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"Nickie," his sister said to him. "Listen to me, Nickie."

“尼基，”他妹妹对他说，“听我说，尼基。”




"I don't want to hear it.”

“我不想听。”




He was watching the bottom of the spring where the sand rose in small spurts with the bubbling water. There was a tin cup on a forked stick that was stuck in the gravel by the spring and Nick Adams looked at it and at the water rising and then flowing clear in its gravel bed beside the road.

他看着泉水的底部，泉水汩汩地流着，小股小股的沙粒也随之翻涌。泉水边的沙砾中埋着一根树杈，树杈上顶着一个锡杯。尼克·亚当斯看着杯子，看着不断涌出的泉水又完全流入了路边的砂砾层。




He could see both ways on the road and he looked up the hill and then down to the dock and the lake, the wooded point across the bay and the open lake beyond where there were white caps running. His back was against a big cedar tree and behind him there was a thick cedar swamp. His sister was sitting on the moss beside him and she had her arm around his shoulders.

他看得见公路的两头，他抬起头看了看山冈，又低下头瞧了瞧码头和湖水，湖岸对面是树木茂密的岬角，开阔的湖面上翻滚着白色的浪尖。他背靠着一棵巨大的雪松树，身后是一片郁郁葱葱的杉树沼泽地。他妹妹此刻正坐在他身旁的苔藓上，一只胳膊揽着他的肩膀。




"The're waiting for you to come home to supper," his sister said. "There's two of them. They came in a buggy and they asked where you were.”

“他们正等着你回去吃晚饭呢，”她说，“他们有两个人。他们是坐着马车来的，他们问你在哪儿。”




"Did anybody tell them?"

“有人告诉他们了吗？”




"Nobody knew where you were but me. Did you get many, Nickie?"

“除了我，没人知道你在哪儿。你钓到很多鱼了吗，尼基？”




"I got twenty-six.”

“一共二十六条。”




"Are they good ones?"

“个头大吗？”




"Just the size they want for the dinners."

“拿来做饭，大小正好。”




"Oh, Nickie, I wish you wouldn't sell them.”

“噢，尼基，我希望你别卖了它们。”




"She gives me a dollar a pound," Nick Adams said.

“她答应一磅给我一美元。”尼克·亚当斯说。




His sister was tanned brown and she had dark brown eyes and dark brown hair with yellow streaks in it from the sun. She and Nick loved each other and they did not love the others. They always thought of everyone else in the family as the others.

妹妹的皮肤被太阳晒成了棕色；她还有深棕色的眼睛和深棕色的头发，其中几绺在阳光下发黄。兄妹俩相亲相爱，眼里没有别人。在他们眼里，家里的其他成员都是外人。




"They know about everything, Nickie," his sister said hopelessly. "They said they were going to make an example of you and send you to the reform school."

“他们什么都知道了，尼基，”妹妹绝望地说，“他们说要拿你开刀，送你去教养学校。”




"They've only got proof on one thing," Nick told her. "But I guess I have to go away for a while."

“他们只有一件事抓到了证据，”尼克告诉她，“不过我可能要出去避避风头。”




"Can I go?"

“我能去吗？”




"No. I'm sorry, Littless. How much money have we got?”

“不行，对不起，亲爱的。我们还有多少钱？”




"Fourteen dollars and sixty-five cents. I brought it.”

“十四元六十五分。我带着呢。”




"Did they say anything else?"

“他们还说什么了吗？”




"No. Only that they were going to stay till you came home."

“没有。他们只说要等你回家才会走。”




"Our mother will get tired of feeding them."

“妈妈还得给他们做吃的，肯定会觉得烦的。”




"She gave them lunch already."

“她已经给他们做了午饭。”




"What were they doing?"

“他们那会儿在干什么呢？”




"Just sitting around on the screen porch. They asked our mother for your rifle but I'd hid it in the woodshed when I saw them by the fence.”

“就坐在纱窗门廊上。他们还问妈妈要你的步枪来着，不过我一看到他们走到篱笆旁边，就把枪藏起来了。”




"Were you expecting them?"

“你料到他们会来？”




"Yes. Weren't you?”

“当然，你没有料到吗？”




"I guess so. Goddam them."

“是啊，这些个混蛋。”




"Goddam them for me, too," his sister said. "Aren't I old enough to go now? I hid the rifle. I brought the money.”

“我也觉得他们挺混蛋的，”妹妹说道，“我都够大了，难道还不能去吗？我把猎枪藏起来了。我还把钱也带来了。”




"I'd worry about you," Nick Adams told her. "I don't even know where I'm going.”

“我会为你担心的，”尼克·亚当斯告诉她，“我都不知道要去哪儿。”




"Sure you do."

“你肯定知道。”




"If there's two of us they'd look harder. A boy and a girl show up.”

“如果我们俩一起逃跑，他们会更卖力找我们。一个男孩和一个女孩，多显眼啊。”




"I'd go like a boy," she said. "I always wanted to be a boy anyway. They couldn't tell anything about me if my hair was cut.”

“我可以打扮成男孩，”她说，“反正我一直想当个男孩。我把头发剪了，他们就认不出来了。”




"No," Nick Adams said. "That's true.”

“没错，”尼克·亚当斯说，“说得没错。”




"Let's think something out good," she said. "Please, Nick, please. I could be lots of use and you'd be lonely without me. Wouldn't you be?”

“咱们想些好的办法出来，”她说，“求你了，尼克，求你了。带上我很有用的，再说没有我你会孤单的。你不会孤单吗？”




"I'm lonely now thinking about going away from you.”

“想到要离开你，我现在就觉得孤单了。”




"See? And we may have to be away for years. Who can tell? Take me, Nckie. Please take me."She kissed him and held onto him with both her arms. Nick Adams looked at her and tried to think straight. It was difficult. But there was no choice. "I shouldn't take you. But then I shouldn't have done any of it," he said. "I'll take you. Maybe only for a couple of days, though.”

“看吧？我们可能得分开很多年。谁知道呢？带上我吧，尼克。求你带上我吧。”她吻了他一下，用两只胳膊紧紧地搂住他。尼克·亚当斯看着她，努力想理清思路。这很难。但他别无选择。“我不应该带你走。不过我也不该干那些事，”他说，“我带上你。不过，可能也就带几天。”




"That's all right," she told him. "When you don't want me I'll go straight home. I'll go home anyway if I'm a bother or a nuisance or an expense.”

“没关系，”她告诉他，“等你不想要我跟着你了，我就直接回家。假如我让你讨厌，觉得麻烦或者费钱了，我就回家。”




"Let's think it out," Nick Adams told her. He looked up and down the road and up at the sky where the big high afternoon clouds were riding and at the white caps on the lake out beyond the point.

“我们得好好考虑一下。”尼克·亚当斯说道。他仔细打量着眼前的公路，又抬头望了望天，只见午后的天空中高悬着大朵大朵的云彩；他又看了看岬角那边湖面上的白色浪花。




"I'd go through the woods down to the inn beyond the point and sell her the trout," he told his sister. "She ordered them for dinners tonight. Right now they want more trout dinners than chicken dinners. I don't know why. The trout are in good shape. I gutted them and they're wrapped in cheesecloth and they'll be cool and fresh. I'll tell her I'm in some trouble with the game wardens and that they're looking for me and I have to get out of the country for a while. I'll get her to give me a small skillet and some salt and pepper and some bacon and some shortening and some corn meal. I'll get her to give me a sack to put everything in and I'll get some dried apricots and some prunes and some tea and plenty of matches and a hatchet. But I can only get one blanket. She'll help me because buying trout is just as bad as selling them.”

“我要穿过树林，到岬角地那边的小酒馆去，把鳟鱼卖给老板娘，”他告诉妹妹，“她订了鱼，拿来做晚饭。现在晚餐点鳟鱼的人比点鸡肉的人多。我也不知道为什么。这些鳟鱼卖相不粗。我已经给它们掏空了内脏，用粗棉布包起来了，这样它们就可以保持新鲜，不会变质了。我打算跟她说，我跟这里的渔猎法执法官起了点儿冲突，他们正四处找我，我得出去一段时间，避避风头。我会让她给我一个小煎锅、给我点儿盐、胡椒粉、熏肉、起酥油和玉米粉。我会叫她给我个大布袋，好把东西都放进去，顺便拿一些杏干、梅干和茶叶，再多带些火柴和一把短柄小斧。不过我只能弄到一条毯子。她肯定会帮我的，因为买鳟鱼和卖鳟鱼一样是犯法的。”




"I can get a blanket," his sister said. "I'll wrap it around the rifle and I'll bring your moccasins and my moccasins and I'll change to different overalls and a shirt and hide these so they'll think I'm wearing them and I'll bring soap and a comb and a pair of scissors and something to sew with and Lorna Doone and Swiss Family Robinson.”

“我也能弄到一条毯子，”妹妹说道，“我会把猎枪裹在毯子里，带上你的鹿皮鞋和我的鹿皮鞋，我再换上其他样式的工装裤和衬衫，再把身上的这套藏起来，这样他们就会以为我穿的是这套。我会拿上肥皂、梳子、剪刀和针线包，还有《洛纳·杜恩》和《瑞士的鲁宾逊一家》。”




"Bring all the .22’s you can find," Nick Adams said. Then quickly, "Come on back: Get out of sight.”He had seen a buggy coming down the road.

“别忘了带点二二口径的子弹，能找到多少就带多少。”尼克·亚当斯说。这时，他快速说道：“快点儿回来，别让人看见。”他刚看到路上开过来一辆马车。




Behind the cedars they lay flat against the springy moss with their faces down and heard the soft noise of the horses' hooves in the sand and the small noise of the wheels. Neither of the men in the buggy was talking but Nick Adams smelled them as they went past and he smelled the sweated horses. He sweated himself until they were well past on their way to the dock because he thought they might stop to water at the spring or to get a drink.

他们趴在雪松树后面的地上，紧贴着潮湿的苔藓，听着马蹄在沙土地上发出轻轻的嘚嘚声和车轮细微的吱呀声。马车里的两个人谁都没有出声，但当马车驶过时，尼克·亚当斯闻到了他们身上的味道，还闻到了汗淋淋的马匹的味道。他急得出了一身汗，直到他们在通往码头的路上渐渐走远，才稍稍放下心来。他还以为他们会停下来饮马或喝水什么的。




"Is that them, Littless?" he asked.

“就是他们俩吗，小妹？”他问。




"Yeah," she said.

“没错。”她回答道。




"Crawl way back in," Nick Adams said. He crawled back into the swamp, pulling his sack of fish. The swamp was mossy and not muddy there. Then he stood up and hid the sack behind the trunk of a cedar and motioned the girl to come further in. They went into the cedar swamp, moving as softly as deer.

“再爬进来一点儿。”尼克·亚当斯说。他拖着那袋鱼，爬到了后面的沼泽旁。这一带的沼泽布满了苔藓，却不泥泞。随后，他站了起来，将袋子藏到一棵雪松树的树干后面，示意妹妹再往里面来一点。他们钻进了这片雪松树沼泽中，脚步轻得像两只小鹿。




"I know the one," Nick Adams said. "He's a no good son of a bitch.”

“其中的一个我认识，”尼克·亚当斯说，“狗娘养的王八蛋。”




"He said he'd been after you for four years.”

“他说他找了你四年了。”




"I know."

“我知道。”




"The other one, the big one with the spit tobacco face and the blue suit, is the one from down state."

“另一个，穿着蓝色套装、脸看上去像烟草渣子的大个子，是从南边那个州来的。”




"Good," Nick said. "Now we've had a look at them I better get going. Can you get home all right?”

“不错，”尼克说，“既然见过他们了，我最好快点儿上路。你可以自己回家吗？”




"Sure. I'll cut up to the top of the hill and keep off the road. Where will I meet you tonight, Nickie?”

“没问题。我会从山顶那边抄近道走，尽量避开公路的。我今晚在哪儿跟你碰面，尼基？”




"I don't think you ought to come, Littless.”

“我还是觉得你不该来，小妹。”




"I've got to come. You don't know how it is. I can leave a note for our mother and say I went with you and you'll take good care of me.”

“我一定要来。你根本不懂怎么回事。我可以给妈妈留张纸条，就说我跟你走了，你会照顾好我的。”




"All right," Nick Adams said. "I'll be where the big hemlock is that was struck by lightning. The one that's down. Straight up from the cove. Do you know the one? On the short cut to the road.”

“好吧，”尼克·亚当斯说，“我会在那棵被闪电击中过的大铁杉旁边等你。就是倒在地上的那棵。从小湾处一直往里走。你知道那棵树在哪儿吗？就在通往公路的近道上。”




"That's awfully close to the house.”

“那儿离家近得很呢。”




"I don't want you to have to carry the stuff too far.”

“我不想让你带着那么多东西走太远。”




"I'll do what you say. But don't take chances, Nickie.”

“你怎么说，我就怎么做。但是不要冒险，尼基。”




"I'd like to have the rifle and go down now to the edge of the timber and kill both of those bastards while they're on the dock and wire a piece of iron on them from the old mill and sink them in the channel.”"And then what would you do?" his sister asked. "Somebody sent them."

“现在我恨不得拿着猎枪去树林边上，趁那两个混蛋在码头上的时候，杀了他们。然后去老磨坊找块烙铁，拿铁丝绑在他们身上，扔到河槽里去。”“杀了他们之后呢？接下来你怎么办？”他的妹妹问道，“他们是别人派来的。”




"Nobody sent that first son of a bitch."

“第一个王八蛋可没人派他来。”




"But you killed the moose and you sold the trout and you killed what they took from your boat."

“但你打死了麋鹿，卖了鳟鱼，又杀了他们从你船上拿走的东西。”




"That was all right to kill that."

“打死那些东西不犯法。”




He did not like to mention what that was, because that was the proof they had.

他不想提那些究竟是什么，因为那是他们掌握的证据。




"I know. But you're not going to kill people and that's why I'm going with you.”

“我知道。但是你不能杀人，我跟你走也是因为这个。”




"Let's stop talking about it. But I'd like to kill those two sons of bitches.”

“我们别再说这个了。我还是想杀了那两个王八蛋。”




"I know," she said. "So would I. But we're not going to kill people, Nickie. Will you promise me?”

“我知道，”她说，“我也想。但我们不能杀人，尼基。你能答应我吗？”




"No. Now I don't know whether it's safe to take her the trout.”

“不能。我都不知道把鳟鱼送给她安不安全。”




"I'll take them to her.”

“让我来送吧。”




"No. They're too heavy. I'll take them through the swamp and to the woods in back of the hotel. You go straight to the hotel and see if she's there and if everything's all right. And if it is you'll find me there by the big basswood tree.”"It's a long way there through the swamp, Nicky.”

“不行。太重了。我会拿着鱼穿过沼泽，走到旅馆后面的树林里。你直接去旅店，看看老板娘在不在，是否一切正常。如果一切顺利，你就去那棵大椴树旁边找我，我会在那儿等你。”“穿过沼泽去旅店，路很远呢，尼克。”




"It's a long way back from reform school, too.”

“那儿离教养学校也很远。”




"Can't I come with you through the swamp? I'll go in then and see her while you stay out and come back out with you and take them in.”

“我能和你一起穿过沼泽吗？到时候我进去见她，你在外面等我出来找你，然后我们一起把鱼拿进去。”




"All right," Nick said. "But I wish you'd do it the other way.”

“也好，”尼克说，“但我希望你能照我说的去做。”




"Why, Nickie?"

“为什么，尼基？”




"Because you'll see them maybe on the road and you can tell me where they've gone. I'll see you in the second-growth wood lot in back of the hotel where the big basswood is.”Nick waited more than an hour in the second-growth timber and his sister had not come. When she came she was excited and he knew she was tired.

“因为你可能会在路上看到他们，然后就能告诉我他们往哪边去了。我会在旅馆后面的那片次生林地里等你，就在那棵大椴树那儿。”尼克在次生林里呆了一个多小时，也没等到他妹妹。她出现的时候，看上去很激动，他知道她累了。




"They're at our house," she said. "They're sitting out on the screen porch and drinking whiskey and ginger ale and they've unhitched and put their horses up. They say they're going to wait till you come back. It was our mother told them you'd gone fishing at the creek. I don't think she meant to. Anyway I hope not.”"What about Mrs. Packard?"

“他们就在我们家里，”她说，“他们就坐在纱窗门廊上，喝着威士忌和姜汁汽水。他们松了马缰绳，把马牵到马厩里去了。他们说，等不到你就不走。是妈妈告诉他们，说你去溪边钓鱼了。我觉得她不是故意的。不管怎么说，我希望她不是故意的。”“那帕卡德夫人呢？”




"I saw her in the kitchen of the hotel and she asked me if I'd seen you and I said no. She said she was waiting for you to bring her some fish for tonight. She was worried. You might as well take them in.”"Good," he said. "They're nice and fresh. I repacked them in ferns.”

“我看到她在旅馆的厨房里，她问我有没有见过你，我说没有。她说她等着你给她送今晚的鱼呢。她很担心的样子。你最好把鱼拿进去吧。”“好，”他答道，“这些鱼挺不错的，还很新鲜。我又拿蕨草重新包了一下。”




"Can I come in with you?"

“我能和你一起进去吗？”




"Sure," Nick said.

“当然可以。”尼克说。




The hotel was a long wooden building with a porch that fronted on the lake. There were wide wooden steps that led down to the pier that ran far out into the water and there were natural cedar railings alongside the steps and natural cedar railings around the porch. There were chairs made of natural cedar on the porch and in them sat middle-aged people wearing white clothes. There were three pipes set on the lawn with spring water bubbling out of them, and little paths led to them. The water tasted like rotten eggs because these were mineral springs and Nick and his sister used to drink from them as a matter of discipline. Now coming toward the rear of the hotel, where the kitchen was, they crossed a plank bridge over a small brook running into the lake beside the hotel, and slipped into the back door of the kitchen. "Wash them and put them in the ice box, Nickie," Mrs. Packard said. "I'll weigh them later.”

旅馆是座长方形的木头房子，门廊面朝着湖水。宽阔的木质台阶一直通向码头，长长的码头在水面延伸开去，台阶两侧和门廊四周都竖着天然雪松木做成的栏杆。门廊上摆放着几把天然杉木制的椅子，上面坐着几个穿白衣的中年男子。草坪上装着三根水管，管口汩汩地冒着泉水，几条小径直通到水管跟前。泉水喝起来有一股臭鸡蛋味，因为里面有矿物质；尼克和妹妹过去常来这里喝水，权当是一种锻炼。现在他们来到了旅馆后面，厨房就在这里。旅馆旁有条小溪，潺潺溪水汇入旅馆旁边的湖泊中，一座木板桥横在溪流上方。他们过了木板桥，偷偷从厨房后门溜了进去。“尼基，把鱼洗干净，放到冰柜里去，”帕卡德夫人说，“我等会儿过来称。”




"Mrs. Packard," Nick said. "Could I speak to you a minute?"

“帕卡德夫人，”尼克说，“我能占用您几分钟吗？”




"Speak up," she said. "Can't you see I'm busy?”

“快说，”她说，“没看见我正忙着吗？”




"If I could have the money now."

“我希望现在就能拿到钱。”




Mrs. Packard was a handsome woman in a gingham apron. She had a beautiful complexion and she was very busy and her kitchen help were there as well.

帕卡德夫人是个漂亮女人，围着方格花布的围裙。她的肤色很好，正忙着干活，厨房的帮工也在一旁。




"You don't mean you want to sell trout. Don't you know that's against the law?”

“你不会是要把鳟鱼卖给我吧。你不知道那是犯法的吗？”




"I know," Nick said. "I brought you the fish for a present. I mean my time for the wood I split and corded."

“我知道，”尼克回答说，“这些鱼是我送给您的礼物。我说的是砍柴和捆柴的工钱。”




"I'll get it," she said. "I have to go to the annex."

“我明白了，”她说，“我得去趟旁边的屋子，我身上没钱。”




Nick and his sister followed her outside. On the board sidewalk that led to the icehouse from the kitchen she stopped and put her hands in her apron pocket and took out a pocketbook.

尼克和他的妹妹跟着她走出了厨房。在厨房通往冰室的木板通道上，她停下了脚步，把手伸进围裙的口袋里，拿出了一个钱包。




"You get out of here," she said quickly and kindly. "And get out of here fast. How much do you need?"

“你马上离开这里，”她语速很快，但语气很温和。“迅速离开这里。你需要多少钱？”




"I've got sixteen dollars," Nick said.

“我有十六美元。”尼克答道。




"Take twenty," she told him. "And keep that tyke out of trouble. Let her go home and keep an eye on them until you're clear.”

“这是二十美元，”她告诉他，“别让那个小孩儿跟着受牵连。让她回家去，顺便看着他们点儿，直到你走远。”




"When did you hear about them?"

“你什么时候知道他们要来的？”




She shook her head at him.

她冲他摇了摇头。




"Buying is as bad or worse than selling," she said. "You stay away until things quiet down. Nickie, you're a good boy no matter what anybody says. You see Packard if things get bad. Come here nights if you need anything. I sleep light. Just knock on the window.”"You aren't going to serve them tonight are you, Mrs. Packard? You're not going to serve them for the dinners?”

“买鳟鱼和卖鳟鱼一样不合法，可能罪名还更大，”她说，“你跑得远点儿，等风头过了再回来。尼基，不管别人说什么，你都是个好孩子。如果事态严重，你就去找帕卡德先生。需要什么的话，就夜里来找我。我睡觉很轻的。只要敲敲窗户就行了。”“今晚你不打算做鳟鱼了吧，帕卡德太太？今天晚饭不卖鳟鱼了吧？”




"No," she said. "But I'm not going to waste them. Packard can eat half a dozen and I know other people that can. Be careful, Nickie, and let it blow over. Keep out of sight.”

“不卖了，”她说，“这鱼也不会浪费的。帕卡德先生一顿就能吃上六七条，我还知道其他一样能吃的人。小心点，尼基，等事情过去了就好了。别让人发现你。”




"Littless wants to go with me."

“妹妹想和我一起走。”




"Don't you dare take her," Mrs. Packard said. "You come by tonight and I'll have some stuff made up for you.”

“你还敢带她走，”帕卡德夫人说，“今天晚上你到这儿来一趟，我给你准备些要带的东西。”




"Could you let me take a skillet?"

“您能给我个平底煎锅吗？”




"I'll have what you need. Packard knows what you need. I don't give you any more money so you'll keep out of trouble.”

“只要你用得着，我都会给你的。帕卡德先生知道你需要什么。我就给你这么多钱，省得给你招来麻烦。”




"I'd like to see Mr. Packard about getting a few things.”

“我想见见帕卡德先生，问他要几样东西。”




"He'll get you anything you need. But don't you go near the store, Nick.”

“你要什么，他都会给你的。但千万别靠近商店，尼克。”




"I'll get Littless to take him a note.”

“我会让小妹给他捎个信的。”




"Anytime you need anything," Mrs. Packard said. "Don't you worry. Packard will be studying things out.”

“不管什么时候，需要什么尽管说，”帕卡德夫人说，“别担心。帕卡德先生会帮你想办法的。”




"Good-bye, Aunt Halley.”

“再见了，哈利阿姨。”




"Good-bye," she said and kissed him. She smelt wonderful when she kissed him. It was the way the kitchen smelled when they were baking. Mrs. Packard smelled like her kitchen and her kitchen always smelled good. "Don't worry and don't do anything bad.”

