, with his hands in his pockets, and smiled at the sight of brass buttons.

“Where's the man that done that？” inquired the officer excitedly.



⑸

 “Don't you figure out that I might have had something to do with it？” said Soapy, not without sarcasm, but friendly, as one greets good fortune.

The policeman's mind refused to accept Soapy even as a clue. Men who smash windows do not remain to parley with the law's minions
注

 . They take to their heels. The policeman saw a man half way down the block running to catch a car. With drawn club he joined in the pursuit. Soapy, with disgust in his heart, loafed along, twice unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of no great pretensions. It catered to large appetites and modest purses. Its crockery and atmosphere were thick; its soup and napery thin. Into this place Soapy took his accusive shoes and telltale trousers without challenge. At a table he sat and consumed beefsteak, flapjacks, doughnuts and pie. And then to the waiter be betrayed the fact that the minutest
注

 coin and himself were strangers.



⑹

 “Now, get busy and call a cop,” said Soapy. “And don't keep a gentleman waiting.”

“No cop for you,” said the waiter, with a voice like butter cakes and an eye like the cherry in a Manhattan cocktail. “Hey, Con!”

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous
注

 pavement two waiters pitched Soapy. He arose, joint by joint, as a carpenter's rule opens, and beat the dust from his clothes.

Arrest seemed but a rosy dream. The Island seemed very far away. A policeman who stood before a drug store two doors away laughed and walked down the street.
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⑴

 苏比在麦迪逊广场的长椅上坐卧不宁。每当野雁在夜空中号叫，每当没有海豹皮衣的女人开始对丈夫温存，每当苏比在公园的长椅上坐卧不宁时，你也许就会知道，冬天已经近在眼前了。

一片枯叶落在苏比的大腿上，那是霜神杰克·弗罗斯特的名片。杰克对麦迪逊广场的常住居民很友善，每年造访前，他都会发出公正的警告。他会在四条大街交汇的角落，把自己的名片交给所有户外居所的看门人——北风，好让那里的居民们有所准备。

苏比意识到，现在是他下定决心成立个人财务委员会，以应付即将到来的严冬的时候了。正因为如此，他才会在长椅上坐卧不宁。



⑵

 苏比对过冬并不抱过分的奢求。他既没想过去地中海巡游，也没想过在南部那令人昏昏欲睡的天空下到维苏威海湾漂流。能在那个岛上待三个月就是他梦寐以求的了。三个月不愁食宿，有意气相投的同伴，还能免受北风和警察的骚扰，这些对苏比来说真是求之不得。

多年来，好客的布莱克韦尔岛监狱就是苏比冬天的庇护所。正如比他幸运的纽约同胞每年冬天买票去棕榈滩和里维埃拉度假一样，苏比也要为他一年一度去岛上的入住做些简单的安排。而现在正是时候。前一天晚上，他睡在古老的广场中离喷泉不远的长椅上，把三份星期天的报纸一份垫在外套的下面、一份包着脚踝、一份盖着大腿，但还是没能驱走寒冷。于是那岛屿的样子又适时而鲜明地浮现在苏比的脑海中。他鄙视那些以慈善为名为城里无依无靠的人提供的接济品。在苏比看来，法律比慈善更为宽厚。市政府和慈善机构办了数不清的组织，他本可以去这些地方蹭吃蹭住，简单过活。但对于像苏比这样有着高傲灵魂的人而言，接受慈善机构的馈赠是一种拖累。即使不掏腰包，从慈善机构的手里收到的每一份救济，都要以精神上的屈辱为代价。正如恺撒对待布鲁特斯一样，在慈善机构那儿，要睡觉就得先洗澡，要吃面包就必须先接受有关个人隐私的调查。因此还是做法律的客人好些，虽然要受到条文约束，但法律不会过分地干涉个人的私事。

苏比既然已经决定去布莱克韦尔岛，就立刻着手实现自己的愿望。倒是有很多便利的办法，其中最痛快的莫过于在某家高档的餐馆奢侈地吃一顿，然后再告诉店家说自己没钱付账，接着就会在毫不声张的情况下被移交给警察。通融的法官会处理接下来的一切事务。



⑶

 苏比离开长椅，漫步走出广场，穿过百老汇大街和第五大街交汇处的那片平坦的柏油马路。他转弯来到百老汇大街，在一家灯火辉煌的咖啡馆门前停住了脚步，每天晚上葡萄美酒、绫罗绸缎和俊男美女都会在这里汇聚一堂。

苏比对自己马甲最下面那颗纽扣以上的部分都有信心。他刮净了胡子，上衣也穿得很得体，整洁的黑领带打着活结，那还是感恩节那天一位女传教士送给他的呢。只要他走到桌边而没人怀疑，那他就大功告成了。他在餐桌以上露出的部分绝不会让侍者生疑。苏比想，一只烤野鸭估计就足够了，另加一瓶夏布利酒，还有卡门贝干酪，一小杯黑咖啡和一只雪茄。一美元的雪茄就够了。 总的花费不能太高，以免引起餐馆管理人员过于激烈的报复；但这顿饭也要足以填满肚子，让他开开心心地踏上冬季避难旅程。

然而，苏比刚踏进餐馆的大门，侍者领班的目光便落在了他那磨破的裤子和不像样的鞋子上。强壮而利索的双手随即推搡过来，不带任何声响就把苏比干净而利落地打发回了人行道上，使那只险遭威胁的野鸭扭转了卑微的命运。



⑷

 苏比转弯离开了百老汇。靠一顿美餐踏上梦寐以求的岛屿似乎是行不通了。要进监狱还得想想其他的办法。

在第六大街的转角处，一家商店的玻璃橱窗被明亮的灯光和巧妙摆设的物品装扮得引人注目。苏比捡起一块鹅卵石，朝玻璃窗狠狠地砸去。人们从转角跑来，领头的就是一名警察。苏比一动不动地站着，双手插在口袋里，一看到警察制服上的黄铜纽扣，就马上微笑起来。

“砸窗户的人跑哪儿去了？”警官激动地询问。



⑸

 “您不觉得我和这事儿有关系吗？”苏比不无讽刺但友好地说，就像交上了好运一般。

警察根本不相信苏比的话，甚至觉得他连个目击者都不是。打碎橱窗的人才不会留下来和执法者讨价还价呢。他们早就溜了。警察看到在离自己半个街区外有一个人正跑着追一辆汽车。他拿着抽出的警棍追了过去。两次尝试都失败了，这让苏比心里很失落。他继续沿着街道闲逛下去。

在街道对面有一家不太起眼的餐馆。这个餐馆正迎合了那些胃口大、钱包瘪的人。那里的碗碟粗、空气浊、汤水稀、餐巾薄。苏比走了进去，他那泄露家底的鞋子和裤子并没有遭到任何人的怀疑。他在一张餐桌前坐了下来，大口吃完了牛排、烙饼、甜甜圈和馅饼。然后，他向侍者交出了底细——就连面值最小的钢镚都和他没有丝毫交情。



⑹

 “现在，赶紧叫警察吧，”苏比说，“不要让一位绅士等得太久。”

“对付你这种人根本用不着警察。”侍者说，声音腻得像抹了黄油的蛋糕，眼睛红得像曼哈顿鸡尾酒里的樱桃。“喂，阿康！”

两个侍者干净利落地把苏比扔了出来，他左耳着地，撞在了硬邦邦的人行道上。苏比就像木匠的折尺被打开一样慢慢地站起来，拍了拍衣服上的尘土。

被捕仿佛只是个美梦。那个岛屿似乎遥不可及。隔着两个铺子的药店前面站着一名警察。只见他笑了笑，沿着街道走开了。
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《警察与赞美诗》取材于生活中真实的场景，却又通过对底层典型人物形象浓墨重彩的勾勒，写就了荒诞不经的幽默故事。小说的情节既在意料之外，又在情理之中——警察抓人仅凭直觉，店主不把吃霸王餐的人移交警方而是直接拳脚相加。作者并没有义正词严地批判这些黑白不分的社会现象，而是将这些荒诞的事件穿插在小说当中，用极尽幽默的笔法讽刺了社会中种种颠倒是非的现象。

小说主人公是社会最底层的小人物，他通过前后六次的尝试想要进入监狱，均告失败，却在最终想要痛改前非的一刹那被警察逮捕。这个流浪汉既有善良的一面，也有自私或粗鲁的一面。虽然他被命运捉弄的丑态让人失笑，但他的朴实和真诚也令人动容。这个小人物没有绝对的正直与丑恶，但却反映了人性的方方面面。作者仅仅运用平常生活的小片段，通过艺术的加工，就诠释了生活的真谛，激发了读者的同情与关怀，无愧“短篇小说巨匠”的称号。




注
 ：

denizen n.
 居民




注
 ：

cognizant adj.
 已认知的




注
 ：

soporific adj.
 催眠的




注
 ：

congenial adj.
 意气相投的




注
 ：

hegira n.
 (穆罕默德从麦加)逃亡




注
 ：

philanthropy n.
 慈善




注
 ：

eleemosynary adj.
 慈善的




注
 ：

encumber vt.
 阻塞




注
 ：

unduly adv.
 过度地




注
 ：

insolvency n.
 无力偿还




注
 ：

mallard n.
 野鸭




注
 ：

decadent adj.
 颓废的




注
 ：

ignoble adj.
 卑贱的




注
 ：

menace vt.
 威胁




注
 ：

coveted adj.
 垂涎的




注
 ：

epicurean adj.
 享乐主义的




注
 ：

limbo n.
 监狱




注
 ：

conspicuous adj.
 显著的




注
 ：

minion n.
 奴才




注
 ：

minute adj.
 微小的




注
 ：

callous adj.
 硬结的





My Uncle Jules

我的叔叔于勒

居伊·德·莫泊桑(Guy de Maupassant)
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居伊·德·莫泊桑(1850—1893)，法国优秀的自然主义作家，与契诃夫和欧·亨利并称为“世界三大短篇小说家”，对后世产生极大影响,被誉为“短篇小说之王”。莫泊桑出身于法国诺曼底的一个没落贵族家庭，在普法战争爆发后应征入伍。两年的兵营生活使他认识到了战争的残酷，祖国的危难启发了他的爱国思想。战争结束后，他开始了文学创作。其中许多作品流传甚广，著名长篇有《一生》《漂亮朋友》等；中短篇有《羊脂球》《项链》《我的叔叔于勒》《一个女雇工的故事》《瞎子》《真实的故事》《小狗皮埃罗》等。
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《我的叔叔于勒》，法国短篇小说巨匠莫泊桑最著名的小说之一。这篇文章主要讲述了“我”的一家在去哲尔赛岛的船上，发现船上卖牡蛎的穷鬼就是父亲的弟弟于勒的故事，刻画了“我”的父母菲利普夫妇在发现于勒由富变穷时的不同表现和心理，通过他们对待于勒态度的转变，揭示了平民因生活拮据而自保的无奈举动和不同阶级之间人与人关系的疏远情形。小说成文于19世纪末期，欧洲列强正加紧扩充势力，人民生活在水深火热之中，法国中下层人民也深受“拜金主义”的影响。莫泊桑在小说中表达了对贫苦而自立的大众的同情以及对亲情和人性的呼唤。



⑴

 But, suddenly, my father appeared to be worried；he retreated a few steps, stared at his family gathered around the old shell opener, and quickly came toward us. He seemed very pale, with a peculiar look. In a low voice he said to my mother：“It's extraordinary how that man opening the oysters
注

 looks like Jules.”

Astonished, my mother asked：“What Jules？”

My father continued：“Why, my brother. If I did not know that he was well off in America, I should think it was he.”



⑵

 Bewildered, my mother stammered：“You are crazy! As long as you know that it is not he, why do you say such foolish things？”

But my father insisted：“Go on over and see, Clarisse! I would rather have you see with your own eyes.”

She arose and walked to her daughters. I, too, was watching the man. He was old, dirty, wrinkled, and did not lift his eyes from his work.



⑶

 My mother returned. I noticed that she was trembling. She exclaimed quickly: “I believe that it is he. Why don't you ask the captain？ But be very careful that we don't have this rogue on our hands again!”

My father walked away, but I followed him. I felt strangely moved.

The captain, a tall, thin man, with blond whiskers
注

 , was walking along the bridge with an important air as if he were commanding the Indian mail steamer.



⑷

 My father addressed him ceremoniously
注

 , and questioned him about his profession, adding many compliments
注

 : “What might be the importance of Jersey？ What did it produce？ What was the population？ The customs？ The nature of the soil？” etc.

“You have there an old shell opener who seems quite interesting. Do you know anything about him？”

The captain, whom this conversation began to weary, answered dryly：“He is some old French tramp
注

 whom I found last year in America, and I brought him back. It seems that he has some relatives in Havre, but that he doesn't wish to return to them because he owes them money. His name is Jules — Jules Darmanche or Darvanche or something like that. It seems that he was once rich over there, but you can see what's left of him now.”



⑸

 My father turned ashy pale and muttered, his throat contracted
注

 , his eyes haggard
注

 .

“Ah! Ah! very well, very well. I'm not in the least surprised. Thank you very much, captain.”

He went away, and the astonished sailor watched him disappear. He returned to my mother so upset that she said to him：“Sit down; someone will notice that something is the matter.”



⑹

 He sank down on a bench and stammered： “It's he! It's he!”

Then he asked: “What are we going to do？”

She answered quickly: “We must get the children out of the way. Since Joseph knows everything, he can go and get them. We must take good care that our son-in-law doesn't find out.”



⑺

 My father seemed absolutely bewildered. He murmured: “What a catastrophe
注

 !”

Suddenly growing furious, my mother exclaimed: “I always thought that that thief never would do anything, and that he would drop down on us again! As if one could expect anything from a Davranche!”

My father passed his hand over his forehead, as he always did when his wife reproached
注

 him. She added：“Give Joseph some money so that he can pay for the oysters. All that it needed to cap the climax would be to be recognized by that beggar. That would be very pleasant! Let's get down to the other end of the boat, and take care that that man doesn't come near us!”



⑻

 They gave me five francs and walked away.

Astonished, my sisters were awaiting their father. I said that mamma had felt a sudden attack of sea-sickness
注

 , and I asked the shell opener：“How much do we owe you, monsieur？”

I felt like laughing: he was my uncle! He answered: “Two francs fifty.”



⑼

 I held out my five francs and he returned the change. I looked at his hand; it was a poor, wrinkled, sailor's hand, and I looked at his face, an unhappy old face. I said to myself：“That is my uncle, the brother of my father, my uncle!”

I gave him a ten-cent tip. He thanked me: “God bless you, my young sir!”

He spoke like a poor man receiving alms
注

 . I couldn't help thinking that he must have begged over there! My sisters looked at me, surprised at my generosity. When I returned the two francs to my father, my mother asked me in surprise: “Was there three francs' worth？ That is impossible.”



⑽

 I answered in a firm voice：“I gave ten cents as a tip.”

My mother started, and, staring at me, she exclaimed: “You must be crazy! Give ten cents to that man, to that vagabond
注

 —”

She stopped at a look from my father, who was pointing at his son-in-law. Then everybody was silent.



⑾

 Before us, on the distant horizon, a purple shadow seemed to rise out of the sea. It was Jersey.

As we approached the breakwater
注

 a violent desire seized me once more to see my Uncle Jules, to be near him, to say to him something consoling
注

 , something tender. But as no one was eating any more oysters, he had disappeared, having probably gone below to the dirty hold which was the home of the poor wretch
注

 .
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⑴

 但是，父亲好像突然显得不安起来，他向后退了几步，眼睛盯着挤在卖牡蛎人身边的女儿女婿，然后急急忙忙地向我们走来。他的脸色十分苍白，目光也很古怪。他低声对我母亲说：“真奇怪！那个卖牡蛎的怎么这样像于勒？”

母亲愣住了，问道：“哪个于勒？”

父亲说：“就是我的弟弟呀。如果我不知道他现在正在美洲过着好日子，我真会以为就是他呢。”



⑵

 母亲感到十分疑惑，吞吞吐吐地说：“你疯了！既然你知道不是他，为什么还这样胡说八道？”

但父亲还钻牛角尖，说：“克拉丽丝，不如你亲眼去看看就知道了。”

母亲站起来朝她两个女儿走去。我也正端详着那个人。他又老又脏，满脸皱纹，眼光始终不离开他手里干的活儿。



⑶

 母亲回来了。我看出她在发抖。她急促地说：“我看就是他。去跟船长打听一下吧。可要多加小心，别叫这个流氓又来缠上咱们！”

父亲赶紧走过去，我却也跟着他，心里七上八下的。

船长又瘦又高，蓄着金色的络腮胡。他在驾驶台上散着步，脸上一副不可一世的神情，就好像他在指挥一艘印度的大邮轮。



⑷

 父亲客客气气地和船长搭上话，一面恭维，一面打听有关他职业上的事情：“哲尔赛岛有哪些重要性？有何出产？人口多少？风俗习惯如何？土地状况怎样？”，等等。

“您船上有一个卖牡蛎的，那个人倒很有趣。您知道些这个家伙的底细吗？”

船长终于对这番谈话感到不耐烦了，冷冷地回答说：“他是个法国流浪汉，去年我在美洲碰到他，就把他带了回来。据说他在勒阿弗尔还有亲戚，不过他不愿再去见他们，因为他欠了他们的钱。他叫于勒，于勒·达尔芒司，或者达尔汪司，总之是跟这差不多的一个姓。听说他曾经在那边很阔绰，可是你看他今天落到了什么田地！”



⑸

 我父亲脸色惨白，两眼呆直，哑着嗓子念道：

“噢！噢！原来如此……我早就看出来了……谢谢您，船长。”

他说完赶紧走开了，船长见他急忙离去，感到莫名其妙。他回到我母亲身旁，情绪十分低落。母亲赶紧对他说：“你先坐下吧！别叫其他人看出来有事发生。”



⑹

 他坐在长凳上，结结巴巴地说：“是他，真是他！”

接着他问：“我们怎么办呢？”

母亲不假思索地答道：“必须先把孩子们领开。既然约瑟夫已经知道，就让他去把他们找回来。千万要小心，别让咱们女婿知道这件事。”



⑺

 父亲看起来不知所措，低声嘟哝着：“出大乱子了！”

母亲突然怒火冲天地说：“我就知道这个贼是不会有出息的，早晚会回来重新拖累我们！好像达弗朗司家还能有什么指望似的！”

父亲举起手在额头上抹了一下，就像他平时受到妻子指责时那样。母亲又说道：“拿些钱给约瑟夫，叫他去把牡蛎钱付清。已经够倒霉的了，要是被那个讨饭的认出来，这船上可就热闹了。咱们到船对面去，别让那人靠近我们！”



⑻

 他们给了我一个五法郎的银币后就走开了。

我的姐姐们正在奇怪父亲为何迟迟不来。我告诉她们母亲有些晕船，随即我问那个卖牡蛎的人：“应该付您多少钱，先生？”

我感到有些讽刺：他可是我的叔叔呀！他答道：“两个半法郎。”



⑼

 我把五法郎的银币给了他，他找了钱。我看了看他的手，那是一只满是皱痕的水手的手。我又看了看他的脸，那是一张衰老凄苦的脸。我心里默念道：“这是我的叔叔，父亲的弟弟，我的亲叔叔！”

我给了他十个铜子的小费。他赶紧谢我：“上帝保佑您，我年轻的先生！”

他说话的语气是一个穷人接受施舍时的那种腔调。我猜想他在美洲一定要过饭。姐姐们都惊讶地看着我，想不通我为什么如此慷慨。当我把余下的两个法郎交还我父亲时，母亲诧异起来，问道：“那些值三个法郎？这不可能。”



⑽

 我用坚定的语气说：“我给了十个铜子的小费。”

我母亲吓了一跳，瞪着我说：“你简直是疯了！拿十个铜子给那个人，那个乞丐——”

她没再往下说，因为父亲指着女婿对她使了个眼色。于是大家都没再说话。



⑾

 在我们面前，远处天际线那里仿佛有一片紫色的阴影从海里钻出来。那就是哲尔赛岛了。

当船靠近防波堤的时候，我心里产生了一股强烈的愿望，想再看一次我的叔叔于勒，到他的身边，对他说一些温暖的、安慰的话。但由于不再有人吃牡蛎，他已经不见了。这个可怜的人肯定已回到他住的那个阴暗肮脏的底舱去了。
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《我的叔叔于勒》这篇小说中，处处透露着作者的谦卑与怜悯之心。

首先，作者并没有以全知全能的角度和教条的口吻来对故事里的人物与事件做评价，而是选择了一个未谙世事、心灵纯真的小男孩作为主要的叙述视角，用他的行为和想法来表现自己的价值取向。在这个小男孩的心中，无论贫穷与否，亲缘关系就代表着割舍不开的情谊。这样的叙述角度让整个故事简朴而自然，不教条亦不做作。

其次，作者看到了众多的生命形态，对他们的优劣都一并宽容。最典型的是于勒，这个曾经的败家子欠了一屁股债，之后不忘写信告诉他的哥哥自己会努力还钱，说明他良心尚存。作者在这里好像刻意留下了空白，没有明确地告诉我们于勒是怎样将在美洲挣到的钱挥霍一空的。这个空白反而衬托了小男孩的怜悯之心——不管事实是怎样，他觉得叔叔的现状非常糟糕，作为他的亲戚就应该要帮助他。另一个典型代表是小男孩的父母，他们在得知于勒的现状后避之不及，但作者却在前文的描述中就已经为其开脱——他们的生活也十分拮据，用尽了所有的方法希望把女儿嫁出去。在这样的背景勾勒下，读者可以体会到这对夫妻的无奈，他们嫌贫爱富的表现在一定的程度上也是出于对子女和家庭的保护。作者的悲悯贯穿在整篇小说中，引发读者对于人性的思考。




注
 ：

oyster n.
 牡蛎




注
 ：

whisker n.
 连鬓胡子




注
 ：

ceremoniously adv.
 隆重地




注
 ：

compliment n.
 恭维




注
 ：

tramp n.
 流浪汉




注
 ：

contract vt. & vi.
 收缩




注
 ：

haggard adj.
 憔悴的




注
 ：

catastrophe n.
 大灾难




注
 ：

reproach vt.
 责备，责骂




注
 ：

sea-sickness n.
 晕船




注
 ：

alms n.
 救济金，施舍物




注
 ：

vagabond n.
 流浪者，游手好闲者




注
 ：

breakwater n.
 防波堤




注
 ：

consoling adj.
 安慰的




注
 ：

wretch n.
 不幸的人





A Chameleon

变色龙

安东·巴甫洛维奇·契诃夫(Anton Pavlovich Chekhov)
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安东·巴甫洛维奇·契诃夫(1860—1904)，俄国小说家、戏剧家、十九世纪末期俄国批判现实主义作家、短篇小说艺术大师，与莫泊桑和欧·亨利并称为“世界三大短篇小说家”。他本人是作家，也曾以行医为生。他的小说风格独特、言简意赅、艺术精湛。他从俄国人民的日常生活中截取片段，用客观叙述的手法塑造具有典型性格的小人物，借此展示社会的面貌。其代表作品有小说《苦恼》《万卡》《第六病室》《套中人》《约内奇》，剧本有《海鸥》《万尼亚舅舅》《三姊妹》和《樱桃园》等。
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《变色龙》是一则短篇小说，创作于1884年。故事发生在沙皇专制时代，警官奥丘梅洛夫在街上巡查时发现有人被狗咬伤，根据法律想要当场处死狗，却被告知狗是将军家的，于是奥丘梅洛夫立马转变了立场。随着大家不断地改变对狗主人身份的猜测，奥丘梅洛夫对于狗的态度也不断地“变色”。该作品创作时，俄国亚历山大三世上台，极力推行警察统治和专制主义。契诃夫在小说中刻画的警官奥丘梅洛夫是个典型的两面派，嘴上讲着法律，行事为人却全无公正可言，象征了沙皇专制下献媚邀功、崇尚权势的走狗。

The police superintendent
注

 Otchumyelov is walking across the market square wearing a new overcoat and carrying a parcel under his arm. A red-haired policeman strides
注

 after him with a sieve full of confiscated
注

 gooseberries in his hands. There is silence all around. Not a soul in the square....The open doors of the shops and taverns look out upon God's world disconsolately
注

 , like hungry mouths; there is not even a beggar near them.



⑴

 “So you bite, you damned brute？” Otchumyelov hears suddenly. “Lads, don't let him go! Biting is prohibited nowadays! Hold him! ah...ah!”

There is the sound of a dog yelping
注

 . Otchumyelov looks in the direction of the sound and sees a dog, hopping on three legs and looking about her, run out of Pitchugin's timber-yard. A man in a starched cotton shirt, with his waistcoat unbuttoned, is chasing her. He runs after her, and throwing his body forward falls down and seizes the dog by her hind legs. Once more there is a yelping and a shout of “Don't let go!” Sleepy countenances are protruded from the shops, and soon a crowd, which seems to have sprung out of the earth, is gathered round the timber-yard.

“It looks like a row, your honor...” says the policeman.



⑵

 Otchumyelov makes a half turn to the left and strides towards the crowd.

He sees the aforementioned
注

 man in the unbuttoned waistcoat standing close by the gate of the timber-yard, holding his right hand in the air and displaying a bleeding finger to the crowd. On his half-drunken face there is plainly written: “I'll pay you out, you rogue!” and indeed the very finger has the look of a flag of victory. In this man Otchumyelov recognizes Hryukin, the goldsmith. The culprit
注

 who has caused the sensation, a white borzoy puppy with a sharp muzzle and a yellow patch on her back, is sitting on the ground with her fore-paws outstretched
注

 in the middle of the crowd, trembling all over. There is an expression of misery and terror in her tearful eyes.

“What's it all about？” Otchumyelov inquires, pushing his way through the crowd. “What are you here for？ Why are you waving your finger...？ Who was it shouted？”



⑶

 “I was walking along here, not interfering with anyone, your honor,” Hryukin begins, coughing into his fist. “I was talking about fire-wood to Mitry Mitritch, when this low brute for no rhyme or reason bit my finger.... You must excuse me, I am a working man.... Mine is fine work. I must have damages, for I shan't be able to use this finger for a week, may be.... It's not even the law, your honor, that one should put up with it from a beast.... If everyone is going to be bitten, life won't be worth living....”

“H'm. Very good,” says Otchumyelov sternly
注

 , coughing and raising his eyebrows. “Very good. Whose dog is it？ I won't let this pass! I'll teach them to let their dogs run all over the place! It's time these gentry
注

 were looked after, if they won't obey the regulations! When he's fined, the blackguard, I'll teach him what it means to keep dogs and such stray cattle! I'll give him a lesson!... Yeldyrin,” cries the superintendent, addressing the policeman, “find out whose dog this is and draw up a report! And the dog must be strangled
注

 . Without delay! It's sure to be mad.... Whose dog is it, I ask？”

“I fancy it's General Zhigalov's.” says someone in the crowd.



⑷

 “General Zhigalov's, h'm.... help me off with my coat, Yeldyrin... it's frightfully hot! It must be a sign of rain.... There's one thing I can't make out, how it came to bite you？” Otchumyelov turns to Hryukin. “Surely it couldn't reach your finger. It's a little dog, and you are a great hulking
注

 fellow! You must have scratched your finger with a nail, and then the idea struck you to get damages for it. We all know... your sort! I know you devils!”

“He put a cigarette in her face, your honor, for a joke, and she had the sense to snap at him.... He is a nonsensical
注

 fellow, your honor!”



⑸

 “That's a lie, Squinteye! You didn't see, so why tell lies about it？ His honor is a wise gentleman, and will see who is telling lies and who is telling the truth, as in God's sight.... And if I am lying let the court decide. It's written in the law.... We are all equal nowadays. My own brother is in the gendarmes... let me tell you....”

“Don't argue!”

“No, that's not the General's dog,” says the policeman, with profound conviction
注

 , “the General hasn't got one like that. His are mostly setters.”

“Do you know that for a fact？”

“Yes, your honor.”



⑹

 “I know it, too. The General has valuable dogs, thoroughbred
注

 , and this is goodness knows what! No coat, no shape.... A low creature.... And to keep a dog like that!... Where's the sense of it？ If a dog like that were to turn up in Petersburg or Moscow, do you know what would happen？ They would not worry about the law, they would strangle it in a twinkling! You've been injured, Hryukin, and we can't let the matter drop.... We must give them a lesson! It is high time....!”

“Yet maybe it is the General's,” says the policeman, thinking aloud. “It's not written on its face.... I saw one like it the other day in his yard.”

“It is the General's, that's certain!” says a voice in the crowd.



⑺

 “H'm, help me on with my overcoat, Yeldyrin, my lad... the wind's getting up.... I am cold.... You take it to the General's, and inquire there. Say I found it and sent it. And tell them not to let it out into the street.... It may be a valuable dog, and if every swine goes sticking a cigar in its mouth, it will soon be ruined. A dog is a delicate animal.... And you put your hand down, you blockhead. It's no use you displaying your fool of a finger. It's your own fault....”

“Here comes the General's cook, ask him.... Hi, Prohor! Come here, my dear man! Look at this dog.... Is it one of yours？”

“What an idea! We have never had one like that!”



⑻

 “There's no need to waste time asking,” says Otchumyelov. “It's a stray
注

 dog! There's no need to waste time talking about it.... Since he says it's a stray dog, a stray dog it is.... It must be destroyed, that's all about it.”

“It is not our dog,” Prohor goes on. “It belongs to the General's brother, who arrived the other day. Our master does not care for hounds. But his honor is fond of them....”

“You don't say his Excellency's brother is here？ Vladimir Ivanitch？” inquires Otchmuyelov, and his whole face beams with an ecstatic
注

 smile. “Well, I never! And I didn't know! Has he come on a visit？”

“Yes.”



⑼

 “Well, I never.... He couldn't stay away from his brother.... And there I didn't know! So this is his honor's dog？ Delighted to hear it.... Take it. It's not a bad pup.... A lively creature.... Snapped at this fellow's finger! Ha-ha-ha.... Come, why are you shivering？ Rrr... Rrrr.... The rogue's angry... a nice little pup.”

Prohor calls the dog, and walks away from the timber-yard with her. The crowd laughs at Hryukin.

