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前 言

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

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

此套丛书共五本，分别是：

.探讨读书方法与阅读境界的《书林辟径——邂逅生命中挚爱的书》

.分享书海轶闻与随想感悟的《书海逸趣——有书陪伴的人生不寂寞》

.介绍书籍天敌与呵护爱书的《护书之苦——书若安好，便是晴天》

.讲述静处书斋与淘书苦乐的《藏书之乐——书架上的珍宝》

.谈及爱书缘起与书虫定义的《一派书心——缘何此生只爱书》

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

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

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

我们的电子邮箱：siyadatransart@163.com

我们的新浪微博：weibo.com/siyada

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

谨以此书献给天下爱书人！愿各位畅享阅读之乐！

唐静





第一章 书之赞歌
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My Books 我的书

James Henry Leigh Hunt

詹姆斯・亨利・利・亨特


作者简介

詹姆斯・亨利・利・亨特（James Henry Leigh Hunt，1784——1859），英国著名新闻记者、诗人、散文家。他曾在《考察者》（Examiner）杂志社担任编辑并撰文，后因支持废奴并涉嫌以言论攻击王储而入狱。在狱中，他仍坚持出版《考察者》，被公众视为争取言论自由的英雄。他独具慧眼地将雪莱、济慈的诗歌介绍给大众，他与这二人的交往亦是文坛佳话。



本文节选自1823年发表在《考察者》上的文章，为作者旅居意大利时所写。该文后来收入1834年出版的《向导与同伴》（The Indicator, and the Companion）一书。亨特为人率性，以灵动的文字展示了对书的热爱，同时也毫不掩饰对宏伟书房的厌恶，他一本正经地开列“不还书”条款时流露出的孩子气更是令人莞尔。

[image: ]



Sitting, last winter, among my books, and walled round with all the comfort and protection which they and my fire-side could afford me; to wit, a table of high-piled books at my back, my writing-desk on one side of me, some shelves on the other, and the feeling of the warm fire at my feet, I began to consider how I loved the authors of those books; how I loved them, too, not only for the imaginative pleasures they afforded me, but for their making me love the very books themselves, and delight to be in contact with them. I looked sideways at my Spenser, my Theocritus, and my Arabian Nights; then above them at my Italian poets; then behind me at my Dryden and Pope, my romances, and my Boccaccio; then on my left side at my Chaucer, who lay on a writing-desk; and thought how natural it was in C. L. to give a kiss to an old folio, as I once saw him do to Chapman’s Homer. At the same time I wondered how he could sit in that front room of his with nothing but a few unfeeling tables and chairs, or at best a few engravings in trim frames, instead of putting a couple of arm-chairs into the back-room with the books in it, where there is but one window. Would I were there, with both the chairs properly filled, and one or two more besides! “We had talk, Sir,”—the only talk capable of making one forget the books.



I entrench myself in my books equally against sorrow and the weather. If the wind comes through a passage, I look about to see how I can fence it off by a better disposition of my moveables; if a melancholy thought is importunate, I give another glance at my Spenser. When I speak of being in contact with my books, I mean it literally. I like to lean

去年冬天，我坐在一堆书中间，被书与炉火带来的舒适感与安全感团团包围。也就是说，我背后是一桌摞得高高的书，写字台在我的一边，另一边是几个书架。我一边把脚烤得暖暖的，一边想着我有多爱这些书的作者，多爱这些书——不仅因为它们给我带来了想象的愉悦，还因为它们让我爱上了这些书本身，让我与它们接触时感到快乐。我看看身边的斯宾塞1 、忒奥克里托斯2和《一千零一夜》，以及它们上面的意大利诗人；又看看我身后的德莱顿、蒲柏、浪漫小说和薄伽丘；再看着我左手边写字台上的乔叟。我想着，查尔斯•兰姆亲吻一册古旧的对开本其实是多么自然的事，因为我见过他亲吻查普曼译的《荷马史诗》。同时我又想知道，他怎么能做到一直坐在那么简陋的前厅（那里只有几张冷冰冰的桌椅，最多还有几幅镶框的版画），而不是在藏书的后室里摆几把扶手椅（那里起码还有一扇窗户）。如果是我的话，不仅会在两间房里都摆上扶手椅，而且还会多放一两张！“我们可以聊天，先生。”——这是唯一能让人忘记书的话。



我躲进书堆抵御悲伤和坏天气。如果穿廊风刮来，我便四下看看，换个好位置躲避穿廊风；如果愁思挥不去，我便再看一眼我的斯宾塞。我说的“与书接触”，指的是字面意思。

my head against them. Living in a southern climate, though in a part sufficiently northern to feel the winter, I was obliged, during that season, to take some of the books out of the study, and hang them up near the fireplace in the sitting-room, which is the only room that has such a convenience. I therefore walled myself in, as well I could, in the manner above-mentioned. I took a walk every day, to the astonishment of the Genoese, who used to huddle against a bit of sunny wall, like flies on a chimney-piece; but I did this only that I might so much the more enjoy my English evening. The fire was a wood fire instead of a coal; but I imagined myself in the country. I remembered at the very worst, that one end of my native land was not nearer the other than England is to Italy.



While writing this article I am in my study again. Like the rooms in all houses in this country, which are not hovels, it is handsome and ornamented. On one side it looks towards a garden and the mountains; on another to the mountains and the sea. What signifies all this? I turn my back upon the sea; I shut up even one of the side windows looking upon the mountains, and retain no prospect but that of the trees. On the right and left of me are book-shelves; a book-case is affectionately open in front of me; and thus kindly enclosed with my books and the green leaves, I write. If all this is too luxurious and effeminate, of all luxuries it is the one that leaves you the most strength. And this is to be said for scholarship in general. It unfits a man for activity, for his bodily part in the world; but it often doubles both the power and the sense of his mental duties; and with much indignation against his body, and more against those who tyrannize

我喜欢把头斜靠在书上。虽然我住在南方，但这里离北方很近，能感觉到冬天的气息。每当冬天来临，我就得把一些书从书房搬出来，高高地堆在起居室的壁炉旁，因为只有起居室里有壁炉。因此，我用刚才说过的方法，尽量把自己包围起来。我每天都散步，这种习惯让热那亚人震惊。他们习惯于倚在洒着阳光的墙上，就像苍蝇停在烟囱上一样。但我这么做，只是为了更好地享受我的英式夜晚。虽然壁炉里烧的不是煤块，而是木柴；但我想象自己身处乡村。我想到了最坏的情况：从我祖国的一端到另一端，不会比从英格兰到意大利更近。



写这篇文章时，我又回到了书房。它像本国所有的书房一样，不是简陋的小间，而是宽敞明亮、装饰得当的大屋子。书房的一侧面朝花园与群山，另一侧面朝峰峦与大海。这一切意味着什么呢？我转身背对大海，甚至只要关上一扇朝着峰峦的窗，看见的就只有树了。我左右两边都是书架；前面则是亲切敞开着的书橱。在群书与绿叶贴心的环绕中，我埋头写作。如果说这些都太奢侈、太柔美，那么在所有的奢侈中，写作是最能给人力量的。学术通常来说都是这样。它使人远离运动，虽然对身体不好，但往往能让人的精神力量和使命感成倍增强。文人们对自己的身体感到愤怒，对限制人类心

over the intellectual claims of mankind, the man of letters, like the magician of old, is prepared “to play the devil” with the great men of this world, in a style that astonishes both the sword and the toga.



I do not like this fine large study. I like elegance. I like room to breathe in, and even walk about, when I want to breathe and walk about. I like a great library next my study; but for the study itself, give me a small snug place, almost entirely walled with books. There should be only one window in it, looking upon trees. Some prefer a place with few, or no books at all–nothing but a chair or a table, like Epictetus; but I should say that these were philosophers, not lovers of books, if I did not recollect that Montaigne was both. He had a study in a round tower, walled as aforesaid. It is true, one forgets one’s books while writing–at least they say so. For my part, I think I have them in a sort of sidelong mind’s eye; like a second thought, which is none–like a waterfall, or a whispering wind.



I dislike a grand library to study in. I mean an immense apartment, with books all in Museum order, especially wire-safed. I say nothing against the Museum itself, or public libraries. They are capital places to go to, but not to sit in; and talking of this, I hate to read in public, and in strange company. The jealous silence; the dissatisfied looks of the messengers; the inability to help yourself; the not knowing whether you really ought to trouble the messengers, much less the gentleman in black,

智发展之人更感愤怒。他们像旧时的术士一样，准备给当世的伟人“捣捣乱”，让军人和政客们都吃吃惊。



我不喜欢这间漂亮的大书房。我喜欢雅致的。我喜欢想呼吸便能呼吸、想走动便能走动的房间。我喜欢书房旁边有个大藏书室；而至于书房本身，给我一间四壁几乎都摆满书的舒适小房间就好。它应该只有一扇面朝树林的窗。有些人喜欢没什么书或是根本没有书的书房——比如，爱比克泰德3，他的书房里只有一把椅子或一张桌子；但我想说这些人都是哲学家，而非爱书人，不过我又想起蒙田，他两者皆是。他的书房在一座圆塔里，像上文所说的那样四壁全是书。没错，一个人在写作时会忘记自己的书——至少他们自己这么说。于我而言，我想我用心灵之眼的余光看着它们，就像是换换脑子——这就如同瀑布或微风一样，算不了什么。



我不喜欢在宏伟的图书馆里做研究。我指的是在一栋巨大的房子里，所有书都像在博物馆里那样排列，尤其还安了保险装置。我并不是讨厌博物馆或公共图书馆。这些地方非常适合参观，但不适合坐在里面。说到这个，我还想说，我讨厌在公共场所阅读，讨厌和陌生人一起阅读。陌生人沉默的猜忌、管理员不满的表情、不能随心所欲地看书、不知道该不该麻烦管理员或那位可能是半个托管人的黑衣或棕衣绅

or brown who is, perhaps, half a trustee; with a variety of other jarrings between privacy and publicity, prevent one’s settling heartily to work. They say “they manage these things better in France;” and I dare say they do; but I think I should feel still more distrait in France, in spite of the benevolence of the servitors, and the generous profusion of pen, ink, and paper. I should feel as if I were doing nothing but interchanging amenities with polite writers.



…

A grand private library, which the master of the house also makes his study, never looks to me like a real place of books, much less of authorship. I cannot take kindly to it. It is certainly not out of envy; for three parts of the books are generally trash, and I can seldom think of the rest and the proprietor together. It reminds me of a fine gentleman, of a collector, of a patron, of Gil Blas and the Marquis of Marialva; of anything but genius and comfort. I have a particular hatred of a round table (not the Round Table, for that was a dining one) covered and irradiated with books; and never met with one in the house of a clever man but once. It is the reverse of Montaigne’s Round Tower. Instead of bringing the books around you, they all seem turning another way, and eluding your hands.



…

士、公共领域与私人领域间的其他各种摩擦，这些都让人无法全心投入工作。人们说“法国人把这些事处理得更好”，我敢说确实如此。但我认为，尽管法国有和善的侍从，有充足的钢笔、墨水和纸张，但我在那里会更加分心。我会觉得自己不过是在和客客气气的作家们相互致意。



……



对于一间豪华的私人藏书室，有的人也会把它用作书房，但在我看来，它不是真正属于书的地方，更不是适合写作的地方。我没法对它有好感。这当然不是出于嫉妒，因为通常其中十分之三的书都是垃圾，剩下的书也和主人没什么关系。这让我想起一位优秀的绅士，一位收藏家，一位资助人，想起《吉尔[image: ]布拉斯》4和马里亚尔瓦侯爵，但绝对想不起“天才”和“舒适”这两个词。我尤其憎恶摆满书的圆桌（不是亚瑟王的圆桌，因为那张是餐桌），而且在聪明人的家里也就见过一次。这种圆桌与蒙田的圆塔恰恰相反。它不但没能把书带到你周围，反而让书转向别处，从你手中逃开。

…

I own I borrow books with as much facility as I lend. I cannot see a work that interests me on another person's shelf, without a wish to carry it off; but, I repeat, that I have been much more sinned against than sinning in the article of non-return; and am scrupulous in the article of intention. I never had a felonious intent upon a book but once; and then I shall only say, it was under circumstances so peculiar, that I cannot but look upon the conscience that induced me to restore it, as having sacrificed the spirit of its very self to the letter; and I have a grudge against it accordingly. Some people are unwilling to lend their books. I have a special grudge against them, particularly those who accompany their unwillingness with uneasy professions to the contrary, and smiles like Sir Fretful Plagiary. The friend who helped to spoil my notions of property, or rather to make them too good for the world “as it goes,” taught me also to undervalue my squeamishness in refusing to avail myself of the books of these gentlemen. He showed me how it was doing good to all parties to put an ordinary-face on the matter; though I know his own blushed not a little sometimes in doing it, even when the good to be done was for another. I feel in truth, that even when anger inclines me to exercise this privilege of philosophy, it is more out of revenge than contempt. I fear that in allowing myself to borrow books, I sometimes make extremes meet in a very sinful manner, and do it out of a refined revenge.

我承认，我找别人借书就像借书给别人一样容易。一看见别人的书架上有一本我感兴趣的书，我就忍不住想把它拿走。但我要重申，借书不还这件事，我受害的次数比犯错的次数多得多，而且我起这个念头时很小心。我仅对书起过一次罪恶的念头，而且我只能说，当时情况特殊，我的良心驱使我还书，但我着实是牺牲了良心。因此，我对这种事心怀怨气。有些人不愿意出借藏书，我对他们尤为怨恨，尤其是那些明明心里不情愿，表面上却不承认，还像弗雷特福•普拉贾里爵士5一样微笑的人。曾经有位朋友毁掉了我的“财产观念”，或者说，是他让我在任何方面都会把财产看得很重。他还教我，在拒绝利用这些绅士的书时不要太过拘谨。他告诉我，淡定自如地应付这种事对双方都有什么样的好处；但我知道，他自己应付这种事时常常会闹个大红脸，即便他是为了给对方台阶下。事实上，我觉得，即使是愤怒促使我装作满不在乎，但更多的还是为了报复，而不是表示轻蔑。我担心，如果我允许自己向别人借书，有时我会为了维持“收支平衡”而采取不道德的手段来进行精心筹划的报复。


1埃德蒙.斯宾塞（Edmund Spenser，1552—1599），英国文艺复兴时期的伟大诗人。

2忒奥克里托斯（Theocritus，约前310—250），古希腊诗人，西方田园诗的创始人。

3爱比克泰德（Epictetus，约55—约135），古罗马斯多葛派哲学家，希腊哲学思想的集大成者。

4《吉尔.布拉斯》（Gil Blas），法国作家阿兰.勒内.勒萨日的小说，马里亚尔瓦侯爵是小说中的人物，曾提拔过吉尔.布拉斯。

5弗雷特福.普拉贾里爵士（Sir Fretful Plagiary），英国戏剧家理查德.布林斯利.谢里登的戏剧《批评家》中的人物。
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Childhood Memory 儿时回忆

Sarah Margaret Fuller Ossoli

萨拉.玛格丽特.富勒.奥索利


作者简介

萨拉・玛格丽特・富勒.奥索利（Sarah Margaret Fuller Ossoli，1810—1850），美国记者、评论家、女权主义者，曾担任超验主义杂志《日晷》（The Dial）和《纽约论坛报》（The New York Tribune）的编辑，是美国第一位全职女性书评家。她于1845年发表了女权主义代表作《十九世纪的女人》（Woman in the Nineteenth Century），一年后作为首名女记者前往欧洲并参加革命。1850年举家前往美国，途中遭遇沉船，一家三口无一幸免。



本文节选自1852年出版的《玛格丽特・富勒・奥索利回忆录》（Memoirs of Margaret Fuller Ossoli），讲述了这位传奇女性平凡而又不平凡的童年。孩子在阳光下玩耍是一种幸福，他们能慢慢积累经验；在成长道路上得遇良师是另一种幸福，受到三位伟大作家影响的作者正是如此。玛格丽特这朵早慧的小花，在书籍的熏陶下，安静地绽放出灿烂的思想。
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There was, in the house, no apartment appropriated to the purpose of a library, but there was in my father’s room a large closet filled with books, and to these I had free access when the task-work of the day was done. Its window overlooked wide fields, gentle slopes, a rich and smiling country, whose aspect pleased without much occupying the eye, while a range of blue hills, rising at about twelve miles distance, allured to reverie. “Distant mountains,” says Tieck, “excite the fancy, for beyond them we place the scene of our Paradise.” Thus, in the poems of fairy adventure, we climb the rocky barrier, pass fearless its dragon caves, and dark pine forests, and find the scene of enchantment in the vale behind. My hopes were never so definite, but my eye was constantly allured to that distant blue range, and I would sit, lost in fancies, till tears fell on my cheek. I loved this sadness; but only in later years.



Melancholy attends on the best joys of a merely ideal life; else I should call most happy the hours in the garden, the hours in the book closet. Here were the best French writers of the last century; for my father had been more than half a Jacobin, in the time when the French Republic cast its glare of promise over the world. Here, too, were the Queen Anne authors, his models, and the English novelists; but among them I found none that charmed me. Smollett, Fielding, and the like, deal too broadly with the coarse actualities of life. The best of their men and women—-so merely natural, with the nature found every day—-do not meet our hopes. Sometimes the simple picture,

我家没有哪个房间适合作书房，但我父亲的房间里有一个塞满书的大壁橱，我只要做完每天的功课就能自由出入看书。窗外田野广袤、山坡平缓，乡村富饶而美好，放眼望去令人心旷神怡；大约12英里远处有起伏的青山，诱人无限遐想。蒂克1曾说：“远山总能激发人的想象，因为我们视山外为天堂。”因此，在奇境探险类诗歌中，我们攀岩山、闯龙穴、穿林海，在山谷外发现迷人风光。我的愿望从未如此确切，但我的目光始终被远方连绵的青山吸引。这时，我会坐下来，迷失在幻想中，直至泪水从双颊滑落。不过，多年之后我才爱上这种忧伤。



只有在理想的生活中，忧伤才会与最欢乐的时光为伴；但在我看来，最欢乐的时光是在花园里和书橱中。这里有上个世纪法国最优秀作家的作品，因为我父亲在法兰西共和国2风头正盛的时候是半个雅各宾派3。这里还有被他视为偶像的安妮女王时期的作家以及英国小说家的作品；但我对他们都没什么兴趣。斯摩莱特、菲尔丁之类的作家毫不掩饰地探讨了现实生活的阴暗面，他们笔下最优秀的男女——他们是如此逼真，如同平常人一般——却并不符合我们的期望。不过

warm with life and the light of the common sun, cannot fail to charm–as in the wedded love of Fielding’s Amelia–but it is at a later day, when the mind is trained to comparison, that we learn to prize excellence like this as it deserves. Early youth is prince-like: it will bend only to “the king, my father.” Various kinds of excellence please, and leave their impression, but the most commanding, alone, are duly acknowledged at that all-exacting age.



Three great authors it was my fortune to meet at this important period, –all, though of unequal, yet congenial powers, —-all of rich and wide, rather than aspiring genius, –all free to the extent of the horizon their eye took in, –all fresh with impulse, racy with experience; never to be lost sight of, or superseded, but always to be apprehended more and more.



Ever memorable is the day on which I first took a volume of SHAKESPEARE in my hand to read. It was on a Sunday.



This day was punctiliously set apart in our house. We had family prayers, for which there was no time on other days. Our dinners were different, and our clothes. We went to church. My father put some limitations on my reading, but–blesses him for the gentleness which has left me a pleasant feeling for the day! –he did not prescribe what was, but only what was not, to be done. And the liberty this left was a large one. “You must not read a novel, or a play;” but all other books, the worst, or the best, were open to me. The distinction was merely-technical. The day was pleasing to me, as relieving me from the routine of tasks and recitations;

有时，平凡无奇的简单图景也不乏魅力，比如菲尔丁的《阿米莉亚》中讲述的婚后的爱情。但只有当我们学会比较之后，才会给予它应有的赞赏。年轻人就像王子：只愿向“父王”臣服。各种各样的精彩作品令他们愉悦，给他们留下印象，但只有最杰出的，才能获得这个年龄段挑剔的读者的认可。



在这段重要的时期，我有幸遇到了三位伟大的作家。他们虽然能力参差，但性格相近；他们虽非天赋异禀，但都博学广知；他们都眼界宽广，心至笔随；他们都历经人生百态，拥有赤诚活力；他们从未被忽视或为人所取代，总能让人理解得越来越深刻。



我第一次手捧莎士比亚作品阅读的那天值得永世铭记。那是一个周日。

我家会小心翼翼地留出周日这一天。因为平时都没有时间，所以会在这一天做家庭祈祷。这天的正餐和着装都与平日不同，还会去教堂做礼拜。父亲还对我的读物做些限制，但是——感谢他的仁慈让我那一天如此开心！——他不会指定我读什么书，只告诉我不能读什么书。如此一来，我的选择余地就大了。“你不许读小说或戏剧”；至于其他的书，无论是最好的还是最糟糕的，都任由我选。这不过是严格意义上的区分。我喜欢这一天，因为它将我从日常的功课和背

it gave me freer play than usual, and there were fewer things occurred in its course, which reminded me of the divisions of time; still the church-going, where I heard nothing that had any connection with the inward life, and these rules, gave me associations with the day of empty formalities, and arbitrary restrictions; but though the forbidden book or walk always seemed more charming then, I was seldom tempted to disobey.



This Sunday–I was only eight years old–I took from the bookshelf a volume lettered SHAKESPEARE. It was not the first time I had looked at it, but before I had been deterred from attempting to read, by the broken appearance along the page, and preferred smooth narrative. But this time I held in my hand Romeo and Juliet long enough to get my eye fastened to the page. It was a cold winter afternoon. I took the book to the parlor fire, and had there been seated an hour or two, when my father looked up and asked what I was reading so intently. “Shakespeare,” replied the child, merely raising her eye from the page. “Shakespeare, —-that won’t do; that’s no book for Sunday; go put it away and take another.” I went as I was bid, but took no other. Returning to my seat, the unfinished story, the personages to whom I was but just introduced, thronged and burnt my brain. I could not bear it long; such a lure it was impossible to resist. I went and brought the book again. There were several guests present, and I had got half through the play before I again attracted attention. “What is that child about that she don’t hear a word that’s said to her?” quoth my aunt. “What are you reading?” said my father. “Shakespeare” was again the

诵中解放出来，让我比平时玩得更自由。这一天总是按部就班，很少有别的事情发生，这就提醒我每个时间段该做不同的事情。我会去教堂，但听不见任何与内心世界有关的东西，那些条条框框会让我想起空洞的礼节和专制的约束。尽管那时候读禁书或散步似乎总是更加具有诱惑力，但我很少想过违背父亲的话。



这个周日——我只有八岁——我从书架上拿了一本写有“莎士比亚”字样的书。这不是我第一次看见它，但以前一直没有读下去的想法，因为书页太破旧了，而且我以前更喜欢读流畅的故事。但这一次我久久捧读《罗密欧与朱丽叶》，眼光都快固定在书页上了。那是一个寒冬的下午，我把书拿到客厅的壁炉旁，坐在那儿读了一两个小时，直到父亲抬起头来，问我读什么读得那么入神。“莎士比亚”，小小的我只是从书上抬了抬眼回答道。“莎士比亚——那可不行。那不是周日看的书，放回去换一本。”我照吩咐把书放了回去，但没有换别的书。回到座位上，我的脑海里全是没读完的故事和刚结识的人物。我忍受不了了，这个诱惑实在无法抗拒。于是我又走过去把书拿了回来。当时家里来了几位客人，我把书读了一半时才有人注意到我。我舅妈说道：“这孩子怎么了？和她说话怎么一个字都没听见？”“你在读什么呢？”

reply, in a clear, though somewhat impatient, tone. “How?” said my father angrily, —then restraining himself before his guests, —“Give me the book and go directly to bed.”



Into my little room no care of his anger followed me. Alone in the dark, I thought only of the scene placed by the poet before my eye, where the free flow of life, sudden and graceful dialogue, and forms, whether grotesque or fair, seen in the broad luster of his imagination, gave just what I wanted, and brought home the life I seemed born to live. My fancies swarmed like bees, as I contrived the rest of the story; —what all would do, what say, where go. My confinement tortured me. I could not go forth from this prison to ask after these friends; I could not make my pillow of the dreams about them which yet I could not forbear to frame. Thus I was absorbed when my father entered. He felt it right before going to rest to reason with me about my disobedience, shown in a way, as he considered so insolent. I listened, but could not feel interested in what he said, nor turn my mind from what engaged it. He went away really grieved at my impenitence, and quite at a loss to understand conduct in me so unusual.



Often since I have seen the same misunderstanding between parent and child, —the parent thrusting the morale, the discipline, of life upon the child, when just engrossed by some game of real importance and great leadings to it. That is only a wooden horse to the father, —the child was careering to distant scenes of conquest and crusade, through a country of elsewhere unimagined beauty…

父亲问。“莎士比亚”，还是那个回答，清晰干脆，但语气中带着点不耐烦。“怎么回事？”父亲生气了，但在客人面前压住了火气。“把书给我，直接上床去。”



我回到自己的小房间，并不在乎他的怒气。我独自待在黑暗中，只想着诗人呈现在我眼前的场景。那里有自由的生活，意外而优雅的对白，无论是怪诞还是美好的形象都闪耀着诗人想象的光芒。它带给我渴望的东西，展示了我似乎应该过的生活。我的想象如蜂群云集，编织着余下的情节——所有角色会做什么、会说什么、会去哪里。关禁闭折磨着我。我无法离开这个牢笼，去问候那些朋友；我无法躺在枕上入梦，抑制我恣意的想象。就这样，父亲进屋时我还在出神。他觉得应该在睡前和我讲讲我那叛逆的做法，因为在他看来我那样很无礼。我听着，但对他所说的话无动于衷，心中依然没有停止想象。父亲离开了，对我的无心悔改感到很伤心。他不理解是什么导致了我反常的举动。



从那时起，我经常看见父母和子女出现这种误解——孩子全神贯注地投入某个重要游戏时，家长却横插一杠，用生活中的道德和纪律来约束孩子。父亲眼里的一匹木马，在孩子看来，却是穿越无比美丽的国度、奔赴远方征战的坐骑… …

My attention thus fixed on Shakespeare, I returned to him at every hour I could command. Here was a counterpoise to my Romans, still more forcible than the little garden. My author could read the Roman nature too, —read it in the sternness of Coriolanus, and in the varied wealth of Caesar. But he viewed these men of will as only one kind of men; he kept them in their place and I found that he, who could understand the Roman, yet expressed in Hamlet a deeper thought.



In Cervantes, I found far less productive talent, —indeed, a far less powerful genius, —but the same wide wisdom, a discernment piercing the shows and symbols of existence, yet rejoicing in them all, both for their own life, and as signs of the unseen reality. Not that Cervantes philosophized, —his genius was too deeply philosophical for that; he took things as they came before him, and saw their actual relations and bearings. Thus the work he produced was of deep meaning, though he might never have expressed that meaning to himself. It was left implied in the whole. A Coleridge comes and calls Don Quixote the pure Reason, and Sancho the Understanding. Cervantes made no such distinctions in his own mind; but he had seen and suffered enough to bring out all his faculties, and to make him comprehend the higher as well as the lower part of our nature. Sancho is too amusing and sagacious to be contemptible; the Don too noble and clear-sighted towards absolute truth, to be ridiculous. And we are pleased to see manifested in this way, how the lower must follow and serve the higher, despite its jeering mistrust and the stubborn realities which break up the plans of this pure-minded champion.

就这样，我被莎士比亚迷住了，一有机会就读他的作品。我喜欢他正如我喜爱罗马人，他比小花园更令我着迷。从科里奥兰纳斯4的严苛和恺撒的财富看来，他似乎读懂了罗马人的天性。但他将这些人视作一类人，让他们各得其所。我发现，理解罗马人天性的他在哈姆雷特身上表达了更深刻的思想。



我发现，虽然塞万提斯的创造力和天赋确实远逊于莎翁，但他同样睿智，他能够敏锐地洞察人们生活中的现象和未知现实的迹象，同时也发现蕴含其中的快乐。塞万提斯没有进行哲学探讨——他的天赋远远超越了哲学。事物在他眼前如何呈现，他便如何下笔，而且他还能看到事物之间的本质联系。因此，尽管他从未刻意去表达，但他的作品具有深刻的含义。这种深义隐藏于整个作品中。柯勒律治称堂吉诃德为“纯理性”，称桑丘为“理解”。塞万提斯本人没有做这种区分，但他发现了并竭尽所能地了解人性的好与坏。桑丘太过滑稽与精明，以至于没人会鄙视他；堂吉诃德则过于高尚，对“绝对真理”的看法过于清醒，以至于没人说他荒谬。我们乐于看这种展示，看身份低下之人如何跟随并服侍高贵之人，尽管这其中带着嘲讽的怀疑，并且严酷的现实打破了这位心地纯洁的勇士的计划。

The effect produced on the mind is nowise that described by Byron: —

“Cervantes smiled Spain’s chivalry away.”



On the contrary, who is not conscious of a sincere reverence for the Don, prancing forth on his gaunt steed? Who would not rather be he than any of the persons who laugh at him? —Yet the one we would wish to be is thyself, Cervantes, unconquerable spirit! Gaining flavor and color like wine from every change, while being carried round the world; in whose eye the serene sagacious laughter could not be dimmed by poverty, slavery, or unsuccessful authorship. Thou art to us still more the Man, though less the Genius, than Shakespeare; thou dost not evade our sight, but, holding the lamp to thine own magic shows, dost enjoy them with us.



My third friend was Moliere, one very much lower, both in range and depth, than the others, but as far as he goes, of the same character. Nothing secluded or partial is there about his genius, —a man of the world, and a man by himself, as he is. It was, indeed, only the poor social world of Paris that he saw, but he viewed it from the firm foundations of his manhood and every lightest laugh rings from a clear perception, and teaches life anew.



These men were all alike in this, —they loved the natural history of man. Not what he should be, but what he is, was the favorite subject of their thought. Whenever a noble leading opened to the eye new paths of light, they rejoiced; but it was never fancy, but always fact, that inspired

它对心灵造成的影响绝不是拜伦描述的那样：

“塞万提斯用微笑驱散了西班牙的骑士精神。”



相反，对这位驱使胯下瘦马前行的大师，有谁不会致以由衷的敬意？有谁愿意成为嘲笑他的人，而不愿成为他呢？然而，我们渴望成为的是塞万提斯本人，以及那不屈的精神！他就像葡萄酒一般，在环游世界的过程中，从每次转变中获取风味和色彩；在他的眼中，贫穷、被奴役、不幸的身份都不能遮盖明朗而充满智慧的笑声。在我们看来，尽管他的作品相比莎士比亚的少了几分才华，但是更有人情味。他不但不逃避我们的目光，反而揭开自己的魔术表演，与我们一同享受欢乐。



我的第三位朋友是莫里哀。他的作品虽然在深度和广度上都远不及前两位，但他同样有特点。关于他的天赋，没什么可隐瞒或偏袒的——正如他本人一样，精通世故，坚持自我。没错，他只见识过巴黎穷人的社交圈，但他以自己所处的环境为坚实基础，依靠洞察力捕捉到了最亮眼的喜剧元素，重塑了生活。



这几位有一个共同点——他们热爱人类自然的天性。他们最爱思考的不是人应该怎么样，而是人本来是什么样。每当眼前铺开一条新路，他们便欣喜万分；但激发他们灵感的

them. They loved a thorough penetration of the murkiest dens, and most tangled paths of nature; they did not spin from the desires of their own special natures, but reconstructed the world from materials which they collected on every side. Thus their influence upon me was not to prompt me to follow out thought in myself so much as to detect it everywhere, for each of these men is not only a nature, but a happy interpreter of many natures. They taught me to distrust all invention which is not based on a wide experience. Perhaps, too, they taught me to overvalue an outward experience at the expense of inward growth; but all this I did not appreciate till later.



It will be seen that my youth was not unfriended, since those great minds came to me in kindness. A moment of action in one’s self, however, is worth an age of apprehension through others; not that our deeds are better, but that they produce a renewal of our being. I have had more productive moments and of deeper joy, but never hours of more tranquil pleasure than those in which these demi-gods visited me, —and with a smile so familiar, that I imagined the world to be full of such. They did me good, for by them a standard was early given of sight and thought, from which I could never go back, and beneath which I cannot suffer patiently my own life or that of any friend to fall. They did me harm, too, for the child fed with meat instead of milk becomes too soon mature. Expectations and desires were thus early raised, after which I must long toil before they can be realized. How poor the scene around, how tame one’s own existence, how meagre and faint every power, with these beings

往往不是想象，而是事实。他们喜爱深刻洞察最黑暗的洞穴和最错综复杂的人性；他们不是依靠一己私欲来写作，而是通过多方收集材料来重建世界。因此，在他们的影响下，我不仅探究自身的思想，更多的是去各处探寻——因为这些人都不只探索了一种人性，而是巧妙地解释了众多人性。他们教会我，不要相信那些不以广泛的体验为基础的作品。或许，他们还教会我，忽略内心的成长而重视亲身体验。但这些都是我后来才意识到的。



我的童年看来并不缺少朋友，因为有这些伟大作家的亲切陪伴。然而，一个人瞬间的行为是值得别人花些时间去理解的；这不是因为我们的行为更好，而是因为它们能让我们的生活焕然一新。我有过更多产、更快乐的时刻，但都不如这些半神5的来访更让我平静——他们那熟悉的微笑，让我想象整个世界都充满了微笑。他们对我有益，因为他们在我小时候就为我的眼光和思想设定了无法逆转的标准，让我无法眼睁睁看着自己或朋友的生活沉沦；同时，他们也对我有害，因为不喝奶光吃肉长大的孩子太早熟。我早早萌生了期待和欲望，所以在实现它们之前将饱受折磨。心中存在这些念头时，周遭环境显得那么可怜，自身显得那么孱弱，每一种力量都

in my mind! Often I must cast them quite aside in order to grow in my small way, and not sink into despair. Certainly I do not wish that instead of these masters I had read baby books, written down to children and with such ignorant dullness that they blunt the senses and corrupt the tastes of the still plastic human being. But I do wish that I had read no books at all till later, —that I had lived with toys, and played in the open air. Children should not cull the fruits of reflection and observation early, but expand in the sun, and let thoughts come to them. They should not through books antedate their actual experiences, but should take them gradually, as sympathy and interpretation are needed. With me, much of life was devoured in the bud.
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显得那么无力和苍白！我常常得将这些念头抛在一边，用自己的方式长大，不让自己陷入绝望。当然，我不希望用童蒙读物取代这些大师杰作。那些写给孩子的书无知而乏味，在孩子的天性尚处于可塑阶段时，削弱了他们的感知，降低了他们的品位。不过我倒是希望长大一点后再读书，在那之前与玩具相伴、去户外玩耍。孩子不应过早采撷沉思与观察之果，而应在阳光下尽情舒展，让思想来找他们。他们不应提前从书中获得经验，而应慢慢积累经验，因为读书需要共鸣和解读。至于我，孩提时就拥有大半辈子的经验了。
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孩子不应过早采撷沉思与观察之果，而应在阳光下尽情舒展，让思想来找他们。

Sarah Margaret Fuller Ossoli 萨拉[image: ]格丽特[image: ]富勒[image: ]奥索利
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1约翰.路德维希.蒂克（Johann Ludwig Tieck，1773—1853），德国诗人、小说家，德国浪漫主义文学的发起人之一。

2此处指的是法国革命家马克西米连.佛朗索瓦.马里.伊西多.德.罗伯斯庇尔（Maximilien Francois Marie Isidore de Robespierre，1758—1794）领导下的法兰西共和国。

3雅各宾派（Jacobin），法国大革命时期参加雅各宾俱乐部的资产阶级激进派政治团体。

4《科里奥兰纳斯》（Coriolanus），莎士比亚晚年撰写的一部罗马历史悲剧。

5指前面提及的三位作家。
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My Bondage and My Freedom 我的枷锁与我的自由

Frederick Douglass

弗雷德里克.道格拉斯


作者简介

弗雷德里克・道格拉斯（Frederick Douglass，1817—1895），美国社会改革家、演说家、作家和政治家。他曾为奴隶，后成功脱逃。他终生致力于废奴运动，为争取平等的人权而奋斗。他的三部自传，包括《弗雷德里克.道格拉斯：一个美国奴隶的自述》（Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave）、《我的枷锁与我的自由》（My Bondage and My Freedom）和《道格拉斯的生平和时代》（Life and Times of Frederick Douglass），生动地描述了自己的奴隶生涯和争取自由的奋斗历程。



1855年出版的《我的枷锁与我的自由》是道格拉斯的第二本自传。本文节选自该书第十章。因愚昧无知而衍生的软弱和麻木是可悲的，只有知识才能带来全新的理念和改变。一本书的出现，像灯塔一般为道格拉斯驱散了阴霾、指明了方向。且让我们跟随作者，感受初涉书海给他带来的喜悦与痛苦。
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When I was about thirteen years old, and had succeeded in learning to read, every increase of knowledge, especially respecting the FREE STATES, added something to the almost intolerable burden of the thought—“I AM A SLAVE FOR LIFE.” To my bondage I saw no end. It was a terrible reality, and I shall never be able to tell how sadly that thought chafed my young spirit. Fortunately, or unfortunately, about this time in my life, I had made enough money to buy what was then a very popular school book, viz: the Columbian Orator. I bought this addition to my library, of Mr. Knight, on Thames street, Fell’s Point, Baltimore, and paid him fifty cents for it. I was first led to buy this book, by hearing some little boys say that they were going to learn some little pieces out of it for the Exhibition. This volume was, indeed, a rich treasure, and every opportunity afforded me, for a time, was spent in diligently perusing it.



