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意切情深信达雅

——序《英诗经典名家名译》

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

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

一看目录，我在万米高空立即激动不已。译者全是令我肃然起敬又感到亲切的名字。

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

前辈翻译家们追求“信、达、雅”。落实这“三字经”却并非易事。

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

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

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

不妨说，这套诗集中外皆宜，老少咸宜，会书中两种语文或其中一种的人皆宜。

李肇星

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

英国18世纪至19世纪的浪漫主义诗歌是以莎士比亚为代表的英国文艺复兴之后的又一文学高潮，是世界诗歌史上突出的亮点。文学史家认定英国浪漫主义诗歌以五大诗人为代表，他们是：华兹华斯（William Wordsworth, 1770—1850）、柯尔律治（Samuel T. Coleridge, 1772—1834）、拜伦（George G. Byron, 1788—1824）、雪莱（Percy B. Shelley, 1792—1822）、济慈（John Keats, 1795—1821）。20世纪后期，英国文学史家认为英国浪漫主义诗歌的主要成员还应加上布莱克（William Blake, 1757—1827），因此，这六人被称为英国浪漫主义诗歌之六巨擘，这已成为英诗界和读者广泛的共识。如果把被称为浪漫主义先驱的彭斯（Robert Burns, 1759—1796）也予以加盟，那么在世界诗歌的天空中，英国浪漫主义就是辉煌的“七姊妹星团”（Pleiades）。在这七颗亮星中，济慈出生最晚，生命最短，只活了25岁。但他的光越来越强，到今天，已超过了其他六颗星。

英国维多利亚时期的大诗人丁尼生（A. Tennyson）推崇济慈为英国19世纪最杰出的诗人。20世纪英国现代派大诗人艾略特（T. S. Eliot）特别推崇济慈，认为他是接近现代风格的杰出诗人。在欧洲的其他国家，如意大利，济慈的声望已如日中天。意大利罗马“济慈、雪莱纪念馆”（济慈临终故居）中有一项“公示”称：“拜伦于19世纪在意大利名声很大，特别是在意大利爱国者中间成功地享有声誉；雪莱在意大利的声誉稍逊于拜伦。济慈当年在意大利没有得到爱国者的称赞，也没有得到诗人们的尊敬，但是今天（指20世纪和21世纪初——引者）济慈已被认为是上述三位诗人中之最伟大者。欧金尼奥·蒙塔莱（Eugenio Montale, 1896—1981）把济慈列入‘至高无上的诗人’之中。”（蒙塔莱是意大利20世纪最伟大的诗人，1975年诺贝尔文学奖得主。）

中国诗人、学者余光中说：“一百多年来，济慈的声誉与日俱增，如今且远在浪漫派诸人之上。”中国学者王佐良说：“华兹华斯和柯尔律治是浪漫主义的创始者；拜伦使浪漫主义影响遍及全世界；雪莱透过浪漫主义前瞻大同世界。但他们在吸收前人精华和影响后人诗艺上，作用都不及济慈。”

济慈出生在社会的底层。在英国的大诗人中，几乎没有一个人比济慈的出身更为卑微。他的父亲是伦敦一家代养或出租马匹的马房经营者。济慈是长子，有两个弟弟、一个妹妹。济慈没有受过高等教育。他在一所私人学校和一所医院里学习过，当过药剂师。但这不合他的志趣，所以他终于放弃医药职业，专心于诗歌创作。他在儿童时期就失去了父母双亲，22岁时得了肺结核病。他爱上了聪明美丽的芳妮·布劳恩小姐，订了婚，但无缘结婚。在生命的后期，他被四种状态所困扰，这就是：一、生活贫困；二、恶疾缠身；三、婚姻无望；四、恋诗情结。这四种状态像四条绳索，紧紧地捆住了他，一直到他客死罗马。济慈又是坚强者，面临死亡，他没有悲观绝望，也没有向命运低头。上述第四种状态是他“作茧自缚”，但他无怨无悔。作为一位缪斯的供奉者，他英勇坦荡，一往无前。

济慈曾一度被认为是一个专门讲究官能感受的、唯美主义的、为艺术而艺术的、不关心社会和人民的诗人。中国的诗人和评论家们也曾一度持有此种看法。对此，还需回到济慈生前受到舆论攻击这个文学史上的著名事件中去考察。1818年，英国以保守的托利党派为背景的三种期刊《评论季刊》、《英国评论家》和《爱丁堡布拉克伍德杂志》对济慈的《诗集》和长诗《恩弟米安》进行恶意攻击，斥责这些作品诗意低劣，指出这些诗的作者“济慈属于政治上的伦敦佬派（Cockney School）和艺术上的伦敦佬派”。所谓伦敦佬是指政治上激进、艺术上远离古典风格、生活贫寒、具有平民意识的诗人和政治家。济慈在政治上接近曾因“诽谤”摄政王而获罪入狱的诗人李·亨特（Leigh Hunt, 1784—1859）等进步人士，因而被保守文人目为十恶不赦的伦敦佬派。面对保守文人对济慈的谩骂和攻击，济慈的真诚朋友们挺身而出，为济慈辩护，指出济慈诗歌的核心是对美的追求，它具有幻美本质，而没有政治目的。他们说，要真正认识济慈诗歌的魅力，“取决于济慈的文学与政治的隔绝”。他们为济慈的辩护取得了成功，使论敌们喑哑失音。这样就开了认定济慈为唯美诗人和非政治作家的先河。

奇怪的是，“世情恶衰歇，万事随转烛”。论敌的指责和朋友的辩护从正反两面启示后来的评论家们对认定济慈为非政治作家的质疑。到了20世纪，特别是七八十年代以后，西方评论界中有人来了个180度的转弯，认为济慈诗歌（不仅前期作品）表现出明显的政治倾向和民主意识。一些论文仅仅从政治角度来肯定济慈，这与一个世纪前保守文人认为济慈诗中只有政治、没有艺术的论点奇怪地颇为接近，但出发点相反，结论也对立。从在政治上否定济慈到在政治上肯定济慈，这是对济慈评价的悖论，是英国诗歌评论史上的一个奇特现象，十分引人注目。

从政治上肯定济慈，可举一个突出的例子。济慈的《秋颂》写于1819年9月19日。同年8月中旬，八万多工人在曼彻斯特彼特鲁广场举行声势浩大的集会，要求改革、要求民主，遭到政府的暴力镇压，死伤四百余人，这就是彼特鲁惨案。有的评论家根据这一历史事件和当时济慈所写的一批书信中所表达的政治观点，分析了《秋颂》中的词语，认定这首诗透露了鲜明的政治态度和激进的民主意识。他们否定了认为济慈从政治上退却和逃避的论断。论者认为《秋颂》中conspiring（“合谋”，原是说时令和太阳合谋使藤蔓挂住果实）这一意象是对政治危机的回应，或认为诗中的“蜂巢”形象是影射政府囚禁工人的监狱。中国也有研究者撰文认同“合谋”意象是“富人镇压穷人的阴谋”，认为诗中“许多意象与当时的政治论战密切相关”。




我们如果深入审视济慈的诗歌作品，当会发现济慈确实是一位艰苦地思考人生、关心社会、同情人民、具有民主思想的诗人。这首先表现在他早期的诗作中。如《写于李·亨特先生出狱之日》，抨击权贵，歌赞自由；如《咏和平》，高呼“打断锁链”，反对“暴君重来”；如《致柯斯丘什科》，支持民族独立，歌颂民族解放；如《写于五月二十七日，查理二世复辟纪念日》，抨击封建专制，指斥王政复辟，等等。但是，在济慈后期的诗作中，我们发现他不再涉及具体的政治事件。那么，他是不是从政治上后退了呢?

让我们来看一看济慈诗艺的成长过程。济慈作为攀登诗艺高峰的勇者，其成长速度之快，没有别的诗人可以与之相比。他20岁时提出：“啊，给我十年吧!我可以在诗里／征服自己；我可以大有作为，听从我灵魂对我自己的指挥。”但上帝很吝啬，没有给他十年的时间。他在剧烈的痛苦和骚动的感情中，开始了为诗拼搏的进程。他说：“我从来不怕失败，我宁可失败，也要进入最伟大的人的行列。”从着手试笔起，仅五年时间，他就达到了短促的诗人生涯的顶峰。他遍涉各种诗歌体裁，经历几次诗风的变化，终于完成一系列惊世的杰作。特别是1819年的九个月，可称为济慈的“奇迹时期”。在此时期内，他的六首颂一一问世，同时他还写成了《圣亚尼节前夕》、《冷酷的妖女》、《拉米亚》以及多首十四行诗。仅仅这六首颂就足以使他不朽。尤其是《夜莺颂》、《希腊古瓮颂》和《秋颂》，已成为世界诗歌宝库中罕有的奇珍。他的数十首十四行诗使他成为英国浪漫派中主要的十四行诗能手（另一位是华兹华斯）。他的未完成的杰作《海披里安》气度恢宏，音调铿锵，拜伦称赞它“崇高肃穆，堪与希腊埃斯库罗斯的悲剧相媲美”。他的《冷酷的妖女》以精确、严谨而又质朴无华的歌谣体语言造成了令人战栗的艺术效果。他的长篇叙事诗都达到了用诗歌形式讲述故事的高超水平。尤其是《圣亚尼节前夕》，以内涵的丰富、色彩的绚丽和韵律的优美，达到了爱情故事诗的巅峰。从济慈的诗歌中，我们看到了鲜明美丽的绘画，听到了舒徐悦耳的音乐。诗人把各种感觉组合起来，成为各种经验的总体感受和全面领悟。诗人对于身外客观事物的存在，全身心地加以拥抱，产生极度愉悦的感觉——诗人似乎失去了自我意识，与他所沉浸于其中的事物融为一体，成为诗人自己所总括的诗学概念“客体感受力”（negative capability）作用的实际体现。他从愉悦中透露忧伤，从痛苦中发现欢乐，极度深挚的爱情对于他有如死亡的临近；他清醒地意识到梦幻世界的无限吸引力，又明确地意识到现实社会的巨大压迫；他同时追求历史的责任感和美学的超越，把二者结合在一起。他的杰作使他实现了自己的志愿：进入了诗歌史上“最伟大的人的行列”。

关于济慈诗歌中政治与艺术的关系问题，我们的理解是：济慈深刻而冷静地思考了论敌的诋毁之词，从中获得某种启示。他说：“我对自己的评判所给予我的痛苦超过了《布拉克伍德》和《季刊》所强加给我的痛苦。”他是英国诗人中罕见的能无情地剖析自己的勇者。他终于意识到，政治的话语在诗歌中只能按诗歌的艺术规律来发音。政治倾向和民主意识在诗人心中必须转换成更加宽泛的对人文精神的追求而诉诸诗的节奏。于是我们在济慈的诗歌中见到和感受到一种潜在的、隐性的人文精神，它潜伏在诗人的诗歌审美表达之中，通过诗质话语时隐时显，成为诗语中多变的踪迹。这里，政治意识与诗歌审美形成既矛盾又互动的态势。这里，政治的显在话语被拒绝，成为审美特征显现的前提。这里，又不是完全脱离意识形态，诗人的诗歌经验无法与意识形态彻底决裂。在空洞而言之无物的话语中不存在任何诗歌生命力。有论者认为济慈诗歌对美与真的尽情歌赞恰恰起到了反衬和否定丑恶的现实社会及肮脏政治的作用，那么这一命题同样包容在济慈诗歌中政治意识与诗歌审美既矛盾又互动的论证中。上述评析说明了济慈诗歌的艺术魅力在历史的长河中愈来愈发出炫人光彩的根本原因所在；而我们——后代的读者和诗歌爱好者们，也从这里获得了诗歌的终极启示。
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Ode on Indolence

I

One morn before me were three figures seen,

With bowed necks, and joined hands, side-faced;

And one behind the other stepped serene,

In placid sandals, and in white robes graced;

They passed, like figures on a marble urn,     5


When shifted round to see the other side;

They came again; as when the urn once more

Is shifted round, the first seen shades return;

And they were strange to me, as may betide

With vases, to one deep in Phidian lore.     10


II

How is it, Shadows! that I knew ye not?

How came ye muffled in so hush a masque?

Was it a silent deep-disguised plot

To steal away, and leave without a task

My idle days? Ripe was the drowsy hour;     15


The blissful cloud of summer indolence

Benumbed my eyes; my pulse grew less and less;

Pain had no sting, and pleasure's wreath no flower:

Oh, why did ye not melt, and leave my sense

Unhaunted quite of all but—nothingness?     20


III

A third time passed they by, and, passing, turned

Each one the face a moment whiles to me;

Then faded, and to follow them I burned

And ached for wings because I knew the three;




The first was a fair maid, and Love her name;     25


The second was Ambition, pale of cheek,

And ever watchful with fatigued eye;

The last, whom I love more, the more of blame

Is heaped upon her, maiden most unmeek,—

I knew to be my demon Poesy.     30


IV

They faded, and, forsooth! I wanted wings:

Oh, folly! What is Love? And where is it?

And, for that poor Ambition! It springs

From a man's little heart's short fever-fit;

For Poesy! —No, —she has not a joy—     35


At least for me—so sweet as drowsy noons,

And evenings steeped in honeyed indolence.

Oh, for an age so sheltered from annoy

That I may never know how change the moons,

Or hear the voice of busy common-sense!     40


V

A third time came they by; —Alas, wherefore?

My sleep had been embroidered with dim dreams;

My soul had been a lawn besprinkled o'er

With flowers, and stirring shades, and baffled beams:

The morn was clouded, but no shower fell,     45


Though in her lids hung the sweet tears of May;

The open casement pressed a new-leaved vine,

Let in the budding warmth and throstle's lay;

O Shadows! 'twas a time to bid farewell!

Upon your skirts had fallen no tears of mine.     50





VI

So, ye three Ghosts, adieu! Ye cannot raise

My head cool-bedded in the flowery grass;

For I would not be dieted with praise,

A pet-lamb in a sentimental farce!

Fade softly from my eyes, and be once more     55


In masque-like figures on the dreamy urn;

Farewell! I yet have visions for the night,

And for the day faint visions there is store.

Vanish, ye Phantoms! from my idle sprite

Into the clouds, and never more return!     60


Mar. 1819








怠惰颂

I

一早，我看见面前有三个形象，

他们垂着头，携着手，侧过了脸庞；

一个挨着另一个，举步安详，

穿着透明的晶鞋，典雅的素装；

他们走过，像石瓮表面的浮雕，     5


石瓮转动着，可以看到另一面；

他们又来了；石瓮再旋转一程，

翻过来，最初见到的影子又来到；

我觉得他们很奇特，正如深谙

 
 菲迪亚斯的艺术者见到了希腊瓶。
[1]

      10


II

影子们！我怎么不认识你们？怎么——

你们这样悄悄地戴着面具来？

这可是暗地里精心装扮的计策

要偷走我怠惰的时光，再把它丢开

而毫不费力？倦睡的时刻在发酵；     15


无忧无虑的云彩在慵懒的夏日

困住我两眼；我脉搏越来越缓慢；

痛苦不刺人，欢乐没鲜花炫耀：

你们呵，为什么不化掉，让我感知

谁也没来干扰我，除了那——虚幻？     20


III

他们第三次走过，经过时，他们

每人不时地把面孔转向我片刻；

然后退去，我渴望去追随他们，




苦想生翅膀，我认识他们三个；

第一位，美丽的姑娘，名叫爱情；     25


第二位，正是雄心，面色苍白，

永远在观察，用一双疲惫的眼睛；

第三位，我最爱，人们骂她越凶狠

我越爱，是个最不驯服的女孩——

我知道她是我的诗歌之精灵。     30


IV

他们退去了，真的！我想要羽翅：

傻话！什么是爱情？它在哪里？

还有那可怜的雄心！从一个男子

小小心灵阵发的热病中它跃起；

呵诗歌！——不，她没有欢乐，至少     35


对于我，不如午时甜甜的睡眠，

不如黄昏时惬意的懒散游荡，

但愿呵，来一个时代，避开烦恼，

让我永远不知道月缺月圆，

永远听不见常理的繁忙喧嚷！     40


V

他们又来了；——唉！这是为什么？

蒙眬的梦境装饰了我的睡眠；

我灵魂是一块草地，上面撒满了

鲜花，颤动的阴影，折射的光线：

晨空布满了阴云，但没下阵雨，     45


虽然晨睫挂着五月的甘泪；

打开的窗户紧挨着葡萄藤新叶，

让新蕾的温馨和鸫鸟的歌声进入；




影子们！时候到了，让我们说再会！

你们的衣裙没沾上我的泪液。     50


VI

再见吧，三鬼魂！你们不能够把我

枕着阴凉花野的头颅托起来；

我不愿人们喂我以赞誉，把我

当作言情闹剧里一只羊来宠爱！

从我眼前退隐吧，再一次变做     55


梦中石瓮上假面人一般的叠影；

再会！在夜里我拥有幻象联翩，

到白天，我仍有幻象，虽然微弱；

消逝吧，鬼魂们！离开我闲怠的心灵，

飞入云端去，不要再回来，永远！     60


这首诗共有六节，每节十行。原诗每节的韵式是：ababcdecde（第三节的韵式略异，为ababcdedce，第六节的韵式亦略异，为ababcdeced）。但各节之间相同的韵码并非同韵，如第一节之a不与第二节之a同韵，余类推。译文依原韵式，各节均不变。原诗每行均为轻重格五音步，译文每行以五顿代五音步。






 [1]
 菲迪亚斯（Phidias）：希腊雅典雕刻家，主要活动时期为公元前490至公元前430年。












Ode to Psyche

O Goddess! Hear these tuneless numbers, wrung

By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear,

And pardon that thy secrets should be sung

Even into thine own soft-conched ear:

Surely I dreamt today, or did I see     5


The winged Psyche with awakened eyes?

I wandered in a forest thoughtlessly,

And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise,

Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side

In deepest grass, beneath the whispering roof     10


Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran

A brooklet, scarce espied:

'Mid hushed, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed,

Blue, silver-white and budded Tyrian,

They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass;     15


Their arms embraced, and their pinions too;

Their lips touched not, but had not bade adieu,

As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber,

And ready still past kisses to outnumber

At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love:     20


The winged boy I knew;

But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove?

His Psyche true!

O latest born and loveliest vision far

Of all Olympus' faded hierarchy!     25


Fairer than Phoebe's sapphire-regioned star,




Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky;

Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none,

Nor altar heaped with flowers;

Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan     30


Upon the midnight hours:

No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet

From chain-swung censer teeming;

No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat

Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming.     35


O brightest! Though too late for antique vows,

Too, too late for the fond believing lyre,

When holy were the haunted forest boughs,

Holy the air, the water and the fire;

Yet even in these days so far retired     40


From happy pieties, thy lucent fans,

Fluttering among the faint Olympians,

I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired.

So let me be thy choir and make a moan

Upon the midnight hours—     45


Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet

From swinged censer teeming;

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat

Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming.

Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane     50


In some untrodden region of my mind,

Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain,

Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind:

Far, far around shall those dark-clustered trees

Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep;     55





And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees,

The moss-lain Dryads shall be lulled to sleep;

And in the midst of this wide quietness

A rosy sanctuary will I dress

With the wreathed trellis of a working brain,     60


With buds, and bells, and stars without a name,

With all the gardener Fancy e'er could feign,

Who breeding flowers will never breed the same:

And there shall be for thee all soft delight

That shadowy thought can win,     65


A bright torch, and a casement ope at night,

To let the warm Love in!

Apr. 1819









赛吉颂
[1]

 

女神呵！请听这些不成调的韵律——

由倾心的执着和亲切的回忆所促成——

请原谅，这诗句唱出了你的秘密，

直诉向你那柔软的海螺状耳轮：

无疑我今天曾梦见——我是否目睹     5


长着翅膀、睁着眼睛的赛吉？

我在树林里无思无虑地漫步，

突然，我竟惊奇得目眩神迷，

我见到两个美丽的精灵相依偎

在深草丛里，上面有絮语的树叶     10


和轻颤的鲜花荫庇，溪水流淌

在其间，无人偷窥：

周围是宁静的、清凉的、芬芳的嫩蕊，

蓝色花、银色花，紫色的花苞待放，

他们躺卧在绿茵上，呼吸得安详；     15


他们的手臂拥抱，翅膀交叠；

他们的嘴唇没接触，也没告别，

仿佛被睡眠的柔腕分开一时，

准备醒后再继续亲吻无数次

在欢爱的黎明睁眼来到的时刻：     20


带翅的男孩我熟悉；

可你是谁呀，幸福的、幸福的小鸽？

他的好赛吉！

啊，出生在最后而秀美超群的形象

 
 来自奥林波斯山暗淡的神族！
[2]

 
      25





蓝宝石一般的福柏减却清芒，
[3]

 

 
 天边威斯佩多情的萤光比输；
[4]

 

你比他们美，虽然你没有神庙，

没堆满供花的祭坛；

也没童男女唱诗班等午夜来到     30


便唱出哀婉的咏叹；

没声音，没诗琴，没风管，没香烟浓烈

从金链悬挂的香炉播散；

没神龛，没圣林，没神谕，没先知狂热，

嘴唇苍白，沉迷于梦幻。     35


啊，至美者！你虽没赶上古代的誓约，

更没听到善男信女的祝歌，

可神灵出没的树林庄严圣洁，

空气、流水、火焰纯净谐和；

即使在那些远古的日子里，远离开     40


敬神的虔诚，你那发光的翅膀

仍然在失色的诸神间振羽飞翔，

我两眼有幸见到了，我歌唱起来。

就让我做你的唱诗班吧，等午夜来到

便唱出哀婉的咏叹！     45


做你的声音、诗琴、风管、香烟浓烈，

从悬空摆动的香炉播散；

做你的神龛、圣林、神谕、先知狂热，

嘴唇苍白，沉迷于梦幻。

是的，我要做你的祭司，在我心中     50


未经践踏的地方为你建庙堂，

有沉思如树枝长出，既快乐，又苦痛，




代替了松树在风中沙沙作响：

还有绿阴浓深的杂树大片

覆盖着悬崖峭壁，野岭荒山。     55


安卧苍苔的林仙在轻风、溪涧、

小鸟、蜜蜂的歌声里安然入眠；

在这寂静的广阔领域的中央，

我要整修出一座玫瑰色的圣堂，

它将有花环形构架如思索的人脑，     60


点缀着花蕾、铃铛、无名的星斗

和“幻想”这园丁构思的一切奇妙，

雷同的花朵决不会出自他手：

将为你准备冥想能赢得的一切

温馨柔和的愉悦欢快，     65


一支火炬，一扇窗敞开在深夜，

好让热情的爱神进来！

这首诗共五节：第一节十二行，第二节十一行，第三节十二行，第四节十四行，第五节十八行。原诗各节韵式不尽相同，由交韵（ababcdcd...）、少数抱韵（abba）和随韵（aabb）构成，还有个别行不押韵。译文基本上依原韵式。原诗诗行多数为轻重格五音步，个别为轻重格三音步和二音步。译文诗行以五顿代五步、三顿代三步、二顿代二步。






 [1]
 赛吉（Psyche）：亦译作普绪克或普赛克，希腊神话中的心灵之神，人类灵魂的化身，以少女的形象出现，与小爱神厄罗斯（Eros）——罗马神话中的丘比特（Cupid）相爱。本诗中的男孩即厄罗斯。





 [2]
 奥林波斯山（Olympus）：希腊神话中诸神居住的地方。





 [3]
 福柏（Phoebe）：希腊和罗马神话中的月神和狩猎女神，又名阿耳特弥斯（Artemis）、狄安娜（Diana）、辛西娅（Cynthia）。





 [4]
 威斯佩（Vesper）：黄昏星，即金星。












Ode to a Nightingale

I

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains

My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains

One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:

'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,     5


But being too happy in thine happiness—

That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees,

In some melodious plot

Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,

Singest of summer in full-throated ease.     10


II

Oh, for a draught of vintage! That hath been

Cooled a long age in the deep-delved earth,

Tasting of Flora and the country green,

Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!

Oh, for a beaker full of the warm South,      15


Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,

And purple-stained mouth,

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,

And with thee fade away into the forest dim:     20


III

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

What thou among the leaves hast never known,

The weariness, the fever, and the fret




Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,     25


Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;

Where but to think is to be full of sorrow

And leaden-eyed despairs;

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,

Or new Love pine at them beyond tomorrow.     30


IV

Away! away! For I will fly to thee,

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

But on the viewless wings of Poesy,

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:

Already with thee! Tender is the night,     35


And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,

Clustered around by all her starry fays;

But here there is no light,

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown

Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.     40


V

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet

Wherewith the seasonable month endows

The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;     45


White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;

Fast-fading violets covered up in leaves;

And mid-May's eldest child,

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.     50





VI

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time

I have been half in love with easeful Death,

Called him soft names in many a mused rhyme,

To take into the air my quiet breath;

Now more than ever seems it rich to die,      55


To cease upon the midnight with no pain,

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad

In such an ecstasy!

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—

To thy high requiem become a sod.     60


VII

Thou wast not born for death, immortal bird!

No hungry generations tread thee down;

The voice I hear this passing night was heard

In ancient days by emperor and clown:

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path     65


Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,

She stood in tears amid the alien corn;

The same that oft-times hath

Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam

Of perilous seas in fairy lands forlorn.     70


VIII

Forlorn! The very word is like a bell

To toll me back from thee to my sole self!

Adieu! The fancy cannot cheat so well

As she is famed to do, deceiving elf.

Adieu! adieu! Thy plaintive anthem fades     75


Past the near meadows, over the still stream,




Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep

In the next valley-glades:

Was it a vision, or a waking dream?

Fled is that music: —Do I wake or sleep?     80
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夜莺颂

I

我的心疼痛，困倦和麻木使神经

痛楚，仿佛我啜饮了毒汁满杯，

或者吞服了鸦片，一点不剩，

 
 一会儿，我就沉入了忘川河水：
[1]

 

并不是嫉妒你那幸福的命运，     5


是你的欢乐使我过分地欣喜——

想到你呀，轻翼的林中天仙，

你让悠扬的乐音

充盈在山毛榉的一片葱笼和浓阴里，

你放开嗓门，尽情地歌唱着夏天。     10


II

哦，来一口葡萄美酒吧！来一口

长期在深深的地窖里冷藏的佳酿！

尝一口，就想到花神，田野绿油油，

 
 舞蹈，歌人的吟唱，欢乐的骄阳！
[2]

 

来一大杯吧，盛满了南方的温热，     15


 
 盛满了诗神的泉水，鲜红，清冽，
[3]

 

还有泡沫在杯沿闪烁如珍珠，

把杯口也染成紫色；

我要痛饮呵，再悄悄离开这世界，

同你一起隐入那幽深的林木：     20


III

远远地隐去，消失，完全忘掉

你在绿叶里永不知晓的事情，

忘掉世上的疲倦，病热，烦躁，




这里，人们对坐着互相听呻吟，

瘫痪者颤动着几根灰白的发丝，     25


青春渐渐地苍白，瘦削，死亡；

这里，只要想一想就发愁，伤悲，

绝望中两眼呆滞；

这里，美人保不住慧眼的光芒，

新生的爱情顷刻间就为之憔悴。     30


IV

去吧！去吧！我要向着你飞去，

不是伴酒神乘虎豹的车驾驰骋，

尽管迟钝的脑子困惑，犹豫，

我已凭诗神无形的羽翼登程：

已经跟你在一起了！夜这样柔美，     35


恰好月亮皇后登上了宝座，

群星仙子把她拥戴在中央；

但这里是一片幽晦，

只有微风吹过蒙眬的绿色

和曲折的苔径才带来一线天光。     40


V

我这里看不见脚下有什么鲜花，

看不见枝头挂什么温馨的嫩蕊，

只是在暗香里猜想每一朵奇葩，

猜想这时令怎样把千娇百媚

赐给草地，林莽，野生的果树枝；     45


那白色山楂花，开放在牧野的蔷薇；

隐藏在绿叶丛中易凋的紫罗兰；

那五月中旬的爱子——

盛满了露制醇醪的麝香玫瑰，

夏夜的蚊蝇在这里嗡嗡盘桓。     50





VI

我在黑暗里谛听着：已经多少次

几乎堕入了死神安谧的爱情，

我用深思的诗韵唤他的名字，

请他把我这口气化入空明；

此刻呵，无上的幸福是停止呼吸，     55


趁这午夜，安详地向人世告别，

而你呵，正在把你的精魂倾吐，

如此地心醉神迷！

你永远唱着，我已经失去听觉——

你唱安魂歌，我已经变成一堆土。     60


VII

你永远不会死去，不朽的精禽！

饥馑的世纪也未能使你屈服；

我今天夜里一度听见的歌音

在往古时代打动过皇帝和村夫：

恐怕这同样的歌声也曾经促使     65


 
 路得流泪，她满怀忧伤地站在
[4]

 

异地的麦田里，一心思念着家邦；

 
 这歌声还曾多少次

迷醉了窗里人，她开窗面对大海
[5]

 

险恶的浪涛，在那失落的仙乡。     70


VIII

失落！呵，这字眼像钟声一敲，

催我离开你，回复孤寂的自己！

再见！幻想这个骗人的小妖，

徒有虚名，再不能使人着迷。




再见！再见！你哀怨的歌音远去，     75


流过了草地，越过了静静的溪水，

飘上了山腰，如今已深深地埋湮

在附近的密林幽谷：

这是幻象？还是醒时的梦寐？

音乐远去了：——我醒着，还是在酣眠？     80


这首诗共八节，每节十行。原诗各节韵式均为ababcdecde。但各节之间相同的韵码并非同韵，如第一节之a即不与第二节之a同韵，余类推。译文依原韵式。原诗诗行除各节第八行为轻重格三音步外，均为轻重格五音步。译文以五顿代五步、三顿代三步。






 [1]
 忘川：希腊神话中的冥府之河，名“烈溪”（Lethe）。鬼魂饮了此河之水，便忘却一切。





 [2]
 歌人：11—l3 世纪法国南部普罗旺斯地区（与意大利接壤）的行吟诗人或歌者。





 [3]
 诗神的泉水：希腊赫立崆山（Helicon，阿波罗和缪斯诸神常居之地）上的泉水，泉名“希波克丽涅”（Hippocrene）。据希腊神话，此泉为飞马之蹄一击，地裂而迸出，饮此泉能获得诗的灵感。





 [4]
 路得：据《圣经·旧约·路得记》，路得离开原籍摩押，定居在伯利恒，为波阿斯干活，与之结婚。《旧约》上未写夜莺的歌声，也未写路得流泪。此处均为济慈的想象。





 [5]
 窗里人：中世纪的传奇故事中，常常讲美丽的公主被囚禁在海中古堡里，英勇的骑士泅过惊涛骇浪，救出公主，并获得她的爱情。此处济慈想象夜莺的歌声打动了美人的心，使她打开窗户，盼望骑士到来。也可能是指希腊神话中希罗与勒安得的故事。












Ode on a Grecian Urn

I

Thou still unravished bride of quietness,

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme!