“I'll make you smart yet!” Otchumyelov threatens him, and wrapping himself in his greatcoat, goes on his way across the square.
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警官奥丘梅洛夫穿着新的军大衣，胳膊里夹着个小包，穿过市集的广场。他身后跟着个巡警，一头棕红色头发，端着一个筛子，满满地盛着没收来的醋栗。四下里一片寂静，广场上连个人影也没有……小铺和酒店敞开大门，无精打采地面对着上帝创造的这个世界，像是一张张饥饿的嘴巴。店门附近连一个乞丐都没有。



⑴

 “你竟敢咬人，该死的东西！” 奥丘梅洛夫忽然听见说话声。“伙计们，别放它走！如今咬人可不行！抓住它！哎哟……哎哟！”

狗的叫声响了起来。奥丘梅洛夫寻着声音望过去，瞧见商人皮楚金的木柴场里窜出来一条狗，用三条腿跑路，还到处张望着。在它身后，有一个人追出来，穿着硬挺挺的棉布衬衫和没系扣的坎肩。他紧追那条狗，身子往前一扑，抓住了狗的后腿。紧跟着又传来狗叫声和 “别放走它！”的喊声。带着睡意的脸纷纷从小铺里探出来，不久木柴场门口就聚了一大群人，仿佛是从地底下钻出来的。

“好像出乱子了，长官……”巡警说。



⑵

 奥丘梅洛夫把身子微微往左边一转，迈步朝人群那边走过去。

在木柴场门口， 他看见了刚才那个穿敞胸坎肩的人站在那儿，举起右手，露出一根血淋淋的手指头给那群人看。他那张半醉的脸上明明白白地写着“我要让你吃不了兜着走，流氓！”这样的话，而且那根手指头看着就像是一面胜利的旗帜。奥丘梅洛夫认出这个人就是首饰匠赫留金。闹出这场乱子的罪魁祸首是一条白毛小猎狗，尖尖的脸，背上有一块黄斑，这时候坐在人群中央的地上，前腿伸开，浑身发抖。它那含泪的眼睛里流露出苦恼和恐惧。

“这儿出了什么事？” 奥丘梅洛夫挤到人群中去，问道， “你在这儿干什么？你干吗竖起手指头？你对谁嚷呢？”



⑶

 “我本来在走我的路，没招谁没惹谁，长官。”赫留金一边说，一边对着自己的拳头咳嗽起来。“我正跟米特里·米特里奇谈木柴的事，这个坏东西突然出来无缘无故把我的手指头咬了一口……请您原谅我，我是个干活的人……我做的都是细活儿。我可损失了不少，因为我大概要有一个礼拜不能用这个手指头了……长官呀，法律上也没有说人被畜生弄伤了就该忍着……要是人人都遭狗咬，那还不如别在这个世界上活着的好……”

“嗯！不错，” 奥丘梅洛夫咳嗽着，动了动眉毛，严厉地说，“不错。这是谁家的狗？这种事我不能撒手不管。我要拿点颜色出来叫那些放出狗来闯祸的人看看！现在也该管管那些不愿意遵守法令的老爷们了！等到罚了那个混蛋的款，他才会明白把畜生放出来到处跑会有什么下场！我要给他点厉害瞧瞧！……叶尔德林，”警官对巡警喊道，“你去调查清楚这是谁家的狗，写个报告上来！这条狗得弄死才成。不许拖延！这多半是条疯狗……我问你们，这到底是谁家的狗？”

“我看这狗像是日加洛夫将军家的！”人群里有人说道。



⑷

 “日加洛夫将军家的，呃……叶尔德林，帮我把身上的大衣脱下来……天真热！快要下雨了吧……只是有一件事我不明白：它怎么会咬你的？” 奥丘梅洛夫对赫留金说，“它肯定够不着你的手指头，它身子这么小，可是你，长得又高又大！ 你这个手指头多半是让钉子扎破了，你却动了鬼脑筋，想找人家来赔你钱……你这种人啊……一眼就看出来不是个好东西！”

“长官，他把他的雪茄烟戳到了那狗的脸上去，拿它开心。狗就咬了他一口……他真是不可理喻呀，长官！”



⑸

 “你胡说，独眼龙！你什么也没看见，为什么胡说？长官是个明白人，看得出来谁说谎，谁对着上帝说老实话……如果我真的胡说，就让法官审判我好了——法律上写得清清楚楚……如今大家都是平等的……不瞒你说，我弟弟就是个宪兵。”

“不许狡辩！”

“不，这狗不是将军家的。”巡警十分确信地说，“将军家里没有这样的狗。他家里的狗多半都是大猎狗。”

“你真的确定吗？”

“是的，长官。”



⑹

 “我自己也知道。将军家里的都是名贵的狗，都是纯种，这条狗呢，鬼才知道是什么东西！毛色不好，模样也不中看，完全是下贱坯子……他老人家怎么会养这样的狗！你们也不好好想想！要是这样的狗在圣彼得堡或者莫斯科让人碰上，你们知道会怎样？那儿的人才不管什么法律不法律，一转眼的工夫就叫它断了气！赫留金，你受了苦，这件事我不能放过不管……得教训他们一下！就是现在……！”

“不过它也可能是将军家的狗。”巡警把他的想法说了出来，“它脸上又没写着不是……前几天我在将军家院子里就见到过这样一条狗。”

“它肯定是将军家的！”人群里有人说。



⑺

 “呃……叶尔德林，帮我穿上大衣吧……好像起风了……怪冷的……你带着这条狗到将军家里去一趟，问他们一下。你就说这条狗是我找着，派你送去的……你说以后别把它放到街上来……这或许是条名贵的狗，要是每个兔崽子都拿根雪茄烟戳到它脸上去，要不了多久就能把它糟蹋死。狗是娇贵的动物……你，蠢货，把手放下来！用不着把你那根蠢手指头摆出来！这都怪你自己……”

“将军家的厨师来了，问问他吧……喂，普罗霍尔！你过来，好兄弟！你看看这条狗……是你们家的吗？”

“怎么想的！我们那儿从来也没有过这样的狗！”



⑻

 “那就别去问了，白费工夫。” 奥丘梅洛夫说，“这是条野狗！用不着多说了……既然他说是野狗，那就是野狗……弄死它算了，就这样。”

“这条狗不是我们的，”普罗霍尔继续说。“这是将军哥哥的狗，他前几天到我们这儿来了。我们将军不喜欢这种狗，可他老人家的哥哥喜欢……”

“真的是他老人家的哥哥来了？弗拉基米尔·伊万内奇？” 奥丘梅洛夫脸上出现了欣喜若狂的笑容，问道，”天哪！我还不知道呢！他是要来住一阵吧？”

“是的。”



⑼

 “天哪，他是惦记他弟弟了……可我还不知道呢！那么这是他老人家的狗？这就好了……你把它带去吧，这条小狗怪不错的……挺活泼……一口就把这家伙的手指咬破了，哈哈哈哈！快过来，你干吗发抖？呜呜……呜呜……这小坏蛋生气了……好一条狗。”

普罗霍尔把狗叫了过来，带着它离开了木柴场。那群人对着赫留金哈哈大笑。

“我早晚要收拾你！” 奥丘梅洛夫威胁他说，然后把身上的大衣裹一裹紧，继续在市集的广场上巡视起来。
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变色龙是一种随着外界颜色的变化而改变自身颜色，以达到自保目的的动物。契诃夫以它的名称作为小说题目，映射了小说主人公的性格特征。在小说中，警官奥丘梅洛夫的态度随着人群意见的变化，一共改变了六次，唯一不变的是他手握权力时不可一世的态度和对统治阶级的阿谀奉承。对应他每一次的态度转变，他对狗的称呼也在改变，并且通过不断地穿上、脱下大衣来配合自己情绪的变化。在穿着、语言的变化方面，契诃夫将这个“变色龙”的形象塑造得活灵活现。

《变色龙》还展现了契诃夫文学作品简洁、质朴、严谨的艺术特色。契诃夫认为“写作就是提炼的艺术”，并且认为“一点多余的东西也不应该有，凡是与小说没有直接关联的部分都应该毫不容情地去掉”。从结构上来看，《变色龙》只采用了一条清晰的主线，只有一个场景和一个单独的事件，并且以奥丘梅洛夫一个人物为中心，展示了其自相矛盾的言行。作者在情节安排上并没有外部事件加入，也没有离奇曲折的情节，仅仅从一个日常小事入手，开门见山地展开人物冲突，如同速写般抓住最本质的东西，只写神不写形，以直击主题的手法引发读者对于事件本质的思考。




注
 ：

superintendent n.
 警长




注
 ：

stride vi.
 阔步行走




注
 ：

confiscate vt.
 没收




注
 ：

disconsolately adv.
 忧郁地




注
 ：

yelp vi.
 吠




注
 ：

aforementioned adj.
 上述的




注
 ：

culprit n.
 罪犯




注
 ：

outstretched adj.
 伸出的




注
 ：

sternly adv.
 严厉地




注
 ：

gentry n.
 绅士阶层




注
 ：

strangle vt.
 勒死




注
 ：

hulking adj.
 庞大的




注
 ：

nonsensical adj.
 荒谬的




注
 ：

conviction n.
 确信




注
 ：

thoroughbred adj.
 纯种的




注
 ：

stray adj.
 流浪的




注
 ：

ecstatic adj.
 狂喜的





The Death of a Government Clerk

小公务员之死

安东·巴甫洛维奇·契诃夫(Anton Pavlovich Chekhov)

[image: ]


《小公务员之死》讲述了一个简洁而颇具戏剧性的故事：一名普通公务员在剧院里看戏时不慎将喷嚏溅到了坐在前排的将军身上，小公务员唯恐将军会将自己的不慎视为故意冒犯，所以一而再再而三地道歉，弄得那位将军从毫不在意到大发雷霆，而他并不放弃又屡次致歉，最后竟在受到将军的不耐烦呵斥后一命呜呼。十九世纪八十年代是俄国沙皇统治时期，社会黑暗，等级制度森严，小说通过塑造典型环境下的典型人物，表现了等级观念对社会大众造成的心理压力，表达了作者对该现象的不满与抨击。

One fine evening, a no less fine government clerk called Ivan Dmitritch Tchervyakov was sitting in the second row of the stalls, gazing through an opera glass at the Cloches de Corneville. He gazed and felt at the acme
注

 of bliss
注

 . But suddenly.... In stories one so often meets with this “But suddenly.” The authors are right: life is so full of surprises! But suddenly his face puckered
注

 up, his eyes disappeared, his breathing was arrested... he took the opera glass from his eyes, bent over and... “Aptchee!!” he sneezed
注

 as you perceive. It is not reprehensible
注

 for anyone to sneeze anywhere. Peasants sneeze and so do police superintendents, and sometimes even privy councillors. All men sneeze. Tchervyakov was not in the least confused. He wiped his face with his handkerchief, and like a polite man, looked round to see whether he had disturbed any one by his sneezing. But then he was overcome with confusion. He saw that an old gentleman sitting in front of him in the first row of the stalls was carefully wiping his bald head and his neck with his glove and muttering something to himself. In the old gentleman, Tchervyakov recognized Brizzhalov, a civilian general serving in the Department of Transport.



⑴

 “I have spattered
注

 him,” thought Tchervyakov, “He is not the head of my department, but still it is awkward. I must apologize.”

Tchervyakov gave a cough, bent his whole person forward, and whispered in the general's ear.

“Pardon, your Excellency
注

 , I spattered you accidentally....”

“Never mind, never mind.”

“For goodness sake excuse me, I... I did not mean to.”

“Oh, please, sit down! Let me listen!”



⑵

 Tchervyakov was embarrassed, he smiled stupidly and fell to gazing at the stage. He gazed at it but was no longer feeling bliss. He began to be troubled by uneasiness. In the interval
注

 , he went up to Brizzhalov, walked beside him, and overcoming his shyness, muttered:

“I spattered you, your Excellency, forgive me... you see... I didn't do it to....”

“Oh, that's enough... I'd forgotten it, and you keep on about it!” said the general, moving his lower lip impatiently.



⑶

 “He has forgotten, but there is a fiendish
注

 light in his eye,” thought Tchervyakov, looking suspiciously at the general. “And he doesn't want to talk. I ought to explain to him... that I really didn't intend... that it is the law of nature or else he will think I meant to spit on him. He doesn't think so now, but he will think so later!”

On getting home, Tchervyakov told his wife of his breach
注

 of good manners. It struck him that his wife took too frivolous
注

 a view of the incident; she was a little frightened, but when she learned that Brizzhalov was in a different department, she was reassured.

“Still, you had better go and apologize,” she said, “or he will think you don't know how to behave in public.”



⑷

 “That's just it! I did apologize, but he took it somehow queerly
注

 ... he didn't say a word of sense. There wasn't time to talk properly.”

Next day Tchervyakov put on a new uniform, had his hair cut and went to Brizzhalov's to explain; going into the general's reception room he saw there a number of petitioners
注

 and among them the general himself, who was beginning to interview them. After questioning several petitioners the general raised his eyes and looked at Tchervyakov.

“Yesterday at the Arcadia, if you recollect, your Excellency,” the latter began, “I sneezed and... accidentally spattered... Exc....”



⑸

 “What nonsense.... It's beyond anything! What can I do for you？” said the general addressing the next petitioner.

“He won't speak,” thought Tchervyakov, turning pale; “that means that he is angry.... No, it can't be left like this.... I will explain to him.”

When the general had finished his conversation with the last of the petitioners and was turning towards his inner apartments, Tchervyakov took a step towards him and muttered:



⑹

 “Your Excellency! If I venture to trouble your Excellency, it is simply from a feeling I may say of regret!... It was not intentional if you will graciously believe me.”

The general made a lachrymose
注

 face, and waved his hand.

“Why, you are simply making fun of me, sir,” he said as he closed the door behind him.



⑺

 “Where's the making fun in it？” thought Tchervyakov, “there is nothing of the sort! He is a general, but he can't understand. If that is how it is, I am not going to apologize to that fanfaron
注

 anymore! The devil take him. I'll write a letter to him, but I won't go. By Jove, I won't.”

So thought Tchervyakov as he walked home; he did not write a letter to the general, he pondered and pondered and could not make up that letter. He had to go next day to explain in person.

“I ventured to disturb your Excellency yesterday,” he muttered, when the general lifted enquiring eyes upon him, “not to make fun as you were pleased to say. I was apologizing for having spattered you in sneezing.... And I did not dream of making fun of you. Should I dare to make fun of you, if we should take to making fun, then there would be no respect for persons, there would be....”



⑻

 “Be off!” yelled the general, turning suddenly purple, and shaking all over.

“What？” asked Tchervyakov, in a whisper turning numb with horror.

“Be off!” repeated the general, stamping.

Something seemed to give way in Tchervyakov's stomach. Seeing nothing and hearing nothing he reeled to the door, went out into the street, and went staggering along.... Reaching home mechanically, without taking off his uniform, he lay down on the sofa and died.
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在一个美好的傍晚，一个心情不错的公务员伊凡·德密特里奇·切尔维亚科夫，坐在剧院第二排座椅上，正拿着望远镜看歌剧《哥纳维勒的钟声》。他凝神瞧着，觉得无比幸福。可是忽然间……小说里经常出现这个“可是忽然间”——作家们是对的：生活里充满多少意外的事啊！可是忽然间，他的脸皱起来，他的眼睛翻了上去，他的呼吸止住了。他拿掉了望远镜，弯下腰去，然后 “阿嚏！！”一声——不说您也明白，他打喷嚏了。不管是谁，无论在什么地方，打喷嚏总归是不犯禁的。乡下人打喷嚏，警官也同样打喷嚏，就连达官贵人也在所难免，所有人都打喷嚏。切尔维亚科夫一点也不慌，他拿手绢擦了擦脸，而且像那些讲礼貌的人一样，往四下里看一看：他的喷嚏究竟有没有打扰到别人。可这时他却不由得慌张起来。他看见坐在他前面第一排的一位老先生正在拿手套使劲擦自己的秃顶和脖子，嘴里嘟哝着。切尔维亚科夫认出那位老先生是卜里斯哈洛夫，在交通部就任的一位文职将军。



⑴

 “我把喷嚏溅在他身上了，” 切尔维亚科夫想，“他不是我的上司，那也还是很难为情。我得道个歉才行。”

切尔维亚科夫咳了一声，把整个身子向前探过去，凑着将军的耳根小声说：“对不起，大人，我不小心把喷嚏溅在您身上了……”

“没关系，没关系。”

“看在上帝的面子上原谅我吧。我……我不是故意要这样。”

“唉，请您坐下吧！我还得听戏呢！”



⑵

 切尔维亚科夫十分尴尬，他傻笑着，接着看戏。他盯着戏看，可是不再觉得幸福了。他开始惶惶不安起来。在中场休息时，他来到卜里斯哈洛夫跟前，在他身旁走来走去，终于克服了自己胆怯的心情，喃喃地说：

“我喷到您了，大人，请您原谅……您知道……我是无心要……”

“唉，够啦！我已经忘了，您却说个没完！”将军一边说，一边不耐烦地撇了撇嘴唇。



⑶

 “他已经忘了，可是他的眼神却那么凶，” 切尔维亚科夫怀疑地瞧着将军，心里思索着，“而且他不愿意多讲。我应当对他解释清楚，说明我是无意的……说明打喷嚏是自然规律，要不他会以为我是有意啐他。现在他没有这么想，可以后他一定会这么想的！”

一回到家，切尔维亚科夫就把自己的失态告诉他妻子。令他吃惊的是，妻子对这件不幸的事全不在意——她先是吓着了，可是当她知道卜里斯哈洛夫是在其他部门任职以后，就放心了。

“不过呢，你最好还是去赔个不是，”她说，“要不然他会认为你在公共场合举止不当。”



⑷

 “说的就是啊！我已经赔过不是了，可是他的反应很奇怪。他一句中听的话也没说。我们也没有时间详谈。”

第二天切尔维亚科夫穿上了新制服，理了发，到卜里斯哈洛夫家里去解释。他一走进将军的接待室，就看见那儿有很多请求接见的人，将军本人夹在他们当中，正要开始跟他们交谈。 将军询问过几个人以后，抬起眼睛来望着切尔维亚科夫。

“昨天在阿尔卡吉亚戏院，要是您记得的话，大人，”公务员开口讲起来，“我打了个喷嚏……不小心喷到了您……请您原……”



⑸

 “真是胡闹……这也太不像话啦！您有什么事要我效劳吗？”将军对下一个来访的人说。

“他连话都不肯说，” 切尔维亚科夫脸色煞白，心里想道，“这说明他生气了。不行，不能就这样了事，我要跟他说明白才行。”

等到将军跟最后一个来访者谈完话，正要走到里间去时，切尔维亚科夫走了过来，喃喃地说：



⑹

 “大人，要是我斗胆麻烦大人，那只是出于一种悔过的心情！那件事不是我故意做出来的，请您开恩相信我的话才好。”

将军愁眉苦脸地摆了摆手。

“您简直是跟我开玩笑，先生，”他一边说，一边走进去关上了他身后的门。



⑺

 “这怎么会是开玩笑？” 切尔维亚科夫想，“根本就没开玩笑的意思呀！他是将军，可他居然不明白。既是这样，我也不愿意再对这个摆架子的人赔不是了！去他的！我给他写信好了，但我绝对不会再来。真的，我说什么也不来了！”

切尔维亚科夫这么想着，走回了家。给将军的信他却没有写成。他想了又想，就是想不出该怎样动笔。他只好第二天再亲自去解释。

“昨天我来打搅了大人，”他喃喃地说，这时候将军抬起疑问的目光望着他，“可不是您所说的那样是为了开您的玩笑。我是来赔罪的，因为我在打喷嚏的时候喷到了您。我做梦也没想到过拿您开玩笑。我哪儿敢拿您开玩笑？如果我们真是染上了开玩笑的习气，那还谈何对人的尊重呢，谈何……”



⑻

 “滚出去！”将军大叫一声，脸色发青，浑身发抖。

“什么？” 切尔维亚科夫低声问道，呆若木鸡。

“滚出去！”将军跺着脚，又说了一遍。

切尔维亚科夫的肚子里好像有东西翻腾了起来，他什么也看不见，什么也听不见，一步步退到了门口。他出门来到了街上，一路步履蹒跚地走着……机械般地回到了家中，没脱掉制服，就往沙发上一躺，咽了气。
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《小公务员之死》是一篇典型的契诃夫式小说，它通过描写一个特定的小场景和一个小人物在此之中的特殊行为，来折射当时社会的大现象。全文并没有曲折的故事情节和复杂的人物关系，仅仅就一个小职员因为自己的不小心而病态般地向将军一而再再而三地道歉，乃至最后因惊吓而死这一夸张的事件，来讽刺俄国沙皇统治时期社会大众心中根深蒂固的等级观念。作者在极小的篇幅中容纳了丰富的内容，求精不求多，用鲜明的细节勾勒出了典型的形象。文中的小职员反反复复进行了六次道歉，从出于礼数到接近病态，夸张地反映了他对于上级的恐惧和深入骨髓的奴性。

小说在最短的篇幅中充分体现了其戏剧性的一面。故事一开始就发生在“剧场”中，暗示了接下来即将发生戏剧般的一幕。而故事主人公精神失常的行为已经到了近乎荒诞的程度，最后甚至因为这个小小的事件而丢掉了性命。通过对人物性格的夸张塑造，作者把小人物写活了，而极端的人物和事件也让读者反思真实的社会中那些荒诞无理的礼教与制度，达到了四两拨千斤的效果。




注
 ：

acme n.
 顶点




注
 ：

bliss n.
 极乐




注
 ：

pucker vt.
 使缩拢




注
 ：

sneeze vi.
 打喷嚏




注
 ：

reprehensible adj.
 应斥责的




注
 ：

spatter vt.
 溅




注
 ：

Excellency n.
 阁下




注
 ：

interval n.
 幕间休息




注
 ：

fiendish adj.
 极坏的




注
 ：

breach n.
 违背




注
 ：

frivolous adj.
 没有价值或意义的




注
 ：

queerly adv.
 奇怪地




注
 ：

petitioner n.
 请愿人




注
 ：

lachrymose adj.
 悲哀的




注
 ：

fanfaron n.
 吹牛者





Fat and Thin

胖子和瘦子

安东·巴甫洛维奇·契诃夫(Anton Pavlovich Chekhov)
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《胖子和瘦子》讲述了这样一个故事：两位儿时的朋友，一个胖子和一个瘦子在火车站久别重逢，两人愉快地交谈。但当瘦子得知胖子官居高位以后，立刻卑躬屈膝，满脸奉承。最后胖子因为瘦子的“恶心”举动而迅速离开。该故事创作于十九世纪末期，彼时俄国正处于沙皇专制时代，等级制度森严。在该社会制度的影响下，对于有着高等官阶的人，市民普遍存在一种谄媚和恭敬的心态。小说《胖子和瘦子》便通过令人唏嘘的故事情节，反映了当时俄国社会的普遍价值观。



⑴

 Two friends — one a fat man and the other a thin man — met at the Nikolaevsky station. The fat man had just dined in the station and his greasy lips shone like ripe cherries. He smelt of sherry and fleur d'orange. The thin man had just slipped out of the train and was laden with portmanteaus, bundles, and bandboxes. He smelt of ham and coffee grounds. A thin woman with a long chin, his wife, and a tall schoolboy with one eye screwed up came into view behind his back.

“Porfiry,” cried the fat man on seeing the thin man. “Is it you？ My dear fellow! How many summers, how many winters!”

“Holy saints!” cried the thin man in amazement. “Misha! The friend of my childhood! Where have you dropped from？”



⑵

 The friends kissed each other three times, and gazed at each other with eyes full of tears. Both were agreeably astounded.

“My dear boy!” began the thin man after the kissing. “This is unexpected! This is a surprise! Come have a good look at me! Just as handsome as I used to be! Just as great a darling and a dandy! Good gracious me! Well, and how are you？ Made your fortune？ Married？ I am married as you see.... This is my wife Luise, her maiden name was Vantsenbach... of the Lutheran persuasion.... And this is my son Nafanail, a schoolboy in the third class. This is the friend of my childhood, Nafanya. We were boys at school together!”

Nafanail thought a little and took off his cap.



⑶

 “We were boys at school together,” the thin man went on. “Do you remember how they used to tease you？ You were nicknamed Herostratus
注

 because you burned a hole in a schoolbook with a cigarette, and I was nicknamed Ephialtes
注

 because I was fond of telling tales. Ho-ho!... We were children!... Don't be shy, Nafanya. Go nearer to him. And this is my wife, her maiden name was Vantsenbach, of the Lutheran persuasion....”

Nafanail thought a little and took refuge behind his father's back.

“Well, how are you doing my friend？” the fat man asked, looking enthusiastically at his friend. “Are you in the service？ What grade have you reached？”



⑷

 “I am, dear boy! I have been a collegiate
注

 assessor for the last two years and I have the Stanislav. The salary is poor, but that's no great matter! The wife gives music lessons, and I go in for carving wooden cigarette cases in a private way. Capital cigarette cases! I sell them for a rouble
注

 each. If any one takes ten or more I make a reduction of course. We get along somehow. I served as a clerk, you know, and now I have been transferred here as a head clerk in the same department. I am going to serve here. And what about you？ I bet you are a civil councillor by now？ Eh？”

“No dear boy, go higher than that,” said the fat man. “I have risen to privy councillor already... I have two stars.”

The thin man turned pale and rigid
注

 all at once, but soon his face twisted in all directions in the broadest smile; it seemed as though sparks were flashing from his face and eyes. He squirmed
注

 , he doubled together, crumpled up.... His portmanteaus, bundles and cardboard boxes seemed to shrink and crumple up too.... His wife's long chin grew longer still; Nafanail drew himself up to attention and fastened all the buttons of his uniform.



⑸

 “Your Excellency, I... delighted! The friend, one may say, of childhood and to have turned into such a great man! He-he!”

“Come, come!” the fat man frowned. “What's this tone for？ You and I were friends as boys, and there is no need of this official obsequiousness
注

 !”

“Merciful heavens, your Excellency! What are you saying...？” sniggered
注

 the thin man, wriggling
注

 more than ever. “Your Excellency's gracious attention is like refreshing manna.... This, your Excellency, is my son Nafanail,... my wife Luise, a Lutheran in a certain sense.”



⑹

 The fat man was about to make some protest, but the face of the thin man wore an expression of such reverence
注

 , sugariness, and mawkish
注

 respectfulness that the privy councillor was sickened. He turned away from the thin man, giving him his hand at parting.

The thin man pressed three fingers, bowed his whole body and sniggered like a Chinaman: “He-he-he!” His wife smiled. Nafanail scraped with his foot and dropped his cap. All three were agreeably overwhelmed.
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⑴

 在尼古拉斯基火车站上，两个朋友相遇了——一个是胖子，另一个是瘦子。胖子刚刚在车站上吃完午饭，两片油亮亮的嘴唇像熟透的樱桃。他浑身散发着雪利酒和香橙花的气息。那瘦子刚刚走下火车，身上负着几只箱子、大包小包和一些纸盒，浑身散发着火腿和咖啡渣的气味。他身后站着一个长下巴的瘦女人，那是他的妻子，还有一个眯起一只眼睛的高个子学生。

“波尔菲里！”胖子看见瘦子，立刻大声叫起来，“是你吗？我亲爱的朋友！我可许久没有见着你啦！”

“天呐！”瘦子惊奇地喊道，“米沙！我的发小！你这是从哪儿来呀？”



⑵

 两个朋友互相亲吻了三次，彼此打量着，眼泪汪汪，惊喜交集。

“我的好兄弟！”瘦子说，“真没想到！真是个惊喜！来，你看看我！我还是从前那样英俊潇洒，还是那样仪表堂堂。我的天啊！对了，你怎么样？发财了吧？结婚了吧？你看，我已经结婚了……这就是我的妻子露易丝……娘家姓范滕巴赫……是路德派教徒。这是我的儿子，纳发纳尔，三年级学生。纳发乖乖，这位是我小时候的朋友。我们曾经在一块儿上学呢！”

纳发纳尔思索了一阵，摘下了帽子。



⑶

 “我们在一块儿上学！”瘦子接着说，“你还记得大伙怎样拿你开玩笑吗？他们管你叫黑若斯达特斯，因为你用香烟把教科书给烧坏了。大伙管我叫厄菲阿尔特，因为我爱搬弄是非。哈，哈！……咱们那时都是小孩子啊！……纳发尼亚，别害羞，到他跟前去，靠近点……这是我的妻子，娘家姓范滕巴赫，是路德派教徒……”

纳发纳尔思索了一阵，躲到他父亲身后去了。

“你的近况怎样，朋友？”胖子热情地望着他的朋友问道，“你在哪儿供职？做到几等官啦？”



⑷

 “我亲爱的朋友，是在做官。已经当了两年八等文官，得了一枚斯丹尼斯拉夫勋章，薪水不多，不过这也没什么。我妻子教音乐，我呢，附带做点木头烟盒。烟盒挺精致。我卖一卢布一个。有谁一次买十个或者更多，我当然就会让点价。我们就这么应付着过。原先在部里的一个司做事，现在调到这儿，还是原先的部门，可是当科长。往后就在这儿做事了。你怎么样？恐怕已经是五等文官了吧？嗯？”

“不对。我亲爱的朋友，你还得往高点说，”胖子说道，“我已经是三等文官了……得了两颗金星勋章。”

瘦子一下子脸色煞白，呆住了。不过，他脸上的肌肉很快地向四面八方扭动，做出夸张的笑容，似乎有火星从他的脸上、眼睛里迸发出来。他拱肩屈背把整个身子缩成一团……他的那些箱子，大包小包，还有硬纸盒也似乎都被压扁起来……他妻子的长下巴伸得更长了。纳发纳尔集中了精神，把制服上的扣子扣得整整齐齐。



⑸

 “大人，我……非常荣幸！我的朋友，还是从小的朋友，一下子变成了了不起的人物！真厉害！”

“别啊，别这样！”胖子皱起眉头说，“干吗用这种口气说话？咱们是从小的朋友，用不着官场的那些奉承和恭维！”

“我的老天啊，大人！你在说什么……”瘦子一脸堆笑，身子越发缩成一团了，“大人的恩典有如起死回生的甘露……大人，这是我的儿子纳发纳尔……妻子露易丝，算是路德派教徒。”



⑹

 胖子本想说点什么表示他并不同意这一番话，可是瘦子脸上现出的虔敬、谄媚和恭顺的酸相，弄得三等文官直恶心。他转过身去伸出手向他告别，望也不望瘦子一眼。

瘦子握了握胖子三根手指，像个中国人一样全身弯下去向他鞠躬，发出呵呵的笑声。他妻子也赔着笑脸。纳发纳尔用脚来回擦着地面，帽子掉到地上去了。三个人都惊喜交集。
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契科夫在短短的篇幅中设置了两个从外形到地位都十分极端的人物，巧妙地制造了戏剧冲突。两人一胖一瘦，从胖子的外形就能看出其高贵不俗的身份——“两片油亮亮的嘴唇像熟透的樱桃。他浑身散发着雪利酒和香橙花的气息”；而瘦子却拖家带口，“身上负着几只箱子、大包小包和一些纸盒，浑身散发着火腿和咖啡渣的气味”，看起来十分窘迫。作者寥寥几笔，两人的形象和举止跃然纸上。

小说最精彩的部分在于瘦子在了解胖子身份之前与之后的态度对比。在得知胖子的官阶之前，瘦子讲话滔滔不绝，不仅十分骄傲和夸张地介绍了自己的情况，还开玩笑地提起当年同窗时两人的丑事。可当他了解到胖子的社会地位远在自己之上时，立刻变得紧张起来，只会说些巴结迎合的话，做些点头哈腰的动作，再也没有老同学见面时的轻松愉快。瘦子没有想到的是，他阿谀奉承的行为反而使老同学十分反感。瘦子这个形象是十九世纪俄国公民心态的缩影，在森严的等级制度下，人与人之间多了许多不应有的隔阂。许多平凡的人丧失了自尊心，变得奴性十足。小说批判了这类人的极端表现，也揭示了畸形社会背后落后的制度。




注
 ：

Herostratus (古希腊人名)黑若斯达特斯，焚烧了世界七大奇观之一的阿泰密斯神庙




注
 ：

Ephialtes (古希腊人名)厄菲阿尔特，曾引波斯军队入境




注
 ：

collegiate adj.
 学院的




注
 ：

rouble n.
 卢布




注
 ：

rigid adj.
 僵硬的




注
 ：

squirm vi.
 蠕动




注
 ：

obsequiousness n.
 谄媚




注
 ：

snigger vi.
 哧哧窃笑




注
 ：

wriggle vi.
 蠕动




注
 ：

reverence n.
 崇敬




注
 ：

mawkish adj.
 令人作呕的





Running for Governor

竞选州长

马克·吐温(Mark Twain)
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马克·吐温(1835—1910)，原名萨缪尔·兰亨·克莱门(Samuel Langhorne Clemens)，美国著名作家和演说家，美国批判现实主义文学的奠基人。马克·吐温少年时生活十分艰辛，做过排字工人和密西西比河水手，这些经历不仅为他的写作积累了素材，也培养了他强烈的正义感和对普通民众的关心。他的作品以幽默见长，以辛辣的讽刺著称，其代表有：《百万英镑》(The
 ￡1,000,000 Bank Note
 )、《哈克贝利·费恩历险记》(Adventures of Huckleberry Finn
 )、《汤姆·索亚历险记》(The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
 )。
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《竞选州长》通过描写“我”在参加州长竞选时遭遇的种种强加于人、骇人听闻的污蔑与丑闻，揭露了社会中某些道德败类进行权钱交易的黑幕，揭开了当时社会所标榜的“自由”“民主”的假面具。《竞选州长》是马克·吐温早期描写社会现象的佳作，发表于美国南北战争结束之后。战后美国经济得到迅速发展，疯狂对外输出资本。在总统竞选中，民主党与共和党为了赢得选举胜利，不惜重金拉选票，两党相互攻击，造谣中伤。该小说生动地反映了这一黑暗的社会事件，为道貌岸然的政治操控者描绘了一幅绝妙的讽刺画。

A few months ago I was nominated for Governor of the great State of New York, to run against Stewart L. Woodford and John T. Hoffman, on an independent ticket. I somehow felt that I had one prominent advantage over these gentlemen, and that was, good character. It was easy to see by the newspapers, that if ever they had known what it was to bear a good name, that time had gone by. It was plain that in these latter years they had become familiar with all manner of shameful crimes. But at the very moment that I was exalting
注

 my advantage and joying in it in secret, there was a muddy undercurrent
注

 of discomfort “riling” the deeps of my happiness — and that was, the having to hear my name bandied
注

 about in familiar connection with those of such people. I grew more and more disturbed. Finally I wrote my grandmother about it. Her answer came quick and sharp. She said:



⑴

 You have never done one single thing in all your life to be ashamed of — not one. Look at the newspapers — look at them and comprehend what sort of characters Woodford and Hoffman are, and then see if you are willing to lower yourself to their level and enter a public canvass with them.

It was my very thought! I did not sleep a single moment that night. But after all, I could not recede
注

 . I was fully committed and must go on with the fight. As I was looking listlessly over the papers at breakfast, I came across this paragraph, and I may truly say I never was so confounded before:

PERJURY — Perhaps, now that Mr. Mark Twain is before the people as a candidate for Governor, he will condescend
注

 to explain how he came to be convicted of perjury by thirty-four witnesses, in Wakawak, Cochin China, in 1863, the intent of which perjury was to rob a poor native widow and her helpless family of a meager plantain patch, their only stay and support in their bereavement
注

 and their desolation. Mr. Twain owes it to himself, as well as to the great people whose suffrages
注

 he asks, to clear this matter up. Will he do it？



⑵

 I thought I should burst with amazement! Such a cruel, heartless charge — I never had seen Cochin China! I never had heard of Wakawak! I didn't know a plantain patch from a kangaroo! I did not know what to do. I was crazed and helpless. I let the day slip away without doing anything at all. The next morning the same paper had this — nothing more:

SIGNIFICANT — Mr. Twain, it will be observed, is suggestively silent about the Cochin China perjury.

[Mem. — During the rest of the campaign this paper never referred to me in any other way than as “the infamous perjurer Twain.”]

Next came the “Gazette” with this:



⑶

 WANTED TO KNOW — Will the new candidate for Governor deign
注

 to explain to certain of his fellow-citizens (who are suffering to vote for him!) the little circumstance of his cabin-mates in Montana losing small valuables from time to time, until at last, these things having been invariably
注

 found on Mr. Twain's person or in his “trunk” (newspaper he rolled his traps in), they felt compelled to give him a friendly admonition
注

 for his own good, and so tarred and feathered him and rode him on a rail, and then advised him to leave a permanent vacuum in the place he usually occupied in the camp. Will he do this？

Could anything be more deliberately malicious than that？ For I never was in Montana in my life.

[After this, this journal customarily spoke of me as “Twain, the Montana Thief.”]



⑷

 I got to picking up papers apprehensively
注

 — much as one would lift a desired blanket which he had some idea might have a rattlesnake under it. One day this met my eye:

THE LIE NAILED! — By the sworn affidavits
注

 of Michael O'Flanagan, Esq., of the Five Points, and Mr. Kit Burns and Mr. John Allen, of Water street, it is established that Mr. Mark Twain's vile statement that the lamented
注

 grandfather of our noble standard-bearer, John T. Hoffman, was hanged for highway robbery, is a brutal and gratuitous
注

 LIE, without a single shadow of foundation in fact. It is disheartening to virtuous men to see such shameful means resorted to achieve political success as the attacking of the dead in their graves and defiling their honored names with slander
注

 . When we think of the anguish this miserable falsehood must cause the innocent relatives and friends of the deceased, we are almost driven to incite an outraged and insulted public to summary and unlawful vengeance
注

 upon the traducer. But no — let us leave him to the agony of a lacerating conscience — (though if passion should get the better of the public and in its blind fury they should do the traducer bodily injury, it is but too obvious that no jury could convict and no court punish the perpetrators
注

 of the deed).