Among much other interesting matter, that which I had perused and reperused with unflagging satisfaction was a short dialogue between a master and his slave. The slave is represented as having been recaptured, in a second attempt to run away; and the master opens the dialogue with an upbraiding speech, charging the slave with ingratitude, and demanding to know what he has to say in his own defense. Thus upbraided, and thus called upon to reply, the slave rejoins, that he knows how little anything that he can say will avail, seeing that he is completely in the hands of his owner; and with noble resolution, calmly says, “I submit to my fate.” Touched by the slave’s answer, the master insists upon his further speaking, and recapitulates the many acts of kindness which he

我13岁左右已学会读书，每每学到新的知识，尤其是与自由州有关的知识，“终生为奴”这个思想负担在我心中就愈发沉重，让我几乎无法承受。我的奴役岁月看起来永无尽头。这可怕的现实刺痛了我幼小的心灵，那种悲伤我永远也无法形容。不知道该说幸运还是不幸，那时我已挣够钱来买一本当时非常流行的教科书，即《伟大的演讲》。巴尔的摩市费尔区的泰晤士街上有位奈特先生，我花了50美分从他那里买了这本书，并且纳入收藏品中。我想买这本书，一开始是因为几个小男孩说要背其中的几篇文章，为学校展览会1做准备。这本书可真是一座大宝藏。那时，我一有机会就会认真读它。



在众多有趣的故事中，有一段主人与奴隶的简短对话，我曾乐此不疲地反复细读。文中，奴隶在第二次试图逃跑时被抓了回来；主人一上来就破口大骂，指责奴隶忘恩负义，问他还有什么话可说。在主人的责问下，奴隶回答说他知道怎么说都没用，因为自己的命运完全掌握在主人的手中。他不失尊严地、坚决而平静地说：“我接受我的命运。”主人被奴隶的回答打动了，坚持让他继续说下去。主人列举了自

has performed toward the slave, and tells him he is permitted to speak for himself. Thus invited to the debate, the quondam slave made a spirited defense of himself, and thereafter the whole argument, for and against slavery, was brought out. The master was vanquished at every turn in the argument; and seeing himself to be thus vanquished, he generously and meekly emancipates the slave, with his best wishes for his prosperity. It is scarcely necessary to say, that a dialogue, with such an origin, and such an ending—read when the fact of my being a slave was a constant burden of grief—powerfully affected me; and I could not help feeling that the day might come, when the well-directed answers made by the slave to the master, in this instance, would find their counterpart in myself.



This, however, was not all the fanaticism which I found in this Columbian Orator. I met there one of Sheridan’s mighty speeches, on the subject of Catholic Emancipation, Lord Chatham’s speech on the American war, and speeches by the great William Pitt and by Fox. These were all choice documents to me, and I read them, over and over again, with an interest that was ever increasing, because it was ever gaining in intelligence; for the more I read them, the better I understood them. The reading of these speeches added much to my limited stock of language, and enabled me to give tongue to many interesting thoughts, which had frequently flashed through my soul, and died away for want of utterance. The mighty power and heart-searching directness of truth, penetrating even the heart of a slaveholder, compelling him to yield up his earthly interests to the claims of eternal justice, were finely illustrated in the

己对奴隶的众多善行，并允许奴隶为自己辩护。于是，奴隶开始激情洋溢地为自己辩护，由此展开了一场关于奴隶制是与非的辩论。主人在每轮争辩中都落败；眼见自己理亏，主人便慷慨地放走了这个奴隶，并衷心祝福他。当时，身为奴隶这个事实一直是我的心头重担。这一篇对话，这样的开头和结尾，给我的震撼自不必说。我不禁渴望，自己有朝一日也能像他那样为自由辩护。



除此之外，我在《伟大的演讲》里还找到了其他令人痴迷的篇章。我读了谢里登关于天主教解放运动2的有力演讲、查塔姆勋爵关于美国战争的演讲，以及伟大的威廉 [image: ] 皮特3和福克斯的演讲——这些都是为我而选的篇章。我一遍又一遍地读着，兴趣与日俱增，因为它们增长了我的智慧；我读的次数越多，便理解得越深。这些演讲扩充了我有限的词汇量。过去，我脑中不时闪过有趣的想法，话到嘴边却无从说起，现在我能表达出来了。真理拥有强大的力量，让人反省。它甚至能深入奴隶主的内心，迫使他放弃世俗的利益，遵从永恒的正义，就像上面的对话中阐述的那样。从谢里登的演讲中，



dialogue, just referred to; and from the speeches of Sheridan, I got a bold and powerful denunciation of oppression, and a most brilliant vindication of the rights of man. Here was, indeed, a noble acquisition. If I ever wavered under the consideration, that the Almighty, in some way, ordained slavery and willed my enslavement for His own glory, I wavered no longer.



I had now penetrated the secret of all slavery and oppression, and had ascertained their true foundation to be in the pride, the power and the avarice of man. With a book in my hand so redolent of the principles of liberty, and with a perception of my own human nature and of the facts of my past and present experience, I was equal to a contest with the religious advocates of slavery, whether white or black, for blindness in this matter was not confined to the white people. I have met many religious colored people, at the south, who are under the delusion that God requires them to submit to slavery, and to wear their chains with meekness and humility. I could entertain no such nonsense as this; and I almost lost my patience when I found any colored man weak enough to believe such stuff. Nevertheless, the increase of knowledge was attended with bitter, as well as sweet results. The more I read, the more I was led to abhor and detest slavery, and my enslavers. “Slaveholders,” thought I, “are only a band of successful robbers, who left their homes and went into Africa for the purpose of stealing and reducing my people to slavery.” I loathed them as the meanest and the most wicked of men. As I read, behold! The very discontent so graphically predicted by Master Hugh had already come upon me.

我感受到了他对压迫大胆而有力的谴责，为人权所做的最精彩的辩护。我确实从中所得良多。我曾认为，上帝以某种方式规定了奴隶制，又因我的奴役彰显了他的荣耀。如果说我曾因这种想法而犹豫不决，那么我再也不会犹豫了。



我现在看透了奴隶制和压迫的秘密，确信它们真正的根基存在于人类的虚荣、权力和贪婪之中。手里有这样一本体现自由原则的书，加上我对自身人性的感知，以及我过去和现在的经历，我足以和那些用宗教观点为奴隶制辩护的人对抗，无论他们是白人还是黑人——因为这种盲目的观点不只存在于白人之中。我在南方见到过许多虔诚的黑人，他们受到误导，认为上帝需要他们顺从奴隶制，温顺、谦卑地戴上枷锁。我决不能接受这种荒唐的说法。每当发现有黑人软弱到相信这种说法时，我几乎快要失去耐心了。然而，知识的增加既带来了甜头，也带来了苦果。我读得越多，就越痛恨奴隶制和奴隶主。我想：“奴隶主只是一群成功的强盗。他们离开家乡到非洲，只为大肆偷窃，并让我的同胞沦为奴隶。”我厌恶他们，认为他们是最卑鄙、最邪恶的人。当我阅读时，休大师生动预言的那种不满就会在我眼前浮现。

I was no longer the light-hearted, gleesome boy, full of mirth and play, as when I landed first at Baltimore. Light had penetrated the moral dungeon where I had lain, and I saw the bloody whip for my back and the iron chain for my feet, and my good, kind master was the author of my situation. The revelation haunted me, stung me, and made me gloomy and miserable. As I writhed under the sting and torment of this knowledge I almost envied my fellow slaves their stupid indifference. It opened my eyes to the horrible pit, and revealed the teeth of the frightful dragon that was ready to pounce upon me, but alas, it opened no way for my escape. I wished myself a beast, a bird, anything rather than a slave. I was wretched and gloomy beyond my ability to describe. This everlasting thinking which distressed and tormented me; and yet there was no getting rid of the subject of my thoughts. Liberty, as the inestimable birthright of every man, converted every object into an asserter of this right. I heard it in every sound, and saw it in every object. It was ever present to torment me with a sense of my wretchedness. The more beautiful and charming were the smiles of nature, the more horrible and desolate was my condition.

我再也不是刚来巴尔的摩市时那个无忧无虑、兴高采烈、爱玩爱笑的男孩了。光线照进我所躺的道德地牢，我看见了抽在我背上的血淋淋的鞭子和我脚上的铁链，还有我“好心、善良”的主人——正是他造成了我现在的处境。揭露出来的真相困扰着我，刺痛着我，让我陷入忧郁和痛苦。我在知识带来的刺痛和折磨下极力挣扎，我几乎要羡慕其他因愚昧而麻木的奴隶了。知识让我看见可怕的深渊，看见恐怖的巨龙张开大嘴要将我吞下，却没有为我留出一条生路。我希望自己是一头野兽、一只小鸟，只要不是奴隶就好。内心的挣扎和忧郁难以言表。这种永不停息的想法困扰着我、折磨着我，无法消除。自由是每个人与生俱来的权利，也是无价的珍宝。它要求人们用一切来维护这种权利。在每一个声音里，我都能听见自由；在每一件物品里，我都能看见自由。我意识到自己的可悲，这种感觉总是折磨着我。大自然的微笑越是美丽迷人，我的处境就越是恐怖凄凉。
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过去，我脑中不时闪过有趣的想法，话到嘴边却无从说起，现在我能表达出来了。

Frederick Douglass 弗雷德里克 [image: ] 道格拉斯
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1此处所说的学校展览会（School Exhibition）即学校定期举行的学生才艺展示会，一般是一学年一次。

2天主教解放运动（Catholic Emancipation），19世纪早期爱尔兰天主教徒争取政治权利的运动。

3威廉.皮特（William Pitt，1759—1806），英国历史上最年轻的首相，就任时年仅24岁。







The Duty of Owning Books 藏书的责任

Henry Ward Beecher

亨利.沃德.比彻
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作者简介

亨利・沃德・比彻（Henry Ward Beecher，1813—1887），美国著名牧师、社会改革家、废奴主义者，也是19世纪末最雄辩的演说家之一。他的著作包括《进化与宗教》（Evolution and Religion）和小说《诺乌德：新英格兰村庄生活的故事》（Norwood: A Tale of Village Life in New England）等。其姐哈里特.伊丽莎白.比彻.斯托（Harriet Elizabeth Beecher Stowe）是声名卓著的《汤姆叔叔的小屋》（Uncle Tom’s Cabin）的作者，该书被认为是美国南北战争的导火索。



本文节选自1863年出版的《眼与耳》（Eyes and Ears）。一畦鲜花可作善良的凭证，一屋藏书则是品位的标志。在作者眼中，精美奢华的装饰抵不上一排最平淡无奇的书；物质的富有敌不过心灵的充实。藏书可以成为一个人的责任，我们可以自行选择是否把藏书当成一种责任，但至少应该明白：知识让人耳聪目明。
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We form judgments of men from little things about their houses of which the owner perhaps never thinks. In earlier years, when traveling in the West, where taverns were scarce and in some places unknown, and every settler’s house was a house of “Entertainment,” it was a matter of some importance and some experience to select wisely where you would put up. And we always looked for flowers. If there were no trees for shade, no patch of flowers in the yard, we were suspicious of the place. But, no matter how rude the cabin or rough the surroundings, if we saw that the window held a little trough for flowers, and that some vines twined about strings let down from the eaves, we were confident that there was some taste and carefulness in the log-cabin. In a new country, where people have to tug for a living, no one will take the trouble to rear flowers unless the love of them is pretty strong; and this taste blossoming out of plain and uncultivated people is itself like a clump of harebells growing out of the seams of a rock. We were seldom misled. A patch of flowers came to signify kind people, clean beds, and good bread.



But in other states of society other signs are more significant. Flowers about a rich man’s house may signify only that he has a good gardener, or that he has refined neighbors, and does what he sees them do. But men are not accustomed to buy books unless they want them. If on visiting the dwelling of a man of slender means we find that he contents himself with cheap carpets, and very plain furniture, in order that he may purchase books, he rises at once in our esteem. Books are not made for furniture, but there is nothing else that so beautifully furnishes a house. The plainest row

我们可以通过家中细节判断屋主的为人，可能他自己也从未想过这一点。早年去西部旅游的时候，旅店极为稀少，而且大多地处偏僻之处。因此，每个西部移民的家都成了“招待所”。明智地选择投宿之处很重要，而且需要经验。我们总是找有鲜花的地方。如果院子里没有遮阴的树，也没有花圃的话，我们便会对这家产生怀疑。但是，无论屋子或周遭环境有多糟糕，只要看见窗边搁着花槽，屋檐下垂着藤蔓，我们便会认定这间小木屋的主人有点品位，并且有人悉心照料。在一片新开发的土地上，人们必须挣扎求生。除了爱花如命的人，没有人会费心养花。这些淳朴无知的人竟有如此品位，简直像石缝里长出一丛风信子一般令人惊喜。我们很少弄错。一畦鲜花意味着善良的村民、干净的床铺和美味的面包。



但在社会其他领域，另一些标志则更为重要。富人家里有鲜花，只能说明他有个好园丁，或者他家邻居有个精致的花园，可供他依葫芦画瓢。但是，人们只有想要书的时候才会去买书。如果我们去拜访某个收入微薄者的住处，发现他为了省钱买书而只用廉价的地毯和简单的家具的话，便会立刻对他肃然起敬。书不是摆设，但没有别的东西能像书一样

of books that cloth or paper ever covered is more significant of refinement than the most elaborately carved étagère or sideboard.



Give us a house furnished with books rather than furniture! Both, if you can, but books at any rate! To spend several days in a friend’s house, and hunger for something to read, while you are treading on costly carpets, and sitting upon luxurious chairs, and sleeping upon down, is as if one were bribing your body for the sake of cheating your mind.



Is it not pitiable to see a man growing rich, augmenting the comforts of home, and lavishing money on ostentatious upholstery, upon the table, upon everything but what the soul needs? We know of many and many a rich man’s house where it would not be safe to ask for the commonest English classics. A few gairish annuals on the table, a few pictorial monstrosities, together with the stock religious books of his “persuasion,” and that is all! No poets, no essayists, no historians, no travels or biographies, no select fictions, or curious legendary lore. But the wall-paper cost three dollars a roll, and the carpets four dollars a yard!



Books are the windows through which the soul looks out. A house without books is like a room without windows. No man has the right to bring up his children without surrounding them with books, if he has the means to buy them. It is a wrong to his family. He cheats them! Children learn to read by being in the presence of books. The love of knowledge comes with reading and grows upon it. And the love of knowledge, in

装扮房间。即便是一排最平淡无奇的布面书或平装书，也比雕工最精美的搁物架或餐具柜更有装饰价值。

给我们一栋装满书而不是家具的房子吧！如果可以的话，两者都要，但无论如何得有书！在朋友的家里待上几天，每当踩在昂贵的地毯上，坐在高档的椅子上，睡在豪华的大床上时，都会渴望找些东西来读，觉得好像别人是通过贿赂你的身体在欺骗你的头脑。



眼见一个越来越富有的人，为了让家里更舒适而把钱挥霍在浮华的装潢和摆设上，挥霍在除了心灵所需之外的东西上，这岂不是很可悲？我们知道很多富人家里都找不到最普通的英语经典名著。他们的桌上只有一些华丽的年刊，一些稀奇古怪的图片和一堆主人“信仰”的宗教书籍。仅此而已！没有诗歌，也没有散文；没有历史，也没有游记或传记；没有小说选集，也没有奇妙的传说故事。但墙纸一卷三美元，地毯一码四美元！



书是心灵向外眺望的窗户，没书的房子就像没窗的房间。如果一个人能买到书，他就无权在没有书的环境里养育孩子。这对他的家人不公平。他欺骗了他们！孩子在有书的环境里才能学会阅读。对知识的热爱源于阅读，而且越来越强烈。

a young mind, is almost a warrant against the inferior excitement of passions and vices.



Let us pity these poor rich men who live barrenly in great, bookless houses! Let us congratulate the poor that, in our day, books are so cheap that a man may every year add a hundred volumes to his library for the price what his tobacco and his beer would cost him. Among the earliest ambitions to be excited in clerks, workmen, journeymen, and, indeed, among all that are struggling up in life from nothing to something, is that of owning, and constantly adding to, a library of good books. A little library growing larger every year is an honorable part of a young man’s history. It is a man’s duty to have books. A library is not a luxury, but one of the necessaries of life.

年轻人心中对知识的热爱，几乎能确保他不受低级欲望和恶习的影响。

让我们同情同情这些可怜的富人吧，他们无聊地活在没有书的大房子里！让我们为穷人欢庆吧，如今，书是如此便宜，人们只需省下买烟买酒的钱，就能每年增加100册藏书。店员、工人、旅行者以及所有挣扎求生的人们，他们最初的雄心便是拥有一批优秀的藏书，并不断增加其数量。逐年增加的藏书，是一个年轻人一生的荣耀。拥有书是一个人的责任。藏书并非奢侈品，而是生活的必需品。
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书不是摆设，但没有别的东西能像书一样装扮房间。

Henry Ward Beecher 亨利[image: ]沃德[image: ]比彻
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A Book That Brings Solace and Cheer 带来安慰和愉悦的书

Eugene Field

尤金.菲尔德
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作者简介

尤金・菲尔德（Eugene Field，1850—1895），美国诗人和专栏作家，以创作儿童诗歌闻名，也是颇负盛名的藏书家。



1882年，他的第一部作品《先驱读本》（The Tribune Primer）问世。这部作品讽刺了那些规劝教育孩子的书籍。他的其他作品包括《儿童情歌》（Love Songs of Children）、《摇篮曲》（Lullaby Land）、《让人受益的故事》（A Little Book of Profitable Tales）和《书痴的爱情事件》（The Love Affairs of a Bibliomaniac）等。尤金.菲尔德藏书楼现属圣路易斯市博物馆，向全市公立学校的学生免费开放。



本文节选自1896年出版的尤金.菲尔德的遗作《书痴的爱情事件》。这本书寄托了作者对书的一腔柔情。文中，作者表达了自己对早年喜欢的书始终未变的爱。或许有些人会觉得难以置信，但爱书的你是否觉得心有戚戚焉？
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Dr. O’Rell has frequently expressed surprise that I have never wearied of and drifted away from the book-friendships of my earlier years. Other people, he says, find, as time elapses, that they no longer discover those charms in certain books which attracted them so powerfully in youth. “We have in our earlier days,” argues the doctor, “friendships so dear to us that we would repel with horror the suggestion that we could ever become heedless or forgetful of them; yet, alas, as we grow older we gradually become indifferent to these first friends, and we are weaned from them by other friendships; there even comes a time when we actually wonder how it were possible for us to be on terms of intimacy with such or such a person. We grow away from people, and in like manner and for similar reasons we grow away from books.”



Is it indeed possible for one to become indifferent to an object he has once loved? I can hardly believe so. At least it is not so with me, and, even though the time may come when I shall no longer be able to enjoy the uses of these dear old friends with the old-time enthusiasm, I should still regard them with that tender reverence which in his age the poet Longfellow expressed when looking round upon his beloved books:



Sadly as some old mediaeval knight

Gazed at the arms he could no longer wield—

The sword two-handed and the shining shield

Suspended in the hall and full in sight,

While secret longings for the lost delight

我从不厌倦早年的爱书，也不疏远它们。对此，奥雷尔医生常常表示惊讶。他说，随着时间的流逝，其他人会觉得年轻时的爱书已魅力不再。他提出：“小时候，我们把友谊看得那么珍贵，谁要是说我们终有一天会淡忘友人，我们便会愕然反驳。唉，但是随着年龄的增长，我们便逐渐冷淡了最初的朋友，新朋友取代了老朋友。甚至有时我们会惊讶，自己怎么会和这样一个人如此亲密。我们与一些人渐行渐远，出于同样的原因，我们与一些书也渐行渐远。”



一个人真的可能对曾经爱过的东西漠不关心吗？我难以相信。至少，对我来说不是这样。即便有朝一日我不能以旧时的激情享受亲密老友的陪伴，但我依然会向其致以敬意，正如诗人朗费罗1晚年在环顾爱书时表达的那样：



悲如中古老骑士，

凝望武器力不复；

华丽盾牌双手剑，

堂上高悬在眼前；

昔日荣光仍期许，

Of tourney or adventure in the field

Came over him, and tears but half concealed

Trembled and fell upon his beard of white;

So I behold these books upon their shelf

My ornaments and arms of other days;

Not wholly useless, though no longer used,

For they remind me of my other self

Younger and stronger, and the pleasant ways

In which I walked, now clouded and confused.



If my friend O’Rell’s theory be true, how barren would be Age! Lord Bacon tells us in his Apothegms that Alonzo of Aragon was wont to say, in commendation of Age, that Age appeared to be best in four things: Old wood best to burn; old wine to drink; old friends to trust; and old authors to read. Sir John Davys recalls that “a French writer (whom I love well) speaks of three kinds of companions: Men, women and books,” and my revered and beloved poet-friend, Richard Henry Stoddard, has wrought out this sentiment in a poem of exceeding beauty, of which the concluding stanza runs in this wise:

沙场英姿难再现；

一念至此泪难掩，

白发长髯乱胸前；

我辈持书亦如此，

文人刀剑在当年；

如今虽已不再用，

旧时深情价连城；

彼时少壮闲游处，

但见迷云在路途。



如果我的朋友奥雷尔的理论没错的话，“老年”将是多么无趣！培根勋爵在他的《箴言集》中告诉我们，阿拉贡的阿隆索常常赞颂“老年”，说有四件东西越老越好：老柴最好烧，老酒最耐品，老友最可信，老书最宜读。约翰[image: ]戴维斯爵士回忆说：“一位我很喜欢的法国作家谈到了三种伴侣：男人、女人和书。”我敬爱的诗人朋友理查德[image: ]亨利[image: ]斯托达德2则把这样的感慨抒发在一首极美的诗里。诗的最后一节是这样的：

Better than men and women, friend,

That are dust, though dear in our joy and pain,

Are the books their cunning hands have penned,

For they depart, but the books remain;

Through these they speak to us what was best

In the loving heart and the noble mind;

All their royal souls possessed

Belongs forever to all mankind!

When others fail him, the wise man looks

To the sure companionship of books.



If ever, O honest friends of mine, I should forget you or weary of your companionship, whither would depart the memories and the associations with which each of you is hallowed! Would ever the modest flowers of spring-time, budding in pathways where I no longer wander, recall to my failing sight the vernal beauty of the Puritan maid, Captivity? In what reverie of summer-time should I feel again the graciousness of thy presence, Yseult?

男人女人若尘土，

比他们更好的朋友，

是他们巧手写成的书，

让我们尽享苦乐；

人虽离世，书仍留传，

向我们讲述

仁慈心灵的真善美；

高贵灵魂中的一切

永远属于全人类！

失望时，智者会指望

书的可靠友谊。



果真如此的话，哦，我真诚的朋友们，无论何时，我都不会忘却或厌倦你们的陪伴；无论何地，我都不会忘却那些回忆，忘却每一本神圣的书！在我不再徜徉的小径两边，素净的花朵在春天绽放，这会不会让我想起如春天般美丽的严肃少女卡普蒂维蒂3？在夏日的沉思中，我何时能再一次感受伊索尔德4的善心？


1亨利.瓦兹沃思.朗费罗 (Henry Wadsworth Longfellow，1807—1882)，19世纪美国最伟大的浪漫主义诗人之一。

2理查德.亨利.斯托达德（Richard Henry Stoddard，1825—1903），美国评论家和诗人，被誉为“抒情诗人”。

3卡普蒂维蒂（Captivity），尤金.菲尔德小时候的同班同学和暗恋对象，他将她比喻成“一本完美的书”。

4伊索尔德（Yseult），西方家喻户晓的爱情悲剧《特里斯坦与伊索尔德》中的女主人公。
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On Reading 关于读书

Enoch Arnold Bennett

伊诺克.阿诺德.本涅特


作者简介

伊诺克・阿诺德・本涅特（Enoch Arnold Bennett，1867—1931），20世纪初期英国著名的小说家、散文家，著有小说《老妇人的故事》（The Old Wives’ Tale）和散文集《如何度过每天的24小时》（How to Live on 24 Hours a Day）。他的文风受法国自然主义的影响很深，行文客观冷静，文字简单明澈。



本文节选自1933年出版的《阿诺德.本涅特日记》（The Journal of Arnold Bennett）。作者被一部从未读过的作品引发深思：是否真有人读完或几乎读完过那些普通文化人应该要读、不读就有罪的书？开列“人人必读”的书单意义何在？仁者乐山，智者乐水，按照自己的兴趣和品味选书、读书，怎能说是疏怠职责？



The appearance today of the first volume of a new edition of Boswell’s Johnson, edited by Augustine Birrell, reminds me once again that I have read but little of that work. Does there, I wonder, exist a being who has read all, or approximately all, that the person of average culture is supposed to have read, and that not to have read is a social sin? If such a being does exist, surely he is an old, a very old man, who has read steadily that which he ought to have read 16 hours a day, from early infancy.



I cannot recall a single author of whom I have read everything—even of Jane Austen. I have never seen Susan and The Watsons, one of which I have been told is superlatively good. Then there are large tracts of Shakespeare, Bacon, Spenser, nearly all Chaucer, Congreve, Dryden, Pope, Swift, Sterne, Johnson, Scott, Coleridge, Shelley, Byron, Edgeworth, Ferrier, Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Wordsworth (nearly all), Tennyson, Swinbume, and Brontes, George Eliot, W. Morris, George Meredith, Thomas Hardy, Savage Landor, Thackeray, Carlyle—in fact every classical author and most good modern authors, which I have never even overlooked. A list of the masterpieces I have not read would fill a volume. With only one author can I call myself familiar, Jane Austen. With Keats and Stevenson, I have an acquaintance. So far of English. Of foreign authors I am familiar with Maupassant and the Goncourts. I have yet to finish Don Quixote!

由奥古斯丁•比勒尔编辑、鲍斯威尔所著的新版《约翰逊传》第一卷于今日问世。这让我再一次想起，这本书我曾读过一丁点。我想知道，是否真有人读完或几乎读完过那些普通文化人应该要读、不读就有罪的书？如果真有这么一个人，那他肯定已经很老了，而且他应该从很小的时候开始就每天坚持阅读16个小时。



我记不起自己读完了哪位作家的全部作品——即便是简•奥斯汀也没有。我从没读过《苏珊》和《沃森一家》1，其中一本据说是一本绝好的书。莎士比亚、培根、斯宾塞的大部分作品我都遗漏了，乔叟的书我几乎没读过，还有康格里夫、德莱顿、蒲柏、斯威夫特、斯特恩、约翰逊、司各特、柯勒律治、雪莱、拜伦、埃奇沃思、费里尔、兰姆、利•亨特、华兹华斯（几乎全部作品）、丁尼生、斯温伯恩、勃朗特姐妹、乔治•艾略特、W.莫里斯、乔治•梅瑞狄斯、托马斯•哈代、萨维奇•兰多、萨克雷、卡莱尔——事实上，每位经典作家和大部分优秀现代作家的作品，我从来都没忽视过。但是我没读过的杰作名字都可以列满一本书了。我能自称熟悉的，只有简•奥斯汀这一位作家。济慈和史蒂文森我只能说认识。我了解的英国作家就这么多了。至于外国作家，我只熟悉莫泊桑和龚古尔兄弟2。我还没读完《堂吉诃德》呢！

Nevertheless I cannot accuse myself of default. I have been extremely fond of reading since I was 20, and since I was 20 I have read practically nothing (save professionally, as a literary critic) but what was “right”. My leisure has been moderate, my desire strong and steady, my taste in selection certainly above the average, and yet in 10 years I seem scarcely to have made an impression upon the intolerable multitude of volumes which “everyone is supposed to have read”.
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但我不能将其归咎于自己疏怠职责。我从20岁开始就酷爱阅读，并且只读“正典”，以及专业的文学评论。我的空闲时间还算可以，读书欲望强烈而稳定，选书品位肯定高于常人。然而，在十年的时间里，我很难说自己涉猎了所谓“人人必读”的浩如烟海之作。
 1
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我的空闲时间还算可以，读书欲望强烈而稳定，选书品位肯定高于常人。然而，在十年的时间里，我很难说自己涉猎了所谓“人人必读”的浩如烟海之作。

Enoch Arnold Bennett 伊诺克[image: ]阿诺德[image: ]本涅特
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1二者均为简.奥斯汀的早期著作。

2埃德蒙.德.龚古尔（Edmond de Goncourt，1822—1896）和朱尔.德.龚古尔（Jules de Goncourt，1830—1870），两人均为法国自然主义小说家。
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How to Read a Book 如何阅读

Robert Darnton

罗伯特.达恩顿


作者简介

罗伯特・达恩顿（Robert Darnton，1939— ），美国历史学家、普林斯顿大学教授、欧洲文化史专家。他的作品曾获多项学术奖和图书奖，包括麦克阿瑟奖（MacArthur Prize）、美国国家图书评论奖（National Book Critics Circle Award）等。



他的代表作《屠猫记：法国文化史钩沉》（Great Cat Massacre, and Other Episodes in French Cultural History）利用民间故事和警探档案记载了工人暴动事件，确立了他在全球文化史领域的重要地位。他还著有《启蒙运动的生意：百科全书出版史》（Business of Enlightenment: A Publishing History of the Encyclopèdie 1775—1800）、《拉莫莱特之吻：有关文化史的思考》（Kiss of Lamourette: Reflections in Cultural History）等书。



本文节选自1996年6月《纽约时报》（The New York Times）书评版上的文章。作者借本文对文学的消亡发出了一声哀叹。他提出，后现代的解构无疑是文学的灾难，只有重新阅读经典名著，才能延续文学的传统。



“Shakespeare created the world in seven days.

On the first day he made the sky and the mountains and the ravines of the soul.

On the second day he made the rivers, the seas, the oceans as well as the other feelings and gave them to Hamlet, to Julius Caesar, to Cleopatra, Ophelia and others, to reign over them with their children and later descendants for ever and ever.

On the third day…”

—Marin Sorescu



This hymn to the dead, white, male poet was written by the former minister of culture in Romania. It tells us something about post-communism in Eastern Europe—and, by implication, about ourselves in the West. Such a poem could never be written in the United States today. Here we have postmodernism. And in its wake, like so many secondary storms stirred up by the general change in climate, we have jeremiads raining down on the humanities.

The decline of literacy, the end of the novel, the death of literature, the withering away of the intellectual, the extinction of the book, the collapse of the Gutenberg Galaxy—what doom has not been prophesied? Our cultural critics rend their garments and look out on a devastated landscape: texts deconstructed, canons dismembered, curricula demolished, and, dancing on the ruins, mad variations of cultural studies. If there is any escape, they say, we must get back to basics, begin again at the beginning, brush up our Shakespeare.

“莎士比亚用七天创造了整个世界。

第一天，他创造了灵魂的天空、山脉和峡谷。

第二天，他创造了河流、湖泊、海洋和其他情感，将其赠给哈姆雷特、恺撒大帝、克娄巴特拉、奥费利娅1等人。让他们与其子孙后代永远统治这片自然。

第三天……”

——马林•索雷斯库2



这首献给已故白人男诗人的赞歌，出自罗马尼亚前任文化部长之手。它告诉我们一些关于东欧共产主义革命后期的事，并隐晦地提及了西方的我们。这种诗歌不可能诞生于今日的美国。如今我们崇尚后现代主义。它的觉醒，就像一般气候变化产生的众多次生风暴，引起了我们对人性的哀叹。

写作的衰落，小说的末日，文学的死亡，知性的凋零，书籍的灭绝，古登堡银河3的崩塌……还有什么厄运未得预示？我们的文化评论家撕裂外衣，直面这满目疮痍的景象：

demolished, and, dancing on the ruins, mad variations of cultural studies. If there is any escape, they say, we must get back to basics, begin again at the beginning, brush up our Shakespeare.



All roads lead to Shakespeare in the study of English literature, thanks in part to the original map designed by Samuel Johnson (in his Lives of the Poets). In French, owing to the similar work by Voltaire (Le siÈcle de Louis XIV) all roads lead to MoliÈre. But now, more than two centuries later, it is difficult to find clear patterns in the history of literature. Literature itself no longer looks like a succession of great books by great men, or “I”homme et l'oeuvre” according to the old French formula for imposing order on it. it is not even a corpus of texts. Instead, it is an activity: readers making sense of symbols printed on pages, or, in a word, reading.

