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当明天变成了今天，成为了昨天，最后成为记忆里不再重要的某一天，我们突然发现自己在不知不觉中已被时间推着向前走，这不是在静止火车里与相邻列车交错时，仿佛自己在前进的错觉，而是我们真实地在成长，在这件事里成了另一个自己。




























When tomorrow turns in today, yesterday, and someday that no more important in your memory, we suddenly realize that we are pushed forward by time. This is not a train in still in which you may feel forward when another train goes by. It is the truth that we've all grown up. And we become different.


























拥抱此刻的阳光



Embrace the Sunshine of This Moment











做你想做的梦，去你想去的地方，成为你想成为的人吧，因为你只有一次生命、一次机会。幸福的人并非就拥有美好的一切，他们只是好好地利用了手中的一切。
















PREFACE















Just for Today



只为今天














Just for today I will try to live through this day only and not tackle my whole life problem at once. I can do something for twelve hours that would appall me if I had to keep it up for a lifetime.

Just for today I will be happy. This assumes to be true what Abraham Lincoln said, that "Most folks are as happy as they make up their minds to be."

Just for today I will adjust myself to what is, and not try to adjust everything to my own desires. I will take my "luck"as it comes.

Just for today I will try to strengthen my mind. I will study. I will learn something useful. I will not be a mental loafer. I will read something that requires effort, thought and concentration.

Just for today I will exercise my soul in three ways. I will do somebody a good turn and not get found out: If anybody knows of it, it will not count. I will do at least two things I don't want to do just for exercise. I will not show anyone that my feelings are hurt: they may be hurt, but today I will not show it.




Just for today I will be agreeable. I will look as well as I can, dress becomingly, talk low, act courteously, criticize not one bit, and try not to improve or regulate anybody but myself.

Just for today I will have a program, I may not follow it exactly, but I will have it. I will save myself from two pests: hurry and indecision.

Just for today I will have a quiet half hour all by myself and relax. During this half hour, sometime, I will try to get a better perspective of my life.

Just for today I will be unafraid. Especially I will not be afraid to enjoy what is beautiful, and to believe that as I give to the world, so the world will give to me.





只为今天，我将会努力仅仅为今天而活，而不是立刻去解决我生命中遇到的难题。我可以12个小时都做同样的事，但若一辈子每天都这样过，会让人恐惧不已。

只为今天，我会很快乐。亚伯拉罕·林肯说得对，“对于大多数人来说，他们认为自己有多幸福，就有多幸福”。




只为今天，我会自我调整，让自己去适应事物的本来面貌，而不是想方设法苛求万物遵循我的意愿来运转。“好运”来的时候，我会抓住它。

只为今天，我会努力让内心变得强大。我会学习，学一些有用的东西。我不要成为思想上懒散的人。我将会读一些需要下苦功、思考和专注才能读懂的书。

只为今天，我会用三种方法磨炼自己的灵魂。我会做好事不留名，若被人发现就不算数。我至少要做两件不是只为了磨炼的事情。我不会让任何人看到我的感情受到伤害：可能很痛，但是今天我不想表现出来。

只为今天，我会变得和蔼可亲。我会展现出我的最佳状态，穿着得体、言谈温和、行为礼貌，决不吹毛求疵，试着提高并调整自己而非他人。

只为今天，我会制订一项计划，也许我不会严格执行，但我一定要有这个计划。我会将自己从两个危害中解救出来：仓促行事和优柔寡断。

只为今天，我会独自静静地待上半小时，让自己放松。在这半小时里，某些时刻，我会对自己的生活有个更美好的期望。

只为今天，我会变得无所畏惧。尤其是，我不会再害怕享受美好，我相信我给予世界，世界也会给予我，付出就有回报。
























Chapter 1 享受的时光









Go for someone who makes you smile because it takes only a smile to make a dark day seem bright. Find the one that makes your heart smile. Dream what you want to dream; go where you want to go; be what you want to be, because you have only one life and one chance to do all the things you want to do.

和那些让你微笑的人在一起，因为一个微笑就能扫走一天的阴霾。寻找那些能让你的心欢笑的人。做你想做的梦，去你想去的地方，成为你想成为的人吧，因为你只有一次生命、一个机会去做所有你想做的事。















Every Day Is a Gift


珍惜每一天





◎ Ann Wells





My brother-in-law opened the bottom drawer of my sister’s bureau and lifted out a tissue wrapped package. “This,” he said, “is not a slip. This is lingerie.” He discarded the tissue and handed me the slip.

It was exquisite, silk, and handmade and trimmed with a cobweb of lace. The price tag with an astronomical figure on it was still attached.

“Jan bought this the first time we went to New York, at least 8 or 9 years ago. She never wore it. She was saving it for a special occasion.”

“Well, I guess this is the occasion.”

He took the slip from me and put it on the bed, with the other clothes we were taking to the mortician. His hands lingered on the soft material for a moment, and then he slammed the drawer shut and turned to me, “Don’t ever save anything for a special occasion. Every day you’re alive is a special occasion.”

I remembered those words through the funeral and the days that followed when I helped him and my niece attend to all the sad chores that follow an unexpected death. I thought about them on the plane returning to California from the Midwestern town where my sister’s family lives. I thought about all the things that she hadn’t seen or heard or done. I thought about the things that she had done without realizing that they were special.




I’m still thinking about his words, and they’ve changed the weeds in the garden. I’m spending more time with my family and friends and less time in committee meetings. Whenever possible, life should be a pattern of experience to savor, not endure. I’m trying to recognize these moments now and cherish them.

I’m not “saving” anything; we use our good china and crystal for every special. Event such as losing a pound, getting the sink unstopped, the first camellia blossom... I wear my good blazer to the market if I feel like it. My theory is if I look prosperous, I can shell out $28. 49 for one small bag of groceries without wincing. I’m not saving my good perfume for special parties; clerks in hardware stores and tellers in banks have noses that function as well as my party going friends.

“Someday” and “one of these days” are losing their grip on my vocabulary. If it’s worth seeing or hearing or doing, I want to see and hear and do it now. I’m not sure what my sister would’ve done had she know that she wouldn’t be here for the tomorrow we all take for granted.




I think she would have called family members and a few close friends. She might have called a few former friends to apologize, and mend fences for past squabbles. I like to think she would have gone out for a Chinese dinner, her favorite food. I’m guessing. I’ll never know.

It’s those little things left undone that would make me angry if I knew that my hours were limited. Angry because I put off seeing good friends whom I was going to get in touch with someday. Angry because I hadn’t written certain letters that I intended to write one of these days. Angry and sorry that I didn’t tell my husband and daughter often enough how much I truly love them.

I’m trying very hard not to put off, hold back, or save anything that would add laughter and luster to our lives. And every morning when I open my eyes, I tell myself that every day, every minute, every breath truly, is a gift from God.





姐夫拉开姐姐衣柜的最底层抽屉，拿出一个用纸包装的包裹。“这件，”他说，“不是一般的内衣，而是件豪华内衣。”他剥掉包装纸，把衣服递给我。




这条丝绸内衣是用纯手工缝制的，工艺精湛，边缘一圈蕾丝花边。价签还没撕下，上面的数字高得惊人。

“这件是简在我们第一次去纽约时买的，至少八九年前的事了。她还从没穿过，她说要留到特别的场合穿。”

“唉，现在就是那个特别的场合了吧。”

他从我手中接过内衣放在床上；床上还有别的衣服，我们将它们一并带到殡仪馆。他的手在那柔软的面料上抚摸了一会儿，随即砰地关上抽屉，转身对我说：“永远都不要把任何东西留给什么特殊的日子。你活着的每一天都是特别的。”

这两句话久久回荡在我耳边，伴我度过了葬礼和帮姐夫和侄儿处理姐姐意外身亡的后事的那伤心的几天。我从位于中西部小镇的姐姐家回加州时，在飞机上也一直在思考这些话。我想到她来不及看、来不及听、来不及做的事，想到那些她做了但没意识到其特殊性的事。

我至今还在想他的话，这些话就如去除院子里的杂草一样，改变了我的心情。我和家人朋友在一起的时间长了，花在开会上的时间短了。无论何时，生活应当是一种“品味”而非一种“忍受”。我在学习欣赏每一刻，并珍惜每一刻。




我不再去“珍藏”任何东西；只要有一点好事，我们就不吝惜地使用精美的瓷器和水晶制品，比方说庆祝体重减了一英镑，庆祝堵塞的水槽被疏通了，庆祝第一枝山茶花绽放……只要我想穿，我就穿着名牌服装去市场购物。我的理论是，只要我看起来还富有，面对价值28.49美元的一小堆杂货时，我会眼睛眨也不眨地买下来。我不会把好香水留到特别的派对上才用；五金店店员、银行出纳们的嗅觉，不会比派对朋友来得差。

“某一天”“总有一天”正从我的常用词汇中淡出。如果值得去看、去听或去做，我当即就要去看、去听或去做。人人都理所当然以为自己必然有明天，不知如果姐姐知道自己没有明日，她会做些什么。

我想她会给家人和几个密友打电话，可能还会和以前吵过架的朋友打电话道歉，重修旧好。我觉得她会去吃她最爱的中国菜。我只是猜测。我永远不会知道。

假如我知道自己时间不多了，没做这些小事会让我很恼火。恼火是因为我一拖再拖没能看成“有朝一日”会去看的好友们。恼火是因为我没有写出我“终有一天”要写的信。恼火和内疚是因为我没能经常地告诉我的丈夫和女儿我有多爱他们。

我正努力地拥抱任何可以给生活增添欢乐和光彩的事物，毫不迟疑，毫无保留。每天清晨一睁开眼，我便告诉自己：每一天，每一分钟，每一个呼吸都是上帝赐予的礼物。
















Relish the Moment　拥抱此刻的阳光





◎ Robert J. Hastings





Tucked away in our subconscious is an idyllic vision. We see ourselves on a long trip that spans the continent. We are traveling by train. Out the windows, we drink in the passing scene of cars on nearby highways, of children waving at a crossing, of cattle grazing on a distant hillside, of smoke pouring from a power plant, of row upon row of corn and wheat, of flatlands and valleys, of mountains and rolling hillsides, of city skylines and village halls.

But uppermost in our minds is the final destination. On a certain day at a certain hour, we will pull into the station. Bands will be playing and flags waving. Once we get there, so many wonderful dreams will come true and the pieces of our lives will fit together like a completed jigsaw puzzle. How restlessly we pace the aisles, damning the minutes for loitering—waiting, waiting, waiting for the station.

“When we reach the station that will be it!” We cry. “When I’m 18.” “When I buy a new 450SL Mercedes Benz!” “When I put the last kid through college.” “When I have paid off the mortgage!” “When I get a promotion.” “When I reach the age of retirement, I shall live happily ever after!”




Sooner or later, we must realize there is no station, no one place to arrive at once and for all. The true joy of life is the trip. The station is only a dream. It constantly outdistances us.

“Relish the moment” is a good motto, especially when coupled with Psalm 118: 24 “This is the day which the Lord hath made; we will rejoice and be glad in it.” It isn’t the burdens of today that drive men mad. It is the regrets over yesterday and the fear of tomorrow. Regret and fear are twin thieves who rob us of today.

So stop pacing the aisles and counting the miles. In stead, climb more mountains, eat more ice cream, go barefoot more often, swim more rivers, watch more sunsets, laugh more, cry less. Life must be lived as we go along. The station will come soon enough.





在我们的潜意识深处，总藏着一片梦幻的美丽风景。我们仿佛身处一次横跨大陆的漫漫旅行之中。乘着火车，我们领略着窗外流动的景色：附近高速公路上奔驰的汽车、十字路口处挥手的孩童、远山上吃草的牛群、发电站里冒出的滚滚烟尘、一排排的玉米和小麦地、平原与山谷、群山与绵延的丘陵、天空映衬下城市的轮廓，以及乡间的村庄宅邸。




但是我们心里想得最多的还是最终目的地。在某一天的某一时刻，我们将会抵达站点。迎接我们的将是乐队和飘舞的彩旗。一旦到了那儿，多少美梦将成为现实，我们的生活的碎片也将拼合在一起，像一块七巧板。可是我们在过道里焦急地踱来踱去，咒骂火车的拖拖拉拉。我们分分钟等待着，等待着，等待火车进站。

“当我们到站的时候，一切就都好了！”我们哭喊着。“当我18岁的时候。”“当我买了一辆新450SL奔驰的时候！”“当我供最小的孩子读完大学的时候。”“当我还清了贷款的时候！”“当我得到了晋升的时候。”“当我到了退休的年龄，我就会永远幸福快乐地生活下去！”

然而，或早或晚，我们终会认识到人生的旅途没有终点站，没有能够“一劳永逸”的地方。生活的真正乐趣在于旅行的过程。终点站只是一个梦想。它始终在我们的前方。

“品味现在”是句很好的箴言，尤其是加上《圣经·诗篇》中第118章24节的一段话则更显得特别：“今日为耶和华所创造；我们为活在今日而欢欣雀跃。”真正令人沮丧的不是今日的负担，而是对昨日的悔恨及对明日的恐惧。悔恨与恐惧是一对孪生窃贼，将今天从你我身边偷走。




那么就不要在过道里徘徊吧，别老惦记着你离车站还有多远。何不换一种活法，攀爬更多的高山，多吃点儿冰淇淋甜甜嘴巴，经常光着脚板儿溜达，在更多的河流里畅游，多看看夕阳西下，多点欢笑哈哈，少让泪水滴答！生活得一边过一边瞧。车站就会很快到达！














How to Spend the Life You Have Left　如何度过余下时光





◎ Leo Babauta





It’s hard, from within the storm of every day life, to see things with real perspective, to know what’s important and what’s simply pressing on our consciousness right now, demanding attention.

We have people emailing us for information and requesting action, we have phone calls and visitors and a long to do list and a million chores and errands to run and all of the slings and arrows of our daily reality...and yet, what is important?

Ask yourself this: if you suddenly found out you only had 6 months to live (for whatever reason), would the thing in front of you matter to you?

Would those 20 emails waiting for a response matter? Would the paperwork waiting to be processed matter? Would the work you’re doing matter? Would the meetings you’re supposed to have matter? Would a big car and nice house and high-paying job and cool computer and mobile device and nice shoes and clothes matter?




I’m not saying they wouldn’t matter...but it’s important to ask yourself if they would.

What would matter to you?

For many of us, it’s the loved ones in our lives. If we don’t have loved ones...maybe it’s time we started figuring out why, and addressing that. Maybe we haven’t made time for others, for getting out and meeting others and helping others and being compassionate and passionate about others. Maybe we have shut ourselves in somehow. Or maybe we do have loved ones in our lives, but we don’t seem to have the time we want to spend with them.

When was the last time you told your loved ones you loved them? Spent good quality time with them, being in the moment?

For many of us, we are doing work that matters...would matter. That might mean helping others, or making a vital contribution to society, or creating something brilliant and inspiring, or expressing ourselves somehow. It’s not the money that matters, but the impact of the work. Are you doing work that matters?

For many of us, experiencing life would matter—really being in the moment, finding passion in our lives, seeing the world and traveling, or just seeing the world that’s around us right now, being with great people, doing amazing things, eating amazing food, playing.




These are just a few ideas...but what would matter to you?

I highly recommend that you spend at least a little time now, and regularly, thinking about this question...figuring out what really matters...and living a life that shows this.

How do you live a life that puts a great emphasis on what matters? Start by figuring out what matters, and what doesn’t. Then eliminate as much as you can of the stuff that doesn’t matter, or at least minimize it to the extent possible. Make room for what does matter.

Make the time for what does matter... today. Put it on your schedule, and don’t miss that appointment. Make those tough decisions—because choosing to live a life that is filled with the important stuff means making choices, and they’re not always easy choices. But it matters.

Spend time with your significant other; show them how important they are. Take the time to cuddle with your child, to read with her, to play with her, to have good conversations with her, to take walks with her. Take time to be in nature, to appreciate the beauty of the world around us. Take time to savor the little pleasures in life.




Because while you might not have only 6 months to live, I’m here to break the news to you: you really do only have a short time to live. Whether that’s 6 months, 6 years or 60...it’s but the blink of an eye.

The life you have left is a gift. Cherish it. Enjoy it now, to the fullest. Do what matters, now.





每天狂风骤雨般的生活中，用正确的角度去看待事情，判断什么才是真正重要的、什么只是因为压力而感到紧迫的，需要我们额外注意，因此实为不易。

每天，我们都会收到咨询信息或要求各种行动的邮件，要打电话，接待访客，应付冗长的工作安排，处理无数的家务杂活，没完没了地跑业务，还要化解现实生活中可笑的明枪暗箭……然而，什么是重要的？

请扪心自问：如果你突然发现自己的生命只剩半年（先别管什么原因），你面前这些事情对你真的重要吗？

那20封等着你回复的邮件重要吗？等着你处理的文件重要吗？你正在做的工作重要吗？你即将要开的会议重要吗？一辆轿车、一栋别墅、一份高薪工作、一台时髦电脑和手机、一双漂亮鞋子和一件漂亮衣服，对你来说重要吗？




我并不是说它们不重要……但是最重要的是，你要问问自己的内心，它们到底是否重要。

对你来说重要的是什么呢？

对我们很多人来说，重要的是那些我们爱的人。如果我们没有所爱的人……也许现在我们该开始想办法弄清楚原因了。也许我们没有为其他人留出时间，没有留出时间出去和他们见面，帮助他们，为他们付出我们的同情心、关心和热情。也许我们不知不觉地把自己封闭了起来。或许我们的生命里确实有爱着的人，也想多陪陪他们，但似乎就是没有时间。

你最近一次告诉你所爱的人你爱他们，是什么时候？最近一次和他们共度美好时光，是什么时候？

对我们许多人来说，我们所做的工作是重要的，或者说是最重要的。有的工作可能意味着帮助别人，也许是对社会作出重大贡献，也许是一个充满智慧、鼓舞人心的发明，也许是用某种方式表现了自己。钱有多少不重要，最重要的是工作产生的影响。你是在做着最重要的工作吗？

对许多人来说，体验生活是重要的：完全沉浸于此刻的生活，发现生活的激情之处，四处旅游观光，或欣赏身边世界的琐碎小事，和很棒的人在一起，做令人惊喜的事情，享受美食，尽情玩乐。




这些仅仅是个人想法……但真正对你来说重要的是什么呢？

我强烈建议，你至少得从现在开始，常花一点时间定期思考这个问题, 找到什么才是对你来说最重要的事情, 并为此而活。

怎样做才能将生活的重心放在重要的事情上呢？首先弄清楚什么是重要的，什么不是。能消除不重要的事情就尽量消除；实在无法避免，就尽最大限度减少它，腾出时间来做更重要的事。

从今天开始为重要的事情留出时间。把它们写在你的日程表上，不要让自己失约。此外，要作好各项艰难的决定，因为，既然你选择为重要的事情而活，你就必须作出各种抉择，当然了，有的选择不会那么容易。但它很重要。

花时间多陪陪你生命中很重要的人，让他们知道你有多在乎他们。多抱抱你的孩子，多教教她读书，多和她一起玩耍，多花点时间和她用心谈话、带她去散步。抽空让自己融入大自然，欣赏我们周遭世界的美好。细细品味和享受生活中的点滴愉悦。

虽然你的生命可能不止6个月长，但现在有条坏消息要告诉你，你剩下的时间真的不多了。6个月也好，6年或60年也好……一眨眼就过完了。

剩下的时间就是生命的礼物。珍惜它。享受现在，让人生从此刻更加完整。从现在开始，做有意义的事。




Girls of Summer　夏日女孩






◎ Kristie Helms






We lived on the banks of the Tennessee River, and we owned the summers when we were girls. We ran wild through humid summer days that never ended but only melted one into the other. We floated down rivers of weekdays with no school, no rules, no parents, and no constructs other than our fantasies. We were good girls, my sister and I. We had nothing to rebel against. This was just life as we knew it, and we knew the summers to be long and to be ours.

The road that ran past our house was a one lane rural route. Every morning, after our parents had gone to work, I’d wait for the mail lady to pull up to our box. Some days I would put enough change for a few stamps into a mason jar lid and l eave it in the mailbox. I hated bothering mail lady with this transaction, which made her job take longer. But I liked that she knew that someone in our house sent letters into the outside world.

I liked walking to the mailbox in my bare feet and leaving footprints on the dewy grass. I imagined that feeling the wetness on the bottom of my feet made me a poet. I had never read poetry, outside of some Emily Dickinson. But I imagined that at people who knew of such things would walk to their mailboxes through the morning dew in their bare feet.




We planned our weddings with the help of barbie dolls and the tiny purple wild flowers growing in our side yard. We became scientists and tested concoctions of milk, orange juice, and mouthwash. We ate handfuls of bittersweet chocolate chips and licked peanut butter off spoons. When we ran out of sweets to eat, we snitched sugary Flintstones vitamins out of the medicine cabinet. We became masters of the Kraft macaroni and cheese lunch, and we dutifully called our mother at work three times a day to give her updates on our adventures. But don’t call too often or speak too loudly or whine too much, we told ourselves, or else they’ll get annoyed and she’ll get fired and the summers will end.

We shaped our days the way we chose, far from the prying eyes of adults. We found our dad’s Playboys and charged the neighborhood boys money to look at them. We made crank calls around the county, telling people they had won a new car. “What kind?” they’d ask. “Red.” we’d always say. We put on our mom’s old prom dresses, complete with gloves and hats, and sang backup to the C.W. McCall song convoy, which we’d found on our dad’s turntable.




We went on hikes into the woods behind our house, crawling under barbed wire fences and through tangled undergrowth. Heat and humidity found their way through he leaves to our flushed faces. We waded in streams that we were always surprised to come across. We walked past cars and auto parts that had been abandoned in the woods, far from any road. We’d reach the tree line and come out unexpectedly into a cow pasture. We’d perch on the gate or stretch out on the large flat limes tone outcrop that marked the end of the Woods Behind Our House.

One day a thunderstorm blew up along the Tennessee River. It was one of those storms that make the day go dark and the humidity disappear. First it was still and quiet. There was electricity in the air and then the sharp crispness of a summer day being blown wide open as the winds rushed in. We threw open all the doors and windows. We found the classical radio station from two towns away and turned up the bass and cranked up the speakers. We let the wind blow in and churn our summer day around. We let the music we were only vaguely familiar with roar through the house. And we twirled. We twirled in the living room in the wind and in the music. We twirled and we imagined that we were poets and dancers and scientists and spring brides.




We twirled and imagined that if we could let everything—the thunder, the storm, the wind, the world—into that house in the banks of the Tennessee River, we could live in our summer dreams forever. When we were girls.





当我们还是小女孩的时候，夏天是属于我们的。那时，我家住在田纳西河畔。在那些永无尽头、一天天彼此交融的湿润夏日里，我们撒野地跑着。我们在长长的日子中放任自己，没有学校的管束，没有规则的羁绊，没有双亲的训诫，没有既定的观念，只有属于我们自己的幻想。我和姐姐，我们都是好女孩。没有什么需要我们去对抗和反叛的。这就是我们的生活，我们知道夏日正长，而且是属于我们的。

我家门前的那条路是一条单车道的乡间小路。每天早上，父母上班以后，我会等着女邮差把车停在我们的信箱前。有时候，我会在大口玻璃瓶的瓶盖里放上够买几张邮票的零钱，再把它放在信箱里面。我讨厌为这样的交易去麻烦女邮差，这会延长她的工作时间。但我喜欢让她知道我们家里也有人寄信到外面的世界。




我喜欢赤足走向我家的信箱，在沾着露水的草地上留下脚印。我想象着，足底那湿漉漉的感觉使我成了一个诗人。除了艾米莉·狄金森的一些作品外，我从来没读过诗。但我想，懂得这类东西的人一定会赤足踏着晨露走向他们的信箱。

我们用芭比娃娃和旁边院子里的紫色小野花来筹办我们的婚礼游戏。我们是科学家，尝试牛奶、橙汁和漱口水的混合物。我们吃光一把又一把甜中带苦的巧克力片，把勺子上的花生酱舔得干干净净。糖果吃完了，我们就从药箱里偷拿有甜味的弗林斯通复合维生素。我们成了用卡夫通心面和干酪烹制午餐的专家，并尽职尽责地每天给正在上班的妈妈打三个电话汇报我们的最新情况。但是，我们告诫自己：不要打太多电话，不要说得太大声，也不要在电话里过多发牢骚，否则他们就会生气了，妈妈就会被解雇，美好的夏日也就完结了。

远离大人们窥视的目光，我们按自己选择的方式安排着生活。我们找出了爸爸的《花花公子》杂志，让邻家的男孩们付费观看。我们给全县各地的人打神秘电话，对他们说他们赢得了一辆新车。“什么样的？”他们会问。而我们总是回答：“红的。”我们穿上妈妈班级舞会时穿的旧礼服，配上手套和帽子，伴着在爸爸的唱机上找到的麦考尔的《护卫队》歌唱。




我们到屋后的树林里远足，从带刺的铁丝篱墙下爬过，穿过缠绕纠结的灌木丛。热气和湿气透过树叶的罅隙扑上我们绯红的脸颊。每次我们总是会意外地遇到溪流，于是我们就在其中涉水而行。我们走过被丢弃在远离大路的林中的轿车和汽车部件。我们会一直走到树林边上，结果意外走进一个奶牛场。我们会倚坐在门上休息，或者摊开四肢躺在露出地面的又大又平的石灰岩上。这些岩石标志着“屋后树林”的尽头。

有一天，田纳西河沿岸出现了暴风雨。这样的暴风雨让天变得阴沉，也赶走了湿气。刚开始，一切宁静又安详。空气中带着电流，乍起的风吹出夏日的清爽。我们敞开所有的门窗，把收音机调到两个镇子之外的古典音乐台，加重低音并把音量开得大大的。我们让风吹进客厅，让它肆意搅动着我们的夏日。我们让似曾相识的音乐在屋子里轰鸣，我们则在一边随着音乐飞快地旋转。在风中、在音乐里、在客厅里，我们飞旋。飞旋着，想象自己是诗人、是舞者、是科学家、是春天里的新娘。

我们飞旋着，想象要是能让一切——雷声、暴雨、狂风以至整个世界——旋入田纳西河畔的那座房子，我们就能永远活在我们的夏日之梦里。那时，我们还是小女孩。














Work with the ?Now?　活在当下





◎ Jeff Grundy





There are some people who are completely happy with themselves, their lives, and their prospects for the future. While they can be considered to be more fortunate than most, most who do not fall into that category are not as bad off as they tend to believe. Instead, they are simply lacking something, or making mistakes, which are standing in the way of their lives being as fulfilling as they would prefer. Some even go as far as to not realize the immense potential they possess.

What is the main difference between those lucky individuals whose lives seem to be wonderfully on track and those who, often despite every step of trying on their part, appear to have all of the odds stacked against them? While in some cases it is a matter of some people having better luck than others, those whose lives are content in the moment and proceeding in the direction of their choice, do not live in the past.

Whether you are thinking about your personality or your life in general, success means focusing on the here and now. While it is important to acknowledge the choices and experiences which resulted in you being where you are today, it is equally important to not allow yourself to become so caught up in thoughts of the past that the present day passes by.




Self-motivation is the key to ensuring that you do not continue repeating the same mistakes. You may have had one or more errors in judgment which led you to take the wrong path, or to make mistakes that were not in your best interest. You can acknowledge this without rehashing them over and over again in your mind, and simply be determined to make different, better decisions today.

Then is over; this is now. The less time and effort you put into looking at the past, the more you will have for living and experiencing this day. You will also find that letting go of the past will give you a deeper sense of strength. Instead of allowing past mistakes and worries to drain your energies, you will have a renewed energy to live your life to the fullest and enjoy it more.

Being content with yourself and optimistic about your future is not difficult. Whatever is in the past is over; learn from it and move on. When you are self-motivated enough to do this, you will see that moving ahead is the best definition of living life.




With that said, what can you do now? Sure it is easy for me to tell you to forget the past, yet it is a whole different practice to actually do it. Life is a complex set of events much of which of course is real, yet a large amount is just your view of what really happened.

Let me explain with an example. I know not everyone is a football fan but I am guessing most have watched at least part of a game on TV. Most plays and almost all the important plays are played over and over on the TV screen right after the play happened.

How many times have you watched a play and were certain and I mean certain of the outcome, say the player caught a pass, then watching the instant replay you realize you were totally wrong, the player dropped the pass. What you were certain you saw never happened.

The first step in trying to minimize the effects of your past in order to concentrate on your future is to find out how much of the past that you are certain happened were just mistakes on your part.

A quick example might be as a teenager you tried to build a piece of furniture out of scrape wood in your father’s workshop. The piece of furniture looked good when you finished but fell apart before you could show your father and you assumed you were a lousy carpenter and the rest of your life you have avoided building anything. Yet the reality was the scrap wood you used was faulty and not your building ability.




Yet the rest of your life you have believed mistakenly you are a poor builder of things.





有些人对自己、对生活、对未来的期望都非常满意。但大多数人没那么幸运，不过他们也并没自己想得那么差劲，他们只是缺了点什么，或者常犯错误，导致生活没能像自己希望的那样顺遂。有些人甚至完全意识不到自己所拥有的巨大潜能。

一类是生命轨道堪称完美的幸运之子，一类是无论怎么调整脚步总是遇到各类挫折的倒霉家伙，他们之间有什么特别的不同呢？在有些情况下，确实有人比较幸运，然而另一些案例中，区别在于有的人不沉溺于过去，而活在此刻，选择自己的方向不断前进。

你认为成功在于个性也好，生活也好，但要成功，就要专注于此时此地。了解自己过去的抉择和经历固然很重要，因为过去造就了你的现在，但同样重要的是，不要让自己过度沉湎于过去，让今日白白流逝。

成功的关键在于自我激励。确保你不继续重复同样的错误。也许你一次或屡次判断失误，结果踏上错误的道路，或者犯错让自己吃亏。但即使不在内心一遍遍地重复想起，你也能认识到这些错误，你只要下定决心从今天开始，去作出和过去不同、比以往更好的决定就够了，就这么简单。




“过去”已经结束了，此刻才是“现在”。越少花时间和精力去回顾过去，你就会有越多的时间和经历留给今天。你还会发现，放手过去，你的内心会更坚强。与其让昔日的错误和懊恼耗尽你的精力，不如为生命注入新的能量，充实自己的生命，享受自己的生命。

要让自己满意自己，做到对未来充满希望并不难。过去的都过去了，从中汲取经验教训后，生活将继续前进。等你能自我激励到这种程度，就会看到生活的最佳诠释就是一往无前。

前面提到的是目标，但你现在能做什么？要你忘记过去，这说来容易，但真的做起来就完全是另一回事了。生命是由一系列复杂的事件组成的，大部分事件当然是真实的，但也有相当多的事件换个角度去看就完全不同了。

让我解释说明一下。我知道，不是每个人都是球迷，但我猜大多数人至少都在电视上看到过一点比赛。很多比赛都会在电视中重播，重要的比赛尤其如此。

有多少次看比赛时，你之前很确定的结果，比方说带球过人，在随后的回放中看到球员没能带球过人，你才意识到自己完全错了。你本来肯定你所看到的，其实根本没有发生过。










The Time You Enjoy Wasting Is Not Wasted Time　享受的时光并非虚度





◎ Anonymous





The Time You Enjoy Wasting Is Not Wasted Time.

     —Bertrand Russell





I was sitting outside my new home yesterday (we just moved last week, and we love the new place), watching the world go by.

There were people in cars, in a hurry to get to their next appointment. There were birds flying by, insects just as busy as the people in cars, plants and weeds thriving in the humid Guam climate.

Inside the house, my children were also busy, as ever, making a mess of the house (which my wife and I would soon clean up), getting into things, their natural curiosity overpowering our previous pleas for them not to play with lotion or take things apart.

The sky was slightly overcast and there was a cool breeze, quite strong and pleasant actually.

It’s not often that most of us just sit quietly, and allow the world to pass us by.




Why not?

What is so important that it can’t wait until later? What email must be answered right this moment? Do we really need to read all those articles online, all those messages from others, all those newspapers and magazines? Do we need to have the television and radio and Internet on all the time?

Is life passing us by as we keep our minds super busy? Are we missing out on the beautiful world around us as we constantly think about the future—what we need to do, our anxieties about what might happen—and the past—what we did wrong, what someone else did to us, what we said, what should have happened?

When was the last time you just sat, and observed? Why not do it today?





享受的时光并非虚度。     

——伯特兰·罗素





昨天，我坐在新家门口（虽然上周才搬来，但我们都很喜欢这个新地方），欣赏着这个世界在我面前匆匆而过。

门外，人们坐在车里呼啸而去，赶赴下一个约会。鸟儿虫儿像车上的人一样匆忙飞过，花草树木也在关岛潮湿的气候下蓬勃生长。




屋内，孩子们和往常一样，忙着把家里弄得乱七八糟（我和妻子一会儿还得收拾残局）。无论之前怎么请求他们不要玩洗涤剂，或者拆东西，都抵挡不住他们对事物天生的好奇心。

天空有点阴沉，夹杂着凉风，风有点大，却非常宜人。

没有多少人可以安静地坐下来，任光阴流转，看世间变化。

为什么做不到呢？

什么事情如此重要，不能以后再解决？什么邮件非要立即回复？那些网上的文章、别人发来的消息、报刊杂志有必要全部都读吗？我们有必要时时刻刻都和电视、广播和互联网形影不离吗？

有没有想过，当我们的内心繁忙无比时，生命正在悄然流逝？我们不断地思考着未来——我们需要做什么，担心可能会发生什么意外；还有过去——我们所犯下的错误，别人为我们所做的一切，我们说了什么，应该发生什么……这一切难道就应该让我们错过周围美丽的世界？

你上次什么也不做就只是坐着，静静地观察这个世界是什么时候呢？为什么不今天、此刻就付诸行动呢？














Life Style: Boost Your Feeling by Eight Strategies　30分钟迅速快乐法则





◎ Gretchen Rubin





Maybe you’re feeling down because of the financial crisis. Maybe you’re feeling overwhelmed by holiday tasks. Or maybe you are just having a lousy day.

If so, you can make yourself happier—right now. In the next thirty minutes, check off as many of the following items as possible. Each one will lift your mood, as will the mere fact that you’ve tackled and achieved some concrete goals; by doing so, you boost your feelings of self-efficacy, which can boost happiness.





1. Boost your energy

Stand up and pace while you talk on the phone or, even better, take a brisk ten-minute walk outside. Research shows that when people move faster, their metabolism speeds up, and the activity and sunlight are good for your focus, your mood, and the retention of information. Plus, because of “emotional contagion”, if you act energetic, you’ll help the people around you feel energetic, too.








2. Count your blessings

Take ten minutes to think about all the things in your life that are going right, about all the things that other people do to help you, about all the things that you’re thankful for. In the tumult of everyday life, it’s very easy to focus on the negative and to lose sight of what really matters.





3. Reach out to friends

Make a lunch date or send an email to a friend you haven’t seen in a while. Having warm, close bonds with other people is the key to happiness, so take the time to stay in touch. Somewhat surprisingly, socializing boosts the moods not only of extroverts, but also of introverts.





4. Perform an action that reflects your values

Do you think organ donation is a good idea? Sign up online to be one yourself; it takes less than a minute. Worried about climate change? Refill your water bottle from the tap instead of buying a couple of bottles throughout the day. The first splendid truth holds that to work on happiness, we should think about feeling good, feeling bad, and feeling right, in an atmosphere of growth. Living up to your values will help you “feel right”.








5. Rid yourself of a nagging task

Answer a difficult email, do an errand you’ve been putting off, or call to make that dentist’s appointment. Crossing an irksome chore off your to-do list will give you a big rush of energy and relief.





6. Create a calmer environment

Clear some physical and mental space around yourself by sorting papers, pitching junk, cleaning a closet, answering a few emails, filing, or even just making your piles neater. A large stack of little tasks can feel overwhelming, but often just a few minutes of work can make a sizeable dent. Try to get in the habit of using the “one minute rule”—i.e., never postpone any task that can be completed in less than one minute. And always make your bed in the morning!





7. Lay the groundwork for some future fun

Order a book you’ve wanted to read (not something you think you should read) or plan an excursion to a museum, hiking trail, sporting event, gardening store, movie theater—whatever sounds like fun. Studies show that having fun on a regular basis is a pillar of happiness, and anticipation is an important part of that pleasure. Try to involve friends or family, as well; people enjoy almost all activities more when they’re with other people than when they’re alone.








8. Do a good deed

Make an email introduction of two people who could help each other, or set up a blind date, or shoot someone a piece of useful information or gratifying praise. Do well, feel good—this really works. Also, although we often believe that we act because of the way we feel, in fact, we often feel because of the way we act. When you act in a friendly way, you’ll strengthen your feelings of friendliness for other people.

What other strategies have you tried to give yourself a happiness boost?





也许你正因为金融危机而情绪低落。也许你正因为假期的工作而感觉压力太大。或者也许你今天恰恰诸事不顺。

如果真是如此的话，你应该让自己快乐起来——马上。在接下来的30分钟里，尽可能按照下列几项中说的去做。每一项都会让你的心情好一点，就好像你真的解决了具体问题，完成了具体目标似的。这种做法可以提高你的自我效能感，提升你的幸福指数。








1．打起精神

煲电话粥时站起来走动走动，能到户外轻快地散步10分钟则更好。研究表明，当人快速运动时，新陈代谢会加快。而且，户外活动和阳光有助于你精力集中，情绪变好，记忆力增强。另外，由于“情绪感染”，如果你表现得精力充沛，那么你周围的人也会感到精力充沛。





2．数数你的幸福

花10分钟想想生活中所有顺当的事，想想别人对你的所有帮助，想想所有让你心存感激的事。在日常生活的纷扰中，人很容易想到消极的事情，看不见真正重要的东西。





3．联络朋友

如果有段日子没见某个朋友，不妨约个饭局或发封电子邮件。与他人保持温馨紧密的联络是幸福的关键，所以，要花时间保持联系。多多少少令人惊讶的是，社交活动不仅能提高外向型人的情绪，对内向型人同样有效。








4．实施一件能体现自我价值的事

你支持器官捐献吗？那就在网上报名成为一名捐献者吧，这要不了一分钟的时间。担心气候改变吗？那就用直接喝自来水来代替一天买好几瓶瓶装水吧。人生第一个辉煌的真理是：为了幸福，我们应该把感觉良好、感觉不好、感觉舒服都当成是成长过程中必不可少的组成部分。按自己的价值观生活会让你“感觉舒服”。









5．解决一件棘手的事

回一封困难的电子邮件，处理一件你一直拖延的事情，或打电话给牙医进行预约。解决掉很多烦心事中的一件，就会让你突然浑身是劲，心情轻松。





6．创造更加平静的环境

把文件分门别类，倒倒垃圾，清理一下储物间，回几封电邮，整理整理档案，甚至只是让文件堆放得更整洁一些。很多繁琐的小事情加在一起会让人没了头绪，感到困难，但是，常常只需几分钟，就可能解决掉很大一部分。要努力养成利用“一分钟规则”的习惯，即决不把任何不到一分钟就可以解决的事情拖后。还有，每天早上要整理床铺！








7．为未来的快乐作铺垫

订购一本你想读的书（不是那种你认为你应该阅读的书）或者计划去游览博物馆，去徒步旅行，去看体育比赛、去园艺店，去电影院——只要听着很有趣，去哪儿都行。研究显示：定期娱乐一下是幸福的基础，而期待是这种快乐感的一个重要组成部分。还有，要尽量邀上朋友或家人一起去。任何的活动，只要跟其他人在一起，感觉都会比自己单独一人时更好。






8．做一件好事

用电邮介绍两个互相能帮上忙的人认识，或者安排一次相亲，或给某人提供一条有用的信息或动听的夸赞。做好事会让人心情好——绝对有效。而且，虽然我们常常认为行为是随着感觉走的，但事实上，我们的感觉常常是受行为影响的。当你行为友善时，你对别人的友善感就会增强。

你还尝试过其他让自己快乐的方法吗？
















What I Have Lived For　我为何而生





◎ Bertrand Russell





Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable pity for the suffering of mankind. These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a wayward course, over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the verge of despair.

I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy—ecstasy so great that I would have sacrificed all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought it, next, because it relieves loneliness—that terrible loneliness in which one shivering consciousness looks over the rim of the world into cold unfathomable lifeless abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the union of love I have seen, in a mystic miniature, the prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have imagined. This is what I sought, and though it might seem too good for human life, this is what—at last—I have found.

With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand the hearts of men, I have wished to know why the stars shine. And I have tried to apprehend the Pythagorean power by which number holds away above the flux. A little of this, but not much, I have achieved.




Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of pain reverberated in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old people a hated burden to their sons, and the whole world of loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what human life should be. I long to alleviate the evil, but I cannot, and I too suffer.

This has been my life. I have found it worth living, and I would gladly live it again if the chance were offered to me.





三种简单却无比强烈的激情左右了我的一生：对爱的渴望，对知识的追求，以及对人类苦难的痛彻肺腑的怜悯之心。这三种激情，犹如一阵阵飓风，任意地将我吹得飘来荡去，越过痛苦的深海，抵达绝望的边缘。

我寻找爱，首先，因为它令人心醉神迷，这种沉醉是如此美妙，以至于我愿意牺牲余生来换取那几个小时的欣喜。我寻求爱，其次是因为它会减轻可怕的孤独——置身于那种可怕的孤独中，颤抖的灵魂在世界的边缘，看到冰冷的无底深渊。我寻找爱，还因为在爱水乳交融时，在一个神秘的缩影中，我见到了先贤和诗人们所想象的、构想的那一片天堂。这就是我所追求的，尽管对于凡人来说可能太完美，好像是一种奢望，但这是我最终找到了的。




我曾以同样的激情来探索知识。我希望能理解人类的心灵，希望能知道群星为何会闪烁发光。我也曾经试图领悟毕达哥拉斯学派的理论，他们认为数字力量主载着万物的此消彼长。我了解了一点知识，但是不多。

爱和知识，可以最大可能地将人带入天堂。可是，怜悯总是将我带回尘世。痛苦呼喊的回声在我心中久久回荡。那些饥荒中的孩子，被压迫者摧残的受害者，被儿女视为可憎的负担的无助老人，以及那无处不在的孤单、贫穷和无助都在讽刺着人类本应有的生活。我渴望能够消除人世间的邪恶，可是我无能为力，而且我自己也在忍受它们的折磨。

这就是我的一生。我觉得活一场是值得的。如果给我机会的话，我乐意开心地再活一次。














The Hardest Work You Will Ever Do　最难做的事





◎ Mary Cook





The day my fiance fell to his death, it started to snow, just like any November day, just like the bottom hadn’t fallen out of my world when he free fell off the roof. His body, when I found it, was lightly covered with snow. It snowed almost every day for the next four months, while I sat on the couch and watched it pile up.

One morning, I shuffled downstairs and was startled to see a snowplow clearing my driveway and the bent back of a woman shoveling my walk. I dropped to my knees, crawled through the living room, and back upstairs so those good Samaritans would not see me. I was mortified. My first thought was, how would I ever repay them? I didn’t have the strength to brush my hair let alone shovel someone’s walk.

Before Jon’s death, I took pride in the fact that I rarely asked for help or favors. I defined myself by my competence and independence. So who was I if I was no longer capable and busy? How could I respect myself if all I did was sit on the couch everyday and watch the snow fall?




Learning how to receive the love and support that came my way wasn’t easy. Friends cooked for me and I cried because I couldn’t even help them set the table. “I’m not usually this lazy.” I wailed. Finally, my friend Kathy sat down with me and said, “Mary, cooking for you is not a chore. I love you and I want to do it. It makes me feel good to be able to do something for you.”

Over and over, I heard similar sentiments from the people who supported me during those dark days. One very wise man told me, “You are not doing anything. Being fully open to your grief may be the hardest work you will ever do.”

I am not the person I once was, but in many ways I have changed for the better. The fabric of my life is now woven with gratitude and humility. I have been surprised to learn that there is incredible freedom that comes from facing one’s worst fear and walking away whole. I believe there is strength in surrender.





我未婚夫去世的那天，天开始下雪，就仿佛是十一月某个普通的一天，就仿佛当他从房顶上跌下时，我的世界并没有垮塌。当我发现他时，他的身体上已经薄薄地盖上了一层雪花。之后的四个月，几乎每天都在下雪，而我就坐在沙发上，看着雪一点点堆积起来。




一天早上，我慢吞吞地下楼，却吃惊地看到一台扫雪机正在清扫我的车道，还有一个女人正弯腰铲去走道上的雪。为了不让外面的好心人看到，我跪在地上，慢慢地爬过客厅，回到楼上。真是难为情。我的一个想法就是，我怎么报答他们？我情绪低落得连梳头的力气都没有，更不用说帮别人铲雪了。

琼恩去世之前，我把自己定位成一个独立能干的人，我很少向别人寻求帮助和关心，并为此而自豪。如果我不再忙碌，不再有能力，那么我是谁？如果我整天只是蜷在沙发上看着窗外飘落的雪花，我从哪里获得自尊？

学习如何接受别人的爱和帮助并不简单。朋友们为我做饭，我哭了，因为我甚至不能帮他们摆餐具。“我通常没有这么懒”，我哭着说。最后，我朋友凯西坐在我旁边，安慰我说：“玛丽，为你做饭不是个苦差事。我爱你，我很愿意这么做。能够帮上忙让我感觉很好。”

一次又一次，在我人生中黑暗的日子里，那些人用充满感情的话来安慰我。一个很聪明的人告诉过我：“你并不是无所事事。完全无保留地直面悲伤，这可能是最难做的事。”




我已经不是以前的我，很多方面我都变得更好了。现在，我生命的锦缎是由感恩和谦恭织成的。我很惊奇地了解到，当你面对自己最痛苦、最可怕的经历，坚强地挺过来，你会感受到难以置信的自由。我相信，当你直面现实时，你会获得力量。


















Chapter 2　不抱怨的快乐









When one door of happiness closes, another opens; but often we look so long at the closed door that we do not see the one which has been opened for us.

当幸福的一扇门关闭时， 另一扇门就敞开了，只是我们长久地注视着那扇关上的门， 而忽略了另一扇已然为我们敞开的门。


















An Incomplete Circle　不完整的圆圈





◎ Barbara Walker





Once a circle missed a wedge. The circle wanted to be whole, so it went around looking for its missing piece. But because it was incomplete and therefore could roll only very slowly, it admired the flowers along the way. It chatted with worms. It enjoyed the sunshine. It found lots of different pieces, but none of them fit. So it left them all by the side of the road and kept on searching. Then one day the circle found a piece that fit perfectly. It was so happy. Now it could be whole, with nothing missing. It incorporated the missing piece into itself and began to roll. Now that it was a perfect circle, it could roll very fast, too fast to notice the flowers and talk to the worms. When it realized how different the world seemed when it rolled so quickly, it stopped, left its found piece by the side of the road and rolled slowly away.

The lesson of the story, was that in some strange sense we are more whole when we are missing something. The man who has everything is in some ways a poor man. He will never know what if feels like to yearn, to hope, to nourish his soul with the dream of something better. There is wholeness about the person who has come to terms with his limitations, who has been brave enough to let go of his unrealistic dreams and not feel like a failure for doing so.








从前有个圆圈缺了一块楔子。为了保持完整，它开始四处寻找失去的那块楔子。因为不完整，所以它只能非常缓慢地滚动。它欣赏沿途的鲜花，和虫子们聊天，在阳光下沐浴。它找到了好多好多不同的楔子，但是都对应不上它的缺口。所以圆圈把它们统统放在路边，继续不停地寻觅。终于有一天，它找到了完全契合的楔子。圆圈太高兴了。现在它可以说是完美无缺了。它装好楔子，然后滚动起来。既然它已成了一个完整的圆圈，所以它滚动得非常快，快得以至于无暇欣赏鲜花，无暇与虫子们倾诉心声。圆圈快奔疾驰，却发现眼中的世界变得如此不同，于是，它不禁停了下来，把这块好不容易找到的楔子也放在路旁，又开始慢慢地滚动着。

这个故事告诉我们，从某种特殊的意义上讲，当我们有所缺陷时反而感到自己更完整。一个拥有一切的人在某些方面也是个穷人。他永远也体会不到什么是渴望、期待，他不知道灵魂受到梦想的滋润是什么感觉。人生的完整性在于一个人知道如何面对他的缺陷，如何勇敢地摒弃不现实的幻想而又不以此为憾。
















阅读小课堂

 故事来自于美国著名诗人、画家、剧作家谢尔·希尔弗斯坦的绘本The Missing Piece，译为《失落的一角》。作为20世纪最伟大的绘本作家之一，他以儿童绘本《爱心树》轰动文坛，其他作品《人行道的尽头》《阁楼上的光》也广受好评。他的作品温馨幽默，简单朴实，又充满了睿智的生活哲学。















Playing a Violin with Three Strings


断弦的小提琴





◎ Jack Riemer





On Nov.18, 1995, Itzhak Perlman, the violinist, came on stage to give a concert. If you have ever been to a Perlman concert, you know that getting on stage is no small achievement for him. He was stricken with polio as a child, and so he walks with the aid of two crutches.

The audiences sit quietly while he makes his way across the stage to his chair and begins his play. But this time, something went wrong. Just as he finished the first few bars, one of the strings on his violin broke. We thought that he would have to stop the concert. But he didn’t. Instead, he waited a moment, closed his eyes and then signaled the conductor to begin again.

The orchestra began and he played with such passion and such power and such purity as they had never heard before.

Of course, anyone knows that it is impossible to play a harmonious work with just three strings. I know that, and you know that, but that night Itzhak Perlman refused to know that.




When he finished, there was an awesome silence in the room. And then people rose and cheered. There was an extraordinary outburst of applause from every corner of the auditorium.

He smiled, wiped the sweat from this brow and then he said—not boastfully, but in a quiet, sacred tone—”You know, sometimes it is the artist’s task to find out how much music you can still make with what you have left.”

This powerful line has stayed in my mind ever since I heard it. And who knows? Perhaps that is the definition of life—not just for artists but for all of us.

He has prepared all his life to make music on a violin of four strings, but all of a sudden, in the middle of a concert, he finds himself with only three strings; so he makes music with three strings, and the music he made that night with just three strings was more beautiful, more sacred, more memorable, than any that he had ever made before, when he had four strings.

So, perhaps our task in this shaky, fast-changing, bewildering world in which we live is to make music, at first with all that we have, and then, when that is no longer possible, to make music with what we have left.








1995年11月18日，小提琴家伊扎克·帕尔曼举办了一场音乐会。如果你曾去过他的音乐会，你会知道对他来说走上台绝不是一件容易的事。他小的时候患过小儿麻痹症，所以他需要靠双拐才能走路。

观众们安静地坐着，等待着他穿过舞台坐在椅子上开始演奏。但是这一次，出了一点意外。当他刚刚拉完几小节，一根琴弦断了。我们都以为他不得不中断这次演奏，但他没有。相反，他停了一下，闭上眼睛，然后向指挥示意，重新开始。

乐队再一次开始演奏，他的演奏让听众体会到了前所未有的激情、力量和纯净。

当然，人人都知道，仅用三根弦是不可能演奏出和谐的乐曲的。你我都知道，但那一夜，伊扎克·巴尔曼却拒绝接受这种想法。

一曲奏毕，全场一阵可怕的沉寂。接着，人们无不起身为其欢呼喝彩。观众席的每个角落，都传来热情似火的掌声，经久不息。

他笑了笑，擦去额头的汗水，没有一点骄傲——他用平静的、虔诚的语气说道：“你知道，有时候艺术家要懂得用不完整的乐器演奏乐曲。”

从那时起，这句话就一直盘旋在我的脑海里。谁知道呢？也许，这就是对生活的解释——不仅仅对艺术家，而是对我们所有的人。




他一生都在作着用四弦的小提琴演奏音乐的准备，然而，突然间，正在音乐会演奏时，他发现自己只剩下三根琴弦。这样，他就只用三根琴弦继续演奏，然而那晚，他用三根琴弦演奏的音乐却比四根琴弦要更动人、更神圣、更让人难忘。

那么，我们要学会在这个动荡多变、扑朔迷离的世界里演奏生命的乐章，也许开始的时候倾其所有来演奏，但失去了一些东西后，要学会用我们剩下的继续演奏。














The Most Beautiful Heart　最美丽的心





◎ Alan Muskat





One day a young man was standing in the middle of the town proclaiming that he had the most beautiful heart in the whole valley. A large crowd gathered and they all admired his heart for it was perfect. There was not a mark or a flaw in it. Yes, they all agreed it truly was the most beautiful heart they had ever seen. The young man was very proud and boasted more loudly about his beautiful heart.

Suddenly, an old man appeared at the front of the crowd and said, “Why your heart is not nearly as beautiful as mine.” The crowd and the young man looked at the old man’s heart. It was beating strongly, but full of scars, it had places where pieces had been removed and other pieces put in, but they didn’t fit quite right and there were several jagged edges. In fact, in some places there were deep gouges where whole pieces were missing.

The people stared—how can he say his heart is more beautiful, they thought. The young man looked at the old man’s heart and saw its state and laughed. “You must be joking.” he said. “Compare your heart with mine, mine is perfect and yours is a mess of scars and tears.”




“Yes,” said the old man, “Yours is perfect looking but I would never trade with you. You see, every scar represents a person to whom I have given my love—I tear out a piece of my heart and give it to them, and often they give me a piece of their heart which fits into the empty place in my heart, but because the pieces aren’t exact, I have some rough edges, which I cherish, because they remind me of the love we shared. Sometimes I have given pieces of my heart away, and the other person hasn’t returned a piece of his heart to me. These are the empty gouges—giving love is taking a chance. Although these gouges are painful, they stay open, reminding me of the love I have for these people too, and I hope someday they may return and fill the space in my heart. So now do you see what true beauty is?”

The young man stood silently with tears running down his cheeks. He walked up to the old man, reached into his perfect young and beautiful heart, and ripped a piece out. He offered it to the old man with trembling hands.

The old man took his offering, placed it in his heart and then took a piece from his old scarred heart and placed it in the wound in the young man’s heart. It fit, but not perfectly, as there were some jagged edges. The young man looked at his heart, not perfect anymore but more beautiful than ever, since love from the old man’s heart flowed into his. They embraced and walked away side by side.








一天，一个年轻人站在镇中心，宣称他的心是全山谷里最美的。一大群人围过来，都称赞他的心的确是最完美的，没有一点污渍或者瑕疵。是的，大家一致认为这确实是他们不曾见过的最美丽的心。年轻人非常得意，更起劲地大声吹嘘自己那颗美丽的心。

突然，一位长者出现在人群前，说：“你的心不如我的美丽。”人群和年轻人都把目光投向老人的心。他的心有力地跳动着，但是却布满了伤痕，有的地方被挖走了，虽然重新补上了，但又补得不甚完好，留下参差不齐的疤痕。实际上，有的地方甚至还露出很深的豁口。

大家瞪圆了眼睛，心想：他怎么敢说自己的心更美呢？年轻人看了看老人的心，见是这种情形，不禁笑道：“你一定在开玩笑，和你的心比起来，我的心这么完美，而你的却布满了伤疤和裂痕。”

“是的，”老人说，“你的心看上去如此完美，但我永远不会拿我的和你交换。你看，每一道伤疤都代表我为别人付出的一份爱——我掏出一块心给他们，他们通常也掏出一块回赠给我，但两块难免不能完全一样，所以伤口边缘就留下了疤痕，但我十分珍惜这些伤疤，因为它们能使我想起我们共同拥有的爱。有时我送出了心的碎片，对方却没有回赠，因此就产生了那些沟槽——付出爱本来就是一种冒险。尽管这些伤口很痛苦，并且终日敞开着，但它们时刻提醒着我对他们的爱。我希望有一天，他们会还给我，填补我心里的空缺。所以，现在你明白什么才是真正的美了吧？”




年轻人默默无语地站着，任泪水滑过脸颊。他走到老人面前，把手伸进自己那颗完美而年轻美丽的心里，撕下一块来，双手颤抖着，把它献给老人。

老人接过他的礼物，把它安置在自己的心里，然后他从自己伤痕累累的心上撕下一片，放在年轻人心里的伤口上。很合适，但不是完美吻合的，因为有的边缘凹凸不平。年轻人看着自己的心，看起来不再完美，但比任何时刻都更加美丽，因为老人的爱也流淌到了自己的心里。他们拥抱在一起，然后肩并肩离开了。














A Complaint free, Happier Life　不抱怨，生活会更快乐





◎ Jonathan Mead





Any fool can criticize, condemn, and complain but it takes character and self control to be understanding and forgiving.     —Dale Carnegie

If we really want to be happy, why do we act like such babies?

We can claim to be proactive in our life by settings goals and going after what we want. But if we’re always whining and complaining all the time, are we really living effectively?

If you don’t believe me, count how many times you complain about something or other in one day. Whether it is being stuck in traffic, being bothered by the weather, not enough mustard on your sandwich, or whatever it is, there are endless instances where you can find a reason to complain.

But it’s not just outside circumstances that we complain about. We complain about ourselves too. We complain that we don’t have enough time, we don’t have enough money (this one is huge because it’s often “true”), that we’re not smart enough, cool enough, or just enough.




I know I’ve experienced plenty of unpleasantness due to complaining about things I can’t control. I never really thought about it much until I found this website about “living in a complain free world”.

Imagine how much happier you would be if you simply stopped complaining? Much of what you complain about is outside of your control anyway. What’s the point of brooding about something you have no power to change? Not very intelligent, if you ask me.

Simply becoming conscious of how much you complain is the first step to stopping. When you recognize that you’re complaining, stop and take notice of it. Ask yourself if you would rather complain, or be happy.

Are you ready to live a complaint-free, happier life?





任何傻子都会批评、蔑视和抱怨，但是理解和宽容却需要品格和自制力。

——戴尔·卡耐基

如果我们真的想要快乐，为什么还表现得像个婴儿一样呢？




我们设定目标并朝之奋进，可以说是积极地对待生活。但如果我们整天满腹牢骚、怨天尤人，我们还会活得有效率吗？

如果你不信，数一数你一天之内要抱怨多少次。抱怨堵车，抱怨天气，抱怨三明治的芥末不够，或者其他什么，总之你能在生活中找到无数的烦心事让我们抱怨。

除了抱怨外部环境，我们还不断抱怨我们自己。抱怨自己没有足够的时间，没有足够的钱（抱怨后者的人最多，而且常常也是事实），我们还嫌弃自己不够聪明，不够出色，反正什么都不够好。

我们总是抱怨自己无法控制的事情，这让我经历了太多的苦难。以前我从没想过这个问题，直到我发现这个“活在没有抱怨的世界”的网站。

想想吧，只要你停止抱怨，你会变得多么幸福？反正那些由外界控制的事情你又无力改变，纠缠这些无力改变的事情又有什么意义呢？你问我的话，我会说那样很蠢。

首先就是要意识到你有多喜欢抱怨，这也是停止抱怨的第一步。每当你意识到你又在抱怨时，停下来，问问自己是要变得快乐呢，还是继续这样抱怨下去。

你准备好去迎接一个没有抱怨、更加快乐的生活了吗？














On Motes and Beams　细小如尘，高大如梁





◎ Alexander Sviyash





It is curious that our own offenses should seem so much less heinous than the offenses of others. I suppose the reason is that we know all the circumstances that have occasioned them and so manage to excuse in ourselves what we cannot excuse in others. We turn our attention away from our own defects, and when we are forced by untoward events to consider them, find it easy to condone them. For all I know we are right to do this; they are part of us and we must accept the good and bad in ourselves together.

But when we come to judge others, it is not by ourselves as we really are that we judge them, but by an image that we have found of ourselves from which we have left out everything that offends our vanity or would discredit us in the eyes of the world. To take a trivial instance: how scornful we are when we catch someone out telling a lie; but who can say that he has never told not one, but a hundred?

There is not much to choose between men. They are all a hotchpotch of greatness and littleness, of virtue and vice, of nobility and baseness. Some have more strength of character, or more opportunity, and so in one direction or another give their instincts freer play, but potentially they are the same. For my part, I do not think I am any better or any worse than most people, but I know that if I set down every action in my life and every thought that has crossed my mind, the world would consider me a monster of depravity. The knowledge that these reveries are common to all men should inspire one with tolerance to oneself as well as to others. It is well also if they enable us to look upon our fellows, even the most eminent and respectable, with humor, and if they lead us to take ourselves not too seriously.








让人奇怪的是，和别人的过错比起来，我们自身的过错往往不是那样可恶。我想，其原因应该是我们知晓自身犯错的一切情况，因此总能设法为自己找到托词，而对于别人的错误却无法原谅。我们从不关注自己的缺点，即便是深陷困境而不得不正视它们的时候，我们也很容易就宽恕自己。据我所知，我们这样做是正确的。缺点是我们自身的一部分，我们必须接纳自己的好和坏。

但是当我们评判别人的时候，我们就不是用真实的自我来判断：而是用一种自我形象来评判，这种自我形象完全摒弃了在世人眼中会伤害到自己的虚荣，或败坏自己的名声的东西。举一个小例子来说：当我们发现某人在说谎时，我们是多么蔑视他啊！但是，谁能够说自己从未说过谎？可能还不止一百次呢。




人和人之间没什么太大的差别。任何人都是伟大与渺小、美德与邪恶、高尚与低贱的混合体。有些人性格比较坚毅，机会也比较多，因此在这个或那个方面，能够更自由地发挥自己的禀赋，但是人类的潜质却都是相同的。就我而言，我认为自己并不比大多人更好或更差，但是我知道，如果我记下我生命中每一次举动和我脑海掠过的每个想法，世界将会把我视为一个邪恶的怪物。每个人都会有这样的怪念头，这样的认识应当激励我们宽容自己，也宽容他人。除此之外，若这些念头能使我们用幽默的态度看待他人，即使是天下最优秀最令人尊敬的人，也能使我们不把自己看得过于重要，那是很有裨益的。














Five Balls of Life　生命中的“五个球”





◎ James Patterson





Imagine life as a game in which you are juggling five balls in the air. You name them: work, family, health, friends, and spirit, and you’re keeping all of them in the air. You will soon understand that work is a rubber ball. If you drop it, it will bounce back. But the other four balls—family, health, friends, and spirit are made of glass. If you drop one of these, they will be irrevocably scuffed, marked, nicked, damaged, or even shattered. They will never be the same. You must understand that and strive for balance in your life.

How? Don’t undermine your worth by comparing yourself with others. It is because we are different that each of us is special. Don’t set your goals by what other people deem important. Only you know what is best for you.

Don’t take for granted the things closest to your heart. Cling to them as you would your life, for without them, life is meaningless. Don’t let life slip through your fingers by living in the past or for the future. By living your life one day at a time you live all the days of your life. Don’t give up when you still have something to give. Nothing is really over until the moment you stop trying.




Don’t be afraid to admit that you are less than perfect. It is this fragile thread that binds us together. Don’t be afraid to encounter risks. It is by taking chances that we learn to be brave. Don’t shut love out of your life by saying it’s impossible to find. The quickest way to receive love is to give; the fastest way to lose love is to hold it too tightly; and the best way to keep love is to give it wings.

Don’t run through life so fast that you forget not only where you’ve been, but also where you are going. Don’t forget that a person’s greatest emotional need is to feel appreciated. Don’t use time or words carelessly. Neither can be retrieved. Life is not a race, but a journey to be savored each step of the way.





假设人生是一场游戏，你必须连续向空中抛接五个球的游戏。不妨把这五个球称为：工作、家庭、健康、友谊和精神，你把它们都放飞在空中。很快，你会意识到工作是橡皮球。如果它掉在地上，还会立刻弹回来。而其他四个球——家庭、健康、友谊和精神却是玻璃球，任何一个掉在地上，都将无法挽回，一定会被磨损、变脏、磕坏，甚至摔得粉碎。它们永远也无法恢复原样。你必须知道这个后果，然后努力把握好生命的平衡。




怎么做呢？不要拿自己跟他人比而贬低你本身的价值。因为我们每个人都不尽相同，每个人都是独一无二的。其他人认为重要的不应是你制定目标的标准。只有你自己知道什么最适合你。

不要把最贴心的事情想成理所当然。珍惜它们，就像珍惜你的生命一样，因为若失去了这些，你的生命便失去了意义。不要沉湎于过去的悲伤，也不要活在对未来的幻想中，这样只会让生命从你的指尖悄然流逝。珍惜生活中的每一天，把每天都当成生命的最后一天。不到最后一刻不要放弃。只要你还在努力尝试，一切就没有真正结束。

不要害怕承认自己不够完美。正是这个不足之处才把我们聚集在一起。不要害怕遭遇风险。只有冒险才会让我们学会勇敢。不要说真爱难觅，就将爱拒之门外。获得真爱的捷径是给予爱，失去真爱最快的方式是将爱牢牢禁锢，维系真爱的最佳办法是给爱插上翅膀，放飞真爱。

生活的脚步不要太匆匆，那匆忙只会让你忘了自己从何而来、去往何方。不要忘了人类最伟大的情感需要是得到别人的认同和欣赏。不要浪费时间，也不要口不择言。它们都无法被收回，重新来过。生命不是赛跑，而是一次旅行，每一处都有值得你驻足欣赏的风景。
















The Goodness of Life　生活中的美好





◎ Ralph Marston





Though there is much to be concerned about, there is far, far more for which to be thankful. Though life’s goodness can at times be overshadowed, it is never outweighed.

For every single act that is senselessly destructive, there are thousands more small, quiet acts of love, kindness and compassion. For every person who seeks to hurt, there are many, many more who devote their lives to helping and to healing.