⑸

 The ingenious closing sentence had the effect of moving me out of bed with dispatch that night, and out at the back door, also, while the “outraged and insulted public” surged in the front way, breaking furniture and windows in their righteous indignation
注

 as they came, and taking off such property as they could carry when they went. And yet I can lay my hand upon the Book and say that I never slandered Governor Hoffman's grandfather. More — I had never even heard of him or mentioned him, up to that day and date.

[I will state, in passing, that the journal above quoted from always referred to me afterward as “Twain, the Body-Snatcher.”]
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几个月以前，我被提名为纽约州州长候选人，代表独立党与斯图尔特·L.伍德福特先生和约翰·T. 霍夫曼先生竞选。我总觉得同两位先生相比，我有一个显著的长处，那就是声望还不错。从报纸上可以很容易地看出，如果说两位先生懂得如何珍惜名誉，那已经是很早以前的事情了。近几年来，他们显然对各式各样可耻的罪行都已经习以为常。但是正当我对自己的长处颇为欣喜，并暗自因此得意的时候，却有一股让人沮丧扫兴的阴暗浊流在我内心深处“骚动”——我总是听到自己的名字被人拿来与那些人相提并论，到处传播。这使我感到越来越不安。后来我就写信给我的祖母，告诉她这件事情。她的信回得很快，语言直截了当。她说：



⑴

 “你生平从来没有干过一桩丢脸的事——从来没有。看看那些报纸吧——看一眼就明白伍德福特和霍夫曼这两个人是何等货色，你就明白你是否宁愿把自己降至同样的水平，同他们公开竞选了。”

这也正是我的想法！那天晚上我一刻也没有睡着。可事到如今，我已经无法撒手了。我已经完全卷入了这场旋涡，不得不继续斗争下去。早餐时，我无精打采地看着报纸，忽然看到这样一篇报道，老实说，我从来没有那么吃惊过。

伪证罪——马克·吐温先生现在既然在大众面前当了州长候选人，他也许会屈尊说明一下一八六三年他在交趾支那＊
 
注

 的瓦卡瓦克被三十四个证人证明犯下伪证罪的经过。其意图是欲从当地一位贫苦寡妇及其无依无靠的子女手里夺取一块贫瘠的香蕉园，那是他们失去亲人之后凄凉生活中唯一赖以生存的依靠。考虑到他本人的前程，也为了不辜负大众的选票，吐温先生应该把这桩事情交代清楚。他是否会这样做呢？



⑵

 我觉得诧异到了极点！这样残酷无情的指控——我一辈子都没有去过交趾支那！瓦卡瓦克我连听也没有听说过！至于香蕉园，我简直就不知道它和一只袋鼠有什么区别！我真不知道怎么办才好。我气得要命，不知所措。我没有心思做任何事情，就这样过了一天。第二天早上，那家报纸再没说别的什么，只有这样一句话：

耐人寻味——大家都会注意到，吐温先生对于那桩交趾支那的伪证案保持缄默，似有隐衷。

(注——此后在竞选运动中，这个报纸一提到我，唯一使用的称呼就是“臭名昭著的伪证犯吐温”。)

其次是《新闻报》，上面登着这么一段话：



⑶

 敬待澄清——是否能够请新州长候选人向急于等着要投他一票的同胞们解释一下以下这件小事：吐温先生在蒙大拿的时候，和他同住在一间小房子里的伙伴们时常遗失一些小小的贵重物品，后来这些东西都在吐温先生身上或是他的“皮箱”(他用来包裹随身物品的报纸)里找到了。于是大家为了帮助他改过自新，不得不对他进一番友好的忠告，所以就给他浑身涂满柏油，粘上羽毛，让他吃“坐木杠”的苦头，然后让他不再占有那一席之地，永远离开这个工棚。他愿意解释一下这件事吗？

世间还能有比这更居心险恶的事情吗？我一辈子都没有到过蒙大拿呀。

(从此以后，这个报纸就照例把我叫做“吐温——蒙大拿的小偷”。)



⑷

 于是我每每一拿起报纸来就觉得提心吊胆——很像一个人想睡觉的时候去揭开床毯，可是心里却担心下面藏着一条响尾蛇似的。有一天，我又看到了这么一段：

谎言已被揭穿！——根据五点区的迈克尔·欧弗兰纳根先生和水街的吉特·彭斯先生及约翰·亚伦先生三人宣誓负责的证词，现已证明马克·吐温先生对我党德高望重的领袖约翰·T. 霍夫曼已故的祖父进行诽谤，说他是因犯拦路抢劫罪被处绞刑。这种说法纯属粗暴无理之谎言，毫无事实根据。像这样毁谤九泉之下的死者并以谰言玷污其名声的无耻手段，以博得政治上的成功，这实在叫正人君子看了寒心。我们想到这种卑鄙的谣言给无辜的死者家属和亲友们必然带来的悲恸时，几乎要被迫煽动起被伤害和被侮辱的公众，立即对诽谤者施以非法的报复。但是我们不这么办！还是让他去受良心的谴责并因此苦痛吧。(不过公众如果让感情的冲动占了上风，在盲目的愤怒支配之下对诽谤者加以人身伤害的话，显而易见，陪审员是不能给这些被义愤所激的人们定罪的，法院也不能对他们加以处罚。)



⑸

 末尾那句巧妙的话起了很大作用，当天夜里就有一群“被伤害和被侮辱的公众”从我的房子前面冲进来，把我吓得连忙从床上爬起来，由后门逃出去。那些人满腔义愤，来势汹汹，一进门就捣毁了家具和窗户，走的时候把能带走的财物都拿去了。但是我可以把手按在《圣经》上发誓，我从来没有诽谤过霍夫曼州长的祖父。不但如此，直到那一天为止，我还从来没有听说过他，也从来没有提到过他。

(顺便说一句，从那以后，那家报纸就一直把我称为“盗尸犯吐温”。)
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《竞选州长》是一部匠心独运的文学作品。首先，小说在刻画人物性格方面独树一帜。小说只是简单地提到“我”在众多竞选者中人品居上，并没有花大量的笔墨描绘“我”的性格，而是用大部分篇幅“引用”了众多报刊对主人公看似真实可信的诽谤报道，从侧面表现了主人公面对谗言的被动与无奈。

小说亦巧妙地运用对比和夸张的手法，使作品拥有极强的讽刺力量。开篇讲述主人公对于自己人品的自信，不想最终却因所谓的“品行不佳”而输掉了竞选。此处的强烈对比揭示了统治阶层中的道德败坏之举。而谣言制造者道貌岸然、义正词严而极具引导性的申诉在作者的笔下显得十分荒诞，作者通过近乎嘲弄的笔调制造了漫画般夸张的效果，有力地揭穿了所谓“民主政治”的虚伪，反映了当时美国社会在“自由”旗帜掩盖下的腐朽和堕落。作者用幽默语言所制造的滑稽场面从侧面反映出主人公愤怒无奈的情绪，引发读者在苦笑中深思。




注
 ：

exalt vt.
 使得意




注
 ：

undercurrent n.
 潜在情绪




注
 ：

bandy vt.
 传播




注
 ：

recede vi.
 减弱




注
 ：

condescend vi.
 屈尊




注
 ：

bereavement n.
 丧失




注
 ：

suffrage n.
 投票




注
 ：

deign vi.
 屈尊




注
 ：

invariably adv.
 总是




注
 ：

admonition n.
 告诫




注
 ：

apprehensively adv.
 担心地




注
 ：

affidavit n.
 宣誓书




注
 ：

lamented adj.
 被哀悼的




注
 ：

gratuitous adj.
 无理由的




注
 ：

slander n.
 诽谤




注
 ：

vengeance n.
 复仇




注
 ：

perpetrator n.
 犯罪者




注
 ：

indignation n.
 愤慨




注
 ：

编者注：交趾支那，地名，原越南一个法属殖民地的旧称。
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奇 谈 怪 传
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And now each person in the castle understood that the Red Death was there, among them. It had come like a thief in the night.

这下城堡里的每个人都才明白，红死魔存在于他们之间。它就像小偷一样趁着黑夜而来。

——艾伦·坡　《红死魔的面具》




The Tell-tale Heart

泄密的心

埃德加·爱伦·坡(Edgar Allan Poe)
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埃德加·爱伦·坡(1809—1849)，十九世纪美国作家、诗人和文学评论家，美国浪漫主义运动时期的重要成员，以其悬疑和惊悚小说而闻名，被誉为推理小说的开山鼻祖。爱伦·坡宣扬唯美主义、神秘主义，其小说风格怪异离奇，充满恐怖气氛。其著名作品有小说《黑猫》(The Black Cat)、《厄舍府的倒塌》(The Fall of the House of Usher)，诗《安娜贝尔·李》(Annabel Lee)、《乌鸦》(The Raven)等。
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《泄密的心》这篇小说中，一个神经过敏的人以第一人称的角度讲述了自己的犯罪经过。他与一个老人同住，两人无冤无仇，他也无意占有老人的财产，只因老人那双令他恐惧的鹰眼使他产生了杀人的念头。整整一个星期他都在模拟如何杀人，第八天夜里谋杀成功后，他把尸体肢解并藏在了老人卧房的地板之下。警员来调查时，他本来镇定自若，但耳中逐渐产生了幻觉，听见了老人的心跳声。最后他不堪忍受声音的折磨，承认了罪行。作者通过对内心对白的细致描述，逼真地展示了主人公内心的扭曲，制造了小说独特的“恐怖美”。

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little — a very, very little crevice
注

 in the lantern. So I opened it — you cannot imagine how stealthily
注

 , stealthily — until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.



⑴

 It was open — wide, wide open — and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness — all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the sense？ — now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.



⑵

 But even yet I refrained
注

 and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish
注

 tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man's terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment! — do you mark me well I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me — the sound would be heard by a neighbor! The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked
注

 once — once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily
注

 , to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex
注

 me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse
注

 . Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation
注

 . He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.



⑶

 I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings
注

 . I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly
注

 , that no human eye — not even his — could have detected anything wrong. There was nothing to wash out — no stain of any kind — no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all — ha! ha!

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock — still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart, — for what had I now to fear？ There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity
注

 , as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbor during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises.



⑷

 I smiled, — for what had I to fear？ I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. I bade them search — search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues
注

 , while I myself, in the wild audacity
注

 of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct — It continued and became more distinct. I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling, but it continued and gained definiteness — until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.



⑸

 No doubt I now grew very pale; but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased — and what could I do？ It was a low, dull, quick sound — much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath — and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly — more vehemently
注

 ; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations
注

 ; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be gone？ I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men — but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! What could I do？ I foamed — I raved — I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder — louder — louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heard not？ Almighty God! — no, no! They heard! — they suspected! — they knew! — they were making a mockery of my horror! — this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now — again! — hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!

“Villains!” I shrieked, “Dissemble no more! I admit the deed! — tear up the planks! here, here! — It is the beating of his hideous heart!”
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我耐心地等了许久，没听到他躺下，于是决定将灯拉开一条小缝——极小、极小的一道缝。我动了手——您可想不出我有多么神不知、鬼不觉——直到一丝微弱的光线，如同蛛丝一般，落到了他的鹰眼上。



⑴

 那眼睛睁开着——睁得很大，很大。我凝视着它，心中燃起了怒火。我看得清清楚楚——那眼睛整个都是暗蓝色，还蒙着一层可怕的薄膜，让我全身上下都战栗不止。但我却看不见老头脸上和身上其余的部位，因为我似乎出于本能般准确地把光打在了那只该死的眼球上。

我不是告诉过你，你认为疯狂的东西只不过是感官的过分敏锐吗？现在跟你说吧，有一阵低沉、单调而短促的声音传入了我的耳朵，就像是被包在棉花里的钟表声。对那个声音我也十分熟悉——它正是老头的心跳。这声音烧旺了我的怒火，就像咚咚的战鼓激励了士兵的勇气一样。



⑵

 但我仍旧克制着自己，一动不动，连气也不喘。我一动不动地拿着灯，尝试着看我能多稳当地将光线一直照在那眼睛上。这时，那可怕的心跳声加剧了，随着时间的流动，它越跳越快，越跳越响。那老头一定十分恐惧！我刚才说过，那声音每秒钟都变得更响了！你明白我的意思了吗？我告诉过你我神经紧张——确实是这样。此刻正是深更半夜，老屋里一片死寂，这奇怪的声响让我产生了无法抑制的恐惧。不过，几分钟之后，我克制住了自己，站住不动。可那扑通声更响，更响了！我以为那心脏会炸开。这时有一丝焦虑出现，困扰着我——邻居们可能会听到这个声音！老头大限将至了！我喊了一声，打开了灯，蹭地跳进了屋内。他发出了一声尖叫——只有一声。我在一瞬间将他拉到了地板上，把沉重的床拖了过来压在他身上。事情已经办好，我快活地笑了。但那心脏竟然还怦怦地跳了好几分钟。但这丝毫没有让我恼怒，因为墙外是听不见的。终于，它停止了跳动。老头死了。我移开了床查看了尸体。是的，他死了，绝对是死了。我将手放在了那心脏之上，几分钟都没有跳动一下。他绝对是死了。他那眼睛再也没办法惹恼我了。

如果你还认为我发疯了的话，待我讲解隐藏尸体的精妙措施后，你就不会那样想了。黑夜渐渐过去，我悄无声息地赶快动手。我首先分解了尸体——我将头、手和脚都割了下来。



⑶

 之后我撬开房里三块地板，将所有东西都塞进了两根支架之间，然后极其巧妙地重新放好了木板，没有任何人——包括老头，能用肉眼看出有什么异样。没有什么需要清洗的，我十分谨慎，乃至一点痕迹都没留下，血迹什么的都没有。一个盆子就全装下了，哈哈！

一切完毕，已经是四点钟——天色仍像半夜一般黑。正当钟开始鸣响的时候，传来了一阵敲门声。我心情坦然地下楼开门——有什么好怕的呢？门外进来了三个人，他们彬彬有礼地介绍了自己的警官身份。有个邻居在夜晚听到了尖叫声，怀疑有人犯罪，通报了警局，于是他们(这些警官)就奉命前来搜查这所住宅。



⑷

 我笑了——有什么好怕的呢？我向先生们表示了欢迎，告诉他们那尖叫是我在梦中发出的，说那老头到乡下去了。我带着客人们在屋里上上下下走了个遍。我请他们搜查，仔仔细细地查。最后，我领着他们来到了老人的房间，向他们展示了他安置得妥妥当当的珍宝。我信心满满地将椅子搬进了房间，让他们坐下休息。而我因为自己的完胜而肆无忌惮，竟将我的座位放在了藏匿受害者尸体的木板之上。

警官们满意了。我的举止令他们信服。我感到了莫名的轻松。他们坐了下来，我开心地回答着，他们也闲聊起来。但没多久，我就觉得自己的脸色变得苍白，恨不得让他们快走。我的头疼了起来，耳朵里嗡嗡作响，可他们还在那儿坐着、谈着。那声音变得清晰起来，而且愈发清晰。为了摆脱这种感觉，我的谈话变得更加随便。但那声音不住地响着，清楚可辨——最终，我发现那声音并不是来自我的耳朵里。



⑸

 毫无疑问，我这时脸色非常苍白。可我的谈话更流利了，嗓门也更大了。不料那声音愈来愈响——我该怎么办呢？这是个低沉、乏闷、短促的声音——就像被棉花蒙住了的钟表声。我喘着粗气，可这三位警官竟没听到那声音。我话说得更快、更激烈，但是那声音仍然不断地提高。我站起身，为了鸡毛蒜皮的小事高声地辩论，还做着激烈的手势，但那响声还是越来越大。他们怎么还不走呢？我拖着沉重的脚步在房里走来走去，仿佛因为他们的调查而十分生气，但那响声仍旧不断地变大。啊，天呐！我该怎么办呢？我吐起了唾沫，嘴里胡说着，咒骂着！我晃动着自己的椅子，在地板上磨得嘎嘎直响，可是响声却高过了一切，而且继续变大。它越来越响，越来越响！他们竟然还在快活地聊着，笑着。难道他们没听见吗？无所不能的主啊！不，不！他们一定听见了！起疑了！他们本来就知道！他们在嘲笑我的恐惧！——我当时这么想，现在也这么想。但无论什么都比受这折磨强！什么都比这种捉弄好受得多！我再也受不了这种假惺惺的笑了！我觉得再不喊我就要死了！——现在，那声音又来了！——听啊！它越来越响！越来越响！越来越响！越来越响！

“恶人！”我尖叫道，“别再装模作样了！我承认是我干的！——撬开地板！——这儿呢，这儿呢！——是他那可恶的心脏在跳呢！”
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爱伦·坡的小说大多采用第一人称视角讲述故事，来展示叙述者扭曲的内心活动，增加读者恐怖的体验。《泄密的心》便是其中一个例子。

叙述者“我”在开篇就极力证明自己无罪，告诉读者他们认为疯狂的东西只不过是“感官的过分敏锐”，并且通过描述自己的耐心与细致来表现理性而缜密的思维。而这一切表面上的普通与正常，却更加形象地表现了他心灵扭曲的程度。老头并没有在实质上伤害主人公，却因为一双鹰眼而无故地受到报应，这反映了主人公神经过敏、歇斯底里的精神状态。爱伦·坡用细腻的场景设置精准地刻画了一个变态的犯罪者形象，带领读者体验了一个内心扭曲的杀人凶手的精神世界。也正是由于第一人称视角的限制，读者无法预测接下来事件的发展，在好奇心的驱使下跟随叙述者逐步推进，最终达到故事的高潮。小说正是通过这样的手法，让读者充分体验了惊悚悬疑带来的快感。




注
 ：

crevice n.
 裂缝




注
 ：

stealthily adv.
 暗地里




注
 ：

refrain vi.
 克制




注
 ：

hellish adj.
 令人毛骨悚然的




注
 ：

shriek vi.
 尖叫




注
 ：

gaily adv.
 欢乐地




注
 ：

vex vt.
 使恼怒




注
 ：

corpse n.
 尸体




注
 ：

pulsation n.
 搏动




注
 ：

scantling n.
 小块木材




注
 ：

cunning adj.
 狡猾的




注
 ：

suavity n.
 温和




注
 ：

fatigue n.
 疲劳




注
 ：

audacity n.
 大胆




注
 ：

vehemently adv.
 激烈地




注
 ：

gesticulation n.
 手势





The Black Cat

黑猫

埃德加·爱伦·坡(Edgar Allan Poe)

[image: ]


《黑猫》是爱伦·坡哥特式小说的代表之一，充满了悬疑和神秘的气氛。故事中，主人公“我”因为莫名其妙的怒火，制造了一系列恐怖的暴行：用刀剜出宠物黑猫的眼珠，将它用绳子吊死在树上。而当“我”想要杀掉另一只长相相似的黑猫被妻子阻止后，“我”用斧头砍死妻子并把尸体砌进墙里。就在“我”完美地隐藏了罪证并扬扬得意地向警察澄清时，黑猫的一声惨叫让一切都真相大白。作者通过塑造阴暗的场景和变态的人物，刻画了主人公内心的邪恶，制造了令人毛骨悚然的恐怖效果，带给了读者兴奋和刺激的感受。



⑴

 One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong, exasperated
注

 me to madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath
注

 , the childish dread which had hitherto stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the animal which, of course, would have proved instantly fatal had it descended as I wished. But this blow was arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded, by the interference, into a rage more than demoniacal
注

 , I withdrew my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, without a groan.

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I could not remove it from the house, either by day or by night, without the risk of being observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one period I thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and destroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for it in the floor of the cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the yard — about packing it in a box, as if merchandize, with the usual arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit upon what I considered a far better expedient than either of these. I determined to wall it up in the cellar — as the monks of the middle ages are recorded to have walled up their victims.



⑵

 For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered
注

 throughout with a rough plaster, which the dampness of the atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had been filled up, and made to resemble the rest of the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily displace the bricks at this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so that no eye could detect anything suspicious.

And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a crow-bar I easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that position, while, with little trouble, I re-laid the whole structure as it originally stood. Having procured
注

 mortar
注

 , sand, and hair, with every possible precaution, I prepared a plaster which could not be distinguished from the old, and with this I very carefully went over the new brick-work. When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was right. The wall did not present the slightest appearance of having been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and said to myself — “Here at least, then, my labor has not been in vain.”



⑶

 My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause of so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to death. Had I been able to meet with it, at the moment, there could have been no doubt of its fate; but it appeared that the crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence of my previous anger, and forbore to present itself in my present mood. It is impossible to describe, or to imagine, the deep, the blissful sense of relief which the absence of the detested creature occasioned in my bosom. It did not make its appearance during the night — and thus for one night at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and tranquilly
注

 slept; aye, slept even with the burden of murder upon my soul!

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came not. Once again I breathed as a freeman. The monster, in terror, had fled the premises forever! I should behold it no more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had been made, but these had been readily answered. Even a search had been instituted — but of course nothing was to be discovered. I looked upon my future felicity
注

 as secured.



⑷

 Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to make rigorous
注

 investigation of the premises. Secure, however, in the inscrutability
注

 of my place of concealment, I felt no embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in their search. They left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, for the third or fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too strong to be restrained. I burned to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and to render doubly sure their assurance of my guiltlessness.

“Gentlemen,” I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, “I delight to have allayed
注

 your suspicions. I wish you all health, and a little more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen, this — this is a very well-constructed house.” (In the rabid
注

 desire to say something easily, I scarcely knew what I uttered at all.) — “I may say an excellently well-constructed house. These walls — are you going, gentlemen？ — these walls are solidly put together;” and here, through the mere frenzy of bravado
注

 , I rapped heavily, with a cane which I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the brick-work behind which stood the corpse of the wife of my bosom.



⑸

 But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into silence, than I was answered by a voice from within the tomb! — by a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and then quickly swelling into one long, loud, and continuous scream, utterly anomalous
注

 and inhuman — a howl — a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of the dammed in their agony and of the demons that exult in the damnation.

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered to the opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs remained motionless, through extremity of terror and of awe. In the next, a dozen stout
注

 arms were toiling at the wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice had consigned
注

 me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the tomb!
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⑴

 一天，她为了一些家务琐事随我来到了老房子的地窖——贫穷让我们不得不住在这里。那只猫跟着我走下陡峭的台阶，差点绊得我一头撞下去。这让我愤怒得快要发疯。在怒火中，我将那拦住我动手的孩子般的畏惧全然抛在了脑后，举起了斧头，向那只畜生砍去。如果它还像我估计的那样朝下跑的话，一定马上就毙了命。可妻子抓住了我的手。她的插手让我比魔鬼还愤怒，我一把挣脱了她，将斧头插进了她的头顶。她还来不及呻吟一声，就当场死掉了。

当这桩可怕的血案了结之后，我开始绞尽脑汁地考虑藏匿尸体的办法。我知道不管是白天还是晚上，我都不能将尸体运出去，因为邻居们会发觉。我的脑中生出了许多种办法。我曾想过将尸体肢解成很多小块，然后用火焚烧；我也想过在地窖里挖一个洞，把尸体埋在里面；或者，我将尸体扔到院里的井中；再不然把它装进盒子里，让搬运工按照一般处理货物的方式将它搬走。最终，我觉得自己找到了一个万全之策——我决定仿照中世纪僧侣处理殉道者的办法那样，将尸体砌到墙里边去。



⑵

 这间地窖用来做这件事再合适不过了。墙面砌得不牢固，而且最近才上了一层泥灰，因为天气潮湿还没有硬化。而且其中一面墙上还有一处凸起，那是由于本来要设置烟囱或者壁炉，之后又被填充好，所以和地窖已成为一体。我十分确信自己可以轻松地把这面墙的砖头移开，把尸体塞进去，再像之前一样填充好，这样便没有人能够察觉了。

我估计得没错，我用铁钎轻易地移开了砖块，仔仔细细地将尸体放进去靠墙立好，接着毫不费力地将所有东西都还原成之前的样子。我还谨慎地找了一些石灰、沙子和头发，把这些东西搅拌成了与墙上灰浆看起来一模一样的东西，然后仔细涂抹在新垒的砖墙上。当事情完成后，我觉得一切都很满意。墙面一点都没有被动过的痕迹。地上的垃圾也清理得十分干净。我得意扬扬地看看四周，对自己说：“我的力气终于没有白费。”



⑶

 我的下一步计划就是找出那只惹祸的畜生。我已经下定决心要把它弄死。这会儿只要我一看见它，它就死定了。可这狡猾的动物好像是被我之前发怒时的暴行所惊动，在我的盛怒之下消失了。在这个令人憎恶的东西消失后，我难以形容或想象自己心中那深刻而又幸福的解脱感。到了晚上它也没有出现——从它第一次出现在家中到现在，直到今天夜晚，我才睡了一个安稳的好觉，连命案缠身也不顾了。

第二天、第三天也过去了，折磨我的黑猫始终没再出现。我这才能重新自由呼吸。看来这怪物在惊吓中逃跑啦！再也不用见着它了，别提让我多高兴了。我虽然犯下了滔天大罪，心里却没有什么不安。警察来调查过几次，被我三言两语搪塞过去了，他们甚至还来家里搜查过一回——当然也找不出任何蛛丝马迹。我毫不怀疑之后的日子会是幸福的。



⑷

 谋杀发生的第四天，一群警察毫无征兆地上了门，再次仔细搜查了房屋。我对于那不可思议的藏匿地点感到十分放心，所以丝毫没有惊慌。警官让我陪同他们进行搜查。他们没有错过任何一个边边角角。在反复搜查了三四次后，他们来到了地窖。我仍然镇定自若，沉着得好似一个清白的人。我从地窖的这头走到那头，两臂抱在胸前，轻松地来回走动。警官们十分满意，准备离开。我难以抑制自己心中的得意。我迫不及待地想要说一句话来表达我的胜利，并且再次确认我的无罪。

当他们踏上阶梯时，我说道：“先生们，我很高兴你们排除了我的嫌疑。我祝你们安好，向你们表示我的敬意。先生们，我还想说，这是一座很牢固的屋子”——有一种狂热的冲动让我想说一些轻松的话，我几乎不知道自己都说了些什么——“可以说这是一座非常牢固的屋子。这些墙——你们要走了吗，先生们？——这些墙搭得十分坚固。”说到这儿，我得意忘形，用手中的棍子狠狠地敲着那片砖墙，那后面就立着我亲爱的妻子的尸体。



⑸

 可是请求上帝保护我，从恶魔的獠牙中拯救我吧！当敲击的回声还没有停止，那坟墓中便出现了应答的声响——那是一阵哭声，起先是模糊而断续的，就像孩子的抽泣，接着便成为一声长长的尖叫，那声音极不规则，没有丝毫的人味，而像是一种哀号，一声哭喊似的尖叫，一半是恐惧，一半是狂喜，这声音仿佛只有地狱才有——像是混合了堕入深渊的人的痛苦呻吟和恶魔的狂喜之声。

我实在不想提起，可我的行为真是愚蠢。我晕了过去，跌跌撞撞地冲到了对面的墙上。楼梯上的人在那一瞬间被这极度的惊恐和畏惧吓得呆住了。然后，十来条结实的手臂便开始挖起了那堵墙。它整个坍塌了下来。那具已经腐烂过头、满身结痂的尸体直直地立在了看官们面前。在她的头上是那只张着血盆大口，瞪着火焰般独眼的可怕的畜生，是它使出诡计引诱我杀了人，又是它的告密把我送上了绞刑架。原来，我把那怪物也埋进了墙里！
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作者在小说《黑猫》中，通过对主人公变态行为的生动刻画，制造了极其恐怖而又近乎美的文学体验。小说采用了第一人称叙事，其巧妙之处首先在于增加真实感，其次，惊悚的事件通过变态者镇定自若的描述后，显得更加扭曲和可怕，读起来令人不寒而栗。

小说对主要人物和场景的细腻刻画将哥特式恐怖气氛体现到了极致。首先，小说的中心围绕的是一只黑猫——在西方文化中，猫被看作是通灵的动物，而黑色更加增添了神秘的气氛。而小说的高潮部分发生在湿冷的地窖中，为接下来的故事提供了阴森恐怖的场景。在杀妻受到警察的搜查之时，“我”竟然如同胜利者一般敲击隐藏妻子尸体的墙面，作者通过描写“我”一系列常人难以理解的行为，塑造了一个极其古怪黑暗的人物形象，令读者读来毛骨悚然。最终独眼黑猫的出现是小说的点睛之笔，黑猫的眼睛象征着识破和洞穿人的恶毒内心的能力，预示了谋杀者最终自食恶果的下场，暴露了人类灵魂深处的丑恶。这就是爱伦·坡的哥特式的恐怖世界，这种超验的美感带给了读者奇特的美学享受。




注
 ：

exasperate vt.
 激怒




注
 ：

wrath n.
 愤怒




注
 ：

demoniacal adj.
 恶魔的




注
 ：

plaster vt.
 涂以灰泥




注
 ：

procure vt.
 取得




注
 ：

mortar n.
 灰浆




注
 ：

tranquilly adv.
 平静地




注
 ：

felicity n.
 幸福




注
 ：

rigorous adj.
 严格的




注
 ：

inscrutability n.
 不可思议




注
 ：

allay vt.
 减轻




注
 ：

rabid adj.
 激烈的




注
 ：

bravado n.
 虚张声势




注
 ：

anomalous adj.
 不规则的




注
 ：

stout adj.
 结实的




注
 ：

consign vt.
 交付





The Masque of the Red Death

红死魔的面具

埃德加·爱伦·坡(Edgar Allan Poe)
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《红死魔的面具》是爱伦·坡1842年所著的短篇小说，讲述了红死病肆虐期间，普洛斯佩罗亲王在封闭的城堡中举行假面派对的故事。亲王置国内民众的生死于不顾，带着自己的亲信和一些艺人到偏远的城堡躲避，其间举办了一场极尽奢华的化装舞会。到了午夜，突然出现了一个化装成红死魔的人，亲王非常愤怒，下令逮捕此人，却被当场杀害。人们拉开神秘人的衣服和面具后，发现里面并没有任何东西——他只是红死魔的化身。作者通过描写极其奢靡的舞会场景，对人性进行了讽刺，揭示了人类对死亡的恐惧和死亡的不可避免。



⑴

 Towards the end of the fifth or sixth month, while the Red Death was at its most deadly
注

 outside, the Prince gave a wonderful masked ball
注

 for his friends. It was a wild and wonderful ball, but first let me tell you about the rooms in which he gave the ball. There were seven rooms in all. In most castles, of course, the rooms for great parties or dances join each other end to end. In this way, when the doors at the end of each room are opened, the seven rooms become one huge room, and you can see from the first room right through to the last one. In Prospero's castle, it was different. Each room turned suddenly round a corner into the next, so if you were standing in one room it was impossible to see into the other rooms.

In the middle of each wall, on the right and left, there was a tall, narrow window opening onto the closed passage
注

 which ran along beside all seven rooms. Each window was made of different colored glass, and the color of the glass was the same as the color of the room that it opened onto. The first room, for example, was blue, and so its windows were also a deep blue. The second room was purple, and so the windows, too, were purple. The third was green, with green windows, the fourth orange, the fifth white, and the sixth violet
注

 . The seventh room was black. Its walls were black, its thick, heavy carpet was also black. But its windows were red — a deep blood-red.



⑵

 There were no candles in any of the rooms. The only light came from fires, in hanging metal baskets, which were in the passages outside the rooms. Each fire was opposite a window, and so the light from the fire shone through the colored glass and filled each room with strange and fantastic shadows. But in the black room the firelight that shone through the blood-red window changed the room into something too horrible
注

 to describe. In that strange light, faces became wild and frightening, and few people were brave enough to enter the room at all.

In this room, against the farthest
注

 wall, stood a huge black clock. Every hour it chimed
注

 loud and deep and clear, filling the castle with its long, gloomy
注

 sound. And while the clock chimed, the musicians stopped playing and even the wildest dancers stood still, in silence and fear, listening to the passing of another hour...But when the chiming stopped, people looked at each other and laughed, trying hard to pretend that they had not been frightened. Happiness came into the castle again, until the clock chimed the passing of the next hour, and the same fear returned.



⑶

 Prince Prospero's ball, although given in these strange rooms, was wild and happy. The Prince had planned everything — the colors, the paintings on the walls, even the cloaks
注

 and masks worn by each one of his friends. He had chosen all the clothes with the greatest of care, putting together the beautiful and the ugly, the strange and the fantastic, the surprising and the frightening.

Each man and woman was dressed like a terrible dream. And in and out of the rooms these dreams walked and danced, their clothes changing color each time they entered a different room. But no one was brave enough now to enter the black room. As the night passed and the fires burned brighter, the colors and shapes in this room became more horrible than ever. The black carpet and walls seemed full of gloom
注

 , and the deep chimes of the black clock sounded even more frightening.



⑷

 But the other six rooms were full of life and pleasure. People were dancing and singing, talking and laughing, and the wild noise of a thousand happy men and women rang through the castle. Then came the hour of midnight, and once again dancers and musicians became still and silent, as the clock slowly rang the twelve long chimes of midnight. And because the twelve chimes took a long time to ring, each person had more time to think, and feel uncomfortable. They also had time, before the last chime had sounded, to notice a masked figure who had not been there before. The first person who saw the stranger told the next person, who told another, and in a few minutes a cry of fear and horror rose up from the crowd.

Now you will remember that everyone at the ball was wearing strange cloaks and masks, which belonged more to the world of dreams and wild imagination than to everyday life. So why, you may ask, this horror, and this fear？But even in the cruelest heart there are some fears too terrible to laugh at. The tall thin figure
注

 of the stranger was dressed from head to foot in the white clothes of the dead. And the mask over the face was frighteningly real — it was the face of a dead man. Worse still, the face and the body were covered with red, horrible blood！Here, in the middle of all that dancing and happiness was a living picture of the Red Death！



⑸

 When Prince Prospero saw the masked stranger, his face became white with fear. Then his fear turned to anger and he shouted out, “Who is that？Who is mad enough to play games with us, and with death, in this way？Take hold of him, and pull off his mask. I want to see the face of the man who, tomorrow, will hang
注

 from the castle roof.”

The Prince was in the blue room as he said these words. They rang loudly and clearly through the seven rooms. Many of the Prince's friends started to run towards the masked figure, but they were all too frightened to touch him. With slow and silent steps, the stranger walked slowly towards the Prince, passing very near to him. Then he continued walking, and went from the blue room into the purple one, from the purple into the green, and then into the orange room, the white room and then the violet room. No one tried to stop him.