“再见。”她边说着边吻了吻他。她吻他的时候，他闻到了她身上的香气。味道和厨房烤面包时的味道一样。帕卡德夫人身上总是散发着厨房的味道，而她的厨房总是闻起来很香。“不要担心，也别干什么坏事。”




"I'll be all right.”

“我会好好的。”




"Of course," she said. "And Packard will figure out something."

“当然，”她说，“帕卡德先生会有办法的。”




They were in the big hemlocks on the hill behind the house now. It was evening and the sun was down beyond the hills on the other side of the lake.

现在，兄妹俩站在屋后山上的大铁杉树林里。夜幕降临了，太阳沉到了湖对岸的山坡后面。




"I've found everything," his sister said. "It's going to make a pretty big pack, Nickie.”

“我找到了所有的东西，”妹妹说，“很大一包呢，尼基。”




"I know it. What are they doing?"

“我知道。他们在干什么呢？”




"They ate a big supper and now they're sitting out on the porch and drinking. They're telling each other stories about how smart they are.”

“他们晚饭吃得很多，这会儿在门廊上坐着喝酒。他们轮番吹牛，夸自己有多聪明呢。”




"They aren't very smart so far.”

“到目前为止，他们都不是很聪明。”




"They're going to starve you out," his sister said. "A couple of nights in the woods and you'll be back. You hear a loon holler a couple of times when you got an empty stomach and you'll be back.”"What did our mother give them for supper?"

“他们打算让你饿着，”妹妹说，“在树林里呆上几个晚上，你就会乖乖地回来了。等到你肚子饿了，听到潜鸟叫几声，你就会回来了。”“晚上妈妈给他们吃了什么？”




"Awful," his sister said.

“糟透了。”妹妹说。




"Good."

“那就好。”




"I've located everything on the list. Our mother's gone to bed with a sick headache. She wrote our father.”

“单子上的所有东西我都弄到了。妈妈头疼，已经上床睡觉了。她给爸爸写信了。”




"Did you see the letter?"

“你看到信了吗？”




"No. It's in her room with the list of stuff to get from the store tomorrow. She's going to have to make a new list when she finds everything is gone in the morning.”"How much are they drinking?"

“没有。信在她的房间里，和明天要买的杂货清单放在一起了。等明天早上她发现东西都不见了，又得重新列一份单子了。”“他们喝了多少酒？”




"They've drunk about a bottle, I guess.”

“我猜喝了一瓶左右吧。”




"I wish we could put knockout drops in it."

“要是我们在里面放了蒙汗药就好了。”




"I could put them in if you'll tell me how. Do you put them in the bottle?”

“你告诉我怎么放，我去放好了。直接放在酒瓶里吗？”




"No. In the glass. But we haven't got any.”

“不是。放在杯子里。但是我们没有药啊。”




"Would there be any in the medicine cabinet?"

“药箱里有没有？”




"No."

“没有。”




"I could put paregoric in the bottle. They have another bottle. Or calomel. I know we've got those.”

“我可以在酒瓶里撒点止痛药。他们还有一瓶呢。或者甘汞也可以。我知道药箱里有那个。”




"No," said Nick. "You try to get me about half the other bottle when they're asleep. Put it in any old medicine bottle.”

“不行，”尼克说，“等他们睡着了，你去看看能不能把那半瓶酒弄过来。随便拿个旧药瓶去倒半瓶就行。”




"I better go and watch them," his sister said. "My, I wish we had knockout drops. I never even heard of them."

“我最好去看着他们，”妹妹说，“天哪，我真希望我们有蒙汗药。可是我连听都没听说过。”




"They aren't really drops," Nick told her. "It's chloral hydrate. Whores give it to lumberjacks in their drinks when they're going to jack roll them.”

“其实不是蒙汗药，”尼克告诉她，“是一种叫水合氯醛的药。有些妓女想偷伐木工人口袋里的钱，就在他们喝的酒里下这种药。”




"It sounds pretty bad," his sister said. "But we probably ought to have some for in emergencies."

“听起来真可怕，”妹妹说，“不过我们可能还是得弄一点儿，以防万一。”




"Let me kiss you," her brother said. "Just for in an emergency. Let's go down and watch them drinking. I'd like to hear them talk sitting in our own house.”

“让我亲亲你吧，”哥哥说道，“这也是以防万一。我们下去看着他们喝。我倒想听听，他们在我们的家里在胡诌些什么。”




"Will you promise not to get angry and do anything bad?"

“你能答应我绝对不发火，也不干坏事吗？”




"Sure."

“当然能。”




"Nor to the horses. It's not the horses' fault.”

“也不伤害他们的马。这不是马的错。”




"Not the horses either."

“我也不会伤害马的。”




"I wish we had knockout drops," his sister said loyally.

“要是有蒙汗药就好了。”妹妹真心实意地感叹道。




"Well, we haven't," Nick told her. "I guess there aren't any this side of Boyne City.”

“可惜我们没有，”尼克对她说，“我估计，这边的博因城都没有。”




They sat in the woodshed and they watched the two men sitting at the table on the screen porch. The moon had not risen and it was dark, but the outlines of the men showed against the lightness that the lake made behind them. They were not talking now but were both leaning forward on the table. Then Nick heard the clink of ice against a bucket.

他们坐在木柴棚里，望着纱窗门廊上那两个坐在桌旁的家伙。此刻月亮还没有升起来，天色很暗，但是在湖面光亮的映衬下，那两个男人的轮廓清晰可辨。他们现在都没有说话，而是身子前倾，靠着桌子。随后，尼克听到冰块碰撞冰桶的声音。




"The ginger ale's gone," one of the men said.

“没有姜汁汽水了。”其中一个说道。




"I said it wouldn't last," the other said. "But you were the one said we had plenty."

“我说过喝不了多久的，”另一个答道，“可你非说还有很多。”




"Get some water. There's a pail and a dipper in the kitchen.”

“去弄些水来。厨房里有水桶和长勺子。”




"I've drunk enough. I'm going to turn in.”

“我喝够了。我要去睡觉了。”




"Aren't you going to stay up for that kid?”

“你不打算熬夜等那个孩子了吗？”




"No. I'm going to get some sleep. You stay up.”

“不了。我要去睡会儿。你熬夜等吧。”




"Do you think he'll come in tonight?”

“你觉得他今晚还会回来吗？”




"I don't know. I'm going to get some sleep. You wake me when you get sleepy.”"I can stay up all night," the local warden said. "Many's the night I've stayed up all night for jack lighters and never shut an eye.”

“我不知道。我要去睡一会儿。你困了就叫我起来。”“我一夜不睡也没事，”本地的渔猎法执法官说，“为了抓那些晚上用篝灯渔猎的人，我经常得熬上一宿，眼皮都不合一下。”




"Me, too," the down-state man said. "But now I'm going to get a little sleep.”

“我也一样，”那个从南方来的人说，“不过现在我得去眯一会儿了。”




Nick and his sister watched him go in the door. Their mother had told the two men they could sleep in the bedroom next to the living room. They saw when he struck a match. Then the window was dark again. They watched the other warden sitting at the table until he put his head on his arms. Then they heard him snoring.

尼克和妹妹看着他进了门。他们的妈妈跟这两个人说过，他们可以睡在起居室旁边的卧室里。兄妹俩看到他划了一根火柴。接着屋里又黑了。他们一直看着剩下的那个坐在桌子旁的渔猎法执法官，直到后来他也把脑袋枕在了胳膊上。不一会儿，他就开始打起鼾来。




"We'll give him a little while to make sure he's solid asleep. Then we'll get the stuff," Nick said.

“我们再等一会儿，看看他是不是睡熟了。然后我们再进去拿东西。”尼克说。




"You get over outside the fence," his sister said. "It doesn't matter if I'm moving around. But he might wake up and see you.”

“你就在篱笆外面等我，”妹妹说道，“我在附近走动没关系。但他可能会醒了，看到你。”




"All right," Nick agreed. "I'll get everything out of here. Most of it's here.”

“好吧，”尼克同意了，“我就先把东西都拿走。大部分都在这儿了。”




"Can you find everything without a light?"

“黑灯瞎火的，你能把东西找全了吗？”




"Sure. Where's the rifle?”

“当然了。步枪哪儿去了？”




"Flat on the back upper rafter. Don't slip or make the wood fall down, Nick.”

“我搁在后面的椽子顶上了。小心别滑倒了，或是把木头碰掉了，尼克。”




"Don't you worry.”

“你放心吧。”




She came out to the fence at the far corner where Nick was making up his pack beyond the big hemlock that had been struck by lightning the summer before and had fallen in a storm that autumn. The moon was just rising now behind the far hills and enough moonlight came through the trees for Nick to see clearly what he was packing. His sister put down the sack she was carrying and said, "They're sleeping like pigs, Nickie.”

她从棚里出来，走到篱笆另一头的角落上，尼克就在那棵倒了的铁杉旁边收拾他的包袱。这棵树去年夏天遭了电击，又经历了秋天的一场暴雨之后就倒了。此刻，月亮正从远处的山背后升上天空，月光从树叶之间倾洒过来，足以将尼克要打包的东西照得清清楚楚。妹妹把背上的包放了下来，说：“他们睡得跟死猪一样，尼基。”




"Good."

“那就好。”




"The down-state one was snoring just like the one outside. I think I got everything.”

“从南边来的那个跟外面的这个睡得一样死。我看东西都齐了。”




"You good old Littless."

“你真能干，小妹。”




"I wrote a note to our mother and told her I was going with you to keep you out of trouble and not to tell anybody and that you'd take good care of me. I put it under her door. It's locked.”

“我给妈妈留了张字条，告诉她我要跟你走，省得你惹上麻烦。我让她别跟别人说，还有你肯定会照顾好我的。我把字条从门底下塞进去了。门锁了。”




"Oh, shit," Nick said. Then he said, "I'm sorry, Littless.”

“唉，该死的，”尼克说。接着他又说：“对不起，小妹。”




"Now it's not your fault and I can't make it worse for you.”

“这不能怨你，可我不能再给你添麻烦了。”




"You're awful.”

“你太厉害了。”




"Can't we be happy now?”

“现在总可以轻松一下了吧？”




"Sure."

“当然。”




"I brought the whiskey," she said hopefully. "I left some in the bottle. One of them can't be sure the other didn't drink it. Anyway they have another bottle.”

“我带了威士忌，”她满心欢喜地说，“我还剩了点儿在瓶子里。他们会以为是对方喝掉的。反正他们那儿还有一瓶呢。”




"Did you bring a blanket for you?"

“带自己的毯子了吗？”




"Of course."

“当然拿了。”




"We better get going."

“我们还是走吧。”




"We're all right if we're going where I think. The only thing that makes the pack bigger is my blanket. I'll carry the rifle.”

“如果去的地方和我想的一样，应该就还好。别的问题倒没什么，就是加上了我的毯子，包更大了。我来背枪吧。”




"All right. What kind of shoes have you?"

“好吧。你穿的是什么鞋子？”




"I've got my work-moccasins.”

“干活穿的鹿皮鞋。”




"What did you bring to read?"

“你带了什么书？”




"Lorna Doone and Kidnapped and Wuthering Heights."

“《洛纳·杜恩》、《诱拐》和《呼啸山庄》。”




"They're all too old for you but Kidnapped.”

“你还太小，除了《诱拐》，其他几本书你都看不了。”




"Lorna Doone isn't.”

“《洛纳·杜恩》我也能看啊。”




"We'll read it out loud," Nick said. "That way it lasts longer. But, Littless, you've made things sort of hard now and we better go. Those bastards can't be as stupid as they act. Maybe it was just because they were drinking.”Nick had rolled the pack now and tightened the straps and he sat back and put his moccasins on. He put his arm around his sister. "You sure you want to go?"

“我们大声朗读好了，”尼克说，“这样一本书可以多看几天。不过，小妹，这样一来，事情就有点儿麻烦了，我们最好现在就动身吧。那两个王八蛋可不像看起来那么蠢。他们现在犯傻，可能是喝了酒的缘故。”尼克已经打好了包，收紧了背包带，又坐下来套上了鹿皮鞋。他一手揽住妹妹：“你确定你想去？”




"I have to go, Nickie. Don't be weak and indecisive now. I left the note.”

“我必须跟你走，尼基。都这个时候了，就别再犹犹豫豫、优柔寡断的了。我连纸条都留好了。”




"All right," Nick said. "Let's go. You can take the rifle until you get tired of it.”

“那好吧，”尼克说，“上路吧。你先背着枪吧，累了再给我。”




"I'm all ready to go," his sister said. "Let me help you strap the pack."

“我都准备好了，”妹妹说，“我来帮你把包背好。”




"You know you haven't had any sleep at all and that we have to travel?”

“你一点儿觉都没睡，可我们现在就得走了，不要紧吗？”




"I know. I'm really like the snoring one at the table says he was.”

“没事。那个趴在桌上打呼噜的人还说他可以一晚上不阖眼，其实我才是呢。”




"Maybe he was that way once, too," Nick said. "But what you have to do is keep your feet in good shape. Do the moccasins chafe?"

“搞不好他以前也可以，”尼克说，“不过，你得注意千万不能让脚出问题。你的鞋磨脚吗？”




"No. And my feet are tough from going barefoot all summer."

“不磨。我一个夏天都是赤脚，脚板可硬了。”




"Mine are good, too," said Nick. "Come on. Let's go.”

“我的也是，”尼克说，“来，我们走吧。”




They started off walking on the soft hemlock needles and the trees were high and there was no brush between the tree trunks. They walked uphill and the moon came through the trees and showed Nick with the very big pack and his sister carrying the .22 rifle. When they were at the top of the hill they looked back and saw the lake in the moonlight. It was clear enough so they could see the dark point, and beyond were the high hills of the far shore.

他们踏着一地松软的铁杉树的针叶出发了。这些树都很高大，树干之间没什么灌木。他们朝山上走去，月光透过树木洒在他们身上，使背着大包的尼克和背着点二二口径猎枪的妹妹清晰可见。等他们到达山顶的时候，他们回头看去，望见了月光下的湖泊。一切都能看得清清楚楚，连那片黑黢黢的岬角都能看见，再远一点就是对岸高高的山冈了。




"We might as well say good-bye to it," Nick Adams said.

“我们最好跟它道个别。”尼克·亚当斯说。




"Good-bye, lake," Littless said. "I love you, too."

“湖啊，再见了，”小妹说，“我也爱你。”




They went down the hill and across the long field and through the orchard and then through a rail fence and into a field of stubble. Going through the stubble field they looked to the right and saw the slaughter-house and the big barn in the hollow and the old log farmhouse on the other high land that overlooked the lake. The long road of Lombardy poplars that ran to the lake was in the moonlight.

他们下了山，穿越连绵的山野，走过果园，然后翻过一道栅栏，来到了一片麦茬地前。穿过麦茬地时，他们朝右望去，看见了山谷中的屠宰场和大谷仓，还有另一侧湖边高地上的那座农家旧木屋。月光下，一条长长的路直通到湖边，路两旁竖着两排箭杆杨。




"Does it hurt your feet, Littless?" Nick asked.

“小妹，你走这路，脚疼吗？”尼克问。




"No," his sister said.

“不疼。”妹妹答道。




"I came this way on account of the dogs," Nick said. "They'd shut up as soon as they knew it was us. But somebody might hear them bark.”

“我走这条路是为了避开狗，”尼克说，“那些狗一旦知道是我们是不会叫的。但万一叫了，会有人听到的。”




"I know," she said. "And as soon as they shut up afterwards they'd know it was us.”

“我明白，”她说，“如果狗叫了几声就停了，他们肯定知道来的是我们。”




Ahead they could see the dark of the rising line of hills beyond the road. They came to the end of one cut field of grain and crossed the little sunken creek that ran down to the springhouse. Then they climbed across the rise of another stubble field and there was another rail fence and the sandy road with the second-growth timber solid beyond it.

向前望，他们可以看到路尽头那连绵起伏的群山轮廓的黑影。他们走到一片收割过的麦田的尽头，跨过了那条流向冷藏室的低洼小溪。然后，他们又越过了一片渐渐走高的麦茬地，接着又出现了一道栅栏。栅栏外是一条沙土路，路的另一侧就是密密实实的次生林了。




"Wait till I climb over and I'll help you," Nick said. "I want to look at the road."

“你先等着，我爬过去再来帮你，”尼克说，“我得先看看路上有什么。”




From the top of the fence he saw the roll of the country and the dark timber by their own house and the brightness of the lake in the moonlight. Then he was looking at the road.

他从栅栏顶上望过去，可以看到村子高低起伏的轮廓、自家房子边上黑黢黢的森林和月色下闪着银光的湖水。接着，他仔细看了看路面。




"They can't track us the way we've come and I don't think they would notice tracks in this deep sand," he said to his sister. "We can keep to the two sides of the road if it isn't too scratchy.”

“他们肯定没法沿我们来的这条路追过来，这条路上的沙子这么深，他们也不会注意到我们的脚印的，”他对妹妹说，“如果路的两边不那么硌脚，我们倒是可以贴着路的两边走。”




"Nickie, honestly I don't think they're intelligent enough to track anybody. Look how they just waited for you to come back and then practically got drunk before supper and afterwards.”质检1

“尼基，说实话，我觉得他们根本不会聪明到去追踪任何人。你看看，他们就知道傻等着你回去，没到晚饭几乎就醉了，过后就更别说了。”




"They came down to the dock," Nick said. "That was where I was. If you hadn't told me they would have picked me up.”

“可是他们去码头找过我，”尼克说，“当时我就在那儿。要不是你来通风报信，我可能早就被抓走了。”




"They didn't have to be so intelligent to figure you would be on the big creek when our mother let them know you might have gone fishing. 否则他们怎么会猜到你在这条大河这儿 误译，没有“否则”的语义-0.2After I left they must have found all the boats were there and that would make them think you were fishing the creek. Everybody knows you usually fish below the grist mill and the cider mill. They were just slow thinking it out.”

“是妈妈告诉他们你可能去钓鱼了，否则他们怎么会猜到你在这条大河这儿，他们根本用不着动脑子。我走了之后，他们肯定发现船一条也没少，所以才知道你肯定去河边钓鱼了。谁都知道你总在磨坊和苹果酒厂下游钓鱼。只不过他们比较迟钝，后来才想出来。”




"All right," Nick said. "But they were awfully close then."

“好吧，”尼克说，“但他们真的差一点儿就抓住我了。”




His sister handed him the rifle through the fence, butt toward him, and then crawled between the rails. She stood beside him on the road and he put his hand on her head and stroked it.

妹妹从篱笆缝里把枪递了过去，让枪托朝向他，然后自己从篱笆中间爬了过去。她挨着哥哥站在路上，他把手放在她脑袋上轻轻地抚摸着。




"Are you awfully tired, Littless?"

“你累坏了吧，小妹？”




"No. I'm fine. I'm too happy to be tired.”

“不累，我挺好。我开心极了，一点儿都不累。”




"Until you're too tired you walk in the sandy part of the road where their horses made holes in the sand. It's so soft and dry tracks won't show and I'll walk on the side where it's hard.”

“你要是还不太累，就拣马路上沙子厚的地方走，马蹄总是在沙子上戳出好多洞来。而且沙子又松又干，不会显出脚印来。我走那边，那边路面硬。”




"I can walk on the side, too."

“我走那边也行。”




"No. I don't want you to get scratched.”

“不行。我不想让你把脚磨破了。”




They climbed, but with constant small descents, toward the height of land that separated the two lakes. There was close, heavy, second-growth timber on both sides of the road and blackberry and raspberry bushes grew from the edge of the road to the timber. Ahead they could see the top of each hill as a notch in the timber. The moon was well on its way down now.

他们朝两湖中间的高地一路向上爬，但是不断也会出现几段下坡路。路的两旁都是密不透风的次生林，从路沿到树林，一路上都是黑莓和覆盆子的灌木丛。抬头望去，他们可以看到每座山的山顶就像是森林中的一个V形凹口。这时，月亮就快要沉下去了。




"How do you feel, Littless?" Nick asked his sister.

“你还好吧，小妹？”尼克问妹妹。




"I feel wonderful. Nickie, is it always this nice when you run away from home?"

“我感觉很好。尼基，你每次离家出走，都这么带劲吗？”




"No. Usually it's lonesome.”

“不，一般都很孤独。”




"How lonesome have you ever been?"

“那孤独是什么滋味？”




"Bad black lonesome. Awful."

“又烦又憋屈。糟透了。




"Do you think you'll get lonesome with me?”

“那有我在，你还会寂寞吗？”




"No."

“当然不会。”




"You don't mind you're with me instead of going to Trudy?”

“你没和特鲁迪一起走，而是跟我在一块儿，你不介意吗？”




"What do you talk about her for all the time?"

“你干嘛总提她呀？”




"I haven't been. Maybe you were thinking about her and you thought I was talking.”

“我之前没提过。也许你在想她，才会以为我在说她。”




"You're too smart," Nick said. "I thought about her because you told me where she was and when I knew where she was I wondered what she would be doing and all that."

“你真是个机灵鬼，”尼克说，“我想起她是因为你告诉了我她在哪儿，当我知道了她在哪儿，我就好奇她可能在做什么，就这样。”




"I guess I shouldn't have come.”

“也许我不该跟着来的。”




"I told you that you shouldn't have come.”

“我说过你不该来的。”




"Oh, hell," his sister said. "Are we going to be like the others and have fights? I'll go back now. You don't have to have me.”

“噢，见鬼，”妹妹说道，“难道我们和其他人一样，非得吵起来吗？我要回去了。你不需要我。”




"Shut up," Nick said.

“闭嘴。”尼克说。




"Please don't say that, Nickie. I'll go back or I'll stay just as you want. I'll go back whenever you tell me to. But I won't have fights. Haven't we seen enough fights in families?”

“请别那样说，尼基。你想让我回我就回，想让我留我就留。你什么时候叫我回去，我就回去。但我不想吵架。一家人吵架，我们见得还少吗？”




"Yes," said Nick.

“是的。”尼克说。




"I know I forced you to take me. But I fixed it so you wouldn't get in trouble about it. And I did keep them from catching you.”

“我知道是我逼你带上我的。但我必须得这么做，省得你惹上麻烦。我也尽量让他们抓不到你。”




They had reached the height of land and from here they could see the lake again although from here it looked narrow now and almost like a big river.

他们爬到了高地上，又看到了那片湖水。不过从这里看过去，湖面变得很狭长，就像一条大河。




"We cut across country here," Nick said. "Then we'll hit that old logging road. Here's where you go back from if you want to go back.”

“我们从这里穿过村子，”尼克说，“然后沿着那条旧伐木公路走。如果你想回家，也可以从这里走。”




He took off his pack and put it back into the timber and his sister leaned the rifle on it.

他把背包取下来，放回到森林里，妹妹把枪倚在背包上。




"Sit down, Littless, and take a rest," he said. "We're both tired.”

“坐一会吧，小妹，休息一下，”他说，“我们都累了。”




Nick lay with his head on the pack and his sister lay by him with her head on his shoulder.

尼克躺了下来，把头枕在背包上，妹妹则躺在他身旁，头靠在他的肩膀上。




"I'm not going back, Nickie, unless you tell me to," she said. "I just don't want fights. Promise me we won't have fights?”