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape      5


Of deities or mortals, or of both,

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?

What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?

What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?

What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?     10


II

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard

Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endeared,

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone.

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave     15


Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;

Bold lover, never, never canst thou kiss,

Though winning near the goal—yet do not grieve:

She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,

For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!     20


III

Ah, happy, happy boughs! That cannot shed

Your leaves, nor ever bid the spring adieu;

And, happy melodist, unwearied,

For ever piping songs for ever new!




More happy love, more happy, happy love!      25


For ever warm and still to be enjoyed,

For ever panting, and for ever young—

All breathing human passion far above,

That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloyed,

A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.     30


IV

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?

To what green altar, O mysterious priest,

Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

And all her silken flanks with garlands dressed?

What little town by river or sea shore,     35


Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,

Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?

And, little town, thy streets for evermore

Will silent be; and not a soul to tell

Why thou art desolate can e'er return.     40


V

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! With brede

Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With forest branches and the trodden weed—

Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought

As doth eternity: Cold pastoral!     45


When old age shall this generation waste,

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,

'Beauty is truth, truth beauty'—that is all

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.     50





May 1819








希腊古瓮颂

I

你——“宁静”的保持着童贞的新娘，

“沉默”和漫长的“时间”领养的少女，

山林的史学家，你如此美妙地叙讲

如花的故事，胜过我们的诗句：

绿叶镶边的传说在你的身上缠，     5


讲的可是神，或人，或神人在一道，

 
 活跃在滕陂，或者阿卡狄谷地？
[1]

 

什么人，什么神？什么样姑娘不情愿？

怎样疯狂的追求？竭力的脱逃？

什么笛，铃鼓？怎样忘情的狂喜？     10


II

听见的乐曲是悦耳，听不见的旋律

更甜美；风笛呵，你该继续吹奏；

不是对耳朵，而是对心灵奏出

无声的乐曲，送上更多的温柔：

树下的美少年，你永远不停止歌唱，     15


那些树木也永远不可能凋枯；

大胆的情郎，你永远得不到一吻，

虽然接近了目标——你可别悲伤，

她永远不衰老，尽管摘不到幸福，

你永远在爱着，她永远美丽动人！     20


III

啊，幸运的树枝！你永远不掉下

你的绿叶，永不向春光告别；

幸福的乐手，你永远不知道疲乏，




永远吹奏出永远新鲜的音乐；

幸福的爱情！更幸福、幸福的爱情！     25


永远热烈，永远等待着享受，

永远悸动着，永远是青春年少，

这一切情态，都这样超凡入圣，

永远不会让心灵餍足，发愁，

不会让额头发烧，舌干唇燥。     30


IV

这些前来祭祀的都是什么人？

神秘的祭司，你的牛向上天哀唤，

让花环挂满在她那光柔的腰身，

你要牵她去哪一座青葱的祭坛？

这是哪一座小城，河边的，海边的，     35


还是靠山的，筑一座护卫的城寨——

居民们倾城而出，赶清早去敬神？

小城呵，你的大街小巷将永远地

寂静无声，没一个灵魂会回来

说明你何以从此变成了芜城。     40


V

啊，雅典的形状！美的仪态！

身上雕满了大理石少女和男人，

树林伸枝柯，脚下倒伏着草莱；

你呵，缄口的形体！你冷嘲如“永恒”

教我们超脱思虑。冷色的牧歌！     45


等老年摧毁了我们这一代，那时，

你将仍然是人类的朋友，并且

会遇到另一些哀愁，你会对人说：

“美即是真，真即是美”——这就是

 
 你们在世上所知道、该知道的一切。
[2]

      50





这首诗共五节，每节十行。原诗诗节韵式为ababcdecde。各节有小变化：第一节、第五节为ababcdedce；第二节为ababcdeced。各节之间相同的韵码并非同韵。译文各节韵式均为ababcdecde。原诗各诗行均为轻重格五音步，译文以五顿代五步。






 [1]
 滕陂（Tempe）：希腊塞撒利地区一个美丽的河谷。阿卡狄（Arcady）：古希腊的一部分，常在牧歌中作为理想牧人的家乡而出现。





 [2]
 “美即是真，真即是美”：这是古瓮对世人说的，没有问题。但下面的“这就是你们在世上所知道、该知道的一切”，是谁对谁说的？历来学者们有争论，大致有以下几种解释：1.古瓮对世人说的；2.诗人对古瓮说的；3.诗人对古瓮上雕刻的人物说的；4.诗人对读者说的。现在多数学者的意见趋于一致，肯定第一种解释，即这话是古瓮对后世的人（包括读者）说的，口气上也就是前面格言的继续。那么为什么引号只限于“美即是真，真即是美”而不延续到诗末呢？ 因为一，这是句格言，所以用引号标出；二，济慈用标点有特殊的习惯。












Ode on Melancholy

I

No, no, go not to Lethe, neither twist

Wolf's-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine;

Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kissed

By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine;

Make not your rosary of yew-berries,     5


Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be

Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl

A partner in your sorrow's mysteries;

For shade to shade will come too drowsily,

And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.     10


II

But when the melancholy fit shall fall

Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,

That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,

And hides the green hill in an April shroud;

Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,      15


Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,

Or on the wealth of globed peonies;

Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,

Imprison her soft hand, and let her rave,

And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.     20


III

She dwells with Beauty—Beauty that must die;

And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips

Bidding adieu; and aching Pleasure nigh,




Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips:

Aye, in the very temple of Delight     25


Veiled Melancholy has her sovran shrine,

Though seen of none save him whose strenuous tongue

Can burst Joy's grape against his palate fine;

His soul shall taste the sadness of her might,

And be among her cloudy trophies hung.     30


May 1819








忧郁颂

I

不呵！不要到忘川去，也不要拧绞

 
 根深的乌头，把它的毒汁当美酒；
[1]

 

别让你苍白的额头把龙葵野草——

 
 普罗塞嫔红葡萄的亲吻承受；
[2]

 

别用紫杉的坚果做你的念珠，     5


别让甲虫和墓畔的飞蛾变为

你忧伤的赛吉，别让披羽的鸱鸮

分享你心底隐秘的悲哀愁苦；

阴影来亲近阴影会困倦嗜睡，

会把灵魂中清醒的创痛淹没掉。     10


II

但一旦忧郁的意绪突然来到，

有如阴云洒着泪自天而降，

云雨滋润着垂头的花花草草，

四月的雾衣把一脉青山隐藏；

你就该让哀愁痛饮早晨的玫瑰，     15


或者饱餐海浪上空的虹彩，

或 
 者享足姹紫嫣红的牡丹；

若是你钟情的女郎娇嗔颦眉，
[3]

 

就抓住她的酥手，让她说痛快，

并深深品味她举世无双的慧眼。     20


III

她与“美”共处——那必将消亡的“美”；

还有“喜悦”，他的手总贴着嘴唇





说再见；令人痛苦的近邻“欣慰”，

只要蜜蜂啜一口，就变成毒鸩：

啊，就在“快乐”的庙堂之上，     25


隐藏的“忧郁”有她至尊的神龛，

虽然，只有舌头灵、味觉良好、

能咬破“快乐”果的人才能够瞧见：

他灵魂一旦把“忧郁”的威力品尝，

便成为她的战利品，悬挂在云霄。     30


这首诗共三节，每节十行。第一节韵式为ababcdecde，第二节韵式为ababcdecde，第三节韵式为ababcdedce。各节之间韵码不相同，如第一节之a与第二节之a不同韵，余类推。译文依原韵式。原诗各行均为轻重格五音步。译文以五顿代五步。






 [1]
 乌头：和下面提到的龙葵、紫杉的坚果一样，都是有毒的植物。





 [2]
 普罗塞嫔（Proserpine）：罗马神话中冥界的王后，即希腊神话中的佩耳塞丰（Persephone），以美貌著称。她原是宙斯和得墨忒耳的女儿，在西西里的厄那被冥王哈得斯劫到冥界，被迫为后。





 [3]
 女郎：指“忧郁”。












To Autumn

I

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,

Close bosom friend of the maturing sun,

Conspiring with him how to load and bless

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run:

To bend with apples the mossed cottage-trees,     5


And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells

With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,

And still more, later flowers for the bees,

Until they think warm days will never cease,     10


For summer has o'er-brimmed their clammy cells.

II

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find

Thee sitting careless on a granary-floor,

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;     15


Or on a half-reaped furrow sound asleep,

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook

Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers;

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep

Steady thy laden head across a brook;     20


Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,

Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours.

III

Where are the songs of spring? Aye, where are they?




Think not of them, thou hast thy music too—

While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,     25


And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn

Among the river sallows, borne aloft

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;     30


Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft

The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.

19th Sept. 1819








秋颂

I

雾霭的季节，果实圆熟的时令，

你跟催熟万类的太阳是密友；

同他合谋着怎样使藤蔓有幸

挂住累累果实绕茅檐攀走；

让苹果压弯农家苔绿的果树，     5


教每只水果都打心子里熟透；

教葫芦变大；榛子的外壳胀鼓鼓

包着甜果仁；使迟到的花儿这时候

开放，不断地开放，把蜜蜂牵住，

让蜜蜂以为暖和的光景要长驻；     10


看夏季已从粘稠的蜂巢里溢出。

II

谁不曾遇见你经常在仓廪的中央？

谁要是出外去寻找就会见到

你漫不经心地坐在粮仓的地板上，

让你的头发在扬谷的风中轻飘；     15


或者在收割了一半的犁沟里酣睡，

被罂粟的浓香所熏醉，你的镰刀

放过了下一垄庄稼和交缠的野花；

有时像拾了麦穗，你跨过溪水，

头上稳稳地顶着穗囊不晃摇；     20


或傍着榨汁机，一刻又一刻仔细瞧，

对滴到最后的果浆耐心地观察。

III

春歌在哪里？哎，春歌在哪里？




别想念春歌，——你有自己的音乐，

当层层云霞使渐暗的天空绚丽，     25


给大片留茬地抹上玫瑰的色泽，

这时小小的蚊蚋悲哀地合唱

在河边柳树丛中，随着微风

来而又去，蚊蚋升起又沉落；

长大的羔羊在山边鸣叫得响亮；     30


篱边的蟋蟀在歌唱；红胸的知更

从菜园发出百啭千鸣的高声，

群飞的燕子在空中呢喃话多。

这首诗共三节，每节十一行。原诗第一节韵式为ababcdedcce，第二节与第三节韵式为ababcdecdde。各节之间相同的韵码并非同韵。译文依原韵式。原诗各行为轻重格五音步，译文以五顿代五步。
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Sonnets 十四行诗
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On Peace

O Peace! and dost thou with thy presence bless

The dwellings of this war-surrounded isle,

Soothing with placid brow our late distress,

Making the triple kingdom brightly smile?

Joyful I hail thy presence; and I hail     5


The sweet companions that await on thee;

Complete my joy—let not my first wish fail,

Let the sweet mountain nymph thy favourite be,

With England's happiness proclaim Europa's liberty.

O Europe! let not sceptred tyrants see     10


That thou must shelter in thy former state;

Keep thy chains burst, and boldly say thou art free;

Give thy kings law—leave not uncurbed the great;

So with the honours past thou'lt win thy happier fate.

1814








咏和平

啊，和平！你可是前来祝福
[1]

 


 这被战火包围的岛国土疆？
[2]

 

你的慈容能减轻我们的痛苦，


 能使这三岛王国笑得开朗？
[3]

 

我欢呼你的来临；我也欢呼     5


那些伺候你的、可爱的友伴；

让我高兴：让我如愿，满足，

 
 愿你喜爱这温柔的山林女仙；
[4]

 

凭英国的欢悦，宣布欧洲的自由！

欧洲呵！不能让暴君重来，不能再     10


让他见到你屈服于从前的状态；

打断锁链！高喊你不是狱囚！

叫君主守法，给枭雄套上笼头！

恐怖过去后，你的命运会好起来！

原诗韵式特殊，前八行用莎士比亚式，后六行用彼得拉克式的变格：ababcdcdddedee；译文稍作变动，为：ababcdcdeffeef。






 [1]
 和平：指拿破仑战争结束。1814年4月，拿破仑宣布逊位。





 [2]
 岛国：指英国。





 [3]
 三岛：指英伦三岛。1801年—1922年，英国称为“大不列颠及爱尔兰联合王国”，包括英格兰、苏格兰、爱尔兰。





 [4]
 山林女仙：指自由女神。












To Chatterton

O Chatterton, how very sad thy fate!

Dear child of sorrow—son of misery!

How soon the film of death obscured that eye,

Whence genius wildly flashed, and high debate.

How soon that voice, majestic and elate,     5


Melted in dying murmurs! Oh, how nigh

Was night to thy fair morning! Thou didst die

A half-blown floweret which cold blasts amate.

But this is past; thou art among the stars

Of highest heaven; to the rolling spheres     10


Thou sweetly singest; naught thy hymning mars,

Above the ingrate world and human fears.

On earth the good man base detraction bars

From thy fair name and waters it with tears.

1814









致查特顿
[1]

 

查特顿！你的命运竟这样悲惨！

呵，忧患的宠儿，苦难的爱子！

你两眼很快蒙上了死的阴翳，

那里，刚闪过天才和雄辩的光焰！

雄浑高昂的歌声很快嬗变，     5


没入了断章残篇！黑夜竟如此

逼近你美丽的早晨！你过早辞世，

暴风雪摧折了鲜花——刚开了一半。

这已经过去。你如今在重霄之上，

群星之间：你向旋转的天宇     10


美妙地歌唱：友善的歌声飞扬，

超越了忘恩的尘世和人间的忧惧。

地上有好心人爱你的名字，不让

贬损，用泪水灌溉你身后的美誉。

原诗韵式为彼得拉克式：abbaabbacdcdcd；译文依原韵式。（济慈的十四行诗韵式，不每首注明。有代表性的或特殊型的则注明。译文韵式依原诗，有变动时亦注明。）

1814






 [1]
 托玛斯·查特顿（Thomas Chatterton, 1752—1770）：英国诗歌史上最短命的天才。他冒充15世纪诗人罗利写出“罗利诗篇”，其中有不少精彩的传奇故事。他的这些诗作虽是伪托，却充分显示出他的才华。他还写有讽刺诗和歌剧。终因穷愁潦倒，在绝望中自杀，卒年17岁。他被看作英国浪漫主义诗歌的先驱之一，成为英国浪漫主义诗人心目中的英雄。












To Lord Byron

Byron, how sweetly sad thy melody!

Attuning still the soul to tenderness,

As if soft Pity, with unusual stress,

Had touched her plaintive lute, and thou, being by,

Hadst caught the tones, nor suffered them to die.     5


O'ershading sorrow doth not make thee less

Delightful; thou thy griefs dost dress

With a bright halo, shining beamily;

As when a cloud a golden moon doth veil,

Its sides are tinged with a resplendent glow,      10


Through the dark robe oft amber rays prevail,

And like fair veins in sable marble flow;

Still warble, dying swan, still tell the tale,

The enchanting tale, the tale of pleasing woe.

1814









致拜伦
[1]

 

拜伦！你唱得如此甜蜜而忧伤！

你让人的心灵同柔情共鸣，

仿佛悲悯的善心以独特的重音

弹奏痛苦的弦琴，而你在近旁，

记住了这乐调，便不让琴曲消亡。     5


阴暗的伤心事没有减弱你令人

愉快的本性：你给自己的不幸

戴上清光轮，发射出耀眼的光芒；

恰似一朵云遮蔽了金黄的月魄，

月的边缘浸染着炫奇的辉煌，     10


琥珀色光线穿过黑袍而透射，

像紫貂玉石上美丽的脉纹流荡；

临别的天鹅呵！请继续歌唱，叙说

迷人的故事，那一份甜甜的悲凉。






 [1]
 乔治·戈登·拜伦（George Gordon Byron, 1788—1824）：英国杰出的浪漫主义诗人。济慈写这首诗时19岁，拜伦26岁。显然，拜伦的作品打动了年轻的济慈，受到了济慈的称赞。但济慈对拜伦诗作的看法后来有了变化。参见本书第157页《睡与诗》注②。












Written on the Day that Mr. Leigh Hunt Left Prison

What though, for showing truth to flattered state,

Kind Hunt was shut in prison, yet has he,

In his immortal spirit, been as free

As the sky-searching lark, and as elate.

Minion of grandeur, think you he did wait?     5


Think you he naught but prison walls did see,

Till, so unwilling, thou unturn'dst the key?

Ah, no! far happier, nobler was his fate.

In Spenser's halls he strayed, and bowers fair,

Culling enchanted flowers; and he flew     10


With daring Milton through the fields of air;

To regions of his own his genius true

Took happy flights. Who shall his fame impair

When thou art dead and all thy wretched crew?

Feb. 1815









写于李·亨特先生出狱之日
[1]

 

当权者喜欢奉承，而贤者亨特

敢于进忠言，于是被投入牢房，

他依然自由，如云雀冲向上苍，

他精神不朽，不羁，心胸宽阔。

权贵的宠仆呵！你以为他在等着？     5


你以为他只是整天瞧着狱墙，

等待你勉强用钥匙开锁，释放？

不呵！他高尚 
 得多，也坦荡得多！

他在斯宾塞的厅堂和亭院里徜徉，
[2]

 ②

采撷那令 
 人迷恋的鲜花；他随同     10


勇者弥尔顿向广袤的天宇翱翔：
[3]

 ③

他的天才正飞向自己的顶峰。

你们这一帮有一天名裂身亡，

他的美名将长存，谁敢撼动？






 [1]
 李·亨特（Leigh Hunt, 1784—1859）：由于1813年在《观察家》杂志上发表评论摄政王的文章，被判犯“诽谤”罪，罚款500镑，监禁两年。亨特在狱中继续写作，主编《观察家》，接受朋友们的探望，其中有穆尔、兰姆姐弟、拜伦。1815年2月2日，亨特出狱，济慈曾访问他，向他祝贺。





 [2]
 斯宾塞（Edmund Spenser, 1552—1599）：文艺复兴时期英国诗人。作品有《牧人日历》、《爱情小诗》等，主要作品是《仙女王》，充满着人文主义者对生活的热爱。被誉为“诗人中的诗人”。他的作品对后来的英国诗人有深远影响，济慈即其中之一。





 [3]
 弥尔顿（John Milton, 1608—1674）：英国大诗人，政论家，政治家。参加反对王政的资产阶级清教革命。力疾从公，写政论为革命辩护，为此付出重大代价，导致双目失明。王政复辟后一度入狱，丧失了大部分家产。著作有长篇叙事诗《失乐园》、《复乐园》、《力士参孙》等。












'O Solitude! if I must with thee dwell'

O Solitude! if I must with thee dwell,

Let it not be among the jumbled heap

Of murky buildings. Climb with me the steep—

Nature's observatory—whence the dell,

Its flowery slopes, its river's crystal swell,     5


May seem a span; let me thy vigils keep

'Mongst boughs pavilioned, where the deer's swift leap

Startles the wild bee from the foxglove bell.

But though I'll gladly trace these scenes with thee,

Yet the sweet converse of an innocent mind,     10


Whose words are images of thoughts refined,

Is my soul's pleasure, and it sure must be

Almost the highest bliss of human-kind,

When to thy haunts two kindred spirits flee.

Jan. 1816









“哦，孤独！如果我和你必须同住”
[1]

 

哦，孤独！如果我和你必须

同住，但愿不住在叠架的一栋

灰楼里；请跟我一同攀登陡峰，

踏在大自然的嘹望台上，看山谷，

河水亮晶晶，草坡上野花满布，     5


像近在咫尺；在荫蔽的枝叶丛中

我要紧紧守着你，看小鹿跳纵，

使野蜂受惊，从仙人钟花丛飞出。

虽然我愉快地伴着你寻访美景，

可是同纯洁的心灵亲切交往，     10


听精妙思想形成的语言形象，

是我心魂的乐事；而且我相信

这几乎是人类能有的最高乐趣，

当一双相投的心灵向你奔去。






 [1]
 这首是济慈公开发表的第一首诗，登在1816年5月3日出版的《观察家》杂志上。












'How many bards gild the lapses of time'

How many bards gild the lapses of time!

A few of them have ever been the food

Of my delighted fancy—I could brood

Over their beauties, earthly, or sublime;

And often, when I sit me down to rhyme,     5


These will in throngs before my mind intrude:

But no confusion, no disturbance rude

Do they occasion; 'tis a pleasing chime.

So the unnumbered sounds that evening store:

The songs of birds, the whispering of the leaves,     10


The voice of waters, the great bell that heaves

With solemn sound, and thousand others more

That distance of recognizance bereaves,

Make pleasing music, and not wild uproar.

Mar. 1816









“多少诗人把光阴镀成了黄金”
[1]

 

多少诗人把光阴镀成了黄金！

诗杰的神品永远是我的幻想

得到哺育的养料，美妙的诗章

或质朴，或崇高，使我深思，默吟：

时常，当我坐下来神驰于诗韵，     5


那些华章便簇拥进我的心乡：

但它们没有引起刺耳的扰攘，

只是和谐地汇成动听的乐音。

仿佛积聚在黄昏的无数声响：

鸟儿歌唱，树叶飒飒地絮语，     10


流水潺潺，洪钟沉重地叩出

庄严的声音，还有那来自远方

难以辨认的千种鸣响，合奏出

绝妙的音乐，而不是聒噪喧嚷。






 [1]
 这首诗受到一些评论家的注意。有人指出：此诗之所以使人特别感兴趣，不仅因为它写出了济慈感受到的前辈诗人们以他们的诗美对济慈所施加的影响，而且在于诗中以自然界的比喻暗示了这种影响的品格。












To a Friend who Sent Me Some Roses

As late I rambled in the happy fields,

What time the sky-lark shakes the tremulous dew

From his lush clover covert, when anew

Adventurous knights take up their dinted shields:

I saw the sweetest flower wild nature yields,     5


A fresh-blown musk-rose. 'Twas the first that threw

Its sweets upon the summer; graceful it grew

As is the wand that queen Titania wields.

And, as I feasted on its fragrancy,

I thought the garden-rose it far excelled.     10


But when, O Wells! Thy roses came to me,

My sense with their deliciousness was spelled;

Soft voices had they, that with tender plea

Whispered of peace, and truth, and friendliness unquelled.

29th June 1816









给一位赠我以玫瑰的朋友
[1]

 

最近我在欢快的田野上漫步，

正逢云雀从葱翠的翘摇丛薮里

掀落颤动的露珠；冒险的骑士

把凹痕累累的盾牌重新高举；

我看到大自然把最美的野花献出：     5


新开的麝香蔷薇，它迎着夏季

吐出最 
 早的甜香；它亭亭玉立，

像仙杖在提泰妮娅手中挥舞。
[2]

 ②

当我饱餐着它的芳馨的时刻，

我想它远远胜过园中的玫瑰：     10


可是，韦尔斯！你的玫瑰给了我，

我的感官就迷醉于它们的甜美：

它们有亲切的嗓音，柔声地求索

平和，不渝的友谊，真理的光辉。






 [1]
 朋友：指恰尔斯·韦尔斯（Charles Jeremiah Wells, 1800—1879），英国作家，笔名叫 H. L. 霍华德（H. L. Howard），是济慈的弟弟托姆的同学。他写过小说《仿照自然的故事》（1822），诗剧《约瑟和他的兄弟们：圣经故事剧本》（1824），后者曾受到诗人罗塞蒂的称赞。





 [2]
 提泰妮娅：莎士比亚的喜剧《仲夏夜之梦》中的仙后。












On Receiving a Laurel Crown from Leigh Hunt

Minutes are flying swiftly, and as yet

Nothing unearthly has enticed my brain

Into a delphic labyrinth. I would fain

Catch an immortal thought to pay the debt

I owe to the kind poet who has set     5


Upon my ambitious head a glorious gain.

Two bending laurel sprigs—'tis nearly pain

To be conscious of such a coronet.

Still time is fleeting, and no dream arises

Gorgeous as I would have it; only I see     10


A trampling down of what the world most prizes,

Turbans and crowns and blank regality—

And then I run into most wild surmises

Of all the many glories that may be.

June 1816









接受李·亨特递过来的桂冠
[1]

 

一分分，一秒秒，光阴飞逝，既然

还没有任何超凡的神圣引导

 
 我的心进入得尔菲迷宫，我就要
[2]

 

抓住那一闪不 
 朽的思想来偿还

我欠这温和诗人的债务，他已然
[3]

      5


把光荣戴上我壮志凌云的额角。

这简直是一种痛苦：当我意识到

头上有冠冕——这两条桂枝弯弯。

光阴依然在飞驰，梦却绝不似

我想的那样辉煌—一我只是看到     10


世人最珍视的头巾和王冠，以及

绝对的王权，都被一一踏倒；

于是我立即产生狂热的猜疑——

困惑于这一切可能存在的荣耀。






 [1]
 本诗和下一首十四行诗《致姑娘们——她们见我戴上了桂冠》记录了同一事件：一天，济慈在李·亨特家吃饭，饮酒之前，他们突发奇想，要学古代诗人的样子，给自己戴上桂冠。





 [2]
 得尔菲（Delphi）：古希腊城市，城中有著名的阿波罗（Apollo）神庙。阿波罗是希腊神话和罗马神话中的重要神祇，主神宙斯（Zeus）和女神勒托（Leto）之子，司阳光、智慧、预言、音乐、诗歌、医药、男性美等之神，主要被奉为太阳神；又名福玻斯（Phoebus）、赫利俄斯（Helios）。





 [3]
 诗人：指李·亨特。












To the Ladies who Saw Me Crowned

What is there in the universal earth

More lovely than a wreath from the bay tree?

Haply a halo round the moon, a glee

Circling from three sweet pair of lips in mirth;

And haply you will say the dewy birth      5


Of morning roses, ripplings tenderly

Spread by the halcyon's breast upon the sea—

But these comparisons are nothing worth.

Then is there nothing in the world so fair?

The silvery tears of April? Youth of May?     10


Or June that breathes out life for butterflies?

No—none of these can from my favourite bear

Away the palm; yet shall it ever pay

Due reverence to your most sovereign eyes.

June 1816








致姑娘们——她们见我戴上了桂冠

这包罗万物的大地上，什么东西

比桂枝编成的冠冕更可爱？想想。

也许是围绕月亮的光环——是三双

甜甜的嘴唇在欢乐中漾起的笑意；

也许你会说，是早晨带着露滴     5


绽开的玫瑰——或是神翠鸟的胸膛

向海上轻轻撒下的一圈细浪；

但是这些个比拟没什么意义。

那么，世界上没东西如此美丽？

四月的银泪？——五月的青春光焰？     10


或者，促蝴蝶诞生的六月天气？

不呵， 
 这些个比拟都不能夺去

我所宠爱的棕榈叶——愿它永远
[1]

 

向你们尊贵的眼睛表示敬意。






 [1]
 棕榈叶：象征胜利。












'To one who has been long in city pent'

To one who has been long in city pent,

'Tis very sweet to look into the fair

And open face of heaven, to breathe a prayer

Full in the smile of the blue firmament.

Who is more happy, when, with heart's content,      5


Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair

Of wavy grass and reads a debonair

And gentle tale of love and languishment?

Returning home at evening, with an ear

Catching the notes of Philomel, an eye     10


Watching the sailing cloudlet's bright career,

He mourns that day so soon has glided by:

E'en like the passage of an angel's tear

That falls through the clear ether silently.