⑹

 Then Prince Prospero, mad with anger, hurried through the six rooms, with a sword in his hand. As the masked figure entered the black room, the Prince was close behind him, holding his sword up high. At that moment the stranger turned suddenly to look at the Prince. There was a loud cry — and the sword fell upon the black carpet, followed by the dead body of the fearless Prince Prospero. At once a crowd of people ran into the black room and took hold of the masked stranger. He was standing very still, in the shadow of the black clock. Angrily, they pulled away the clothes and the mask, but then they backed away in horror, because inside the clothes and mask they found — nothing.

And now each person in the castle understood that the Red Death was there, among them. It had come like a thief in the night. And one by one they fell down dead. And the black clock stopped ringing with the death of the last person. And the fires also died away. And the only things left in the castle were Darkness and the Red Death.
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⑴

 就在第五六个月即将结束，正当红死病最猖獗之时，普洛斯佩罗亲王为他的朋友们举办了一场豪华的假面舞会，其场面骄奢淫逸。不过先容我讲讲舞会的场所。一共有七个房间。在大多数城堡中，举办盛大派对和舞会的房间一般都笔直地连接，这样的话，当每个房间的门都打开时，七个房间就能连成一个巨大的舞厅，而且从这头到那头都一览无余。普洛斯佩罗亲王的城堡却并非如此。每个房间都通过一个转角到达下一间，所以如果你站在一个房间中，是看不到其他房间的。

每个房间左右两边墙上的正中央都有一扇狭长的窗户，窗户外面是一条封闭的走廊，七个房间的左右都各贴着这样一条走廊。每个窗户都镶着不同颜色的玻璃，与所在房间的颜色一致。比如第一个房间是蓝色的，所以它的窗户也是深蓝色。第二个房间是紫色，所以它的窗户也是紫的。第三间是绿色，带绿色窗户，第四间橘色，第五间白色，第六间紫罗兰色。第七个房间是黑色。它的墙是黑的，厚重的地毯同样是黑色，但是它的窗户却是红的——血一般的猩红。



⑵

 房间里都没有烛台，唯一的光照来自于房间外面的火炉，它挂在走廊顶上垂下的铁篮中。每个火炉都正对着一扇窗户，于是火光透过有色的玻璃，在每个房间里都映出了绮丽而诡异的影子。不过在那黑色的房间中，炉火透过血红的窗户，将房间渲染得尤其恐怖。在那奇怪的光线下，人的面孔变得扭曲而狰狞，于是很少有人有足够的胆量踏入那个房间。

在这间房里，一座巨大的黑色时钟立在最远的那面墙边。每一个小时，它都会发出洪亮、低沉而清晰的声响，那声音持久而阴郁地飘荡在整个城堡中。每当钟声敲响时，音乐家们都停止演奏，连最疯狂的舞者们也都安静而又畏惧地肃立，聆听着又一个小时的逝去……而一旦这个响声停止，人们便相视一笑，尽量掩饰自己刚才的惊恐，快乐的氛围再次传遍了城堡，直到大钟一个小时后再次敲响，惧怕再次来袭。



⑶

 尽管在这些奇怪的房间中举办，但普洛斯佩罗亲王的舞会仍不失狂热和怡情。亲王计划好了一切事情——墙的颜色和上面的绘画，甚至包括他每一个朋友穿戴的服装和面具。他将美丽与丑陋、怪异与华丽、惊奇与恐惧糅合，费尽心机地选择每一件服饰。

男男女女，每一个人装扮得都像一场噩梦。这些梦在几间房里进进出出，飘来荡去，随着房间的转换而变换着服装的色彩。不过没有谁有足够的勇气进入黑色的房间。夜色渐浓，火光烧得更亮了，这间房里的光影变得尤其恐怖。阴森的气氛充斥着那黑色的地毯和墙壁，黑色大钟低沉的鸣响听起来格外骇人。



⑷

 但其他六个房间却欢声笑语，满是活力。人们跳着、唱着、叫着、笑着，一千名男男女女狂热的声音在城堡里回荡。接着，午夜来临了，大钟缓缓地敲起了长长的十二下鸣响，音乐和舞蹈都静止了下来。正因为钟敲十二下需要很长的时间，每个人才有了更多的时间思考和焦虑。他们才有时间在最后一次钟声响起之前，注意到一个之前并不在场的戴面具的人。第一个看到这个陌生来客的人告诉了第二个人，第二个又告诉了第三个，不到几分钟时间，人群中就传来了一声惊恐的尖叫。

相信你还记得舞会上的每个人都穿戴着奇异的服装和面具，这些服饰并非日常打扮，它们更像是从梦幻世界而来。所以你可能会问，这些惊恐从何而来？但即便是最冷酷的心也不能对这极度的恐怖报之以蔑笑。那不速之客又高又瘦，从头到脚都藏在一块裹尸布之中。他脸上的面具真实得可怕——那是一张死人的脸。更可怕的是，那张脸和那身体都沾满了猩红的、恐怖的鲜血！在歌舞升平之中，这简直就是一个活生生的红死魔！



⑸

 当普洛斯佩罗亲王看见这个戴着面具的不速之客时，脸色因为害怕而变得煞白。他的恐惧进而变为了愤怒，他咆哮道：“这是什么人？是谁如此狂妄，敢这样戏耍我们，戏耍死亡？抓住他，拿掉他的面具。在明天将他吊死在城墙顶之前，我要看看这个人的真面目。”

普洛斯佩罗亲王喊出这些话时，正站在蓝色房间里。他洪亮的声音清楚地传遍了七个房间。亲王的许多朋友都朝那戴面具的人跑了过去，但都因恐惧不敢碰他。那陌生来客迈着缓慢而无声的步伐朝亲王慢慢走来，到了他跟前。接着它从蓝色房间进入了紫色房间，又到了绿色房间，跟着又来到了橘色、白色和紫罗兰色房间。没有人敢拦住他。



⑹

 于是普洛斯佩罗亲王恼羞成怒地举着一把剑，飞身冲过了六个房间。当戴面具的人进入了黑色的房间时，亲王紧紧地跟在他身后，高高地举起了剑。就在这时，陌生来客忽然转头，与亲王四目相对。房间里传来了响亮的尖叫——只见那英勇的亲王的剑落在了黑色的地毯上，他的尸体也随之倒下。人群在一瞬间涌向了黑色房间，捉住了面具人。他一动不动地站在黑色大钟的影子里。人们愤怒地扯掉了他的衣服和面具，但那可怕的场景使他们纷纷后退——那衣服和面具下面竟然什么都没有。

这下城堡里的每个人都才明白，红死魔存在于他们之间。它就像小偷一样趁着黑夜而来。于是人们一个接一个地倒地而死。黑色的大钟在最后一个人死亡后停止了声响。火光也都熄灭了。城堡里唯一留下的只有黑暗和红死魔。
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爱伦·坡的小说《红死魔的面具》通过对画面、声音的巧妙营造，创造了一个光怪陆离的超现实世界，极强地刺激了读者的感官。

作品运用了大量的色彩来制造恐怖的视觉冲击力。城堡共有七个房间，每个房间都有一个颜色，房间里并没有光，光线由走廊的火炉透过有色的窗户产生，在房间里映出影子。这样五彩斑斓、设计精巧的场景在真实的世界里几乎是没有的，作者通过丰富的想象力构造了出来，加上舞会宾客五彩斑斓的面具和服饰，更增添了梦幻般的氛围。而这些缤纷的色彩并非主角，而是用来衬托故事的主要色调：黑、红、白。故事最终发生在黑色的房间那个黑色的大钟旁，房间里透着红色的火光，不速之客穿着白色的裹尸布，上面布满了象征红死病症状的猩红鲜血。作者将哥特式的色调运用在了故事高潮，在五光十色的衬托下，营造出了恐怖诡异的气氛。作者还通过声音来渲染故事的氛围。舞会上有美妙的音乐和人们的欢笑，而大钟却在每个小时准点发出沉闷的鸣响，带来短暂的沉寂与恐怖，预示着骇人的事件即将发生。红死魔的出场伴随着大钟夜半十二点长长的鸣响，使故事产生了如同电影一般的画面感，为读者带来了视觉与听觉的双重刺激。




注
 ：

deadly adj.
 致命的




注
 ：

ball n.
 舞会




注
 ：

passage n.
 走廊




注
 ：

violet n.
 紫罗兰




注
 ：

horrible adj.
 可怕的




注
 ：

farthest adj.
 最远的




注
 ：

chime vi.
 鸣响




注
 ：

gloomy adj.
 阴郁的




注
 ：

cloak n.
 斗篷




注
 ：

gloom n.
 忧郁




注
 ：

figure n.
 体形




注
 ：

hang vt.
 绞死





The Fall of the House of Usher

厄舍府的倒塌

埃德加·爱伦·坡(Edgar Allan Poe)
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小说《厄舍府的倒塌》讲述了一个离奇的故事：主人公“我”骑马来到厄舍家的古屋看望精神不佳的老友。阴森森的古屋让“我”心中充满了不祥之感。好友厄舍的妹妹玛德琳在“我”到来的当日就已经去世，被放置在地下的房间中。在一个风雨交加的夜晚，玛德琳从棺材里爬出，身穿裹尸衣来寻找她的哥哥，最后两人双双死去，古屋也随之倒塌。作者在小说中创造了恐怖离奇、阴沉黑暗的场景，使环境与效果紧密结合，渲染出了恐惧、压抑的氛围。

During the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary tract of country; and at length found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on, within view of the melancholy House of Usher. I know not how it was — but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of insufferable
注

 gloom pervaded
注

 my spirit. I say insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment, with which the mind usually receives even the sternest natural images of the desolate or terrible. I looked upon the scene before me — upon the mere house, and the simple landscape features of the domain — upon the bleak
注

 walls — upon the vacant eye-like windows — upon a few rank sedges — and upon a few white trunks of decayed trees — with an utter depression of soul which I can compare to no earthly sensation more properly than to the after-dream of the reveller
注

 upon opium — the bitter lapse into everyday life — the hideous dropping off of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart — an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading of the imagination could torture into aught of the sublime. What was it — I paused to think — what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation of the House of Usher？ It was a mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple with the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as I pondered. I was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while, beyond doubt, there are combinations of very simple natural objects which have the power of thus affecting us, still the analysis of this power lies among considerations beyond our depth. It was possible, I reflected, that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the details of the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to annihilate
注

 its capacity for sorrowful impression; and, acting upon this idea, I reined my horse to the precipitous
注

 brink of a black and lurid
注

 tarn that lay in unruffled lustre
注

 by the dwelling, and gazed down — but with a shudder even more thrilling than before — upon the remodeled and inverted images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly tree-stems, and the vacant and eye-like windows.

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now proposed to myself a sojourn
注

 of some weeks. Its proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon companions in boyhood; but many years had elapsed since our last meeting. A letter, however, had lately reached me in a distant part of the country — a letter from him — which, in its wildly importunate
注

 nature, had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The MS. gave evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily illness — of a mental disorder which oppressed him — and of an earnest desire to see me, as his best, and indeed his only personal friend, with a view of attempting, by the cheerfulness of my society, some alleviation of his malady
注

 . It was the manner in which all this, and much more, was said — it was the apparent heart that went with his request — which allowed me no room for hesitation; and I accordingly obeyed forthwith what I still considered a very singular summons.

Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates, yet I really knew little of my friend. His reserve had been always excessive and habitual. I was aware, however, that his very ancient family had been noted, time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility of temperament, displaying itself, through long ages, in many works of exalted art, and manifested, of late, in repeated deeds of munificent
注

 yet unobtrusive
注

 charity, as well as in a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps even more than to the orthodox and easily recognizable beauties, of musical science. I had learned, too, the very remarkable fact, that the stem of the Usher race, all time-honored as it was, had put forth, at no period, any enduring branch; in other words, that the entire family lay in the direct line of descent, and had always, with very trifling and very temporary variation, so lain. It was this deficiency, I considered, while running over in thought the perfect keeping of the character of the premises with the accredited character of the people, and while speculating upon the possible influence which the one, in the long lapse of centuries, might have exercised upon the other — it was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue, and the consequent undeviating transmission, from sire to son, of the patrimony
注

 with the name, which had, at length, so identified the two as to merge the original title of the estate in the quaint and equivocal
注

 appellation
注

 of the “House of Usher” — an appellation which seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry who used it, both the family and the family mansion.
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那年秋天一个沉闷、昏暗、寂静、乌云低沉的日子，我独自骑着马跨过一片茫茫的土地，走了整整一天。当暮色降临时，我终于望见了远处阴云笼罩的厄舍府。不知为何，当见到这座建筑的第一眼，一股难以忍受的抑郁感就弥漫了我的全身。之所以说难以忍受，是因为那种抑郁无法排遣，而平常即便是在寸草不生、山穷水恶的最严峻的环境中，我也能获得一星半点诗意般的喜悦，以减少愁绪。我望着自己眼前的景象，望着那栋孤零零的房屋和周围简单的风景，望着那荒凉的墙壁，那空洞如眼睛般的窗户，那几丛繁茂的莎草，和几棵惨白枯萎的大树。我的心陷入了绝对的低沉，除了瘾君子吸毒后的幻梦以外，世间没有任何感受能够比喻这样的心情——那是对现实生活的痛苦回归，是揭开帷幕后不堪的所见。我心中感到一阵寒冷、失落与厌恶。一种无可救药的悲凉涌向我的头脑，即使努力刺激想象力也无法使其崇高起来。究竟是什么？我停步思考——究竟是什么让我一见到厄舍府就如此不安？这简直就是个无解的谜团，我也无从捉摸沉思时那些蜂拥而出的朦胧的念头。我只能去接受那个令人不满的结论：毋庸置疑，某些简单的自然事物在经过组合后具有了影响我们的力量，可我们的思维能力还不足以去探究它。我思寻着，也许只需对眼前景象的某些局部细节重做调整，就能够减轻，没准能消除那种悲伤的印象。想到这儿，我纵马来到了那阴暗森白的小湖陡峭的岸边，它在大屋旁边，没有一丝涟漪。但当我朝下看，见到湖水倒映着的灰暗的莎草、阴森的树干和空洞的窗眼时，心中的恐惧感却越发强烈了。

但是，我现在正要到这座阴森的宅院中逗留几个星期。它的主人罗德里克·厄舍是我童年的伙伴，不过离我俩最后一次见面已经很多年了。但前不久，我在远方收到了他寄来的信，信中那强迫的口吻使我只能亲自前往答复。信的笔迹中能看出神经紧张的迹象。信中说到他身患重病，又受到神经紊乱的折磨，因此极想见到我——这个他最好的、也是唯一的朋友，希望我们相聚的喜悦能够减轻他的疾病，如此这般。他说这话时的态度和提出那要求时的心情显然没有给我留下考虑的余地，我只好遵从他的要求来到了这里，即使至今我还认为这样的召见十分奇特。

虽说我俩在孩提时代是亲密的知交，但我对这位朋友实在知之甚少。他为人极其内向，已经成为习惯。不过我仍然得知他那历史悠久的家族不知从何时起就以一种特有的敏感气质而闻名。在多少世代以来，这种气质在许多品位极高的艺术品中得到展现，而近年来又屡屡在慷慨而不张扬的慈善施舍中得以彰显，也表现于对音乐复杂细节的热衷程度超过对正统而易辨的音乐之美的探究上。我还得知了一个极其惊人的事实，厄舍家族虽然历史悠久，却未在任何时代繁衍过生命力持久的旁支；换句话说，除开那些不足为道的短暂分支外，整个家族从来都是一脉单传。想到这宅院的特性与宅院主人公认特性的完美统一，想到这两者在漫长的几个世纪中相互间可能产生的影响，我不禁思索，也许正是因为没有旁系，正是家产和姓氏都一脉单传这一缺憾，才使宅院原来的宅名变成了现在这个古怪而含糊的名称——厄舍府。在当地乡下人心目中，这名称似乎既指家族的房屋，又指那家族的人。
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在小说《厄舍府的倒塌》中，作者使用了象征手法，通过其高超的写作技巧塑造了哥特式的环境与人物，让恐怖气氛悄然从字句中流露。小说一开始就以诡异恐怖作为基调，营造了一个“沉闷、昏暗、寂静、乌云低沉”的秋日午后，一片茫茫的土地和远处“阴云笼罩的厄舍府”。厄舍府是故事中最显著的环境象征——惨白的树干、毫无波澜的池塘及空洞如眼睛般的窗户表现了古宅的阴森颓败，让读者感到阴郁沉闷的同时，也象征着厄舍家族的没落与绝望。厄舍家族先天遗传的精神病史和一脉单传的家族缺陷，也预示着这一家族终将衰落的悲惨命运。在作者的精心设计下，小说的字里行间都将这种恐怖氛围贯穿始终。从景物描写到人物刻画，从情节设计到故事酝酿，每一个场景都能为读者带来压抑的情绪。这些象征意象使得小说的内容寓意更丰富、更具美感，也使得故事更加真实而立体，从而制造了强烈的“恐怖美”，为读者带来了非同一般的愉悦体验。




注
 ：

insufferable adj.
 难以忍受的




注
 ：

pervade vt.
 弥漫




注
 ：

bleak adj.
 荒凉的




注
 ：

reveller n.
 饮酒狂欢者




注
 ：

annihilate vt.
 消灭




注
 ：

precipitous adj.
 险峻的




注
 ：

lurid adj.
 苍白的




注
 ：

lustre n.
 光泽




注
 ：

sojourn n.
 逗留




注
 ：

importunate adj.
 强求的




注
 ：

malady n.
 疾病




注
 ：

munificent adj.
 慷慨的




注
 ：

unobtrusive adj.
 不引人注目的




注
 ：

patrimony n.
 遗产




注
 ：

equivocal adj.
 模棱两可的




注
 ：

appellation n.
 称呼





A Rose for Emily

献给埃米莉的玫瑰

威廉·福克纳(William Faulkner)
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威廉·福克纳(1897—1962)，美国小说家、诗人和剧作家，美国文学史上最具影响力的作家之一，是意识流文学在美国的代表人物。福克纳的作品风格多变，故事发生的时间顺序常常变化，内心独白和意识流的手法在其小说中也有广泛使用。1949年，他因为“对当代美国小说做出了强有力的和艺术上无与伦比的贡献”而获得诺贝尔文学奖。“约克纳帕塔法”系列小说是其代表作品。
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《献给埃米莉的玫瑰》讲述了美国南北战争以后，发生在一座南方小镇的神秘故事——显赫的格里尔森家族小姐埃米莉长期受到其守旧父亲的严厉管束，导致她很大年纪都没有嫁人。父亲去世后，埃米莉爱上了来小镇修建铁路的北方工头霍默，可当她发现霍默无意与她成家时，便用砒霜毒死了他，藏在宅院的屋子里封存起来。从此，埃米莉过起了与世隔绝的生活，并与死尸同床共枕直到她去世。小镇居民在埃米莉的葬礼上发现了这个秘密。该小说通过描写一个传统家族女性的遭遇，表现了在时代变化中落后文化造成的悲剧。

So the next day we all said, “She will kill herself”; and we said it would be the best thing. When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, “She will marry him.” Then we said, “She will persuade him yet,” because Homer himself had remarked — he liked men, and it was known that he drank with the younger men in the Elks' Club — that he was not a marrying man. Later we said, “Poor Emily” behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the glittering buggy
注

 , Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked
注

 and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove.



⑴

 Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad example to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist minister — Miss Emily's people were Episcopal — to call upon her. He would never divulge
注

 what happened during that interview, but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the following day the minister's wife wrote to Miss Emily's relations in Alabama.

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At first nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily had been to the jeweler's and ordered a man's toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on each piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete outfit of men's clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said, “They are married.” We were really glad. We were glad because the two female cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been.

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron — the streets had been finished some time since — was gone. We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal
注

 , and we were all Miss Emily's allies to help circumvent
注

 the cousins.) Sure enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had expected all along, within three days Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening.



⑵

 And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The Negro man went in and out with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and then we would see her at a window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled the lime, but for almost six months she did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was to be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had thwarted
注

 her woman's life so many times had been too virulent
注

 and too furious to die.

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the next few years it grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased turning. Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man.

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years, when she was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio in one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris' contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were sent to church on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate. Meanwhile her taxes had been remitted
注

 .



⑶

 Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the painting pupils grew up and fell away and did not send their children to her with boxes of color and tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies' magazines. The front door closed upon the last one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten the metal numbers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She would not listen to them.

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in and out with the market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned by the post office a week later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the downstairs windows — she had evidently shut up the top floor of the house — like the carven torso
注

 of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she passed from generation to generation — dear, inescapable
注

 , impervious
注

 , tranquil, and perverse
注

 .

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering
注

 Negro man to wait on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up trying to get any information from the Negro.



⑷

 He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse.

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray head propped on a pillow yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight.

The negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed, sibilant
注

 voices and their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right through the house and out the back and was not seen again.



⑸

 The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre
注

 ; and the very old men — some in their brushed Confederate uniforms — on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before they opened it.



⑹

 The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance
注

 curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the man's toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed.



⑺

 For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable
注

 from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair.

[image: ]


于是，第二天我们都说：“她要自杀了。”我们也说这样倒是再好不过。当我们第一次看到她和霍默·巴伦在一起的时候，我们都说：“她会嫁给他。”之后又说：“她会说服他的。”因为霍默自己说过他不适合婚姻——他喜欢男人，大家都知道他和年轻男人一起在麋鹿酒吧喝酒。以后每逢礼拜天下午他们都乘着亮闪闪的马车经过：埃米莉小姐昂着头，霍默歪戴着帽子，嘴里叼着根雪茄，戴着黄手套的手握着马缰和鞭子。我们都会在百叶窗背后感叹道：“可怜的埃米莉。”



⑴

 后来一些女人们开始讲，这是小镇的羞辱，是年轻人的坏榜样。男人们不想干涉，但女人们最后还是迫使浸信会的牧师去拜访她——埃米莉小姐一家人是属于圣公会的。他无论如何都不肯透露会见的经过，但他再也不愿意到那儿去了。下个礼拜天他们又驾着马车在街上逛着，第二天牧师夫人就给埃米莉在阿拉巴马的亲戚写了信。

于是她的居所又一次迎来了亲人的拜访，我们都静待事情的发展。一开始什么都没有发生，后来我们得到确切消息说他们要结婚了。我们听说埃米莉小姐去首饰店订购了一套银质的男用盥洗具，每件上面都刻着“H.B.”(霍默·巴伦的姓名缩写)。两天后我们又听说她买了全套的男式服装，包括睡衣在内，于是我们说：“他们已经结婚了。”我们实在是高兴。我们高兴是因为那两位堂姐妹比埃米莉更像格里尔森家的人。

因此当霍默·巴伦离开时(街道已经竣工好一阵子了)，我们一点也不感到惊讶。我们倒因为缺少一场热闹的送行仪式而感到失望。不过我们都相信他的离去是为了迎接埃米莉小姐做准备，或者是为了给她时间打发走两个堂姐妹(这时已经形成了一个秘密小集团，我们都站在埃米莉小姐一边，来帮她甩掉这一对堂姐妹)。果然不出意外，一星期后她们就走了。而且，正如我们一直所期待的那样，三天后，霍默·巴伦又回到了镇上。一天晚上有位邻居亲眼看见那个黑人打开厨房门让他进去了。



⑵

 这也是我们最后一次见到霍默·巴伦。至于埃米莉小姐呢，我们则有一段时间没有见到过她。那位黑人挎着采购的篮子进进出出，可前门却总是关着。我们偶尔看到她的身影在窗前出现一阵子，就像男人们在撒石灰的那晚见到的那样，但她却有整整六个月没有上过街。这对我们来说也非出乎意料——仿佛她父亲的性格(那三番五次地为她那作为女性的一生带来挫折的性格)太恶毒，太狂暴，不能轻易除去。

等我们再见到埃米莉小姐时，她已经发胖了，头发也变得灰白。之后的数年里，那头发越变越灰，直至变成像胡椒盐似的铁灰色后才停止下来。直到她七十四岁死去的那天，那头发还保持着旺盛的铁灰色，如同一个颇有生命力的男子的发质。

从那时起，她的前门就一直关闭着——除了有六七年的时间，那时她四十岁，在楼下的一间房里临时布置了一个画室教瓷器绘画。沙多里斯上校同辈人的女儿、孙女们被送到她那里学画，去那的频率和认真的精神同礼拜天上教堂不无二致，同样也是将二角五分钱的硬币放在盘子里。与此同时她的税也被豁免了。



⑶

 后来，新的一代成了镇子的主心骨，绘画课的学生们也长大成人，相继离开了，她们没有再让自己的女儿带着颜料盒、那令人生厌的画笔和从妇女杂志上剪下来的画片到埃米莉小姐那里去学画。当最后一个学生离开后，前门关上了，并且永远地关上了。镇上有了免费邮递之后，只有埃米莉小姐一人拒绝在她门口钉上金属门牌号和邮箱。她不听那些人的。

日复一日，年复一年，我们眼看着那黑人的头发变花了，背也变驼了，还仍旧提着购物篮进进出出。每年十二月我们都寄给她一张缴税通知单，但一星期后又因无人收信而被邮局退还。我们不时地看到她在楼下的窗口旁，就像神龛里雕刻的神像躯干，不知是不是在看着我们——她显然把楼上封了起来。她就这样看着一代又一代人的来来去去——她冷艳高贵，无处不在，特立独行，安静冷僻，刚愎乖张。

她就这样死去了。在满是尘土、鬼影憧憧的房子里害了病，照料她的只有那个步履蹒跚的黑人。我们甚至连她得了病也不知道，也早已不想从黑人那里打听什么消息了。



⑷

 他跟谁也不说话，可能跟她也不讲，他的嗓子似乎因为很久不用而变得嘶哑了。

她死在楼下的一间屋子里，笨重的胡桃木床上还挂着帘子，她那长满铁灰色头发的头支在枕头上，那枕头由于用了太久而又不见阳光，已经黄得发霉。

黑人把第一批女人领进了前门。她们捏着嗓子，说话尖尖的，以好奇的目光迅速扫视着一切。之后黑人便不见了，他穿过屋子，走出后门，再也不见了踪影。



⑸

 两位堂姐妹也即刻赶来了这里，第二天就为她举行了丧礼，全镇的人都跑来看覆盖着鲜花的埃米莉小姐的尸体。灵柩上方悬挂着她父亲的炭笔画像，一脸深刻沉思的表情。惊恐的妇女们叽叽喳喳地谈论着，那些老男人们有的还穿上了南方同盟军的拉绒制服，在走廊上、草坪上谈论着埃米莉小姐，好像他们跟她是同代人一般，相信自己和她跳过舞，甚至向她求过爱。老年人就是这样把时间搅乱，在他们看来，过去的岁月不是一条渐行渐远的路，而是一片大草地，没有冬天的痕迹，只是近十年的光阴像窄小的瓶口一样，把他们同过去隔断了。

我们已经知道，楼上有间屋子，已经有四十年没人进去过了，需要强行打开。他们等到埃米莉小姐安葬之后才去开门。



⑹

 门猛地打开了，屋里一下子灰尘弥漫。这间布置得像新房的屋子，仿佛到处都笼罩着墓室一般惨淡淡的氛围：褪色的玫瑰色窗帘，玫瑰色的灯罩，梳妆台，一排精细的水晶饰品和失去了光泽的银质男用盥洗具，那银子已经黯淡得连刻上去的字母都无法辨认了。这些器具中有一套衣领和领带，仿佛刚从身上取下来似的，把它们拿起来时，尘土表面留下了淡淡的月牙痕。椅子上挂着一套衣服，折叠得整整齐齐；椅子底下有两只静默的鞋子和一双丢弃的袜子。

那男人躺在床上。



⑺

 我们在那里站了好久，俯视着那没有肉的脸上深沉的笑容。显然那尸体曾经卧在臂弯之中，但长眠超过了爱情的持久，战胜了爱情的煎熬，驯服了他。他所剩的肉体在破烂的睡衣下腐烂，跟他躺着的木床难解难分地粘在了一起。一层固执而顽强的灰尘均匀地覆盖在他身上和他身旁的枕上。

后来我们才注意到旁边那只枕头上有人头压过的痕迹。我们之中有个人从那上面拿起了什么东西，大家凑近一看，一股淡淡的干燥发酸的气味钻进了鼻孔——我们看到了一缕长长的铁灰色头发。
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《献给埃米莉的玫瑰》通过旁观者——小镇居民的视角，将破碎的时间片段巧妙地交织，拼凑出了一个旧时代女性完整的悲剧故事。

文章中的主要叙述者“我们”代表了小镇人民的价值观，即便埃米莉的家族已经衰落，他们仍然用旧式的看法来评判这位女性，对于她和一位地位不相符的北方工头出双入对的行为感到羞耻。年轻的埃米莉内心渴望着自由和爱情，可是即便是严格管束她的父亲死后，小镇的传统也继续像牢笼一般将她牢牢束缚，直到她最后的希望破灭，将自己与社会完全隔离。可以说“我们”不仅是叙述者，也是埃米莉命运的参与者，是“我们”和“我们”的时代将这位女性推向了绝望。

小镇居民对于埃米莉的回忆是碎片式的、时空错乱的，作者则有意要用打乱时间顺序的叙述方式来模拟这些意识流的回忆——埃米莉的一生太长，以至于男人们都相信“他们跟她是同代人一般”，以为自己“和她跳过舞，甚至向她求过爱”；而她的一生又变化无常、历经坎坷，甚至几年不见，头发就已经花白了。作者采用的集体叙事和场景转移法使这部短篇小说获得了巨大的艺术魅力，使其百读不厌、回味无穷。




注
 ：

buggy n.
 双轮单座轻马车




注
 ：

cocked adj.
 翘起的




注
 ：

divulge vt.
 泄露




注
 ：

cabal n.
 阴谋集团




注
 ：

circumvent vt.
 包围




注
 ：

thwart vt.
 阻碍




注
 ：

virulent adj.
 有恶意的




注
 ：

remit vt.
 免除




注
 ：

torso n.
 躯干




注
 ：

inescapable adj.
 不可避免的




注
 ：

impervious adj.
 不受影响的




注
 ：

perverse adj.
 违反常情的




注
 ：

dodder vi.
 蹒跚




注
 ：

sibilant adj.
 咝咝作声的




注
 ：

macabre adj.
 可怕的




注
 ：

valance n.
 帷幔




注
 ：

inextricable adj.
 解不开的





The Open Window

敞开着的窗户

萨基(Salei)
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萨基(1870-1916)，原名赫克托·休·芒罗(Hector Hugh Munro)，英国小说家。他的作品多描写英国上层社会和中产阶级的生活，结构严谨，构思奇妙，结尾常常出人意料。叙述和描写多有夸张，幽默及讽喻随处可见。其著名作品有：《雷金纳德》(Reginald)、《克洛维斯记事》(The Chronicles of Clovis)、《方蛋》(The Square Egg)等。
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《敞开着的窗户》是萨基最著名的一则短篇小说， 集中体现了萨基短篇小说的写作风格。 《敞开的窗户》发表于1914年第一次世界大战来临之前，整个社会总体而言依然按照维多利亚时代所遗留的轨迹稳步运转。地主有闲阶级不事生产，对他们来说，每天生活的重要内容就是拜访朋友、闲聊、聚会。每当新人来到一个社区，他应该递上印有头衔、身份、姓名的名片以及引见信，对当地的士绅进行拜访，对方也要进行回访。社交活动、面子、礼仪等是构成他们生活的主要内容。《敞开的窗户》正是在这样的背景下发生的一个小故事。弗兰普顿·纳托尔为了治疗神经质的毛病，到乡间定居静养。他姐姐曾在乡间居住，于是建议他拜访当地一些熟人建立社交圈。这一日，他来到了萨帕顿夫人家，恰逢夫人的侄女接待他，这是一个典型的社交场合，但少女显然不喜欢这样虚伪的社交场面，于是上演了一场好戏。



⑴

 “My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel,” said a very self-possessed
注

 young lady of fifteen; “in the meantime you must try and put up with me.”

Framton Nuttel endeavored to say the correct something which should duly flatter the niece of the moment without unduly discounting the aunt that was to come. Privately he doubted more than ever whether these formal visits on a succession of total strangers would do much towards helping the nerve cure which he was supposed to be undergoing.

“I know how it will be,” his sister had said when he was preparing to migrate
注

 to this rural retreat; “you will bury yourself down there and not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will be worse than ever from moping
注

 . I shall just give you letters of introduction to all the people I know there. Some of them, as far as I can remember, were quite nice.”



⑵

 Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was presenting one of the letters of introduction, came into the nice division.

“Do you know many of the people round here？” asked the niece, when she judged that they had had sufficient silent communion
注

 .

“Hardly a soul,” said Framton. “My sister was staying here, at the rectory, you know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to some of the people here.”



⑶

 He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret.

“Then you know practically nothing about my aunt？” pursued the self-possessed young lady.

“Only her name and address,” admitted the caller. He was wondering whether Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. An undefinable
注

 something about the room seemed to suggest masculine
注

 habitation.



⑷

 “Her great tragedy happened just three years ago,” said the child; “that would be since your sister's time.”

“Her tragedy？” asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot tragedies seemed out of place.

“You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October afternoon,” said the niece, indicating a large French window that opened on to a lawn.



⑸

 “It is quite warm for the time of the year,” said Framton; “but has that window got anything to do with the tragedy？”

“Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband and her two young brothers went off for their day's shooting. They never came back. In crossing the moor
注

 to their favorite snipe-shooting ground they were all three engulfed
注

 in a treacherous
注

 piece of bog. It had been that dreadful wet summer, you know, and places that were safe in other years gave way suddenly without warning. Their bodies were never recovered. That was the dreadful part of it.” Here the child's voice lost its self-possessed note and became falteringly
注

 human. “Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back someday, they and the little brown spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at that window just as they used to do. That is why the window is kept open every evening till it is quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often told me how they went out, her husband with his white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest brother, singing ‘Bertie, why do you bound？' as he always did to tease her, because she said it got on her nerves. Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings like this, I almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in through that window.”