文本的解构，经典的解体，课程的毁灭，以及文化研究的疯狂变种在这片废墟上的舞蹈。人们说，如果还有出路，我们必须回归原点，重温我们的莎士比亚。



英国文学研究中，条条道路通往莎士比亚。这一点部分归功于塞缪尔•约翰逊在《诗人传》中设计的原创地图。法国文学研究中，条条道路通往莫里哀，这是拜伏尔泰的《路易十四时代》所赐。但在200多年后的今天，在文学史中寻找典型作家已非易事。文学本身不再像是伟人杰作的延续，亦不再是法国俗语所说的“人与作品”，甚至不是文本的集合。相反，它是一种行为：它让读者理解书页上印刷的符号，简而言之，就是阅读。
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写作的衰落，小说的末日，文学的死亡，知性的凋零，书籍的灭绝，古登堡银河的崩塌……还有什么厄运未得预示？

Robert Darnton 罗伯特[image: ]达恩顿
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1以上四人均为莎士比亚著名剧作中的主人公。

2马林.索雷斯库（Marin Sorescu，1936—1996），罗马尼亚诗人，曾任文化部长，《文学人》的主编。

3古登堡银河（Gutenberg Galaxy），美国传播学家马歇尔.麦克卢汉在其作品《古登堡银河：印刷人的诞生》中提出的概念，意指人类艺术和知识的全部累积，尤指书籍。







第二章 前尘书缘

From a Child I Was Fond of Reading 自幼爱读书

Benjamin Franklin

本杰明・富兰克林
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作者简介

本杰明・富兰克林（Benjamin Franklin，1706——1790），美国政治家、科学家。他年轻时当过印刷徒工，参与起草了著名的《独立宣言》（Declaration of Independence），主张废除奴隶制。此外，他发明了避雷针、远近两用望远镜，并对电作了理论说明。法国经济学家杜尔哥（Turgot）对他的评价是：“从天空中抓到雷电、从专制统治者手中夺回权力的人。”

本文节选自1791年出版的《本杰明.富兰克林自传》（The Autobiography of Benjamin Franklin）。富兰克林忆及幼时学习印刷和读书写作的经历时表示，当时虽然条件简陋，但自己内心充满快乐。浓厚的兴趣加上持之以恒的努力，成就了他在文学上的造诣。求知若渴的他曾因无书可读而遗憾，而拥有取之不尽的资源的我们，又怎能给自己留下遗憾？
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From a child I was fond of reading, and all the little money that came into my hands was ever laid out in books. Pleased with the Pilgrim's Progress, my first collection was of John Bunyan's works in separate little volumes. I afterward sold them to enable me to buy R. Burton's Historical Collections; they were small chapmen's books, and cheap, 40 or 50 in all. My father's little library consisted chiefly of books in polemic divinity, most of which I read, and have since often regretted that, at a time when I had such a thirst for knowledge, more proper books had not fallen in my way, since it was now resolved I should not be a clergyman. Plutarch's Lives there was in which I read abundantly, and I still think that time spent to great advantage. There was also a book of Defoe's, called an Essay on Projects, and another of Dr. Mather's, called Essays to Do Good, which perhaps gave me a turn of thinking that had an influence on some of the principal future events of my life.



This bookish inclination at length determined my father to make me a printer, though he had already one son ( James) of that profession. In 1717 my brother James returned from England with a press and letters to set up his business in Boston. I liked it much better than that of my father, but still had a hankering for the sea. To prevent the apprehended effect of such an inclination, my father was impatient to have me bound to my brother. I stood out some time, but at last was persuaded, and signed the indentures when I was yet but twelve years old. I was to serve as an apprentice till I was twenty-one years of age, only I was to be allowed journeyman's wages during the last year. In a little time I made great

我自幼爱读书，仅有的一点零花钱都会用来买书。由于喜欢《天路历程》，我的第一件藏品就是几本小开本的约翰•班扬作品集。后来我把它们卖了，为了凑钱买R.伯顿的《历史文集》。这套《历史文集》总共有四五十本，因为都是从小贩手里买的，所以不贵。我父亲的小书库藏书不多，以神学辩论类为主，大部分我都读过。我一直觉得遗憾的是，在我求知若渴的时候，却没有其他更合适的书读，因为我当时就决定不做牧师了。我曾细读普鲁塔克的《名人传》1，至今还认为很值得。另外，我还读了笛福的《论计划》和马瑟博士2的《论行善》。这两本书可以说转变了我的思想，影响了我未来的人生。



见我如此爱书，父亲最终决定让我当一名印刷工，尽管他已经有个儿子（詹姆斯）干这行了。1717年，哥哥詹姆斯从英格兰回来，带回一台印刷机和一些铅字，在波士顿开始做起了印刷。我爱出版业远胜于父亲的职业，但仍向往航海。为了防止我的这种向往酿成大错，父亲急着要把我送去哥哥那里学艺。我反抗了好一阵，但最终还是被说服了，12岁就签下了协议。按协议规定，我21岁前一直担任学徒，只有最后一年可以领熟练工的工资。很快我就在这个行业如鱼得水，

proficiency in the business, and became a useful hand to my brother. I now had access to better books. An acquaintance with the apprentices of booksellers enabled me sometimes to borrow a small one, which I was careful to return soon and clean. Often I sat up in my room reading the greatest part of the night, when the book was borrowed in the evening and to be returned early in the morning, lest it should be missed or wanted.



…



About this time I met with an odd volume of the Spectator. It was the third. I had never before seen any of them. I bought it, read it over and over, and was much delighted with it. I thought the writing excellent, and wished, if possible, to imitate it. With this view I took some of the papers, and, making short hints of the sentiment in each sentence, laid them by a few days, and then, without looking at the book, tried to complete the papers again, by expressing each hinted sentiment at length, and as fully as it had been expressed before, in any suitable words that should come to hand. Then I compared my Spectator with the original, discovered some of my faults, and corrected them. But I found I wanted a stock of words, or a readiness in recollecting and using them, which I thought I should have acquired before that time if I had gone on making verses; since the continual occasion for words of the same import, but of different length, to suit the measure, or of different sound for the rhyme, would have laid me under a constant necessity of searching for variety, and also have tended to fix that variety in my mind, and make me master of it. Therefore I took some of the tales and turned them into verse; and, after a time, when I had pretty well forgotten the prose, turned them back again.

成了哥哥的左膀右臂。那时候，我能接触到更好的书了。由于和书店学徒都很熟，我有时能借到一本小书。我每次都会小心翼翼地速看速还，并保证书页整洁。有时，我晚上借到书，次日清晨便要归还，以免别人想看或想要用。这时，我会在自己的房间里通宵达旦地读书。



……

这时，我遇见了《旁观者》的一本散卷，是第三册。我之前从未见过这本杂志的任何一期。买来后我反复阅读，爱不释手。我觉得里面的文章写得很好，并希望自己能尽可能模仿。于是，我选了书中几页，为每句话写了点提示词。几天后，我试着在不看原书的情况下，用自己能想到的合适词语扩充这些提示词，尽可能把它们表述得跟原文一样完整。然后，我把自己的“旁观者”和原书相比，找出其中的一些错误并加以修改。我发现自己应该扩充词汇量，应该能够迅速想到适合的词并加以运用。我想，如果我之前坚持写诗的话，现在就不至于这样了。因为诗需要用意思相同、长度不同的词来配合节律或韵脚，这将促使我不断搜寻不同的词语，让我的头脑日趋灵活，成为驾驭语言的高手。因此，我把一些故事改写成诗；一段时间后，当我把原文忘得差不多时，再把诗还原成故事。

I also sometimes jumbled my collections of hints into confusion, and after some weeks endeavored to reduce them into the best order, before I began to form the full sentences and complete the paper. This was to teach me method in the arrangement of thoughts. By comparing my work afterwards with the original, I discovered many faults and amended them; but I sometimes had the pleasure of fancying that, in certain particulars of small import, I had been lucky enough to improve the method or the language, and this encouraged me to think I might possibly in time come to be a tolerable English writer, of which I was extremely ambitious. My time for these exercises and for reading was at night, after work or before it began in the morning, or on Sundays, when I contrived to be in the printing-house alone, evading as much as I could the common attendance on public worship which my father used to exact on me when I was under his care, and which indeed I still thought a duty, though I could not, as it seemed to me, afford time to practise it.



…

My brother had, in 1720 or 1721, begun to print a newspaper. It was the second that appeared in America, and was called the New England Courant. The only one before it was the Boston News-Letter. I remember his being dissuaded by some of his friends from the undertaking, as not likely to succeed, one newspaper being, in their judgment, enough for America. At this time (1771) there are not less than five-and-twenty. He went on, however, with the undertaking, and after having worked in composing the types and printing off the sheets, I was employed to carry the papers thro' the streets to the customers.

有时我还会打乱提示词的顺序，几周后再把它们排成最佳顺序，然后再扩写句子、完成整篇文章。这教会我如何整理思路。通过将自己的作品和原文相比，我发现许多错误并加以改正。但是，我偶尔也会认为自己在某些小地方的写法似乎比原文更胜一筹，并为此暗自窃喜。这让我觉得，自己有朝一日或许能成为不错的英语作家，这也正是我的夙愿。我常常在夜晚下班后、清晨上班前进行练习和阅读，或者是周日礼拜时设法独自呆在印刷厂。过去在父亲的羽翼之下时，我每周都被迫参加公众礼拜，现在则能逃就逃。我一直认为做礼拜是一项义务，但对我来说，实在花不起那个时间。



……

不知是1720年还是1721年，我哥哥开始印报纸。那是美国的第二份报纸，名为《新英格兰报》。在它之前的报纸只有《波士顿新闻通讯》。我记得，哥哥的几位朋友曾劝他放弃。因为在他们看来，美国有一份报纸足矣，再多一份不易成功。到如今（1771年），美国的报纸已不下25种。但我哥哥坚持了下来。每当报纸排版印刷完毕，我便受雇走街串巷地叫卖。

He had some ingenious men among his friends, who amused themselves by writing little pieces for this paper, which gained it credit and made it more in demand, and these gentlemen often visited us. Hearing their conversations, and their accounts of the approbation their papers were received with, I was excited to try my hand among them; but, being still a boy, and suspecting that my brother would object to printing anything of mine in his paper if he knew it to be mine, I contrived to disguise my hand, and, writing an anonymous paper, I put it in at night under the door of the printing-house. It was found in the morning, and communicated to his writing friends when they called in as usual. They read it, commented on it in my hearing, and I had the exquisite pleasure of finding it met with their approbation, and that, in their different guesses at the author, none were named but men of some character among us for learning and ingenuity. I suppose now that I was rather lucky in my judges, and that perhaps they were not really so very good ones as I then esteemed them.

哥哥有一些才华横溢的朋友，他们为报纸写点小文章，以作消遣。报纸的知名度因此提高，销量也随之攀升。这些绅士常来拜访我们。听到他们的谈话，听到他们说报纸很受欢迎，我便跃跃欲试，想成为他们中的一员。但我还是个孩子，而且我怀疑，如果哥哥知道是我写的，恐怕不会同意发表。因此，我试着换笔迹写了篇匿名文章，趁夜里从印刷厂的大门底下塞了进去。第二天早上哥哥发现了它，并在朋友像往常一样来访时说了这件事。他们读了文章后，我听到了他们的评价。我格外开心地发现，自己的文章很合他们的口味，而且他们猜测作者时，提到的都是那些才华横溢的饱学之士。现在想来，我那时还真是挺幸运的，而且他们或许并不像我当时想的那么优秀。
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我一直觉得遗憾的是，在我求知若渴的时候，却没有其他更合适的书读。

Benjamin Franklin

本杰明[image: ]富兰克林
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1《名人传》（Lives），即《希腊罗马名人传》（Parallel Lives），是罗马帝国早期的希腊传记作家和伦理学家普鲁塔克的传世之作。

2科顿.马瑟（Cotton Mather，1663——1728），英国作家，其作品涉及多个领域。
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On Reading Old Books 论读旧书

William Hazlitt

威廉・黑兹利特


作者简介

威廉・黑兹利特（William Hazlitt，1778——1830），英国随笔作家、散文家、文学评论家。他是首屈一指的英语随笔大家，与好友查尔斯.兰姆（Charles Lamb）齐名；他也是英语文学批评的大师，与塞缪尔.约翰逊（Samuel Johnson）、乔治.奥威尔（George Orwell）和T. S. 艾略特（T. S. Eliot）并称。他在文学界的好友不乏文坛巨擘，如司汤达（Stendhal）和威廉.华兹华斯（William Wordsworth）等。他著有《席间闲谈》（Table Talk）、《英国诗人综论》（Lectures on the English Poets）和《时代精神》（The Spirits of the Age）等作品。



本文原载于1821年2月的《伦敦杂志》（The London Magazine），文章有节选。作者偏爱旧书，而且不爱新书的理由相当怪异，简直令人捧腹。本文中，黑兹利特还谈及了重读经典唤起的点滴回忆，在感叹“如今”阅读魔力消逝的同时，流露出“护旧”的脉脉温情。
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I hate to read new books. There are twenty or thirty volumes that I have read over and over again, and these are the only ones that I have any desire ever to read at all. It was a long time before I could bring myself to sit down to the Tales of My Landlord, but now that author's works have made a considerable addition to my scanty library. I am told that some of Lady Morgan's are good, and have been recommended to look into Anastasius; but I have not yet ventured upon that task. A lady, the other day, could not refrain from expressing her surprise to a friend, who said he had been reading Delphine:—she asked,—If it had not been published some time back? Women judge of books as they do of fashions or complexions, which are admired only “in their newest gloss.” That is not my way. I am not one of those who trouble the circulating libraries much, or pester the booksellers for mail-coach copies of standard periodical publications. I cannot say that I am greatly addicted to black-letter, but I profess myself well versed in the marble bindings of Andrew Millar in the middle of the last century; nor does my taste revolt at Thurloe's State Papers, in Russia leather; or an ample impression of Sir William Temple's Essays, with a portrait after Sir Godfrey Kneller in front.



I do not think altogether the worse for a book for having survived the author a generation or two. I have more confidence in the dead than the living. Contemporary writers may generally be divided into two classes—one's friends or one's foes. Of the first we are compelled to think too well, and of the last we are disposed to think too ill, to receive much genuine pleasure from the perusal, or to judge fairly of the merits of either. One

我讨厌读新书。我反复读着那二三十本书，它们就是我所有想读的书了。我花了很长时间才让自己沉下心来读完《地主的故事》，如今那位作者的书已让我贫乏的藏品丰富了不少。有人告诉我摩根夫人的一些书很好，也有人推荐我看《阿纳斯塔修斯》，但我还没准备好冒那个险。几天前，一位女士的朋友说在读《德尔芬》，这位女士难掩惊讶地问道：“那不是很久以前的书吗？”女性品评书籍就像评论时装和肤色一样，只欣赏“最新最流行”的那款。这可不是我的作风。我不是那种找流动图书馆1麻烦的人，也不会缠着书商定期寄送新的期刊。我不能说自己痴迷于黑体字，只承认自己熟谙安德鲁•米勒上世纪中叶出版的大理石花纹装订本；我不讨厌瑟洛那本用俄罗斯皮革装帧的《敕令》，也很欣赏威廉•坦普尔爵士写在戈弗雷•内勒爵士肖像画背后的散文。



我认为书中糟粕在作者去世后继续流传不会超过一两代。我对已故作家比对在世作家更有信心。当代作家大致可分为两类——朋友或敌人。我们对前者期许过高，对后者又谪贬过低，所以阅读中体会不到真正的乐趣，也无法公正地评判

candidate for literary fame, who happens to be of our acquaintance, writes finely, and like a man of genius; but unfortunately has a foolish face, which spoils a delicate passage—another inspires us with the highest respect for his personal talents and character, but does not quite come up to our expectations in print. All these contradictions and petty details interrupt the calm current of our reflections. If you want to know what any of the authors were who lived before our time, and are still objects of anxious inquiry, you have only to look into their works. But the dust and smoke and noise of modern literature have nothing in common with the pure, silent air of immortality.



When I take up a work that I have read before (the oftener the better) I know what I have to expect. The satisfaction is not lessened by being anticipated. When the entertainment is altogether new, I sit down to it as I should to a strange dish, —turn and pick out a bit here and there, and am in doubt what to think of the composition. There is a want of confidence and security to second appetite. New-fangled books are also like made-dishes in this respect, that they are generally little else than hashes and rifaccimentos of what has been served up entire and in a more natural state at other times. Besides, in thus turning to a well-known author, there is not only an assurance that my time will not be thrown away, or my palate nauseated with the most insipid or vilest trash,—but I shake hands with, and look an old, tried, and valued friend in the face,—compare notes, and chat the hours away. It is true, we form dear friendships with such ideal guests—dearer, alas! and more lasting, than those with our most intimate acquaintance.

他们的优点。如果一位文坛新星恰好是我们的老熟人，文笔不错，天赋亦佳，却不幸面相不够聪明，那么他只能获得一段微妙的评价——又一位启迪人心的作家，其才华和个性足以让人致以崇高的敬意，但是其作品销量却未能达到人们的期望。所有这些矛盾和琐碎的细节让我们难以冷静思考。如果你想了解那些至今仍备受关注的已故作家的话，只能去读他们的作品。但充斥现代文坛的浓烟、迷雾和聒噪，与纯粹而沉默的不朽经典已毫无共同之处。



拿起一本已经读过（越读越觉得好）的书时，我知道我该期待什么。每次阅读的满足感不会比预期的少。面对一本全新的书时，就像坐在一道没尝过的菜前面，我会翻来翻去、挑挑拣拣，质疑自己想要什么。只有信心和安全感才能激发食欲。这样说来，新奇的作品就像拼盘杂烩一样，不过是把过去完整存在、自然呈现的东西拼拼凑凑、改头换面罢了。而且，选择读著名作者的作品，不仅能保证时间不会白费，还能保证不会因为淡而无味的垃圾而倒胃口。我愿与一位年迈、可靠、尊贵的朋友亲切握手、真诚面对、交流思想，让时间在聊天中飞逝。没错，我们与这些“理想的宾客”建立了珍贵的友谊。啊！这比和最亲密的熟人建立的友谊更珍贵、更持久。

In reading a book which is an old favourite with me (say the first novel I ever read) I not only have the pleasure of imagination and of a critical relish of the work, but the pleasures of memory added to it. It recalls the same feelings and associations which I had in first reading it, and which I can never have again in any other way. Standard productions of this kind are links in the chain of our conscious being. They bind together the different scattered divisions of our personal identity. They are landmarks and guides in our journey through life. They are pegs and loops on which we can hang up, or from which we can take down, at pleasure, the wardrobe of a moral imagination, the relics of our best affections, the tokens and records of our happiest hours. They are “for thoughts and for remembrance!” They are like Fortunatus's Wishing-Cap—they give us the best riches—those of Fancy; and transport us, not over half the globe, but (which is better) over half our lives, at a word's notice!



My father Shandy solaced himself with Bruscambille. Give me for this purpose a volume of Peregrine Pickle or Tom Jones. Open either of them anywhere—at the Memoirs of Lady Vane, or the adventures at the masquerade with Lady Bellaston, or the disputes between Thwackum and Square, or the escape of Molly Seagrim, or the incident of Sophia and her muff, or the edifying prolixity of her aunt's lecture—and there I

读一读曾经喜欢的书（比如我读的第一部小说），不仅能获得想象与批判之乐，还有锦上添花的回忆之乐。它让我忆起第一次读它时的感觉和联想，而这种感觉和联想我再也无法通过其他的方法获得。这些标准化产物是我们意识链条的接口，把我们零散的特性连接起来。它们是我们人生旅程中的里程碑和指向标。它们是木钉和挂钩，供我们随心所欲地挂上或取下道德想象力的外衣、最美好情感的纪念以及最幸福时刻的记录。它们为“思想和回忆”而生！它们就像福图内特斯2的许愿杯，给予我们最好的财富——想象的财富。它们用一字提醒就能将我们送往别处，不是跨越半个世界，而是（更妙地）跨越半生的时光。



我父亲尚迪用布吕斯康比耶3的作品自我安慰。出于同样的目的，他会给我一本《佩里格林•皮克尔传》4或是《汤姆•琼斯》。翻开这两本书的任意一页——无论是文女士的回忆，还是和贝拉斯顿女士一起的假面舞会冒险；无论是思瓦库与斯夸尔的争执，还是莫莉•西格瑞的逃亡；无论是索菲亚的意外和她的笨手笨脚，还是她姑姑絮絮叨叨的教诲——都

find the same delightful, busy, bustling scene as ever, and feel myself the same as when I was first introduced into the midst of it. Nay, sometimes the sight of an odd volume of these good old English authors on a stall, or the name lettered on the back among others on the shelves of a library, answers the purpose, revives the whole train of ideas, and sets “the puppets dallying.” Twenty years are struck off the list, and I am a child again. A sage philosopher, who was not a very wise man, said, that he should like very well to be young again, if he could take his experience along with him. This ingenious person did not seem to be aware, by the gravity of his remark, that the great advantage of being young is to be without this weight of experience, which he would fain place upon the shoulders of youth, and which never comes too late with years.



Oh! What a privilege to be able to let his hump, like Christian's burthen, drop from off one's back, and transport oneself, by the help of a little musty duodecimo, to the time when “ignorance was bliss,” and when we first got a peep at the raree-show of the world, through the glass of fiction—gazing at mankind, as we do at wild beasts in a menagerie, through the bars of their cages,—or at curiosities in a museum, that we must not touch! For myself, not only are the old ideas of the contents of the work brought back to my mind in all their vividness, but the old associations of the faces and persons of those I then knew, as they were in their life-time—the place where I sat to read the volume, the day when I got it, the feeling of the air, the fields, the sky—return, and all my early impressions with them.

能让我找到同样愉快、忙碌、热闹的场面，找回我第一次打开这本书时的感觉。甚至有时在书摊上瞥见一本英国优秀老作家的散卷，或是看见图书馆书架上夹杂在书堆里的一本书封底上的一个名字，都能达到这个目的，激活我一连串的感想，设置一整出木偶戏”。它们抚平了我20载光阴，让我重享童年时光。一位并非智者的圣贤说过，如果能留住一生的阅历，他希望能再年轻一次。这个聪明人在说话时似乎没意识到，青春最大的优势就在于没有阅历的负担，而他却想把阅历加在青春的肩上。随着年岁的增加，阅历总有一天会变成负担。



哦！一本带着霉味的十二开小书，能让人的驼背如基督徒的负担一般从背上滚落，这是何等的恩赐！书还能将人带回到“无知者无忧”的年代。我们第一次通过小说的镜子在人类身上隐约看见纷呈的世界，就像在动物园里隔着笼子观察野生动物，或是在博物馆里好奇地张望不可触摸的展品一样。对我来说，鲜活呈现在我脑海中的，不仅有书中的陈旧思想，还有我所知道的人物和他们的面孔，就好像他们尚在人间一样——在哪里读的书，哪天拿到手的，当时的空气、原野、天空，还有我对他们的最初印象等，这些感觉全部都回来了。

This is better to me—those places, those times, those persons, and those feelings that come across me as I retrace the story and devour the page, are to me better far than the wet sheets of the last new novel from the Ballantyne Press, to say nothing of the Minerva Press in Leadenhall Street. It is like visiting the scenes of early youth. I think of the time “when I was in my father's house, and my path ran down with butter and honey,”—when I was a little, thoughtless child, and had no other wish or care but to con my daily task, and be happy!—Tom Jones, I remember, was the first work that broke the spell. It came down in numbers once a fortnight, in Cooke's pocket-edition, embellished with cuts. I had hitherto read only in school-books, and a tiresome ecclesiastical history (with the exception of Mrs. Radcliffe's Romance of the Forest): but this had a different relish with it,—“sweet in the mouth,” though not “bitter in the belly”. It smacked of the world I lived in, and which I was to live—and showed me groups “gay creatures” not “of the element,” but of the earth; not “living in the clouds,” but travelling the same road that I did;—some that had passed on before me, and others that might soon overtake me.

每当捧起书本、回忆那些故事时，我再次找回了那些地点、那些时光、那些人物和那些感觉。对我来说，它们比巴伦泰出版社最新出版的小说中那湿乎乎的书页好得多，更别说和莱德霍尔街密纳瓦出版社的小说相比了。这就像在回访童年。回想起那时，“我住在父亲的房子里，生活的道路上流淌着黄油与蜂蜜。”那时我还小，是个无忧无虑的孩子，只想着混日子，只知道寻开心！我记得，《汤姆•琼斯》是第一部打破魔咒的作品。它是库克出版集团的袖珍版，每两周出一期，被我翻得破破烂烂的。在那之前，除了拉德克利夫夫人的《林中传奇》外，我只读过课本和枯燥的教会史。但《汤姆•琼斯》这本书与众不同，让人读来“甜在口”而不“苦在心”。它带有一点我身处的世界以及我向往的世界的味道，向我展示了一群“快乐的人”。他们不是“空洞无聊之辈”，而是脚踏实地之人；他们不是“生活在云端”，而是和我走着同样的路。有些人已经走在我前面了，有些人很快就要赶超我。
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我认为书中糟粕在作者去世后继续流传不会超过一两代。我对已故作家比对在世作家更有信心。

William Hazlitt 威廉 [image: ] 黑兹利特
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1流动图书馆（circulating library），大型图书馆按时派往小乡镇或特定社区的图书馆。通常是一部小货车，车内装满了书籍和卡带。

2福图内特斯（Fortunatus），基督教传说中的早期圣徒之一，法宝是许愿杯，据说有求必应。

3布吕斯康比耶（Bruscambille，1610#1634），法国喜剧演员。

4《佩里格林.皮克尔传》（Peregrine Pickle），作者是托比亚斯.斯摩莱特（Tobias Smollett），苏格兰医学家和剧作家。
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My Books 我的书

Thomas Cooper

托马斯・库珀


作者简介

托马斯・库珀（Thomas Cooper，1805—1892），英国作家和宪章运动成员。他出生于一个织工家庭，未受过正规教育，但通过自学掌握了希腊文、拉丁文和希伯来文。他后来开办私人学校，独辟蹊径地教授拉丁语等冷门学科。他常年为报纸撰稿，60多岁时完成自传《托马斯.库珀的一生》（The Life of Thomas Cooper）。



本文即节选于1872年出版的这本自传。在书中，库珀讲述了自己的阅读体验。跟随他回忆的步伐，我们既畅游了卷帙浩繁的书海，又见识了大方友善的长者，更了解了库珀深厚的阅读积淀。在惊叹其读书破万卷之余，我们不由地折服于阅读的魅力——书让旧时光鲜活，兴味永存。
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My friendship with Whillock had been the means of procuring me an introduction to one whose counsel was of far higher value to me, and whose intelligence was far superior to that of any acquaintanceship I had yet formed in the world. John Hough was a draper, had been married and fixed in business for a year or so when I first knew him, and was eight years older than myself. His father, Vincent Hough, was an old established tradesman in Gainsborough, and was one of the deacons of the Independent church. My new friend, therefore, had been brought up as a dissenter; and he had very decided views and opinions on nonconformity and dissent, while he was a strong partisan of Jonathan Edwards in doctrine. He was, however, a broad general reader, had an excellent library, and made me welcome to the loan of every book in it that I desired to read.



I had come to the knowledge that there was another great supply of old English literature which I could make use of “Nathaniel Robinson, mercer,” many years before, had left his library for the use of the inhabitants of the town; but it had been thrust aside into a corner, and almost forgotten. I was in ecstasies to find the dusty, cobwebbed shelves loaded with Hooker, and Bacon, and Cudworth, and Stillingfleet, and Locke, and Jeremy Taylor, and Tillotson, and Bates, and Bishop Hall, and Samuel Clarke, and Warburton, and Bull, and Waterland, and Bentley, and Boyle, and Ray, and Derham, and a score of other philosophers and divines,—mingled with Stanley's History of Philosophers, and its large full-length portraits—Ogilvy's Embassies to Japan and China, with their large

通过友人威洛克介绍，我结识了一位新朋友。这位新朋友的忠告对我来说有至高无上的价值，他的才智远超我过去认识的所有人。约翰[image: ]霍夫是位服装商，比我大八岁，刚认识他时他才成家立业一年左右。他父亲文森特[image: ]霍夫在盖恩斯伯勒经商多年，是独立教会的一位执事。因此，我这位新朋友在反国教的氛围中长大，是非常坚定的持异议分子，也是乔纳森[image: ]爱德华兹1 的虔诚的拥护者。不过他博览群书，有着大量的藏书，而且我想看的每一本书他都愿意借给我。



后来我发现还有一处英国古典文学宝库可供我使用。多年前，“绸缎商人纳撒尼尔[image: ]鲁宾逊”将自己的藏书捐给镇上的居民使用，但那些藏书被弃置角落，几乎被人遗忘了。我欣喜地发现，那些布满蜘蛛网的书架上堆满了胡克、培根、卡德沃斯、斯蒂林弗利特、洛克、杰里米[image: ]泰勒、蒂洛森、贝茨、霍尔主教、塞缪尔[image: ]克拉克、沃伯顿、布尔、沃特兰、本特利、玻意耳、雷、德勒姆以及一些其他哲人和牧师的书，中间还夹着斯坦利的《哲人史》及其大幅全身画像、奥格尔维的《中日两国大使馆》以及奇妙的大幅版画、斯皮德和拉

curious engravings—Speed's and Rapin's folio Histories of England—Collier's Church History—Fuller's Holy War—Foxe's Book of Martyrs, the first edition, in black letter, and with its odd, rude plates—and countless other curiosities and valuables.



I must mention another little piece of good fortune that now befell me—although I was indebted for it partly to real kindness, and partly to a little roguery. The dear old lady, Mrs. Trevor, of whom I had purchased my lead pencils and water colours when a child, and from whose tattered and worn Circulating Library I had borrowed so many volumes of tales, novels, and romances, always regarded me as a kind of pet; and I was still her customer for papers and pens, and so on. I noted that a few of the gentry had commenced a “Book Society” at her shop. The subscription of two guineas per annum was above my power to pay; but, as I took the liberty, one day, to handle some of the new volumes and periodicals, she closed the shop door, and, coming close to me, whispered that she thought she could accommodate me with the loan of the books. Suppose I gave her ten shillings for the books of each season, and took care to fetch them in the evening, about the time that shops closed, when it would be certain that none of the genteel subscribers would be in the way? So the forbidden fruit was secured once more; and I went home all in a glow with delight—for I was taking two numbers of The London Magazine with me, and the first volume of Scott's Kenilworth!

潘的对开本《英国史》、科利尔的《教会史》、富勒的《圣战》、福克斯《殉道者书》带简单镀金的少见的黑体字初版，除此之外还有其他数不胜数的奇珍异宝。



我必须谈谈当时发生在我身上的另一件幸事。我能从中受益，一部分是因为别人的仁慈，一部分是因为我的淘气。亲爱的特雷弗奶奶一直视我为宠儿。我小时候从她店里买过不少铅笔和水彩颜料，也从她破旧的流动图书馆里借过许多童话、小说和冒险故事，并一直从她那里买纸笔等等。我注意到一些绅士在她店里建立了一个“书友会”。虽然两几尼的年费远远超出我的承受能力，但我有一天还是冒昧地去找她借新书和期刊。她关上店门，走到我身边轻声说，她可以调整一下我的借书方式。我每个季度只要给她十先令，并且在晚上差不多关店时借还书，确保不被那些上流社会的绅士碰见就行。因此，我再一次吃到了禁果。我满心欢喜地回了家，因为我拿了两期《伦敦杂志》2 和司各特的《凯尼尔沃思》的第一卷！

My historical reading was a great delight. I read, thoroughly, Gibbon's Decline and Fall, and followed it up by reading the Preliminary Discourse to Sale's translation of The Koran, and a translation of Mosheim's Church History. I made written notes, often, as I went along. I analyzed Dr. Clarke's Demonstrations of the Being and Attributes, and it was done so completely that I seemed to know the book by heart. My friend Hough approved it greatly, and showed it to others, till—at last—it was begged, and given away to one who was preparing for the Christian ministry.



In the hurry and whirl of my changeful life, I have lost the journal that I kept so strictly in those years, and all written records of my reading; but I can recall the feeling of pleasure, or profound interest, I experienced in reading many a volume; and the feeling is often associated with some feature of a landscape, or turn of the woods, or appearance of the hills or lanes where I walked. Thus the dear old remembrances often flash upon me, after all these years; and I seem to see the page, and the rural spot where I read it, as clearly as if it had happened only an hour ago. How strange it seems—seeing that I, often, cannot call to mind whether I wrote to such a person last week; and, most commonly, forget the names and features of persons with whom I have but lately become acquainted,—nay, often forget, utterly, some things I saw, or some actions I performed, not a month ago!

我酷爱读历史。我从头到尾读完了吉本的《罗马帝国衰亡史》，随后又读了塞尔译本《古兰经》的导论和莫舍姆《教会史》的英文版。我通常边读边做笔记。我还研读了克拉克博士的《本质与属性之例证》，我的笔记非常完整，似乎我能把整本书都背下来。友人霍夫对此大为赞赏，并把我的笔记拿给别人看，最后笔记被一位准备做基督教牧师的朋友讨了去。
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由于生活的颠沛流离，我弄丢了精心保存多年的日记和所有的读书笔记，但我能忆起阅读很多书时的愉悦感觉和浓厚兴趣。某处的风景或林中的转弯，乃至我走过的山丘和小路，都会让我触景生情。时隔多年之后，那些珍贵的回忆仍不时浮现在我眼前。我仿佛能看见那些书页，看见我读书时身处的乡村场景，一切清晰得像刚刚发生一样。多么不可思议啊！要知道，我常想不起上周是否给某人写过信；最常出现的情况是，我记不起刚结识的朋友的名字和模样，更别说是一个月前见过的事物和做过的事情了！

Blair's Lectures on Rhetoric and the Belles Lettres was another book that I analysed very closely and laboriously, being determined on acquiring a thorough judgment of style and literary excellence. All this practice seemed to destroy the desire of composing poetry of my own. Milton's verses seemed to overawe me, as I committed it to memory, and repeated it daily; and the perfection of his music, as well as the gigantic stature of his intellect, were fully perceived by my mind. The wondrous knowledge of the heart unfolded by Shakspeare, made me shrink into insignificance; while the sweetness, the marvellous power of expression and grandeur of his poetry seemed to transport me, at times, out of the vulgar world of circumstances in which I lived bodily.



Besides the two great poets, I made myself familiar with others; and committed to memory thousands of lines by Burns, and Coleridge, and Wordsworth, and Scott, and Byron, and Moore, and Campbell, and Southey, and Keats. And the repetition, daily, of poetry displaying all the harmonies of rhythm—all the opulence of the stores of expressing thought—repressed all desire of composing poetry myself. I said to myself, daily “I am educating my ear and my mind, and I shall be ripe for my true work in time.”