June 1816








“对于一个长困在城里的人”

对于一个长困在城里的人，

能见到天空明丽而开阔的容颜，

能在蔚蓝苍穹的微笑下面

低声做祷告，这可是多么舒心！

谁比他更快乐？——他不求非分，     5


倦了就躺在波动的青草之间，

占个惬意的地方，开卷细看

温雅的故事，讲楚楚可怜的爱情。

到傍晚他走回家去，耳朵听着

夜莺正放开歌喉，眼睛注视     10


片云裹一身璀璨，在天边驶过，

他哀悼白天竟这样匆匆流逝：

仿佛天使的一颗泪珠坠落，

滑过明净的太空，默默地消失。








To my Brother George

Many the wonders I this day have seen:

The sun, when first he kissed away the tears

That filled the eyes of morn; the laurelled peers

Who from the feathery gold of evening lean;

The ocean with its vastness, its blue green,     5


Its ships, its rocks, its caves, its hopes, its fears,

Its voice mysterious, which whoso hears

Must think on what will be, and what has been.

E'en now, dear George, while this for you I write,

Cynthia is from her silken curtains peeping     10


So scantly that it seems her bridal night,

And she her half-discovered revels keeping.

But what, without the social thought of thee,

Would be the wonders of the sky and sea?

Aug. 1816









给我的弟弟乔治
[1]

 

今天，我已经见到了许多奇迹：

初升的太阳用亲吻抹去了清晨

眼里的泪水；头戴桂冠的诗灵们

凭着轻柔的金黄色晚霞斜倚；——

湛蓝的海洋，无边无际，负载起     5


船只，巉岩，洞穴，忧惧和憧憬，——

发出神秘的海语，谁听见这声音

就想到悠悠的未来，滔滔的过去。

亲爱的乔治！现在，我给你写这些，

而月神正从丝幔里向外稍稍     10


窥视，仿佛恰逢她新婚的良夜，

她正在欢悦的半途，沉醉逍遥。

可是，若没有跟你的思想交流，

天空和海洋的奇迹于我何有？

原诗韵式为彼得拉克式与莎士比亚式的混合型：abbaabbacdcdee；译文依原韵式。






 [1]
 乔治·济慈（George Keats, 1797—1841），济慈的大弟，生于1797年2月28日。乔治后来于1818年6月携新婚的妻子离开英国，去了美国。1841年12月24日，乔治因肺病死于美国。












On First Looking into Chapman's Homer

Much have I travelled in the realms of gold,

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;

Round many western islands have I been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told     5


That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne;

Yet did I never breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold.

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies

When a new planet swims into his ken;     10


Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes

He stared at the Pacific, and all his men

Looked at each other with a wild surmise—

Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

Oct. 1816









初读恰普曼译荷马史诗
[1]

  


我曾经旅行过许多黄金的邦土，
[2]

 

见到过许多州郡和王国美好；

 
 我还曾经居住在西方的诸岛——
[3]

 

那曾被诗人们献给阿波罗的岛屿。

我时常听人说起那广袤的疆域——     5


荷马的领土，在那里他蹙额思考，

但只有恰普曼发了言，慷慨高蹈，

我才吸到了那里的清气馥郁。

于是我自觉仿佛守望着苍天，

见一颗新 
 星向我的视野流进来，     10


或者像壮汉柯忒斯，用一双鹰眼
[4]

 

凝视着太平洋，而他的全体伙伴们

都面面相觑，带着狂热的臆猜——

站在达连的山峰上，屏息凝神。

原诗韵式为abbaabbacdcdcd；译文略有变动；为abbaabbacdcede。






 [1]
 恰普曼（George Chapman, 1559—1634）：英国诗人，戏剧家，翻译家。他用英文译的荷马史诗《伊利亚特》和《奥德赛》，气魄宏大，是一个很大的成功。济慈不懂希腊文，读后仿佛发现了一个新的天地，写了这首著名的十四行诗。





 [2]
 黄金的邦土：指文艺王国，国王是阿波罗。





 [3]
 西方的诸岛：指英伦三岛，借指英国诗歌。





 [4]
 柯忒斯（Hernando Cortez, 1485—1547）：西班牙殖民者，1518年率探险队赴美洲大陆开辟新殖民地，1523年征服墨西哥。但发现太平洋的不是他，而是巴尔波亚（Vasco Nunez de Balboa, 1475—1519），他于1510年带西班牙远征军到中美洲，三年后在达连地峡（即巴拿马地峡，北面为加勒比海—大西洋，南面为巴拿马湾—太平洋）的一座山峰上见到了他所要寻找的西方的大海——太平洋。












'Keen, fitful gusts are whispering here and there'

Keen, fitful gusts are whispering here and there

Among the bushes, half leafless and dry;

The stars look very cold about the sky,

And I have many miles on foot to fare.

Yet feel I little of the cool bleak air,     5


Or of the dead leaves rustling drearily,

Or of those silver lamps that burn on high,

Or of the distance from home's pleasant lair.

For I am brimful of the friendliness

That in a little cottage I have found;     10


Of fair-haired Milton's eloquent distress,

And all his love for gentle Lycid drowned;

Of lovely Laura in her light green dress,

And faithful Petrarch gloriously crowned.

Oct. 1816









“刺骨的寒风阵阵，在林中回旋”
[1]

 

刺骨的寒风阵阵，在林中回旋，

低鸣，树叶一片片枯萎，凋零；

天上的星星看上去那么冷峻，

而我呀还有多少里路程要赶；

但我没感到天气肃杀，严寒，     5


没听到枯叶萧飒，窸窣有声，

没留意高空星焰如盏盏银灯，

没觉着离温暖的家有多么遥远：

因为我心中溢满了深情厚谊，

是在小小的村舍里觅得；我看见     10


银发的弥尔顿说不尽多少忧悒，

 
 把挚爱向溺水的好友里西达斯呈献；
[2]

 


可爱的劳拉身穿淡色的绿衣，
[3]

 

 
 忠诚的彼得拉克头戴光荣的桂冠。
[4]

 






 [1]
 这首诗写的是诗人对好友李·亨特的一次造访。他们在亨特的小村舍里畅谈他们倾心的大诗人弥尔顿和彼得拉克。





 [2]
 弥尔顿在剑桥大学的同窗好友爱德华·金早年溺水而死，弥尔顿曾写挽诗《里西达斯》以志哀悼。诗中的里西达斯即爱德华·金。





 [3]
 劳拉：意大利诗人彼得拉克年轻时所倾心的少女，是诗人的《歌集》中的主人公。





 [4]
 彼得拉克（Petrarch, 1304—1374）：意大利文艺复兴时期的重要诗人，其主要作品是收录了三百多首十四行诗的《歌集》。他的创作实践使十四行诗达到较完美的境界，成为西方诗歌的一种重要体裁。












On Leaving Some Friends at an Early Hour

Give me a golden pen, and let me lean

On heaped-up flowers, in regions clear and far.

Bring me a tablet whiter than a star,

Or hand of hymning angel when 'tis seen

The silver strings of heavenly harp atween.      5


And let there glide by many a pearly car,

Pink robes, and wavy hair, and diamond jar,

And half-discovered wings, and glances keen.

The while let music wander round my ears,

And as it reaches each delicious ending,     10


Let me write down a line of glorious tone,

And full of many wonders of the spheres:

For what a height my spirit is contending!

'Tis not content so soon to be alone.

Oct.—Nov. 1816








一清早送别友人们

给我支金笔，让我倚傍着一丛

鲜花异卉，在遥远、圣洁的仙乡，

给我白纸，比星星更莹白晶亮，

不然就给我天使的素手，好拨弄

天堂里竖琴的银弦，奏圣乐赞颂：     5


让缀满珍珠的彩车悄然来往，

载着飘动的鬓发，钻石瓶，红罗裳，

半露的翅膀，流盼的美目匆匆。

让仙乐悠扬，缭绕在我的耳际，

当美妙的乐章到达终曲的时辰，     10


让我写出高雅典丽的诗句，

描绘重霄之上的种种奇迹：

我的灵魂在攀登凌霄的高峰！

它不会这样快就甘愿忍受孤独。








To my Brothers

Small, busy flames play through the fresh-laid coals,

And their faint cracklings o'er our silence creep

Like whispers of the household gods that keep

A gentle empire o'e fraternal souls.

And while for rhymes I search around the poles,     5


Your eyes are fixed, as in poetic sleep,

Upon the lore so voluble and deep

That ay at fall of night our care condoles.

This is your birth-day, Tom, and I rejoice

That thus it passes smoothly, quietly.     10


Many such eves of gently whispering noise

May we together pass, and calmly try

What are this world's true joys, ere the great voice

From its fair face shall bid our spirits fly.

18th Nov. 1816








给我的两个弟弟

新添的煤里乱舔着小小的火舌，

微弱的爆裂声轻轻爬过岑寂，

像冥冥之中的家神语声细细，

守护着兄弟友爱的温馨王国。

正当我上天入地把诗韵搜索，     5


你们的眼睛，像睡在诗的梦里，

凝视着这部传说，它雄辩，奥秘，

宽解着我们的 
 烦忧，当夜幕垂落⋯⋯

今天是你的生日，托姆，我高兴
[1]

 

这一天过得宁静，过得平安。     10


愿我们共度多少个这样温馨

低语的夜晚，安恬地品尝世间

真正的欢乐，直到那伟大的声音

和颜悦色地召唤我们上天。

原诗韵式为彼得拉克式：abbaabbacdcdcd；译文悉依原韵式。






 [1]
 托姆：即托玛斯·济慈（Thomas Keats, 1799—1818），济慈的二弟。济慈写此诗的这天是托玛斯17岁的生日。两年后的12月第一周，托玛斯死于肺病。












Addressed to Haydon

Highmindedness, a jealousy for good,

A loving-kindness for the great man's fame,

Dwells here and there with people of no name,

In noisome alley, and in pathless wood.

And where we think the truth least understood,     5


Oft may be found a 'singleness of aim'

That ought to frighten into hooded shame

A money-mongering, pitiable brood.

How glorious this affection for the cause

Of steadfast genius, toiling gallantly!     10


What when a stout unbending champion awes

Envy and Malice to their native sty?

Unnumbered souls breathe out a still applause,

Proud to behold him in his country's eye.

Nov. 1816









致海登（一）
[1]

 

高尚的情操，渴念着嘉言懿行，

衷心倾慕伟大人物的美名，

往往与默默无闻的百姓为邻，

身居陋巷，或人迹罕至的树林：

我们认为不懂世事的天真     5


却常常具有“锲而不舍的精神”，

这使高利贷商贾、可怜的一群

感到惊异，羞赧，无颜见人。

意志坚强的天才，献身于理想，

勇敢地劳作，赢得了无上的荣耀！     10


不屈的志士，威慑住嫉妒和中伤，

使它们丑态毕露，有什么不好？

无数颗良心都在默默地赞扬，

在人们心目中，他是祖国的骄傲！






 [1]
 海登（Benjamin Robert Haydon, 1786—1846）：英国画家。1816年11月，济慈经介绍认识海登。本诗是济慈第一次会见海登后写赠的。海登对艺术的热烈追求对济慈产生了深刻的影响。海登深信历史画对国民具有教育意义，把一生献给了巨幅历史画的创作。他秉性耿介、刚烈，与学院派发生激烈争吵。他的画无人购买，但他仍坚信自己的才能。他负债累累，最后发现自己不适应生存的斗争，自杀身亡。死后出版的《自传和日记》使他声名大噪。













Addressed to the Same ['Great Spirits']

Great spirits now on earth are sojourning:

He of the cloud, the cataract, the lake,

Who on Helvellyn's summit, wide awake,

Catches his freshness from Archangel's wing;

He of the rose, the violet, the spring,     5


The social smile, the chain for freedom's sake;

And lo!—whose steadfastness would never take

A meaner sound than Raphael's whispering.

And other spirits there are standing apart

Upon the forehead of the age to come;     10


These, these will give the world another heart

And other pulses. Hear ye not the hum

Of mighty workings?—

Listen awhile, ye nations, and be dumb.

Nov. 1816








致海登（二）

几个伟大的灵魂寄寓在大地上；
[1]

 

一个属于云彩，湖泊，急湍，

 
 精神抖擞，在赫尔韦林山巅，
[2]

 

从天使的翅膀取得常新的力量；

一个属于玫瑰，紫罗兰，春光，     5


友好地微笑，为自由而身系铁链，

看啊 
 ！他如此坚定，决不采选

一声低于拉斐尔耳语的音响。
[3]

 

还有另一些灵魂站在一旁，

站在属于未来的时代的额前；     10


他们会赋予世人另一颗心脏，

另一 
 种脉搏。你们难道没听见

人间市场上大声的嘈杂喧嚷？
[4]

 

普天下各族呵，听听吧，不必开言。






 [1]
 伟大的灵魂：指华兹华斯、亨特、海登。





 [2]
 赫尔韦林山：在英国北部，高3188英尺。





 [3]
 拉斐尔（1483—1520）：意大利文艺复兴时的伟大画家。





 [4]
 第13行有不同版本，译者根据《哈佛古典文学系列·英国诗歌卷》译出。












Written in Disgust of Vulgar Superstition

The church bells toll a melancholy round,

Calling the people to some other prayers,

Some other gloominess, more dreadful cares,

More hearkening to the sermon's horrid sound.

Surely the mind of man is closely bound     5


In some black spell, seeing that each one tears

Himself from fireside joys and Lydian airs,

And converse high of those with glory crowned.

Still, still they toll, and I should feel a damp,

A chill as from a tomb, did I not know     10


That they are dying like an outburnt lamp;

That 'tis their sighing, wailing ere they go

Into oblivion; that fresh flowers will grow,

And many glories of immortal stamp.

24th Dec. 1816








厌于世人的迷信而作

教堂的钟声阵阵，阴郁地敲响，

召唤人们沉湎于另一种祈祷，

另一种幽冥，更加悲惨的烦恼，

专注于倾听布道者可怖的宣讲。

无疑，人的头脑已经被捆上     5


恶毒的符咒；只见他们都抛掉

炉边的欢悦，舍弃温雅的歌调，

跟心地高尚的人们断绝来往。

钟声不停地敲响，我感到阴凉——

那是坟里的寒气；我岂不明白     10


那些人如残灯将灭，正挨近死亡；

他们一声声叹息着，哀唤着，走向

永远的沉沦；——而世上鲜花会盛开，

壮丽不朽的事物会接踵而来。








On the Grasshopper and Cricket

The poetry of earth is never dead:

When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,

And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead—

That is the grasshopper's; he takes the lead     5


In summer luxury; he has never done

With his delights, for when tired out with fun

He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.

The poetry of earth is ceasing never:

On a lone winter evening, when the frost     10


Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills

The cricket's song, in warmth increasing ever,

And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,

The grasshopper's among some grassy hills.

30th Dec. 1816









蝈蝈和蟋蟀
[1]

 

大地的歌吟永远也不会消亡：

尽管烈日下小鸟们晒得发晕，

躲进了清凉的树阴，却有个嗓音

越重重篱笆，沿新割的草场飞扬；

那是蝈蝈的嗓音，他带头歌唱     5


盛夏的富丽豪华，他的欢欣

永无止境；他要是吟倦兴尽，

就到愉快的小草下休憩静躺。

大地的歌吟永远也不会终了：

在冬天落寞的傍晚，眼看严霜     10


把一切冻入静寂，忽然从炉边

扬起蟋蟀的高歌，而炉温渐高，

听的人慵倦欲睡，迷离惝恍，

仿佛听到蝈蝈吟唱在草山。

原诗韵式为：abbaabbacdecde；译文依原韵式，但a与d同，因而成为：abbaabbacadcad。






 [1]
 1816年12月30日，冬晚，21岁的诗人济慈与友人李·亨特、克拉克（Charles Cowden Clarke）共坐一室，听炉边蟋蟀高鸣。亨特建议，他和济慈即席以蝈蝈和蟋蟀为题材各写十四行诗一首，由克拉克计时。结果济慈先交卷，就是这首名诗。亨特的诗把蝈蝈和蟋蟀写成两个“可爱的表兄弟”，但远逊于济慈的这首。












To Kosciusko

Good Kosciusko, thy great name alone

Is a full harvest whence to reap high feeling;

It comes upon us like the glorious pealing

Of the wide spheres—an everlasting tone.

And now it tells me that in worlds unknown     5


The names of heroes burst from clouds concealing

And change to harmonies, for ever stealing

Through cloudless blue and round each silver throne.

It tells me too, that on a happy day,

When some good spirit walks upon the earth,     10


Thy name, with Alfred's and the great of yore

Gently commingling, gives tremendous birth

To a loud hymn, that sounds far, far away

To where the great God lives for evermore.

Dec. 1816









致柯斯丘什科
[1]

 

柯斯丘什科呵！你的伟大的名字

是一次丰收，贮满了高尚的感情，

在我们听来，它是宏伟的钟声

来自广宇—— 一种永恒的调子。

此刻它告诉我，在那未知的世界里，     5


英雄们的名字爆出来，冲破阴云，

化为音乐，永远悄悄地奏鸣，

回荡在无云的碧空，缭绕在星际。

它还告诉我，在一个快乐的日子里，

善良的精灵在世上行走之际，     10


 
 你的、阿弗烈德的、往古时代
[2]

 

伟人的名字融合起来，随即

惊人地诞生出嘹亮的赞歌，远远地，

远远地飘向上帝居住的所在。

此诗原韵式为：abbaabbacdedce；译文小有变动，为：abbaabbaaacaac。






 [1]
 柯斯丘什科（Kosciusko, 1746—1817）：波兰民族解放运动领导人之一，曾参加北美独立战争，屡建战功。领导反对俄、普瓜分波兰的克拉科夫民族起义，兵败被俘。后流亡英、法、美，死于瑞士。





 [2]
 阿弗烈德（Alfred the Great, 849—899）：英格兰西南部韦塞克斯王国国王，在位期间率军击败丹麦入侵者，曾下令编纂法典和《盎格鲁—撒克逊编年史》。












To Georgiana Augusta Wylie

Nymph of the downward smile and sidelong glance,

In what diviner moments of the day

Art thou most lovely? When gone far astray

Into the labyrinths of sweet utterance,

Or when serenely wandering in a trance     5


Of sober thought? Or, when starting away

With careless robe to meet the morning ray,

Thou sparest the flowers in thy mazy dance?

Haply 'tis when thy ruby lips part sweetly

And so remain, because thou listenest—     10


But thou to please wert nurtured so completely

That I can never tell what mood is best.

I shall as soon pronounce which Grace more neatly

Trips it before Apollo than the rest.

Dec. 1816









给G. A. W.
[1]

 

低眉微笑和斜送秋波的少女！

在一天之中哪个神妙的一瞬

你显得最为可爱？是当你身临

甜蜜交谈的忘我境界之时？

或是当你不由自主地神往于     5


宁静的思索之际？或是穿一身

睡袍奔出去迎接灿烂的早晨，

你一路欢跃，却不踩鲜花嫩枝？

或许你张着可爱的红色嘴唇

不闭拢，专心谛听时，最娇美可人。     10


但你被塑造得如此完美聪颖，

哪一种 
 情态最好我实在说不清。

正如在阿波罗面前美惠三女神
[2]

 

舞蹈时谁最灵巧我同样道不明。

原诗韵式为彼得拉克式：abbaabbacdcdcd；译文韵式依原诗，但b与c同，b、c与d同，故译文韵式实际上是：abbaabbabbbbbb。






 [1]
 G. A. W.：Georgiana Augusta Wylie（乔治安娜·奥古斯塔·威利）的缩写。她后来于1818年6月成为济慈的弟弟乔治·济慈的妻子。





 [2]
 美惠三女神（Graces）：又名卡里忒斯（Charites），是姐妹三人，即代表喜悦的欧佛罗叙涅（Euphrosyne）、代表荣华的塔利亚（Thalia）、代表光明的阿格莱亚（Aglaia），合称美惠三女神。她们都是宙斯的女儿。












'Oh! How I love, on a fair summer's eve'

Oh! How I love, on a fair summer's eve,

When streams of light pour down the golden west,

And on the balmy zephyrs tranquil rest

The silver clouds, far, far away to leave

All meaner thoughts, and take a sweet reprieve     5


From little cares; to find, with easy quest,

A fragrant wild with Nature's beauty dressed,

And there into delight my soul deceive.

There warm my breast with patriotic lore,

Musing on Milton's fate, on Sidney's bier,     10


Till their stern forms before my mind arise—

Perhaps on the wing of poesy upsoar,

Full often dropping a delicious tear

When some melodious sorrow spells mine eyes.

1816








“啊！我真爱——在一个美丽的夏夜”

啊！我真爱——在一个美丽的夏夜，

当霞光注向金灿的西天长空，

银亮的白云静倚着温馨的西风——

我真愿远远地、远远地抛开一切

鄙吝的念头，向小忧小怨告别，     5


把愁结暂解；优游地寻访追踪

芬芳的花野，美丽的造化天工，

在那里把灵魂诱向忘情的喜悦。

在那里叫忠肝义胆暖我的心胸，


 思念弥尔顿的命运，锡德尼的灵柩。
[1]

      10


让他们刚正的形象立在我心中：

也许我展开诗歌的翅膀高飞，

当悠扬的 
 哀愁蛊惑我眼睛的时候，

我会一次次掉下甘美的泪水。
[2]

 

原诗韵式为：abbaabbacdecde；译文在后六行中略有变动，为：abbaabbabcbdcd。






 [1]
 锡德尼（Sir Philip Sidney, 1554—l586）：英国诗人，学者。1585年，被委任为荷兰海岸行省弗拉辛的总督。1586年，他指挥了与西班牙船队作战的聚特芬战役，身负重伤，旋即牺牲。





 [2]
 最后两行中，用听觉形容词“悠扬的”修饰抽象的“哀愁”，用味觉形容词“甘美的”修饰具体的但实际是咸味的“泪水”，是一种特殊的通感表意手法。












'After dark vapours have oppressed our plains'

After dark vapours have oppressed our plains

For a long dreary season, comes a day

Born of the gentle South, and clears away

From the sick heavens all unseemly stains.

The anxious month, relieved of its pains,     5


Takes as a long-lost right the feel of May;

The eyelids with the passing coolness play

Like rose leaves with the drip of summer rains.

The calmest thoughts come round us; as of leaves

Budding, fruit ripening in stillness, autumn suns     10


Smiling at eve upon the quiet sheaves,

Sweet Sappho's cheek, a sleeping infant's breath,

The gradual sand that through an hour-glass runs,

A woodland rivulet, a poet's death.

31st Jan. 1817








“漫长的严冬过去了，愁云惨雾”

漫长的严冬过去了，愁云惨雾

不再压向平原，从温煦的南方

绽出明媚的晴天，病态的天空上

一切刺眼的污渍被涤荡清除。

从痛苦中复苏的日月心切，终于     5


收回了失去的权利：五月风光，

眼睑逗弄着即将逝去的冰凉，

像玫瑰花瓣逗弄夏雨的跳珠。

宁静的思绪涌起，使我们想到

花绽——果实悄悄地成熟——秋阳     10


向着黄昏里静静的禾 
 束微笑，——

萨福的嫩腮，——熟睡婴儿的呼吸，——
[1]

 

计时的沙漏里慢慢渗下的沙粒，——

林中的小溪，—— 一位诗人的死亡。






 [1]
 萨福（Sappho）：古希腊女诗人，大约生于公元前612年，曾被比作女诗人中的荷马、第十位缪斯。她的抒情诗有极高的艺术成就。












Written on a Blank Space at the End of Chaucer's Tale 'The Floure and the Leafe'

This pleasant tale is like a little copse:

The honeyed lines do freshly interlace

To keep the reader in so sweet a place,

So that he here and there full-hearted stops;

And oftentimes he feels the dewy drops     5


Come cool and suddenly against his face,

And by the wandering melody may trace

Which way the tender-legged linnet hops.

Oh, what a power hath white simplicity!

What mighty power has this gentle story!      10


I that for ever feel athirst for glory

Could at this moment be content to lie

Meekly upon the grass, as those whose sobbings

Were heard of none beside the mournful robins.

Feb. 1817









写在乔叟的故事《花与叶》的末页上
[1]

 

这个动听的故事像一座小树林：

甜美的诗句如鲜绿的枝叶交缠，

读者在这方天地里流连忘返，

走走停停，心里充满了热情；

他感到颗颗凉凉的露珠清滢     5


几次意外地落上自己的颜面，

凭着流荡的鸟鸣他留心寻探

细脚的红雀跳向哪一条幽径。

啊！澄净的单纯有这等力量！

温雅的故事有如此动人的魅力！     10


我虽然长久渴望着得到荣誉，

此刻却满足地躺在草地上，就像

那两个孩子，啜泣着，无人理会，

 
 只有知更鸟听着，黯然伤悲。
[2]

 

原诗韵式为：abbaabbacddcee；译文依原韵式。






 [1]
 《花与叶》：15世纪英国的一部寓言诗，共595行。被认为是乔叟（Geoffrey Chaucer，约1343—1400，文艺复兴时期英国文学的奠基人，人称“英国诗歌之父”）的作品。





 [2]
 末二行可能暗示英国古代民歌《林中孩子》的故事：诺福克郡的一个乡绅临终时将一子一女托付给其弟照顾。其弟图财害命，雇佣两个歹徒将二孩诱入森林杀之。歹徒之一不忍下手，便杀了同伙，把二孩留在林中。二孩饿死，被知更鸟用树叶埋葬。活着的歹徒最后自首，凶恶的叔父受到严惩。












On Seeing the Elgin Marbles

My spirit is too weak—mortality

Weighs heavily on me like unwilling sleep,

And each imagined pinnacle and steep

Of godlike hardship tells me I must die

Like a sick eagle looking at the sky.     5


Yet 'tis a gentle luxury to weep

That I have not the cloudy winds to keep

Fresh for the opening of the morning's eye.

Such dim-conceived glories of the brain

Bring round the heart an undescribable feud;     10


So do these wonders a most dizzy pain,

That mingles Grecian grandeur with the rude

Wasting of old Time, with a billowy main,

A sun, a shadow of a magnitude.

Mar. 1817









初见额尔金石雕有感
[1]

 

我的心灵太脆弱了——催命的无常

沉重地压着我，像无可奈何的睡眠，

一件件苦心的杰构、想象的峰巅、

超凡的艺术都告诉我：我必将死亡，

像患病的鹰隼，只向着高空怅望。     5


然而哭泣又未免奢侈了，尽管

我不能驾着云端的清风到天边

去保住那睁开眼睛的鲜丽晨光。

这样的惨淡经营，鬼斧神工，

带给我的心以争斗，不可名状；     10


这些珍奇直使人目眩心痛——

希腊的壮观熬过古老的时光

无情的毁损——它带来海浪的汹涌——

也带来太阳—— 一抹雄伟辉煌。

原诗韵式为：abbaabbacdcdcd；译文依原韵式，但a与d同，所以实际上是：abbaabbacacaca。






 [1]
 额尔金勋爵于1806年把雅典帕尔特农神庙中的大理石雕像及大理石柱的中楣劫回英国。1816年英国政府购买了这些石雕，置于大英博物馆中。这些文物被称作额尔金石雕。济慈初次见到这些被时间剥蚀的希腊艺术品，在这首诗中写下了他的强烈、复杂、细致而微妙的心理反应。（法国大作家维克多·雨果在1861年11月15日致友人信中愤怒抨击英法联军于1860年10月在中国火烧并洗劫圆明园时，提到额尔金父子的丑行。老额尔金即上述额尔金；其子小额尔金则是火烧圆明园的罪魁之一。）












To Leigh Hunt, Esq.

Glory and loveliness have passed away;

For if we wander out in early morn,

No wreathed incense do we see upborne

Into the east, to meet the smiling day;

No crowd of nymphs soft-voiced and young and gay,      5


In woven baskets bringing ears of corn,

Roses and pinks and violets, to adorn

The shrine of Flora in her early May.

But there are left delights as high as these,

And I shall ever bless my destiny     10


That in a time, when under pleasant trees

Pan is no longer sought, I feel a free,

A leafy luxury, seeing I could please

With these poor offerings a man like thee.

Mar. 1817









献诗——呈李·亨特先生
[1]

 

壮美和柔美都已经过去，消散；

因为当我们漫游时，迎着朝晖，

我们见不到袅袅的炉香飘飞——

飞向东方，去迎接微笑的白天：

见不到快乐的少女们成群结伴，     5


歌声婉转，带着一篮篮谷穗、

石竹花、玫 
 瑰、紫罗兰，要去点缀

那迎来早春五月的万花神圣坛。
[2]

 

可仍然有着诗歌这样的乐趣，

我将藉此感到生来有福气：     10


在一个时期，我受林木的荫蔽，

虽然找不到牧神，可惬意的葱郁

我却感觉到，这样，我能够请你

哂纳这一份微不足道的献礼。

原诗韵式为：abbaabbacdcdcd；译文韵式依原诗而略有变化：abbaabbacddcdd。






 [1]
 这首诗印在济慈的第一部作品《诗集》卷首，出版于1818年3月。





 [2]
 万花神（Flora）：亦译作佛洛拉，古罗马宗教所信奉的女性花神。英国的地理位置偏北，伦敦处于北纬51度，春季来得较迟。












On the Sea

It keeps eternal whisperings around

Desolate shores, and with its mighty swell

Gluts twice ten thousand caverns, till the spell

Of Hecate leaves them their old shadowy sound.