“我不要回去，尼基，除非你赶我走，”她说，“我只是不想吵架。答应我不要再吵了，好吗？”




"Promise."

“我答应你。”




"I won't talk about Trudy.”

“我不会再提特鲁迪了。”




"The hell with Trudy."

“让特鲁迪见鬼去吧。”




"I want to be useful and a good partner."

“我想做个有用的好伙伴。”




"You are. You won't mind if I get restless and mix it up with being lonesome?”

“你本来就是啊。如果我心烦，又觉得寂寞，发发脾气，你会介意吗？”




"No. We'll take good care of each other and have fun. We can have a lovely time.”

“不会的。我们会照顾好彼此，过得很开心的。我们会过得很愉快的。”




"All right. We'll start to have it now.”

“好吧。那就从现在开始吧。”




"I've been having it all the time.”

“我一直都觉得很开心。”




"We just have one pretty hard stretch and then a really hard stretch and then we'll be there. We might as well wait until it gets light to start. You go to sleep, Littless. Are you warm enough?”

“我们刚走完一段很难走的路，后面还有一段特别难走的路，然后我们就到目的地了。我们最好等天亮时再出发。你睡一会儿吧，小妹。你冷吗？”




"Oh, yes, Nickie. I've got my sweater.”

“不冷，尼基。我穿着毛衣呢。”




She curled up beside him and was asleep. In a little while Nick was sleeping, too. He slept for two hours until the morning light woke him.

她在他身旁蜷起身，睡着了。很快，尼克也进入了梦乡。他睡了两个小时，天一亮，他就醒了。




Nick had circled around through the second-growth timber until they had come onto the old logging road.

尼克和妹妹在次生林里兜了好几个圈子，才走上了旧伐木公路。




"We couldn't leave tracks going into it from the main road," he told his sister.

“我们不能从主路上过去，会留下脚印的。”他对妹妹说。




The old road was so overgrown that he had to stoop many times to avoid hitting branches.

旧公路上杂草丛生，为了不碰到树枝，他得时常猫着腰。




"It's like a tunnel," his sister said.

“这就像个隧道。”妹妹说。




"It opens up after a while."

“走一段就会开阔了。”




"Have I ever been here before?"

“我以前来过这儿吗？”




"No. This goes up way beyond where I ever took you hunting."

“没有。这离我平时带你打猎的地方很远。”




"Does it come out on the secret place?"

“从这儿出去，是不是就到那个秘密地点了？”




"No, Littless. We have to go through some long bad slashings. Nobody gets in where we're going.”

“还没到，小妹。我们还得穿过几块长长的残枝遍地的林中空地。没人去过我们要去的那个地方。”




They kept on along the road and then took another road that was even more overgrown. Then they came out into a clearing. There was fireweed and brush in the clearing and the old cabins of the logging camp. They were very old and some of the roofs had fallen in. But there was a spring by the road and they both drank at it. The sun wasn't up yet and they both felt hollow and empty in the early morning after the night of walking.

他们顺着公路走下去，随后转上了另一条杂草更加浓密的公路。然后，他们走进了一片空地。空地上长着杂草和灌木丛，还有几座伐木工人住过的旧木屋。这些木屋年久失修，有几座屋子的房顶都塌了。好在道旁有一眼泉水，他们就喝了点水。这会儿太阳还没升起来，走了一夜之后，兄妹俩都感觉腹内空空的。




"All this beyond was hemlock forest," Nick said. "They only cut it for the bark and they never used the logs."

“原先那一片都是铁杉林，”尼克说，“他们砍树就是为了得到树皮，木料从来不要。”




"But what happens to the road?"

“可那条路又怎么了？”




"They must have cut up at the far end first and hauled and piled the bark by the road to snake it out. Then finally they cut everything right to the road and piled the bark here and then pulled out."

“他们肯定是先从远处砍起，把树皮拖到路边堆起来，然后偷偷运出去。最后，他们一路砍过来，砍光了路边的树之后，把树皮都堆在这儿，然后运出去。”




"Is the secret place beyond all this slashing?"

“你的秘密据点就在这片林中空地后面吗？”




"Yes. We go through the slashing and then some more road and then another slashing and then we come to virgin timber."

“是啊。过了这片空地，沿着公路走一段，然后又是一片这样的空地，然后就到原始森林了。”




"How did they leave it when they cut all this?"

“他们把这些树都砍了，怎么还会留下那一片林子不砍呢？”




"I don't know. It belonged to somebody that wouldn't sell, I guess. They stole a lot from the edges and paid stumpage on it. But the good part's still there and there isn't any passable road into it.”"But why can't people go down the creek? The creek has to come from somewhere?”

“我也不知道。我猜，可能那片林子的主人不愿意卖吧。他们还是从林子边上偷走了很多被砍伐的树，并为此支付了立木的价格。不过大部分林子都没动过，要进去连条路都没有。”“但为什么他们不沿着小溪一直走呢？那溪水总有源头吧？”




They were resting before they started the bad traveling through the slashing and Nick wanted to explain.

他们还在休息，尼克想趁着艰难的旅途开始之前给妹妹解释解释。




"Look, Littless. The creek crosses the main road we were on and it goes through a farmer's land. The farmer has it fenced for a pasture and he runs people off that want to fish. So they stop at the bridge on his land. On the section of the creek where they would hit if they cut across his pasture on the other side from his house he runs a bull. The bull is mean and he really runs everybody off. He's the meanest bull I ever saw and he just stays there, mean all the time, and hunts for people. Then after him the farmer's land ends and there's a section of cedar swamp with sink holes and you'd have to know it to get through. And then, even if you know it, it's bad. Below that is the secret place. We're going in over the hills and sort of in the back way. Then below the secret place there's real swamp. Bad swamp that you can't get through. Now we better start the bad part.”

“你看，小妹。这条小溪横穿过我们刚才走的那条主路，还流经一个农民的田地。那个农民把那片地围上篱笆变成牧场，想来钓鱼的人都会被他赶走。所以到了他地盘里的那座桥下，那些伐木者就过不去了。如果他们从他房子的另一边穿过农场，也得穿过小溪，在那段小溪旁边他养了一头公牛。那头牛特别凶，真的把所有人都赶跑了。我从没见过那么凶的牛，它就站在那儿，一直都那么凶，就等着人来。那头牛身后就不是那个农民的地盘了，有一片雪松木的沼泽，到处都是大窟窿，你得熟悉地形才能过得去。不过就算熟悉地形也不好走。从那儿再往前走，就到秘密地点了。我们要翻山过去，所以难免得绕点远路。过了那个秘密地点，是一片真正的沼泽。那沼泽人根本过不去。我们现在就要开始走那段艰难的部分了。”




The bad part and the part that was worse were behind them now. Nick had climbed over many logs that were higher than his head and others that were up to his waist. He would take the rifle and lay it down on the top of the log and pull his sister up and then she would slide down on the far side or he would lower himself down and take the rifle and help the girl down. They went over and around piles of brush and it was hot in the slashing, and the pollen from the ragweed and the fireweed dusted the girl's hair and made her sneeze.

此时，难走的路已经过去了，更艰难的部分也走过去了。尼克一路上爬过了无数根圆木，高的比他人还高，矮的也到他的腰了。他都是先把枪拿下来，平放在圆木顶上，把妹妹拽上来，让她从另一头滑下去，要不就自己先下去，接过枪，再帮妹妹爬下来。遇到丛生的灌木，他们要么踩过去，要么从旁边绕过去。枝丫狼籍的空地上十分燥热，豚草和杂草上的花粉飞得到处都是，小姑娘沾了满头的花粉不说，还给呛得打了好几个喷嚏。




"Damn slashings," she said to Nick. They were resting on top of a big log ringed where they sat by the cutting of the barkpeelers. The ring was gray in the rotting gray log and all around were other long gray trunks and gray brush and branches with the brilliant and worthless weeds growing.

“这些该死的残留树杈。”她对哥哥说。他们坐在一根剥了皮的大圆木上休息，就是被剥皮机切割掉了一圈树皮的位置。正在腐烂的圆木整个都是灰色的，树干去了皮的一圈是灰色的，其他散落在四周的长长的树干是灰色的，连灌木丛和树枝也都是灰色的，只有色彩鲜明却毫无价值的杂草在茁壮成长。




"This is the last one," Nick said.

“这是最后一块空地了。”尼克说。




"I hate them," his sister said. "And the damn weeds are like flowers in a tree cemetery if nobody took care of it."

“我恨这种地方，”妹妹说，“看看这些该死的杂草，就像林中墓地里无人看管的花朵一样。”




"You see why I didn't want to try to make it in the dark.”

“你现在知道我为什么不想在晚上赶路了吧？”




"We couldn't.”

“晚上我们根本没法走。”




"No. And nobody's going to chase us through here. Now we come into the good part.”They came from the hot sun of the slashings into the shade of the great trees. The slashings had run up to the top of a ridge and over and then the forest began. They were walking on the brown forest floor now and it was springy and cool under their feet. There was no underbrush and the trunks of the trees rose sixty feet high before there were any branches. It was cool in the shade of the trees and high up in them Nick could hear the breeze that was rising. No sun came through as they walked and Nick knew there would be no sun through the high top branches until nearly noon. His sister put her hand in his and walked close to him.

“是的。没人会穿过这些地方来抓我们。马上，我们前面的路就好走了。”他们走出了烈日下的林中空地，走到了参天大树下的林阴里。林中空地一直延伸到山脊的顶端，翻过山脊不远处就是森林了。此刻，他们脚下是棕色的枯枝落叶，踩上去很有弹性，而且很凉快。四周没有矮树丛，树干都长到六十英尺以上才会分出枝杈。走在树阴里很凉爽，尼克听得见头顶上微风穿过树梢的声音。他们一路走着，没有一丝阳光透过，尼克知道只有接近正午的时候，阳光才能穿过树林顶端的枝杈投射进来。妹妹把手放在他的手里，走在他身边。




"I'm not scared, Nickie. But it makes me feel very strange.”

“我倒是不怕，尼基。但这里让我感觉很陌生。”




"Me, too," Nick said. "Always."

“我也是，”尼克说，“一直都是。”




"I never was in woods like these."

“我以前从没在这样的树林里走过。”




"This is all the virgin timber left around here."

“这附近也就这一片原始森林了。”




"Do we go through it very long?"

“我们要走很久吗？”




"Quite a way."

“是的，要走很远。”




"I'd be afraid if I were alone.”

“要是我一个人，肯定会害怕的。”




"It makes me feel strange. But I'm not afraid.”

“我只是觉得陌生。怕倒是不怕。”




"I said that first."

“我刚才就这么说了。”




"I know. Maybe we say it because we are afraid."

“我知道。也许我们这么说是因为害怕了。”




"No. I'm not afraid because I'm with you. But I know I'd be afraid alone. Did you ever come here with anyone else?”

“不是，有你在，我一点儿也不怕。但一个人的话，我知道我会害怕的。你有没有和其他人来过这里？”




"No. Only by myself."

“没有。我只一个人来过。”




"And you weren't afraid?”

“你那时不害怕？”




"No. But I always feel strange. Like the way I ought to feel in church."

“不怕，但我总有一种陌生的感觉。就像我在教堂里应该有的感觉一样。”




"Nickie, where we're going to live isn't as solemn as this, is it?”

“尼基，我们落脚的地方不会像这里一样阴森森的吧？”




"No. Don't you worry. There it's cheerful. You just enjoy this, Littless. This is good for you. This is the way forests were in the olden days. This is about the last good country there is left. Nobody gets in here ever.”"I love the olden days. But I wouldn't want it all this solemn.”

“不会。你别担心。那是个让人开心的地方。你就好好享受吧，小妹。这对你有好处。过去，森林就是这样的。这大概是最后一片清净地了。以前从来没有人来过。”“我喜欢过去的日子。可我不喜欢这么阴森森的地方。”




"It wasn't all solemn. But the hemlock forests were.”

“其实树林里也不全是这样阴森森的。不过铁杉林就是这样。”




"It's wonderful walking. I thought behind our house was wonderful. But this is better. Nickie, do you believe in God? You don't have to answer if you don't want to.”

“在这儿走真带劲。我以为我们家后面的林子就够带劲的了。可这里更棒。尼基，你相信上帝吗？你要是不愿意回答就算了。”




"I don't know.”

“我也说不好。”




"All right. You don't have to say it. But you don't mind if I say my prayers at night?”

“好吧。你没必要告诉我。不过，你不会介意我睡前祷告吧？”




"No. I'll remind you if you forget.”

“不会。要是你忘了，我会提醒你。”




"Thank you. Because this kind of woods makes me feel awfully religious."

“谢谢你。因为到了这种森林里，我觉得自己特别虔诚。”




"That's why they build cathedrals to be like this.”

“所以大教堂都造得跟这里一样庄严肃穆吧。”




"You've never seen a cathedral, have you?”

“你从没去过大教堂吧？”




"No. But I've read about them and I can imagine them. This is the best one we have around here.”

“没有。但我在书里读到过，所以我能想象那是什么样子。这片森林就是我们最好的教堂。”




"Do you think we can go to Europe some time and see cathedrals?"

“你觉得我们能有机会去欧洲看看大教堂吗？”




"Sure we will. But first I have to get out of this trouble and learn how to make some money."

“当然会有了。但我得先解决了眼下的麻烦，然后学着赚点钱。”




"Do you think you'll ever make money writing?”

“你有没有想过靠写东西赚钱？”




"If I get good enough."

“也许吧，如果我写得够好的话。”




"Couldn't you maybe make it if you wrote cheerfuller things? That isn't my opinion. Our mother said everything you write is morbid.”

“如果你写些让人开心的事，也许就能成功呢？这不是我的看法。妈妈说，你尽写些伤感的东西。”




"It's too morbid for the St. Nicholas," Nick said. "They didn't say it. But they didn't like it.”

“《圣尼古拉斯》接受不了这么伤感的文章，”尼克说，“虽然他们没明说。但显然，他们不喜欢我写的东西。”




"But the St. Nicholas is our favorite magazine."

“但《圣尼古拉斯》是我们最喜欢的杂志啊。”




"I know," said Nick. "But I'm too morbid for it already. And I'm not even grown-up.”

“我知道，”尼克说，“但我写的东西对它来说已经过于伤感了。而我甚至还没成年呢。”




"When is a man grown-up? When he's married?”

“人什么时候算成年？结了婚之后？”




"No. Until you're grown-up they send you to reform school. After you're grown-up they send you to the penitentiary.”

“不。你成年之前他们会送你去教养学校。等你成年之后他们会送你进监狱。”




"I'm glad you're not grown-up then.”

“那么，我很高兴你还没成年。”




"They're not going to send me anywhere," Nick said. "And let's not talk morbid even if I write morbid.”

“他们不能送我去任何地方的。”尼克说，“就算我写的东西很伤感，我们也别说这么伤感的话题了。”




"I didn't say it was morbid.”

“我没说你的作品很伤感啊。”




"I know. Everybody else does, though."

“我知道。可其他人都是这么想的。”




"Let's be cheerful, Nickie," his sister said. "These woods make us too solemn."

“我们开心点儿吧，尼基，”妹妹说，“都怪这片森林，让我们变得太严肃了。”




"We'll be out of them pretty soon," Nick told her. "Then you'll see where we're going to live. Are you hungry, Littless?”

“我们很快就能走出去了，”尼克对她说，“然后你就能看到我们要住的地方了。小妹，你饿不饿？”




"A little."

“有点儿。”




"I'll bet," Nick said. "We'll eat a couple of apples.”

“我就知道，”尼克说，“我们吃几个苹果吧。”




They were coming down a long hill when they saw sunlight ahead through the tree trunks. Now, at the edge of the timber, there was wintergreen growing and some partridgeberries and the forest floor began to be alive with growing things. Through the tree trunks they saw an open meadow that sloped to where white birches grew along the stream. Below the meadow and the line of the birches there was the dark green of a cedar swamp and far beyond the swamp there were dark blue hills. There was an arm of the lake between the swamp and the hills. But from here they could not see it. They only felt from the distances that it was there. "Here's the spring." Nick said to his sister. "And here's the stones where I camped before.”

看到前方的阳光从树干间透过来，他们沿着长长的坡面往山下走。此时，在森林的边缘，有冬青树和一些蔓虎刺，这些正在生长的植物让林地变得有了生气。从树干之间望去，可以看到一片有些坡度的开阔草地；草地一直延伸至一排沿着溪水生长的白桦树下。草地和这一排白桦树的下边是一潭墨绿色的雪松沼泽地，沼泽过去是藏青色的山峦。在沼泽地和山峦间夹着一湾湖水。但是，从这里他们一点儿也看不见。他们只是从远处感觉到湖水的存在。“这里是泉水，”尼克对妹妹说，“这些石头是我以前露营时留下的。”




"It's a beautiful, beautiful place, Nickie," his sister said. "Can we see the lake, too?"

“这里简直太美了，太美了，尼基，”妹妹说，“从这里也能看到湖吗？”




"There's a place where we can see it. But it's better to camp here. I'll get some wood and we'll make breakfast.”

“有个地方能看得到。但露营的话最好还是在这里。我去拾点柴火，我们一起做早饭吧。”




"The firestones are very old."

“这些火石有些年头了。”




"It's a very old place," Nick said. "The firestones are Indian."

“这个地方也有好些年头了，”尼克说，“这几块火石还是印第安人留下的呢。”




"How did you come to it straight through the woods with no trail and no blazes?"

“森林里没有小径，树上也没有记号，你怎么能一路找到这里的？”




"Didn't you see the direction sticks on the three ridges?”

“你没发现三道山脊上都竖着方向标吗？”




"No."

“没有。”




"I'll show them to you sometime.”

“以后我再指给你看。”




"Are they yours?"

“是你竖的吗？”




"No. They're from the old days.”

“不是，是以前留下来的。”




"Why didn't you show them to me?”

“那你刚才怎么不指给我看？”




"I don't know," Nick said. "I was showing off I guess."

“我也不知道，”尼克说，“大概我是想炫耀一下吧。”




"Nickie, they'll never find us here.”

“尼基，他们永远找不到这儿的。”




"I hope not." Nick said.

“但愿如此。”尼克说。




At about the time that Nick and his sister were entering the first of the slashings the warden who was sleeping on the screen porch of the house that stood in the shade of the trees above the lake was wakened by the sun that, rising above the slope of open land behind the house, shone full on his face.

大概就在尼克兄妹俩走进第一片残枝遍地的林中空地时，睡在他家纱窗阳台上的渔猎法执法官被阳光弄醒了。房子就位于高过湖面的林阴中。太阳从屋后开阔的山坡上升起来，阳光满满地洒在了他的脸上。




During the night the warden had gotten up for a drink of water and when he had come back from the kitchen he had lain down on the floor with a cushion from one of the chairs for a pillow. Now he waked, realized where he was, and got to his feet. He had slept on his right side because he had a .38 Smith and Wesson revolver in a shoulder holster under his left armpit. Now, awake, he felt for the gun, looked away from the sun, which hurt his eyes, and went into the kitchen where he dipped up a drink of water from the pail beside the kitchen table. The hired girl was building a fire in the stove and the warden said to her, "What about some breakfast?"

他半夜起来去厨房喝了点儿水，回来之后干脆拿椅子上的一个靠垫当枕头，躺在地上睡了。这会儿他醒了，发现自己睡在地上，马上站了起来。他是朝右边睡的，因为他左边腋下挎着肩枪套，里面装了一支点三八口径的史密斯韦森牌左轮手枪。如今，清醒了之后，他摸了摸枪。他躲开刺眼的阳光，进到厨房里，从餐桌旁的桶里舀了一勺水喝。看到女佣正在忙着生炉火，他便问她：“有没有早饭？”




"No breakfast," she said. She slept in a cabin out behind the house and had come into the kitchen a half an hour before. The sight of the warden lying on the floor of the screen porch and the nearly empty bottle of whiskey on the table had frightened and disgusted her. Then it had made her angry.

“没有早饭。”她说。她晚上就睡在房子后面的小木屋里，半小时前才进厨房。看到他躺在纱窗门廊的地上，桌上的威士忌酒几乎已经见了底，她感到害怕，而且心生反感。后来就不由得生起气来。




"What do you mean, no breakfast?" the warden said, still holding the dipper.

“没早饭？你什么意思？”渔猎法执法官说，手里还拿着水勺。




"Just that."

“就是这个意思。”




"Why?"

“为什么？”




"Nothing to eat."

“没东西吃了。”




"What about coffee?"

“咖啡呢？”




"No coffee."

“咖啡没了。”




"Tea?"

“茶呢？”




"No tea. No bacon. No corn meal. No salt. No pepper. No coffee. No Borden's canned cream. No Aunt Jemima buckwheat flour. No nothing.”

“茶也没有。没有腌肉。没有玉米片。没有盐。没有胡椒粉。没有咖啡。没有博登牌罐头奶油。没有杰迈玛大婶牌荞麦粉。什么都没有了。”




"What are you talking about? There was plenty to eat last night."

“你瞎说些什么？昨晚还有那么多吃的。”




"There isn't now. Chipmunks must have carried it away.”

“现在都没了。”准是让那些金花鼠偷走了。”




The warden from down state had gotten up when he heard them talking and had come into the kitchen.

听到他们的声音，南方来的渔猎法执法官也起来了，走进了厨房。




"How do you feel this morning?" the hired girl asked him.

“你今早感觉怎么样？”女佣问他。




The warden ignored the hired girl and said, "What is it, Evans?"

南方来的人没搭理她，直接问：“埃文斯，怎么回事？”




"That son of a bitch came in here last night and got himself a pack load of grub."

“那个小兔崽子昨晚来过了，还偷走了一大包吃的。”




"Don't you swear in my kitchen," the hired girl said.

“不许在我的厨房里说脏话。”女佣说。




"Come out here," the down-state warden said. They both went out on the screen porch and shut the kitchen door. "What does that mean, Evans?"The down-state man pointed at the quart of Old Green River which had less than a quarter left in it. "How skunk-drunk were you?”

“我们出去，”南方来的渔猎法执法官说。他们走到纱窗门廊上，关上了厨房的门。“这是怎么回事，埃文斯？”南方来的人指了指那瓶“老格林河”威士忌，里面只剩下了不到四分之一。“你到底醉成什么鬼样子了？”




"I drank the same as you. I sat up by the table—”"Doing what?"

“我喝得跟你一样多。我就坐在桌子旁边——”“做什么？”




"Waiting for the goddam Adams boy if he showed."

“等着那个该死的孩子亚当斯露面。”




"And drinking."

“你是一边喝酒一边等的吧。”




"Not drinking. Then I got up and went in the kitchen and got a drink of water about half past four and I lay down here in front of the door to take it easier."

“没有的事。大概四点半的时候，我去厨房喝了点水，然后就躺在这个门口休息了一会儿。”




"Why didn't you lie down in front of the kitchen door?”

“你为什么不睡在厨房的门口？”




"I could see him better from here if he came."

“如果那小子来了，在这儿能看得更清楚。”




"So what happened?"

“那么，发生了什么？”




"He must have come in the kitchen, through a window maybe, and loaded that stuff."

“他肯定来过厨房，也许是爬窗户进来的，然后弄走了一大包吃的。”




"Bullshit."

“狗屁不通。”




"What were you doing?" the local warden asked.

“那你在干嘛？”本地的渔猎法执法官问。




"I was sleeping the same as you."

“我跟你一样，也在睡觉。”




"Okay. Let's quit fighting about it. That doesn't do any good.”