There is goodness to life that cannot be denied.

In the most magnificent vistas and in the smallest details, look closely, for that goodness always comes shining through.

There is no limit to the goodness of life. It grows more abundant with each new encounter. The more you experience and appreciate the goodness of life, the more there is to be lived.

Even when the cold winds blow and the world seems to be covered in foggy shadows, the goodness of life lives on. Open your eyes, open your heart, and you will see that goodness is everywhere.




Though the goodness of life seems at times to suffer setbacks, it always endures. For in the darkest moment it becomes vividly clear that life is a priceless treasure. And so the goodness of life is made even stronger by the very things that would oppose it.

Time and time again when you feared it was gone forever you found that the goodness of life was really only a moment away. Around the next corner, inside every moment, the goodness of life is there to surprise and delight you.

Take a moment to let the goodness of life touch your spirit and calm your thoughts. Then, share your good fortune with another. For the goodness of life grows more and more magnificent each time it is given away.

Though the problems constantly scream for attention and the conflicts appear to rage ever stronger, the goodness of life grows stronger still, quietly, peacefully, with more purpose and meaning than ever before.





虽然人生有许多忧虑，但相比而言，值得感激的事要多得多。尽管生命的美好有时被蒙上阴影，但它却永远不会被埋没。




相对于每一个无畏的破坏行为而言，都有成千上万个更为微小的、包含着爱、友善和仁慈的举动静静地上演着。相对于每一个试图伤害他人的人而言，都有更多的人去帮助他人，治愈他人的创伤。

生命的美好不能否认。

在最为壮观的景色里，在最为微小的细节中，请仔细看，因为美好的事物总会像阳光一样照耀着我们。

生命的美好没有止境。每一次新的相遇都会使这美好更加丰富。你经历得越多，越能欣赏生命的美好，生命中的美好就会变得越多。

即使寒风来袭，整个世界似乎被浓浓的阴影笼罩，生命的美好仍会存在。睁开双眼，打开心扉，你会发现这美好无处不在。

尽管生命的美好有时似乎遭受挫折，但它总会挺过来。因为，在最黑暗的时刻，有一点变得格外清晰：生命是无价之宝。因此，正是与生命的美好相对立的事物使其变得更加强大。

一次又一次，当你担心这美好已经与你咫尺天涯时，你会发现生命的美好其实就在你的身边。它就在下一拐角处，存在于每个时刻之间，等待着给你惊喜。

花点时间让生命的美好感动自己的灵魂，放松自己的思绪。然后，把你的幸运与他人分享。因为生命的美好会在每次给予之间变得越来越壮观。




尽管总是有问题让你去关注，冲突似乎也愈演愈烈，日益加剧，但生命的美好却总是静静地，平和地，带着比以往更强的意志和更多的价值，变得更加强大。














April Showers Bring May Flowers　四月雨带来五月花





◎ Josh





From the golden-tipped fields of Mid-West America to the ancient kingdoms of verdant Palestine, there is a happy truth to be shared with all who would take heed. In more recent times, this truth has been expressed as: April showers bring May flowers. This is a truth that promises light bursting from darkness, strength born from weakness and, if one dares to believe, life emerging from death.

Farmers all over the world know the importance and immutability of the seasons. They know that there is a season to plant and a season to harvest; everything must be done in its own time. Although the rain pours down with the utmost relentlessness, ceasing all outdoor activities, the man of the field lifts his face to the heavens and smiles. Despite the inconvenience, he knows that the rain provides the nourishment his crops need to grow and flourish. The torrential rains in the month of April, give rise to the glorious flowers in the month of May.




But this ancient truth applies to more than the crops of the fields; it is an invaluable message of hope to all who experience tragedy in life. A dashed relationship with one can open up the door to a brand new friendship with another. A lost job here can provide the opportunity for a better job there. A broken dream can become the foundation of a wonderful future. Everything has its place.

Remember this: overwhelming darkness may endure for a night, but it will never overcome the radiant light of the morning. When you are in a season of sorrow, hang in there, because a season of joy may be just around the corner...





从美国中西部金色的田野，到巴勒斯坦风景线的古老王国，那些留心观察的人都共享着一个快乐真理。在更远古的时代，这一真理被阐述为：四月的暴雨带来五月的花。这一真理预示光明会从黑暗中迸发；刚强生自软弱；如果你敢相信，生命会从死亡中萌发！

全世界的农民们都明白四季的重要性和永恒性。他们知道哪个季节播种，哪个季节收获，每件事都必须应时而做。虽然暴雨无情地倾盆而下，迫使所有的户外劳作停止，但土地的主人会仰天微笑。尽管有诸多不便，但是他知道，雨会为他的庄稼带来繁茂生长所需的营养。四月里的暴雨，会带来五月里的繁花似锦。




但是这个古老真理并不只适用于田里的庄稼，它还是那些正在经历人生磨难的人的无限希望。一段关系的受挫会开启另一扇崭新友谊的大门。一个失去的工作会提供另一个更好的工作机会。一个梦想的破灭会成为美好未来的基石。万物皆有道！

请谨记：势不可当的黑暗或许会持续一夜，但它永远无法阻挡清晨的万丈光芒。当你正处在一个悲伤的季节不知所措，请坚持住，因为欢乐的季节也许就在下一个转角……














I Believe that I Always Have a Choice　我相信我总能选择





◎ Catherine Royce





I believe that I always have a choice. No matter what I’m doing. No matter where I am. No matter what is happening to me. I always have a choice.

Today I am sitting at my computer, speaking these words through a microphone. Although I have spent my life typing on a keyboard, I can no longer use my hands. Every day I sit at my computer speaking words instead of typing. In 2003, I was diagnosed with ALS, Lou Gehrig’s Disease. Over time, this disease will weaken and finally destroy every significant muscle in my body. Ultimately, I will be unable to move, to speak, and finally, to breathe. Already, I am largely dependent upon others. So every day I review my choices.

Living with ALS seems a bit like going into the witness protection program. Everything I have ever known about myself, how I look, how I act, how I interact with the world, is rapidly and radically changing. And yet, with each change, I still have choice. When I could no longer type with my hands, I knew I could give up writing entirely or go through the arduous process of learning how to use voice recognition software. I’m not a young woman. This took real work. Interestingly, I write more now than ever before.




And at an even more practical level, every day I choose not only how I will live, but if I will live. I have no particular religious mandate that forbids contemplating a shorter life, an action that would deny this disease its ultimate expression. But this is where my belief in choice truly finds its power. I can choose to see ALS as nothing more than a death sentence or I can choose to see it as an invitation—an opportunity to learn who I truly am.

Even people in the witness protection program must take with them fundamental aspects of themselves which can never change. What are these aspects for me? This is what I learn every day, and so far I have discovered many unique things, but one stands out above the rest. I have discovered in myself an ability to recognize, give, and receive caring in a way far deeper than anything in my life previously. Others have seen this in me as well.

I, who have always been an intensely private and independent person, have allowed a wide circle of family and friends into the most intimate parts of my life. Previously, I would have found such a prospect appalling. I might have felt I had no choice but to embrace the assumption that living with ALS means a life of hardship and isolation. Instead, because I believe that I always have a choice, I opened myself to other possibilities. And now the very thing that at first seemed so abhorrent has graced my life with unaccustomed sweetness. It was always there. Only now I have chosen to see it. This sweetness underscores and celebrates my belief that I always have a choice.








我相信我总能选择。无论我在做什么，无论我在哪里，无论我发生了情况，我总能选择。

今天我坐在电脑前，通过麦克风说了这些话。虽然一直以来我都是用键盘打字，但现在我无法再使用我的手了。所以我每天在电脑前勇敢地讲话而不是打字。2003年我被诊断患有肌萎缩性脊髓侧索硬化症。随着时间的推移，这种疾病会削弱并毁坏我身上的每一块肌肉组织。最终，我将无法行动，无法开口说话，直至无法呼吸。现在我的大部分行动都要依靠别人帮助。因此，每天我都在审视我的选择。

我被诊断患有肌萎缩性脊髓侧索硬化症之后的生活，就像受保护的证人一样。我对自己的一切都很了解，我的样貌，我的行动，我与这个世界的一切互动，都从根本上发生了巨大的变化。但是，对于这所有的变化，我都有自己的选择权。当我无法再次使用我的双手打字时，我就知道我只能完全放弃手写，要经历漫长的过程去学如何使用声音识别软件。我不再是一个年轻的女人了。这对我来说真的要下一番工夫来学习。但有趣的是，现在我比以往任何时候都写得更多了。




从更为实际的角度上看，我每天选择的不仅仅是我将如何生活，而是我是否要活下去。没有任何的宗教禁忌阻止我思考是否可以提早结束我的生命，这个选择可以使我不必辛苦地撑到病情发展的最后一刻。就在这时，我一直坚信的选择真的发挥了它的力量。我可以选择把肌萎缩性脊髓侧索硬化症仅仅看做是一个死亡宣判，我也可以选择将它看做是一个邀请——一个真正认识我自己的机会。

即使每个在证人保护制度下生活的人也都会带着一些他们永不改变的特质。什么东西对我来说是永不改变的呢？这就是我每天坚持学习的东西，到目前为止，我已经发现了许多奇特的事情，但最与众不同的事情是我发现自己较之以往更能认识到，给予和接受关怀比任何都能让我获益。其他的人也发现我在这方面改变了许多。

以前我是一个独来独往、过着十分独立生活的人，让更多亲人和朋友进入我个人最私密的生活圈子会让我感到害怕。得了肌萎缩性脊髓侧索硬化症后，我以为，从此我就只能过着艰难而又与世隔绝的生活。但是，因为我相信我总有选择的余地，我愿意尝试一切其他的可能性。原先看起来十分可怕的病，却使我现在的生活变得异常甜蜜。其实幸福的生活一直在我身边，只是我现在才选择去发现它的存在。这种幸福感更加使我坚信：我总能选择。
















On Solitude　享受孤独





◎ Henry David Thoreau





I find it wholesome to be alone the greater part of the time. To be in company, even with the best, is soon wearisome and dissipating. I love to be alone. I never found the companion that was so companionable as solitude. We are for the most part more lonely when we go abroad among men than when we stay in our chambers. A man thinking or working is always alone; let him be where he will. Solitude is not measured by the miles of space that intervene between a man and his fellows. The really diligent student in one of the crowded hives of Cambridge College is as solitary as a dervish in the desert. The farmer can work alone in the field or the woods all day, hoeing or chopping, and not feel lonesome, because he is employed; but when he comes home at night he cannot sit down in a room alone, at the mercy of his thoughts, but must be where he can: see the folks, and recreate, and, as he thinks, remunerate himself for his day’s solitude; and hence he wonders how the student can sit alone in the house all night and most of the day without ennui and the blues; but he does not realize that the student, though in the house, is still at work in his field, and chopping in his woods, as the farmer in his, and in turn seeks the same recreation and society that the latter does, though it may be a more condensed form of it.




Society is commonly too cheap. We meet at very short intervals, not having had time to acquire any new value for each other. We meet at meals three times a day, and give each other a new taste of that old musty cheese that we are. We have had to agree on a certain set of rules, called etiquette and politeness, to make this frequent meeting tolerable and that we need not come to open war. We meet at the post office, and at the sociable, and about the fireside every night; we live thick and are in each other’s way, and stumble over one another, and I think that we thus lose some respect for one another. Certainly less frequency would suffice for all important and hearty communications. Consider the girls in a factory—never alone, hardly in their dreams. It would be better if there were but one inhabitant to a square mile, as where I live. The value of a man is not in his skin, that we should touch him.

I have a great deal of company in my house; especially in the morning, when nobody calls. Let me suggest a few comparisons, that some one may convey an idea of my situation. I am no more lonely than the loon in the pond that laughs so loud, or than Walden Pond itself. What company has that lonely lake, I pray?




And yet it has not the blue devils, but the blue angels in it, in the azure tint of its waters. The sun is alone, except in thick weather, when there sometimes appear to be two, but one is a mock sun. God is alone—but the devil, he is far from being alone; he sees a great deal of company; he is legion. I am no more lonely than a single mullein or dandelion in a pasture, or a bean leaf, or sorrel, or a horse-fly, or a bumblebee. I am no more lonely than the Mill Creek, or a weathercock, or the north star, or the south wind, or an April shower, or a January thaw, or the first spider in a new house.





我发现人若大部分时间用于独处，将有益身心。与人为伴，即使是挚友，也很快会有厌烦或虚度光阴的感觉。我喜欢独处。我发现没有比独处更好的伴侣了。出国，身在熙攘人群中，要比退守陋室更让人寂寞。心有所想、身有所系的人总是孤身一人，不论他身处何地。独处与否也不是由人与人之间的距离来确定的。在剑桥苦读的学子虽身处蜂巢般拥挤的教室，实际上却和沙漠中的苦行僧一样，是在独处。农人终日耕于田间，伐于山野，此时他虽孤单但并不寂寞，因他专心于工作；但当他日暮而息，却未必能忍受形影相吊、空有思绪做伴的时光，他必到“可以看见大伙儿”的去处去找乐子，如他所认为的那样，以补偿白日里的孤独；因此他无法理解学子如何能终日独坐而不心生厌倦或备感凄凉；然而他没意识到，学子虽身在学堂，但心系劳作，耕于心田，伐于学林，这正和农人一样，学子在寻求的无非是和他一样的快乐与陪伴，只是形式更简洁罢了。




与人交往通常都因唾手可得而毫无价值。在频繁的相处中，我们无暇从彼此身上获取新的价值。我们每日三餐相聚，反复让彼此重新审视的也是依旧故我，并无新奇之处。为此我们要循规蹈矩——懂礼仪，讲礼貌，以便在这些频繁的接触中相安无事，无须论战而有辱斯文。我们相遇在邮局，邂逅在社交场所，围坐在夜晚的炉火旁，彼此干扰着，纠缠着；实际上我认为，这样我们都或多或少失去了对彼此的尊重。对于所有重要的倾心交流，相见不必过频。想想工厂里的女孩，她们虽从不落单，但也少有梦想。像这样方圆一英里仅一人居住，那情况会更好。一个人的价值非在肌肤相亲，而在心有灵犀。

我的房子里有很多伙伴，尤其在无人造访的清晨。把我和周围事物对比一下，你或许能窥见我的处境。比起那湖中大叫的潜鸟，还有那瓦尔登湖，我并不比它们孤独多少。你看：这孤单的湖又何以为伴呢？




然而它那一湾天蓝的湖水里有的却是天使的纯净，而非魔鬼的忧郁。太阳是孤独的，虽然时而在阴郁的天气里会出现两个太阳，但其中之一为幻日。上帝是孤独的——魔鬼才从不孤单，他永远不乏伙伴，因从他者甚众。比起牧场上的一朵毛蕊花，一支蒲公英，一片豆叶，一束酢浆草，一只牛虻或大黄蜂，我并不孤单多少；比起密尔溪，风标，北极星，南风，四月春雨，一月融雪，或者新房中的第一只蜘蛛，我也并不孤单。


















Chapter 3 心灵的乐章









Happiness cannot come from without. It must come from within. It is not what we see and touch or what others do for us that makes us happy; it is what we think and feel and do, first for the other fellows and then for ourselves.

幸福不是无源之水、无本之木。幸福来自于人本身。使我们感到幸福的不是我们所看到的、所触摸到的，或者他人为我们所付出的，而是我们在思考意识到并且付诸实践的，要首先为他人付出，然后再为自己谋利。














The Happy Door　快乐之门





◎ Mildred Cram





Happiness is like a pebble dropped into a pool to set in motion an ever-widening circle of ripples. As Stevenson has said, being happy is a duty.

There is no exact definition of the word happiness. Happy people are happy for all sorts of reasons. The key is not wealth or physical well-being, since we find beggars, invalids and so-called failures, who are extremely happy.

Being happy is a sort of unexpected dividend. But staying happy is an accomplishment, a triumph of soul and character. It is not selfish to strive for it. It is, indeed, a duty to ourselves and others.

Being unhappy is like an infectious disease. It causes people to shrink away from the sufferer. He soon finds himself alone, miserable and embittered. There is, however, a cure so simple as to seem, at first glance, ridiculous; if you don’t feel happy, pretend to be!

It works. Before long you will find that instead of repelling people, you attract them. You discover how deeply rewarding it is to be the center of wider and wider circles of good will.




Then the make-believe becomes a reality. You possess the secret of peace of mind, and can forget yourself in being of service to others.

Being happy, once it is realized as a duty and established as a habit, opens doors into unimaginable gardens thronged with grateful friends.





快乐就像一块为了激起阵阵涟漪而扔进池塘的鹅卵石。正如斯蒂文森所说，快乐是一种责任。

快乐这个词并没有确切的定义。快乐的人可以因种种理由而快乐。快乐的关键并不是财富或健康，因为我们发现有些乞丐、残疾人和所谓的失败者，也都非常快乐。

快乐是一种意外的收获。但保持快乐却是一种修养，一种灵性的胜利。努力追寻快乐并不自私，实际上，这是我们对自己和他人应尽的责任。

郁郁寡欢就像一种传染病。它使人唯恐避之不及。不快乐的人很快就会发现自己处于孤独、悲惨和痛苦的境地。然而，有一种简单得看似荒谬的治病良方：如果你不快乐，就假装快乐吧！

这很有效。不久你就会发现，别人不再躲着你了，相反，你开始吸引他们。你会发觉，做一块能激起好意涟漪的小石头是多么值得。




然后假装就变成了现实。你拥有了使心灵平和的秘诀，会因帮助他人而忘我。

一旦你认识到快乐是一种责任并使快乐成为习惯，通向不可思议的乐园的大门就会向你敞开，那里满是感激你的朋友。














Accept the World and You Will Be Happy　接受这世界，你会快乐





◎ Leo Babauta









There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so.   —William Shakespeare, “Hamlet”

One of the greatest sources of unhappiness, in my experience, is the difficulty we have in accepting things as they are.

Without judgment, without wishing for otherwise.

When we see something we don’t like, we wish it could be different—we cry out for something better. That may be human nature, or perhaps it’s something that’s ingrained in our culture.

The root of the unhappiness isn’t necessarily that we want things to be different, however: it’s that we decided we didn’t like it in the first place. We’ve judged it as bad, rather than saying, “It’s not bad or good, it just is”.

An example: In my recent post, A Beautiful Method to Find Peace of Mind, quite a few commenters thought my outlook was negative, pessimistic, or fatalistic...because I said you should expect people to mess up, expect things to go differently than you planned, and that you should embrace that.




It’s too negative to expect things to go wrong, they said. However, it’s only negative if you see it as negative. If you judge it as bad.

Instead, you could accept it as the way the world works—as the way things actually are. And try to understand why that is, and embrace it. As it is.

This can be applied to whatever you do: whether it be how other people act at work, how politics works and how depressing the news media can be. Accept these things as they are, and try to understand why they’re that way.

It’ll save you a lot of grief, because you’ll no longer say, “Oh, I wish things didn’t suck!”

Does it mean you can never change things? Not at all. But change things not because you can’t accept things as they are, but because you enjoy the process of change, of learning and growing.

Can we make this world a better place? Again, that’s assuming that it’s a bad place right now. But instead, you could say the world is just what it is—and that’s neither good nor bad. You can say that you’ll continue to try to do things to help others, to grow as a person, to make a difference in this world—not because you’re such a bad person now, or the world sucks, but because that’s the path you choose to take, because you enjoy that path.




As you catch yourself judging, and wishing for different—and we all do it—try a different approach: accept, and understand. It might lead to some interesting results.

Be content with what you have; rejoice in the way things are. When you realize there is nothing lacking, the whole world belongs to you.





世间本无善恶，端看个人想法。

——威廉·莎士比亚，《哈姆雷特》

经验告诉我，使人不快乐最主要的原因，是我们很难接受事物的本来面目。

不要臆断，不要期望所有事物都会按照我们喜欢的样子发展。

当我们遇到不喜欢的事物时，我们希望它们能够变成我们所希望的样子。这可能是人的天性，也可能是一种在文化中已经根深蒂固的习惯。




不幸的根源并不是上面提到的那个思维定式，而是我们在不喜欢某个事物时，就认为它是坏的，而不会说“它本来就是这个样子的”。

例如，我最近的一篇《心如静水，从容生活》的文章，很多人都认为我对未来的看法太消极，太悲观，太宿命论……因为我说人们应该预料到不顺利，期望事情不会按照自己的计划发展，并且还要接纳它们。

很多朋友说，希望事情出错这种想法很悲观。然而，只是在你认为悲观的时候，事情才会是悲观的，原因就是你觉得它不好。

反之，人们要接受这个世界的运转方式，接受事物的本来面貌。试着去了解它们为什么会是这个样子，并且接受它们。

这应该适用于所有的一切：无论是别人的工作方式、政治活动，还是令人悲伤、沉闷的新闻媒体。接受这些事情的真相，并试着了解它们为什么会这样。

这样你就会减少很多悲伤，因为你不会再说：“哦，真希望事情并没有这么糟糕！”

可是这是否代表你不能改变事物？当然不是。当你试着改变事物的时候，不是因为你不能接受这种状态，而是因为你喜欢这种改变的过程，并能从中学到很多，让自己成长。

我们能让世界变得更美好吗？同样，这本身就已经假设了现在的世界不好。反过来说，我们应该觉得世界就是这样——既不好也不坏。你可以说你会继续努力帮助别人，提升自己，创造新的事物。不是你现在不好，也不是世界太糟糕，而是因为你选择了这样的道路，因为你喜欢这样的道路。




当你发现你能够控制自己的判断，从另一个角度看：接受并试着理解，这会产生一个有趣的结果。

对自己所拥有的一切感到满足，对事物的本质表示欣赏。当你领悟到其实我们什么也不缺乏，整个世界都将属于你。














You Are the Only One Who Can Make　You Happy

你的幸福你负责





◎ Chantal Beaupre





“You are the only one who can make you happy.” We have all heard that so many times in our lives.

There are times it is a pretty tough pill to swallow. In reality, the people that surround you have a huge impact on your current mood. When your children are grumpy in the morning, you find a nice pile the dog left you over night, you hit the road and the traffic won’t allow you your normal speed, then when you get to work and your co-worker called in sick... these are all things that might contribute to your overall Happiness of the day.

However, moods and temporary emotions are not the same as happiness. Happiness exists when you look at the overall picture of your life and you smile that is happiness. You know those times when you can’t wait for your children to go to bed, then later you check on the kids and you almost cry because they look exactly like angels...YOU’RE ANGELS, sleeping so sweetly and soundly. You can hardly remember a time of irritation with them. That is Happiness.




As life progresses and changes, we realize that who we are, (what makes us, us)... that is what we are responsible for. We know that immediate gratification or irritation only pacifies or deteriorates our emotional stimuli short term. Our global view of how we see ourselves determines our state of mind. Our state of mind determines our happiness.

So, how do we take control of our emotions and find the path of happiness? This seems to be the million dollar question. There are tons of books on or related to the subject. You could read and practice until you are completely confused. Or, we could spend the rest of our life introspectively evaluating what makes us happy. Which might take more time and energy and actually frustrate us more.

How about this? What if we looked at ourselves and decided what we liked and didn’t like and set about making changes. It doesn’t have to be major alterations. Maybe you are tired of your house but can’t afford to move. Try painting the living room or buying flowers to set on the kitchen table. If you haven’t had a vacation for awhile and just can’t afford to take that cruise, go camping instead.




Maybe the issues are more personal or internal. Do you get mad too easily? Learn yoga or meditation. Are you having marital problems? Visit a counselor. Are the kids having discipline issues? Determine the major issues, establish guidelines on how you are going to correct the problem and stick to it.

You may be saying, “Sure, that sounds so easy but...” Of course it sounds easy. Problems are always easier to talk about than to take the obvious actions to fix them. But, for the most part, things are as difficult or as easy as we determine them to be. Sometimes we just make things harder than necessary.

If your unhappiness stems from a situation beyond your control then find other ways to compensate. If, for example, money is so tight and no apparent windfall is coming your way any time soon, find inexpensive entertainment. Backyard ballgames, picnics in the park, movie night with popcorn and snacks in your bedroom are a few alternatives to an expensive night out. If the issues are more serious and you feel powerless, that is the time to seek professional help.

Otherwise, look in the mirror and be glad. If you don’t like what you see, change it. Make the solution that simple!








“你是唯一可以让自己幸福的人。”我们总是听到别人这么对我们说。

有时生活就像一块坚硬苦涩的药，让人难以接受。实际上，你周围的人对你的心情有很大的影响。比如早上你的孩子不听话，你的狗晚上给你留下一堆特殊的东西，车子撞上墙后交通限速，工作时你的同事打电话来请病假……这些都会对你一天的幸福感产生影响。

但是，情绪和暂时的情感都和幸福是不同的。幸福是你看见自己生活的整个画面时，你面带微笑。你的笑容那是幸福。你知道，你没能等孩子去睡觉，但当你去检查孩子睡得是否安稳时你几乎流泪，因为他们确实像天使一样睡得那么香……这是你那美丽的天使。你不会记得他们惹你生气的时候。这就是幸福。

随着生活的变化和进展，我们意识到我们自己是谁（是什么造就了现在的我们，我们）……我们的责任是什么？我们知道暂时的满足和烦恼只会让我们的情绪得到短暂的安宁或是恶化。我们对自己的看法才会决定我们的精神状态，而精神状态决定着我们的幸福。

所以，我们应怎样控制自己的情绪，去寻找通向幸福的捷径呢？这是一个很值得探讨的问题。已经有很多的书籍对这个问题进行了说明。你可以去阅读这些书并付诸实践，直到你完全被搞糊涂了。或者，我们可以用闲暇时间思量并确定，是什么让我们得到幸福。这可能花去我们更多的时间和精力，并带给我们更多的挫败感。




如果我们这么做呢？如果我们首先自己评估一番，确定什么是我们喜爱的，什么是我们不喜爱的，然后开始改变。不一定要是很大的变化。例如，你厌倦了现在的房子，又没有钱买新的，那么你可以试着给自己的房子刷新油漆，或是买一些花放在餐桌上。如果你没有一个完整的长假去旅行，那么你可以试着去露营。

这些问题或许会涉及更多的隐私。你很容易就发火吗？那就学习瑜伽，或是冥想吧！你有婚姻问题吗？那就去咨询婚姻顾问吧！你的孩子有纪律问题吗？那就找出问题的关键，然后建立指导方针，列出你如何纠正问题的要领，并坚持下去。

或许你会说：“当然可以，这听起来容易，但是……”当然，说来容易，做起来很难。但是，问题是难还是简单，在于我们解决它的决心是大还是小。或许有时是我们把问题复杂化了。

如果你的不快乐源于情况超出你的控制，那么你可以寻找其他方式来补偿。例如，如果你的钱很紧张，也不太可能会突发横财，那就找些便宜的娱乐方式。在后院踢足球，到公园去野餐，边吃爆米花边看电影，或是在卧室吃零食，做一些事情来替代一次昂贵的外出。如果问题更为严重，而你又力不从心，你可以向专业人士寻求帮助。




照照镜子就喜乐。如果你不喜欢你看到的，那就去改变它。方法就是这么简单！














Life Needs Gratefulness　生活需要感动





◎ Zach Randolph





Many details and trifles in life appear to be neglected by us in a bustling urban life. Some people attribute it to the fickle ambience over the whole city. Some think that our passion has been ironed out by invariably tedious life. Also some people come to the sensation that they have already been numbed by the fast-paced life.

Is it because of fickle ambience? Is it simply because of no passion? Or is it because of numbness? Maybe all these contribute a little to the present situation, or maybe none. Actually, in the modern city, what we lack more and more desperately is a heart of consciousness and gratefulness.

There was once a time when I also deemed that we began to lose our direction and become numb without too much affection in this material flooding world. We were not sure whether the reason why we locked tightly our heart was to eliminate loneliness or to protect ourselves. We did it unconsciously with less and less emotion and smile. So someone said that I was awfully icy to others. Not until one day when I was stricken by a sense of gratitude did I totally change myself.




Yes, life needs gratefulness. Gratefulness is not only confined to love, but also to friendship, family bonds, mutual cherishing as well as constant missing each other.

Gratefulness touches deeply the tenderness of my heart, rendering me ever-profound perception as well as ever-soft emotion. It is like the soft melody of “kiss the rain”, so tender, so emotional and so fascinating, leaving me out of all the worldly troubles.

In the past never did I feel the great significance of gratefulness. I had been holding that everything about life would become nothing but turn back to dust at the end of life. Maybe at that time I had seen through life and death, thinking that life was running to the end unceasingly regardless of our sentimental sigh. However, it was a momentary matter that I came to realize life should be upheld and maintained by gratefulness. Then our heart will never feel solitary and have the sense of being loved. Only by stretching out our hands can we give the opportunity to others to hold us!

Affection and gratefulness is the source of my inspiration.

A tiny gratefulness can give us a lasting positive mood, which requires our consciousness and gratefulness. Then with a heart of gratefulness, everything turns out to be gorgeous.




Giving and the feeling of being moved give us a sense of happiness. Maybe, it is my perception of life that we need not own a multitude of wealth, but tons of love, not peerless status, but numerous smiles, not the power to control everything, but someone wiling to do for you and miss you.

Yes, god is fair to anyone. When he closes one of your doors, he will open another for you. Even though I just have a window, I can still embrace sunshine, fresh air, beauteous landscapes. Though the eyesight might be somewhat narrow, it is my world after all.

In this world, I am dancing freely, arranging my life delicately, and enjoying my self-staying and craziness as well as mutual cherishing with my friends.

Every drop in life composes a marvelous poem that conveys authentic emotions. Choosing to live alone does not necessarily mean we do not expect the coming of love. Falling in love with rain does not mean we do not adore glorious sunshine. Facing everything toughly does not mean we do not hope a warm arm to lean upon.

Every drop in life and every silk of gratefulness direct me to my real heart and mind.








在熙攘繁华的都市中，生活中的许多细节和琐事似乎都被忽视了。有些人将这些归咎于城市的浮躁多变。有些人认为，是单调乏味的生活让人失去了激情。也有人觉得这种快节奏的生活已经使他们麻木了。

是因为浮躁多变吗？是因为没有激情吗？是因为麻木了吗？也许都有，也许和这些毫不相关。事实上，在现代都市中，人们越来越缺乏的是一颗感激的心。

曾经有一段时间，我也认为自己在这个物质的都市中开始迷失方向，变得麻木、冷漠。我不知道为什么要将自己的心紧紧封闭起来，是因为害怕孤独还是为了保护自己。只是我们不由自主地就这样做了，情绪越来越少，笑容越来越少。所以有人说我是冷冰冰的。直到有一天，就如我前文中提到的，一次幸福的感动完全改变了我。

是啊，生活需要感动。感动不仅仅因为爱情，也可以是源自友情、亲情，彼此的心心相印，或是内心时刻的牵挂。它触动了我内心的柔软。从来没有这样的感慨和柔软情怀。就向听着《亲吻雨滴》一样，旋律是如此柔和，如此温情，如此令人着迷，让人忘却了世俗的所有烦恼。

从来不知道感动是这么重要。我一直以为，生活的一切都会回归尘土。也许那时，我就看穿了生与死，认为人生的感伤也只是一种经历，最终都会走到终点，成为彼此的生命过客。但是，就在那一瞬间，我明白生活是要用感动来支撑和维持的。只有这样，心才不会孤独，才能感到被爱。只有当我们伸出自己的手，才能给别人和自己握手的机会。




感动和感恩是我们的灵感之源。

每一个细小的感动都能让人保持积极的心态，这都需要心灵的感知。有了这样一颗感恩的心，一切都将变得非常美好。

付出和被感动同样让人幸福。或许这才是我想象中的生活，不用太多的财富，却拥有众多的关爱；不用很高的地位，却拥有许多笑脸；不用至高的控制权，却有人愿意为你付出，为你牵挂。

是的，上帝是公平的。他为你关上一扇门的时候，也会为你打开一扇窗。打开这样一扇窗，我一样能拥抱灿烂的阳光、新鲜的空气、美丽的风景。虽然视野小了些，但这就是我的世界。

在这个世界里，我可以翩翩起舞，可以安排好自己的每一步生活，可以享受独居的乐趣，可以狂欢，也可以和朋友彼此珍惜。

生活的点点滴滴组成了美妙的诗篇，道出了真实的情感。选择独自生活并不意味着放弃了爱情。迷恋上雨季并不代表不喜爱灿烂阳光。学会坚强面对困难不代表不需要可以依赖的温暖臂弯。




点点滴滴的生活，丝丝缕缕的感动，指引着我找到心灵与思想的方向。














10 Reasons to Smile-Health Benefits　of Smiling

我们该微笑的十个理由





◎ Mark Stibich





Smiling is a great way to make yourself stand out while helping your body to function better. Smile to improve your health, your stress level, and your attractiveness. Smiling is just one fun way to live longer read about the others and try as many as you can.





1. Smiling Makes Us Attractive

We are drawn to people who smile. There is an attraction factor. We want to know a smiling person and figure out what is so good. Frowns, scowls and grimaces all push people away—but a smile draws them in.





2. Smiling Changes Our Mood

Next time you are feeling down, try putting on a smile. There’s a good chance you mood will change for the better. Smiling can trick the body into helping you change your mood.
















3. Smiling Is Contagious

When someone is smiling they lighten up the room, change the moods of others, and make things happier. A smiling person brings happiness with them. Smile lots and you will draw people to you.





4. Smiling Relieves Stress

Stress can really show up in our faces. Smiling helps to prevent us from looking tired, worn down, and overwhelmed. When you are stressed, take time to put on a smile. The stress should be reduced and you’ll be better able to take action.





5. Smiling Boosts Your Immune System

Smiling helps the immune system to work better. When you smile, immune function improves possibly because you are more relaxed. Prevent the flu and colds by smiling.





6. Smiling Lowers Your Blood Pressure




When you smile, there is a measurable reduction in your blood pressure. Give it a try if you have a blood pressure monitor at home. Sit for a few minutes, take a reading. Then smile for a minute and take another reading while still smiling. Do you notice a difference?





7. Smiling Releases Endorphins, Natural Pain Killers and Serotonin

Studies have shown that smiling releases endorphins, natural pain killers, and serotonin. Together these three make us feel good. Smiling is a natural drug.





8. Smiling Lifts the Face and Makes You Look Younger

The muscles we use to smile lift the face, making a person appear younger. Don’t go for a face lift, just try smiling your way through the day—you’ll look younger and feel better.





9. Smiling Makes You Seem Successful

Smiling people appear more confident, are more likely to be promoted, and more likely to be approached. Put on a smile at meetings and appointments and people will react to you differently.








10. Smiling Helps You Stay Positive

Try this test: Smile. Now try to think of something negative without losing the smile. It’s hard. When we smile our body is sending the rest of us a message that “Life is good!” Stay away from depression, stress and worry by smiling.





微笑是一个可以让你脱颖而出的好办法，同时它也可以让你的身体更好地运作起来。微笑让你变得更健康，更能抵抗压力，让你更有魅力。微笑理由之一，它是让你活得更加长久的快乐途径。读读其他理由，并尽你所能试着去做。





1．微笑使我们有吸引力

我们被微笑的人吸引。因为那儿有一种吸引人的因子。我们渴望了解一个微笑的人，想知道是什么让人如此开心。愁眉苦脸只会把人推开，而微笑却把人吸引过来。





2．微笑改变我们的心情

当你情绪低落的时候，你试着去假装微笑。这个尝试会让你心情变好的。微笑可以“欺骗”你的身体，从而改变你的心情。








3．微笑会传染

当某个人在微笑时，整个房间气氛都会变得轻松，其他人的心情也就随之改变，使事情变得更加快乐。微笑的人把快乐随身携带。微笑多点，那么更多的人将会向你靠近。





4．微笑可以减压

压力真的可以爬上我们的脸庞。微笑让我们避免看上去很疲惫和受打击。当你感到压力，你该抽出时间微笑一下。这样压力就应该会减少，那么你的工作就可以做得更好。





5．微笑增强免疫力

微笑可以让免疫系统更好地工作。当你微笑，免疫功能可能会因你的放松而增强。微笑可以预防流感和伤风。





6．微笑降低血压

当你微笑的时候，你的血压将显著降低。如果你家中有血压计，你可以试一下。静坐几分钟，然后阅读。再比较微笑一分钟，然后微笑着阅读。你是否感觉到了有所不同？














How to Grow Happiness　种植幸福三步骤





◎ Laura Moncur





Someone says that happiness comes of the capacity to feel deeply, to enjoy simply, to think freely, and to be needed. I have no objection to that, only wondering how to grow happiness.





Step one:

Plant yourself deep in a bed of faith, and pack it down solid and tight. Drench daily with positive thinking, and keep saturated just right. Mulch often with forgiveness, for this will help you grow. Quickly remove any seeds of worry, for they will soon germinate, and keep out the weeds of despair. Nourish disappointments with hope whenever it is needed, and always stay cool and shaded when you feel irritated or heated. Trim away guilt or depression, for they create decay, and cultivate with happy memories as often as every day.





Step two:

Harvest the lessons of the past; just dig, pick, and hoe. And nurture the roots of the present, for now is when you flourish and grow. Start planting for the future; set your goals in a row. Spade the bed well for all your dreams to grow.








Step three:

Remember that grief is a natural predator, so learn to tolerate some damage. Protect your garden with daily prayers, for this will help you manage. Bury the criticism and complaining, for they are injurious pests. Sow the seed of love wherever you may go—for joy, love and laughter are surely bound to grow. Although the thorns of life may be here to stay, just sprout a smile along the way, and be thankful for what you have.





有人说幸福来源于深切的感触，简单的享受，自由的思考，以及被需要。我对此没有异议，只是在思考如何才能种植幸福。





第一步：

将自己深深地种植在信仰的土壤里。每天用积极的思想去浇灌它，并保持它的湿润。用宽容覆盖它，这有助于它的成长。发现紧张时要尽快清除它，否则它会很快生根发芽，同时也要消除绝望。需要时用希望滋养失败，愤怒的时候保持冷静。修剪愧疚和抑郁的枝叶，否则会长出枯枝败叶。每天都要用快乐的记忆去呵护它。








第二步：

挖掘、收获并选择，在过往中收获经验。照顾好此刻的根茎，因为现在是茂密生长的时期。开始为将来作准备，种植下自己的希望。翻翻土，这能使梦想更好地成长。





第三步：

记住，悲伤会侵蚀你的灵魂。所以要学着忍受一些伤害。用每日的祈祷保护好你的花园，这有利于管理。将批评和抱怨这些害虫埋葬起来。无论你到了哪里，在春天里种下爱的种子——快乐，爱和欢笑将茁壮成长。哪怕生命荆棘会找上门来，也要在一旁种上微笑的芽苗……不管一切如何，为今天所拥有的全部而心存感激吧！














The Villager and the Happy Man　快乐之源





◎ Remez Sasson





In a small village there lived a man who was always happy, kind, and well disposed to everyone he met. People knew they could count on him, and regarded him as a great friend.

One of the villagers was curious to know what his secret was, how could he be always so kind and helpful? How is it that he held no grudge towards anyone and was always happy?

Once, upon meeting him in the street he asked him: “Most people are selfish and unsatisfied. They do not smile as often as you do; neither are they as helpful or kind as you are. How do you explain it?”

“When you make peace with yourself, then you can be in peace with the rest of the world. If you can recognize the spirit in yourself, you can recognize the spirit in everyone, and then you find it natural to be kind and well disposed to all. If your thoughts are under your control you become strong and firm.”




“But a lot of work is necessary. The work is difficult and endless. There are many walls that need to be climbed. It is not an easy task.” lamented the villager.

“Do not think about the difficulties, otherwise that’s what you will see and experience. Just quieter your feelings and thoughts and try to stay in this peace. All the abilities and powers awaken spontaneously.”

“Is that all?” Asked the villager.

“Try to watch your thoughts and see how they come and go. Stay in the quietness that arises. The moments of peace will be brief at first, but in time they will get longer. This peace is also strength, power, kindness, and love.”

“I will try to remember your words.” said the villager and continued, “There is another thing that I am curious about. You do not seem to be influenced by the environment. You have a kind word to everyone and are helpful. Yet people do not exploit your goodness, and they treat you well.”

“Goodness and being kind do not necessarily point to weakness. When you are good you can also be strong. People sense your strength and do not impose on you. You then act from strength and not from weakness. Goodness can also go with power and strength; it is not a sign of weakness as some people erroneously think.”




“Thank you very much for your advice.” said the villager and went away happy and satisfied.





在一个小村庄，有一个人总是快乐而热情，和每个人和谐相处。人们知道他可以信任，把他当成好朋友。

一个村民很想知道他的秘密所在，为什么他总是那么亲切热情、乐于助人呢？为什么他对每个人都毫无怨恨、始终快乐呢？

一天，那个村民在街上遇到了那个人，他问道：“大多数人自私自利，贪得无厌。他们不像你一样经常面带微笑，也不像你一样乐于助人。这该如何解释呢？”

“当你和自己和平相处时，你就能和世界和平相处。如果你认可了自己的心境，你就能认可别人的心境。然后你自然就会亲切友好地与人相处。当你的思想被你控制时，你就会变得强大而坚定。”

“可是很多事儿必须得做。工作很难而且做也做不完。很多困难需要克服。这可不是件容易事儿。”村民哀叹道。

“不要考虑那些困难，否则你要看到和即将经历的都会是困难。使自己的情感和想法冷静下来，并尽量保持这种状态，自然会唤起所有的能力和力量。”




“就这些吗？”村民问道。

“努力关注你的想法，看它们是如何变来变去的。当你的想法趋于平静时，保持这种状态。一开始，也许只有片刻的宁静时光，但是随着时间的推移，平静的时间会越来越长。这种平静也是力量、动力、热情和爱。”

“我会尽力记住你的话。”村民说道，他接着问，“还有一件事我很好奇。你好像并不受环境影响。你对每个人都热情，乐于助人。但是人们并不利用你的善良，他们对你也很好。”

“善良和热情并不一定与软弱相关。当你仁慈时，你可以很坚强。人们感觉到你的力量，不会欺骗你。这样你的行为源自坚定，而不是软弱。善良也和动力与力量相伴，而不像有些人误认为的那样，是软弱的标志。”

“谢谢你的建议。”村民说道，心满意足地走了。














The Smile　微笑





◎ Mother Teresa





Smile at each other, smile at your wife, smile at your husband, smile at your children, smile at each other—it doesn’t matter who it is—and that will help you to grow up in greater love for each other.

Many Americans are familiar with The Little Prince, a wonderful book by Antoine de Saint-Exupery. This is a whimsical and fabulous book and works as a children’s story as well as a thought-provoking adult fable. Far fewer are aware of Saint-Exupery’s other writings, novels and short stories.

Saint-Exupery was a fighter pilot who fought against the Nazis and was killed in action. Before World War II, he fought in the Spanish Civil War against the fascists. He wrote a fascinating story based on that experience entitled The Smile. It is this story which I’d like to share with you now. It isn’t clear whether or not he meant this to be autobiographical or fiction. I choose to believe it to be the former.

He said that he was captured by the enemy and thrown into a jail cell. He was sure that from the contemptuous looks and rough treatment he received from his jailers he would be executed the next day. From here, I’ll tell the story as I remember it in my own words.




“I was sure that I was to be killed. I became terribly nervous and distraught. I fumbled in my pockets to see if there were any cigarettes, which had escaped their search. I found one and because of my shaking hands, I could barely get it to my lips. But I had no matches, they had taken those.

“I looked through the bars at my jailer. He did not make eye contact with me. After all, one does not make eye contact with a thing, a corpse. I called out to him ‘Have you got a light?’ He looked at me, shrugged and came over to light my cigarette.

“As he came close and lit the match, his eyes inadvertently locked with mine. At that moment, I smiled. I don’t know why I did that. Perhaps it was nervousness, perhaps it was because, when you get very close, one to another, it is very hard not to smile. In any case, I smiled. In that instant, it was as though a spark jumped across the gap between our two hearts, our two human souls. I know he didn’t want to, but my smile leaped through the bars and generated a smile on his lips, too. He lit my cigarette but stayed near, looking at me directly in the eyes and continuing to smile.




“I kept smiling at him, now aware of him as a person and not just a jailer. And his looking at me seemed to have a new dimension, too. ‘Do you have kids?’ he asked.

“‘Yes, here, here.’ I took out my wallet and nervously fumbled for the pictures of my family. He, too, took out the pictures of his family and began to talk about his plans and hopes for them. My eyes filled with tears. I said that I feared that I’d never see my family again, never have the chance to see them grow up. Tears came to his eyes, too.

“Suddenly, without another word, he unlocked my cell and silently led me out. Out of the jail, quietly and by back routes, out of the town. There, at the edge of town, he released me. And without another word, he turned back toward the town.

“My life was saved by a smile.”

Yes, the smile is the unaffected, unplanned, natural connection between people. I tell this story in my work because I’d like people to consider that underneath all the layers we construct to protect ourselves, our dignity, our titles, our degrees, our status and our need to be seen in certain ways— underneath all that remains the authentic, essential self. I’m not afraid to call it the soul. I really believe that if that part of you and that part of me could recognize each other, we wouldn’t be enemies. We couldn’t have hate or envy or fear. I sadly conclude that all those other layers, which we so carefully construct through our lives, distance and insulate us from truly contacting others. Saint-Exupery’s story speaks of that magic moment when two souls recognize each other.




I’ve had just a few moments like that. Falling in love is one example. And looking at a baby. Why do we smile when we see a baby? Perhaps it’s because we see someone without all the defensive layers, someone whose smile for us we know to be fully genuine and without guile. And that baby-soul inside us smiles wistfully in recognition.





经常保持笑容，对你的另一半、你的孩子微笑，甚至对陌生人也不要吝惜你的微笑，因为小小的微笑就能大大增进人与人之间的感情。

法国作家安东尼·德·圣埃克絮佩里所著的《小王子》是本很多美国人都熟悉的极好的书。这本书表面上看来是童话故事，但世故的成人读来也觉寓意深远。很少有人知道，除了《小王子》，圣埃克絮佩里还创作过其他小说和短篇故事。




圣埃克絮佩里是名飞行员，在第二次世界大战中对抗纳粹分子时被击落身亡，之前他也曾参加西班牙内战打击法西斯分子。他根据这次经验写了一篇精彩的故事《微笑》，现在要提的就是这部作品。这是真实的自传故事还是虚构的故事，没人能下定论，但我宁可相信这是作者的亲身体验。

故事的前段大意是作者被敌军俘虏，关进一间单人监牢。狱卒们一脸凶相，态度极为恶劣，他受到了粗暴的对待。他心想，明天绝对会被拖出去枪毙。以下是我所记得的所有关于这个故事的话。

“我确信自己明天就没命了，一想到这个，我就变得极度惶恐与不安。我翻遍了口袋，终于找到一支逃过搜查的香烟。但我的手紧张得不停发抖，几乎都无法将烟送进嘴里。而我的火柴也在搜身时被拿走了。

“我透过铁栅栏望着狱卒。他并没有注意到我在看他。毕竟，我只是他看守的一样‘物品’、一具‘尸体’。我叫了他一声，‘能跟你借个火吗？’他转头望着我，耸了耸肩，然后走了过来，点燃我的香烟。

“当他帮我点火时，他的眼光无意中与我相接触。这一刻，我微笑了一下。我不知道自己为什么会笑。也许是过于紧张，或者是当你如此靠近另一个人，你很难不对他微笑。不管是何理由，我对他笑了一下。就在这一刹那，这抹微笑如同一粒火星般，打破了我们心灵间的鸿沟。我知道他并不想这样，但我的微笑越过了牢房的铁栅栏，他的嘴角不自觉地也现出了笑容。点完火后他并没立刻离开，而是两眼盯着我瞧，脸上仍带着微笑。




“我也以笑容回应，仿佛他是个朋友，而不是个守着我的警卫。他看着我的眼神也少了当初的那股凶气，‘你有小孩吗？’他开口问道。

“‘有，你看。’我拿出了皮夹，手忙脚乱地翻出了我的全家福照片。他也掏出了照片，并且开始讲述他对家人的期望与计划。这时我眼中充满了泪水，我说我怕再也见不到家人了。我害怕没机会看着孩子长大。他听了也热泪盈眶。

“突然间，他二话不说地打开了牢门，悄悄地带我从后面的小路逃离了监狱，出了小镇，就在小镇的边上，他放了我，之后头也不回地转身走了，不曾留下一句话。

“一个微笑居然能救自己一条命。”

是的，微笑是人与人之间最自然真挚的沟通方式。我在我的作品中讲这个故事，因为我希望人们能仔细想想以下的事情：人常常为自己建立层层保护膜，为了维护尊严、头街、身份、形象等，而必须有所隐藏。我相信在这些掩饰下，每个人都有一个真实、不虚伪的灵魂。如果我们能用心灵去认识彼此，世间不会有结怨成仇的憾事。仇恨、妒嫉、恐惧也会不复存在。遗憾的是：人小心翼翼为自己所建造的保护膜，却阻隔了自己与他人真诚相对的机会。圣埃克絮佩里的这则故事，让我们见到了两颗心灵相互交流的神奇时刻。




我也曾有过如此神奇的时刻。坠入情网是其中一刻，而看着婴儿的脸是另外一例。为什么我们见到婴儿会微笑？也许是因为我们在他们身上见到没有设防的灵魂。他们纯真无邪的笑容，引起了我们内心深处的共鸣。














Methods of Economy　开辟幸福人生





◎ Samuel Smiles





The methods of practicing economy are very simple. Spend less than you earn. That is the first rule. A portion should always be set apart for the future. The person who spends more than he earns, is a fool.

The next rule is to pay ready money, and never, on any account, to run into debt.

The person who runs into debt is apt to get cheated; and if he runs into debt to any extent, he will himself be apt to get dishonest. “Who pays what he owes, enriches himself.”

The next is, never to anticipate uncertain profits by expending them before they are secured. The profit may never come, and in that case you will have taken upon yourself a load of debt which you may never get rid of.

Another method of economy is, to keep a regular account of all that you earn, and of all that you expend. An orderly man will know beforehand what he requires, and will be provided with the necessary means for obtaining it. Thus his domestic budget will be balanced; and his expenditure kept within his income.




It is difficult to fix the precise limits of economy. Bacon says that if a man would live well within his income, he ought not to expend more than one-half, and save the rest. This is perhaps too exacting; and Bacon himself did not follow his own advice. What proportion of one’s income should be expended on rent? That depends upon circumstances.

Wherever there is a large family, the more money that is put to one side and saved, the better. Economy is necessary to the moderately rich, as well as to the comparatively poor man. Without economy, a man cannot be generous. He cannot take part in the charitable work of the world.

If he spends all that he earns, he can help nobody. He cannot properly educate his children, nor put them in the way of starting fairly in the business of life. Thousands of witnesses daily testify, that men even of the most moderate intelligence, can practice the virtue with success.

Men of all classes are, as yet, too little influenced by these considerations. They are apt to live beyond their incomes. To save money for avaricious purposes is altogether different from saving it for economical purposes. The saving may be accomplished in the same manner by wasting nothing, and saving everything. But here the comparison ends. The miser’s only pleasure is in saving, the prudent economist spends what he can afford for comfort and enjoyment, and saves a surplus for some future time. The avaricious person makes gold his idol, whereas the thrifty person regards it as a useful instrument, and as a means of promoting his own happiness and the happiness of those who are dependent upon him. The miser is never satisfied. He amasses wealth that he can never consume, but leaves it to be squandered by others, probably by spendthrifts; whereas the economist aims at securing a fair share of the world’s wealth and comfort, without any thought of amassing a fortune.




There is a dignity in the very effort to save with a worthy purpose, even though the attempt should not be crowned with eventual success. It produces a well regulated mind it gives prudence a triumph over extravagance; it gives virtue the mastery over vice; it puts the passions under control; it drives away care; it secures comfort. Saved money, however little, will serve to dry up many a tear; will ward off many sorrows and heart burnings, which otherwise might prey upon us. Possessed of a little store of capital, a man walks with a lighter step his heart beats more cheerily.




When interruption of work or adversity happens, he can meet them; he can recline on his capital, which will either break his fall, or prevent it altogether.

By prudential economy, we can realize the dignity of man; life will be a blessing.





想要生活节俭是一件十分容易的事。首要原则是：收入大于支出。为了将来，我们应该储存一部分钱。那些支出大于收入的人，是十足的笨蛋。

第二条原则就是不要四处借钱。抵制任何让自己负债累累的行为。

负债的人大都习惯编造谎言。某人一旦债务缠身，他就很容易变得不诚实。“将花销控制在收入的范围内，就会使自己变得富有。”

第三条原则就是在不确定的利润到手之前，永远不要动用自己的存款。一旦没有得到利润，你便会深陷债务危机，甚至永远不能翻身。

第四条原则就是定期将你所有的收入与花销记录下来。无论做什么事，一个生活有规划的人事先总会知道要做什么，并提供此事所需的资金。更重要的是，他们往往能够达到收支平衡。

人们很难精准地确定节俭的范围和程度。培根曾说过，如果一个人要达到收支平衡，他花销的数额一定不能超出收入额的一半，并能将其余的钱都存起来。或许这种定位太过苛刻，连培根也没有遵循自己的言论。一个人应该将收入的多少用在房租上？这恐怕得由个人的情况而定。




无论家庭成员有多少，积累的钱越多，人们的生活就越好。节俭，无论对中等收入家庭还是贫穷人群，都是至关重要的。不知道节俭的人，就无法成为一个慷慨大方的人。囊中羞涩的他，只能远离所有的社会慈善活动。

一个人假如身无分文，那就根本谈不上帮助别人。他既不能给予孩子良好的教育，也不能指导孩子在社会上找到发展方向。日常生活中，成千上万的事实已充分证明，即使智商不高的人，也可以成功地养成节俭的习惯。

然而，节俭对于各阶层人士的影响仍显得微不足道。他们更习惯过着负债的生活。出于贪欲与吝啬而存钱与节俭是截然不同的概念。两者都主张杜绝浪费，竭尽全力节省每一样东西，不过两者的出发点则各不相同。守财奴唯一的乐趣在于积累；而谨慎的节俭之人是在力所能及的范围内，尽情享受生活的同时，积攒钱财以备不时之需。在贪婪的人心中，金子就是他的偶像；而在节俭之人看来，金子只是一种有用的工具，一种提高自身以及家人生活质量的物质。守财奴永远不会有满足感。他们从不享用自己积累起来的财富，而他们留下的遗产，最大的可能就是被他的家人挥霍一空。而节俭的人根本没有聚敛多少财富的想法，他们在乎的是眼前的生活，确保优质生活的同时积累金钱。














Chapter 4 幸福的开启









I don’t think that when people grow up, they will become more broad-minded and can accept everything. Conversely, I think it’s a selecting process, knowing what’s the most important and what’s the least. And then be a simple man.

我不觉得人的心智成熟是指越来越宽容，什么都可以接受。相反，我觉得那应该是一个逐渐剔除的过程，知道自己最重要的是什么，知道不重要的东西是什么。而后，做一个简单的人。














Soft Places in Your Heart　触动你心底最柔软的部分





◎ Rabindranath Tagore





Stray birds of summer come to my window to sing and fly away.

And yellow leaves of autumn, which have no songs, flutter and fall there with a sign.

A troupe of little vagrants of the world, leave your footprints in my words.

The world puts off its mask of vastness to its lover.

It becomes small as one song, as one kiss of the eternal.

It is the tears of the earth that keep here smiles in bloom.

The mighty desert is burning for the love of a blade of grass who shakes her head and laughs and flies away.

If you shed tears when you miss the sun, you also miss the stars.

The sands in your way beg for your song and your movement, dancing water. will you carry the burden of their lameness?

Her wishful face haunts my dreams like the rain at night.




Once we dreamt that we were strangers.

We wake up to find that we were dear to each other.

Sorrow is hushed into peace in my heart like the evening among the silent trees.





夏天里，迷路的飞鸟来到我窗前，歌唱，又飞走了。

秋天里的黄叶，虽然没有歌声，但如一声叹息般，悄然振翅飘落。

一伙世上的小小漂泊者呀，请在我的言语中留下你们的足印。

面对爱人，世界揭下了它巨大无边的面具。

它变小了，小如一首歌，小如一个永恒之吻。

这是大地的眼泪，让它的微笑青春不谢。

无垠的沙漠为一簇小草而燃烧，热烈地追求小草的爱，然后摇摇头，笑着消逝而去。

如果你因想念太阳而落泪，那么你一定也想念繁星。

舞动着的流水啊，在你途中的泥沙，正祈求你的歌声、你的舞蹈呢！你是否肯背负跛足的泥沙向前奔腾？

她充满期望的热切的脸，如静夜的雨丝，搅扰着我的梦。




曾几何时，我梦到我们是陌生人。

醒来却发现，我们如此珍惜彼此。

忧思在我心里悄悄化为平静，正如暮色降临在寂静的林中。














Key Words in Your Life　代表你一生经历的四个词





◎ J.R. Ridinger





Life comes in a package. This package includes happiness and sorrow, failure and success, hope and despair. Life is a learning process. Experiences in life teach us new lessons and make us a better person. With each passing day we learn to handle various situations.





Love

Love plays a pivotal role on our life. Love makes you feel wanted. Without love a person could go Hayward and also become cruel and ferocious. In the early stage of our life, our parents are the ones who shower us with unconditional love and care, they teach us about what is right and wrong, good and bad. But we always tend to take this for granted. It is only after marriage and having kids that a person understands and becomes sensitive to others feelings. Kids make a person responsible and mature and help us to understand life better.





Happiness and Sorrow




Materialistic happiness is short-lived, but happiness achieved by bringing a smile on others face gives a certain level of fulfillment. Peace of mind is the main link to happiness. No mind is happy without peace. We realize the true worth of happiness when we are in sorrow. Sorrow is basically due to death of a loved one, failure and despair. But these things are temporary and pass away.





Failure and Success

Failure is the path to success. It helps us to touch the sky, teaches us to survive and shows us a specific way. Success brings in money, fame, pride and self-respect. Here it becomes very important to keep our head on our shoulder. The only way to show our gratitude to God for bestowing success on us is by being humble, modest, courteous and respectful to the less fortunate ones.





Hope and Despair

Hope is what keeps life going. Parents always hope their children will do well. Hope makes us dream. Hope builds in patience. Life teaches us not to despair even in the darkest hour, because after every night there is a day. Nothing remains the same we have only one choice keep moving on in life and be hopeful.




Life teaches us not to regret over yesterday, for it has passed and is beyond our control. Tomorrow is unknown, for it could either be bright or dull. So the only alternative is work hard today, so that we will enjoy a better tomorrow.





生活来临时就像个包裹，囊括快乐和悲伤，成功和失败，希望和绝望。人生是个不断学习的过程，其中的经历给我们教训，让我们成为更优秀的人。每一天，我们都在学会处理不同的状况。





爱

爱扮演着生活中最关键的角色。爱让你觉得你被需要。没有爱，一个人会误入歧途，变得残忍、凶猛。在我们人生的初期，家长给我们无条件的爱护与关照，教我们分辨对与错。我们往往觉得这理所当然。直到我们结婚生子，才会去理解别人，照顾别人的感受。孩子让你学会负责，变成熟，让你更好地体会生活。





快乐和悲伤

物质上的开心是短暂的，给别人带来快乐才会让你更有满足感。平静的心境是通往幸福的主要渠道。所有的幸福都是和平的。当我们伤心时才会意识到幸福的真正价值。基本上，悲伤是由爱人的离去引起的，还有失败与失望的因素。但是这些都是暂时的，转瞬即逝。








成功和失败

失败是成功的必经之路。它用特殊的途径教会我们触及蓝天，教会我们如何生存。伴随成功而来的是金钱、名誉、自豪与自尊。这时，做回我们自己就非常重要了。我们感谢上帝给予成功的唯一方法，就是保持谦逊与礼貌，尊重那些没有我们幸运的人。





希望与绝望

希望是生命的动力之源。家长总是希望孩子成功。希望让我们梦想。希望会锻炼我们的耐心。生活告诉我们即使在最黑暗的时候，也不要绝望，因为每晚过后又是新的一天。没有什么事是一成不变的，我们只有一个选择，继续生活，充满希望。

生活还告诉我们不要为昨天而后悔，因为那已是过去，我们无能为力。明天是未知的，有可能愉快，有可能沉闷。所以，唯一的选择就是今天努力，让明天能更美好。














Giving Life Meaning　赋予生命意义





◎ Kathleen Squires





Have you thought about what you want people to say about you after you’re gone? Can you hear the voice saying, “He was a great man” Or “She really will be missed”? What else do they say?

One of the strangest phenomena of life is to engage in a work that will last long after death. Isn’t that a lot like investing all your money so that future generations can bare interest on it? Perhaps, yet if you look deep in your own heart, you’ll find something drives you to make this kind of contribution—something drives every human being to find a purpose that lives on after death.

Do you hope to memorialize your name? Have a name that is whispered with reverent awe? Do you hope to have your face carved upon 50 ft of granite rock? Is the answer really that simple? Is the purpose of lifetime contribution an ego-driven desire for a mortal being to have an immortal name or is it something more?

A child alive today will die tomorrow. A baby that had the potential to be the next Einstein will die from complication is at birth. The circumstances of life are not set in stone. We are not all meant to live life through to old age. We’ve grown to perceive life as a full cycle with a certain number of years in between. If all of those years aren’t lived out, it’s a tragedy. A tragedy because a human’s potential was never realized. A tragedy because a spark was snuffed out before it ever became a flame.




By virtue of inhabiting a body we accept these risks. We expose our mortal flesh to the laws of the physical environment around us. The trade off isn’t so bad when you think about it. The problem comes when we construct mortal fantasies of what life should be like. When life doesn’t conform to our fantasy we grow upset, frustrated, or depressed.

We are alive; let us live. We have the ability to experience; let us experience. We have the ability to learn; let us learn. The meaning of life can be grasped in a moment. A moment so brief it often evades our perception.

What meaning stands behind the dramatic unfolding of life? What single truth can we grasp and hang onto for dear life when all other truths around us seem to fade with time?




These moments are strung together in a series we call events. These events are strung together in a series we call life. When we seize the moment and bend it according to our will, a will driven by the spirit deep inside us, then we have discovered the meaning of life, a meaning for us that shall go on long after we depart this Earth.





你有没有想过，你期望人们在你死后怎么评价你？你会听见“他是个很好的人”或“我们会想念她”之类的话吗？他们还会怎么说呢？

生命中最奇怪的现象之一就是，致力于死后的事宜。这和投资钱财，让你的后代从中获益不是很像吗？也许是很像，但是如果你深入研究，你会发现是某个东西驱使你这样做，它驱使每个人找到一个意图，哪怕是死后。

你是否希望你的名字永垂青史？是否希望你的名字流传时伴随着敬意？是否希望你的面孔刻在50英尺高的巨岩上？答案真的如此简单吗？人生的目的是让自己平凡的生命变为一个不朽的名字吗？还是远不止这些？

今天还活生生的孩童，可能明天就不幸去世。一个有潜力成为下个爱因斯坦的婴儿，也有可能在出生时就因并发症身亡。生活中的境况并不是固定的。不是所有人都是活到老而死的。我们要把生命看成一个完整的周期，其中有未定的年岁。如果没有活到那些年数，那只能是悲剧。因为他的生命潜能还没有发挥，因为火花在变为火焰之前就熄灭了。




当决定让灵魂进驻我们的身体时，我们就选择接受相应的风险。我们把凡人之躯暴露在物理环境之中，仔细想想，这个权衡并不算太坏。问题在于，一旦我们幻想生活的本来面目，麻烦就来了。因为如果生活不符合我们的想象，我们就会不高兴，感觉受挫，或沮丧。

我们还活着，就让我们生活。我们有能力去历练，就让我们去经历。我们有能力去学习，就让我们吸取。生命的意义也许一瞬间就能抓住，在我们毫无知觉的情况下。

生命绽放的背后到底蕴藏了什么含义？当其余的真理随着时间的推移逐渐退却时，我们还应坚持的那个最简单的真谛是什么？

我们把这些接连而来的一连串瞬间叫事故。这些事件接踵而来，就成为生活。当我们抓住那些瞬间，然后使之朝我们内心深处的意愿发展时，我们就会发现生活的意义，即使我们离开了这个世界，也同样适用。














Rules of Life　生命中必修的人生法则





◎ Lillian Bueno Mccue





What do I believe? What laws do I live by? There are so many answers—work, beauty, truth, love—and I hope I do live by them.

But in everyday things I live by the light of a supplementary set of laws. I’d better call them rules of thumb. Rules of thumb aren’t very grand, but they do make the wheels go round.

My father and mother sent me to good schools, but the finest thing they did for my education was to have seven children. I was the oldest, and my brothers and sisters were my best teachers.

I learned first to pull my own weight in the boat. Kids making a bob-sled have no use for the loafer who wants a free ride. Neither has the world. I learned to make the bed I slept in, and wash the glass I used, and mend what I broke, and mop up where I spilled. And if I was too lazy or too dainty or too busy, and left it for someone else, somebody else soon taught me different.

Then, the same way, I learned that anger is a waste. It hurts nobody but me. A fit of the sullens got short shrift in our house. It wasn’t pulling my weight in the boat. It was spoiling sport. And among seven children it got me nowhere. It might reduce four o’cat to three o’cat, but the game went on just the same, and where was I? Out of it. Better go in and join the group around the piano and forget my grievance. Better still, next time don’t fling down my bat in a tantrum; keep my temper, and stay in the game.