The culture I attempted for myself was broad enough, at any rate—for I often diverged into miscellaneous reading, and can remember the pleasure with which I went through the elder Disraeli's Curiosities of Literature, Calamities of Authors, and Quarrels of Authors, Warton's

布莱尔的《修辞与纯文学讲稿》是另一本我费力研读过的书，读此书的目的是对各种文体和文学杰作进行彻底评判，这些评判似乎毁了我自己写诗的欲望。弥尔顿的诗歌似乎震住了我，我将其刻于脑海，每日背诵，充分欣赏诗歌完美的韵律和作者过人的智慧。莎士比亚剧作呈现的非凡心灵让我深感自己的渺小。有时，他奇妙的表述和庄严的诗句会将我抽离身处的俗世。



除了这两位伟大的诗人，我对其他诗人也很熟悉。我背诵过彭斯的众多诗句，还有柯勒律治、华兹华斯、司各特、拜伦、莫尔、坎贝尔、骚塞、济慈的诗句。每天背诵这些韵律和谐的诗歌，这些表达思想的宝库，抑制了我写诗的一切欲望。我每天对自己说：“我这是在锻炼自己的耳朵，陶冶自己的心灵，有朝一日我会成熟到写出自己的作品。”



我为提高自己的文化素养做了不少努力，至少阅读面够宽了——因为我看书经常是博览式的。老迪斯雷利的《文学奇珍》《作者的灾难》和《作者的争论》，沃顿的《早期英

History of Early English Poetry, Johnson's Lives of the Poets, Rasselas, etc., Boswell's Life of Johnson, Landor's Imaginary Conversations, Southey's Book of the Church, Lingard's Anglo-Saxon Antiquities, Colton's Lacon, Douglas of Cavers on the Advancement of Society, Bullock's Mexico, Richardson's Travels in Egypt and the Holy Land, Head's Rough Notes of a journey to the Andes, and many other volumes of travels.



The novels of Scott I took care to have from the shelves of the dear old lady's shop, as early after their first appearance as I could come by them, —while I also indulged myself occasionally by reading the new pages of Washington Irving, or such novels as Mrs. Shelley's thrilling creation of Frankenstein, and Lockhart's sterling stories of Valerius and Reginald Dalton. The later poetry of Byron, contained in The Liberal, and that published separately, with the new volumes of Campbell, Moore, Milman, and others, I had also, by favour, from those kindly shelves in the little shop I had frequented from a child, —together with each number of the Quarterly and Edinburgh Reviews, and of the European, New Monthly, and Blackwood's Magazines, as duly as they came out. Thus I read the celebrated “Noctes Ambrosianae” when they were new.



But my great favourite was The London Magazine. Nor have I ever seen a magazine that equalled it, since—at least, to my thinking. A periodical which first set before English readers the Essays of Elia, the Picture Galleries of Hazlitt, De Quincey's Confessions of an English

诗史》，约翰逊的《诗人列传》和《拉塞拉斯》等，鲍斯威尔的《约翰逊传》，兰多尔的《虚构的对话》，骚塞的《教会之书》，林加德的《盎格鲁•撒克逊古迹》，科尔顿的《拉康》，卡弗斯家族的道格拉斯所写的《社会的进步》，布洛克的《墨西哥》，理查森的《埃及和圣地游记》，黑德的《安第斯山旅行札记》和许多其他的游记都曾让我乐在其中。



特雷弗奶奶店里的书架上只要一出现司各特的小说，我就会第一时间去借。那时候，我偶尔也沉迷于华盛顿[image: ]欧文的新作、雪莱夫人的惊悚小说《弗兰肯斯坦》和洛克哈特的杰作《瓦列里乌斯》与《雷金纳德•多尔顿》。发表在《自由派》杂志上或以单行本形式出版的拜伦晚期诗作，以及坎贝尔、莫尔、米尔曼等人的新作也深得我心。从我儿时经常去的那家小店里，那些亲切的书架上，我借过《每季评论》《爱丁堡评论》《欧洲人》《新月刊》和《布莱克伍德杂志》。它们只要一上架就会被我借走。因此，我读著名的“夜神”3 系列散文时它们都是新发表的。



不过我最爱的还是《伦敦杂志》。我从未见过能和它媲美的杂志，至少我是这么认为的。这份杂志第一次为英国读者呈现了《伊利亚随笔》、黑兹利特的《画廊》4、德[image: ]昆西

Opium-Eater, verses by Keats and sonnets by poor Clare, and tales by Allan Cunningham, and in the later numbers of which Carlyle's Life of Schiller first appeared—certainly spread no Barmecide array of dishes before the literary appetite of its readers. The “Monthlies”—there were no “Weeklies” then—have doubled, trebled, nay, quadrupled, in number, since I was a young fellow. One would rather that they were fewer in number; and that the real Men of Genius existing would club their wits to bring out, monthly, a new London Magazine, as rich as the old one.
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的《一个英国鸦片吸食者的自白》、济慈的诗篇与克莱尔的十四行诗、艾伦•坎宁安的童话，后来的某期又首次刊登了卡莱尔的《席勒传》——显然，它没有刻意去迎合读者的品味。从我年轻时开始，这份“月刊”（当时还没有“周刊”）的发行量就成两倍，甚至是三倍、四倍地增长。我宁愿它们的数量少点，只希望世上真正的天才能博采众长，推出内容像旧版一样丰富的新版《伦敦杂志》月刊。
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时隔多年之后，那些珍贵的回忆仍不时浮现在我眼前。我仿佛能看见那些书页，看见我读书时身处的乡村场景，一切清晰得像刚刚发生一样。

Thomas Cooper 托马斯 [image: ] 库珀
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1乔纳森.爱德华兹（Jonathan Edwards，1703—1758），美国神学家和传道士，著有《信仰的深情》《论意志自由》等。

2《伦敦杂志》（The London Magazine），英国文学期刊，创刊于1732年，是世界上最古老的期刊之一。

3“夜神”（Noctes Ambrosianae）散文是克里斯托弗.诺思的散文代表作，以富于机智的假想对话探讨文学、政治等问题。

4指黑兹利特的作品《英国主要画廊概貌》（Sketches of the Principal Picture Galleries in England）。







Books for Holidays in the Open 假日书趣

Theodore Roosevelt

西奥多.罗斯福
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作者简介

西奥多・罗斯福（Theodore Roosevelt，1858—1919），美国第26任总统，曾任海军副部长，参与了美西战争，1900年当选副总统。1901年，总统威廉.麦金莱（William McKinley）被刺身亡后，罗斯福继任美国总统，时年42岁，是美国历史上最年轻的在任总统。总统任期内，他因成功调停日俄战争获得1906年诺贝尔和平奖，成为第一个获此殊荣的美国人。



他的远房堂弟富兰克.德拉诺.罗斯福（Franklin Delano Roosevelt）日后也当选为美国总统，所以人们常称富兰克林.罗斯福为“小罗斯福”，而称西奥多.罗斯福为“老罗斯福”。尽管人们对他的政策颇有微词，但历史学家在评论美国总统时，老罗斯福总是名列前茅。



老罗斯福酷爱阅读，1916年出版的《爱书人的户外假日》（A Book-Lover's Holidays in the Open）中就讲述了他的读书经历。本文节选自该书。老罗斯福将自己最欣赏的作家、最心仪的作品缓缓道来，博览群书的形象跃然纸上。本文虽非书目推荐，胜似经典重温。
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I am sometimes asked what books I advise men or women to take on holidays in the open. With the reservation of long trips, where bulk is of prime consequence, I can only answer: The same books one would read at home. Such an answer generally invites the further question as to what books I read when at home. To this question I am afraid my answer cannot be so instructive as it ought to be, for I have never followed any plan in reading which would apply to all persons under all circumstances; and indeed it seems to me that no plan can be laid down that will be generally applicable. If a man is not fond of books, to him reading of any kind will be drudgery. I most sincerely commiserate such a person, but I do not know how to help him. If a man or a woman is fond of books he or she will naturally seek the books that the mind and soul demand. Suggestions of a possibly helpful character can be made by outsiders, but only suggestions; and they will probably be helpful about in proportion to the outsider's knowledge of the mind and soul of the person to be helped.



Of course, if any one finds that he never reads serious literature, if all his reading is frothy and trashy, he would do well to try to train himself to like books that the general agreement of cultivated and sound-thinking persons has placed among the classics. It is as discreditable to the mind to be unfit for sustained mental effort as it is to the body of a young man to be unfit for sustained physical effort. Let man or woman, young man or girl, read some good author, say Gibbon or Macaulay, until sustained mental effort brings power to enjoy the books worth enjoying. When this has been achieved the man can soon trust himself to pick out for himself the particular good books which appeal to him.

有时人们让我推荐出门度假时带的书。考虑到长途旅行最好轻装上阵，我只能回答说：带上在家读的书吧。这个答案又引出了另一个问题：在家读什么书呢？对此，恐怕我的建议起不到应有的指导作用，因为我从不按那种适用于所有情况，适合所有人的计划来读书。事实上，我认为并不存在普适的读书计划。如果一个人不喜欢书，读任何书对他来说都是苦差事。我最同情的就是这种人，但我不知道怎么帮他。如果一个人喜欢书，他或她自然会去寻找头脑和灵魂需要的书。旁人的建议或许管用，但那仅仅是建议。只有对需要帮助的人的头脑和灵魂有所了解，建议才可能有用。



当然，如果一个人发现自己从来不读严肃文学，如果他读过的都是些没用的书，他或许能好好培养兴趣，尝试着去读文化人普遍推崇的经典名著。智力不足以应付持续的脑力活动，就像年轻人的体力不足以应付持续的体力劳动一样丢人。男女老少都应该去读一些优秀作家，比如吉本或麦考莱的作品，直到持续的脑力活动为他们带来力量，去欣赏值得一看的好书。做到了这一点，一个人便可以信任自己的判断，挑选自己感兴趣的好书来读。

The equation of personal taste is as powerful in reading as in eating; and within certain broad limits the matter is merely one of individual preference, having nothing to do with the quality either of the book or of the reader's mind. I like apples, pears, oranges, pineapples, and peaches. I dislike bananas, alligator-pears, and prunes. The first fact is certainly not to my credit, although it is to my advantage; and the second at least does not show moral turpitude. At times in the tropics I have been exceedingly sorry I could not learn to like bananas, and on round-ups, in the cow country in the old days, it was even more unfortunate not to like prunes; but I simply could not make myself like either, and that was all there was to it.



In the same way I read over and over again Guy Mannering, The Antiquary, Pendennis, Vanity Fair, Our Mutual Friend, and the Pickwick Papers; whereas I make heavy weather of most parts of the Fortunes of Nigel, Esmond, and the Old Curiosity Shop—to mention only books I have tried to read during the last month. I have no question that the latter three books are as good as the first six; doubtless for some people they are better; but I do not like them, any more than I like prunes or bananas.



In the same way I read and reread Macbeth and Othello; but not King Lear nor Hamlet. I know perfectly well that the latter are as wonderful as the former—I wouldn't venture to admit my shortcomings regarding them if I couldn't proudly express my appreciation of the other two! But

读书就像尝食物一样注重个人品位。从某种意义上说，阅读品味只关乎个人喜好，与书籍质量和读者智力无关。我喜欢吃苹果、梨、橘子、菠萝和桃——尽管这对我的身体有益，但当然不是值得赞扬的事。我不爱吃香蕉、鳄梨和梅干——这至少不表示我道德水准低下。在热带地区生活时，我为自己不爱吃香蕉深感遗憾；昔日身处牛仔的故乡1，不爱吃梅干更是件不幸的事；但我就是没法让自己爱上它们，事情就是这样。



同样的道理，我一遍又一遍地读了《盖伊[image: ]曼纳林》《古董商人》《潘登尼斯》2 《名利场》《我们共同的朋友》和《匹克威克外传》，而读《奈杰尔的好运》《亨利•埃斯蒙德》和《古玩店》的大部分章节时却磕磕巴巴——上面提到的只是我上个月试着读的几本书。我知道后三本书同前六本书一样优秀。对某些人来说，后三本无疑还要更优秀。但我不喜欢它们，就像我不喜欢梅干和香蕉一样。



也是同样的道理，我反复阅读了《麦克白》和《奥赛罗》，却读不进《李尔王》和《哈姆雷特》。我很清楚后者跟前者一样精彩——如果我不能自豪地表达对前者的热爱，就不会敢于承认自己阅读的不足之处了！但到了我这个岁数，至少

at my age I might as well own up, at least to myself, to my limitations, and read the books I thoroughly enjoy.



But this does not mean permitting oneself to like what is vicious or even simply worthless. If any man finds that he cares to read Bel Ami, he will do well to keep a watch on the reflex centres of his moral nature, and to brace himself with a course of Eugene Brieux or Henry Bordeaux. If he does not care for Anna Karenina, War and Peace, Sebastopol, and The Cossacks, he misses much; but if he cares for the Kreutzer Sonata he had better make up his mind that for pathological reasons he will be wise thereafter to avoid Tolstoy entirely. Tolstoy is an interesting and stimulating writer, but an exceedingly unsafe moral adviser.



It is clear that the reading of vicious books for pleasure should be eliminated. It is no less clear that trivial and vulgar books do more damage than can possibly be offset by any entertainment they yield. There remain enormous masses of books, of which no one man can read more than a limited number, and among which each reader should choose those which meet his own particular needs. There is no such thing as a list of “the hundred best books,” or the “best five-foot library.”

对我来说，承认自己的不足没什么大不了，只读自己喜欢的书也没什么大不了。



但这并不代表可以放纵自己去喜欢邪恶的，甚至毫无价值的书。任何人发现自己喜欢读《俊友》3，都会好好观察自己的道德本性，用尤金[image: ]白里欧或亨利[image: ]波尔多的教条来约束自己。如果他不关注《安娜[image: ]卡列尼娜》《战争与和平》《塞瓦斯托波尔》和《哥萨克》，他就错过太多了；但如果他关注《克莱采奏鸣曲》4，那么他最好下定决心——从病理学出发，明智地完全避开托尔斯泰。托尔斯泰是位有趣而令人兴奋的作家，但也是个极度危险的道德顾问。



很显然，应该杜绝以阅读邪恶的书籍为乐的行为。同样显而易见的是，读毫无价值的通俗书籍带来的乐趣无法抵消其带来的危害。书海无涯，人生苦短，一个人一辈子能读的书极其有限，故需寻找满足自身需要的书。不存在什么“百部佳作”或“最佳五尺藏书”5的书单。

Dozens of series of excellent books, one hundred to each series, can be named, all of reasonably equal merit and each better for many readers than any of the others; and probably not more than half a dozen books would appear in all these lists. As for a “five-foot library,” scores can readily be devised, each of which at some given time, for some given man, under certain conditions, will be best. But to attempt to create such a library that shall be of universal value is foreordained to futility.



Within broad limits, therefore, the reader's personal and individual taste must be the guiding factor. I like hunting books and books of exploration and adventure. I do not ask any one else to like them. I distinctly do not hold my own preferences as anything whatever but individual preferences; and this chapter is to be accepted as confessional rather than didactic. With this understanding I admit a liking for novels where something happens; and even among these novels I can neither explain nor justify why I like some and do not like others; why, among the novels of Sienkiewicz, I cannot stand Quo Vadis, and never tire of With Fire and Sword, Pan Michael, the Deluge and the Knights of the Cross.



Of course, I know that the best critics scorn the demand among novel readers for “the happy ending.” Now, in really great books—in an epic like Milton's, in dramas like those of Aeschylus and Sophocles—I am entirely willing to accept and even demand tragedy, and also in some poetry that cannot be called great, but not in good, readable novels, of sufficient length to enable me to get interested in the hero and heroine!

许多“百部佳作”书单都号称具备种种优点，比其他书单对读者更有益，但这些书单里相同的书或许不超过六本。“五尺藏书”的书单更是众说纷纭。在特定时间和特定情境之下，对特定人群来说，每个书单都可能是“最佳”。但要创造一套有普适价值的藏书，则注定是徒劳之举。



因此，从广义范围来说，应当以读者的个人品味作为指导。我喜欢狩猎类以及探索和冒险类的书。我不要求别人喜欢它们。我很清楚这是我的个人喜好，而不是别人的喜好；这一章是我的自白，而不是说教。在这个前提下，我承认自己喜欢讲故事的小说。在这类小说中，我甚至无法解释或证明自己为什么喜欢一些而讨厌另一些，比如在显克微支的小说里，我为何无法忍受《你往何处去》，却读不厌《火与剑》《渥洛杜耶夫斯基先生》《洪流》和《十字军骑士》。



我当然知道，最优秀的批评家鄙视读者对“美满结局”的要求。如今，在真正的伟大作品中——如弥尔顿的史诗，埃斯库罗斯和索福克勒斯的戏剧——我完全愿意接受悲剧，甚至渴望悲剧，而且对一些算不上伟大的诗作也这么看。但对于一些具有可读性的优秀小说，其长度正好让我对男女主角有了兴趣，我就不这么觉得了。

There is enough of horror and grimness and sordid squalor in real life with which an active man has to grapple; and when I turn to the world of literature—of books considered as books, and not as instruments of my profession—I do not care to study suffering unless for some sufficient purpose. It is only a very exceptional novel which I will read if He does not marry Her; and even in exceptional novels I much prefer this consummation. I am not defending my attitude. I am merely stating it.



Therefore it would be quite useless for me to try to explain why I read certain books. As to how and when, my answers must be only less vague. I almost always read a good deal in the evening; and if the rest of the evening is occupied I can at least get half an hour before going to bed. But all kinds of odd moments turn up during even a busy day, in which it is possible to enjoy a book; and then there are rainy afternoons in the country in autumn, and stormy days in winter, when one's work outdoors is finished and after wet clothes have been changed for dry, the rocking-chair in front of the open wood-fire simply demands an accompanying book.



Railway and steamboat journeys were, of course, predestined through the ages as aids to the enjoyment of reading. I have always taken books with me when on hunting and exploring trips. In such cases the literature should be reasonably heavy, in order that it may last. You can under these conditions read Herbert Spencer, for example, or the writings of Turgot, or a German study of the Mongols, or even a German edition of Aristophanes, with erudite explanations of the jokes, as you never

现实生活中已经有了太多的恐怖、冷酷和肮脏，人们需要与之斗争。当我转向文学的世界时——在那里书就是书，而不是与职业相关的工具——除非有充分的理由，否则我不想让自己受罪。我很少看男女主人公最后不在一起的小说，而且更喜欢大团圆的结局。我不是为自己的态度辩护，只是在陈述而已。



因此，要我解释自己为什么要读那些书也没什么意义。要解释何时读、如何读的话，我的答案会稍微清晰一些。我几乎总在晚上读很多书；如果整晚不得空闲，我至少会在睡前匀出半小时来读书。即使是忙碌的日子也总有一些零零散散的时间，可以读读书；秋日乡村下雨的午后或冬日风雪大作的日子，每当结束一天的户外工作，脱掉湿漉漉的衣服，换上干衣服后，总能找本适宜的书，坐在壁炉前的摇椅上读。



古往今来，坐火车和轮船旅行是一定能享受读书之乐的。我出外狩猎和探险时也总会带上书。在这种情况下，不妨带些比较厚的书，以便陪你度过漫长的时光。此时，你可以读些平时在书房里无心静读的书，比如赫伯特[image: ]斯宾塞或杜尔哥的作品，或是德国人对蒙古人的研究，甚至是带详尽注释的

would if surrounded by less formidable authors in your own library; and when you do reach the journey's end you grasp with eager appetite at old magazines, or at the lightest of literature.



Then, if one is worried by all kinds of men and events—during critical periods in administrative office, or at national conventions, or during congressional investigations, or in hard-fought political campaigns—it is the greatest relief and unalloyed delight to take up some really good, some really enthralling book—Tacitus, Thucydides, Herodotus, Polybius, or Goethe, Keats, Gray, or Lowell—and lose all memory of everything grimy, and of the baseness that must be parried or conquered.



Like every one else, I am apt to read in streaks. If I get interested in any subject I read different books connected with it, and probably also read books on subjects suggested by it. Having read Carlyle's Frederick the Great—with its splendid description of the battles, and of the unyielding courage and thrifty resourcefulness of the iron-tempered King; and with its screaming deification of able brutality in the name of morality, and its practise of the suppression and falsification of the truth under the pretense of preaching veracity—I turned to Macaulay's essay on this subject, and found that the historian whom it has been the fashion of the intellectuals to patronize or deride showed a much sounder philosophy and an infinitely greater appreciation of and devotion to truth than was shown by the loquacious apostle of the doctrine of reticence.

德文版阿里斯多芬喜剧。当旅行抵达终点时，你将无比渴望旧杂志或是轻松点的作品。



如果一个人被各种人和事困扰，比如在行政管理机构决策、全国代表大会的关键期，或在议会调查、竞选的重要时期，真正引人入胜的优秀作品——塔西佗6、修昔底德、希罗多德、波利比阿或歌德、济慈、格雷、洛厄尔的作品——将带给他最大的安慰和真正的喜悦，让他忘却所有污秽的世事，避开或战胜所有卑劣的阴谋。



与其他人一样，我喜欢条理性阅读。如果我对一个话题感兴趣，就会读与它相关的书，或许还会读书中提到的其他书。我读过卡莱尔的《腓特烈大帝传》，它生动地描绘了波澜壮阔的战争场面、铁血君王不屈的意志和足智多谋；它以道义为名将暴行神化、以捏造的故事歪曲和压制真相。读罢此书，我开始读麦考莱基于同一主题的文章。我发现，一直受到知识分子庇护或嘲讽的历史学家，比那些死守教条、能言善辩的卫道士更热爱真理，提出的哲学思辨也更有力。

Then I took up Waddington's Guerre de Sept Ans; then I read all I could about Gustavus Adolphus; and, gradually dropping everything but the military side, I got hold of quaint little old histories of Eugene of Savoy and Turenne. In similar fashion my study of and delight in Mahan sent me further afield, to read queer old volumes about De Ruyter and the daring warrior-merchants of the Hansa, and to study, as well as I could, the feats of Suffren and Tegethoff. I did not need to study Farragut.



Mahaffy's books started me to reread—in translation, alas!—the post-Athenian Greek authors. After Ferrero I did the same thing as regards the Latin authors, and then industriously read all kinds of modern writers on the same period, finishing with Oman's capital essay on Seven Roman Statesmen. Gilbert Murray brought me back from Greek history to Greek literature, and thence by a natural suggestion to parts of the Old Testament, to the Nibelungenlied, to the Roland lay and the chansons de gestes, to Beowulf, and finally to the great Japanese hero-tale, the story of the Forty-Nine Ronins.



I read Burroughs too often to have him suggest anything save himself; but I am exceedingly glad that Charles Sheldon has arisen to show what a hunter-naturalist, who adds the ability of the writer to the ability of the trained observer and outdoor adventurer, can do for our last great wilderness, Alaska. From Sheldon I turned to Stewart Edward White, and then began to wander afar, with Herbert Ward's Voice from the Congo,

接着我读了沃丁顿的《七年战争史》，之后读了我能找到的所有关于古斯塔夫斯•阿道弗斯的书。渐渐地，我放弃了其他领域的书，只关注军事领域的作品，并找到了关于欧根亲王和蒂雷纳子爵的旧闻轶事。同样，对马汉的研究兴趣也开拓了我的视野，引导我去阅读关于德吕泰尔和同业公会军商联盟的古籍，让我尽可能去研究叙弗朗和特格特霍夫的功绩，也就无需研究法拉格特了。



马哈菲的书让我开始重读后雅典时期的希腊作家——唉！我只能读译本。读罢费雷罗的书后，我则开始重读拉丁语作家，并勤读现代作家关于同一时期的作品，一直读到奥曼关于《七位罗马政治家》的重要文论。吉尔伯特•默里把我从希腊历史带回希腊文学，并顺其自然地将我引向《旧约全书》《尼伯龙根之歌》《罗兰之歌》《武功歌》《贝奥武甫》，最后是日本英雄传说《四十七士物语》7。



我读伯勒斯的书读得太频繁，以至于对他的提议感到不耐烦了，但我很高兴查尔斯[image: ]谢尔登向我们展示了最后一片伟大的荒园——阿拉斯加。作为一位天生的猎手，他不仅是训练有素的观察家和户外冒险家，也是天赋异禀的作家。我从查尔斯[image: ]谢尔登读到斯图尔特[image: ]爱德华[image: ]怀特，然后伴随着赫

and Mary Kingsley's writings, and Hudson's El Ombu, and Cunningham Grahame's sketches of South America. A re-reading of The Federalist led me to Burke, to Trevelyan's history of Fox and of our own Revolution, to Lecky; and finally by way of Malthus and Adam Smith and Lord Acton and Bagehot to my own contemporaries, to Ross and George Alger.



Even in pure literature, having nothing to do with history, philosophy, sociology, or economy, one book will often suggest another, so that one finds one has unconsciously followed a regular course of reading. Once I travelled steadily from Montaigne through Addison, Swift, Steele, Lamb, Irving, and Lowell to Crothers and Kenneth Grahame—and if it be objected that some of these could not have suggested the others I can only answer that they did suggest them.



I suppose that every one passes through periods during which he reads no poetry; and some people, of whom I am one, also pass through periods during which they voraciously devour poets of widely different kinds. Now it will be Horace and Pope; now Schiller, Scott, Longfellow, Körner; now Bret Harte or Kipling; now Shelley or Herrick or Tennyson; now Poe and Coleridge; and again Emerson or Browning or Whitman.

伯特[image: ]沃德的《刚果之声》、玛丽[image: ]金斯利的作品、赫德森的《翁布树》和坎宁安[image: ]格雷厄姆对南美洲的速写，开始去远方畅游。重读《联邦党人文集》则把我引向了伯克的作品、特里维廉撰写的福克斯历史和美国革命史，以及莱基的作品。最后，经由马尔萨斯、亚当•斯密、阿克顿勋爵和白哲特8，我回归到罗斯和乔治•阿尔杰等当代作家。



即使是一本与历史、哲学、社会学、经济学无关的纯文学著作，通常也会提及另一本书。因此，人们会发现自己在不知不觉中走了一条特定的阅读轨迹。我曾经从蒙田开始读，经由爱迪生9、斯威夫特、斯蒂尔、兰姆、欧文和洛厄尔，读到了克罗瑟斯和肯尼思[image: ]格雷厄姆。如果有人说这些人中的一些人并没有提及其他人，那我只能回答说，他们确实提到了。



我猜每个人都有过不读诗歌的时期，也有一些人有过津津有味地阅读各类诗人作品的时期，我就是其中之一。我有时读贺拉斯、蒲柏，有时读席勒、司各特、朗费罗、克尔纳，有时读布雷特[image: ]哈特、吉卜林，有时读雪莱、赫里克、丁尼生，有时读爱伦•坡、柯勒律治，有时则读爱默生、勃朗宁夫人和

Sometimes one wishes to read for the sake of contrast. To me Owen Wister is the writer I wish when I am hungry with the memories of lonely mountains, of vast sunny plains with seas of wind-rippled grass, of springing wild creatures, and lithe, sun-tanned men who ride with utter ease on ungroomed, half-broken horses. But when I lived much in cow camps I often carried a volume of Swinburne, as a kind of antiseptic to alkali dust, tepid, muddy water, frying-pan bread, sow-belly bacon, and the too-infrequent washing of sweat-drenched clothing.



Fathers and mothers who are wise can train their children first to practise, and soon to like, the sustained mental application necessary to enjoy good books. They will do well also to give each boy or girl the mastery of at least some one foreign language, so that at least one other great literature, in addition to our own noble English literature, shall be open to him or her. Modern languages are taught so easily and readily that whoever really desires to learn one of them can soon achieve sufficient command of it to read ordinary books with reasonable ease; and then it is a mere matter of practise for anyone to become able thoroughly to enjoy the beauty and wisdom which knowledge of the new tongue brings.

惠特曼。有时一个人想读诗是为了对比。对于我来说，每当渴望人迹罕至的山脉、阳光普照的平原、露珠闪烁的草丛、生机勃勃的兽群和骑着跛马闲逛的黝黑男人时，欧文•威斯特就是我想读的作家。但是，当我住在牧场时，我则常常揣着斯温伯恩的书，把它当作一种杀菌剂，用来对付碱性的灰尘、温热的浑水、煎过的面包、腌过的培根，以及被汗水浸透却不常清洗的衣服。



明智的父母会培养孩子先练习，然后喜欢上持续的脑力活动。这种脑力活动对于欣赏好书很有必要。他们还会让每个男孩或女孩至少掌握一门外语。如此一来，除了我们高贵的英语文学作品外，至少还有另外一种伟大的文学作品能向他们敞开怀抱。现代语言既容易教又学得快，任何人只要真心想学，很快就能轻松阅读普通书籍。接下来只需多加练习，就能充分享受新语言知识带来的美与智慧。


11884年前后，作者罗斯福曾在北达科他州自家的牧场度过了几年放牧生活。

2以上三本书和后面的《奈杰尔的好运》（Fortunes of Nigel）都是英国历史小说家沃尔特.司各特爵士的作品。

3《俊友》（Bel Ami），法国作家居伊.德.莫泊桑的作品。

4以上五部皆为俄国文豪列夫.托尔斯泰的作品，其中《克莱采奏鸣曲》（The Kreutzer Sonata）以禁欲主义观点解决灵肉冲突，故作者说他是“极度危险的道德顾问”。

5五尺藏书（five-foot library）源自哈佛大学第二任校长查尔斯.艾略特所说的“五英尺书架”。艾略特曾在一次演讲中提出，人文教育可以通过每天花15分钟阅读放在五英尺书架上的经典书籍来获得。

6普布里乌斯.克奈里乌斯.塔西佗（Publius Cornelius Tacitus，约55—120），古罗马帝国执政官，元老院元老，著名的历史学家与文体学家。

7原文Forty-Nine Ronins疑为作者笔误，应为Forty-Seven Ronins（《四十七士物语》），日本民族史诗，讲述了日本江户时代47位家臣为主君报仇的故事。

8沃尔特.白哲特（Walter Bagehot，1826—1877），英国经济学家、政论家，社会达尔文主义的代表人物之一。

9约瑟夫.爱迪生（Joseph Addison，1672—1719），英国随笔作家、诗人，文学史上常将他与好友理查德.斯蒂尔并提，原因是他们均以开办《观察者》（The Spectator）杂志闻名。







Thank You, Miss Gray 谢谢你，格蕾小姐

Herbert Clark Hoover

赫伯特.克拉克.胡佛
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作者简介

赫伯特・克拉克・胡佛（Herbert Clark Hoover，1874—1964），美国政治家，美国第31任总统。他出身于铁匠家庭，九岁成为孤儿，由舅舅抚养长大。从斯坦福大学毕业后成为采矿工程师，曾在澳大利亚、中国和非洲从事工程管理工作。他于1928年被提名为总统候选人，后当选美国总统。



本文发表于1957年的《读者文摘》（Reader's Digest）。该杂志编辑希望胡佛介绍一下他曾获得的最佳忠告。第一个出现在他脑海中的人物，是引他走进书海的格蕾小姐。作者难忘的回忆与真诚的谢意，以及文中暗含的阅读的意义，是否对你有所启迪？
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I have received a request from the Reader's Digest for “the best advice I ever had.” There is another method of changing the shape of things to come than just raw advice for both kids and grownups. And that is the field of tactful suggestion.



At 15 years of age I left school to practice the profession of Office Boy in a business firm in Salem, Oregon. One day there came into the office a Miss Gray. She was a tall lady, in her thirties, with graying hair, agreeable manners, kindly eyes and a most engaging smile. I was alone in the reception office. She announced that she was a school teacher and asked me about my schooling. I told here I had to work, but I hoped to go to a night school that was soon to open in the town. Later I found that Miss Gray's extracurricular occupation was in advising–or just being interested in—-The young working boys in the town.



She asked if I were interested in reading books. She must have thought some wider scope in book reading was desirable from my replies to her questions as to what I had read. As a matter of fact, under my austere Quaker upbringing, my book reading had been limited to the Bible, the encyclopedia, and a few novels which dealt with the sad results of Demon Rum and the final regeneration of the hero. Presently, as Office Boy, my reading had been confined to the morning paper when my superior finished with it.

《读者文摘》请我谈一谈“我曾获得的最佳忠告”。无论是对儿童还是成年人，除了粗暴的忠告外，还有一种改变事态发展的方法，那就是委婉的建议。



我15岁离开学校，到俄勒冈州塞勒姆市的一家商号当了勤杂工。一天，一位名叫格蕾的小姐走进了办公室。她是位身材高挑的女士，30来岁，头发略有斑白。她态度亲切，眼神和善，笑容迷人。当时接待室只有我一个人。她说自己是学校老师，还问了我的教育情况。我告诉她，虽然我必须工作，但希望能上本地即将开办的夜校。后来我发现，格蕾小姐的课余工作——或许只是她的兴趣——是为城里的年轻职工提供建议。



她问我对读书感不感兴趣，读过些什么书。根据我的回答，她肯定认为我需要扩大阅读面。实际上，我在一个严肃的贵格会1教徒家庭长大，读过的书仅限于《圣经》、百科全书和一些关于恶魔不得善终、英雄终将重生的小说。现在，作为一名勤杂工，我阅读的内容也仅限于上司翻完的那份晨报。

I also mentioned that outside my office hours I had duties with sandlot baseball and fishing. Notwithstanding all this, Miss Gray asked me if I would go with her to the small lending library in the town. At the library she said she wished to borrow a copy of Ivanhoe, and she gave it to me saying I would find it interesting to read. I took the book and read it at the office between chores and in the evenings. It opened a new world filled with the alarms and excursions of battles, the pomp of tournaments, the tragedy of Rebecca's unrequited love, the heroism of the Black Knight and Locksley, and the destiny of Ivanhoe. Suddenly I began to see books as living things and was ready for more of them.



A few days later Miss Gray dropped in again and suggested David Copperfield. I can still remember the harshness of Hardstone, the unceasing optimism of Micawber and the wickedness of Uriah Heep. I have met them alive many times in after years.



And so, through books, my horizons widened, sometimes with Miss Gray's help and sometimes at my own selection. Between my duties as Office Boy and in evenings, Sundays and holidays I devoured samples of Thackeray and Irving, and biographies of Washington, Lincoln and Grant.

我还提到，除了办公室的工作，我还去沙地棒球场和垂钓场帮忙。尽管如此，格蕾小姐还是问我是否愿意和她一起去城里的小图书馆。在图书馆里，她说自己想借一本《撒克逊劫后英雄略》，后来她把书交给我，说我可能会觉得有意思。我把书拿了回来，在工作之余和夜晚阅读。它为我开拓了一片新天地，那里到处可见战争的喧嚣与忙乱、盛大的校场比武、丽贝卡悲剧式的单恋、黑衣骑士与洛克斯雷的英雄事迹，以及艾凡赫2的命运。突然之间，我开始将书视为活生生的事物，并且准备读更多的书。



几天之后，格蕾小姐再度来访，并推荐了《大卫[image: ]科波菲尔》。我至今仍记得严厉的哈德斯通、天性乐观的米考伯和邪恶的尤赖亚[image: ]希普。后来，我在现实生活中多次见到和他们如出一辙的人。



就这样，书开阔了我的眼界。有时格蕾小姐帮我选书，有时我自己选。我把做勤杂工的空闲时间，以及晚上、周日和假期都献给了萨克雷和欧文的作品，以及华盛顿、林肯和格兰特的传记。

At the night school the principal introduced me to textbooks on mathematics, elementary science and Latin. But, looking back, I realize that it was books inspired by Miss Gray which had also great importance. While textbooks are necessary to learning, it was those other books which stimulated imagination, the better understanding of life and made the whole world a home. They broadened my scope of life from country to country and made me feel a part of the mighty stream of humanity.



At 17 I went to Stanford University to study engineering. My time was occupied with the required reading and the extracurricular duties of managing the baseball and football teams and earning my way. But occasionally Miss Gray wrote to me and often suggested certain books to read.