“好吧。我们别再吵了。一点儿用都没有。”




"Tell that hired girl to come out here."The hired girl came out and the down-state man said to her, "You tell Mrs. Adams we want to speak to her."The hired girl did not say anything but went into the main part of the house, shutting the door after her.

“把那个女佣叫出来。”女佣出来之后，南边来的渔猎法执法官对她说：“你去告诉亚当斯夫人，我们有话要说。”女佣一声不吭地进了里屋，随手关上了门。




"You better pick up the full and the empty bottles," the down-state man said. "There isn't enough of this to do any good. You want a drink of it?”

“你最好把没开封的酒和空酒瓶都收拾一下，”南边来的人说，“留着这点儿反正也没什么用了。你要不要喝一杯？”




"No thanks. I've got to work today.”

“不用了，谢谢。今天我还有活儿要干。”




"I'll take one," the down-state man said. "It hasn't been shared right.”

“我得喝一杯，”南边来的渔猎法执法官说，“你昨晚喝得比我多。”




"I didn't drink any of it after you left," the local warden said doggedly.

“你走了之后，我一口都没喝。”本地的渔猎法执法官不肯就此罢休。




"Why do you keep on with that bullshit?"

“你干嘛老扯这些废话？”




"It isn't bullshit.”

“这可不是废话。”




The down-state man put the bottle down. "All right," he said to the hired girl, who had opened and shut the door behind her. "What did she say?"

南边来的人放下了酒瓶。见女佣开门进来又随手关上了门，他就冲她问道：“那么，太太怎么说？”




"She has a sick headache and she can't see you. She says you have a warrant. She says for you to search the place if you want to and then go.”

“她说她头疼得厉害，不能见你们。她说你们有搜查证。她说你们想搜就随便搜，搜完了走就行了。”




"What did she say about the boy?"

“那她儿子的事她怎么说呢？”




"She hasn't seen the boy and she doesn't know anything about him.”

“她说她没见过他，关于他的任何事她都不知道。”




"Where are the other kids?"

“其他孩子呢？”




"They're visiting at Charlevoix.”

“都去沙勒沃伊作客去了。”




"Who are they visiting?"

“他们去了谁家？”




"I don't know. She doesn't know. They went to the dance and they were going to stay over Sunday with friends.”

“我不知道。太太也不知道。他们去参加舞会了，要跟朋友一起过了周末才回来。”




"Who was that kid that was around here yesterday?"

“昨天在这附近转悠的孩子是谁？”




"I didn't see any kid around here yesterday.”

“昨天我没看见这附近有什么孩子啊。”




"There was."

“明明就有。”




"Maybe some friend of the children asking for them. Maybe some resorter's kid. Was it a boy or a girl?”

“可能是孩子们的什么朋友，来找他们玩的。也可能是哪个外地游客的孩子。是男孩还是女孩？”




"A girl about eleven or twelve. Brown hair and brown eyes. Freckles. Very tanned. Wearing overalls and a boy's shirt. Barefooted.”

“一个小女孩，大概十一二岁。褐色头发，褐色眼睛。一脸的雀斑。晒得很黑。穿着工装裤和男孩的衬衫。没穿鞋。”




"Sounds like anybody," the girl said. "Did you say eleven or twelve years old?"

“按你这么说，谁都有可能啊，”女佣说，“到底是十一还是十二岁？”




"Oh, shit," said the man from down state. "You can't get anything out of these mossbacks.”

“他妈的，”南边来的人骂道，“从这帮乡巴佬口中问不出什么名堂。”




"If I'm a mossback what's he?”The hired girl looked at the local warden. "What's Mr. Evans? His kids and me went to the same schoolhouse.”

“如果我是个乡巴佬，那他呢？”女佣扫了一眼那个本地渔猎法执法官。“埃文斯先生又算什么？”他孩子和我上的还是一所学校呢。”




"Who was the girl?" Evans asked her. "Come on, Suzy. I can find out anyway."

“那小女孩是谁？”埃文斯问她，“行了，苏西。我反正能查出来的。”




"I wouldn't know," Suzy, the hired girl, said. "It seems like all kinds of people come by here now. I just feel like I'm in a big city.”

“我怎么知道，”这个叫苏西的女佣说，“如今来这边玩的什么人都有。我感觉就跟住在大城市里一样。”




"You don't want to get in any trouble, do you, Suzy?" Evans said.

“你该不会是想要自讨苦吃吧，苏西？”埃文斯说。




"No, sir."

“怎么会呢，先生。”




"I mean it."

“我可是认真的。”




"You don't want to get in any trouble either, do you?" Suzy asked him.

“那你呢，你也不想自讨苦吃吧？”苏西问他。




Out at the barn after they were hitched up the down-state man said, "We didn't do so good, did we?”

他们走到外面的马厩里，套好了车，南边来的人说：“我们没干好啊，是吧？”




"He's loose now," Evans said. "He's got grub and he must have his rifle. But he's still in the area. I can get him. Can you track?”

“这下可让他给跑了，”埃文斯说，“吃的带了，枪也肯定在他身上。不过眼下他肯定还在这一带。我一定会抓到他的。你会不会追踪？”




"No. Not really. Can you?"

“不会。不太会。你呢？”




"In snow," the other warden laughed.

“雪地里还行。”另一个渔猎法执法官笑道。




"But we don't have to track. We have to think out where he'll be.”

“但我们也不一定非要追踪。我们得先想想，他会去哪儿。”




"He didn't load up with all that stuff to go south. He'd just take a little something and head for the railway.”

“他不可能背着那么多东西往南走的。要往南走，他只会带一点儿行李，然后去搭火车。”




"I couldn't tell what was missing from the woodshed. But he had a big pack load from the kitchen. He's heading in somewhere. I got to check on all his habits and his friends and where he used to go. You block him off at Charlevoix and Petoskey and St. Ignace and Sheboygan. Where would you go if you were him?”

“我看不出来柴火棚里少了什么。不过，他从厨房里拿走了一大堆东西。他一定有个目的地。我去问问他那些朋友，他平时都有什么习惯，爱去哪些地方。你可以去沙勒沃伊、佩托斯基、圣伊格纳茨和希博伊根，看看能不能堵到他。如果你是他，你会去哪儿？”




"I'd go to the Upper Peninsula.”

“我会去密西根上半岛。”




"Me, too. He's been up there, too. The ferry is the easiest place to pick him up. But there's an awful big country between here and Sheboygan and he knows that country, too.”

“跟我想的一样。他以前也去过那儿。他要是在渡口，抓他就最方便了。不过，这儿和希博伊根中间离得很远，他对这片又很熟。”




"We better go down and see Packard. We were going to check that today."

“我们还是去帕卡德那儿看看吧。反正今天也是要去的。”




"What's to prevent him going down by East Jordan and Grand Traverse?”

“怎么阻止他南下去坐东约旦到大特拉弗斯的火车？”




"Nothing. But that isn't his country. He'll go some place that he knows.”

“阻止不了。不过那里离他家太远了。他应该会去他熟悉的地方。”




Suzy came out when they were opening the gate in the fence.

苏西出来的时候，他们正打开篱笆门要出去。




"Can I ride down to the store with you? I"ve got to get some groceries.”

“我能搭你们的车去趟杂货店吗？我得去买点东西。”




"What makes you think we're going to the store?”

“你从哪儿看出来我们要去杂货铺的？”




"Yesterday you were talking about going to see Mr. Packard."

“你们昨天说过，要去看看帕卡德先生的。”




"How are you going to get your groceries back?"

“你买了东西怎么拿回来？”




"I guess I can get a lift with somebody on the road or coming up the lake. This is Saturday."

“我或许还能搭个顺风车，路上或者湖边总会有人吧。今天可是周六啊。”




"All right. Climb up," the local warden said.

“好吧。上车吧。”本地的守林员说。




"Thank you, Mr. Evans," Suzy said. At the general store and post office Evans hitched the team at the rack and he and the down-state man stood and talked before they went in.

“谢谢你，埃文斯先生，”苏西说。到了杂货店和邮局，埃文斯把马匹拴在马槽前。进店之前，他跟站在一旁的南边来的人发了会儿牢骚。




"I couldn't say anything with that damned Suzy.”

“我一句话都不想跟那个讨厌的苏西说。”




"Sure."

“没错。”




"Packard's a fine man. There isn't anybody better-liked in this country. You'd never get a conviction on that trout business against him. Nobody's going to scare him and we don't want to antagonize him.”

“帕卡德先生是个好人。这一带谁的人缘都比不上他。你永远都不能就买鳟鱼的事给他定罪。没人能吓得住他，我们可不想跟他对着干。”




"Do you think he'll cooperate?”

“你觉得他会跟我们合作吗？”




"Not if you act rough."

“你要是玩硬的肯定不行。”




"We'll go see him.”

“我们去会会他吧。”




Inside the store Suzy had gone straight through past the glass showcases, the opened barrels, the boxes, the shelves of canned goods, seeing nothing nor anyone until she came to the post office with its lockboxes and its general delivery and stamp window. The window was down and she went straight on to the back of the store. Mr. Packard was opening a packing box with a crowbar. He looked at her and smiled.

这时，苏西已经走进了杂货店。她径直走过了那些玻璃柜台、开了盖的货桶、成堆的纸箱子和满架的罐头食品。她直接穿过了店堂，什么人和物都没放在眼里。她一直走到里面的邮局，里面有很多带锁的信箱，还有个收发邮件兼卖邮票的窗口。见窗口没开，她就直接往杂货铺的后面走去。帕卡德先生正拿着一把撬棍开包装箱呢。他看了看她，露出了微笑。




"Mr. John," the hired girl said, speaking very fast. "There's two wardens coming in that's after Nickie. He cleared out last night and his kid sister's gone with him. Don't let on about that. His mother knows it and it's all right. Anyhow she isn't going to say anything.”

“约翰先生，”女佣急匆匆地说，“有两个守林员要到店里来，他们想抓尼基。他昨晚就跑了，他妹妹也跟他走了。这事你可得保密。他妈妈已经知道了，她那边问题不大。不管怎么说，她应该不会说出去。”




"Did he take all your groceries?"

“他是不是把家里的吃的都拿走了？”




"Most of them."

“差不多吧。”




"You pick out what you need and make a list and I'll check it over with you.”

“你缺什么，只管去挑，给我开张单子，回头我再跟你对一下。”




"They're coming in now.”

“他们快要进来了。”




"You go out the back and come in the front again. I'll go and talk to them.”

“你从后门出去，再从前门进来。我来对付他们。”




Suzy walked around the long frame building and climbed the front steps again. This time she noticed everything as she came in. She knew the Indians who had brought in the baskets and she knew the two Indian boys who were looking at the fishing tackle in the first showcases on the left. She knew all the patent medicines in the next case and who usually bought them. She had clerked one summer in the store and she knew what the penciled code letters and numbers meant that were on the cardboard boxes that held shoes, winter overshoes, wool socks, mittens, caps and sweaters. She knew what the baskets were worth that the Indians had brought in and that it was too late in the season for them to bring a good price.

苏西绕过这座长长的木板房，又从前门的台阶爬了上来。这回她进了店门，注意到了里面的一切。她认出了那个送篮子来的印第安人；靠着左手边第一个柜台看钓鱼用具的那两个印第安男孩她也认识。旁边柜台里摆的所有成药她都知道，常来买药的客人她也都认识。有一年暑假，她曾经来店里干过活，所以知道那些硬纸箱子上用铅笔写的代号和数字都是什么意思。箱子里装着鞋、冬天穿的套鞋、羊毛短袜、手套、帽子和套头衫。她知道印第安人带来的几只篮子能值多少钱，也知道眼下已经过了能卖出好价钱的时节。




"Why did you bring them in so late, Mrs. Tabeshaw?" she asked.

“你怎么到现在才把篮子送来啊，塔博肖太太？”她问道。




"Too much fun Fourth of July," the Indian woman laughed.

“国庆节玩得太开心了，就忘了拿过来。”那印第安妇女笑道。




"How's Billy?" Suzy asked.

“比利最近怎么样？”苏西问。




"I don't know, Suzy. I no see him four weeks now.”

“我也不清楚，苏西。我四个星期没见着他了。”




"Why don't you take them down to the hotel and try to sell them to the resorters?" Suzy said.

“你为什么不把篮子拿到旅馆那儿去卖给游客呢？”苏西问。




"Maybe," Mrs. Tabeshaw said. "I took once."

“也许可以吧，”塔博肖太太说，“我去那儿卖过一次，”




"You ought to take them every day."

“你应该天天去。”




"Long walk," Mrs. Tabeshaw said.

“那儿走得太远了。”塔博肖太太说。




While Suzy was talking to the people she knew and making a list of what she needed for the house the two wardens were in the back of the store with Mr. John Packard. Mr. John had gray-blue eyes and dark hair and a dark mustache and he always looked as though he had wandered into a general store by mistake. He had been away from northern Michigan once for eighteen years when he was a young man and he looked more like a peace officer or an honest gambler than a storekeeper. He had owned good saloons in his time and run them well. But when the country had been lumbered off he had stayed and bought farming land. Finally when the county had gone local option he had bought this store. He already owned the hotel. But he said he didn't like a hotel without a bar and so he almost never went near it. Mrs. Packard ran the hotel. She was more ambitious than Mr. John and Mr. John said he didn't want to waste time with people who had enough money to take a vacation anywhere in the country they wanted and then came to a hotel without a bar and spent their time sitting on the porch in rocking chairs. He called the resorters "change-of-lifers" and he made fun of them to Mrs. Packard but she loved him and never minded when he teased her. "I don't mind if you call them change-of-lifers," she told him one night in bed. "I had the damn thing but I'm still all the woman you can handle, aren't I?”

就在苏西一边和熟人聊着天，一边看东家需要什么，写购物单的时候，那两个渔猎法执法官在杂货店的后面找到了约翰·帕卡德先生。约翰先生长着一双青灰色的眼睛，留着一头黑发，两撇黑色八字胡。光看他的样子，你会以为他一定是误打误撞才进了这家杂货店。他在年轻时曾经离开过密歇根州的北部，而且一走就是十八年。他看上去根本不像个开杂货店的，倒像个治安官，或者说像个爽快的赌徒。早些年，他开过几家不错的酒馆，生意做得顺风顺水。等到后来这一片的林子都砍光了，他就买了块农田留了下来。再后来，县里搞了地方选择权，他就盘下了这个杂货店。那时他已经有一家旅馆了。但他说自己不喜欢没有酒吧的旅馆，所以几乎从来不去那里。旅馆就由他太太经营。比起帕卡德先生，她夫人野心大多了。帕卡德先生说过，他不想在那些顾客身上浪费时间，那些人有的是钱，想去哪里度假就能去哪里，可他们偏偏要呆在一家连酒吧都没有的旅馆里，整天傻坐在走廊的摇椅上，一晃就是一天。他管那些游客叫“更年期人群”，总在帕卡德夫人面前拿他们开玩笑。好在帕卡德夫人横竖都爱着自己的丈夫，不管他怎么取笑她，她都不介意。“你要叫他们‘更年期人群’就叫吧，我不在乎。”有天晚上睡觉前，她告诉他，“就算我再有本事，这世上也就我一个女人能听你的话，不是吗？”




She liked the resorters because some of them brought culture and Mr. John said she loved culture like a lumberjack loved Peerless, the great chewing tobacco. He really respected her love of culture because she said she loved it just like he loved good bonded whiskey and she said, "Packard, you don't have to care about culture. I won't bother you with it. But it makes me feel wonderful.”

她喜欢这些游客，因为他们能带来文明的气息。约翰先生说她对文明的痴迷就像伐木工人痴迷皮尔利斯牌口嚼烟草一样。帕卡德先生很尊重太太对文明的热爱。因为她说过，她热爱文明就像他喜欢陈年威士忌一样，她还说：“帕卡德，你文不文明我不管。我也不强求你怎么样。可文明就是让我感觉很好。”




Mr. John said she could have culture until hell wouldn't hold it just so long as he never had to go to a Chautauqua or a Self-Betterment Course. He had been to camp meetings and a revival but he had never been to a Chautauqua. He said a camp meeting or a revival was bad enough but at least there was some sexual intercourse afterwards by those who got really aroused although he never knew anyone to pay their bills after a camp meeting or a revival. Mrs. Packard, he told Nick Adams, would get worried about the salvation of his immortal soul after she had been to a big revival by somebody like Gypsy Smith, that great evangelist, but finally it would turn out that he, Packard, looked like Gypsy Smith and everything would be fine finally. But a Chautauqua was something strange. Culture maybe was better than religion, Mr. John thought. But it was a cold proposition. Still they were crazy for it. He could see it was more than a fad, though.

约翰先生说，她要怎么折腾随她去，天塌下来他也不管，只要别叫他去什么肖托夸会夏季教育集会或是什么自我进修班之类的就行。他参加过一些露天聚会，还参加过一个奋兴布道会，不过还从来没去过肖托夸夏季教育集会。他说露天聚会和奋兴布道会糟透了，但最后，至少那些被真正唤起兴致的人们便会云雨一番。不管是露天聚会也好，还是奋兴布道会也罢，他都没见过谁在会后付钱。他告诉尼克·亚当斯说，他太太每次去参加吉普赛·史密斯那样的著名传教士主持的大型复兴会，回来之后都会担心自己丈夫的灵魂得不到救赎。不过最后，她发现帕卡德先生跟吉普赛·史密斯长得很像，所以最后一切总能不了了之。可是肖托夸夏季教育集会这种东西就不一样了。约翰先生心想，文明总比宗教强些吧。但这只是他自己的客观判断。他们仍然为之疯狂。不过，他看得出来，这不是一时的头脑发热。




"It's sure got a hold on them," he had told Nick Adams. "It must be sort of like the Holy Rollers only in the brain. You study it sometime and tell me what you think. You going to be a writer you ought to get in on it early. Don't let them get too far ahead of you.”

“这玩意儿还真是让他们着了魔，”他这么跟尼克·亚当斯说过，“肯定跟那种‘摇喊’教派成员似的，不过他们只是在脑子里大喊。你时间就去研究一下，然后跟我说说你怎么想的。既然你想当个作家，就应该早些学着体会这些东西。太晚了就跟不上形势了。”




Mr. John liked Nick Adams because he said he had original sin. Nick did not understand this but he was proud.

约翰先生喜欢尼克·亚当斯，因为尼克说自己有原罪。虽然尼克还不太懂这是什么意思，但他为此感到骄傲。




"You're going to have things to repent, boy," Mr. John had told Nick. "That's one of the best things there is. You can always decide whether to repent them or not. But the thing is to have them.”

“孩子，总会有些事让你后悔莫及的，”约翰先生告诉尼克，“但那也是人生最美好的一部分。忏悔不忏悔，一直都是你自己说了算。但问题是你得有值得忏悔的事。”




"I don't want to do anything bad," Nick had said.

“我不想干坏事。”尼克说。




"I don't want you to," Mr. John had said. "But you're alive and you're going to do things. Don't you lie and don't you steal. Everybody has to lie. But you pick out somebody you never lie to.”

“我也不想让你去干坏事，”约翰先生说，“可是人活着总得做事。记住，不要撒谎，也别偷东西。每个人都会撒谎。不过你得选出一些人，你永远也不能对他们撒谎。”




"I'll pick out you.”

“你选你。”




"That's right. Don't you ever lie to me no matter what and I won't lie to you.”

“这就对了。无论如何都别骗我，我也不会骗你的。”




"I'll try," Nick had said.

“我尽量。”尼克说。




"That isn't it," Mr. John said. "It has to be absolute."

“那可不行，”约翰先生说，“你得保证。”




"All right," Nick said. "I'll never lie to you.”

“好吧，”尼克说，“我保证不对你撒谎。”




"What became of your girl?"

“你的那个姑娘怎么样了？”




"Somebody said she was working up at the Soo."

“有人说她在苏河那儿干活。”




"She was a beautiful girl and I always liked her," Mr. John had said.

“她挺漂亮，我一直都很喜欢她。”约翰先生接着说。




"So did I," Nick said.

“我也是。”尼克说。




"Try and not feel too bad about it."

“想开点儿，别太难过了。”




"I can't help it," Nick said. "None of it was her fault. She's just built that way. If I ran into her again 1 guess I'd get mixed up with her again.”

“我没法不难过，”尼克说，“她一点儿错都没有。她就是那样的人。如果我再碰到她，我想我还是会跟她好的。”




"Maybe not."

“那可不一定。”




"Maybe too. I'd try not to.”

“我觉得会。我会尽量克制自己的。”




Mr. John was thinking about Nick when he went out to the back counter where the two men were waiting for him. He looked them over as he stood there and he didn't like either of them. He had always disliked the local man Evans and had no respect for him but he sensed that the down-state man was dangerous. He had not analyzed it yet but he saw the man had very flat eyes and a mouth that was tighter than a simple tobacco chewer's mouth needed to be. He had a real elk's tooth too on his watch chain. It was a really fine tusk from about a five-year-old bull. It was a beautiful tusk and Mr. John looked at it again and at the over-large bulge the man's shoulder holster made under his coat.

约翰先生一边想着尼克，一边朝后面的柜台走过去，那两个渔猎法执法官正在那里等着他。他站在那里上下打量了他们一番，觉得哪个都不顺眼。对于那个本地人埃文斯，他从来就没什么好感，更谈不上什么尊敬。不过，那个南边来的人看起来绝非善类。他没有时间细细分析，但可以看到这个男人长着扁平的双眼，嘴唇抿得严丝合缝，就算是一般嚼烟叶的人也不需要抿得这么紧。他的怀表链子上也挂着一枚真正的驼鹿牙齿。这颗鹿齿确实漂亮，大概是从一头五岁大的驼鹿嘴里拔下来的。好棒的鹿齿，约翰先生又看了一眼，然后看到他外套鼓出来好大一块，那是他外套里面的肩枪套。




"Did you kill that bull with that cannon you're carrying around under your arm?" Mr. John asked the down-state man.

“你是用胳膊下的这把枪打死了那只驼鹿吗？”约翰先生问那个南边来的人。




The down-state man looked at Mr. John unappreciatively.

南边来的渔猎法执法官不高兴地看了他一眼。




"No," he said. "I killed that bull out in the thoroughfare country in Wyoming with a Winchester 45-70.”

“不是，”他回答说，“那头鹿是我在怀俄明州的乡村大道是上打到的，用的是温彻斯特45-70式长枪。”




"You're a big-gun man, eh?" Mr. John said. He looked under the counter. "Have big feet, too. Do you need that big a cannon when you go out hunting kids?"

“你还真是个长枪手啊？”约翰先生说。他朝柜台下面望了望。“脚也不小。就来抓几个孩子，犯得着带这么大的枪吗？”




"What do you mean, kids," the down-state man said. He was one ahead.

“你说几个孩子是什么意思？”南边来的人问。他决定先发制人。




"I mean the kid you're looking for.”

“我指的是你正在找的那个孩子。”




"You said kids," the down-state man said.

“你明明说了几个。 ”南边来的人说。




Mr. John moved in. It was necessary. "What's Evans carry when he goes after a boy who's licked his own boy twice? You must be heavily armed, Evans. That boy could lick you, too.”

约翰先生走上前来。必须这样做。“埃文斯带了什么家伙去抓那个孩子？他家孩子可是被他揍了两次。你肯定是装备精良啊，埃文斯。你知道，那孩子可能也会把你揍一顿的。”




"Why don't you produce him and we could try it," Evans said.