Often 'tis in such gentle temper found     5


That scarcely will the very smallest shell

Be moved for days from where it sometime fell,

When last the winds of heaven were unbound.

O ye! Who have your eye-balls vexed and tired,

Feast them upon the wideness of the sea!     10


O ye! Whose ears are dinned with uproar rude,

Or fed too much with cloying melody,

Sit ye near some old cavern's mouth and brood

Until ye start, as if the sea-nymphs quired!

Apr. 1817









咏大海
[1]

 

大海发出永恒的絮语，涤荡

荒凉的海岸，猛涨的海潮涌入

 
 千岩万穴，直到赫卡忒以咒语
[2]

 

给一切岩洞留下幽深的空响。

大海也常常变得温和，安详，     5


最小的贝壳偶尔落脚到一处，

好几天不会由浪涛挪动一步，

脱缰的天风这些天暂时收缰。

哦！若是你眼睛受惑，倦慵，

那就去饱看大海的恣肆汪洋；     10


哦！若是你耳朵被喧哗震聋，

或者听腻了多少演奏歌唱，——

那就去坐在岩洞口，冥想种种⋯⋯

再惊起，恍若海仙女歌声悠扬！

原诗韵式为：abbaabbacdedec；译文韵式有小变动，为：abbaabbacacaca。






 [1]
 1817年4月17日，济慈写信给友人雷诺兹，信中写有这首诗。从这封信中可以看出，济慈于前一日（4月16日）看到海边的种种景色而受到感染，同时受到莎士比亚《里亚王》的启示，于是写了这首咏大海的十四行诗。





 [2]
 赫卡忒（Hecate）：希腊神话中的月亮、大地和冥界女神，也是魔法和巫术女神。












Sonnet on a Picture of Leander

Come hither all sweet maidens soberly,

Down-looking ay, and with a chastened light,

Hid in the fringes of your eyelids white,

And meekly let your fair hands joined be,

As if so gentle that ye could not see,     5


Untouched, a victim of your beauty bright

Sinking away to his young spirit's night,

Sinking bewildered 'mid the dreary sea:

'Tis young Leander toiling to his death;

Nigh swooning, he doth purse his weary lips     10


For Hero's cheek and smiles against her smile.

Oh, horrid dream! See how his body dips

Dead-heavy; arms and shoulders gleam awhile;

He's gone; up bubbles all his amorous breath!

Aug. 1817









咏勒安得画像
[1]

 

来吧，可爱的姑娘们，沉着地来到，

让你们带着睫帘的眼睑微启，

放出深藏的目光，向下面凝视，

把白皙的手儿柔顺地携在一道，

仿佛这样温良，你们会见不着     5


你们美貌的牺牲者，还没有触及，

便变做年轻的鬼魂，沉到黑夜里，——

心神迷乱地沉入荒海的波涛：

是青年勒安得，正奋力游向死亡；

近乎癫狂，他要把疲倦的嘴唇     10


印上希罗的面颊，以微笑迎微笑。

可怕的梦呵！看他的身体死沉，

没入水里，一瞬间肩臂亮一亮：

他去了；求爱的呼吸全化为水泡！






 [1]
 据加罗德（H. W. Garrod）编的牛津版《济慈诗歌全集》，此诗题为《咏好友雷诺兹小姐赠我的勒安得画像》。勒安得（Leander）：希腊神话中，青年勒安得每夜泅渡赫勒斯滂海峡（即达达尼尔海峡）去与情人希罗相会，最后一次，希罗的灯熄灭，他溺毙在海里。希罗找到他的尸体后，投海而死。












'Happy is England! I could be content'

Happy is England! I could be content

To see no other verdure than its own,

To feel no other breezes than are blown

Through its tall woods with high romances blent.

Yet do I sometimes feel a languishment     5


For skies Italian, and an inward groan

To sit upon an Alp as on a throne,

And half forget what world or worldling meant.

Happy is England, sweet her artless daughters,

Enough their simple loveliness for me,     10


Enough their whitest arms in silence clinging:

Yet do I often warmly burn to see

Beauties of deeper glance, and hear their singing,

And float with them about the summer waters.

1817








“英国多快乐！我感到由衷满意”

英国多快乐！我感到由衷满意：

见英国一片葱茏，胜过他乡；

听轻风吹过英国的高树林，低唱

古老的传说，别的风怎能相比！

但有时我仍恹恹地想去寻觅     5


意大利天空，内心叹息着渴望

把阿尔卑斯山峰当王座来坐上，

而浑然忘却尘世的追名逐利。

英国多快乐！女孩们天真烂漫：

叫我心醉呀，她们纯朴，动人，     10


伸出雪白的胳臂默默挽着你：

但我仍热情如燃，时常想见见

眼含深情的丽人们，听她们歌吟，

同她们一起游向仲夏的清溪。








On Sitting Down to Read King Lear
 Once Again

O golden-tongued Romance, with serene lute!

Fair plumed Siren, Queen of far-away!

Leave melodizing on this wintry day,

Shut up thine olden pages, and be mute.

Adieu! For, once again, the fierce dispute     5


Betwixt damnation and impassioned clay

Must I burn through, once more humbly assay

The bitter-sweet of this Shakespearian fruit.

Chief Poet, and ye clouds of Albion,

Begetters of our deep eternal theme!     10


When through the old oak forest I am gone,

Let me not wander in a barren dream,

But, when I am consumed in the fire,

Give me new Phoenix wings to fly at my desire.

22nd Jan. 1818









坐下来重读《里亚王》有感
[1]

 

金嗓唱出的传奇呵，诗琴的清歌！

 
 美丽、披羽的赛人，仙乡的女王！
[2]

 

在这个冬日，收起你歌声悠扬，

合上你古老的书页，请保持缄默。

再会！我得再次燃烧着经过     5


诅咒和热烈人生间残酷的冲撞，

我得再次谦卑地仔细品尝

莎士 
 比亚这又苦又甜的鲜果。

一代诗宗！阿尔比安的青云！
[3]

 

我们深刻而永 
 恒的主题之肇始者！     10


我将深深地进入这古老的橡树林，
[4]

 

不要让我在幻梦里空手漂泊：

等我在火中 
 烧成灰，请给我以新生

凤凰的翅膀，我可以随心飞行。
[5]

 

这首诗原韵式特殊，是彼得拉克式与莎士比亚式的混合型：abbaabba cdcdee；译文依原韵式，但a与d同，c与e同，故实际是：abbaabbacacacc。






 [1]
 济慈在修订自己的诗传奇《恩弟米安》的中途，停下来，再次阅读莎士比亚的伟大悲剧《里亚王》。





 [2]
 赛人（Siren）：或译作塞壬、莎琳，希腊神话中半人半鸟的海妖，常以美妙的歌声诱惑经过的海员而使航船触礁毁灭。这里，“赛人”暗示济慈感到“传奇”正在诱惑自己离开诗人的主要责任而去应付“人类心灵深处的痛苦和撞击”（参阅本书第147页济慈《睡与诗》第124—125行）。





 [3]
 阿尔比安（Albion）：英国的凯尔特语古称。《里亚王》的时代背景正是凯尔特族的不列颠。“一代诗宗”指莎士比亚。第九至十四行：对莎士比亚说话。





 [4]
 古老的橡树林：既指《里亚王》，也指诗传奇《恩弟米安》。





 [5]
 凤凰（Phoenix）：埃及神话中阿拉伯沙漠的不死鸟，相传此鸟每500年自行焚死，然后从灰烬中再生。












'When I have fears that I may cease to be'

When I have fears that I may cease to be

Before my pen has gleaned my teeming brain,

Before high-piled books, in charactery,

Hold like rich garners the full ripened grain;

When I behold, upon the night's starred face,     5


Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,

And think that I may never live to trace

Their shadows with the magic hand of chance;

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour,

That I shall never look upon thee more,     10


Never have relish in the fairy power

Of unreflecting love; then on the shore

Of the wide world I stand alone and think

Till love and fame to nothingness do sink.

Jan. 1818








“我恐惧，我可能就要停止呼吸”

我恐惧，我可能就要停止呼吸，

而我还没录下我的丰富的思想，

还没能像谷仓那样，使稿本山积，

在字里行间把成熟的谷粒收藏；

我见到大块云，高贵传奇的象征，     5


在繁星闪烁的夜的面孔上现出来，

我自觉不久于人世，将不再可能

点铁成金地描绘那云块的异彩；

我感到——你瞬息即逝的天生佳丽！

我将永远不可能再向你凝视，     10


再在那没有回音的爱情的魅力里

陶醉沉沦；——于是，我一人独自

站立在广大世界的涯岸上，思考⋯⋯

等爱情和名誉沉降为虚无缥缈。

这首诗最初出现于济慈 1818 年 1 月 31 日给雷诺兹的信中，是济慈采用莎士比亚韵式（ababcdcdefefgg）写成的十四行诗的第一例。济慈总共写了61首十四行诗。其中39首采用彼得拉克韵式（亦称意大利韵式），即前八行（分两节）为抱韵：abbaabba，后六行（分两节）用二或三个韵，但不以偶韵结束（除个别例外，如《坐下来重读〈里亚王〉有感》）。16 首采用莎士比亚韵式（亦称英国韵式），即前面十二行（分三节）为交韵：ababcdcdefef，最后两行为随韵（亦称偶句）：gg。另外几首的韵式是实验性的，如《“如果英诗必须受韵式制约”》即是济慈想突破上述两种韵式的实验。译文基本上依原韵式，只是在某些彼得拉克韵式的后六行中稍作灵活处理。济慈的十四行诗在节奏上全部是轻重格五音步，译文以五顿代五步。








To—['Time's sea']

Time's sea hath been five years at its slow ebb,

Long hours have to and fro let creep the sand,

Since I was tangled in thy beauty's web,

And snared by the ungloving of thine hand.

And yet I never look on midnight sky,     5


But I behold thine eyes' well-memoried light.

I cannot look upon the rose's dye,

But to thy cheek my soul doth take its flight.

I cannot look on any budding flower,

But my fond ear, in fancy at thy lips     10


And hearkening for a love-sound, doth devour

Its sweets in the wrong sense. Thou dost eclipse

Every delight with sweet remembering,

And grief unto my darling joys dost bring.

4th Feb. 1818









给——
[1]

 

自从我陷入了你的美貌的网罗，

被俘于你那脱去了手套的裸手，

时间的海潮经历了五年的涨落，

漫长的时辰反复地渗过了沙漏。

可是，如今我只要仰望夜空，     5


依然会见到记忆中你的目光；

我只要见到玫瑰花瓣的嫣红，

我的灵魂就飞驰到你的颊上。

我只要一眼看见鲜花初绽，

我深情的耳朵就幻想在你的唇旁     10


等着听一声爱的言语，饱餐

它的甘美而沉入错觉：你已让

甜蜜的回忆冲淡了所有的喜悦，

你给我心中的欢乐抹上了悲切。

原诗韵式是莎士比亚式的：ababcdcdefefgg；译文依原韵式，但d与f同，故实际上是：ababcdcdededff。






 [1]
 据说这首诗是写给一位小姐的，作者曾在福克斯霍尔见过她几分钟。这首十四行诗在情绪构架的韵律处理上，在逐渐增强的乐感上，都极似莎士比亚十四行诗。罗伯特·布里吉斯（Robert Bridges）说，这首诗“简直就像是出自莎士比亚的手笔”。这首诗是一个例证，说明济慈具有与莎士比亚的天才极为接近的艺术感应力。












Sonnet to Spenser

Spenser! A jealous honourer of thine,

A forester deep in thy midmost trees,

Did last eve ask my promise to refine

Some English that might strive thine ear to please.

But, Elfin Poet, 'tis impossible     5


For an inhabitant of wintry earth

To rise like Phoebus with a golden quill

Fire-winged and make a morning in his mirth.

It is impossible to escape from toil

O' the sudden and receive thy spiriting—     10


The flower must drink the nature of the soil

Before it can put forth its blossoming.

Be with me in the summer days and I

Will for thine honour and his pleasure try.

5th Feb. 1818








致斯宾塞

斯宾塞！有一个你的妒羡的崇拜者，

隐居在你的园林深处的幽人，

昨晚他要求我答应精心写作

一篇英文，使你的耳朵喜欢听。

可是，灵异的诗人呵！我无能为力——     5


一个在冬日大地上长住的子民

不能像太阳神伸展火焰的羽翼，

用黄金羽管笔写一篇欢乐的早晨。

他也不可能一下子摆脱苦役，

把你的精神鼓励承受下来：     10


只有吸足了土壤的天然液汁，

鲜艳的花朵才能够怒放盛开：

到夏天来同我做伴 
 吧，为了敬重你，

也为了取悦他，我愿意试试我的笔。
[1]

 






 [1]
 他：可能指李·亨特。












Sonnet—The Human Seasons

Four seasons fill the measure of the year;

There are four seasons in the mind of man:

He has his lusty spring, when fancy clear

Takes in all beauty with an easy span:

He has his summer, when luxuriously     5


Spring's honeyed cud of youthful thought he loves

To ruminate, and by such dreaming nigh

His nearest unto heaven: quiet coves

His soul has in its autumn, when his wings

He furleth close, contented so to look     10


On mists in idleness—to let fair things

Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook;

He has his winter, too, of pale misfeature,

Or else he would forego his mortal nature.

Mar. 1818









人的季节
[1]

 

一年之中，有四季来而复往；

人的心灵中，也有春夏秋冬：

他有蓬勃的春天，让天真的幻想

把天下美好的事物全抓到手中；

到了夏天，他喜欢对那初春     5


年华的甜蜜思维仔细地追念，

沉湎在其中，这种梦使他紧紧

靠近了天国：他的灵魂在秋天

有宁静的小湾，这时候他把翅膀

收拢了起来；他十分满足、自在，     10


醉眼蒙眬，尽让美丽的景象

像门前小河般流过，不去理睬。

他也有冬天，苍白，变了面形；

不然，他就超越了人的本性。






 [1]
 这首诗最初发表于亨特的《文学袖珍本》（1819）。济慈于1818年3月18日给友人贝莱（Bailey）的信中写有这首诗。












On Visiting the Tomb of Burns

The town, the churchyard, and the setting sun,

The clouds, the trees, the rounded hills all seem,

Though beautiful, cold—strange—as in a dream,

I dreamed long ago, now new begun.

The short-lived, paly summer is but won     5


From winter's ague for one hour's gleam;

Through sapphire warm, their stars do never beam:

All is cold beauty; pain is never done:

For who has mind to relish, Minos-wise,

The real of beauty, free from that dead hue     10


Sickly imagination and sick pride

Cast wan upon it! Burns! With honour due

I oft have honoured thee. Great shadow, hide

Thy face; I sin against thy native skies.

1st July 1818









访彭斯墓
[1]

 

这座小镇，教堂的墓园，圆顶山，

这云雾、树木、夕阳，虽然美丽，

却显得寒冷、陌生，像是在梦里，

很久前梦见过，现在我重新梦见。

短促而苍白的夏季只是从冬天     5


凛冽的寒战中争来的片刻闪熠；

星星都暗淡无光，尽管像蓝宝石：

一切都是 
 冷的美；痛苦没有完：

谁能聪慧如弥诺斯，用心去品尝
[2]

 

美的实体，不让病态的想象     10


伴同虚弱的傲气向美的领域

投掷灰黑和惨白！彭斯！我一向

尊重你，敬爱你。伟大的诗灵呵，隐去

 
 你的脸吧；我冒犯了你故乡的天宇。
[3]

 

此诗原韵式为：abbaabbacdedec；译文略有变动，为：abbaabbaccdcdd。






 [1]
 彭斯（Robert Burns, 1759—1796）：苏格兰杰出的农民诗人，英国浪漫主义诗歌的先驱。





 [2]
 弥诺斯（Minos）：希腊神话中克里特岛之王，宙斯和欧罗巴所生之子，秉公治国，死后为冥府三法官之一。





 [3]
 正在苏格兰旅行的济慈于1818年7月1日把这首诗寄给他的弟弟托姆，并在信中写道：“彭斯墓在教堂墓园的一角，显得不太合我的口味，但规模大，显示人们对他的崇敬。我写这首十四行诗时处于一种奇特的心境，半睡眠状态。不知怎的，我觉得那云、天空、房屋，一切都违反希腊风格和查理曼风格。”












Sonnet Written in the Cottage where Burns was Born

This mortal body of a thousand days

Now fills, O Burns, a space in thine own room,

Where thou didst dream alone on budded bays,

Happy and thoughtless of thy day of doom!

My pulse is warm with thine own barley-bree,     5


My head is light with pledging a great soul,

My eyes are wandering and I cannot see,

Fancy is dead and drunken at its goal.

Yet can I stamp my foot upon thy floor,

Yet can I ope thy window-sash to find     10


The meadow thou hast tramped o'er and o'er,

Yet can I think of thee till thought is blind,

Yet can I gulp a bumper to thy name—

Oh, smile among the shades, for this is fame!

July 1818









写于彭斯诞生的村舍
[1]

 

这个寿命不过千日的身躯，

彭斯呵！此刻进入了你的房屋，

在这里，你曾梦想过花的山峪，

浸在幸福中，忘掉了多舛的命途！

你的威士忌使我的热血滚翻，     5


我向你，伟大的诗魂，碰杯祝愿，

我头晕，目眩，仿佛什么也看不见，

幻想失灵了，醉倒在它的终点；

可是，我还能站在你的地板上，

我还能打开你的窗子去寻觅     10


你曾经一遍又一遍踏过的牧场——

我还能殚精竭虑地思考、想念你——

我还能痛饮一大杯为你祝福，

在幽冥中微笑吧，这正是你的美誉！

此诗原韵式为莎士比亚式：ababcdcdefefgg；译文依原韵式，但a与b同，c与d同，a又与f同，故实际上是：aaabbbbcdcdaa。






 [1]
 济慈在1818年7月13日从苏格兰写给他弟弟托姆的信中描述了他和布朗访问彭斯家乡的情景，并说，“⋯⋯然后我们前往彭斯诞生的村舍⋯⋯我决定在这村舍里写一首十四行诗——我写了——但写得太差，我不敢附上。”












To Ailsa Rock

Hearken, thou craggy ocean pyramid!

Give answer from thy voice, the sea-fowls' screams!

When were thy shoulders mantled in huge streams?

When from the sun was thy broad forehead hid?

How long is't since the mighty power bid     5


Thee heave to airy sleep from fathom dreams?

Sleep in the lap of thunder or sunbeams,

Or when grey clouds are thy cold coverlid.

Thou answer'st not, for thou art dead asleep;

Thy life is but two dead eternities—     10


The last in air, the former in the deep;

First with the whales, last with the eagle-skies—

Drowned wast thou till an earthquake made thee steep,

Another cannot wake thy giant size.

10th July 1818









致艾尔萨巨岩
[1]

 

听着！你金字塔般的海上巉鸮岩，

请回答，用你海鸟呼啸的高嗓：

你额上还不见阳光，你的肩膀上

还披着巨浪，那是在何月何年？

多久了——自从大自然使你剧变，     5


从深海的梦境升到半空的睡乡？

你睡吧，枕着雷电，倚着阳光，

让灰色云片做你冰冷的被单。

你不回答，因为你睡得死酣；

你一生是先后两个死寂的永恒——     10


后来在半空，先前在海底深渊；

先挽着海鲸，后伴着天际的苍鹰——

一次地震把你耸出了海面，

再震也震不醒你这岩石的巨灵！

原诗韵式为彼得拉克式：abbaabbacdcdcd；译文依原韵式，但a与c同，故实际上是：abbaabbaacacac。






 [1]
 1818年7月，济慈和布朗在苏格兰旅行时经过西部海岸，见到海上巨岩艾尔萨。济慈在给他的弟弟托姆的信中写道：“⋯⋯我们慢慢攀登，最后到达群山的顶峰，一瞬间，我们见到了海上的艾尔萨巨岩，高出海面940英尺，离我们15英里远，但看上去很近。海上的奇特景观连着我们立足的地方所造成的艾尔萨形象，以及正在下的蒙蒙细雨，给予我十足的洪水泛滥的印象。艾尔萨非常突然地抓住了我，我真有点吃惊。”这首十四行诗于7月10日在格尔文的旅店里写成。












Sonnet Written upon the Top of Ben Nevis

Read me a lesson, Muse, and speak it loud

Upon the top of Nevis, blind in mist!

I look into the chasms, and a shroud

Vaporous doth hide them; just so much I wist

Mankind do know of hell; I look o'erhead,     5


And there is sullen mist, even so much

Mankind can tell of heaven; mist is spread

Before the earth beneath me; even such,

Even so vague is man's sight of himself!

Here are the craggy stones beneath my feet—     10


Thus much I know, that, a poor witless elf,

I tread on them, that all my eye doth meet

Is mist and crag, not only on this height,

But in the world of thought and mental might.

2nd Aug. 1818









写于本·尼维斯山巅
[1]

 

缪斯呵！在云雾缭绕的尼维斯山巅，

给我上一堂课吧，请你高声讲！

我下窥巨壑，只见氤氲的烟岚

覆盖着深谷，我知道这样子正像

人类心中的地狱；我仰望上面，     5


上面是愁云惨雾，人类对天堂

描述的也就是这样；尘雾正布满

在我下面的大地之上，像这样——

人看自己也像是这样地蒙眬！

这里，我的脚下是嶙峋的山石，     10


我知道，像个可怜、愚笨的精灵，

我踩着石头，我见到的一切仅仅是

迷雾和巉岩，不但在这座山峰上，

在思想和智力的天地里也是一样！

原诗韵式为莎士比亚式：ababcdcdefefgg；译文依原韵式，但a与c同，b与d、g同，故实际上是：ababababcdcdbb。






 [1]
 本诗作于1818年8月2日，此时诗人正在苏格兰旅途中。1848年此诗初次发表时附有一条注：“济慈从威廉堡登上本·尼维斯山。到了山顶，一片云包围了他。他坐在山石上，当云慢慢飘去之后，出现了一座连接着下面深谷的巨型悬崖，他写了这首诗。”












To Homer

Standing aloof in giant ignorance,

Of thee I hear and of the Cyclades,

As one who sits ashore and longs perchance

To visit dolphin-coral in deep seas.

So wast thou blind! But then the veil was rent,     5


For Jove uncurtained heaven to let thee live,

And Neptune made for thee a spumy tent,

And Pan made sing for thee his forest-hive.

Aye, on the shores of darkness there is light,

And precipices show untrodden green;     10


There is a budding morrow in midnight,

There is a triple sight in blindness keen;

Such seeing hadst thou, as it once befell

To Dian, Queen of earth and heaven and hell.

1818









致荷马
[1]

 

我处在可惊的无知中，一身孤单，

 
 听说到你，听说到基克拉迪群岛，
[2]

 

我像一个人，坐在海岸边，渴念

或许在深海能见到海豚珊瑚礁。

你竟是盲人！——但帷幔有了裂缝；     5


 
 约夫掀开了天幕，让你住进去，
[3]

 


海神为你架设了鲸蜡帐篷，
[4]

 

 
 牧神叫野蜂为你唱起了歌曲。
[5]

 

啊，黑暗的边沿会升起亮光，

峭壁上会出现无人践踏的绿叶；     10


漆黑的午夜里，晨光如花苞待放；

彻底的盲者拥有多重的视觉；

你有了这样的目力，像月神一样——

那主宰人间、天庭和地狱的女王。






 [1]
 荷马（Homer）：约公元前9至前8世纪时古希腊行吟盲诗人，著有长篇叙事诗《伊利亚特》和《奥德赛》。





 [2]
 基克拉迪群岛（Cyclades）：属希腊，在爱琴海南部。其中的德洛斯岛（Delos Isle）相传为阿波罗的诞生地。





 [3]
 约夫（Jove）：即朱庇特（Jupiter），罗马神话中的主神，相当于希腊神话中的宙斯。





 [4]
 海神（Neptune）：音译为涅普图恩，罗马神话中的海洋之神，相当于希腊神话中的波塞冬（Poseidon）。





 [5]
 牧神（Pan）：亦译作潘，希腊神话中阿卡狄亚的森林之神和牧神，人身羊足，头上有角，爱好音乐。













'Why did I laugh to-night? No voice will tell'

Why did I laugh to-night? No voice will tell;

No God, no demon of severe response,

Deigns to reply from heaven or from hell.

Then to my human heart I turn at once.

Heart, thou and I are here sad and alone;     5


Say wherefore did I laugh? Oh, mortal pain!

Oh, darkness, darkness! Ever must I moan,

To question heaven and hell and heart in vain!

Why did I laugh? I know this being's lease,

My fancy to its utmost blisses spreads;     10


Yet could I on this very midnight cease,

And the world's gaudy ensigns see in shreds;

Verse, fame, and beauty are intense indeed,

But Death's intenser—Death is Life's high meed.

Mar. 1819








“为什么今夜我发笑？没声音回答”

为什么今夜我发笑？没声音回答：

上帝在天堂，严于应对的恶魔

在地狱，都不屑回答这句问话。

我随即转向自己的心灵求索。

心灵！你和我在发愁，感到孤单；     5


为什么我发笑？啊，致命的苦痛！

黑暗啊！黑暗！我无时无刻不悲叹，

问天堂，问地狱，问心灵，全都没用。

为什么我发笑？我知道生存的租期，

我让幻想伸展到极乐的境界；     10


但是我也许在今夜停止呼吸，

见到尘世的彩旗一片片碎裂；

诗歌，名声，美人，浓烈芬芳，

死更浓——死是生的最高报偿。








Sonnet—A Dream, after Reading Dante's Episode of Paulo and Francesca

As Hermes once took to his feathers light,

When lulled Argus, baffled, swooned and slept,

So on a Delphic reed, my idle sprite

So played, so charmed, so conquered, so bereft

The dragon-world of all its hundred eyes;     5


And, seeing it asleep, so fled away—

Not to pure Ida with its snow-cold skies,

Nor unto Tempe where Jove grieved that day;

But to that second circle of sad hell,

Where in the gust, the whirlwind, and the flaw     10


Of rain and hail-stones, lovers need not tell

Their sorrows. Pale were the sweet lips I saw,

Pale were the lips I kissed, and fair the form

I floated with, about that melancholy storm.

Apr. 1819








咏梦——读但丁所写保罗和弗兰切斯卡故事后

像赫耳墨斯拍起轻捷的翅膀——
[1]

 

 
 这时阿耳戈斯被催眠，昏昏睡去，
[2]

 

我的游魂，把得尔菲芦笛吹响，

对巨龙族行使魔法，予以征服，

从它身上剥夺了一百只眼睛，     5


见到 
 它沉沉酣睡，便飞往远处，

不去周天寒彻的伊达山顶，
[3]

 

不去 
 任约夫伤心的滕陂河谷；

而去悲惨的地狱的第二圈里，
[4]

 

这儿有狂飙突起，旋风刮来，     10


阵雨和暴雹肆虐，恋人们何必

互诉愁肠，——我见到柔唇苍白，

我吻的红唇也 
 苍白，而同我一道

随凄风苦雨飘动的形体——却窈窕。
[5]

 






 [1]
 赫耳墨斯（Hermes）：希腊神话中众神的使者，脚上有翅膀。行走迅速，有如“神行太保”。





 [2]
 阿耳戈斯（Argus）：希腊神话中的三眼、四眼或百眼的怪物，力大无穷，他睡时总有一些眼睛睁着。宙斯爱上女祭司伊俄。赫拉由于嫉妒，把伊俄变为母牛，令阿耳戈斯看守。宙斯派赫耳墨斯去救伊俄。赫耳墨斯用动听的笛声催阿耳戈斯入睡，然后砍下他的头，救出伊俄。赫拉把怪物的眼睛移到她最喜爱的鸟——孔雀的尾巴上。





 [3]
 伊达山（Ida）：特洛亚附近的一座山。据荷马在《伊利亚特》中的描述，奥林波斯的大神们就坐在这座山的最高峰上观看特洛亚战争的进行。





 [4]
 地狱的第二圈：意大利诗人但丁在他的《神曲·地狱篇》中写自己在古罗马诗人维吉尔的带领下游历地狱，地狱共有九圈。在第二圈里受苦的大都是沉溺于情欲而忘记理性的人的幽灵，其中有弗兰切斯卡和保罗。





 [5]
 本诗所咏的是但丁《神曲·地狱篇》中所写的故事：弗兰切斯卡·达·里米尼（？—约1284）是意大利拉文纳大公的女儿，被迫嫁给马拉泰斯塔，因与马拉泰斯塔的弟弟保罗相爱，双双被马拉泰斯塔杀死。但丁对这对情人表达了同情。













To Sleep

O soft embalmer of the still midnight,

Shutting with careful fingers and benign

Our gloom-pleased eyes, embowered from the light,

Enshaded in forgetfulness divine:

O soothest Sleep! If so it please thee, close,     5


In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes,

Or wait the 'Amen', ere thy poppy throws

Around my bed its lulling charities.

Then save me, or the passed day will shine

Upon my pillow, breeding many woes;     10


Save me from curious conscience, that still hoards

Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole;

Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards,

And seal the hushed casket of my soul.