Here’s a rule thumb that’s important, and the older I get, the more important I think it is. When I can do something, and somebody wants me to do it, I have to do it. The great tragedy of life is not to be needed. As long as you are able and willing to do things for people, you will be needed. Of course you are able; and if so, you can’t say no. My mother is seventy-seven. In seventy-seven years she has never said no. Today she is so much in demand by thirteen grandchildren and countless neighbors that her presence is eagerly contended for. When I want to see her I have to pretend emergency.

Then there’s the rule of curiosity. Your body would die if you stopped feeling hunger and thirst, and your mind will die if you lose your curiosity. This I learned from my father. My father was a naturalist. He could see the beetle under the bark, and draw it forth unharmed for us to squint at through the magnifying glass. He sampled the taste of thirty-three different caterpillars. Fired by his example, once, my sister ate an ant. In case you are wondering, caterpillars taste like the green leaves they eat, and ants taste of lemon. I personally haven’t tasted any entomological specimens lately, but I am still rejoicing in the limitless curiosity, the draws me to books and people and places. I hope I never lose it. It would be like pulling down the blind.




Finally, there is the rule of happiness. Happiness is a habit. I was taught to cultivate it. A big stomachache, or a big heartache, can interrupt happiness, but neither can destroy it unless I permit. My mother simply wouldn’t have unhappy faces moping about the place. If it was stomachache, she does it. If it was heartache, she administered love and understanding and lots of interesting things to do, and soon the sun came out again. Even the heartbreaks that can’t really be mended, even those seem to yield to the habit of finding happiness in doing things, in love and in the memory of love. I hope I never lose that habit either. It would be like putting out the light.

So I learned to live, by the great laws, and these little rules of thumb. I wouldn’t take a million dollars for any one of them, or a million times that for the years at home that taught them to me.








我该相信什么？我遵循什么原则？答案是多样的，比如工作、美好、真谛、爱意，我也真诚希望我确实是遵循了这些而活。

但生活中的琐事，让我有另外一个原则去遵从。我称之为拇指规则（虽然它听起来并不响亮，但却很实用）。

我父母把我送到一所好的学校读书，但是对我最好的教育却是他们养育了7个孩子。我是年龄最大的，弟弟妹妹们是我最好的老师。

我首先学会了作为长女的责任。对一个想搭顺风车的浪子来说，会做雪橇的孩子毫无用处。我学会整理被子，洗自己用过的杯子，修补自己弄坏的东西，擦拭我泼洒弄脏的地方。如果我太懒，太忙或太讲究，而让别人去做，马上就会有人叫我别这么做。

所以同样地，我发现愤怒简直于事无补。它只会伤到我自己。在我们家里，闷闷不乐是不会有人搭理你的。尽管那不是我的责任，但却会让人很扫兴。更何况在7个孩子里，生闷气对我没好处。没有我，“4只小猫”的游戏变成“3只小猫”，一样可以玩得很好。而我在哪呢？我被排除在外。最好的办法是，加入他们，围在钢琴边，然后忘记我的委屈。但要记得，下次不要生气地扔掉我的球拍。我控制自己，继续游戏。




拇指原则中有一条很重要，我年岁越大，越发现它的重要性。当某人需要我做某事，而我也有能力去完成时，我就不得不去做。生活的悲剧就是你不被需要。只要你可以并且愿意为别人做某事，你就会被需要。当然是你力所能及的，否则你不能拒绝。我母亲今年77岁，在她77年的生活中，从没有拒绝帮助别人。现在13个孙子孙女和无数的邻居都热切地需要她的帮助，所以连和她见面都很难。当我想见她时，只能假装是有急事。

还有好奇心的原则。如果你感觉不到饥饿和口渴，你的身体会死；如果你失去了好奇心，你的脑袋会死。这是我在父亲那里学到的。他是个自然学家，可以观察到树皮下的甲虫，然后毫发无伤地拿起它，让我们用放大镜研究。父亲尝了33种不同毛虫标本的味道，以这个为榜样，有一次我的妹妹吃了蚂蚁。为了消除你们的好奇心，毛虫的味道就像它们吃的绿叶，蚂蚁的味道比较偏向柠檬。我个人还没有尝试过任何昆虫标本的味道，但我还是拥有无止境的好奇，然后我会去翻书，和人们交流，去满足我无限的好奇心。真希望我永远不要丧失好奇心，否则就会像牵引一个盲人一样无趣。

最后就是幸福原则。幸福是一种习惯，我要学会培养这个习惯。胃疼心脏疼会影响我，但绝不会摧毁我的幸福，除非我自己乐意。我母亲不会轻易摆出一副郁闷的面孔。如果胃疼，她会给他吃药；如果是心疼，她会用爱和理解，还有其他有趣的方法来处理，而且不久他就会重新快乐起来。即使是那些再也无法修补的破碎的心，也会屈服在爱中，在爱的记忆中找寻快乐。我同样不希望丢弃爱，否则就像自己关掉了整个世界的灯。










The Most Important Thing in Your Life　生命中最重要的东西





◎ Stephen Covey





One day an expert in time management was speaking to a group of business students and, to drive home a point, used an illustration those students will never forget.

As he stood in front of the group of high-powered over-achievers he said, “Okay, time for a quiz.” Then he pulled out a one-gallon, wide-mouthed Mason jar and set it on the table in front of him.

He then produced about a dozen fist-sized rocks and carefully placed them, one at a time, into the jar. When the jar was filled to the top and no more rocks would fit inside, he asked, “Is the jar full?”

Everyone in the class said, “Yes.”

He replied, “Really?”

He reached under the table and pulled out a bucket of gravel, then dumped some gravel in and shook the jar causing pieces of gravel to work themselves down into the space between the big rocks.

He asked the group once more, “Is the jar full?”




By this time the class was on to him. “Probably not.” one of them answered.

“Good!” he replied.

He reached under the table and brought out a bucket of sand. He started dumping the sand in the jar and it went into all the spaces left between the rocks and the gravel. Once more he asked the question, “Is the jar full?”

“No!” the class shouted.

Once again he said, “Good!”

Then he grabbed a pitcher of water and began to pour it in until the jar was filled to the brim. Then he looked at the class and asked, “What is the point of this illustration?”

One eager student raised her hand and said, “The point is, no matter how full your schedule is, if you try really hard you can always fit some more things in!”

“Good answer, but no.” the speaker replied, “That’s not my point. The truth this illustration teaches us is: If you don’t put the big rocks in first, you’ll never get them in at all. What are the ‘big rock’ in your life? In my life they are my children... my wife... my loved ones... my education... my dreams... charities and worthy causes... teaching or mentoring others... doing things that I love... time for myself... my health... Remember to put these BIG ROCKS in first or you’ll never get them in at all.”




If you sweat the little stuff then you’ll fill your life with little things to worry about that don’t really matter, and you’ll never have the real quality time you need to spend on the big, important stuff (the big rocks).





从前，一位时间管理专家给一群商学院的学生作演讲，其中他举的一个例子让所有学生终生难忘。

他站在一群学历高资质高的学生面前说：“好吧，现在来作个小测试。”随后，他拿出一个1加仑的广口瓶，放在他面前的桌上。

接着，他把一些拳头大小的石子小心翼翼地放进瓶里，一次放一个。当石子碰到瓶口，再也放不进一个时，他问道：“瓶子满了吗？”

班上所有人回答说：“是的。”

他又问一遍：“真的吗？”

专家把手伸进桌子下方，拉出一桶细碎石，倒入一些，摇了摇，让碎石填满了之前石块间的缝隙。

他再次提出问题：“现在瓶子满了吗？”

这时全班都在思考，其中一个声音回答说：“应该还没有。”

“很好。”专家说。




他再次从桌下拿出一桶沙子，往瓶里继续倒，细沙迅速填满了石块与碎石之间的缝隙。他再一次问道：“瓶子满了吗？”

“没有！”全班一起叫着说。

专家再次说：“很好！”

继而，他拿出一罐水，开始往瓶里倾倒，直到水漫到瓶子边缘。他看了看学生们，问：“这个例子说明了什么？”

一位热切的同学举手回答说：“这个例子说明，不管你的时间表排得多满，只要你愿意，你总可以在中间插入其他的安排。”

“回答得很好，但不完全正确。”专家回答说，“这不是我想表达的。这个例子真正想告诉我们的是，如果你不是最开始放进去大石块，到后来它们就怎么也放不进去。你们生命中的‘大石块’是什么？在我生命里，是我的孩子，妻子……我爱的人……我的知识……我的梦想、慈善事业……教育事业……我热爱的事情……我独处的时间……我的健康……记得把这些大事件先安排处理，否则到后来你永远处理不好。”

如果你先放入碎石，你的生活就会充满无谓的琐事，导致你面对那些重要的大事情时，无所适从。














Your Mind Is a Garden　心如花园





◎ Rochman Reese





Some time ago, Sofan and I were visiting some friends in the country. We were staying a beautiful little guest cabin, surrounded by fruit trees, flowers and even a few goats. Painted above the doorway in brightly colored, flowing letters were the words:

Your mind is a garden.

Your thoughts are the seeds.

You can grow flowers or

You can grow weeds...

Little did we know it at the time, but this little poem was to have a profound affect both on our thought patterns as well as our Artworks.

It started almost as a kind of game. We decided to make a real effort to watch our thoughts and see exactly what it was that we were planting in our own “Mind Gardens”. It was difficult at first, but gradually, we began to pay more and more attention to what thoughts were repeatedly flashing across our minds.

How disturbing it was to discover that many of these “seeds” were extremely negative thoughts destined to grow patches of thorny thistles and stinging nettles in our daily lives!




We gradually came to see how so many of the problems and difficulties we were encountering in our lives had their beginnings in the seeds of doubt, fear and anxiety that we were continually planting in our minds.

It does take effort, but like anything else it gets easier with practice, and the amazing thing is, as we became more and more aware of these negative thoughts we are able to say:

“No! I will not plant this weed in the garden of my mind.”

I will consciously choose to plant something better. The results are truly spectacular.

When you start to consciously cultivate your own mind garden, you will truly be amazed at the changes which begin to happen in your life. Obstacles disappear, barriers fall away, and things that you once thought were either impossible or very far away will suddenly come into view.

Any garden is an ongoing process. It’s not enough to just plant a single seed of happiness and then forget about it. Your frail little seedling would soon be choked by weeds. It is necessary to continuously pull out and throw away those weeds of fear, doubt and anxiety as soon as they appear.




Love, happiness and tranquility are all contagious. People who are continuously planting these seeds in their own minds are also planting them in other people’s.

Remember,

Your mind is a garden.

Your thoughts are the seeds.

You can grow flowers or

You can grow weeds...

So ask yourself, what are you going to grow in the glorious garden of your mind? May your life be filled with love, happiness and inspiration?





前段时间，我和苏凡到乡下拜访朋友。我们待在一个环境优美的小客房，周围被果树鲜花环抱，甚至还有几只山羊。门口处用色彩艳丽的油漆涂着几句话：

你的心灵是一座花园，

思想是种子，

你可以种植鲜花，

也可以播种杂草……

那时我们几乎什么也不懂，但是那首小诗却对我们的思想和作品产生了深远的影响。




一开始我们只是像玩游戏一样，后来才下定决心去留意我们的思想，看看植入我们“精神花园”的到底是什么。一开始真的很艰难，慢慢地，我们开始越来越重视那些重复闪现在我们脑海中的念头。

我们发现，思想花园里的种子很多都是消极的，注定要在我们以后的生活中繁茂生长，铺满荆棘，我们很失落。

我们逐渐看到，生活中很多困难和问题在一开始都源于怀疑、恐惧和不安，然后由这些种子慢慢发芽而成。

我们确实花了大力气，就像其他事情一样熟能生巧，令人惊奇的是，我们越是意识到思想的消极性，我们越能大胆地说：

“不行！我决不把这消极的种子种在我的思想花园！”

我下意识地选择一些好的种子播种，结果果然十分壮观。

当你开始下意识地播种你的思想花园，你会惊奇地发现你的生活发生着神奇的变化。障碍被清除，屏障被移除，那些你意想不到或无法完成的事情，会突然来到了你的面前，成为现实。

任何花园都需要不断地被照顾。仅仅播下幸福的种子是远远不够的，那脆弱的生命很快会被杂草扼杀。一旦出现恐惧、怀疑和不安的杂草，要立即清除，这是很必要的。




爱，幸福和安逸是会传染的。这些思想可以从一个人的心灵移植到另一个人的心灵中。

记住，

你的思想是一座花园，

思想是种子，

你可以种植鲜花，

也可以播种杂草……

所以扪心自问，在你出色的思想花园中，你到底想播种什么？你的人生会充满爱、幸福和灵感吗？


















A Father’s Twenty Beliefs　一位父亲的20个人生信条





◎ Anonymous





1. Never waste water.

2. Listen to good music, especially jazz.

3. Admire people who are not only good at what they do, but who love doing it.

4. Respect your roots.

5. Never waste food.

6. Your body is a beautiful machine. Eat right and exercise.

7. Never waste money.

8. Be kind to children and animals.

9. Be a good friend.

10. Never waste anything.

11. When you’re watching a nature show on television, don’t feel too bad when the lion kills the gazelle because the lion has to eat, too.

12. There’s always something.

13. Don’t scuff your shoes.

14. Anticipate what could go wrong—something always goes wrong — and try to prevent it from happening. If it happens anyway, learn from it.




15. Act a little cocky.

16. There’s only one way to do things: the right way.

17. When you’re screwing something in, make sure it’s on good and tight, but don’t overdo it, or you’ll strip the screw.

18. Don’t take the little sticker off the peach until you’re ready to eat it because the sticker will rip the skin and make it go bad faster.

19. Listen to people. Listen to their stories. Listen deeply. That’s how you learn things.

20. Love your family. They’re for always.





（1） 决不浪费水。

（2） 听好的音乐，尤其是爵士乐。

（3） 懂得欣赏那些不仅擅长，而且热爱他们所从事的工作的人。

（4） 尊敬你的长辈和祖先。

（5） 决不浪费食物。

（6） 你的身体是一台出色的机器。保持正确的饮食和锻炼。

（7） 决不浪费金钱。




（8） 善待儿童和动物。

（9） 当一个有益的朋友。

（10） 不浪费任何东西。

（11） 当你在电视上观看大自然的节目时，不要觉得狮子吃掉长颈鹿是件坏事，因为狮子没的选择。

（12） 总是怀有期盼。

（13） 不要拖拉着鞋子走路。

（14） 尝试从一开始就阻止错误发生——因为总会有问题发生——并预计哪个环节会出错。如果实在阻止不了，从中吸取教训。

（15） 要有适当的自信。

（16） 做事只有一个保证途径，那就是正确的方法。

（17） 拧螺丝时，要保证位置正确并且紧实，但千万不要拧过了，这样只会过犹不及。

（18） 直到真要吃桃子时再撕下标签，因为标签会损坏桃子的表皮，加快变质的速度。

（19） 学会倾听，听别人的故事，仔细地聆听。你也可以从中学到东西。

（20） 爱你的家庭。家人永远为你守候。














Simplify Your Life　简化你的生活





◎ Claudia Bowe





1. Free up time to do what you love most

Two years ago Shirley Michels of St. Louis found herself getting up earlier and earlier, and going to bed later and later, just to meet everyday demands. The wife, mother and ophthalmic technician met her responsibilities, but lacked time for the things that mattered most.

She and her husband, Vic, an attorney, began searching for ways to simplify their lives. “We had to decide what was really important,” says Shirley. They knew they wanted more time to play with their three-year-old son, Ryan, to exercise and eat right, and to nurture friendships.

So the couple chose to live more modestly, shopping with care for necessities and enjoying inexpensive pleasures such as reading, cooking and going to the park. Shirley quit her job and began working part time from home. She printed up business cards that read “At your service—buy yourself a little time” ,and hired herself out for personal tasks such as shopping, paying bills, organizing parties, doing Internet research—whatever clients needed.




“I still work hard, but being able to control my hours makes all the difference.” she says. “I can carve out time to take my son to the zoo or play basketball with him. My stress headaches are gone. Having a chance to get to know neighbors not only has been fun, but it’s also helped us further simplify.

According to trend watchers, the Michelses are far from alone in wanting to slow down and live a more satisfying life. A Gallup Poll found that half of all Americans claim they lack enough time to do what they want. Fifty-four percent of parents say they spend too little time with their children, and 47 percent of married couples complain that they lack time together.

Where does the time go? For most people, work and commuting dominate the day. According to the Bureau of Labor Statistics, one out of five of us put in 49 or more hours a week on the job; one out of 12 logged 60 hours or more.

Then there’s the rich smorgasbord of modern life—so much information to sift through, so many products beckoning. “We’re wearing ourselves out trying to have it all,” says Elaine St. James, author of Living the Simple Life.




Simplifying means becoming aware of the ways, big and small, that we expend money, time and energy, and then raking steps to curb the waste. Here, from the experts, are some suggestions for gaining control over life’s hassles in order to have time for the pleasures.





2. Start the Day Right

Before she applied “the rule”,mornings were a trial for Baltimore teacher Claudia Bowe, mother of Alex, 11, and Clara, 9. “The kids, my husband and I had to leave every day at exactly 7:45. Invariably, books would be missing. My son isn’t a morning person, so he was dazed and at his worst when I needed him to be most efficient. By the time we were off, we were all in bad moods. We had to change our habits. “

Bowe’s rule? Do everything possible the night before to prepare for the next day. For instance, get a coffee maker that can be timed to start brewing when you wake up. Decide what to wear, including belts and socks; check for spots, wrinkles, missing buttons. Children can set the table with bowls, spoons and cereal boxes—everything but the milk.

“Provide a list of items kids need for school the next morning—homework, library books, lunch money—and have them check them off before getting into bed every night.” suggests organizational expert Ann Gambrell, owner of Creative Time Plus in Torrance, Calif. Set anything to be carried out into the world—backpacks, dry cleaning—in front of the door. Always put keys in the same place. Studies show that the average adult spends 16 hours a year searching for lost keys.








3. Declutter Your Home

“Every possession you buy requires tending.” says Don Aslett, author of Clutter’s Last Stand. “Every chair, blouse, stationary bike, candlestick must be dusted, guarded, stored, repaired. Freeing yourself from unnecessary possessions frees up time.”

To overcome the hoarder inside screaming “I may need this.” Smith College psychologist Randy O. Frost advises talking back to yourself. “I’ll never use this twisted umbrella. New ones cost only six dollars.” Or, “Yes, I may need this leftover wallpaper someday, but am I going to save everything I might need someday? If so, maybe I should rent a warehouse.

San Francisco cleaning expert Jeff Campbell, author of Clutter Control, advises clients drowning in debris—but who seem unable to part with so much as a stray screw—to start small. Do one drawer, one shelf, at a time. If it’s broken, fix it or toss it. If it doesn’t fit, alter it or give it away.




Cultivating just one good habit can prevent clutter from accumulating: don’t put anything down “for now”. Don’t leave jackets on chairs or glasses in the sink “for now.” As Mom said, “Don’t put it down, put it away.” To do otherwise means handling everything more than once.





4. Gently Say ?No?

When Lyn Petit from Ridgewood, N. J., was a stay-at-home mom to her two daughters, Sarah, 10, and Elizabeth, 12, she taught Sunday school, helped run a thrift shop and chaired just about any committee she was invited to take on. After returning to her job as a floral designer, she continued trying to do it all.

Eventually her impossible schedule led to anxiety attacks, which forced her to prioritize and limit her volunteer work to the Girl Scouts and PTA. Now the family sits down to dinner together every night. Petit is there to help with homework, and she says, “It’s great to get to know my husband again.”




“No is a two-letter word that can free up many hours a week,” says Elaine St. James. Say it gently but immediately, offering a brief explanation, such as “I just don’t have time.” Avoid giving detailed excuses— the other person is likely to see a way you actually could fit in the request.





5. Don’t Save Pennies and Waste Hours

Most of us are taught to watch money, but not to value time, says Andrea Van Steenhouse, author of A Woman’s Guide to a Simpler Life. “As a result, we may not even think about how much irreplaceable time we waste to save a few pennies.” Is it worth it to wander through a giant discount mart, searching for picture hangers, when the neighborhood hard ware-store owner would point to them immediately? To wait for takeout at the restaurant when delivery is available for a small tip? Rather than dismiss the idea with the words “I can’t afford that”, it may pay to think twice.





6. Encourage Your Kids to Help

Stephanie Culp is a productivity consultant in Temecula, Calif., and author of You Can Find More Time for Yourself Every Day. Her golden rule for families: except for babies, no one is exempt from housework. Three to four-year-old can fill Rover’s bowl or fetch the baby’s diapers. Five- to seven- year- old can set tables, make beds, sweep walks. Children eight to twelve can weed, dust, take out the trash. Let kids know in advance what’s expected of them. Posting a rotating chore list that spells out who does what prevents squabbles such as “It’s not my turn to clear the table”.




Be prepared to reduce expectations at first — a poorly made bed is a lot better than one left unmade. But if the bed-making is particularly pathetic, it may be a sabotage maneuver. Stick to your guns, says Culp. If you give in, your child, having savored the victory of upward delegation, may use the same tactic to get out of other chores.





7. Turn off the Tube

Americans average 16 hours a week watching TV, making it the nation’s dominant leisure activity. “Yet it’s a pastime few see as important or even enjoyable.” says John P. Robinson, director of the Americans’ Use of Time Project at the University of Maryland. “Life would be simpler for a lot of people if they could reclaim even a third of the time they spend semi hypnotized in front of the tube.”




Robinson and other experts suggest families schedule activities before consulting a TV guide. Decide what programs to watch, tape them and promptly turn off the set after replaying. Have certain times—during meals, on Sunday afternoons—when TV is never allowed.

The payoff for all this is simplifying? You’ll free up time to do what you love most, whether it’s playing with the kids, gardening or traveling. Nothing could be simpler.





1．挤出些时间做你最想做的事

两年前，圣路易斯的雪莉·米歇尔斯发现自己起得越来越早，睡得越来越晚，却仅能满足日常的生活需求。尽管无论是作为一名妻子、一位母亲，还是眼科技术员，她都已经尽职尽责了，但她却没有时间做最重要的事情。

她和她的丈夫维克，一名律师，开始寻找方法简化他们的生活。雪莉说：“我们得决定什么是生活中真正重要的。”他们知道自己需要更多的时间和三岁的儿子瑞安在一起，做做游戏，做做运动，让他能合理饮食，以维系他们之间的感情。

因此，这对夫妻选择了一种更简单的生活方式，注意购物时只买生活必需品，享受一些花钱不多的消遣，诸如阅读、烹调、逛公园。雪莉辞掉了原来的工作，开始做兼职工作。她在她的名片上印上“听候您的吩咐——给您自己留点时间”。比如说为私人购物、付账单、组织聚会、做国际互联网研究方面的事情——做客户所要求做的一切。




她说：“我仍然很努力，但现在我可以自己控制时间，这让人大为振奋。我能抽出一些时间带儿子去动物园，或者陪他打篮球。我因压力而造成的头痛消失了。有机会去了解邻居，不仅给生活带来了乐趣，而且还有助于我们进一步简化生活。

根据时尚观察者们所说，米歇尔斯们并非单单想放慢生活的节奏，过一种更满意的人生。盖洛普民意调查发现，一半的美国人宣称他们缺少足够的时间去做自己想做的事。54%的家长指出，他们和孩子待在一起的时间太少了。47%的已婚夫妇抱怨他们缺少在一起的时间。

那么时间都到哪儿去了呢？对大多数人来说，工作和乘车上下班占据了一天的大部分时间。根据劳动局统计数字表明，有五分之一的人一周要工作49个小时或者更多；十二分之一的人工作60小时或更多。

现代的生活还有丰富多彩的瑞式自助餐那么多的信息等你去筛选，那么多的产品吸引着我们。《过一种简单的生活》的作者伊莱恩·圣詹姆斯说：“为了拥有这一切我们已累得精疲力尽了。”




生活简单化就意味着要我们注意所花的钱、时间和精力，方方面面、大大小小的事情，然后再采取措施去控制浪费。在这里，根据专家们的一些建议，尽量避免生活中发生争吵以便有更多的时间来娱乐。





2．一天之计在于晨

在采用这种方法之前，早晨对于巴尔的摩教师克劳迪娅·鲍来说真是个磨难。她是11岁的亚历克斯和9岁的克莱尔的母亲。她说：“孩子、丈夫和我每天早7∶45必须离开家。在这时总是书本不见了。我儿子不适合早起，所以当我需要他高效率时，他却总是昏昏沉沉，表现得最糟糕。当我们离家时，我们的心情都已经坏透了。所以我们得改变一下习惯。”

鲍的办法是什么呢？在前一天晚上为第二天作好一切准备。比如说，买一个可以定时的咖啡壶，当你醒来时它就已经开始煮咖啡了。决定好明天穿什么，包括腰带、袜子。进行逐项检查，衣裤皱痕，丢失的扣子。孩子们可以在桌子上摆好碗，汤匙，麦片粥以及除了牛奶以外一切的东西。

“列出孩子们第二天去学校所需要的物品清单——家庭作业，图书馆的书籍，午餐——并在每晚上床睡觉前检查一下。”加利福尼亚州托兰斯市创意时间的老板、管理专家安建议说。把要带出去的东西都安排好，把背包和要干洗的衣服放在门前。把钥匙总放在同一个地方。研究结果表明，成年人每年找钥匙所花的时间平均为16小时。








3．不要让你的房子凌乱不堪

《凌乱的最后一站》一书的作者唐·阿斯莱特说：“你买的每一样东西都需要照管。每一把椅子、一件外套、不用的自行车、烛台，都要打扫、照管、贮存和修理。把你从不用的财产中摆脱出来，会节省很多时间。”

要想克服囤积者内心的呼唤，“我也许需要这个。”史密斯大学心理学家兰迪·奥·弗罗斯特建议要反驳自己。“我决不使用这把难看的雨伞。新伞仅需6美元。”或者“是的，也许哪一天还需要剩下的墙纸，但我有必要为了某一天也许用得着就把一切都留下吗？如果这样的话，也许我该租一个仓库了。”

旧金山的《控制凌乱》一书的作者、清洁专家杰夫·坎贝尔，建议那些不愿意扔掉掉下的螺丝钉、整天淹没在破烂中的人从小事做起。从一个抽屉，一个架子做起。如果它坏了，或者修理或者扔掉。如果它确实不合适了，放弃它或把它送人。

只要养成一种好习惯就能避免散乱物越聚越多：现在不要放下任何东西，不要把夹克放在椅子上，或把眼镜放在洗涤槽上。正如妈妈所说：“不要把它放下，不要把它放在一边。”否则，就意味着要不止一次地收拾这些东西。








4．和颜悦色地说“不”

新泽西州里奇伍德市的林恩·柏蒂是位有两个女儿的家庭主妇：萨拉10岁，伊丽莎白12岁。她在主日学校教书，并帮忙经营一个廉价旧货店，还被邀请担任某委员会的主席。在她重新做花样设计师后，她仍然尽量帮助做一切事情。

她的那些难以实施的计划最终导致忧虑的开始，这迫使她依主次安排活动，使她把志愿工作限定在女童子军和家长教师联谊会上。现在家人每晚坐下来一起吃晚餐，柏蒂辅导孩子做功课，她说：“能再次了解我丈夫真是太好了。”

“不”是两个字母的词，它却能让你在一周内节省出很多时间。和颜悦色但要马上说“不”，作简单的解释，比如说：“我只是没时间。”避免作详细的解释——因为其他人也许能看出来你真的适合做这件事。





5．不要为了节省几便士而浪费数小时

《妇女简化生活指南》一书的作者安德烈亚·范·斯蒂豪斯说：“我们大部分人都被教导要节俭，而不是珍惜时间。结果是：我们也许没考虑为了节省几便士，就浪费了多少无法挽回的光阴。”当邻居五金店的老板能马上拿给你要买的画框时，你是否还值得漫步在大的打折集市？当只需一点小费就可送货上门时，你是否还要排队等候外卖食品？不是让你放弃“我负担不起”的想法，而是让你三思是否值得去做。








6．鼓励孩子们帮忙

斯蒂法妮·卡尔普是加利福尼亚州蒂梅丘拉的生产顾问和《每天你能为你找出更多的时间》一书的作者。她的黄金定律是：除了婴儿以外，没有人可以免做家务。3～4岁的孩子能给家人盛饭或帮婴儿换尿布。5～7岁的孩子能摆桌子、铺床叠被、扫扫人行道。8～12岁的孩子能除杂草、打扫灰尘、出去倒垃圾。让孩子事先知道他们应做什么。贴一张谁该做什么的家务表，可避免像“不该我收拾桌子”这样的争吵。

最初不要对孩子期望太高，被子叠得不好也比不去叠要强得多。但如果被子叠得尤其糟糕，也许是故意的。卡尔普说，要坚持你的立场。如果你让步的话，你的孩子尝到了抵抗上方授权的甜头，会用同样的战术对付你而不做其他家务。

7．关上电视机

美国马里兰州州立大学研究美国人如何合理支配时间的项目负责人约翰·皮·鲁滨孙说：“美国人平均每周看电视16小时，这标志着电视已成为美国的主导休闲活动。然而很少有人把这种消遣看成是重要的，甚至是能让人愉快的。如果大部分人能把他们昏昏沉沉消磨在看电视上的1/3时间收回的话，生活会变得更简单了。”




鲁滨孙和其他专家建议先制订家庭活动计划，然后再看电视报，决定看什么节目。把要看的节目录下来，放完录像后马上关上电视机。某些时候——吃饭时或是周日下午是决不允许看电视的。

这样做的结果就是一切都变简单了。你有时间做你最想做的事，比如说和孩子们玩耍，做做园艺，出去旅行。这是最简单不过的事情了。














Happiness　幸福九部曲





◎ Christina Sponias





Step 1

Everyone wants to be happy, but happiness depends on many factors.

Many people believe that money brings happiness, because if they can pay and fulfill all their desires they imagine that they will be happy forever. However, money is only a facility. It cannot buy health, love and peace.

If you are sick, alone, in a war, dominated by craziness and despair, money cannot save you. It can help you find famed doctors, or paid lovers, or a false peace based on the threat of weapons, but everything you can get by paying is only an illusion. You need much more in order to feel really satisfied.





Step 2

If you want to be really happy forever you have to change the world, bringing peace, abundance and happiness to Earth, besides helping humanity cultivate love, patience, goodness and humility in its heart. You have to put an end to craziness, terrorism and despair. If you cannot transform everything, you will never be completely happy.








Step 3

So, you have either to accept to live in a crazy world full of violence and absurdity, trying to be happy on your “personal island”, where only your family and your friends have importance for you, or you have to transform this crazy world into a place where everyone will have the chance to be happy, otherwise you will never be really happy too.





Step 4

This is a selfish thought, but I know that you are very selfish from birth—this is why I’m explaining the truth to you in terms you can understand. You would never care for the world’s pain if it didn’t affect you. I notice that each time I write an article about general happiness and the necessity to change the world so that everyone will at least have the basic conditions of life besides many things more, only a few people read my articles. However, when I give lessons about their personal lives and how they can overcome their problems, those articles are the most often viewed. Yes, nobody cares for the entire world. Nobody really cares for humanity.








Step 5

Everyone only wants to live well, without working and only having fun. This is the ideal scenario, even though they know that things cannot be this way and they get adapted to the reality of their lives. However, their philosophy of life is the above mentioned, without a doubt. You probably are not an exception... Are you?





Step 6

I really hope that you are, because some people are exceptions, even though they are quite rare. You will find one sensitive person that cares for the well being of the entire world, among billions and billions of alienated creatures that care only about their personal lives... However, the truth is that the desire to be happy in such world the way it is now, with so many horrors, is in fact a crazy desire.





Step 7

Don’t you agree that only crazy creatures would try to be happy in a place where violence, terrorism, immorality, hypocrisy, poverty and other horrors exist? I’m sure you do, if you are sensible. But you don’t know how to change the crazy world, and you have no power...








Step 8

At this point you need a miracle. And only because the miracle does exist, have I started explaining the truth in this way, otherwise I would not start showing you how absurd it is to want to be happy in a place where craziness prevails, because I would have to abandon you totally disappointed at the end of this article, while my intention is to help you solve your problems.

The miracle is inside you and sends you dreams with warnings, lessons and free psychotherapy everyday. It is the wise and saintly unconscious mind, that tries to save the human side of your conscience from the wild, primitive side that is responsible for the existence of craziness in the human mind.





Step 9

If you follow the guidance you receive in your dreams, the unconscious mind will show you how you can transform your psyche, develop your personality and become a self-confident genius, so that you may be able to solve all the problems of the world, not only thanks to your intelligence, but thanks to your sensitivity and the superiority of your spirit.








第一步

每个人都想幸福，但幸福源于很多因素。

许多人相信金钱会带来幸福，因为如果他们可以用钱满足他们所有的欲望，他们就以为自己会永远幸福。然而，金钱只是一种工具。它买不来健康，爱和安宁。

假如你患病，孤独一人，或身处战争，疯狂和绝望占据着你的灵魂，金钱拯救不了你。金钱可以帮助你聘请到著名的医生，或者买来情人，或利用武器威胁换取虚假的和平，但是所有用金钱买到的东西都只是一种幻觉。要想真正满足还需要更多。





第二步

如果你想永远获得真正的幸福，你就要改变世界，给地球带来安宁、富足和幸福，还要帮助人类从内心孕育爱、耐心、善良和谦卑的心。你必须杜绝疯狂、恐怖与绝望。如果你什么都不能改变，你不会获得完整的幸福。








第三步

因此，你或者无奈地接受在充满暴力与荒谬的疯狂世界里生活，试着在属于你的天地中寻求幸福，在这片天地中，只有你的家人和朋友对你重要，或者你必须将这个纷乱的世界改变为和平之地，每个人都有幸福的机会，否则你绝不会获得真正的幸福。





第四步

这是自私的想法，但是我知道你生来就非常自私——这就是为什么我以你能理解的方式解释真理。如果影响不到你，你决不会关心世界的痛苦。我注意到，每当我写关于总体幸福感和改变世界的文章，为了使每个人至少能拥有生存的基本条件，尽管还有更多，但只有那么几个人来读我的文章。然而，当我教授涉及他们个人生活，以及如何克服困难的课程时，这些题材的文章却最受关注。对，没人关心整个世界。没人真正关心人类。





第五步

每个人都只想活得好好的，不用工作，只贪图享乐。这是理想的描述，即使他们知道事情不会这样，他们已经适应了生活现实。然而，他们的生活哲学就是追求上述状态，这一点毋庸置疑。你可能也不例外……是吗？








第六步

我真希望你是个例外，因为有些人就是例外，即使数量很少。在数亿个只关心个人生活的冷漠生物中，你会发现一个关心全世界的性情中人……然而，事实是，在这个世界上，对快乐的追求却伴随着太多的畏惧，这实际上是一个疯狂的愿望。





第七步

难道你不觉得，只有疯子才会在充满暴力、恐怖主义、不道德、伪善、贫困和其他恐惧的世界里，试图追逐幸福？如果你明智的话，你肯定会同意我的看法。但是你不知道如何改变这疯狂的世界，你力不从心……





第八步

此刻，你需要奇迹出现。只是因为奇迹的确存在，我已经开始以这种方式解释真理了，否则我不会开始向你表明，在这个疯狂盛行的世界中，追求幸福是多么荒唐的事情啊，因为在文章结束的时候，我会让你感到完全失望，尽管我想帮你解决问题。

奇迹就在你的心中，奇迹每天都会以警告、教训和免费心理治疗的方式给你带来梦想。奇迹就是明智圣洁的潜意识，它试图拯救你人性中的良知，使其从导致人类疯狂的野蛮与原始的一面中解救出来。








第九步

如果你追随梦中所接收的指引，潜意识将会引领你改变你的内心世界，发展你的个性，成为自信的天才，从而让你能够解决世间的所有问题，不仅源于你的智慧，也源于你心灵的敏感与精神的超越。














Happiness Is a Journey　幸福是一段旅程





◎ Anonymous





For a long time it seemed to me that life was about to begin, real life. But, there was always some obstacle in the way, something to be gotten through first, some unfinished business, time still to be served or a debt to be paid. Then life would begin.

At last it dawned on me that there is no way to happiness. Happiness is the way. So treasure every moment that you have and treasure it more because you share it with someone special, someone special enough to spend your time with.

Make the most of your time. Don’t waste too much of your time studying, working, or stressing about something that seems important. Do what you want to do to be happy but also do what you can to make the people you care about happy. Remember that time waits for no one.

Happiness is a journey, not a destination.





长久以来，对我来说，生活——真正的生活，好像就要立即起程了。然而，总是有些障碍，有些事需要先处理，有些工作还没完成，时间像是一位要服侍的主或一笔要偿还的债，然后生活才能开始。




最后，我终于明白了，没有通往幸福的路，幸福本身就是这条路。因此，好好珍惜你拥有的每一个瞬息，尽量多地去珍惜，因为你正在和一些特别的人、那些足够特别的人一起分享你的时刻。

珍惜你的时间。别浪费太多到学习、工作或是为一些并不重要的事情而烦恼。做你想做的事来让自己开心，做你能做的事来让在乎你的人开心。记住时间不会为任何人停下脚步。

幸福是一段旅程，而不是终点站。







































Happiness isn't getting all you want.



It's enjoying all you have.



幸福不是得到你想要的一切，



而是享受你所拥有的一切。




















心灵深处的音乐
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无心快语可能引发争执，无情之词可能折损生命，适时温语可能消弭压力，而关爱之声可能治愈心灵。
























A careless word may kindle strife; a cruel word may wreck a life; a timely word may level stress; a loving word may heal and bless.


























心灵深处的音乐



The Music Within











当你的心在痛，眼里噙满泪水时，那就抬头看看，天空依旧是那么广阔，云朵依旧是那么潇洒。而后悬于时光深处，静静聆听，直到听见那心灵深处的音乐。
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The Music Within



心灵深处的音乐














Life...what is it?

See it in the colors of autumn,

A gentle snowfall in winter,

A sudden shower in spring,

The radiance of a summer day.

Behold it in the laughter of the young and the old.

Know of it in a surge of hope,

The blessings that are bountiful.

What is life?

It is joy, awareness,

and the music within.





生命是什么？

它浸染在五彩缤纷的秋色里，

飘融在轻柔无语的冬雪中，




在阵阵春雨里，

在绚丽夏日中。

它包含在老人爽朗的笑声里，

也隐匿在孩子天真的嬉戏中。

它汹涌在人们的希望里，

它荡漾在美好的祝福中，

生命是什么？

是欢乐，是领悟，

是心灵深处的音乐。


















Chapter 1 聆听自然的声音













Each spring it blossoms so profusely that the air becomes saturated with the aroma of apple. When I drive by with my windows rolled down, it gives me the feeling of moving in another element, like a kid on a water slide.





每年春天，它便蓬勃绽开花蕾，空气中弥漫着苹果花的芳香。当我开着车窗驱车经过之时，它让我觉得仿佛到了另一个天地，像一个孩子在乘坐水滑梯一样。






















Spring Thaw　春天的融化





◎ Bertrand Russell





Every April I am beset by the same concern—that spring might not occur this year. The landscape looks forsaken, with hills, sky and forest forming a single graymeld, like the wash an artist paints on a canvas before the masterwork. My spirits ebb, as they did during an April snowfall when I first came to Maine 15 years ago. “Just wait,” a neighbor counseled. “You’ll wake up one morning and spring will just be here.”

And look, on May 3 that year I awoke to a green so startling as to be almost electric, as if spring were simply a matter of flipping a switch. Hills, sky and forest revealed their purples, blues and green. Leaves had unfurled, goldfinches had arrived at the feeder and daffodils were fighting their way heavenward.

Then there was the old apple tree. It sits on an undeveloped lot in my neighborhood. It belongs to no one and therefore to everyone. The tree’s dark twisted branches sprawl in unpruned abandon. Each spring it blossoms so profusely that the air becomes saturated with the aroma of apple. When I drive by with my windows rolled down, it gives me the feeling of moving in another element, like a kid on a water slide.




Until last year, I thought I was the only one aware of this tree. And then one day, in a fit of spring madness, I set out with pruner and lopper to remove a few errant branches. No sooner had I arrived under its boughs than neighbors opened their windows and stepped onto their porches. These were people I barely knew and seldom spoke to, but it was as if I had come unbidden into their personal gardens.

My mobile home neighbor was the first to speak. “You’re not cutting it down, are you?” Another neighbor winced as I lopped off a branch. “Don’t kill it, now,” he cautioned. Soon half the neighborhood had joined me under the apple arbor. It struck me that I had lived there for five years and only now was learning these people’s names, what they did for a living and how they passed the winter. It was as if the old apple tree gathering us under its boughs for the dual purpose of acquaintanceship and shared wonder. I couldn’t help recalling Robert Frost’s words:




The trees that have it in their pent-up buds

To darken nature and be summer woods

One thaw led to another. Just the other day I saw one of my neighbors at the local store. He remarked how this recent winter had been especially long and lamented not having seen or spoken at length to anyone in our neighborhood. And then, recouping his thoughts, he looked at me and said, “We need to prune that apple tree again.”





每年4月我总是被同一个念头困扰着——今年的春天可能不会再来了吧。四周的景色看起来一片凄凉，小山、天空和森林灰蒙蒙的，就像艺术家的名画尚未完成之前画布上的底色一般。我的情绪十分低落，就像15年前我初次来到缅因州，迎来一次4月的降雪那样。“只有等等看了，”一个邻居劝我，“说不定哪一天你一觉醒来，春天已经来临了。”

果不其然，那年的5月3日，当我醒来时，发现屋外绿意逼人，简直让人惊异，春天好像开了闸一般突然间就来到了眼前。小山、天空和森林姹紫嫣红，展示出它们的蓝色和绿色。树叶舒展开来，黄雀翩翩飞来觅食，黄水仙也朝天竞相生长。

同时，还有那棵老苹果树。它耸立在我家旁边的一块荒地中。它不属于任何人，所以也就归每个人所有。苹果树乌黑扭曲的枝条因未经修剪而恣意蔓生。每年春天，它便蓬勃绽开花蕾，空气中弥漫着苹果花的芳香。当我开着车窗驱车经过之时，它让我觉得仿佛到了另一个天地，像一个孩子在乘坐水滑梯一样。




直到去年为止，我还以为只有我意识到了这棵树的存在。后来有一天，在一个明朗的春天引起的疯狂中，我拿着整枝器和修枝剪，想除去一些杂乱无章的树枝。我刚站到树下，邻居们就纷纷打开窗户，或者走到门廊上。这些人我几乎都不认识，也很少说过话，但眼前这情形就像我未经允许擅自闯进他们的私家花园一样。

一位住在活动房中的邻居第一个发言：“你不是要砍倒它吧？”当我砍掉一条树枝的时候，另一个邻居心疼得跟什么似的。“喂，别把它弄死了。”他警告道。很快，附近几乎一半的人都跑过来，和我一起站在了树荫下。我突然意识到我已经在这儿住了五年，直到现在我才开始了解这些人的名字，他们是如何谋生的，他们是如何过冬的。好像这棵老苹果树把我们召集到树下是为了双重目的：为了让我们彼此认识，以及共享自然的美妙。这时，我不禁回忆起罗伯特·弗罗斯特的诗句：

春树幽闭的芽中藏着碧绿

即将长成荫荫夏木和幽幽树林




那次融洽的交流开了个好头。就在几天前，我在附近的店里看见一个邻居在购物。他说去年冬天特别漫长，无不遗憾地感慨长时间在这附近见不到邻居，也没跟他们说过话。然后，他又想了一下，看着我说：“我们需要再给那棵苹果树修修枝了。”


















Estival Warm Pick Berry　夏季的温馨：采浆果





◎ Nancy Sweetland





Sweet, wild berries plucked from roadside patches are a delightful side benefit of camping. Each summer, my husband Bob and I would send the kids off with their little metal buckets and the next day we would all enjoy the fruits of their labor: raspberry pancakes turned on the grill or firm blackberries to dot a hot cooked-on-the-campfire peanut butter sandwich.

The children looked forward to picking. We could usually find just about anything, from blueberries in early summer to raspberries and blackberries in August. Every year—except one.

“There’s nothing around here to pick!” five-year-old Julie complained, poking a stick into the dying fire one late summer evening.

The season had been too dry; what few blackberries were left on the bushes were hard as marbles.

“Yeah. I looked all over,” added four-year-old Brian. “Wish there was something.”




That night, after the kids were zipped into their sleeping sacks and I was sure they weren’t awake, I handed Bob a bag of large marshmallows and I grabbed a bag of the miniatures.

“Get the lantern and follow me,” I said. “We’re going to make a memory.”

“What?” He looked puzzled.

I told him about the kids’ campfire conversation and Bob grinned, “Let’s go!”

The next morning over pancakes, I said, “Kids, I think you’re going to have something to pick today.”

“Really!” Julie’s eyes shone. “What?”

“What?” echoed Brian.

“Marshmallows.” I said, as though I’d said it every summer. “Last night Daddy and I walked down toward the lake and it looks as though they’re just about ready to pick. It’s a good thing we’re here now. They only come out one day a year.”

Julie looked skeptical, and Brian giggled. “You’re silly, Mom! Marshmallows come in bags from the store.”

I shrugged. “So do blackberries, but you’ve picked those, haven’t you? Somebody just puts them in bags.”

“Daddy, is that true?” He demanded.




Bob was very busy turning pancakes. “Guess you’ll just have to go find out for yourself,” he answered.

“Okay!”

They were off in a flurry, little metal buckets reflecting the morning sun.

“You nut.” Bob said to me, laughing. “It won’t work.”

“Be a believer,” I answered.

Minutes later our two excited children rushed into the clearing.

“Look! I got some that were just babies!” Julie held up a miniature.

“I picked the big ones!” said Brian. “Boy, I want to cook one! Light the fire, Daddy, quick!”

“All right, all right, settle down.” Bob winked at me. “They won’t spoil.” He lit some small sticks while the kids ran for their hot dog forks.

“Mine will be better because they’re so little,” predicted Julie. Brian shrugged, mashing two large ones on his fork.

We waited for the culinary verdict.

“Wow!” Brian’s eyes rounded with surprise. “These are sure better than those old ones in the bags!” He reached for another. “These are so good!”




“Of course,” I said. “These are really fresh!”

Julie looked puzzled. “How come all those marshmallow bushes don’t have the same kinds of leaves?”

“Just different kinds, that’s all,” I replied quickly. “Like flowers.”

“Oh.” She licked her fingers, seemingly satisfied with my answer. Then, studying the next marshmallow before she popped it into her mouth, she looked up with the sweetest smile and said softly, “We’re so lucky that they bloomed today!”





香甜的野生浆果散落在路边，点缀成一片露营的好地方。每年夏天，我和我的丈夫鲍博就会让孩子们带上他们的金属小篮出去采浆果，第二天我们就会享受这劳动的果实：烤架上的梅子煎饼，或是黑莓花生酱三明治。

孩子们也都很期待出去采浆果。很多时候我们会什么都没有采到，从初夏的蓝莓到悬钩子到八月的黑莓。

一个夏日的夜晚，5岁的朱莉抱怨道：“这里什么都没有啊！”说着就一棍子捅进了已经熄灭的火堆里。

这个季节太干燥了，只剩下了很少一些黑莓，还硬得像弹珠似的。




4岁的布莱恩说：“是啊，我到处都找过了。”接着他补充道，“希望还会有一些。”

那天晚上，当孩子们钻进他们的睡袋以后，我确信他们已经睡着了，就递给鲍博一袋大浆果，然后我抓起一袋小的。

“拿上灯笼，跟我走，”我说，“我们要去创造记忆了。”

“什么？”他看着我迷惑地问。

我把孩子们的篝火对话告诉了他，他咧嘴笑了，说：“走！”

第二天早饭时，我说：“孩子们，我想今天你们一定可以采到一些野果了。”

“真的！”朱莉的眼睛闪耀着光芒。“什么？”

“什么？”布莱恩回应着。

“浆果啊。”我说，就像每年夏季一样。“昨天晚上我和爸爸顺着小溪散步，好像那里就是有很多东西啊。我们现在能在这里太好了，因为它们每年只出现一天。”

朱莉看上去有点怀疑，布莱恩却咯咯地笑了。“你真傻，妈妈。浆果是从商店里买来的。”

我耸了耸肩膀。“那么，黑莓也是，但是你也已经摘了，不是吗？有人把它们装进了袋子而已。”

“爸爸，那是真的吗？”他好像还不甘心。




鲍博正在忙着翻煎饼。他答道：“我想，你得自己去看看能不能采到吧。”

“好！”

他们提着小篮，在阳光明媚的早晨蹦蹦跳跳地跑去。

“你这个笨蛋。”鲍博笑着对我说，“那没用的。”

“要相信别人。”我答道。

很快，这两个兴奋的孩子跑了回来，开始清算自己的成果。

“看！我采到一些小婴儿浆果！”朱莉提着那些迷你小浆果说。

“我摘到大的！”布莱恩也快活地说。“爸爸，快点生火，我想做一些，快啊！”

“好的，好的，等着啊，”鲍博朝我眨了眨眼睛，“他们没有失望。”

趁着孩子们跑去拿烤热狗的叉子时，他点燃了一些小木棒。

“我的肯定更好，因为它们很小！”朱莉说。布莱恩耸耸肩，用他的叉子穿了两个大果子。

我们等着做好了之后来裁决。

“哇！”布莱恩的眼睛里闪烁着惊奇。“这些肯定比那旧袋子里装的要好得多！”他拿起了另一个，说道，“太好了！”

“当然了，”我说，“它们真的很新鲜！”




朱莉看上去有点困惑。“为什么它们都没有相同的叶子呢？”

“种类不同的，孩子，”我赶快回答道，“就像花朵一样。”

“哦。”她舔着她的手指，看上去似乎对我的回答很满意。然后，她开始研究下一个浆果，然后急忙塞到嘴里。她抬起头来，甜美地笑着，轻声说，“我们太幸运了，它们今天全都开了！”


















The Story of Autumn　秋天的故事





◎ Angelina





It was the golden season. I could see the yellow leaves falling with the cool wind. For others, it is a harvest season, while for me, it is an annoying season. I was preparing for the Postgraduate Entrance Examination. But so many unhappy things made me so tired, so I decided to have a walk along the Yanjiang Road in my university.

“Autumn is a lonely season and life is uninteresting. The days in this season always get me down,” I thought when the sound of a guitar flowed into my ears, like a stream flowing from the mountains. I was so surprised that I ran to see what it was. A young girl, sitting on the lawn, was lost in playing her guitar. She was a beautiful girl, especially when the wind blew her long hair. I had never seen her before. The music was so attractive that I listened quietly.

Lost in the music, I did not realize that I had been standing for so long. But my existence did not seem to disturb her. Leaves were still falling. Every day when I passed by the lawn, I would see her playing her guitar. She was the only performer and I was the only audience. During the rest of the days in the season, life became interesting and I could review the courses carefully. Though we did not know each other, I thought we were always good friends.




Autumn was nearly over. One day, when I was listening devotedly, the sound suddenly stopped. To my astonishment, the girl came over to me.

“You must like the music.” she said.

“Yes, you play very well. Why did you stop?” I asked.

Suddenly, a sad expression appeared on her face.

“I came here just to have a rest because I failed in the college entrance examination. I felt very disappointed. And it was your listening every day that encouraged me,” she said, “and I have to go tomorrow.”

“In fact, it was your playing that gave me a meaningful autumn and helped me believe that I have the ability to pass the Postgraduate Entrance Examination.” I answered, “I think it was God who gave us the chance to know each other and we should be good friends.”

She smiled and I smiled.

Since then, I have never seen her again. I no longer passed by that lawn. Only thick leaves were left behind. But I will always remember the season and the girl. It was her appearance that helped me passed the Postgraduate Entrance Examination, though she only appeared a few days in my life.




We may encounter many people in our lives. Some are like a shooting star, but give off so much light that they guide you in the correct direction; some are like clothes to you, they are always with you, but do not understand you. Just as a famous saying, many people step in your life, but only true friends leave footprints.

I shall always recall the autumn, the girl and the sound of her guitar. I know she will always be my best friend.





这是一个金色的季节。我看到金黄的落叶随着清凉的秋风飘零。对另一些人来说，这是个收获的季节。而对于我，这却是一个恼人的季节。我正在准备研究生入学考试。但是，如此多的不开心的事让我太累了，所以我决定顺着学校的沿江路散散心。

“秋天是一个寂寞的季节，生活索然无趣。这个季节的日子总是让我感到沮丧。”我边走边想，吉他的声音就像山中小溪的流水一样，流入我的耳朵，我感到非常惊奇，于是跑去看个究竟。一个小女孩坐在草坪上，忘我地弹着吉他。她真是一个美丽的姑娘，尤其是当她的长发随着风儿飞舞时。我好像从来没有见过她。这音乐太吸引人了，我静静地听了起来。




沉醉在这个音乐世界中，我没有意识到自己竟然站了那么久。但是，我的存在似乎并没有打扰她。叶子仍在随风飘落。每天，当我走过那片草坪时，都会看到她在那儿弹吉他。她是唯一的演奏者，而我是唯一的听众。于是，这个季节接下来的日子里，生活变得趣味盎然，我也能专心复习功课了。尽管我们互不相识，但我想我们已经是好朋友了。

秋季快过去了。有一天，正当我陶醉在音乐声中时，音乐声戛然而止。出乎意料的是，这个女孩向我走过来了。

“你一定很喜欢音乐吧。”她说。

“是的。你弹得真好。为什么停下来了？”我问。

突然，她的脸上显现出一抹悲伤的表情。

“我只是来这里休息一段时间，因为我没能通过大学入学考试。我感到非常失望，是你每一天都来听我演奏，这鼓励了我，”她说，“明天我就要走了。”

“事实上，是你的音乐给了我一个有意义的秋天，还帮助我相信我有能力通过研究生考试。”我回答道，“我认为是上帝给了我们相识的机会，我们应该成为好朋友。”

她笑了，我也笑了。

从那以后，我再也没有见过她。我不再经过那片草地了。那里只留下了厚厚的叶子。但我会永远铭记这个季节，还有那个女孩。是她的出现助我通过了研究生入学考试，尽管她只出现在我生命中的短短几天里。




在我们的生活中，也许会遇到很多人。有些人就像一颗流星，却发出足够的光亮，指引你走向正确的方向；有些人就像你的衣服，虽然整日伴随着你，却不能理解你。正如一句名言，很多人走入你的生命，但是只有真正的朋友留下了烙印。

我会永远记得那个季节，那个女孩以及她的吉他声。我知道，她会是我永远的好朋友。


























Run Through the Rain　雨中的记忆





◎ Pastor Ian





She had been shopping with her Mom in Wal-Mart. She must have been 6 years old, this beautiful brown haired, freckle-faced image of innocence. It was pouring outside. The kind of rain that gushes over the top of rain gutters, so much in a hurry to hit the Earth it has no time to flow down the spout.

We all stood there under the awning and just inside the door of the Wal-Mart. We waited, some patiently, others irritated because nature messed up their hurried day. I am always mesmerized by rainfall. I get lost in the sound and sight of the heavens washing away the dirt and dust of the world. Memories of running, splashing so carefree as a child come pouring in as a welcome reprieve from the worries of my day.

Her voice was so sweet as it broke the hypnotic trance we were all caught in. “Mom, let’s run through the rain.” she said.




“What?” Mom asked.

“Let’s run through the rain!” she repeated.

“No, honey. We’ll wait until it slows down a bit.” Mom replied.

This young child waited about another minute and repeated: “Mom, let’s run through the rain.”

“We’ll get soaked if we do.” Mom said.

“No, we won’t, Mom. That’s not what you said this morning.” The young girl said as she tugged at her Mom’s arm.

“This morning? When did I say we could run through the rain and not get wet?”

“Don’t you remember? When you were talking to Daddy about his cancer, you said, ‘If God can get us through this, he can get us through anything!’”

The entire crowd stopped dead silent. I swear you couldn’t hear anything but the rain. We all stood silently. No one came or left in the next few minutes. Mom paused and thought for a moment about what she would say.

Now some would laugh it off and scold her for being silly. Some might even ignore what was said. But this was a moment of affirmation in a young child’s life. Time when innocent trust can be nurtured so that it will bloom into faith. “Honey, you are absolutely right. Let’s run through the rain. If get wet, well maybe we just needed washing,” Mom said. Then off they ran.




We all stood watching, smiling and laughing as they darted past the cars and yes, through the puddles. They held their shopping bags over their heads just in case. They got soaked. But they were followed by a few who screamed and laughed like children all the way to their cars. And yes, I did. I ran. I got wet. I needed washing. Circumstances or people can take away your material possessions, they can take away your money, and they can take away your health. But no one can ever take away your precious memories. So, don’t forget to make time and take the opportunities to make memories every day!

To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven. I hope you still take the time to run through the rain.





她和妈妈在沃尔玛刚刚购完物。这个小女孩应该6岁了，一头漂亮的棕色头发，一脸的天真无邪。外面下着倾盆大雨。排水沟里的雨水已经满满地溢出了边缘，来不及排走，就迫不及待地涌向了大地。

我们都站在沃尔玛门口的遮篷下。大家都在等待，有的人很耐心，有些人则很窝火，因为这鬼天气又给他们匆忙的一天添乱了。雨天总是引起我的遐思。我出神地听着雨声，看着老天洗刷冲走这尘世的污垢和尘埃。记忆飞转，孩提时在雨中无忧无虑地奔跑的画面汹涌而至，暂时缓解了我这一天的忧虑。




小女孩甜美的声音打破了这令人昏昏欲睡的气氛。“妈妈，我们跑出去吧。”她说。

“什么？”母亲问。

“我们在雨里跑！”她又重复了一遍。

“不，亲爱的，我们等雨小一点再走。”母亲回答说。

又等了一会儿，小女孩又说：“妈妈，我们跑出去吧。”

“这样的话我们会被淋湿的。”母亲说。

“不，我们不会的，妈妈。你今天早上不是这样说的。”小女孩一边说一边拉着母亲的手。

“今天早上？我什么时候说过我们淋雨不会湿啊？”

“你不记得了吗？你和爸爸谈他的癌症时，你说，‘如果上帝让我们闯过这一关，他就可以帮助我们闯过任何一关！’”

整个人群陷入了一片寂静。我发誓，除了雨声，你什么声音都听不到。我们都静静地站在那里。接下来的几分钟里，没有一个人来，也没有人离开。母亲停顿了一下，在想着该如何对孩子说。




现在或许有人会对此一笑置之，或者责备这孩子不懂事，有人甚至会完全忽略别人说了些什么。但这一刻，却是一个小孩子一生中需要被肯定的时候。若受到鼓舞，此时孩子单纯的信任就会发展成为坚定的信念。“亲爱的，你说得对。我们雨中狂奔吧。如果淋湿了，那也许是因为我们的确需要清洗一下了。”母亲说。然后她们就冲了出去。

我们都站在那里，笑着看她们飞快地跑过停着的汽车和地上的水坑。她们把购物袋高举过头顶想挡挡雨，但还是浑身湿透了。但是在她们身后，好几个人像孩子般尖叫大笑着，也跟着冲了出去，奔向自己的车子。当然，我也这样做了，跑了出去，淋湿了。我也需要接受洗礼。环境或其他人可以夺去你的物质财富，抢走你的金钱，带走你的健康，但没有人可以带走你珍贵的回忆。因此，别忘了要抓紧时间和机会，每天都给自己留下一些回忆吧！

世间万物皆有自己的季节，做任何事情也有一个恰当的时机。希望你有机会在雨中狂奔一回。


























A Walk in the Woods　林中漫步





◎ Tony Gathercole





I was puzzled! Why was this old woman making such a fuss about an old copse which was of no use to anybody? She had written letters to the local paper, even to a national, protesting about a projected by-pass to her village, and, looking at a map, the route was nowhere near where she lived and it wasn’t as if the area was attractive. I was more than puzzled, I was intrigued.

The enquiry into the route of the new by-pass to the village was due to take place shortly, and I wanted to know what it was that motivated her. So it was that I found myself knocking on a cottage door, being received by Mary Smith and then being taken for a walk to the woods.

“I’ve always loved this place,” she said, “It has a lot of memories for me, and for others. We all used it. They called it ‘Lover’s lane’. It’s not much of a lane, and it doesn’t go anywhere important, but that’s why we all came here. To be away from people, to be by ourselves.” she added.




It was indeed pleasant that day and the songs of many birds could be heard. Squirrels gazed from the branches, quite bold in their movements, obviously few people passed this way and they had nothing to fear. I could imagine the noise of vehicles passing through these peaceful woods when the by-pass was built, so I felt that she probably had something there but as I hold strong opinions about the needs of the community over-riding the opinions of private individuals, I said nothing. The village was quite a dangerous place because of the traffic especially for old people and children, their safety was more important to me than an old woman’s whims.

“Take this tree,” she said pausing after a short while. “To you it is just that, a tree. Not unlike many others here.” She gently touched the bark. “Look here, under this branch, what can you see?”

“It looks as if someone has done a bit of carving with a knife.” I said after a cursory inspection.

“Yes, that’s what it is!” she said softly. “There are letters and a lover’s heart.”

I looked again, this time more carefully. The heart was still there and there was a suggestion of an arrow through it. The letters on one side were indistinct, but on the other an “R” was clearly visible with what looked like an “I” after it. “Some budding romance?” I asked, “Did you know who they were?”




“Oh yes, I knew them,” said Mary Smith, “it says RH loves MS.”

I realized that I could be getting out of my depth, and longed to be in my office, away from here and this old lady, snug, and with a mug of tea in my hand.

She went on... “He had a penknife with a spike for getting stones from a horse’s hoof, and I helped him to carve my initials. We were very much in love, but he was going away, and could not tell me what he was involved in the army. I had guessed of course. It was the last evening we ever spent together，because he went away the next day, back to his Unit.”

Mary Smith was quiet for a while, and then she sobbed. “His mother showed me the telegram ‘Sergeant R Holmes... Killed in action in the invasion of France.’”

“‘I had hoped that you and Robin would one day get married,’ she said, ‘He was my only child, and I would have loved to be a Granny, they would have been such lovely babies’— she was like that!”




“Two years later she too was dead. Pneumonia, following a chill on the chest was what the doctor said, but I think it was an old fashioned broken heart. A child would have helped both of us.”

There was a further pause. Mary Smith gently caressed the wounded tree, just as she would have caressed him. “And now they want to take our tree away from me.” Another quiet sob, then she turned to me. “I was young and pretty then, I could have had anybody, and I wasn’t always the old woman you see here now. I had everything I wanted in life, a lovely man, health and a future to look forwards to.”

She paused again and looked around. The breeze gently moved through the leaves with a sighing sound. “There were others, of course, but not a patch on my Robin!” she said strongly. “And now I have nothing—except the memories this tree holds. If only I could get my hands on that awful man who writes in the paper about the value of the road they are going to build where we are standing now, I would tell him. Has he never loved, has he never lived, does he not know anything about memories? We were not the only ones, you know, I still meet some who came here as Robin and I did. Yes, I would tell him!”




I turned away, sick at heart.





我被弄糊涂了！为什么这个老妇人会对一片毫无用处的老灌木林如此大惊小怪？她给当地报纸写了信，甚至给全国性的报纸也写了信，抗议在她们村子里拟建小路的计划方案。但从地图上看，这条拟建的小路距离她家并不近，那一带好像也并非风景优美。我岂止是纳闷，我简直是十分好奇。

不久就要开展对新路径的调查了，我想知道她反对究竟是出于什么原因。于是我敲响了小屋的门，一位叫玛丽·史密斯的女士接待了我，然后带我去树林中走走。

“我一直深爱着这个地方。”她说，“这里珍藏了我和很多人的回忆。我们都曾在这个地方待过。人们称它为‘情侣巷’。它其实并不能算是什么小巷，也不通往什么重要的地方，不过，这正是我们来这里的原因。远离他人，只有我们自己。”她补充说道。

那天的确是令人愉快的一天，小鸟唱着歌，松鼠在树枝间张望，自由自在地跳跃，显然这里人迹罕至，它们没什么好怕的。我能想象得出，当小路建成后，车辆通过这片宁静的树林将会多么喧闹，所以，我猜这对她来说可能意味着些什么。但我坚持认为社区的需要重于个人的意见，所以我没说什么。村里目前的交通，特别是对于老人和小孩来说，尤其危险，所以对我来说，他们的安全比这个老年女士的怪念头更重要。




“拿这棵树来说吧，”她暂停片刻后说，“对你来说它只是一棵普通的树，与这里与其他的树没什么区别。”她轻轻地摸着树皮，“看这里，在这个枝条下面，你看见了什么？”

“好像有人用小刀在这里刻过什么东西。”我略略看了一下后说。

“是的，正是这样！”她轻声说 ，“是一些字母和一颗爱心。”

我又看了一下，这回看得更仔细了。刻的爱心还在那儿，此外还依稀可见有支箭穿心而过。心一旁的字母已模糊了，但在另一边，字母“R”清晰可见，后面还有个像是“I”的字母。“初恋罗曼史？”我问道，“你知道他们是谁吗？”

“噢，是的，我知道。”玛丽·史密斯说，“写的是‘RH爱MS’。”

我意识到我可能涉入太深了，真希望自己身在办公室，远离这个地方和这个老年女士，手里还端着杯茶，舒适又自在。

她继续说着……“他拿着一把袖珍折刀，折刀上嵌有长钉，那种长钉可以用来挖出夹在马蹄上的石块，我们一起刻了我名字的第一个字母。我们深深相爱，但他就要离开了，而且不知道他将在军队里干什么。当然我也曾猜想过。那是我们在一起的最后一个夜晚，因为第二天他就回部队去了。”




玛丽·史密斯停了一会儿，然后抽泣起来。“他母亲给我看了那封电报。‘R.荷尔姆斯军士……在解放法国的战役中牺牲。’

“‘我本来希望有一天你和罗宾结婚的。’她母亲说，‘他是我唯一一个孩子，我本希望自己能做祖母，有非常可爱的小宝宝’——她真是那么说的！

“两年后，她也去世了。医生说是‘肺炎，胸部着凉所致’，但我认为这是典型的伤心过度。如果有个孩子，那我们俩就都不会这样了。”

玛丽·史密斯又安静了一会儿没说话。她轻柔地抚摩着那棵刻过的树，就像她曾经抚摩他一样。“现在，他们想把我们的树从我身边夺走。”她又轻声抽泣一下，然后她转向我，“当时我年轻漂亮，我爱嫁给谁都可以，我当时可不是像你现在看到的这么老。我拥有生命里我想要的一切，一个值得爱的男人、健康的身体和充满梦想的未来。”

再一次，她顿了顿，环顾四周看了看。微风轻轻吹拂着树叶，发出叹息般的沙沙声。“当然，那时还有其他人，但他们一点也比不上我的罗宾！”她加强了语气说，“现在我一无所有——除了残留在这棵树上的记忆。那个可恶的家伙竟建议把路修在我们站的这个地方，我真想用双手掐死他，我会对他说：你从没爱过吗，你活过吗，你从不知道什么叫记忆吗？你知道，不仅仅是我们，现在我仍能看见有人像当年的我和罗宾那样到这儿来。是的，我一定要对他说！”




我转过身去，心里感到很难过。






















The Remembrance of Lilacs　紫丁香的回忆





◎ Ramya





The family had just moved to Rhode Island, and the young woman was feeling a little melancholy on that Sunday in May. After all, it was Mother’s Day—and 800 miles separated her from her parents in Ohio.