“你为什么不把他交出来，我们就能试试看了。”埃文斯说。




"You said kids, Mr. Jackson," the down-state man said. "What made you say that?"

“你明明说了几个，杰克逊先生，”南边来的人说，“你为什么会这么说？”




"Looking at you, you cock-sucker," Mr. John said. "You splayfooted bastard."

“瞧瞧你那德性，你个狗杂种，”约翰先生说，“你这个走路外八字的狗杂种。”




"Why don't you come out from behind that counter if you want to talk like that?" the down-state man said.

“你有种这么说，干嘛还躲在柜台后面不出来？”南边来的人说。




"You're talking to the United States Postmaster," Mr. John said. "You're talking without witnesses except for Turd-Face Evans. I suppose you know why they call him Turd-Face. You can figure it out. You're a detective.”

“你们在和美利坚合众国的邮政局长对话，”约翰先生说，“你说这话的时候，只有粪块脸埃文斯给你作证。我猜你应该知道为什么大家叫他‘粪块脸’吧。你会弄明白的。你可是个侦探啊。”




He was happy now. He had drawn the attack and he felt now as he used to feel in the old days before he made a living from feeding and bedding resorters who rocked in rustic chairs on the front porch of his hotel while they looked out over the lake.

这会儿他心满意足了。他成功地击退了对方的进攻，心里乐开了花。过去他也总能这么开心，可惜后来，他就得靠伺候游客们饮食起居谋生，任由他们一边坐在旅馆前廊的粗木摇椅上晃荡，一边远眺湖面的风光。




"Listen, Splayfoot, I remember you very well now. Don't you remember me, Splayzey?”

“听着，外八字，我现在彻底想起来你是谁了。你不记得我了吗，八脚怪？”




The down-state man looked at him. But he did not remember him.

南边来的人看着他。但他什么都想不起来。




"I remember you in Cheyenne the day Tom Horn was hanged," Mr. John told him. "You were one of the ones that framed him with promises from the association. Do you remember now? Who owned the saloon in Medicine Bow when you worked for the people that gave it to Tom? Is that why you ended up doing what you're doing? Haven't you got any memory?”

“汤姆·霍恩被绞死的那天，我在夏延见过你，”约翰说，“你收了协会给你的好处，和其他人一起诬陷他。现在你记起来了吧？你帮着他们害汤姆的时候，在梅迪辛博的酒吧老板是谁？正是这个原因，你今天才沦落到干这一行吧？你真的什么都不记得了？”




"When did you come back here?"

“你是什么时候回来的？”




"Two years after they dropped Tom."

“汤姆的案子结案两年后。”




"I'll be goddamned.”

“真是活见鬼。”




"Do you remember when I gave you that bull tusk when we were packing out from Greybull?"

“你还记得我们打好包要离开格雷伯尔之前，我把那颗鹿齿送给了你吗？”




"Sure. Listen, Jim, I got to get this kid."

“当然记得。听着，吉姆，我必须抓到这个孩子。”




"My name's John," Mr. John said. "John Packard. Come on in back and have a drink. You want to get to know this other character. His name is Crut-Face Evans. We used to call him Turd-Face. I just changed it now out of kindness.”"Mr. John," said Mr. Evans. "Why don't you be friendly and cooperative.”

“我不叫吉姆，我叫约翰，”约翰先生说，“约翰·帕卡德。来，我们一起到后面喝一杯。我给你介绍一下这位先生。他叫‘煤渣脸’埃文斯。以前我们都叫他‘粪块脸’。我现在这么叫他是为了给他点儿面子。”“约翰先生，”埃文斯先生说，“你为什么不客气点儿，帮我们一把呢。”




"I just changed your name, didn't I?" said Mr. John. "What kind of cooperation do you boys want?"

“我都改口叫你煤渣脸了，还不客气？”约翰先生说，“兄弟，你们想让我怎么帮忙？”




In the back of the store Mr. John took a bottle off a low shelf in the corner and handed it to the down-state man.

到了里屋，约翰先生从角落里的低货架上取出一瓶酒，交给了那个南边来的人。




"Drink up, Splayzey," he said. "You look like you need it."

“痛快喝吧，八字脚，”他说，“你看上去真的需要喝一杯。”




They each took a drink and then Mr. John asked, "What are you after this kid for?"

他们一人喝了一杯，接着约翰先生问道：“你们为什么要抓这个孩子？”




"Violation of the game laws," the down-state man said.

“他违反了狩猎法。”南边来的人说。




"What particular violation?"

“到底怎么回事？”




"He killed a buck deer the twelfth of last month."

“上个月十二号，他打死了一头雄鹿。”




"Two men with guns out after a boy because he killed a deer the twelfth of last month," Mr. John said.

“你们两个大男人带着枪到处追一个孩子，就因为他上个月十二号打死了一头鹿。”约翰先生说。




"There've been other violations.”

“还有其他罪行。”




"But this is the one you've got proof of.”

“但只有这一样你们有证据。”




"That's about it.”

“差不多吧。”




"What were the other violations?"

“除了这头鹿，还有什么？”




"Plenty."

“多了去了。”




"But you haven't got proof.”

“但你们又没有证据。”




"I didn't say that," Evans said. "But we've got proof on this.”

“这我可没说，”埃文斯说，“但这件事是铁证如山。”




"And the date was the twelfth?"

“是上个月十二号的事？”




"That's right," said Evans.

“没错。”埃文斯说。




"Why don't you ask some questions instead of answering them?" the down-state man said to his partner. Mr. John laughed. "Let him alone, Splayzey," he said. "I like to see that great brain work."

“你怎么老让他问你问题，而不问他？”南边来的人跟他的搭档说。约翰先生笑了。“别管他，外八字，”他说，“我倒想看看他这颗聪明的脑袋是怎么工作的。”




"How well do you know the boy?" the down-state man asked.

“你对那个孩子了解多少？”南边来的人问。




"Pretty well."

“相当了解。”




"Ever do any business with him?"

“你跟他做过交易吗？”




"He buys a little stuff here once in a while. Pays cash."

“他有时会来买点儿东西。都是现钞结账。”




"Do you have any idea where he'd head for?”

“你知不知道他会去哪儿？”




"He's got folks in Oklahoma.”

“他在俄克拉何马州有亲戚。”




"When did you see him last?" Evans asked.

“你上次见他是什么时候？”埃文斯问。




"Come on, Evans," the down-state man said. "You're wasting our time. Thanks for the drink. Jim.”

“行了行了，埃文斯，”南边来的人说，“你这是在浪费时间。谢谢你请我们喝酒，吉姆。”




"John," Mr. John said. "What's your name, Splayzey?”

“我叫约翰，”约翰先生说，“你叫什么名字，八字脚？”




"Porter. Henry J. Porter."

“波特。亨利·J·波特。”




"Splayzey, you're not going to do any shooting at that boy.”

“八字脚，你可千万不能朝那孩子开枪啊。”




"I'm going to bring him in.”

“我会把他带回来的。”




"You always were a murderous bastard."

“你一向是个杀人不眨眼的杂种。”




"Come on, Evans," the down-state man said. "We're wasting time in here.”

“走吧，埃文斯，”南边来的人说，“别在这儿浪费时间了。”




"You remember what I said about the shooting." Mr. John said very quietly.

“记住我的话，千万别开枪。”约翰先生非常小声地说。




"I heard you," the down-state man said.

“知道啦。”南边来的人说。




The two men went out through the store and unhitched their light wagon and drove off. Mr. John watched them go up the road. Evans was driving and the down-state man was talking to him. "Henry J. Porter," Mr. John thought. "The only name I can remember for him is Splayzey. He had such big feet he had to have made-to-order boots. Splayfoot they called him. Then Splayzey. It was his tracks by the spring where that Nester's boy was shot that they hung Tom for. Splayzey. Splayzey what? Maybe I never did know. Splayfoot Splayzey. Splayfoot Porter? No, it wasn't Porter.”

这两个人走出杂货店，解开马缰绳，赶着轻便马车离开了。约翰先生目送着他们在路上越走越远。赶车的是埃文斯，南边来的人在跟他说着些什么。“什么亨利·J. 波特，”约翰先生心想，“我就记得他叫八脚怪。脚那么大，靴子都得定做。大家都叫他八字脚。后来就叫八脚怪。内斯特家的儿子被枪打死在泉边，泉边就是他的脚印，但汤姆却为此送了命。八脚怪。八脚怪什么来着？或许我压根儿就不知道。八字脚八脚怪。八脚怪波特？不，肯定不叫波特。”




"I'm sorry about those baskets, Mrs. Tabeshaw," he said. "It's too late in the season now and they don't carry over. But if you'd be patient with them down at the hotel you'd get rid of them.”"You buy them, sell at the hotel," Mrs. Tabeshaw suggested.

“对不起，我不能要这些篮子，塔博肖太太，”他说，“今年已经过季了，又不能留到明年再卖。不过要是您有耐心，可以拿到旅馆那儿去卖，肯定会有游客买的。”“还是你买了再卖给游客吧。”塔博肖太太出了个主意。




"No. They'd buy them better from you," Mr. John told her, "You're a fine looking woman.”"Long time ago," Mrs. Tabeshaw said.

“不。您自己卖更合适，”约翰说，“您长得这么漂亮。”“那是以前了。”塔博肖太太说。




"Suzy, I'd like to see you," Mr. John said.

“苏西，我有话跟你说。”约翰先生说。




In the back of the store he said, "Tell me about it."

一到里屋，他就问：“说说看，怎么回事？”




"I told you already. They came for Nickie and they waited for him to come home. His youngest sister let him know they were waiting for him. When they were sleeping drunk Nickie got his stuff and pulled out. He's got grub for two weeks easy and he's got his rifle and young Littless went with him.”"Why did she go?"

“我已经跟您说了。他们是来抓尼基的，一直等着他回家。好在他的小妹妹给他通风报信。趁他们喝醉睡得昏天黑地的时候，尼基拿了些吃的就跑了。他带的东西够吃两个星期，还拿了一把步枪，他的妹妹也跟他走了。”“她去干嘛？”




"I don't know, Mr. John. I guess she wanted to look after him and keep him from doing anything bad. You know him.”"You live up by Evans's. How much do you think he knows about the country Nick uses?”"All he can. But I don't know how much,”"Where do you think they went?"

“我也不知道，约翰先生。我猜她是想去照顾他，顺便看着他，不让他干坏事。他的脾气你是知道的。”“你家离埃文斯家很近。依你看，他对尼克常去的地方了解多少？”“能打听的他都打听到了。至于他知道多少，我也不清楚。”“你觉得他们去哪儿了？”




"I wouldn't know, Mr. John. Nickie knows a lot of country.”

“我也说不好，约翰先生。尼基去过不少地方。”




"That man with Evans is no good. He's really bad.”

“那个跟埃文斯一起的男人可不是好东西。绝对是个坏家伙。”




"He isn't very smart.”

“他不怎么聪明。”




"He's smarter than he acts. The booze has him down. But he's smart and he's bad. I used to know him.”

“那是表面上，其实他本人可精了。他是喝多了才会看起来蔫蔫的。他这个人可精了，特别坏。我以前认识他。”




"What do you want me to do?"

“您想让我怎么做？”




"Nothing, Suzy. Let me know about anything."

“没什么，苏西。随时向我通报就行。”




"I'll add up my stuff, Mr. John, and you can check it.”

“约翰先生，等我把帐算好了，您核对一下。”




"How are you going home?"

“你呆会儿怎么回去？”




"I can get the boat up to Henry's Dock and then get a rowboat from the cottage and row down and get the stuff. Mr. John, what will they do with Nickie?”"That's what I'm worried about.”

“我打算坐船到亨利家的码头，再从木屋里弄一条小船出来，划到码头那儿，把东西搬回去。约翰先生，他们会拿尼基怎么样啊？”“我也正担心这个呢。”




"They were talking about getting him put in the reform school."

“他们说什么要把他送到教养学校去。”




"I wish he hadn't killed that buck.”

“要是他没打死那头雄鹿就好了。”




"So does he. He told me he was reading in a book about how you could crease something with a bullet and it wouldn't do any harm. It would just stun it and Nickie wanted to try it. He said it was a damn fool thing to do. But he wanted to try it. Then he hit the buck and broke its neck. He felt awful about it. He felt awful about trying to crease it in the first place.”

“他也后悔呢。他跟我说，他在书里看到，说什么只要枪法准，可以只擦伤点儿皮，要不了命。说是可以把鹿吓晕，但不会伤到它，尼基想看看这是不是真的。他自己也说这想法白痴透顶。可他还是想试试。他就开了一枪，结果把那头鹿的脖子打断了。他都难过死了。他觉得自己一开始想试着只伤皮肉的做法简直糟糕透了。”




"I know."

“原来是这样。”




"Then it must have been Evans found the meat where he had it hung up in the old springhouse. Anyway somebody took it."

“他把鹿肉挂在旧冷藏间里，后来肉没了，准是让埃文斯发现后拿走了。反正，有人把肉拿走了。”




"Who could have told Evans?"

“那是谁告诉埃文斯的呢？”




"I think it was just that boy of his found it. He trails around after Nick all the time. You never see him. He could have seen Nickie kill the buck. That boy's no good, Mr. John. But he sure can trail around after anybody. He's liable to be in this room right now.”"No," said Mr. John. "But he could be listening outside."

“我看八成是他儿子发现的鹿肉。他总跟在尼克后面，鬼鬼祟祟的。你都不知道他跟着你。可能他还看见尼基打死那头鹿了。那小子也不是什么好东西，约翰先生。不过，他盯起稍来真是一把好手。说不定他这会儿就藏在这屋里呢。”“不可能的，”约翰先生说，“不过躲在外面偷听倒是有可能。”




"I think he's after Nick by now," the girl said.

“我看他现在跟踪尼克去了。”女佣说。




"Did you hear them say anything about him at the house?"

“你有没有听见他们昨晚说起他什么？”




"They never mentioned him," Suzy said.

“没有，他们从来没提过他。”苏西说。




"Evans must have left him home to do the chores. I don't think we have worry about him till they get home to Evans's.”"I can row up the lake to home this afternoon and get one of our kids let me know if Evans hires anyone to do the chores. That will mean he's turned that boy loose.”"Both the men are too old to trail anybody."

“埃文斯准是把他留在家里干杂活呢。我想在他们回埃文斯家之前，我们都不用操心他了。”“今天下午，我可以划船回去，派一个孩子去打听一下埃文斯家里有没有雇人干活。如果他雇了人，就说明他让那个孩子外出了。”“两个家伙都太老了，没法跟踪别人了。”




"But that boy's terrible, Mr. John, and he knows too much about Nickie and where he would go. He'd find them and then bring the men up to them.”

“可那小子厉害得很呢，约翰先生。他对尼基的情况了解得一清二楚，连他会去哪儿都有数。他会找到兄妹俩，再带着其他人去抓他们。”




"Come in back of the post office," Mr. John said.

“来，到邮局里面来。”约翰先生说。




Back of the filing slits and the lockboxes and the registry book and the flat stamp books in place along with the cancellation stamps and their pads, with the General Delivery window down, so that Suzy felt again the glory of office that had been hers when she had helped out in the store, Mr. John said, "Where do you think they went, Suzy?"

呆在这许多放信件的文件袋、带锁的信箱、登记簿和大本邮票簿，以及盖销邮票和印台的后面，再把收发邮件的窗口一关，苏西又重温了那种在邮局帮工时的自豪感。他们一进到后面，约翰先生就问：“你觉得他们会去哪儿，苏西？”




"I wouldn't know, true. Somewhere not too far or he wouldn't take Littless. Somewhere that's really good or he wouldn't take her. They know about the trout for trout dinners, too, Mr. John.”

“我说不好，真的。肯定不太远，否则他不会让他妹妹跟着。而且肯定是个不错的地方，否则他也不会带她去。那些人肯定也知道他钓鳟鱼卖给旅馆做菜的事，约翰先生。”




"That boy?"

“你是说埃文斯家的小子？”




"Sure."

“是。”




"Maybe we better do something about the Evans boy."

“我们最好想个办法对付他。”




"I'd kill him. I'm pretty sure that's why Littless went along. So Nickie wouldn't kill him.”

“我真恨不得杀了他。小妹要跟着她哥哥去，肯定也是因为这个。她怕尼基杀了那小子，所以要去看着他。”




"You fix it up so we keep track of them."

“你去想想办法，好让我们能联系上他们。”




"I will. But you have to think out something, Mr. John. Mrs. Adams, she's just broke down. She just gets a sick headache like always. Here. You better take this letter.”

“我会的。可是你也得想想办法啊，约翰先生。亚当斯夫人已经垮了。她又开始犯头痛恶心的老毛病了。给，这封信你拿去吧。”




"You drop it in the box," Mr. John said. "That's United States mail.”

“你把信扔到邮箱里去，”约翰先生说，“这是交给邮局的。”




"I wanted to kill them both last night when they were asleep."

“昨晚他们睡着时，我就想动手杀了他们。”




"No," Mr. John told her. "Don't talk that way and don't think that way.”

“那可不行，”约翰先生对她说，“别总把杀人挂在嘴边上，也别起杀人的念头。”




"Didn't you ever want to kill anybody, Mr. John?”

“你难道就从来没有想过杀人吗，约翰先生？”




"Yes. But it's wrong and it doesn't work out.”

“当然想过。但杀人是不对的，也解决不了什么问题。”




"My father killed a man."

“我父亲以前杀过人。”




"It didn't do him any good.”

“这可没给他带来什么好处。”




"He couldn't help it.”

“但他实在忍不住啊。”




"You have to learn to help it," Mr. John said. "You get along now, Suzy."

“你得学着沉住气，”约翰先生说，“你该走了，苏西。”




"I'll see you tonight or in the morning," Suzy said. "I wish I still worked here, Mr. John."

“今天晚上或明天早上，我会再来看你的，”苏西说，“我要是还在这儿干活多好啊，约翰先生。”




"So do I, Suzy. But Mrs. Packard doesn't see it that way.”

“我也巴不得你没走，苏西。可是帕卡德太太不这么想。”




"I know," said Suzy. "That's the way everything is.”

“我都明白，”苏西说，“好多事都没法如愿的。”




Nick and his sister were lying on a browse bed under a lean-to that they had built together on the edge of the hemlock forest looking out over the slope of the hill to the cedar swamp and the blue hills beyond.

尼克和妹妹躺在嫩草垫子上，上面还有个斜斜的披棚，是兄妹俩一起搭的。他们就睡在铁杉林边上，前边的山坡下是雪松沼泽地，再远处是藏青色的山脉。




"If it isn't comfortable, Littless, we can put in some more balsam on that hemlock. We'll be tired tonight and this will do. But we can fix it up really good tomorrow.”

“小妹，要是你觉着不舒服，我们还可以多弄些胶枞树枝散落在那棵铁杉树上。今天晚上太累了，先将就一晚吧。不过明天早上可以好好收拾一下。”




"It feels lovely," his sister said. "Lie loose and really feel it, Nickie."

“已经很舒服了，”妹妹说，“全身放松地躺在这儿，真是舒服啊，尼基。”




"It's a pretty good camp," Nick said. "And it doesn't show. We'll only use little fires.”

“这个地方真不错，”尼克说，“而且一点都不显眼。我们把火堆弄小点。”




"Would a fire show across to the hills?"

“在对面的山上能看到这里的火堆吗？”




"It might," Nick said. "A fire shows a long way at night. But I'll stake out a blanket behind it. That way it won't show.”"Nickie, wouldn't it be nice if there wasn't anyone after us and we were just here for fun?”

“有可能，”尼克说，“夜里天黑，老远都能看得到。不过我可以用木桩撑着毯子，把火光挡住。那样就没人看得到了。”“尼基，如果后面没有追兵，我们只是来玩，该有多好啊？”




"Don't start thinking that way so soon," Nick said. "We just started. Anyway if we were just here for fun we wouldn't be here.”"I'm sorry, Nickie.”

“先别这样想，”尼克说，“我们的逃亡才刚刚开始呢。无论如何，要是只是为了好玩的话，我们也不会来这儿了。”“对不起，尼基。”




"You don't need to be," Nick told her. "Look, Littless, I'm going down to get a few trout for supper.”

“你没说错什么，”尼克说，“听着，小妹，我现在要下去抓几条鳟鱼当晚饭。”




"Can I come?"

“我能跟你一起去吗？”




"No. You stay here and rest. You had a tough day. You read a while or just be quiet.""It was tough in the slashings, wasn't it? I thought it was really hard. Did I do all right?”

“不行。你呆在这儿歇一会儿。你今天也够累的了。你要么看会儿书，要么就安安静静歇一会儿。”“那些枝杈遍地的林中空地还真是挺难走的，是吧？我觉得那地真不好走。我做得还行吧？”




"You did wonderfully and you were wonderful making camp. But you take it easy now."

“你干得太棒了，搭帐篷也是一把好手。不过，你现在还是得好好休息一下。”




"Have we got a name for this camp?"

“我们给这个披棚取个名字吧？”




"Let's call it Camp Number One," Nick said.

“就叫‘一号棚’吧。”尼克说。




He went down the hill toward the creek and when he had come almost to the bank he stopped and cut himself a willow stick about four feet long and trimmed it, leaving the bark on. He could see the clear fast water of the stream. It was narrow and deep and the banks were mossy here before the stream entered the swamp. The dark clear water flowed fast and its rushing made bulges on the surface. Nick did not go close to it as he knew it flowed under the banks and he did not want to frighten a fish by walking on the bank.

他下了山坡，朝小溪走去。快到溪边时，他停了下来，砍了一根大约四英尺长的柳树枝，修剪了一下，但没剥树皮。眼前湍急的溪水清澈透明。溪流不宽，却很深；岸上长满了青苔。溪水向前汇入了 沼泽地中。深色的溪水清澈见底，飞快地流淌着，在水面上激起一朵朵浪花。尼克没有凑近，他知道岸边下面也有溪水，他可不想走上去惊动了水里的鱼。




There must be quite a few up here in the open now, he thought. It's pretty late in the summer.

他心想，这会儿溪流上游的中间肯定就有不少鱼。此时，夏天已经快过完了。




He took a coil of silk line out of a tobacco pouch he carried in the left breast pocket of his shirt and cut a length that was not quite as long as the willow stick and fastened it to the tip where he had notched it lightly. Then he fastened on a hook that he took from the pouch; then holding the shank of the hook he tested the pull of the line and the bend of the willow. He laid his rod down now and went back to where the trunk of a small birch tree, dead for several years, lay on its side in the grove of birches that bordered the cedars by the stream. He rolled the log over and found several earthworms under it. They were not big. But they were red and lively and he put them in a flat round tin with holes punched in the top that had once held Copenhagen snuff. He put some dirt over them and rolled the log back. This was the third year he had found bait at this same place and he had always replaced the log so that it was as he had found it. Nobody knows how big this creek is, he thought. It picks up an awful volume of water in that bad swamp up above. Now he looked up the creek and down it and up the hill to the hemlock forest where the camp was. Then he walked to where he had left the pole with the line and the hook and baited the hook carefully and spat on it for good luck. Holding the pole and the line with the baited hook in his right hand he walked very carefully and gently toward the bank of the narrow, heavy-flowing stream.