Apr. 1819








致睡眠

哦，安静的午夜里温柔的送香者！
[1]

 

你用细心而慈祥的手指合上

喜爱蒙眬的眼睛，遮住光色，

让眼睛荫蔽在神圣的遗忘之乡；

酣甜的睡眠呵！如果你乐意，就请在     5


你歌赞的中途 
 ，合上我甘愿的两眼，

要不就等到“阿门”之后，你来
[2]

 

把罂粟催眠的好意洒到我床边；

然后请救我，否则逝去的日光

会照到我枕上，引起一串串悲哀；     10


请救我摆脱生性的好奇，这好奇

依然有力气向黑暗钻进，像鼹鼠；

请在润滑的锁孔里巧转钥匙，

把装着我的魂魄的灵棺封住。






 [1]
 送香者：或指以香膏药物涂抹尸体使之不朽、成为木乃伊的人。





 [2]
 “阿门”：祈祷的结束语，表示“诚心所愿”。












Two Sonnets on Fame (Ⅰ)

Fame, like a wayward girl, will still be coy

To those who woo her with too slavish knees,

But makes surrender to some thoughtless boy,

And dotes the more upon a heart at ease.

She is a gipsy, will not speak to those     5


Who have not learnt to be content without her;

A jilt, whose ear was never whispered close,

Who thinks they scandal her who talk about her—

A very gipsy is she, Nilus-born,

Sister-in-law to jealous Potiphar.     10


Ye love-sick bards, repay her scorn for scorn!

Ye lovelorn artists, madmen that ye are!

Make your best bow to her and bid adieu—

Then, if she likes it, she will follow you.

30th Apr. 1819








咏名声（一）

名声，像个任性的姑娘，对那些

奴颜婢膝的求爱者不动感情，

但是粗心的男孩她倒不拒绝，

却更倾倒于满不在乎的心灵；

她是吉卜赛，谁要是没她做伴侣     5


便觉得不舒坦，她绝不跟他搭腔；

她水性杨花，听不进喁喁私语，

人们谈到她 
 ，她就认为是诽谤；

她是地道的吉卜赛，生在奈拉斯，
[1]

 

 
 她是嫉妒者波提乏之妻的妹妹；
[2]

      10


单相思的诗人呵，用蔑视回报蔑视！

失恋的艺术家呵，别那么疯傻、迷醉！

请向她潇洒地鞠一躬，说声再见；

这样，她要是愿意，会跟在你后面。

此诗原韵式为莎士比亚式：ababcdcdefefgg；译文悉依原韵式。






 [1]
 奈拉斯（Nilus）；尼罗河之神。这里指尼罗河。





 [2]
 波提乏（Potiphar）：基督教《圣经·创世记》中埃及法老的护卫长，买约瑟为奴。波提乏之妻勾引约瑟不成，反咬一口，波提乏便将约瑟投入监牢。












Two Sonnets on Fame（Ⅱ）


You cannot eat your cake and have it too.


—Proverb

How fevered is the man who cannot look

Upon his mortal days with temperate blood,

Who vexes all the leaves of his life's book,

And robs his fair name of its maidenhood:

It is as if the rose should pluck herself,     5


Or the ripe plum finger its misty bloom,

As if a Naiad, like a meddling elf,

Should darken her pure grot with muddy gloom;

But the rose leaves herself upon the briar,

For winds to kiss and grateful bees to feed,     10


And the ripe plum still wears its dim attire,

The undisturbed lake has crystal space.

Why then should man, teasing the world for grace,

Spoil his salvation for a fierce miscreed?

30th Apr. 1819








咏名声（二）

“你不能又吃糕，又有糕。”

——谚语

这人简直在发烧！他不能心平

气和地对待自己有限的岁月，

他折磨生命之书的每一页光阴，

使他的美名丧失了处女的纯洁；

这就好比是玫瑰撷取她自身，     5


李树 
 摧折自己的雾里烟花，

又仿佛水泉女神，捣蛋的精灵，
[1]

 

用污泥浊水把仙窟净界糟蹋；

但是呵，玫瑰依然站立在枝上，

任凭熏风来亲吻，蜜蜂来采蜜，     10


盛开的李花仍披着蒙眬的衣裳，

湖水没被人搅浑就晶莹澄碧；

为什么，人要美誉便软磨硬求，

信奉邪神，不再想得到拯救？






 [1]
 水泉女神（Naiad）：音译为那雅得，希腊神话和罗马神话中住在河流、泉水和湖泊中的水泉女神。












'If by dull rhymes our English must be chained'

If by dull rhymes our English must be chained,

And, like Andromeda, the Sonnet sweet

Fettered, in spite of pained loveliness,

Let us find out, if we must be constrained,

Sandals more interwoven and complete     5


To fit the naked foot of Poesy:

Let us inspect the lyre, and weigh the stress

Of every chord, and see what may be gained

By ear industrious, and attention meet;

Misers of sound and syllable, no less     10


Than Midas of his coinage, let us be

Jealous of dead leaves in the bay wreath crown;

So, if we may not let the Muse be free,

She will be bound with garlands of her own.

May 1819








“如果英诗必须受韵式制约”

如果英诗必须受韵式制约，

可爱的 
 十四行必须戴上镣铐，

不管多痛苦，像安德罗墨达般；
[1]

 

如果我们必须受格律调节，

那就让我们给诗的赤脚找到     5


编织得更加精美的草鞋穿上：

让我们审察弦琴，掂量每根弦

发出的重音，且看勤勉的听觉

和细心测试能 
 求得怎样的音调；

正如迈达斯那样贪爱金钱，
[2]

      10


让我们珍惜声韵，就连一张张

枯叶也善于用来编织桂冠；

如果我们不想让缪斯脱缰，

那就让她受制于自己的花环。

此诗韵式比较特殊，为：abcabdcabcdede。其中a、b、c、d各出现三次，e出现两次，交错回环，灵活多变，是济慈独创的韵式。济慈在1819年5月3日致弟妹的信中说：“我在努力寻找一种比现有各类更好的十四行体诗型。法定的诗型（指彼得拉克韵式——引者）不甚适合我们的语言。由于它的脚韵太跳跃；另一型（指莎士比亚韵式）则太像挽歌，而最后两行押韵又总是不易讨好。”这首诗与这封信大体写于同时。因此这首诗很可能就是诗人“努力寻找”“更好的十四行体诗型”的实践。诗中的议论也正体现了他追求新形式的想法。但济慈也承认，他的尝试没有成功。他在这之后仍用莎士比亚韵式写过几首十四行诗。译文保留了原韵式，但c与e同。






 [1]
 安德罗墨达（Andromeda）：希腊神话中的埃塞俄比亚国公主，其母夸其美貌而得罪海洋女神，致使全国遭到骚扰，她为拯救国民毅然献身，被锁于巨石之旁；后为英雄佩耳修斯救出并娶为妻。





 [2]
 迈达斯（Midas）：希腊神话中弗里吉亚国王，贪恋财富，能点物成金。












Sonnet to Fanny

I cry your mercy, pity, love—aye, love!

Merciful love that tantalizes not,

One-thoughted, never-wandering, guileless love,

Unmasked, and being seen—without a blot!

Oh, let me have thee whole—all, all, be mine!     5


That shape, that fairness, that sweet minor zest

Of love, your kiss—those hands, those eyes divine,

That warm, white, lucent, million-pleasured breast;

Yourself—your soul—in pity give me all,

Withhold no atom's atom or I die;     10


Or living on perhaps, your wretched thrall,

Forget, in the mist of idle misery,

Life's purposes—the palate of my mind

Losing its gust, and my ambition blind!

Oct.—Dec. 1819









致芳妮
[1]

 

我恳求你疼我，爱我！是的，爱！

仁慈的爱，决不卖弄、挑逗，

专一的、毫不游移的、坦诚的爱，

没任何伪装，透明，纯洁无垢！

啊！但愿你整个属于我，整个！     5


形体，美质，爱的细微的情趣，

你的吻，你的手，你那迷人的秋波，

温暖、莹白、令人销魂的胸脯，——

身体，灵魂，为了疼我，全给我，

不保留一丝一毫，否则，我就死，     10


或者，做你的可怜的奴隶而活着，

茫然忧伤，愁云里，忘却、丢失

生活的目标，我的精神味觉

变麻木，雄心壮志也从此冷却！

原诗韵式为莎士比亚式：ababcdcdefefgg；译文依原韵式，但c与e同，故实际上是：ababcdcdceceff。






 [1]
 济慈于 1818 年秋天遇见芳妮·布劳恩。当时济慈 23岁，芳妮 18 岁。二人相爱，于 1819 年 12 月订婚。1820 年 9 月济慈因病重，离开英国去气候温和的意大利，从此二人永别。参见本书第 133 页十四行诗《“亮星！但愿我像你一样坚持”》。












'The day is gone and all its sweets are gone'

The day is gone, and all its sweets are gone!

Sweet voice, sweet lips, soft hand, and softer breast,

Warm breath, light whisper, tender semi-tone,

Bright eyes, accomplished shape, and languorous waist!

Faded the flower and all its budded charms,     5


Faded the sight of beauty from my eyes,

Faded the shape of beauty from my arms,

Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness, paradise—

Vanished unseasonably at shut of eve,

When the dusk holiday, or holinight,     10


Of fragrant-curtained love begins to weave

The woof of darkness thick, for hid delight;

But, as I've read love's missal through today,

He'll let me sleep, seeing I fast and pray.

Oct.—Dec. 1819









“白天消逝了，甜蜜的一切已失去！”
[1]

 

白天消逝了，甜蜜的一切已失去！

甜嗓，甜唇，酥胸，纤纤十指，

热烈的呼吸，温柔的低音，耳语，

明眸，美好的体态，柔软的腰肢！

凋谢了，鲜花初绽的全部魅力，     5


凋谢了，我眼睛见过的美的景色，

凋谢了，我双臂抱过的美的形体，

凋谢了，轻声，温馨，纯洁，欢乐——

这一切在黄昏不合时宜地消退，

当黄昏，节日的黄昏，爱情的良夜     10


正开始细密地编织昏暗的经纬

以便用香幔遮住隐蔽的欢悦；

但今天我 
 已把爱的弥撒书读遍，

他见我斋戒祈祷，会让我安眠。
[2]

 






 [1]
 这首诗是写给芳妮·布劳恩的。参见本书第129页十四行诗《致芳妮》注①。





 [2]
 他：指上帝。












'Bright star! Would I were steadfast as thou art'

Bright star! Would I were steadfast as thou art—

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night

And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like nature's patient, sleepless eremite,

The moving waters at their priestlike task     5


Of pure ablution round earth's human shores,

Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors;

No—yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,

Pillowed upon my fair love's ripening breast,     10


To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever—or else swoon to death.

1819









“亮星！但愿我像你一样坚持”
[1]

 

亮星！但愿我像你一样坚持——

不是在夜空高挂着孤独的美光，

像那大自然的坚忍不眠的隐士，

睁开着一双眼睑永远在守望

动荡的海水如教士那样工作，     5


绕地球人类的涯岸作涤净的洗礼，

或者凝视着白雪初次降落，

面具般轻轻戴上高山和大地——

不是这样，——但依然坚持不变：

 
 枕在我爱人的正在成熟的胸脯上
[2]

      10


以便感到它柔和的起伏，永远，

永远清醒地感到那甜蜜的动荡：

永远倾听她温柔地呼吸不止，

就这样永远活下去——或昏醉而死。

原诗韵式为莎士比亚式：ababcdcdefefgg；译文依原韵式，但b与f同，a与g同，故实际上是：ababcdcdebebaa。






 [1]
 据济慈的朋友、画家塞文（Severn）回忆，1820年9月，济慈离开英国去意大利，塞文同行。在途中（9月28日），济慈在一本莎士比亚作品集的空页上，正对着莎士比亚的诗《恋女的怨诉》，写下了这首十四行诗。因此这首诗被认为作于1820年9月28日，并被认为是济慈的“最后的十四行诗”。但后来，有学者发现济慈的朋友布朗（Brown）抄有同诗的另一稿，下面写明“1819年”。现在多数学者认为这首诗作于1819年。





 [2]
 爱人：指芳妮·布劳恩。参见本书第129页十四行诗《致芳妮》注①。
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Lyrics·Ballads·Others 抒情诗·歌谣·其他
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On Death

I

Can death be sleep, when life is but a dream,

And scenes of bliss pass as a phantom by?

The transient pleasures as a vision seem,

And yet we think the greatest pain's to die.

II

How strange it is that man on earth should roam,     5


And lead a life of woe, but not forsake

His rugged path; nor dare he view alone

His future doom which is but to awake.

1814








死

I

生，若是梦，那么死，可是睡眠？

幸福的场景可是如幻影逝去？

瞬间的欢乐消失如烟云过眼，

我们却认为死是最大的痛苦。

II

多么奇怪呀，人在世上要流浪，     5


要度过悲惨的一生，却不能抛开

一路的坎坷；也不敢大胆想一想

将来的死呵，只是从梦中醒来！








Sleep and Poetry


As I lay in my bed slepe full unmete



Was unto me, but why that I ne might



Rest I ne wist, for there n'as erthly wight



[As I suppose] had more of hertis ese



Than I, for I n'ad sicknesse nor disese.


—Chaucer

What is more gentle than a wind in summer?

What is more soothing than the pretty hummer

That stays one moment in an open flower

And buzzes cheerily from bower to bower?

What is more tranquil than a musk-rose blowing      5


In a green island, far from all men's knowing?

More healthful than the leafiness of dales?

More secret than a nest of nightingales?

More serene than Cordelia's countenance?

More full of visions than a high romance?     10


What, but thee, Sleep? Soft closer of our eyes!

Low murmurer of tender lullabies!

Light hoverer around our happy pillows!

Wreather of poppy buds and weeping willows!

Silent entangler of a beauty's tresses!     15


Most happy listener when the morning blesses

Thee for enlivening all the cheerful eyes

That glance so brightly at the new sun-rise!

But what is higher beyond thought than thee?

Fresher than berries of a mountain tree?     20


More strange, more beautiful, more smooth, more regal,




Than wings of swans, than doves, than dim-seen eagle?

What is it? And to what shall I compare it?

It has a glory, and naught else can share it.

The thought thereof is awful, sweet and holy,     25


Chasing away all worldliness and folly,

Coming sometimes like fearful claps of thunder,

Or the low rumblings earth's regions under;

And sometimes like a gentle whispering

Of all the secrets of some wondrous thing     30


That breathes about us in the vacant air,

So that we look around with prying stare,

Perhaps to see shapes of light, aerial limning

And catch soft floatings from a faint-heard hymning,

To see the laurel wreath on high suspended     35


That is to crown our name when life is ended.

Sometimes it gives a glory to the voice,

And from the heart up-springs, 'Rejoice! Rejoice!'—

Sounds which will reach the Framer of all things,

And die away in ardent mutterings.     40


No one who once the glorious sun has seen,

And all the clouds, and felt his bosom clean

For his great Maker's presence, but must know

What 'tis I mean and feel his being glow.

Therefore no insult will I give his spirit      45


By telling what he sees from native merit.

O Poesy! For thee I hold my pen

That am not yet a glorious denizen

Of thy wide heaven—Should I rather kneel

Upon some mountain-top until I feel     50





A glowing splendour round about me hung,

And echo back the voice of thine own tongue?

O Poesy! For thee I grasp my pen

That am not yet a glorious denizen

Of thy wide heaven; yet, to my ardent prayer,     55


Yield from thy sanctuary some clear air,

Smoothed for intoxication by the breath

Of flowering bays, that I may die a death

Of luxury and my young spirit follow

The morning sunbeams to the great Apollo      60


Like a fresh sacrifice; or, if I can bear

The o'erwhelming sweets, 'twill bring to me the fair

Visions of all places: a bowery nook

Will be elysium—an eternal book

Whence I may copy many a lovely saying     65


About the leaves and flowers, about the playing

Of nymphs in woods and fountains, and the shade

Keeping a silence round a sleeping maid,

And many a verse from so strange influence

That we must ever wonder how and whence     70


It came. Also imaginings will hover

Round my fire-side, and haply there discover

Vistas of solemn beauty, where I'd wander

In happy silence, like the clear Meander

Through its lone vales, and where I found a spot     75


Of awfuller shade, or an enchanted grot,

Or a green hill o'erspread with chequered dress

Of flowers and fearful from its loveliness,

Write on my tablets all that was permitted,

All that was for our human senses fitted.     80





Then the events of this wide world I'd seize

Like a strong giant, and my spirit tease

Till at its shoulders it should proudly see

Wings to find out an immortality.

Stop and consider! Life is but a day;     85


A fragile dew-drop on its perilous way

From a tree's summit; a poor Indian's sleep

While his boat hastens to the monstrous steep

Of Montmorenci. Why so sad a moan?

Life is the rose's hope while yet unblown;     90


The reading of an ever-changing tale;

The light uplifting of a maiden's veil;

A pigeon tumbling in clear summer air;

A laughing school-boy, without grief or care,

Riding the springy branches of an elm.     95


Oh, for ten years, that I may overwhelm

Myself in poesy; so I may do the deed

That my own soul has to itself decreed.

Then will I pass the countries that I see

In long perspective, and continually     100


Taste their pure fountains. First the realm I'll pass

Of Flora and old Pan: sleep in the grass,

Feed upon apples red and strawberries,

And choose each pleasure that my fancy sees;

Catch the white-handed nymphs in shady places     105


To woo sweet kisses from averted faces,

Play with their fingers, touch their shoulders white

Into a pretty shrinking with a bite




As hard as lips can make it, till agreed,

A lovely tale of human life we'll read.     110


And one will teach a tame dove how it best

May fan the cool air gently o'er my rest;

Another, bending o'er her nimble tread,

Will set a green robe floating round her head,

And still will dance with ever varied ease,      115


Smiling upon the flowers and the trees;

Another will entice me on and on

Through almond blossoms and rich cinnamon,

Till in the bosom of a leafy world

We rest in silence, like two gems upcurled     120


In the recesses of a pearly shell.

And can I ever bid these joys farewell?

Yes, I must pass them for a nobler life,

Where I may find the agonies, the strife

Of human hearts—for lo! I see afar,      125


O'ersailing the blue cragginess, a car

And steeds with streamy manes—the charioteer

Looks out upon the winds with glorious fear.

And now the numerous tramplings quiver lightly

Along a huge cloud's ridge, and now with sprightly      130


Wheel downward come they into fresher skies,

Tipped round with silver from the sun's bright eyes.

Still downward with capacious whirl they glide;

And now I see them on a green hill's side

In breezy rest among the nodding stalks.     135


The charioteer with wondrous gesture talks

To the trees and mountains, and there soon appear




Shapes of delight, of mystery, and fear,

Passing along before a dusky space

Made by some mighty oaks; as they would chase      140


Some ever-fleeting music on they sweep.

Lo! how they murmur, laugh, and smile, and weep—

Some with upholden hand and mouth severe;

Some with their faces muffled to the ear

Between their arms; some, clear in youthful bloom,      145


Go glad and smilingly athwart the gloom;

Some looking back, and some with upward gaze;

Yes, thousands in a thousand different ways

Flit onward—now a lovely wreath of girls

Dancing their sleek hair into tangled curls,     150


And now broad wings. Most awfully intent,

The driver of those steeds is forward bent

And seems to listen. Oh, that I might know

All that he writes with such a hurrying glow.

The visions all are fled—the car is fled      155


Into the light of heaven, and in their stead

A sense of real things comes doubly strong,

And, like a muddy stream, would bear along

My soul to nothingness. But I will strive

Against all doubtings and will keep alive      160


The thought of that same chariot and the strange

Journey it went.

Is there so small a range

In the present strength of manhood, that the high

Imagination cannot freely fly

As she was wont of old? Prepare her steeds,     165





Paw up against the light, and do strange deeds

Upon the clouds? Has she not shown us all?

From the clear space of ether to the small

Breath of new buds unfolding? From the meaning

Of Jove's large eye-brow to the tender greening      170


Of April meadows? Here her altar shone,

E'en in this isle, and who could paragon

The fervid choir that lifted up a noise

Of harmony, to where it ay will poise

Its mighty self of convoluting sound,      175


Huge as a planet, and like that roll round,

Eternally around a dizzy void?

Aye, in those days the Muses were nigh cloyed

With honours, nor had any other care

Than to sing out and soothe their wavy hair.     180


Could all this be forgotten? Yes, a schism

Nurtured by foppery and barbarism

Made great Apollo blush for this his land.

Men were thought wise who could not understand

His glories; with a puling infant's force     185


They swayed about upon a rocking horse

And thought it Pegasus. Ah, dismal souled!

The winds of heaven blew, the ocean rolled

Its gathering waves—ye felt it not. The blue

Bared its eternal bosom and the dew     190


Of summer nights collected still to make

The morning precious: beauty was awake!

Why were ye not awake? But ye were dead

To things ye knew not of—were closely wed




To musty laws lined out with wretched rule     195


And compass vile, so that ye taught a school

Of dolts to smooth, inlay, and clip, and fit,

Till, like the certain wands of Jacob's wit,

Their verses tallied. Easy was the task:

A thousand handicraftsmen wore the mask     200


Of Poesy. Ill-fated, impious race!

That blasphemed the bright Lyrist to his face

And did not know it! No, they went about,

Holding a poor, decrepit standard out

Marked with most flimsy mottoes, and in large     205


The name of one Boileau!

O ye whose charge

It is to hover round our pleasant hills!

Whose congregated majesty so fills

My boundly reverence that I cannot trace

Your hallowed names in this unholy place,     210


So near those common folk—did not their shames

Affright you? Did our old lamenting Thames

Delight you? Did ye never cluster round

Delicious Avon, with a mournful sound,

And weep? Or did ye wholly bid adieu     215


To regions where no more the laurel grew?

Or did ye stay to give a welcoming

To some lone spirits who could proudly sing

Their youth away, and die? 'Twas even so:

But let me think away those times of woe:     220


Now 'tis a fairer season; ye have breathed

Rich benedictions o'er us, ye have wreathed

Fresh garlands: for sweet music has been heard




In many places; —some has been upstirred

From out its crystal dwelling in a lake,     225


By a swan's ebon bill; from a thick brake,

Nested and quiet in a valley mild,

Bubbles a pipe; fine sounds are floating wild

About the earth: happy are ye and glad.

These things are doubtless: yet in truth we've had      230


Strange thunders from the potency of song;

Mingled indeed with what is sweet and strong

From majesty: but in clear truth the themes

Are ugly clubs, the poets Polyphemes

Disturbing the grand sea. A drainless shower     235


Of light is Poesy; 'tis the supreme of power;

'Tis might half slumbering on its own right arm.

The very archings of her eye-lids charm

A thousand willing agents to obey,

And still she governs with the mildest sway:     240


But strength alone, though of the Muses born,

Is like a fallen angel: trees uptorn,

Darkness and worms and shrouds and sepulchres

Delight it, for it feeds upon the burrs

And thorns of life, forgetting the great end     245


Of Poesy, that it should be a friend

To soothe the cares and lift the thoughts of man.

Yet I rejoice; a myrtle, fairer than

E'er grew in Paphos, from the bitter weeds

Lifts its sweet head into the air, and feeds      250


A silent space with ever sprouting green.




All tenderest birds there find a pleasant screen,

Creep through the shade with jaunty fluttering,

Nibble the little cupped flowers and sing.

Then let us clear away the choking thorns      255


From round its gentle stem; let the young fawns,

Yeaned in after times, when we are flown,

Find a fresh sward beneath it, overgrown

With simple flowers; let there nothing be

More boisterous than a lover's bended knee;     260


Naught more ungentle than the placid look

Of one who leans upon a closed book;

Naught more untranquil than the grassy slopes

Between two hills. All hail delightful hopes!

As she was wont, the imagination     265


Into most lovely labyrinths will be gone,

And they shall be accounted poet-kings

Who simply tell the most heart-easing things.

Oh, may these joys be ripe before I die.

Will not some say that I presumptuously     270


Have spoken? That from hastening disgrace

'Twere better far to hide my foolish face?

That whining boyhood should with reverence bow

Ere the dread thunderbolt could reach? How!

If I do hide myself, it sure shall be     275


In the very fane, the light of Poesy:

If I do fall, at least I will be laid

Beneath the silence of a poplar shade;

And over me the grass shall be smooth-shaven;

And there shall be a kind memorial graven.     280





But off, despondence! Miserable bane!

They should not know thee, who, athirst to gain

A noble end, are thirsty every hour.

What though I am not wealthy in the dower

Of spanning wisdom; though I do not know     285


The shiftings of the mighty winds that blow

Hither and thither all the changing thoughts

Of man; though no great ministering reason sorts

Out the dark mysteries of human souls

To clear conceiving; yet there ever rolls     290


A vast idea before me, and I glean

Therefrom my liberty; thence too I've seen

The end and aim of Poesy. 'Tis clear

As anything most true: as that the year

Is made of the four seasons; manifest     295


As a large cross, some old cathedral's crest,

Lifted to the white clouds. Therefore should I

Be but the essence of deformity,

A coward, did my very eye-lids wink

At speaking out what I have dared to think.      300


Ah, rather let me like a madman run

Over some precipice! Let the hot sun

Melt my Dedalian wings and drive me down

Convulsed and headlong! Stay! An inward frown

Of conscience bids me be more calm awhile.      305


An ocean dim, sprinkled with many an isle,

Spreads awfully before me. How much toil!

How many days, what desperate turmoil—

Ere I can have explored its widenesses.

Ah, what a task! Upon my bended knees,      310





I could unsay those—no, impossible!

Impossible!

For sweet relief I'll dwell

On humbler thoughts and let this strange assay

Begun in gentleness die so away.

E'en now all tumult from my bosom fades:      315


I turn full-hearted to the friendly aids

That smooth the path of honour; brotherhood

And friendliness, the nurse of mutual good.

The hearty grasp that sends a pleasant sonnet

Into the brain ere one can think upon it;     320


The silence when some rhymes are coming out;

And when they're come, the very pleasant rout;

The message certain to be done tomorrow.

'Tis perhaps as well that it should be to borrow

Some precious book from out its snug retreat,      325


To cluster round it when we next shall meet.

Scarce can I scribble on; for lovely airs

Are fluttering round the room like doves in pairs;

Many delights of that glad day recalling

When first my senses caught their tender falling.      330


And with these airs come forms of elegance

Stooping their shoulders o'er a horse's prance,

Careless and grand—fingers soft and round

Parting luxuriant curls; —and the swift bound

Of Bacchus from his chariot, when his eye      335


Made Ariadne's cheek look blushingly.

Thus I remember all the pleasant flow

Of words at opening a portfolio.




Things such as these are ever harbingers

To trains of peaceful images: the stirs     340


Of a swan's neck unseen among the rushes:

A linnet starting all about the bushes:

A butterfly, with golden wings broad parted,

Nestling a rose, convulsed as though it smarted

With over pleasure—many, many more,      345


Might I indulge at large in all my store

Of luxuries: yet I must not forget

Sleep, quiet with his poppy coronet:

For what there may be worthy in these rhymes

I partly owe to him: and thus the chimes      350


Of friendly voices had just given place

To as sweet a silence, when I 'gan retrace

The pleasant day, upon a couch at ease.

It was a poet's house who keeps the keys

Of pleasure's temple. Round about were hung     355


The glorious features of the bards who sung

In other ages—cold and sacred busts

Smiled at each other. Happy he who trusts

To clear futurity his darling fame!

Then there were fauns and satyrs taking aim     360


At swelling apples with a frisky leap

And reaching fingers, 'mid a luscious heap

Of vine-leaves. Then there rose to view a fane

Of liny marble, and thereto a train

Of nymphs approaching fairly o'er the sward:     365


One, loveliest, holding her white hand toward

The dazzling sun-rise: two sisters sweet

Bending their graceful figures till they meet




Over the trippings of a little child:

And some are hearing, eagerly, the wild      370


Thrilling liquidity of dewy piping.

See, in another picture, nymphs are wiping

Cherishingly Diana's timorous limbs;—

A fold of lawny mantle dabbling swims

At the bath's edge and keeps a gentle motion      375


With the subsiding crystal: as when ocean

Heaves calmly its broad swelling smoothness o'er

Its rocky marge, and balances once more

The patient weeds that now unshent by foam

Feel all about their undulating home.     380


Sappho's meek head was there half smiling down

At nothing; just as though the earnest frown

Of overthinking had that moment gone

From off her brow and left her all alone.

Great Alfred's, too, with anxious, pitying eyes,     385


As if he always listened to the sighs

Of the goaded world; and Kosciusko's worn

By horrid suffrance—mightily forlorn.

Petrarch, outstepping from the shady green,

Starts at the sight of Laura; nor can wean     390


His eyes from her sweet face. Most happy they!