She had called her mother that morning to wish her a happy Mother’s Day, and her mother had mentioned how colorful the yard was now that spring had arrived. As they talked, the younger woman could almost smell the tantalizing aroma of purple lilacs hanging on the big bush outside her parents’ back door.

Later, when she mentioned to her husband how she missed those lilacs, he popped up from his chair. “I know where we can find you all you want,” he said. “Get the kids and come.”

So off they went, driving the country roads of northern Rhode Island on the kind of day only mid－May can produce: sparkling sunshine, unclouded azure skies and vibrant newness of the green growing all around. They went past small villages and burgeoning housing developments, past abandoned apple orchards, back to where trees and brush have devoured old homesteads.




Where they stopped, dense thickets of cedars and junipers and birch crowded the roadway on both sides. There wasn’t a lilac bush in sight.

“Come with me,” the man said. “Over that hill is an old cellar hole, from somebody’s farm of years ago, and there are lilacs all round it. The man who owns this land said I could poke around here anytime. I’m sure he won’t mind if we pick a few lilacs.”

Before they got halfway up the hill, the fragrance of the lilacs drifted down to them, and the kids started running. Soon, the mother began running, too, until she reached the top.

There, far from view of passing motorists and hidden from encroaching civilization, were the towering lilacs bushes, so laden with the huge, cone-shaped flower clusters that they almost bent double. With a smile, the young woman rushed up to the nearest bush and buried her face in the flowers, drinking in the fragrance and the memories it recalled.




While the man examined the cellar hole and tried to explain to the children what the house must have looked like, the woman drifted among the lilacs. Carefully, she chose a sprig here, another one there, and clipped them with her husband’s pocket knife. She was in no hurry, relishing each blossom as a rare and delicate treasure.

Finally, though, they returned to their car for the trip home. While the kids chattered and the man drove, the woman sat smiling, surrounded by her flowers, a faraway look in her eyes.

When they were within three miles of home, she suddenly shouted to her husband, “Stop the car. Stop right here!”

The man slammed on the brakes. Before he could ask her why she wanted to stop, the woman was out of the car and hurrying up a nearby grassy slope with the lilacs still in her arms. At the top of the hill was a nursing home and, because it was such a beautiful spring day, the patients were outdoors strolling with relatives or sitting on the porch.

The young woman went to the end of the porch, where an elderly patient was sitting in her wheelchair, alone, head bowed, her back to most of the others. Across the porch railing went the flowers, in to the lap of the old woman. She lifted her head, and smiled. For a few moments, the two women chatted, both aglow with happiness, and then the young woman turned and ran back to her family. As the car pulled away, the woman in the wheelchair waved, and clutched the lilacs.




“Mom,” the kids asked, “who was that? Why did you give her our flowers? Is she somebody’s mother?” The mother said she didn’t know the old woman. But it was Mother’s Day, and she seemed so alone, and who wouldn’t be cheered by flowers? “Besides,” she added, “I have all of you, and I still have my mother, even if she is far away. That woman needed those flowers more than I did.”

This satisfied the kids, but not the husband. The next day he purchased half a dozen young lilacs bushes and planted them around their yard, and several times since then he has added more.

I was that man. The young mother was, and is, my wife. Now, every May, our own yard is redolent with lilacs. Every Mother’s Day our kids gather purple bouquets. And every year I remember that smile on a lonely old woman’s face, and the kindness that put the smile there.








那家人才刚刚移居到罗得岛，5月的那个星期天，这个年轻的女人感到有点忧郁。毕竟，这一天是母亲节——而她却与俄亥俄州的父母相隔800英里。

她那天早上给母亲打电话，祝母亲节日快乐。随后，她的母亲向她提起，因为春天已经来了，所以院子变得多么缤纷多彩。在她们通话的时候，年轻女人几乎可以嗅到悬垂在父母后门外大灌木丛上的紫丁香诱人的香气。

后来，当她向丈夫提起她是如何怀念那些紫丁香时，他突然从椅子上一跃而起。“我知道在哪儿能找到你想要的东西，”他说，“带上孩子，走吧。”

于是，他们就出发了，驱车行驶在罗得岛北部的乡村小路上，那种天气只有５月中旬才会有：闪亮的阳光、蔚蓝色的晴空以及生机勃勃、随处可见的绿意。他们穿过一座座小村庄和一座座拔地而起的房屋，穿过废弃的苹果园，来到了树林和灌木丛掩映的老农场。

他们在那里停下来。车道两边长满了浓密茂盛的雪松、杜松和白桦树。眼前没有一棵紫丁香。

“跟我来，”男人说，“翻过那座小山，有个老地窖，几年前是一个人的农场，四周长满了紫丁香。这块土地的主人说我随时都可以到这儿来。我肯定他不会介意我们采几束紫丁香的。”

还没等他们到达半山腰， 紫丁香的芬芳已经向他们飘了过来。于是，孩子们开始奔跑。很快，那位母亲也开始跑起来，直至到达山顶。




在那里，远离了过往司机的视野，避开了纷扰的文明世界，高耸的丁香花丛开满了硕大的圆锥形的串串花束，几乎把花茎压成了两折。那个年轻女人微笑着冲到最近的一处花丛，把脸埋在花丛中，啜饮着芳香，沉醉在重新唤起的记忆中。

在那个男人察看地窖，试图向孩子们解释这座房子必定是什么样子的时候，那个女人不由自主地漫游于紫丁香花丛中。她小心翼翼地从这儿摘一枝，那儿挑一束，然后用丈夫的袖珍小刀将它们剪下来。她不慌不忙，像欣赏稀有珍宝一样欣赏着每一朵花。

然而，他们还是回到了车上，走上了回家的路。孩子们唧唧喳喳说个不停，那个男人驾着车，那个女人坐在车里面带微笑，她的周围放满了鲜花，眼神里充满着向往。

当他们离家不足三英里时，她突然向丈夫大声喊道：“停车，就在这里停车！”

那个男人踩住了刹车。还没来得及问为什么，女人就已经下了车，匆匆走向附近的草坡，怀里仍抱着紫丁香。山顶上是一家疗养院，因为这是一个美丽的春日，所以患者正在室外和亲友溜达，或坐在门廊上悠闲地晃荡。

那个年轻女人走到门廊的尽头，只见那里有一个上了年纪的病人坐在轮椅里，独自一人，低着头，背对着其他人。年轻女人越过门廊栏杆，将鲜花放在了老太太的膝盖上。老太太抬起头，露出了笑脸。两个女人聊了一会儿，都十分兴高采烈。随后，那个年轻女人转身跑回到家人的身边。当汽车开动时，坐在轮椅里的那个女人挥手告别，手里紧紧地握着那束紫丁香花。




“妈妈，”孩子们问，“那是谁呀？你为什么要把我们的花送给她？她是谁的母亲呀？”母亲说，她不认识那个老太太。但今天是母亲节，她显得那么孤独，而鲜花会让任何人快乐起来的。“再说，”她补充道，“我拥有你们，而且我还有自己的母亲，即使她离我很远。那个女人比我更需要那些鲜花。”

孩子们得到了满意的答案，但她的丈夫却没有。第二天，他买了半打紫丁香幼苗，栽到了院子四周，而且从那时起，每隔一段时间，他就会增加一些。

我就是那个男人。那个年轻的母亲，是我的妻子。现在，每年的五月，我们自家的院子里都会散发出浓烈的紫丁香的芬芳。每逢母亲节，我们的孩子都要采撷紫丁香花束。每年我都记得那位孤独的老太太脸上露出的笑容，以及笑容里的慈祥和善良。






















A Bouquet for Miss Benson　意外的常春藤





◎ Paul Villard





Miss Benson was the kindest, sweetest, most beautiful creature that ever walked the earth. She was my second-grade teacher, and I was going to marry her when I grew up—if she would wait. I would sit squirming in my seat for the entire morning to keep from raising my hand. I could not bear to miss one precious moment of her presence by leaving the room.

My hand was always the first to be raised, however, when Miss Benson called for volunteers to clean the blackboards or to gather papers and bring them to her desk. That was the best chore of all. It made possible getting near enough to her to close out the others in the classroom. I would arrange and rearrange the papers. They had to be in perfect order before I would make my reluctant way back to my seat.

Early in the term, I started pestering my mother to put an extra apple or peach in my lunch. I never quite worked up the courage to say it was for my teacher, as I never quite worked up the courage to hand my offering to Miss Benson directly. Each day the delicacy found its way unobserved to the corner of her desk. And each day the response was the same.




Miss Benson would come in and sit down. “Good morning, children.”

“Good morning, Miss Benson.” in unison.

“Why, how nice!” She would pick up the offering of the day, then look around the room. “What thoughtful little boy or girl brought me this?”

No one claimed the honor, least of all me. I kept my head down, looking at my desk.

“Can it be that I have a secret admirer?” she would ask.

I would feel the red rising in my face. I was certain that everyone was looking at me, and I would sigh with when Miss Benson put the fruit away and started the lesson.

One fall morning, the class was abuzz with excitement. Someone had discovered that the next day, Friday, was Miss Benson’s birthday. Everyone wanted to get her a present. My heart gave a leap, at last I could give her something openly. That afternoon was spent combing the fields for wild flowers. Not many were in bloom at that time of year, but I found several kinds of bright berries on shrubs, some dry thistle heads. And finally I came upon a patch of gorgeous crimson leaves...




In the morning I hung back as others presented their gifts. Finally I went to the desk and gave the bouquet to Miss Benson. She exclaimed with pleasure as she took it, and held it to her cheek for a moment. My reward was a smile and a pat on the head.

The next Monday, Miss Benson was not in class. About the middle of the morning, I was asked to go to the principal’s office. When I arrived, I was surprised to see my mother. On a table was my bouquet.

“Do you know where Miss Benson is today?” the principal asked.

“No, sir,” I answered.

“Miss Benson,” he said, slowly and clearly. “is in the hospital, and you sent her there!”

I sat, stricken, in my chair.

“Do you know what you gave her?” he continued.

I nodded. “Berries, thistles and pretty red leaves.” I listed.

“Those pretty red leaves’ are poison ivy, young man.” (Poison ivy is a kind of sumac which can cause a severe skin rash if touched) His voice was filling with anger. “How did you protect yourself when you picked them? Gloves?”




I shook my head. “Honest, I didn’t know they were poison ivy.” I started to cry.

The principal stood up. “Paul, I am suspending you for ten days. What happens after that depends upon your behavior when you return.”

When I went back, Mother was sitting in her rocker, she held out her arms, and I sat in her lap while she rocked me for a new minutes. “Let’s have a party!” she exclaimed finally. “What would you like to do the very most?”

“I’d like to go see Miss Benson.” I replied.

Miss Benson was sitting up in bed when we arrived. Her face was covered with bandages. Only one eye was showing. Both of her hands were swathed as well.

“I didn’t know they were poison ivy,” I blurted out. “I didn’t mean to make you sick. I only wanted to give you something... ” I stopped talking and swallowed hard.

Miss Benson’s one eye studied me. “You wanted to give me something special, didn’t you Paul?” I nodded.




“All those apples were from you, weren’t they?” Again I nodded.

“When I get these bandages off,” she said, “I am going to give you a great a big hug.”

I was filled with happiness. She was not mad at me.

“And I’ll tell you a great big secret, too, Paul,” she continued. “When I am married, if I have a son, I would like him to grow up just like you.”

I wasn’t certain that I saw a tear in her eye as Mother led me out of the room.

班森小姐是世界上最亲切、最甜美、最美丽的人。她是我二年级的老师，我长大了一定要娶她——只要她愿意等我。我常常一整个上午都坐在座位上扭来扭去，就是不举手。她在教室里的每时每刻都很宝贵，我舍不得出去。

但是，当老师问谁愿意擦黑板，谁愿意收卷子交到讲台上，我总是头一个举手。这可是最美的差事了。可以撇开班上的其他同学，越来越接近她。我会把卷子一遍遍地重新整理，放得整整齐齐，才依依不舍地回到我的座位上去。

这学期开学不久，我就开始缠着我妈要她在我的午餐里多加一个苹果或桃子。我总是没能鼓起勇气说这是给老师的，也一直没敢当面送给老师。每天都有好吃的东西偷偷地放在讲台的角落里。她每天的反应也都是一样的。




班森老师走进教室，然后坐下来。“孩子们，早上好！”

“班森老师早上好！”全班齐声回答。

“哈，真好！”她拿起当天的礼物，环顾四周看了看，“是哪个周到的男生还是女生送给我的？”

没人承认做了这件好事，我就更不用说了。我一直低着头，两眼盯着自己的书桌。

她问：“难道我有一个神秘的爱慕者吗？”

我觉得我的脸发红了。我肯定大伙都在盯着我看，只见老师把水果放在一边，开始讲课，我这才松了一口气。

一个秋天的上午，全班都兴奋地闹腾起来。原来有人发现，第二天星期五，是班森老师的生日。每个人都想要送个礼物给她。我的心都快要跳出来了，我终于可以大大方方送她东西了。那天下午，我一直在田野里搜寻野花。那个季节还在盛开的花不多见了，但我还是在灌木丛里找到了好几种明亮鲜艳的浆果，摘到些干枯的蓟花头。最后我还看到有一小块地里，有好一片艳丽的深红色的叶子……

第二天早晨，大家都纷纷献上了他们的礼物，我却退缩了。最后，我走上讲台，把一束花送给了老师。她接过花，欣喜得叫了起来，又把花捧在脸颊上。她对我报以一笑，还轻轻拍了下我的头。




接下来的那个星期一，班森老师没来上课。到了快中午的时候，我被叫到了校长室。当我进去时，惊讶地发现我妈也在。桌上还放着我那束花。

“你知道班森老师今天去哪儿了吗？”校长问。

“报告，不知道。”我回答。

“班森老师，”校长说着，声音缓慢而清晰，“在医院里——是你害了她！”

我坐在椅子上一动不动，完全被吓坏了。

“你知道你送她什么啦？”他又问。

我点了点头。“浆果、蓟花，还有漂亮的红叶。”我一一数道。

“小家伙，那些‘漂亮的红叶’是有毒的常春藤！”（有毒的常春藤是一种苏模叶，可触发严重的皮疹）他的声音充满了怒气。“你摘的时候是怎么保护自己的？戴手套吗？”

我摇摇头。“真的，我不知道它们是有毒的常春藤。”我哭了起来。

校长站起来。“保罗，我罚你停学十天。之后怎么办就看你十天后复学的表现了。”

我回来后，妈妈正坐在她的摇椅上。她伸出双臂，把我搂在怀里摇了一阵。“我们找点什么来玩吧！”她最后问了我一声，“你最想做什么？”

“我想去看班森老师。”我回答。




我们到达医院的时候，班森老师正从病床上坐起来。她的脸上缠满了绷带，只露出一只眼睛，两只手也裹着绷带。

“我不知道那是有毒的常春藤，”我脱口而出，“我不是有意要伤害您的。我只是想送您一点东西……”我说不下去了，强忍住不哭。

班森老师用那只眼端详着我。“你想送我一点特别的东西，对吧，保罗？”我点了点头。

“所有那些苹果也都是你送的，对吧？”我又点了点头。

“等我拆掉绷带，”她说，“我要给你一个大大的拥抱。”

我感到幸福极了。她没有在生我的气。

“保罗，我还要告诉你一个大秘密，”她接着说，“等我结了婚，要是有个儿子的话，我就要他长大了像你一样。”

我妈领我走出病房的时候，我仿佛看到班森老师的那只眼睛正闪着泪花。






















Chapter 2 推开上帝之门













Too many times we pray for ease, but that’s a prayer seldom met. What we need to do is pray for roots that reach deep into the Eternal, so when the rains fall and the winds blow, we won’t be swept asunder.

我们已祈祷了太多的安逸，但却少有实现。我们所需要做的是祈祷深植我们的信念之根，这样，当面对风吹雨打，我们就不会受伤害。














The Magic Mill　神 磨





◎ Lester E.Garrett





A long time ago, far, far away, there lived two brothers. One of them was quite rich: the other was very poor. The rich brother lived on a little island; he was a seller of salt. He had sold salt for many years and had got a great deal of money. The other brother was so poor that he had not got enough food for his wife and children.

His wife said, “What will happen to us? Do you want me and the children to die? There is nothing to eat. Why don’t you go and ask your brother for some money.”

“My brother loves his money very much. I’m sure that he will not give me any. Perhaps he will want to give me a handful of salt. But I will go and see him.”

He got into his boat and sailed across to the island where his brother lived.

He found his rich brother at home, counting his money.

“What is the matter? Why have you come here?”

“Please, brother, I have no food in my house. Please give me one of those gold pieces you are counting.”




“No. These are mine. You are very lazy. Why do you not go and work?”

“I have tried to find some work, but I cannot. Now there is no bread in my house for my children.”

“I will not give you any money, but I’ll give you some bread. If I give you a loaf of bread, will you go away and not come back?”

“Yes. Please give me the bread.”

The rich man threw a loaf of bread to him, and he went away.

While he was on his way to his house, he came to an old man sitting by the side of the road.

“What is that you are carrying?” said the old man. “Is it bread? I have not had any thing to eat for two days.”

He cut a piece of the loaf and gave it to the old man, who thanked him and began to eat. When he had finished, the old man said, “Now I will do something for you. I will show you the home of the fairies who live underground. If you show them the bread, they will want to buy it from you. But do not let them give you any money. Ask them for the little mill that stands behind their door. Do as I say, and you will become rich. When you come back, I will show you how to use it.”




The old man then led him into a wood. He pointed to a hole in the ground. It looked like the hole made by a big rabbit. Inside, the hole grew bigger and a little stone door could be seen.

“That is the fairies’ home. Get in and open the door. I will wait until you come out.” said the old man.

The poor man got into the hole, opened the door, and went in. It was dark inside the door: for some time he could see nothing. Then, when he could see more clearly, he saw many little fairies: they came and stood round him.

“What is that?” said one of them. “Is it white bread? Please give it to us, or sell it to us.”

“We will give you gold and silver for it,” said another.

“No,” said the poor man. “I don’t want gold or silver. Give me that old mill that stands behind the door, and I will give you the loaf of bread.”

At first they did not want to give him the mill for the bread, so he turned away.

But some of the fairies began to cry, “Let him have the old mill. We never use it now. And only good people can make it work.”

Then they gave him the mill. He put it under his arm and went out of fairy-land. He fount the old man waiting for him.




“That is it,” the old man said. “This is how to use it. Only good people can use it. You must never let any other person use it.”

It was quite late when the poor man reached home.

“Where have you been?” said his wife. “There is no fire and no food in the house. The children are cold and crying for food. What is that you are carrying. It looks like an old mill.”

“It is a mill,” he said. “Now watch. Say what you want, and you will have it.”

He put the mill on the table and began to turn it. Out of the little mill came wood for the fire, oil for lighting and cooking, clothes, corn, and many other good things.

“It is a magic mill,” said his wife. “Now we are rich.”

“Yes, but no-one must know about it. We must hide it and use it only when no-one is watching.”

The poor man soon became as rich as his brother. He did not keep all the good things for his own family. He gave many things to poor friends.

When his brother heard about this, he said to himself, “I do not know why my brother has become rich. I must find the reason for his riches.”




For a long time he tried to find the reason, but he could not. But one day he gave a servant some money and ordered him to watch the house of his brother at night. That night, the servant looked through the window and saw the family standing round the mill, which was working. He went back and told what he had seen.

The next day the brother got in his boat and sailed across the water. He said to his brother, “I see that you are now quite rich, and I know the reason. You have a little magic mill. Sell it to me. How much money do you want for it?”

“I cannot sell it,” said the poor man. “It must never leave my hands. The old man said, ‘There will be great danger if you sell it or give it to any other person.’ That is what he said.”

Then the rich brother sailed away home. But later, one dark night, he came back, went very quietly into the house, and stole the mill. He quickly carried it to the sea, where his boat was waiting. Then he sailed away to his island.

But the bad brother wanted very much to make the mill work. He did not wait until he reached home. While he was sailing in the boat, he tried to make it work.




“Salt,” he said. “Salt is what I sell, and salt is what I want.” Then he began to turn the mill. Then salt bean to come out of the mill. He laughed and began to sing. Masses of salt came out and began to fill the boat. The boat became low in the water. He tried to throw some of the salt into the sea. But more came in, masses of it. He stopped laughing and singing. Then he began to be afraid.

More salt came out of the mill, and soon the boat was full of it. Then water came in and filled the boat. The boat went down, down to the bottom of the sea, carrying with it the thief and the magic mill.

There, at the bottom of the sea, the mill is still turning, making more and more salt.

That is the reason (some people say) why the water of the sea is salty.





很久以前，在很远很远的地方，住着两个兄弟。其中一个相当富有，另一个却非常贫穷。富兄弟住在一个小岛上，他是一个盐商。他卖盐已经很多年了，挣了不少钱。另一个兄弟穷得连他妻子和孩子都吃不饱。

他的妻子说：“我们该怎么办？你想让我和孩子们死去吗？没有东西可吃了。你为什么不去找你兄弟要些钱？”




“我的兄弟特别吝惜自己的钱。我确信他一分钱也不会给我的。也许他会给我一把盐。但不管怎么样，我还是要去见他。”

他上了他的小船，朝他兄弟住的那个小岛驶去。

他发现他的富兄弟正在家里点钱。

“什么事呀？你怎么到这儿来了？”

“对不起，兄弟，我家里没吃的了。请你从正在点的金币中给我一枚吧！”

“不行，这些都是我的。你太懒惰了。你为什么不去工作？”

“我已经努力去找些活干了，但是我找不到。现在，我家里都没有面包给孩子们吃了。”

“我不会给你钱的，但我给你一块面包。如果我给你一块面包，你就离开，不要回来好吗？”

“好吧，给我面包吧。”

这位富人扔了一块面包给他，他就走了。

在回家的路上，他碰见一位老人坐在路边。

“你拿的是什么东西？”老人问，“是面包吗？我已经两天没有吃过东西了。”

他切下一片面包给了这位老人。老人向他道谢，并开始吃起来。吃完面包后，老人说：“现在我要为你做点事。我带你去住在地底下的仙女的家。如果你给她们展示这块面包，她们就会愿意买下它。但是，不要让她们给你钱，要她们在门后立着的那个小磨。照我说的那样做，你就会变得富有。当你回来的时候，我会教你怎样使用那小磨。”




然后，老人就带他来到了森林里。他指了指地上的一个洞，这个洞看上去像是兔子挖的，越往里面洞也越大，可以看到一扇小石门。

“那就是小仙女的家。进去然后打开门，我等着你出来。”老人说。

这个穷人进了洞，打开门进去了。门里边很黑：好大一会儿，他什么也看不见。然后，当他能看清楚一些时，他见到很多小仙女，她们都围着他站着。

“那是什么？”其中一个问道，“是白面包吗？请把它给我们吧，或卖给我们。”

“我们要用金子、银子买你的面包。”另一个说。

“不，”穷人说，“我不要金子或银子。只要把门后立着的那个旧磨给我，我就给你们这块面包。”

开始时，她们不愿用她们的磨换面包，于是，他转身就走。

然而，有些仙女叫了起来：“给他那旧磨吧，我们现在根本用不着。只有好人才能使用它。”

于是，她们把磨给了他。他把磨夹在腋下，走出了仙女的住所。他发现那位老人正等着他。

“就是它，”老人说，“这是使用它的办法。只有好人才能用它，你千万别让其他人使用。”




这个穷人到家时，天色已经相当晚了。

“你去哪儿了？”他的妻子说，“家里没有火，没有饭吃。孩子们这么冷，哭着要东西吃。你拿的那是什么东西？看上去像一个旧磨。”

“就是一个旧磨，”他说，“现在来瞧瞧。你说要什么，它就有什么。”

他把磨放在桌子上，开始转动。从小磨里出来了烤火用的柴火，点灯和做饭菜用的油，还有衣服、玉米和其他很多东西。

“真是一个神磨，”他的妻子说，“现在我们富有了。”

“是的，但是，一定不能让任何人知道它。我们必须把它藏起来，只有在没人时才能拿出来用。”

这个穷人很快变得像他兄弟一样富有。他没有把好东西都留在自己家。他把许多东西送给那些穷苦的朋友。

当他的兄弟听说了这事后，心里想：“我不知道为什么我的兄弟变富了，我必须找到他变富的原因。”

很长一段时间，他试着找出原因，但他还是找不到。有一天，他给了一个仆人一些钱，命令他在晚上监视他兄弟的家。那天晚上，这个仆人透过窗户看到他们全家人围着磨站着，那个磨正在工作。他回去把他的所见全部说了出来。

第二天，这位富兄弟上了船，开过岸来。他对他的兄弟说：“我看你现在很富有，我也知道为什么。你有一个小神磨，把它卖给我吧。你想要多少钱？”
















Four Seasons of a Tree　一棵树的四季





◎ Assalam Walaikum





Don’t judge a life by one difficult season.

There was a man. He had four sons. He wanted his sons to learn not to judge things to go and look at a pear tree that was far away.

The first son went in the winter, the second in the spring, the third in summer, the youngest son in fall. When they had all gone and come back, he called them together to describe what they had seen.

The first son said that the tree was ugly, bent and weak. The second son said no—it was covered with green buds and full of promise. The third son said it was laden with blossoms and they smelt so sweet and looked so beautiful. The last son disagreed with all of them, he said it was ripe and droop with fruit, full of life and fulfillment.

The man then said to his sons that they were all right, because they each had seen but only one season in the tree’s life. He told them that they cannot judge a tree or a person, by only one season, and that the essence of who they are—the pleasure, the joy and love that come from that life—can only be measured at the end, when all the seasons are up.




If you give up when it is winter, you will miss the promise of your spring, the beauty of your summer, the fulfillment of your fall. Don’t let the pain of one season destroy the joy of all the rest.





不要只在某人某段艰难的岁月里去判断他的一生。

从前有一个父亲，他有四个儿子。他希望他的儿子们能学会凡事不要匆匆下结论，于是轮番派他们到很远的地方去寻一棵梨树。

大儿子在冬天前往去处，二儿子在春天启程，三儿子在炎热的夏季出发，而小儿子则是在秋天踏上了征程。等他们全都前去并返家之后，父亲把他们叫到一起，听他们各自描述自己所见到的情景。

大儿子数落说那棵树很丑，枯槁残缺，很难看。二儿子连忙否认，说树上长满了嫩绿的新芽，生机盎然。老三说树上明明开满鲜花，香气怡人，看起来十分漂亮。而小儿子不同意他们三人的说法，他说，枝头上坠满了累累果实，彰显着生机与收获。

父亲就对儿子们解释说，他们的说法都没错，因为他们每个人看到的，都只是大树在四季中一个季节的情景。他告诉儿子们，不能单凭一个季节来判断一棵树的，更不能以一时来判断一个人，因为人的本质——源于他们生命中的喜乐、兴趣和爱——只有当生命完结，人生画上句点之时，才可盖棺定论。




倘若你在冬季就已经放弃，你就会错过生命中春季的生机、夏季的美丽、秋季的丰收。别让一季的痛苦毁灭了其他所有的喜乐。






















The Colors of Friendship　友谊的颜色





◎ Anonymous





Once upon a time the colors of the world started to quarrel.

All claimed that they were the best. The most important. The most useful. The favorite.

Green said:

“Clearly I am the most important. I am the sign of life and of hope. I was chosen for grass, trees and leaves. Without me, all animals would die. Look over the countryside and you will see that I am in the majority.”

Blue interrupted:

“You only think about the earth, but consider the sky and the sea. It is the water that is the basis of life and drawn up by the clouds from the deep sea. The sky gives space and peace and serenity. Without my peace, you would all be nothing.”

Yellow chuckled:

“You are all so serious. I bring laughter, gaiety, and warmth into the world. The sun is yellow, the moon is yellow, the stars are yellow. Every time you look at a sunflower, the whole world starts to smile. Without me there would be no fun.”




Orange started next to blow her trumpet:

“I am the color of health and strength. I may be scarce, but I am precious for I serve the needs of human life. I carry the most important vitamins. Think of carrots, pumpkins, oranges, mangoes, and papayas. I don’t hang around all the time, but when I fill the sky at sunrise or sunset, my beauty is so striking that no one gives another thought to any of you.”

Red could stand it no longer he shouted out:

“I am the ruler of all of you. I am blood—life’s blood！I am the color of danger and of bravery. I am willing to fight for a cause. I bring fire into the blood. Without me, the earth would be as empty as the moon. I am the color of passion and of love, the red rose, the poinsettia and the poppy.”

Purple rose up to his full height:

He was very tall and spoke with great pomp: “I am the color of royalty and power. Kings, chiefs, and bishops have always chosen me for I am the sign of authority and wisdom. People do not question me! They listen and obey.”




Finally Indigo spoke, much more quietly than all the others, but with just as much determination:

“Think of me. I am the color of silence. You hardly notice me, but without me you all become superficial. I represent thought and reflection, twilight and deep water. You need me for balance and contrast, for prayer and inner peace.”

And so the colors went on boasting, each convinced of his or her own superiority. Their quarreling became louder and louder. Suddenly there was a startling flash of bright lightening thunder rolled and boomed. Rain started to pour down relentlessly. The colors crouched down in fear，drawing close to one another for comfort.

In the midst of the clamor，rain began to speak:

“You foolish colors, fighting amongst yourselves, each trying to dominate the rest. Don’t you know that you were each made for a special purpose, unique and different? Join hands with one another and come tome.”

Doing as they were told, the colors united and joined hands. The rain continued:

“From now on, when it rains, each of you will stretch across the sky in a great bow of color as a reminder that you can all live in peace. The Rainbow is a sign of hope for tomorrow.” And so, whenever a good rain washes the world, and a Rainbow appears in the sky, let us remember to appreciate one another.








很久以前，世界上的各种颜色进行过一次激烈的争吵。

每一种颜色都说自己是最好的、最重要的、最有用的、最讨人喜欢的。

绿色说：

“显然，我是最重要的。我是生命和希望的标志。我被选作青草、树木以及叶子的颜色。没有了我，所有的动物都会死去。展望田野吧，你会看到，到处都有我。”

蓝色打断了它的话：

“你只考虑了地上，想想天空和海洋吧。水才是生命的基础呀，云彩把水分从深邃的大海带到了天空。天空给了人们空间、和平和宁谧。没有我的和平，你们将不复存在。”

黄色咯咯地笑出了声：

“你们都太严肃了。我给这个世界带来了笑声、欢乐和温暖。太阳是黄色的，月亮是黄色的，星星是黄色的。每一次你看向日葵的时候，整个世界也跟随着它开始欢笑。没有我就没有快乐。”

橙色马上开始自吹自擂：




“我可是健康和力量的颜色。我可能比较少见，但是我非常宝贵，因为我满足了人们生活的需要。我携带了最重要的维生素。想想胡萝卜、南瓜、柑橘、芒果和番木瓜。我并不经常出没在天空，但日出日落我在天际登场时，我的美丽足以惊世，极为引人注目，没有人还会想起你们。”

红色再也忍不下去了，它喊道：

“我，是你们所有人的主宰。我是血液——生命的血液！我是危险和勇敢的颜色。我愿意为了一个目标而斗争。我把烈火带入血液。没有了我，地球会像月亮一样变得空虚。我是激情和爱的颜色，是红玫瑰、猩猩木和罂粟的颜色。”

紫色站起身来：

它非常高，说起话来风度十足：“我是王权和力量的象征。国王、酋长、主教都选择了我，因为我象征着权威和智慧。人们不会质疑我！他们只能遵行和服从。”

最后，靛青说话了，它的声音比其他人都轻，但却比其他人都斩钉截铁：

“想想我吧。我是沉默的颜色。你们几乎注意不到我，但是如果没有我，你们全都会变得肤浅。我代表着思想和反省，代表着黎明的曙光和深邃的海水。你们需要我来平衡和比较，来祈祷和获得内心的安宁。”




















Interview God　采访上帝





◎ Jim Elwell





“Come in,” God said to me, “so, you would like to interview me?” 

“If you have the time.” I said.

He smiled through his beard and said: “My time is called eternity and is enough to do everything; what questions do you have in mind to ask me?”

“None that is new to you. What’s the one thing that surprises you most about mankind?” 

He answered: “That they get bored of being children, are in a rush to grow up, and then long to be children again. That they lose their health to make money and then lose their money to restore their health. That by thinking anxiously about the future, they forget the present, such that they live neither for the present nor the future. That they live as if they will never die, and they die as if they never had never lived...”

His hands took mine and we were silent. After a long period, I said, “May I ask you another question?”




He replied with a smile.

“As a Father, what would you ask your children to do for the new year?”

“To learn that they cannot make anyone love them. What they can do is to let themselves be loved.

To learn that it takes years to build trust, and a few seconds to destroy it.

To learn that what is most valuable is not what they have in their lives, but who they have in their lives.

To learn that it is not good to compare themselves to others. There will be others better or worse than they are.

To learn that a rich person is not one who has the most, but is one who needs the least.

To learn that they should control their attitudes, otherwise their attitudes will control them.

To learn that it only takes a few seconds to open profound wounds in persons we love, and that it takes many years to heal them.

To learn to forgive by practicing forgiveness.

To learn that money can buy everything but happiness. 

To learn that while at times they may be entitled to be upset, that does not give them the right to upset those around them.




To learn that great dreams do not require great wings, but a landing gear to achieve.

To learn that true friends are scarce, he/she who has found one has found a true treasure.

To learn that two people can look at the same thing and see something totally different.

To learn that those who are honest with themselves without considering the consequences go far in life.

To learn that even though they may think they have nothing to give, when a friend cries with them, they find the strength to appease the pain.

To learn that by trying to hold on to love ones, they very quickly push them away; and by letting go of those they love, they will be side by side forever.

To learn that even though the word “love” has many different meanings, it loses value when it is overstated.

To learn that they can never do something extraordinary for me to love them; I simply do.

To learn that the shortest distance they could be from me is the ‘the distance of a prayer’.”








“进来吧，”上帝对我说，“那么，你想采访我？”

“是的，如果您有时间的话。”我说。

上帝微笑了，笑容通过他的胡须绽开，他说：“我的时间叫做永恒，足够做任何事情了。你心里有什么问题想问我？”

“对您来说是没有什么新鲜的。人类唯一让您感到最惊奇的事情是什么呢？”

上帝回答道：“人类厌倦了当个孩子，盼望着长大，匆匆忙忙长大后，又向往回到童年。他们为了赚钱而失去健康，然后又浪费钱财来恢复健康。他们焦虑不安地思索着未来，却忘记了眼前的生活，所以，他们活着既不是为了现在也不是为了未来。他们活着的时候，似乎永远都不会死，他们死的时候，也好像从来没活过……”

上帝握住我的手，我们一阵沉默。过了好长一段时间，我说：“我可以再问您一个问题吗？”

上帝用微笑回答了我。

“作为天父，在新的一年里，您会要求您的子民做什么？”

“嗯，他们不能强迫别人爱他们。他们所能做的就是让自己被爱；

“要了解，信任需要多年的努力去建立，但几秒钟就可以被摧毁；

“要懂得，最有价值的不是他们生活中拥有的东西，而是他们拥有谁；




“要明白，拿自己和别人比是不好的，总会有比上不足，比下有余；

“要明白，富有的人并不是拥有最多的人，而是需求最少的人；

“要学会，应该控制他们的态度，否则他们的态度将控制他们；

“要知道，深深地伤害我们所爱的人只需要几秒钟，要愈合这个伤口却需要许多年；

“要学会，通过宽恕的行为学习饶恕；

“要懂得，金钱买不到幸福；

“要懂得，在某些时候他们或许有权愤怒，但愤怒本身没有给他们权力颠覆公正；

“要了解，伟大的梦想不需要巨大的翅膀，但要有起落架来使梦想实现；

“要了解，真正的朋友非常稀少，找到了的人就找到了真正的宝藏；

“要明白，两个人看同一件事情会有完全不同的看法；

“要知道，那些能诚实地面对自己而不担心后果的人，有远大的前程可走；

“要知道，尽管有时可能认为自己没什么可给予的，但是当朋友同他们一起挥泪的时候，他们能找到力量去抚平伤痛；




“要懂得，试图紧紧抓住所爱的人，所爱的人会推开你；给所爱的人自由，他们会永远在你的左右。

“要知道，尽管‘爱’这个字含义很广，但滥用这个字就会使它失去价值；

“要明白，他们永远不能用特殊的举动使我爱他们，我爱人类不需要理由；

“要知道，他们和我最短的距离，就是‘祈祷者的距离’。”


























Apollo　阿波罗





◎ Anonymous





Among the crowd of Olympian gods the one most widely admired was Apollo. He was the son of Zeus and Leto. According to Greek mythology, Leto was driven by Hera from land to land at last Poseidon took pity on her and brought the island of Delos out of water for her to live on. There she gave birth to the twins, Apollo and Artemis.

Apollo was me sun-god．He wore a purple robe. He usually sat in his bright eastern palace early in the morning and madeready to start his daily journey across the sky. During the day hed rove his carriage of gold and ivory, and brought light， life and love to the great world below. Late in the afternoon he came to the end of his journey in the far western sea and got on his golden boat to return to his eastern home.

Apollo was the god of music and poetry. He could stir up all feelings. These feelings are expressed in lofty songs. With his lyre of gold and the sweet accents of his godlike voice heled the choir of the Muses at Olympus. The pleasant music from his lyre was so exciting that stones marched into their places in rhythmic time and of their own will when he helped Poseidon build up the walls of Troy. On one occasion, invited to a contest by the human musician Marsyas, he won and then flayed him to death for his pride. On another occasion, he lost out to Pan at a musical contest and turned the ears of the judge, King Midas，into those of an ass.




His son, Orpheus, took over such skill from the father that his lyre moved man and animals alike.

Apollo stood for youthful and manly beauty. His goldenhair, stately manner and air all combined to make him the admiration of the world．A beautiful girl, by the name of Clytle, was so fond of his beauty and glory that from dawn to dusk she knelt on the ground, her hands outstretched towards the sungod, and her eyes looked at his golden wheeled carriage racing across the blue sky. Though her love was not returned, she had never changed her mind about Apollo. The gods were moved at the sad sight, and changed her into a sunflower





在众多的奥林匹斯山神中，最受推崇的是主神宙斯和雷托之子阿波罗。据希腊神话记载，雷托被赫拉驱赶得四处流浪，最终海神波塞冬动了慈悲之心，把她从海中捞起，让她居住在提洛岛。在岛上，她生了一对双胞胎，阿波罗和阿尔忒弥斯。




阿波罗是太阳神。清晨他身着紫色长袍，坐在明亮的东方宫殿上，准备开始每日穿越天空的旅行。白天，他驾着用金子和象牙制成的战车，给广阔无垠的大地带来光明、生命和爱。黄昏时分，他在遥远的西海抵达旅行的终点，然后就乘上金船返回东方的家中。

阿波罗是音乐神和诗神。他可以唤起人们倾注于圣歌中的各种情感。在奥林匹斯山上，他手持金质里拉，用悦耳的音调指挥缪斯的唱诗班。当他帮助波塞冬建造特洛伊城墙时，里拉奏出的令人愉快的音乐如此动听，以致石头有节奏地自动各就其位。有一次，他接受人类音乐家马斯亚斯的邀请，参加了一次比赛。战胜对方后，他将对手剥皮致死以惩罚他的狂妄自大。在另外一次音乐比赛中，他输给了潘神，他就将裁判迈尔斯国王的耳朵变成了驴耳朵。

阿波罗的儿子俄耳甫斯继承了父亲这方面的本领。他的竖琴使人与动物皆受感动。

阿波罗象征着青春和阳刚之美。他那金色的头发、高贵的举止和容光焕发的神态巧妙地结合在一起，这些足以使他受到世人的青睐。一位名叫克里提的美丽少女迷恋于他的英俊潇洒，从黎明到黄昏，她都跪在地上，双手伸向太阳神。她凝视着那辆金质马车在蔚蓝的天空驰骋。虽然她的爱并未得到回报，但她对阿波罗的痴情却从未改变。目睹这一悲伤的场面，众神都深受感动，将她变成了一株向日葵。








阅读小课堂

 阿波罗（拉丁文Apollo），希腊神话中十二主神之一，是主神宙斯与暗夜女神雷托所生之子，阿尔忒弥斯的孪生哥哥，全名为福玻斯·阿波罗(Phoebus Apollo)，意思是“光明”或“光辉灿烂”。阿波罗被视为司掌文艺之神，主管光明、青春、医药、畜牧、音乐等，是人类的保护神、光明之神、预言之神、迁徙和航海者的保护神、医神以及消灾弥难之神。






















Pandora　潘多拉





◎ Anonymous





After the stealing of fire, Zeus became increasingly unkind to men. One day he ordered his son Hephaestus to build an image of a beautiful maiden out of clay. He then asked the gods and goddesses to award her with different kinds of gifts. Among others, Athena clothed her in an attractive coat and Hermes gave her the power of telling lies. A charming young lady, she was the first woman that ever lived. Zeus called her Pandora．Because she had received from each of the gods and goddesses a gift. The gift was harmful to men.

Zeus decided to send her down to men as a present. So Hermes them essenger brought her to Epimetheus, brother of Prometheus. The greatness of her beauty touched the hearts of all who looked upon her, and Epimetheus happily received her into his house. He had quite forgotten Pometheus’ warning：never to accept anything from Zeus. The couple lived a happy life for some time. Then trouble came on to the human world.




When he was busy with teaching men the art of living, Prometheus had left a big cask in the care of Epimetheus. He had warned his brother not to open the lid. Pandora was a curious woman. She had been feeling very disappointed that her husband did not allow her to take a look at the contents of the cask. One day，when Epimetheus was out，she lifted the lid and out it came unrest and war, plague and sickness，theft and violence， grief sorrow, and all the other evils. The human world was hence to experience these evils. Only hope stayed within the mouth of the jar and never flew out. So men always have hope within their hearts.





偷窃天火之后，宙斯对人类的敌意与日俱增。一天，他命令儿子赫菲斯托斯用黏土塑造一尊美丽绝伦的少女像，并请众神赠与她不同的礼物。其中，雅典娜赐与她华丽的衣裳，赫耳墨斯赠与她说谎的能力。世上的第一个女人就是这位迷人的年轻女郎，因为她从每位神灵那里都得到了一样对男人有害的礼物，因此宙斯称她为潘多拉。

宙斯决定把她作为礼物送给世间的男子。于是信使赫耳墨斯将她带给普罗米修斯的弟弟厄庇米修斯。她的美让所有人一见倾心。厄庇米修斯兴高采烈地把她迎入屋内。普罗米修斯警告过他：不得接受宙斯的任何馈赠，而他已将之忘在脑后。这对夫妻有过一段幸福的生活，但不久灾难却降临人间。




当普罗米修斯忙于教导人们生存之道时，他把一个桶托付给厄庇米修斯。他警告过他的弟弟不要打开桶盖。潘多拉好奇心强。她的丈夫不允许她看桶中之物，这使她感到十分失望。一天，趁厄庇墨米修外出时，她掀起了桶盖，而从桶里跑出的是动荡、战争、瘟疫、疾病、偷盗、暴力、悲伤、忧虑，以及所有其他的不幸。人类世界就此开始经历这所有的厄运。只有希望仍旧被关在桶口，永远跑不出来。所以，人们总是把希望藏于心中。

















阅读小课堂

潘多拉（Pandora，也译作潘朵拉），希腊神话中火神赫菲斯托斯用粘土做成的地上的第一个女人，作为对普罗米修斯盗火的惩罚送给人类的第一个女人。众神亦加入使她拥有更诱人的魅力。潘多拉的神话源远流长，以不同的版本出现，并从不同的角度诠释。然而，在所有的文学版本，此神话作为自然神学以解释世界上罪恶的存在。








The Five Boons of Life: Fame, Love, Riches, Pleasure, Death　生命中的五个选择





◎ Mark Twain





In the morning of life came a good fairy with her basket, and said: “Here are gifts. Take one, leave the others, and be wary, choose wisely! For only one of them is valuable.”

The gifts were five: Fame, Love, Riches, Pleasure, Death. The youth, said, eagerly: “There is no need to consider”; and he chose Pleasure.

He went out into the world and sought out the pleasures that youth delights in. But each in its turn was short-liyed and disappointing, vain and empty; and each, departing, mocked him .In the end he said: “These years I have wasted. If I could but choose again, I would choose wisely.”

The fairy appeared, and said: “Four of the gifts remain. Choose once more, and oh, remember—time is flying, and only one of them is precious.”




The man considered long, then chose Love; and did not mark the tears that rose in the fairy’s eyes. After many, many years the man sat by a coffin, in an empty home. And he communed with himself, saying: “One by one they have gone away and left me; and now she lies here, the dearest and the last. Desolation after desolation has swept over me; but each hour of happiness the treacherous trader, Love, sold me I have paid a thousand hours of grief! Out of my heart of hearts I curse him!”

“Choose again.” It was the fairy speaking. “The years have you wisdom—surely it must be so. There gifts remain. Only one of them has any worth—remember it, and choose warily.”

The man reflected long, and then chose Fame; and the fairy, sighing, went her way. Years went by and she came again, and stood behind the man where he sat solitary in the fading day, thinking. And she knew his thought: “My name filled the world, and its praise were on every tongue, and it seemed well with me for a little while. How little a while it was! Then came envy; then detraction; then hate; then persecution. Then derision, which is the beginning of the end. And last of all came pity, which is the funeral of fame. Oh, the bitterness and misery of renown!”




“Choose yet again.” It was the fairy’s voice.

“Two gifts remain. And do not despair .In the beginning there was but one that was precious, and it is still here.

“Wealth—which is power! How blind I was!” Said the man, “Now, at last, life will be worth the living. I will spend, squander. These mockers and despisers will crawl in the dirt before me, and I will feed my hungry heart with their envy, I will have all luxuries, all joys, all enchant times of the spirit I will buy, buy, buy! I have lost much time, and chosen badly heretofore, but let that pass; I was ignorant then, and could but take for best what seemed so.”

Three short years went by, and a day came when the man sat shivering in a mean garret; and he was gaunt and wan and hollow-eyed, and clothed in rags; and he was gnawing a dry crust and mumbling: “Curse all the world’s gifts for mockeries and gilded lies! And miscalled, every one, they are not gifts, but merely lendings, Pleasure, Love, Fame, Riches: they are but temporary disguises for lasting realities Pain, Grief, Shame, Poverty. The fairy said true; in all her store there was but one gift which was precious, only one that was not valueless. How poor and cheap and mean I know those others now to be, Bring it! I am weary. I would rest.”




The fairy came, bringing again four of the gifts, but Death was wanting. She said: “I gave it to a mother’s pet, a little child. It was ignorant, but trusted me, asking me to choose for it. You did not ask me to choose.”

“Oh, miserable me! What is left for me?”

“What not even you have deserved: the wanton insult of Old Age.”





在生命之初，一位仙女带着篮子走来，对一位年轻人说道：“这里有几份礼物。你可以从中拿一份，留下其他的。你要小心，作出明智的选择！这里面只有一份礼物是珍贵的。”

一共有五份礼物：名声，爱情，财富，快乐，死亡。年轻人迫不及待地说：“没有必要考虑。”他选了快乐。

此后，他就开始步入世界，追寻年轻人所喜爱的快乐。但每一种快乐都是如此短暂，令人失望、徒劳和空虚，每当一种快乐弃他而去时，都要嘲弄他一番。最后，年轻人感叹道：“这些年我都浪费了。如果我能再选一次的话，我一定会作出明智的选择。”

这时仙女又出现了，她说：“四份礼物依然还在。再选一次吧。噢，记住——时光飞逝，而其中只有一件是珍贵的。”




这个人思考了很长时间，最终选择了爱情；他没有注意到仙女眼里泛起的泪光。经过许多年，这人坐在一口棺材旁边，屋子里空荡荡的。他自言自语道：“他们一个一个地离开了，只剩下我。现在，她就躺在这儿，我最亲爱的人，我最后的亲人。孤独荒凉一次次地漫过我全身。都是因为爱情这个奸诈的商人，它出售给我的每一个小时的甜蜜，我现在都要用数千个小时的悲伤来偿还！我从心底诅咒它！”

“你再选一次吧。”仙女又一次说道，“这些年已经给予你智慧——也理当如此。这里还有三份礼物，其中只有一份是有价值的——切记，好好选择。”

他想了很长时间，然后选择了名声。仙女叹了口气，径自离开了。时光流逝，仙女又回来了，站到他的身旁。已迈入迟暮之年的他孤身一人，心事重重。她知道他所有的想法：“我的名字传遍了整个世界，每个人都争相赞颂，似乎有一阵子我心满意足。可那是多么短暂的一阵子啊！随后来的就是嫉妒，然后是诋毁，然后是憎恶，然后是迫害，之后是嘲讽，从一切开始步入完结。最后，都是怜悯，也是我的名声的葬礼。啊，名声原来是这般苦涩和痛苦！”

“重新再来选择。”仙女的声音再度响起。

“还剩下两份礼物。不要绝望，从一开始就只有一份是宝贵的，而现在它还在这里。”

“财富——财富就是力量！我过去多盲目啊！”他说，“现在，最后，我的人生将要变得有意义了。我要纵情欢度此生，我要挥霍我的人生。那些对我冷嘲热讽、轻蔑诋毁我的人，将要在我面前的泥土里挣扎，而我空乏的心也将因为他们的妒忌而得到满足。我将要享尽荣华富贵，所有欢乐和所有销魂的时光。我要买，买，买！以前我作错了选择，失去了多少时间，不过算了吧；当时我很无知，我只能选看起来最好的东西。”




短短三年后。到了这么一天，这个人蜷缩在一个简陋的小阁楼里，骨瘦如柴，憔悴不已，双眼深陷，衣衫褴褛，浑身颤抖不停。他一边啃着干面包皮，一边说：“该死的礼物，都是为了让我受全世界的嘲笑和欺诈！每一样都叫错了！它们都不是礼物，根本只是租借品！快乐，爱情，名声，财富——都只不过是长久现实的临时伪装——它们其实是永远的痛苦、不幸、耻辱和贫穷！那个仙女说的没错啊，她所有的东西里只有一件礼物是珍贵的，只有那么一样不是毫无价值的。我现在才明白，其他礼物是多么低贱与廉价！把它拿过来吧——那真正宝贵的礼物！我累了，我想休息了。”

仙女出现了，带着以前的那四件礼物，但唯独没有最后那一件——死亡。她说：“我把它给了一位母亲的宠儿——一个孩子。他什么也不懂，但他信任我，让我来帮他挑选。而你并没有这么做。”




“啊，我多可悲啊！那还剩下什么给我吗？”

“一件你也不配得到的东西：接受年老体衰的无尽折磨。”






















A Touch of Heaven　天堂的触摸





◎ Tim Reynolds





It had been a very disheartening day. The doctors had given us the worst of news. Our daughter, who had just completed her first brain surgery to remove a tumor and was going through radiation treatments, was now officially given a two percent chance of survival as this type of cancer had no cure.

My wife and I decided to take our daughter to lunch before continuing our afternoon conversations. We went to a local restaurant where we sat in silence waiting for the waitress. Our daughter Molly wouldn’t hear of such sadness or silence so she played happily with crayons and paper while we sat and stared at the floor.

I noticed a very elderly couple sitting a few booths away, they too in silence never speaking a word. I couldn’t help but wonder what challenges they had faced in their life and if they ever faced such terrible news about a child of theirs.




We eventually ordered our lunch and still sitting in silence we ate what we could. At some point I became intrigued by the old couple and I watched them more intently with each passing minute. I thought to myself that they hadn’t yet spoken to each other and I wondered if it was the peace they were enjoying or the food or maybe both. However, at some point I lost interest and put my focus back on my lunch.

Molly was still talking away and enjoying her meal and her mom and I both listened and tried to be happy in her presence but it wasn’t going very well. All of a sudden I saw this hand come out of nowhere. It was huge and I could tell that it had been afflicted with arthritis. The knuckles were swollen and the fingers were crooked and off center. I couldn’t take my eyes of that hand. The hand drifted down and landed on my daughter’s tiny six year old hand and as it did I looked up; it was the old woman who had been sitting with the old man in silence eating their lunch.

I looked into her eyes and she spoke, but not to me. She looked at my daughter and simply whispered, “If I could do more for you I would.” And then she smiled and moved away to join her husband who had moved towards the door.




I heard a “Hey look, a whole dollar.” Molly spoke with excitement as she discovered that the old lady had placed a crumpled one dollar bill on the back of her hand. I looked down and saw the dollar bill and quickly realized that it had been left behind by the old lady. I looked up to thank her, but she was gone. I sat stunned, not sure what had just happened and then I looked over at my wife. In almost unison, we broke out into a smile. The sadness of the day had been wiped out by the crippled hand and generous touch of an old lady.

The dollar, although exciting to Molly, was not what made us smile or begin to feel differently, it was the offer from an old lady who felt our hurt and our suffering. The crippled hand symbolized a healing touch and made us realize that we did not have to fight this battle alone; that others cared and wanted to help. We felt up-lifted and soon our day filled with more happy thoughts as we spent the rest of our lunch planning the next day at home with fun filled activities for everyone.

I will never forget that crippled arthritic hand that taught us such an important lesson. One does not have to go through life facing hardships all alone; the world is full of compassionate and understanding people. Even those that are suffering from their own afflictions have much to give to each other.




The hand that covered Molly’s on that day still covers it. And although Molly is no longer with me, I can see her holding hands with that old lady now, both hands perfect and both faces filled with smiles and laughter. And though Heaven has these two perfect angels now, the lessons that they both taught me will remain forever in my heart.

这是一个相当令人沮丧的一天。医生刚刚带给我们一个最坏的消息。我们的女儿，她刚刚结束她的首次大脑肿瘤切除手术，目前正处于放疗期，而现在正式宣布只有百分之二十的存活率，因为这种类型的癌症已经没法治愈了。

在继续我们下午的会谈之前，我和妻子决定先带女儿去吃午饭。我们去了当地一家餐馆，安静地坐在那儿等着服务员。我们的女儿莫莉不愿意气氛这么悲伤或沉默，于是当我们坐在那儿盯着地板时，她很开心地用蜡笔在纸上涂鸦。

我注意到有一对老夫妇坐在不远处，他们也处于沉默之中，从头到尾没说一句话。我不禁想知道他们的生活面临着怎样的挑战，是否也曾在他们孩子身上发生过这种可怕的事情。

最后，我们点的午饭送来了，然后依旧默默无语地坐着，把能吃的通通都吃了。在某些方面，我开始变得感兴趣——每过一分钟，我就更专心地看着那对老夫妇。我暗自想，他们还没有开口说话，这到底是他们喜欢的一种和平宁静，还是在享受食物，或者是两者兼而有之。然而，在另一方面，我却失去了兴趣，然后把我的注意力重新转回到午餐上。




莫莉仍旧在不停地说话，享受着她的午餐，而我和她妈妈在一旁听着，想要在她面前表现出快乐，但我们做得不太好。突然，我看到一只手不断地在我面前显现。这只手极大，我可以看得出来，它已经患了关节炎。手指关节肿胀，指头从中间部分已经开始扭曲变形。我不能将我的目光从那只手上移开。手从我眼前落下来，落在我6岁的小小女儿的手上，我抬头一看，它正是刚刚一直在寂静中吃饭的那个老女人的手。

我望着她的眼睛，然后她开口说话了，不过并不是对我说的。她看着我的女儿，低声说了一句：“如果我能为你做得更多，我会的。”然后她笑了笑，同她正朝门口走去的丈夫一起离开了。

我听见了一声“嘿，看哪，一张美元”。莫莉兴奋地说，她发现老妇人在她的手背上留下了一张皱巴巴的美元钞票。我低头一看，看见这张钞票，马上就意识到是那位老妇人留下的。我抬起头来想要感谢她，但她已经走远了。我呆坐下来，不知道发生了什么，然后与妻子互相看了看。几乎是同时，我们俩扑哧一声笑了出来。这一天的悲伤，被那位慷慨的老妇人那枯皱的手通通消灭了。




















A Sky Angel　空中天使





◎ Robin Chapuis





In 1978, I became a flight attendant for a major airline. Earning my wings was the culmination of a childhood dream that I had set for myself after my first plane ride at the age of five. Like so many others before me, I fell in love with the romance of airplanes, adventure and helping others.

I have flown hundreds of flights since graduation, but one stands out among the many.

We were flying from Los Angeles to Washington, D.C, when I answered a lavatory call light in the coach cabin. There I found a young mother struggling with her infant. Everything was a mess, to say the least, and the mother, who was near hysterics, told me she had no more diapers or other clothing onboard the aircraft.

Through her tears, she informed me that they had missed their flight the previous night in Los Angeles and because she had very little money, she and her son had spent the night on the airport floor. Since she hadn’t expected to miss the flight, she was forced to use up most of her supplies and whatever money she had to feed them.




With the saddest eyes I have ever seen she continued. She told me she was on her way to New Hampshire to deliver her son to the family that was adopting him. She could no longer support the two of them.

As she stood in front of me, crying, holding her beautiful son, I could see the despair and hopelessness on her face. And, as a mother of three beautiful daughters, I could feel her pain.

I immediately rang the flight attendant call button and asked for assistance from the other flight attendants. They brought cloth towels from first class to assist in cleaning up both mom and the infant. I ran and got my suitcase; because this woman and I were about the same size, I gave her a sweater and a pair of pants I had brought for my layover. Then I asked several families if they could spare extra diapers, formula and clothes for the child. After the young mother and her son had changed their clothes and the baby had gone to sleep, I sat with her, holding her hand, trying to provide some support and comfort for the remainder of the flight.

Once we landed, I walked them to their next flight, which would take them to their final destination; separation. I briefed the gate agent and the new flight attendant crew on the situation and asked them to give her special attention.




With tears in my eyes I gave her a hug and told her, “You have shown me the true meaning of courage and a mother’s love. I will never forget you.”

As she thanked me for all I had done she said softly, “You’re not the flight attendant, you’re a sky angel.” Touching my flight attendant wings, she continued, “And those are your angel wings.”

With those words she turned and walked down the jetway, her child in her arms, and boarded the plane for New Hampshire.

Though I am no longer a flight attendant, my “angel wings” are still on prominent display in my office. And each time I see them, I am reminded of that young woman, her infant son and the gift that she gave me on that special day—that we truly are all spiritual beings traveling in human form.





1978年，我终于成为某一重要航空公司的空中服务人员。在5岁的时候我第一次乘飞机，而我童年时的梦想也就是得到一双自己的翅膀，当一位空服员。就像其他人一样，我也深深地迷恋上了飞机和冒险，以及帮助他人。




毕业后，我就飞过好几百个航班了，而我在所有人中的表现也十分优秀。

从洛杉矶飞往华盛顿的飞机即将起飞，我接到了二等舱盥洗室的求救信号。我过去一看，发现四处一片狼籍，原来是一个婴儿让他年轻的妈妈犯了难。我至少可以说，这位年轻妈妈有点歇斯底里了，她告诉我在飞机上孩子的尿布和衣服都没有了。

她哭着对我说，他们误了前晚在洛杉矶起飞的航班，因为钱不多，他们母子俩又只好整晚都在机场的地板上过夜。她本以为不会错过那次航班的，又用完了所有的东西，所以她才把钱都花在买食物上了。

她不停地哭，这是我见过的最悲伤的眼神了。她说她养不活两个人，她要去新罕布什尔州把儿子送给另一家人收养。

她的脸上写满了绝望和无助，哭着抱着她那漂亮的孩子站在我面前。我也是一位母亲，有三个漂亮的女儿，我能体会她的痛苦。

我立即按下了这次航班服务人员的呼叫电话按钮，从其他航班服务人员处寻求帮助。他们从头等舱拿来了毛巾，给那位妈妈和她的婴儿清洁身体。这位女士的衣服尺寸和我差不多，我就跑去拿我的行李箱，给了她一件我的毛衣和一条裤子。之后，我又问了其他的家庭，看他们有没有多余的小孩用的尿布、奶粉和衣服。他们俩换完衣服后，小孩就睡着了。我坐在那位年轻妈妈的旁边，握着她的手，想就这次航班滞留给她一些鼓励和安慰。




我们登机前，我步行把他们送到他们的下次航班处，那次航班可以带他们到达目的地。分别后，我向那次机舱门口的人员以及空乘人员介绍了他们母子俩的情况，让他们特殊照顾一下。

我的眼泪涌了出来，拥抱着她说：“你告诉了我勇气和母爱的真正含义。我会永远记得你。”

她对我为她所做的一切表示感谢，然后语气柔和地说：“你不是服务人员，你是空中的天使。”这触动了我这位空服人员的翅膀，她接着说：“那就是你的天使翅膀。”

说着说着，她抱着孩子转过身去，踏上登机道，坐上了飞往新罕布什尔州的飞机。

虽然我现在已经不是一名空服员了，但在我的办公室里，像我这样的“天使的翅膀”却依旧上演着。每次我看见他们，我就想起了那位年轻的女人和她的孩子，那天她送给我的礼物——我们是真实飞行在尘世间里的崇高灵魂。






















Return to Paradise　重返爱天堂





◎ Eliza Riley





Lisa stood facing the Caribbean Sea, feeling the faint breeze against her face; her eyes were shut and she felt the white sand warm between her bare toes. The place was beautiful beyond belief, but it was still unable to ease the grief she felt as she remembered the last time she had been here.

She had married James right here on this spot three years ago to the day. Dressed in a simple white shift dress, miniature white roses attempting to tame her long dark curls, Lisa had been happier than she had ever thought possible. James was even less formal, yet utterly irresistible in creased summer trousers and a loose white cotton shirt. His dark hair was slightly ruffled and his eyes were full of adoration as he looked at his bride to be. The justice of the peace had read their vows as they held hands and laughed at the sheer joy of being young, in love and staying in a five star resort on the Caribbean island of the Dominicana Republic. They had seen the years blissfully stretching ahead of them, together forever. They planned their children, two she said; he said four so they compromised on three (two girls and a boy of course); where they would live, the travelling they would do together—it was all certain, or so they had thought then.




But that seemed such a long time ago now. A lot can change in just a few years—a lot of heartache can change a person and drive a wedge through the strongest ties, break even the deepest love. Three years to the day and they had returned, though this time not for the beachside marriages the island was famous for, but for one of its equally popular quickie divorces.

Lisa let out a sigh that was filled with pain and regret. What could she do but move on, find a new life and new dreams?—the old one was beyond repair. How could this beautiful place, with its lush green coastline, eternity of azure blue sea and endless sands be a place for the agony she felt now?

The man stood watching under the palm tree. He couldn’t take his eyes off the dark-haired woman he saw standing at the water’s edge, apparently gazing out to sea as though she was waiting for something—or someone. She was beautiful, with her slim figure dressed in a loose flowing cotton dress, her crazy hair and bright blue eyes not far off the color of the sea itself. It wasn’t her looks that attracted him though; he came across many beautiful women through his work as a freelance photographer. It was her loneliness and intensity that lured him. Even at some distance he was aware that she was different from any other woman he could ever meet.




Lisa sensed the man approaching even before she turned around. She had been aware of him standing there staring at her and had felt strangely calm about being observed. She looked at him and felt the instant spark of connection she had only experienced once before. He walked slowly towards her and they held each other’s gaze. It felt like meeting a long lost friend—not a stranger on a strange beach.