Miss Gray's influence widened when I began the practice of my profession as an engineer, and it extended over the eighteen years which followed. In that work I had long days of travel, and many hours of waiting for things to happen on ships, railways, and canal boats all over the world-from the United States to China, to Burma, to Mexico, to Australia, to Africa, to Canada and to Russia. On one journey, thanks to Miss Gray's inoculation, I armed myself with paper-bound volumes of Defoe, Zola and Balzac; on another, such less exciting books as those of Herbert Spencer, James Mill, and Walter Bagehot. Another time I took along Carlisle's French Revolution, Gibbon's Rise and Fall of the Roman Empire, and some popular histories of Greece and Egypt. I also read some books on Mohammed, Buddha, Confucius, and more American history.

夜校的校长介绍我读了关于数学、基础科学和拉丁文的教科书。但回想起来，我意识到受格蕾小姐启迪读的书同样很重要。教科书对于学习是很必要的，而其他书则激发了我的想象，让我能更好地理解人生，将整个世界视为一个大家庭。它们向我介绍一个又一个国家，拓展了我生命的宽度，让我感到自己是人类洪流的一分子。



17岁时，我进入斯坦福大学念工程学。我一直忙着读课程必读书，课余除了要管理棒球队和足球队外，还得赚钱养活自己。但格蕾小姐不时地给我写信，向我推荐好书。



我成为工程师之后，格蕾小姐对我的影响更大了，并且一直延续了18年。工程师长期在外，我的足迹遍及全世界，从美国到中国、缅甸、墨西哥、澳大利亚、非洲、加拿大、俄国。无论是坐船还是乘火车，途中总有不少等待的时间。在格蕾小姐的熏陶下，我有一次旅行时带了笛福、左拉和巴尔扎克作品的平装本，也有一次带了相对不那么刺激的赫伯特 [image: ] 斯宾塞、詹姆斯 [image: ] 密尔和沃尔特 [image: ] 白哲特的作品。还有一次，我带了卡莱尔的《法国革命史》、吉本的《罗马帝国衰亡史》和一些关于希腊、埃及的通俗史书。我还读过一些关于穆罕默德、释迦牟尼、孔子的著作，读的更多的还是美国史。

With the coming of the First World War and with official duties devouring me thereafter for many years, my book reading slackened due to a multitude of official documents and government reports. Nonetheless, Miss Gray's influence penetrated even as far as the White House. When I arrived at that residence in 1929 I found it was mostly bare of books except for the published papers of former Presidents—-incomplete at that. One day I mentioned this famine of representative American literature in the White House to John Howell, an old friend and a leading bookseller. Under his leadership and with the cooperation of the American Booksellers Association, they selected some 500 leading books of American literature. Most of these I had read long ago, but they were enjoyed by other inhabitants of that place.



To me they were always a reminder of Miss Gray, and the words of John Milton—-“A good book is the precious life-blood of a master-spirit, embalmed and treasured up on purpose to a life beyond life.”



I repeat the title of this article—-Thank You, Miss Gray——thank you guiding me to the rich world of wonder, beauty, wisdom and imagination that can be found in books.

随着第一次世界大战拉开帷幕，很多年来我一直被繁忙的公务缠身，大量官方文件和政府报告侵占了我的阅读时间。尽管如此，格蕾小姐的影响甚至深入到了白宫。我1929年入住白宫时，发觉这里的书十分匮乏，只有此前历任总统发表的作品——甚至连这个也不齐全。一天，我向老朋友兼杰出的书商约翰•豪威尔提起，白宫里缺乏美国文学的代表作。在他的牵头和美国书商协会的协助下，他们挑选了500多本美国文学的优秀作品。虽然其中的大部分我很早以前就读过，但白宫里的其他人都很爱读。



对我来说，这些书总是让我想起格蕾小姐，想起约翰•弥尔顿的箴言：“一本好书是一位大师的宝贵心血，为人珍藏铭记，超越生命而存在。”



我重复本文的标题：“谢谢你，格蕾小姐”，谢谢你指引我走进书中那充满奇迹、美丽、智慧和想象的丰富世界。
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书开阔了我的眼界。

Herbert Clark Hoover 赫伯特[image: ]克拉克[image: ]胡佛
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1贵格会（Quaker），基督教教派，反对暴力、洗礼和圣餐，且无神职人员。

2上文提及的丽贝卡（Rebecca）、洛克斯雷（Locksley）、艾凡赫（Ivanhoe）都是《撒克逊劫后英雄略》中的人物。







The Autobiography of Malcolm X 马尔科姆•艾克斯自传

Malcolm X & Ale Haley

马尔科姆.艾克斯，亚历克斯.黑利
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作者简介

马尔科姆・艾克斯（Malcolm X，1925—1965），原名马尔科姆.利特尔（Malcolm Little），黑人运动领袖，在美国声望仅次于马丁.路德.金。他的著名演讲《选票还是子弹》（The Ballot or the Bullet）言辞犀利，针针见血。



亚历克斯.黑利（Alex Haley，1921—1992），非裔美国作家。他从军21年，二战后担任军队记者，退役后曾在《读者文摘》（Reader's Digest）和《花花公子》（Playboy）杂志任职。他的作品《马尔科姆.艾克斯自传》（The Autobiography of Malcolm X）和《根：一个美国家族的历史》（Roots: The Saga of an American Family）为他赢得了不菲的声誉。



《马尔科姆.艾克斯自传》主要由马尔科姆口述，黑利整理加工而成，于1965年马尔科姆被刺杀之后不久出版，被美国《时代》（Times）杂志评为20世纪最伟大的10部写实散文之一。本文是其中的节选。马尔科姆身在监狱仍孜孜不倦地阅读，精神可钦可佩。书中传达的理念，不仅关于阅读，更关乎人生。
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Many who today hear me somewhere in person, or on television, or those who read something I've said, will think I went to school far beyond the eighth grade. This impression is due entirely to my prison studies.



It had really begun back in the Charlestown Prison, when Bimbi first made me feel envy of his stock of knowledge. Bimbi had always taken charge of any conversation he was in, and I had tried to emulate him. But every book I picked up had a few sentences which didn't contain anywhere from one to nearly all of the words that might as well have been in Chinese. When I just skipped those words, of course, I really ended up with little idea of what the book said. So I had come to the Norfolk Prison Colony still going through only book-reading motions. Pretty soon, I would have quit even these motions, unless I had received the motivation that I did.



I saw that the best thing I could do was get hold of a dictionary–to study, to learn some words. I was lucky enough to reason also that I should try to improve my penmanship. It was sad. I couldn't even write in a straight line. It was both ideas together that moved me to request a dictionary along with some tablets and pencils from the Norfolk Prison Colony school.



I spent two days just thumbing uncertainly through the dictionary's pages. I've never realized so many words existed! I didn't know which words I needed to learn. Finally, to start some kind of action, I began copying.

今天，许多当面听过我说话，在电视上看过我讲话，或在书上读过我说的话的人，会认为我的学历远不止八年级。人们会有这种印象，完全是因为我在监狱里的学习经历。



这还真得从查尔斯敦监狱说起。当时，宾比丰富的知识第一次让我感到羡慕。宾比参与谈话时总能占据主导地位，我曾试着模仿他。但是，我拿起任何一本书，都会发现有些句子里的某个词或几乎所有词对我来说像是天书一般。当然，我要是跳过这些词的话，最后肯定弄不清楚书里到底讲了什么。所以来到诺福克殖民地监狱时，我仍然只能做个读书的样子。后来，要不是有学习的动力的话，我连读书的样子都做不下去了。



我想自己最好弄本词典来，学学单词。我很幸运，因为我还想到要试着练练字。可悲的是，我连一行像样的字都写不出来。在这两个想法的共同驱使下，我向诺福克殖民地监狱的学校要了一本词典，还有一些便签簿和铅笔。



我花了两天时间，只是毫无把握地翻阅那本词典。我从来不知道世界上有这么多单词！我不知道该学哪些单词。最后，为了做出点行动，我开始抄词典。

In my slow, painstaking, ragged handwriting, I copied into my tablet everything printed on that first page, down to the punctuation marks.



I believe it took me a day. Then, aloud, I read back, to myself, everything I've written on the tablet. Over and over, aloud, to myself, I read my own handwriting.



I woke up the next morning, thinking about those words–immensely proud to realize that not only had I written so much at one time, but I've written words that I never knew were in the world. Moreover, with a little effort, I also could remember what many of these words meant. I reviewed the words whose meanings I didn't remember. Funny thing, from the dictionary's first page right now, that “aardvark” springs to my mind. The dictionary had a picture of it, a long-tailed, long-eared, burrowing African mammal, which lives off termites caught by sticking out its tongue as an anteater does for ants.



I was so fascinated that I went on—-I copied the dictionary's next page. And the same experience came when I studied that. With every succeeding page, I also learned of people and places and events from history. Actually the dictionary is like a miniature encyclopedia. Finally the dictionary's A section had filled a whole tablet–and I went on into the B's. That was the way I started copying what eventually became the entire dictionary. It went a lot faster after so much practice helped me to pick up handwriting speed. Between what I wrote in my tablet, and writing letters, during the rest of my time in prison I would guess I wrote a million words.

我抄得既缓慢又辛苦，字迹七扭八歪。我把第一页全抄到了便签簿上，连标点都没放过。



我相信那花了我一天的时间。接着，我把抄下来的单词大声念给自己听，把我亲手写的，一遍又一遍地大声念给自己听。



第二天早上醒来时，我还想着那些单词。我无比自豪地意识到，自己不但一口气写了那么多，而且写的还是以前认都不认识的单词。此外，我只要稍加努力，就能记起许多单词的含义。我复习了那些没记住含义的单词。有趣的是，词典第一页上的“土豚”，现在突然浮现在我的脑海里。因为词典上有一张它的图片，那是一只长尾巴、长耳朵的非洲穴居哺乳动物。它伸出舌头吸食白蚁，就像食蚁兽吃蚂蚁一样。



我为此着了迷，开始继续抄——我抄了词典的第二页。学这一页时我有相同的体验。接下来的每一页都让我了解了一些人物、地点和历史事件。事实上，这本词典就像一本微型百科全书。最后，词典里A开头的单词填满了一整本便签簿。于是，我继续抄B开头的单词。就这样，我抄完了整本词典。经过大量练习，我的书写速度有所提高，后来抄得更快了。我猜想，在监狱里度过的剩余时间里，我抄在便签簿上的和写在信上的字有一百万。

I suppose it was inevitable that as my word-base broadened, I could for the first time pick up a book and read and now begin to understand what the book was saying. Anyone who has read a great deal can imagine the new world that opened. Let me tell you something: from then until I left that prison, in every free moment I had, if I was not reading in the library, I was reading on my bunk. You couldn't have gotten me out of books with a wedge. Between Mr. Muhammad's teachings, my correspondence, my visitors, and my reading of books, months passed without my even thinking about being imprisoned. In fact, up to then, I never had been so truly free in my life.



…



As you can imagine, especially in a prison where there was heavy emphasis on rehabilitation, an inmate was smiled upon if he demonstrated an unusually intense interest in books. There were a sizable number of well-read inmates, especially the popular debaters. Some were said by many to be practically walking encyclopedias. They were almost celebrities. No university would ask any student to devour literature as I did when this new world opened to me, of being able to read and understand.



I read more in my room than in the library itself. An inmate who was known to read a lot could check out more than the permitted maximum number of books. I preferred reading in the total isolation of my own room.

我想，随着词汇量的增加，首次拿起一本书来读，并且理解书中说了些什么，这对我来说是必然的。读过很多书的人都能想象出我眼前开启的新世界。让我来说说吧：从那时起直到离开监狱，只要一有空闲时间，我不是去图书馆读书，就是在自己床上看书。不管用什么办法都没法把我从书里敲出来。伴随着穆罕默德先生的教义、与人通信、受人拜访以及阅读书籍，几个月就这样过去了，我甚至没去想自己是关在监狱里。事实上，我此前从未像那时那么自由。



……



你可以想象，如果囚犯有强烈的兴趣读书的话，会得到别人的赞许，尤其是在一座重视改过自新的监狱里。许多囚犯都是有学问的人，特别是那些广受欢迎的“辩论家”。有些人还被誉为“活百科全书”。他们几乎都是这里的名人。当我能阅读和理解之后，我便在书开启的新世界里狼吞虎咽。没有哪所大学会要求学生以我当时那种劲头去阅读文学作品。



我在自己房间里读的书比在图书馆里读的多。如果人们知道一个囚犯读了很多书，那么他借的书就能超过规定的上限。我更喜欢呆在自己的房间读书，与外界完全隔绝。

When I had progressed to really serious reading, every night at about ten P.M., I would be outraged with the “lights out.” It always seemed to catch me right in the middle of something engrossing.



Fortunately, right outside my door was a corridor light that cast a glow into my room. The glow was enough to read by, once my eyes adjusted to it. So when “lights out” came, I would sit on the floor where I could continue reading in that glow.



At one-hour intervals the night guards paced past every room. Each time I heard the approaching footsteps, I jumped into bed and feigned sleep. And as soon as the guard passed, I got back out of bed onto the floor area of that light-glow, where I would read for another fifty-eight minutes–until the guard approached again. That went on until three or four every morning. Three or four hours of sleep a night was enough for me. Often in the years in the streets I had slept less than that.



I have often reflected upon the new vistas that reading opened to me. I knew right there in prison that reading had changed forever the course of my life. As I see it today, the ability to read awoke inside me some long dormant craving to be mentally alive. I certainly wasn't seeking any degree, the way a college confers a status symbol upon its students. My homemade education gave me, with every additional book that I read, a little bit more sensitivity to the deafness, dumbness, and blindness that was afflicting the black race in America. Not long ago, an English writer

当我开始读真正的严肃作品后，每晚10点左右要“熄灯”。这总是让我很愤慨，因为那似乎总是我兴致正浓的时候。



幸运的是，我的牢门外正好有一盏楼道灯，灯光能照进我的房间。只要眼睛适应过来，这点光足够读书了。所以“熄灯”之后，我会坐在地板上，借着灯光继续读书。



夜班警卫每小时巡视一遍所有房间。每当听到脚步声临近，我便跳上床装睡。警卫一走过，我马上爬下床，回到有灯光的地方，再读上58分钟——直到警卫下一次经过。就这样一直持续到每天凌晨三四点。对我来说，每晚睡三四个小时足够了。在街头混的那些年，我通常睡得更少。



我时常回顾阅读展示给我的新视野。我在监狱时就知道，阅读已经彻底改变了我的人生道路。现在看来，是阅读唤醒了我埋藏已久的渴望——要活得心智清明。我当然不是追求什么学位，那是大学赋予学生的社会地位的象征。在美国，人们的装聋作哑、视而不见让黑人受尽了折磨。每多读一本书，自我教育就让我对此更加敏感。前不久，一位英国作家

telephoned me from London, asking questions. One was, “What's your alma mater?” I told him, “Books.” You will never catch me with a free fifteen minutes in which I'm not studying something I feel might be able to help the black man…



Every time I catch a plane, I have with me a book that I want to read—and that's a lot of books these days. If I weren't out here every day battling the white man, I could spend the rest of my life reading, just satisfying my curiosity–because you can hardly mention anything I'm not curious about. I don't think anybody ever got more out of going to prison than I did. In fact, prison enabled me to study far more intensively than I would have if my life had gone differently and I had attended some college. I imagine that one of the biggest troubles with colleges is there are too many distractions. Where else but in prison could I have attacked my ignorance by being able to study intensely sometimes as much as fifteen hours a day?

从伦敦给我打电话，问了些问题。其中一个问题是：“你的母校是哪里？”我告诉他：“是书。”我一有时间便研究可能对黑人有帮助的书。你永远不会见我闲下来，就算15分钟也没有……



每次赶飞机，我都会带上一本想读的书——现在已经有很多书了。如果我不是每天在外与白人抗争，我会把余生都用来读书，只为满足自己的好奇心——你很难想象有什么是我不好奇的。我认为，在蹲监狱这件事上，没人比我学到的东西更多。事实上，假如我过着另一种生活，比如上了大学，恐怕就不会像在监狱这样专心学习了。我猜想，大学最大的问题之一就是有太多让人分心的事。除了监狱外，我还能在哪里通过专心学习来摆脱无知，有时一天能学习长达15个小时？
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前不久，一位英国作家从伦敦给我打电话，问了些问题。其中一个问题是：“你的母校是哪里？”我告诉他：“是书。”

Malcolm X & Alex Haley 马尔科姆[image: ]艾克斯，亚历克斯[image: ]黑利
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The Special Joys of Super-slow Reading “超慢阅读”的异趣

Sydney Piddington

悉尼・皮丁顿


作者简介

悉尼・皮丁顿（Sydney Piddington，1918——1991），澳大利亚作家、炮兵士官。第二次世界大战期间，他曾在新加坡的炮兵团服役。1942年日军攻陷新加坡后，他被关在臭名昭著的新加坡樟宜战俘营长达四年之久，靠反复品读林语堂的《生活的艺术》（The Importance of Living）坚持了下来。



本文发表于1973年的《读者文摘》（Reader's Digest）。文中，作者介绍了一种叫做“超慢阅读”的阅读方法。这种方法的价值是他在战俘营时，在与《生活的艺术》相依为命的日子里领会的。他“就像钢琴家研读乐谱一般，一句一句反复排练，试图找出并再现作曲家真正想传达的东西。”读到作者那些独到的人生体验时，你是否也想尝试一下“超慢阅读”，体会一下慢读的乐趣呢？
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Even for the pressure-cooker world of advertising, it had been a frustrating, tension-building day. I took home a briefcase full of troubles. A major contract was in danger of being lost at the last minute, two executives of a company with whom we hoped to clinch a deal were being elusive, and a strike threatened the opening of a business that held my money and my future.



As I sat down on that hot and humid evening, there seemed to be no solutions to the problems thrashing around in my brain. So I picked up a book, settled into a comfortable chair and applied my own special therapy–super-slow reading.



I spent three hours on two short chapters of Personal History by Vincent Sheean–savouring each paragraph, lingering over a sentence, a phrase, or even a single word, building a detailed mental picture of the scene. No longer was I in Sydney, Australia, on a sticky heatwave night. Relishing every word, I joined foreign correspondent Sheean on a mission to China and another to Russia. I lost myself in the author's world, living his book. And when I finally put it down, my mind was totally refreshed.



Next morning, four words from the book–“Ftake the long view”–were still in my mind. At my desk, I had a long-view look at my problems. I concluded that the strike would end sooner or later, so I made positive plans about what to do then. The two executives would see me eventually; if not, I would find other customers. That left me free to concentrate on

即使在像高压锅一样的广告界，这也算是个令人神情沮丧、情绪紧张的日子。我带了一大包烦心事回家。一笔大合同极有可能在最后关头泡汤；我们希望与之签约的某公司，两位主管都态度不明确；罢工威胁着新生意的开张，而这决定了我的钞票和未来。



在那个闷热的晚上，我坐了下来，萦绕在脑中的难题似乎根本无法解决。于是，我拿起一本书，安坐在舒适的椅子上，进行我的特殊疗法——”超慢阅读”。



我花了三个小时细读了文森特[image: ]希恩那本《个人历史》中的短短两章——品味每一段文字，流连于每句话、每个短语甚至每个词，在脑海中描绘出一幅细致入微的场景。我不再身处澳大利亚悉尼这个热浪逼人、让人大汗淋漓的晚上。我品味着每个词，跟随外国通讯员希恩前往中国和苏联。我迷失在作者的世界里，活在他的书页间。当我最后放下书时，我又重新打起了精神。



第二天早上，书里的四个字仍留在我的脑海中——“从长计议”。坐在书桌前，我从长远角度看待自己的问题。我想罢工迟早会结束，因此准备了罢工结束后的积极计划。两位主管最终会和我见面，万一不行，我可以再找其他客户。

the main thing, saving the contract. Once more, super-slow reading had given me not only pleasure but perspective, and helped me in my everyday affairs.



I discovered its worth years ago, in the infamous Changi prisoner-of-war camp in Singapore. I was 19, an artillery sergeant, when the city fell to the Japanese on February 15, 1942. Waiting with other Australian POWs to be marched off, I tried to decide what I should take in the single pack permitted. The only limit was what a weary man could carry the 17 miles to Changi. Our officer thoughtfully suggested, “Each man should find room for a book.”



So I stuffed into my pack a copy of Lin Yutang's The Importance of Living–a title of almost macabre appropriateness and began a reading habit that was to keep me sane for the next three and a half years. Previously, if I had been really interested in a book, I would race from page to page, eager to know what came next. Now, I decided, I had to become a miser with words and stretch every sentence like a poor man spending his last dollar.

这让我得以全神贯注地处理最重要的事——挽回那份合约。“超慢阅读”又一次给我带来希望和洞见，帮我处理了日常事务。



多年前，在新加坡臭名昭著的樟宜战俘营里，我就发现了它的价值。1942年2月15日，日军攻占新加坡。当时我19岁，是个炮兵中士。和其他澳大利亚战俘一起等候出发时，我在考虑该在这个唯一获准携带的包里带点什么。其实带什么都可以，只要背到17英里外的樟宜不嫌累就行。我们的长官提了个很周到的建议：“每个人都应该带本书。”



于是，我往包里塞了一本林语堂的《生活的艺术》1。这个书名与我当时处境的贴切程度，简直令人毛骨悚然。从此，我养成了一种阅读习惯，它让我在此后的三年半时间里保持了神智正常。过去，如果我真的对一本书感兴趣，我会急着一页一页翻过去，急于知道下面会发生什么。这时，我下定决心，要像守财奴一样珍惜每个词，像穷人花最后一块钱那样把每句话都拉长了看。

During the first few days at Changi, I took Lin Yutang out of my pack three or four times, just gazing at the cover, the binding and the illustrated inside cover. Finally, as the sun went down one evening, I walked out into the prison yard, sat down on a pile of wood and, under the glare of prison lights, slowly opened the book to the title page and frontispiece. I spent three sessions on the preface, then two whole evenings on the contents pages–three and a half pages of chapter headings with fascinating subtitles–before I even reached page one. Night after night I sat there with my treasure. Fellow prisoners argued, played cards and walked about all around me. It was oblivious, I disappeared so completely into my book that sometimes my closest friends thought I had gone bonkers.



I had started with the practical object of making my book last. But by the end of the second week, still only on page ten, I began to realize how much I was getting from super-slow reading itself. Sometimes just a particular phrase caught my attention, sometimes a sentence. I would read it slowly, analyze it, read it again–perhaps changing down into an even lower gear; and then sit for 20 minutes thinking about it before moving on. I was like a pianist studying a piece of music, phrase by phrase, rehearsing it, trying to discover and recreate exactly what the composer was trying to convey.



It is difficult to do justice to the intensity of the relationship. When Lin Yutang wrote of preparations for a tea party, I could see the charcoal fire, hear the tinkle of tiny teacups, almost taste the delicate flavour of the tea. I read myself in so thoroughly that it became not a mass of words but a living experience.

到樟宜的前几天，我把林语堂的书从包里拿出来过三四次，只是细看它的封面、装帧和内封。终于，一天晚上太阳落山后，我走到监狱的院子里，坐在一堆木头上，借着监狱的灯光，慢慢地打开书，翻到书名页和卷头插画。在开始读内文第一页前，我分三次读完了前言，然后花了整整两个晚上读了目录——目录共有三页半，写着章节标题和有趣的副标题。夜复一夜，我捧着我的宝贝书坐在那里，任牢友们争吵、玩牌或在我身旁走动。显然，我完全迷失在书中，有时连我的死党都觉得我疯了。



我最初的目标是想让书读得久一些。但到了第二周周末，我还在读第10页的时候，开始意识到自己在“超慢阅读”中得到了不少收获。有时我被某个短语吸引，有时则是一句话。我会慢读、分析、重读——也许还会不断放慢速度；继续往下读之前，我会坐着先思考20分钟。我就像钢琴家研读乐谱一般，一句一句反复排练，试图找出并再现作曲家真正想传达的东西。



要妥善处理这种关系很难。当林语堂写到准备茶会时，我仿佛看到了炭火，听到小茶杯叮当作响的声音，几乎能闻到美妙的茶香。我读得如此透彻，黑压压的文字都变成了活生生的体验。

It took me something like two months to read Lin Yutang's book. By then, his philosophy on tea-making had become my philosophy on reading: You can do it fast, but it's a whole lot better done slowly. I held to the method, even after we had persuaded the Japanese to give us several hundred books from the famous Raffles library in Singapore.



The realization dawned on me that, although my body was captive, my mind was free to roam the world. From Changi, I sailed with William Albert Robinson, through his book Deep Water and Shoal. In my crowded cell at night, lying on a concrete floor, I felt myself dropping off to sleep in a warm cabin, the boat pitching under me. Next day, I'd be on deck again, in a storm, and after two or three graphic paragraphs I'd be gripping the helm myself, with the roar of the wind in my ears, my hair thick with salt. I wouldn't let go of the helm until we sailed into the calmer waters of a new chapter. If I had read with my old momentum, it would have been like viewing Sydney Harbour from a speedboat, instead of experiencing it from the deck of my own yacht.



My voyage took me just short of eight weeks. Had I raced through the book at my former speed, I could never have experienced the blessed release of Robinson's reality becoming so vividly mine.



Sitting on a woodpile in the prison yard or crouched on my haunches in any unoccupied corner, I slow-read biographies, philosophy, encyclopedias, even the Concise Oxford Dictionary. One

我大概花了两个月的时间读了林语堂的这本书。到那时，他的茶道已成了我的阅读之道——你可以快点做，但慢点来会好得多。我一直坚持这种方法。直到我们说服日本人从新加坡著名的莱佛士图书馆弄来几百本书后，我还一直坚持着。



我领悟出，就算我的身体遭到监禁，心灵依然可以自由地漫游世界。从樟宜出发，我读着《深水与沙洲》，随威廉[image: ]艾伯特 [image: ]鲁滨逊一起出海航行。晚上，我虽然躺在牢房拥挤不堪的水泥地上，却感觉自己睡在温暖的船舱中，船儿在我身下摇晃。第二天，我将在风暴中再次登上甲板。读过两三段生动的描写后，我就亲手掌了舵，耳边的狂风在怒吼，头发因盐水的粘附而变粗。我不松开舵柄，直到我们驶入新一章的平静水域。如果我按以前的习惯读它，就会像是乘快艇游览悉尼港，而不是在自己的游艇上感受风光了。



这次出航花了我将近八周时间。如果是按以前的速度匆匆浏览，我不可能有幸感受鲁滨逊笔下的真情实景，更无法将它变成自己的生动体验。



坐在监狱院子的柴堆上，或蜷在任何一个无人的角落里，我“慢慢品读”了传记、哲学、百科全书，甚至《简明牛津词典》。我特别喜欢的一本书是W. 萨默塞特[image: ]毛姆的《毛姆写作回忆

favourite was W. Somerset Maugham's The Summing Up. I was no longer on a rough prison woodpile, wasting away from hunger; I was in an elegant drawing room on the French Riviera, a decanter of old port at hand, listening to a great writer talking just to me about his journey through life, passing on the wisdom he had gained.



An average speed reader might dispose of The Summing Up in 50 minutes. But he wouldn't be living that book with the writer, as I did during the nine weeks I took to read its 379 pages. (A slow reader himself, Maugham wrote scathingly of those who “read with their eyes and not with their sensibility”. It is a mechanical exercise like the Tibetans' turning of a prayer wheel.) I handled The Summing Up so much that it fell to pieces in the tropical heat.



Then I carefully rebound it with dried banana leaves and rubber gum. I still have it, the most treasured volume in my bookcase.



I developed the habit in Changi of copying passages that especially appealed to me. One of these, from Aldous Huxley's Ends and Means, told how training is needed before one can fully savour anything–even alcohol and tobacco: “First whiskies seem revolting, first pipes turn even the strongest of boyish stomachs…First Shakespeare sonnets seem

录》。我不再是坐在乱糟糟的监狱柴堆上，不再因为饥饿而消瘦不堪；我在法国里维埃拉2一间优雅的客厅中，手边放着一瓶陈年葡萄酒，倾听着伟大作家只对我一人讲述的他的人生旅程，传递他获得的智慧心得。



阅读速度正常的人或许50分钟就能读完《毛姆写作回忆录》。但他不会像我这样花九周时间读这379页书，与作者一起活在书中。（毛姆自己就是个慢读者，他严厉抨击过那些“读书只用眼不用心的人”。那是像藏族人摇动传经筒一样的机械运动。）由于我翻看书的次数太多，致使它在酷热的气候里变得支离破碎。



后来，我用干芭蕉叶和橡胶小心翼翼地把书重新粘起来。我至今仍保留着它，那是我书架上最宝贵的书。



我在樟宜养成了一个习惯，即摘抄自己特别喜欢的段落。其中有一段摘自奥尔德斯[image: ]赫胥黎的《目的与手段》，说人要经过训练才能充分品味一件东西——烟酒也是如此。“第一次尝威士忌令人作呕，第一次抽烟能让最坚强的男人

meaningless; first Bach fugues a bore, first differential equations sheer torture. But in due course, contact with an obscurely beautiful poem, an elaborate piece of counterpoint, or of mathematical reasoning, causes us to feel direct intuitions of beauty and significance.”



I defy anyone to pick anything really significant out of a book like that by speed reading. It would be like playing a Beethoven record at the wrong speed!



Once, something I copied proved useful in camp. Our own commander had ordered us to give any spare clothing to our officers so they could appear immaculately dressed before the Japanese. The order incensed everybody. I pinned over my bunk some words from T. E. Lawrence's Seven Pillars of Wisdom: “Among the Arabs there were no distinctions, traditional or natural, except the unconscious power given a famous sheik by virtue of his accomplishment, and they taught me that no man could be their leader except that he ate the ranks' food, wore their clothes, lived level with them, and yet appeared better in himself.”



That night hundreds of slips of paper bearing these words were pinned up all over Changi. The affair was over, a possible nasty conflict averted.

反胃……第一次读莎士比亚的十四行诗毫无感触，第一次听巴赫的赋格曲觉得沉闷，第一次解微分方程式是种煎熬。但在适当的时候，一首隐晦优美的诗歌、一支精巧的多声部音乐或是一个数学推论，都能让我们直接感受美和意义。”



我认为，速读者不可能从书里挑出真正重要的东西。那就像在用不合适的速度播放贝多芬的唱片！



事实证明，我摘抄的东西在战俘营里也有用。有一回，指挥官命令我们把多余的衣物送给看守，好让他们在日本人面前保持仪表整洁。这个命令激怒了每个人。我把T. E. 劳伦斯3的《智慧七柱》里的几句话钉在床头：“阿拉伯人之间并无传统或自然的差别，只有著名的酋长因成就卓越而被赋予无形力量。他们告诉我，一个人只有与普通人同吃、同穿、同住并且表现超群，才能成为领袖。”



当晚，几百张抄着这段话的纸条贴遍了樟宜战俘营。事件就此结束，避免了一触即发的冲突。

Beyond giving me the will to survive in Changi, slow reading helps me today. Of course, super-slow reading is not for the man clearing out his briefcase or dealing with the Niagara of paper flowing across his desk. I can skim an inter-office memo as fast as the next person. But when faced with a real problem, to clear my mind of everyday clutter I will sit down quietly at home and slowly read myself into another world.



As Lin Yutang wrote: “There are two kinds of reading, reading out of business necessity, and reading as a luxury. The second kind partakes of the nature of a secret delight. It is like a walk in the woods, instead of a trip to the market. One brings home, not packages of canned tomatoes, but a brightened face and lungs filled with good clear air.”



That is what super-slow reading is all about. Try it. As I read somewhere, a man is only poor when he doesn't know where his next book is coming from. And if he can get out of a book everything the author put into it, he is rich indeed.

“超慢阅读”不仅让我在樟宜有了活下去的意志，直到今日仍给了我不少帮助。当然，“超慢阅读”不适合于清理公文箱，也不适合于处理潮水般涌至的文件。我能像别人一样迅速浏览办公备忘录。但面临真正问题的时候，为了理清心中的杂念，我会静静地坐在家里，放慢速度阅读，让自己进入另一个世界。



正如林语堂所写：“阅读分为两种，一种出于公务需要，一种作为奢侈享受。第二种带有几分秘密的喜悦。那就像漫步林中，而非走向市场。你带回家的，不是几听番茄罐头，而是明朗的面容和满怀的清气。”



这便是“超慢阅读”的真谛。试一试吧。正如我在某处读到的一句话——只有不知道下一本书将从何而来的人，才是真正的穷人。如果能领略作者所写的一切，他便是真正的富人。


1《生活的艺术》（The Importance of Living）可直译为“活下去的重要性”，与本文作者即将进入战俘营的处境很贴切。

2里维埃拉（Riviera），位于阿尔卑斯山脉与地中海之间的沿海地区，以景色优美、气候宜人驰名，是一个深受欢迎的旅游胜地。

3托马斯.爱德华.劳伦斯（Thomas Edward Lawrence，1888——1935），英国军官，人称“阿拉伯的劳伦斯”。
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Ever since I was very small, I've had the sense that I ought to be somewhere else. I remember watching trains click by–a blur of gray, the diamond glitter of sunshine on glass–and wishing I was aboard. I remember going to the airport with my parents when I was 13 and reading the destinations board, seeing all the places I could go: San Juan, Cincinnati, Los Angeles, London.



But the trains sped by and the planes took off without me, so I wandered the world through books. I went to St. Petersburg before the fall of the czar with Anna Karenina. I went to Tara and Manderley and Thornfield Hall, all those great houses with their high ceilings and high drama, as I read Gone with the Wind, Rebecca and Jane Eyre.



My home was in a pleasant place outside of Philadelphia. But I really lived, truly lived, somewhere else. I lived within the covers of books.



There was a club chair in our house, a big one, sitting in the living room corner to the fireplace, with a table next to it. In my mind, I was flung into it, reading, with my skinny legs slung over one arm. “It's a beautiful day,” my mother is saying. She said that always–autumn, spring, even when there was fresh snowfall. “All your friends are outside.”

从很小的时候起，我就觉得自己理应生在他乡。我记得那时看着火车咔嗒咔嗒开过，看见一片银灰色的光影时（那是阳光照在玻璃上反射出的钻石般的光芒），便希望自己在火车上。我记得13岁时随父母去机场，读着终点指示牌，看着所有能去的地方——圣胡安、辛辛那提、洛杉矶、伦敦。



但火车驶过、飞机起飞后，我仍在原地，所以只能在书中漫游世界。我和安娜[image: ]卡列尼娜一起前往沙皇被推翻之前的圣彼得斯堡。我读着《飘》《蝴蝶梦》和《简[image: ]爱》，则到了塔拉庄园1、曼陀丽庄园2和桑菲尔德庄园3，目睹那些雄伟的建筑和戏剧性的事件。



虽然家住在费城郊外一个舒适的地方，但实际上我真真切切地活在别处，我活在书页之中。



客厅靠近壁炉的角落里，有一张大大的安乐椅，旁边是一张桌子。在我的记忆里，我经常跳进椅子里，瘦弱的双腿搭在一边的扶手上，在那里读书。“多好的天气啊，你的朋友们都在外面玩呢。”无论是秋天、春天，甚至是刚刚下过雪，我妈妈总是那么说。

It was true; they always were. Sometimes I went out with them, coaxed into the street, out into the fields, down by the creek, drawn by the lure of what I knew intuitively was normal childhood. I have clear memories of lifting rocks at the creek to search for crayfish, of laying pennies on the tracks of the trolley and running to fetch them, flattened, when the trolley had passed.