For over them was seen a free display

Of out-spread wings, and from between them shone

The face of Poesy: from off her throne

She overlooked things that I scarce could tell.     395


The very sense of where I was might well

Keep sleep aloof: but more than that there came




Thought after thought to nourish up the flame

Within my breast: so that the morning light

Surprised me even from a sleepless night,     400


And up I rose refreshed and glad and gay,

Resolving to begin that very day

These lines; and howsoever they be done,

I leave them as a father does his son.
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睡与诗

“我躺在床上，睡眠总是不愿意

来到我身边，可是我弄不明白

为什么我不能休息；在我看来，

世上没人比我的心情更平静，

因为我既不烦恼，也没有疾病。”

——乔叟

什么比夏天的风儿更加熨帖？

什么比嗡嗡的蜜蜂更令人怡悦？

蜜蜂在怒放的鲜花上稍稍停留，

随即愉快地从树阴向树阴飞走。

什么比麝香玫瑰更加安静——     5


开在翠绿的岛上，远离人群？

什么比山谷的葱茏更有益身心？

什么比夜 
 莺的窝巢更隐秘幽深？

什么比科黛丽雅的面容更安详？
[1]

 

什么比传奇故事更富于想象？     10


只有你，睡眠！合拢眼睑的纤手！

低唱着温柔的催眠谣曲的歌喉！

绕着惬意的枕头轻翔的翅膀！

用罂粟和垂柳编织花冠的巧匠！

你呵，悄悄地把美人的头发弄乱！     15


你愉快地谛听晨光的赐福，祝愿

你有幸开启千万双欢乐的眼睛，

让灵活的明眸迎视旭日的东升！

但什么比你更难以想象地高贵？

什么比山里树上的浆果更鲜美？     20





比鸽子、远翔的鹰隼、天鹅的翅膀

更奇异、美丽，更光洁、庄严堂皇？

它是什么？我用什么来比方？

它有一种荣耀，没人能分享：

想到它就觉得敬畏，甜蜜，神圣，     25


驱散了一切尘世的凡俗和愚蠢；

它有时到来，如惊人的雷声霹雳，

或隆隆的低鸣从地下深处响起；

它有时又像一声温存的耳语，

诉说着奇妙事物的全部隐秘，     30


在我们身旁空荡的氛围中低吟；

促使我们向周遭注视，探寻，

要眼见光的形状，空气的彩图，

从隐隐颂歌中把握飘动的意绪；

要目睹光荣的桂冠，在空中高悬，     35


等生命结束，给我们姓名上加冕。

有时它赋予嗓音以一种荣耀，

从心的深处涌出：欢笑吧！欢笑！

这声音直达天地万物的创造者，

成为热切的私语而飘远，失落。     40


谁见过一回太阳的灿烂光烨

和霞光万道，而觉得身心纯洁，

无愧于伟大的造物主，谁必定知悉

我说的是什么，从而欢情洋溢：

因此，我不会使他的精神不悦，     45


说出他凭本性已经感知的一切。

啊，诗歌！为了你我拿起我的笔，

我还不是你那广阔的天国里

光荣的居民——我难道不会在哪座




高山的顶上跪下来，直到我觉得     50


我周身有一道炽热的华彩在燃烧，

让你的语言在我的身上缭绕？

啊，诗歌！为了你我握紧我的笔，

我还不是你那广阔的天国里

光荣的居民，但我热切地希冀     55


你从圣殿里送来些清新的空气，

为了醉人，再糅合一些月桂

吐出的芳香，使我能经历一回

奢侈的死亡，我青春的灵魂将追赶

朝阳的金光，直达阿波罗座前，     60


像新鲜的祭品；假如我承受得住

无法抵挡的快乐，我就会被带入

种种幻境，树阴下凉亭的一隅

将是极乐土，—— 一本永恒的书，

我可以从中抄出许多妙语，     65


讲到树叶和花朵，林中仙女

在游玩嬉戏，喷涌的泉水，林阴

给睡着的少女周围铺一片安宁；

还可以抄出许多诗篇，如此

奇妙，让我们惊煞那诗篇出自     70


谁手。许多幻想会绕着我炉边

振翼飞翔，或许还能够发现

庄严之美的远 
 景，我可以去漫游，

快乐而安静，像清澈的米安德河流
[2]

 

穿过幽谷；在那里我找到一处     75


森严的树阴，或一方魅人的洞窟，

或一座青山，铺一身缤纷的野花

如彩衣，对这种美景我感到惊诧，

就在书板上写下可写的一切，




这一切能使人类的感官愉悦。     80


我要抓住世界的百态千姿，

做一名巨人，并激励我的神思，

使它能骄傲地见到自己的肩上

有一对要飞去抓住永恒的翅膀。

静下来想一想！生命不过是瞬间；     85


如一滴易晞的朝露挂在树尖

摇摇欲坠；如印第安不幸者的睡眠，

正当他 
 的船冲向可怕的悬岩，

在蒙莫朗西。但何必叹息悲伤？
[3]

 

生命是待放的玫瑰蕴含的希望；     90


生命是诵读变化无穷的故事；

是把少女的面纱轻轻揭起；

是炎夏凉风中野鸽子疾飞骤降，

是欢笑的学童，全不知痛苦忧伤，

把榆树伸出的弹性枝条当马骑。     95


啊，给我十年吧！我可以在诗里

征服自己；我可以大有作为，

听从我灵魂对我自己的指挥。

我可以遍历各国，看国土成串

在我的眼前展开，我还将不断     100


品尝各地的清泉。我首先前往

花神和牧神之国：我睡在草地上，

吃的是紫色的草莓，红色的苹果，

凭我的幻想去寻找种种欢乐；

抓住仙女的素手在隐蔽的树阴，     105


恳求躲避的面颊给一串甜吻，——

抚弄纤指，触摸白皙的肩膀，




使她们娇嗔地退缩，却硬硬心肠

用嘴唇蜇了我一口：终于同意，

我们将共读人生的美好故事。     110


有一个仙女将教会鸽子怎样

待我睡着了给我轻轻地扇凉；

另一个仙女，弯着腰灵巧地举步，

将披上绿衣，让它在周身飘舞，

她还将随心所欲地跳各种舞蹈，     115


朝着绿树和鲜花发出微笑：

另一个仙女招引我前去，前去，

走过扁桃花丛和茂盛的肉桂树，

进入个葳蕤绿叶世界的怀抱，

我们静静地安歇，像两粒珍宝     120


深深隐藏在贝壳里，蜷伏在一起。

那么，我能否把这些欢乐舍弃？

是的，我必须抛开这些，去追寻

更崇高的生活，去发现人类心灵

深处的痛苦和撞击：瞧！我看见     125


一辆马车疾驰过峭拔的蓝天，

辕马的鬃毛飞动——驾车的驭手

带着辉煌的惶恐探看着风头：

马蹄轻举，沿着巍峨的云巅

奔踏而过；一会儿又轴轮飞旋。     130


车驾下降，驶入清朗的蓝天。

太阳的金眼把车轮镀成银盘。

他们如一阵旋风般继续下降；

这会儿我看见他们在绿色山岗

旁边歇下来，周围是颠簸的花枝。     135


那驭手打着令人惊奇的手势




向山峦和树木说话；于是马上

出现欢乐、神秘和恐惧的形状，

这些形体在一群巨大的橡树

造成的阴影面前飞速地移过去，     140


仿佛在追赶稍纵即逝的音符。

瞧它们在低诉，哗笑，微笑，哀哭：

有的举着手，嘴角是严厉的神态；

有的伸出两臂，把面孔遮盖，

直盖到耳朵；有的正青春焕发，     145


微笑着跨过幽影，怒放着心花；

有的回头看，而有的抬头凝视；

是的，千万形体以千万种方式

掠过—— 一会儿一圈可爱的女孩子

跳着舞，把光润的头发跳成乱丝；     150


一会儿展现巨翅。赶马的驭手

敬畏而专注地躬身倾向前头，

好像在倾听：哦，我真想了解

他在闪光的飞驰中录下的一切。

所有的幻象消失了——马车隐灭，     155


化入明亮的天光，代替这一切，

现实世界的感觉顽强地到来，

像一条混浊的小河，它硬拽

我灵魂向幻灭：但我将奋力扫除

这一切疑虑，在心里活生生记住     160


那辆马车，和那辆马车的经历——

奇异的旅程。

如今勇敢的心力

驰骋的疆场如此小，以至人类

崇高的想象竟不能自由地腾飞——





像过去那样？她不能备好马匹，
[4]

      165


向阳光冲去，完成奇妙的业绩

在云端？难道她不曾显示这一切？

从灏灏苍穹，一直到花苞绽裂

吐出的一缕幽香？从约夫眉间

隐含的意蕴，一直到绿茵片片     170


涌自四月的牧场？她的神坛

在岛上也曾发 
 过光；谁能超赶

热情的歌队？——它唱过和谐的歌声，
[5]

 

这歌声直达上苍，在那里形成

永远跌宕回旋的宏伟音涛，     175


巨大如一颗行星，在滚动奔跑，

绕着眩目的真空永恒地运转。

啊，那时候缪斯们已经载满

荣誉；她们整日价无忧无虑，

除了唱歌，把波动的鬈发轻抚。     180


这一切 
 都忘了？是的，由蒙昧状态

和浮华风尚豢养的一种教派
[6]

 

使阿波罗为他的领地感到羞愧。

谁不识他的荣耀，谁就被称为

聪明人：这些人骑着一匹弹簧马，     185


用尽吃奶的 
 力气前后摇晃它，

认它作珀加索斯。啊，可悲的灵魂！
[7]

 

天上有风云激荡，大海有滚滚

浪涛翻卷——你们全不知。蓝天

袒露永恒的胸脯，在夏天的夜晚，     190


露水暗暗地凝聚，为了使早晨




变得更可爱：啊，美已经苏醒！

你们为什么不醒来？但是你们对

不了解的事物麻木不仁，——你们被

束缚于拙劣的教条，邪恶的指南，     195


墨守成规：你们教一帮笨蛋

把诗句磨 
 光，修剪，熨平，镶嵌，

使之像雅各的智慧魔枝一般，
[8]

 ②

相互搭配。这工作易如反掌：

许多许多的匠人都这样戴上     200


诗的面具。倒霉的、不肖的一群！

当面亵渎了光辉的抒情诗人，

却还不知道，——不，他们高举起

破烂不堪的旗帜招摇过市，


 标榜浅薄的信条，旗子上写着     205


布瓦洛之流的大名！
[9]

 

而你们，哦，

该翱翔在我们可爱山间的一群！

你们群体的威严已经充盈

我虔敬的胸怀，在这不洁的场所，

离这些凡夫太近，我无法追索     210


你们神圣 
 的名字；他们的无耻，

你们不惊诧？古老哀伤的泰晤士
[10]

 

不曾 
 使你们愉悦？你们从不曾

聚集在怡人的爱汶河边，悲声
[11]

 

哭泣？难道你们都已经离开     215


那不再生长月桂枝叶的地带？

或者你们还留下来准备欢迎




那些曾 
 经骄傲地唱完了青春

就死去的寂寞的精灵？正是这样：
[12]

 

但我想把那悲苦的时代遗忘：     220


如今是明媚的季节；你们已赐予

我们以美好的祝福；你们已编出

新鲜的花环： 
 因为到处都可以

听到优美的音乐；——有的人已惊起，
[13]

 

走出湖上水晶般清澈的住宅，     225


被天鹅用黑喙唤醒；从密密草莱，

从静静地栖息在幽谷的树丛深处，

流出了笛音；动听的音调正飘浮

在整个大地上：你们幸福而快乐。

这是无疑的：但我们也听到，真的，     230


从诗歌内部迸出奇异的雷鸣；

其中也渗透着来自威严的强劲、

甜美的成分：但显然，那主题可是

丑陋的棍棒，诗人们——波吕 
 斐摩斯

搅乱了壮丽的海洋。诗乃是光之雨，
[14]

      235


永无穷尽；诗乃是至高的伟力；

是倚着右臂半睡半醒的潜能。

她那圆圆如弓的眼睑能吸引

万千志愿的使者来为她效力，

她仍凭温和的权威进行治理：     240


但单独的力量，虽然是缪斯所产，

却像堕落的天使：只有黑暗、

蠕虫、劈裂的树木、尸衣和坟墓




能使它高兴；因为它的食物

是磨石，人生的荆棘；它已经忘记     245


诗的 
 伟大的目标是化为友谊

去缓解忧伤，提高人的想象力。
[15]

 

可是我 
 也高兴：从苦味草丛里

桃金娘出生，胜过帕福斯的花，
[16]

 

向空中伸展甜蜜的花冠，还把     250


新抽的绿芽喂给静静的空间。

这里小鸟们找到了合意的帐幔，

穿越花阴，轻快地拍动翅膀，

戏咬小小的酒盅花，又引吭歌唱。

让我们从它嫩枝的周围清除     255


那些要把它缠死的荆棘；让小鹿——

我们匆匆离去后诞生的幼兽——

在它的下面找到鲜草坪，上面有

纯洁的花朵：那里不会有喧嚷，

只听到情人屈膝的声音轻响；     260


不会有半点粗鲁，只见到有人

面容温和，倚着合上的书本；

更没有扰攘，只有绿草坡静躺

在两山之间。欢迎，美好的希望！

幻想，一如她往常那样，会走进     265


一座座无比可爱的迷宫去旅行，

谁能讲朴素的故事使心情舒畅，

谁就被拥戴而成为诗人之王。

愿这些欢乐成熟在我死以前。




会不会有人说，我的话都是胡言     270


乱语？说别等耻辱赶来光顾，

我最好藏起自己愚昧的面目？

说少年呜咽想躲避可怕的雷打

就该敬畏地顶礼膜拜？什么话！

假如要隐藏，我准定让我自己     275


在诗的神殿、诗的灵光里隐蔽：

假如要倒下，我至少让我自己

躺在白杨树下静静的绿阴里；

覆盖我身躯的青草会修剪平整；

那里会竖起友好的纪念碑铭。     280


但是，去吧，沮丧！可悲的灾难！

每时每刻都在渴望着登攀

崇高目标的人们与沮丧无缘。

虽然我没有横空的智慧，上天

没给我如许恩赐；虽然我不明白     285


疾风劲吹，强大的气流往来，

把人类所有变幻的思想向哪里

吹去；虽然没有伟大助人的智力

把人类灵魂的幽暗隐秘化成

清醒的想象：但在我面前始终     290


滚动着宏大的理想，我从中采撷

我的自由；从中我也已察觉

诗的终极和目标。它像每一件

实物那样的清晰；正如一年

由四个季节组成一样——恰似     295


古老教堂尖顶上巨大的十字

直插白云般明显。所以，我必将

成为畸形的、扭曲的实体，反常，

一介懦夫，只要我说出我大胆




想象的事物时竟然眨一眨我的眼！     300


啊！我宁愿像一个狂人，冲下

陡峭的 
 悬崖；让炽热的阳光熔化

我的代达洛斯的翅膀，促使我
[17]

 

抽搐着向下迅猛地跌落！慢着！

良心不悦地嘱咐我不要偏激。     305


庄严的沧海，岛屿星罗着，展示

在我的面前。这需要多少辛劳！

多少时间！多少拼搏和烦恼——

我才能探知这大海有多么深广。

啊，艰巨的工程！我跪向上苍，     310


尽可以收回前言——但是啊，不！

不可能！

为了松口气，我要讲出

一些愚见，让这次陌生的试笔

以高雅开始却就这样地完毕。

如今我胸中的纷扰已经平复：     315


我全心全意期待友好的帮助

为我铺平光荣的道路；我瞩望

兄弟的情谊——相互友善的乳娘。

我期待热心的握手给大脑送上

一首意想不到的迷人的十四行；     320


我期待诗韵涌出时那一片宁静，

和诗韵涌出后那阵阵笑语欢声：

这显然是信息，明天要再来一次。

也许还可以从那安适的隐居室

取出一本极可珍爱的宝书，     325


我们下次集会时围着它阅读。

我无法再写了；因为优美的曲调




像鸽子成对，正在屋子里飞绕；

回忆那喜人的一天里多少欢悦，

这欢悦初次触击了我的感觉。     330


从这些曲调里出现优雅的图像，

一些人俯身坐在腾跃的马车上，

快活，庄严 
 ——柔润滚圆的手指

分开浓密的鬈发；——酒神巴科斯
[18]

 

从车上敏捷地跃下，而他的眼睛     335


直盯得阿里阿德涅的面颊羞红。

这样，当我打开画册的时候，

我忆起美妙的歌词汩汩奔流。

像这样一些事情永远是一连串

安宁形象的先兆：天鹅的弯弯     340


颈项移动着隐入灯心草丛：

红雀把树林里外的一切都惊动：

蝴蝶张开阔大的金色翅翼，

歇在玫瑰上，它仿佛由于狂喜

而痛苦地抖动——还有很多，很多，     345


我可以在我的宝库里尽情游乐：

但是我怎样也不能忘记睡眠——

他温和文静，戴一顶罂粟花冠：

假如我这些诗句还有点价值，

我一半归功于他：这样，真挚     350


而谐调的乐声就让位给那同样

可爱的宁静，当我休憩在榻上，

开始追 
 忆那令人愉快的一日。

那是位诗人的房间，他有把钥匙
[19]

 

能开启欢乐的神庙。室内挂着     355





诗人们光辉的画像，他们高歌

在过去的时代——冷静圣洁的胸像

面对面微笑。乐观的人呵，他向

晴朗的未来托付他珍爱的名声！

这里有牧神和森林神挽弓对准     360


茂密的葡萄藤叶间鼓圆的苹果，

等射中便一跃而出，用手指抓获

那些果子。还可以见到大理石

建筑的神殿，一群仙女这时

正跨过草地温雅地向神殿走去：     365


一个仙女，最美的，伸手指出

炫目的旭日：可爱的姊妹二人

弯下窈窕的形体使两身挨近，

护着个小小孩童轻快地跳舞：

有一些仙女在聆听，神态专注，     370


听芦笛如露珠滚动的自由颤音。

看，另一幅画上，仙女们在细心

揩干月神狄安娜畏怯的手足；——

浴池边，细布斗篷戏水般浮出

折叠的一角，随着水珠的沉降     375


轻轻地左右摆动：像大海汪洋

静静地涌起平稳的巨浪漫过

岩石的边缘，使耐心的海草能得

再一次摆动；海水不再来冲击，

海草在起伏波动中感到惬意。     380


萨福仁蔼的面容朝下对虚空

微微地一笑；仿佛在一瞬之中

她思虑过度的颦眉已经离开

她的额角，让她孤单地留下来。




还有阿弗烈德大王，眼神焦虑，     385


悲天悯人，像总是在听着被驱

众生的叹息；柯斯丘什科露出

因受难而憔悴的脸色——极其愁苦。

彼得拉克，正走出浓绿的树阴，

见劳拉而惊羡不已，他的眼睛     390


离不开她的甜美。他们真幸福！

在他们身上有一双翅膀长出，

自由地展开，诗神的灿烂容光

从他们中间显出来：她从宝座上

俯视着种种我无法描述的景象。     395


只要我意识到我在什么地方，

睡眠就远离：尤其是在我的心里

一个个思想接踵而来，燃烧起

满腔烈火；以至于我整夜失眠，

直到吃惊于晨光已照到身边；     400


我起身，直感到新鲜，愉快，欢乐，

打定主意从这天就开始写作

这些诗行；至于诗写得怎么样，

随它去，像父亲听任儿子去闯荡。

这首诗是济慈早期的重要作品。在这首诗里，诗人说到他在“花神和牧神之国”里已经凭幻想找到种种欢乐，而现在他声称“必须抛开这些，去追寻/更崇高的生活，去发现人类心灵/深处的痛苦和撞击”。他的理想就是通过诗达到更深层次的人类同情心和对于自然奥秘和人生奥秘的更加热切的探索。本诗的轮廓大致如下：

l—40行：解释诗题，将未醒的经验与觉醒的经验作了对比。

85—121行：描述诗人心目中诗歌发展的步伐，也是诗人自己准备踏上的诗歌历程。其中96—98行：诗人声称“给我十年吧！我可以在诗里／征服自己；我可以大有作为，/听从我灵魂对我自己的指挥”。可惜从这时起济慈的生命只延续了不到五年时间。虽然在这段短短的时间里，济慈给世界诗坛奉献了最美的歌唱，但后世的读者仍然无不为诗人的早逝而叹息。

122—162行：据西林柯特分析：“很明显，济慈在这里努力表述两种不可分割地相互联系着的概念：(1)只有同情地对人性进行探究之后，人才有可能同自然完全契合并理解自然的神秘的美，可以说，对自然的理解和对人性的理解是相互作用、相互影响的；(2)对自然所揭示的理想进行深思之后，肮脏的现实给人的感觉就更加敏锐，如果没有使诗人心中的理想活跃、使他免于绝望的那种幻想来支持，诗人就更加不能忍受肮脏的现实了。”

163—205行：对18世纪古典主义诗歌提出强烈批评。

206—229行：怀念伊丽莎白一世时代的诗人们，描述他们对后代的影响。

230—353行：抒发对诗的理解和自己献身于诗的志愿与信念。




354—395行：描写李·亨特书房里的艺术装饰——一个诗的环境。

396—404行：在这个环境里写出本诗。

这首404行的长诗，原诗全部是两行一押韵，译文依原诗。原诗各行均为轻重格五音步，译文以五顿代五步。






 [1]
 科黛丽雅：莎士比亚的悲剧《里亚王》中的女主人公，里亚王的小女儿。





 [2]
 米安德：小亚细亚西部的河，以曲折著名。





 [3]
 蒙莫朗西：加拿大魁北克省南部的一条河，河口有飞瀑。





 [4]
 她：指崇高的想象。





 [5]
 歌队：指乔叟和莎士比亚时代的诗人们。





 [6]
 指18世纪英国古典主义诗人们。他们同伊丽莎白一世时期的诗歌传统是相背离的。





 [7]
 珀加索斯（Pegasus）：希腊神话中生有双翼的飞马，其蹄踏出灵泉，谁喝了这泉水就得到诗的灵感。





 [8]
 魔枝：《圣经·旧约·创世记》第30 章37 至38 节载：“雅各取些白杨树、杏树和梧桐树的幼枝，剥掉一部分树皮，使树枝露出白色的斑纹。他把这种树枝插在羊群前面、羊喝水的水槽里，因为它们来喝水的时候交配。羊在这种树枝前交配便生下有纹、有斑、有点的小羊。”雅各的智慧魔枝即指此。这里，济慈把18 世纪英国古典主义诗歌比作仅仅是凭某些虚伪的教条拼凑而成的骗人的货色。





 [9]
 布瓦洛（Nicolas Boileau-Despréaux, 1636—1711）：法国诗人，文学理论家，他用诗体写的文学理论代表作《诗艺》被认为是古典主义文学理论的经典。他的理论影响了英国18世纪诗歌。





 [10]
 泰晤士：流经伦敦的一条河。





 [11]
 爱汶河：莎士比亚故乡的一条河。





 [12]
 寂寞的精灵：济慈在这里想到了查特顿。有的论者认为这里还包括怀特（Henry Kirke White, 1785—1806，英国诗人，终年21岁）。





 [13]
 有的人：可能指湖畔诗人华兹华斯。





 [14]
 棍棒（club）一词和第234、235两行，不同的版本有不同的文字和标点，引起校勘家的研究。这里据西林考特注本译出。波吕斐摩斯（Polyphemus）：希腊神话中的独眼巨人。奥德修斯及其伙伴被波吕斐摩斯拘于洞中，波吕斐摩斯每日吃掉奥德修斯的两个伙伴。奥德修斯把波吕斐摩斯灌醉，用棍棒把他的独眼弄瞎，然后设计偕余下的伙伴逃走。 这里的意思可能是：诗人们正是如波吕斐摩斯及其兄弟们那样的巨人，具有超凡的伟力，但又像瞎眼的波吕斐摩斯那样，不能适当地发挥自己的力量，只能用棍棒（诗人们写作的主题和处理主题的方式）成功地搅 乱了壮丽的海洋（诗歌的海洋或人生的海洋？）而已。





 [15]
 这里所指的可能是拜伦。济慈早年热烈赞赏拜伦的诗，曾写过一首颂赞拜伦的十四行诗《致拜伦》。见本书第43页。但他逐渐成熟起来，他的才能朝着与拜伦不同的方向发展，拜伦的作品愈来愈不合他的口味。他一方面承认拜伦在文坛上的崇高地位，同时又认为拜伦的作品缺乏非凡的想象的素质。济慈在书信中写道：“拜伦勋爵名声显赫，但对别人没有象征意义”；“在我们之间存在着巨大的差异。他（拜伦）描绘他见到的事物，我描写我想象的事物”。





 [16]
 帕福斯（Paphos）：塞浦路斯西部古城，美神阿弗罗狄忒的奉祀地，阿弗罗狄忒即罗马神话中的维纳斯。





 [17]
 代达洛斯（Daedalus）的翅膀：代达洛斯是希腊神话中的能工巧匠和建筑师。他用蜂蜡和羽毛做成双翼给自己和儿子伊卡罗斯插上，腾空飞去。伊卡罗斯飞得太高，太阳把蜂蜡晒化，伊卡罗斯落海而死。





 [18]
 巴科斯（Bacchus）：罗马神话中的酒神，又名狄俄倪索斯（Dionysus），是宙斯和塞墨勒之子。巴科斯在从冥府返回希腊途中，遇到了被忒修斯（Theseus）抛弃的阿里阿德涅（Ariadne），娶她为妻。





 [19]
 从这一行即第354 行起到第395 行，都是对诗人李·亨特书房里艺术装饰的描写。在这里，设有济慈的卧榻。本诗即是在这里写成的。












To Emma Mathew

Oh, come, dearest Emma! The rose is full blown

And the riches of Flora are lavishly strewn.

The air is all softness and crystal the streams,

And the west is resplendently clothed in beams.

We will hasten, my fair, to the opening glades,     5


The quaintly carved seats, and the freshening shades,

Where the fairies are chanting their evening hymns,

And in the last sunbeam the sylph lightly swims.

And when thou art weary, I'll find thee a bed

Of mosses and flowers, to pillow thy head;     10


There, beauteous Emma, I'll sit at thy feet

While my story of love I enraptured repeat.

So fondly I'll breathe, and so softly I'll sigh,

Thou wilt think that some amorous Zephyr is nigh;

Ah, no!—as I breathe, I will press thy fair knee     15


And then thou wilt know that the sigh comes from me.

Ah why, lovely girl, should we lose all these blisses?

That mortal's a fool who such happiness misses.

So smile acquiescence and give me thy hand,

With love-looking eyes and with voice sweetly bland.     20










致爱玛
[1]

 

来吧，亲爱的爱玛，玫瑰在开放，

花神把珍宝慷慨播撒在大地上，

空气是一团温柔，溪水晶晶亮，

西天裹一身霞彩，呈一片辉煌。

来吧！我们快去找清凉的树阴，     5


雕刻精美的石凳，林中的草坪；

那儿有仙子唱歌把黄昏赞颂，

精灵轻盈地游泳在夕阳光中。

要是你倦了，我为你找一角草地，

你可以枕着青苔和野花歇息：     10


美丽的爱玛！让我坐在你脚旁，

迷醉地把爱的故事为你细讲。

我这样痴情地呼吸，轻轻地喟叹，

你以为是爱的微风吹到你身边：

不——我吐气正挨近你的膝盖，     15


你会知道，叹息是由我发出来。

亲爱的，为什么我们不要幸福？

人是傻瓜，他错过这样的欢愉：

笑一笑默许吧，答应我共赴佳期，

给我以目光的柔情，嗓音的爱意！     20







 [1]
 此诗原文第一行中的“亲爱的爱玛”，初稿为“乔治安娜”，第十一行中的“美丽的爱玛”，初稿亦为“乔治安娜”。此诗原是济慈写给乔治安娜·奥古斯塔·威利小姐的。












Lines on the Mermaid Tavern

Souls of Poets dead and gone,

What Elysium have ye known,

Happy field or mossy cavern,

Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern?

Have ye tippled drink more fine      5


Than mine host's Canary wine?

Or are fruits of Paradise

Sweeter than those dainty pies

Of venison? Oh, generous food!

Dressed as though bold Robin Hood      10


Would, with his Maid Marian,

Sup and bowse from horn and can.

I have heard that on a day

Mine host's sign-board flew away,

Nobody knew whither, till      15


An astrologer's old quill

To a sheepskin gave the story,

Said he saw you in your glory,

Underneath a new old sign

Sipping beverage divine,      20


And pledging with contented smack

The Mermaid in the Zodiac.

Souls of Poets dead and gone,

What Elysium have ye known,

Happy field or mossy cavern,      25


Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern?
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咏美人鱼酒店
[1]

 

已经升天的诗人的幽魂，

你们领略了怎样的仙境？

喜人的田野？苔绿的洞穴？

比美人鱼酒店更加超绝？


 你们可曾啜饮过酒浆     5


胜过店主的加那利佳酿？
[2]

 

天堂里出产的新鲜果品

比这些精美的鹿肉馅饼

难 
 道更可口？啊，美食！

烹调得仿佛罗宾汉壮士
[3]

  
      10


会带着他的女伴玛丽安
[4]

 

用角杯和陶罐来痛饮加餐。

我曾经听人说过，有一回

店主的招牌不翼而飞，

没人知道它飞到了哪里，     15


直到占星家古老的羽笔

记下了故事在羊皮纸上——

说见到你们身披神光，

就在崭新的老招牌下方

啜饮着天赐的玉液仙浆，     20



心满意足地举杯祝赞

黄道带上开美人鱼酒店。
[5]

 

已经升天的诗人的幽魂，




你们领略了怎样的仙境？

喜人的田野？苔绿的洞穴？     25


比美人鱼酒店更加超绝？

本诗共三节。各行为重轻格四音步。韵式为两行一押的随韵。译文以四顿代四音步，韵式依原诗。






 [1]
 美人鱼酒店：伦敦面包街上的一家酒店，据说由华尔特·罗利爵士（1554?—1618，诗人，探险家，史学家）所创设。来这里光顾的有莎士比亚、多恩、本·琼森、波蒙特、弗雷彻等。这是个当时文人经常聚会的地方。





 [2]
 加那利：一种葡萄酒，原产于北大西洋东部加那利群岛。它经常出现在伊丽莎白一世时代的文学作品中。





 [3]
 罗宾汉（Robin Hood，音译应为罗宾·胡德。“罗宾汉”是上海方音的音译，已通用）：英国民间传说中的绿林好汉。他劫富济贫，大约活跃在13世纪的英国。





 [4]
 玛丽安：传说中的人物，罗宾汉的女伴。





 [5]
 黄道带：天球上黄道两边各八度的一条带，日、月和主要行星的运行路径都处在黄道带内。古人把黄道分为十二段，称“黄道十二宫”。其第六宫为“室女”，这里暗与美人鱼吻合。












Faery Song

Shed no tear! oh, shed no tear!