Later, sitting at one of the many bars on the resort, sipping the local cocktails they began to talk. First pleasantries—their hotels, the quality of the food and friendliness of the locals. Their conversation was strangely hesitant considering the naturalness and confidence of their earlier meeting. Onlookers, however, would have detected the subtle flirtation as they mirrored each other’s actions and looked directly into each other’s eyes. Only later, after the alcohol had had its loosening effect, did the conversation deepen. They talked of why they were here and finally, against her better judgment, Lisa opened up about her heartache of the past year and how events had led her back to the place where she had married the only man she believed she could ever love. She told him of things that had been locked deep inside her, that she had so far been able to tell no one. She told him how she had felt after she had lost her baby.




She was six months pregnant and the happiest she had ever been when the pains had started. She was staying with her mother as James was working out of town. He hadn’t made it back in time. The doctor had said it was just one of those things and that they could try again. But how could she when she couldn’t even look James in the eye? She hated him then, for not being there, for not hurting as much as her; but most of all she hated him for looking so much like the tiny baby boy that she held for just three hours before they took him away. All through the following months she had withdrawn from her husband, family, and friends—not wanting to recover from the pain she felt—that would have been a betrayal of her son. At the funeral she had refused to stand next to her husband and the next day she had left him.

Looking up, Lisa could see her pain reflected in the man’s eyes. For the first time in months she didn’t feel alone, she felt the unbearable burden begin to lift from her—only a bit, but it was a start. She began to believe that maybe she had a future after all and maybe it could be with this man, with his kind hazel eyes, wet with their shared tears.




They had come here to dissolve their marriage, but maybe there was hope. Lisa stood up and took James by the hand and led him away from the bar towards the beach where they had made their vows to each other three years ago. Tomorrow she would cancel the divorce; tonight they would work on renewing their promises.





丽莎伫立在加勒比海边，感受微风轻拂脸颊——她闭上双眼，感到裸露的脚趾间拥满了温暖的沙粒。这个地方美得简直令人难以置信，但回忆起上次在这儿的情景，仍然无法抚慰心中的伤痛。

三年前的今天，丽莎就是在这里嫁给詹姆斯的。她穿着朴素的白色长礼裙，小小的白玫瑰服帖地点缀着她又黑又长的鬈发，如此的幸福感是她从未企及的。詹姆斯的装扮甚至不那么正式，一条带褶的清凉夏裤和一件宽松的白色棉质衬衫，配上一头稍稍凌乱的黑发，然而他看上去依然是魅力不挡。当他凝视着自己的新娘时，眼神里充满了爱意。他们手牵着手，聆听太平绅士宣读他们的誓言。他们为年轻而欢呼，为爱情而雀跃，为身处多米尼加共和国加勒比海岛的五星级胜地而陶醉。他们似乎看见未来的幸福之路在眼前展开，直至相携到老。他们计划着生孩子的事，她说要两个，他却想要四个，最终各退一步，决定生三个（当然是两女一男）。他们计划着会在哪里生活，计划着一起去旅行——所有事情都显得顺理成章，或者说他们当时就想到这些。




但这一切看起来是许久以前的事了。短短几年时间就可能发生许多变故。刻骨铭心的伤痛可以改变一个人，可以破坏最牢固的关系，甚至可以摧毁最深挚的爱情。三年后的今天，他们又回来了，但并非因为此地闻名的海滨婚礼，而是因为此地同样闻名的闪电离婚。

丽莎深深地叹了一口气，充满了痛苦和悲伤。除了继续前行，寻找新生活和新梦想，她还能怎么做呢？——毕竟旧的已经无法弥补。这里有繁茂的绿色海岸线、无边的蔚蓝大海和绵延的沙滩，可是现在，如此美丽的地方怎么就让她备感痛苦？

一个男子站在棕榈树下，目不转睛地注视着这位黑发女子：她伫立在水边，眺望着大海，显然像是在等待什么——或是某人。她很美，修长的身段穿着一袭宽松的棉质裙，头发在风中疯狂地乱舞，明亮的蓝眼睛美得简直可以与海洋的颜色相媲美。然而，吸引他的并非是她的容貌，作为一名自由摄影师，因为工作上的关系，他见过的美女无数。吸引他的是她的落寞和深情。尽管隔着一些距离，他仍能感觉到，她不同于他所见过的任何其他女性。




未曾转过身来，丽莎便察觉到了男人在靠近。她早已发觉他站在远处注视着她，奇怪的是，她并没有因为被注视而感到不自在。她看着他，瞬间闪过一丝心灵相通的火花，这样的碰撞以前只有过一次。他慢慢地向她走近，两人的目光交接在一起。他们就像见到一个失去联络很久的朋友——而不是在陌生的地方遇见一个陌生人。

后来，他们在诸多酒吧中找了一间坐了下来，品尝着当地的鸡尾酒，开始交谈。最初是谈论一些有趣的事——聊他们住的酒店，饮食的质量和当地人的友好热情。再深入下去时，相比之前见面的自然和从容，他们的谈话却莫名地犹豫不前了。尽管如此，从他们端详对方的行为和直视对方眼睛的神态中，旁观者还是能察觉到一丝微妙的暧昧。直到酒精逐渐发挥了让人放松的效力，谈话才继续深入下去。他们谈论着来此地的原因，最后，虽然明知不太适宜，丽莎仍决定打开心扉，将她去年所经历的痛苦倾诉而出，以及又回到这里的原因——在这儿，她嫁给了一个曾以为会深爱一生的男人。她将一直锁在心底、至今仍无法向他人启齿的话倾吐了出来，并向他倾诉失去孩子之后的悲痛心情。




那时她已怀孕六个月，还是世界上最幸福的人，直到事情发生的前一刻。当时她和母亲待在一起，詹姆斯在城外工作，没能及时赶回来。医生说这只是很平常的事情，他们还有机会再试一次。然而她无法做到，她甚至都无法直视詹姆斯的眼睛。她恨他，恨他当时不在身边，恨他没有自己那么伤心，更恨他看起来那么像仅仅在自己怀里躺了三个小时就被抱走的儿子。之后的几个月里，她远离了丈夫、家庭和朋友，不愿从伤痛中走出来——她觉得那样做是对儿子的背叛。在葬礼上，她拒绝站在丈夫旁边。第二天，她便离开了他。

抬起头，丽莎看到男人的双眼中映满了自己的伤痛。几个月来，她第一次不再感到孤独，她感到压得她喘不过气来的担子开始减轻——尽管只有一点点，但起码是一个开始。也许她开始相信自己还是有未来的，也许是和眼前这个男人，也许是和他这双温柔的褐色眼睛——湿润着他们共同的泪花。

他们来此本为结束他们的婚姻，但也许还有希望。她站起身，牵起詹姆斯的手，领着他走出酒吧，走向他们三年前互相许下诺言的沙滩。明天她会取消离婚，今晚，他们将重续承诺。






















Chapter 3 坚信自己的道路













All my life I have set ahead of me a series of goals and then tried to reach them, one at a time. I had to learn my limitations. It was no good to try for something I knew at the start was wildly out of reach because that only invited the bitterness of failure. I would fail sometimes anyway but on the average I made progress.

一生中，我不断为自己设立目标，并且尽力去完成。我必须知道自己的缺陷。尝试那些开始就知道不可能的事情并没有任何益处，因为那只能带来盲目的失败。但有些时候，我可能会失败，不过，不管结果如何，这种挑战让我一直成长。


















The White Envelope　白色的信封





◎ Nancy W. Gavin





It’s just a small, white envelope stuck among the branches of our Christmas tree. No name, no identification, no inscription. It has peeked through the branches of our tree for the past 10 years or so.

It all began because my husband Mike hated Christmas—oh, not the true meaning of Christmas, but the commercial aspects of it—overspending... the frantic running around at the last minute to get a tie for Uncle Harry and the dusting powder for grandma—the gifts given in desperation because you couldn’t think of anything else.

Knowing he felt this way, I decided one year to bypass the usual shirts, sweaters, ties and so forth. I reached for something special just for Mike. The inspiration came in an unusual way.

Our son Kevin, who was 12 that year, was wrestling at the junior level at the school he attended; and shortly before Christmas, there was a non-league match against a team sponsored by an inner-city church. These youngsters, dressed in sneakers so ragged that shoestrings seemed to be the only thing holding them together, presented a sharp contrast to our boys in their spiffy blue and gold uniforms and sparkling new wrestling shoes.




As the match began, I was alarmed to see that the other team was wrestling without headgear, a kind of light helmet designed to protect a wrestler’s ears. It was a luxury the ragtag team obviously could not afford. Well, we ended up walloping them. We took every weight class. And as each of their boys got up from the mat, he swaggered around in his tatters with false bravado, a kind of street pride that couldn’t acknowledge defeat.

Mike, seated beside me, shook his head sadly, “I wish just one of them could have won.” he said. “They have a lot of potential, but losing like this could take the heart right out of them.”

Mike loved kids—all kids—and he knew them, having coached little league football, baseball and lacrosse. That’s when the idea for his present came. That afternoon, I went to a local sporting goods store and bought an assortment of wrestling headgear and shoes and sent the anonymously to the inner-city church.




On Christmas Eve, I placed the envelope on the tree, the note inside telling Mike what I had done and that this was his gift from me. His smile was the brightest thing about Christmas that year and in succeeding years.

For each Christmas, I followed the tradition—one year sending a group of mentally handicapped youngsters to a hockey game, another year a check to a pair of elderly brothers whose home had burned to the ground the week before Christmas, and on and on.

The envelope became the highlight of our Christmas. It was always the last thing opened on Christmas morning and our children, ignoring their new toys, would stand with wide-eyed anticipation as their dad lifted the envelope from the tree to reveal its contents.

As the children grew, the toys gave way to more practical presents, but the envelope never lost its allure. The story doesn’t end there. You see, we lost Mike last year due to dreaded cancer. When Christmas rolled around, I was still so wrapped in grief that I barely got the tree up. But Christmas Eve found me placing an envelope on the tree, and in the morning, it was joined by three more.

Each of our children, unbeknownst to the others, had placed an envelope on the tree for their dad. The tradition has grown and someday will expand even further with our grandchildren standing around the tree with wide-eyed anticipation watching as their fathers take down the envelope. Mike’s spirit, like the Christmas spirit, will always be with us.




May we all remember the reason for the season, and the true Christmas spirit this year and always. God bless—pass this along to your friends and loved ones.





这封小小的白色信封在我家的圣诞树上已经有十多年了。信封上没有姓名，没有地址，也没有留言。

一切是因为我丈夫迈克不喜欢圣诞节——哦，并不是真正意义上的圣诞节，而是被商业化的圣诞节——超支了……为了给哈利叔叔买领带，给奶奶买除尘粉，他在圣诞节来临之际疯狂地跑这跑那——只能送这些礼物，因为根本也想不出别的东西。

正是因为我知道他的感受，于是有一年，我决定打破常规（平时都送些衬衫、毛衣或领带之类的东西）。我的灵感突现，想为迈克准备一个特殊的礼物。

那年，我的儿子凯文12岁，正在学校里练习初级摔跤。就在圣诞节前不久，他们要举行一项非职业性的比赛，由市里一家教堂赞助费用。那些年轻人穿的运动鞋破旧不堪，好像脚上就只剩下鞋带了。我们这边的孩子与他们形成了鲜明的对比——一律身着金蓝色的制服和崭新的摔跤鞋。




比赛开始后，我惊异地发现对方选手没有戴专业头盔，那种保护摔跤选手耳朵的轻型护头。那种头盔对他们这样的队伍来说太奢侈了，明显负担不起。因此，最终我们队给了他们猛烈的打击，并且也赢得了所有重量级的比赛。当那些男孩从垫子上站起来时，还故意穿着破旧的衣服，虚张声势地走来走去，带着一种不承认失败的街头傲慢。

迈克坐在我旁边，悲哀地摇摇头，“我真希望他们中有人能赢过我们，他们很有潜力，但输得这么惨，可能会使他们失去信心。”

迈克之所以会有这样的想法，是因为他喜欢小孩——所有的小孩他都喜欢——他了解他们，他曾经担任过一些小团队的教练，像足球队、垒球队和长曲棍球队。一天下午，我去本地的一家体育用品店买了一套摔跤专用的护头和鞋子，并匿名把东西送给市里的教会。

在圣诞节前夜，我把一个信封挂在了圣诞树上，里面写的是我所做的事，这是我送给迈克的礼物。在那年的圣诞节里，他的笑容比以往多少年来都要灿烂。

每年圣诞节，我都遵循这样一个传统——有一年是让一些残障儿童参加冰球比赛，有一年是看望了两位老年兄弟，他们的房屋在圣诞节前一星期被大火烧为平地，等等。
















An Invisible Smile　看不见的微笑





◎ Marcia Byalick





Mr. Dawson was an old grouch, and everyone in town knew it. Kids knew not to go into his yard to pick a delicious apple, even off the ground, because old Dawson, they said, would come after you with his ball bullet gun.

One Friday, 12-year-old Janet was going to stay all night with her friend Amy. They had to walk by Dawson’s house on the way to Amy’s house, but as they got close Janet saw him sitting on his front porch and suggested they cross over to the other side of the street. Like most of the children, she was scared of the old man because of the stories she’d heard about him.

Amy said not to worry, Mr. Dawson wouldn’t hurt anyone. Still, Janet was growing more nervous with each step closer to the old man’s house. When they got close enough, Dawson looked up with his usual frown, but when he saw it was Amy, a broad smile changed his entire face as he said, “Hello Miss Amy. I see you’ve got a little friend with you today.”

Amy smiled back and told him Janet was staying overnight and they were going to listen to music and play games. Dawson told them that sounded fun, and offered them each a fresh picked apple off his tree. They gladly accepted. Dawson had the best apples in town.




When they got out of earshot of Dawson , Janet asked Amy, “Everyone says he’s the meanest man in town. How come was he so nice to us?”

Amy explained that when she first started walking past his house he wasn’t very friendly and she was afraid of him, but she pretended he was wearing an invisible smile and so she always smiled back at him. It took a while, but one day he half-smiled back at her.

After some more time, he started smiling real smiles and then started talking to her. Just a “hello” at first, then more. She said he always offers her an apple now, and is always very kind.

“An invisible smile?” questioned Janet.

“Yes,” answered Amy, “my grandma told me that if I pretended I wasn’t afraid and pretended he was smiling an invisible smile at me and I smiled back at him, that sooner or later he would really smile. Grandma says smiles are contagious.”

If we remember what Amy’s grandma said, that everyone wears an invisible smile, we too will find that most people can’t resist our smile after a while.




We’re always on the go trying to accomplish so much, aren’t we? Getting groceries, cleaning the house, mowing the lawn—there’s always something. It’s so easy to get caught up in everyday life that we forget how simple it can be to bring cheer to ourselves and others. Giving a smile away takes so little effort and time, let’s make sure that we’ve not the one that others have to pretend is wearing an invisible smile.

道森先生是个脾气古怪的老头子，镇上所有人都知道。孩子们知道不能进入他的院子里摘美味的苹果，甚至掉在地上的也不能捡，因为据他们说，老道森会端着他的弹丸猎枪跟在你后面追。

一个周五，12岁的珍妮特要陪她的朋友艾米在这里过夜。她们去艾米家的路上，不得不经过道森先生的房子。当她们离道森家越来越近时，珍妮特看见道森先生坐在前廊，于是她建议她们从街道的另一边走。跟大多数孩子一样，珍妮特听说过他的故事，对他很是害怕。

艾米说不用担心，道森先生不会伤害任何人。尽管如此，每向前走一步，离老人的房子越近，珍妮特就越紧张。当她们走到房子那儿，道森抬起了头，一如既往地皱着眉头。但当他看到是艾米时，一个灿烂的笑容改变了他的整个表情，他说：“你好，艾米小姐，我看见今天有位可爱的小朋友陪你。”




艾米也对他微笑，告诉他珍妮特会陪她过夜，她们要一起听音乐玩游戏。道森告诉她们这听起来很有趣，给她们每人一个从树上刚摘下来的苹果。她们很高兴地接受了，因为道森的苹果是镇上最好的。

当他们离开道森的房子时，珍妮特问艾米：“每个人都说他是镇上最吝啬的人，但他为什么对我们这么好呢？”

艾米解释说，当她第一次路过他家时，他不是太友好，她还很害怕他。但她假装他带着一种看不见的微笑，所以她微笑着回望他。过了一段时间，终于有一天，他也对她露出了一点笑容。

再过了一段日子，他开始真正地对她笑了，然后开始同艾米说话。开始只是一句“你好”，后来就越来越多。她说，他总是给她一个苹果，很和蔼可亲。

“看不见的笑容？”珍妮特问。

“是的，”艾米回答道，“我奶奶告诉我，如果我假装不害怕，假装他有着看不见的微笑，我微笑地回望他，迟早他会真正微笑起来。奶奶说，笑容是可以传染的。”

如果我们记住艾米奶奶说的，每个人都有着看不见的笑容，我们会发现，大多数人在一段时间后都无法抗拒我们的微笑。

我们总是忙着去尽量完成更多的事，不是吗？买东西，打扫房子，割院子里的杂草——总会有什么事。这就很容易让我们被日常琐事困住，而忘记了给自己和他人带来欢乐是多么简单的事情。绽放微笑所花费的精力和时间非常少，我们要确保自己不会成为这样的人——别人总得假装我们有看不见的笑容。
























Follow Your Dream—the Monty　Roberts Story

为梦想而坚持的罗伯茨





◎ Jack Canfield





I have a friend named Monty Roberts who owns a horse ranch in San Ysidro. He has let me use his house to put on fund-raising events to raise money for youth at risk programs.

The last time I was there he introduced me by saying, “I want to tell you why I let Jack use my house. It all goes back to a story about a young man who was the son of an itinerant horse trainer who would go from stable to stable, race track to race track, farm to farm and ranch to ranch, training horses. As a result, the boy’s high school career was continually interrupted. When he was a senior, he was asked to write a paper about what he wanted to be and do when he grew up.”

That night he wrote a seven-page paper describing his goal of someday owning a horse ranch. He wrote about his dream in great detail and he even drew a diagram of a 200-acre ranch, showing the location of all the buildings, the stables and the track. Then he drew a detailed floor plan for a 4 000-square-foot house that would sit on a 200-acre dream ranch.”




“He put a great deal of his heart into the project and the next day he handed it in to his teacher. Two days later he received his paper back. On the front page was a large red F with a note that read, ‘See me after class.’”

“The boy with the dream went to see the teacher after class and asked, ‘Why did I receive a F?’”

“The teacher said, ‘This is an unrealistic dream for a young boy like you. You have no money. You come from an itinerant family. You have no resources. Owning a horse ranch requires a lot of money. You have to buy the land. You have to pay for the original breeding stock and later you’ll have to pay large stud fees. There’s no way you could ever do it.’ Then the teacher added, ‘If you will rewrite this paper with a more realistic goal, I will reconsider your grade.’”

“The boy went home and thought about it long and hard. He asked his father what he should do. His father said, ‘Look, son, you have to make up your own mind on this. However, I think it is a very important decision for you.’”




“Finally, after sitting with it for a week, the boy turned in the same paper, making no changes at all. He stated, ‘You can keep the F and I’ll keep my dream.’”

Monty then turned to the assembled group and said, “I tell you this story because you are sitting in my 4 000-square-foot house in the middle of my 200-acre horse ranch. I still have that school paper framed over the fireplace.” He added, “The best part of the story is that two summers ago that same schoolteacher brought 30 kids to camp out on my ranch for a week. When the teacher was leaving, he said, ‘Look, Monty, I can tell you this now. When I was your teacher, I was something of a dream stealer. During those years I stole a lot of kids’ dreams. Fortunately you had enough gumption not to give up on yours.’”

Don’t let anyone steal your dreams. Follow your heart, no matter what.

我有个朋友叫曼迪·罗伯茨，他在圣思多罗有座牧马场。他常把他的房子借我用来举办筹款活动，所筹得的钱作为青少年的计划筹备基金。

上次活动时，他在引荐我时说：“我想告诉你我把房子借给杰克是有原因的。一切都得回到这样一个故事上：有一个男孩，他的父亲是位马术师，他从小就必须跟着父亲东奔西跑，从这个比赛到那个比赛，从这个农场到那个牧场。男孩的求学生涯总是因此被打断。当他还是个高中生时，有次老师要求全班同学写一篇文章，题目是长大后的志愿。




“那天晚上他洋洋洒洒地写了七页纸，描述他的伟大志愿，那就是有朝一日拥有一座属于自己的牧马农场。他写下了关于这个梦想的所有细节，甚至画了一张两百亩的农场设计图，上面标有马厩、跑道等所有建筑的位置。然后，在这一大片农场中央，他还要建造一栋占地四千平方英尺的豪宅。

“他花了好大心血把报告完成了，第二天交给了老师。两天后，他拿回了报告，第一页上打了一个又红又大的F，旁边还写了一行字：‘下课后来见我。’

“脑中充满幻想的他下课后带着报告去找老师：‘为什么给我不及格？’

“老师说：‘你一个年纪轻轻的小男孩，不要老做这种白日梦。你没钱，没家庭背景，什么都没有。盖座农场养马可是个花钱的大工程；你要购买土地，你得购买纯种马匹，花钱照顾它们，缴纳一大笔费用。你别太好高骛远了。’然后他接着说，‘如果你肯重写一个更加实际的志愿，我会重新考虑给你打分。’

“这男孩回家后，反反复复思量了好久。然后他去询问父亲的意见。父亲告诉他：‘看哪，儿子，这是一个很重要的决定，你必须自己作决定。’




“最后，一个星期后，他决定把原稿交回，一个字都不改。他告诉老师：‘你可以就给我那个不及格的分数，我也会一直坚持我的梦想。’”

曼迪转向众人，说：“我告诉你们这个故事，是因为各位现在就坐在那两百亩农场内，那占地四千平方英尺的豪宅里。那份高中时写的文章我现在还留着呢。”他顿了一下，补充道：“最有意思的是，两年前的夏天，那位老师带了三十个学生来我农场露营一星期。离开之前，他对我说：‘曼迪，现在我有些话要对你说。当我做你的老师时，我是一个盗梦者。这些年来，我拿走了不少学生的梦想。不过幸好，你有足够的进取心坚持自己的梦想。’”

不要让任何人偷走你的梦想。不管发生什么事，跟随自己的心，勇往直前。






















A Ball to Roll Around　滚 球





◎ Robert G. Allman





I lost my sight when I was four years old by falling off a box car in a freight yard in Atlantic City and landing on my head. Now I am thirty two. I can vaguely remember the brightness of sunshine and what color red is. It would be wonderful to see again, but a calamity can do strange things to people. It occurred to me the other day that I might not have come to love life as I do if I hadn’t been blind. I believe in life now. I am not so sure that I would have believed it so deeply, otherwise. I don’t mean that I would prefer to go without my eyes. I simply mean that the loss of them made me appreciate the more what I had left.

Life, I believe, asks a continuous series of adjustments to reality. The more readily a person is able to make these adjustments, the more meaningful his own private world becomes. The adjustment is never easy. I was bewildered and afraid. But I was lucky. My parents and my teachers saw something in me—a potential to live, you might call it—which I didn’t see, and they made me want to fight it out with blindness.




The hardest lesson I had to learn was to believe in myself. That was basic. If I hadn’t been able to do that, I would have collapsed and become a chair rocker on the front porch for the rest of my life. When I say belief in myself I am not talking about simply the kind of self-confidence that helps me down an unfamiliar staircase alone. That is part of it. But I mean something bigger than that: an assurance that I am, despite imperfections, a real, positive person; that somewhere in the sweeping, intricate pattern of people there is a special place where I can make myself fit.

It took my years to discover and strengthen this assurance. It had to start with the most elementary things. Once a man gave me an indoor baseball. I thought he was mocking me and I was hurt. “I can’t use this.” I said. “Take it with you,” he urged me, “and roll it around.” The words stuck in my head. “Roll it around!” By rolling the ball I could hear where it went. This gave me an idea how to achieve a goal I had thought impossible: playing baseball. At Philadelphia’s Overbrook School for the Blind I invented a successful variation of baseball. We call it ground ball. We called it ground ball.




All my life I have set ahead of me a series of goals and then tried to reach them, one at a time. I had to learn my limitations. It was no good to try for something I knew at the start was wildly out of reach because that only invited the bitterness of failure. I would fail sometimes anyway but on the average I made progress.





4岁时，在亚特兰大城，我从货场一辆货车上摔下来撞到头，不幸双目失明。如今，我已经32岁，但是我还依稀记得阳光的明媚，七彩的色泽。若是双眼有幸能够复明，那该多么美好！不过，灾难的确可以赐予人神奇的力量。若是没有失明，我大概不会像现在这样热爱生活，也无法确定能否像现在这样感情强烈。我并不是说我情愿过着这样失去阳光的生活，而是说，正是因为失去才更让我懂得珍惜现在所拥有的一切。

我相信生活是需要不断与现实协调的。一个人越是有能力充分把握好调节的步伐，那么，他的生命将越有意义。但是，这种调节绝非易事。我曾一度迷茫害怕，幸运的是，我的父母和老师看到了我生活下去的潜能，一种我起初并没有发觉，但是的确激起我继续斗争生存下去的信念。

最难的课程便是我必须学会相信自己！这也是基础。如果不能做到这点，我将崩溃，从此变成一个轮椅主人，待在门廊前，度过我的余生。当我说我相信自己，并不仅仅指自信可以帮助我一个人从陌生的楼梯走下来。虽然这只是其中的一部分。我所指的是更大的帮助：即使身体有缺陷，我仍然是一个真正积极的人；即使在这个复杂、动荡的人际环境中，我仍然有自己创造的特殊的位置。




我花了很多年的时间发现并坚定这种信念。这必须从最基本的小事做起。有一次，一个人给了我一个室内棒球，我内心受到极大伤害，认为他只是在嘲笑我，因为我并不能玩它。

“拿起它，然后滚。”

这些话环绕在我耳际：“滚它！”

因为球在地上滚动，我能听见它的声响，得知它的去向。这让我想起一个从未想过的主意：打棒球。在费城的奥福布鲁克盲人学校，我发明了一种受欢迎的棒球游戏：我们称之为地面球。

一生中，我不断为自己设立目标，并且尽力去完成。我必须知道自己的缺陷。尝试那些开始就知道不可能的事情并没有任何益处，因为那只能带来盲目的失败。但有些时候，我可能会失败，不过，不管结果如何，这种挑战让我一直成长。


















The Last Leaf　最后一片叶子





◎ O. Henry





In a little district west of Washington Square the streets have run crazy and broken themselves into small strips called “places”. These “places” make strange angles and curves. One Street crosses itself a time or two. An artist once discovered a valuable possibility in this street. Suppose a collector with a bill for paints, paper and canvas should, in traversing this route, suddenly meet himself coming back, without a cent having been paid on account!

So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art people soon came prowling, hunting for north windows and eighteenth-century gables and Dutch attics and low rents. Then they imported some pewter mugs and a chafing dish or two from Sixth Avenue, and became a “colony”.

At the top of a squatty, three-story brick Sue and Johnsy had their studio. “Johnsy” was familiar for Joanna. One was from Maine; the other from California. They had met at the table of an Eighth Street “Delmonico’s”, and found their tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop sleeves so congenial that the joint studio resulted.




That was in May. In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the doctors called Pneumonia, stalked about the colony, touching one here and there with his icy fingers. Over on the east side this ravager strode boldly, smiting his victims by scores, but his feet trod slowly through the maze of the narrow and moss-grown “places”.

Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman. A mite of a little woman with blood thinned by California zephyrs was hardly fair game for the red-fisted, short-breathed old duffer. But Johnsy he smote; and she lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron bedstead, looking through the small Dutch window-panes at the blank side of the next brick house.

One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into the hallway with a shaggy, grey eyebrow.

“She has one chance in—let us say, ten.” he said, as he shook down the mercury in his clinical thermometer. “And that chance is for her to want to live. This way people have of lining-u on the side of the undertaker makes the entire pharmacopoeia look silly. Your little lady has made up her mind that she’s not going to get well. Has she anything on her mind?”




“She—she wanted to paint the Bay of Naples some day.” said Sue.

“Paint?—bosh! Has she anything on her mind worth thinking twice—a man for instance?”

“A man?” said Sue, with a jew’s-harp twang in her voice. “Is a man worth—but, no, doctor; there is nothing of the kind.”

“Well, it is the weakness, then,” said the doctor, “I will do all that science, so far as it may filter through my efforts, can accomplish. But whenever my patient begins to count the carriages in her funeral procession I subtract 50 percent from the curative power of medicines. If you will get her to ask one question about the new winter styles in cloak sleeves I will promise you a one-in-five chance for her, instead of one in ten.”

After the doctor had gone Sue went into the workroom and cried a Japanese napkin to a pulp. Then she swaggered into Johnsy’s room with her drawing board, whistling ragtime.

Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the bedclothes, with her face toward the window. Sue stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep.




She arranged her board and began a pen-and-ink drawing to illustrate a magazine story. Young artists must pave their way to Art by drawing pictures for magazine stories that young authors write to pave their way to literature.

As Sue was sketching a pair of elegant horseshow riding trousers and a monocle of the figure of the hero, an Idaho cowboy, she heard a low sound, several times repeated. She went quickly to the bedside.

Johnsy’s eyes were open wide. She was looking out the window and counting—counting backward.

“Twelve.” she said, and little later “eleven”; and then “ten.” and “nine”; and then “eight” and “seven”, almost together.

Sue look solicitously out of the window. What was there to count? There was only a bare, dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of the brick house twenty feet away. An old, old ivy vine, gnarled and decayed at the roots, climbed half way up the brick wall. The cold breath of autumn had stricken its leaves from the vine until its skeleton branches clung, almost bare, to the crumbling bricks.

“What is it, dear?” asked Sue.

“Six.” said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. “They’re falling faster now. Three days ago there were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to count them. But now it’s easy. There goes another one. There are only five left now.”




“Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie.”

“Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one falls I must go, too. I’ve known that for three days. Didn’t the doctor tell you?”

“Oh, I never heard of such nonsense,” complained Sue, with magnificent scorn. “What have old ivy leaves to do with your getting well? And you used to love that vine so, you naughty girl. Don’t be a goosey. Why, the doctor told me this morning that your chances for getting well real soon were—let’s see exactly what he said—he said the chances were ten to one! Why, that’s almost as good a chance as we have in New York when we ride on the street cars or walk past a new building. Try to take some broth now, and let Sudie go back to her drawing, so she can sell the editor man with it, and buy port wine for her sick child, and pork chops for her greedy self.”

“You needn’t get any more wine.” said Johnsy, keeping her eyes fixed out the window. “There goes another. No, I don’t want any broth. That leaves just four. I want to see the last one fall before it gets dark. Then I’ll go, too.”




“Johnsy, dear,” said Sue, bending over her, “will you promise me to keep your eyes closed, and not look out the window until I am done working? I must hand those drawings in by tomorrow. I need the light, or I would draw the shade down.”

“Couldn’t you draw in the other room?” asked Johnsy, coldly.

“I’d rather be here by you.” said Sue. “Beside, I don’t want you to keep looking at those silly ivy leaves.”

“Tell me as soon as you have finished,” said Johnsy, closing her eyes, and lying white and still as fallen statue, “because I want to see the last one fall. I’m tired of waiting. I’m tired of thinking. I want to turn loose my hold on everything, and go sailing down, down, just like one of those poor, tired leaves.”

“Try to sleep,” said Sue. “I must call Behrman up to be my model for the old hermit miner. I’ll not be gone a minute. Don’t try to move till I come back.”

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty and had a Michel- angelo’s Moses beard curling down from the head of a satyr along with the body of an imp. Behrman was a failure in art. Forty years he had wielded the brush without getting near enough to touch the hem of his Mistress’s robe. He had been always about to paint a masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For several years he had painted nothing except now and then a daub in the line of commerce or advertising. He earned a little by serving as a model to those young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a professional. He drank gin to excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the rest he was a fierce little old man, who scoffed terribly at softness in any one, and who regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting to protect the two young artists in the studio above.




Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly lighted den below. In one corner was a blank canvas on an easel that had been waiting there for twenty-five years to receive the first line of the masterpiece. She told him of Johnsy’s fancy, and how she feared she would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.

Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, shouted his contempt and derision for such idiotic imaginings.




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

“She is very ill and weak,” said Sue, “and the fever has left her mind morbid and full of strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do not care to pose for me, you needn’t. But I think you are a horrid old—old flibbertigibbet.”

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

Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down to the window-sill, and motioned Behrman into the other room. In there they peered out the window fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they looked at each other for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled with snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner on an upturned kettle for a rock.




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

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

Wearily Sue obeyed.

But, lo! After the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured through the livelong night, there yet stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last one on the vine. Still dark green near its stem, with its serrated edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and decay, it hung bravely from the branch some twenty feet above the ground.

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

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

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in the world is a soul when it is making ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that bound her to friendship and to earth were loosed.




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

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

The ivy leaf was still there.

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

“I’ve been a bad girl, Sudie.” said Johnsy. “Something has made that last leaf stay there to show me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to die. You may bring a me a little broth now, and some milk with a little port in it, and—no; bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some pillows about me, and I will sit up and watch you cook.”

And hour later she said:

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

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




“Even chances.” said the doctor, taking Sue’s thin, shaking hand.

“With good nursing you’ll win.” And now I must see another case I have downstairs. Behrman, his name is—some kind of an artist, I believe. Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute. There is no hope for him; but he goes to the hospital today to be made more comfortable.

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

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

“I have something to tell you, white mouse.” she said. “Mr. Behrman died of pneumonia today in the hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor found him the morning of the first day in his room downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold. They couldn’t imagine where he had been on such a dreadful night. And then they found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that had been dragged from its place, and some scattered brushes, and a palette with green and yellow colors mixed on it, and—look out the window, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn’t you wonder why it never fluttered or moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it’s Behrman’s masterpiece—he painted it there the night that the last leaf fell.”








在华盛顿广场西边的一个小区里，街道横七竖八地伸展开来，又分裂成一小条一小条的“胡同”。这些“胡同”稀奇古怪地绕来绕去，拐着弯子。一条街有时自己本身就交叉了不止一次。有一回，一个艺术家发现这条街有一种优越性：如果有个收账的跑到这条街上，来催要颜料、纸张和画布的钱，他就会突然发现自己两手空空地原路返回，一分钱的账也没有收回来！

所以，不少画家很快就来到这个古色古香的老格林尼治村来，寻找坐南朝北的窗户、荷兰式的阁楼，18世纪的尖顶山墙，以及低廉的房租。然后，他们又从第六街买来一些白蜡杯和一两个火锅，这里便成了“艺术区”。

苏和琼西的工作室安置在一幢三层楼砖房的顶楼上。“琼西”是乔安娜的昵称。她俩一个来自缅因州，另一个来自加利福尼亚州。她们是在第八街的“台尔蒙尼歌之家”吃份饭时遇上的，她们发现彼此对艺术、生菜色拉和时装的品位爱好十分一致，便合租了那间工作室。




那是5月的事情。到了11月，一个冷酷的、看不见的、被医生们称为“肺炎”的不速之客，在艺术区里悄悄地游荡，用它冰冷的手指这里碰一下那里碰一下。在广场东边，这个破坏者明目张胆地踏着大步，一下子就击倒几十个受害者，可是在迷宫一样狭窄而布满青苔的“胡同”里，它的脚步就慢了下来。

肺炎先生不是你们所说的一个行侠仗义的老绅士。一个被加利福尼亚州的西风刮得渐失血色的弱女子，本来不应该是这个有着红拳头的、呼吸急促的老家伙打击的对象。但是，琼西却遭到了打击；她躺在一张油漆过的铁床上，几乎一动也不动，凝望着小小的荷兰式玻璃窗对面砖房的那一面空墙。

一天上午，那个忙碌的医生扬了扬他那灰色的粗眉，把苏叫到外边的走廊上。

“我看，她的病只有十分之一的希望，”他一面把体温计里的水银柱甩下去，一面说，“这一份希望就是她想要活下去的念头。有些人好像不愿意活下去——喜欢照顾殡仪馆的生意，简直让整个医药界都无能为力。你的朋友断定自己是不会痊愈的了。她是不是有什么心事呢？”

“她——她希望有一天能够去画那不勒斯的海湾。”苏说。

“画画？——真是瞎扯！她脑子里有没有什么值得她反复思考的心事——比如说，一个男人？”




“男人？”苏像吹口琴似的扯着嗓子说，“男人难道值得——不，医生，没有这样的事。”

“好吧。我将用全部的力量去治疗她。可是如果我的病人开始算计会有多少辆马车送她出殡，我就得把治疗的效果减去百分之五十。如果你能想办法让她对冬季新款的大衣袖子感兴趣而提出一两个问题，那我就可以把医好她的机会从十分之一提高到五分之一。”

医生走后，苏走进工作室里，把一条日本餐巾哭成一团。然后她手里拿着画板，装作精神抖擞的样子走进琼西的屋子，嘴里吹着爵士音乐调子。

琼西躺着，脸朝着窗口，被子底下的身体几乎纹丝不动。苏以为她睡着了，停止了吹口哨。

她架好画板，开始给杂志里的故事画一张钢笔插图。年轻的画家为了铺平通向艺术的道路，不得不给杂志里的故事画插图，而年轻的作家们不得不给杂志写小说以开辟通向文学的道路。

苏正在给故事主人公——一个爱达荷州牧人身上画一条在马匹展览会上穿的时髦马裤和一片单眼镜时，忽然听到一个重复了好几次的低微的声音。她快步走到床边。

琼西的眼睛睁得很大。她望着窗外，数着数——倒着数的。




“十二”她数道，一会又说“十一”，然后是“十”和“九”，接着几乎同时数着“8”和“7”。

苏关切地看了看窗外。那儿有什么可数的呢？只有一个空荡阴暗的院子，二十英尺以外还有一所砖房的空墙。一棵老极了的常春藤，枯萎的根纠结在一块儿，枝干爬到了半墙高。秋天的寒风已经把藤上的叶子全都吹掉了，几乎只有光秃的枝条还缠附在这断壁残垣上。

“什么呀，亲爱的？”苏问道。

“六”琼西几乎用耳语低声说道。“它们现在越落越快了。三天前还有差不多一百片。我数得头都疼了。但现在好数了。又掉了一片。只剩下五片了。”

“五片什么呀，亲爱的。告诉你的苏娣吧。”

“叶子。常春藤上的。等到最后一片叶子掉下来，我也就得走了。这件事我三天前就知道了。难道医生没有告诉你？”

“哼，我从来没听过这种胡话。”苏十分不以为然地抱怨道。“那些破常春藤叶子和你的病好不好有什么关系？你以前不是很喜欢这棵树吗？你这个顽皮的姑娘。不要说傻话了。瞧，医生今天早晨还告诉我，说你迅速痊愈的机会是——让我一字不变地照他的话说吧——他说有九成把握！噢，那简直是不错的比例啊就像我们在纽约坐电车或者走过一座新楼房的机会一样。喝点肉汤吧，让苏娣回去画她的画，好把它卖给编辑先生，换了钱来给她的病孩子买点红葡萄酒，再给她自己买点猪排解解馋吧。”




“你不用再买酒了。”琼西说着，眼睛继续盯着窗外，“又落了一片。不，我不想喝什么肉汤。只剩下四片了。我想在天黑之前等着看那最后一片叶子掉下去。然后我也要去了。”

“琼西，亲爱的，”苏弯下身子对她说，“你能不能答应我，闭上眼睛，不要瞧窗外，等我画完，好吗？明天我必须交出这些插图。我需要光线，否则我就拉下窗帘了。”

“你不能到那间屋子里去画吗？”琼西冷冷地问道。

“我愿意待在你跟前，”苏说，“再说，我也不想让你老盯着那些常春藤叶子。”

“你一画完就赶紧叫我。”琼西说着，便闭上了眼睛。她脸色苍白，一动不动地躺在床上，就像是座跌倒在地上的雕像。“因为我想看那最后一片叶子掉下来。我等得不耐烦了，也想得不耐烦了。我想摆脱一切，飘下去，飘下去，像一片可怜的、疲倦的叶子那样。”

“快睡吧，”苏说道，“我得叫贝尔曼上楼来，给我当那个隐居的老矿工的模特儿。我一会儿就回来的。不要动，等我回来。”

老贝尔曼是住在楼下一层的一个画家。他年过六十，有一把像米开朗琪罗的摩西雕像那样的胡子，这胡子长在一个像半人半兽的森林之神的头颅上，又卷曲地垂荡在小鬼似的身躯上。贝尔曼是个失败的画家。他操了四十年的画笔，还远没有摸着艺术女神的衣裙。他老是说就要创作一幅杰作了，可到现在还没有动笔。几年来，他除了偶尔画点商业广告之类的玩意儿，什么也没有画过。他给艺术区里穷得雇不起职业模特儿的年轻画家们当模特儿，挣一点钱。他喝酒毫无节制，还时常谈论他要画的那幅杰作。除此以外，他是一个暴躁的小老头儿，十分瞧不起别人的温情，却认为自己是专门保护楼上画室里那两个年轻女画家的一只看家狗。




苏在楼下他那间朦胧暗淡的斗室里找到了满嘴酒气的贝尔曼。一幅空白的画布绷在画架上，摆在角落里，在那儿搁了二十五年等着杰作诞生，可连一根线条还没等着。苏把琼西的胡思乱想告诉了他，还说她害怕琼西真的柔弱得像一片叶子一样，对这个世界的留恋越来越微弱，恐怕真会飘走了。

老贝尔曼双眼通红，显然在迎风流泪，他十分轻蔑地嗤笑这种白痴。

“什么！”他喊道，“世界上还真会有人蠢到因为那该死的常春藤叶子落掉就想死？我从来没有听说过这种怪事。不，我才不给你那隐居的矿工糊涂虫当模特儿呢。你干吗让她胡思乱想？唉，可怜的琼西小姐。”




“她病得很厉害，很虚弱，”苏说，“发高烧发得她神经错乱，满脑子都是古怪的想法。好，贝尔曼先生，你不愿意给我当模特儿就算了，我看你是个讨厌的老——老唆鬼。”

“你简直太婆婆妈妈了！”贝尔曼喊道，“谁说我不愿意当模特儿？走，我和你一块去。我不是讲了半天愿意给你当模特儿吗？老天爷，琼西小姐这么好的姑娘真不应该躺在这种地方生病。总有一天，我要画一幅杰作，我们就可以都搬出去了。一定的！”

他们上楼以后，琼西正在睡觉。苏把窗帘拉下，一直遮住窗台，示意贝尔曼到隔壁的屋子去。他们在那里提心吊胆地凝视着窗外那棵常春藤。然后彼此看了一眼，哑然无语。寒冷的雨夹杂着雪花下个不停。贝尔曼穿着他那蓝色的旧衬衣，坐在一把翻过来充当岩石的铁壶上，扮作隐居的矿工。

第二天早晨，当苏从一个小时的睡眠中醒来时，看见琼西无神的眼睛睁得大大的，注视着拉下的绿窗帘。

“把窗帘拉起来，我要看。”她低声命令道。

疲倦的苏照办了。

然而，看呀！经过了漫长一夜的狂风暴雨，砖墙上还挂着一藤叶。它是常春藤上最后一片叶子了。靠近茎部仍然是深绿色，可是锯齿形的叶子边缘已经枯萎发黄，它傲然挂在一根离地二十多英尺的藤枝上。




“这是最后一片叶子。”琼西说道，“我以为它昨晚一定会落掉的。我听见风声的。今天，它一定会落掉，我也会一同死去。”

“亲爱的，”苏把疲惫的脸庞挨近枕头，对她说，“你不肯为自己着想，也得为我想想啊。我可怎么办呢？”

但琼西没有回答。一个灵魂正在准备走上那神秘的、遥远的死亡之途，这是世界上最凄凉的情景了。那些把她和友谊及大地联结起来的约束关系逐渐放开后，她这种狂想越来越强烈了。

白天总算熬过去了，甚至在暮色中她们还能看见那片孤零零的藤叶依附在靠墙的枝上。后来，随着夜幕降临，又是北风大作，暴雨依旧不停地拍打着窗子，雨水从低矮的荷兰式屋檐上流泻下来。

天刚蒙蒙亮，琼西就毫不留情地吩咐拉起窗帘来。

那片藤叶仍然在那里。

琼西躺在床上，长久地望着它。然后她招呼正在煤气炉上给她煮鸡汤的苏。

“我是一个坏女孩子，苏娣，”琼西说，“天意让那片最后的藤叶留在那里，以显示我有多么邪恶。想死是有罪过的。你现在就给我拿点鸡汤来，再拿点掺葡萄酒的牛奶来，再——不，先给我一面小镜子，再把枕头垫高一点，我要坐起来看你做饭。”




过了一个钟头，她说：

“苏娣，我希望有一天能去画那不勒斯的海湾。”

下午医生来了，他走的时候，苏找了个借口跑到走廊上。

“现在有五成希望。”医生一面说，一面握住苏纤细颤抖的手。

“好好护理你就会成功的。现在我得去看楼下另一个病人。他的名字叫贝尔曼——听说也是个画家。也是肺炎。他年纪太大，身体又弱，这次病得很重。他是没有希望了，今天要把他送到医院里，让他更舒服一点。”

第二天，医生对苏说：“她已经脱离危险了。你成功了。现在只剩下营养和护理了。”

这天下午，苏跑到琼西的床前，琼西正躺着，安详地编织着一条毫无用处的深蓝色毛线披肩。苏用一只胳臂连枕头带人一把抱住了她。

“我有件事要告诉你，小家伙，”她说，“贝尔曼先生今天在医院里患肺炎去世了。他只病了两天。头一天早晨，管理员发现他在自己那间房里痛得动弹不了。他的鞋子和衣服全都湿透了，冰凉冰凉的。他们无法想象在那个凄风苦雨的夜晚，他究竟去了哪里。后来他们发现一盏没有熄灭的灯，一把挪动过地方的梯子，几支扔得满地的画笔，还有一块调色板，上面涂抹着绿色和黄色的颜料，还有——亲爱的，瞧瞧窗子外面，瞧瞧墙上那最后一片藤叶。难道你没有想过，为什么风刮得那样厉害，它却从来不摇一摇、动一动吗？唉，亲爱的，这片叶子才是贝尔曼的杰作——就是在最后一片叶子掉下来的晚上，他把它画在那里的。”




















Roses for Rose　送给罗丝的玫瑰





◎ John Mark





Red roses were her favorites, her name was also Rose. And every year her husband sent them, tied with pretty bows. The year he died, the roses were delivered to her door. The card said, “Be my Valentine”, like all the years before.

Each year he sent her roses, and the note would always say, “I love you even more this year, than last year on this day.” “My love for you will always grow, with every passing year.” She knew this was the last time that the roses would appear. She thought, he ordered roses in advance before this day. Her loving husband did not know that he would pass away. He always liked to do things early. Then, if he got too busy, everything would work out fine. She trimmed the stems, and placed them in a very special vase. Then, sat the vase beside the portrait of his smiling face. She would sit for hours, in her husband’s favorite chair. While staring at his picture, and the roses sitting there.

A year went by, and it was hard to live without her mate. With loneliness and solitude, that had become her fate. Then, the very hour, as on Valentines before, the doorbell rang, and there were roses, sitting by her door. She brought the roses in, and then just looked at them in shock. Then, went to get the telephone, to call the florist shop. The owner answered, and she asked him, if he would explain, why would someone do this to her, causing her such pain？




“I know your husband passed away, more than a year ago,” The owner said, “I knew you’d call, and you would want to know.” “The flowers you received today, were paid for in advance.” “Your husband always planned ahead, he left nothing to chance.”

“There is a standing order that I have on file down here. And he has paid, well in advance; you’ll get them every year. There also is another thing that I think you should know. He wrote a special little card... he did this years ago.”

“Then, should ever, I find out that he’s no longer here. That’s the card... that should be sent, to you the following year.”

She thanked him and hung up the phone, her tears now flowing hard. Her fingers shaking, as she slowly reached to get the card. Inside the card, she saw that he had written her a note. Then, as she stared in total silence, this is what he wrote: “Hello my love, I know it’s been a year since I’ve been gone, I hope it hasn’t been too hard for you to overcome.” “I know it must be lonely, and the pain is very real. For if it was the other way, I know how I would feel. The love we shared made everything so beautiful in life. I loved you more than words can say, you were the perfect wife.”




“You were my friend and lover, you fulfilled my every need. I know it’s only been a year, but please try not to grieve. I want you to be happy, even when you shed your tears. That is why the roses will be sent to you for years.”

“When you get these roses, think of all the happiness that we had together, and how both of us were blessed. I have always loved you and I know I always will. But, my love, you must go on, you have some living still.”

“Please... try to find happiness, while living out your days. I know it is not easy, but I hope you find some ways. The roses will come every year, and they will only stop when your door’s not answered, when the florist stops to knock.”

“He will come five times that day, in case you have gone out. But after his last visit, he will know without a doubt. To take the roses to the place, where I’ve instructed him, and place the rose where we are, together once again.”








红玫瑰是她的最爱，玫瑰也是她的名字。每年她的丈夫都要送红玫瑰给她，上面系着漂亮的蝴蝶结。他去世的那年，玫瑰花送到了她家门口。卡片上写着“我的情人节礼物”，就同前几年一样。

每年他为她送红玫瑰，卡片上总写着：“今年我更爱你，比去年的今天更爱。”“随着逝去的岁月，年复一年，我对你的爱一直在增长。”她清楚这是最后一次收到玫瑰花了。她想，玫瑰是他提前预定的。她亲爱的丈夫不知道他将会离开人间了。他总喜欢把事情做在前头，这样，即使他很忙，每件事也都照样做得妥妥当当。她修剪好花茎，把它们插进一个特别的花瓶里。然后，将花瓶放在他微笑的照片旁边。她会在她丈夫最喜欢的椅子上坐上好几个小时，看着他的相片，玫瑰花放在那儿。

一年过去了，没有他的日子很艰难。孤独和寂寞成了她的命运。然而，在情人节这天，跟以往送花的时间相同，门铃响了，玫瑰花就放在门前。她将玫瑰花拿进屋，吃惊地看着它们。然后她拨通了花店的电话。她问店主能否向她解释一下，为什么有人要对她做这件事，引起她的痛苦和心酸。




“我知道你的丈夫一年多前去世了，”店主说，“我知道你会打电话来，你想知道是怎么回事。今天你收到的花，早已经提前预定好了。你的丈夫总是提前计划未来，他做事从来不碰运气。

“我的存档里有一个固定的订单。他已经提前付了钱，你每年都会收到玫瑰花。还有另外一件事，我觉得你应该知道，他写了一张特别的卡片……几年前就写好了。

“这样，如果我发现他已不在人世的话，这张卡片……将在下一年送给你。”

她谢了他，挂了电话，眼泪夺眶而出。她的手指颤抖着，慢慢地伸手去拿那张卡片。在卡片上，她看到他写给她的便条。她默默地看着，他是这样写的：“亲爱的，我知道我离开你已经一年了，我希望你所度过的这段日子不是太难。我知道你一定很孤独，一定苦不堪言。因为如果这样的事发生在我身上，我知道我会有怎样的感受。我们的爱让生命中的一切都那么美丽。我对你的爱无法用言语表达，你是最完美的妻子。

“你是我的朋友和爱人，你总能满足我的每一个需求。我知道才过了一年，但是请你尽可能不要悲伤。我希望你快乐，即使流着泪。这就是为什么会送玫瑰给你了。

“当你收到这些花时，请想想我们一起度过的所有幸福时光，我们是怎样受到祝福的。我一直爱着你，我知道我将永远爱着。但是，亲爱的，你必须继续生活下去，你还有好多日子要继续过下去。




















Detour to Romance　浪漫路曲曲折折





◎ Gilbert Wright





Located in the checkroom in Union Station as I am, I see everybody that comes up the stairs.

Harry came in a little over three years ago and waited at the head of the stairs for the passengers from the 9:05 train.

I remember seeing Harry that first evening. He wasn’t much more than a thin, anxious kid then. He was all dressed up and I knew he was meeting his girl and that they would be married twenty minutes after she arrived.

Well, the passengers came up and I had to get busy. I didn’t look toward the stairs again until nearly time for the 9:18 and I was very surprised to see that the young fellow was still there.

She didn’t come on the 9:18 either, nor on the 9:40, and when the passengers from the 10:02 had all arrived and left, Harry was looking pretty desperate. Pretty soon he came close to my window so I called out and asked him what she looked like.




“She’s small and dark,” he said, “and nineteen years old and very neat in the way she walks. She has a face,” he said, thinking a minute, “that has lots of spirit. I mean she can get mad but she never stays mad for long, and her eyebrows come to a little point in the middle. She’s got a brown fur, but maybe she isn’t wearing it.”

I couldn’t remember seeing anybody like that.

He showed me the telegram he’d received:

ARRIVE THURSDAY. MEET ME STATION. LOVE LOVE LOVE LOVE.

MAY.

It was from Omaha, Nebraska.

“Well,” I finally said, “why don’t you phone to your home? She’s probably called there if she got in ahead of you.”

He gave me a sick look. “I’ve only been in town two days. We were going to meet and then drive down South where I’ve got a job. She hasn’t any address for me.” He touched the telegram.

When I came on duty the next day he was still there and came over as soon as he saw me.




“Did she work anywhere?” I asked.

He nodded. “She was a typist. I telegraphed her former boss. All they know is that she left her job to get married.”

Harry met every train for the next three or four days. Of course, the railroad lines made a routine checkup and the police looked into the case. But nobody was any real help. I could see that they all figured that May had simply played a trick on him. But I never believed that, somehow.

One day, after about two weeks, Harry and I were talking and I told him about my theory. “If you’ll just wait long enough,” I said, “you’ll see her coming up those stairs some day.” He turned and looked at the stairs as though he had never seen them before.

The next day when I came to work Harry was behind the counter of Tony’s magazine stand. He looked at me rather sheepishly and said, “Well, I had to get a job somewhere, didn’t I?”

So he began to work as a clerk for Tony. We never spoke of May anymore and neither of us ever mentioned my theory. But I noticed that Harry always saw every person who came up the stairs.

Toward the end of the year Tony was killed in some argument over gambling, and Tony’s widow left Harry in complete charge of the magazine stand. And when she got married again some time later, Harry bought the stand from her. He borrowed money and installed a soda fountain and pretty soon he had a very nice little business.




Then came yesterday. I heard a cry and a lot of things falling. The cry was from Harry and the things falling were a lot of dolls and other things which he had upset while he was jumping over the counter. He ran across and grabbed a girl not ten feet from my window. She was small and dark and her eyebrows came to a little point in the middle.

For a while they just hung there to each other laughing and crying and saying things without meaning. She’d say a few words like, “It was the bus station I meant,” and he’d kiss her speechless and tell her the many things he had done to find her. What apparently had happened three years before was that May had come by bus, not by train, and in her telegram she meant “bus station”, not “railroad station”. She had waited at the bus station for days and had spent all her money trying to find Harry. Finally she got a job typing.

“What?” said Harry. “Have you been working in town? All the time?”




She nodded.

“Well, Heavens. Didn’t you ever come down here to the station?” He pointed across to his magazine stand. “I’ve been there all the time. I own it. I’ve watched everybody that came up the stairs.”

She began to look a little pale. Pretty soon she looked over at the stairs and said in a weak voice, “I never came up the stairs before. You see, I went out of town yesterday on a short business trip. Oh, Harry!” Then she threw her arms around his neck and really began to cry.

After a minute she backed away and pointed very stiffly toward the north end of the station. “Harry, for three years, for three solid years, I’ve been right over there working right in this very station, typing, in the office of the stationmaster.”

我工作的地方位于联合车站的行李寄存处，我看得见每一个上楼的人。

哈里三年多以前就等在这里，站在楼梯口等待9时5分到达的火车旅客。

我还记得第一晚见到哈里时的情景。那时，他瘦瘦的，神情焦虑，像个孩子一样。他穿戴整齐，我知道他是在等女朋友，而且在她到达20分钟之后他们就要结婚了。

旅客们过来了，我得忙碌起来。等到9点18分那趟车快到的时候，我才再往楼梯方向看去，我吃惊地发现那个年轻人还在那里。




她也没乘9点18分的那趟车来，9点40分的车上也没她。等10点02分那趟车的旅客全都到达并离开后，哈里显得非常失望。很快他走近我的窗口，我就招呼他，问她长得什么模样。

“她个子小小的，皮肤黑黑的，”他说，“19岁，走路的样子很利落。她的脸，”他想了想，说，“很有个性。我的意思是说她会生气，但从不会生气太久。她的眉心处有一个小点儿。她有一件褐色毛皮大衣，不过也许没穿在身上。”

我想不起来看见过有谁长得像那样。

他给我看他收到的电报：

星期四到。车站接我。爱你爱你爱你爱你。

       梅。

电报寄自内布拉斯加州的奥马哈。

“呃，”我最后说，“你为什么不往家里打个电话？如果她先你到达这里，她可能已给你家打过电话。”

他懊恼地看了我一眼。“我到城里才两天。我们打算见面之后开车去南方，我在那儿找到了一份工作。她也没给我任何地址。”他摸了摸电报。

第二天我去值班时，他还在那儿。一看见我，他就走了过来。

“她在哪儿工作过吗？”我问。




他点了点头。“她本来是个打字员。我给她以前的老板拍了电报。他们只知道她不干了，结婚去了。”

哈里在后来的三四天里接了每趟火车。当然，铁路方面作了例行检查，警察也参与调查了这件事。但是实际上谁也帮不上什么忙。我看得出来，他们都觉得梅可能只是捉弄他而已，但不知为什么，我却不这么认为。

有一天，大约是两周后，哈里和我聊天，我和他谈了我的想法。“假如你等的时间够长的话，”我说，“总有一天，你会看见她走上楼梯的。”他转过身看着楼梯，仿佛过去从来没见过一样。

第二天我去上班时，哈里已经站在托尼杂志摊的柜台后面了。他不大好意思地看着我说：“嗯，我总得在哪儿找个工作，是不是？”

于是，他开始给托尼卖杂志。我们再也不谈梅了，谁也不提我的看法。但是我注意到哈里总要看看每个上楼的人。

年底的时候，托尼由于赌博发生争执而被别人杀了。托尼的妻子将杂志摊完全交给了哈里打理。一段时间之后，她又结婚了，哈里就从她那儿把杂志摊买了过来。他借了钱，装了个冷饮柜，不久，他就有了个不错的小生意。

于是到了昨天，我听见了一声叫喊，还听见许多东西掉在地上的声音。是哈里在叫，掉在地上的是一大堆玩具和其他的东西，都是他跳过柜台时弄翻的。他跑过去抓住了一个女孩，她就在离我窗户不到十英尺的地方。她个子小小的，黑黑的，眉心处有一个小点儿。




好一会儿的时间，他们就那么待着，相对着笑呀，哭呀，讲些没什么意义的话。她好像说：“我指的是汽车站——”而他则把她吻得说不出话来，告诉她自己为了找她所做的许多事情。显然，三年前梅是乘汽车而不是火车来的。她电报里指的是“汽车站”而不是“火车站”。她在汽车站等了好几天，为找哈里花掉了所有的钱。最后，她找了一份打字的工作。

“什么？”哈里说，“你在城里工作？一直都在？”

她点点头。

“哎呀，老天爷——你就从来没到这个车站来过？”他把手指向杂志摊。“我一直就在那儿。那个摊儿是我的。我看过每个上楼的人。”

她的脸色开始变得有些苍白。过了一会儿，她看着楼梯，声音微弱地说：“我……我过去一直没上这个楼梯。你看，我昨天出城是去办点公事——噢，哈里！”然后，她伸手搂住他的脖子，真的哭了起来。

过了一会儿，她后退了一步，用手直指车站的最北端。“哈里，三年来，整整三年，我就在那儿——就在这个车站工作，在站长办公室里，打字。”


























Bidding the Lovely Scenes at　Distance Hail!

向远方的美景欢呼！





◎ William Hazilitt





Bidding the lovely scenes at distance hail!—And see no end to the landscape, new objects presenting themselves as we advance; so, in the commencement of life, we set no bounds to our inclinations, nor to the unrestricted opportunities of satisfying them. We have as yet found no obstacle, no disposition to flag; and it seems that we can go on so forever.

We look round in a new world, full of life, and motion, and ceaseless progress; and feel in ourselves all the vigor and spirit to keep pace with it, and do not foresee from any present symptoms how we shall be left behind in the natural course of things, decline into old age, and drop into the grave. It is the simplicity, and as it were abstractedness of our feelings in youth, that (so to speak) identifies us with nature, and (our experience being slight and our passions strong) deludes us into a belief of being immortal like it.




Our short-lives connexion with existence we fondly flatter ourselves, is an indissoluble and lasting union—a honeymoon that knows neither coldness, jar, nor separation. As infants smile and sleep, we are rocked in the cradle of our wayward fancies, and lulled into security by the roar of the universe around us — we quaff the cup of life with eager haste without draining it, instead of which it only overflows the more-objects press around us, filling the mind with their magnitude and with the strong of desires that wait upon them, so that we have no room for the thoughts of death.





向远方的美景欢呼！——只见美好风光一望无垠，新鲜景致更是在我们前进的道路上徐徐展开。在这生活的开端，我们听任自己的志向驰骋，放手给它们一切满足的机会。我们还没有碰上过什么障碍，也没有感觉到什么疲惫，因此觉得似乎可以一直这样走下去，直到永远。

我们看到四周一片新天地——生机盎然，日新月异；我们觉得自己活力充盈，精神饱满，可与宇宙并驾齐驱。而且，眼前也无任何迹象可以证明，在大自然的前进过程中，我们会被远远地甩在后面，衰老，进入坟墓。由于年轻人天真单纯，可以说是茫然无知，因而将自己与大自然画上等号；并且，由于缺少经验而感情极易被迷惑，误以为自己也能和大自然一样永世长存。




我们一相情愿，痴心妄想，竟把自己在世上的暂时栖身，当做一个千古不变、万世长存的结合，好像没有冷淡、争执、蜜月的分离。像婴儿带着微笑入睡，我们躺在用自己的想象力编织成的摇篮里，让大千世界的万籁之声哄我们安然入梦；我们急切切、兴冲冲地用生命之杯畅饮，却怎么也不会饮干，反而好像永远是满满欲溢；森罗万象纷至沓来，各种欲望随之而生，使我们腾不出工夫想死亡。


























Chapter 4 让心为生命伴奏













We need to live each moment wholeheartedly, with all our senses—finding pleasure in the fragrance of a back-yard garden, the crayoned picture of a six-year-old, the enchanting beauty of a rainbow. It is such enthusiastic love of life that puts a sparkle in our eyes, a lilt in our steps and smooths the wrinkles from our souls.

我们需要全心全意地度过生命中的每一时刻——在后花园的芬芳中，在6岁小孩的蜡笔画中，在妖娆美丽的彩虹中，找到我们所有的喜悦。正是这种对生活的热爱，这种对人生的热情，让我们的双眼焕发出迷人光彩，让我们的步履迈出轻快的旋律，让我们灵魂的皱纹得以抚平。


















Wake Up Your Life　唤醒自己的生活





◎ Russell





Years ago, when I started looking for my first job, wise advisers urged, “Barbara, be enthusiastic! Enthusiasm will take you further than any amount of experience.” How right they were. Enthusiastic people can turn a boring drive into an adventure, extra work into opportunity and strangers into friends.

“Nothing great was ever achieved without enthusiasm”, wrote Ralph Waldo Emerson. It is the paste that helps you hang in there when the going gets tough. It is the inner voice that whispers, “I can do it!” when others shout, “No, you can’t.”

It took years and years for the early work of Barbara McClintock, a geneticist who won the 1983 Nobel Prize in medicine, to be generally accepted. Yet she didn’t let up on her experiments. Work was such a deep pleasure for her that she never thought of stopping.

We are all born with wide-eyed, enthusiastic wonder as anyone knows who has ever seen an infant’s delight at the jingle of keys or the scurrying of a beetle. It is this childlike wonder that gives enthusiastic people such a youthful air, whatever their age.




At 90, cellist Pablo Casals would start his day by playing Bach. As the music flowed through his fingers, his stooped shoulders would straighten and joy would reappear in his eyes. Music, for Casals, was an elixir that made life a never ending adventure. As author and poet Samuel Ullman once wrote, “Years wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul.”

How do you rediscover the enthusiasm of your childhood? The answer, I believe, lies in the word itself. “Enthusiasm” comes from the Greek and means “God within”. And what God within is but an abiding sense of love—proper love of self (self-acceptance) and, from that, love of others.

Enthusiastic people also love what they do, regardless of money or title or power. If we cannot do what we love as a full-time career, we can as a part-time avocation, like the head of state who paints, the nun who runs marathons, the executive who handcrafts furniture.

Elizabeth Layton of Wellsville, Kan, was 68 before she began to draw. This activity ended bouts of depression that had plagued her for at least 30 years, and the quality of her work led one critic to say, “I am tempted to call Layton a genius.” Elizabeth has rediscovered her enthusiasm.




We can’t afford to waste tears on “might-have-beens”. We need to turn the tears into sweat as we go after “what-can-be”.

We need to live each moment wholeheartedly, with all our senses—finding pleasure in the fragrance of a back-yard garden, the crayoned picture of a six-year-old, the enchanting beauty of a rainbow. It is such enthusiastic love of life that puts a sparkle in our eyes, a lilt in our steps and smooths the wrinkles from our souls.