But there was always a part of me, the best part of me, at home, within some book laid flat on the table to mark my place, its imaginary people waiting for me to return and bring them back to life. That was where the real pelple were, the trees that moved in the wind, the still, dark waters.



In books I traveled, not only to other worlds, but into my own. I learned who I was and who I wanted to be, what I might aspire to, and what I might dare to dream about my world and myself. In the years since those days in my club chair, I have learned that I was not alone in my devotion to books, although at the time it seemed I was the only child anyone knew who preferred reading a book to ice skating or playing kick-the-can.



By the time I became an adult, I realized that the world was often as hostile, or at least as blind, to the joy of reading as my girlfriends has been when they banged on our screen door, begging me to put down the book—that stupid book,” they usually called it.

没错，他们总在外面玩。有时我也会被哄得和他们一起出门，去大街上、田野里、小溪边玩耍，一般孩子的童年生活也吸引着我。我清楚地记得，自己曾搬起溪边的石头寻找小龙虾，也曾把硬币放在电车的铁轨上，等电车驶过之后，再去取压扁的硬币。



但我的一部分时间，最好的一部分，都是待在家里，待在摊开在桌上、做了标记的书里。书里虚构的人物等着我回来，使他们的生活继续上演。书中有真实的人，有风中摇曳的树，还有平静幽暗的湖。



在书中旅行，不仅通往其他的世界，也通往自己的内心。我知道了自己是谁、想成为谁、能向往什么，以及关于我的世界和自己能梦想些什么。从在安乐椅上读书的时候起，我就知道，沉醉于书时我并不孤独。尽管那时似乎所有人都知道，我是唯一一个爱读书胜过爱滑冰或玩捉迷藏的孩子。



直至成年后，我才意识到，世人通常对阅读之乐怀有敌意，或至少熟视无睹，就像那些敲着我家纱门、求我放下书的女伴那样。“那本愚蠢的书”，她们常常这么说。

While we pay lip service to virtues of reading, there is still in our culture something that suspects those who read too much ( what ever as “too much” mean ) as lazy, as aimless dreamers, as people who need to grow up and come outside where real life is, as people think themselves superior in their separateness.



There is something in the American character that is suspicious of reading as anything more than a tool for advancement. America is also a nation that prizes sociability and community, that believes that alone leads to loner, loner to loser. Any sort of turning away human contact is suspect.



We have a get-out-and-going ethos at the heart of our national character. The images of American Presidents that stick are those that portray them as men of action: Theodore Roosevelt on safari, John Kennedy throwing a football around with his brothers. There may only be Lincoln to give solace to the inveterate reader, a solitary figure sitting by the fire who believed that books held the knowledge he so eagerly sought. “My best friend's the man who'll get me a book I ain't read,” he once said.



Perhaps at base we readers are dissatisfied people, yearning to be elsewhere, to live vicariously through words in a way we cannot live directly through life. Perhaps we are the world's great nomads, if only in our minds. I travel today in the way of traveling as a child—on airplanes and in trains. And the irony is that I don't care for it very much. I am the sort of person who prefers to stay at home, surrounded by family, friends, familiarity, books. The only thing I do like about traveling is the time on airplanes spent reading.

尽管我们嘴上承认读书的好处，但在我们的文化里，人们总怀疑读书太多的人（且不论何为“太多”）是懒人或无目标的、不切实际的人，是需要成长并走进现实生活的人，是清高孤僻的人。



美国人怀疑书不过是自我提升的工具，这是美国人的特点。美国同时也是重视社交和集体的国家，相信独处导致孤独，孤独导致失败。以任何形式回避与人交往都会遭致怀疑。



我们的国民性格的内核中有行动派的气质。美国总统经久不衰的形象都是他们活动中的形象，比如西奥多•罗斯福在狩猎，约翰•肯尼迪在和兄弟们打橄榄球。似乎只有林肯能给铁杆书迷一些安慰。那是个坐在壁炉旁的孤独身影，深信书里有自己渴求的知识。他说过：“我最好的朋友是送我未读之书的人。”



或许在本质上，我们这些读者都是不知足的人。我们渴望去往别处，渴望通过文字来间接体验在现实世界中过不了的生活。在我们看来，或许我们是世界上伟大的流浪者。如今，我还是以儿时的方式旅行——坐飞机和火车。具有讽刺意味的是，我不怎么喜欢这样的旅行了。我是那种喜欢待在家里的人，喜欢被家人、朋友、熟悉的东西和书本包围。说到旅行，我唯一喜欢的是在飞机上度过的阅读时光。

It turns out that when my younger self thought of taking wing, she wanted only to let her spirit soar. Books are the plane, and the train, and the road. They are the destination, and the journey. They are home.

原来，年少的我梦想插翅飞翔，不过是想放飞心灵而已。书就是飞机，就是火车，就是路。书就是目的地，就是旅程，就是我的家。
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火车驶过、飞机起飞后，我仍在原地，所以只能在书中漫游世界。

Anna Marie Quindlen 安娜[image: ]玛丽[image: ]昆德伦
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1塔拉庄园（Tara）是《飘》的作者玛格丽特.米歇尔在书中虚拟的一个地名。

2曼陀丽庄园（Manderley）是《蝴蝶梦》中故事发生的神秘庄园。

3桑菲尔德庄园（Thornfield Hall）是《简.爱》中女主角担任家庭教师、与男主角相遇的庄园。
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本文于2009年2月2日发表在“小企业答问”网站（www.smallbusinessanswers.com）。在文中，曾经“对非小说毫无兴趣”的作者慢慢涉猎成长类的书籍，逐渐发现阅读是多么必不可少。你是否也有过同样的感受？



When I was a kid I read a lot of books. Usually when I was grounded and had nothing else to do, but there were no shortage of books such as the Chronicles of Narnia or Little House on the Prairie type books for me to read. By the time I hit Jr. High or High School, however, I stopped reading altogether. Except, of course, that which was required in my classes.



I remember in college bragging that I had not picked up a book to read in several years. Oddly enough, what got me reading again was a movie. That's right, I absolutely loved the movie Jurassic Park and had seen it several times. One day friend came in my dorm room as he was passing down the hallway (my room shared a wall with the men's bathroom) and he had some reading material in his hand, a paperback edition of Jurassic Park.



After a quick sterilization, I borrowed that book and found it very difficult to put down. But aside from liking just that book, it got me interested in reading all over again. That event was the starting point for me of reading more and more novels. I always had to have one. I discovered the library and was always working on a book with at least one waiting and a few more “on order”.



But I never could get into non-fiction. Many times over the years I tried to read personal development books and nine times out of ten I just lost interest part way through. But again, all that changed for me a couple of years back.

我小时候读了很多书。通常我被关禁闭或者没事可做的时候，身边一般不缺《纳尼亚传奇》1或《草原小屋》2这类书。但是，在我上了初中和高中后，我就不再读书了。当然，课堂上要求读的书除外。



记得上大学时，我曾夸耀说自己几年都没看过一本书。奇怪的是，让我重新开始读书的竟然是一部电影。没错，我那时非常爱看《侏罗纪公园》这部电影，反复看了很多遍。有一天，朋友从厕所出来经过走廊时，走进我的宿舍（我宿舍隔壁是男厕所），手里拿着他的“厕所读物”，一本《侏罗纪公园》的平装本。



给那本书快速消毒后，我把它借了过来，发现一拿起就很难放下了。我不仅爱上了这本书，还重新燃起了阅读的兴趣。这件事成了我读更多小说的起点。我手里总是得有本书。找到图书馆后，我常常手上读一本，旁边至少放一本，还要预约几本。



但我始终读不进非虚构类作品。多年来，我多次尝试去读与个人成长相关的书，但十有八九是才读一点点就没了兴致。但就在几年前，情况又一次发生了变化。

A mentor of mine gave me some financial books to read. One of the first was Rich Dad, Poor Dad by Robert Kiyosaki. That started my lustrous career in reading books in the personal/business development category.



I regularly have four books going at a time; usually a novel, a personal development, a business development and one other book, sometimes political, sometimes SEO, etc. I try to read 10-20 pages per day in each. Why the four books instead of one at a time? Basically because I tend to get bored when stuck on a single topic for too much time. By reading four different books, I get to mix it up a bit.



While it used to be the novels that held my greatest interest (I'll read almost anything from Grisham, Crichton, Martini, Dekker, Peretti and Preston/Child), I find that I'm less satisfied with novels as I once was and that the development books are of far more interesting. For the first time I now have a stack of to-be-read development books that stands taller than the stack of to-be-read novels. And I like it.



Now that I'm into reading development books, I find my list of books I want to read far exceeds my ability to read them. But that's OK too because I know that there is no immediate end to my continuing pursuit of information and education.

有位导师给我推荐了一些金融类图书。第一本书是罗伯特•清崎的《富爸爸穷爸爸》。这本书为我阅读个人成长和商业发展类书籍开辟了一条光明大道。



我常常一次读四本书。通常是一本小说、一本个人成长方面的书、一本商业发展方面的书和一本其他类型的书。最后这本有时关于政治，有时关于网络搜索引擎等等。我尽量每天把每本书都读上10〜20页。为什么一次读四本而不是一本呢？这主要是因为我关注同一个问题久了就会厌倦。读四本不同的书时，我可以穿插着看。



小说曾是我最感兴趣的书。（我几乎读完了格里沙姆、克赖顿、马蒂尼、德克尔、佩雷蒂以及普雷斯顿/蔡尔德的所有书。）但现在，小说不再像过去那样令我满足，成长类书籍却显得更有趣了。有史以来第一次，我准备读的成长类书籍数量超过了小说。而且我喜欢这样。



由于爱上了成长类书籍，我发现自己想读的书远远超出了能读的范围。但这也无妨，因为我知道学海无涯，收集信息、追求知识不可能一蹴而就。

One other cool thing has happened. I realized that the more I read, the more I want to read. The more information I get, the more I want to get. In other words, information has created a desire for me to get more information.



Essentially, after all these years, I have finally realized how important essential reading really is. So much so, that I have made it an employee mandate. They must always be working through a book, specifically, a book relevant to their position and job responsibilities. Now before you go thinking I'm just a jerk forcing his employees to “take work home with them”, I also require them to spend at least five hours per week on “educational” activities which, in addition to reading books, can also includes reading blogs, forums, attending webinars, audiocasts, etc.



Life is a classroom, but sometimes the lessons have to be learned from the textbooks. We often get caught up in the daily blog/forum reading and neglect good old fashioned books. If you don't read books you're missing out on a lot of information that you won't find in a blog.



You've all heard the motto “ABC: Always Be Closing.” More importantly I think we should Always Be Reading so we can Always Be Learning. I've never heard anybody regret having more knowledge that helped them build a better business, family, or make themselves a better person.

还有一件很酷的事。我意识到，我读的书越多，就越想读更多的书。我获得的信息越多，就越想获取更多的信息。换句话说，是信息激起了我对获取更多信息的渴求。



经过这么多年，我终于意识到基础阅读是多么重要。正因为如此，我要求员工必须阅读。他们必须经常读书，特别是读与其岗位职责相关的书。你或许会认为我是个强迫员工“把工作带回家”的蠢货，但我还要求他们每周至少花五个小时开展“有教育意义”的活动。除了读书之外，还包括浏览博客、上论坛、参加网络研讨会、听网络广播等等。



生活虽然是个大课堂，但有些课程只能从书本上学到。我们每天跟踪博客或论坛的更新，却忽略了优秀的传统书籍。如果不读书，你就错失了许多在博客上无法获取的信息。



大家都听过这句格言“基本原则：总是要成交。”我认为，更重要的是我们都该“总是在阅读”，这样才能“总是在学习”。我从没听说有谁后悔学了太多知识，因为这些知识使他们事业更加成功、家庭更加美满、自我更加完善。


1《纳尼亚传奇》（Chronicles of Narnia），英国牛津教授C. S. 刘易斯的著名儿童奇幻小说。

2《草原小屋》（Little House on the Prairie），美国作家劳拉妮.英格斯妮.怀尔德的系列小说“小屋”中的一本。







第三章 书人琐记
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The Mill on the Floss 弗洛斯河上的磨坊

George Eliot

乔治・艾略特


作者简介

乔治・艾略特（George Eliot，1819—1880），原名玛丽. 安. 埃文斯（Mary Ann Evans），英国著名女作家，与英国作家查尔斯. 狄更斯（Charles Dickens）和威廉. 梅克皮斯. 萨克雷（William MakepeaceThackeray）齐名。30 多岁时，她因做翻译工作而开始了文学生涯。她平日最爱研究语言，通晓拉丁文、法文、德文、意大利文、希伯来文和希腊文。艾略特著作颇丰，凭借两部最成功的作品《织工马南》（SilasMarner）和《弗洛斯河上的磨坊》（The Mill on the Floss）在英国文坛赢得了一席之地。

《弗洛斯河上的磨坊》出版于1860年，故事围绕两代人的恩怨情仇展开。本文是该书的部分节选。作者借主人公玛吉的体验向读者展示了阅读的动人魅力，她毫不吝啬优美的词句，赞美却不溢美。“她第一次激动地发现，放弃自我似乎能让她获得自己一直渴求却毫无所获的满足”，面对如此诱惑，你可有几分动心？不如试着投身书海，感受忘我的快乐和伤悲吧。
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At last Maggie's eyes glanced down on the books that lay on thewindow-shelf, and she half forsook her reverie to turn over listlessly theleaves of the Portrait Gallery, but she soon pushed this aside to examine thelittle row of books tied together with string. The Beauties of the Spectator,Rasselas, Economy of Human Life, Gregory's Letters,-she knew the sort ofmatter that was inside all these; the Christian Year-that seemed to be ahymnbook, and she laid it down again; but Thomas à Kempis?-the namehad come across her in her reading, and she felt the satisfaction, which everyone knows, of getting some ideas to attach to a name that strays solitarily inthe memory. She took up the little, old, clumsy book with some curiosity; ithad the corners turned down in many places, and some hand, now foreverquiet, had made at certain passages strong pen-and-ink marks, long sincebrowned by time. Maggie turned from leaf to leaf, and read where the quiethand pointed.



…



She read on and on in the old book, devouring eagerly the dialogueswith the invisible Teacher, the pattern of sorrow, the source of all strength;returning to it after she had been called away, and reading till the sun wentdown behind the willows. With all the hurry of an imagination that couldnever rest in the present, she sat in the deepening twilight forming plans ofself-humiliation and entire devotedness; and in the ardor of first discovery,renunciation seemed to her the entrance into that satisfaction which she had

最后，玛吉的目光掠过窗台上的书，她从白日梦中稍缓过神来，无精打采地翻了翻《肖像画廊》，但很快又把书推到一边，转而打量用绳子捆着的一小排书。《〈旁观者〉精选》《拉塞拉斯》《人生经济学》《格里高利书信》——她都知道这些书写了些什么；《基督年》——看着像本赞美诗集，于是她又放下这本；托马斯• 肯皮斯1？——她以前看书时见到过这个名字。她有了一种满足感，这种感觉任何人都能理解——过去那个名字独自漂泊在记忆中，现在她想了解更多。她带着些许好奇，拿起了那本破旧的小书；书中有很多折角，一位已逝的读者在某些段落用粗重的笔画作了标记，经年累月，这些标记已褪为褐色。玛吉一页一页地翻看着，阅读前人标记过的地方。



……



她拿着这本旧书不停地读着，她如饥似渴地读书，与书中无形的导师对话，感受那种悲伤以及一切力量的源泉；就算被人叫走，回来仍接着读，一直读到太阳落至柳梢后。想象随书本急匆匆地前行，无法停歇于当下。她坐在渐深的暮色中，构想了许多自我折辱和全心皈依的计划；她第一次激动地发现，放弃自我似乎能让她获得自己一直渴求却无法获

so long been craving in vain. She had not perceived—how could she untilshe had lived longer?—the inmost truth of the old monk's outpourings, thatrenunciation remains sorrow, though a sorrow borne willingly. Maggie wasstill panting for happiness, and was in ecstasy because she had found the keyto it. She knew nothing of doctrines and systems, of mysticism or quietism;but this voice out of the far-off middle ages was the direct communicationof a human soul's belief and experience, and came to Maggie as anunquestioned message.



I suppose that is the reason why the small old-fashioned book, forwhich you need only pay six pence at a book-stall, works miracles to this day,turning bitter waters into sweetness; while expensive sermons and treatises,newly issued, leave all things as they were before. It was written down by ahand that waited for the heart's prompting; it is the chronicle of a solitary,hidden anguish, struggle, trust and triumph, not written on velvet cushionsto teach endurance to those who are treading with bleeding feet on thestones. And so it remains to all time a lasting record of human needs andhuman consolations; the voice of a brother who, ages ago, felt and sufferedand renounced,—in the cloister, perhaps, with serge gown and tonsuredhead, with much chanting and long fasts, and with a fashion of speechdifferent from ours—but under the same silent far-off heavens, and withthe same passionate desires, the same strivings, the same failures, the sameweariness.

得的满足感。她理解不了老修士吐露的内在真理（她还这么年轻，怎么能够理解？）：放弃自我将只剩悲伤，不过人们会欣然接受。玛吉仍然渴望幸福，她因发现了幸福的秘诀而欣喜若狂。她对神秘主义和寂静主义的教义和体系一无所知；但这个来自古老的中世纪的声音，直接传达了一个灵魂的信仰与经历。对玛吉而言，这是一个不容置疑的启示。



为什么这本在书摊上只要花六便士就能买到的旧式小书，直到今天仍能创造奇迹、将苦水化为甘泉，而新出版的昂贵的布道书和文集却做不到？我想这是因为这本书写出了作者的心声，这是一位隐士关于隐痛、挣扎、信任和胜利的记录。作者并非坐在天鹅绒垫子上写书，教那些满脚流血仍在石头上走的人如何忍耐。因此，这本书一直都是满足人类需求、给人以慰藉的永久记录：这是几百年前一位弟兄的声音。他在修道院里感受过、煎熬过，也放弃了自我。他或许还受了戒，穿着哔叽长袍，斋戒诵经；他虽然说着与我们不同的语言，但与我们处于同一片沉默而遥远的天空之下，与我们有着同样热切的渴望、同样的奋斗、同样的失败和同样的疲倦。


1托马斯.肯皮斯（Thomas à Kempis，1380—1471），德国修道士、作家。






[image: ]





The Last of His Race 最后的藏书家

Alfred Edward Newton

阿尔弗雷德・爱德华・纽顿


作者简介

阿尔弗雷德・爱德华・ 纽顿（Alfred Edward Newton，1864—1940），美国作家，20 世纪欧美最重要的藏书家之一，开创了西方书话的新气象。他生前一共收藏了近10万册书，数目之大让人惊叹。他最富盛名的著作《藏书之爱》（The Amenities of Book-Collecting andKindred Affections），以谈论藏书为中心，对书店经营、拍卖风云等也多有涉猎，语言诙谐，妙趣横生。



本文节选自1925年出版的《最伟大的书与其他零篇》（TheGreatest Book and Other Papers）。文章通过几个小故事表达了对“最后一位藏书家”丘先生的怀念之情。丘先生爱书如命，与作者一唱一和，互相推荐旧书；丘先生眼光独到，但作者在他指点下进行的投资被证明是浪费金钱。不过，这点小纰漏不会对丘先生的形象有半分损害，反而让他显得更加可爱、更加有血有肉。



A pretty story is told of Mr. Chew's love for a rare book. Hearingthat Mr. Huntington had secured two copies of the first edition ofShakespeare's Sonnets with the two different imprints, he called upon himand asked for the privilege of holding the two books-they are perhapstwo of the most valuable books in the language-in his hands at the sametime, one in each hand. I would like to have had a photograph taken ofhim at this moment, but I have an excellent picture of him, looking at acopy of Herrick, one of his favorite books, the one I saw him examiningwhen I was last with him in Geneva.



Another story. During the last years of Mr. Chew's life in New York itwas his habit not to go downtown on Saturdays, but to spend the morningquietly among his books in his apartment in the Royalton; knowing this,it became my custom, when in New York on a Saturday, to call uponhim. One morning we had spent several hours together when I suddenlyremembered that Drake, the bookseller in Fortieth Street, had asked me tocall to look at some books just in from London. So cutting my visit short,more especially as Mr. Chew too pleaded an engagement, with professionsof mutual regard and regret we parted and I went at once to Drake's. Ihad not been there more than ten minutes when in walked Mr. Chew; hisengagement was the same as mine. We laughed heartily at each other andturned to the books. “Here is something you should buy, if you haven't it,”said Mr. Chew, taking up a copy of Piers Plowman in old binding, callingattention to the corrected date, 1550. “But it is out of my line,” I replied.

有一个有趣的故事，说的是丘先生对珍本的热爱。丘先生听说亨廷顿先生弄到了两本版本说明不同的《莎士比亚十四行诗》初版，便登门造访，请求拿一会儿那两本书。他一手捧着一本——那恐怕是英语文学中最珍贵的两本书了。我真想抓住那个时刻给他拍张照片，不过我还是有一张他的绝妙画像的。画中，他正在看赫里克1的一本诗集，那是他最喜爱的书之一。我在日内瓦最后一次见到他时，他就在研读这本书。还有一个故事。丘先生待在纽约的最后几年有个习惯——周六不上街，而是在罗亚尔顿的公寓里与书为伴，静静地度过早晨的时光。知道这一点后，我也养成了一个习惯——周六如果在纽约便去拜访他。一天早晨，我们一起聊了几个小时后，我突然想起第四十街的书商德拉克邀请了我去看刚从伦敦进的书。恰好丘先生也与人有约，我俩互相致歉后，带着遗憾道了别。我立刻去了德拉克的店里。到那儿不到十分钟后，丘先生走了进来。原来我们约的是同一个人。我们开怀大笑，然后转头看起了书。丘先生拿起一本装帧很旧的《农夫皮尔斯》2，对我说：“你要是没有这本书的话，可以把它买下来。”他提醒我注意书的修订年份是1550年。我回答说：“但这个

“It shouldn't be,” said he. Then my eye chanced to light upon a copy of Blake's Poetical Sketches, George Cumberland's copy with his so-calledbookplate, one of Blake's last engravings, therein. “And you should havethis,” I said, knowing that his copy had gone into the Huntington Library.Mr. Drake looked on with amusement. “Go to it, gentlemen; I cannotafford salesmen such as you”; and when a little later we left the shop tolunch together, I was the owner of Piers Plowman and Mr. Chew had acopy of Blake's Poetical Sketches in his pocket.



Looking back, one recollects that the year 1918 was a particularlypleasant one for book-buyers, and booksellers too. It saw the end ofthe war, money was plentiful, and several fine libraries were dispersedat Mitchell Kennerley's Anderson Galleries. I have in mind especiallythe Hagen collection, sold in May, and the Herschel V. Jones library inDecember. There was a feeling of good-fellowship abroad, and after thesesales a group of us were wont to forgather at the Plaza around a wellspreadtable, there to fight our battles o'er again. Mr. Chew, who wouldalways be invited to join these parties, was an old friend of Mr. Hagen,and had written an introduction to his sale catalogue, and was especiallyinterested in the sale of his library. In the introduction he had written: “IfI were asked what is the scarcest item in the sale, I should unhesitatinglysay that charming little volume containing four of the poems of JohnSkelton, Poet Laureate to King Henry VII. Two of these little bookletswere in the Hoe library, but this lot of four from the Locker library is

我不懂。”“不会的。”他说道。接着我碰巧看到一本布莱克的《诗草》。那是乔治[image: ]坎伯兰的藏书，书里有他所谓的藏书票，还有一张布莱克晚年的雕版画。“你可以买这本。”我说，心知丘先生想要的那本已经进了亨廷顿图书馆。德拉克先生在一旁乐滋滋地看着我们：“继续继续，先生们；我可雇不起你们这么好的推销员呢。”之后，我们离开书店共进午餐时，我成了《农夫皮尔斯》的主人，丘先生口袋里则装着装着布莱克的《诗草》。



回首过去，1918年对买书人和卖书人来说都是格外愉快的一年。当时大战即将结束，资金比较充裕，许多优秀的藏书都在米切尔[image: ]肯纳利3的安德森艺廊拍卖。我印象最深的是5月份卖出的哈根藏书，以及12月份卖出的赫歇尔• V. 琼斯藏书。那时大家与国外同行关系不错，我们一群人习惯在拍卖结束后去广场聚会，围着一张大桌子再展开鏖战。丘先生经常受邀参加这些聚会，因为他是哈根先生的老朋友，为他的拍卖书目写了序，而且他自己对哈根藏书的拍卖也很感兴趣。他在序中写道：“如果有人问我拍卖的书中最珍贵的是哪本，我会毫不犹豫地说，是那套包含亨利七世时期的桂冠诗人约翰• 斯凯尔顿四本诗作的迷人的小书。霍的藏书里有其中两本小册子，但这套来自洛克的藏书、包含四本诗集的小

probably unique.” It was not often that Mr. Chew would give a “tip” ona book, but this was a sure thing, and the item realized just a trifle shortof ten thousand dollars. The high prices pleased but did not surprise him.“They will go higher still,” he said. At both of these sales I bought—forme—largely, being guided, as far as my means would allow, by Mr. Chew’sjudgment. Once again I record that my extravagances were investments,and my economies proved to be a willful waste of money.



Our friend is gone, if any man die,

Who lived so pure a life, whose purpose was so high.



When his will was opened, it was found that Mr. Chew had followedin the steps of the great French collector Edmond de Goncourt, who leftinstructions that his drawings, his prints, his curiosities, his books—in aword, all those things which had been the joy of his life—should not beconsigned to the cold tomb of a museum, to be subjected to the stupidglance of the careless passer-by; but required that they should be dispersedunder the hammer of the auctioneer, so that the pleasure which theacquiring of them had given him should in turn be given someone of hisown taste.



Thus to his friend Mitchell Kennerley, the president of theAnderson Galleries, passed—for sale—Mr. Chew''s entire collection,with the exception of four paintings: his portraits of Ben Jonson byGerard Honthorst, Pope and Dryden by Sir Godfrey Kneller, and a

书很可能是孤本。”丘先生很少透露一本书的“机密”，但他说的是实情，最后那件藏品拍出了近一万美元的高价。拍出高价后他很高兴，但并不惊讶。他说：“它们的价格还会涨。”在这两次拍卖中，我根据丘先生的指导，在财力允许的范围内给自己买了很多书。我又一次将自己的奢侈视为投资，我的经济状况却证明这存心是浪费钱。



友人虽已仙逝，如众人之命所归，

然其生命极其纯洁，目标极其高尚。



他的遗嘱公开后，人们发现他与法国伟大的收藏家埃德蒙[image: ]德[image: ]龚古尔一样，留下遗言说他的油画、版画、古董、书籍——一切曾给他带来快乐的东西——都不能移交到博物馆那冰冷的坟墓里，任由无心的观众随意观看；他要求将它们送到拍卖师的锤下，以便与同好者分享自己获取它们时的快乐。



因此，丘先生的全部藏品都交由他的朋友——安德森艺廊的老板米切尔[image: ]肯纳利出售，除了四幅画——赫拉德• 洪特霍斯特绘制的本[image: ]琼森肖像、戈弗雷• 内勒爵士绘制的蒲柏和德莱顿画像、爱德华[image: ]卢特雷尔绘制的德莱顿蜡笔画像，还有他收藏的上乘的德语、荷兰语、佛兰芒语的镀银装帧本的套装。

pastel of Dryden by Edward Lutterel; and his fine collection of German,Dutch, and Flemish silver bindings, of which he had some fifty or morespecimens; these he bequeathed to the Grolier Club. No doubt he felt, andcorrectly, that there they would receive the same loving care that they hadin his own library and would serve to link his name with those of otherbenefactors of the Club, which is the most important, successful, andauthoritative book-club in the world. Long may it continue to flourish!

[image: ]

这套书他有50 几册样本。他将画作和镀银装帧本遗赠给了格罗利耶俱乐部。丘先生无疑认为，这样做将使它们像在他自己的书房里一样得到精心照料，也能让自己的名字与俱乐部的其他捐赠者同列。他的想法很正确。这家俱乐部是世界上最有地位、最成功、最具权威的读书俱乐部。愿它永远繁荣昌盛！

[image: ]

他的油画、版画、古董、书籍——一切曾给他带来快乐的东西——都不能移交到博物馆那冰冷的坟墓里，任由无心的观众随意观看。

Alfred Edward Newton 阿尔弗雷德[image: ]爱德华[image: ]纽顿
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1罗伯特.赫里克（Robert Herrick，1591—1674），英国骑士派诗人，擅写宗教诗和爱情诗。

2《农夫皮尔斯》（Piers Plowman），英国诗人威廉•朗兰的寓言长诗，英国中世纪最优秀的诗作之一。

3米切尔.肯纳利（Mitchell Kennerley，1878—1950），美国出版商。
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Talking of Old Books 谈谈老书

A. S. W. Rosenbach

A. S. W. 罗森巴赫


作者简介

A.S.W.罗森巴赫（A. S. W. Rosenbach，1876—1952），美国著名藏书家和古董书商，一生藏书无数。他曾以15.1万美元的破纪录天价买下1640年版的《湾区祈祷书》。1954年，罗森巴赫故居建成罗森巴赫博物馆与图书馆（Rosenbach Museum & Library），用以保存他的藏品。



本文节选自1927年出版的《书与竞标者：藏书家的冒险》（Booksand Bidders: The Adventures of a Bibliophlie）。在这本追溯藏书历史的巨作中，作者用宽容的心介绍了一些重要的早期藏书家。他们获取图书的途径不一，或遍地搜罗，或高价求购，或巧取豪夺，方式或可商榷，爱书之心却日月可鉴。



藏书能让人保持年轻的心态，也是一种低风险的投资。如果你也为藏书事业的漫长历史和藏书家的疯狂而动容，那么就加入藏书的大家庭吧！只须切记：君子爱书，取之有道。



The collecting passion is as old as time. Even book collecting, whichmany believe to be a comparatively recent development, can be tracedback to the Babylonians. They, with their passion for preserving recordson clay tablets, could hardly go in for all the little niceties, such as originalpaper boards or beautifully tooled bindings, but they were collectorsnevertheless.



Among the early individual book collectors such colorful namesas Jean Grolier, De Thou, Colbert, and the Cardinals Richelieu andMazarin shine forth. Jean Grolier, a collector of the late fifteenth andthe early sixteenth century, now considered the patron saint of modernbook collectors, showed unusual vision in selecting his books. Thoughmany libraries of that time are both remarkable and valuable, their worthvaries. But every collector is keen to possess a Grolier volume, and at eachsale the prices increase. He evidently read what he selected, and his tasteshowed that he had education and discernment. Aldus Manutius, the mostfamous printer of that day, dedicated books to him and printed certainworks for him on special paper. Aldus was the first to popularize the smallsizedbook, and that is why many from the Grolier collection are easier tohandle than the more gross volumes from other early libraries.



Grolier's generous disposition is indicated by the fact that he haseither written in, or had stamped on the outside of the truly exquisitebindings, “Io Grolierii et Amicorum”–his books were for himself andhis friends too. Many people have since copied this inscription on their

人类收藏的热情古已有之。即便是人们认为相对较晚出现的“藏书”也能上溯至古巴比伦时期。古巴比伦人热衷于保存泥板文书。尽管他们很少关注所有的细节，比如新颖的纸板或精美的装帧，不过也算得上是收藏家了。



早期的私人藏书家中，有些人的名字格外引人注目，比如让[image: ]205_01格罗利耶1、德[image: ]图2、科尔伯特、红衣主教黎塞留和红衣主教马萨林。让[image: ]格罗利耶是15 世纪末至16 世纪初的著名藏书家，选书眼光极为独到，被当代收藏家奉为守护神。虽然当时许多人的藏书优秀而珍贵，但价值不尽相同。每位藏书家都渴望拥有一本格罗利耶的藏书，因此每拍卖一次，书价就上涨一次。他显然读过自己挑选的藏书，从选书品位就能看出他的受教育水平和洞察力。当时最著名的印刷商奥尔德斯[image: ]马努蒂厄斯曾向他题赠书籍，并用特殊纸张为他印制某些作品。奥尔德斯是最早普及小开本书的印刷商，因此格罗利耶的很多藏书比其他早期藏书家的厚重典籍更易把玩。



格罗利耶相当慷慨，他会把“格罗利耶与好友”这句话写在书里，或印在精致的封面上。这表示，他的书既属于自己，也属于他的朋友们。自此，很多人都把这个题词印于藏

bookplates. The Grolier family were booklovers, and his library was keptintact for three generations. Not until one hundred and sixteen years afterhis death was it sold, and although many were bought by other famouscollectors, old records show that some disappeared entirely. It is just suchknowledge that keeps the true bibliophile living in hopes—a long-missingGrolier might turn up anytime, anywhere.



About the time of the discovery of America a book came out calledThe Ship of Fools, by one Sebastian Brant. In it was an attack on the bookfool: a satire on the passion of collecting, in which the author said that thepossession of books was but a poor substitute for learning. That phrasewhich the layman reader asks the book collector so often with a smirk ofcondescension, “So you really read them?” undoubtedly originated then. Thereal book collector, with suppressed murder in his heart, smiles acquiescence,assuming an apologetic air for his peculiar little hobby. His invisible armor ishis knowledge, and he has been called a fool so often he glories in it. He canafford to have his little joke. So much for this threadbare gibe.



Cardinal Richelieu, according to history, sought relaxation fromthe cares of state in his love of books. His huge library was got togetherin many ways. Sometimes he bought books; he sent two learned men onthe road, one to Germany and the other to Italy, to collect both printedand manuscript works. Often he would exchange volumes with othercollectors, and one can imagine the covert smile of satisfaction on thisecclesiastical politician's lips whenever he got the better of a bargain.

书票上。格罗利耶家族都是爱书之人，他的藏书完好无损地传承了三代，直到他去世116年后才被售出。虽然许多书被其他著名藏书家买走，但旧记录显示，有些书彻底遗失了。这让真正的藏书家心存希望，期待遗失已久的格罗利耶藏书有朝一日再次现身。



大约在发现美洲新大陆的时候，诞生了一本名为《愚人船》的书，作者是塞巴斯蒂安[image: ]布兰特。这本书是对书呆子的抨击和对藏书热情的讽刺。在书中，作者说拥有书籍不过是学习的一种可怜的替代品。外行读者常常带着傲慢的假笑问藏书家的一句话“这些书你真的都读过吗？”无疑源自《愚人船》。真正的藏书家强抑心中怒火，默许地微笑着，仿佛为自己的小癖好道歉。学识是藏书家无形的盔甲，人们总称他为呆子，他却以此为荣。他觉得小玩笑无伤大雅，更何况只是俗套的嘲讽。



据历史记载，红衣主教黎塞留也是一位靠呵护书籍来放松身心的爱书人。他数量庞大的藏书来历各异。有时候他会买书。他把两位博学人士分别派往德国和意大利，让他们去收集印刷的书和手稿。他还经常与其他藏书家交换书。可以想象，在谈成一笔划算的买卖后，这位教会政治家的嘴边会浮起一丝不易察觉的满足的微笑。

Of course there was always a way to get a rare work, whetherthe owner cared to part with it or not, by an off-with-his-head policy ofintimidation. After the taking of La Rochelle the red-robed Richelieutopped off the victory by helping himself to the entire library of that city.Even though he was something of a robber, his ultimate motive was good–he planned to establish a reference library for all qualified students. Yet itwas his nephew, the inheritor of his library, who carried out these plansposthumously. He willed it to the Sorbonne, with a fund to keep up thecollection and to add to it according to the needs and progress of the times.