The flower will bloom another year;

Weep no more—oh, weep no more!

Young buds sleep in the root's white core.

Dry your eyes—oh, dry your eyes!      5


For I was taught in Paradise

To ease my breast of melodies—

Shed no tear.

Overhead! Look overhead!

'Mong the blossoms white and red—     10


Look up, look up—I flutter now

On this flush pomegranate bough.

See me! 'tis this silvery bill

Ever cures the good man's ill.

Shed no tear! Oh, shed no tear!     15


The flower will bloom another year.

Adieu, adieu—I fly, adieu!

I vanish in the heaven's blue—

Adieu, adieu!
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仙子的歌

不要哭泣呵！不要流泪！

花儿明年会再放蓓蕾。

别再流泪呵！别再哭泣！

花苞正睡在根株的心里。

擦干眼睛呵！擦去泪水！     5


我从天堂里学会了怎样

把美妙歌曲倾泻出胸膛——

不要流泪。

看看上头！瞧瞧上面！

在红白相映的鲜花中间——     10


向上看，抬头瞧。我拍动翅膀，

飞在茂盛的石榴枝上。

瞧我啊！就是这银色的风铃

能永远治愈好人的疾病。

不要哭泣呵！不要流泪！     15


花儿明年会再放蓓蕾。

再见，再见！——我飞了，再见！

我将消失在无边的蓝天——

再见！再见！








Daisy's Song

I

The sun, with his great eye,

Sees not so much as I;

And the moon, all silver-proud,

Might as well be in a cloud.

II

And oh, the spring, the spring!     5


I lead the life of a king!

Couched in the teeming grass,

I spy each pretty lass.

III

I look where no one dares,

And I stare where no one stares,     10


And when the night is nigh,

Lambs bleat my lullaby.
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雏菊的歌

I

太阳，巨大的眼睛，

不如我视野宽广；

月亮，骄傲的银辉，

也会被乌云遮挡。

II

春天啊——春天来了！     5


我活得快活，像国王！

我倚在茂草中，窥见

每一个漂亮的姑娘。

III

没人敢看的，我看，

没人凝望的，我凝望；     10


黑夜临近了，羊羔

为我把催眠曲歌唱。








'Where be ye going, you Devon maid?'

I

Where be ye going, you Devon maid?

And what have ye there i' the basket?

Ye tight little fairy, just fresh from the dairy,

Will ye give me some cream if I ask it?

II

I love your meads and I love your flowers,     5


And I love your junkets mainly,

But 'hind the door I love kissing more,

Oh, look not so disdainly!

III

I love your hills and I love your dales,

And I love your flocks a-bleating—     10


But oh, on the heather to lie together,

With both our hearts a-beating!

IV

I'll put your basket all safe in a nook,

Your shawl I hang up on this willow,

And we will sigh in the daisy's eye     15


And kiss on a grass-green pillow.

Mar. 1818








“你到哪儿去，德文郡姑娘？”

I

你到哪儿去，德文郡姑娘？

你的篮子里，装的什么货？

娇小的天仙，来自乳品间，

你可愿拿点奶油饼送给我？

II

我喜爱你的草地和野花，     5


我喜爱你的甜美的食品，

我更爱在门后，把你吻个够，

呵，别那么不屑地瞟人！

III

我喜爱你的山峰和溪谷，

我喜爱你的羊群咩咩叫——     10


哦，让我们双双在花草地上

躺着听彼此的心儿猛跳！

IV

让我把你的篮子藏好，

把你的披巾挂上柳梢；

我们会叹息，使雏菊惊奇，     15


我们来枕着青草吻抱。

本诗原文四节，每节四行，韵式为xaxa（x为不押韵）。各节第三行有行内韵（internal rime）。译文韵式依原诗，行内韵也照样移植，如第一节第三行的“仙”与“间”，第二节第三行的“后”与“够”，第三节第三行的“双”与“上”，第四节第三行的“息”与“奇”。








Robin Hood—To a friend

No, those days are gone away,

And their hours are old and gray,

And their minutes buried all

Under the down-trodden pall

Of the leaves of many years:      5


Many times have winter's shears,

Frozen north and chilling east,

Sounded tempests to the feast

Of the forest's whispering fleeces,

Since men knew nor rent nor leases.     10


No, the bugle sounds no more,

And the twanging bow no more;

Silent is the ivory shrill

Past the heath and up the hill;

There is no mid-forest laugh,      15


Where lone Echo gives the half

To some wight, amazed to hear

Jesting, deep in forest drear.

On the fairest time of June

You may go with sun or moon,      20


Or the seven stars to light you,

Or the polar ray to right you;

But you never may behold

Little John, or Robin bold;

Never one, of all the clan,     25


Thrumming on an empty can




Some old hunting ditty, while

He doth his green way beguile

To fair hostess Merriment,

Down beside the pasture Trent;      30


For he left the merry tale,

Messenger for spicy ale.

Gone, the merry morris din;

Gone, the song of Gamelyn;

Gone, the tough-belted outlaw      35


Idling in the 'grene shawe';

All are gone away and past!

And if Robin should be cast

Sudden from his turfed grave,

And if Marian should have      40


Once again her forest days,

She would weep, and he would craze,

He would swear, for all his oaks,

Fallen beneath the dockyard strokes,

Have rotted on the briny seas:      45


She would weep that her wild bees

Sang not to her—strange that honey

Can't be got without hard money!

So it is—yet let us sing,

Honour to the old bow-string!      50


Honour to the bugle-horn!

Honour to the woods unshorn!

Honour to the Lincoln green!

Honour to the archer keen!




Honour to tight little John,      55


And the horse he rode upon!

Honour to bold Robin Hood,

Sleeping in the underwood!

Honour to maid Marian,

And to all the Sherwood-clan!      60


Though their days have hurried by

Let us two a burden try.

3rd Feb. 1818








罗宾汉——给一位朋友

那个时代呵，已云散烟消，

那些时辰呵，已陈旧苍老，

一分一秒都已经葬入

人们脚下踩踏的无数

年月的落叶织成的棺椁：     5


冬天的剪刀，封冻的北国，

寒冷的南方，已经多少回

把狂风暴雨掀起来带给

林中碎叶的宴会，那时

人们不知道租赁为何事。     10


呵，再没有号声嘹亮，

再没有弓弦嘣嘣作响；

越过山巅，飘过林地，

牙笛的尖鸣早已沉寂；


 树林中央再没有高笑，     15


只有回声把余音袅袅
[1]

 

留给人们，听的人奇怪

野林深处有说笑传来。

到了六月美好的时刻，


 你可以披着阳光或月色，     20


或者由七颗明星照亮，
[2]

 

或者由北极光指路前往；


但是你永远不会再看见

勇敢的罗宾汉以及小约翰；
[3]

 

他们一伙里，再没有好汉     25





用手敲击空空的铁罐，

哼出古老的打猎歌调，


漫步在满眼绿色的小道，

沿着特伦特牧场走去
[4]

 

会见美丽的女主人“欢愉”；     30


他已经留下逗人的故事——

预报要痛饮美酒的信使。

消 
 逝了，快活喧闹的舞蹈；

消逝了，盖米林的歌声缭绕；
[5]

 

消逝了，紧束腰围的强盗，     35


他们不再在绿林里逍遥；

一切都逝去了，云散烟消！

如果罗宾汉突然从青草

覆盖的坟墓里一跃而出，

如果玛丽安能够再度     40


在她的绿林里消磨时光，

她将会哭泣，而他会发狂，

会咒骂，因为他的橡树群

会被造船厂伐下做船身，

在大海的咸水里泡烂浸坏：     45


她会哭，因为野蜂不再

为她嗡嗡唱歌——真稀奇！

不付现金就得不到蜂蜜！

就这样；可我们还要歌赞：

光荣归于古老的弓弦！     50


光荣归于号角声声！

光荣归于原始森林！




光荣归于绿色的林肯郡！

光荣归于神奇的射箭人！

光荣归于精悍的小约翰，     55


还有他的马儿不一般！

光荣归于勇敢的罗宾汉，

他正在灌木林里睡得酣：

光荣归于姑娘玛丽安，

以及全体舍伍德好汉！     60


他们的时代虽已飞逝，

咱俩可还要试唱颂诗。






 [1]
 回声（Echo）：音译为厄科，希腊神话中的回声女神。她是居于山林水泽中的仙女，因爱恋美少年那喀索斯（Narcissus）遭到拒绝，憔悴消损，最后只留下声音。





 [2]
 七颗明星：希腊神话中的普勒阿得斯（Pleiades），即“七姊妹星团”。





 [3]
 小约翰：传说中的绿林好汉，罗宾汉的同伙。





 [4]
 特伦特（Trent）：英格兰中部河流。





 [5]
 盖米林（Gamelyn）：乔叟的作品《盖米林的故事》中的主人公。这故事同罗宾汉的故事有着很近的“血缘关系”。












Ode

Bards of passion and of mirth,

Ye have left your souls on earth!

Have ye souls in heaven too,

Double-lived in regions new?

Yes, and those of heaven commune      5


With the spheres of sun and moon;

With the noise of fountains wondrous,

And the parle of voices thund'rous;

With the whisper of heaven's trees,

And one another, in soft ease     10


Seated on Elysian lawns

Browsed by none but Dian's fawns;

Underneath large blue-bells tented,

Where the daisies are rose-scented,

And the rose herself has got     15


Perfume which on earth is not;

Where the nightingale doth sing

Not a senseless, tranced thing,

But divine melodious truth;

Philosophic numbers smooth,      20


Tales and golden histories

Of heaven and its mysteries.

Thus ye live on high, and then

On the earth ye live again;

And the souls ye left behind you      25


Teach us, here, the way to find you,

Where your other souls are joying,

Never slumbered, never cloying.




Here, your earth-born souls still speak

To mortals of their little week;     30


Of their sorrows and delights;

Of their passions and their spites;

Of their glory and their shame;

What doth strengthen and what maim.

Thus ye teach us, every day,      35


Wisdom, though fled far away.

Bards of passion and of mirth,

Ye have left your souls on earth!

Ye have souls in heaven too,

Double-lived in regions new!     40


Aug. —Dec. 1818









诗人颂
[1]

 

歌唱激情和欢乐的诗人，

你们在尘世留下了灵魂！

你们可也有灵魂在天国，

到新的世界过双重生活？

是的，你们天上的灵魂     5


浑然交融于日球和月轮；

交融于喷泉奇妙的声响，

以及轰轰然雷霆的振荡；

与天庭的林木一同低语，

你们彼此以安闲的心绪     10



坐在极乐世界的草地上，

有猎神的小鹿吃草在旁；
[2]

 

大朵的蓝铃花如帏帐荫庇，

雏菊散发出玫瑰的香气，

玫瑰花拥有自己的芬芳，     15


那是尘世间绝无的异香；

夜莺在这里鸣啭歌喉，

不唱那麻木不仁的事由，

唱的是悦耳的神圣真谛；

流畅的诗句蕴含哲理，     20


金铸的历史和传说掌故

把天堂的秘密娓娓讲述。

这样你们居住在高天，

也就再度生活在人间；

你们留在地上的灵魂     25


教世人怎样去寻找你们，

找你们另外的灵魂在何处




逍遥，永远不睡觉，不餍足。

你们尘世的灵魂向凡人

述说着自己短促的一生；     30


讲到一桩桩欢乐和悲苦，

以及一件件激情和怨怒；

倾谈自己的耻辱和荣光，

什么在鼓劲，什么在刺伤。

你们就每天教人以明智，     35


虽然早已经远离尘世。

歌唱激情和欢乐的诗人，

你们在尘世留下了灵魂！

你们也都有灵魂在天国，

在新的世界过双重生活！     40





 [1]
 写在波蒙特和弗雷彻的悲喜剧《旅店里的美女》卷首空页上。





 [2]
 猎神（Diana）：即狄安娜，罗马神话中的狩猎女神和月神。












Fancy

Ever let the fancy roam,

Pleasure never is at home,

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth,

Like to bubbles when rain pelteth.

Then let winged Fancy wander     5


Through the thought still spread beyond her:

Open wide the mind's cage-door,

She'll dart forth and cloudward soar.

Oh, sweet Fancy, let her loose;

Summer's joys are spoilt by use,      10


And the enjoying of the spring

Fades as does its blossoming:

Autumn's red-lipped fruitage, too,

Blushing through the mist and dew,

Cloys with tasting: what do then?     15


Sit thee by the ingle, when

The sere faggot blazes bright,

Spirit of a winter's night;

When the soundless earth is muffled,

And the caked snow is shuffled     20


From the ploughboy's heavy shoon;

When the night doth meet the noon

In a dark conspiracy

To banish even from her sky.

Sit thee there and send abroad,      25


With a mind self-overawed,

Fancy—high-commissioned send her!

She has vassals to attend her;




She will bring, in spite of frost,

Beauties that the earth hath lost;      30


She will bring thee, all together,

All delights of summer weather;

All the buds and bells of May,

From dewy sward or thorny spray;

All the heaped autumn's wealth,      35


With a still, mysterious stealth.

She will mix these pleasures up

Like three fit wines in a cup,

And thou shalt quaff it: thou shalt hear

Distant harvest-carols clear;     40


Rustle of the reaped corn;

Sweet birds antheming the morn:

And, in the same moment—hark!

'Tis the early April lark,

Or the rooks with busy caw     45


Foraging for sticks and straw.

Thou shalt, at one glance, behold

The daisy and the marigold;

White-plumed lilies and the first

Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst;     50


Shaded hyacinth, alway

Sapphire queen of the mid-May;

And every leaf and every flower

Pearled with the self-same shower.

Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep     55


Meagre from its celled sleep;

And the snake all winter-thin

Cast on sunny bank its skin!

Freckled nest-eggs thou shalt see




Hatching in the hawthorn tree,     60


When the hen-bird's wing doth rest

Quiet on her mossy nest;

Then the hurry and alarm

When the bee-hive casts its swarm;

Acorns ripe down-pattering,     65


While the autumn breezes sing.

Oh, sweet Fancy! Let her loose;

Every thing is spoilt by use:

Where's the cheek that doth not fade,

Too much gazed at? Where's the maid     70


Whose lip mature is ever new?

Where's the eye, however blue,

Doth not weary? Where's the face

One would meet in every place?

Where's the voice, however soft,     75


One would hear so very oft?

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth,

Like to bubbles when rain pelteth.

Let, then, winged Fancy find

Thee a mistress to thy mind:     80


Dulcet-eyed as Ceres' daughter,

Ere the God of Torment taught her

How to frown and how to chide;

With a waist and with a side

White as Hebe's, when her zone     85


Slipped its golden clasp, and down

Fell her kirtle to her feet,

While she held the goblet sweet,

And Jove grew languid.—Break the mesh




Of the Fancy's silken leash;     90


Quickly break her prison-string

And such joys as these she'll bring.—

Let the winged Fancy roam,

Pleasure never is at home.

Aug.—Dec. 1818








幻想

应当永远让幻想漫游，

欢乐绝不在家里停留：

甜蜜的欢乐一触就化掉，

像大雨激起的一个个水泡；

那就让插翅的幻想去流浪，     5


穿过那不断扩展的思想：

快敞开心灵牢狱的大门，

她会冲出去，飞向青云。

甜蜜的幻想呵，让她脱缰；

夏天的愉悦被享足就消亡，     10


春天的种种赏心乐事，

等花开花谢一切都流逝：

秋天的果实如圆唇红透，

雾霭里，露水下，一个个成熟，

尝够就生厌：那该怎么办？     15


你可以坐在炉火旁边，

看干柴着火，熊熊燃烧，

那是冬夜的精灵在舞蹈；

无声的大地全被覆盖，

经农家男孩用厚靴一踩，     20


整块的白雪就变得零乱；

这时候黑夜和中午会见，

在暗中策划，秘密商量

怎样把黄昏从天空流放。

你尽管坐着，肃穆安泰，     25


派遣幻想出使到域外，

给她崇高的使命：派她去！

她自有臣仆替她服务；




不怕严霜，她将会带回

大地丢失的千娇百媚；     30


她将会给你带来一切

盛夏季节的欢欣喜悦；

五月的蓓蕾、铃花，采自

带露的草地，多刺的树枝；

秋天堆积的丰盈财富，     35


她会神秘地在暗中偷出。

把种种欢乐协调在一起，

像三种美酒在一只杯里，

你将喝干它：你还会听到

远方清亮的丰收歌调；     40


收割庄稼的窸窣声音；

可爱的小鸟赞颂早晨：

就在这同一时刻——你听！

云雀鸣啭在四月初旬，

忙碌的乌鸦呱呱乱叫，     45


正在搜寻着树枝和稻草。

你呀一眼就能够看见

雏菊和金盏花在你面前；

百合披白羽，还有篱笆旁

初醒的樱草花盛开怒放；     50


风信子：五月中旬的花女王，

仿佛蓝宝石，在树阴里隐藏；

同一阵甘雨把珍珠抛洒

给每片树叶，给每朵鲜花。

你将会看见田鼠饿瘦，     55


不再冬眠，向洞外探头；

还有瘦蛇越过了冬天，

把蛇皮蜕在向阳的河沿！




斑驳的鸟蛋你会目睹，

在山楂树丛里正被孵育，     60


母鸟的翅膀一动不动

落在生满苍苔的巢中；

接着蜂巢里抛出群蜂，

一片骚乱和一片惊恐；

成熟的橡实被纷纷打落，     65


秋天的微风轻轻地唱歌。

甜蜜的幻想呵，让她脱缰；

天下万物被耗尽就消亡：

哪里有红颜永不凋零，

永远悦目？哪里有美人     70


成熟的嘴唇永远鲜妍？

哪里有眸子，不管多蓝，

能永远迷人？哪里有容颜

在任何地方都可以看见？

哪里有嗓音，尽管温馨，     75


能时刻听到，恒久长新？

甜蜜的欢乐一触就化掉，

像大雨激起的一个个水泡。

那就让插翅的幻想给你


 带来个姑娘合你的心意：     80


像刻瑞斯的女儿，两眼柔美，
[1]

 

还没从痛苦之神学会

怎样皱眉，怎样责怪；


她的腰身如此洁白，

白得像赫柏，她的腰带
[2]

      85


一下子从金扣滑脱下来，




她的衣裙跌落到脚背，

她手里捧着芳醇的酒杯，

约夫醉倒了。——快快剪开

捆住幻想的丝绦网带；     90


快快打破囚她的牢狱，

她就会带来这许多欢愉。——

应当让幻想插翅漫游，

欢乐绝不在家里停留。






 [1]
 刻瑞斯（Ceres）：罗马神话中的谷物和耕作女神，她的女儿指她和朱庇特（宙斯）生的普罗塞嫔，即希腊神话中的佩耳塞丰。





 [2]
 赫柏（Hebe）：希腊神话中的青春和春天女神，原为斟酒女神，是宙斯和赫拉的女儿。












La Belle Dame Sans Merci

I

Oh, what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,

Alone and palely loitering?

The sedge has withered from the lake,

And no birds sing!

II

Oh, what can ail thee, knight-at-arms,     5


So haggard and so woe-begone?

The squirrel's granary is full,

And the harvest's done.

III

I see a lily on thy brow,

With anguish moist and fever-dew,      10


And on thy cheek a fading rose

Fast withereth too.

IV

I met a lady in the meads

Full beautiful, a fairy's child,

Her hair was long, her foot was light,     15


And her eyes were wild.

V

I made a garland for her head,

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;

She looked at me as she did love,

And made sweet moan.     20





VI

I set her on my pacing steed,

And nothing else saw all day long;

For sidelong would she bend, and sing

A fairy's song.

VII

She found me roots of relish sweet,     25


And honey wild, and manna dew;

And sure in language strange she said,

'I love thee true'.

VIII

She took me to her elfin grot,

And there she wept, and sighed full sore,     30


And there I shut her wild wild eyes

With kisses four.

IX

And there she lulled me asleep,

And there I dreamed—Ah! woe betide!

The latest dream I ever dreamt     35


On the cold hill side.

X

I saw pale kings, and princes too,

Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;

They cried—'La belle Dame sans merci

Thee hath in thrall!'     40


XI

I saw their starved lips in the gloam

With horrid warning gaped wide,




And I awoke, and found me here

On the cold hill's side.

XII

And this is why I sojourn here,     45


Alone and palely loitering,

Though the sedge is withered from the lake,

And no birds sing.

28th Apr. 1819









冷酷的妖女
[1]

 

I

“为什么你这样痛苦呵，骑士，

脸色苍白，独自彷徨？

湖上的芦苇已经枯萎，

也没有鸟儿歌唱。

II

“为什么你这样痛苦呵，骑士，     5


形容憔悴，神情沮丧？

松鼠的窝里已贮满粮食，

收获都进了谷仓。

III

“我见你额角白如百合，

渗出热汗像颗颗露珠，     10


我见你面颊好似玫瑰

正在很快地干枯。”

IV

“草地上我遇到一位姑娘，

美丽妖冶像天仙的娇女，

她头发曼长，腿脚轻捷，     15


有一对狂放的眼珠。

V

“我为她做了一顶花冠，

做了手镯和芬芳的腰带；

她对我凝视，像真的爱我，

发出温柔的叹息来。     20





VI

“我抱她骑在马上慢慢走，

整天除了她，什么也不瞧；

她侧过身子倚着我，唱出

一支仙灵的歌谣。

VII

“她为我找来美味的草根，     25


天赐的仙露和野地的蜂蜜；

她用奇异的语言说话，

想必是‘我真爱你’！

VIII

“她带我到她的精灵洞里，

她哭了，发出哀叹一声声，     30


我用四个吻阖上了她那双

狂放的、狂放的眼睛。

IX

“她在洞子里哄我入睡，

于是我做了——啊啊！灾难！

我做了从没做过的噩梦呵，     35


在这凄冷的山边。

X

“我梦见国王，王子，武士，

他们的脸色全是死白；

他们叫道：‘冷酷的妖女

已经把你也抓来！’     40


XI

“幽暗中我见到他们张大了

饿嘴，发出可怕的警告，




我一觉醒来，发现自己

在这凄冷的山腰。

XII

“所以我就在这里逗留，     45


脸色苍白，独自彷徨，

纵然湖上的芦苇枯了，

也没有鸟儿歌唱。”






 [1]
 此诗题目出自法国诗人阿兰·夏尔蒂埃（Alain Chartier, 1385—1435），他最著名的诗就题为La Belle Dame Sans Merci（1424）。英文译本约出现于1526年，假托译者为乔叟，后来被认为是罗斯（Richard Ros）的译作。
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The Eve of St. Agnes

I

St. Agnes' Eve—ah, bitter chill it was!

The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold;

The hare limped trembling through the frozen grass,

And silent was the flock in woolly fold:

Numb were the Beadsman's fingers, while he told     5


His rosary, and while his frosted breath,

Like pious incense from a censer old,

Seemed taking flight for heaven, without a death,

Past the sweet Virgin's picture, while his prayer he saith.

II

His prayer he saith, this patient, holy man;     10


Then takes his lamp, and riseth from his knees,

And back returneth, meagre, barefoot, wan,

Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees:

The sculptured dead, on each side, seem to freeze,

Imprisoned in black, purgatorial rails:      15


Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat'ries,

He passeth by; and his weak spirit fails

To think how they may ache in icy hoods and mails.

III

Northward he turneth through a little door,

And scarce three steps, ere music's golden tongue      20


Flattered to tears this aged man and poor;

But no—already had his deathbell rung;

The joys of all his life were said and sung:

His was harsh penance on St. Agnes' Eve:




Another way he went, and soon among      25


Rough ashes sat he for his soul's reprieve,

And all night kept awake for sinners' sake to grieve.

IV

That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft;

And so it chanced, for many a door was wide,

From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft,      30


The silver, snarling trumpets 'gan to chide:

The level chambers, ready with their pride,

Were glowing to receive a thousand guests:

The carved angels, ever eager-eyed,

Stared, where upon their heads the cornice rests,      35


With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on their breasts.

V

At length burst in the argent revelry,

With plume, tiara, and all rich array,

Numerous as shadows haunting faerily

The brain, new stuffed in youth, with triumphs gay      40


Of old romance. These let us wish away,

And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there,

Whose heart had brooded, all that wintry day,

On love, and winged St. Agnes' saintly care,

As she had heard old dames full many times declare.     45


VI

They told her how, upon St. Agnes' Eve,

Young virgins might have visions of delight,

And soft adorings from their loves receive

Upon the honeyed middle of the night,

If ceremonies due they did aright;     50





As, supperless to bed they must retire,

And couch supine their beauties, lily white;

Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require

Of heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire.

VII

Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline:      55


The music, yearning like a God in pain,

She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes divine,

Fixed on the floor, saw many a sweeping train

Pass by—she heeded not at all: in vain

Came many a tiptoe, amorous cavalier,      60


And back retired; not cooled by high disdain,

But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere:

She sighed for Agnes' dreams, the sweetest of the year.

VIII

She danced along with vague, regardless eyes,

Anxious her lips, her breathing quick and short:      65


The hallowed hour was near at hand: she sighs

Amid the timbrels and the thronged resort

Of whisperers in anger, or in sport;

'Mid looks of love, defiance, hate, and scorn,

Hoodwinked with faery fancy; all amort,      70


Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unshorn,

And all the bliss to be before tomorrow morn.

IX

So, purposing each moment to retire,

She lingered still. Meantime, across the moors,

Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire      75


For Madeline. Beside the portal doors,




Buttressed from moonlight, stands he and implores

All saints to give him sight of Madeline,

But for one moment in the tedious hours,

That he might gaze and worship all unseen;     80


Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss—in sooth such things have been.

X

He ventures in: let no buzzed whisper tell:

All eyes be muffled, or a hundred swords

Will storm his heart, love's feverous citadel:

For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes,      85


Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords,

Whose very dogs would execrations howl

Against his lineage: not one breast affords

Him any mercy, in that mansion foul,

Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul.     90


XI

Ah, happy chance! The aged creature came,

Shuffling along with ivory-headed wand,

To where he stood, hid from the torch's flame,

Behind a broad hall-pillar, far beyond

The sound of merriment and chorus bland:     95


He startled her; but soon she knew his face,

And grasped his fingers in her palsied hand,

Saying,'Mercy, Porphyro! Hie thee from this place:

They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty race!

XII

Get hence! Get hence! There's dwarfish Hildebrand—     100


He had a fever late, and in the fit

He cursed thee and thine, both house and land:




Then there's that old Lord Maurice, not a whit

More tame for his gray hairs—Alas me! Flit,

Flit like a ghost away!' 'Ah, gossip dear,      105


We're safe enough; here in this arm-chair sit,

And tell me how—' 'Good Saints! Not here, not here;

Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier.'

XIII

He followed through a lowly arched way,

Brushing the cobwebs with his lofty plume,      110


And as she muttered, 'Well-a—well-a-day!'

He found him in a little moonlight room,

Pale, latticed, chill, and silent as a tomb.

'Now tell me where is Madeline,' said he,

'Oh, tell me, Angela, by the holy loom      115


Which none but secret sisterhood may see,

When they St. Agnes' wool are weaving piously.'

XIV

'St. Agnes! Ah! It is St. Agnes' Eve—

Yet men will murder upon holy days:

Thou must hold water in a witch's sieve,      120


And be liege-lord of all the elves and fays,

To venture so: it fills me with amaze

To see thee, Porphyro!—St. Agnes' Eve!

God's help! My lady fair the conjuror plays

This very night: Good angels her deceive!      125


But let me laugh awhile, I've mickle time to grieve.'

XV

Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon,

While Porphyro upon her face doth look,




Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone

Who keepeth closed a wondrous riddle-book,      130


As spectacled she sits in chimney nook.

But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told

His lady's purpose, and he scarce could brook

Tears at the thought of those enchantments cold,

And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old.     135


XVI

Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose,

Flushing his brow, and in his pained heart

Made purple riot: then doth he propose

A stratagem that makes the beldame start:

'A cruel man and impious thou art:      140


Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep, and dream

Alone with her good angels, far apart

From wicked men like thee. Go, go! I deem

Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem.'

XVII

'I will not harm her, by all saints I swear,'      145


Quoth Porphyro: 'Oh, may I ne'er find grace

When my weak voice shall whisper its last prayer,

If one of her soft ringlets I displace,

Or look with ruffian passion in her face:

Good Angela, believe me by these tears;      150


Or I will, even in a moment's space,

Awake with horrid shout my foemen's ears,

And beard them, though they be more fanged than wolves and bears.'