他伸手从衬衫左胸口袋里掏出一个烟草袋，拿出一卷丝线，比着柳树枝的长度割了一段。他把线系在树枝尖儿上一个挖好的浅槽里。然后，他从烟草袋里拿出一只钩子系在丝线上，又捏住钩子的柄试了试丝线的拉力，以及柳枝的弯曲度。做完这些，他把柳枝搁在地上，又回到溪边雪松林旁边的小白桦林里，那里有棵枯死了好几年的小白桦树，树干倒在地上。他把枯树干翻了过去，在树下发现了几条蚯蚓。蚯蚓都不大。但这些蚯蚓都遍体通红，充满活力。他把蚯蚓扔到了一个扁圆形铁皮罐头里，盖上被他扎了好多个小孔；那罐头原料是装哥本哈根鼻烟的。他往蚯蚓身上撒了些泥土，又把树干翻了回去。他之前两年也在这里找到过鱼饵，每次他都会把树干照原样放好。他心想，估计没人知道这条小溪有多大。上游还有一片难闻的沼泽地，溪流的大部分水源都来自那里。他朝小溪的两头看了看，又抬眼望了望山上的铁杉林，他们今晚就住在那里。随后，他拿着钓线和鱼钩回到放柳枝的地方，小心地把蚯蚓穿在鱼钩上，又冲上面吐了口吐沫，博个好彩头。他右手拿着柳枝、钓线和穿好了饵的鱼钩，小心翼翼地放轻脚步，朝狭窄而湍急的溪流岸边走去。




It was so narrow here that his willow pole would have spanned it and as he came close to the bank he heard the turbulent rush of the water. He stopped by the bank, out of sight of anything in the stream, and took two lead shot, split down one side, out of the tobacco pouch and bent them on the line about a foot above the hook, clinching them with his teeth.

这一段溪流很窄，一挥竿应该就能把钩甩到对岸。他一边朝岸边走去，一边听着湍急的水流声。快到岸边时，他停了下来，以免自己身影惊动水里的游鱼。他从烟草袋里取出两颗铅弹，掰下一边，卡在钓线上离鱼钩一英尺的地方，再用牙一咬，铅弹就牢牢地卡在钓线上了。




He swung the hook on which the two worms curled out over the water and dropped it gently in so that it sank, swirling in the fast water, and he lowered the tip of the willow pole to let the current take the line and the baited hook under the bank. He felt the line straighten and a sudden heavy firmness. He swung up on the pole and it bent almost double in his hand. He felt the throbbing, jerking pull that did not yield as he pulled. Then it yielded, rising in the water with the line. There was a heavy wildness of movement in the narrow, deep current, and the trout was tom out of the water and, flopping in the air, sailed over Nick's shoulder and onto the bank behind him. Nick saw him shine in the sun and then he found him where he was tumbling in the ferns. He was strong and heavy in Nick's hands and he had a pleasant smell and Nick saw how dark his back was and how brilliant his spots were colored and how bright the edges of his fins were. They were white on the edge with a black line behind and then there was the lovely golden sunset color of his belly. Nick held him in his right hand and he could just reach around him.

他一挥竿，把穿了两条蜷曲蚯蚓的鱼钩甩到了水面上，然后又轻轻摆了摆竿，让鱼钩沉下去。鱼钩拽着钓线在湍急的水流里直打转。他放低柳枝头，好让激流把钓线和上了饵的鱼钩拖到溪岸下的暗流里。突然，他感到钓线被拉直了，又拽紧了。他把钓竿往上一提，钓竿却几乎折成了两段。他感到绳子在跳动，他拉着线，可线那头的东西毫不松劲，一路猛拽。最后，它终于屈服了，被钓线拽出了水面。在狭窄幽深的溪流中经过一阵疯狂的挣扎后，一条鳟鱼被甩出了水面，在空中扑腾着，跃过尼克的肩头，落在了他身后的溪岸上。尼克看到那条鱼在阳光下闪闪发光，随后他在一堆蕨类植物里发现了那条正翻着筋斗的鳟鱼。尼克抓起鱼，这条鱼真是壮实，捧在手里沉甸甸的，还散发出好闻的香气。尼克发现这条鱼的鱼背黑黝黝的，还点缀着彩色的斑点，鱼鳍边缘也是亮晃晃的。鱼鳍镶着一道白边，后面是一道黑线，鱼肚子是可爱的落日般的金色。尼克用右手握着鱼，勉强能一把握住它。




He's pretty big for the skillet, he thought. But I've hurt him and I have to kill him.

他心想，要在小平底锅里煎的话，这鱼可真是大了点儿。不过既然我伤着它了，就干脆宰了它吧。




He knocked the trout's head sharply against the handle of his hunting knife and laid him against the trunk of a birch tree.

他用猎刀的把儿狠狠地砸了一下鳟鱼的脑袋，然后把鱼靠在了一棵白桦树的树干上。




"Damn," he said. "He's a perfect size for Mrs. Packard and her trout dinners. But he's pretty big for Littless and me.”

“该死的，”他自言自语道，“这么大的鱼卖给帕卡德夫人，让她做晚餐倒是正好。可给我和小妹俩人就太大了。”




I better go upstream and find a shallow and try to get a couple of small ones, he thought. Damn, didn't he feel like something when I horsed him out though? They can talk all they want about playing them but people that have never horsed them out don't know what they can make you feel. What if it only lasts that long?

他想，我最好朝上游走走，看看浅点儿的水里有没有小一点的，再钓上两条。该死的，我把它从鱼钩上拿下来的时候，它就不觉得痛？人们总说逗上钩的鱼很好玩，但没有从钩上拿下来过鱼的人永远不可能知道那会让你有种什么感觉。如果那种疼痛只是一时半会儿的呢？




This is a strange creek, he thought. It's funny when you have to hunt for small ones. He found his pole where he had thrown it. The hook was bent and he straightened it. Then he picked up the heavy fish and started up the stream.

他暗自想道，这小溪真是奇怪。小鱼居然比大鱼难找，真是有意思。他在下钩的地方找到了刚才扔下的鱼竿。他把拉弯了的钩子掰直。然后，他捡起那条大鳟鱼，开始朝小溪的上游走去。




There's one shallow, pebbly part just after she comes out of the upper swamp, he thought. I can get a couple of small ones there. Littless might not like this big one. If she gets homesick I'll have to take her back. I wonder what those old boys are doing now? I don't think that goddam Evans kid knows about this place. That son of a bitch. I don't think anybody fished in here but Indians. You should have been an Indian, he thought. It would have saved you a lot of trouble.

他想到离上游的沼泽地不远处，有一段底下有鹅卵石的浅水滩。我能在那儿找到几条小的。小妹大概不喜欢这么大的鱼。如果她想家，我还是得送她回去。也不知道这会儿那两个老家伙在干什么呢？我觉得埃文斯家的那个小兔崽子应该不知道这个地方吧。那个狗娘养的东西。除了印第安人，没人会来这儿钓鱼的。你本应该是个印第安人的，他暗自想着。那样你就不会惹上这么多麻烦了。




He made his way up the creek, keeping back from the stream but once stepping onto a piece of bank where the stream flowed underground. A big trout broke out in a violence that made a slashing wake in the water. He was a trout so big that it hardly seemed he could turn in the stream.

他沿着溪水一路往上走，尽量跟溪岸保持距离，可还是踩着了一处下面有暗流的河岸。一条大鳟鱼猛地破水而出，激起了一大片水花。这条鳟鱼真是个大，估计在溪流里转身都很困难。




"When did you come up?"Nick said when the fish had gone under the bank again further upstream. "Boy, what a trout."

“你是什么时候上这儿来的？”那鳟鱼又沉入了溪岸下面的水中，继续朝上游游去。冲着它的背影，尼克喃喃道。“天哪，好大的鱼啊。”




At the pebbly shallow stretch he caught two small trout. They were beautiful fish, too, firm and hard and he gutted the three fish and tossed the guts into the stream, then washed the trout carefully in the cold water and then wrapped them in a small faded sugar sack from his pocket.

在鹅卵石浅滩，他钓到了两条小鳟鱼。这两个家伙也生得十分漂亮，肉质又厚又结实。他给三条鱼都开膛剥肚，又把内脏扔回溪水里。他把鱼在冷水里细细地洗干净后，从口袋里取出了一个褪了色的糖袋，小心地包了起来。




It's a good thing that girl likes fish, he thought. I wish we could have picked some berries. I know where I can always get some, though. He started back up the hill slope toward their camp. The sun was down behind the hill and the weather was good. He looked out across the swamp and up in the sky, above where the arm of the lake would be, he saw a fish hawk flying.

他想，幸亏女孩子爱吃鱼。要是我们能采点儿浆果就好了。不过，我知道在哪儿总能找到一些。然后他转过身，朝山上的住处走去。此刻，太阳已经下了山，天气非常好。他朝远处的沼泽地望去，又看了看天，一只鱼鹰在空中翱翔，而那片天空下面应该就是湖水的所在了。




He came up to the lean-to very quietly and his sister did not hear him. She was lying on her side, reading. Seeing her, he spoke softly not to startle her.

他悄悄地走到披棚前面，妹妹一点儿都没听见。她正侧躺在地上，看着书。看到这情景，他放低了声音，免得吓着她。




"What did you do, you monkey?"

“你干什么了，小猴子？”




She turned and looked at him and smiled and shook her head.

她转过身来，看着他，微笑着摇了摇头。




"I cut it off," she said.

“我把头发剪了。”她说。




"How?"

“怎么剪的？”




"With a scissors. How did you think?"

“用剪刀啊。你觉得怎么样？”




"How did you see to do it?"

“你自己都看不见，怎么剪的？”




"I just held it out and cut it. It's easy. Do I look like a boy?”

“我就抓着头发剪的啊。很简单。我看上去像不像个男孩？”




"Like a wild boy of Borneo."

“像婆罗洲的野孩子。”




"I couldn't cut it like a Sunday-school boy. Does it look too wild?”

“我可没法剪得像主日学校的学童那样齐整。看上去很野吗？”




"No."

“倒也不是。”




"It's very exciting," she said. "Now I'm your sister but I'm a boy, too. Do you think it will change me into a boy?”

“真是太刺激了，”她说，“现在我既是你妹妹，同时也是个男孩儿。你觉得我会就此变成男孩儿吗？”




"No."

“怎么可能。”




"I wish it would."

“要是能该有多好啊。”




"You're crazy, Littless.”

“你真是疯了，小妹。”




"Maybe I am. Do I look like an idiot boy?"

“或许我真疯了。我像不像个傻小子？”




"A little."

“有点儿。”




"You can make it neater. You can see to cut it with a comb."

“你帮我再修一修吧，你可以拿把梳子边看边剪。”




"I'll have to make it a little better but not much. Are you hungry, idiot brother?”

“我总得帮你修得稍微好一点儿，不过也不会好到哪儿去。你饿了吗，傻小弟？”




"Can't I just be an un-idiot brother?”

“我就不能做个不傻的弟弟吗？”




"I don't want to trade you for a brother.”

“我可不想拿这个妹妹去换个弟弟。”




"You have to now, Nickie, don't you see? It was something we had to do. I should have asked you but I knew it was something we had to do so I did it for a surprise.”

“可你现在没的选了，尼基，不明白吗？我们必须得这么做。我本想问问你的意见的，可既然非这么办不可，还不如就先斩后奏咯。”




"I like it," Nick said. "The hell with everything. I like it very much."

“我挺喜欢这个发型的，”尼克说，“管他呢。反正我很喜欢。”




"Thank you, Nickie, so much. I was laying trying to rest like you said. But all I could do was imagine things to do for you. I was going to get you a chewing tobacco can full of knockout drops from some big saloon in some place like Sheboygan."

“谢谢你，尼基，太谢谢你了。我本来是照你说的那样躺在那里，打算好好休息的。可脑子里总想着帮你干点儿什么。我想要给你找了一个放口嚼烟草的大罐子，去希博伊根那样的地方找个大酒吧，去里面搞满满一罐的蒙汗药。”




"Who did you get them from?"

“你问谁要啊？”




Nick was sitting down now and his sister sat on his lap and held her arms around his neck and rubbed her cropped head against his cheek.

尼克坐了下来，小妹坐在他的大腿上，用两只胳膊环着他的脖子，一头乱发在他的脸颊上蹭来蹭去。




"I got them from the Queen of the Whores," she said. "And you know the name of the saloon?"

“去问管那些妓女的老鸨要呗，”她说，“你知道那酒吧叫什么吗？”




"No."

“不知道。”




"The Royal Ten Dollar Gold Piece Inn and Emporium."

“叫‘皇家十美元金条旅馆商场’。”




"What did you do there?"

“你到那儿干什么去？”




"I was a whore's assistant.”

“我是其中一个妓女的随从。”




"What's a whore's assistant do?”

“妓女的随从都干什么？”




"Oh, she carries the whore's train when she walks and opens her carriage door and shows her to the right room. It's like a lady in waiting I guess.”

“哦，随从得在她走路时给她拎裙子啊，开马车门啊，还得带她去房间，省得她走错路。跟侍女差不多吧。”




"What's she say to the whore?”

“那随从怎么跟妓女说话呢？”




"She'll say anything that comes into her mind as long as it's polite.”

“只要不失礼，怎么想就怎么说呗。”




"Like what, brother?"

“打个比方，弟弟。”




"Like, 'Well ma'am, it must be pretty tiring on a hot day like today to be just a bird in a gilded cage.' Things like that.”

“嗯，比方说‘哎呀小姐，今天这么热，哪怕就是只镀金笼子里的鸟儿，也得累得够呛吧，’这么说就行。”




"What's the whore say?”

“那妓女怎么说话呢？”




"She says, 'Yes, indeedy. It sure is sweetness.'Because this whore I was whore's assistant to is of humble origin.”

“她会说，‘是啊，可不是吗。可这样也挺有意思的嘛。’因为我伺候的那个妓女出身很卑微。”




"What kind of origin are you?"

“你又是什么出身呢？”




"I'm the sister or the brother of a morbid writer and I'm delicately brought up. This makes me intensely desirable to the main whore and to all of her circle.”

“我是一个忧郁作家的妹妹或者弟弟，而且很有教养。这让我很受头牌姑娘的喜爱，其他妓女也都很喜欢我。”




"Did you get the knockout drops?"

“你弄到蒙汗药了吗？”




"Of course. She said, 'Hon, take these little old drops.''Thank you,' I said! 'Give my regards to your morbid brother and ask him to stop by the Emporium anytime he is at Sheboygan.'”"Get off my lap," Nick said.

“当然了。她说：‘亲爱的，这些蒙汗药你就拿走吧。’我跟她说：‘谢谢’！‘请给你忧郁的兄长捎个信，不管他什么时候来希博伊根，一定要来这个大场子来看看。’”“别坐着我的腿上了。”尼克说。




"That's just the way they talk in the Emporium," Littless said.

“那场子里面的人就是这么说话的。”小妹说。




"I have to get supper. Aren't you hungry?”

“我得去做晚饭了。你饿了吗？”




"I'll get supper.”

“我来做晚饭吧。”




"No," Nick said. "You keep on talking."

“不用，”尼克说，“你接着说就行了。”




"Don't you think we're going to have fun, Nickie?”

“你不觉得我们会过得很快活吗，尼基？”




"We're having fun now.”

“我们现在就很快活啊。”




"Do you want me to tell you about the other thing I did for you?"

“我还为你干了另一件事，你想听吗？”




"You mean before you decided to do something practical and cut off your hair?"

“你是说，在决定做任何实际的事情之前，你剪了头发吗？”




"This was practical enough. Wait till you hear it. Can I kiss you while you're making supper?”

“剪头发还不实际啊？你等着听吧。你做晚饭的时候，我能亲亲你吗？”




"Wait a while and I'll tell you. What was it you were going to do?”

“过一会儿我会告诉你的。你原来打算干什么来着？”




"Well, I guess I was ruined morally last night when I stole the whiskey. Do you think you can be mined morally by just one thing like that?"

“我昨晚偷了威士忌，我猜已经是道德败坏了吧。可我就干了这么一件事，能算道德败坏吗？”




"No. Anyway the bottle was open."

“不能。反正那酒已经开瓶了。”




"Yes. But I took the empty pint bottle and the quart bottle with the whiskey in it out to the kitchen and I poured the pint bottle full and some spilled on my hand and I licked it off and I thought that probably ruined me morally."

“是的。可是我把空的小酒瓶和大威士忌酒瓶都拿到了厨房里，在一品脱的小瓶里倒满了酒，倒的时候洒到了手上，我就给舔干净了。我想，这样可能让我道德败坏了吧。”




"How'd it taste?”

“那酒味道怎么样？”




"Awfully strong and funny and a little sick-making.”

“那酒可烈了，喝起来怪怪的，还有点儿恶心。”




"That wouldn't ruin you morally.”

“就这点儿酒，不会让你道德败坏的。”




"Well, I'm glad because if I was ruined morally how could I exercise a good influence on you?”

“哦，我真高兴，因为如果我道德败坏了，怎么能给你好的影响呢？”




"I don't know," Nick said. "What was it you were going to do?"

“不知道，”尼克说，“你原来到底打算做什么的？”




He had his fire made and the skillet resting on it and he was laying strips of bacon in the skillet. His sister was watching and she had her hands folded across her knees and he watched her unclasp her hands and put one arm down and lean on it and put her legs out straight. She was practicing being a boy.

他生好了火，把平底小锅搁在了火堆上，往锅里一片一片地放着熏肉。妹妹双手抱膝坐在一边，细细看着。尼克见她松开双手，放下一只胳膊撑住地，又伸直了双腿。她在练习做个男孩儿。




"I've got to learn to put my hands right.”

“手该怎么放，我还得好好学学。”




"Keep them away from your head."

“手别老去拨弄脑袋就行。”




"I know. It would be easy if there was some boy my own age to copy."

“我知道了。如果有个跟我一般大的男孩能让我照着学，就好办了。”




"Copy me."

“学我好了。”




"That would be natural, wouldn't it? You won't laugh, though?”

“学你再自然不过了，是吧？不过，你不会笑话我吧？”




"Maybe."

“那可说不定。”




"Gee, I hope I won't start to be a girl while we're on the trip.”

“天哪，我们在路上的时候，可别让我露出女孩儿的样子来。”




"Don't worry.”

“不会的。”




"We have the same shoulders and the same kind of legs."

“我们的肩膀和腿都长得一模一样。”




"What was the other thing you were going to do?"

“你打算干的另一件事到底是什么？”




Nick was cooking the trout now. The bacon was curled brown on a fresh-cut chip of wood from the piece of fallen timber they were using for the fire and they both smelled the trout cooking in the bacon fat. Nick basted them and then turned them and basted them again. It was getting dark and he had rigged a piece of canvas behind the little fire so that it would not be seen.

尼现在边说边煎着鳟鱼。煎肉的柴火是刚从一棵倒地的树上砍下来的。熏肉已经煎得金黄，打起了卷儿。在熏肉熬出的油脂里，鳟鱼散发出了一阵阵香气，兄妹俩都闻到了。尼克把油脂浇在熏肉片和鳟鱼上，给它们翻了个身，然后又浇上了油。天色渐渐暗了，他之前就扯了一块帆布挡在火堆后面，免得让人看到火光。




"What were you going to do?" he asked again. Littless leaned forward and spat toward the fire.

“你到底要做什么？”他又问妹妹。小妹凑上前来，往火堆里啐了口唾沫。




"How was that?"

“我吐得像不像样？?"




"You missed the skillet anyway."

“反正你还够不着锅。”




"Oh, it's pretty bad. I got it out of the Bible. I was going to take three spikes, one for each of them, and drive them into the temples of those two and that boy while they slept.”

“唉，那可不行。我从《圣经》里学了一招。我要弄上三颗大铁钉，一人一颗，趁那两个混蛋和那个臭小子睡觉的时候，钉到他们太阳穴里。”




"What were you going to drive them in with?"

“你打算拿什么把钉子敲进去呢？”




"A muffled hammer."

“一把不出声的榔头。”




"How do you muffle a hammer?"

“你怎么能让它不出声？”




"I'd muffle it all right.”

“反正我自有办法。”




"That nail thing's pretty rough to try.”

“这钉子可不好钉啊。”




"Well, that girl did it in the Bible and since I've seen armed men drunk and asleep and circulated among them at night and stolen their whiskey why shouldn't I go the whole way, especially if I learned it in the Bible?”

“可《圣经》里的那个女人就是这么干的。那夜，我看到那些带枪的男人喝醉后睡着了，我可以在他们中间穿梭，还偷了他们的威士忌，干嘛不干脆一步到位呢？再说这招我还是从《圣经》里学来的。”




"They didn't have a muffled hammer in the Bible.”

“《圣经》里可没有不出声的锤子。”




"I guess I mixed it up with muffled oars."

“那可能是我弄错了，可能是不出声的船桨。”




"Maybe. And we don't want to kill anybody. That's why you came along.”

“也许吧。可我们不想杀任何人。要不你也不会来。”




"I know. But crime comes easy for you and me, Nickie. We're different from the others. Then I thought if I was ruined morally I might as well be useful.”

“我知道。不过以你我的脾气，咱们挺容易犯罪的，尼基。我们和其他人不一样。那时候我想啊，既然我已经道德败坏了，那就干脆一不做二不休。”




"You're crazy, Littless," he said. "Listen, does tea keep you awake?"

“你真是疯了，小妹，”他说，“听我说，你喝茶会不会睡不着？”




"I don't know. I never had it at night. Only peppermint tea.”

“我也不知道。我晚上从来没喝过茶。只喝过薄荷茶。”




"I'll make it very weak and put canned cream in it.”

“那我少放点茶叶，再搁点罐头炼乳进去。”




"I don't need it, Nickie, if we're short.”

“如果带得不多，我就不要炼乳了，尼基。”




"It will just give the milk a little taste."

“牛奶加点茶会更好喝的。”




They were eating now. Nick had cut them each two slices of rye bread and he soaked one slice for each in the bacon fat in the skillet. They ate that and the trout that were crisp outside and cooked well and very tender inside. Then they put the trout skeletons in the fire and ate the bacon made in a sandwich with the other piece of bread, and then Littless drank the weak tea with the condensed milk in it and Nick tapped two slivers of wood into the holes he had punched in the can.

他们现在正在吃晚饭。尼克给自己和妹妹一人切了两片黑面包，然后将其中的两片放在锅里浸了点儿熏肉油，好一人一片。他们一边吃面包一边吃鳟鱼，鱼肉煎得外脆里嫩，刚刚好。他们把鱼骨头扔到了火堆里，用剩下的那片面包夹熏肉片吃。然后，小妹喝了里面加了炼乳的淡茶，尼克又找了两片碎木头，把炼乳罐子的孔给堵上。




"Did you have enough?"

“你吃饱了吗？”




"Plenty. The trout was wonderful and the bacon, too. Weren't we lucky they had rye bread?”

“饱了。这鳟鱼真好吃，熏肉也不错。家里居然还有黑面包，我们真是太幸运了，不是吗？”




"Eat an apple," he said. "Maybe we'll have something good tomorrow. Maybe I should have made a bigger supper, Littless.”

“吃个苹果吧，”他说，“明天也许就能吃顿好的了。今晚这点东西可能不太够吃吧，小妹。”




"No. I had plenty."

“不啊，我吃得挺饱的。”




"You're sure you're not hungry?”