Cardinal Mazarin had the appreciation of books instilled in himfrom his boyhood, when he attended a Jesuit school in Rome. Followingin the footsteps of the famous Richelieu, it was necessary to carry outmany of his predecessor's policies. One of these was to weaken the Frenchnobles, who ruled enormous country estates, by destroying their feudalcastles. Thus Mazarin, a great but wily character, took his books wherehe found them. Eventually his library grew to be a famous one, which hegenerously threw open to the literary men of the day. Fortunately the menwho followed Mazarin kept his collection intact, and today, in Paris, onemay see the great Mazarin Library on the left bank of the Seine.

当然，在“要命还是要书”政策的威胁下，无论书的主人是否愿意割爱，他总能弄到一本稀有的书。在攻占拉罗谢尔之后，红衣主教黎塞留占有了城中的全部藏书，为这场胜利锦上添花。尽管从某种程度上来说，他是个强盗，但他最终的目标是好的——他计划为有资质的学者建立一座参考书图书馆。不过后来是黎塞留的侄子继承了他的藏书，并在他死后执行了这一计划。他将藏书遗赠给索邦神学院，并成立基金用于书籍维护和根据需要和时代的发展增补新书。



红衣主教马萨林对书的热爱在孩提时便初见端倪。当时，他还在罗马一所教会学校上学。马萨林跟随了著名红衣主教黎塞留的脚步，则必须贯彻前辈的许多政策。其中一项就是通过摧毁封建城堡来削弱掌握大量庄园的法国贵族。这样一来，这位老谋深算的人物一找到书便占为己有。最终，他的图书馆名声大振，而且他慷慨地将其藏书向知识分子开放。所幸他的继任者将他的藏书原封不动地保存了下来。如今在巴黎，人们仍能在塞纳河左岸看见伟大的马萨林图书馆。

Colbert, first as Mazarin's secretary, and later a great politicalleader on his own account, also collected a fine library in perhaps amore legitimate manner than his patron. He arranged for the consulsrepresenting France in every part of Europe to secure any remarkableworks they might hear of. Colbert not only offered the use of his collectionto such of his contemporaries as Molière, Corneille, Boileau, and Racine,but pensioned these men as well.



De Thou, also a Frenchman, of the latter half of the sixteenth and theearly seventeenth century, had the finest library of his time. His thousandsupon thousands of volumes included many bought from the Groliercollection, and collectors' interest in them has never lessened. De Thou wasthe truest type of book lover. He had not one but several copies of eachbook he felt a particular affection for; he ordered them printed on the bestpaper obtainable, expressly for himself. His bindings are richly beautiful,of the finest leathers, exquisitely designed. They are easily recognizable,as his armorial stamp, with golden bees, is on the sides, and the back ismarked with a curious cipher made from his initials. Most of the contentstreat of profound but interesting subjects. He was a real student and wrotean extensive history of his time in Latin. Here is an example of inheritedpassion for books. His mother's brother and his father were both book lovers.



It is a general belief that books are valuable merely because theyare old. Age, as a rule, has very little to do with actual value. I havenever announced the purchase of a noted old book without having my

科尔伯特最初是马萨林的秘书，后来凭借自己的努力成为了伟大的政治领袖。他也收集了一些好书，但收集方式或许比他昔日的上司合理一些。他让在欧洲各国的法国领事寻找他们听说过的所有著名作品。科尔伯特不仅让莫里哀、高乃依、布瓦洛、拉辛3这些同时代的文人使用他的藏书，还给他们提供津贴。



另一位法国人德•图生活在16世纪下半叶至17世纪早期，他拥有那个时代首屈一指的藏书。在他成千上万的藏书中，有不少购买自格罗利耶藏书，藏书家们对这些书的兴趣始终不减。德[image: ]图是位真正的爱书人，对于特别喜欢的书他通常会收藏好几本，并且要求用最好的纸张专门为他印制，用上等皮革作封面，装帧美观，设计精妙。这些书极易辨认，因为书的侧面印有他的金蜜蜂家徽，封底标有他姓名的首字母组成的奇特密码。他的藏书，内容大多深刻而有趣。他是位真正的学者，曾用拉丁文写过一部内容丰富的当代史。有一个例子证明爱书的热情是会遗传的——他的舅舅和父亲都是爱书人。



人们一般认为，书籍之所以值钱只是因为它们古老。通常说来，年份与书的实际价值没什么关系。每当我宣布要买

mail flooded for weeks afterward with letters from all over the world.Each correspondent tells me of opportunities I am losing by not goingimmediately to his or her home to see, and incidentally buy, “a book whichhas been in my family over one hundred years.”



I receive more than thirty thousand letters about books every year.Each letter is read carefully and answered. There are many from cranks.But it is not hard to spot these even before opening the envelope, whenaddressed, as one was recently from Germany, “Herr Doktor Rosenbach,multi-millionaire, Amerika.” Indeed, the greater number of letters aboutbooks are from Germany. One man in Hamburg wrote me of a book hehad for sale, then ended by saying he also had a very fine house he wouldlike me to buy, because he felt sure, if I saw it, his elegant garden wouldappeal to me for the use of my patients! Many people write me, after Ihave purchased a book at a high price, and say they have something tooffer “half a sold at half the price”!



Yet one out of every two thousand letters holds a possibility ofinterest. I followed up a letter from Hagenau not long ago, to discover–the copy was sent me on approval—a first edition of Adonais, Shelley's lament on the death of Keats, in the blue paper wrappers in which itwas issued. There are only a few copies known in this original condition.I bought it by correspondence for a reasonable price. It is worth at least$5,000. On the other hand, I have often made a long journey to findnothing but an inferior copy of a late edition of some famous work.

某本著名古籍时，连着几周信箱都会塞满来自世界各地的信。每位写信者都说我应该马上去他或她家看看，顺便买下“有100多年历史的家传古书”，不然就是错失良机。



我每年会收到三万多封关于书的信件。每封信我都会仔细阅读并回复。不少信件出自怪人之手。但这种信不难辨别，甚至连信封都不用打开。例如，最近有一封来自德国的信，信封上写着“美国亿万富翁罗森巴赫博士先生敬启。”事实上，很多关于书的信件都来自德国。汉堡的一个男人写信给我，向我介绍他要卖的一本书。在信件末尾，他说还有一栋很好的房子也想卖给我，因为他相信，如果我看到它，那优雅的花园一定会吸引我，以便安置我的“病人们”4！ 在我高价买下一本书后，许多人写信给我说自己有东西“半卖半送”。



不过每两千封信中，会有一封引起我的兴趣。我回复了一封来自哈格瑙的信后不久，就收到了寄来的书——雪莱为哀悼济慈之死而写的《阿多尼斯》的第一版，外面包着发行时带的蓝色包装纸。这种初版的《阿多尼斯》仅有几本存世，但我通过信件以合理的价格购得此书。它至少值5000 美元。除了通过通信找书，我常常长途跋涉去找书，但最后只找到某本名著新版的次品。我有一次听说马萨诸塞州的塞勒姆市

I once heard of a first edition of Hubbard's Indian Wars, in Salem,Massachusetts. When I arrived there the family who owned it brought outtheir copy, unwrapping it with much ceremony from swathings of old silk.Immediately I saw it was a poor reprint made in the nineteenth century,although the original was printed in 1677.



But luck had not deserted me entirely that day. As my train was notdue for an hour, I wandered about the city. In passing one of the manyantique shops which all New England cities seem to possess by the gross,I noticed a barrow on the sidewalk before it. In this barrow were thrownall sorts and conditions of books. Yet the first one I picked up was a firstedition of Herman Melville's Moby Dick, worth about $150, which Ibought for $20.



Speaking of this copy of Moby Dick reminds me of another; a morevaluable one, which I prize in my private library. One day about fiveyears ago John Drinkwater, the English poet and dramatist, and I werelunching at his home in London. Talking of books and the ever-interestingvicissitudes of collecting them, he told me of his Moby Dick, found oneday, by chance, in a New York bookstore for but a few dollars. It was apresentation copy from the author to his friend Nathaniel Hawthorne, towhom the book was dedicated, and had Hawthorne's signature on thededication leaf. When Mr. Drinkwater told me of this I became restless; Iwanted this copy as much as I had ever wanted any other book, and there

有一册哈伯德《印度之战》的第一版。我到那里后，书主人郑重地揭开蒙在书上的古老丝绸，我一眼看出那是19 世纪的劣质重印本，它的初版印于1677年。



但那天幸运女神并未完全抛弃我。火车还有一小时才开，于是我便在城中闲逛。新英格兰的城市有许多古董店，路过其中一家时，我注意到门前人行道上有辆手推车，里面堆着五花八门、品相不一的书。我拣出的第一本就是赫尔曼• 梅尔维尔《白鲸记》的第一版，价值约150 美元，但我仅花了20 美元便买到了。



说到这本《白鲸记》，我想起了另外一本。那本更珍贵，我一直视其为私家珍藏。大约五年前的一天，我与英国诗人、戏剧家约翰• 德林克沃特在他伦敦的寓所共进午餐。论及书与藏书的跌宕起伏的趣事时，他告诉我，有天他在纽约一家书店偶遇一本《白鲸记》，只花几美元就买到了。那是作者送给朋友纳撒尼尔• 霍桑的题赠本，题赠页上还有霍桑的签名。德林克沃特告诉我这件事后，我便心潮澎湃。我想要这本书

was nothing for me to do but tell him so. I offered him twenty times whathe had paid for it, and to my surprise and delight he generously let mehave it.



Why age alone should be thought to give value to most collectibleobjects, including furniture, pictures, and musical instruments, I don'tknow. However, it is a great and popular fallacy. The daily prayer of alltrue collectors should begin with the words “beauty, rarity, condition,” andlast of all, ‘%7fantiquity.” But books differ from other antiques in that theirultimate value depends upon the intrinsic merit of the writer%7ds work. Afirst edition of Shakespeare, for instance, will always command an everincreasingprice. The same is true of first editions of Dante, Cervantes, orGoethe. These writers gave something to the world and to life, somethingof which one always can be sure.



…



As collectors grow older, they find it is better to buy occasionally andat a high price than to run about collecting tuppenny treasures. Thereis seldom any dispute about the worth of a rare book. Many collectors,however, feel collecting has a value other than monetary; it keeps menyoung, and as the years pass it proves to be a new type of life insurance.

的热情不逊于对其他任何书的渴望。我没别的办法，只好告诉他实情。我可以出他买书时价钱的20 倍。让我又吃惊又开心的是，他竟慷慨地把书让给了我。



我不知道为什么“年份”会被视为衡量家具、绘画、乐器等大多数收藏品价值的唯一标准。但这是一种很常见的谬论。真正的收藏家每日的祷告词首先应该是“美丽、珍稀、品相”，最后才是“古老”。不过书和其他古董不同，因为书的最终价值还取决于作品内容的价值。例如，莎士比亚的初版书价格会不断提高，但丁、塞万提斯和歌德的初版书亦是如此。这些作家给整个世界和人类生活带来了一些东西，一些人们可以永远笃信的东西。



…



随着年龄的增长，藏书家会发现，与其胡乱搜集廉价藏书，不如偶尔高价购进珍本。珍本书的价值很少遭人质疑。然而，许多藏书家认为，收藏的意义不仅仅在于金钱，而在于它还让人青春常驻。随着岁月流逝，它会成为新型的人生保障。

The late Mr. W. A. White of New York, until his death a few monthsago, was as vigorous at eighty-three as he had been thirty years before.He combined a quality of youth with his extraordinary knowledge ofbooks and literature. His wonderful library would take away the load ofyears from a Methuseleh. Even to read over the partial list of his treasures,which was recently published, would have a distinctly rejuvenating effect.Mr. Henry E. Huntington was another successful man who practicallygave up his business interests to devote himself to the invigorating pastimeof book collecting. He collected so rapidly that no young man could followin his steps! Even my uncle Moses grew younger and younger as he satyear after year surrounded by books.



Rare books are a safe investment; the stock can never go down. Amarket exists in every city of the world. New buyers constantly crop up.The most ordinary, sane, and prosaic type of businessman will suddenlyappear at your door, a searching look in his eye, a suppressed tone ofexcitement in his voice. Like the Ancient Mariner, he takes hold of youto tell his story—for he has suddenly discovered book collecting. And ifit happens to be at the end of a very long day, you feel like the WeddingGuest, figuratively beating your breast while you listen. He returns againand again, enthralled by this new interest which takes him away from hisbusiness. If he is wealthy, he already may be surfeited with luxuries of onesort or another; but here is something akin to the friendship of a charmingand secretive woman. He takes no risk of becoming satiated; there is nopossibility of being bored; always some new experience or unexpecteddiscovery may be lurking just around the corner of a bookshelf.

来自纽约的W. A. 怀特先生享年83岁，他直到去世前的几个月还和30年前一样精力充沛。他将青春的活力与书籍和文学方面的渊博知识相结合。他精彩绝伦的藏书能让玛士撒拉5都年轻好几岁。哪怕只看看最近出版的怀特先生的部分书单，都能明显让人重返年轻。亨利[image: ]E. 亨廷顿先生是另一位成功的藏书家。为了投身激动人心的藏书事业，他几乎放弃了经济利益。他收集的速度如此之快，没有哪个年轻人能跟上他的步伐！甚至我叔叔摩西因年复一年被书包围，也变得越来越年轻了。



珍本书是一个安全的投资对象，一支永不贬值的股票。世界上每个城市都有它的市场，新的买家不断涌现。一位再普通、理智、平凡不过的商人都可能突然出现在你门口，带着锐利的目光，压抑的声音里透着激动。他就像《古舟子咏》里的老水手一样，拉着你讲自己的故事——因为他突然发现了“藏书”。如果你恰巧在工作一天后疲惫不堪，就会觉得自己像是赴婚宴的宾客，捶胸顿足又不得不听他把故事讲6。他一次又一次地登门拜访，受这种新的兴趣驱使，放弃了本职工作。如果他很富有，那他或许厌腻了奢侈品；但藏书者与书之间的关系有点像一个男人与一位神秘迷人的女人之间的友谊。他不会感到腻，也不可能觉得烦，总会有全新的体验或意想不到的发现，它或许就隐藏在书架的某个角落。


1让. 格罗利耶. 德. 赛尔维埃（Jean Grolier de Servières，1479-1565），法国著名藏书家。

2雅克. 奥古斯特. 德. 图（Jacques Auguste de Thou，1553—1617），法国历史学家、藏书家，曾任巴黎最高法院院长。

3让. 拉辛（Jean Racine，1639—1699），法国古典主义悲剧作家，“法国古典戏剧三杰”之一。

4Doktor有“博士”和“医生”两重含义，这位写信者误认为罗森巴赫是医生，故有“安置病人”一说。

5玛士撒拉（Methuseleh），《圣经. 创世记》中的人物，活了900 多岁。

6该典故出自《古舟子咏》的一句诗：“赴宴的客人捶打着胸膛，但不由自主地听他把故事讲。”







Bibliomaniacs 藏书狂

John Michell

约翰・米歇尔
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作者简介

约翰・米歇尔（John Michell，1933—2009），英国作家，曾就读于伊顿公学（Eton College）和剑桥大学三一学院（Trinity College,Cambridge）。他的代表作《亚特兰蒂斯上的风景》（The View OverAtlantis）是一部影响深远的著作。他爱好广泛，从亚特兰蒂斯到飞碟无所不包。他还写过几本关于古代智慧的畅销书。



本文节选自1984年出版的《古怪的生活和奇特的理念》（Eccentric Lives and PeculiarNotions）。藏书家走极端的故事随处可见，但米歇尔的魅力在于，他能从这些司空见惯的事物中挖掘出你闻所未闻的内容。这会让你眼前一亮，还是瞠目结舌？读罢此文，自见分晓。
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Bibliomania, the passionate desire to handle, possess, and accumulatebooks, has been the subject of warnings by many writers, mostly thosewho have been touched by it themselves. Others, however, have defendedit on the grounds that, since as one grows older one's level of insanityinevitably increases, it is best to adopt one of the more liberal forms ofmadness such as obsession with books.



Some truly horrid examples are recorded of fanatical bookcollecting, and of those who have been ruined by it, alienated wives andfamilies, and even been driven from their own homes by their libraries.Thomas Rawlinson, a collector of the early eighteenth century, stuffed hisrooms at Gray's Inn so full of books that he had to sleep in the passage.He then moved into a large mansion which he shared with his brother anddid the same thing there. By the time Thomas died, aged forty-four, therewas scarcely a place where the brothers could sit among the books, papers,and dust of their collection.



A bibliomaniac of Paris, M. Boulard, bought books indiscriminatelyuntil he owned more than 600,000 of them. Shelf space in his house hadlong given out, so he filled trunks and cupboards with books, and then theattics, cellars, storerooms, and the floors of every other room. The weightwas so onerous that the house began to collapse, so Boulard bought morehouses, six in all, which he filled entirely with books, gradually driving outthe tenants before the rising flood of his collection.

藏书癖是一种把玩、占有和积攒书籍的强烈欲望。许多作家都写过这个题材，提醒人们注意此事。他们中的大多数自己就沾染了这种癖好。然而，还有一些人辩解说，人越老越疯是不可避免的，因此最好以一种更自由的形式发疯，比如说痴迷书籍。



巴黎的藏书狂M. 布拉尔不加选择地买书，直到后来他拥有了60 多万本书。他家的书架早就不够用了，所以他在手提箱和橱柜里塞满了书，接下来是阁楼、地下室、储藏室和其他房间的地板上。屋子因不堪重负而开始倒塌，于是布拉尔又买了几套房子（总共六套），把屋子里都塞满了书。在他的藏书尚未淹没屋子之前，房客们被渐渐赶走了。

Bibliomania is the title of a book published in 1809 by the Rev.Thomas Frognall Dibdin, whose principal subject was the outstandingbibliomaniac of his time, Richard Heber. Dibdin came from a showbusinessfamily; his uncle was the writer of such long-popular songs asTom Bowling and 'Twas in the good ship Rover, later to be parodied byrugger players. With Heber and other bibliomaniacs of the time Dibdinfounded the Roxburghe Club, where the first toast was to “the cause ofBibliomania all over the world,” followed by more toasts to famous printersand book collectors of ages past. It was a time when book prices were low,and Dibdin and his fellows could pick up for a few shillings manuscriptsnow worth many thousands of pounds. He had a sharp nose for a bargainand, though a clergyman, did not spare even his reverend colleagues whenit came to book business. On a visit to Lincoln Cathedral he noticed in thelibrary some rare old volumes, the worth of which was quite unrecognizedby the unworldly clerics. Dibdin offered to help improve the library byproviding it with up-to-date books by the best authors in exchange for theold ones. The Lincoln clergy accepted and were delighted with the £300worth of modern books which the Rev. Dibdin chose for them. Theirmood changed, however, when they heard that their benefactor had soldjust one of the old books from their library for £1,800. When Dibdincalled again, eager to make a further exchange, they shut the door of thelibrary in his face.

1809年出版的《藏书狂》是牧师托马斯[image: ]弗罗格纳尔[image: ]迪布丁作品的名字。该书主要讲的是那个时代著名的藏书狂——理查德[image: ]希伯。迪布丁来自一个演艺家庭，他叔叔曾写过《汤姆[image: ]鲍林》和《海盗船上》等脍炙人口的流行歌曲，后来被橄榄球员搞怪模仿。迪布丁与希伯和同时代的其他藏书狂一起创立了罗克斯伯勒协会。能建成此协会首先要感谢“全世界藏书癖的源头”1，接着是昔日著名的印刷者和藏书家。当时的书很便宜，迪布丁和同伴们用几先令就能买到如今价值几千英镑的手稿。他对廉价书的嗅觉极其敏锐，虽然他自己也是个牧师，但涉及书的交易时，他对牧师同行却毫不相让。有一次拜访林肯大教堂时，他看见藏书室里有一些古老的珍本，但不谙世事的教士们并未意识到它们的价值。迪布丁主动提出帮忙改善藏书室，用最优秀作家的最新作品来交换那些旧书。林肯大教堂的教士高兴地接受了迪布丁牧师为他们挑选的价值300英镑的现代书籍。然而，当他们听说藏书室里旧书中的一本就被他们的捐助者卖出了1800英镑的价钱时，就高兴不起来了。当迪布丁再次拜访，渴望做进一步交换时，被他们拒之门外。

Richard Heber was a prodigy of bibliomania. Born in 1774, theson of a rich clergyman at Hodnet in Cheshire, he compiled at the ageof eight a catalogue of the library he had already built up, with detailedinstructions on how the books were to be bound. Throughout his schooldays he bought far beyond the limit of his means, becoming a familiarfigure at book auctions. His father saw his rectory being overrun by books,followed by accounts from dealers and book-binders, and did his best tocurb Richard's frenzy. It was in vain. Richard's magpie career went onunchecked and he became a discriminating buyer of old rarities. He wasalso that rare type among bibliomaniacs, a scholar, actually reading someportion of the writings he accumulated. When he went up to Oxford hefurther annoyed his father by editing for publication a classical work whichthe good clergyman found improper.

When old Mr. Heber died, leaving a fine estate and fortune, Richardwas freed of his only previous restraint, lack of money. His book-buyingexploits became fantastic. It seemed as if he wanted to own every bookthat ever was, and not just one copy of each. He used to say that everygentleman needed at least three copies of a book, one for his countryhouse library, one for reading, and one to lend to friends. But three copieswas by no means his limit. Several of his collections of different copies oreditions of the same work would have formed a considerable library ontheir own. He would buy the entire contents of a bookseller's catalogueor collections of many thousands of books in one lot, and he would alsomake difficult journeys of hundreds of miles in pursuit of a single coveted

理查德• 希伯是个藏书奇才。他1774年出生，父亲是柴郡霍德尼特的一位富有的牧师。他8岁时就为自己的藏书编写了书目，并详细标明了藏书的装帧方式。读书期间，他花在买书上的钱就远远超出了他的经济实力，而且他还成了书籍拍卖会上的常客。他父亲发现自己的教区书籍泛滥，书商和装订工的账单也接踵而至，便竭尽全力抑制理查德的狂热。但此举无济于事。理查德不仅收藏癖好丝毫未减，而且还成了一位购买古书珍本的行家。同时，他还是藏书狂圈子里少见的学者，确实读了自己收藏的部分书籍。他进入牛津大学后进一步惹恼了父亲。因为在那位称职的牧师看来，儿子编辑出版的一部经典作品不成体统。

老希伯去世时留下了一座豪宅和他的财产，于是理查德先前的唯一障碍——缺钱也消失了。他的购书行为变得让人匪夷所思。他似乎想买下世界上所有的书，而且每本书不止要一本。他过去常说，一位绅士至少需要三本一样的书，一本放在乡间别墅的书房，一本用来阅读，一本借给朋友。但三本绝不是他的上限。在他的藏书里，光是同一本书的不同副本和版本就能组成一套可观的藏品了。他会一口气买下书商目录上的所有书，会一次性买下成千上万本书，也会不远万里去找一本梦寐以求的珍本。只有在考虑结婚的那会儿，

volume. Only once was he diverted from his career, and only for a shorttime, when he contemplated marriage. Not that it really was a deviation,for the wife he almost chose was Miss Richardson Currer of Yorkshire, themost renowned of English women book collectors. The proposal, in fact,was for a marriage of libraries, but either the couple or their books did notsuit each other, for nothing came of the match.

Heber's appetite for books, said Dibdin, displayed “a rapaciousnessof hunger and thirst, such as the world never saw before, and is unlikely tosee again.” Holbrook Jackson summed him up as “a bibliomaniac if everthere was one…a bibliomaniac in the most unpleasant sense of the word;no confirmed drunkard, no incurable opium-eater, had less self-control; tosee a book was to desire it, to desire it was to possess it, the great and strongpassion of his life was to amass such a library as no individual before himhad ever amassed…His collection was omnigenous, and he never ceasedto accumulate books of all kinds, buying them by all methods, in all places,at all times.”

Toward the end of his life Heber became a recluse, gloating over histreasures behind the shutters of his London house in Pimlico. In one of itsrooms he had been born, and in 1833 he died in it, despairing and alone,shortly after he had sent a substantial order to a bookseller. It was his innercitadel, fabulous among bibliophiles because no one else had ever beenallowed to enter it. The inquisitive Dibdin hurried at once to Pimlico to

他才分过一回心，而且只分了一小段时间。其实这并不是真的分心，因为他几乎选定的妻子是约克郡的理查森[image: ]柯勒小姐，也就是英国最著名的女藏书家。事实上，这场求婚是为藏书缔结姻缘。但无论是这两个人还是他们的书都互不相称，结果这场相亲再无下文。

根据迪布丁的说法，希伯对书的欲望“如饥似渴，可谓前无古人后无来者”。霍尔布鲁克[image: ]杰克逊2总结希伯时称“如果说曾经有过一位藏书狂，那便是他……他是最令人不快的藏书狂，比任何固执的酒鬼和无可救药的大烟鬼更不知自制。看见书便渴望书，渴望书便占有书。他一辈子炙热的激情便是收集前人所不能及的藏书……他的藏书包罗万象，而且他从未停止过收集各类书籍。无论何时、何地、用何种方法，他都要把书买到手。”

希伯晚年在位于伦敦皮姆利科区的房子里隐居，他常常在百叶窗后心满意足地欣赏自己的珍宝。他在这座房子里的一个房间出生，1833年又在这里绝望而孤独地死去。死前不久，他刚给一位书商下了个大订单。这里是他内心的城堡，因为无人获准进入而成了藏书家之间的传说。他刚去世，好

be the first to break in. “I looked around me in amazement,” he wrote.“I had never seen rooms, cupboards, passages, and corridors, so choked,so suffocated, with books. Treble rows were here, double rows were there.Hundreds of slim quartos—several upon each other—were longitudinallyplaced over thin and stunted duodecimos, reaching from one extremity ofa shelf to another. Up to the very ceiling the piles of volumes extended;while the floor was strewn with them, in loose and numerous heaps. WhenI looked on all this, and thought what might be at Hodnet, and upon theContinent, it were difficult to describe my emotions.”

From the piles of paper Dibdin was at last able to unearth RichardHeber's will. Like Shakespere's, it made no mention of any books. Indeed,it was some time before the executors could locate the manifold branchesof his gigantic library. Two houses in London were found to be stuffedwith books, and so was the large mansion he had inherited in Cheshire.Other houses, similarly filled, were located in Paris, Brussels, Antwerp, andGhent, and another in Germany. No one has ever been certain whetherthese eight repositories housed the entire library of Richard Heber orwhether he had other store-places about Europe where unknown literarytreasures may still be lurking.

奇的迪布丁立即前往皮姆利科，成了第一个进入那座房子的人。“我吃惊地环视四周”，他这么写道，“我从未见过哪个房间、橱柜、过道和走廊挤着、塞着这么多书。这里三排书，那里两排书。几百册小四开本——有些相互交叠——立在又薄又小的十二开本上面，从书架的一端直达另一端。书堆一直摞到天花板，地板上也乱糟糟地散落着许多堆书。我目睹这一切，再想到他在霍德尼特乃至欧洲大陆上可能拥有的藏书，我的心情实在是难以言说。”

迪布丁最终在纸堆里找出了理查德[image: ]希伯的遗嘱。就像莎士比亚的遗嘱一样，里面根本没有提到书。事实上，遗嘱执行人得花点时间才能确定他庞大的藏书中各类都放在哪里。人们发现他在伦敦的两座房子里都堆满了书，他所继承的柴郡大宅也一样。他在巴黎、布鲁塞尔、安特卫普、根特和德国的房子里同样也都是书。没有人能确定，这八处房子是否囊括了理查德• 希伯的所有藏书；也没有人能确定，他在欧洲是否还有其他藏书地未被发现。
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人越老越疯是不可避免的，因此最好以一种更自由的形式发疯，比如说痴迷书籍。

John Michell 约翰[image: ]米歇尔
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1“全世界藏书癖的源头”（the cause of Bibliomania all over the world），此处指书。

2霍尔布鲁克. 杰克逊（Holbrook Jackson，1874—1948），英国作家、藏书家，西方书话瑰宝的集大成者。







Bush Is a Book Lover A glimpse of what the president has been reading. 小布什爱读书 看看美国总统读过哪些书

Karl Rove

卡尔・罗夫
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作者简介

卡尔・罗夫（Karl Rove，1950—），美国著名政治家，担任乔治. W. 布什总统的高级政治顾问长达七年之久，在白宫主管战略主动权、政治事务、公共联络、政府间事务等多个部门，被外界誉为“布什的大脑”和“总统的建筑师”。他于2007年离职，但其政治策略发挥的影响力仍在继续。罗夫现居华盛顿，是《华尔街日报》（The Wall Street Journal）的专栏作家。



本文于2008年12月26日发表于《今日评论》（Today's OpinionJournal），罗夫以老友的身份讲述了他与布什总统比赛读书的故事。一个人的书单往往能体现他的品行心性，布什在政治上的功过是非且留待历史评说，但至少在读书方面，他能为我们提供不少借鉴。我们相信，手不释卷定能让你获益匪浅。



With only five days left, my lead is insurmountable. The competitioncan't catch up. And for the third year in a row, I'll triumph. In secondplace will be the president of the United States. Our contest is not aboutsports or politics. It's about books.



It all started on New Year's Eve in 2005. President Bush asked whatmy New Year's resolutions were. I told him that as a regular reader who'dgotten out of the habit, my goal was to read a book a week in 2006. Threedays later, we were in the Oval Office when he fixed me in his sights andsaid, “I'm on my second. Where are you?” Mr. Bush had turned myresolution into a contest.



By coincidence, we were both reading Doris Kearns Goodwin's Teamof Rivals. The president jumped to a slim early lead and remained aheaduntil March, when I moved decisively in front. The competition soon spunout of control. We kept track not just of books read, but also the numberof pages and later the combined size of each book's pages—its “TotalLateral Area.”



We recommended volumes to each other (for example, heencouraged me to read a Mao biography; I suggested a book onReconstruction's unhappy end). We discussed the books and wrote thankyounotes to some authors.

离比赛结束只剩五天，我的遥遥领先已成定局。对手是赶不上我了。连续三年，我一直是冠军，亚军则是美国总统。我们的比赛无关体育，也无关政治，而是关于读书。



一切要从2005年新年前夜说起。布什总统问我新的一年有什么计划。我说，作为一个许久不读书的书虫，我的目标是在2006年每周读一本书。三天后，在总统的椭圆形办公室里，他盯着我说：“我在读今年的第二本书，你读到哪了？”布什就这样把我的计划变成了比赛。



巧的是，我们都在读多丽丝• 卡恩斯• 古德温的《竞争团队》。总统先生起初稍稍领先，并且一直保持到了三月份，但不久后我就牢牢掌握了领先位置。很快，比赛达到了疯狂。我们不仅比谁读的书多，还比谁读的总页数多，后来连每本书总页数的尺寸都比上了——我们比的是“书脊面积之和”。



我们相互推荐书。比如，他鼓励我读毛泽东的传记，我则向他推荐了一本讲战后重建的不幸结局的书。我们在一起讨论所读之书，还给一些作者写感谢信。

At year's end, I defeated thepresident, 110 books to 95. Mytrophy looks suspiciously like thosegiven out at junior bowling finals.The president lamely insisted he'dlost because he'd been busy asleader of the country.
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Mr. Bush's 2006 readinglist shows his literary tastes. Thenonfiction ran from biographiesof Abraham Lincoln, AndrewCarnegie, Mark Twain, “Babe”Ruth, King Leopold, WilliamJennings Bryan, Huey Long,LBJ and Genghis Khan to James L. Swanson's Manhunt, and NathanielPhilbrick's Mayflower. Besides eight Travis McGee novels by John D.MacDonald, Mr. Bush tackled Michael Crichton's Next, Vince Flynn'sExecutive Power, Stephen Hunter's Point of Impact, and Albert Camus'sThe Stranger, among others.



Fifty-eight of the books he read that year were nonfiction. Nearlyhalf of his 2006 reading was history and biography, with another eightvolumes on current events (mostly the Mideast) and six on sports.

到年底，我以110比95的成绩击败了总统。我获得的奖杯看上去和初级保龄球决赛的冠军奖杯差不多。总统牵强地认为，他之所以输掉比赛，是因为做国家领导人太忙了。



布什2006年的阅读书单体现了他的文学品位。他读的非虚构类作品中，从亚伯拉罕[image: ]林肯、安德鲁[image: ]卡耐基1、马克 [image: ]吐温、“贝比”[image: ]鲁斯2、利奥波德国王、威廉[image: ]詹宁斯 布赖恩、休伊[image: ]朗、林登[image: ]贝恩斯 约翰逊、成吉思汗等人的传记，到詹姆斯[image: ]L. 斯旺森的《追捕》、纳撒尼尔[image: ]菲尔布里克的《五月花号》，他都有所涉猎。除了约翰[image: ]D. 麦克唐纳的八本讲述特拉维斯[image: ]麦吉的故事的小说外，布什还读了迈克尔[image: ]克赖顿的《危机当前》、文斯[image: ]弗林的《执行力》、斯蒂芬• 亨特的《冲撞点》和阿尔伯特[image: ]卡默斯的《局外人》。



那年他读过的书中，有58 本是非虚构类作品。其中几乎一半是历史著作和人物传记，另外有8 本谈论时事（主要谈论中东问题）、6 本谈及运动。

To my surprise, the president demanded a rematch in 2007. Thoughthe overall pace slowed, he once more came in second in our two-manrace, reading 51 books to my 76. His list was particularly wide-rangingthat year, from history and biographical to current affairs. He read onebook meant for young adults, his daughter Jenna's excellent Ana's Story.



A glutton for punishment, Mr. Bush insisted on another rematch in2008. But it will be a three-peat for me: as of today, his total is 40 volumesto my 64. His reading this year included a heavy dose of history—including David Halberstam's The Coldest Winter, Rick Atkinson's Day ofBattle, Hugh Thomas's Spanish Civil War, Stephen W. Sears's Gettysburgand David King's Vienna 1814. There's also plenty of biography—including U. S. Grant's Personal Memoirs; Jon Meacham's American Lion;James M. McPherson's Tried by War: Abraham Lincoln as Commander inChief and Jacobo Timerman's Prisoner Without a Name, Cell Without aNumber.



Each year, the president also read the Bible from cover to cover,along with a daily devotional.