XVIII

'Ah, why wilt thou affright a feeble soul?




A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing,      155


Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll;

Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening,

Were never missed.' Thus plaining doth she bring

A gentler speech from burning Porphyro,

So woeful, and of such deep sorrowing,      160


That Angela gives promise she will do

Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe.

XIX

Which was to lead him, in close secrecy,

Even to Madeline's chamber, and there hide

Him in a closet, of such privacy      165


That he might see her beauty unespied,

And win perhaps that night a peerless bride,

While legioned faeries paced the coverlet

And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed.

Never on such a night have lovers met      170


Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt.

XX

'It shall be as thou wishest,' said the Dame,

'All cates and dainties shall be stored there

Quickly on this feast-night; by the tambour frame

Her own lute thou wilt see. No time to spare,      175


For I am slow and feeble, and scarce dare

On such a catering trust my dizzy head.

Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer

The while: Ah! Thou must needs the lady wed,

Or may I never leave my grave among the dead.'     180





XXI

So saying, she hobbled off with busy fear.

The lover's endless minutes slowly passed;

The dame returned, and whispered in his ear

To follow her; with aged eyes aghast

From fright of dim espial. Safe at last,      185


Through many a dusky gallery, they gain

The maiden's chamber, silken, hushed, and chaste;

Where Porphyro took covert, pleased amain.

His poor guide hurried back with agues in her brain.

XXII

Her faltering hand upon the balustrade,      190


Old Angela was feeling for the stair,

When Madeline, St. Agnes' charmed maid,

Rose, like a missioned spirit, unaware:

With silver taper's light, and pious care,

She turned, and down the aged gossip led      195


To a safe level matting. Now prepare,

Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed—

She comes, she comes again, like ring-dove frayed and fled.

XXIII

Out went the taper as she hurried in;

Its little smoke, in pallid moonshine, died:     200


She closed the door, she panted, all akin

To spirits of the air, and visions wide:

No uttered syllable, or woe betide!

But to her heart, her heart was voluble,

Paining with eloquence her balmy side;      205


As though a tongueless nightingale should swell




Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled,, in her dell.

XXIV

A casement high and triple-arched there was,

All garlanded with carven imageries

Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass,     210


And diamonded with panes of quaint device

Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes,

As are the tiger-moth's deep-damasked wings;

And in the midst, 'mong thousand heraldries,

And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings,      215


A shielded scutcheon blushed with blood of queens and kings.

XXV

Full on this casement shone the wintry moon,

And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast,

As down she knelt for heaven's grace and boon;

Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together pressed,      220


And on her silver cross soft amethyst,

And on her hair a glory, like a saint:

She seemed a splendid angel, newly dressed,

Save wings, for Heaven:— Porphyro grew faint:

She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint.     225


XXVI

Anon his heart revives: her vespers done,

Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees;

Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one;

Loosens her fragrant bodice; by degrees

Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees:      230


Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed,

Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees,




In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed,

But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled.

XXVII

Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest,      235


In sort of wakeful swoon, perplexed she lay,

Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppressed

Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away;

Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day;

Blissfully havened both from joy and pain;     240


Clasped like a missal where swart Paynims pray;

Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,

As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again.

XXVIII

Stolen to this paradise, and so entranced,

Porphyro gazed upon her empty dress,      245


And listened to her breathing, if it chanced

To wake into slumberous tenderness;

Which when he heard, that minute did he bless,

And breathed himself: then from the closet crept,

Noiseless as fear in a wide wilderness,     250


And over the hushed carpet, silent, stepped,

And 'tween the curtains peeped, where, lo!—how fast she slept.

XXIX

Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon

Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set

A table and, half anguished, threw thereon     255


A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet:—

Oh, for some drowsy Morphean amulet!

The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion,




The kettle-drum and far-heard clarionet:

Affray his ears, though but in dying tone:—     260


The hall door shuts again, and all the noise is gone.

XXX

And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep,

In blanched linen, smooth and lavendered,

While he from forth the closet brought a heap

Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd;      265


With jellies soother than the creamy curd,

And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon;

Manna and dates, in argosy transferred

From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one,

From silken Samarcand to cedared Lebanon.     270


XXXI

These delicates he heaped with glowing hand

On golden dishes and in baskets bright

Of wreathed silver; sumptuous they stand

In the retired quiet of the night,

Filling the chilly room with perfume light.—      275


'And now, my love, my seraph fair, awake!

Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite:

Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnes' sake,

Or I shall drowse beside thee, so my soul doth ache.'

XXXII

Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm      280


Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream

By the dusk curtains:— 'twas a midnight charm

Impossible to melt as iced stream:

The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam;




Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies:      285


It seemed he never, never could redeem

From such a steadfast spell his lady's eyes;

So mused awhile, entoiled in woofed phantasies.

XXXIII

Awakening up, he took her hollow lute,

Tumultuous, and, in chords that tenderest be,      290


He played an ancient ditty, long since mute,

In Provence called, 'La belle dame sans mercy':

Close to her ear touching the melody:—

Wherewith disturbed, she uttered a soft moan:

He ceased—she panted quick—and suddenly      295


Her blue affrayed eyes wide open shone:

Upon his knees he sank, pale as smooth-sculptured stone.

XXXIV

Her eyes were open, but she still beheld,

Now wide awake, the vision of her sleep:

There was a painful change, that nigh expelled      300


The blisses of her dream so pure and deep.

At which fair Madeline began to weep,

And moan forth witless words with many a sigh;

While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep;

Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous eye,      305


Fearing to move or speak, she looked so dreamingly.

XXXV

'Ah, Porphyro!' said she, 'but even now

Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear,

Made tuneable with every sweetest vow;

And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear:     310





How changed thou art! How pallid, chill, and drear!

Give me that voice again, my Porphyro,

Those looks immortal, those complainings dear!

Oh, leave me not in this eternal woe,

For if thou diest, my love, I know not where to go.'     315


XXXVI

Beyond a mortal man impassioned far

At these voluptuous accents, he arose,

Ethereal, flushed, and like a throbbing star

Seen mid the sapphire heaven's deep repose;

Into her dream he melted, as the rose      320


Blendeth its odour with the violet,—

Solution sweet: meantime the frost-wind blows

Like Love's alarum pattering the sharp sleet

Against the window-panes; St. Agnes' moon hath set.

XXXVII

'Tis dark: quick pattereth the flaw-blown sleet:     325


'This is no dream, my bride, my Madeline!'

'Tis dark; the iced gusts still rave and beat:

'No dream, alas! alas! and woe is mine!

Porphyro will leave me here to fade and pine.—

Cruel! What traitor could thee hither bring?      330


I curse not, for my heart is lost in thine,

Though thou forsakest a deceived thing;—

A dove forlorn and lost with sick, unpruned wing.'

XXXVIII

'My Madeline! Sweet dreamer! Lovely bride!

Say, may I be for ay thy vassal blest?      335


Thy beauty's shield, heart-shaped and vermeil dyed?




Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest

After so many hours of toil and quest,

A famished pilgrim—saved by miracle.

Though I have found, I will not rob thy nest      340


Saving of thy sweet self; if thou think'st well

To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel.

XXXIX

Hark! 'Tis an elfin-storm from faery land,

Of haggard seeming, but a boon indeed;

Arise—arise! The morning is at hand;—     345


The bloated wassailers will never heed:—

Let us away, my love, with happy speed;

There are no ears to hear, or eyes to see,

Drowned all in Rhenish and the sleepy mead:

Awake! Arise! My love, and fearless be,      350


For o'er the southern moors I have a home for thee.'

XL

She hurried at his words, beset with fears,

For there were sleeping dragons all around,

At glaring watch, perhaps, with ready spears—

Down the wide stairs a darkling way they found.      355


In all the house was heard no human sound.

A chain-drooped lamp was flickering by each door;

The arras, rich with horseman, hawk, and hound,

Fluttered in the besieging wind's uproar;

And the long carpets rose along the gusty floor.     360


XLI

They glide, like phantoms, into the wide hall;

Like phantoms, to the iron porch they glide;




Where lay the Porter, in uneasy sprawl,

With a huge empty flagon by his side:

The wakeful bloodhound rose and shook his hide,      365


But his sagacious eye an inmate owns:

By one, and one, the bolts full easy slide;—

The chains lie silent on the footworn stones;—

The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans.

XLII

And they are gone—aye, ages long ago      370


These lovers fled away into the storm.

That night the Baron dreamt of many a woe,

And all his warrior-guests, with shade and form

Of witch and demon, and large coffin-worm,

Were long be-nightmared. Angela the old      375


Died palsy-twitched, with meagre face deform;

The Beadsman, after thousand aves told,

For ay unsought for slept among his ashes cold.
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圣亚尼节前夕
[1]

 

I

圣亚尼节前夕——啊，彻骨的凛冽！

猫头鹰披着厚羽也周身寒冷；

野兔颤抖着拐过冰冻的草叶，

羊群拥挤在羊栏里，寂静无声：

 
 祈福人数着念珠的手指已经
[2]

      5


冻僵，他呼出的热气凝成白雾，

像古铜炉里敬神的香烟上升，

没一刻停滞，向天空袅袅飞去，

飘过圣母的画像——他不断把祷辞念出。

II

这个耐心的祈福人做完祷告；     10


提起油灯，从跪着的地方起身，

他回头走去，清癯，赤足，又疲劳，

沿着教堂的夹道，缓缓地行进：

两旁死者的塑像似已冻成冰，

似在黑色炼狱的围栏里坐牢：     15


骑士和贵妇，默默地祈求神灵，

他从旁经过；神志疲弱，想不到

冷的头巾和铠甲把他们冻得受不了。

III

穿过了一扇小门，他转身向北，

还没走三步，传来了音乐悠扬，     20


可怜的老人听了便流下喜泪；

但是呵，且慢——丧钟已为他敲响：

他此生的欢乐已被说完，唱光：




在圣亚尼节前夕，他该去忏悔：

于是他走向另一个地方，马上     25


坐进了灰堆，为他的灵魂赎罪，

他整夜没睡，为众生之罪而痛苦伤悲。

IV

祈福的老人听到柔婉的序曲；

因为恰好有许多人来来往往，

门都敞开了。立刻，直飘向高处，     30


清亮、狂放的号角一声声震响：

一排房间射出了璀璨的灯光，

已做好准备来迎接嘉宾成千：

飞檐下站着一群天使的雕像，

他们永远睁大着凝望的两眼，     35


头发向后飘，一双双翅膀交叠在胸前。

V

终于在银灯之下掀起了狂欢，

攒聚着羽饰，花冠，耀眼的盛装，

像无数幻象影影绰绰地涌现

在少年心头，这里还不断传扬     40


古代传奇的故事。这些且不讲，

让我们来专心叙述一位少女，

在这严寒的冬日，她一心向往

爱情，神驰于亚尼圣洁的关注，

因为她已听到过老妈妈多次的讲述。     45


VI

老妈妈讲过，在圣亚尼节前夕，

年轻姑娘能见到爱人的影像，

能接受情郎缠绵的柔情蜜意，

在这节日前欢悦的午夜时光，




只要姑娘们谨守着仪式规章；     50


例如，必定要不进晚餐就上床，

让白如百合的身体仰天平躺；

不准后顾或旁视，只准对天堂

仰视，求上苍来满足她们的一切热望。

VII

沉思的梅黛琳心中充满幻想：     55


音乐声声，像天神在痛苦呻唤，

她没听见：她纯洁虔诚的目光

向下看，见仕女裙裾扫过地板，

熙来攘往，她毫不在意：美少年，

多情的骑士，踮脚走到她身旁，     60


失望而退去；不是她无礼傲慢，

是她没看见：她心向别的地方：

渴望着亚尼会赐给幸福，甜蜜的梦乡。

VIII

她舞在堂前，对别人无心关注，

她嘴唇焦渴，呼吸紧张而急促：     65


神圣的时刻近了：四周是铃鼓

脆响，客人们簇拥着来来去去，

悄声说笑，或吐出愤懑的低语，

脸上有爱怜，轻蔑，挑衅和厌恶，

蒙在幻境里；这些她全然不顾，     70


 
 只把圣亚尼和她的羔羊记住，
[3]

 

憧憬着天亮前能够得到至高的幸福。

IX

这样，她每时每刻准备去上床，

却还在徘徊。这时候，越过旷原，




青年波菲罗来了，心头火正旺，     75


为了梅黛琳。他站在大门旁边，

躲开明亮的月光，他发出祈愿——

愿天使给他机会一睹梅黛琳，

在他耐心久等后给一个瞬间，

让他悄悄凝视她，倾注爱慕心；     80


也许能说话，屈膝，或亲吻——后来都成真。

X

他大胆进门：要防止传言流行：

要蒙住人眼，否则万剑如闪电

会劈他的心——热烈的爱的卫城：

对他来说，房间里是一伙蛮汉，     85


阴狠的敌人，脾气暴躁的大官，

他们的狼狗也对他龇牙诅咒，

厉声狂吠：没有人给他一丁点

善意，在这座可憎的楼屋里头，

只有一个身心俱衰的老妈妈与他为友。     90


XI

啊，事情真凑巧！老妈妈已出现，

她手中拄着象牙头饰的拐杖，

蹒跚着挨近，他躲过火炬光焰，

站在大厅的圆柱后，避开笑浪，

远离欢声和没精打采的合唱：     95


他使她一惊；她很快认出面庞，

紧握他的手，用她颤抖的手掌，

她说，“天！波菲罗，快离开这地方：

他们整夜在这里，这一帮喝血的豺狼！

XII

“快走！快走！矮个子希尔德布兰     100





最近得了场热病，病中他诅咒

你以及你的宗族、土地和家园：

还有莫里斯勋爵，尽管白了头，

却没有半点慈悲心——唉！赶快走！

逃个没影儿！”——“亲爱的老妈妈，哦！     105


咱挺安全；请坐在安乐椅里头，

对我细说。”——“老天爷！这里不能说；

跟我来，要不这石头会成了你的棺椁。”

XIII

他跟她走过矮矮的穹顶甬道，

头上高高的羽饰扫过蜘蛛网，     110


老妈妈咕哝着，“唉呀，真正苦恼！”

他走进一间小屋，洒满了月光，

银白，有窗格，凄清，静得像坟场。

“告诉我梅黛琳现在哪里，”他讲，

“说吧，安吉拉，看在织机的分上——     115


神圣的织机只有修女知其详，

她们为了圣亚尼虔诚地把羊毛细纺。”

XIV

“圣亚尼！啊！今晚，圣亚尼节前夕——

可就在神圣节日，恶人会谋杀：

 
 你得像巫婆把水装在筛子里，
[4]

      120


你得把妖魔鬼怪都加以管辖，

才好进来：见到你我多么惊诧，

啊，波菲罗！——今晚，圣亚尼节前夕！

求上帝保佑！小姐要尝试魔法，

在今天夜里：愿天使教她着迷！     125


让我笑一笑，我有足够的时间去哀泣。”




XV

淡淡的月光下，她的笑容微弱，

波菲罗仔细注视着她的面庞，

像顽童好奇，望着龙钟老太婆——

她的谜语书没打开，拿在手上，     130


她戴着老花眼镜，坐在壁炉旁。

但当她说出小姐的心愿，立即

他两眼发光；止不住眼泪流淌，

想到寒夜里会有怎样的奇迹，

梅黛琳要按照古代的传说上床安憩。     135


XVI

突然来了个念头，像玫瑰绽开，

他面额绯红，在他痛苦的心中

掀起紫色骚动：他壮胆提出来

一个设想，老妈妈却大吃一惊：

“没想到你敢这样地放肆，不恭：     140


该让好姑娘祈祷，入睡，在梦里

跟她的天使在一起，像你这种

狂徒绝不能接近她。去！快离去！

我只觉得你不是我想象中的那个你。”

XVII

“凭圣徒发誓，我不惊动她，决不！”     145


波菲罗说道：“哪怕临终向苍天

竭力做祈祷，我仍将万劫不复，

只要我动一动她的半绺发鬈，

或带着贪欲去观看她的容颜：

安吉拉，凭我的眼泪你该放心；     150


要不然，我会发出惊人的叫喊，

就在此刻，把我的敌人们喊醒，




向他们挑战，哪怕他们比豺狼更凶狠。”

XVIII

“啊呀！你何苦吓唬衰迈的魂灵？

我是半瘫的、快进墓园的废物，     155


不用到半夜，丧钟会为我而鸣；

我为你向上苍祈祷，朝朝暮暮，

哪天疏漏过！”——听了她这番倾诉，

热情如炽的波菲罗变缓口气，

说他真烦恼，深陷相思的痛苦；     160


安吉拉终于向他许诺，她愿意

为他出把力，是福还是祸都在所不计。

XIX

计划是，要她偷偷地给他带路，

进入梅黛琳的卧房，把他藏在

一间壁橱里，他可以声色不露，     165


看到梅黛琳窈窕美丽的体态，

只要有许多仙子在衾面往来，

用魔法使她合上眼沉入睡眠，

今夜或许能赢得新娘的青睐。

 
 自从墨林把巨债向魔鬼偿还，
[5]

      170


从来没有情人们相会在这样的夜间。

XX

“你可以如愿以偿，”老妈妈说道，

“今儿是饮宴之夜，我立刻给您

准备好美味佳肴：你将会看到

刺绣架旁她的琴：时间要抓紧，     175


因为我又老又迟钝，头脑发晕，

我敢把操办饮宴这事当儿戏！




耐心等一等，孩子；跪下求神明：

啊！你必定能够跟小姐结伉俪，

否则我灵魂难升天，永远住在坟墓里。”     180


XXI

说完了，她蹒跚而去，不胜惊惧。

情人的时间过得慢，像没尽头；

老妈妈回来了，在他耳边低语：

“你跟我来”；她老眼昏花，却依旧

惶恐地察看动静。见没人，然后，     185


他们走过一道道黝黑的长廊，

来到小姐的绣房，纯净而清幽；

波菲罗满心欢喜，在室内隐藏。

他的领路人忙退下，心里还带着慌张。

XXII

她的手颤颤巍巍把栏杆扶住，     190


老妈妈安吉拉摸黑走下楼梯，

这时梅黛琳，亚尼护佑的少女，

正上楼，像负有使命去赴佳期：

她手拿银烛，虔敬地，小心翼翼，

回房去，借着烛光老妈妈下楼，     195


踏到平地草垫上。准备好，注意，

年轻人波菲罗！你看那边床头，

她来了，来了，像受惊飞来的一只斑鸠。

XXIII

她进房走得匆匆，使蜡烛熄灭；

一缕轻烟溶化入苍白的月光：     200


她关上房门，喘口气，一心迎接

冥冥之中的精灵和万千幻象：




 
 不能出点声，否则，就祸从天降！
[6]

 

但在她心里涌动着万语千言，

尽管这会使她的芳心憋得慌；     205


正如喑哑的夜莺把歌喉鸣啭

却不能发声，心中窒闷，殒灭在山谷间。

XXIV

卧室有三重拱形高大的窗扇，

框边雕刻着花纹，精巧的图像，

果实和花朵交叠，两耳草铺垫，     210


窗玻璃设计得别致，晶莹灿亮，

五彩缤纷的板块，交错着嵌镶，

仿佛豹灯蛾斑斓似锦的双翅；

窗子上四面拼绘着图案纹章，

依稀的圣徒形象，蒙眬的花饰，     215


中央是盾牌，染着帝后们暗红的血渍。

XXV

冬日的月光照进了这片窗棂，

把暖的红色映上梅黛琳胸膛，

这时她跪着感谢上天的施恩；

玫瑰红染上合着的素手一双，     220


银色十字架变作紫水晶炫亮，

光环罩发丝，使她像圣徒：又似

光辉的天使，着新装，只待插上

翅膀飞向天：——波菲罗如醉如痴：

她跪着，如此纯洁，没尘世的一点瑕疵。     225


XXVI

他的心重又跳动：她做完晚祷，

把她发上成环的珠玉解下来；




卸除一颗颗沾着体温的珍宝；

又把溢满着体香的胸衣松开；

一件件绣衣窸窣地滑下膝盖：     230


像条美人鱼半裸在海藻下面，

她沉思片刻，睁着眼做梦，就在

幻想中见到圣亚尼与她同眠，

她不敢回头看，否则魔法会烟消云散。

XXVII

很快地，她半醒半醉，心神茫然，     235


微颤着躺在冰凉柔软的窝里，

直到睡眠的暖意如罂粟熏染

松软的四肢，她觉得心劳神疲；

像一缕情思飞去迎晨光升起；

幸福地睡着，全不知忧喜苦乐；     240


仿佛异教徒用的祈祷书紧闭；

不感到丽日当空或大雨滂沱，

就像能闭拢又能再开的玫瑰花一朵。

XXVIII

偷进了这样的天国，心醉神迷，

波菲罗看着她身上脱下的衣裳，     245


倾听着她的鼻息，也许那呼吸

已经苏醒在睡梦的温柔之乡；

终于听到了，祝福这片刻时光，

他松了口气：蹑足从壁橱出来，

悄没声，仿佛恐惧地经过蛮荒，     250


踏上无声的地毯，他步子轻迈，

透过帐缝去窥视，瞧她呀，多酣的睡态！

XXIX

在她的绣床旁边，暗淡的月亮




洒下蒙眬的银光，他轻手轻足

摆好了桌子，忐忑不安地铺上     255


有朱红、金黄、彩墨花纹的桌布：——

 
 哦，但愿能挂上摩耳甫斯护符！
[7]

 

以避开夜宴笑闹，嘹亮的号角，

远处吹奏的竖笛，猛敲的铜鼓：

他感到刺耳，尽管喧嚣声渐消：——     260


这时厅门又关上，一切复归于静悄悄。

XXX

眼睑上映着青光，她依然酣眠，

盖着纯白亚麻被，柔滑，熏了香，

他从壁橱里拿出一盘又一盘

苹果脯，榅桲，李子，南瓜的甜瓤；     265


胜过奶油酥酪的各色果子酱，

澄明的蜜露，肉桂的香味渗透，

仙浆，海枣，鲜美的菜肴和羹汤；

这些全是用海船运来：桌上 
 有

来自非斯、撒马罕、黎巴嫩等地的珍馐。
[8]

      270


XXXI

他以激动的双手把这些美馔

盛在金盘里，装在用银丝镶边、

闪闪发亮的篮子里；一席华筵

置备在这幽僻而安谧的房间，

冷的夜气里飘着一丝丝香甜。——     275


“亲爱的，我的美丽的天使，醒来！

 
 我是你的崇拜者，你是我的天：
[9]

 

为了圣亚尼，请你把眼睛睁开，

要不然我就会晕在你身旁，心痛难耐。”




XXXII

低语时，他把温暖乏力的手臂     280


落到她的绣枕上。幽昧的帏帐

罩着她的梦：——这是午夜的魔力，

似冰川，不可能立即融化，消亡：

晶莹的杯盘反射月亮的幽光；

地毯上织着宽阔的金色花边：     285


看来他永远、永远无法使姑娘

从这强力的魔法中复苏，睁眼；

他默想片刻，竟也沉入了交织的梦幻。

XXXIII

他醒来，拿起了她的弧形诗琴，

弹奏出一支久已不弹的古曲，     290


响亮地，——扬起万般温柔的和音，

 
 在普罗旺斯，人称《冷酷的妖女》：
[10]

 

琤琤的琴声紧绕着她的耳际；——

受到触动，她发出轻微的喟叹：

他停止弹奏——她急速喘息——忽地     295


她完全睁开带惊的蓝色双眼：

他屈膝跪下来，像一尊雕像，苍白，无言。

XXXIV

她睁着眼睛，已完全清醒，可是

仍然见到酣睡时出现的景象：

她感到痛苦，因为她似已丧失     300


梦里的幸福，那样的纯洁，酣畅，

佳人梅黛琳为此而流泪，哀伤，

吐出些懵懂的话语，连连叹气；

这时她依然朝着波菲罗凝望；

他眼含恳求，抱着拳，跪地不起，     305





不敢动，不敢说话；她看着，还像在梦里。

XXXV

“啊，波菲罗！”她说道，“刚才在睡乡

我听到你的声音是那么甜蜜，

你向我发誓，每句都像是歌唱；

你这双眼睛又惆怅，又神采奕奕：     310


怎么你变了！竟这样苍白，忧悒！

把你原来的嗓音给我，我的爱，

给我亲密的倾诉，不变的风姿！

把我从无限苦恼中拯救出来，

假如你死了，我不知生命的目的何在。”     315


XXXVI

被她情深意切的话语所激动，

他站起身来，仿佛已超凡脱俗，

飘逸，兴奋，像一颗搏动的亮星

升起在深蓝天空静谧的深处；

他完全溶入她的幻梦中，有如     320


玫瑰把温馨揉进紫罗兰芳馥——

甜蜜的交融：这时候霜风发怒，

像警告情侣，猛吹一阵阵冻雨

敲击窗户；圣亚尼的月亮已经落下去。

XXXVII

天昏黑：风吹冻雨猛叩着门窗：     325


“这不是梦啊，我的新娘，梅黛琳！”

天昏黑：暴风紧裹着冰雪猖狂：

“不是梦，可悲！可悲呀！我真不幸！

波菲罗会离去，使我憔悴，伶仃。——

狠心呵！哪个坏蛋引你来这里？     330


我不抱怨，我心已投入你的心，




尽管你会把受骗的人儿抛弃；——

我是只迷途的鸽子，只有稚弱的羽翼。”

XXXVIII

“梅黛琳！你真会做梦！我的新娘！

我能否永远做你幸运的奴隶？     335


做你的盾牌，涂上朱红，像心脏？

你银色圣殿，我要在里面休息，

我是饥饿的朝圣者，经过长期

艰苦的跋涉，——终于见到了奇迹。

到了你的香巢，我要的只是你，     340


我不偷别的东西；但愿你同意，

我来供奉你，别信异教徒原始的献祭。

XXXIX

“听！小精灵从仙国吹来了狂飙，

它虽然暴烈，对我们却是恩典：

起身啊——起身！看天色快要破晓；——     345


食客们酒足饭饱，早松了防范：——

亲爱的，我们逃走吧，快马加鞭；

他们的耳朵已聋，眼睛也已瞎，——

美酒和佳肴使他们烂醉似瘫：

醒来呀！起身！我的爱，不用害怕，     350


跨过南面的旷野，我为你安了一个家。”

XL

她一听，急忙起身，害怕得发抖，

因为凶恶的人们就歇在周遭，

说不定正虎视眈眈，刀枪在手——

他俩摸着黑寻路走下了楼道。     355


整个宅院里没一点人声听到。

每一重门口吊灯闪烁着微光；




画帏上骑马人奔驰，鹰飞，狗叫，

随着呼啸的朔风而飘舞癫狂；

长长的地毯被风吹得起伏在地板上。     360


XLI

他俩幽灵般潜入宽大的厅堂；

幽灵般，他俩走近铁铸的大门；

司阍正摊开四肢躺在大门旁，

身边是一只喝空了的大酒瓶：

警醒的猛犬跳起来，抖动全身，     365


它眼睛敏锐，认出是主人来到：

门闩一个个抽出，没一点声音：——

铁链躺在踏石上，一片静悄悄；——

钥匙转动了，大门的铰链嘎吱地一叫。

XLII

他们俩永远去了，在很久以前，     370


这对恋人逃入了暴风雪之中。

那一夜男爵梦见了许多灾变，

好斗的宾客也都整夜做噩梦，

梦见了妖巫，恶魔，啃棺的蠕虫，

不断的鬼影憧憧。安吉拉老人     375


因瘫痪亡故，临终时变了面容；

祈福人向圣母诵过千遍祷文，

在一堆冰冷的灰烬里物化，长眠不醒。

这首诗共有四十二节，每节九行。原诗各节第一至八行各为轻重格五音步，第九行为轻重格六音步；韵式为ababbcbcc。译文以顿代步；韵式依原诗。






 [1]
 圣亚尼节：圣亚尼（St. Agnes），基督教的圣徒，13岁时（约公元300年）殉教。她是处女的保护者。在中世纪流传着一种说法：贞淑的处女在圣亚尼节的前夕（1月20日）遵守一定的仪式，可以在梦中见到未来的丈夫。





 [2]
 祈福人：专门为恩主祈祷赐福的侍从。





 [3]
  羔羊：在圣亚尼节，对这位处女圣徒祭祀时需用两只羔羊。这些羔羊的毛由经过挑选的修女用特殊的织机纺织，制成衣服。





 [4]
  指具有超自然的力量。





 [5]
 传说墨林是亚瑟王宫廷里的男巫，原是魔鬼的儿子。他把符咒教给了女巫维维安，女巫反用这符咒把墨林禁闭起来。





 [6]
  仪式规定，必须绝对闭口不语，才能梦见未来的丈夫。





 [7]
  摩耳甫斯（Morpheus）：希腊神话中的睡梦之神。有了他的护符就能沉浸在睡梦之中。





 [8]
 非斯：摩洛哥北部城市。撒马罕：亦译作撒马尔罕，古代波斯城市，现为乌兹别克斯坦东南部城市。





 [9]
  崇拜者（eremite）：原意是隐士，这里指虔诚的崇拜者。





 [10]
  普罗旺斯：法国东南部一地区。11至13世纪这里产生过许多行吟诗人。
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