多年以前，当我开始寻找我的第一份工作时，不少明智之士强烈向我建议：“巴巴拉，要有热情！热情比任何经验都更为有益！”这话多么正确，热情的人可以把沉闷的车程变成探险，把加班变成机会，把陌生人变成朋友。

“缺少热情就不会有任何伟大的成就”，拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生写道。当事情进展不顺利时，热情将帮助你更顽强地坚持下去。当别人喊道“不，你不行”时，热情是你内心发出的声音，低声说：“我能行！”




1983年诺贝尔生理学或医学奖的获得者遗传学家巴巴拉·麦克林托克，她早期的工作直到很多年后才被公众所承认。但她并没有放弃过她的实验。工作对她来说是一种如此巨大的快乐，她从未想过要停止。

我们所有人生来都睁大眼睛，满怀热情——每一个看到过婴儿听到钥匙叮当声的喜悦，或看见乱爬的甲虫就兴奋不已的人，都会明白这一点。正是这种孩子气的探索心理赋予了热情的人们一种青春的气息，无论他们的年龄有多大。

大提琴家帕布罗·卡萨尔斯在90岁时，还坚持以拉巴赫的作品开始他的每一天。音乐从他的手指间蜿蜒流出，他弯下去的背会挺直起来，欢乐再度在他的眼眸间重现。音乐对卡萨尔斯来说，是一剂使人生的探索之旅永不落幕的灵丹妙药。就像作家兼诗人塞缪尔·厄尔曼曾写过的：“岁月在皮肤上繁衍出皱纹，而热情的丧失却会给灵魂刻下皱纹。”

你如何才能找回孩提时代的热情呢？我相信答案就在“热情”这个词本身。“热情”一词源于希腊语，原意是“内在的上帝”。这里所说的“内在的上帝”不是别的，而是一种持久不变的爱——恰当的自爱（自我接受），并推而及于爱他人。

热情的人们同样热爱他们所做的事，而不是考虑钱、地位或权力。如果我们不能把热爱的事作为正式职业，我们也可把它当做业余爱好：比如有国家元首喜欢画画的，有修女参加马拉松长跑的，有行政官员手工制作家具的。




堪萨斯州韦尔斯维尔市的伊丽莎白·莱顿到68岁才开始画画。这一爱好消除了曾困扰她至少三十年之久的忧郁症，而她的作品水准之高使得一个评论家说：“我忍不住要称莱顿为天才。”伊丽莎白又找回了她的热情。

我们不应该把眼泪浪费在“早该”之类的后悔上。我们需要把眼泪化为汗水，去追求“可能”。

我们需要全心全意度过生命中的每一时刻——在后花园的芬芳中，在六岁小孩的蜡笔画中，在妖娆美丽的彩虹中，找到我们所有的喜悦。正是这种对生活的热爱，这种对人生的热情，让我们的双眼焕发出迷人光彩，让我们的步履迈出轻快的旋律，让我们灵魂的皱纹得以抚平。


























Beauty　美丽人生





◎ James





There were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that have nothing to do with looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart．

It is said that the true nature of being is veiled. The labor of words, the expression of art, the seemingly ceaseless buzz that is human thought all have in common the need to get at what really is so. The hope to draw close to and possess the truth of being can be a feverish one. In some cases it can even be fatal, if pleasure is one’s truth and its attainment more important than life itself. In other lives, though, the search for what is truthful gives life.

I used to find notes left in the collection basket, beautiful notes about my homilies and about the writer’s thoughts on the daily scriptural readings. The person who penned the notes would add reflections to my thoughts and would always include some quotes from poets and mystics he or she had read and remembered and loved.




The notes fascinated me. Here was someone immersed in a search for truth and beauty. Words had been treasured, words that were beautiful. And I felt as if the words somehow delighted in being discovered, for they were obviously very generous to the as yet anonymous writer of the notes. And now this person was in turn learning the secret of sharing them. Beauty so shines when given away. The only truth that exists is, in that sense, free.

It was a long time before I met the author of the notes.

One Sunday morning, I was told that someone was waiting for me in the office. The young person who answered the rectory door said that it was “the woman who said she left all the notes”. When I saw her I was shocked, since I immediately recognized her from church but had no idea that it was she who wrote the notes. She was sitting in a chair in the office with her hands folded in her lap. Her head was bowed and when she raised it to look at me, she could barely smile without pain. Her face was disfigured, and the skin so tight from surgical procedures that smiling or laughing was very difficult for her. She had suffered terribly from treatment to remove the growths that had so marred her face.




We chatted for a while that Sunday morning and agreed to meet for lunch later that week.

As it turned out we went to lunch several times, and she always wore a hat during the meal. I think that treatments of some sort had caused a lot of her hair to fall out. We shared things about our lives. I told her about my schooling and growing up. She told me that she had worked for years for an insurance company. She never mentioned family, and I did not ask.

We spoke of authors we both had read, and it was easy to tell that books are a great love of hers.

I have thought about her often over the years and how she struggled in a society that places an incredible premium on looks, class, wealth and all the other fineries of life. She suffered from a disfigurement that cannot be made to look attractive. I know that her condition hurt her deeply.

Would her life have been different had she been pretty? Chances are it would have. And yet there were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that had nothing to do with looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart. Her words came from a wounded but loving heart, very much like all hearts, but she had more of a need to be aware of it, to live with it and learn from it. She possessed a fine-tuned sense of beauty. Her only fear in life was the loss of a friend.




How long does it take most of us to reach that level of human growth, if we ever get there? We get so consumed and diminished, worrying about all the things that need improving, we can easily forget to cherish those things that last. Friendship, so rare and so good, just needs our care－maybe even the simple gesture of writing a little note now and then, or the dropping of some beautiful words in a basket, in the hope that such beauty will be shared and taken to heart.

The truth of her life was a desire to see beyond the surface for a glimpse of what it is that matters. She found beauty and grace and they befriended her, and showed her what is real.

她有着一种与外表无关的灵气和美丽。她的话语轻而易举地走进了人心，她正是我们要聆听的声音。

很多人都说人生的真谛是个未知的概念。言辞的诠释、艺术的表现，还有人类那似乎永无休止的纷繁思考，三者都苦苦追寻人生的真谛。希望走近直至完全把握存在的真谛可以令人十分狂热。在某些情况下，这甚至是致命的，有些人对真理的追寻比生命本身还重要，于是就有了舍生取义之举。然而，也有另外的一种人生，他们在寻求真谛的过程中灌溉生命。




过去，我常常在教堂的心意篮里发现一些优美的短文注释，有些是关于我的布道，有些是作者日常读《圣经》的感想。写这些短文的人不仅对我的一些观点加以反思，同时还会引用一些他曾经读过的，令他难忘又喜爱的诗人或者神秘主义者的话。

我被这些短文迷住了。我看到了一个沉浸于追寻真与美的人。弥足珍贵的字句，优美动人。我还感觉到，好像那些字句也乐于让我们发现，它们显然是毫无保留、十分慷慨地被这无名氏作者借用，而现在轮到这位无名氏来学习与人分享这些美文的奥秘。分享令美愈加闪耀生辉，在这个意义上说，其实世上唯一的真理是分毫不费的。

过了很久我才见到这些短文的作者。

一个星期天早上，我被告知有人正在办公室等我。帮我应门的年轻人说“是个女人，她说留言是她放的”。看见她的时候，我大吃一惊，因为我立即认出了她是我教区的信徒，只是我一直不知道那些短文是她写的。她坐在办公室的一张椅子上，两手摊在大腿上，低垂着头。在抬头看我的时候，她微笑起来却十分费劲。那是一张破了相的脸，外科手术使她的脸皮绷得紧紧的，笑对她来说是很困难的。为了去除脸上碍眼的肉瘤，她接受了手术治疗，这令她吃尽苦头。

那个星期天早上我们聊了一会儿，并决定那个星期再找个时间一起吃午饭。




后来我们不止吃了一顿午饭，而是好几顿。每次一起吃饭，她都戴着一顶帽子。我想可能是她接受的某种治疗使她掉了不少头发。我们分享了各自生活中的点点滴滴。我跟她讲我读书和成长的故事，她告诉我她在一家保险公司里已经工作多年了。她从没有提过自己的家庭，我也没有问。

我们还谈到大家都读过的作家作品，不难发现她非常喜欢看书。

这些年我经常想起她，在这个以外表、地位和财富等虚名浮利挂帅的社会中，她是怎样挣扎着一路挺过来的呢？毁掉的容颜使她怎么也无法变得迷人。我知道这深深地刺痛着她。

如果她长得漂亮，她的生命轨迹会不会有所不同呢？有可能。可她有种独特的灵气和美，与外表完全无关。她的话能轻而易举地征服人心，她正是我们要聆听的声音。她的隽语出于一颗受过伤却充满爱的心，就像所有人的心一样，只不过她比别人更注重对心灵的关注，更用心去体会生活并从中学习。她拥有一种细腻的美感。她生命里唯一的恐惧就是失去朋友。

我们究竟要花多长时间，才能达到如此高度的成熟？最终能否达到还是个未知数呢。我们总是觉得身心疲惫，怀才不遇，只顾为眼前的不足忧心忡忡，却忘了珍视一些历久弥新的东西。友谊珍贵而美好，只需我们用心呵护——有时候简简单单的表示就足够了，譬如偶尔写几句话给朋友，或者在篮子里放几张优美动人的字条，希望能与大家共享这美妙的感觉，记住这美好的时刻。




她生命的真谛就是要透过事物的表面一睹其真正的本质。她发现了美丽与优雅，而它们也待她如友，为她呈现生命的真谛。






















Play the Rhythms of Life by Heart　让心为生命伴奏





◎ Emy





What sounds or impressions are you making on the people around you? Think about it. Your words, phrases, even your message may soon be forgotten but believe me, good or bad, your melody lingers.

An odd choice of phrase? Not really. The dictionary defines “melody” as a succession of sounds, and what is life other than the combining and blending of a succession of movements and sounds.

Just as a musical composition affects the moods and emotions of people who hear it, so too does the way you live your life.

Think of your life as a blank sheet of manuscript paper.

Only the rhythm is there — it is up to you to create the harmony.

Naturally you will want your composition to be a success, “a chart buster” even a symphony — something to be remembered with pleasure.




So where to begin?

You must begin with yourself.

Have the right attitude, enjoy life—and most importantly, be optimistic about the future.

Be genuinely interested in other people. Make a conscience effort to bring peace and happiness into other people’s lives.

Avoid situations that generate excessive ambition, envy, anger and pride. They are all enemies of peace and will play havoc with your harmony.

It has been said that if these emotions or feelings were banished, the world would live in perpetual peace. Well, to banish them from the world is probably aiming a bit high but it shouldn’t be too difficult to rid them from your own life.

Develop traits such as tact, diplomacy, compassion perceptiveness and sensitivity. These attributes are invaluable in enhancing not only your own life but the lives of those around you.

Everything you do has an effect on those around you. The way you move, whether you smile or frown. You are capable of making someone’s day bright or miserable.




Take time to listen to other people. If there are too many discords and not enough harmony in their lives, encourage them to have a brighter outlook.

Throughout the world most people are striving for peace.

From the family unit seated around the dinner table to world leaders at the conference table, the name of the game is the pursuit of peace.

So, let us all play our part in composing the rhythm of life by consciously choosing peace and harmony in our daily lives to create a harmonious universe.





周围的人对你的评价和印象是怎样的？考虑一下。你们说过的话语、发过的信息可能很快就会忘记，但是相信我，无论是好是坏，都是你自己演奏的旋律。

说些好听的话？不全部是这样。“悦耳”指的是声音动听，把生活中一连串好的言行相结合，才是对这个词语最好的解释。

生活中，你的言行就像交响乐一样影响着你身边的人。

想象你的生命就像一张白纸。

你生活的曲调——这就得由你自己来创造美妙。

很自然地，你想让自己的作曲获得成功，登上“排行榜榜首”，甚至演奏出交响乐——回忆的时候充满快乐。




所以从哪里开始呢？

必须从自己开始。

要树立正确的心态，热爱生活——最重要的是要对未来保持乐观。

真诚地对待别人。让自己的爱心给别人带来和平与快乐。

不要有过多的野心、嫉妒、愤怒和骄傲的情绪。这些是破坏你和别人和谐共处的敌人。

有人说，如果人类能消除这些情绪，世界就会永享太平。当然这个目标也许有点偏高，但作为个人来讲，将这些情绪驱逐出你的生命，不会太难。

让自己变得更机敏、灵活、感性和敏感。这些特质不但会使你的生活变得更好，还会促进你身边的人的生活。

你所做的一切都能从身边人的反应中折射出来。你处世的方法，喜笑颜开或怒发冲冠。这些都会影响到身边的人是开心还是难过。

多花时间去倾听。如果他们的生活里有很多矛盾和别扭，你可以鼓励他们用乐观的态度去面对。

在世界上大多数人都在为和平而努力奋斗。

无论是围坐在饭桌前的家人，还是围坐在会议桌前的国家领导者，他们的目的都是一样的——追求和平。




所以，让我们发挥自己的作用，选择和平与和谐，共谱生命的乐章，营造一个和谐的世界。


















Hour in the Sun　阳光下的时光





◎ John H. Bradley





“I was rich, if not in money, in sunny hours and summer days.”     —Henry David Thoreau

When Thoreau wrote that line, he was thinking of the Walden Pond he knew as a boy.

Woodchoppers and the iron horse had not yet greatly damaged the beauty of its setting. A boy could go to the pond and lie on his back against the seat of a boat, lazily drifting from shore to shore while the loons dived and the swallows dipped around him. Thoreau loved to recall such sunny hours and summer days, “when idleness was the most attractive and productive business.”

I too was a boy in love with a pond, rich in sunny hours and summer days. Sun and summer are still what they always were, but the boy and the pond changed. The boy, who is now a man, no longer find much time for idle drifting. The pond has been annexed by a great city.

The swamps where herons once hunted are now drained and filled with houses. The bay where water lilies quietly floated is now a harbor for motor boats. In short, everything that the boy loved no longer exists—except in the man’s memory of it.




Some people insist that only today and tomorrow matter. But how much poorer we would be if we really lived by that rule! So much of what we do today is frivolous and futile and soon forgotten. So much of what we hope to do tomorrow never happens.

The past is the bank in which we store our most valuable possession: the memories that give meaning and depth to our lives.

Those who truly treasure the past will not bemoan the passing of the good old days, because days enshrined in memory are never lost.

Death itself is powerless to still a remembered voice or erase a remembered smile. And for one boy who is now a man, there is a pond which neither time nor tide can change, where he can still spend a quite hour in the sun.

“我虽然不富甲天下，却拥有无数和煦阳光和晴朗夏日。”   ——亨利·戴维·梭罗

写这句话时，梭罗想起孩提时代的瓦尔登湖。

当时伐木者和火车尚未严重损坏湖畔的优美景致，小男孩可以走进湖中，仰卧在一叶扁舟上，自一岸缓慢而慵懒地漂向另一岸，美妙的歌声欢呼相伴，鸟儿在四周戏水翻飞。梭罗喜欢回忆这些和煦阳光和晴朗夏日，“慵懒是最迷人也是最富有动力的事情！”




我也曾是热爱湖塘的小男孩，拥有无数和煦阳光与晴朗夏日。如今，阳光和夏日依旧如故，男孩和湖塘却早已改变。那个男孩，现在已长大成人，不再有那么多的时间泛舟湖上，随意漂流。湖塘也被一个美丽的大城市兼并。

曾有苍鹭觅食的泥泞之地，如今已枯竭殆尽，上面盖满了房舍。睡莲静静漂浮的湖湾，现在成了汽艇的避风港。简而言之，男孩所爱的一切已不复存在——只留在了他的记忆中。

有人坚持认为，只有今日和明日才是重要的。但如果真的依据这条规则来生活，我们将何其可怜！那么多我们今日所做的事，都是徒劳轻薄的事，也容易被忘记。那么多我们期待明天做的事，却从来没有发生过。

过去是一所银行，我们将最宝贵的财富——记忆珍藏其中。记忆赐予我们生命的意义和深度。

那些真正珍惜过去的人，不会悲叹过去的美好时光。因为藏于记忆中的时光从来不曾流逝。

死亡本身也无力止住记忆中的一个声音，或抹去记忆中的一次微笑。对现已长大成人的那个男孩来说，那儿将有一个湖塘，不会因时间和潮流而改变，在那儿，他可以继续在阳光下享受静谧的时光。




















I Want to Know　关于你，我想知道的事





◎ Oriah Mountain Dreamer





It doesn’t interest me what you do for a living. I want to know what you ache for, and if you dare to dream of meeting your heart’s longing.

It doesn’t interest me how old you are. I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool for love, for your dreams, for the adventure of being alive.

It doesn’t interest me what planets are squaring your moon. I want to know if you have touched the center of your own sorrow, if you have been opened by life’s betrayals or have become shriveled and closed from fear of further pain!

I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or your own, without moving to hide it or fade it or fix it.

I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own, if you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful, be realistic, or to remember the limitations of being human.




It doesn’t interest me if the story you’re telling me is true. I want to know if you can disappoint another to be true to yourself; if you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not betray your own soul. I want to know if you can be faithful and therefore be trustworthy.

I want to know if you can see beauty even when it is not pretty every day, and if you can source your life from god’s presence. I want to know if you can live with failure, yours and mine, and still stand on the edge of a lake and shout to the silver of the full moon, “Yes!”

It doesn’t interest me to know where you live or how much money you have. I want to know if you can get up after a night of grief and despair, weary and bruised to the bone, and do what needs to be done for the children.

It doesn’t interest me who you are, how you came to be here. I want to know if you will stand in the center of the fire with me and not shrink back.

It doesn’t interest me where or what or with whom you have studied. I want to know what sustains you from the inside when all else falls away. I want to know if you can be alone with yourself, and if you truly like the company you keep in the empty moments.








你靠什么谋生我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你因什么而痛苦，想知道你是否敢于追寻梦想，去满足心灵的渴望。

你的年龄我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否甘当傻瓜去追求爱、追求梦想和经历生活的惊险刺激。

是什么磨圆了你的棱角我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否触碰过自己受伤的心，是否因为生活中的挫折而变得豁达，还是因为害怕遭受更多的痛苦而变得无助、紧闭心扉。

我想知道你是否能面对痛苦，我的或者你的，而不是避开它，躲着它，忘却它。

我想知道你是否能安享快乐，我的或者你的，是否能狂舞一曲，让快乐溢满你的指尖和脚趾，而不是告诫我们：要小心翼翼、要现实、要牢记做人的局限。

你对我说的是真是假我不感兴趣。我想知道你是否会为了忠于自己而令他人失望，是否敢于承担背叛的骂名而不愿违背良心。我想知道，你是否能做到诚实可靠，值得信赖。

我想知道你是否能领略美，是否因为生命的存在而追溯生命的起源。我想知道你是否愿意接受你我的失败，并仍然敢于站在湖边，对着银色的满月大声呼喊：“真美！”

你栖身何处、有多少钱我不感兴趣。我想知道的是一夜伤心和绝望、一身疲惫和伤痕之后，你是否能照样起床，做你应做的事，养育待哺的孩子。




你有何背景、何以成为现在的你我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否愿意与我一道，站在烈火中央而不退缩。

你在哪里受的教育，学的什么以及拜谁为师我不感兴趣。我想知道的是一切消逝之后是什么在内心支撑着你。我想知道你是否能够独处，是否真正喜欢你在孤寂的时光结交的伙伴。






















Story of Life　生命的故事





◎ Mark Cuban





Sometimes people come into your life and you know right away that they were meant to be there, to serve some sort of purpose, teach you a lesson, or to help figure out who you are or who you want to become.

You never know who these people may be—your roommate, neighbor, coworker, long lost friend, lover, or even a complete stranger who, when you lock eyes with them, you know at that very moment they will affect your life in some profound way.

And sometimes things happen to you and at the time they may seem horrible, painful, and unfair at first, but in reflection you realize that without overcoming those obstacles, you would have never realized your potential, strength, willpower, or heart.

Everything happens for a reason. Nothing happens by chance or by means of good luck.

Illness, injury, love, lost moments of true greatness, and sheer stupidity all occur to test the limits of your soul.




Without these small tests, whatever they may be, life would be like a smoothly paved, straight, flat road to nowhere. It would be safe and comfortable, but dull and utterly pointless.

The people you meet who affect your life, and the success and downfalls you experience, help to create who you are and who you become. Even the bad experiences can be learned from. In fact, they are probably the most poignant and important ones.

If someone hurts you, betrays you, or breaks your heart, forgive them, for they have helped you learn about trust and the importance of being cautious when you open your heart.

If someone loves you, love them back unconditionally, not only because they love you, but because in a way, they are teaching you to love and how to open your heart and eyes to things.

Make every day count.

Appreciate every moment and take from those moments everything that you possibly can for you may never be able to experience it again.

Talk to people that you have never talked to before, and actually listen.




Let yourself fall in love, break free, and set your sights high.

Hold your head up because you have every right to.

Tell yourself you are a great individual and believe in yourself, for if you don’t believe in yourself, it will be hard for others to believe in you.

You can make of your life anything you wish.

Create your own life and then go out and live it with absolutely no regrets.

Most importantly, if you love someone tell him or her, for you never know what tomorrow may have in store.

And learn a lesson in life each day that you live.

That’s the story of life.

有时，某些人一闯入你的生活，你便会明白他们本就想这么做，有些是为了某种目的，为了给你一个教训，或帮助你弄清楚你是谁或你想要成为什么样的人。

你永远也不知道这些人会是谁——是你的舍友、邻居、同事、久违的朋友、爱人，或者只是一个完完全全的陌生人。当你与他们四目相对时，你便会知道他们将会以某种深远的方式影响你的生活。

有时，发生在你身上的一些事情看上去那么可怕、痛苦或不公；但细想一下你就会意识到，如果没有克服这些难题，你永远也不会意识到自己的潜能、力量、毅力和勇气有多大。




任何事情的发生都是有原因的，没有一件事是因巧合或幸运而偶然发生的。

疾病、伤痛、爱、真正伟大时刻的消逝和十足的蠢行——所有这一切的发生都是在考验你的精神与灵魂的极限。

不管这考验是些什么，没有了这些微小的考验，生活将会像一条平坦笔直的阳光大道，也许它安稳而舒适，但却了然无趣，不会通往任何地方。

你遇到的那些影响你的生活的人，你所经历的成功或失败的经验，都会帮助你塑造你自己，看清自己。即使是不好的经历，你也能从中得到教训。事实上，这些教训是最严酷的，但也可能是最重要的。

如果有人伤害了你，背叛了你，或让你心碎，原谅他们吧，因为他们让你懂得了什么是信任，也让你明白了对那些你敞开心扉交往的人保持谨慎的重要性。

如果有人爱你，那么无条件地去爱他们吧，不仅仅因为他们爱你，也是因为在某种意义上，他们教会了你如何去爱，如何敞开心扉、放眼万物。

让每一天都过得有意义吧。

珍惜生命中的每一刻，尽你所能从中汲取，因为你可能永远无法再有这种经历了。




跟那些你从没说过话的人互相交谈，并仔细聆听。

让自己坠入爱河吧，自由地冲破束缚，让你的眼界更加高远吧。

昂起你的头，因为你有充分的权利这样做。

相信自己，告诉自己你是个了不起的人，因为如果连你都不相信自己，别人又怎能相信你？

你可以随心所欲地安排自己的生活。

去创造出自己的生活，然后走出去，去毫无遗憾地享受生活吧。

最重要的是，如果你爱一人，就告诉他，因为你不知道明天会怎么样。

在你生命中的每一天学习新的课程。

这就是生命的故事。


























Life Likes Seesaw　人生犹如跷跷板





◎ Andy Kong





We live our lives just like walking on the seesaw.

We should always walk from the bottom to the top. The more we proceed, the tougher the next step will be.

Gradually you come into realization that you can never reach the position you hope to reach.

You keep to struggle to and fro and find it difficult to stand on the top since you can not locate the balance point.

If you wanna reach the top point, you have another choice, that is, letting someone stand at the bottom to support you. He/she may be your family, your sweetheart, or even the opponent once defeated by you.

Finally, you begin to understand that the top point you endeavor to seek is just the balance point of your life!

人的一生就像在跷跷板上行走。

总是得从低的那一头开始往高处走。每走一步，下一步就变得更加困难。




于是你开始发现，你永远都无法站上你眼中所期望的高点。

来来回回挣扎许多次，你发现要站上高点是多么的困难，因为你始终找不到平衡点。

如果你想要站上高处，还有另一种办法：就是有人在跷跷板的低处支撑着你，也许是你的家人，是你的爱人，或者是被你干掉的敌人。

而终于有一天，你意识到：原来只要找到人生的平衡点时，那就是最高处！























Sometimes the hardest choices we make



end up being the best thing we could



have ever done for ourselves.



有时候，我们做出的最艰难的决定，



最终成为我们做过的最漂亮的事。












让爱在心里成长
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家是我们所爱的地方，双脚可以离开，心却不能。一个人的家就是他的城堡。不要吝啬一个祝福，不要害羞一个拥抱。亲近我们的家人，珍视这平凡而又高贵的亲情，那是此生此世最真最切的永恒。








































Where we love is home, home that our feet may leave, but not our hearts. A man's home is his castle. Not to mean a greeting, not to shy a hug, get close to our families, cherish this extraordinary and noble affection, and that is the most timeless really the most appropriate.






























让爱在心里成长



All Your Love Grows in My Heart















世界上最美丽的地方，便是我们的家，没有杂质，没有隔阂，更没有虚伪；双脚可以离开它，心却不能。



































Chapter 1 追忆似水流年













A mother’s voice is the most beautiful sound in the world. Youth fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship fall. A mother’s secret hope outlives them all.

世界上有一种最美丽的声音，那便是母亲的呼唤。青春会逝去；爱情会枯萎；友谊的绿叶也会凋零。而一个母亲内心的希望，比它们都要长久。


















For Moms　写给所有的母亲们





◎ Cindy Lange-Kubick





This is for all the mothers who didn’t win Mother of the Year last year, all the runners-up and all the wannabes, including the mothers too tired to enter or too busy to care.

This is for all the mothers who froze their buns off on metal bleachers at soccer games on Friday night, instead of watching from cars. So that when their kids asked, “Did you see my goal?” They could say, “Of course, wouldn’t have missed it for the world.” and mean it.

This is for all the mothers who have sat up all night with sick toddlers in their arms, wiping up barf laced with Oscar Mayer wieners and cherry Kool-Aid saying, “It’s OK, honey, Mommy’s here.”

This is for the mothers who gave birth to babies they’ll never see, and the mothers who took those babies and made them homes.




This is for all the mothers of the victims of school shootings, and the mothers of the murderers. For the mothers of the survivors, and the mothers who sat in front of their TVs in horror, hugging their child who just came home from school, safely.

This is for all the mothers who run carpools and make cookies and sew Halloween costumes, and all the mothers who don’t.

What makes a good mother anyway? Is it patience? Compassion? Broad hips?

Is it the ability to nurse a baby, cook dinner, and sew a button on a shirt, all at the same time? Or is it heart?

Is it the ache you feel when you watch your son or daughter disappear down the street, walking to school alone for the very first time?

Is it the jolt that takes you from sleep to dread, as you bound from bed to crib at 2 a.m. to put your hand on the back of a sleeping baby?

Is it the need to flee from wherever you are and hug your child when you hear news of a school shooting, a fire, a car accident, or a baby dying?

I think so.

So this is for all the mothers who sat down with their children and explained all about making babies, and for all the mothers who wanted to but just couldn’t.




This is for reading “Goodnight, Moon” twice a night for a year and then reading it again. “Just one more time.”

This is for all the mothers who mess up, who yell at their kids in the grocery store and swat them in despair and stomp their feet like a tired 2-year-old who wants ice cream before dinner.

This is for all the mothers who taught their daughters to tie their shoelaces before they started school. And for all the mothers who opted for Velcro instead.

This is for all the mothers who bite their lips—sometimes until they bleed—when their 14 year olds dye their hair green. Who lock themselves in the bathroom when babies keep crying and won’t stop.

This is for all the mothers who show up at work with spit-up in their hair and milk stains on their blouses and diapers in their purse.

This is for all the mothers who teach their sons to cook and their daughters to sink a jump shot.

This is for all mothers whose heads turn automatically when a little voice calls “Mom?” in a crowd, even though they know their own offspring are at home.




This is for mothers who put pinwheels and teddy bears on their children’s graves.

This is for mothers whose children have gone astray, who can’t find the words to reach them.

This is for all the mothers who sent their sons to school with stomachaches, assuring them they’d be just fine once they got there, only to get calls from the school nurse and hour later asking them to please pick them up, right away.

This is for young mothers stumbling through diaper changes and sleep deprivation, and mature mothers learning to let go.

This is for working mothers and stay-at-home mothers, single mothers and married mothers, mothers with money, and mothers without.

This is for you all. So hang in there!





这是写给所有在去年没能获得“年度母亲”的妈妈们，所有的亚军和希望超越她们的人们，还包括那些太劳累而没能参加，或是太忙碌而无暇顾及的母亲们。

这是写给所有会在周五晚上到露天球场观看足球赛的母亲们，她们会坐在冰冷的看台上，而不是从汽车里面观看。这样，当她们的孩子问：“你看到我得分了吗？”她们就能回答：“当然，我怎么会错过你的比赛啊。”事实确实是这样。




这是写给所有在整晚紧抱生病的孩子的母亲们——她们擦掉那些有香肠的呕吐物，并温柔地说：“好了，宝贝，妈妈在这儿。”

这是写给那些生下孩子后，永远不能见孩子一面而逝去的母亲们。也送给那些收养了这些孩子，并给了他们一个家园的母亲们。

这是写给这些母亲的：她们的孩子成了学校枪击事件的受害者；她们是杀人犯的母亲；她们是幸存者的母亲；她们是坐在电视前心神不宁、满怀恐惧，孩子一放学安全回家就拥抱孩子的母亲们。

这是写给这些合伙使用汽车、会做饼干、缝制万圣节衣服的母亲们，也写给那些不做这些事情的母亲们。

怎样才算是一个好母亲？是耐心？同情？还是博大的胸怀？

是同时具有照顾孩子、做饭，并在衬衫上钉纽扣的能力？还是有充满挚爱的心？

是你看着儿子或女儿消失在街头，第一次走进校园时的那种失落吗？

是你从梦中惊醒，在凌晨两点从床上跳起来，走到婴儿床边，轻拍熟睡的宝贝时的那种震撼吗？

还是不论身在何处，只要听到有关校园枪击案、火灾、车祸，或者有孩子死亡的消息时，想要拥抱自己孩子的那种渴望？




我想是这样。

因此，这是写给所有的母亲们。她们抱着孩子坐下，解释关于怀孕的一切；这也是写给那些心有余而力不足的母亲们。

这是写给坚持一年中的每个晚上都要读两遍《晚安，月亮》，之后却又说“再来一遍”的母亲们。

这是写给所有心情糟糕的母亲们。她们在杂货店里责骂她们的孩子，朝死里打他们，甚至像一个想在饭前吃根冰激凌的两岁的小孩一样，气得跺脚。

这是写给所有这样的母亲，她们在女儿开始上学前就教会孩子系鞋带。还有那些选择维可牢尼龙搭扣而不是鞋带的母亲。

这是写给这些母亲们，她们看见自己14岁的孩子把头发染成绿色，会气得把嘴唇咬出血。当孩子不停哭喊的时候，她们会绝望地把自己锁在浴室里。

这是写给这些母亲，她们上班的时候，头发上有唾液，上衣上有奶渍，包里有小孩尿布。

这是写给这样的母亲，她们教儿子做饭，教女儿跳投篮球。

这是写给这样的母亲，当她们在拥挤的人群里听到一个很小的声音叫“妈妈”，就会马上转过头来，即使她们知道孩子在家里。




这是写给那些在孩子的墓前放上风车和泰迪熊的母亲们。

这是写给那些母亲，她们的孩子误入歧途，她们又不能找到合适的话来教导他们。

这是写给这样的母亲们，她们把胃痛的儿子送到学校，而且还对孩子保证说一到学校就会好，结果却从学校护士那里接到电话，一小时后又要求她们立刻接回孩子。

这是写给年轻母亲的。她们忙于给孩子换尿布，几乎被剥夺了所有的睡眠时间。而成熟的母亲学着放任他们。

这是写给所有工作的母亲与全职妈妈，单身的母亲与已婚的母亲，有钱的母亲与没钱的母亲的。

就这些，到此止笔！






















Who Gave Me the Ears?　是谁给了我耳朵？





◎ Paul Hawkins





“Can I see my baby?” the happy new mother asked.

When the bundle was nestled in her arms and she moved the fold of cloth to look upon his tiny face, she gasped. The doctor turned quickly and looked out the tall hospital window. The baby had been born without ears.

Time proved that the baby’s hearing was perfect. It was only his appearance that was marred. When he rushed home from school one day and flung himself into his mother’s arms, she sighed, knowing that his life was to be a succession of heartbreaks.

He blurted out the tragedy. “A boy, a big boy... called me a freak.”

He grew up, handsome for his misfortune. A favorite with his fellow students, he might have been class president, but for that. He developed a gift, a talent for literature and music.

“But you might mingle with other young people.” his mother reproved him, but felt a kindness in her heart.




The boy’s father had a session with the family physician... “Could nothing be done?”

“I believe I could graft on a pair of outer ears, if they could be procured.” the doctor decided. Whereupon the search began for a person who would make such a sacrifice for a young man.

Two years went by. One day, his father said to the son, “You’re going to the hospital, son. Mother and I have someone who will donate the ears you need. But it’s a secret.”

The operation was a brilliant success, and a new person emerged. His talents blossomed into genius, and school and college became a series of triumphs.

Later he married and entered the diplomatic service. One day, he asked his father, “Who gave me the ears? Who gave me so much? I could never do enough for him or her.”

“I do not believe you could,” said the father, “but the agreement was that you are not to know... not yet.”

The years kept their profound secret, but the day did come. One of the darkest days that ever pass through a son. He stood with his father over his mother’s casket. Slowly, tenderly, the father stretched forth a hand and raised the thick, reddish brown hair to reveal the mother had no outer ears.




“Mother said she was glad she never let her hair be cut,” his father whispered gently, “and nobody ever thought mother less beautiful, did they?”





“我可以看看我的宝宝吗？”初为人母的她开心地问道。

当裹在襁褓里的婴儿被放到她臂弯里时，她掀开折叠着的布，看到他的小脸时，她不禁倒吸了一口气。医生迅速地转过身，透过医院的高层窗户向外看去。婴儿生下来就没有耳朵。

时间证明，婴儿的听力毫无问题。这只是有损他的相貌。一天，当他匆匆从学校跑回家，扑向母亲的怀抱时，她叹了口气，意识到他的生活注定会遭受一连串的打击。

他脱口诉说遭到的不幸：“一个男孩，一个大个子男孩……他喊我怪胎。”

他长大了，俊朗的长相弥补了他的不幸。他颇受同学欢迎，要不是有缺陷，很可能就当了班长。他对文学和音乐很有天赋和潜质。

“但你可能会和其他年轻人一样。”母亲责备地说，但从心底觉得很欣慰。

男孩的父亲与家庭医生商量：“难道真的无法补救吗？”




“我认为可以移植一双外耳，如果能够找到的话。”医生做了决定，于是他们开始寻求一个愿意为这个年轻人做出牺牲的人。

两年过去了。一天，父亲对儿子说：“孩子，你要住院了。我和你妈找到愿意为你捐献耳朵的人了。但这要求保密。”

手术获得了巨大成功，一个新人诞生了。他的潜力转化为巨大的才能，在中学和大学都取得了一连串的成功。

后来他结婚了，进入外交行业工作。一天，他问父亲：“是谁给了我耳朵？谁给了我那么多？我做多少都无法报答他/她。”

“我也这样认为，”父亲说，“但是协议上说你不能知道……还不到时候。”

多年以来，他们一直保守着秘密，但这天终于来了，这也是儿子度过的最黑暗的日子。他和父亲站在母亲的棺木前。慢慢地，轻柔地，父亲伸出一只手，掀开母亲浓密的、红褐色的头发——母亲竟然没有耳朵！

“你母亲说过她很高兴，她从不理发，”父亲轻柔地低声说，“但没人觉得母亲没以前美丽，是吧？”


















Cost of Love　母爱无价





◎ Anonymous





One night when my wife was preparing dinner, our little son took a piece of paper to her which read:

For washing the car...........................................$5.00

For making my own bed this week...................$1.00

Going to the provision shop..............................$0.50

Playing with little sister ...................................$0.25

Taking out the rubbish......................................$1.00

Getting a good report card................................$5.00

And for sweeping the common corridor...........$2.00

Total ...............................................................$14.75

His mother looked at him standing there expecting payment. I could see a thousand memories flashed through her mind. So she picked up the pen and turning the paper over, this is what she wrote:

For 9 months I carried you, growing

 inside me.....................................No Charge

For the nights I sat up with you, doctored and

 prayed for you..........................No Charge

For the toys, food and clothes and wiping




 your nose..................................No Charge

When you add it all up, the full cost of

 my love....................................No Charge

Well, when he finished reading, he had great big tears in his eyes. He looked at his mother and said, “Mummy, I love you.” Then he took the pen and in great big letters wrote on the “bill”: “All paid.”





一天晚上，当妻子在厨房准备晚餐时，我们的小儿子拿着一张纸走向他的母亲。上面写道：


洗车 5美元



本周整理我的房间 1美元



为你去商店 0.5美元



照管小妹妹 0.25美元



外出倒垃圾 1美元



成绩报告单获得良好 5美元



清扫走廊 2美元



总计 14.75美元


他母亲看着她儿子满怀希望地站在那儿等着付款。我能看到她的脑海中翻腾着记忆的浪花。她拿起钢笔把儿子写过的纸翻过来，在上面写道：

你待在我的腹中，在我身体里生长9个月....................................不收取任何费用

我陪伴着你、呵护你、为你祈祷的那些晚上.................................. 不收取任何费用

为你准备玩具、食物、衣服，为你擦鼻涕..................................不收取任何费用

你把以上所有的累加起来，我为你付出的全部的爱..................................不收取任何费用

儿子读完母亲写的话，双眼含着豆大的泪花。他看着他的妈妈，说：“妈妈，我爱你。”然后，他拿出钢笔在他的“账单”上用大写字母写道：“全部还清。”






















I Love You, Mom　我爱你，妈妈





◎ Jemifer Clarke





“I love you, Mom. See you tomorrow.” I said these words every day as I kissed my mom goodbye. Most girls I know don’t tell their mothers they love them when they say goodbye. But I wasn’t like girls I knew.

As a baby, I was adopted by two loving people who were willing to take me into their home. They became not only my parents, but also my best friends. As I was growing up, I learned that my birth mother was very young when she had me and wasn’t able to care for me. I understood and was thankful. After all, I ended up with two people who loved each other very much, and also loved me. Three years later, they adopted another baby, Lori.

Until I was nine, I didn’t understand why my parents didn’t have any children of their own. Then my father explained that they had tried many times, but they were unsuccessful. Part of the reason was that my mom had diabetes. Since I was young, I didn’t really understand what that meant. As I was growing up, I would see my mom give herself shots and wonder why she was the only one who had to do that. All I saw every day was a strong, beautiful, healthy woman, who spent her life helping people.




When I was thirteen, everything changed.

It started with a tiny blister on my mom’s toe. This may seem like no big deal, but she ended up losing her toe. Soon she suffered a stroke, and just as she began to recover from that, her leg had to be amputated.

This all took place over three years. The toll this took on my family was unbelievable. My mom was in and out of five hospitals, each doing their best to help her. Sometimes she was home for a few months, but something always seemed to go wrong. When the holidays came, my father, my sister and I spent the day in her hospital room. One Thanksgiving we ate turkey there, and another Christmas we brought all our presents to the hospital so she could see us open them.

I tried my hardest to make her feel better, but nothing helped. At home, taking care of my little sister became my job, along with cleaning the house, doing the laundry and cooking the meals. I thought it was unfair, and took it out on my father. I hated the fact that all my friends went out on Friday nights, while I had to stay home and play “Mommy”.




It was even harder for me to go to school while my mom was lying in the hospital. By now, I was sixteen. Luckily she was there for my birthday party, and I’ll never forget hugging her as tears fell down both our faces. I’m still thankful for that moment with my mother because it was the happiest I had seen her in four years.

But once again, the happy days became sad. On June 15, I stayed home from school to take care of her. Once again she was admitted to the hospital. At first, no one could figure out what was wrong. She remained in intensive care for a week. She began to do better. Then on July 10 she became very sick, and on the eleventh she almost died.

It was getting harder and harder to deal with. Every time she got really sick, she would always come back and do even better.

When the doctors finally realized why she was so sick, they put her on dialysis, a treatment for her kidneys. It seemed to work on August 17, we visited her and she was doing extremely well. When I left, I kissed her and said, “I love you, Mom. See you tomorrow.”




At 6:30 the next morning we received a call telling us she had passed away during the night.

Today, a little over a year since my mom left, I am closer to my father and sister. And along with accepting my family responsibilities, I have gained respect for my mom. I still don’t understand how she managed to accomplish all she did.

As for being adopted, I have no desire to find my real parents. The ones I have had are the only ones I’ll ever need. They taught me to be strong and follow my heart. Watching my mom smile through all her pain taught me that I can accomplish anything. I know she’s with me through this important time in my life, and she’ll guide me in the night direction.

“Thank you, Mom! I love you and I’ll see you tomorrow.”





“我爱您，妈妈。明天见。”每天在跟妈妈吻别的时候，我都会说这些话。我认识的大多数女孩在跟妈妈说再见的时候，都不会告诉妈妈自己爱她。可是，我不像她们。

还是个婴儿的时候，我就被一对有爱心的人收养了，他们愿意把我带到他们的家里。他们不仅成为我的父母，也成了我最好的朋友。当我渐渐长大，我知道我的生母在怀我的时候还很年轻，没有能力抚养我。我能理解这些，并且对这一切充满感激。毕竟，我最终遇上了一对互敬互爱的人，而且他们爱我。三年后，这对夫妇又收养了另外一个孩子——洛里。




直到9岁，我才明白为什么我的父母没要一个他们自己的孩子。那时，爸爸解释说，他们尝试过很多次，但是都没有成功。部分原因是妈妈患有糖尿病。那时我还年幼，不能真正理解那意味着什么。我渐渐长大，看到妈妈为自己打针，我不明白为什么只有她一个人这样做。我每天看到的都是一个坚强、美丽、健康的女人，一生都在帮助别人的女人。

我13岁的时候，一切都改变了。

首先是从妈妈脚趾上的一个小水疱开始的。这看上去似乎没什么大不了，但是她差一点就失去了一个脚趾。不久之后，妈妈又患了中风，而就在她刚开始恢复的时候，又不得不接受一条腿的截肢手术。

这一切仅仅在三年之内全部发生。我们家为此付出的代价简直让人难以置信。妈妈在五家医院进进出出，每家医院都竭尽所能帮助她。有时妈妈在家里住上几个月，但是这期间总会有一些不妙的事情发生。假日里，爸爸、妹妹和我就在病房里陪她。有一年感恩节，我们还在医院里一起吃火鸡；还有一年圣诞节，我们把所有的礼物都带到医院，让她看着我们把礼物打开。




我想尽办法想要使她感觉快乐一点，但是一切都是徒劳。在家里，照看小妹妹成了我的工作，同时我还要打扫房间、洗衣服、做饭。我觉得这对我不公平，便发泄在爸爸身上。我所有的朋友都能在周五晚上出去玩，而我却不得不待在家里，充当“妈妈”的角色，我讨厌这个事实。

更困难的是，妈妈躺在医院的病床上，我还要去上学。我现在只有16岁。幸运的是，妈妈出席了我的生日聚会，我永远也不会忘记，当我拥抱她的时候，我们母女泪流满面的情景。我至今都对与妈妈在一起的那一刻充满感激，因为那是四年来，我所见到的妈妈最快乐的时刻。

但是，快乐的日子再一次变成了悲伤。6月15日，我没去上学，而是留在家里照顾她。她再一次被送进医院。刚一开始，没人能发现她出现了什么问题。妈妈在加护病房里一连待了一星期。后来她开始好起来，但是7月10日，她的病情又加重了，到11日时，她已徘徊在生死线上。

病情变得越来越难处理。每一次当她濒临死亡时，她都能起死回生，甚至显得更好些。





当医生们终于认识到她病情恶化的原因后，他们为她做了肾透析。看起来透析很有效果，8月17日，我们去医院看望她时，她的状况非常好。我离开的时候，吻了她，对她说：“我爱您，妈妈。明天见。”




第二天早上六点三十分，我们接到医院的电话，被告知妈妈于昨晚去世了。

今天，妈妈离开我们已经一年多了，我与爸爸和妹妹的关系变得更加亲密。在接过了家庭责任的同时，我还因为妈妈得到了别人的尊敬。我仍然不能明白，妈妈是怎样完成她所有的事业的。

身为养女，我并不想找到自己的生身父母。我曾有过的父母才是我唯一需要的父母。他们教育我要坚强，要跟随自己的心。看着妈妈笑对痛苦，我懂得了，我可以完成任何事。我知道，妈妈正陪我走过生命中这段重要的时光，她会引领我朝正确的方向前进。

“谢谢您，妈妈！我爱您，明天见。”






















You'll Never Regret It—the Essence of Motherly Love　永不后悔——母爱的真谛





◎ Dale Hanson Bourke





Time is running out for my friend. While we are sitting at lunch she casually mentions she and her husband are thinking of starting a family. “We’re taking a survey.” she says, half-joking. “Do you think I should have a baby?”

“It will change your life,” I say, carefully keeping my tone neutral. “I know,” she says, “no more sleeping in on weekends, no more spontaneous holidays...”

But that’s not what I mean at all. I look at my friend, trying to decide what to tell her. I want her to know what she will never learn in childbirth classes. I want to tell her that the physical wounds of child bearing will heal, but becoming a mother will leave her with an emotional wound so raw that she will be vulnerable forever.




I consider warning her that she will never again read a newspaper without thinking: “What if that had been my child?” That every plane crash, every house fire will haunt her. That when she sees pictures of starving children, she will wonder if anything could be worse than watching your child die. I look at her carefully manicured nails and stylish suit and think that no matter how sophisticated she is, becoming a mother will reduce her to the primitive level of a bear protecting her cub.

I feel I should warn her that no matter how many years she has invested in her career, she will be professionally derailed by motherhood. She might arrange for child care, but one day she will be going into an important business meeting, and she will think her baby’s sweet smell. She will have to use every ounce of discipline to keep from running home, just to make sure her child is all right.

I want my friend to know that every decision will no longer be routine. That a five-year-old boy’s desire to go to the men’s room rather than the women’s at a restaurant will become a major dilemma. The issues of independence and gender identity will be weighed against the prospect that a child molester may be lurking in the lavatory. However decisive she may be at the office, she will second-guess herself constantly as a mother.




Looking at my attractive friend, I want to assure her that eventually she will shed the added weight of pregnancy, but she will never feel the same about herself. That her own life, now so important, will be of less value to her once she has a child. She would give it up in a moment to save her offspring, but will also begin to hope for more years—not to accomplish her own dreams—but to watch her children accomplish theirs.

I want to describe to my friend the exhilaration of seeing your child learn to hit a ball. I want to capture for her the belly laugh of a baby who is touching the soft fur of a dog for the first time. I want her to taste the joy that is so real it hurts.

My friend’s look makes me realize that tears have formed in my eyes. “You’ll never regret it.” I say finally. Then, squeezing my friend’s hand, I offer a prayer for her and me and all of the mere mortal women who stumble their way into this holiest of callings.





时光荏苒，朋友已经老大不小了。我们吃午饭时，她漫不经心地提起她和她丈夫正考虑要小孩的事。“我们正在作一项调查，”她半开玩笑地说，“你觉得我应该要个小孩吗？”




“这会改变你的生活。”我小心翼翼地说道，尽量使语气保持客观。“我知道，”她答道，“周末睡不成懒觉，也不能随心所欲地休假……”

但我绝不是那个意思。我看着我的朋友，试图整理一下自己的思绪。我想让她知道她永远不可能在分娩课上学到的东西。我想告诉她：分娩的有形伤疤可以愈合，但是做母亲的情感伤痕却永远如新，她会因此变得十分脆弱，永远都是。

我想告诫她，做了母亲后，每当她看报纸时就会情不自禁地想：“如果那件事情发生在我的孩子身上将会怎样啊？”每一次飞机失事、每一场住宅火灾都会让她提心吊胆。看到那些忍饥挨饿的孩子们的照片时，她会思索，世界上还有什么比眼睁睁地看着自己的孩子饿死更惨的事情呢？我打量着她精修细剪的指甲和时尚前卫的衣服，心里想到，不管她打扮多么考究，做了母亲后，她会变得像护崽的母熊那样原始而不修边幅。

我觉得自己应该提醒她，不管她在工作上投入了多少年，一旦做了母亲，工作就会脱离常规。她当然可以安排他人照顾孩子，但说不定哪天她要去参加一个非常重要的商务会议，却忍不住想起宝宝身上散发的甜甜乳香。她不得不拼命克制自己，才不致为了看看孩子是否安然无恙而中途跑回家。

我想让我的朋友知道，有了孩子后，每一个决定都不再是例行公事。在餐馆，5岁的儿子想进男厕而不愿进女厕，将成为摆在她眼前的一大难题。她将在两个选择之间权衡一番：尊重孩子的独立和性别意识，还是让他进男厕所冒被潜在的儿童性骚扰者侵害的危险。任凭她在办公室多么果断，作为母亲，她仍经常后悔自己当时的决定。




看着我这位漂亮迷人的朋友，我想让她明白，她最终会恢复到怀孕前的体重，但是她对自己的感觉已经截然不同。她现在如此看重的生命，将随着孩子的诞生而变得不那么宝贵。为了救自己的孩子，她时刻愿意献出自己的生命。但她也开始希望多活一些年头，不是为了实现自己的梦想，而是为了看着孩子们美梦成真。

我想向朋友形容自己看到孩子学会击球时的喜悦。我想让她留意孩子第一次触摸狗的绒毛时的捧腹大笑。我想让她品尝快乐，尽管这快乐是如此真实地令人心痛。

朋友的表情让我意识到，自己已经是热泪盈眶。“你永远不会后悔的。”我最后说，然后紧紧地握住朋友的手，为她、为自己，也为每一位艰难跋涉、准备响应母亲这一神圣职业的召唤的平凡女性，献上自己的祈祷。






















The Dress　一件连衣裙





◎ Anonymous





“Do you like my dress?” she asked of a passing stranger. “My mommy made it just for me.” She said with a tear in her eye.

“Well, I think it’s very pretty, so tell me, little one, why are you crying?”

With a quiver in her voice the little girl answered. “After Mommy made me this dress, she had to go away.”

“Well, now,” said the lady, “with a little girl like you waiting for her, I’m sure she’ll be right back.”

“No Ma’am, you don’t understand,” said the child through her tears, “my daddy said she’s up in heaven now with Grandfather.”

Finally the woman realized what the child meant, and why she was crying. Kneeling down she gently cradled the child in her arms and together they cried for the mommy that was gone.

Then suddenly the little girl did something that the woman thought was a bit strange. She stopped crying, stepped back from the woman and began to sing. She sang so softly that it was almost a whisper. It was the sweetest sound the woman had ever heard, almost like the song of a very small bird.




  After the child stopped singing she explained to the lady, “My mommy used to sing that song to me before she went away, and she made me promise to sing it whenever I started crying and it would make me stop.”

“See,” she exclaimed, “it did, and now my eyes are dry!”

As the woman turned to go, the little girl grabbed her sleeve, “Ma’am, can you stay just a minute? I want to show you something.”

“Of course,” she answered, “what do you want me to see?”

Pointing to a spot on her dress, she said, “Right here is where my mommy kissed my dress, and here,” pointing to another spot, “here is another kiss, and here, and here. Mommy said that she put all those kisses on my dress so that I would have her kisses for every booboo that made me cry.”

Then the lady realized that she wasn’t just looking at a dress, no, she was looking at a mother... who knew that she was going away and would not be there to kiss away the hurts that she knew her daughter would get.




So she took all the love she had for her beautiful little girl and put them into this dress that her child now so proudly wore.

She no longer saw a little girl in a simple dress. She saw a child wrapped... in her mother’s love.

“你喜欢我的连衣裙吗？”她问一位正走过她身边的陌生人。“我妈妈专门给我做的。”她说道，脸上带着泪珠。

“嗯，我认为你的裙子很漂亮。告诉我，小家伙，你为什么哭呢？”

她的声音有些颤抖，回答道：“妈妈给我做完这条裙子后，就不得不离开了。”

“哦，是这样，”陌生的女士说，“有你这样一个小姑娘等着她，我肯定她很快就会回来的。”

“不，女士，您不明白，”女孩透过泪水说，“我爸爸说她现在和我爷爷在天堂里。”

女士终于明白孩子的意思了，也明白她为什么哭泣。她屈膝跪下，温柔地把女孩搂在怀里，一起为女孩离去的妈妈哭泣。

突然，小姑娘又做了件让女士感到有点奇怪的事。她停住了哭泣，从女士怀抱中抽出身，向后退了一步，然后开始唱歌。她唱得如此轻柔，几乎像轻声耳语。这是女士听过的最甜美的声音，简直就像一只非常小的鸟儿在吟唱。




小女孩唱完后，向女士解释说：“妈妈离去前经常给我唱这首歌，她让我答应她，我一哭就唱这支歌，这样我就不哭了。”

“看，”她惊叫道，“真管用，现在我的眼睛里没有眼泪了！”

女士转身要走时，小女孩抓住她的袖子：“女士，您能再留下来一小会儿吗？我想给您看样东西。”

“当然啦，”她回答，“你想要我看什么呢？”

小女孩指着裙子上的一处，说：“就在这里，我妈妈亲了我的裙子，还有这里，”她指着另外一处，“这里有另外一个吻，还有这里，这里。妈妈说她把所有这些吻都留在我的连衣裙上，这样我遇到什么事哭了，就会有她的亲吻。”

这时，女士意识到，在她眼前的不是一件连衣裙，不是的，她在凝视一位母亲……这位母亲知道她将离去，无法随时守候在女儿身边，吻去她知道女儿必然会遇到的种种伤心。

所以她将所有对她美丽女儿的爱倾注在这件连衣裙上。现在，女儿如此骄傲地穿在身上。

她看到的不再是一个小女孩身穿一件简单的连衣裙。她看到的是一个……被妈妈的爱裹着的孩子。








Mother's Hands　母亲的手





◎ Louisa Godissart McQuillen





Night after night, she came to tuck me in, even long after my childhood years. Following her longstanding custom, she’d lean down and push my long hair out of the way, then kiss my forehead.

I don’t remember when it first started annoying me—her hands pushing my hair that way. But it did annoy me, for they felt work-worn and rough against my young skin. Finally, one night, I shouted out at her, “Don’t do that anymore—your hands are too rough!” She didn’t say anything in reply. But never again did my mother close out my day with that familiar expression of her love.

Time after time, with the passing years, my thoughts returned to that night. By then I missed my mother’s hands, missed her goodnight kiss on my forehead. Sometimes the incident seemed very close, sometimes far away. But always it lurked, in the back of my mind.

Well, the years have passed, and I’m not a little girl anymore. Mom is in her mid-seventies, and those hands I once thought to be so rough are still doing things for me and my family. She’s been our doctor, reaching into a medicine cabinet for the remedy to calm a young girl’s stomach or soothe the boy’s scraped knee. She cooks the best fried chicken in the world... gets stains out of blue jeans like I never could...




Now, my own children are grown and gone. Mom no longer has Dad, and on special occasions, I find myself drawn next door to spend the night with her. So it was late on Thanksgiving Eve, as I slept in the bedroom of my youth, a familiar hand hesitantly ran across my face to brush the hair from my forehead. Then a kiss, ever so gently, touched my brow.

In my memory, for the thousandth time, I recalled the night my young voice complained, “Don’t do that anymore—your hands are too rough!” Catching Mom’s hand in hand, I blurted out how sorry I was for that night. I thought she’d remember, as I did. But Mom didn’t know what I was talking about. She had forgotten—and forgiven—long ago.

That night, I fell asleep with a new appreciation for my gentle mother and her caring hands. And the guilt that I had carried around for so long was nowhere to be found.




在我的童年时期，很长一段时间里，每个夜里，母亲总习惯来为我掖住被角，撩开我的长头发，亲吻我的额头。

不记得从何时起，我开始讨厌她用手拨开我的头发。这确实很让我恼火，因为母亲粗糙的双手让我感觉自己幼滑的肌肤在受到伤害。终于，一天晚上，我冲她嚷道：“别再这样了——你的手太粗糙了！”她什么也没说。但母亲再也没有像这样对我表达她的爱。

一次又一次，随着岁月的流逝，我的思绪又回到了那个晚上。我想念那时母亲的手，想念她晚上留在我额头上的亲吻。有时这幕情景似乎很近，有时又似乎很遥远。但它总是埋藏在我心底，时常浮现在我的脑海里。

多年之后，我不再是昨天的那个小女孩了。但是现在75岁的母亲仍旧用她那双粗糙的双手照顾着家人和我。母亲曾是我们的医生，她可以从容冷静地从医药箱拿出胃药，治好小女孩的胃痛或给小男孩擦伤的膝盖上敷药。她烧的炸鸡是世界上最美味的……也可以弄干净我怎么都不能洗干净的蓝色牛仔裤……

现在，我的孩子已经长大了，搬离到了另外的城市。父亲也离开母亲去了天堂，在特殊的节日里，我经常会陪母亲度过。所以在这个感恩节前夕，我睡在我小时候睡过的卧室里，感觉到一只那么熟悉的手熟练地梳理我前额上的头发。然后轻轻落下一个吻，永远这样温柔，抚摸我的眉毛。




在记忆中，我曾无数次回想起那晚我年幼的抱怨声：“别再这样了——你的手太粗糙了！”我一把抓住母亲的手，脱口而出：“我多么后悔那天晚上对您讲过的话。”我以为她和我一样一直记得。但母亲不知道我在说什么。她很久以前就忘了，就已经原谅了我。

那天晚上，我睡着了，我对妈妈那双温柔而体贴的双手有了一种新的感激之情。而这么多年来，压在我心头的负罪感，也突然无处可寻。














A Mother's Eight Lies　母亲的八个谎言





◎ Georgy





As a child, the little boy was born in a poor family. Even for eating, the family often got lack of food ,whenever the time for eating, the mother often gave the children her portion of rice in her bowl. She always said, eating this rice, my children, I’m not hungry.


    —His mother’s first lie


When the boy was getting to grow up, the persevering mother gave her spare time on Sunday for fishing in the rural river nearby the country town, to supply the boy with calcium supplements. The fish was delicious and tasted fresh. While the boy was eating fish, mother sat beside him and ate the bones. Boy was touched, then passed the fish to mother’s bowl with the chopsticks, and asked her to eat. But she refused and gave it back. The mother said, eat it, son, I don’t realy like fish.


—His mother’s second lie


When in junior high school, to collect the boy and his sister’s tution. The mother, and sewing worker, went to the economic enterprise to bring some used-matches boxes, sticking them up at night to cover the needs of the family. In a winter night, the boy woke up from the sleep and saw his mother continuing the work of sticking the boxes in the dimlight; bending her back. Boy said, mom, go to sleep, you would work tomorrow morning. Mother smiled and said, go to sleep, dear, I am not tired.





—His mother’s third lie


At the time of final term, mother stood outside the door where the boy took the exam inside everyday to accompany the boy. It was the mid-summer and sun was shining. The strong and perservering mother waited for him under the sunshine for several hours. As the bell rang, which indicated that the final exam had finished, mother welcomed and passed him a glass of tea that put in a bottle, told the boy to drink it. The very thick tea was not as thick as his mother’s love, which was much thicker. Glaring at her cracking hips and sweats full of head, the boy gave the glass back and asked her to drink. Mother said, drink, it boy, I’m not thirsty.


—His mother’s fourth lie


After father’s death for illness, the mother played the role as mother as well as father. Depending on the little income in the sewing factory, the mother brought up their children with hardships. For the boy’s education fund, the family was very complicated. There was a Uncle Li who lived by making watches in alley where was underneath a telegraph pole. When he had known it, came to help her in a big problem and a small problem, carrying the coal and lifting up the water.Human’s hearts are not indifferent like plants’. The neighbors saw that and advised the mother married again, it was not necessary to bear so much. However, year after year, the mother didn’t marry again. Some people adviced again, she was stubborn, didn’t care to their advices, she said, I don’t need love.





—His mother’s fifth lie


After graduated and got a job, boy’s retired mother was sincere to work in a nearby marketplace to support herself. The children far away from her had known it, often sent her some money to help her infulfill her needs, but she was stubborn for not accepting the money, even sent the money back. She said, I have enough money.


—His mother’s sixth lie


The boy had taught for 2 years in his graduated school. afterwards, he gained the Master Degree from one of the U.S. famous university. After graduated, he finally worked in a America scientific research institution, and the salary is high. As being rich, the boy intended to take his mother to enjoy her life in America, but she refused. She said, I’m not used to.





—His mother’s seventh lie


After entering her old age, mother got a flank cancer and had to hospitalized. The boy, who lived in miles away and cross the ocean, directly went home to visit her, she had been at the edge of death. The mother looked old. When the boy looked, how the disease broke her body, heart was hurt and tears flowed. But the mother said, don’t cry, my dear, I am not in pain.


—His mother’s last lie






小男孩小时候，家里非常贫困。吃饭时，饭常常不够吃，母亲就把自己碗里的饭分给孩子们吃。母亲说：“孩子们，快吃吧，我不饿！”


——母亲撒的第一个谎






男孩长身体的时候，勤劳的母亲常用周日休息时间去县郊农村河沟里，捞些鱼回来给孩子们补钙。鱼很好吃，鱼汤也很鲜美。孩子们吃鱼的时候，母亲就在一旁啃鱼骨头，用舌头舔鱼骨头上的肉渍。男孩心疼，就把自己碗里的鱼夹到母亲碗里，请母亲吃鱼。母亲不吃，又用筷子把鱼夹回男孩的碗里。母亲说：“孩子，快吃吧，我不爱吃鱼！”





——母亲撒的第二个谎






男孩上初中了，为了缴够男孩和女孩的学费，当缝纫工的母亲就去居委会领些火柴盒拿回家，晚上糊了挣点钱补贴家用。有一个冬天，男孩半夜醒来，看到母亲还弓着身子在油灯下糊火柴盒。男孩说，妈妈，睡吧，明早您还要上班呢。母亲笑笑，说：“孩子，快睡吧，我不困！”


——母亲撒的第三个谎






高考那年，母亲每天都站在考点门口为参加高考的男孩助阵。时逢盛夏，烈日当头，固执的母亲在烈日下一站就是好几个小时。考试结束的铃声响了，母亲迎上去，递过一杯用罐头瓶泡好的浓茶，叮嘱孩子喝了。茶亦浓，情更浓。望着母亲干裂的嘴唇和满头的汗水，男孩将手中的罐头瓶反递过去请母亲喝。母亲说：“孩子，快喝吧，我不渴！”


——母亲撒的第四个谎






父亲病逝之后，母亲又当爹又当娘，靠着自己在缝纫社里那点微薄的收入，含辛茹苦拉扯着几个孩子，供他们念书，日子过得苦不堪言。小巷路口电线杆下修表的李叔叔知道后，大大小小的事就找借口过来打个帮手，搬搬煤，挑挑水，送些钱粮来帮补男孩的家里。人非草木，孰能无情。左邻右舍对此看在眼里，记在心里，都试图劝服母亲再嫁，何必苦了自己。但年复一年，母亲始终不嫁，别人再劝，母亲也断然不听，母亲说：“我不爱！”





——母亲撒的第五个谎






孩子们大学毕业参加工作后，下了岗的母亲就在附近农贸市场摆了个小摊维持生活。身在外地工作的孩子们知道后，就常常寄钱回来补贴母亲，母亲坚决不要，并将钱退了回去。母亲说：“我有钱！”


——母亲撒的第六个谎






男孩留校任教两年，后来又获得了美国一所名牌大学的博士学位，毕业后留在美国一家科研机构工作，待遇相当丰厚。条件好了，身在异国的男孩想把母亲接来享享清福，却被老人回绝了。母亲说：“我不习惯！”


——母亲撒的第七个谎






年纪大了，母亲患了重病，住进了医院，远在大西洋彼岸的男孩乘飞机赶回来时，母亲已经在死亡的边缘线上了。看着被病魔折磨得死去活来的母亲、年老的母亲，男孩悲痛欲绝，潸然泪下。母亲却说：“孩子，别哭，我不疼。”





——母亲撒的最后一个谎



















Pray for My Mother　为母亲祈祷





◎ Ann Landers





Dear God,

Now that I am no longer young, I have friends whose mothers have passed away. I have heard these sons and daughters say they never fully appreciated their mothers until it was too late to tell them.

I am blessed with the dear mother who is still alive. I appreciate her more each day. My mother does not change, but I do. As I grow older and wiser, I realize what an extraordinary person she is. How sad that I am unable to speak these words in her presence, but they flow easily from my pen.

How does a daughter begin to thank her mother for life itself? For the love, patience and just plain hard work that go into raising a child? For running after a toddler, for understanding a moody teenager, for tolerating a college student who knows everything? For waiting for the day when a daughter realizes her mother really is?

How does a grown woman thank for a mother for continuing to be a mother? For being ready with advice (when asked) or remaining silent when it is most appreciated? For not saying “I told you so”, when she could have uttered these words dozens of times? For being essentially herself—loving, thoughtful, patient, and forgiving?




I don’t know how, dear God, except to bless her as richly as she deserves and to help me live up to the example she has set. I pray that I will look as good in the eyes of my children as my mother looks in mine.