The reading competition reveals Mr. Bush's focus on goals. It's notabout winning. A good-natured competition helps keep him centered andmakes possible a clear mind and a high level of energy. He reads instead

出乎我意料的是，总统在2007年要求再比一次。尽管这次比赛的节奏总体放缓了些，但他再一次以51 比76 的成绩屈居第二。他那年的阅读范围很广，从历史著作和人物传记到当前时事都有所涉及。他还读了一本青少年读物——他女儿詹娜的精彩作品《安娜的故事》。



布什不甘失败，坚持2008年再比。但这将是我取得三连冠的机会：截至今日，他读了40 本，我读了64 本。这一年里，他读了大量历史作品，包括戴维[image: ]哈伯斯塔姆的《最冷的冬天》、里克[image: ]阿特金森的《战斗日》、休[image: ]托马斯的《西班牙内战》、斯蒂芬[image: ]W. 西尔斯的《葛底斯堡》和戴维[image: ]金的《维也纳1814》。他还读了不少传记，如《格兰特将军回忆录》、乔恩• 米查姆的《美国雄狮》、詹姆斯[image: ]M. 麦克弗森的《战争考验：亚伯拉罕[image: ]林肯总司令》以及雅各布 239_08 齐默尔曼的《无名囚犯，无号牢房》。



总统每年都把《圣经》从头至尾读一遍，而且每天虔诚祈祷。



阅读比赛反映了布什先生对目标的专注。其实输赢无关紧要。良性竞争能帮他集中精神，带给他清醒的头脑和充沛的精力。他用读书代替看电视。他在“空军一号”上靠读书

of watching TV. He reads on Air Force One and to relax and because he'scurious. He reads about the tasks at hand, often picking volumes becauseof the relevance to his challenges. And he's right: I've won because he hasa real job with enormous responsibilities.



In the 35 years I've known George W. Bush, he's always had a booknearby. He plays up being a good ol' boy from Midland, Texas, but he wasa history major at Yale and graduated from Harvard Business School. Youdon't make it through either unless you are a reader.



There is a myth perpetuated by Bush critics that he would ratherburn a book than read one. Like so many caricatures of the past eightyears, this one is not only wrong, but also the opposite of the truth andevidence that bitterness can devour a small-minded critic. Mr. Bush lovesbooks, learns from them, and is intellectually engaged by them.



For two terms in the White House, Mr. Bush has been in the arena,keeping America safe and facing down enormous challenges, all the whileacting with dignity. And when on Jan. 20 he flies from Washington toTexas one last time, he will do so as he arrived—with friends and a booknearby.



来放松身心，因为他充满了求知欲。他读和手头事务相关的书，经常根据他面临的挑战选择要读的书。他说得没错——我之所以获胜，是因为他有真正的重任在身。



我和乔治[image: ]W. 布什相知相交35年，他手边总离不开书。他是个来自得克萨斯州米德兰镇的“好老弟”3，在耶鲁大学主修历史，后来又毕业于哈佛商学院。如果不读书的话，是没法做到的。



布什先生的批评者一直谣传他宁愿烧书也不读书。过去的八年里，类似的讽刺层出不穷。这种言论不仅大错特错，而且严重歪曲了事实。相反，这些真相和证据会让心胸狭窄的批评者无话可说。布什先生酷爱读书，并从书中汲取知识、增长智慧。



在白宫的两个任期内，布什先生一直从容自若地站在政治舞台上，守护国土的安宁，直面巨大的挑战。1月20日，他将最后一次从华盛顿飞往得克萨斯。抵达时，他身边除了朋友，还会有一本书。




1安德鲁.卡耐基（Andrew Carnegie，1835—1919），美国传奇企业家，被誉为“钢铁大王”。

2“贝比”. 鲁斯（“Babe”Ruth，1895—1948），美国职业棒球联盟的巨星。

3good ol'boy（又作good old boy），美国俚语，一般用于描述美国南部乡村地区人情味特别浓或道德观念特别重的人。
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Buried in Books 埋首书堆

Julie Rugg

朱莉. 鲁格


作者简介

朱莉・鲁格（Julie Rugg），美国纽约大学教授，关注青年、住房、福利等领域，曾参与救助无家可归者的志愿活动，目前住在纽约。



本文节选自2010年出版的《埋首书堆》（Buried in Books）。这是一本关于买书、借书、评论和读书的文集。文中，朱莉理直气壮地声称自己私藏图书馆的书是救书而非偷书，孩子气的话语让人好气又好笑。她不知疲倦地挖掘被埋没的佳作，并享受这个过程中的无与伦比的快乐。朱莉认为，打发时间的最佳方式之一是翻书。手持一卷，随手翻阅，时光便悄无声息地溜走。
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Booklovers would like to appear sage and superior. In reality, themania associated with acquiring, reading and simply messing about withbooks can be downright grubby. I have myself succumbed to the worstsymptoms of this mania and have come through the other side a touchwiser but still—like a recovering addict—prone to spectacular lapses. Toooften I wander out of a second hand bookshop with a blush and a bagthat is just a little too heavy. When I get home I hide the purchases byspreading them about on existing piles of books, so my husband won'tnotice. It's a method learned from the tunnellers in The Great Escape, andI heartily recommend it.



Hunting down fellow bibliomaniacs is an agreeable compulsion, andanthologizing their behaviour through the ages has become somethingof an addiction. Some people I have come to like tremendously, HughWalpole, for example, began modestly as an unstoppable reader but hispassion for collecting accelerated exponentially as his income increased.At the end of his life he was said to have possessed 30,000 volumes. Thesheer bulk of his collection overcame all attempts to order and catalogue:he simply waded about in books. If he couldn't place his hand on the titlehe wanted, he bought another copy and as a consequence his collectioncontained many duplicates. It was the same for William Gladstone, whobought and sold whole libraries at a time; book dealers were often ableto sell his own books back to him, and he didn't notice. I wonder if thiswas better or worse than the mania of librarian Antonio Magliabechi,

爱书人往往爱表现得既明智又高傲。事实上，这种买书、读书和乱翻书的狂热简直是一团糟。我自己就表现出这种狂热最糟糕的症状。虽然我好不容易熬了过去，变得稍微明智了些，但就像康复过程中的瘾君子一样，我仍面临前功尽弃的危险。我经常背着沉甸甸的背包，涨红了脸走出二手书店。回到家后，我把新买的书混到原有的书堆里，这样就不会被我丈夫发现了。这是我从《大逃亡》中的隧道挖掘工那里学到的方法，在此强烈推荐。

于我而言，搜寻和我一样的书痴是种令人愉快的强迫症，将几个世纪以来的书痴行为编纂成册已让我上了瘾。我有一些非常喜欢的人，比如休奇[image: ]沃波尔。他最初只是个一拿起书就停不下来的读书人，但他藏书的热情随着收入的增长而成指数级递增。据说，他去世的时候藏书已多达3万册，如此庞大的数量使得所有整理归类的尝试终告失败——他简直就是在书海中艰难前行。如果他找不到想要的书，就会再买一本，如此一来，他的藏书很多都是重复的。威廉[image: ]格拉德斯通也是如此，他会一次买下或卖出一整套藏书；书商们经常把他自己卖出的书又卖回给他，他却觉察不到。我在想，他跟1714年去世的图书管理员安东尼奥[image: ]马利亚贝基相比，到底谁更疯

who died in 1714. He appeared to know exactly where in the world everybook was at any given time. I can forgive Hugh and even Mr. Gladstone,since both were monumental, marathon readers to whom respect is due.Magliabechi, on the other hand, is just a little bit spooky. The fact that healso liked spiders more than people is something of a giveaway.



Despite sharing in many of the manic elements of book love, Ihave to confess that I am a rubbish reader. I'm impatient and I skip. Itry and pretend that this is because I'm discerning but often I can be justlazy. In the majority of the novels I read—especially ones written by IrisMurdoch—I forget who everyone is unless I make a plan and I tend notto make plans very often. The Forsyte Saga defeated me entirely, eventhough it provided a plan so I didn't have to make one. But now and againa writer throws my complacency and I have to listen and think very hardindeed: each sentence is just so very good it can't be bolted, I try and dothose kinds of book maybe just three or four times a year, and I sneak backand reread on special occasions. It doesn't do to be spoiled.



Two things keep me reading and have me addicted for sure. First,I can't resist a good tale. I like stories where people lose everythingin order to find out who they are; I like books that inadvertently,accidentally, educate me about something I didn't even know I knewnothing about; I like books that plunge into a foreign landscape andleave the reader to hack their way through; I love stories that have an 'oh

狂。他似乎能随时说出世界上每一本书的准确位置。我可以对休奇甚至格拉德斯通先生表示理解，因为他们都是不朽的典范，是有毅力的读者，理应受到尊重。但马利亚贝基就有点古怪了，从他喜欢蜘蛛胜过喜欢人这一点就能看出来。

尽管我身上有不少书痴的特点，但必须承认我是个糟糕的读者。我没有耐性，喜欢跳读，我试图装作那是因为我善于鉴别书，但通常我只是懒罢了。我读过大部分小说后都记不清谁是谁——尤其是艾丽丝[image: ]默多克的小说——除非我画出人物关系图，但我很少这样做。尽管《福尔赛世家》1里有人物关系图，我无需自己画出，可我还是没读下去。但时不时会出现一位作者，让我不再那么洋洋自得，确实必须很努力地聆听和思考——每个句子都如此美妙，叫人不能囫囵吞下。这样的书我会每年试着读上三四回，并在某些时候偷偷重读。这一点都不为过。

我坚持阅读，甚至读上瘾的原因有两个。第一个原因是，我无法抗拒好故事。在我喜欢的故事中，人们不惜一切代价来发现自我；我喜欢的书，会碰巧教会我许多我从前并不知晓的事情；我喜欢的书，会引人进入异域风光，留下读者自行探索出路；我喜欢的书，要有一两处让人意想不到的跌宕

my God!’ twist or even two. I still remember that cracking big shockthat's in The Moonstone. Even not very good books with a fine plot willhave me–like Henry Crabb Robinson–speeding to the end just tosee how it all plays out.



The second thing that keeps me reading is the absolute clarity thatsome writers achieve. It's the point that has me saying loud in my head, “yes,that's like it is.” George Eliot is like that: her people are immediately real,and I'm not sure if any other author has been so perceptive. But many,many books will have at least one observation, one analogy, one single turnof phrase that makes the entire read worthwhile. So I will always plumpfor the tomes that I hope are orchards, with truths there to pluck fromevery page. However, junk is fine too and I'm happy with any detectivewho has a drink problem, Victorian melodrama or–when things arelooking otherwise bleak–something that nearly won the Booker ten yearsago, picked up in a library sale. Other people's taste in reading to-pass-thetimeis impossible to fathom, and it's best not to judge.



Of all the themes in this collection, I have most enjoyed the foraysinto the literature of bookselling and dealing. There are few great or evenadequate novels where this is a central concern–and coming very highlyrecommended are: Laurence Block's series featuring the bookshop–

起伏。我还记得《月亮宝石》2中的那个惊天的情节大逆转。只要有精彩的情节，哪怕书本身很一般——比如亨利[image: ]克拉布鲁宾逊3的作品——我也会迅速读完，看看最后会怎么样。



我坚持阅读的另一个原因是，有些作家的文字清晰明澈。它会让我在脑子里大喊：“对，就是那样。”乔治[image: ]艾略特就是如此：她笔下的每个人物都栩栩如生。我不清楚其他作者是否有这样的洞察力，但很多书里至少会有一句评论、一个比喻、一个用词让整本书值得一读。所以我总是会选好书，希望它是果园，每页都能采撷到真理的果实。不过，就算是烂书我也来者不拒，哪怕是关于酗酒的侦探或维多利亚时期音乐剧的书我都乐于读。每当心情不好的时候，就算是图书馆甩卖时买到的、十年前差点获得布克奖的书，我也读得很开心。别人对消遣读物的品位我没法参透，所以还是别妄下断言为妙。



在本书收集的各类文章中，我最喜欢关于书籍买卖的文章。以此为主题的小说没有什么很好的，甚至连合格的都不多。其中最受推崇的几本有：劳伦斯[image: ]布洛克写的关于书店老

owning burglar Bernie Rhodenbarr; Perez-Reverte's Dumas Club; IainSinclair's visceral but rather involved White Chappell, Scarlet Tracings,and–if you can get hold of a copy—Driff's Guide to Bookdealers. Thisis not a novel, but remains a remarkably good read. Driff was a grumpyold man long before grumpy was fashionable. Indeed, my first great bookbinge happened through the summer of ’86 in London, when Driff wasalways in my pocket. This was the very best way to discover the mustierbyways of the capital and further afield too.



Edinburgh also used to be a great place for a book trawl and maystill be yet. I hear that West Port Books is under new ownership: its dark,looming shelves invariably contained something worth buying as didthe shop round the corner from there, owned by a guy–who somewhatpredictably–always wore a kilt. But there's still McNaughtan's down thestairs opposite the much lauded Valvona and Crolla at the top of LeithWalk, or there was last time I looked and I hope it thrives. There arefewer and fewer towns and cities that contain a string of truly excellentsecond-hand bookshops, where it's possible to swap a couple of notes foran armful of unexpected treasure. I've heard it said that you can shopfor books on the Internet, but it sounds like a passionless exercise: a meremarriage of convenience. In reality, many readers do not know they wanta book until they see it, touch it, smell it and fall a little in love with itspromise. I know I'm not the only person who's bought a book just becauseof the way it sits in my hand.

板兼窃书贼伯尔尼[image: ]罗登巴尔的系列小说、佩雷斯－雷韦特的《大仲马俱乐部》、伊恩[image: ]辛克莱写的粗俗但引人入胜的《白教堂，红血迹》以及——如果可以弄到的话——德里夫的《书商指南》。《书商指南》不是小说，但很好读。德里夫是个怪脾气老头，他那种乖戾性情在当时很少见。事实上，我第一次冲动购书是1986年夏天在伦敦，当时我口袋里总揣着德里夫的书。这是探索首都和更远处各条偏僻小道的最佳方式。



爱丁堡曾是淘书的好去处，或许现在依然如此。我听说“西港书屋”换了新主人——它幽暗的书架上总是摆着值得一买的书。那条街拐角处有家书店，店主很好辨认，是个总是穿着苏格兰短裙的男人。那家书店里面也有些好书。利思道的尽头是倍受称赞的沃尔沃纳与克罗拉餐厅，它楼梯对面还有一家麦克诺坦书店，至少我最后一次看见时是这样，我衷心希望它生意兴隆。如今，聚集着一溜真正出色的二手书店、让人能用几块钱买到意外之宝的城镇越来越少了。我听说可以在网上购书，不过这听起来没什么意思，只是权宜之计罢了。实际上，许多读者都是在看见、触摸、嗅闻过一本书后，才渐渐爱上它，才知道自己想要它的。我知道，我不是唯一凭拿在手里的感觉就买下一本书的人。

This leads me to the contention that simply messing aroundwith books is one of the very best ways to pass time that there is. Notnecessarily reading, but just ambling about the house nonchalantly movingan armful of books from one place to another or creating a mountain ofopen volumes that's then abandoned because an entire other mountainin another room looks more interesting. Someone reordering their recordcollection by date or by alphabet or by genre will understand a similarcompulsion in a house full of books. When books come into a house in aconstant trickle there's always reshelving to be done and failures to weedout, borrowings to go back to their owners and the awful decision to bemade about what to read next.



Another theme I like that's emerged from the most recent travelsin the world of bookishness is tales about the mistreatment of books. Fora booklover, these are like mini-horror stories that send a little frisson offear down the spine. It is clear that Coleridge was a serial offender, but it'simpossible not to smile at Lamb's despair on finding that yet another ofhis volumes had caught the poet's attention, knowing the book won't bereturned in any fit state. Some people are unremitting in the protection theyafford the books they own. The habit of buying from jumble sales meansthat I tend not to be too distracted by bumps and foxing and sunning andall the other charming words used by proper book people. However, havingto use a university library means that I frequently handle books where thetext has been highlighted enthusiastically. Some students seem unaware thatusing a neon-coloured pen is not the same as reading. It always makes mecringe, and puts me in mind of graffiti on the Underground.

由此我得出结论，打发时间的最佳方式之一便是翻书。不一定要读，只需漫不经心地把一摞书从一处挪到另一处，或是翻开一大堆书然后扔下不看，跑到另一间房里看另一堆看起来更有趣的书。一些按年代、字母顺序或类别来重新排列藏书的人，能理解待在一间堆满书的房间里感受到的冲动。当书源源不断地运进屋子时，总有新书需要上架，总有旧书需要清理淘汰，总有借来的书需要物归原主，总有艰难的抉择决定接下来该读什么书。
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最近在书界旅行的过程中，我开始对虐书的故事有了兴趣。对爱书人来说，这就像微型恐怖故事一样让人脊背发凉。柯勒律治显然是个惯犯；兰姆发现自己的藏书吸引了这位诗人的目光，因为深知它们不可能完好归来而流露出来的伤心绝望的表情，真是令人忍俊不禁。有些人会不遗余力地保护自己的书。我习惯从杂物堆里买书，这就意味着，我不会因为鼓包、黄斑、晒掉色和爱书人使用的其他“迷人词汇”而分心。然而，由于我不得不在大学图书馆里看书，我看的书常常被人热情地划上了着重线。有些学生似乎意识不到用荧光笔划线和读书不是一回事。这总让我觉得恐怖，使我联想到地铁里的涂鸦。

But this maltreatment is a reminder that each book has a life. Someare very short. A lot of contemporary political biographies go from printerto warehouse to shop to pulp factory before the ink is dry, and it is sad tosee a book that will never, ever be loved or even welcomed. I cannot recalloff-hand a whole novel about a book's life, but it could be a worthy rate. Ihave in my possession just one valuable and extremely arcane antiquarianbook, which dates from 1839. I hear rumors that Gladstone read thebook—not this very one, as far as I know—and it would be nice to thinkthat my copy travelled a little in elevated circles before coming to reseton my shelf. Suddenly I wonder where the book was during the war andwhether it had any close calls or if it just sat in a library somewhere for ahundred years, subject only to the flick of a feather duster.



Library books probably have a more thrilling life than most. JulesVerne had the vision of a library where books would leave the shelvesand then be handed on from reader to reader and only eventually returnto the shelves, years later, and not a little dog-eared. I used to pencil myname in books as I bought them, and then erase the mark when I passed iton. Now I leave the mark, because I have come to like reading the namesand inscriptions and notes left inside books as they move from owner toowner. I've been tempted to buy a book because it has a remarkably stylishbookplate: who would not want to be associated—albeit remotely—withsomeone who has impeccable taste? Even post-war municipal librarymarkings can have a utilitarian culture.

虐书这种现象提醒我们，每本书都有生命。有些书生命短暂。很多当代政治人物的传记从印刷厂出来后送到仓库，到商店再到纸浆厂时，油墨都还没干。看到一本书永远不会受人喜爱甚至不受人欢迎，着实令人难过。我一时想不起哪本小说专门讲述书的生命，但它可能是有价值的珍本。我的藏书中只有一本珍贵且特别神秘的古籍，出版时间可以追溯到1839年。我听说格拉德斯通读过这本书——据我所知，不是我这本——想象它曾在上流社会转过一圈，然后才来到我的书架上，还真叫人开心。我突然很想知道这本书在战争时代身在何处，它是否曾死里逃生，或只是在图书馆里呆了100年，除了鸡毛掸子外无人问津。



图书馆藏书的经历或许比大多数书都要惊心动魄。法国作家儒勒[image: ]凡尔纳4曾憧憬，图书馆藏书从离开书架，在读者之间传阅，到多年后回归书架时，没有一点儿卷边。我过去常常买来书后用铅笔在书上写下名字，给别人时再擦掉。如今我会留下它，因为我越来越喜欢看读者传承书籍时在书里留下的名字、题献和笔记。我曾因为一张特别引人注目的藏书票而买下一本书。藏书票上写着：纵使距离遥远，有谁不想结识品位无可挑剔的人呢？就连战后市政府藏书里的标记都沾染了功利色彩。

I feel mute with shame at the realization that the last anthologymade rather more jokes at the expense of librarians than really shouldhave been the case. This collection aims to underline my true belief thatlibrarianship is a noble calling. All the knowledge of the world is madefreely accessible by libraries, to anyone with the wit to wander into them; itis librarians who smooth the pathway. I can't pretend to be even nearly asuseful. The closest I have been to the job of librarian is as a volunteer whodelivered books to remarkably genteel housebound ladies in Stirling. Asmight be expected, they were consumed by an appetite for violent crimenovels although one customer had an inexplicable liking for Miss Read.The ladies pushed aside the tasking, involved and essentially wearyingselection of South American novels I literally pedaled from door to doorand brightened up when a new James Lee Burke fell out of the basket.



With a small coterie of exceptions, women are noticeably absentfrom literary accounts of bibliomania. Amongst the quotations here,women are usually only present to be impressed by bookishness andon no account can be allowed to display any of the nerdier bibliophilicsymptoms. Perhaps this is because men can continue to indulge manicbehaviours long into adult life, but women invariably have to grow up. Itwas something of a relief when my own particularly virulent strain of thebook disease was cured by having a family. Prams have no place in secondhandbookshops—literally, there's usually no room to get one in—andtend to get in the way when barging forward into the bunfight of a Feedthe Minds or Christian Aid book sale. Prams can be useful as a means

当我意识到我的上一本选集大多嘲讽图书管理员，而不是描述真实情况时，我羞愧得哑口无言。本书旨在强调我的真实信念——图书管理员是一项崇高的职业。因为有了图书馆，有才智之人才能自由自在地徜徉在知识的海洋里；正是图书管理员为我们铺平了道路。我不能装作自己做过和他们差不多有意义的事。我做过的最接近图书管理员的工作，是在斯特灵担任义工，将书送到很有文化修养的家庭主妇手中。诚如所料，她们大多喜欢暴力犯罪小说，只有一名顾客对里德小姐有莫名的好感。我骑着自行车挨家挨户将南美洲小说送上门去，那些女士却因麻烦、厌烦而不愿选书，反而对车筐中掉出的詹姆斯[image: ]李[image: ]伯克5的新作眉开眼笑。



除了少数例外，女性中显然缺乏文学作品里描写的藏书癖。从本文引语可以看出，女人通常只会被书呆子的行为打动，但自己绝不能表现出任何怪异的书痴症状。或许这是因为男人可以放任自己的狂热行为直至成年，女人则不得不成熟长大。我自己的藏书病因为成了家而有所缓解，这是一种解脱。旧书店里没有放婴儿车的地方——这个说法毫不夸张，婴儿车通常推不进去——就连在“精神食粮茶会”或“基督教会救助图书义卖会上”上讨价还价，它都会碍手碍脚。婴

of book transport, but then it is tiresomedeciding where to leave the baby. Havinga family also meant I had to stop theremarkably complex and fastidious methodI had pursued—since a teenager—ofrecording and cataloguing my purchases.Some kind of barrier was shattered whenmy baby was born. I called up Oxfam:they carted away sacks full of books, andI didn't even write down what I'd giventhem! This put an unforgivable hole in myscrupulously maintained data relating tomy own bookish behaviour, and I still don'tfeel quite right about it.

[image: ]

All of which brings us back to the fact that book love so often evokesthe most egregious vices. An acquaintance of mine who is otherwisegenerous with his time and even money is downright mean when it comesto books. They laud a book to the degree that wanting to read it becomesa physical ache, waft their hand towards it sitting invitingly on their shelf,but on no account does the book ever leave their possession. One carefulowner. Other people I know are very clear about the impression they wantbooks to give of their intellectual capacities. In all the academic offices I'vebeen in, I've never found a copy of Foucault that shows any sign of havingbeen read; Baudrillard looks similarly pristine. And I must confess that I

儿车倒是可以用来运书，但该把孩子放哪也是件叫人头疼的事。从青少年时期起，我对所购书进行记录和编目的方法就复杂而挑剔，成家也意味着我得放弃这一方法。孩子出生之后，我省去了一些记录和编目的麻烦。我打电话给乐施会6，他们用车拉走了成袋的书，而我甚至没记下自己给了他们什么书！我一直认真记录与藏书相关的事宜，这一次却是个无法弥补的漏洞。对此我一直耿耿于怀。



所有这些告诉我们一个事实——爱书经常引起最出乎意料的恶行。我有个熟人对时间甚至金钱都很大方，但一提到书马上就变成吝啬鬼。他们会把一本书夸上天，让你那么想读它，读不到就会浑身痛。他们会朝架上那本诱人的书扬扬手，但无论如何也不同意将它给人。多谨慎的主人！我认识的其他人都清楚地知道，书可以展示他们的聪明才智。在我待过的所有教务处里，我从未发现傅科的书有被人读过的痕迹，鲍德里亚7的书也是原封未动。我必须承认，我自己偷过一本

have myself stolen a book. It was Three Men in a Boat and I took it froma library cupboard while I was in the school dinner queue. I was snortingwithin the first few lines, and simply couldn't put it back. I still have thebook, and reread it every couple of years. I could argue that I rescuedrather than stole it, since the last stamp had been some time in the fifties:the book had been criminally underappreciated.

[image: ]

书。那本书叫《三人同舟》，是我在学校排队买饭时从书橱里拿的。我刚看头几行就呵呵地笑起来，就是不舍得把它放回去。我现在还留着那本书，每隔几年重读一次。我可以辩解说，我是救了它而不是偷了它，因为该书最后一次的借出记录是50年代——人们不懂得赏识它就是犯罪。

[image: ]

当书源源不断地运进屋子时，总有新书需要上架，总有旧书需要清理淘汰，总有借来的书需要物归原主，总有艰难的抉择决定接下来该读什么书。

Julie Rugg 朱莉[image: ]鲁格
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1《福尔赛世家》（The Forsyte Saga），英国小说家约翰. 高尔斯华绥的代表作。

2《月亮宝石》（The Moonstone），英国小说家威尔基. 柯林斯的代表作，也是英国侦探文学的开山之作。

3亨利. 克拉布. 鲁宾逊（Henry Crabb Robinson，1775——1867），英国日记作家。

4儒勒.凡尔纳（Jules Verne，1828——1905），法国小说家，被誉为“科幻小说之父”。

5詹姆斯. 李. 伯克（James Lee Burke，1936— ），美国推理作家，曾获埃德加. 爱伦. 坡奖。

6乐施会（Oxfam），原名为“牛津饥荒救治委员会”（Oxford Committee for FamineRelief）。

7让.鲍德里亚（Jean Baudrillard，1929——2007），法国社会学家、哲学家、后现代理论家。







The Silent-Reading Party 默读派对

Christopher Frizzelle

克里斯托弗. 弗里泽尔
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作者简介

克里斯托弗・弗里泽尔（Christopher Frizzelle），西雅图最著名的新闻周报《陌生人》（The Stranger）的主编，负责电影、音乐、视觉艺术、戏剧、食物、图书等领域文章的采写，并开设了一个每周文化专栏。在加盟《陌生人》以前，弗里泽尔曾供职于《西雅图周报》（Seattle Weekly）。



本文于2010年4月发表在《陌生人》杂志网站上。文中描绘的新奇美妙的阅读派对可能会让你眼前一亮。天南海北、兴趣各异的陌生人齐聚一室，开始一场阅读盛宴。这里有轻松的氛围，有惬意的环境，有思想的交流和碰撞，也有甜蜜的约会和得遇知音的期待，但没有狭隘、傲慢和偏见。“独乐乐不如众乐乐”，与志同道合的朋友一起分享阅读的快乐当真是人生一大乐事。心动不如行动，带上一本书，约上三五好友，也来搞一个小型的阅读派对吧！



Every first Wednesday of the month at 6:00 p.m., the Fireside Roomat the Sorrento Hotel goes quiet and fills with people—crazy-haired,soft-spoken, inscrutable, dorky, NPRish, punk, white, black. The readingpublic. It fills right away, all these people who don't know each other, andthey sit very closely, sometimes three strangers to a couch. By 7:00 p.m.,you can't get a seat.



The party spills into the foyer—there's a table for chess or whatevernear the elevator, and two people sitting there, staring into books. Areporter for the Shoreline Community College newspaper showed up thelast time to ask about the event, but it's not much of an event: Nothinghappens. No one ever addresses the room. No one reads anything at youthrough a microphone. You just sit and read and get waited on, and leavewhenever you feel like it. For the first two months, the hotel extendedhappy hour all night for the reading party, and somehow “happy hour allnight” caught on: Now the hotel does happy hour all the time.



You can read whatever you want, and it runs the gamut. Tworeading parties ago, a business lawyer next to me was reading that day'sNew York Times. An art critic was reading A Brief History of Curating byHans Ulrich Obrist. A singer/performer/musician was reading Moby

每月第一个周三的下午六点，索伦托酒店的“炉边屋”餐厅里静悄悄的，坐满了各色人等——有发型怪异者、柔声细语者、神秘莫测者、神情呆滞者、自诩精英者、朋克装扮者，有白人，也有黑人。这是一群阅读的人。餐厅里每次很快就坐满了人，他们互不相识，但坐得很近，有时三个陌生人挤在一张沙发上。到7 点的时候，几乎找不到空座位。



于是参加派对的人涌到了大厅。电梯旁有张用来下棋或做其他用途的桌子，两个人坐在那里专注地看书。上一次，雪兰社区学院院报的记者现身此处，采访关于活动的事。但这不是什么活动：因为没发生什么事。没有人登台致辞，也没有人用麦克风讲话。人们只是坐着读书，还有人接待，想走的话随时可以走。最初两个月，因为这个阅读派对，酒店把“欢乐时光”1延长到了整个晚上，此举大受欢迎。现在，酒店全天都提供“欢乐时光”服务。



这里什么书都有，想读就能读。记得上上次阅读派对中，我身边一位商务律师在读当天的《纽约时报》。一位艺术评论家在读汉斯[image: ]尤里斯[image: ]奥布里斯特的《策展简史》，一名歌手、演员兼音乐家在读《白鲸记》，一位家具制造师在读马修• 斯

Dick. A furniture maker was reading Where We Live Now: An AnnotatedReader, edited by Matthew Stadler. Charles Mudede was reading WalterBenjamin, possibly for the billionth time. An investigative journalist wasreading Robert Greenfield's Exile on Main St., about the Rolling Stonesrecording Exile on Main St. A food critic was reading Elaine Dundy's TheDud Avocado, a drunky 1950s New York novel gorgeously republishedrecently by NYRB. A woman at the next table was reading MichaelLewis's The Big Short. Someone else was scribbling in a notebook; there'sone in every crowd.



The insane thing about a party where you're not supposed tomake small talk is that it makes you want to make small talk. You almostcan't not do it. (But what a relief to not have to!) If you go with friends,someone will quietly explode over what they're reading and you will wantto know what it is, or they will interrupt your reading and hand you theirbook and say, “Just read this—just this paragraph.” At the last readingparty, a man and a woman were sitting in leather wingback chairs in frontof the fireplace, and he was reading Joseph Campbell and she was, well,listening to him whisper to her about Joseph Campbell. I unsuccessfullyeavesdropped. I could only make out “theological shifts,” “how we live,”“ethical.” Hearing “ethical” sent me back a few pages (in Nabokov's Pnin)to reread something I'd just underlined: “Some people, and I am one of

塔德勒所编的《现今居所：带注解的读者》。查尔斯[image: ]穆迪第2在读瓦尔特[image: ]本雅明3的书，其实他可能已经读了无数次了。一位调查记者在读罗伯特[image: ]格林菲尔德的《颓废大街》，该书记载了“滚石”乐队灌录专辑《颓废大街》时的情况。一位美食评论家在读伊莱恩[image: ]邓迪的《纽约女孩在巴黎》，一部20 世纪50年代的纽约小说，最近在《纽约书评》上精彩重刊。邻桌一位女士在读迈克尔[image: ]刘易斯的《大卖空》。还有人在笔记本上涂鸦——每一群人里都有这种人。



一个不允许闲聊的派对只会让你更想闲聊，这是件疯狂的事。你几乎控制不了自己。（幸亏不是必须要闲聊！）如果你和朋友们一起去，有些人在安静的阅读中情感会迸发，你则想知道他们在读什么。或者他们会打断你的阅读，把他们的书递给你，说：“读读这个——就是这段。”上一次阅读派对上，一男一女坐在壁炉旁的翼状靠背扶手皮椅上，男人在读约瑟夫[image: ]坎贝尔的书，女人则在听他低声谈论关于约瑟夫• 坎贝尔的事。我勉强偷听到了 “神学流变”“我们如何生活”“道德”这几个词。听见“道德”这个词后，我立刻把自己读的书（纳博科夫的《普宁》）往前翻了几页，重读了我刚刚划线的几句话：“有些人讨厌大团圆结局，我就是

them, hate happy ends. We feel cheated. Harm is the norm. Doom shouldnot jam. The avalanche stopping in its tracks a few feet above the coweringvillage behaves not only unnaturally but unethically…” (I was happy to bereading Pnin and not Joseph Campbell. No offense to Joseph Campbell.)



…



The Shoreline Community College newspaper reporter asked howit started: Annie Wagner (former Stranger staffer) and Brendan Kiley (stilla Stranger staffer) and I used to read after work together at Brendan'sapartment. Brendan always had tea and cheese and figs and tomatoes anddark chocolate and whiskey, and lived in an apartment with lots of chairsand lamps. We were all going to be at home alone reading otherwise;why not do it together? So civilized. So casual. None of the pressuresof talking! Mixed with intermittent talking, when you couldn't resist!Then Brendan got a new apartment and Annie moved to Chicago andsometimes, walking by the Sorrento, I would think: We should do it there,and it should be open to anyone, and it should be free. And, helpfully, theSorrento agreed. You should come next time. Bring whatever.

其中之一。我们觉得上当受骗了。伤害才属正常，厄运不可避免。雪崩在离畏缩发抖的村庄几英尺远处停止，这不仅不正常，而且不道德……”（我庆幸自己读的是《普宁》，而不是约瑟夫[image: ]坎贝尔。在此绝无冒犯约瑟夫[image: ]坎贝尔之意）。



……



雪兰社区学院院报记者问过阅读派对是怎么发起的。事情是这样的：安妮[image: ]瓦格纳（原《陌生人》编辑）、布伦丹 [image: ]基利（现《陌生人》编辑）和我过去经常在下班后一起到布伦丹家去读书。布伦丹家里有很多椅子，灯也不少，还总备着茶水、奶酪、无花果、番茄、黑巧克力和威士忌。与其我们回家孤零零地读书，为何不一起读呢？如此文明，如此随意，还没有聊天的压力！实在忍不住的时候，也能时不时地聊上几句！后来，布伦丹搬进了新公寓，安妮移居芝加哥。有时路过索伦托酒店的时候，我会想——我们应该在这里一起读书，它应该向所有人开放，应该是免费的。索伦托酒店帮了大忙，同意我们这么做。下次你也来吧，随便带些什么。


1欢乐时光（happy hour），酒吧间术语，指在一定的时段内为顾客提供优惠服务，或酒水打折，或免费供应小吃。

2查尔斯. 穆迪第（Charles Mudede，1969——），成长于美国的津巴布韦作家、电影制片人、左翼文化批评家。

3瓦尔特.本雅明（Walter Benjamin，1892——1940），犹太人，20 世纪上半叶德国最重要的文学评论家、美学家和哲学家。
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