She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton when the aunt bustled
注

 into the room with a whirl of apologies for being late in making her appearance.



⑹

 “I hope Vera has been amusing you？” she said.

“She has been very interesting,” said Framton.

“I hope you don't mind the open window,” said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; “my husband and brothers will be home directly from shooting, and they always come in this way. They've been out for snipe in the marshes today, so they'll make a fine mess over my poor carpets. So like you men-folk, isn't it？”



⑺

 She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of birds, and the prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all purely horrible. He made a desperate but only partially successful effort to turn the talk on to a less ghastly
注

 topic; he was conscious that his hostess was giving him only a fragment
注

 of her attention, and her eyes were constantly straying past him to the open window and the lawn beyond. It was certainly an unfortunate coincidence that he should have paid his visit on this tragic anniversary.

“The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of mental excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent physical exercise,” announced Framton, who laboured under the tolerably wide-spread delusion
注

 that total strangers and chance acquaintances
注

 are hungry for the least detail of one's ailments and infirmities
注

 , their cause and cure. “On the matter of diet they are not so much in agreement,” he continued.

“No？” said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yawn at the last moment. Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention — but not to what Framton was saying.



⑻

 “Here they are at last!” she cried. “Just in time for tea, and don't they look as if they were muddy up to the eyes!”

Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a look intended to convey sympathetic
注

 comprehension. The child was staring out through the open window with dazed horror in her eyes. In a chill shock of nameless fear Framton swung round in his seat and looked in the same direction.

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the lawn towards the window; they all carried guns under their arms, and one of them was additionally burdened with a white coat hung over his shoulders. A tired brown spaniel kept close at their heels. Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a hoarse young voice chanted
注

 out of the dusk: “I said, Bertie, why do you bound？”



⑼

 Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall-door, the gravel-drive, and the front gate were dimly-noted stages in his headlong
注

 retreat. A cyclist coming along the road had to run into the hedge to avoid imminent 
注

 collision.

“Here we are, my dear,” said the bearer of the white mackintosh
注

 , coming in through the window; “fairly muddy, but most of it's dry. Who was that who bolted out as we came up？”

“A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel,” said Mrs. Sappleton; “could only talk about his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of good-bye or apology when you arrived. One would think he had seen a ghost.”


⑽
 “I expect it was the spaniel,” said the niece calmly; “he told me he had a horror of dogs. He was once hunted into a cemetery somewhere on the banks of the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and had to spend the night in a newly dug grave with the creatures snarling
注

 and grinning and foaming just above him. Enough to make anyone lose their nerve.”

Romance at short notice was her speciality.
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⑴

 “纳特尔先生，稍等，我婶母马上来，我先招待您，不介意吧？”这位十五岁的女孩神情自若地说道。

弗兰姆顿·纳特尔勉强跟她客气了几句，想在这种场合下既能恭维眼前招待他的这位女孩，又不至于冷落那位还没露面的婶母。可是心里他却很是怀疑，拜访一连串的陌生人，对治疗他的神经质毛病，究竟有多大的帮助。

在准备迁往乡间僻静处前，他姐姐曾对他说：“我了解你，你到那里肯定会找个地方躲起来，不和任何人来往，那样郁郁寡欢只会加重你神经质的毛病。我给你写几封信吧，把你介绍给我在那里的所有熟人。我记得其中有些人是很有教养的。”



⑵

 弗兰姆顿心里琢磨着，他持信拜访的这位萨帕顿夫人，属不属于那类有教养的人。

“您熟悉周围的人吗？”那位侄女问道。看来她认为他俩之间不出声的交流已经够久了。

“几乎都不认识，”弗兰姆顿回答说，“我姐姐四年前曾在这里待过。您知道，就住在教区区长府上。她写了几封信，叫我拜访一些人家。”



⑶

 他说最后一句话时，语调里带着一种明显的遗憾口气。

“这么说，您对我婶母的情况一无所知？”女孩泰然自若地追问道。

“我只知道她的芳名和地址。”弗兰姆顿实话实说。他揣测着萨帕顿夫人有配偶还是孀居，看这屋里的摆设，倒有那么一种氛围让他觉得这里有男人居住。



⑷

 “她的悲剧刚好发生在三年前，”那孩子接着说，“那应该是在您姐姐走后。”

“她的悲剧？”弗兰姆顿问道。悲剧一词和这一带静谧的乡间看起来总有点不和谐。

“您可能会奇怪，我们为什么在十月的下午还把那扇窗户敞开。”女孩又说道，指着一扇落地大长窗，窗外是一片草坪。



⑸

 “这季节天气还挺暖和，”弗兰姆顿说，“不过，那扇窗户和她的悲剧有关系吗？”

“那还是三年前，我叔叔和我婶母的两个弟弟就是从这扇窗户出去打猎的。他们再也没有回来。去他们最爱的打猎场要途经一片沼泽地，三个人都被一块看上去好像很结实的沼泽吞没了。您可知道，那年的雨特别多，往年安全的地方也成了可怕的陷阱。事前一点也没有觉察，最后连尸体都没有找到。可怕也就可怕在这儿。”说到这里，女孩讲话时的那种镇静自若的声调消失了，她的话语变得断断续续，激动起来。“可怜的婶母总以为他们有一天会回来，他们仨，还有那条和他们一起丧生的棕色西班牙小猎犬。这就是为什么每天傍晚那扇窗子都开着，一直开到天黑。婶母常常给我讲他们是怎样离开家的，她丈夫手背上还搭着件白色雨衣，她的小兄弟龙尼嘴里还唱着：“伯蒂，你为何奔跑？”他以前总唱这支歌来逗她，因为她说这支歌让她心烦。您知道吗？有的时候，就像在今天，这样安静的夜晚，我总有一种毛骨悚然的感觉，觉得他们几个真的会穿过那扇窗户走进来……”

她打了个寒战，中断了自己的话。这时她婶母匆忙走进屋来，连声道歉，说自己下来迟了。弗兰姆顿不禁松了一口气。



⑹

 “薇拉对您的招待还可以吧？”她婶母问道。

“啊，她挺风趣，”弗兰姆顿回答。

“您不介意开着窗吧？”萨帕顿夫人轻快地说。“我丈夫和兄弟们马上就要打猎回来。他们一向从窗户进来。今天他们到沼泽地去打鹬，回来时准会把我可怜的地毯弄得一塌糊涂。男人们就是这么没心肝，是吧？”



⑺

 她兴致勃勃地谈论着狩猎、鹬的稀少和冬季打野鸭的前景。可是对弗兰姆顿来说，这一切确实太可怕了。他拼命想把话题转到不那么恐怖的地方去，却没有太成功。他意识到，女主人只把一小部分注意力放在他身上，她的目光不时从他身上转到敞开着的窗户和窗外的草坪上。在这个悲剧的纪念日拜访这家人，可真是个不幸的巧合。

“医生们都一致同意要我彻底放松，叫我避免精神上的激动，还要避免任何剧烈运动性质的活动，”弗兰姆顿宣称。和很多病人一样，他也有这样的错觉，以为陌生人或萍水相逢的朋友，都非常渴望知道他疾病的细节，诸如得病原因和治疗方法之类。他接着又说，“可是在饮食方面，医生们的意见不太一致。”

“噢，是吗？”萨帕顿夫人强压回去一个呵欠，懒懒地说道。突然，她笑逐颜开，精神一振——但却不是对弗兰姆顿的话提起了兴趣。



⑻

 “他们可回来了！”她喊道。“刚好赶上喝下午茶。你看看，浑身是泥，都快糊到眼睛上了！”

弗兰姆顿略微一哆嗦，把同情而理解的目光投向那位侄女。可是那女孩此时却凝视窗外，目光中全是茫然的恐怖。弗兰姆顿登时感到一股无名的恐惧。他在座位上急忙转过身来，向同一方向望去。

苍茫暮色中，三个身影穿过草坪向窗口走来，臂下挟着猎枪，其中一个人肩上还搭着一件白色雨衣。一条疲惫不堪的棕色西班牙小猎犬紧跟在他们身后。他们无声无息地走近这座房子。接着一个青年人沙哑的嗓音在暮色中唱道：“我说，伯蒂，你为何奔跑？”



⑼

 弗兰姆顿慌忙抓起手杖和帽子，没命地往外跑，隐约只见门厅、石路、院门在眼前一闪而过。路上一个骑自行车的人，为了避开他，慌乱中拐进路旁的矮树丛里。

“亲爱的，我们回来了，”拿着白色雨衣的人边说边从窗口走了进来。“身上都是泥，还好差不多干了。刚才进来时冲出去的那人是谁？”

“那是纳特尔先生，一个非常古怪的人。”萨帕顿夫人说。“光知道讲他自己的病。你们一回来，他连句告别或道歉的话也没说就跑了，像大白天见了鬼似的。”



⑽

 “我想，他大概是因为看见了那条西班牙猎犬，”侄女镇定地说。“他告诉过我他怕狗。有一次在恒河流域什么地方，他被一群野狗追到了一片坟地里，不得不在刚挖好的坟坑里过了一夜。那群野狗就围着他头顶转，龇牙嘶叫，嘴里还吐着白沫。任凭是谁，也得吓坏了！”

灵机一动，编造故事，正是这个女孩的拿手好戏。
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萨基所创造的是一种言简意赅、结构精湛的小说样式。《敞开着的窗户》故事本身没有明显的教化作用, 既不揭示深刻的道理, 也不给人情感教育, 但它从唯美的角度忠实地完成了小说“娱乐”功能的任务, 达到了脍炙人口的艺术效果。小说渲染的气氛从平和到恐怖, 又从恐怖回到平和, 在短短的篇幅中一波三折, 体现了作者谋篇布局的高超技巧。

小说按叙事过程可以分为三个部分, 第一部分是少女谈论开着的窗户——猎人永远不会回来了, 它告诉了读者一个悲惨的故事; 第二部分却是猎人回来了。小说在第一和第二部分重复描写了这样一个画面：打猎的人回来了, 拿着衣服，唱着歌，带着那条西班牙猎犬，只是前一幅画面非现实地存在于想象中, 后一幅却是生活中的真实画面。两幅几乎一模一样的画面使少女的故事更具真实感，因为现实的画面真实地印证着想象中的画面, 于是, 弗兰姆顿和读者都对真实的现实产生了怀疑, 在怀疑中产生了恐惧。这个精心的安排使小说的结构异常紧凑, 突然间就构成了第一部分与第二部分的尖锐冲突。第三部分是一家人在谈论不可理喻的弗兰姆顿, 并穿插了少女编的第二个故事，它对第一和第二部分的关系做了合理的解释。三个部分各有侧重, 缺一不可。

小说因其简洁自如的刻画手法和娴熟高超的悬念设置，大大提升了可读性，其所包含的内容及阅读的快乐一点也不亚于长篇故事。




注
 ：

self-possessed adj.
 镇静的，沉着的




注
 ：

migrate vi. & vt.
 迁徙，移居




注
 ：

mope vi.
 郁郁寡欢




注
 ：

communion n.
 交流，共享




注
 ：

undefinable adj.
 无法定义的，不明确的




注
 ：

masculine adj.
 男性的，有男子气概的




注
 ：

moor n.
 荒野，旷野




注
 ：

engulfed adj.
 被吞没，被吞噬的




注
 ：

treacherous adj.
 危险的，不可靠的




注
 ：

Falteringly adv.
 口吃地，支吾地




注
 ：

bustle vi. & vt.
 匆匆忙忙




注
 ：

ghastly adj.
 可怕的，恐怖的




注
 ：

fragment n.
 碎片，片段




注
 ：

delusion n.
 错觉，幻觉




注
 ：

acquaintance n.
 熟人




注
 ：

infirmity n.
 疾病，弱点




注
 ：

sympathetic adj.
 同情的




注
 ：

chant vt.
 吟唱




注
 ：

headlong adj.
 匆促而用力的




注
 ：

imminent adj.
 即将到来的




注
 ：

mackintosh n.
 橡皮布防水衣，雨衣




注
 ：

snarl vi. & vt.
 吼叫，嚎叫





The Monkey's Paw

猴爪

雅各布斯(W. W. Jacobs)
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雅各布斯(1863—1943)W. W. Jacobs，英国小说家。雅各布斯是一位高产的作家，其作品以幽默讽刺风格为主，但最为其带来声誉的是恐怖小说《猴爪》，该小说被多次改编为电影或者剧本。斯蒂芬·金的小说《宠物公墓》亦深受其影响。
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小说《猴爪》围绕一只被施了咒的猴爪，讲述了一则发生在英国某偏远郊区的恐怖故事。怀特一家迎来了从印度打仗归来的莫里斯军长的探访，在一家人的好奇逼问下，莫里斯透露了自己从印度带回的一只猴爪的秘密：向猴爪许三个愿，愿望将成真。不过莫里斯告诫怀特，愿望虽能实现，但需要付出惨痛的代价。怀特不听告诫要来了猴爪，许愿要两百英镑，没想到第二天被告知儿子受工伤死亡，他将获得两百英镑的补偿。几天后，悲伤过度的怀特太太拿猴爪许愿，让儿子回来。这时，敲门声响起，老怀特想起了自己去辨认尸体时儿子的惨状，瞬间抢过猴爪许了第三个愿。怀特太太打开门来，门外空无一人。



⑴

 Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlor of Lakesnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.

“I'm listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. “Check.”



⑵

 “I should hardly think that he'd come tonight,” said his father, with his hand poised over the board.

“Mate,” replied the son.

“That's the worst of living so far out,” bawled
注

 Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; “of all the beastly, slushy
注

 , out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway's a bog
注

 , and the road's a torrent. I don't know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses on the road are let, they think it doesn't matter.”



⑶

 “Never mind, dear,” said his wife soothingly; “perhaps you'll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept
注

 a knowing glance between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.



⑷

 The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling
注

 with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and coughed gently as her husband entered the room, followed by a tall, burly man, beady of eye and rubicund
注

 of visage
注

 .

“Sergeant Major Morris,” he said, introducing him.

The sergeant major shook hands, and taking the proffered
注

 seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out whisky and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.



⑸

 At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange scenes and doughty
注

 deeds, of wars and plagues and strange peoples.

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. “When he went away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him.”

“He don't look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White politely. “I'd like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look round a bit, you know.”



⑹

 “Better where you are,” said the sergeant major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and sighing softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” said the old man. “What was that you started telling me the other day about a monkey's paw or something, Morris?”

“Nothing,” said the soldier hastily. “Leastways, nothing worth hearing.”

“Monkey's paw?” said Mrs. White curiously.



⑺

 “Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” said the sergeant major offhandedly
注

 .

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absentmindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.

“To look at,” said the sergeant major, fumbling in his pocket, “it's just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.”



⑻

 He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace
注

 , but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr. White, as he took it from his son, and having examined it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the sergeant major, “a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled people's lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it.”



⑼

 His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat.

“Well, why don't you have three, sir?” said Herbert White cleverly.

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,” he said quietly, and his blotchy
注

 face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked Mrs. White.



⑽

 “I did,” said the sergeant major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?” inquired the old lady.

“The first man had his three wishes, yes,” was the reply. “I don't know what the first two were, but the third was for death. That's how I got the paw.”

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.



⑾

 “If you've had your three wishes, it's no good to you now, then, Morris,” said the old man at last. “What do you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he said slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, but I don't think I will. It has caused enough mischief
注

 already. Besides, people won't buy. They think it's a fairy tale, some of them, and those who do think anything of it want to try it first and pay me afterward.”

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?”

“I don't know,” said the other. “I don't know.”



⑿

 He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier solemnly.

“If you don't want it, Morris,” said the old man, “give it to me.”



⒀

 “I won't,” said his friend doggedly
注

 . “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don't blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the fire again, like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired.

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,” said the sergeant major, “but I warn you of the consequences.”



⒁

 “Sounds like the Arabian Nights,” said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the supper. “Don't you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?”

Her husband drew the talisman
注

 from his pocket and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.

“If you must wish,” he said gruffly
注

 , “wish for something sensible.”



⒂

 Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a second installment of the soldier's adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey's paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,” said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train, “we shan't make much out of it.”

“Did you give him anything for it, Father?” inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.



⒃

 “A trifle,” said he, coloring slightly. “He didn't want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.”

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we're going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to be an emperor, Father, to begin with; then you can't be henpecked
注

 .”

He darted around the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar.



⒄

 Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. “I don't know what to wish for, and that's a fact,” he said slowly. “It seems to me I've got all I want.”

“If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, wouldn't you?” said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that'll just do it.”

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity
注

 , held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man distinctly.



⒅

 A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him.

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. “As I wished, it twisted in my hand like a snake.”

“Well, I don't see the money,” said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I never shall.”



⒆

 “It must have been your fancy, Father,” said his wife, regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there's no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”



⒇

 They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night.

“I expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade them good night, “and something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-gotten gains.”
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⑴

 夜里，屋外又冷又湿。雷克斯纳姆镇一间小小的客厅里窗帘紧闭，炉火烧得正旺。父子俩正下着棋，父亲一心想要改变战局，竟然轻率地将国王放在了危险的位置上，就连壁炉旁安静做针线活、顶着一头银发的母亲，都忍不住评价了两句。

“听，外面的风声真大，”老怀特说道。他发现自己走错了致命的一步，可落子无悔，他只好转移儿子的注意力，希望他没有看见。

“我听着呢，”儿子说。他眼神冷峻，在棋盘上扫视着，然后伸出了手。“将！”



⑵

 “我想他今晚大概不会来了，”父亲说。他的手犹豫不决地悬在棋盘上方。

“将你一军！”儿子回应道。

“住在这个偏僻的地方真是糟透了，”老怀特突然毫无来由，粗暴地咒骂了一声，“这地方糟糕透顶，偏远、泥泞得很，完全不像样子。小路全是泥潭，大路就像是水沟。真不知道那些人是怎么想的。我想大概是因为这里只租出去了两座房子，所以他们干脆不管了吧。”



⑶

 “算了吧，亲爱的，”妻子安慰他说，“没准下一盘就该你赢了。”

老怀特猛地抬起头来，正好看见母亲和儿子暗暗递着眼色。于是他收回了快要迸出的话，藏在稀疏白胡子下面的嘴暗暗咧开，笑了一笑。

“他来了，”赫伯特·怀特说。这时，栅栏砰的一声关上了，有人迈着沉重的脚步向门前走来。



⑷

 好客的老头子急忙站了起来，打开房门。门口传来了他与客人相互问候的声音。丈夫走进房间来，后面跟着一个高大魁梧的男人，眼神明亮，面色红润，怀特太太咂了咂嘴，轻轻地咳嗽了两声。

“这是莫里斯军长，”怀特先生介绍道。

莫里斯过来握了手，坐到主人在壁炉旁给他准备好的椅子上。主人拿出威士忌和酒杯，又在炉火上放了一把小铜壶。他满意地看着这一切。



⑸

 三杯酒下肚，他的眼神更加明亮了，他开始侃侃而谈。一家三口怀着浓厚的兴趣看着这位远道而来的客人。莫里斯在椅子上正了正宽阔的肩膀，讲起了异国风光和他的英勇事迹，还有战争、瘟疫和那些远方的人们。

“二十一年前，”老怀特对妻子和儿子点了点头，说道，“当他离开的时候，还是仓库里的一个瘦瘦的小年轻。瞧他现在成了什么样子。”

“他这样子也没什么不好，”怀特太太礼貌地说。“我自己也想去趟印度，”老头子说，“你懂的，就是去到处看看。”



⑹

 “还是待在家里好，”军长摇着头说。他放下了手中的空杯子，轻轻地叹了一口气，再次摇了摇头。

“我想看看那些古老的寺庙、苦行僧还有变戏法的，”老头子说，“莫里斯，你前几天跟我讲过一个关于猴爪还是什么的东西，究竟是什么？”

“没什么，”莫里斯仓促地回答道，“根本不值得一提。”

“猴爪？”怀特太太好奇地问。



⑺

 “呃，就是个差不多可以算作魔法的东西，”军长随口说道。

三位听众都把身子探过来，迫不及待地想听个究竟。客人心不在焉地将空杯子举到了唇边，随后又放了下去。主人马上为他添上了酒。

“看吧，”军长一边在包里摸索着，一边说，“这就是个普通的小爪子，已经风干了。”



⑻

 他从兜里掏出了个东西，递了出来。怀特太太厌恶地转过头去，她的儿子却把那东西拿了过来，好奇地把玩着。

老怀特从儿子手里拿过了猴爪，细细地打量着，然后放在了桌子上，问道：“这东西有什么特别的呢？”

“一位老僧人给它念了咒，”军长说道，“他是个圣人。他想通过它来证明，人由命运主宰，那些企图干预命运的人将会遭到不幸。他给猴爪下了咒，可以满足三个人的愿望，每个人都可以许三个愿。”



⑼

 他的神情过于正经。听众们都意识到，自己的笑声虽然轻，可听着有些刺耳。

“那么，您为什么不许三个愿望呢，先生？”赫伯特·怀特机灵地问道。

那位军人用中年人独有的眼光盯着这个自以为是的年轻人。“我许过，”他平静地说，布满疤痕的脸一下子变得苍白。

“三个愿望真的都实现了？”怀特太太问道。



⑽

 “是的，”军长说。酒杯在他坚硬的牙齿上轻轻地叩击。

“其他人也许过愿吗？”老太太继续问。

“是的，第一个人也许了三个愿，”他答道，“我不知道前两个是什么，只知道第三个愿望是去死。我就是因为这个得到了猴爪。”

他的声音非常沉重，大家都安静了下来。



⑾

 “如果你已经许过三个愿，那这东西对你就没什么用了，”老头子终于问出了他想问的话，“那么莫里斯，你留着它做什么呢？”

莫里斯摇了摇头。“我想是因为幻念，”他慢慢地说，“我曾经想卖掉它，但我觉得卖不出去。它已经造成了足够的危害。而且人们是不会买的，至少有一部分人觉得这不是真的，其他相信的人却想等试了之后再付给我钱。”

“要是你还能许三个愿，”老头盯着他说，“你还想试试吗？”

“我不知道，”他说，“我不知道。”



⑿

 他拿起猴爪，用食指和大拇指捏住它，摇晃了几下，突然将它扔进了炉火中。怀特轻轻地喊了一声，弯下腰把猴爪捡了出来。

“最好还是烧掉它，”军人严肃地说。

“莫里斯，如果你不想要它，”老头子说，“那就给我吧。”



⒀

 “我不能给你，”莫里斯坚持说，“我都把它扔进火堆里了。如果你留着它，以后发生了什么可别怪我。聪明的话，还是把它扔进火里吧。”

老头子摇了摇头，仔细地看着他新得到的宝贝。“你是怎么许愿的？”他问道。

“把它举在右手里，大声说出你的愿望，”军长说，“但我要警告你这样做的后果。”



⒁

 “听起来像是天方夜谭，”怀特太太一边说，一边站起身，开始布置餐桌。“你是不是该许个愿，让我长出四双手来？”

丈夫从衣兜里拿出了宝贝，三个人开怀大笑起来。军长的脸上却显出一种惊恐的神色，他一下子抓住了怀特的胳膊。

“假如你真想许愿，”他厉声说，“最好说一些合情合理的愿望。”



⒂

 怀特先生把猴爪放回兜里，摆好了椅子，让朋友坐到桌边来。吃晚饭时，三个人暂时忘记了那个神物。餐后，三位听众又沉浸在那位军人在印度的第二个冒险故事里了。

为了及时赶上最后一班火车，客人离开了。赫伯特关上了门，说：“如果猴爪的故事比他讲的其他故事还要不切实际，那么这东西对我们来说肯定没什么用处。”

“孩子他爹，你有没有给他点什么作为感谢？”怀特太太紧紧地盯着丈夫问道。



⒃

 “给了点钱，”他说道，脸有些红，“他拒绝了，但是我执意要给他。他又一次让我扔掉那个东西。”

“是该那样，”赫伯特装出一副惶恐的样子说，“不是吗？我们将会得到财富、名声和快乐。先许一个做国王的愿望吧，父亲，这样你就不会再怕老婆了。”

说完，赫伯特围着桌子飞跑，生气了的怀特太太拿着沙发套在后面追赶着。



⒄

 怀特先生从衣兜里掏出猴爪，怀疑地看着它。“说真的，我不知道该许什么愿，”他慢慢地说，“我想要的好像都有了。”

“要是把房租彻底还清，你就会感到彻底的幸福，不是吗？”赫伯特说着，把手搭在了父亲的肩膀上。“所以，你许愿得到两百英镑吧，这些就够了。”

父亲惭愧地笑着，暗暗嘲笑自己的轻信，然后举起那个宝贝。儿子摆出一副庄严的神色，却调皮地对母亲使了个眼色，接着坐在钢琴前，弹出几个动人的和弦。

“我希望得到两百英镑，”老头子大声地说。



⒅

 一串动听的音符伴着这句话从琴里传了出来，却被老头子的一声惊叫打断。妻子和儿子向他跑去。

“它动了，”他喊着，用厌恶的眼光盯着那个已经掉在地板上的东西。 “我刚才许愿时，它在我手里扭动起来，就像蛇一样。”

“对了，我怎么没看到钱呢，”儿子说着，把猴爪捡了起来，放在桌子上。“我敢打赌，我们永远也看不到这笔钱。”



⒆

 “孩子他爸，这肯定是你的幻觉，”妻子一边说，一边担心地望着他。

他摇摇头说：“没关系，反正没什么害处，但它着实让我吃了一惊。”



⒇

 他们又在壁炉边坐下，两个男人抽起了烟斗。外面的风比刚才更大了。楼上的房门突然砰的一声，老头子紧张起来。一种不寻常的沉默和压抑笼罩在三个人的心头。最后，老两口起身睡觉去了。

“我希望你看到你的床中间有个大口袋，里面全是钞票，”赫伯特对父亲道晚安时说，“当你把不义之财装入兜里时，有个可怕的怪兽会蹲在衣柜上看着你。”
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小说《猴爪》一开始就涵盖了众多神秘的元素：偏僻之地、远客来访、神魔之物，使读者瞬间被故事吸引。作者通过刻画莫里斯这个从印度打仗多年后归来的军人，从侧面营造了猴爪的神秘氛围。莫里斯多次欲言又止，不仅吸引了怀特一家三口的兴趣，也让读者好奇万分。他将猴爪一下子投入火堆中，并告诫怀特千万不要使用它，让读者对接下来情节的期盼达到了顶峰。

《猴爪》所呈现的并非是欧美式的暴力美学或者哥特式的恐怖，它带有古老的东方式的恐怖元素，这一类的恐怖更容易给人的内心带来直接的震慑。首先，猴爪是从印度来的，被僧侣施了咒，这样的情节让人隐约感觉到猴爪的力量是阴暗的，是不能够直接窥视到的。使用猴爪的方式也颇具东方特色，每个人可以许三个愿望，用文中怀特太太的话说，“就像是天方夜谭”。而猴爪的诞生是由于老僧侣想要告诫人类“企图干预命运的人将会遭到不幸”。这样，猴爪被赋予的便是大自然不可抗拒的力量，相较于一些恐怖故事中的神怪僵尸而言，人类在这样的力量面前显得更加渺小和无助。作者成功地将东方元素注入其中，使得该小说在西方恐怖故事中独树一帜，并成为众多作者、编剧汲取灵感的对象，可以说，好的文学作品会被广泛地吸取、提炼，在不同地域的读者之间产生同样震撼的影响力。




注
 ：

bawl vi.
 大叫




注
 ：

slushy adj.
 泥泞的




注
 ：

bog n.
 沼泽




注
 ：

intercept vt.
 拦截




注
 ：

condole vi.
 慰问




注
 ：

rubicund adj.
 红润的




注
 ：

visage n.
 面貌




注
 ：

proffer vt.
 提供




注
 ：

doughty adj.
 勇敢的




注
 ：

offhandedly adv.
 即席地




注
 ：

grimace n.
 痛苦的表情




注
 ：

blotchy adj.
 有疤的




注
 ：

mischief n.
 损害




注
 ：

doggedly adv.
 固执地




注
 ：

talisman n.
 法宝




注
 ：

gruffly adv.
 粗暴地




注
 ：

henpeck vt.
 对（丈夫）唠叨责骂不休




注
 ：

credulity n.
 轻信
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吾 国 吾 民
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But something choked him; he could not finish the sentence. He returned to the blackboard, took a piece of chalk, and wrote in large letters, “VIVE LA FRANCE.”

但是他哽咽了，他没法说完那句话。他走到了黑板前，拿起了一支粉笔，写了几个大字：“法兰西万岁。”

——都德　《最后一课》




Two Friends

两个朋友

居伊·德·莫泊桑(Guy de Maupassant)
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居伊·德·莫泊桑(1850-1893)，法国优秀的自然主义作家，与契诃夫和欧·亨利并称为“世界三大短篇小说家”，对后世产生极大影响,被誉为“短篇小说之王”。莫泊桑出身于法国诺曼底的一个没落贵族家庭，在普法战争爆发后应征入伍。两年的兵营生活使他认识到了战争的残酷，祖国的危难启发了他的爱国思想。战争结束后，他开始了文学创作。其中许多作品流传甚广，著名长篇有《一生》《漂亮朋友》等；中短篇有《羊脂球》《项链》《我的叔叔于勒》《一个女雇工的故事》《瞎子》《真实的故事》《小狗皮埃罗》等。
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《两个朋友》是一则短篇小说，描写了普法战争巴黎被围后，一对爱好钓鱼的朋友——钟表匠莫里索和杂货商索瓦热偶然相遇，结伴去普军阵地前沿垂钓，不幸被捉住，被普军当成间谍，逼他们说出哨所口令的故事。1870—1871年，法兰西独裁皇帝向普鲁士挑起了战争，企图获得欧洲霸权，在战争中惨败后，帝国垮台，法兰西土地大片沦陷。法兰西人与入侵的敌人展开了殊死的搏斗，创造了无数可歌可泣的故事。莫泊桑在服兵役的过程中目睹了政府和军队的腐败无能，同时也为法国人民英勇抗敌的壮举深受感动。之后莫泊桑以普法战争为题材发表了大量作品，《两个朋友》便是其中的代表之一。



⑴

 Before them the deserted Ile Marante hid them from the farther shore. The little restaurant was closed, and looked as if it had been deserted for years.

Monsieur Sauvage caught the first gudgeon, Monsieur Morissot the second, and almost every moment one or other raised his line with a little, glittering
注

 , silvery fish wriggling
注

 at the end; they were having excellent sport.

They slipped their catch gently into a close-meshed bag lying at their feet; they were filled with joy — the joy of once more indulging in a pastime of which they had long been deprived.



⑵

 The sun poured its rays on their backs; they no longer heard anything or thought of anything. They ignored the rest of the world; they were fishing.

But suddenly a rumbling sound, which seemed to come from the bowels of the earth, shook the ground beneath them: the cannon were resuming their thunder.

Morissot turned his head and could see toward the left, beyond the banks of the river, the formidable outline of Mont-Valerien, from whose summit arose a white puff
注

 of smoke.



⑶

 The next instant a second puff followed the first, and in a few moments a fresh detonation
注

 made the earth tremble.

Others followed, and minute by minute the mountain gave forth its deadly breath and a white puff of smoke, which rose slowly into the peaceful heaven and floated above the summit of the cliff.

Monsieur Sauvage shrugged his shoulders. “They are at it again!” he said.



⑷

 Morissot, who was anxiously watching his float bobbing
注

 up and down, was suddenly seized with the angry impatience of a peaceful man toward the madmen who were firing thus, and remarked indignantly: “What fools they are to kill one another like that!”

“They're worse than animals,”replied Monsieur Sauvage.

And Morissot, who had just caught a bleak, declared: “And to think that it will be just the same so long as there are governments!”



⑸

 “The Republic would not have declared war,” interposed Monsieur Sauvage.

Morissot interrupted him: “Under a king we have foreign wars; under a republic we have civil war.”



⑹

 And the two began placidly discussing political problems with the sound common sense of peaceful, matter-of-fact
注

 citizens — agreeing on one point: that they would never be free. And Mont-Valerien thundered ceaselessly, demolishing the houses of the French with its cannon balls, grinding lives of men to powder, destroying many a dream, many a cherished hope, many a prospective happiness; ruthlessly causing endless woe and suffering in the hearts of wives, of daughters, of mothers, in other regions.

“Such is life!” declared Monsieur Sauvage.

“Say, rather, such is death!” replied Morissot, laughing.



⑺

 But they suddenly trembled with alarm at the sound of footsteps behind them, and turning around they perceived close at hand four tall, bearded men, dressed after the manner of liveried
注

 servants and wearing flat caps on their heads. They were covering the two anglers
注

 with their rifles.

The rods slipped from their owners' grasp and floated away down the river.

In the space of a few seconds they were seized, bound, thrown into a boat, and taken across to the Ile Marante.



⑻

 And behind the house they had thought deserted were about a score of German soldiers.

A shaggy-looking giant, who was bestriding
注

 a chair and smoking a long clay pipe, addressed them in excellent French with the words: “Well, gentlemen, have you had good luck with your fishing？”

Then a soldier deposited at the officer's feet the bag full of fish, which he had taken care to bring away. The Prussian
注

 smiled.



⑼

 “Not bad, I see. But we have something else to talk about, Listen to me, and don't be alarmed: You must know that, in my eyes, you are two spies sent to report my movements. Naturally, I capture you and I shoot you. You pretend to be fishing, the better to disguise your real errand. You have fallen into my hands, and must take the consequences. Such is war. But as you came here through the outposts you must have a password for your return. Tell me that password and I will let you go.”

The two friends, pale as death, stood silently side by side, a slight fluttering
注

 of the hands alone betraying their emotion.

“No one will ever know”, continued the officer. “You will return peacefully to your homes, and the secret will disappear with you. If you refuse, it means death — instant death. Choose!”

They stood motionless, and did not open their lips.



⑽

 The Prussian, perfectly calm, went on, with hand outstretched towards the river. “Just think that in five minutes you will be at the bottom of that water. In five minutes! You have relations, I presume？'

Mont-Valerien still thundered.

The two fishermen remained silent. The German turned and gave an order in his own language. Then he moved his chair a little way off, that he might not be so near the prisoners, while a dozen men stepped forward, rifle in hand, and took up a position twenty paces off.