A daughter






亲爱的上帝：

如今我不再年轻，一些朋友的母亲已经去世。我曾听这些子女说过，他们从没有向母亲充分表达过他们的感激之情，而待到要告诉时为时已晚。

幸运的是，我亲爱的母亲依然健在。我对她的感情与日俱增。母亲没有变，而我却变了。随着年岁的增长，我越来越懂事了，我意识到她是多么了不起的人。这些话在她面前我难以启齿，但在笔下却可以轻易地写出来，这令我感到多么难过。

一个女儿该怎样开口感谢她的母亲所给予的生命？感谢她在抚养孩子时所付出的爱、耐心以及无私的辛勤劳动？感谢她跟在蹒跚学步的孩子身后奔跑，对喜怒无常的少女的理解，以及对一个自以为是的大学生的宽容？感谢她等待女儿认识到她真是一位好母亲的一天？




一个成年女子该怎样感谢母亲依然如故的角色？感谢在被问到时她会及时提供良言，而在不需要时她会保持沉默？感谢她没有说“我告诉过你”，而她本来可以说上许多次？感谢她始终不变的爱心、体贴周到、耐心与宽容？

我不知道该怎样来表达，亲爱的上帝，除了请求你好好地保佑她——那是她该得到的——并帮助我朝她做出的榜样看齐。我祈祷，在孩子的眼里我会如同母亲在我眼里一般好。






一位女儿























Quotations About Mothers　解读母爱——关于母爱的名人名言









All that I am or ever hope to be, I owe to my angel Mother. I remember my mother’s prayers and they have always followed me. They have clung to me all my life.


—Abraham Lincoln


My mother was the most beautiful woman I ever saw. All I am I owe to my mother. I attribute all my success in life to the moral, intellectual and physical education I received from her.    


—George Washington


There never was a woman like her. She was gentle as a dove and brave as a lioness... The memory of my mother and her teachings were, after all, the only capital I had to start life with, and on that capital I have made my way.


—Andrew Jackson


Youth fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship fall. A mother’s secret hope outlives them all.





—Oliver Wendell Holmes


God could not be everywhere and therefore he made mothers.    


—Jewish proverb


The most important thing a father can do for his children is to love their mother.   


—Author Unknown


In all my efforts to learn to read, my mother shared fully my ambition and sympathized with me and aided me in every way she could. If I have done anything in life worth attention, I feel sure that I inherited the disposition from my mother.    


—Booker T. Washington


It seems to me that my mother was the most splendid woman I ever knew... I have met a lot of people knocking around the world since, but I have never met a more thoroughly refined woman than my mother. If I have amounted to anything, it will be due to her.


—Charles Chaplin






我所有的成就和一切的梦想，都应归功于我天使般的母亲。我记得母亲的那些祷告，它们一直伴随着我，而且已经陪伴了我一生。





——亚伯拉罕·林肯


我的母亲是我见过的最漂亮的女人。我所有的一切都归功于我的母亲。我一生中所有的成就都归功于我从她那儿得到的德、智、体的教育。


——乔治·华盛顿


从来没有个女人像她那样。她轻柔得像一只斑鸠；她勇敢得像一头母狮……毕竟，对母亲的记忆和她的教诲，是我人生起步的唯一资本，并奠定了我的人生之路。    


——安德鲁·杰克逊


青春会逝去；爱情会枯萎；友谊的绿叶也会凋零。而一个母亲内心的希望，比它们都要长久。


——奥利弗·温戴尔·荷马






上帝不能无处不在，因此他创造了母亲。


——犹太谚语


母亲的心是一个深渊，在它的最深处，你总能找到宽恕。     


——巴尔扎克


在我努力学习阅读的过程中，母亲一直分享着我的抱负、充分理解我，尽她所能帮助我。如果我一生中做了什么值得人们注意的事情，那一定是我继承了她的气质。       


——布克·华盛顿





对我而言，我的母亲是我认识的最了不起的女人……我遇见太多太多的世人，可是从未遇上像我母亲那般更为透彻的优雅的女人。如果我有所成就的话，这都要归功于她。  


 ——查尔斯·卓别林



























Chapter 2 爱在无言瞬间













Father’s love can be compared to a mountain. Although we do not look at it everyday, when you fall down, it’s just behind you. From your parents you learn love and laughter and how to put one foot before the other.

父爱像一座高山。虽然我们不必每天仰望，可是跌倒时，山就在背后。是父母教会了你如何去爱，如何去笑，如何走路。


















Fathers Have a Unique Job　父亲的职责无可取代





◎ Debbie Farmer





If parents had job descriptions mine would read: organize bills, playmates, laundry, meals, laundry, carpool, laundry, snacks, outings and shopping, and laundry.

The only thing on my husband’s description would be the word “fun” written in big red letters along the top. Although he is a selfless caregiver and provider, our children think of him more as a combination of a jungle gym and bozo and clown.

Our parenting styles compliment each other. His style is a nonstop adventure where no one has to worry about washing their hands, eating vegetables, or getting cavities. My style is similar to Mussolini. I’m too busy worrying to be fun. Besides, every time I try, I am constantly outdone by my husband.

I bought my children bubble gum flavored toothpaste and I taught them how to brush their teeth in tiny circles so they wouldn’t get cavities. They thought it was neat until my husband taught them how to rinseby spitting out water between their two front teeth like a fountain.




I took the children on a walk in the woods, and after two hours, I managed to corral a slow ladybug into my son’s insect cage. I was “cool” until their father came home, spent two minutes in the backyard, and captured a beetle the size of a Chihuahua.

I try to tell myself I am a good parent even if my husband does things I can’t do. I can make sure my children are safe, warm, and dry. I’ll stand in line for five hours so the children can see Santa at the mall or be first in line to see the latest Disney movie. But I can’t wire the VCR so my children can watch their favorite video.

I can carry my children in my arms when they are tired, tuck them into bed, and kiss them goodnight. But I can’t flip them upside down so they can walk on the ceiling or prop them on my shoulders so they can see the moths flying inside of the light fixture.

I can take them to doctor appointments, scout meetings, or field trips to the aquarium, but I’ll never go into the wilderness, skewer a worm on a hook, reel in a fish, and cook it over an open flame on a piece of tin foil.




I’ll even sit in the first row of every Little League game and cheer until my throat is sore and my tonsils are raw, but I’ll never teach my son how to hit a home run or slide into first base.

As a mother I can do a lot of things for my children, but no matter how hard I try—I can never be their father.





如果为人父母有职务简述的话，我的“职务简述”将会包括如下内容：管理账单、和孩子们玩耍、洗衣、做饭、洗衣、安排与人合伙用车、洗衣、准备小吃、安排短途旅游、购物、洗衣。

在我丈夫的“职务简述”上，唯一的词就是上端两个红色大字——“乐子”。尽管他无私地给予孩子们百般关爱，尽其所能为他们提供所需，更多的时候还被孩子们看作是攀缘游戏架、大傻瓜和小丑的三合一。

我们俩为人父母的风格是互补的。他的风格是持续不断地探险，在这过程中，没有人需要操心孩子是不是洗手了，是不是吃蔬菜了，或者会不会长蛀牙。我的风格则类似墨索里尼的执政风格。我太忙了，操心这操心那的，哪还顾得上找什么乐子。再者，每次我试图逗孩子们开心，总是被我丈夫比下去。




我给孩子们买来带泡泡糖香味的牙膏，教他们如何用牙刷转圈儿刷牙，以免得蛀牙。他们认为那样刷很好玩，直到有一天我先生教他们如何漱口——从两颗门牙之间把水像喷泉一样喷出来，他们认为这才叫做好玩。

我带孩子们到小树林里去散步，两个小时后，我好不容易才逮住一只迟钝的瓢虫放进我儿子的虫笼里。在他们眼里，我已经够“酷”的了，直到他们的父亲回家，在后院里只花了两分钟，便捕获了一只有吉娃娃小狗那么大的甲虫！

我劝慰自己我是个好妈妈，尽管我先生能做的事情我做不了。我可以确保我的孩子们是安全的、暖和的、干干爽爽的。我可以排队等五个小时，让孩子们在大商场里看到圣诞老人——或者第一个排队让孩子们看最新的迪斯尼影片。但是我不会给录像机接上电线，好让孩子们看他们喜欢的录像。

当孩子们玩累时，我可以把他们抱在怀里，放在床上，亲吻他们，把他们送入梦乡。但是我无法让他们头冲下，那样他们可以脚踏天花板漫步；或者把他们扛在我的肩膀上，让他们看飞蛾如何在灯具里漂亮地飞舞。

我可以带他们去看医生，参加童子军集会，或者带他们去参观水族馆，但是我永远也不会进入荒郊野地，在鱼钩上挂上虫饵，钓上一条鱼，然后把鱼用锡纸包起来，在明火上烤着吃。




我甚至可以出席每一场少年棒球联合会的比赛，坐在第一排为他们呐喊助威，直到我的嗓子喊疼了，我的扁桃体发炎了，但是我永远无法教我的儿子如何打一个本垒打，或者如何巧妙进入一垒的位置。

作为一个母亲，我可以为我的孩子们做许多事情，但是不管我怎样努力——我永远成为不了他们的父亲。


















Twilight Time　黄昏时分





◎ Anonymous





Reflexively I reached to turn on my car radio, preset to KGBX, the soft-rock station I always listen to on my early-morning drives to my job at the post office. Then I glanced at my 14-year-old daughter in the passenger seat and thought better of it.

Liz wore a dress. That in itself bespoke the seriousness of the occasion. We were on our way to the Springfield, Missouri, district wide music competition, where Liz would be playing a flute solo, her very first. I knew from my own competition days back in Minnesota that it messed with your concentration to hear any music besides the piece you were planning to play.

“Dad said he might come.” Liz said. Her father hadn’t been a big part of her life since our divorce 10 years earlier, and she sounded both excited and scared.

Boy, did I know that feeling—wanting to impress your father and at the same time, being terrified of letting him down? Suddenly I was 12 years old again, sitting onstage at the Minnesota state music competition, fingers poised on the keyboard of my shiny black Pan Italia accordion. I looked out at the audience of proud parents. Then I saw him. My dad. He sat at the end of a row, arms folded, crew cut bristling. His piercing blue eyes narrowed behind his black-rimmed glasses and focused unwaveringly on me.




I completely choked. I’d practiced my contest piece for months until I knew it by heart, inside and out. But my fancy accordion might as well have been a cardboard box that afternoon. I forced out some semblance of a tune and fled the stage in tears.

No consolationcame from my father, a World War II veteran who epitomized authority. He didn’t say a thing to me. He just took the wheel of our station wagon, his mouth a grim line as we set off on the 150-mile drive back to Duluth. I didn’t say anything either. What could I say, really, after what I’d done? I knew how hard Dad worked to scrape together enough money for my accordion and lessons. But the one time he was able to come to a competition, I let him down.

The farther we drove, the more the silence in our station wagon grew until it stood like an impenetrable wall between Dad and me. It seemed an especially cruel punishment considering music had been our deepest connection.




By the time I came along, the last of five children, my father was worn out from the demands of supporting a large family. My brothers and sisters and I tiptoed around him when he came home from his shift at Jeno’s Pizza factory. But on Sunday afternoons, Dad would sit back in his recliner and ask me to play for him. He loved the music of the Big Band era, and none more than the song Twilight Time. I taught myself the tune from the sheet music, just for him. It didn’t seem to matter that my rendition was lacking in style. My father would hum along, his eyes closed, tears escaping from the corners as if I’d transported him to some magical, heavenly place.

Dad never said a word the entire way home, never again attended one of my competitions. I never got over the hurt of having disappointed the one person I’d most wanted to make proud. I’d lost more than my composure that afternoon. I felt as if I’d lost the key to my father’s heart, and he died before I could find it again.

“Why did you let me fail my father?” I’d often wondered to God in the years since, “Couldn’t you at least have given me a chance to make it up to him?” “Mom, this is it.” My daughter’s voice snapped me back to the present. I parked in the lot at Central High. “Good, I have time to warm up.” Liz said as we walked into the school.




In the practice room, Liz took her flute out of its case, unfolded her music and ran through her piece flawlessly. Just before we stepped into the recital hall, I gave her a hug. “Relax,” I said, “you’re going to do great.”

Liz laughed nervously. “Maybe you should wait till the competitions over before you decide that.” One after another, the soloists scheduled before Liz played. The clock clicked ominously close to her 11:05 performance time. “Dad’s here,” Liz whispered to me, “I can hear him in the hallway.” Her father trooped in, carrying a video camera. I felt a flutter of anxiety for Liz. The next thing I knew she was no longer in the seat next to me but standing stiffly onstage beside the piano. Mr. Hillme, her social-studies teacher and accompanist, winked at her.

“Hey, not as bad as one of my tests, is it?” Liz chuckled, the tension easing from her face, and lifted the flute to her lips.

Lord, please let her play her best.

Liz took a deep breath and launched into her solo. Her fingers danced along the silver keys. The melody floated out of the instrument, sweet and pure and honest. I closed my eyes, letting myself be carried away by my daughter’s song.




I forgot about the competition. I forgot about Liz’s nervousness at performing in front of her father.

All at once I pictured my own father, patiently enduring my nightly accordion practice sessions though he must have yearned for peace and quiet after his long days at the pizza factory. My practical dad, adamantly opposed to any kind of debt, conceding to make payments on a top-of-the-line, full-size accordion when I’d outgrown my secondhand student model. My stern, serious dad, cranking up our Lowrey organ, picking out the notes of a swingy Big Band tune and getting the whole house jumping. My unsentimental, overworked father? Leaning back in his recliner, his burdens chased away by tears of joy at hearing his youngest child play his favorite song.

My dad, who must have felt so awful knowing his presence prevented me from playing well onstage that he hadn’t known what to say or do to comfort me—except to stay away and not upset me at my subsequent competitions. Dad, I’m sorry I thought you were disappointed in me. I know you loved me even more than you loved music. I wish you could know how much I love you too. I wish I could play Twilight Time for you again.




Liz put down her flute and took a bow to thunderous applause (well, thunderous to a proud mother, anyway). “Mom, I didn’t even see the music,” Liz exclaimed in the car on the way home, “I mean, I was looking at it, but I didn’t have to read it. I just played and let it take me away.” I knew what she meant.

Monday morning after Liz’s competition, I set out for my 4:30 a.m. shift at the post office. I clicked on my car radio. Silence. Then instead of KGBX’s soft rock, out of the speakers came the unmistakable brassy sounds of a 1940s-era big band. Where did this station come from?

A woman’s smoky contralto crooned words I’d never heard sung, though they were printed on the tattered sheet music in my old accordion case. “Heavenly shades of night are falling, it’s twilight time. /Out of the mist, your voice is calling, it’s twilight time. /when purple-colored curtains mark the end of day, I’ll hear you, my dear, at twilight time.”

Tears trickled out of the corners of my eyes. The music of God’s love had bridged the years and the silence between my dad and me at last.








下意识地，我伸手打开车里的收音机，预先调好的KGBX台是我在清晨开车去邮电局上班的路上经常听的软摇滚音乐台。我看了一眼坐在乘客座位上14岁的女儿，又把收音机关了。

莉斯穿着礼服，从着装可以看出，她要去的是一个隆重的场合。我们在去往密苏里州斯普林菲尔德的路上，去参加全区的音乐竞赛，莉斯将要表演长笛独奏，这是她第一次正式独奏。我以前在明尼苏达州参加过竞赛，知道任何别的音乐都会扰乱你的注意力，除了你自己将要演奏的曲子。

“爸爸说他可能会来。”莉斯说。自从我们十年前离婚后，她父亲就不再是她生活中的重要组成部分了。她的声音听起来既兴奋，又有些害怕。

噢，想给父亲留下深刻印象，又担心他失望——我是否有过这种感觉？突然间，我仿佛又回到了12岁，坐在明尼苏达州音乐比赛的舞台上，手指平稳地放在我那耀眼的黑色Pan Italia手风琴的键盘上。我看见观众席上坐着的那些自豪的家长。然后看到了他，我的父亲。他坐在最后一排，双臂交叉放在胸前，平短的头发根根直竖着。他的那双锐利的蓝眼睛在黑框眼镜后面眯缝着，目不转睛地注视着我。

我完全窒息了。我已经把我的竞赛曲子练习了好几个月，直到背得滚瓜烂熟。但是那天下午，我别致的手风琴好像变成了纸板盒。我挤出了一小段不伦不类的调子，满眼泪水逃离了舞台。




我的父亲，一个重视家长威严的二战老兵，没有给我任何安慰。他什么也没对我说。他只是握着旅行车的方向盘，双唇冷酷地紧闭着，驶在回德卢斯150英里的路途中。我也一言不发。真的，在这样的表现之后，我还能说什么呢？我知道，为了支付我的手风琴和课时费，父亲是多么辛苦工作才勉强凑足钱的。但是，就在他有机会出席的唯一一次比赛中，我却让他失望了。

我们开得越远，旅行车里就显得越寂静，直到在我和父亲之间筑起了一堵密不透风的墙。想到音乐曾经是我们内心深处最紧密的连接，这就像是一种极其残酷的惩罚。

家中5个孩子，我排行老幺，当我来到这个家时，父亲已经为了养活这个大家庭而累得精疲力竭了。在他从杰诺比萨厂下班回来后，我和哥哥姐姐们总是踮着脚尖围着他。但在星期天下午，父亲会靠在他的躺椅上，让我为他演奏。他喜欢大爵士乐队时代的音乐，尤其喜欢《黄昏时分》这首歌。我从乐谱上自学了这首曲子，就是为了他。他似乎并不在乎我没有什么演奏风格。父亲会跟着哼唱，闭着眼睛，泪水从眼角悄然滑落，仿佛我把他带到了一个魔幻般的世外桃源。




回家的路上，父亲没有说过一个字，也再没出席过我的比赛。我最希望能因我而骄傲的那个人就是父亲，而我却让他失望了，我永远也无法从这种痛苦中解脱出来。那天下午，我失去的不仅仅是镇静。我感觉自己仿佛失去了打开父亲心扉的钥匙，而在我重新找回这把钥匙之前，他就去世了。

“你为什么要让我辜负我的爸爸？”自那以后多年，我经常质问上帝，“难道你就不能给我一个弥补的机会吗？”“妈妈，到了。”女儿的声音把我拽回了现实。我把车停在了中央高中的停车场。“还好，我还有时间热热身。”莉斯一边说着，一边和我走进了学校。

在练习室里，莉斯把长笛从盒子里拿了出来，打开乐谱，完美地吹奏了一遍曲子。进演奏大厅之前，我给了她一个拥抱。“放松点，”我说，“你会吹得很棒的。”

莉斯紧张地笑了笑。“也许你应该等到比赛结束了再下判断。”在莉斯之前的独奏选手一个接一个地表演完了。时针不祥地逼近了她的演出时间：11点5分。“爸爸来了，”莉斯低声地告诉我，“我能听见他在走廊里的声音。”她的父亲随着人群走了进来，带着摄像机。我不禁为莉斯感到一阵焦虑。接着我才发现，她已不在我身旁的座位上，而是拘谨地站在舞台上的钢琴旁边。希尔米先生是她的社会课老师兼伴奏，向她眨眼示意。




“嘿，总不至于像我的考试那么差劲吧！”莉斯咯咯地笑着，紧张的神情渐渐从她的脸上褪去，她举起长笛放到了唇边。

上帝，请让她发挥出最好的水平吧！

莉斯深吸了一口气，开始了她的独奏。她的手指在银色的按键上翩翩起舞。乐器飘扬出甜美、纯净而朴实的旋律。我闭上眼睛，任由女儿的音乐充斥着我的整个大脑。

我忘记了比赛，忘记了莉斯在她父亲面前表演的紧张情绪。

突然，我想起了我的父亲。虽然他在比萨厂待了一整天后一定渴望清静，但还是耐心地忍受着我每晚练习手风琴的那段时间。我务实的父亲坚决反对任何形式的债务，但当我长大用不了二手的学生型手风琴时，他让步了，为我买了一台最好的标准尺寸的手风琴。表情严肃的父亲打开我们的手风琴，弹奏了一小段节奏强劲的大型爵士乐曲，整个屋子欢腾了起来。严肃无情、过度操劳的父亲斜靠在躺椅上，听着他最小的孩子演奏他最喜欢的曲子，喜悦的泪水赶走了他的负担。

我的父亲——他知道自己的出现使我无法在台上正常发挥，必定非常难过，他甚至都不知道说什么或做什么来安慰我，唯有不再出席后来的比赛，不再干扰我。爸爸，对不起，我以为您对我失望了。我知道，您爱我更甚于爱音乐。我也希望您能明白，我是多么地爱您。但愿我能再为您演奏一曲《黄昏时分》。




莉斯放下长笛，在全场雷鸣般的掌声中鞠躬致谢（无论如何，至少对于一个自豪的母亲来说，这掌声如同雷鸣一般）。“妈妈，我甚至连乐谱都没看！”回家的路上，莉斯在车里喊着，“我是说，我只是看着它，但我没有读。我只是演奏，任由音乐带着我走。”我明白她的意思。

在莉斯比赛之后的周一清早，我出发去邮局上四点半的班。我打开了车上的收音机。开始没有声音，接着从扬声器里传来的并不是KGBX的软摇滚音乐，而很明显是20世纪40年代大型爵士乐队的铜管乐。这个电台是从哪里来的呢？

一个女低音歌手幽幽地哼唱着我从未听人唱过的歌，虽然我曾在我的旧手风琴盒里破烂的乐谱上见过这些歌词。“天空的夜幕落下，已是黄昏时分。／透过薄雾，传来你的声音，已是黄昏时分。／当紫色天幕预示着一天的结束，我将听到你的声音，亲爱的，在那黄昏时分。”

眼泪一滴滴地从我的眼角滑落。上帝的爱之音乐，终于在我和父亲之间架起了一座桥，跨越了那沉默的岁月。












Words from a Father　爱在无语时





◎ Razib





In the doorway of my home, I looked closely at the face of my 23-year-old son, Daniel, his backpack by his side. We were saying goodbye. In a few hours he would be flying to France. He would be staying there for at least a year to learn another language and experience life in a different country.

It was a transitional time in Daniel’s life, a passage, a step from college into the adult world. I wanted to leave him some words that would have some meaning, some significance beyond the moment.

But nothing came from my lips. No sound broke the stillness of my beachside home. Outside, I could hear the shrill cries of sea gulls as they circled the ever changing surf on Long Island. Inside, I stood frozen and quiet, looking into the searching eyes of my son.

What made it more difficult was that I knew this was not the first time I had let such a moment pass. When Daniel was five, I took him to the school-bus stop on his first day of kindergarten. I felt the tension in his hand holding mine as the bus turned the corner. I saw color flush his cheeks as the bus pulled up. He looked at me—as he did now.




What is it going to be like, Dad? Can I do it? Will I be okay? And then he walked up the steps of the bus and disappeared inside. And the bus drove away. And I had said nothing.

A decade or so later, a similar scene played itself out. With his mother, I drove him to William and Mary College in Virginia. His first night, he went out with his new schoolmates, and when he met us the next morning, he was sick. He was coming down with mononucleosis, but we could not know that then. We thought he had a hangover.

In his room, Dan lay stretched out on his bed as I started to leave for the trip home. I tried to think of something to say to give him courage and confidence as he started this new phase of life.

Again, words failed me. I mumbled something like, “Hope you feel better, Dan.” And I left.

Now, as I stood before him, I thought of those lost opportunities. How many times have we all let such moments pass? A boy graduates from school, a daughter gets married. We go through the motions of the ceremony, but we don’t seek out our children and find a quiet moment to tell them what they have meant to us. Or what they might expect to face in the years ahead.




How fast the years had passed. Daniel was born in New Orleans, LA., in 1962, slow to walk and talk, and small of stature. He was the tiniest in his class, but he developed a warm, outgoing nature and was popular with his peers. He was coordinated and agile, and he became adept in sports.

Baseball gave him his earliest challenge. He was an outstanding pitcher in Little League, and eventually, as a senior in high school, made the varsity, winning half the team’s games with a record of five wins and two losses. At graduation, the coach named Daniel the team’s most valuable player. His finest hour, though, came at a school science fair. He entered an exhibit showing how the circulatory system works. It was primitive and crude, especially compared to the fancy, computerized, blinking-light models entered by other students. My wife, Sara, felt embarrassed for him.

It turned out that the other kids had not done their own work—their parents had made their exhibits. As the judges went on their rounds, they found that these other kids couldn’t answer their questions. Daniel answered every one. When the judges awarded the Albert Einstein Plaque for the best exhibit, they gave it to him.




By the time Daniel left for college he stood six feet tall and weighed 170 pounds. He was muscular and in superb condition, but he never pitched another inning, having given up baseball for English literature. I was sorry that he would not develop his athletic talent, but proud that he had made such a mature decision.

One day I told Daniel that the great failing in my life had been that I didn’t take a year or two off to travel when I finished college. This is the best way, to my way of thinking, to broaden oneself and develop a larger perspective on life. Once I had married and begun working, I found that the dream of living in another culture had vanished.

Daniel thought about this. His friends said that he would be insane to put his career on hold. But he decided it wasn’t so crazy. After graduation, he worked as a waiter at college, a bike messenger and a house painter. With the money he earned, he had enough to go to Paris.

The night before he was to leave, I tossed in bed. I was trying to figure out something to say. Nothing came to mind. Maybe, I thought, it wasn’t necessary to say anything.




What does it matter in the course of a life-time if a father never tells a son what he really thinks of him? But as I stood before Daniel, I knew that it does matter. My father and I loved each other. Yet, I always regretted never hearing him put his feelings into words and never having the memory of that moment. Now, I could feel my palms sweat and my throat tighten. Why is it so hard to tell a son something from the heart? My mouth turned dry, and I knew I would be able to get out only a few words clearly.

“Daniel,” I said, “if I could have picked, I would have picked you.”

That’s all I could say. I wasn’t sure he understood what I meant. Then he came toward me and threw his arms around me. For a moment, the world and all its people vanished, and there was just Daniel and me in our home by the sea.

He was saying something, but my eyes misted over, and I couldn’t understand what he was saying. All I was aware of was the stubble on his chin as his face pressed against mine. And then, the moment ended. I went to work, and Daniel left a few hours later with his girlfriend.




That was seven weeks ago, and I think about him when I walk along the beach on weekends. Thousands of miles away, somewhere out past the ocean waves breaking on the deserted shore, he might be scurrying across Boulevard Saint German, strolling through a musty hallway of the Louvre, bending an elbow in a Left Bank Cafe.

What I had said to Daniel was clumsy and trite. It was nothing. And yet, it was everything.





在家门口，我凝视着23岁的儿子丹尼尔的脸，他的背包就放在身旁。几个小时之后我们即将道别，他就要飞往法国。他将在那里待上至少一年的时间学习另一种语言，体验另一个国度的生活。

这是丹尼尔生命中的一个过渡时期，也是他从象牙塔进入成人世界踏出的一步。我希望送给他几句话，几句能让他受用终身的话语。

但我竟一句话也说不出来。我们的房子坐落在海边，此刻屋里一片静寂。屋外，海鸥在波涛澎湃的长岛海域上空盘旋，我能听见它们的声声尖叫。我就这样冷冷地站在屋里，默默地注视着儿子那双困惑的眼睛。

更糟的是，我知道自己已经不是第一次让如此重要的时光白白流逝。丹尼尔5岁的时候，那是他上幼儿园的第一天，我领着他来到校车的停车点。当校车转过街角出现时，他的小手紧紧地攥着我，我感觉到了他的紧张。校车到站的那一刻，丹尼尔双颊发红，抬头望着我——就像现在这样。




“爸爸，接下来会怎样呢？我能行么？我会很好吗？”说着，他上了校车，消失在我的视线里。车开走了，我却始终开不了口。

十多年后，这一幕再次上演。我和妻子开车送他到维吉尼亚州的威廉玛丽学院读书。在学校的第一个晚上，丹尼尔和他的新同学一起外出。第二天清晨，再见到他时，他病了。其实他当时已经染上了单核细胞增多症，但我们并不知道那件事，以为他只是有点不舒服而已。

我准备启程回家时，丹尼尔正在宿舍的床上躺着。我很想说一些鼓励的话语，在他开始这份新生活时，给他一些勇气和信心。

但是，我再一次语塞。我只是咕哝了一句：“希望你快点好起来，丹尼尔。”然后就转身离开了。

此时此刻，当我站在他面前，我想起了那些错过的时刻。究竟有多少次，我们让这些珍贵的时刻白白溜走？儿子的毕业典礼，女儿的婚礼等等。我们疲于应付这些热闹的场面，却没有在人群中抓住我们的孩子，找个安静的地方，亲口说出他们对我们有多么重要，或者与他们聊聊未来的挑战和人生的期望。




时光飞逝，岁月如梭。1962年，小丹尼尔出生于洛杉矶新奥尔良市。他学会走路和说话要比同龄人稍迟一些，个子也长得不高。但是，尽管丹尼尔是班里最瘦小的一个，但他的性格热情外向，在同学中人缘颇佳。由于协调性好，动作敏捷，他很快就成了运动高手。

棒球是丹尼尔人生的第一项挑战。他是棒球队里出色的投手。高三的时候，丹尼尔带领学校棒球队所向披靡，创下了七局五胜的记录。在毕业典礼上，棒球教练宣布他为球队里的最有价值球员。然而，丹尼尔最辉煌的时刻却是在一次校园科技展上。丹尼尔带着他的循环电路系统参加了这次展览。与其他参展学生的那些新奇怪异、电脑操控、熠熠发光的模型相比，丹尼尔的作品相形见绌。我的妻子莎拉都感到有些尴尬。

后来我们才知道，其他孩子的作品并不是自己完成的，而是父母代劳的。当评委在现场评审的时候，他们发现这些孩子都对参展作品一无所知，无法回答他们的问题，只有丹尼尔对答如流。于是，他们把本次展览的最佳作品奖颁给了丹尼尔，并授予他艾伯特·爱因斯坦奖牌。

丹尼尔刚进大学时已经是个身高六尺、重一百七十磅的堂堂男子汉了。自从放弃棒球而选择英国文学后，肌肉结实、身体强壮的丹尼尔就再没打过棒球了。我为他放弃了自己的体育特长感到遗憾，但更为他做出如此慎重的决定感到骄傲。




有一次，我告诉丹尼尔，我一生中最大的失误就是，大学刚毕业时没能抽出一两年的时间出游旅行。在我看来，旅行是开拓视野、形成豁达人生观的最好的方式。而当我成家工作以后，我发现，体验异国文化的梦想已经烟消云散了。

听了这番话后，丹尼尔若有所思。丹尼尔的朋友告诫他说，为了游历世界而把事业搁在一边，这是非常愚蠢的疯狂行为。但丹尼尔并不认同。毕业后，他曾在大学校园端盘子，骑单车送报纸，还替人刷过墙。通过打工挣钱，他攒足了去巴黎的路费。

丹尼尔离开的前一晚上，我在床上辗转难眠。我想准备好明天要说的话，但脑袋里却一片空白。也许根本就无须说什么，我安慰自己。

即使一位父亲一辈子都不曾亲口告诉儿子自己对他的看法，那又如何？然而，当我面对着丹尼尔，我知道这非常重要。我爱我的父亲，他也爱我。但我从未听他说过什么心里话，更没有这些感人的回忆。为此，我总是心怀遗憾。现在，我能感觉到自己手心冒汗，喉咙也在打结。为什么对儿子说几句心里话这么困难？我的嘴巴变得干涩，我想我顶多能够清晰地吐出几个字而已。

“丹尼尔，”我终于挤出了一句，“如果上帝让我选择谁是我的儿子，我始终会选你。”




这是我说的唯一一句话。我不知道丹尼尔是否理解了这句话，但他扑过来伸出胳膊抱住了我。那一刻，整个世界都消失了，只剩下我和丹尼尔站在海边的小屋里。

丹尼尔也在说着什么，但泪水已经模糊了我的双眼，我一个字也没听进去。当他的脸紧贴着我时，我感觉到了他下巴的胡子楂。然后，一切恢复原样。我继续工作，丹尼尔几个小时后带着女友离开了。

七个星期过去了。周末在海边散步时，我会想起丹尼尔。几千英里之外的某个地方，横跨这个荒芜海岸的茫茫大海，丹尼尔也许正飞奔着穿越圣热蒙大道，或者漫步在卢浮宫散发着霉味的走廊上，又或者正托着下巴，坐在左岸咖啡馆里憩息。

我对丹尼尔说的那些话，既晦涩又老套，空洞无文。然而，它却道出了一切。






















The Silent Love of a Father　默默的父爱





◎ Bert Clompus





After Mom died, I began visiting Dad every morning before I went to work. He was frail and moved slowly, but he always had a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice on the kitchen table for me, along with an unsigned note reading, “Drink your juice.” Such a gesture, I knew, was as far as Dad had ever been able to go in expressing his love. In fact, I remember, as a kid I had questioned Mom, “Why doesn’t Dad love me!” Mom frowned. “Who said he doesn’t love you!”“ Well, he never tells me.” I complained. “He never tells me either,” she said smiling, “but look how hard he works to take care of us, to buy us food and clothes, and to pay for this house. That’s how your father tells us he loves us.” Then Mom held me by the shoulders and asked, “Do you understand!”

I nodded slowly. I understood in my head, but not in my heart. I still wanted my father to put his arms around me and tell me he loved me. Dad owned and operated a small scrap metal business, and after school I often hung around while he worked. I always hoped he’d ask me to help and then praise me for what I did. He never asked. His tasks were too dangerous for a young boy to attempt, and Mom was already worried enough that he’d hurt himself. Dad hand fed scrap steel into a device that chopped it as cleanly as a butcher chops a rack of ribs. The machine looked like a giant pair of scissors, with blades thicker than my father’s body. If he didn’t feed those terrifying blades just right, he risked serious injury.




“Why don’t you hire someone to do that for you?” Mom asked Dad one night as she bent over him and rubbed his aching shoulders with a strong smelling liniment. “Why don’t you hire a cook?” Dad asked, giving her one of his rare smiles. Mom straightened and put her hands on her hips. “What’s the matter, Ike? Don’t you like my cooking?” “Sure I like your cooking. But if I could afford a helper, then you could afford a cook.” Dad laughed, and for the first time I realized that my father had a sense of humor. The chopping machine wasn’t the only hazard in his business. He had an acetylene torch for cutting thick steel plates and beams. To my ears the torch hissed louder than a steam locomotive, and when he used it to cut through steel, it blew off thousands of tiny pieces of molten metal that swarmed around him like angry fireflies.




Many years later, during my first daily visit, after drinking the juice my father had squeezed for me, I walked over, hugged him and said, “I love you, Dad.” From then on I did this every morning. My father never told me how he felt about my hugs, and there was never any expression on his face when I gave them. Then one morning, pressed for time, I drank my juice and made for the door.

Dad stepped in front of me and asked, “Well!” “Well what?” I asked, knowing exactly what. “Well!” he repeated, crossing his arms and looking everywhere but at me. I hugged him extra hard. Now was the right time to say what I’d always wanted to. “I’m fifty years old, Dad, and you’ve never told me you love me.” My father stepped away from me. He picked up the empty juice glass, washed it and put it away. “You’ve told other people you love me.” I said, “But I’ve never heard it from you.” Dad looked uncomfortable. Very uncomfortable. I moved closer to him. “Dad, I want you to tell me you love me.” Dad took a step back, his lips pressed together. He seemed about to speak, and then shook his head. “Tell me!” I shouted. “All right I love you!” Dad finally blurted, his hands fluttering like wounded birds. And in that instant something occurred that I had never seen happen in my life. His eyes glistened, and then overflowed.




I stood before him, stunned and silent. Finally, after all these years, my heart joined my head in understanding. My father loved me so much that just saying so made him weep, which was something he never, ever wanted to do, least of all in front of family. Mom had been right. Every day of my life Dad had told me how much he loved me by what he did and what he gave. “I know, Da.,” I said. “I know.” And now at last I did.

妈妈去世之后，我开始在每天上班之前都去探望一下爸爸。他身体虚弱，行走缓慢，但是，他总是为我亲手榨好一杯鲜橙汁放在厨房桌子上，旁边有一张不签名的纸条，上边写着：“把橙汁喝了。”我知道，这是他表达他对我的爱的方式。事实上，至今我还记得，当我还是个孩子的时候，我问过妈妈：“为什么爸爸不爱我？”对此，妈妈皱起了眉头。“谁说他不爱你？”“可是，他从来没告诉过我。”我抱怨道。“他从来也没告诉过我，”她说，脸上露出笑容，“但是，你看他为了照顾我们，给我们买吃的、穿的，支付房款，干活多拼命呀。这就是你爸爸表达他爱我们的方式。”然后，妈妈抓着我的肩膀问道：“你明白了吗？”




我慢慢地点了点头。我脑子明白，可心里还是不明白。我仍然想要爸爸拥抱我，告诉我他爱我。爸爸拥有并经营一家小的废金属处理厂。放学后，在他工作时，我经常在他身边玩耍。我总希望他会叫我帮忙，然后称赞我做的事，可是，他从来不叫我。因为让一个小男孩去干他干的活实在太危险，妈妈为爸爸的安全已经够担心的了。爸爸用手把废金属塞进一个装置，这个装置像屠夫剁肋骨那样，利索地切割金属。这台机器看上去像一把巨大的剪刀，刀片比爸爸的身躯还要厚。伺候这台令人恐怖的机器太危险了，稍有不慎就会导致重伤。

“你为什么不雇一个人来替你干那活？”一天晚上，妈妈为爸爸涂气味强烈的搽剂，俯身为他按摩酸痛的肩膀时问道。“那你为什么不雇一名厨师？”爸爸反问道，难得地笑了一下。妈妈直起身子，双手叉在腰上：“埃克，你怎么啦？难道你不喜欢我做的菜？”“我当然喜欢你做的饭菜啦！可是，如果我雇得起帮手，那你就雇得起厨师了呢！”爸爸大笑起来，这是我生平第一次感觉到爸爸的幽默感。不过，那台切割机不是他工厂里唯一的危险物。他还有一台乙炔炬，用来切割厚钢板和粗钢条。在我听来，那乙炔炬发出的切割声比蒸汽机火车头发出的声音还要大。当他用它切割钢材时，无数熔化了的金属的粉末状液滴喷射出来，在他周围飞溅，就像一群愤怒的萤火虫。












Father's Eyes　父亲的双眸





◎ Leow Wee Kang





Bob Richards, the former pole-vault champion, shares a moving story about a skinny young boy who loved football with all his heart.

Practice after practice, he eagerly gave everything he had. But being half the size of the other boys, he got absolutely nowhere. At all the games, this hopeful athlete sat on the bench and hardly ever played. This teenager lived alone with his father, and the two of them had a very special relationship.

Even though the son was always on the bench, his father was always standing with cheering. He never missed a game. This young man was still the smallest of the class when he entered high school. But his father continued to encourage him but also made it very clear that he did not have to play football if he didn’t want to. But the young man loved football and decided to hang in there. He was determined to try his best at every practice, and perhaps he’d get to play when he became a senior.

All through high school he never missed a practice nor a game but remained a bench-warmer all four years. His faithful father was always in the stands, always with words of encouragement for him.




When the young man went to college, he decided to try out for the football team as a “walk-on”. Everyone was sure he could never make the cut, but he did. The coach admitted that he kept him on the roster because he always puts his heart and soul to every practice, and at the same time, provided the other members with the spirit and hustle they badly needed.

The news that he had survived the cut thrilled him so much that he rushed to the nearest phone and called his father. His father shared his excitement and was sent season tickets for all the college games. This persistent young athlete never missed practice during his four years at college, but he never got to play in a game.

It was the end of his last football season, and as he trotted onto the practice field shortly before the big playoff game, the coach met him with a telegram. The young man read the telegram and he became deathly silent.

Swallowing hard, he mumbled to the coach, “My father died this morning. Is it all right if I miss practice today?” The coach put his arm gently around his shoulder and said, “Take the rest of the week off, son. And don’t even plan to come back to the game on Saturday.”




Saturday arrived, and the game was not going well. In the third quarter, when the team was ten points behind, a silent young man quietly slipped into the empty locker room and put on his football gear. As he ran onto the sidelines, the coach and his players were astounded to see their faithful teammate back so soon. “Coach, please let me play. I’ve just got to play today.” said the young man. The coach pretended not to hear him. There was no way he wanted the worst player in this close playoff game.

But the young man persisted, and finally feeling sorry for the kid, the coach gave in. “All right.” he said. “You can go in.” Before long, the coach, the players and everyone in the stands could not believe their eyes. This little unknown, who had never played before was doing everything right. The opposing team could not stop him. He ran, he passed, blocked like a star.

His team began to triumph. The score was soon tied. In the closing seconds of the game, this kid intercepted a pass and ran all the way for the winning touchdown. The fans broke loose. His teammates hoisted him onto their shoulders. Such cheering you never heard.




He looked at the coach, with tears in his eyes, and said, “Well, you knew my dad died, but did you know that my dad was blind?” The young man swallowed hard and forced a smile, “Dad came to all my games, but today was the first time he could see me play, and I wanted to show him I could do it!”

鲍勃·理查兹，前撑杆跳世界冠军队成员，一个极其瘦弱但非常热爱橄榄球的男孩，有一个非常感人的故事。

每次球队训练，他都全身心地投入。但由于他的身材不及其他孩子的一半，几乎没有上场的机会。所有比赛他都满怀希望地坐在板凳上，却从来没有上过场。这个十几岁的少年和父亲住在一起，他们俩之间有一种特殊的关系。

即使儿子总是坐在板凳上，他的父亲也总会在看台上为他欢呼。他从没错过一场比赛。当升入高中时，这个年轻人仍然是班里最小的。他的父亲一如既往地鼓励他，同时也对他说明，如果男孩不想再踢球，他不会强迫他。但这个男孩非常喜欢踢球，并决定坚持到底。他决心每次训练都要尽全力，也许等成为老队员时，他就会有机会上场。

整个高中四年，他没有错过一堂训练课，也没错过一场比赛，但一直都是“冷板凳”球员。他善良的父亲总是站在看台上，鼓励着他。




当这个年轻人升入大学时，他决定尝试加入足球队成为一名“替补队员”。所有的人都认为他做不到，但他做到了。教练同意把他留在比赛名单中，因为在每一次训练中，他总是全身心地投入，把全部心灵和灵魂都投入进去，这是其他球员很难做到的。

当听说他没有被球队裁掉的消息时他激动万分，飞奔到最近的电话亭把这个消息告诉了父亲。父亲和他一同分享着喜悦，并收到了整个赛季的所有门票。在大学四年，尽管从未上过场，但这个坚持不懈的年轻运动员没有错过一次训练。

在赛季末，最后一场季后赛前的训练课，当他急匆匆跑进训练场准备参加训练时，教练给了他一张电报。这个年轻人读着电报，陷入了死一般的沉默。

忍受着巨大的悲痛，他咕噜着对教练说：“今天早晨我父亲去世了。今天我可以不参加训练吗？”教练轻抚他的肩膀，说：“孩子，接下来的一周你都可以不用来了。甚至可以不用回来参加周六的比赛。”

周六到了，比赛进展得非常不顺。在第三节，当球队落后10分时，一个安静的年轻人悄悄溜进空荡荡的更衣室里，换上了比赛装备。当他回到场边时，教练和球员都为这个忠实的同伴这么快回来而惊讶万分。“教练，让我上场吧，今天我一切都准备好了。”年轻人说。教练假装没听见，因为他没有任何理由让这个最差的球员参加赛季的收官之战。
















Happy Father's Day, Dad　爸爸，父亲节快乐





◎ Lynne Wisman





Dear Dad，

Today I was at the shopping mall and I spent a lot of time reading the Father’s Day cards. They all had a special message that in some way or another reflected how I feel about you. Yet as I selected and read, and selected and read again, it occurred to me that not a single card said what I really want to say to you.

You’ll soon be 84 years old, Dad, and you and I will have had 55 Father’s Days together. I haven’t always been with you on Father’s Day nor have I been with you for all of your birthdays. It wasn’t because I didn’t want to be with you. I’ve always been with you in my heart but sometimes life gets in the way.

You know, Dad, there was a time when we were not only separated by the generation gap but completely polarized by it. You stood on one side of the Great Divide and I on the other, father and daughter split apart by age and experience, opinions, hairstyles, cosmetics, clothing, music,curfews, and boys.




The Father-Daughter Duel of ‘54 shifted into high gear when you taught me to drive the old Dodge and I decided I would drive the ‘54 Chevy whether you liked it or not. The police officer who escortedme home after you reported the Chevy stolen late one evening was too young to understand father-daughter politics and too old to have much tolerance for a snotty 16 year old. You were so decent about it, Dad, and I think that was probably what made it the worst night of my life.

Our relationship improved immensely when I married a man you liked, and things really turned around when we begin making babies right and left. We didn’t have a television set, you know, and we had to entertain ourselves somehow. I didn’t know what to expect of you and Mom as grandparents but I didn’t have to wait long to find out. Those babies adored you then just as they adore you now. When I see you with all your grandchildren, I know you’ve given them the finest gift a grandparent can give. You’ve given them yourself.

Somewhere along the line, the generation gap evaporated. Age separates us now and little else. We agree on most everything, perhaps because we’ve learned there isn’t much worth disagreeing about. However, I would like to mention that fly fishing isn’t all you’ve cracked it up to be, Dad. You can say what you want about wrist action and stance and blah, blah, blah...




I’ve been happily drifting for a lot of years, Dad, and I didn’t see you getting older.

I suppose I saw us and our relationship as aging together, rather like a fine wine. Numbers never seemed important. But the oddest thing happened last week. I was at a stop sign and I watched as you turned the corner in your car. It didn’t immediately occur to me that it was you because the man driving looked so elderly and fragile behind the wheel of that huge car. It was rather like a slap in the face delivered from out of nowhere. Perhaps I saw your age for the first time that day. Or maybe I saw my own.

Fifty years ago this spring we planted kohlrabi together in a garden in Charles City, Iowa.

I didn’t know then that I would remember that day for the rest of my life. This week, we’ll plant kohlrabi together again, perhaps for the last time but I hope not. I don’t understand why planting kohlrabi with you is so important to me but it is. And the funny thing about it is, well, I don’t know quite how to tell you this, Dad...I don’t even like kohlrabi... but I like planting it with you.




I guess what I’m trying to say, Dad, is what every son and daughter wants to say to their Dad today. Honoring a Father on Father’s Day is about more than a Dad who brings home a paycheck, shares a dinner table, and attends school functions, graduations, and weddings. It isn’t even so much about kohlrabi, ‘54 Chevrolets, and fly-fishing. It’s more about unconditionally loving children who are snotty and stubborn, who know everything and won’t listen to anyone. It’s about respect and sharing and acceptance and tolerance and giving and taking. It’s about loving someone more than words can say，and it’s wishing that it never had to end.

I love you, Dad.

亲爱的爸爸：

今天我在商场购物的时候，花了好长时间阅读有关“父亲节”的贺卡。那些卡片上的文字很特别，也或多或少地表达出了我对您的感受。我挑选读过一次后，又挑选读了一遍，这才意识到，我想对您说的话，并不是一张贺卡就能表达出来的。

爸爸，很快您就要84岁了，您和我也将度过这第55个“父亲节”。“父亲节”的那天，我总是不能和您在一起，连您过生日的时候我也是这样。但这并不是因为我不想陪在您身边。其实，在我心里，我总是和您在一起。不过，有的时候，生活也会有差错。




爸爸，您也知道，曾有一段时间，我们父女俩因为代沟不在一起生活，比如年龄、个人阅历、观点、发型、化妆品、服装、音乐、作息时间以及男朋友，因为这些，我们的观点也非常对立。您站在“大分离”的一端，我站在“大分离”的另一端。

那时，您教我学开那部道奇旧车，可我却不管您喜不喜欢，执意要开雪佛兰54那辆车。当时，我们父女俩关于雪佛兰汽车的争执也调到了最高挡。可那天晚上，您却报警说雪佛兰车被盗。之后，一个警官护送我回家，可他太年轻了，根本不明白我们父女俩之间的政治斗争，可他也不小了，对一个16岁的流鼻涕的小孩没有足够的宽容心。爸爸，您对这件事倒是处理得很体面，可我却觉得那是我一生中最糟糕的一个夜晚。

在我嫁给了一个您喜欢的女婿后，我们俩的关系才缓和了很多。后来，我和您的女婿为了好好生个孩子，就转身离开了，我们之间的那些事情也就结束了。您也知道，我和您女婿没有电视机，就只好自娱自乐了。我不知道作为外公外婆的您和妈妈还有什么可期待的，但是，没过多久我就找到了答案。过去那些孩子崇拜您，现在他们还像以前那样爱慕您。当我看见您和您的外孙在一起的时候，我知道您已经给了他们最好的礼物，您把心都掏给他们了。




就是这样，我们之间的代沟慢慢消失了。现在年龄和其他问题的差异把您和我分开，可我们在大多数事情上的看法都是一样的，这可能是因为我们明白了没有什么值得我们争辩吧。无论如何，我想提示一下的是，爸爸，飞蝇钓鱼是您最喜欢的一种钓法，关于手腕动作和站姿您爱怎么说就怎么说，以及那些没用的话什么的……

爸爸，虽然我已经漂泊很多年了，但是我很快乐。然而，我发现您没有变老。

随着年龄的增长，我认为我们之间的关系慢慢地融洽了好多，像是一瓶美酒，越陈越香。家人看起来好像没有一点意义似的。但是，上周发生了一件最不寻常的事情。我站在停车标志旁，看见您开着车要拐弯。可是我并没有立刻反应过来那是您，因为那个男人开着车，又在那部大车的车轮后面，就显得他岁数很大，身体也很虚弱的样子。可我却感到，仿佛从哪飞来一记耳光重重地打在我脸上。也许，那是我第一次“看见”您的年龄。也许，只有我自己看见罢了。

五十年前的一个春天，我们在艾奥瓦州查尔斯市的一个花园一起栽下苤蓝菜。

当时我并不知道，我一辈子也不会忘记那一天。这一周，我们还要在一起栽苤蓝菜，这是第二次。也许这是最后一次了，可我并不希望那样。我不明白为什么和您一起栽苤蓝菜让我感到很有意义，但对我来说实在是太重要了。而且，有意思的地方是，我不知道该怎么和您说这事，爸爸……我甚至不喜欢苤蓝菜……但是，我却喜欢和您一起栽苤蓝菜的感觉。




爸爸，我想我要说的话，就是每个做儿女的今天想要和他们爸爸说的话。过“父亲节”，尊重一位父亲，决不仅仅是因为爸爸给家里挣多少钱、和家人一起共进晚餐、参加学校活动、参加毕业典礼和婚礼的原因，也不止是一起栽苤蓝菜、开雪佛兰54车和飞蝇钓鱼的事，也不止是您无条件地爱那些流鼻涕又很淘气，而且什么都懂，就是不听话的孩子。这就是尊重对方、分享快乐、接纳和宽容、给予和接受吧。爱一个人是言语表达不了的，希望这些永不终止，从未结束。

我也爱您，爸爸。






















Silent Love from a Quiet Dad　无言的父爱





◎ Adam





Many years ago, a baby boy came into this world. But unfortunately, he didn’t come with a cry, which was a big problem from the medical point of view. The doctor, tough and quick, turned the baby upside down and slapped his bottom sharply. The baby cried, and he survived. At that moment, the father yelled at the doctor, “Why did you hit my baby?” He did not realize that the doctor had saved the baby’s life. The baby cried and cried, and the father smiled and silently cried as well. He held the baby in his arms and did not allow the doctor to touch the baby anymore.

Contest chair, ladies and gentlemen, that baby was me, and that man was my dad. Whenever my mom told people this story, I would always laugh aloud, and my dad would just shake his head and smile quietly.

Dad never tried to hug or kiss me when I was a child. And of course, he never said “I love you” to me, either. Maybe it’s a Chinese cultural thing, or maybe that’s the way my dad was. But whenever I felt defeated, sad or lonely, dad was always there. Dad was a man of few words, but I always liked to talk to him, and I could always feel a very special connection to him.




As I got older, I had a huge crush on a girl. She was tall and beautiful, with long hair. One day, I walked up to her and blurted out, “You are so beautiful baby. I love you so much. Please be my wife!” She was afraid and ran away with tears in her eyes. She told my teacher, and my teacher was so angry that she made me stay after school, and called my dad to take me home. My first love was over, and that year I was 7 years old.

On the way home, dad was very quiet. It seemed that nothing had happened. Finally I broke the silence and asked him, “Daddy, did I do something wrong?” Dad paused for a while as he always did and said quietly, “Son, you did nothing wrong, except that it’s too early for you to pursuegirls.” “Daddy, do you think I could marry a tall and beautiful girl with long hair when I grow up?” I asked. Dad gave me one of his rare laughs and said, “Of course you could. You are so handsome! Just like your handsome father.” For the first time, I realized that dad had a sense of humor, although he was always quiet.




When I was in high school, dad retired and set up a food stand on the street near my school. Dad was very good at making fried noodles, and a lot of people liked his noodles. Every day when I finished school, my classmates and I would pass his food stand. But I really hated talking to dad in front of his food stand, because I did not want my classmates to know that my dad was selling noodles on the street!

One night, I couldn’t stand it any more and shouted, “Dad, could you stop selling your stupid noodles? I don’t need a father who sells noodles on the street!” At that moment, dad was shocked. He tried to say something but didn’t. When he turned his head away, something happened that I had never seen and would never forget for the rest of my life. His eyes were filled with tears and sadness. It was the first time that I saw dad crying. My mom later told me that dad was selling noodles to save money for my college education. I was such an idiot, and even today I still feel guilty for that night.

Time really flies. I finished college and then left my home city. For the past ten years, whenever I’ve visited home, dad was always there meeting me and seeing me off quietly at the railway station. Whenever he saw me off, he never tried to hug me or touch me, although I always expected a father’s hug. When I was away from home, dad never wrote or called me, but he always pushed my mom to call me. Whenever mom was calling me, dad would sit beside her with a list of questions. He would instruct mom to talk to me for him. That’s the way dad is, and that’s how dad shows his love to me.




I was married three years ago. Dad was very happy for me. And now he likes to tell people that his daughter-in-law is tall and beautiful, with long hair.

Dad is still quiet, but I still feel a connection. Ladies and gentlemen, when a connection is deep and powerful, it lives in a place far beyond words, and it becomes something special—“a silent father’s love”.





很多年前，一个男婴来到了这个世界。但遗憾的是，他没有“呱呱落地”，从医学角度来说，这是一个很大的问题！好在医生当时反应很快，也很强悍，一下子把男婴倒提起来，对着屁股一阵狂打。男婴终于哭了，脱离了生命危险。在那一刻，父亲对着医生吼道：“你为什么打我的孩子啊？”他并没有意识到医生救了这孩子的命。男婴不停地哭着闹着，这位父亲面带微笑，默默地流着幸福的眼泪。他把婴儿紧紧地抱在怀里，再也没有让医生碰一下。




大会主持人，女士们先生们，那个婴儿就是我，那个男人就是我老爸。每当妈妈告诉别人这个故事时，我总会放声大笑，而老爸则一边摇头一边默默地微笑。

在我很小的时候，老爸从来不抱我，也从来不亲吻我。当然，他也从来不说“我爱你”这三个字。也许这是中国文化的问题，也许老爸就是这种人。但每当我受挫，伤心或孤独无助时，老爸总会在那里。他话不多，但我总喜欢有什么话都对他说，我总能感到和他之间那种无法言喻的特殊关系。

等大一些的时候，我疯狂地爱上了一个女孩子。她又高又漂亮，还有一头长发。有一天，我终于忍不住了，走到她面前脱口而出：“亲爱的，你太漂亮了！我太爱你了！请你做我老婆吧！”没想到她被吓坏了，抹着眼泪跑开了，然后就告诉了老师。老师很生气，放学后没让我回家，并给老爸打电话，让他过来领人。我的初恋就这样夭折了，那年我7岁。

回家的路上，老爸非常沉默，好像什么事都没发生。最后我打破了沉默，问道：“爸爸，我做错什么了吗？”和往常一样，老爸沉默了一下，平静地说道：“儿子，你没做错什么，只是你这个年龄追女孩子还太早。”“爸爸，你觉得我长大了以后，能娶一个又高又漂亮，头发很长的老婆吗？”我又问道。老爸听了，难得地大笑了一下，说：“当然能了！你那么帅！跟你老爸一样帅！”我第一次感觉到，老爸虽然话不多，但还是有幽默感的。




等我上高中的时候，老爸退休了，在离我学校不远的街边摆起了面摊儿。老爸很擅长做炒面，当时很多人都很喜欢他做的面。每天放学回家，我和同学们都要路过老爸的面摊。但那时候，我真的不喜欢站在小吃摊前和他说话，因为我不想让同学们知道我有一个在大街上摆摊卖面条的老爸。

一天晚上，我再也忍不住了，朝老爸吼道：“爸爸，你能不能不再去卖面条？我不需要一个在大街上卖面条的父亲！”在那一刻，老爸惊呆了。他想要说点什么，但最终没有说。当他扭过头的时候，发生了一件事，我还从来没有见过这样的状况，我想我一辈子也不会忘记。他的眼里充满了泪水和哀伤。这是我第一次看到老爸流泪。后来妈妈告诉我，老爸摆摊卖面条是在为我上大学攒学费。我简直是个白痴！即使今天，我仍然为那天晚上的所作所为而感到内疚。

时间飞逝。大学毕业后我就离开了我的家乡。在过去的十年中，每当我回老家，老爸总会默默地在火车站接我然后再送我。每当他在车站送我时，他从来不会拥抱我，也从来不会碰我一下，虽然我总是期待他能抱我一下。当我远在他乡时，老爸从来不写信给我，也从来不给我打电话。但他总是会催妈妈给我打电话。每当妈妈给我打电话时，老爸就会坐在她身边，准备好一系列问题，然后让妈妈帮他传话。老爸就是这样的，这就是他表达爱的方式。




三年前我结婚了，老爸很为我感到高兴。现在他喜欢告诉别人，他的儿媳妇又高又漂亮，还留着一头长发。

老爸还是话不多，但我仍能感到和他之间的那种特殊的密切关系。女士们，先生们，当这种关系变得如此深厚，如此强烈时，它会根植于某处，再也无法用语言表达；它会变成一种特殊的情感——“无言的父爱”。






























“A father is always making his baby into a little woman. And when she is a woman he turns her back again.”


—Enid Bagnold


“It no longer bothers me that I may be constantly searching for father figures; by this time, I have found several and dearly enjoyed knowing them all.”


—Alice Walker


“None of you can ever be proud enough of being the child of such a father who has not his equal in this world—so great, so good, so faultless. Try, all of you, to follow in his footsteps and don’t be discouraged, for to be really in everything like him none of you, I am sure, will ever be. Try, therefore, to be like him in some points, and you will have acquired a great deal.”—Victoria, Queen of England

“That is the thankless position of the father in the family—the provider for all, and the enemy of all.”


—J. August Strindberg





“It is a wise father that knows his own child.”


—William Shakespeare


“It doesn’t matter who my father was; it matters who I remember he was.”  —Anne Sexton

“One father is more than a hundred schoolmasters.”

—English Proverb

“To be a successful father... there’s one absolute rule: when you have a kid, don’t look at it for the first two years.”      —Ernest Hemingway

“A man knows when he is growing old because he begins to look like his father.”

“I cannot think of any need in childhood as strong as the need for a father’s protection.”  

                         —Sigmund Freud

“I watched a small man with thick calluses on both hands work fifteen and sixteen hours a day. I saw him once literally bleed from the bottoms of his feet, a man who came here uneducated, alone, unable to speak the language, who taught me all I needed to know about faith and hard work by the simple eloquence of his example.”

                         —Mario Cuomo


“If the new American father feels bewildered and even defeated, let him take comfort from the fact that whatever he does in any fathering situation has a fifty percent chance of being right.”       —Bill Cosby





“Blessed indeed is the man who hears many gentle voices call him father!”        —Lydia M. Child





“父亲总是把他的女儿塑造成一个小女人。当她成了一个真正的女人时，他又不断地指引她前进。”


——巴格诺尔德


“我不厌其烦地不断寻找父亲的影子。最后，我终于深深地享受并懂得了他的用心良苦。”


——爱丽斯·沃克


“你可能从来没有因为世界上有这样一位伟大的、完美的父亲而自豪。努力吧，跟随他的脚步，不要气馁，因为你们都还没有达到像他那样的程度。我相信，将来你们会的，至少某一方面有点像他，而且你可以完全做到。”      ——英格兰王后维多利亚

“父亲在家里是个吃力不讨好的角色——既要养活全家，又受全家敌视。”   ——斯特林堡

“聪明的父亲都应该了解他们自己的孩子。”


——威廉·莎士比亚


“父亲是什么样的人并不重要，重要的是我心目中的父亲是什么样的人。”    ——安妮·塞克斯顿

“一个父亲比一百个校长还顶用。”——英国谚语





“作为一个成功的父亲……有一个绝对遵守的原则：当你有了小孩的时候，在头两年里不要给他们太大的压力。”         ——海明威


“我们知道，当一个人慢慢长大成人的时候，他们开始慢慢变得像他的父亲。”


“我想象不出还有什么比父亲的保护让一个孩子渴求得更强烈。 ”      ——弗洛伊德


“我看到一个小个子的男人，用他长满老茧的双手，每天工作十五六个小时。我曾经看到，红红的鲜血从他的脚底下流出来。这个男人来到这里，没有受过教育，孤零零一个人，不懂当地语言。就是这个男人，单单以他的言行，教会了我需知道的一切，关于坚强的信念，关于辛苦劳作。”     


——马里奥·库莫


“如果一个美国新爸爸感到有所困惑，甚至是被击败，那么，让他欣慰的是，他所做的任何孕育下一代的努力，有50％的概率是正确的。”


——比尔·考斯比



“幸福，事实上就是一个男人听到许多温柔的声音叫他爸爸！”             ——莉迪亚



























Chapter 3 家是永远的港湾













Where we love is home, home that our feet may leave, but not our hearts. A man’s home is his castle. Not to mean a greeting, not to shy a hug, get close to our families, cherish this extraordinary and noble affection, and that is the most timeless really the most appropriate.

家是我们所爱的地方，双脚可以离开，心却不能。一个人的家就是他的城堡。不要吝啬一个祝福，不要害羞一个拥抱，亲近我们的家人，珍视这平凡而又高贵的亲情，那是此生此世最真最切的永恒。














Go Back Home　回 家





◎ Teresa Strasser





“They say you can never go home again.”

Well, you can. Only you might find yourself staying at a Trave Lodge, driving a rented Ford Contour and staking out your childhood home like some noir private eye just trying to catch a glimpse of the Johnny—come—lately that are now living in your house.

It’s a familiar story. Kids grow up, parents sell the family home and move to some sunnier climate, some condo somewhere, some smaller abode. We grown up kids box up all the junk from our childhoods—dusty ballet shoes, high school text books, rolled up posters of Adam Ant—and wonder where home went.

I’m not a sentimental person, I told myself. I don’t need to see old 3922 26th Street before we sell the place. I even skipped the part where I return home to salvage my mementos from the garage. I let my parents box up the stuff which arrived from San Francisco like the little package you get when released from jail. You know, here’s your watch, the outfit you wore in here, some cash. Here’s the person you once were.




After a year, San Francisco called me home again. I missed it. High rents had driven all my friends out of the city to the suburbs so I made myself a reservation at a motel and drove there in a rented car.

The next day, I cruised over to my old neighborhood. There was the little corner store my mom used to send me to for milk, the familiar fire station, the Laundromat.

I cried like the sap I never thought I’d be. I sat in the car, staring at my old house, tears welling up. It had a fresh paint job, the gang graffiti erased from the garage door. New curtains hung in the window.

I walked up and touched the doorknob like it was the cheek of a lover just home from war. I noticed the darker paint where our old mezuzah used to be. I sat on our scratchy brick stoop, dangling my legs off the edge, feeling as rootless as I’ve ever felt.

You can’t go home in a lot of ways, I discovered that night, when I met up with an ex-boyfriend.

“Great to see you.” he said, giving me a tense hug. “The thing is, I only have an hour.”

What am I, the Lens Crafters of social engagements?

As it happens, his new girlfriend wasn’t too keen on my homecoming. We had a quick drink and he dropped me back off at my motel where I scrounged up my change to buy some Whoppers from the vending machine for dinner. I settled in for the evening to watch “Three to Tango” on HBO.




“You had to watch a movie with a Friends’ cast member,” said my brother, nodding empathetically. “That’s sad.”

My brother and I met up at our old house, like homing pigeons. We walked down the street for some coffee and I filled him in on my trip. He convinced me to stay my last night at his new place in San Bruno, just outside the city. I’ll gladly pay $98 a night just for the privilege of not inconveniencing anyone, but he actually seemed to want me.

“I love having guests.” he insisted. So I went.

It’s surprising how late in life you still get that “I can’t believe I’m a grown-up feeling”, like when your big brother, the guy who used to force you to watch “Gomer Pyle” reruns, owns his own place. It was small and sparse and he had just moved in but it was his. The refrigerator had nothing but mustard, a few cheese slices and fourteen cans of Diet 7-Up.

We picked up some Taco Bell, rented a movie, popped some popcorn and I fell asleep on his couch.




Insomniacs rarely fall asleep on people’s couches, I assure you. I don’t know why I slept so well after agonizing all weekend over the question of home, if I had one anymore, where it was. I only know that curled up under an old sleeping bag, the sound of some second-rate guy movie playing in the background, my brother in a chair next to me, I felt safe and comfortable and maybe that’s part of what home is.