“你确定你不饿？”




"No. I'm full. I've got some chocolate if you'd like some.”

“我确定。我真的饱了。我还有点儿巧克力，你要吗？”




"Where'd you get it?”

“你从哪儿弄的？”




"From my savior."

“我的藏宝袋那儿。”




"Where?"

“哪儿？”




"My savior. Where I save everything."

“我的藏宝袋啊。我把东西都藏在那儿了。”




"Oh."

“噢。”




"This is fresh. Some is the hard kind from the kitchen. We can start on that and save the other for sometime special. Look, my savior's got a drawstring like a tobacco pouch. We can use it for nuggets and things like that. Do you think we'll get out west, Nickie, on this trip?”

“这块巧克力还新鲜呢。另外的是我从厨房拿的，有些硬了。我们可以先吃那些硬的，把好的留到特别的日子吃。你看，我的藏宝袋还有个抽绳，就跟烟草袋一样。要是能捡到金块什么的，我们还能把它们装在这里面。尼基，你说我们这次能不能索性跑到西部去？”




"I haven't got it figured yet.”

“我还没想好呢。”




"I'd like to get my savior packed full of nuggets worth sixteen dollars an ounce.”

“我真希望藏宝袋里装满了那种一盎司十六美元的金块。”




Nick cleaned up the skillet and put the pack in at the head of the lean-to. One blanket was spread over the browse bed and he put the other one on it and tucked it under on Littless's side. He cleaned out the two-quart tin pail he'd made tea in and filled it with cold water from the spring. When he came back from the spring his sister was in the bed asleep, her head on the pillow she had made by rolling her blue jeans around her moccasins. He kissed her but she did not wake and he put on his old Mackinaw coat and felt in the packsack until he found the pint bottle of whiskey. He opened it and smelled it and it smelled very good. He dipped a half a cup of water out of the small pail he had brought from the spring and poured a little of the whiskey in it. Then he sat and sipped this very slowly, letting it stay under his tongue before he brought it slowly back over his tongue and swallowed it.

尼克洗干净锅，然后把背包拿到披棚的最里面。他把一条毯子铺在嫩草垫子上，又拿另一条盖在上头，一角掖在小妹那头的草垫子下面。他把刚才沏茶用的有两夸脱容量的铁皮桶涮干净了，又从溪水里打了满满一桶凉水。他提着水回来时，小妹已经躺在铺子上睡着了，脑袋下面枕着鹿皮鞋，用蓝毛衣裹着。他吻了妹妹一下，她却没有醒。他披上那件旧的方格纹厚呢短外套，又把手伸进背包，摸出了那一小瓶威士忌。他打开瓶盖，闻了闻，味道真不错。他从小铁皮桶里舀了半杯新鲜的泉水，然后倒了一点儿威士忌进去。然后，他就坐在那里慢慢地喝起酒来。他把每一口都含在舌头下面细细品味，最后才慢慢松开舌头，一点一点地咽下去。




He watched the small coals of the fire brighten with the light evening breeze and he tasted the whiskey and cold water and looked at the coals and thought. Then he finished the cup, dipped up some cold water and drank it and went to bed. The rifle was under his left leg and his head was on the good hard pillow his moccasins and the rolled trousers made and he pulled his side of the blanket tight around him and said his prayers and went to sleep.

他盯着那一小堆燃烧着的木炭，风一动，火光就忽地亮一下。他一边小口抿着掺了凉水的威士忌，一边望着炭火，思考了起来。喝完了这一杯，他又舀了点儿凉水喝了，然后才去睡。尼克用左腿压住猎枪，脑袋枕着长裤裹着的鹿皮鞋——硬邦邦的倒也不赖。他用这一边的毯子紧紧裹住身体，做了睡前祷告，就睡着了。




In the night he was cold and he spread his Mackinaw coat over his sister and rolled his back over closer to her so that there was more of his side of the blanket under him. He felt for the gun and tucked it under his leg again. The air was cold and sharp to breathe and he smelled the cut hemlock and balsam boughs. He had not realized how tired he was until the cold had waked him. Now he lay comfortable again feeling the warmth of his sister's body against his back and he thought, I must take good care of her and keep her happy and get her back safely. He listened to her breathing and to the quiet of the night and then he was asleep again.

半夜里，他被冻醒了，就把方格纹厚呢外套摊开来，盖在妹妹身上，自己则转过身去，脊背紧贴着妹妹，好让自己身下能多压住些毯子。他摸到了枪，又重新用腿压好。天气很冷，呼吸时都觉得刺骨。他闻到了被砍下的铁杉和胶枞树枝散发出来的清香。直到这会儿被冻醒，他才发现自己早已是筋疲力尽。现在，他靠着妹妹的身体侧躺着，感到背上热乎乎的，又觉得舒服了。他心想，我一定要好好照顾她，让她开开心心的，然后平平安安地送她回家。他听着妹妹平稳的呼吸声，感受着夜晚的静谧，很快就又进入了梦乡。




It was just light enough to see the far hills beyond the swamp when he woke. He lay quietly and stretched the stiffness from his body. Then he sat up and pulled on his khaki trousers and put on his moccasins. He watched his sister sleeping with the collar of the warm Mackinaw coat under her chin and her high cheekbones and brown freckled skin light rose under the brown, her chopped-off hair showing the beautiful line of her head and emphasizing her straight nose and her close-set ears. He wished he could draw her face and he watched the way her long lashes lay on her cheeks.

他醒来的时候，天刚蒙蒙亮，勉强能看到沼泽地那边的远山。他静静地躺着，舒展了一下僵硬的身体。然后他坐起了身，穿上卡其长裤，套上鹿皮鞋。他望了望熟睡中的妹妹：她下巴抵着方格纹厚呢外套的领子，高高的颧骨和黝黑的长着雀斑的皮肤中透着淡淡的玫瑰红，她剪短的头发突显出她美丽的头部轮廓，并且让她的鼻梁显得更加挺拔，两只耳朵更加紧贴头部。他真想把妹妹的相貌画在纸上，然后观察她长长的睫毛在脸颊上微微颤动。




She looks like a small wild animal, he thought, and she sleeps like one. How would you say her head looks, he thought. I guess the nearest is that it looks as though someone had cut her hair off on a wooden block with an ax. It has a sort of a carved look. He loved his sister very much and she loved him too much. But, he thought, I guess those things straighten out. At least I hope so.

他想，她看上去真像一只小野兽，睡觉的时候更像。那她的发型像什么呢，他暗自思索。最贴切地说，就像有人把她的头发抵在砧板上，然后用斧头剁出来的一样。这发型看上去就像雕刻出来的。他很爱妹妹，但妹妹对他的爱似乎过了头。不过，他想，那些事会理清的。至少我这么希望。




There's no sense waking anyone up, he thought. She must have been really tired if I'm as tired as I am. If we are all right here we are doing just what we should do: staying out of sight until things quiet down and that down-state man pulls out. I've got to feed her better, though. It's a shame I couldn't have outfitted really good.

他又想，就这么弄醒别人总不好。我都这么累了，她肯定累得半死了。要是在这里能安全，那说明我们的选择是正确的：先避开那些人，等到风头过去了，等那个南边来的人走了，我们再回去。不过，我得让她吃点儿好的。我真是没用，居然拿不出什么真正像样的东西给小妹吃。




We've got a lot of things, though. The pack was heavy enough. But what we want to get today is berries. I better get a partridge or a couple if I can. We can get good mushrooms, too. We'll have to be careful about the bacon but we won't need it with the shortening. Maybe I fed her too light last night. She's used to lots of milk, too, and sweet things. Don't worry about it. We'll feed good. It's a good thing she likes trout. They were really good. Don't worry about her. She'll eat wonderfully. But, Nick, boy, you certainly didn't feed her too much yesterday. Better to let her sleep than to wake her up now. There's plenty for you to do. He started to get some things out of the pack very carefully and his sister smiled in her sleep. The brown skin came taut over her cheekbones when she smiled and the undercolor showed. She did not wake and he started to prepare to make breakfast and get the fire ready. There was plenty of wood cut and he built a very small fire and made tea while he waited to start breakfast. He drank his tea straight and ate three dried apricots and he tried to read in Lorna Doone. But he had read it and it did not have magic any more and he knew it was a loss on this trip.

吃的东西倒是挺多。那背包就够重了。可是今天我们得去弄点儿浆果。要是行的话，我最好再去打两只鹑鸡。我们还可以弄些鲜美的蘑菇。熏肉得省着点吃，不过我们还有起酥油，也不至于不够。昨晚我可能给她吃得太少了。她平常总喝很多牛奶的，还爱吃甜食。不过也不用担心。我们会有好吃的。幸好她爱吃鳟鱼。那些鱼是真不错啊。不用为她担心。她肯定能吃饱喝足的。可是，尼克，你昨晚上肯定没让她吃饱。还是让她睡会儿吧，现在别叫醒她。你还有很多事要干呢。他开始小心翼翼地把东西从背包里拿出来，妹妹在睡梦中露出了笑容。她一笑，脸颊上黑黝黝的皮肤一绷紧，就显出了她原本的肤色。妹妹没有醒，尼克就开始准备做早饭了。当然，先要把火生起来。昨天砍的柴火还剩下好些。不过他只生了非常小的一堆火，沏上了茶，想着等等再做早饭。他就着清茶吃了三颗干杏，想读读《洛纳·杜恩》。可是这本书他早就读过，现在读只觉得索然无味。他知道这可是这次旅程的一大损失。




Late in the afternoon, when they had made camp, he had put some prunes in a tin pail to soak and he put them on the fire now to stew. In the pack he found the prepared buckwheat flour and he put it out with an enameled saucepan and a tin cup to mix the flour with water to make a batter. He had the tin of vegetable shortening and he cut a piece off the top of an empty flour sack and wrapped it around a cut stick and tied it tight with a piece of fish line. Littless had brought four old flour sacks and he was proud of her.

昨天傍晚他们搭好披棚之后，他扔了几颗李子干在铁皮桶里泡着，这会儿已经泡开了。他把铁皮桶放到火上慢慢地煮。他又从背包里找到了一些荞麦粉、一只搪瓷炖锅和一个铁皮杯子。他在荞麦粉里掺了些水，做起了面糊糊。他拿出那罐植物起酥油，从一只空面粉袋口上剪下一块，裹在一根砍下来的树枝上，再用一根钓鱼线紧紧绑好。小妹从家里拿来了四个空面粉袋，有这样一个聪明的妹妹，真是让他觉得骄傲。




He mixed the batter and put the skillet on the fire, greasing it with the shortening which he spread with the cloth on the stick. First it made the skillet shine darkly, then it sizzled and spat and he greased again and poured the batter smoothly and watched it bubble and then start to firm around the edges. He watched the rising and the forming of the texture and the gray color of the cake. He loosened it from the pan with a fresh clean chip and flipped it and caught it, the beautiful browned side up, the other sizzling. He could feel its weight but see it growing in buoyancy in the skillet.

他搅匀了面糊糊，把小平底锅放在火上，用面粉袋裹着的树枝蘸了些起酥油，抹在锅底。锅底先是变得乌黑油亮的，油热了之后就嗞嗞冒起了泡。他又抹了层起酥油，才把面糊倒进去摊匀。面糊先是鼓了起来，然后慢慢地四周变硬了。他看着面饼一点一点胀起来，表面生出各种纹路，显出蛋糕的灰白色。他用一块干净的新鲜木片把面饼从锅里铲起来，小心地翻了个个儿，煎得金黄的一面冲上，没熟的那面冲下，又开始嗞嗞作响。只是看着面饼在锅里越膨越大，他就可以感觉到饼的重量。




"Good morning," his sister said. "Did I sleep awfully late?"

“早上好，”妹妹说，“我是不是睡了个大懒觉啊？”




"No, devil."

“没有，小家伙。”




She stood up with her shirt hanging down over her brown legs.

她站起身来，衬衫下摆盖住了两条晒黑了的大腿。




"You've done everything.”

“你把活都干完了啊。”




"No. I just started the cakes."

“没呢。我刚开始煎饼。”




"Doesn't that one smell wonderful? I'll go to the spring and wash and come and help.”

“闻起来可真香啊？我先去泉水里洗洗，再回来帮你。”




"Don't wash in the spring.”

“别在泉水里洗澡。”




"I'm not white man," she said. She was gone behind the lean-to.

“我又不是白人。”她说道。说完她就绕到了披棚后面。




"Where did you leave the soap?" she asked.

“你把肥皂放哪儿啦？”她问。




"It's by the spring. There's an empty lard bucket. Bring the butter, will you. It's in the spring.”

“就在泉水边上。那儿还有只空的猪油桶。你去把黄油给我拿来吧。它在泉水里凉着呢。”




"I'll be right back.”

“我去去就来。”




There was a half a pound of butter and she brought it wrapped in the oiled paper in the empty lard bucket.

那儿还剩下半磅黄油。她用油纸包了，放在空猪油桶里提了回来。




They ate the buckwheat cakes with butter and Log Cabin syrup out of a tin Log Cabin can. The top of the chimney unscrewed and the syrup poured from the chimney. They were both very hungry and the cakes were delicious with the butter melting on them and running down into the cut places with the syrup. They ate the prunes out of the tin cups and drank the juice. Then they drank tea from the same cups.

兄妹俩把黄油和“小木屋”牌糖浆涂在荞麦饼上，当作早饭。糖浆罐头顶上有个烟囱似的口子，糖浆就从那里倒出来。他们都饿极了，刚出锅的荞麦饼味道真是没话说，黄油一涂到上面就化开了，和着糖浆流得饼上到处都是，切口里更是厚厚的一层。他们把李子干从铁皮杯子里捞出来吃掉，又把汁给喝了。然后他们又喝杯子里的茶。




"Prunes taste like a celebration," Littless said. "Think of that. How did you sleep, Nickie?"

“吃着李子干，感觉就像在过节啊，”小妹说，“真是太棒了。你昨晚睡得好吗，尼基？”




"Good."

“好。”




"Thank you for putting the Mackinaw on me. Wasn't it a lovely night, though?”

“谢谢你给我盖了毛呢外套。昨晚真是叫人开心啊，是不是？”




"Yes. Did you sleep all night?"

“没错。你夜里醒了没？”




"I'm still asleep. Nickie, can we stay here always?”

“我睡得可沉了。尼基，我们就一直住在这儿好吗？”




"I don't think so. You'd grow up and have to get married.”

“那可不行。你长大了要嫁人的。”




"I'm going to get married to you anyway. I want to be your common-law wife. I read about it in the paper.”

“我就嫁给你得了。我想做你的同居妻子。报纸上有篇文章是这么说的。”




"That's where you read about the Unwritten Law.”

“你就是在那儿读到的不成文法吧。”




"Sure. I'm going to be your common-law wife under the Unwritten Law. Can't I, Nickie?”

“对啊。我就当那种不成文法规定的同居妻子。不行吗，尼基？”




"No."

“不行。”




"I will. I'll surprise you. All you have to do is live a certain time as man and wife. I'll get them to count this time now. It's just like homesteading.”

“可是我愿意，我会给你个惊喜的。这事好办，只要像夫妻一样在一起生活一段时间就行了。我就叫他们从现在算起。这跟申请宅地是一回事。”




"I won't let you file.”

“我不会让你申请的。”




"You can't help yourself. That's the Unwritten Law. I've thought it out lots of times. I'll get cards printed Mrs. Nick Adams, Cross Village, Michigan-common-law wife. I'll hand these out to a few people openly each year until the time's up.”

“那可由不得你了。要不怎么叫不成文法呢。我已经考虑过好多次了。我要印一些名片，上面写着‘尼克·亚当斯夫人；住址：十字村；密歇根州不成文法同居妻子’。然后每年公开发给几个人，直到规定期满为止。”




"I don't think it would work.”

“我认为这样可行不通。”




"I've got another scheme. We'll have a couple of children while I'm a minor. Then you have to marry me under the Unwritten Law.”

“我还有一套方案呢。趁我未成年，我们就生几个孩子。这样，根据不成文法的规定，你就非得娶我不可。”




"That's not the Unwritten Law.”

“不成文法里可没这样的规定。”




"I get mixed up on it."

“我都弄混了。”




"Anyway, nobody knows yet if it works."

“总之，还没人知道这事行不行。”




"It must," she said. "Mr. Thaw is counting on it."

“肯定能行，”她说，“索先生可就指着这招呢。”




"Mr. Thaw might make a mistake."

“索先生可能弄错了。”




"Why Nickie, Mr. Thaw practically invented the Unwritten Law."

“怎么会呢，尼基，不成文法实际上就是索先生发明的。”




"I thought it was his lawyer."

“我还以为是他律师的主意呢。”




"Well, Mr. Thaw put in the action anyway."

“就算是，官司也是索先生自己打的。”




"I don't like Mr. Thaw," Nick Adams said.

“我不喜欢索先生。”尼克·亚当斯说。




"That's good. There's things about him I don't like either. But he certainly made the paper more interesting reading, didn't he?”"He gives the others something new to hate."

“那很正常。他有些地方我也不喜欢。可是，他的事的确让报纸更有看头了，不是吗？”“他这么做，有些人就更讨厌他了。”




"They hate Mr. Stanford White, too."

“那些人也讨厌斯坦福·怀特先生啊。”




"I think they're jealous of both of them.”

“我看啊，他们就是嫉妒他俩。”




"I believe that's true, Nickie. Just like they're jealous of us.”

“我觉得他们是真嫉妒，尼基。就像他们嫉妒我们一样。”




"Think anybody is jealous of us now?"

“你看现在还有没有人嫉妒我们？”




"Not right now maybe. Our mother will think we're fugitives from justice steeped in sin and iniquity. It's a good thing she doesn't know I got you that whiskey.”

“这会儿可能没有。恐怕就连妈妈都觉得我们是逃避法律制裁的逃犯，浑身沾满了罪恶。还好，她不知道我给你偷了瓶威士忌。”




"I tried it last night. It's very good.”

“昨晚我喝了一点儿。非常好喝。”




"Oh, I'm glad. That's the first whiskey I ever stole anywhere. Isn't it wonderful that it's good? I didn't think anything about those people could be good.”

“你这么说我就放心了，这可是我第一次偷威士忌。第一次就能偷到好酒，真是太好了，不是吗？我还以为那两个家伙身上不会有好东西呢。”




"I've got to think about them too much. Let's not talk about them," Nick said.

“我可不愿意再想到他们了。我们说点儿别的吧。”尼克说。




"All right. What are we going to do today?"

“好吧。我们今天干嘛呢？”




"What would you like to do?"

“你想干什么？”




"I'd like to go to Mr. John's store and get everything we need.”

“要我说，就去约翰先生的店里，把需要的东西都弄来。”




"We can't do that.”

“我们不能那样做。”




"I know it. What do you plan to really do?"

“我知道。那你到底有什么打算呢？”




"We ought to get some berries and I ought to get a partridge or some partridges. We've always got trout. But I don't want you to get tired of trout.”

“我们该去采些浆果，我要去打一只鹑鸡，当然能多打几只更好。我们总能掉到鳟鱼。可我不想让你吃腻了。”




"Were you ever tired of trout?"

“你吃腻过吗？”




"No. But they say people get tired of them."

“没有，但我听别人说，总吃就会腻的。”




"I wouldn't get tired of them," Littless said. "You get tired of pike right away. But you never get tired of trout nor of perch. I know, Nickie. True."

“我不会吃腻的，”小妹说，“狗鱼吃吃就腻了。但鳟鱼和鲈鱼我是永远吃不腻。这一点我清楚，尼基。真的。”




"You don't get tired of walleyed pike either," Nick said. "Only of shovelnose. Boy, you sure get tired of them."

“大眼鲈也吃不腻，”尼克说，“六鳃鲨就不行。啊，一吃多了就腻。”




"I don't like the pitchfork bones," his sister said. "It's a fish that surfeits you.”

“我不喜欢它们草叉子似的骨头，”妹妹说，“那种鱼吃多了就恶心。”




"We'll clean up here and I'll find a place to cache the shells and we'll make a trip for berries and try to get some birds.”

“咱们把这儿收拾一下，我找个地方把弹药藏好，咱们就去采浆果吧，看到鸟就打几只。”




"I'll bring two lard pails and a couple of the sacks," his sister said.

“我去拿两只猪油桶，再带上两个面粉袋。”妹妹说。




"Littless," Nick said. "You remember about going to the bathroom, will you please?"

“小妹，”尼克叫她，“别忘了去上厕所啊？”




"Of course."

“当然忘不了。”




"That's important.”

“那可马虎不得。”




"I know it. You remember, too."

“我知道了。你也别忘了啊。”




"I will."

“好的。”




Nick went back into the timber and buried the carton of .22 long-rifles and the loose boxes of .22 shorts under the brown-needled floor at the base of a big hemlock. He put back the packed needles he had cut with his knife and made a small cut as far up as he could reach on the heavy bark of the tree. He took a bearing on the tree and then came out onto the hillside and walked down to the lean-to. It was a lovely morning now. The sky was high and clear blue and no clouds had come yet. Nick was happy with his sister and he thought, no matter how this thing comes out we might as well have a good happy time. He had already learned there was only one day at a time and that it was always the day you were in. It would be today until it was tonight and tomorrow would be today again. This was the main thing he had learned so far. Today was a good day and coming down to the camp with his rifle he was happy although their trouble was like a fishhook caught in his pocket that pricked him occasionally as he walked. They left the pack inside the lean-to. There were great odds against a bear bothering it in the daytime because any bear would be down below feeding on berries around the swamp. But Nick buried the bottle of whiskey up behind the spring. Littless was not back yet and Nick sat down on the log of the fallen tree they were using for firewood and checked his rifle. They were going after partridges so he pulled out the tube of the magazine and poured the long-rifle cartridges into his hand and then put them into a chamois pouch and filled the magazine with .22 shorts. They made less noise and would not tear the meat up if he could not get head shots.

尼克折回到树林里，把一盒点二二口径长步枪的子弹和几盒同样口径的手枪子弹埋在一棵大铁杉脚下，那里积了厚厚一层棕色的针叶。然后，他把那一堆用刀挖出来的结了块的针叶放回原处，然后又踮起脚来，伸直了胳膊，在厚厚的树皮上做了个记号。他把树的位置记清楚了，这才走出树林来到山坡上，朝山坡下的披棚走去。这是一个可爱的清晨。高高的天空呈现出透亮的蓝色，还没有一丝云。和妹妹在一起，尼克很开心。他心想，不管最后结果如何，眼下我们还是要开开心心地过。他已经明白了一个道理：日子只能一天一天过，而当下的今天才算数。只要天没黑，今天就还没完，而明天，又是一个今天。他活了这么久，这是他懂得的最重要的道理。今天天气不错，他背着枪向山下的营地走去，心情大好。不过他们的麻烦就像藏在口袋里的鱼钩般如影随形，一路上时不时会扎他一下。他们把背包留在了披棚里。白天不大可能会有熊来这里找食吃，因为即便是有熊出没，也会去山下的沼泽地周围找浆果吃。不过为了保险起见，尼克还是把那瓶威士忌埋在了泉水后面。小妹这会儿还没回来，尼克在一棵倒地的树干上坐了下来，开始检查他的枪。他们用的柴火就是从这棵树上砍下来的。他们说好要去打鹑鸡，所以他退出了枪里的弹盒，把长步枪的子弹都倒在手里，装进麂皮袋，又往弹盒里填满了点二二口径的短弹。短弹打起来声音小些，而且如果不能一枪击中头部，也不会把肉打烂。




He was all ready now and wanted to start. Where's that girl anyway, he thought. Then he thought, don't get excited. You told her to take her time. Don't get nervous. But he was nervous and it made him angry at himself.