“I give you one minute”, said the officer; “not a second longer.”



⑾

 Then he rose quickly, went over to the two Frenchmen, took Morissot by the arm, led him a short distance off, and said in a low voice.

“Quick! The password! Your friend will know nothing. I will pretend to relent
注

 .”

Morissot answered not a word.



⑿

 Then the Prussian took Monsieur Sauvage aside in like manner, and made him the same proposal.

Monsieur Sauvage made no reply.

Again they stood side by side.

The officer issued his orders; the soldiers raised their rifles.



⒀

 Then by chance Morissot's eyes fell on the bag full of gudgeon lying in the grass a few feet from him.

A ray of sunlight made the still quivering fish glisten like silver. And Morissot's heart sank. Despite his efforts at self-control his eyes filled with tears.

“Goodbye, Monsieur Sauvage”, he faltered
注

 .

“Goodbye, Monsieur Morissot”, replied Sauvage.



⒁

 They shook hand, trembling from head to foot with a dread beyond their mastery.

The officer cried: “Fire!”

The twelve shots were as one.



⒂

 Monsieur Sauvage fell forward instantaneously
注

 . Morissot, being the taller, swayed slightly and fell across his friend with face turned skyward and blood oozing
注

 from a rent in the breast of his coat.

The German issued fresh orders.

His men dispersed
注

 , and presently returned with ropes and large stones, which they attached to the feet of the two friends; then they carried them to the river bank.

Mont-Valerien, its summit now enshrouded
注

 in smoke, continued to thunder.



⒃

 Two soldiers took Morissot by the head and the feet; two others did the same with Sauvage. The bodies, swung vigorously
注

 by strong hands, were cast to a distance, and, describing a curve, fell feet foremost into the stream.

The water splashed high, foamed
注

 , eddied
注

 , and then was still again; tiny waves lapped the shore.

A few streaks
注

 of blood flecked
注

 the surface of the river.
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⑴

 在他们面前，荒无人烟的马朗特岛挡住了对岸的视线，掩护着他们。岛上的小饭店门窗紧闭，像是已经废弃多年了。

索瓦热先生首先钓到了一条虾虎鱼，莫里索跟着也钓了一条，随后他们总是时不时地举起钓竿，每次都有一条银光闪闪的小鱼在线尾活蹦乱跳，两人收获颇丰。

他们把这些鱼轻轻地放入脚边一个网眼细密的小兜里，心里充满了快乐——这种快乐只有当一个人所酷爱的娱乐活动被长期剥夺又重新获得时，才能体会到。



⑵

 晴朗的阳光照得两人背上暖洋洋的。他们什么也不听，什么也不想，感受不到周围的任何事物，只是全神贯注地钓鱼。

但是突然间，一阵沉闷的巨响像是从地底爆发了出来，把大地震得发抖——大炮又开始打响了。

莫里索转头往左边的堤岸上方望去，看到瓦莱里昂山巍峨的侧影之上升起了一股股白色的硝烟。



⑶

 紧接着第二道硝烟又冒了出来；隔了一会儿，传来一阵震天动地的爆炸声。

随后好些爆炸声接连而至，山峰发出一阵阵毁灭性的咆哮，从那里喷出的白色烟雾袅袅地升上宁静的天空，在山顶之上堆成了一层云雾。

索瓦热先生耸了耸双肩说：“他们又开始动手了！”



⑷

 莫里索正焦急地盯着他鱼线一上一下的浮标，这个性情平和的人突然对着这帮到处屠戮的疯子发起火来，愤愤地说：“这样互相残杀简直是愚蠢透顶！”

索瓦热先生接着说：“真是连畜生都不如。”

莫里索正好钓着了一条马鲛鱼，高声说：“只要有政府在，就会有打打杀杀！”



⑸

 索瓦热先生接过话说：“如果是共和政府的话就不会宣战了。”

莫里索打断他说：“有了君主政府就会跟国外打仗，有了共和政府就会有国内战争。”



⑹

 后来他们就这样平心静气地讨论起来，用平和的、实事求是的人所有的通情达理的态度，聊起了政治上的大问题，最后得出了这样一个结论：人类永远也得不到自由。瓦莱里昂的炮声一刻也没有停止，炮弹摧毁着法国人民的家园，粉碎了他们的生活，让数不清的梦想、数不清的期待和数不清的愿景都化为泡影；它到处制造痛苦，在无数妻子的心上、女儿的心上、母亲的心上造成了不可愈合的伤疤。

“这就是人生！”索瓦热先生感慨道。

莫里索无奈地笑着说：“还不如说这就是死亡吧！”



⑺

 就在这时，身后突然有脚步声传来，他们都吓得哆嗦起来，转过头一望，面前站着四个全副武装，留着胡子，戴着平顶军帽的大个子，正用枪口瞄准他们。

两根钓竿从他们手里滑落，随着河水漂走了。

不一会儿工夫，他们就被抓住绑了起来，扔进一只小船里，渡河来到了对面的岛上。



⑻

 就在那座看似被废弃的房屋后面，他们看到了二十来个德国士兵。

一个毛发浓重的大个子骑在一把椅子上面，吸着一支长长的瓷烟斗，用地道的法国话问他们：“喂，先生们，鱼钓得还不错吧？”

于是一个士兵把他留意带来的满满一兜鱼放在了这个军官的脚跟前。那个普鲁士人微笑着说：



⑼

 “还不错嘛。不过今天是叫你们来说别的事。你们好好地给我听着，但不用慌张。我想你们两人都是被派来侦探我们的间谍。一般来说我捉到了你们就会马上枪毙。你们假装钓鱼，为的是可以好好地掩护你们的计划。但你们现在落到了我手里，活该你们倒霉——战争就是这样。不过你们既然从哨所过来，自然知道回去的口令，只要把这口令告诉我，我就放你们回去。”

两个朋友肩并肩站在一起，一声不吭，面如土色，双手止不住地颤抖着。

那军官接着说：“谁也不会知道这件事，你们可以平平安安地走回去。这个秘密永远也不会有人知道。倘若你们不答应，那就非死不可，并且立刻就死。你们选吧。”

他们依然一动不动地站在那里，谁都没有开口。



⑽

 那普鲁士人神态仍旧十分平静，伸手指着河里说：“想想吧，五分钟之后你们就要葬身水底。只有五分钟！你们应当都有亲人吧！”

瓦莱里昂山的炮声始终没有停止。

两个钓鱼的人依然没有说话。那个德国人用他的母语发了命令。随后他挪动了自己的椅子，免得和这两个俘虏过于接近，随后来了十多个兵士，立在相距二十来步远近的地方，手里拿着枪。

军官接着说：“我给你们一分钟时间考虑，多一秒都没有。”



⑾

 接着，他突然站起来，走到两个法国人身边，抓住了莫里索的胳膊，把他拉到了一边，低声向他说：

“快点，把口令告诉我！你的伙伴绝对看不出来，我可以装作不忍心的样子放你们走。”

莫里索一个字也没有说。



⑿

 那普鲁士人随后又把索瓦热先生引到了一边，并且对他说了同样的话。

索瓦热先生也什么都没有讲。

他们又肩并肩站在了一处。

军官发出了命令。士兵们都举起了他们的枪。



⒀

 这时候，莫里索的眼光偶然落在那只盛满了虾虎鱼的网袋上面，那东西躺在几步之外的野草上面。

一道阳光照得那一堆还在跳动的鱼闪闪发亮。他的心突然一沉，实在控制不住，眼里噙满了泪水。

他一字一顿地说：“永别了，索瓦热先生。”

索瓦热先生回答道：“永别了，莫里索先生。”



⒁

 他们互相握过了手，全身不由自主地颤抖着。

军官喊道：“开火！”

十二支枪同时响了起来。



⒂

 索瓦热先生一下就向前跌倒了，莫里索个子高些，摇摆了一两下，才侧着倒在他伙伴身上，脸朝着天，鲜血从他那件胸部被打穿了的衣服里面汩汩地流了出来。

德国人又发出了新的命令。

他的那些士兵都散开了去，随后又带了些绳子和石头过来，把石头系在这两个朋友的脚上，接着把他们抬到了河边。

瓦莱里昂的炮声并没有停息，整座山现在都被笼罩在了烟雾之中。



⒃

 两个士兵抬着莫里索的头和脚。另外两个，用同样的法子抬着索瓦热先生。他们把两具尸体来回荡了几下，然后远远地抛了出去。两人的尸体在空中画出一道弧线，坠在脚上的石头向下拖着把他们拽入了水中。

河里的水溅了起来，翻腾、激荡了一会儿，随后又归于平静，一圈圈涟漪向两岸扩散开来。

水面浮上来了几丝血迹。
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《两个朋友》是莫泊桑以普法战争为题材的多部小说中的代表作品之一。两个以钓鱼为趣的普通巴黎市民，从事着平凡的工作，却在普鲁士侵略者炮火的轰炸下，不畏强敌威胁，宁肯牺牲在敌人枪下也决不透露哨所口令，最后葬身碧波之中。作者通过描写普法战争这一特殊历史背景下的典型事件和人物，展示和颂扬了微不足道的平民身上伟大的爱国情怀。

除了描述战争事件以外，莫泊桑也深入探讨了自己对于战争本质的看法——即战争是争夺权力的游戏。本文中就有两个朋友关于普法战争的讨论：“只要有政府在，就是会打打杀杀！”作者甚至直接道出了人民永远也得不到自由、权力的斗争将永远存在的观点。

作者很少用复杂的情节和宏大的背景来直接展开战争的描写，而是截取其中的一些人物和事件片段，构思、布局别具匠心，文字质朴优美，结局耐人寻味。这与他师从福楼拜的经历有关。福楼拜教会莫泊桑敏锐透彻地观察事物，并教导他：“你所要表达的，只有一个词是最恰当的，一个动词或一个形容词，因此你得寻找，务必找到它，决不要来个差不多，别用戏法来蒙混，逃避困难只会更困难，你一定要找到这个词。”这种对文意表达精益求精的追求也影响了全世界的文人。




注
 ：

glittering adj.
 闪闪发光的




注
 ：

wriggle vi.
 扭动，蠕动




注
 ：

puff n.
 一阵(气味，烟雾等)




注
 ：

detonation n.
 爆炸 (声)




注
 ：

bob vi.
 上下(或来回)快速摆动




注
 ：

matter-of-fact adj.
 就事论事的




注
 ：

liveried adj.
 穿制服的




注
 ：

angler n.
 垂钓者




注
 ：

bestride vt.
 骑




注
 ：

Prussian n.
 普鲁士人




注
 ：

flutter n.
 颤振




注
 ：

relent vi.
 动怜悯心




注
 ：

falter vi.
 (嗓音)颤抖




注
 ：

instantaneously adv.
 即刻，突如其来地




注
 ：

ooze vi.
 渗出




注
 ：

disperse vt.
 & vi.
 (使)分散




注
 ：

enshroud vt.
 掩盖，隐蔽




注
 ：

vigorously adv.
 猛烈地




注
 ：

foam vi.
 起泡沫




注
 ：

eddy vt.
 & vi.
 起漩涡




注
 ：

streak n.
 (与周围有所不同的)条纹




注
 ：

fleck vt.
 使形成条纹





Boule de Suif: Dainties of Boule de Suif

羊脂球: 羊脂球的美食

居伊·德·莫泊桑(Guy de Maupassant)
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小说《羊脂球》以1870年普法战争为背景，描写普鲁士军队向巴黎大举进攻后，敌军占领区十位身份各异的鲁昂居民出逃到法军还据守着的勒阿弗尔港的故事。主人公是一位绰号叫“羊脂球”的妓女，她虽被同行乘客看轻，却乐于与大家分享食物，并且表现出十足的爱国情怀。而车上的人却在普鲁士军人的威胁下，劝说羊脂球委身服侍敌方军官。羊脂球最终以自我牺牲换来旅客们的自由，却又受到唾弃和嘲笑。作者一反艺术创作的传统偏见，把一个妓女作为小说的主人公来歌颂，而把所谓的上层人士作为反面人物进行讽刺。独特的风格和精湛的艺术手法让该小说独树一帜。



⑴

 The woman beside him was what is called a woman of a certain type．What was most noticeable about her was her excessive portliness
注

 . Short, round and plump as a dumpling, she was nicknamed Boule de Suif, that is, suet dumpling.

She had, nevertheless, rosy cheeks suggesting peony buds ready to burst into flowers, black eyes shaded and deepened by long lashes, and a charming, pouting mouth revealing now and then white rows of tiny teeth.

As soon as the ladies recognized her, they began to whisper among themselves. By and by the words “prostitute” and “shameful” and similar words became audible and attracted the attention of the poor woman.



⑵

 She raised her head and looked at them so defiantly
注

 that they became silent, with their eyes cast down; Loiseau, sensitive to feminine charms, cast stealthy
注

 glances of curiosity at her.

However, the three ladies, soon encouraged by their dislike of this common enemy to housewives, resumed their conversation. The three husbands, on the other hand, discussed money matters proudly, and made contemptuous remarks about poorer folk.

Count Hubert talked about the loss of cattle and crops caused by the Prussians, but with an expression which showed that he did not care about it at all.



⑶

 Monsieur Carré-Lamadon said he had been shrewd enough to send to England six hundred thousand francs for safe keeping. Loiseau spoke of the huge amount of money the State would pay him at Havre for the wines he had sold to the French Commissariat.

The three man exchanged meaningful glances. Though of different social standing，they all worshipped money.

The coach moved on at a snail-like pace, and by ten o'clock they had covered not more than ten miles. They had intended to have lunch at Totes, but it seemed impossible now to arrive there before nightfall.



⑷

 They looked for a wayside inn, but there was no sign of even the meanest tavern or wine shop. They were growing hungry and rather depressed, for they had not brought any food with them. The men tried to get food from peasants they came across by the roadside, but they could not obtain even plain bread.

Towards one o'clock they felt more and more hungry, and stopped gossiping, pinched with hunger.

“I feel ill,” the Count said. “Why didn't I think of bringing some provisions？”



⑸

 Boule de Suif stooped down now and then, as if to take out something from under her petticoats
注

 , but each time she hesitated and sat up again. About three o'clock, when the coach was going across a desolate plain, she bent down again, and this time drew from under the seat a large basket covered with a napkin.

First she took out of it a little earthen plate, next a dainty
注

 silver cup, and then a large dish loaded with two cut fowls
注

 flavored with jelly. And from the basket peeped other good things — pies, fruit, dainties, even bottles, seemingly sufficient for a three days journey.

The agreeable smell of food filled the air, and riveted
注

 the attention of the hungry passengers.



⑹

 The ladies' contempt for the hussy rose to a fury. She was making a display of food when they were starving! How they wished they could kill her!

Loiseau was the first to rise to the occasion.

“Thank God！”he said. “Madame, you've been very thoughtful.”



⑺

 Boule de suif turned towards him. “Would you care for some, sir？”she said. “It is hard to go without food all day.”

He bowed. “Well,” he replied, trying to be facetious
注

 . “Any port in a storm. We must make the best of things.”



⑻

 He spread a newspaper on his lap, and using a knife which he always carried in his pocket, speared a leg of chicken thickly coated with jelly and began to eat it greedily.

Then in a low, gentle voice Boule de Suif asked the two nuns if they would share her meal. The two devotees readily accepted the offer. Cornudet also accepted her invitation. With newspapers spread on their knees they made a sort of table and feverishly started stuffing their stomachs.

Loiseau quietly urged his wife to follow their example. At first she refused, but her hunger was too strong to resist for a long time. Her husband asked Boule de Suif if he might offer his wife a small portion.



⑼

 “Why, certainly, sir,” she replied, a happy smile spreading across her face, and she handed him the dish.

Then the bottle of Bordeaux wine was opened, and though they had only one cup, they passed it round, each wiping it in turn. Cornudet alone gallantly
注

 put his lips to the brim of the cup still wet from the lips of his fair companion.

With people eating and drinking all around them, the Count and Countess de Bréville and Monsieur and Madame Carré-Lamadon suffered the agonies of hunger and thirst.



⑽

 Suddenly the manufacturer's wife grew ghastly pale, closed her eyes, and fainted. Her husband called out for help, and the other passengers were panic-stricken. The elder nun held Boule de Suif' s cup to the woman's lips and made her swallow a few drops of wine.

Madame opened her eyes and expressed her gratitude, saying that she was all right.

“Nothing serious,” the nun said. “Mere hunger.”



⑾

 Bould de Suif timidly looked at the four dignified ladies and gentlemen who were still fasting and spoke haltingly
注

 ; “Oh, dear, might I offer...？”

She broke off, for fear of being rebuffed
注

 . Loiseau took the cue. “We are in the same boat, as the saying is.” he said. “We should help one another. Come, ladies and gentlemen, accept her offer.”



⑿

 They hesitated to be the first to yield to the necessity. It was the Count who made the decision. He said with a superior air, “Madame, we accept your offer with thanks.”

The ice once broken, they talked to Boule de Suif, at first with some reserve, but presently, through the influence of her sweet temper, with increasing freedom. Madame de Bréville and Madame Carré-Lamadon, who had seen much of the world, said nice things to please her. The Countess treated Boule de suif with the gracious condescension
注

 of a great lady. Only Madame Loiseau was proof against the conciliatory
注

 influence of the party. She said little but ate much.

The conversation turned naturally upon the war, the atrocities committed by the Prussians and the gallantry shown by the French. Presently they began to talk about themselves, and Boule de Suif, like the woman of her class who becomes eloquent when excited, told them why she had left Rouen.



⒀

 “At first I thought I could stay there. But the Prussians were more than I could bear. Oh, if only I were a man! I watched them out of my window, swine with their helmets on, and I would have thrown chairs and tables on them if my maid hadn't stopped me. I was ordered to board and lodge some of them, but I sprang at the throat of the first one. They dragged me down by my hair. After that I had to hide. I was always on the lookout for a chance of getting away, and here I am.”

The passengers all congratulated her upon her success. They thought highly of her bravery. However, the basket was soon empty：the ten hungry people ate up all the provisions. Conversation flowed for a while, but with less smoothness now that the meal was over.
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⑴

 坐在他旁边的女人是一位具有特殊身份的女性。她因为身体肥胖而让人过目不忘。因为身材矮小、圆润又丰满，活活像个圆球，所以她得了个诨名叫“羊脂球”。

而她的脸庞却很红润，像一朵含苞待放的芍药；四周一圈长而浓的睫毛让两只大大的黑眼睛显得深邃，下面是一张噘起的迷人小嘴，两排细小光亮的牙齿在其中时隐时现。

当几位大家闺秀一认出她是什么人之后，便相互耳语起来，什么“妓女”啦，“羞耻”啦等，说得那么响，引起了这个不幸女人的注意。



⑵

 她抬起头来，带着挑战的眼光看了同车人一遍，于是大家都不再作声，低下了头；只有对女性魅力十分敏感的鸟先生，还用鬼鬼祟祟的目光好奇地看着她。

可是三位太太过了不大一会儿就又以家庭妇女的身份再次燃起了对这位敌人的厌恶，重新开始了交谈。而那三个男人骄傲地说起了钱的事，并且用轻蔑的语气探讨起穷人来。

于贝尔伯爵谈到普鲁士军队给他牲畜和庄稼带来的损失，但露出一副满不在乎的神情。



⑶

 卡雷-拉玛东先生说到自己留了一分心，往英国汇了六十万法郎以备不时之需。而鸟先生则提到政府会在勒阿弗尔付给他一笔因法国军需部购买他家的酒而欠下的巨款。

这三位都相互交换着颇有深意的目光。他们虽然彼此社会地位不同，却都是金钱的崇拜者。

马车像蜗牛一般缓缓前行，到了上午十点，他们还没走出十英里。所有人本来原定在多特吃中饭，现在看来天黑以前都没有希望到达那里了。



⑷

 他们四处寻找路边客栈，但是连最破的小饭馆和卖酒的都没有。因为都没有带吃的在身上，不断增加的饥饿感弄得大家十分沮丧。先生们都跑到路旁那些农庄里去找吃的东西，可是他们连块面包都找不到。

接近下午一点钟，大家想吃东西的强烈需求一直在增长，连谈话的劲头也没有了，胃里空得发紧。

“我觉得不舒服，”伯爵说道，“我为何没想到带一些食物来呢？”



⑸

 羊脂球好几次弯下腰去，仿佛在裙子底下找什么似的，但每次她都踌躇一下，然后又若无其事地直起腰来。三点钟左右，他们来到了一片四望无边的草原，羊脂球终于一弯腰从长凳底下抽出了一个上面蒙着一块餐布的大篮子。

她先从篮子里掏出一只陶瓷碟子，一只精致的银杯，然后是一只大盘子，里面装着两只小鸡，上面盖着凝结的冻。篮子里还有不少别的好东西——什么馅饼啊，水果啊，美食啊等，甚至还有几瓶酒，看起来足够提供三天路程中所需要的补给。

食物美妙的香气在空中一散开，就挑起了那些饥肠辘辘的乘客们的注意。



⑹

 现在那几位太太对这个妓女的轻蔑已经转为怒火中烧的愤怒，她怎能在所有人挨饿的时候展览自己的食物！她们真恨不得宰了她！

鸟先生第一个挺身而出。

“感谢上帝，”他说，“太太，您想得太周到了。”



⑺

 于是羊脂球转向他说：“您吃一点吗，先生？从早上一直饿到现在可真不好受啊。”

他鞠了一躬，故作诙谐地回答道：“老实说，事已至此，我就不客气了。”



⑻

 他把一张报纸摊开在腿上，随后从口袋里掏出一把他永远掖着的小刀，用刀尖挑起一个满裹着冻的鸡腿，贪婪地嚼起来。

羊脂球这时又用谦逊而温和的声音邀请两位修女也参加她这顿便餐。这两位信徒欣然接受了这份馈赠。高尼岱也没有拒绝羊脂球的邀请。他们各自把报纸摊在膝上，拼成了一张临时的饭桌，开始疯狂地朝肚子里填起食物来。

鸟先生低声劝他的妻子也这样做。她一开始拒绝了，但长时间的饥饿使她难以忍受。她的丈夫于是问羊脂球是否允许他拿一小块东西给鸟太太吃。



⑼

 羊脂球说：“当然可以，先生。”她一面友好地微笑着把碟子递了过来。

接着他们开了一瓶红葡萄酒，因为只有一只酒杯，大家只好把杯子揩抹一下互相传递着喝。只有高尼岱一人大胆地找他美丽的旅伴唇迹未干的地方喝。

看着周围的人都在吃东西，德·布雷维尔伯爵夫妇和卡雷-拉玛东夫妇因饥渴而感到十分痛苦。



⑽

 忽然，那个厂主的太太脸色雪白；她眼皮一合，晕了过去。她的丈夫大声求助，其他的乘客都束手无策。这时候那个年老的修女把羊脂球的酒杯放在她的唇边，喂了她几滴葡萄酒。

那位太太这才睁开了眼，表示了感谢，说她现在觉得舒服多了。

“没什么要紧，”修女说道，“饿了而已。”



⑾

 这时，羊脂球小心翼翼地看着那四位饿着肚子的尊贵的先生和太太，吞吞吐吐地说道：“天啊，我可以请你们……”

她不再往下说，怕惹出一场无趣，白受侮辱。鸟先生接上了茬说：“四海之内皆兄弟嘛，都应该互相帮助。来吧，先生太太们，接受她的邀请吧！”



⑿

 他们还在犹疑不决，谁也不愿第一个屈身。后来还是伯爵下了决心。他摆出了一副高不可攀的架子说道：“夫人，那我们恭敬不如从命了。”

既然打破了坚冰，他们就和羊脂球聊起天来，一开始大家都很矜持，可是见她脾气很好，大家也就不再拘束。德·布雷维尔太太和卡雷-拉玛东太太都是熟悉交际礼貌的人，向她表示了和气。伯爵夫人显示出了最高贵的夫人那种屈尊俯就的态度来。但是肥胖的鸟太太仍旧是一副不可妥协的样子，她说得少，吃得多。

他们谈起了战争，这是很自然的事。他们讲了许多普鲁士士兵的残暴行为和法国人的英雄事迹。很快地他们讲到了自己的经历，羊脂球把她怎样离开鲁昂的情形讲给他们听，她们这一阶层的女性发泄真实的愤怒时情绪往往十分激动。



⒀

 她说：“我先以为我可以留下不走。可是这些普鲁士兵真让我难以忍受。如果我是个男人的话，那就好办了！我从我的窗口望着他们，这些戴着尖顶钢盔的大肥猪，要不是我的女仆拦住我的话，我真想把我屋里的桌子椅子丢下去砸他们。后来他们要住到我的家里来，第一个走进我家大门的人就被我扑上去掐住了脖子。他们拉住我的头发。之后我只好藏起来，我一直在找机会离开，所以我来了这儿。”

大家都为她的成功而道贺，觉得她十分勇敢。但很快那一篮子东西就被吃光了。十个人毫不费力就把它一扫而空。东西吃完以后，谈话继续了一段时间，但气氛稍稍冷谈了一些。
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《羊脂球》是发表于1880年的小说集《梅塘晚会》中的上乘之作，集子中的各篇作品都从不同的角度谱写了1870年普法战争中法国遭受的巨大创伤，歌颂了法国人民英勇斗争的精神。而其中《羊脂球》一改正面描写血腥战场的基调，另辟蹊径，以十个身份各异的法国人为躲避战争而一起出逃为主线，生动地反映了国家被占领时各阶层人民不同的精神状态。作品中主人公“羊脂球”是个身份卑微但品格高尚的妓女，其悲惨的命运可歌可泣，成为莫泊桑短篇小说中最独树一帜的人物。

在作品中，莫泊桑多次运用了对比手法来塑造羊脂球的形象。首先，作者通过描写那些家境优渥的太太们对于羊脂球的指指点点，侧面反映了她卑贱的社会地位。可正是这个遭人唾弃的女子，将自己携带的食物慷慨地分给饥寒交迫的同行者们。主人公低下的地位和高尚的品格在这里形成了强烈的冲击，使该角色棱角清晰、情感饱满。其次，作者也描写了车上乘客不同的出行动机，以此凸显羊脂球的爱国情怀。其中那些有身份地位的老爷太太们均是为了自身的利益出逃，以躲避战争给他们带来的经济损失。而羊脂球离开鲁昂则是出于对敌人的愤怒——她冲动地掐了敌人脖子以后被迫出逃。在这些富贵人的眼中，战争不过是他们利益的绊脚石，只要避开就可以了。而对于羊脂球来说，战争意味着国家的沦丧和人民的颠沛流离。这个风尘女子虽出身贫贱，而见识与情怀却非同一般，使得读者怜爱。




注
 ：

portliness n.
 肥胖




注
 ：

defiantly adv.
 挑战地




注
 ：

stealthy adj.
 鬼鬼祟祟的




注
 ：

petticoat n.
 衬裙




注
 ：

dainty adj.
 精致的




注
 ：

fowl n.
 家禽




注
 ：

rivet vt.
 (把目光、注意力等)集中于




注
 ：

facetious adj.
 诙谐的




注
 ：

gallantly adv.
 勇敢地




注
 ：

haltingly adv.
 迟疑不决地




注
 ：

rebuff vt.
 断然拒绝




注
 ：

condescension n.
 谦虚；屈尊




注
 ：

conciliatory adj.
 调和的





Boule de Suif: Collective Violence

羊脂球: 集体暴力

居伊·德·莫泊桑(Guy de Maupassant)



⑴

 Just as they were sitting down to dinner, the innkeeper came in and said：“The Prussian officer asked me to find out whether Madomoiselle Elisabeth Rousset has changed her mind.”

Boule de Suif turned pale. She stood speechless. Then suddenly blood rushed to her cheeks; her hands trembled with rage. At last she spat out：“Tell him, that filthy Prussian, that my decision remains unchanged. Unchanged, I repeat!”

The innkeeper went away. The others gathered round Boule de Suif, asking her what the Prussian wanted with her. At first she refused to tell them, but finally, her passions running high, she blurted out：“What does he want with me？ Well, he wants to go to bed with me!”



⑵

 Every one of them was aghast
注

 at this shocking declaration. Barbarian! Yes, baser
注

 than a beast! They, especially, the ladies, became furious. Only the nuns bent their heads in silence.

The next morning, however, when they got up early, they had something like a hope that the Prussian would change his mind, while they were haunted by a fear that they might be confined forever in this horrible inn. They stood about the coach hoping for good news.

The hours dragged by wearily. By lunch time the situation was getting on their nerves. Naturally their thoughts underwent a subtle change. The gentlemen, even the ladies, found themselves asking the same question. Why should Boule de Suif be so particular on this occasion？ What was her profession？ Was it not her daily job to sell her body for money？



⑶

 “Suppose we went on foot？” Loiseau suggested.

“Quite impossible in this snow, and with our wives, too,” the Count answered.

Dinner was eaten hurriedly；everyone was depressed. The next morning they came downstairs, looking exhausted and irritable. The women would hardly speak to Boule de Suif. When the church bell rang for a christening
注

 , Boule de Suif, who had a baby of her own, brought up by a peasant at Yvetot took it into her head to go out and see it. As soon as she left the inn, the others exchanged glances.



⑷

 It was high time they came to a decision. Loiseau had an idea. It was to invite the officer to keep only Boule de Suif and let the others go. Monsieur Follenvie went upstairs to give this message to the Prussian, and was all but kicked out of the room.

Now Madame Loiseau, vulgar by nature, unmasked herself：“Ladies and gentlemen, I'll give you a bit of my mind. It is out of the question for us to stay here all our lifetime. She had refused to entertain the officer, but isn't it her profession to attend on a man at night？ I know her policy at Rouen was ‘Let anyone come, and I am his mistress.' And now, when we are in trouble, she puts on airs. The German is an officer, not without a sense of propriety
注

 , for he is ready to content himself with such a common woman as she, when he knows we are here, we three ladies, whom he would no doubt have preferred. Remember, he could do anything with us if he were so minded. Frankly, he is too good for such a prostitute as Boule de Suif. I would like to know if she is aware of her position. She should thank her stars that she has a chance of entertaining a handsome German officer.”



⑸

 The other women shuddered. Madame Carré-Lamadon, who had been listening to her with sparkling eyes, nearly fainted with fear. It might be that she imagined herself being forced by the Prussian officer.

Loiseau, quite excited, proposed that they should hand over Boule de Suif by sheer strength, but the Count insisted that the situation should be handled with delicacy.

“We must talk her round,” he said.



⑹

 Then they put their heads together over the plan, every one giving an opinion with cruel enthusiasm. They were so deep in the discussion that they did not hear Boule de Suif come in, till the Count whispered, “Hush!”

Up to lunch time the ladies tried to be polite to Boule de Suif so as to throw her off her guard. But as soon as they sat down to table, they opened fire. They used the virtue of self-sacrifice as a weapon to make her agree. They first referred to Judith, mentioned in the Book of Judith, speaking at length about her courage and loyalty；how she went to the tent of Holofernes, general of King Nebuchadnezzar, when he besieged
注

 Bethulia；how she was admitted because of her stately
注

 beauty; how she cut off the invader's head with his own sword and returned to the city; how the townsmen, aroused to enthusiasm by her deed, went forth and defeated the enemy.

Then they referred to Lucretia, speaking enthusiastically of her virtue of self-sacrifice. They told one another how Lucretia, a virtuous Roman married woman, was threatened that she must yield to the desire of Sextus, who swore that he would kill her and a slave, if she refused, and then say he had caught them in adultery
注

 , and avenged her husband's honor；how she summoned
注

 her relatives after Sextus had departed told them what had happened, swearing them to vengeance, and then stabbed herself fatally; how this incident led to the Roman Revolution, by which the monarchy was overthrown and the republic was established. Oh, how courageous she was! She was purer in mind than the purest of the pure!



⑺

 Then they referred to Cleopatra, queen of Egypt, who used her unusual charms to attain her ends. What made Julius Caesar support her claims when he came to Alexandria？ Her self-sacrifice. What made Mark Antony take sides with her？ Her self-sacrifice.

Next was unfolded a fantastic story of how the Roman women went to Capua and attended on Hannibal, his officers, and his phalanxes
注

 of mercenaries. These women, they said, loved their country's good with a respect more tender, more holy and more profound than their own chastity
注

 .

By the time they had finished, one would have supposed that the whole duty of a woman consisted in a sacrifice of her person and a surrender of herself to the lust of victorious soldiers.



⑻

 Deep in their meditations, the two nuns did not seem to be listening, and Boule de Suif did not say a word.

All that afternoon they left her to her own thoughts. They no longer addressed her as “Madame”；they only said “Mademoiselle”, as if reminding her that she was only a prostitute.

When dinner was being served, Monsieur Follenvie appeared and repeated the same question of the previous evening：“The Prussian officer asked me to find out whether Mademoiselle Elisabeth Rousset has changed her mind.”

“No,” Boule de Suif answered curtly
注

 .



⑼

 During dinner, the Countess happened to question the elder nun about the lives of the saints. She answered with unexpected eloquence
注

 that even the saints had suffered from the entanglements
注

 of sin, and that only by the constant exercise of reverence could they walk the paths of the Lord.

Then she added that an offence against society was not always an offence against God, indeed some acts prejudicial
注

 to society might be commendable
注

 in the eyes of God if they are done for the glory of God or for the good of neighbors. She went so far as to say that any act would be acceptable to God, if actuated by love and friendship.
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⑴

 他们正要坐到桌上去吃饭，旅店老板进来说道：“普鲁士军官叫我来问伊丽莎白·鲁塞小姐，她是不是改变主意了？”

羊脂球脸色煞白，站在那儿一声不吭，接着突然满脸通红，双手愤怒地颤抖着。最后她才一下子嚷了出来：“去对这个下流的普鲁士人说，我决不答应，我再说一次，决不！”

胖老板一出去，大家就围住了羊脂球打听，问普鲁士军官对她的要求。她先不肯说，但最终她心里的愤慨再也压不下去，她大声地喊道：“他想跟我做什么？他想跟我睡觉！”



⑵

 听到这样令人震惊的话，每一个人都惊呆了。这真是野蛮人的行径！是呀，比禽兽还不如！那几位太太显得特别愤怒。那两位修女是只是低下头，一言不发。

第二天他们还是老早都起了床，心里都抱着一种模糊的期盼，希望普鲁士人能改变主意，与此同时他们也被心头一个恐怖的阴影笼罩着——没准他们会永远被困在这座可怕的旅店里。他们都站在马车旁，期待有好消息到来。

每一个钟头都是煎熬。到了午餐时分，所有人都觉得情况越来越不妙。他们的想法已经在不知不觉中改变。先生太太们都在心中暗暗地问自己同样的问题。羊脂球为何在这件事上这么执着呢？她难道不是做这行的？用身体换取金钱不就是她每天的工作吗？



⑶

 “如果我们步行去那里呢？”鸟先生提到。

“雪这么大，步行是不太可能的。而且太太们也吃不消。”伯爵回答说。

那顿午饭草草地结束了，每个人都吃得闷闷不乐。第二天早上下楼，大家脸色都显得疲惫不堪，而且都怀着满腔的怒火。几位太太几乎不跟羊脂球说话了。钟声响了，教堂里有孩子要领洗。羊脂球生过一个孩子，寄养在依弗多的农民家里，一想到这些，她就决定去教堂里看看。她刚一走，大家就开始你看看我，我看看你。



⑷

 已经到了该做决定的时候了。鸟先生忽然灵机一动，他主张向军官建议，把羊脂球一个人留下，让别的人走。弗朗维先生上楼去向普鲁士人传达他们的意思，可是差点被踢出房间。

鸟夫人的市井下流脾气一下子爆发出来：“先生太太们，我告诉你们，我们总不能老死在这儿啊。她不愿意去服侍那军官，可晚上侍奉男人不就是她的工作吗？我知道她在鲁昂的规矩是‘来的就是客'。可现在呢，我们遇到了麻烦，她却摆起谱了。那个德国人是个军官，不是没礼数的人，他明知道我们三个夫人在这儿，明知道我们更对他的胃口，却只是想把这个普通的女人弄到手就心满意足了。想想吧，他只要打定了主意，对我们想怎样就能怎样。老实说，羊脂球这个妓女还高攀了人家。我真想知道她是不是知道自己有几斤几两。她真应该庆幸自己有这样的机会，可以服侍这位英俊的德国军官。”



⑸

 那两个妇人不禁打了个寒战。卡雷-拉玛东夫人在听的时候本来眼里闪着光，却差点吓得晕过去，好像自己已经被那个军官强暴了似的。

鸟先生怒气冲天，主张把羊脂球捆起来，交给敌人。不过伯爵坚持说应该妥善地处理这件事。

“我们应该好好地跟她讲，”伯爵说。



⑹

 于是他们聚在一起商量起来。每个人都残酷而又热情地给出了建议。大家的注意力都那么集中，竟没有人听见羊脂球回来的声音，直到伯爵轻轻地嘘了一声。

一直到吃午饭，这几位太太都对她很和气，为的是卸下她的心理防线。等到一坐上饭桌，进攻就开始了。一开始是用献身精神来取得她的认同。他们首先提到书中的朱迪丝，大谈特谈她的勇气和忠诚。说到她是怎样在尼布甲尼撒王的将领荷洛菲尔纳围困了维杜利城后，凭借她的端庄美貌去他的帐篷里；又是怎样用侵略者自己的剑砍掉了他的头，回到了故乡；乡亲又如何被她的英勇行为激励，一举消灭敌人的。

然后，她们又讲到了卢克雷蒂亚，动情地描绘着她自我牺牲的美德。她们对彼此讲述卢克雷蒂亚这个具有美德的罗马已婚女子的故事，讲她如何被塞克图斯威胁，说如果不屈从他的话将杀掉她和一个奴隶，将他俩放在一起，声称两人通奸，以此羞辱她丈夫的尊严；又讲塞克图斯离开后她招来她的亲戚，告诉他们事情的经过，发誓要他们报仇，然后用刀自刎;最后讲到这桩事件引发了罗马革命，导致君主制被推翻，共和国成立。哦，她是多么勇敢！她是最纯洁的人！



⑺

 然后他们又讲到了埃及艳后克莉奥巴特拉用她非同寻常的魅力达到自己目的的故事。当恺撒来到亚历山大时，是什么让这个君王支持她的诉求？是自我牺牲的精神。是什么让马克·安东尼偏袒她？是自我牺牲的精神。

接下来讲到的是罗马的女公民们跑到加布，和汉尼拔睡觉的故事。不但和他，还有他那些将领和雇佣兵。她们讲道，这些女人的事例说明了相较于维护自己的贞洁，维护国家尊严的行为更加体贴，更加圣洁，也更加深刻。

听了他们说的，你最后简直会相信，妇女在世界上唯一的使命就是永恒不断地牺牲自己的身体，无尽无休地听从战争胜利者的任意摆布。



⑻

 那两位修女好像陷入了沉思中，什么也没听见。羊脂球也一句话都没有说。

整个下午，他们都不打扰她，容她仔细考虑。大家都不像以往那样称呼她“夫人”了，而是叫她为“小姐”，好像是要提醒她不过只是个妓女。

晚餐刚刚送上来，弗朗维先生又出现了，又重复了头天晚上那个问题：“普鲁士军官叫我问伊丽莎白·鲁塞小姐，她是不是改变了主意。”

羊脂球冷冷地回道：“没有。”



⑼

 在用餐之中，伯爵夫人刚好向那位年长的修女打听圣人们的丰功伟绩。出人意料，修女滔滔不绝地讲到即使圣人也深受罪孽的纠葛，而且只有不断地敬神才能让他们走上主指引的道路。

接着她补充说，对社会道德的违背并不总是对上帝的冒犯，的确，如果有些行为是为了神的荣耀或是友邻的利益，即便它有损于社会，但也是被神所称道的。她竟然说，如果是为了爱和友谊，任何行为都是可以被上帝接受的。
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该选段讲述了在得知德国军官一定要得到羊脂球的服侍才肯将马车放行后，乘客们对于羊脂球态度的转变。富得流油却没有太多文化的鸟先生和鸟太太认为和男人过夜就是羊脂球的职业，想要直截了当地将她“捆起来，交给敌人”；出身高贵的伯爵虽颇有修养，却也为了保全自身而一心希望能够说服羊脂球；而每日祈求上帝怜悯的修女却也为了劝说羊脂球就范而滔滔不绝地讲到上帝是怎样原谅人们的罪孽。作者巧妙地把当时的法国社会这个大舞台进行浓缩——鸟先生、伯爵和卡雷-拉玛东夫妇分别代表当时法国社会唯利是图的商人、资产阶级和政界要员；修女代表当时虚伪而阴险的教派；高尼岱则代表了那些高唱爱国调子而实际上对祖国毫无感情的人，这九个人织成了一面自私、伪善的大网，将羊脂球这个社会底层的柔弱女人逼向了绝境。作者精心挑选的十个具有代表性的人物几乎涉及了法国从高到低的各个阶层，通过对比他们的言行、神态、心理活动，刻画了各自鲜明的个性特征，面面俱到地映射了在国家危机下不同阶级所持有的态度，讽刺了社会上层人士对自己国家和人民的冷漠和无情。所谓上流社会，只不过是出卖国家、民族利益的罪魁祸首，而地位低下的普通民众，例如羊脂球，才是国家精神和灵魂的体现。




注
 ：

aghast adj.
 吓呆的




注
 ：

base adj.
 卑鄙的




注
 ：

christening n.
 (基督教)洗礼




注
 ：

propriety n.
 礼节




注
 ：

besiege vt.
 围困




注
 ：

stately adj.
 庄严的




注
 ：

adultery n.
 通奸




注
 ：

summon vt.
 召集




注
 ：

phalanx n.
 方阵




注
 ：

chastity n.
 贞洁




注
 ：

curtly adv.
 简略地




注
 ：

eloquence n.
 口才




注
 ：

entanglement n.
 纠缠




注
 ：

prejudicial adj.
 有害的




注
 ：

commendable adj.
 值得赞美的





Mademoiselle Fifi

菲菲小姐

居伊·德·莫泊桑(Guy de Maupassant)
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《菲菲小姐》讲述了普法战争中，普鲁士军队入侵法国后发生的一个故事。冯·艾里克侯爵因为长相漂亮，身段优美，常发出“菲菲”的声音而被人们称作“菲菲小姐”，其实他是一个性格残暴、脾气暴戾的人。在一次宴会中，军官们找法国妓女寻乐，“菲菲小姐”在祝酒词中表现出对法国的鄙视和对法国人民的侮辱，激怒了妓女蕾切尔，蕾切尔将他一刀捅死。最后蕾切尔在神父的帮助下逃过了普鲁士军队的捕杀，战争结束后又恢复了正常生活。小说揭露了在战争刺激下人性残暴、黑暗的一面，也赞扬了那些坚持良心、正义的普通大众，揭示了侵略者的行为在爱国情怀面前的苍白与无力。



⑴

 Mademoiselle Fifi had taken Rachel on his knees and deliberately working himself up to a pitch of frenzy
注

 , kissed madly the ebony curls on her neck, inhaling through the thin interstice
注

 between the gown and her skin, the sweet warmth of her body and the full fragrance of her person; through the silk, he pinched her furiously making her scream, seized with a rabid
注

 ferocity and distracted by his craving for destruction. Often also holding her in his arms, squeezing her as if he wanted to mix her with himself, he pressed long kisses on the fresh lips of the Jewess and embraced her until she lost breath; but suddenly he bit her so deep that a dash of blood flowed down the chin of the young girl and ran into her waist.

Once more she looked at him, straight in the face, and washing the wound, she muttered: “You will have to pay for it!” He began to laugh, with a harsh laugh: “All right, I shall pay!” said he.

At dessert, champagne was served. The Commander rose and with the same tone as he would have taken to drink the health of the Empress Augusta, he said:



⑵

 “To our ladies!” And a series of toasts were then drunk, toasts with the gallantry
注

 and manner of drunkards
注

 and troopers
注

 , mixed with obscene jokes, rendered still more brutal by their ignorance of the language.

They were rising one after the other, trying to be witty, making efforts to be funny; and the women, so intoxicated that they were hardly able to sit up, with their vacant look, their heavy, clammy tongues, applauded vociferously
注

 each time.

The Captain, no doubt intending to lend the orgy
注

 an atmosphere of gallantry, raised once more his glass and pronounced: “To our victories over the hearts!”



⑶

 Then Lieutenant Otto, a kind of bear from the Black Forest, jumped up, inflamed, saturated with drinks, and suddenly, carried away by alcoholic patriotism, he cried: “To our victories over France!”

Intoxicated as they were, the women kept silent and Rachel, shuddering with rage, retorted
注

 : “Well! I know some Frenchmen in whose presence you would not dare say such things.”

But the little Markgraf, still holding her on his knees, began to laugh, having become exceedingly exhilarated by the wine: “Ah! Ah! Ah! I never met any myself. As soon as they see us, they run away.”



⑷

 The girl exasperated
注

 , shouted in his face: “You lie, you dirty pig!”

For a second he fixed on her his clear eyes, as he used to fix them on the paintings the canvas of which he riddled with revolver shots; then he laughed: “Oh yes!let us speak of it, you beauty! Would we be here if they were brave?” — and he became more and more excited: “We are their masters; France belongs to us!”

She sprang off his knees and fell back on her chair. He rose, held out his glass over the table and repeated: “France, the French, their fields, their woods and their houses belong to us!”



⑸

 The others, who were thoroughly intoxicated, suddenly shaken by military enthusiasm, the enthusiasm of brutes, seized their glasses and shouted vociferously: “Long live Prussia!” and emptied them at a draught
注

 .

The girls did not protest, reduced to silence and frightened. Even Rachel kept silent, unable to reply.

Then the little Markgraf placed on the head of the Jewess his glass of Champaign, refilled, and said — “The women of France belong to us!”



⑹

 She jumped up so quickly that the glass was upset and spilled the yellow wine in her black hair, as for a baptism; it fell broken to pieces on the floor. Her lips quivering, she looked defiantly at the officer; the latter kept laughing; she stammered in a voice choked with rage: “That, that is not true! you shall never have the women of France!”

He sat down to laugh at his ease and tried to imitate the Parisian accent: “That is a good one!that is a good one! And what are you doing here, you little one?”

Confused, at first, she did not answer, as she did not, in her excitement, understand fully what he said; then, as soon as the meaning of it dawned on her mind, she shouted at him indignantly and vehemently: “I, I, I am not a woman! I am a prostitute!and that is all a Prussian deserves!”



⑺

 Hardly had she finished, that he slapped her face violently; but, as he was raising his hand again, maddened with rage she caught on the table a small silver-bladed dessert knife, and so quickly that nobody noticed it, she stabbed him right in the neck, just at the hollow
注

 where the breast begins.

A word, that he was about to mutter, was cut short in his throat, and he remained stiff, with his mouth open and a frightful look.

All shouted and got up tumultuously; but having thrown her chair in the legs of Lieutenant Otto, who collapsed and fell down at full length, she ran to the window, opened it before they could catch her, and jumped out in the night, under the rain that was still falling.



⑻

 In two minutes Mademoiselle Fifi was dead. Then Fritz and Otto drew their swords and wanted to massacre
注

 the women, who threw themselves to their knees; the Major, not without difficulty, prevented the butchery and had the four bewildered girls locked up in a room and guarded by two soldiers; and then, as if he were disposing his men for battle, he organized the search for the fugitive, quite certain that he would catch her.

Fifty men, whipped by threats, were launched on her trail in the park; two hundred others searched the woods and all the houses of the Valley.

The table, cleared in an instant, was turned into a mortuary
注

 bed, and the four officers, straight, rigid and sobered up, with the harsh faces of warriors on duty stood near the windows, searching and scanning the night.



⑼

 The torrential
注

 rain was continuing. An incessant
注

 rippling filled the darkness, a floating murmur of water that falls and water that runs, water that drops and water that gushes forth.

Suddenly a rifle shot was heard; then another far away; and thus for four hours one heard from time to time, near or distant reports of firing and rallying cries, strange words shouted like a call by guttural
注

 voices.

At daybreak everybody returned. Two soldiers had been killed and three others wounded by their comrades in the eagerness of the chase and the confusion of the nocturnal pursuit.

They had not been able to find Rachel.



⑽

 Then the inhabitants were terrorized, the houses searched most carefully, the whole region combed, beaten, scoured
注

 . The Jewess did not seem to have left any trace of her passage.

The General, who had been notified, ordered to hush the matter up so as not to give a bad example in the Army, and he disciplined the Commander who, in turn, punished his subordinates. The General had said: “We do not go to war to indulge in orgies and caress prostitutes.” And exasperated Graf Farlsberg resolved to take revenge on the country.

As he needed a pretext
注

 to take drastic measures without constraint, he summoned the Priest and ordered him to ring the Church bell at the burial of Markgraf von Eyrik.



⑾

 Contrary to general expectation, the priest showed himself docile
注

 , humble, full of attention. And when the body of Mademoiselle Fifi, carried by soldiers, preceded, surrounded and followed by soldiers, who marched with loaded rifles, left the Chateau d'Urville, on the way to the cemetery, for the first time the bell sounded the knell
注

 in a gay tone, as if a friendly hand had been fondling it.

It rang also in the evening, and the next day and every day; it chimed as much as they wanted. Sometimes also, in the dead of night, it would ring all alone and throw two or three notes in the darkness, seized by a singular mirth, awakened one knew not why. All the peasants in the neighborhood then thought that the bell had been bewitched; and no one except the Priest and the Sexton came near the bell-tower.

A poor girl was living up there, in fear and solitude, secretly fed by those two men.



⑿

 She remained there until the German troops departed. Then, one evening, the Priest having borrowed the baker's cart, drove himself and the prisoner as far as the Gate of Rouen. When they reached the Gate, the Priest kissed her; she got off the cart and quickly went back to the disreputable house, the keeper of which had thought that she was dead.

She was taken out of the house of prostitution shortly afterwards by a patriot without prejudice,who loved her for her brave act, and then, having loved her for herself, married her and made of her a lady as good as many others.

[image: ]




⑴

 菲菲小姐早已将蕾切尔抱在他膝头上，逐渐兴奋起来。有时候，他疯一般地吻着她脖子上那些乌木般的卷发，从她衣裳和皮肤之间的细缝嗅着她美妙的体温和她身上的全部香气。有时候，他从丝质衣服外面疯狂地捏得她直叫嚷，他已经被一种暴怒的兽性所控制，他是存心要折磨她。他还常常将她搂在胳膊里紧紧夹住，好像要将她按进自己的身体里去，他把嘴唇长久地压在那犹太女子鲜嫩的小嘴巴上吻着，直到她憋得喘不过气来；不过他突然又使劲地咬了一下她的嘴巴，一缕鲜血顺着姑娘的下巴流下来，滴在了她的腰间。

她又一次盯着他，目光如刺，她擦拭着伤口，轻声地说道：“你将为这些付出代价！” 他笑了，无情地笑了。“我会还的，” 他说。

到了饭后甜点时，香槟酒上了桌。少校站了起来，举起杯子用那种向皇后奥古丝塔恭祝圣安的调子说道：



⑵

 “为在座的女士们干杯！”于是大家纷纷祝酒，那是醉汉、士兵献殷勤的那种祝酒，其中掺杂了好些猥亵的玩笑话，而且由于语言不精通而显得更加粗鲁。

他们一个接一个地站起来致辞，每一个人都在绞尽脑汁地想出一些玩笑话，极力想让自己显得有趣。姑娘们醉得都坐不直了，目光茫然，口齿含糊，每次都拼了命地鼓掌。

上尉无疑想为这种大吃大喝的场面增添一丝风流的气氛，他再一次举起酒杯，说：“为我们征服女人的心，干杯！”



⑶

 奥托中尉的模样像黑森林里的熊一般，他激动不已地站了起来，浑身散发着酒气，在酒精的作用下，爱国心突然被激发，他喊道：“为我们征服法国而干杯！”

她们尽管全都醉了，却一言不发。蕾切尔气得浑身发抖，转过头说：“听着，我知道有一些勇敢的法国人，在他们面前你不敢说出这样的话。”

矮小的侯爵一直将她抱在膝头上，酒的后劲让他激动不已地笑起来，他说：“哈！哈！哈！我自己倒从没遇到过这样的法国人。只要我们一出现，他们都跑掉了！”



⑷

 那姑娘勃然大怒，冲着他的脸喊道：“你胡说，脏东西！”

如同先前盯着那幅被他用手枪打穿的油画似的，他用那双亮晶晶的眼睛对着她望了一秒钟，接着便笑了：“呵，好吧！我们就来说说他们吧，美人儿！如果他们真是勇敢，我们会在这儿吗？”他越说越激动：“我们是他们的主人，法国是属于我们的！”

蕾切尔从他的膝头跳下，坐回到自己的椅子上。他站了起来，在桌上举起他的酒杯，再次说道：“法国是属于我们的，那些法国人，还有他们的田地、山林、房屋，都是属于我们的！”



⑸

 其余那些酩酊大醉的人，忽然在军人野蛮热血的鼓舞下，举起酒杯狂喊：“普鲁士万岁！”然后一口气喝了下去。

姑娘们没有抗议，她们害怕得哑口无言。连蕾切尔也保持沉默，不再回应了。

接着，那矮小的侯爵把手里的杯子重新斟满了香槟，搁在犹太女子的头上，说： “法国的女人也属于我们！”



⑹

 她迅速地站了起来，那只杯子跌了下去，黄澄澄的酒全都倒在了她黑油油的头发上，如同洗礼一般。杯子落到地上，砸碎了。她双唇颤抖，用抗拒的眼神盯着那个仍在发笑的军官。接着她用一种被怒气哽住了的声音磕磕绊绊地说：“根本，根本就不是这样！你们永远也得不到法国女人。”

侯爵为了笑得更自在一些，便坐了下来，模仿着巴黎人的语调说：“说得好！说得真好！那你究竟来这儿干什么了，小可爱？”

她先是呆住了，在慌张之中没有完全明白他的意思，所以没有回答，但当她渐渐明白了那些话的含义之后，便怒不可遏地向他嚷道：“我，我，我不是个女人！我就是个妓女！普鲁士人只配得上这个！”



⑺

 她话还没说完，就被他重重地扇了一耳光。但正当他重新举起手准备再打的时候，她在狂怒中从桌上抓起一把吃点心的银质小刀，在谁都没有反应过来的一瞬间，笔直地将刀戳入了他的脖子，恰好刺在连接胸部的那个凹陷处。

他要说的那句话被小刀截在了喉管里，他僵硬地坐着，张开了嘴巴，神情可怖。

所有人都吼叫着并且慌乱地站了起来，但是蕾切尔把自己的椅子朝奥托中尉的腿上扔了过去，将他完全绊倒在地，而她在旁人还没来得及抓着她以前就推开窗子跳了出去，逃进了淅淅沥沥的雨夜中。



⑻

 菲菲小姐在两分钟之内就死去了。弗利茨和奥托都拔出刀来要砍掉那些跪在他们膝前苦苦哀求的女人们。少校好不容易才制止了这场屠杀，下令将那四个吓坏了的女人关在一间屋子里，由两个士兵守着。随后他如同作战似的将他的部下派遣开来，安排他们下去搜捕逃跑的人，他相信这个女人一定会被捉回来。

五十个士兵在勒令之下，进入了花园寻找那个女子；另外还有两百人搜索树林和山谷里的所有人家。

餐桌一下子就撤得干干净净，成为一张灵床，四个军官都醒了酒，显出一副执行任务的军人的冷峻面目，笔直而威严地站在窗口边，向夜色中查看。



⑼

 急流般的雨一直在下，连续不断的水波充斥了整个黑暗的世界。落下来的水，流着的水，滴着的水和溅起的水合到了一起，组成了一片飘忽不定的模糊声响。

突然传来一声枪响，接着远远地又传来一声，在接下来的四个小时里，他们不时地听到或近或远的枪声和战斗口号，用喉音发出的怪里怪气的嚷声，像是在召唤什么似的。

到了早上，所有人都回来了，其中死了两个，伤了三个，都是自己的同胞在焦急的追捕中和在黑夜追缉的慌乱下造成的。

他们没能找到蕾切尔。



⑽

 接着，居民们便受到了恐吓，房屋被搜了个底朝天，整个地方都被他们踩踏、搜索、翻转了个遍。那个犹太女子仿佛没有留下一丝一毫的痕迹。

将军得到了消息，命令将这件事暗中了结，免得在军中树立不良的榜样，同时给了少校纪律处分，少校也处罚了他的下属。将军说：“我们并不是为了找乐子和玩妓女才来打仗的。”于是法勒斯培格伯爵在盛怒之下，决定在当地寻机报复。

他需要找一个借口，以便随心所欲地采取极端的手段。他召了神父来，吩咐他在冯·艾里克侯爵下葬的时候敲钟表示哀悼。



⑾

 出乎众人的意料，那神父温和而谦恭，表示出了完全的恭敬。菲菲小姐的尸体由几名士兵抬着，离开德于维尔城堡到公墓去，尸体的前后左右都站满了荷枪实弹的士兵。这时丧钟第一次响起了钟声，音调轻松愉快，仿佛有一只友好的手正在爱抚它一般。

它在傍晚又响起来，第二天也一样，而且每天都一样；他们想要钟怎样响，它就怎样响。有时候甚至在夜间，它也会独自晃动起来，将两三下声响送入黑夜之中，被欢快的情绪萦绕，仿佛莫名其妙地醒过来似的。当地的农民因此全都相信它中了邪，于是除了神父和管理祭器人以外，谁也不再到钟楼那里去。

其实，钟楼上面住着一个可怜的姑娘，她生活在忧惧和孤独中，那两个人偷偷供给她饮食。



⑿

 她在钟楼上一直待到德意志的部队离开为止。之后的某一天傍晚，神父借了面包店里的马车，亲自把这个女囚一路送到了鲁昂的城门口。到了之后，神父亲吻她告别。她下了车，快步回到了妓院，老板娘还以为她早就死了呢。

不久之后，一个不拘成见的爱国人士因为钦佩她的英勇行为而爱上了她，将她从妓院里带了出来，然后同她结了婚，使她成为和别的夫人一样有价值的女性。
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《菲菲小姐》和莫泊桑同主题的著名小说《羊脂球》一起，被誉为描写法国人民在普法战争中崇高爱国主义精神的优秀篇章。和《羊脂球》一样，作者并未正面描写战火纷飞的场景，而是将视角放到了战争胜利者的一次聚会上。为了合理地制造戏剧冲突，增加作品张力，作者在小说中塑造了两个有别于常规的角色，一个是普鲁士少尉“菲菲小姐”：他不同于一般军人强健威猛的形象，生得一副秀气的模样，而骨子里却比其他的军官还要残暴；另一个是妓女蕾切尔：熟悉《羊脂球》的读者们应该不会陌生，她同“羊脂球”一样，也是一个地位低贱但勇敢坚持自己信仰的女性。“菲菲小姐”代表的是侵略者中最没有人性的那一批，他们不是为了保卫国家荣誉而战，他们参加战争的唯一目的是发泄自己骨子里的暴力倾向，从杀戮中得到满足感。通过对“菲菲小姐”的人性剖析，作者揭露了许多侵略行为背后的残暴、黑暗的实质。

最后“菲菲小姐”在妓女蕾切尔的刀下惨死，普鲁士军队出动大量人马却搜捕不到一个柔弱女子，蕾切尔被神父保护直至战争结束——在大量的冲突场面之后，作者用喜剧结尾收场，赞颂了普通大众的勇气和力量。该小说笔法辛辣，讽刺露骨，可谓是警醒世人的名篇。




注
 ：

frenzy n.
 狂暴




注
 ：

interstice n.
 空隙




注
 ：

rabid adj.
 激烈的




注
 ：

gallantry n.
 勇敢




注
 ：

drunkard n.
 酒鬼




注
 ：

trooper n.
 骑兵




注
 ：

vociferously adv.
 吵闹地




注
 ：

orgy n.
 狂欢




注
 ：

retort vt.
 反驳




注
 ：

exasperated adj.
 激怒的




注
 ：

draught n.
 一吸




注
 ：

hollow n.
 洞




注
 ：

massacre n.
 大屠杀




注
 ：

mortuary n.
 太平间




注
 ：

torrential adj.
 猛烈的




注
 ：

incessant adj.
 不停的




注
 ：

guttural adj.
 咽喉的




注
 ：

scour vt.
 彻底搜查




注
 ：

pretext n.
 借口




注
 ：

docile adj.
 温顺的




注
 ：

knell n.
 丧钟声





The Last Lesson

最后一课

阿尔封斯·都德(Alphonse Daudet)
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阿尔封斯·都德(1840—1897)，法国19世纪著名的现实主义小说家。都德儿时虽家境贫寒却聪颖过人。他很小的时候就练习写诗，而且注意观察生活。他善于用简洁的笔触描绘复杂的政治事件，其柔和幽默的风格、嘲讽现实的眼光和亲切动人的艺术力量为不少读者所喜爱。他的著名作品有《最后一课》《柏林之围》《小东西》等。
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小说《最后一课》以普法战争为背景。法国战败后割让了阿尔萨斯和洛林两省，普鲁士人禁止该地学生学习法语，改学德语。在命令颁布以后，小镇的法语教师韩麦尔为学生和镇上的居民上了最后一堂法语课。《最后一课》以真实的历史事件为背景，表现了阿尔萨斯人民反侵略的精神和深厚的爱国主义情感，反映了文化在国家、民族统一大业中不可替代的地位。这是作者所写的爱国主义短篇中最为感人的一篇，自1912年首次介绍到中国后，受到了中国读者的极大欢迎。



⑴

 I was very late that morning on my way to school and was afraid of being scolded. The master had told us he would question us on verbs, and I did not know a thing about them, for I had not done my lesson.

For a moment I thought of playing truant
注

 . The air was so warm and bright, and I could hear the blackbirds whistling
注

 on the edge of the woods, and the Prussians drilling
注

 in the meadows behind the sawmill
注

 .

I liked this much better than learning the rules of verbs, but I did not dare to stop, so I ran quickly towards school.



⑵

 Passing the mayor's office, I saw people standing before the little bulletin board. For two years it was there that we had received all the news of battles, of victories and defeats.

“What is it now？” I thought, without stopping.

Then, as I ran along, the blacksmith
注

 , who was there reading the notice, cried out to me, “Not so fast, little one, you will reach your school soon enough.”

I thought he was making fun of me and ran faster than ever, reaching the schoolyard quite out of breath.



⑶

 Usually at the beginning of school, the noise of desks being opened and closed, and lessons repeated at the top of the children's voices could be heard out in the street. Occasionally
注

 the master beat the table with the heavy ruler as he cried, “Silence, please, silence!”

I had hoped to be able to take my seat in all this noise without being seen; but that morning the room was quiet and orderly
注

 .

Through the open window I saw my schoolmates already in their places. The master was walking up and down the room with the iron ruler under his arm and a book in his hand.



⑷

 As I entered he looked at me kindly, and said, without scolding, “Go quickly to your place, little Franz; we were going to begin without you. You should have been here five minutes ago.”

I climbed over my bench and sat down at once at my desk. Just then I noticed, for the first time, that our master wore his fine green coat and his black silk embroidered
注

 cap.

But what surprised me most was to see some of the village people seated on the benches at the end of the room. One of them was holding an old spelling book on his knee; and they all looked sadly at the master.



⑸

 While I was wondering at this, our schoolmaster took his place. “Children,” he said, “this is the last time that I shall give you a lesson. An order has come from Berlin that no language but German may be taught in the schools of Alsace and Lorraine. A new master will come tomorrow who will teach you German. Today is your last lesson in French. I beg you to pay attention.”

These words frightened me. This was what they had posted on the bulletin board then! This was what the blacksmith was reading!

My last lesson in French! I hardly knew how to write, and I never should learn now. How I regretted the hours wasted in the woods and fields, the days when I had played and should have studied!

My books that a short time ago had seemed so tiresome
注

 , so heavy to carry, now seemed to me like old friends.



⑹

 I was thinking of this when I heard my name called. It was my turn to recite. What would I not have given to be able to say the rules without a mistake! But I could not say a word, and stood at my bench without daring to lift my head. Then I heard the master speaking to me.

“I shall not scold you, little Franz. You are punished enough now. Every day you have said to yourself, ‘I have plenty of time. I will learn my lessons tomorrow.’ Now you see what has happened.”

Then he began to talk to us about the French language, saying that it was the most beautiful tongue in the world, and that we must keep it among us and never forget it.



⑺

 Finally he took the grammar and read us the lesson. I was surprised to see how well I understood. Everything seemed easy. I believed, too, that I had never listened so attentively
注

 ; and it almost seemed as if the good man were trying to teach us all he knew at this last lesson.

When the lesson in grammar was over we began our writing. For that day the master had prepared some cards on which were written, “Alsace, France; Alsace, France.”

They seemed like so many little flags dotted
注

 about the schoolroom. How we worked! Nothing was heard but the voice of the master and the scratching of pens on paper. There was no time for play now. On the roof of the schoolhouse some pigeons were softly cooing, and I said to myself, “Will they, too, be obliged to sing in German？”



⑻

 From time to time, when I looked up from my page, I saw the master looking about him as if he wished to impress upon his mind everything in the room. Fancy! For forty years he had been there in the same place, with his garden outside the window and his class in front of him, just like that. Only the desks and benches had been worn smooth; the walnut trees in the garden were taller, and the hopvine
注

 that he had planted himself twined about the windows to the roof. How it must have broken his heart to leave it all, poor man; to hear his sister moving about in the room above, packing their trunks! For they must leave the country next day.

After writing, we had a history lesson. Next, the little ones recited in concert
注

 their “ba, be, bi, bo, bu”. Down there at the back of the room old Hauser had put on his glasses and, holding his book in both hands, spelled the letters with them. You could see that he, too, was crying; his voice trembled with emotion, and it was so funny to hear him that we all wanted to laugh and cry. Ah, how well I remember it, that last lesson!

Suddenly the church clock struck twelve. Then the Angelus. At the same moment the trumpets of the Prussians, returning from drill, sounded under our windows. M. Hamel stood up, very pale, in his chair. I never saw him look so tall. “My friends,” said he, “my friends,... I... I...”



⑼

 But something choked him; he could not finish the sentence. He returned to the blackboard, took a piece of chalk, and wrote in large letters, “VIVE LA FRANCE.”