他已经一切准备妥当，就等着出发了。尼克心想，这丫头跑哪儿去了。转念，他又想，别着急，不是你让她慢慢收拾的嘛。别太紧张了。可他还是没法不紧张，这让他生起自己的气来。




"Here I am," his sister said. "I'm sorry that I took so long. I went too far away, I guess.”

“我来了，”妹妹说，“对不起，我来晚了。我可能走得太远了。”




"You're fine," Nick said. "Let's go. You have the pails?”

“没事，”尼克说，“走吧。你带猪油桶了吗？”




"Uh huh, and covers, too."

“嗯，我连盖子都拿来了。”




They started down across the hill to the creek. Nick looked carefully up the stream and along the hillside. His sister watched him. She had the pails in one of the sacks and carried it slung over her shoulder by the other sack.

他们顺着山坡朝山下的小溪走去。尼克细心观察了一下溪流的上游，又好好审视了一番山坡。妹妹看着他。她把猪油桶都放在一个面粉袋里，和另一个面粉袋系在一起，搭在肩上。




"Aren't you taking a pole, Nickie?" she asked him.

“你没有带鱼竿吗，尼基？”她问他。




"No. I'll cut one if we fish.”

“没带，要钓鱼的话我现砍一根就行。”




He moved ahead of his sister, holding the rifle in one hand, keeping a little way away from the stream. He was hunting now.

他走到妹妹的前头，一只手握着步枪，和溪水保持着一定距离。他这就开始打猎了。




"It's a strange creek," his sister said.

“这条小溪真奇怪。”妹妹说。




"It's the biggest small stream I've ever known," Nick told her.

“我从没见过这么大的小溪。”尼克对她说。




"It's deep and scary for a little stream.”

“对于一条小溪来说，它太深太吓人了。”




"It keeps having new springs," Nick said. "And it digs under the bank and it digs down. It's awful cold water, Littless. Feel it.”

“因为一直有泉水流进来，”尼克说，“而且岸边底下都是水，可深了。这水还冷得邪乎，小妹，不信你试试。”




"Gee," she said. It was numbing cold.

“哇。”她叫道。水凉得能让人麻木。




"The sun warms it a little," Nick said. "But not much. We'll hunt along easy. There's a berry patch down below.”

“太阳晒晒才暖和点儿，”尼克说，“不过也不好到哪儿去。我们就一边走一边打猎吧。再往下面走有一片浆果地。”




They went along down the creek. Nick was studying the banks. He had seen a mink's track and shown it to his sister and they had seen tiny ruby-crowned kinglets that were hunting insects and let the boy and girl come close as they moved sharply and delicately in the cedars. They had seen cedar waxwings so calm and gentle and distinguished moving in their lovely elegance with the magic wax touches on their wing coverts and their tails, and Littless had said, "They're the most beautiful, Nickie. There couldn't be more simply beautiful birds.”"They're built like your face," he said.

他们沿着溪水向下游走。尼克边走边研究着溪岸。他发现了一只水貂的足迹，就指给妹妹看。他们还看见了几只正在捕食昆虫的红冠戴菊鸟，敏捷地在雪松树之间活动，兄妹俩靠近也不惊慌。他们还见着了雪松太平鸟，淡雅娴静，一举一动都显出高贵优雅。它们的翅膀和尾巴尖更是神奇，点点色彩仿佛是落上去的蜡滴。小妹赞叹道：“这是我见过的最漂亮的鸟，尼基。这世上绝对不会有比这个更漂亮的鸟了。”“她们长得跟你的脸蛋一模一样。”他说。




"No, Nickie. Don't make fun. Cedar waxwings make me so proud and happy that I cry.”

“行了，尼基。别拿我开玩笑了。看到雪松太平鸟，我真是又骄傲又开心，都想哭了。”




"When they wheel and light and then move so proud and friendly and gently," Nick said.

“这种鸟打几个旋，又轻轻地落在地上，踱起步来，不知道有多气派，多友善，多优雅呢。”尼克说。




They had gone on and suddenly Nick had raised the rifle and shot before his sister could see what he was looking at. Then she heard the sound of a big bird tossing and beating its wings on the ground. She saw Nick pumping the gun and shoot twice more and each time she heard another pounding of wings in the willow brush. Then there was the whining noise of wings as large brown birds burst out of the willows and one bird flew only a little way and lit in the willows and with its crested head on one side looked down, bending the collar of feathers on his neck where the other birds were still thumping. The bird looking down from the red willow brush was beautiful, plump, heavy and looked so stupid with his head turned down and as Nick raised his rifle slowly, his sister whispered, "No, Nickie. Please no. We've got plenty.”

说完，他们继续朝前走去。尼克突然举起步枪来，妹妹还没来得及看清眼前是什么，枪声就响了。然后她就听到一只大鸟撞到地面，不断扑棱翅膀的声音。她看到尼克又连着扣了两下扳机，每次枪响后柳树林里都传来一阵鸟儿坠地后扑腾翅膀的声音。就在这时，柳树林里扑棱棱腾起一片褐色的大鸟，其中有一只鸟飞出不远便落在柳树上朝下面张望，它顶着羽冠的脑袋歪向一边，脖子里的一圈羽毛弯了起来，而其他的鸟还在四处乱飞。站在红柳树上的那只鸟非常漂亮，膘肥体壮，个头也很大。它脑袋向下探着，看上去傻乎乎的。尼克看着它，慢慢举起了枪，就在这时，小妹却悄悄地说：“尼基，别开枪。求你别开枪。我们打得够多了。”




"All right," Nick said. "You want to take him?"

“那好吧，”尼克说，“这一只你来打？”




"No, Nickie. No."

“不要，尼基。我不要。”




Nick went forward into the willows and picked up the three grouse and batted their heads against the butt of the rifle stock and laid them out on the moss. His sister felt them, warm and full-breasted and beautifully feathered.

尼克走到柳树林里，捡起那三只鹑鸡，用枪托砸过它们的脑袋之后，又扔在青苔上。妹妹伸手摸了摸，它们还是热的，每只都胸部壮硕、羽翼丰满。




"Wait till we eat them," Nick said. He was very happy.

“你就等着吃吧。”尼克说。他心里乐开了花。




"I'm sorry for them now," his sister said. "They were enjoying the morning just like we were."

“我现在觉得它们好可怜，”妹妹说，“它们本来和我们一样，在享受美丽的晨光呢。”




She looked up at the grouse still in the tree.

她抬头望了望树，那只鹑鸡还在。




"It does look a little silly still staring down," she said.

“它这会儿在朝树下看呢，是有点儿傻乎乎的。”她说。




"This time of year the Indians call them fool hens. After they've been hunted they get smart. They're not the real fool hens. Those never get smart. They're willow grouse. These are ruffled grouse.”"I hope we'll get smart," his sister said. "Tell him to go away, Nickie."

“每年这个时候，印第安人都管它们叫笨鸡。被打死几只后，它们就学聪明了。这还不是真正的笨鸡。有种鸟永远学不聪明。它叫雷鸟。我打的这种叫披肩鸡。”“我希望我们能变聪明点儿，”妹妹说，“你去赶它走吧，尼基。”




"You tell him."

“你去吧。”




"Go away, partridge."The grouse did not move.

“鹑鸡，快走。”那鸟一动不动。




Nick raised the rifle and the grouse looked at him. Nick knew he could not shoot the bird without making his sister sad and he made a noise blowing out so his tongue rattled and lips shook like a grouse bursting from cover and the bird looked at him fascinated.

尼克又举起枪，那只鹑鸡直盯着他。尼克心里清楚，他要是把它打死，妹妹会难过的。他舌头一弹，嘴唇一打颤，发出鹑鸡从暗处窜出来的声音。可是那鹑鸡就像着了魔一样，呆呆地盯着他，就是不离开。




"We better not annoy him," Nick said.

“我们最好别激怒它。”尼克说。




"I'm sorry, Nickie," his sister said. "He is stupid."

“对不起，尼基，”妹妹说，“它傻透了。”




"Wait till we eat them," Nick told her. "You'll see why we hunt them.”

“等吃的时候你就知道了，”尼克说，“那时候你就明白我们为什么要打鹑鸡了。”




"Are they out of season, too?"

“眼下鹑鸡也是不能打的吧？”




"Sure. But they are full grown and nobody but us would ever hunt them. I kill plenty of great homed owls and a great horned owl will kill a partridge every day if he can. They hunt all the time and they kill all the good birds."

“是啊。不过现在鹑鸡正壮实，再说除了我们也没人会打。我打死过好多大角鸮。大角鸮每天都能弄死一只鹑鸡，只要它捕得到。它们一年到头都在捕鸟，好鸟都让它们弄死了。”




"He certainly could kill that one easy," his sister said. "I don't feel bad any more. Do you want a bag to carry them in?”

“那对于角鸮来说，要弄死树上那只也很容易，”妹妹说，“你这么一说，我现在倒不那么难过了。你要不要拿个袋子把它们装起来？”




"I'll draw them and then pack them in the bag with some ferns. It isn't so far to the berries now.”

“等我掏了它们的内脏，拿蕨草把它们裹起来再说。浆果地离这儿不远了。”




They sat against one of the cedars and Nick opened the birds and took out their warm entrails and feeling the inside of the birds hot on his right hand he found the edible parts of the giblets and cleaned them and then washed them in the stream. When the birds were cleaned he smoothed their feathers and wrapped them in ferns and put them in the flour sack. He tied the mouth of the flour sack and two corners with a piece of fish line and slung it over his shoulder and then went back to the stream and dropped the entrails in and tossed some bright pieces of lung in to see the trout rise in the rapid heavy flow of the water.

兄妹俩倚着一棵雪松坐了下来。尼克剖开了鹑鸡，掏出了还带着余温的内脏，托在右手上还是热乎乎的。他把能吃的部分挑了出来，又拿到溪水里洗干净。收拾好鹑鸡之后，他理顺了鸡毛，拿蕨草一包，塞进了面粉袋。他拿钓鱼线把面粉袋口和两个角都扎好，并甩到背上背好，然后他又回到小溪边，把不能吃的内脏都扔到水里，又挑了几块鲜红的鹑鸡肺抛到水中，看鳟鱼在湍急的水流中上蹿下跳地抢食吃。




"They'd make good bait but we don't need bait now," he said. "Our trout are all in the stream and we'll take them when we need them.”

“这内脏拿来当鱼饵不错，可惜我们现在不需要，”他说，“我们的鱼都在这条小溪里了，想吃的时候直接来取就行。”




"This stream would make us rich if it was near home," his sister said.

“要是这条小溪就在家附近的话，我们就能发一笔财了。”妹妹说。




"It would be fished out then. This is the last really wild stream there is except in another awful country to get to beyond the foot of the lake. I never brought anybody here to fish."

“要真是那样，里面的鱼早就给捕光了。这么原始的小溪，如今基本看不到了。湖弯那边的乡下倒还有一条，不过路实在是太难走了。我从来没带过人来这儿钓鱼。”




"Who ever fishes it?"

“有谁来这儿钓过鱼？”




"Nobody I know."

“我认识的人里面没有。”




"Is it a virgin stream?"

“这条河还没人来过？”




"No. Indians fish it. But they're gone now since they quit cutting hemlock bark and the camps closed down.”

“也不是。印第安人来过。不过，自从他们不再干剥铁杉树皮的营生之后，他们就关闭了营地，再也没回来。”




"Does the Evans boy know?"

“埃文斯家的那小子知道吗？”




"Not him," Nick said. But then he thought about it and it made him feel sick. He could see the Evans boy.

“他怎么会知道。”尼克说。但随后他想了一想，心里倒不安起来。那小子仿佛就在他眼前。




"What're you thinking, Nickie?”

“你在想什么呢，尼基？”




"I wasn't thinking.”

“没想什么啊。”




"You were thinking. You tell me. We're partners.”

“你明明就在想什么。告诉我吧。我们可是同伴啊。”




"He might know," Nick said. "Goddam it. He might know."

“说不定他真知道，”尼克说，“该死的。他搞不好真的知道。”




"But you don't know that he knows?”

“你不知道他知不知道？”




"No. That's the trouble. If I did I'd get out.”

“我不知道。所以才麻烦啊。要是我知道的话就不在这儿呆了。”




"Maybe he's back at camp now," his sister said.

“搞不好他这会儿就在营地呢。”妹妹说。




"Don't talk that way. Do you want to bring him?”

“别说晦气话。你想把他招来吗？”




"No," she said. "Please, Nickie, I'm sorry I brought it up.”

“当然不想，”她说，“别生气，尼基，我不该提这个的。”




"I'm not," Nick said. "I'm grateful. I knew it anyway. Only I'd stopped thinking about it. I have to think about things now the rest of my life.”

“我没事，”尼克说，“我得谢谢你。其实我早就知道了。我只是不想多想。以后我得多考虑考虑。”




"You always thought about things."

“你总是在考虑事情啊。”




"Not like this."

“没考虑这件事。”




"Let's go down and get the berries anyway," Littless said. "There isn't anything we can do now to help, is there?”

“管他呢，我们下去采浆果吧，”小妹说，“现在想的再多又有什么用呢，对吧？”




"No," Nick said. "We'll pick the berries and get back to camp.”

“没错，”尼克说，“我们去采点浆果，就回营地去吧。”




But Nick was trying to accept it now and think his way all the way through it. He must not get in a panic about it. Nothing had changed. Things were just as they were when he had decided to come here and let things blow over. The Evans boy could have followed him here before. But it was very unlikely. He could have followed him one time when he had gone in from the road through the Hodges' place, but it was doubtful. Nobody had been fishing the stream. He could be sure of that. But the Evans boy did not care about fishing.

不过，尼克很难接受这样的现实，一路上都在想法解决问题。他不能乱了阵脚。情况并没有发生什么变化。和他打算来这儿避风头的时候比起来，什么都没变。埃文斯家的小子或许跟他来过这里。但是这种可能性极小。有一次，他从霍奇斯家旁的那条路到这儿来，可能被那小子盯上了，但那也很难说。没人来这条小溪钓过鱼。这一点他敢打包票。不过话说回来，那小子对钓鱼也没什么兴趣。




"All that bastard cares about is trailing me," he said. "I know it, Nickie."

“那小兔崽子就喜欢跟踪我。”他说。“我知道，尼基。”




"This is three times he's made trouble.”

“他已经找了我三次麻烦了。”




"I know it, Nickie. But don't you kill him.”

“我知道，尼基。可你千万别杀了他啊。”




That's why she came along, Nick thought. That's why she's here. I can't do it while she's along. "I know I mustn't kill him." he said. "There's nothing we can do now. Let's not talk about it.”

所以她才要跟着来，尼克心想。要不她也不会来。她在的时候，我可不能下手。“我知道我不能杀了他，”他说，“现如今我们一点儿法子也没有。还是别说这个了吧。”




"As long as you don't kill him," his sister said. "There's nothing we can't get out of and nothing that won't blow over.”

“只要你不杀他，”妹妹说，“我们就没有过不去的坎，没有避不了的风头。”




"Let's get back to camp," Nick said.

“我们回营地去吧。”尼克说。




"Without the berries?"

“不采浆果了吗？”




"We'll get the berries another day.”"Are you nervous, Nickie?"

“改天再采吧。”“你是不是不放心啊，尼基？”




"Yes. I'm sorry.”

“是。对不起。”




"But what good will we be back at camp?"

“可是回营地去又有什么用呢？”




"We'll know quicker.”

“有什么情况，我们可以及早知道。”




"Can't we just go along the way we were going?”

“我们就按着原计划走不行吗？”




"Not now. I'm not scared, Littless. And don't you be scared. But something's made me nervous.”

“现在不行。我不是害怕，小妹。你也用不着害怕。但有些事让我很不安。”




Nick had been away from the stream into the edge of the timber and they were walking in the shade of the trees. They would come onto the camp now from above.

尼克离开小溪，走到了树林边上，他俩在树阴底下走着。这样他们就能绕到山上，再从高处下到营地去。




From the timber they approached the camp carefully. Nick went ahead with the rifle. The camp had not been visited.

他们从树林子里轻手轻脚地往营地走。尼克提着步枪走在前头。营地没人来过。




"You stay here," Nick told his sister. "I'm going to have a look beyond.”He left the sack with the birds and the berry pails with Littless and went well upstream. As soon as he was out of sight of his sister he changed the .22 shorts in the rifle for the long-rifles. I won't kill him, he thought, but anyway it's the right thing to do. He made a careful search of the country. He saw no sign of anyone and he went down to the stream and then downstream and back up to the camp.

“你呆在这儿别动，”尼克对妹妹说，“我先去前面探探路。”他把装鸟的面粉袋子扔在地上，装浆果的小桶交给妹妹，自己朝小溪的上游走了一大段。一走到妹妹看不见的地方，他就给步枪换上了点二二口径的长弹。我不会打死他的，他心想着，不过就算不杀人，换个子弹也是对的。他在田野里仔细搜了一遍。他没有发现任何人出没的痕迹，于是又回到小溪旁，朝下游走了一段，这才回到营地上。




"I'm sorry I was nervous, Littless," he said. "We might as well have a good lunch and then we won't have to worry about a fire showing at night.”

“对不起，我太疑神疑鬼了，小妹，”他说，“我们还是好好吃一顿午饭吧，省得担心晚上生火让人看见。”




"I'm worried now, too," she said.

“我现在也开始担心了。”她说。




"Don't you be worried. It's just like it was before.”

“你不要担心。和以前一样，没什么新情况。”




"But he drove us back from getting the berries without him even being here."

“可他还没来，我们就被吓得连浆果都采不了了。”




"I know. But he's not been here. Maybe he's never even been to this creek ever. Maybe we'll never see him again.”

“我知道，可他没有来啊。或许他从没到小溪这一带来过。或许我们再也不会见到他了。”




"He makes me scared, Nickie, worse when he's not here than when he's here.”

“他让我害怕，尼基，他不在比在更可怕。”




"I know. But there isn't any use being scared.”

“我知道。但光害怕是没用的。”




"What are we going to do?"

“我们该怎么办呢？”




"Well, we better wait to cook until night."

“这样吧，到晚上再做饭。”




"Why did you change?"

“你怎么改主意了？”




"He won't be around here at night. He can't come through the swamp in the dark. We don't have to worry about him early in the mornings and late in the evening nor in the dark. We'll have to be like the deer and only be out then. We'll lay up in the daytime.”

“他晚上肯定不会来。他从没在天黑的时候穿过这片沼泽。清早、深夜或天黑的时候，我们都不用担心他会来。我们得跟鹿一样，只在这三个时间段出来活动。白天，我们就睡觉。”




"Maybe he'll never come.”

“也许他永远也不会来。”




"Sure. Maybe."

“当然。有这个可能。”




"But I can stay though, can't I?”

“不过我能留下，是吗？”




"I ought to get you home."

“我该送你回家。”




"No. Please, Nickie. Who's going to keep you from killing him then?”

“不要，求你了，尼基。我不在的话，谁能拦着你杀了他？”




"Listen, Littless, don't ever talk about killing and remember I never talked about killing. There isn't any killing nor ever going to be any.”

“听着，小妹，别再说杀人的事了。记住，我从没说过要杀人。我不杀人，也永远不会杀人。”




"True?""True."

“真的吗？”“真的。”




"I'm so glad.”

“我真是太高兴了。”




"Don't even be that. Nobody ever talked about it.”

“你都用不着高兴。根本没人说过要杀人。”




"All right. I never thought about it nor spoke about it."

“好吧。就算我从来没想过，也从来没说过。”




"Me either."

“我也是。”




"Of course you didn't.”

“你当然没有。”




"I never even thought about it."

“我连想都没有想过。”




No, he thought. You never even thought about it. Only all day and all night. But you mustn't think about it in front of her because she can feel it because she is your sister and you love each other. "Are you hungry, Littless?"

才不是，他心想。什么从来没想过。你从早到晚都在想。只是在她面前可不能想，她会察觉到的。毕竟她是你妹妹，兄妹之间总是心有灵犀的。“你饿不饿，小妹？”




"Not really."

“不太饿。”




"Eat some of the hard chocolate and I'll get some fresh water from the spring.”

“你吃点硬巧克力吧，我去弄点干净的泉水来。”




"I don't have to have anything.”

“我什么都不吃也没关系。”




They looked across to where the big white clouds of the eleven o'clock breeze were coming up over the blue hills beyond the swamp. The sky was a high clear blue and the clouds came up white and detached themselves from behind the hills and moved high in the sky as the breeze freshened and the shadows of the clouds moved over the swamp and across the hillside. The wind blew in the trees now and was cool as they lay in the shade. The water from the spring was cold and fresh in the tin pail and the chocolate was not quite bitter but was hard and crunched as they chewed it. "It's as good as the water in the spring where we were when we first saw them," his sister said. "It tastes even better after the chocolate."

他们望向沼泽地远处的青山，早上十一点钟，那里照例起了风，吹来了大片大片的白云。湛蓝高远的天空中出现了朵朵洁白的云彩。风一大，云就挣脱了山的怀抱，从山后越飞越高，云影掠过了沼泽地，又掠过了山坡。林子里也起了风，兄妹俩躺在树阴下，凉风习习。用铁皮桶打来的泉水凉爽可口，巧克力虽然不太苦，却很硬，嚼起来嘎嘣嘎嘣的。“这里的水很好喝，跟我们第一次找到的水差不多，”妹妹说，“吃了巧克力之后再喝，更好喝。”




"We can cook if you're hungry.”

“你要是饿了的话，我们就做饭吧。”




"I'm not if you're not.”

“你不饿，我就不饿。”




"I'm always hungry. I was a fool not to go on and get the berries.”

“我一天到晚都饿。我居然吓得不敢去采浆果，真是傻透了。”




"No. You came back to find out."

“你不傻。你只是回来检查一下。”




"Look, Littless. I know a good place back by the slashing we came through where we can get berries. I'll cache everything and we can go in there through the timber all the way and pick a couple of pails full and then we'll have them ahead for tomorrow. It isn't a bad walk.”

“听我说，小妹。我们不是经过一片空地么，我知道那附近有个好地方，可以采到浆果。我可以把东西都藏起来，然后我们穿过林子回去，采它满满两桶，可以一直吃到明天。去一趟很值的。”




"All right. But I'm fine.”

“好主意。可我不太想去。”




"Aren't you hungry?”

“你不饿吗？”




"No. Not at all now after the chocolate. I'd love to just stay and read. We had a nice walk when we were hunting.”

“不饿。吃了巧克力就一点儿都不饿了。我情愿留在这里看书。刚才去打猎的时候，走得挺过瘾的。”




"All right." Nick said. "Are you tired from yesterday?"

“好吧，”尼克说，“是因为昨天走了那么多路，所以感到累吗？”




"Maybe a little."

“可能有点儿。”




"We'll take it easy. I'll read Wuthering Heights.”

“那就歇一会儿吧。我来读《呼啸山庄》吧。”




"Is it too old to read out loud to me?"

“我都这么大了，你还要读给我听？”




"No."

“你大什么呀。”




"Will you read it?"

“那你读吧。”




"Sure."

“好。”
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