Then he stood leaning against the wall, unable to speak. He signed to us with his hand. “The lesson is over. You are dismissed.”
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⑴

 那天早上，我很晚才去上学，心里非常害怕被老师责怪。老师说过他会问我们动词，可我却因为没有好好听课，一个词都不懂。

我突然想到要逃学。天气那么温暖晴朗，我听见鸟儿在树梢上唱歌，普鲁士士兵们在锯木厂后边的草地上操练。

这些比学习动词的用法有趣多了。但我不敢停下，所以赶忙朝学校跑去。



⑵

 我走过镇办公室的时候，看见人们站在那个小告示板前面。两年来，我们都从这里得知所有关于战争的消息，不管胜利还是失败。

“又出了什么事？”我心中思索着，却没有停下脚步。

正当我跑着，正在读告示的铁匠向着我喊：“孩子，不用这么快呀，你反正都能来得及赶到学校。”

我以为他在跟我开玩笑，于是飞快地跑了起来，上气不接下气地到了学校。



⑶

 一般在每天开课之前，在街上就能听到课桌打开关上的响声，还有学生们大声朗读课文的声音。老师时不时地拿着笨重的尺子一边敲打着桌子一边喊“安静点，请安静！”

我本来打算趁着喧哗声偷偷溜到我的座位上去，可那天早上的课堂安静而又有序。

透过开着的窗户，我看见同学们已经坐在了自己的位置上。老师胳膊里夹着那把铁尺，手里拿着一本书，正在教室里来来回回地走。



⑷

 我走进了教室，老师并没有责备，而是和蔼地看着我说：“小弗朗士，快到你的座位上去吧。我们本来都要开始上课，不等你了。你五分钟前就应该到了。”

我跨过自己的板凳，一下子坐在了桌前。我突然注意到，老师第一次穿戴上了他那精致的绿色上衣和那黑丝绒镶边帽。

可最让我吃惊的是后排凳子上还坐着镇上的几个人。其中一个在膝上摊开了一本拼写课本，他们都忧伤地看着老师。



⑸

 正当我诧异之时，老师坐到了他的位置上，说：“孩子们，这是我最后一次给你们上课了。柏林下达了命令，今后阿尔萨斯和洛林的学校只许教德语了。明天就有一个新的老师过来教你们德语。今天是你们的最后一堂法语课。希望你们能认真听课。”

这些话让我十分震惊。原来公告板上讲的就是这个！刚刚铁匠读的就是这件事！

我的最后一堂法语课！我都不怎么会写字呢，以后再也不能学了。我真后悔那些在树林和田野里荒废了的时光，我都玩去了，却没有好好学习！

不久前我还觉得教科书又无聊，又沉重。而它们现在却像我的老朋友。



⑹

 正当我想着这些的时候，忽然听到老师叫我的名字。该轮到我背诵了。如果能够让我准确无误地背出那些语法的话，花什么代价我都愿意！可我却一个字都说不出来，站在椅子旁边，头也不敢抬。接着，我听见老师对我说：

“我不会责备你，小弗朗士。你已经受到足够的惩罚了。你每天都对自己说，‘我有大把的时间，我明天会读书的。'可现在你明白了吧。”

接着，他跟我们谈起了法国的语言，说法语是世界上最美的语言，我们必须把它记在心里，永远也别忘记。



⑺

 最后，他拿起了语法书，讲起课来。真奇怪，我竟然完全懂了。所有的东西都很容易。我相信我从没有这样认真地听过课，这位好先生恨不得在最后一堂课上把自己知道的所有东西都讲给大家。

语法课结束后，接着就是写字课。那一天，老师为我们准备了一些字帖，上面都写着：“阿尔萨斯，法兰西；阿尔萨斯，法兰西。”

这些字帖就像许多小旗帜一样装点着教室。看我们有多努力！教室里只听见老师的讲课声和笔在纸上沙沙作响的声音。现在可不是玩的时候。有几只鸽子在校舍的屋檐上咕咕地叫着，我问自己：“它们也会被强迫用德语唱歌吗？”



⑻

 我每次抬起头来，都看见老师环视着周围，好像要把屋子里的所有东西都刻在自己脑海中。想想吧：四十年来他都在同一个地方，窗外是他的园子，面前是他的学生，就是这样。只是桌子和凳子被磨得光光的，园里的核桃树更高了，他亲手栽的藤蔓也越过窗户爬上了屋顶。可怜的人啊，要舍弃这一切，他一定伤透了心——特别是当他听到自己的姐姐在楼上的房间来回走动，收拾他们的东西的时候！他们明天就必须离开这里。

写字课结束后，我们上了历史课。接着，学生们跟着拼出了“ba, be, bi, bo, bu”。坐在最后一排的老头子郝叟戴上了他的眼镜，将课本捧在双手中，跟学生们一起拼出了这些字母。看得出来，他也哭了——他因为激动而声音发抖，听着那奇怪的声音，我们又想笑，又想哭。啊，这最后一课的印象是多么深刻！

忽然，教堂的钟敲了十二下，祈祷的钟声也响了。普鲁士士兵的号声也从窗外传了进来——他们也操练完了。韩麦尔先生从椅子上站了起来，脸色苍白。我从没有觉得他这样高大。“我的朋友们，”他说，“我……我……”



⑼

 但是他哽咽了，他没法说完那句话。他走到了黑板前，拿起了一支粉笔，写了几个大字：“法兰西万岁。”

然后他靠墙站着，一句话也不说。他向我们做了一个手势：“放学了。你们走吧。”
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小说《最后一课》在表现普法战争这一主题时，并未正面描写战争的残酷场面，也没有突出普鲁士侵略者的骄横暴戾和法国人民的英勇无畏，而是将视线聚焦到了阿尔萨斯省一个小镇的一堂普普通通的法语课上，以一个学龄孩子的感触，反映了法国最普通的民众对自己国家深厚的情感。故事的主角并不是个出色的学生，他爱去田野里玩耍不爱去学校，上课也经常开小差，觉得外面的世界比课堂有趣。但在普鲁士人的政令公布之后，这个调皮学生的心态在一点点地发生变化——他发现老师教的内容竟然很容易听懂，并且还希望自己能有更多的时间学习得更加深入，他甚至还开始体贴地察言观色，理解老师的良苦用心。文章在详细描述主人公的转变时，也带出了其他学生、甚至小镇居民们的转变——满教室只听见笔在纸上沙沙作响，不识字的老居民也摊开课本认真地学习拼写。作者通过截取主人公、学生和那些居民面对国家危难的这一小片段，以小见大，展示了爱国精神在一个普通人心中引起的强烈化学反应，深刻地反映了法国上上下下的民众在国难之际的面貌。




注
 ：

truant n.
 旷课者




注
 ：

whistle vt.
 吹口哨




注
 ：

drill vi.
 训练




注
 ：

sawmill n.
 锯木厂




注
 ：

blacksmith n.
 铁匠




注
 ：

occasionally adv.
 偶尔




注
 ：

orderly adv.
 有秩序地




注
 ：

embroider vt.
 刺绣，镶边




注
 ：

tiresome adj.
 无聊的




注
 ：

attentively adv.
 聚精会神地




注
 ：

dot vi.
 打上点




注
 ：

hopvine n.
 蛇麻草的藤蔓




注
 ：

concert n.
 一致





A Horseman in the Sky (1)

空中骑士(上)

安布罗斯·比尔斯(Ambrose Bierce)
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安布罗斯·比尔斯(1842—1914)，美国记者，短篇小说、传说与讽刺小说作家。他曾参加过南北战争，晚年因厌恶美国式的文明只身前往战火纷飞的墨西哥后失踪。他的作品中经常出现黑暗的场景、极端的事件和模糊的时间，有大量涉及战争主题的篇幅。他对人生持较为悲观的态度，曾编纂过饱受争议的《魔鬼辞典》(The Devil's Dictionary
 )，以幽默、讽刺的方式表现他对人性的思考，被人们称为“辛辣比尔斯”。
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《空中骑士》讲述了美国南北战争时期发生的一个震撼人心的故事。主人公卡特·德鲁斯出生于弗吉尼亚，父亲是富裕的农场主，他却因为与父亲政治观点不同而加入了北方联盟军。在一次值勤中，卡特发现一名南方军队的骑兵前来刺探军情，此人竟然就是他的父亲，卡特在强烈的心理斗争之后，决定履行自己的职责，扣动了扳机，将父亲的坐骑打落山崖。作者详细地描绘了复杂、险要的战争地形，运用内心独白和悬念设置等手法，剖析了主人公在职责与亲情之间的痛苦抉择，使该故事具有独特的艺术和思想魅力。

One sunny afternoon in the autumn of the year 1861 a soldier lay in a clump of laurel by the side of a road in western Virginia. He lay at full length upon his stomach, his feet resting upon the toes, his head upon the left forearm. His extended right hand loosely grasped his rifle. But for the somewhat methodical disposition of his limbs and a slight rhythmic movement of the cartridge-box at the back of his belt, he might have been thought to be dead. He was asleep at his post of duty. But if detected he would be dead shortly afterward, death being the just and legal penalty of his crime.



⑴

 The clump of laurel in which the criminal lay was in the angle of a road which after ascending southward a steep acclivity
注

 to that point turned sharply to the west, running along the summit for perhaps one hundred yards. There it turned southward again and went zigzagging downward through the forest. At the salient
注

 of that second angle was a large flat rock, jutting out northward, overlooking the deep valley from which the road ascended. The rock capped a high cliff; a stone dropped from its outer edge would have fallen sheer downward one thousand feet to the tops of the pines. The angle where the soldier lay was on another spur of the same cliff. Had he been awake he would have commanded a view, not only of the short arm of the road and the jutting rock, but of the entire profile of the cliff below it. It might well have made him giddy
注

 to look.

The country was wooded everywhere except at the bottom of the valley to the northward, where there was a small natural meadow, through which flowed a stream scarcely visible from the valley's rim. This open ground looked hardly larger than an ordinary door-yard, but was really several acres in extent. Its green was more vivid than that of the enclosing forest. Away beyond it rose a line of giant cliffs similar to those upon which we are supposed to stand in our survey of the savage scene, and through which the road had somehow made its climb to the summit. The configuration
注

 of the valley, indeed, was such that from our point of observation it seemed entirely shut in, and one could but have wondered how the road which found a way out of it had found a way into it, and whence came and whither went the waters of the stream that parted the meadow more than a thousand feet below.



⑵

 No country is so wild and difficult but men will make it a theatre of war; concealed in the forest at the bottom of that military rat-trap, in which half a hundred men in possession of the exits might have starved an army to submission, lay five regiments
注

 of Federal infantry
注

 . They had marched all the previous day and night and were resting. At nightfall they would take to the road again, climb to the place where their unfaithful sentinel now slept, and descending the other slope of the ridge fall upon a camp of the enemy at about midnight. Their hope was to surprise it, for the road led to the rear of it. In case of failure, their position would be perilous in the extreme; and fall they surely would should accident or vigilance apprise
注

 the enemy of the movement.

The sleeping sentinel in the clump of laurel was a young Virginian named Carter Druse. He was the son of wealthy parents, an only child, and had known such ease and cultivation and high living as wealth and taste were able to command in the mountain country of western Virginia. His home was but a few miles from where he now lay. One morning he had risen from the breakfast-table and said, quietly but gravely: “Father, a Union regiment has arrived at Grafton. I am going to join it.”



⑶

 The father lifted his leonine head, looked at the son a moment in silence, and replied: “Go, Carter, and whatever may occur, do what you conceive to be your duty. Virginia, to which you are a traitor, must get on without you. Should we both live to the end of the war, we will speak further of the matter. Your mother, as the physician has informed you, is in a most critical condition; at the best she cannot be with us longer than a few weeks, but that time is precious. It would be better not to disturb her.”

So Carter Druse, bowing reverently to his father, who returned the salute with a stately
注

 courtesy that masked a breaking heart, left the home of his childhood to go soldiering. By conscience and courage, by deeds of devotion and daring, he soon commended
注

 himself to his fellows and his officers; and it was to these qualities and to some knowledge of the country that he owed his selection for his present perilous duty at the extreme outpost
注

 . Nevertheless, fatigue had been stronger than resolution and he had fallen asleep. What good or bad angel came in a dream to rouse him from his state of crime, who shall say? Without a movement, without a sound, in the profound silence and the languor of the late afternoon, some invisible messenger of fate touched with unsealing finger the eyes of his conscious-ness — whispered into the ear of his spirit the mysterious awakening word which no human lips ever have spoken, no human memory ever has recalled. He quietly raised his forehead from his arm and looked between the masking stems of the laurels, instinctively closing his right hand about the stock of his rifle.



⑷

 His first feeling was a keen artistic delight. On a colossal pedestal
注

 , the cliff, motionless at the extreme edge of the capping rock and sharply outlined against the sky, was an equestrian
注

 statue of impressive dignity. The figure of the man sat the figure of the horse, straight and soldierly, but with the repose of a Grecian god carved in the marble which limits the suggestion of activity. The gray costume harmonized with its aerial background; the metal of accoutrement
注

 and caparison
注

 was softened and subdued by the shadow; the animal's skin had no points of high light. A carbine
注

 strikingly foreshortened
注

 lay across the pommel of the saddle, kept in place by the right hand grasping it at the “grip”; the left hand, holding the bridle rein, was invisible. In silhouette against the sky the profile of the horse was cut with the sharpness of a cameo; it looked across the heights of air to the confronting cliffs beyond. The face of the rider, turned slightly away, showed only an outline of temple and beard; he was looking downward to the bottom of the valley. Magnified by its lift against the sky and by the soldier's testifying sense of the formidableness of a near enemy the group appeared of heroic, almost colossal, size.

For an instant Druse had a strange, half-defined feeling that he had slept to the end of the war and was looking upon a noble work of art reared upon that eminence
注

 to commemorate the deeds of a heroic past of which he had been an inglorious
注

 part. The feeling was dispelled by a slight movement of the group: the horse, without moving its feet, had drawn its body slightly backward from the verge; the man remained immobile as before. Broad awake and keenly alive to the significance of the situation, Druse now brought the butt of his rifle against his cheek by cautiously pushing the barrel forward through the bushes, cocked the piece, and glancing through the sights covered a vital spot of the horseman's breast. A touch upon the trigger and all would have been well with Carter Druse. At that instant the horseman turned his head and looked in the direction of his concealed foeman — seemed to look into his very face, into his eyes, into his brave, compassionate heart.
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1861年秋天一个晴朗的下午，西弗吉尼亚一条路边的月桂树丛里躺着一名士兵。他挺直了身体趴在那里，脚尖踮起，头枕在左臂上。他那伸出的右手轻轻握着他的步枪。如果不是因为他那有条不紊的姿势，还有他腰后轻微而有节奏地起伏的弹匣的话，他一定会被当成是个死人。他在他的执勤岗位上睡着了。如果被发现的话，他也离死不远了——死亡是对他违反军纪行为的公正而合法的裁决。



⑴

 这个违反军纪的人所在的月桂丛位于路口的转角，这条路向南陡峭地爬升，到了这个位置突然向西拐去，沿着山峰延伸一百码左右，然后又再次向南，蜿蜒向下穿过森林。在这第二个拐角的显著位置有一块巨大的岩石，它向北凸起，往下俯瞰便是一个深谷，路就是从那里盘旋而上的。这块岩石处在峭壁的顶端，如果一颗石子从它的外沿落下，便将直接掉入一千英尺之下的松树林中。士兵所在的转角在同一块峭壁的另一个突出部位。如果他醒着的话，他不但能清楚地看见那段短短的路和凸起的岩石，而且整个峭壁的侧面也尽收眼底。那景象很可能让他头晕目眩。

这片区域丛林密布，只有北边峡谷的底部是个例外。那里有一小片原生的草地，中间有一条溪水流过，从峡谷的边缘望去却几乎看不见。这片开阔地看起来和普通人家门口的庭院差不多大，实际上却有好几英亩，比周围的树林显得更加翠绿。在它的远处耸立着绵延的峭壁，同我们为了观察这片原始景色所站立的这一处颇为相似。路就是从那里攀缘而上。从我们所在的位置观察峡谷的形态，发现它几乎与外界彻底隔绝。一定有人感到奇怪：这条从峡谷出来的路是怎样进到峡谷里去的？一千英尺之下将草地一分为二的那股溪水从哪里来，又要到哪里去呢？



⑵

 无论是多么荒凉、多么艰险的地方，人们都可以将它当作战场。在这陷阱般的地形之中，只需五十来人占据所有的出口，就可以困住整整一支军队，使其投降。就在此处，联邦军队的五个步兵团在丛林的掩映之下待命。在一昼夜的行军之后，他们来到这里休整。一旦夜幕降临，他们就将重新上路，爬上此刻那不忠诚的哨兵所在的位置，再沿着山脊的另一面下山，在半夜袭击驻扎在那里的敌军。他们计划出其不意地从这条通往敌人后方的道路进攻。如果失败，他们将面临极度的危险，如果因为意外或者敌人的警觉，让这次行动暴露，他们将必败无疑。

月桂丛中熟睡的哨兵名叫卡特·德鲁斯，是弗吉尼亚本地的年轻人。他是有钱人家的孩子，也是独生子，过着西弗吉尼亚山区所有能用财富和品位换来的、安逸而有教养的富裕生活。他的家离他目前所在的位置不过几英里。一天用早餐时，他突然站起身来，平静而严肃地说：“父亲，联邦军的一个团已经到了格拉夫顿。我要去参军。”



⑶

 父亲抬起了他狮子一般的头，默默地盯着自己的儿子看了一会儿，回答道：“去吧，卡特，无论将来发生什么，去履行你认为应尽的职责吧。你背叛了弗吉尼亚，它没有了你也要继续。如果我们俩都能撑到战争结束，再来谈这个事情。正如医生说的那样，你母亲的病已经很严重了，她最多也撑不过几个礼拜，但是这时间是非常宝贵的。你最好别去打扰她。”

于是卡特·德鲁斯向父亲恭恭敬敬地鞠了一躬，父亲以庄重的礼节回应，来掩饰自己悲伤的心情。之后卡特便离开故乡，参军去了。由于他的正直和勇气，再加上他忠诚和大胆的行动，卡特很快就赢得了他的同伴和军官们的赏识，也正是因为他的这些品格和对当地情况的了解，他被派到了前线哨岗执行他目前着手的这项危险任务。然而，倦意比决心还要强大，他竟然睡着了。又有谁知道是哪位善良或者邪恶的天使进入了他的梦乡，将他从自己的罪行中唤醒了呢？总之，有一位隐身的命运使者，一丝不动，一声未响，在这万籁俱寂、令人困倦的午后，用指尖掀开了他眼中尘封的意识，对着他的耳根轻轻念出了那神秘的催醒话语——这话未曾从任何人的口中说出过，也未曾存在于任何人的记忆中。他轻轻地抬起了搭在手臂上的前额，从掩蔽的月桂树枝之间向外望去，右手本能地握紧了步枪的枪托。



⑷

 他首先感受到的是一种强烈的美。那峭壁如同底座，一动不动地耸立在岩石边缘，在天空的衬托之下显得轮廓分明，在它之上立着一座庄重非凡的骑士雕像。一个人的形象骑在一匹马的形象之上，笔直而威武，却又如大理石雕刻的希腊神像那般从容，削弱了动感。那灰色的服饰与天色相融，装备和马鞍的金属色在阴影的掩盖下显得柔和，马的皮肤上并没有一星半点的强光。一支因为距离远而明显缩小的卡宾枪横跨在鞍头，被那右手牢牢固定住，而左手握在缰绳上，看不清楚。马的侧面在天空的映衬下棱角分明，如剪影一般，它的视线穿过了天际，锁定在了崇山峻岭之上。那骑士的脸微微偏向一边，只露出了额头和胡须的轮廓，他正在俯瞰山谷的底部。由于高耸在天空中，加之那位士兵因为担心敌人逼近要随时待命而产生的畏惧心，这一人一马的体型显得如巨像一般大。

刹那间，德鲁斯心中产生了一种奇怪的、说不清道不明的感受，仿佛他醒来后战争已经结束，他现在正仰望着一件高贵的艺术品，它耸立在高地之上，纪念着那些他曾经作为不光彩的一分子所参与过的英雄事迹。而这种感觉马上就被那人和马的轻微动作所驱散——马并没有挪动脚步，只是从悬崖的边缘向后微倾，而那人仍旧一动不动。德鲁斯现在完全清醒，强烈地意识到了情况的严重性，他把枪托抵在了脸颊上，将枪管从树丛之间推出，上了膛，瞄准了骑马人胸前的要害部位。只要一扣动扳机，卡特·德鲁斯就算是完成了任务。就在此时，那骑士转过头，朝着这隐蔽的敌人看了过来，那目光仿佛穿透了他的脸和他的眼睛，直抵他那勇敢而富于同情的心中。
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《空中骑士》是一篇战争小说，除了拥有一般战争小说中敌我双方剑拔弩张的情节之外，它还触及了亲情与信仰的矛盾问题。卡特·德鲁斯来自弗吉尼亚，这是美国南方的一个州。故事提到他的家庭很富裕，那时南方富裕人家大部分都经营种植园，雇用黑奴。卡特在富裕的家庭中长大，目睹了黑人被奴役的过程，因此产生了与父亲相反的信仰，加入了联盟军。儿子与父亲分离前的对话尤为感人，儿子态度坚定，父亲欲言又止，最终只是用短短一句话同意了儿子的选择，并体贴地告诫他不要将此事告诉生病的母亲。一名年老的父亲在即将失去妻子的同时，还要面对儿子的离去，让人心生怜惜。无奈，时代的发展如滚滚洪流一般势不可当，老父只能接受年轻人的选择。可贵的是，老父尚能暂且忘掉信仰的不同，以箴言教育儿子要尽力履行职责，读来催人泪下。

此选段也侧面反映了南北方社会制度所造成的矛盾和冲突，从而阐明了美国南北战争爆发的必然性。主人公出生南方，却放弃家产加入了北方军队，这表明北方军队的信仰在作者心中是正义的。主人公的理想得到了实现——最终北方军队在内战中战胜了南方军队，黑奴得到了解放，其实这也是作者的理想和信仰。故事中，在亲情的制衡与衬托下，这个信仰便显得尤其沉重与珍贵。




注
 ：

acclivity n.
 向上的斜坡




注
 ：

salient n.
 突出部分




注
 ：

giddy adj.
 头晕的




注
 ：

configuration n.
 外形




注
 ：

regiment n.
 团




注
 ：

infantry n.
 步兵




注
 ：

apprise vt.
 通知




注
 ：

stately adj.
 庄严的




注
 ：

commend vt.
 推荐




注
 ：

outpost n.
 前哨




注
 ：

pedestal n.
 基座




注
 ：

equestrian adj.
 骑马的




注
 ：

accoutrement n.
 配备




注
 ：

caparison n.
 马衣




注
 ：

carbine n.
 卡宾枪




注
 ：

foreshorten vt.
 透视缩短




注
 ：

eminence n.
 高处




注
 ：

inglorious adj.
 可耻的





A Horseman in the Sky (2)

空中骑士(下)



⑴

 Is it then so terrible to kill an enemy in war — an enemy who has surprised a secret vital to the safety of one's self and comrades — an enemy more formidable for his knowledge than all his army for its numbers? Carter Druse grew pale; he shook in every limb, turned faint, and saw the statuesque
注

 group before him as black figures, rising, falling, moving unsteadily in arcs of circles in a fiery sky. His hand fell away from his weapon, his head slowly dropped until his face rested on the leaves in which he lay. This courageous gentleman and hardy
注

 soldier was near swooning
注

 from intensity of emotion.

It was not for long; in another moment his face was raised from earth, his hands resumed their places on the rifle, his forefinger sought the trigger; mind, heart, and eyes were clear, conscience and reason sound. He could not hope to capture that enemy; to alarm him would but send him dashing to his camp with his fatal news. The duty of the soldier was plain: the man must be shot dead from ambush — without warning, without a moment's spiritual preparation, with never so much as an unspoken prayer, he must be sent to his account. But no — there is a hope; he may have discovered nothing — perhaps he is but admiring the sublimity
注

 of the landscape. If permitted, he may turn and ride carelessly away in the direction whence he came. Surely it will be possible to judge at the instant of his withdrawing whether he knows. It may well be that his fixity
注

 of attention — Druse turned his head and looked through the deeps of air downward, as from the surface to the bottom of a translucent sea. He saw creeping across the green meadow a sinuous
注

 line of figures of men and horses — some foolish commander was permitting the soldiers of his escort to water their beasts in the open, in plain view from a dozen summits!



⑵

 Druse withdrew his eyes from the valley and fixed them again upon the group of man and horse in the sky, and again it was through the sights of his rifle. But this time his aim was at the horse. In his memory, as if they were a divine mandate
注

 , rang the words of his father at their parting: “Whatever may occur, do what you conceive to be your duty.” He was calm now. His teeth were firmly but not rigidly closed; his nerves were as tranquil as a sleeping babe's — not a tremor affected any muscle of his body; his breathing, until suspended in the act of taking aim, was regular and slow. Duty had conquered; the spirit had said to the body: “Peace, be still.” He fired.

An officer of the Federal force, who in a spirit of adventure or in quest of knowledge had left the hidden bivouac
注

 in the valley, and with aimless feet had made his way to the lower edge of a small open space near the foot of the cliff, was considering what he had to gain by pushing his exploration further. At a distance of a quarter-mile before him, but apparently at a stone's throw, rose from its fringe of pines the gigantic face of rock, towering to so great a height above him that it made him giddy to look up to where its edge cut a sharp, rugged line against the sky. It presented a clean, vertical profile against a background of blue sky to a point half the way down, and of distant hills, hardly less blue, thence to the tops of the trees at its base. Lifting his eyes to the dizzy altitude of its summit the officer saw an astonishing sight — a man on horseback riding down into the valley through the air!



⑶

 Straight upright sat the rider, in military fashion, with a firm seat in the saddle, a strong clutch upon the rein to hold his charger
注

 from too impetuous a plunge. From his bare head his long hair streamed upward, waving like a plume
注

 . His hands were concealed in the cloud of the horse's lifted mane. The animal's body was as level as if every hoof-stroke encountered the resistant earth. Its motions were those of a wild gallop
注

 , but even as the officer looked they ceased, with all the legs thrown sharply forward as in the act of alighting from a leap. But this was a flight!

Filled with amazement and terror by this apparition
注

 of a horseman in the sky — half believing himself the chosen scribe
注

 of some new Apocalypse, the officer was overcome by the intensity of his emotions; his legs failed him and he fell. Almost at the same instant he heard a crashing sound in the trees — a sound that died without an echo, and all was still.



⑷

 The officer rose to his feet, trembling. The familiar sensation of an abraded
注

 shin
注

 recalled his dazed faculties. Pulling himself together he ran rapidly obliquely
注

 away from the cliff to a point distant from its foot; thereabout he expected to find his man; and thereabout he naturally failed. In the fleeting instant of his vision his imagination had been so wrought
注

 upon by the apparent grace and ease and intention of the marvelous performance that it did not occur to him that the line of march of aerial cavalry is directly downward, and that he could find the objects of his search at the very foot of the cliff. A half-hour later he returned to camp.

This officer was a wise man; he knew better than to tell an incredible truth. He said nothing of what he had seen. But when the commander asked him if in his scout he had learned anything of advantage to the expedition he answered:

“Yes, sir; there is no road leading down into this valley from the southward.”

The commander, knowing better, smiled.



⑸

 After firing his shot, Private Carter Druse reloaded his rifle and resumed his watch. Ten minutes had hardly passed when a Federal sergeant crept cautiously to him on hands and knees. Druse neither turned his head nor looked at him, but lay without motion or sign of recognition.

“Did you fire?” the sergeant whispered.

“Yes.”

“At what?”

“A horse. It was standing on yonder rock — pretty far out. You see it is no longer there. It went over the cliff.”



⑹

 The man's face was white, but he showed no other sign of emotion. Having answered, he turned away his eyes and said no more. The sergeant did not understand.

“See here, Druse,” he said, after a moment's silence, “it's no use making a mystery. I order you to report. Was there anybody on the horse?”

“Yes.”

“Well?”

“My father.”

The sergeant rose to his feet and walked away. “Good God!” he said.
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⑴

 在战争里杀死一个敌人还算是什么可怕的事吗？更何况这个敌人还发现了威胁到自己和战友们安全的重大秘密。即使敌方人数众多，也不比他洞悉了秘密这件事更令人生畏。卡特·德鲁斯脸色煞白，四肢发抖，身体虚弱。那庄重的人和马在他面前化成了黑色的形体，在霞光烧得火红的天空中升腾降落，摇摇晃晃地画着圆弧。他的手从枪上坠下，头慢慢地垂了下去，直至他的脸搭在了刚刚他歇息的那堆树叶上。这位勇敢的绅士和刚毅的士兵因为情绪的波涌，近乎晕厥过去。

没隔多久，他的脸又从地面上抬起，手又放在了步枪上，食指摸向扳机；他的头脑、心灵和眼神都澄澈如镜，他的良心和理智都健全如常。他不能妄想活捉敌人，鸣枪警告只会让敌人带着致命的消息奔回营地。士兵的责任清清楚楚地摆在眼前：他必须在埋伏下把此人击毙，不给任何警告，没有一分一秒的思想准备，连默默的祷告都不能有，一定要把他干掉。可还是有一些希望的，这个人也许什么都没有发现，或许他只是在欣赏这壮丽的景色。如果放过他，他也许会转身朝着他来的方向漫不经心地策马而去。其实在他撤身的那一刻都还能判断他是否知情。这可能是因为他的全神贯注——德鲁斯转过头向下看去，透过如同透明海水般厚密的空气，他看到了一线人马，蜿蜒地穿过那绿油油的草地——不知是哪个愚蠢的指挥官竟然准许他的士兵在开阔处饮马，从周围十多个山头上都可以将他们看得清清楚楚。



⑵

 德鲁斯的目光从谷底收回，又重新聚焦在了那天边的人和马身上——仍然是通过瞄准器看到的。可这一次他瞄准的是那匹马。在他的记忆中，父亲临别时的话如同神明的嘱托：“不管发生什么，尽你应尽的责任。”他镇定了下来，紧咬的牙关不再僵硬，心绪如同睡眠中的婴儿一样平和，浑身的肌肉不打一个哆嗦；他在屏住呼吸瞄准之前，吐气始终均匀而缓慢。责任战胜了一切，精神向身体发出了指令:“安静，安静下来。”他扣动了扳机。

一位联邦军队的军官，在冒险精神和求知欲的驱使下离开了山谷中藏身的露营地，漫无目的地走到了靠近峭壁脚下一小片开阔地的下沿。他正思索着，考虑继续前进将有何收获。就在他面前四分之一英里处，石子都能投到的距离之外，在松林边缘升起了一面巨大的岩壁，它是如此高耸在上，使他抬头望向那岩壁在空中刻画出的尖锐而突兀的线条时，便感到一阵晕眩。这座峭壁的半截之上都在蓝天的背景上呈现出轮廓分明的垂直的侧影，映衬着下面半段的则是几乎和天一样蓝的远山和峭壁底部的树梢。军官抬头仰望峭壁顶端令人头昏眼花的高度，忽然瞥见一幅惊心动魄的情景：一个骑马的人正朝着峡谷凌空飞驰而下。



⑶

 那骑士像军人那样挺直了身板，紧紧跨在鞍上，牢牢地握住缰绳，以免战马过于猛烈地向下俯冲。他没戴帽子，长长的头发向上飘动着，如同摇摆的羽毛一般。他的双手被扬起的马鬃遮盖。马的身躯保持水平，仿佛每一次马蹄的着地都遇到了大地的阻力。这完全是野马疾驰的动作，但就在军官观望的一刹那，那动作停止了——马的四条腿都向前抬起，如同跳跃后的降落，可这不是跳，简直是在飞！

这个幽灵般的空中骑士使军官充满了惊奇与恐惧——他感觉到自己仿佛是被上帝选了来记载新的一卷启示录。强烈的情绪使军官不能自已，他两腿一软，倒了下去。几乎就在同一瞬间，他听到树丛中发出撞击的声响，这声音没有回音就消失了，接着一切归于寂静。



⑷

 军官站了起来，颤抖不已。小腿擦伤的熟悉感觉唤醒了他那模糊不清的神智。他集中了精神，顺着一条斜线迅速地离开了峭壁，跑到了距它底部很远的地方；他指望在那儿附近能找到他要找的人。而他在那里自然是找不到的，在他幻觉中飞掠而过的一瞬间，这场奇观般的表演是那样优美、从容、意图分明，给他的想象力带来了强烈的冲击，竟使他忘记了空中骑士进军的线路是直指下方的，只有在峭壁的脚下才可能找到他所搜寻的东西。半小时后他返回了营地。

这位军官是聪明人，他知道这时不应该讲一些谁也不相信的真相。他对自己看到的一切只字未提。但当指挥官问他这次侦查是否了解到了什么有利于部队行动的情况时，他回答道:

“是的，长官，从南边过来，没有路通往这个峡谷。”

指挥官早就知道这些，微微一笑。



⑸

 却说二等兵卡特·德鲁斯开枪以后便重新装上了弹药，继续执行起哨兵的任务。不到十分钟，联邦军的一名中士小心地匍匐前进，爬到了他身边。德鲁斯既不转过头，也不看此来人，只是躺在那里，一动不动，好像什么也没有觉察到。

“是你开的枪？”那名中士小声问道。

“是的。”

“朝什么开的枪？”

“一匹马。它站在山崖上，距离很远。你看，现在那匹马不在了，它跌下了山崖。”



⑹

 他的脸色苍白，但除此以外，并没有表现出任何的情绪。答完话之后，他便转过脸去，不愿再说一句了。那中士有些不明白。

“听着，德鲁斯，”他沉默了片刻，说道：“没必要搞得神秘兮兮的。我命令你如实汇报。那马上面有人吗？”

“有。”

“谁？”

“我的父亲。”

中士站起身来，走开了。“我的天啊！”他说。

[image: ]


故事经过层层铺垫，到了最后才揭示真相：士兵卡特击中的敌方骑士正是自己的父亲。作者对卡特这个形象塑造得非常成功，前文对于卡特性格及行为的描写铺垫，让这个结果显得既出乎意料，又合情合理。

卡特在看到骑士后，并没有立刻击毙他，而是猜想他可能只是偶然散步来到了这里，这样就不至于威胁到卡特这一方军队的安危，便可以将此人放过。读完结局便知道，卡特矛盾的心理活动源于骑士的特殊身份，而读者可能将卡特的犹豫不决与前文他在执勤时睡着这件事联系起来，将其归咎于卡特的年轻与经验不足，而不会直接猜想到骑士的特殊身份上。作者设置悬念线索时，分寸拿捏得十分巧妙。

主人公完成任务后重新填上了子弹，继续执行起哨兵的任务，这体现了卡特作为军人的镇定，此情节在尚不知结局的读者心中是十分合理的。此时，作者抛出了最后一条引出真相的线索：在受到上级的问询时，卡特有意回避。而在最终真相揭露的时候，原本合理的情节却变得出乎意料，卡特失去父亲后的冷静在读者的心中造成了强烈的震撼。作者没有正面描写主人公的悲痛，只是寥寥几笔就勾勒出了在军人职责抑制之下那呼之欲出的丧亲之痛，使故事具有强烈的艺术性和巨大的感染力。




注
 ：

statuesque adj.
 雕像般的




注
 ：

hardy adj.
 坚强的




注
 ：

swoon vi.
 惊讶




注
 ：

sublimity n.
 庄严




注
 ：

fixity n.
 固定性




注
 ：

sinuous adj.
 蜿蜒的




注
 ：

mandate n.
 命令




注
 ：

bivouac n.
 露营地




注
 ：

charger n.
 军马




注
 ：

plume n.
 羽毛




注
 ：

gallop n.
 疾驰




注
 ：

apparition n.
 幽灵




注
 ：

scribe n.
 抄写员




注
 ：

abrade vt.
 擦伤




注
 ：

shin n.
 胫骨




注
 ：

obliquely adv.
 倾斜地




注
 ：

wrought adj.
 加工的
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