But it’s not the whole story. As much as I’d like to buy the cliches about home being where the heart is, or as Robert Frost put it, “The place where when you have to go there, they have to take you in”, a part of me thinks the truth is somewhere between the loftiness of all those platitudes and the concreteness of that wooden door on 26th street.

I’ll probably be casing that joint from time to time for the rest of my life. I’ll sit outside, like a child watching someone take away a favorite toy, and silently scream, “mine!”

“人们说你再也回不了家了。”

其实你是可以的。这样的话，你会发现自己将会住进寒酸的汽车旅馆，开着租来的廉价福特康拓车，在你童年的家门口久久地徘徊，就像黑色电影里的私家侦探一样，你总想一眼窥探——最近占了你“窝”的到底是些什么样的人。




这样的故事让你觉得似曾相识。孩子长大了，父母们便要把老家卖掉，搬到气候更宜人、阳光更充足的地方去，住公寓，或更小的房子。而我们这些长大的孩子，将所有童年时期的破烂玩意儿打包收拾好——满是灰尘的芭蕾舞鞋，高中时期的课本，卷起的歌手亚当·恩特的海报——可当我们收拾好之后，才惊奇地发现家不见了！

我对自己说，我并不是个多愁善感的人。我们老家26街3922号卖掉之前，我并没有要去多看一眼的冲动。我甚至没有回老家，亲自打捞车库里的那些纪念品，而是让父母帮我打包后从旧金山寄了过来。收到那包裹的时候，感觉就像出狱一样——这是你的手表，这是你在这穿过的，这里还有些现金……你可以从这包东西看到自己的过去。

一年后，出于对家乡的想念，我回了趟旧金山。当时因为房租太高，朋友们都搬到市郊去住了。我无处可投，便向当地一家汽车旅馆订了个房，租了辆车开了去。

第二天，我便到处去走访那些老邻居。街道拐角的那家小店，当年妈妈经常打发我去买牛奶，还有那熟悉的消防局，洗衣店……

我坐在车里，直直地盯着老家看。此时的我，从来没有想到过会哭得像个傻瓜一样。此刻的老屋，里里外外都被重新粉刷了一遍，车库门上的涂鸦作品也被抹去，窗上还挂起了新窗帘。




我走到门前，轻轻地碰了碰门把手，就像轻抚从战场归来的爱人的脸一样。门上那块颜色暗淡的漆，正是我们以前贴平安符的地方。我在砖面粗糙的门廊上坐下，双脚悬荡着，一种前所未有的无根感涌上心头。

是啊！有很多时候你是回不了家的。那天晚上当我遇上了前男友，我终于明白了这一点。

“见到你真是太好了，”他见面就说，然后紧紧地拥抱了我，“问题是，我只有一个小时的时间。”他接着说。

他把我当什么了？听起来像是一小时快速配眼镜一样！

可想而知的是，他的新女友并不怎么欢迎我的突如其来。我们随便喝了点东西，然后他就把我送回了旅馆。我凑了点零钱，找个自动贩卖机买了些汉堡包，晚餐就这么打发了。晚上将就着在旅馆里，看了电影台播放的《三人探戈》。

“你应该看一部由《老友记》那帮演员演的一部片子，”电话那边哥哥同情地劝我说，“你现在看的那部太悲了。”

我和哥哥在老屋门口见了面，就像两只归家的鸽子。我们沿着街道找了家咖啡店，我把这几天发生的事情告诉了他。哥哥说最后一天就到他新家去住吧，就在市郊的圣布鲁诺城。其实我很乐意付98美金一晚住旅馆，只要能不麻烦别人，但哥哥似乎真的很想我过去住。




“我喜欢家里有客人来住！”哥哥强调说。于是我就跟着去了。

很奇怪为什么人们总是不愿意承认自己已经成年了。看看哥哥，我还记得他以前一遍一遍地强迫我看那部老掉牙的电影《傻子格麦派》，而现在他居然有了他自己的房子。哥哥刚搬来不久，地方不大，摆设也少，但却是他自己的家。冰箱里面的东西很少，只有芥末，几片芝士切片，还有十四罐健怡七喜。

我们在一家墨西哥速食店买了些食物，再去租了部电影，啃了点爆米花。后来我就在哥哥的沙发椅上睡着了。

我敢保证，常失眠的人是很难在别人家的沙发上睡着的。可是不知道为什么，这次我却睡得很好，尽管我整个周末都在苦苦思考一个问题——如果我有家的话，那么它究竟在哪里？我只知道，当我蜷缩在旧的睡袋里头，哥哥坐在椅子上看着蹩脚演员主演的电影，就在我的身旁时，我会觉得既安全又舒适——或许家的一部分就应该是这样。

但这些并不是全部。正如我可以相信“家就在心中”这样的陈词滥调，或者欣赏诗人罗伯特·莱特所说的：“家就是当你想去，人家就得让你进去的地方。”但同时我也坚信，真正的家，既可以如陈词滥调所形容的那般飘渺，也可以跟26街那扇木门一样坚实。




在以后的日子里，我可能还会不止一次地回到老屋门前徘徊。我会坐在屋子外面，像个小孩看到有人拿走了他心爱的玩具那样，默默地在心底大喊：“那是我的！”


















I'll Always Be There for You　我永远都在你身边





◎ Jim Burns





In 1989 an 6.9 earthquake almost flattened America, killing over 270 people in less than four minutes.

In the midst of utter devastation and chaos, a father left his wife safely at home and rushed to the school where his son was supposed to be, only to discover that the building was as flat as a pancake.

After the unforgettably initial shock, he remembered the promise he had made to his son: “No matter what, I’ll always be there for you!” And tears began to fill his eyes. As he looked at the pile of ruins that once was the school, it looked hopeless, but he kept remembering his commitment to his son.

He began to direct his attention towards where he walked his son to class at school each morning. Remembering his son’s classroom would be in the back right corner of the building, he rushed there and started digging through the ruins.

As he was digging, other helpless parents arrived, clutchingtheir hearts, saying: “My son!” “My daughter!” Other well-meaning parents tried to pull him off what was left of the school, saying: “It’s too late! They’re all dead! You can’t help! Go home! Come on, face reality, there’s nothing you can do!”




To each parent he responded with one line: “Are you going to help me now?” And then he continued to dig for his son, stone by stone.

The fire chief showed up and tried to pull him off the school’s ruins saying, “Fires are breaking out, explosions are happening everywhere. You’re in danger. We’ll take care of it. Go home.” To which this loving, caring American father asked, “Are you going to help me now?”

The police came and said, “You’re angry, anxious and it’s over. You’re endangering others. Go home. We’ll handle it!” To which he replied, “Are you going to help me now?” No one helped.

Courageously he went on alone because he needed to know for himself, “Is my boy alive or is he dead?”

He dug for 8 hours, 12 hours, 24 hours, 36 hours, then, in the 38th hour, he pulled back a large stone and heard his son’s voice. He screamed his son’s name, “Armand!” He heard back, “Dad? It’s me, Dad! I told the other kids not to worry. I told them that if you were alive, you’d save me and when you saved me, they’d be saved. You promised, No matter what happens, I’ll always be there for you! You did it, Dad!”




“What’s going on in there? How is it?” the father asked.

“There are 14 of us left out of 33, Dad. We’re scared, hungry, thirsty and thankful you’re here. When the building collapsed, it made a triangle, and it saved us.”

“Come out, boy!”

“No, Dad! Let the other kids out first, because I know you’ll get me! No matter what happens, I know you’ll always be there for me!”

1989年，一场6.9级的地震几乎铲平美国，在短短不到4分钟的时间里，夺去了270余人的生命！

在彻底的破坏与混乱之中，有位父亲将他的妻子安顿在家后，跑到他儿子就读的学校，却发现这所学校已经被夷为平地。

看到这令人震惊的一幕，他想起了曾经对儿子所做的承诺：“不论发生什么事，我都会在你身边。”至此，父亲热泪盈眶。目睹曾经的学校成为了一堆废墟，真叫人绝望。但父亲的脑中仍然牢记着他对儿子的诺言。

他开始努力回忆每天早上送儿子上学的必经之路，终于记起儿子的教室应该就在那幢建筑物后面，位于右边的角落里，他急急忙忙地跑到那儿，开始在废墟中挖掘。




当这位父亲正在挖掘时，其他束手无策的学生家长赶到现场，揪心地叫着：“我的儿子呀！”“我的女儿呀！”一些善意的家长试图把这位父亲拉开，告诉他：“一切都太迟了！他们全死了！这样做没用的！回家去吧，面对现实，你也无能为力啊！”

面对种种劝告，这位父亲的回答只有一句话：“你们愿意帮我吗？”然后继续进行挖掘工作，在废墟中寻找他的儿子，一块石头也不放过。

消防队长出现了，他也试图把这位父亲劝走，对他说：“火灾频现，四处都在发生爆炸，你在这里太危险了。这边的事我们会处理，你回家吧！”对此，这位慈爱关切的父亲仍然回答：“你们愿意帮我吗？”

警察赶到现场，对他说：“你现在又气又急，该结束了，你在危及他人，回家吧！我们会处理的！”这位父亲依旧回答：“你们愿意帮我吗？”然而，人们无动于衷。

为了弄清楚儿子是死是活，这位父亲鼓起勇气，独自一人继续进行他的工作。

他挖掘了8小时，12小时，24小时，36小时，38小时后，父亲推开了一块巨大的石头，听到了儿子的声音。父亲尖叫着：“阿曼德！”他听到了儿子的回音：“爸爸吗？是我，爸爸！我告诉其他的小朋友不要担心。我告诉他们，如果你活着，你会来救我的。如果我获救了，他们也就获救了。你答应过我，不论发生什么，你永远都会在我的身边，你做到了，爸爸！”




“你那里的情况怎样了？”父亲问。

“我们有33个，只有14个活着。爸爸，我们好害怕，又渴又饿，谢天谢地，你在这儿。教室倒塌时，刚好形成一个三角形的洞，救了我们。”

“快出来吧，孩子！”

“不，爸爸！让其他小朋友先出来吧！因为我知道你会接我的！不管发生什么事，我知道你永远都会来到我的身边！”


















Affection　当一个人仰望天空





◎ Gail Harmer





When a person is looking at the sky and imaging his own future, the first thought should be his future home. This is like people desperately saving money to buy a house now, in fact, people want more than just a simple “nests”, but rather a warm home. This house is a load-bearing, it is not the external show of its meaning, and the important thing is that one of the strong affection rather than greasy.

When suddenly from the cool breeze, there is always someone quietly shutting the doors and windows; quilts dropped, there is always someone to help gently starnpe. Worry, we will console someone patient; pleasure jubilation when will the blessings of knowing someone. When a glory fell upon us, the first one must be glad are family members; when invasion of out lonely hearts, the first one to conswlt us also must be our family.

These seem small non-small, underestimate the importance of non-light none originated from a constant mind, it is affection. Love this priceless, and the most real pro. That affection is like a touch of green tea, refreshing eye-catching, fresh. Cold, the drink can be a warm-up; heat when the goods can be a cool-heart. Affection of the blood concentration and elegant are born with no result has no roots, no grudges, be they from. We are relatives, close relatives does not require any rendering, without any reason, even without any deliberate cover up and maintain, it seems that this is a money situation unchanged. Suand indeed, near the temperature, touch and feel more tired, so tired of fan without a sense of redundancy. It is often of a most unusual flower, did not struggle with the peony show, and rose never doo-yan, but also inadvertent on the plum of the arrogance, have no intention in the heroic epiphyllum. It side pure land, clear voice uttered a sound of dull, people do not faint, not significant vulgar.




Remember there is such a touching story of a disabled old man to take three orphans, for children’s school, he even go to sell blood to manufacture its own car accident. This source is not from the affection from the blood. Forward and those who put their own biological parents or children of people who disregard the difference is really. Money and status of conscience tend to degenerate, and if we do not even have to give up affection, then we really have nothing. Since the hand of affection has always been warm, and she always put us to hold fast to provide us with peace of mind safe place, and we abandon it once and those who do not clean into place, it will never feel the warmth and satisfied. Where there is only indifference and because, while it remains the same affection for you wait for the return. Each family would have no reason to forgive you of the past, even if they hurt you once.




This affection is the tolerance and support for the key link of the article, all the sin and suffering always willing to relatives under the tam. Also remember that a novel has an old Chinese medicine, he can cure all diseases, and there is a disease that only he can cure. Ancestors may have training: dead evil, do not save the greedy. He has broken the rules are broken for his son, when he knows his own son, of corruption, he a people kneel at the graves before the suicide. This is a caring father, but also a filial descendants, he did not insist the loss of conscience. Affection, conscience, he would hold an ordinary disclosed in a noble, sad sigh are filled with, let us have to give birth to such a father means respect.

This may be fabricated out of the literati are, but let people feel that it is indeed touching. More affection in life are subtle, but significant changes in his time, leaving only affection but. We tend to neglect this precious thing, because it eternity, or because it’s common? Each of us has a baby with this, but never put it as a baby to lose the time, they are irreparable.




Not to mean a greeting, not to shy a hug, get close to our families, cherish this extraordinary and noble affection, and that is the most timeless really the most appropriate.

当一个人仰望天空，畅想自己的未来时，他的第一个念头最应该是自己未来的家。这就像现在人们拼命攒钱买房一样，事实上，人们想要的不仅仅是一个单纯的“巢穴”，更是一个温暖的家。这套房子是家的承载，它的外在显现不出它的深意，重要的是，其中那浓而不腻的亲情。

当凉风忽起的时候，总会有人把门窗悄悄地关上；棉被翻掉的时候，总会有人轻轻地帮你盖上。烦恼忧心的时候，会有人耐心地劝慰；欢呼雀跃的时候，会有人会心地祝福。当荣耀降临我们身上的时候，第一个为之欢喜的必是我们的家人；当孤独落寞侵袭我们的心灵的时候，第一个抚慰我们的也必是我们的家人。

这些似小非小、看似轻实重的点点滴滴，都源于一个不变的信念，那就是亲情。情本无价，而亲最真实。亲情就好比那一杯淡淡的清茶，提神醒目，沁人心脾。清冷之时，饮一口可以暖身；燥热之时，品一口可以爽心。亲情的血浓与淡雅是与生俱来的，无因无根，无怨无由。我们对于亲人，亲人对于我们的亲近不需要任何渲染，不需要任何理由，更不需要任何刻意的掩饰与维持，这似乎就是金钱也改变不了的亲情。素而实，近而温，触多而不觉厌倦，话繁而不感冗烦。那是一朵最为平常多见的花，不曾与牡丹争秀，不曾和玫瑰斗艳，又无心与梅花比清高，无意于昙花的壮烈。它独守一方净土，发出一声声清清的平淡之音，不令人灰心，不显得庸俗。




记得这样一个感人的故事，一个残疾老人收留了三个孤儿，为了孩子们的学费，他甚至去卖血，去制造自己的车祸。这源自亲情而非血缘。和那些把自己亲生父母或者子女弃之不顾的人们相比，真有天壤之别。金钱和地位往往会使良心退化，而如果我们连亲情都放弃的话，我们就真的什么都没有了。因为亲情的手始终是暖的，它总是把我们抱紧，为我们提供安身安心之地，而我们一旦放弃它，投向那些不干净的地方，就再也不会感到温暖与满足。那里有的只是冷漠与暗算，而亲情却一如既往地等待你的回归。每一个亲人会毫无理由地原谅你的过去，即使你曾把他们伤害。

亲情本就是以宽容与支持为条纲的篇章，所有的罪过与痛苦总让人愿意为亲人担下。还记得一篇小说中有一位年迈的中医，他能治百病，并且有一种病只有他能治好。祖上有训：不治恶，不救贪。可他却打破了这个规矩，是为他的儿子。当知道自己的儿子贪污腐败之时，他跪倒在祖坟前自杀了。这是一个仁爱的父亲，更是一个孝顺的后人，他没有失去对良心的坚持。亲情、良心，他都守住了，平凡之中透露着一种高贵，悲惋叹息之中洋溢着豪壮，让我们不得不对这样一位父亲心生敬佩。
















Love in Bloom　爱如鲜花盛开





◎ Judy Coulter





I was nine when my father first sent me flowers. I had been taking tap-dancing lessons for six months, and the school was giving its yearly recital. As an excited member of the beginners’ chorus line, I was aware of my lowly status.

So it was a surprise to have my name called out at the end of the show along with the lead dancers and to find my arms full of long-stemmed red roses. I can still feel myself standing on that stage, blushing furiously and gazing over the footlights to see my father’s grin as he applauded loudly.

Those roses were the first in a series of large bouquets that accompanied all the milestones in my life. They brought a sense of embarrassment. I enjoyed them, but was flustered by the extravagance.

Not my father. He did everything in a big way. If you sent him to the bakery for a cake, he came back with three. Once, when Mother told him I needed a new party dress, he brought home a dozen.




His behavior often left us without funds for other more important things. After the dress incident, there was no money for the winter coat I really needed—or the new ice skates I wanted.

Sometimes I would be angry with him, but not for long. Inevitably he would buy me something to make up with me. The gift was so apparently an offering of love he could not verbalize that I would throw my arms around him and kiss him—an act that undoubtedly perpetuated his behavior.

Then came my 16th birthday. It was not a happy occasion. I was fat and had no boyfriend. And my well-meaning parents furthered my misery by giving me a party. As I entered the dining room, there on the table next to my cake was a huge bouquet of flowers, bigger than any before.

I wanted to hide. Now everyone would think my father had sent flowers because I had no boyfriend to do it. Sweet 16, and I felt like crying. I probably would have, but my best friend, Phyllis, whispered, “Boy, you’re lucky to have a father like that.”

As the years passed, other occasion—birthdays, recitals, awards, graduations—were marked with Dad’s flowers. My emotions continued to seesaw between pleasure and embarrassment.”




When I graduated from college, though, my days of ambivalence were over. I was embarking on a new career and was engaged to be married. Dad’s flowers symbolized his pride, and my triumph. They evoked only great pleasure.

Now there were bright-orange mums for Thanksgiving and a huge pink poinsettia at Christmas. White lilies at Easter, and velvety red roses for birthdays. Seasonal flowers in mixed bouquets celebrated the births of my children and the move to our first house.

As my fortunes grew, my father’s waned, but his gifts of flowers continued until he died of a heart attack a few months before his 70th birthday. Without embarrassment, I covered his coffin with the largest, reddest roses I could find.

Often in the dozen years since, I felt an urge to go out and buy a big bouquet to fill the living room, but I never did. I knew it would not be the same.

Then one birthday, the doorbell rang. I was feeling blue because I was alone. My husband was playing golf, and my two daughters were away. My 13-year-old son, Matt, had run out earlier with a “see you later”, never mentioning my birthday. So I was surprised to see his large frame at the door. “Forgot my key.” he said, shrugging. “Forgot your birthday too. Well, I hope you like flowers, Mum.” He pulled a bunch of daisies from behind his back.




“Oh, Matt,” I cried, hugging him hard, “I love flowers!”

我9岁那年，父亲第一次送花给我。当时，我加入学校踢踏舞班才六个月，正逢学校举办一年一度的演出。我只能加入新学员合唱队，却依然兴致勃勃。不过我清楚自己只是个不起眼的小角色。

令人惊喜的是，演出一结束，我竟被叫到前台，双手捧着一束枝繁叶茂的红玫瑰与主舞的演员站在一起。我至今还感到自己像是站在舞台上，双颊绯红。我越过绚丽的脚灯光线向下张望，看见父亲的笑脸。他一面使劲地鼓掌，一面快活地笑着。

这束鲜花是第一束，往后，每逢我人生的一个里程碑，父亲都要送我一大束鲜花。可我的心情总是有些矛盾：既高兴，又有些尴尬。我喜爱鲜花，可又为这种奢侈而不安。

父亲却从不会觉得不安。他做什么事都特别大方。如果你让他去面包房买一块蛋糕，他一定会买回来三块。一次，母亲对他说我需要一件新的派对礼服，他竟买回来一打。

他的做法总是让我们没有钱再去添置其他更需要的东西。那次礼服事件后，家里就再也没钱去买我真正急需的冬大衣——或者我一直向往的新溜冰鞋。




有时我会为这些事跟父亲赌气，但时间都不会长。他照例会买些礼物与我和好。这些礼物如此真切地传达着他不善用言辞表达的爱。这时，我便会搂住他，亲吻他——这亲昵的行为，无疑会使他再度大方。

之后迎来了我16岁生日，可这并不是个快乐的时刻。我长得很胖，还没有男朋友。好心的父母为我准备了生日晚会，可这更让我觉得痛苦。我走进餐厅，看见餐桌上生日蛋糕旁边，摆着很大一束鲜花，比以往的任何一束都要大。

我真想躲起来。现在谁都会以为我没有男朋友送花，只好由父亲来送了。16岁该是最美好的，而我却只想哭。或许当时我的确哭了，但我最好的朋友，菲利斯，在我耳边小声说：“嘿，孩子，你有这样的父亲可真幸运。”

随着光阴的流逝，许多特别的日子——生日、演出、获奖、毕业——都会伴有父亲的鲜花。我的心情也依然在快乐与尴尬之间徘徊不定。

可我从大学毕业时，那种矛盾的心情消失了。我开始了新的事业，也订了婚。父亲的鲜花代表了他的骄傲和我的胜利。它们带来的只有极大的喜悦。

后来，每逢感恩节，我们都会收到父亲的一捧黄灿灿的菊花；圣诞节会有一大束粉红的一品红；复活节是洁白的百合花；生日里会有天鹅绒般的红玫瑰；孩子出世或逢乔迁之喜，父亲会送来那个季节里盛开的许多种鲜花混合扎成的花束。




















The Paradox of Our Time　家的等式





◎ George Carlin





The paradox of our time in history is that we have taller buildings, but shorter tempers; wider freeways, but narrower viewpoints; we spend more, but have less; we buy more but enjoy less.

We have bigger houses and smaller families; more conveniences, but less time; we have more degrees, but less sense; more knowledge, but less judgment; more experts, but more problems; more medicine, but less wellness.

We drink too much, spend too recklessly, laugh too little, drive too fast, get too angry too quickly, stay up too late, get up too tired, read too little, watch TV too much, and pray too seldom.

We talk too much, love too seldom, and hate too often. We’ve learned how to make a living, but not a life; we’ve added years to life, not life to years.

We’ve been all the way to the moon and back, but have trouble crossing the street to meet the new neighbor. We’ve conquered outer space, but not inner space; we’ve done larger things, but not better things.




We’ve cleaned up the air, but polluted the soul; we’ve split the atom, but not our prejudice. We write more, but learn less; we plan more, but accomplish less.

We’ve learned to rush, but not to wait; we have higher incomes, but, lower morals.

We build more computers to hold more information to produce more copies than ever, but have less communication; we’ve become long on quantity, but short on quality.

These are the days of two incomes, but more divorce; of fancier houses, but more broken homes.

These are the days of quick trips, disposable diapers, throw away morality, one night stands, overweight bodies, and pills that do everything from cheer, to quiet, to kill. Where are we heading...?

If we die tomorrow, the company that we are working for could easily replace us in a matter of days. But the family we left behind will feel the loss for the rest of their lives.

And come to think of it, we pour ourselves more into work than to our family an unwise investment indeed.




So what is the morale of the story?

Don’t work too hard... and you know what’s the full word of family?

FAMILY = (F) ATHER (A) ND (M) OTHER, (I) (L) OVE (Y) OU.

我们处于历史上的矛盾时代：我们拥有更高的建筑，但是有更暴的脾气；我们拥有更宽阔的高速公路，却有更狭隘的观点；我们花费得更多，拥有得却更少；我们购买得更多却享受得更少。

我们的房子越来越大，家庭却越来越小；便利越来越多，时间却越来越少；学位越来越多，感觉却越来越少；知识越来越多，观点却越来越少；专家越来越多，问题也越来越多；药物越来越多，健康却越来越少。

我们喝得太多，花钱大手大脚，笑得太少，开车太快，易怒，熬夜，赖床，书读得太少，电视看得太多，并很少向上帝祈祷。

我们常常夸夸其谈，却很少付出爱心，并仇恨得太多。我们掌握了谋生手段，却不懂得生活的真谛；我们延长了生命的期限，而不是生活的期限。

我们登上了月球并成功返回，却不能穿过街道去拜访新邻居。我们开始探索太空，却发现不了自己的内心；我们的事业越做越大，但质量却没有提高。




我们清洁了空气，却污染了灵魂；我们分离了原子，却无法去除自己的偏见；我们写得更多，学到的却更少；我们的计划更多，完成的却更少。

我们学会了追赶时间，却忘记了如何等待；我们的收入越来越高，道德水平却越来越低。

我们制造了更多的计算机来存储更多的信息，制造了最多的副本却减少了交流；我们开始注重数量，但忽视了质量。

这个时代有双收入，但也有了更高的离婚率；有更华丽的房屋，却有更多破碎的家庭。

这个时代有了快速旅游、免洗尿布、道德的缺失、一夜情、超重的身体，以及可以从快乐中走向静止和自杀的药物。我们将走向何方？

如果我们明天就死掉，我们为之工作的公司可能会在几天内很轻易地找人代替我们的位置。但是当我们离开家人后，他们的余生将会在失落中度过。

考虑一下吧，我们将自己的时间更多地投入到工作中，而放弃与家人在一起的时光，实在不是明智之举。

那么这则故事的主旨是什么？

不要工作得太辛苦，你知道家的全称吗？

家＝爸爸妈妈，我爱你们。


















The Other Woman in My Life　和生命中另一个女人约会





◎ David Farrell





After 21 years of marriage, I discovered a new way of keeping alive the spark of love. I started to go out with another woman. It was really my wife’s idea.

“I know that you love her.” she said one day, taking me by surprise. “But I love you.” I protested. “I know, but you also love her.”

The other woman that my wife wanted me to visit was my mother, who has been a widow for 19 years, but the demands of my work and my three children had made it possible to visit her only occasionally. That night I called to invite her to go out for dinner and a movie. “What’s wrong, are you well?” she asked. My mother is the type of woman who suspects that a late night call or a surprise invitation is a sign of bad news. “I thought that it would be pleasant to pass some time with you,” I responded, “just the two of us.” She thought about it for a moment, then said, “I would like that very much.”

That Friday after work, as I drove over to pick her up I was a bit nervous. When I arrived at her house, I noticed that she, too, seemed to be nervous about our date. She waited in the door with her coat on. She had curled her hair and was wearing the dress that she had worn to celebrate her last wedding anniversary. She smiled from a face that was as radiant as an angel’s. “I told my friends that I was going to go out with my son, and they were impressed,” she said, as she got into the car, “they can’t wait to hear about our meeting.”




We went to a restaurant that, although not elegant, was very nice and cozy. My mother took my arm as if she were the First Lady. After we sat down, I had to read the menu. Her eyes could only read large print. Half way through the entries, I lifted my eyes and saw Mom sitting there staring at me. A nostalgic smile was on her lips. “It was I who used to have to read the menu when you were small.” she said. “Then it’s time that you relax and let me return the favor.” I responded.

During the dinner we had an agreeable conversation—nothing extraordinary—but catching up on recent events of each other’s life. We talked so much that we missed the movie. As we arrived at her house later, she said, “I’ll go out with you again, but only if you let me invite you.” I agreed.




“How was your dinner date?” asked my wife when I got home. “Very nice. Much more so than I could have imagined.” I answered.

A few days later my mother died of a massive heart attack. It happened so suddenly that I didn’t have a chance to do anything for her. At that moment I understood the importance of saying in time: “I love you” , and to give our loved ones the time that they deserve. Nothing in life is more important than your family. Give them the time they deserve, because these things cannot be put off till “some other time”.





结婚二十年后，我发现了保持爱之火花的一种新方法。我开始与另一个女人出去约会。其实这还是我妻子的主意呢。

“我知道你爱她。”有一天妻子对我说，这令我感到十分惊讶。“但我也爱你。”我抗议道。“我知道，不过，你也爱她。”

我妻子想让我去拜访的另一个女人，就是我的妈妈，她守寡十九年了，但由于工作需要以及有三个孩子要抚养，我很少有机会去看望她。那天晚上，我打电话约她吃饭看电影。“出什么事了？你还好吧？”她问。我妈妈是那种认为深夜电话或出其不意的邀请代表坏消息征兆的女人。“我觉得，与您共度一段时间将是一件愉快的事，”我这样回答，“就我们两个人。”她想了一想，然后说：“其实我很喜欢这样。”




周五下班后，我开车去接她。我有点儿紧张。到了她的住所，我注意到，她对我们的约会好像也有些紧张。她穿着外套在门口等我。她将头发盘了起来，并且穿着最后一次结婚纪念日那天穿的套装，天使般容光焕发的脸上带着笑容。“我告诉朋友们我要跟儿子出去约会，他们都很感动，”上车时她对我说，“他们迫不及待地想了解我们约会的情况。”

我们去了一家饭店，虽不是一流的，却很优雅舒适。妈妈挽着我的手臂，宛如第一夫人。我们坐下后，我开始看菜单。她的眼睛现在只能看清一些大字。透过条目的缝隙，我抬眼看到妈妈正坐在那儿盯着我，嘴上带着怀旧的笑容。“你小的时候，都是我看菜单。”她说。“现在轮到您休息了，该我回报您了。”我答道。

吃饭的时候，我们谈得很愉快——也没什么特别的事——只是简单描述一下彼此生活中最近发生的事。我们谈得太尽兴，以至于错过了看电影。当我送她回到家时，她说：“我会再跟你出去约会，但前提是我邀请你。”我同意了。

“饭吃得怎么样啊？”回到家时我妻子问。“非常好。比我想象中要好得多。”我回答。

几天后，妈妈由于严重的心脏病发作去世了。发生的如此突然以至于我没有机会为她做任何事。那一刻，我明白了及时说出“我爱你”，以及给予我们所爱的人他们应该得到的时间的重要性。生命中没有什么比你的家庭更重要。多花些时间陪陪你的家人，因为这些事情不能被推迟到“改天”。




















A Boy with a Mission　一个男孩的使命





◎ Indra Sharma





In 1945, a 12-year-old boy saw something in a shop window that set his heart racing. But the price—five dollars—was far beyond Reuben Earle’s means. Five dollars would buy almost a week’s groceries for his family.

Reuben couldn’t ask his father for the money. Everything Mark Earle made through fishing in Bay Roberts, Newfoundland, Canada. Reuben’s mother, Dora, stretched like elastic to feed and clothe their five children.

Nevertheless, he opened the shop’s weathered door and went inside. Standing proud and straight in his flour-sack shirt and washed-out trousers, he told the shopkeeper what he wanted, adding, “But I don’t have the money right now. Can you please hold it for me for some time?”

“I’ll try,” the shopkeeper smiled, “folks around here don’t usually have that kind of money to spend on things. It should keep for a while.”




Reuben respectfully touched his worn cap and walked out into the sunlight with the bay rippling in a freshening wind. There was purpose in his loping stride. He would raise the five dollars and not tell anybody.

Hearing the sound of hammering from a side street, Reuben had an idea.

He ran towards the sound and stopped at a construction site. People built their own homes in Bay Roberts, using nails purchased in Hessian sacks from a local factory. Sometimes the sacks were discarded in the flurry of building, and Reuben knew he could sell them back to the factory for five cents a piece.

That day he found two sacks, which he took to the rambling wooden factory and sold to the man in charge of packing nails.

The boy’s hand tightly clutched the five-cent pieces as he ran the two kilometers home.

Near his house stood the ancient barn that housed the family’s goats and chickens. Reuben found a rusty soda tin and dropped his coins inside. Then he climbed into the loft of the barn and hid the tin beneath a pile of sweet smelling hay.




It was dinnertime when Reuben got home. His father sat at the big kitchen table, working on fishing net. Dora was at the kitchen stove, ready to serve dinner as Reuben took his place at the table.

He looked at his mother and smiled. Sunlight from the window gilded her shoulder-length blonde hair. Slim and beautiful, she was the center of the home, the glue that held it together.

Her chores were never-ending. Sewing clothes for her family on the old Singer treadle machine, cooking meals and baking bread, planting and tending a vegetable garden, milking the goats and scrubbing soiled clothes on a washboard. But she was happy. Her family and their well-being were her highest priority.

Every day after chores and school, Reuben scoured the town, collecting the hessian nail bags. On the day the two-room school closed for the summer, no student was more delighted than Reuben. Now he would have more time for his mission.

All summer long, despite chores at home weeding and watering the garden, cutting wood and fetching water—Reuben kept to his secret task.

Then all too soon the garden was harvested, the vegetables canned and stored, and the school reopened. Soon the leaves fell and the winds blew cold and gusty from the bay. Reuben wandered the streets, diligently searching for his hessian treasures.




Often he was cold, tired and hungry, but the thought of the object in the shop window sustained him. Sometimes his mother would ask: “Reuben, where were you? We were waiting for you to have dinner.”

“Playing, Mum. Sorry.”

Dora would look at his face and shake her head. Boys.

Finally spring burst into glorious green and Reuben’s spirits erupted. The time had come! He ran into the barn, climbed to the hayloft and uncovered the tin can. He poured the coins out and began to count.

Then he counted again. He needed 20 cents more. Could there be any sacks left any where in town? He had to find four and sell them before the day ended.

Reuben ran down Water Street.

The shadows were lengthening when Reuben arrived at the factory. The sack buyer was about to lock up.

“Mister! Please don’t close up yet.”

The man turned and saw Reuben, dirty and sweat stained.




“Come back tomorrow, boy.”

“Please, Mister. I have to sell the sacks now—please.” The man heard a tremor in Reuben’s voice and could tell he was close to tears.

“Why do you need this money so badly?”

“It’s a secret.”

The man took the sacks, reached into his pocket and put four coins in Reuben’s hand. Reuben murmured a thank you and ran home.

Then, clutching the tin can, he headed for the shop.

“I have the money.” he solemnly told the owner.

The man went to the window and retrieved Reuben’s treasure.

He wiped the dust off and gently wrapped it in brown paper. Then he placed the parcel in Reuben’s hands.

Racing home, Reuben burst through the front door. His mother was scrubbing the kitchen stove. “Here, Mum! Here!” Reuben exclaimed as he ran to her side. He placed a small box in her work roughened hand.

She unwrapped it carefully, to save the paper. A blue-velvet jewel box appeared. Dora lifted the lid, tears beginning to blur her vision.

In gold lettering on a small, almond-shaped brooch was the word Mother.




It was Mother’s Day, 1946.

Dora had never received such a gift; she had no finery except her wedding ring. Speechless, she smiled radiantly and gathered her son into her arms.





1945年，一个12岁的男孩在一家商店橱窗里看到一样令他心动的东西。但是——5美元——远远超出了鲁本·厄尔的支付能力。5美元几乎够买全家一周的食品呢。

鲁本不能向父亲要钱。马克·厄尔的每一分钱都是靠在加拿大纽芬兰的罗伯茨湾捕鱼挣来的。鲁本的母亲多拉，为了不让五个孩子冻着饿着，差不多是一个钱当两个钱用。

尽管如此，鲁本还是推开商店那扇久经风雨的门走了进去。他穿着面粉袋改做的衬衫和洗得褪色的裤子，站得笔直，丝毫不觉困窘。他告诉了店主他想要的东西，又加上一句：“可我现在还没有钱买它，您能为我预留一段时间吗？”

“我尽量吧，”店主微笑着说，“这儿的人买起东西来，一般不会花那么大一笔钱的，它应该还能保留一段时间。”

鲁本很有礼貌地碰了碰自己的旧帽沿儿，走出店外。阳光下清新的微风吹得罗伯茨湾的海水泛起阵阵涟漪。鲁本迈着大步，下定决心：他要凑齐那5美元，而且不告诉任何人。




听到街边传来的铁锤声，鲁本有了主意。

他循声跑过去，来到一处建筑工地。罗伯茨湾的人喜欢自己建房，用的钉子是从本地一家工厂买的，都用麻袋来装。有时忙碌不停，麻袋就被随手丢弃，而鲁本知道他可以5分钱一条把麻袋再卖给工厂。

那天，他找了两条麻袋，拿到杂乱的木材厂，卖给负责为钉子装袋的人。

手里紧紧攥着两个5分硬币，两公里的路程，他一路跑着回了家。

他家旁边有个颇有年头的谷仓，里面圈着家里的山羊和鸡。鲁本在那里找到一个生锈的装苏打的铁罐，把两枚硬币放了进去。然后，他爬上谷仓的阁楼，把铁罐藏在一堆散发着甜香味的干草下面。

晚饭时分，鲁本跨进家门。父亲正坐在厨房大餐桌旁摆弄渔网。多拉在灶台边忙碌着，准备开饭。鲁本就在桌边的位置上坐下了。

他看着妈妈，笑了。窗户透进的夕阳将她棕褐的披肩发染成了金色。苗条、美丽的母亲是这个家的中心，她像胶水一样使这个家紧紧粘结在一起。

母亲的家务活没完没了。用老式的“胜家”缝纫机为一家人缝缝补补；要做饭、烤面包；要照料菜园；要挤羊奶；还要在洗衣板上洗脏衣服。但母亲是快乐的。全家人的幸福、健康在她心中占有最重要的地位。




每天放学，做完家务事后，鲁本就在镇上搜寻装钉子的麻袋。只有两间教室的学校开始放暑假的那天，没人能比鲁本更高兴了。现在他有更多时间去完成他的使命。

整整一个夏天，鲁本除了干家务——给菜园锄草、浇水、砍柴和打水外，始终进行着他的秘密任务。

转眼菜园里该采收了，蔬菜被装罐腌制后储藏，学校也开学了。再不久，树叶也飘零了，海湾吹起阵阵冷风。鲁本在街头徘徊，努力寻找着被他视为宝物的麻袋。

他经常饥寒交迫，疲惫不堪，但是一想到商店橱窗里的那样东西，他就又有劲儿坚持下去了。有时妈妈会问：“鲁本，你上哪儿去了？我们都在等你吃晚饭呢！”

“玩去啦，妈妈。对不起。”

这时候，多拉总会瞧着他的脸，无奈地摇摇头，心想：男孩就是男孩。

春天终于来了，带来片片绿意，鲁本的精神也随之振奋。是时候了！他跑到谷仓，爬上草垛，揭开铁罐，倒出所有硬币清点起来。

他又数一遍，还差20美分。镇上哪儿还会有丢弃的麻袋？他必须在今天结束之前再找4条去卖掉。

鲁本沿着沃特街走着。




鲁本赶到工厂，厂房的影子已被夕阳拉得很长了。收购麻袋的人正要锁门。

“先生！请先不要关门。”

那人转过身来，看到了脏兮兮、汗涔涔的鲁本。

“明天再来吧，孩子。”

“求您了，先生。我必须现在把麻袋卖掉——求您啦。”那人感觉到鲁本的声音在颤抖，知道他快要哭了。

“你为什么这么急着要这点儿钱？”

“这是一个秘密。”

那人接过麻袋，手伸进口袋，掏出4个硬币放在鲁本手里。鲁本轻轻说了声“谢谢”就往家跑。

接着，他紧紧搂着铁罐，直奔那家商店。

“我有钱啦！”他一本正经地告诉店主。

店主走向橱窗，取出鲁本梦寐以求的东西。

他掸去灰尘，用棕色的牛皮纸把它小心包好，然后把这个小包放到鲁本手上。

鲁本一路狂奔到家，冲进前门。妈妈正在厨房擦洗灶台。“瞧，妈妈！看这里！”鲁本一边跑着，一边高声喊道。他把一个小盒子放在她因劳作而变得粗糙的手上。

为了不损坏包装纸，她小心翼翼地把它拆开，一个蓝色天鹅绒的首饰盒映入眼帘。多拉打开盒盖，泪水顿时模糊了她的双眼。




在一个小巧的心形胸针上刻着金字：母亲。

那是1946年的母亲节。

多拉从未收到过这样的礼物；除了结婚戒指外，她没有别的饰物。哽咽无语，脸上洋溢着动人的喜悦，她把儿子一把揽入怀中。


























Such is Love, Plain like Water　如水一般的爱





◎ Jason





Every once in a while I will dial the familiar number.

It is usually he that picks up the phone. She will come up to him asking who the caller is. Knowing it’s me, she will grab the phone, say a few greeting words, and then start talking bad of him, complaints flooding out, all about chores and minor superficial details.

As always, he argues, and through the long-distance call I hear them quarreling seriously.

Quarreling seems to be bound with their life. He seems like a capricious boy, and she a little girl who cannot bear with even a small grievance. It is common that they fight each other half a day over minor issues. Over and over again, they will quarrel—they are born to disagree with each other.

Bored sometimes, I pretend to be very unhappy and yell, “Couldn’t you stop arguing and let my ears have a quiet moment?”




She pauses two seconds, and mumbles, “He always bullies me.” I almost see her, pitiful as she is.

Then I turn soft, and try to find faults in him.

“Why did you bully her?”

He listens to me, irritated, “Who bullies her? It is she that bullies me!”

Just as the saying goes, a righteousjudge is never able to decide who is right and who is wrong in an argument between a couple. I tried to intervene, only to get them into more serious debate.

Like an actor and an actress, they are indulged in acting. With me watching, they end up in more heated disagreements. So I don’t want to bother any more. I just stand by when they quarrel.

In the end, she will find her eyes red, and wipe tears off her cheeks. He gets upset and attempts to soothe her. He looks funny—staring at her like a mad frog with two eyes open wide, he yells with determination,

“From now on I will wash all the dishes.” He seems to be swearing. And she weeps and smiling flowers bloom on her face.

One day he got bit by a snake while working in the farmland, one leg swelling furiously. He was then rushed to hospital where he went through a series of torment—he got injected to let the contaminated blood out.




Seeing the blood, she was scared to big tears, crying loud.

“Stop it. That’s enough. You are getting on my nerves. I am not gonna die.” He shouted, frowning.

She got mad at the word “die” that he had mentioned.

“Why did you say that?” She immediately quarreled hard with him, not to stop for a long while.

Doctors were watching on, amused.

“Isn’t quarreling more effective than pain-killing pills?” The doctors teased.

They looked at each other, embarrassed and laughing. That finally stopped their quarreling.

In order to save hospital expenses, he insisted on going home despite her mad disagreements.

Lying in bed, he was having an intravenous drip for a continuous period of 12 days. She was busy dealing with housework and everything else out of home. She was weak and thin, and too much work had made her even more skinny.

Witnessing her change, he hurt in the heart. One night he wanted to drink water. He did not wake her up, pulled himself out of the bed, and fell over because his legs were too weak.




His fall actually woke her up. She rushed to support him to stand up. She scolded him for not having waken her up. He said that he could manage. A serious quarrel was about to burst out again.

I called them from Zhuhai, the beautiful city of relaxation and exciting views. I wanted to depict to them how pretty a city Zhuhai is. He was surprised that I had travelled such a great distance, to where he and she had never been all their life. He then believed that I had accomplished a big success, and that I had significantly broadened my horizons. He went on talk in honor of me, voice trembling with pride; she was beside him, excited all the same. They did not mention anything about the family change and their suffering.

I had not heard about his being bit by a snake until she told me her grievance.

“He treated me bad again. He could not get out of bed by himself, but he wanted to be strong, and so he fell. I was trying to pull him up on his feet, and I just told a few words of complaints when he got out of bed, yelling that I was clumsy.”

“No, no, no, she was not telling the truth.”




He was eager to tell me that she was really silly, that she did not know how to change the intravenous drip bottle. Then they started it over again quarreling. And this time I was listening to them in good patience, holding the telephone receiver.

Water was roaring in the sea out the window, waves climbing up and falling down, just like what I was feeling at the bottom of my heart.

He suddenly realized that they should stop. He said that it was a long-distance call. She immediately stopped arguing.

“Why didn’t you remind me earlier? How much money have we wasted her?”

She hangs up before I had a chance to talk. I know they would have a good fight again.

They are my father and mother. He is 66, and she is 64.

我每隔一段时间都要拨打一个熟悉的电话号码。

每次总是他接起电话。然后她问他，这是谁打来的。知道是我的电话时，她抢过电话，说几句简单的问候，然后就开始抱怨他的坏处。接着就开始投诉，例如地板被水淹之类的鸡毛蒜皮的小事。

一如往常，通过长途电话，我能听到他们很严肃地在争吵着。




争吵似乎成了他们生活中不可缺少的一部分。他看起来像个反复无常的孩子，而她像一个不能忍受丁点委屈的小女孩。他们经常为生活中的小问题吵上半天。他们一遍又一遍地争吵——好像生来就是意见不和的。

有时我觉得无聊了，就假装很不高兴，大喊道：“你们能不能停止争论，让我的耳朵安静一小会吗？”

她停顿两秒钟，喃喃自语：“他总是欺负我。”我几乎可以想象到她装可怜的样子。

然后我的语气就会变得轻柔，并想办法找到他的错误。

“你为什么要欺负她？”

他听到我的质问，恼火道：“谁欺负她呢？这是她在欺负我！”

正如俗话所说，一个正直的法官也无法判决一对夫妇之间的矛盾，无法决定到底是谁对谁错。我试图干预他们，但只会使他们陷入更严肃的辩论中去。

就像演员，他们沉迷于这样的剧情。我看，结局只会是更加激烈的分歧。所以我不想打扰他们了。作为旁观者的我，只是在争吵的时候看着他们。

最后，她眼睛开始泛红，去擦脸颊上流下的泪水。他开始不安，并试图安慰她。他盯着她哭得红肿的眼睛，就像是只生气的青蛙。他妥协了。

“从现在开始，我会洗所有的盘子。”他信誓旦旦地说。而她也相信他，抹掉眼泪，微笑，顿时她的脸上绽放出了花朵。




有一天，他在田里劳作时被蛇咬了，一条腿肿得厉害。他立即被送往医院抢救，经过及时的救治——他被注射了一针可以让污血流出来的药剂。

看到血，她吓得大哭起来，落下大滴的眼泪。

“别哭了。够了。让我烦死了，放心好了，我不会死的。”他大叫着，皱着眉头。

她生气了，不准他说“死”这个词。

“你为什么这样说？”她立即同他争辩了很长一段时间。

医生们看他们斗嘴，笑了。

“吵架不是比止痛药更有效吗？”医生们取笑道。

他们面面相觑，不好意思地笑了起来，终于停止了争吵。

为了节省住院费，他坚持要回家，尽管她极力反对。

他躺在床上连续注射了十二天的点滴。这些天，都是她在处理家里家外的事情，本来身体单薄的她，愈发显得骨瘦如柴。

看她每天忙碌，他觉得心里很愧疚。有天夜里，他想要喝水。他没有叫醒她，而是打算自己去喝水，当他下床的时候，因为腿上的伤痛，从床上跌了下来。

她被惊醒了，赶紧起床冲过去扶着他。她责备他：“喝水怎么不叫我来倒！”“我自己可以！”一场激烈的争吵又迸发了。




当我从珠海给他们打电话，向他们描绘这个美丽休闲而适合居住的城市时，他感到非常惊讶。我到了这么好的地方，而他和她从来没有来过。他很高兴，觉得我现在非常成功，又显著地拓宽了自己的视野。然后，他用十分自豪的语气夸奖我从小大到的荣耀，她也在他身边跟他一起高兴着。他们从来不提及任何关于家庭的变化和他们的困难。

如果她不告诉我，我还不知道他被蛇咬伤了。

“你知道吗，他对我可坏了。他不能从床上下来，还非要逞强，就跌倒了。我只是想去扶他，就说了几句，他就开始骂我，对我大喊大叫。”

“不，不，不是，事实不是这样的。”

他急切地想告诉我：“她真的很傻，也不知道拿着点滴瓶。”话音刚落，他们又开始斗嘴了。这一次，我就拿着听筒，很耐心地听他们争吵。

看着窗户外面，海水在大海里翻滚，海浪连绵起伏，就像我此刻心底最深处的感受一样。

他突然意识到，他们应该停止。他说，这是一个长途电话。她立即停止了争吵。

“你为什么不早一点提醒我？多少钱，我们浪费了她多少钱？”

其实她挂断电话之前，我就很想说——我知道他们又将开始另一个斗争了。




他们是我的父亲和母亲。他66岁，她64岁。


























Chapter 4 让爱在心里成长













Love triumphs over everything. Love has no age, no limit and no death. Never give up on the people you love. Love is so incredibly powerful.

爱可以战胜一切。爱没有寿命，没有极限，也不会死亡。绝不要放弃你爱的人。爱有着无与伦比的强大力量。


















All You Remember　你所记得的一切





◎ Debbie Farmer





All you remember about your child being an infant is the incredible awe you felt about the precious miracle you created. You remember having plenty of time to bestow all your wisdom and knowledge. You thought your child would take all of your advice and make fewer mistakes, and be much smarter than you were. You wished for your child to hurry and grow up.

All you remember about your child being two is never using the restroom alone or getting to watch a movie without talking animals. You recall afternoons talking on the phone while crouching in the bedroom closet, and being convinced your child would be the first Ivy League college student to graduate wearing pullovers at the ceremony. You remember worrying about the bag of M＆M’s melting in your pocket and ruining your good dress. You wished for your child to be more independent.




All you remember about your child being five is the first day of school and finally having the house to yourself. You remember joining the PTA and being elected president when you left a meeting to use the restroom. You remember being asked “Is Santa real?” and saying “yes” because he had to be for a little bit longer. You remember shaking the sofa cushions for loose change, so the tooth fairy could come and take away your child’s first lost tooth. You wished for your child to have all permanent teeth.

All you remember about your child being seven is the carpool schedule. You learned to apply makeup in two minutes and brush your teeth in the rearview mirror because the only time you had to yourself was when you were stopped at red lights. You considered painting your car yellow and posting a “taxi” sign on the lawn next to the garage door. You remember people staring at you, the few times you were out of the car, because you kept flexing your foot and making acceleration noises. You wished for the day your child would learn how to drive.

All you remember about your child being ten is managing the school fund-raisers. You sold wrapping paper for paint, T-shirts for new furniture, and magazine subscriptions for shade trees in the school playground. You remember storing a hundred cases of candy bars in the garage to sell so the school band could get new uniforms, and how they melted together on an unseasonably warm spring afternoon. You wished your child would grow out of playing an instrument.




All you remember about your child being twelve is sitting in the stands during baseball practice and hoping your child’s team would strike out fast because you had more important things to do at home. The coach didn’t understand how busy you were. You wished the baseball season would be over soon.

All you remember about your child being fourteen is being asked not to stop the car in front of the school in the morning. You had to drive two blocks further and unlock the doors without coming to a complete stop. You remember not getting to kiss your child goodbye or talking to him in front of his friends. You wished your child would be more mature.

All you remember about your child being sixteen is loud music and undecipherable lyrics screamed to a rhythmic beat. You wished for your child to grow up and leave home with the stereo.

All you remember about your child being eighteen is the day they were born and having all the time in the world.




And, as you walk through your quiet house, you wonder where they went and you wish your child hadn’t grown up so fast.





你所记得的，当你的孩子是个婴儿时，你对自己创造出的堪称完美奇迹的作品，感到不可思议的敬畏。你记得你有大量的时间去传授你所有的智慧和知识。你认为你的孩子将会接受你所有的忠告而少犯错误，将会比孩提时代的你聪明许多。你多希望你的孩子快快长大。

你所记得的，是孩子两岁时，从不能独自使用卫生间，从不看一部与动物无关的电影。你记得那些蜷缩在卧室的壁橱里与朋友通电话的下午，深信你的孩子将是第一个身着套头衫出席毕业典礼的常春藤名牌大学毕业生。你记得你担心那袋M＆M巧克力糖会在你的衣兜里融化，毁了你体面的衣服。你多希望你的孩子更独立些。

你所记得的，是孩子5岁时，他开学的第一天，你终于独自拥有整个房子了。你记得参加家长教师联系会，在你离开会议室去洗手间时，你当选为会长。你记得孩子问你“圣诞老人是真的吗？”你回答“是的”，因为他还需要你的肯定回答，尽管不久他就能自己判断了。你记得在沙发垫子下一通翻腾要找出些零钱，这样牙齿仙女就会来带走你孩子掉的第一颗牙。你多希望孩子的牙都换成了恒牙。




你所记得的，是孩子7岁时，合伙用车的时间安排。你学会了在两分钟内化完妆，照着汽车的后视镜刷牙，因为你能给你自己找出的时间就只有汽车停在红灯前的那小段。你想过把你的车子漆成黄色，并在车库门旁的草坪上立一个“出租车”的标志牌。你记得有几次你下车后，人们盯着你，因为你不断用脚踩油门加速，制造噪音。你多希望孩子有一天能学会开车。

你所记得的，是孩子10岁时，怎么组织学校的募捐者。你们为重新粉刷学校兜售包装纸，为购置新家具兜售T恤衫，为在学校操场上种植遮阳树劝人订阅各种杂志。你还记得你在车库里存放了上百盒糖果等待出售，得到钱后学校的乐队就可以购置新制服，可是那些糖果竟在一个暖和得过头的春天下午全都融化在一起了。你多希望孩子长大，不再演奏什么乐器了。

你所记得的，是孩子12岁时，在体育场打棒球练习赛时，你坐在看台上，希望你孩子所在的队很快三击不中出局，因为家里还有更重要的事等你去做。教练不明白你为什么那么忙。你多希望棒球赛季能尽快结束。

你所记得的，孩子14岁时，他不让你早晨把汽车停在校门口。你不得不开过两个街区，车还没停稳就赶紧打开车门。你记得没能在他的朋友面前跟他吻别或说话。你多希望孩子能更成熟些。




你所记得的，孩子16岁时，用吵闹的音乐和富有节奏的拍子尖声唱出难以听懂的歌词。你多希望孩子快点长大成人，带着音响离开家吧。

你所记得的，孩子18岁时，他们出生的那一天，拥有世间所有的时光。

当你穿过你寂静的房子时，你不知道他们去哪里了——你多希望孩子别这么快就长大了。






















The Blanket　半床毛毯





◎ Floyd Dell





Petey hadn’t really believed that Dad would be doing it—sending Granddad away. “Away” was what they were calling it. Not until now could he believe it of his father.

But here was the blanket that Dad had bought for Granddad, and in the morning he’d be going away. This was the last evening they’d be having together. Dad was off seeing that girl he was to marry. He would not be back till late, so Petey and Granddad could sit up and talk.

It was a fine September night, with a silver moon riding high. They washed up the supper dishes and then took their chairs out onto the porch. “I’ll get my fiddle,” said the old man, “and play you some of the old tunes.”

But instead of the fiddle he brought out the blanket. It was a big double blanket, red with black stripes.




“Now, isn’t that a fine blanket!” said the old man, smoothing it over his knees. “And isn’t your father a kind man to be giving the old fellow a blanket like that to go away with? It cost something, it did—look at the wool of it! There’ll be few blankets there the equal of this one!”

It was like Granddad to be saying that. He was trying to make it easier. He had pretended all along that he wanted to go away to the great brick building—the government place. There he’d be with so many other old fellows, having the best of everything... But Petey hadn’t believed Dad would really do it, not until this night when he brought home the blanket.

“Oh, yes, it’s a fine blanket.” said Petey. He got up and went into the house. He wasn’t the kind to cry and, besides, he was too old for that. He’d just gone in to fetch Granddad’s fiddle.

The blanket slid to the floor as the old man took the fiddle and stood up. He tuned up for a minute, and then said, “This is one you’ll like to remember.”

Petey sat and looked out over the gully. Dad would marry that girl. Yes, that girl who had kissed Petey and fussed over him, saying she’d try to be a good mother to him, and all...




The tune stopped suddenly. Granddad said, “It’s a fine girl your father’s going to marry. He’ll be feeling young again with a pretty wife like that. And what would an old fellow like me be doing around their house, getting in the way? An old nuisance, what with my talks of aches and pains. It’s best that I go away, like I’m doing. One more tune or two, and then we’ll be going to sleep. I’ll pack up my blanket in the morning.”

They didn’t hear the two people coming down the path. Dad had one arm around the girl, whose bright face was like a doll’s. But they heard her when she laughed, right close by the porch. Dad didn’t say anything, but the girl came forward and spoke to Granddad prettily: “I won’t be here when you leave in the morning, so I came over to say good-bye.”

“It’s kind of you.” said Granddad, with his eyes cast down. Then, seeing the blanket at his feet, he stooped to pick it up. “And will you look at this,” he said. “The fine blanket my son has given me to go away with.”

“Yes,” she said. “It’s a fine blanket.” She felt the wool and repeated in surprise, “A fine blanket—I’ll say it is!” She turned to Dad and said to him coldly, “That blanket really cost something.”

Dad cleared his throat and said, “I wanted him to have the best...”




“It’s double, too.” she said, as if accusing Dad.

“Yes,” said Granddad, “it’s double—a fine blanket for an old fellow to be going away with.”

The boy went suddenly into the house. He was looking for something. He could hear that girl scolding Dad. She realized how much of Dad’s money—her money, really—had gone for the blanket. Dad became angry in his slow way. And now she was suddenly going away in a huff...

As Petey came out, she turned and called back, “All the same, he doesn’t need a double blanket!” And she ran off up the path.

Dad was looking after her as if he wasn’t sure what he ought to do.

“Oh, she’s right,” Petey said. “Here, Dad,”—and he held out a pair of scissors. “Cut the blanket in two.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Granddad gently. “I don’t need so much of a blanket.”

“Yes,” the boy said harshly, “a single blanket’s enough for an old man when he’s sent away. We’ll save the other half, Dad. It’ll come in handy later.”

“Now what do you mean by that?” asked Dad.

“I mean,” said the boy slowly, “that I’ll give it to you, Dad—when you’re old and I’m sending you—away.”




There was a silence. Then Dad went over to Granddad and stood before him, not speaking. But Granddad understood. He put out a hand and laid it on Dad’s shoulder. And he heard Granddad whisper, “It’s all right, son. I knew you didn’t mean it ... ” And then Petey cried.

But it didn’t matter—because they were all crying together.





彼得不相信爸爸真的会这么做——把爷爷送走。“送走”是他们的说法。现在他相信了爸爸的话。

但是这个毛毯是爸爸前日就买好了送给爷爷的，第二天早晨爷爷就会离开。今晚是他和爷爷在一起的最后一个晚上了。爸爸走了，和那个就要与他结婚的女人一起走的，他不到深夜是不会回来的。于是彼得可以和爷爷坐起来说话。

那是个晴朗的九月夜晚，银色的月光洒落在溪谷上。他们吃完晚饭后，爷孙俩一块洗碗碟，然后爷孙把椅子搬到屋外的走廊上，坐在月光下。“我去拿口琴来，”爷爷说，“给你吹几支老曲子。”

一会儿，爷爷从屋里出来了，拿来的不是口琴，而是那床毛毯。那是条大大的双人毛毯。红色与黑色条纹相间。




“这是一条多好的毛毯啊！”老人轻抚着膝头的毛毯说，“你爸真孝顺，给我这老家伙带这么床高级毛毯走。你看这毛，一定很贵的。以后冬天晚上不会冷了。那里不会有这么好的毛毯的！”

爷爷总是这么说。为了避免难堪，他一直假装着很想去政府办的养老院的样子，去那个地方与其他许多老家伙一起共度晚年，拥有最好的一切……可彼得当时并没想到爸爸真会这么做，直到这个夜晚看到爸爸带回这床毛毯。

“哦，是的，是床好毛毯。”彼得附和着走进小屋。他不是个好哭的孩子，况且，他早已过了好哭鼻子的年龄了。他是进屋给爷爷拿口琴的。

爷爷凑合着站起来接过口琴时，毛毯滑落到了地板上。他调整了好一会，然后说：“你会记住这支曲子的。”

彼得坐在那里，怔怔地望着远方。爸爸就要娶那个姑娘了。是的，那个姑娘亲过他了，还发誓要对他好，说她会努力做个好妈妈的……

曲子突然停了下来。爷爷说：“你爸要娶的这个姑娘不错。有个这么漂亮的妻子，他会感觉又变年轻了。我这个老头儿又何必待在这儿碍事呢？我一会儿这病一会儿那疼，讨人嫌呢。还是走为好啊，这样才像我做的事。再吹一两支曲子吧，然后我们就上床睡觉。睡到明天早晨，我就带上我的毛毯走人。”




他们没有听到爸爸和那个美人正沿着乡间小道走来的声音。父亲一只手臂搂着那个姑娘，她就像个瓷娃娃一样。直到走近门廊，爷孙俩才听到她的笑声，琴声戛然而止。爸爸什么也没说，那个女孩走到爷爷面前，恭敬地对爷爷说：“明天早晨不能来送您了，我现在来跟您告别的。”

“谢谢了。”爷爷说。然后，低头看到脚边的毛毯，爷爷弯下腰把它拾起来。“你看，”爷爷局促地说，“这是儿子送我的离别礼物。多好的毛毯！”

“是不错。”她摸了一下毛毯，感觉着这上好的呢绒而惊叹了一番，“好高级呀——我就说它呢！”她转向爸爸，冷冷地说，“一定花了不少钱吧。”

爸爸清了清嗓子，说道：“我想给他一床最好的毛毯……”

“还是双人的呢。”她说道，像是在指责爸爸。

“是啊，”爷爷说，“是床双人毛毯——一床一个老家伙即将带走的毛毯。”

彼得突然转身跑进了房间。他在找什么东西。他可以听到那女孩还在责备爸爸。她意识到爸爸花了多少钱——实际上是她的钱——花在这个毛毯上。爸爸似乎有点动怒了。现在，她怒气冲冲地掉头就走……

彼得出来的时候，她正回头冲爸爸喊道：“甭解释，他根本用不着双人毛毯。”然后她又跑上了小径。




爸爸看着她，仿佛不确定自己应该做些什么。

“哦，她说得对，”彼得说，“这儿，爸爸，给”——他伸出手，递给爸爸一把剪刀，“把毛毯剪成两块。”

“这倒是个好主意，”爷爷温和地说，“我用不着这么大的毛毯。”

“是的，”男孩说，“把老人家送走时，给床单人毛毯就不错了。我们还能留下一半，以后迟早总有用处的，爸爸。”

“你这是什么意思？”爸爸问道。

“我的意思是，”彼得一字一句地说道，“那我就等你老了，送你走时，给你这一半，也要把你送走。”

一片沉寂的声音。好半天，爸爸走到爷爷面前，呆呆地，没有一句话。但爷爷理解。他伸出一只手来，把它放在爸爸的肩膀上。爸爸听到爷爷喃喃地说：“没关系，孩子。我知道你不是这么想的……”然后，彼得哭了。

但这没什么……因为他们都哭了，哭成了一团。






















The Miracle of a Brother's Song　哥哥歌唱的奇迹





◎ Henry Clarke





Like any good mother, when Karen found out that another baby was on the way, she did what she could to help her 3-year-old son, Michael, prepare for a new sibling. They find out that the new baby is going to be a girl, and day after day, night after night, Michael sings to his sister in Mommy’s tummy.

The pregnancy progresses normally for Karen, an active member of the Panther Creek United Methodist Church in Morristown, Tennessee. Then the labor pains come. Every five minutes... every minute. But Complications arise during delivery. Hours of labor. Would a C-section be required? Finally, Michael’s little sister is born. But she is in serious condition. With siren howling in the night, the ambulance rushes the infant to the neonatalintensive care unit at St. Mary’s Hospital in Knoxville, Tennessee.




The days inch by. The little girl gets worse. The pediatric specialist tells the parents, “There is very little hope. Be prepared for the worst.” Karen and her husband contact a local cemetery about a burial plot. They have fixed up a special room in their home for the new baby—now they plan a funeral.

Michael, keeps begging his parents to let him see his sister, “I want to sing to her.” he says. Week two in intensive care. It looks as if a funeral will come before the week is over. Michael keeps nagging about singing to his sister, but kids are never allowed in Intensive Care. But Karen makes up her mind. She will take Michael whether they like it or not.

If he doesn’t see his sister now, he may never see her alive. She dresses him in an oversized scrub suit and marches him into ICU. He looks like a walking laundry basket, but the head nurse recognizes him as a child and bellows, “Get that kid out of here now! No children are allowed.” The mother raises up strong in Karen, and the usually mild-mannered lady glares steel-eyed into the head nurse’s face, her lips a firm line. “He is not leaving until he sings to his sister!” Karen tows Michael to his sister’s bedside. He gazes at the tiny infant losing the battle to live. And he begins to sing. In the pure hearted voice of a 3-year-old, Michael sings:




“You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, you make me happy when skies are gray—”

Instantly the baby girl responds. The pulse rate becomes calm and steady.

Keep on singing, Michael. “You never know, dear, how much I love you. Please don’t take my sunshine away—” The ragged, strained breathing becomes as smooth as a kitten’s purr.

Keep on singing, Michael. “The other night, dear, as I lay sleeping, I dreamed I held you in my arms...” Michael’s little sister relaxes as rest, healing rest, seems to sweep over her.

Keep on singing, Michael. Tears conquer the face of the bossy head nurse. Karen glows. “You are my sunshine, my only sunshine. Please don’t, take my sunshine away.”

Funeral plans are scrapped. The next day—the very next day—the little girl is well enough to go home!

Woman’s Day magazine called it “the miracle of a brother’s song”. The medical staff just called it a miracle. Karen called it a miracle of God’s love!

Never give up on the people you love. Love is so incredibly powerful. Life is good.








像其他的好妈妈一样，当卡伦发现自己又怀孕了时，她就尽力帮她3岁的儿子，迈克尔，作好准备迎接这个新生儿的到来。他们知道这是个女孩，于是，日复一日，夜复一夜，迈克尔趴在妈妈肚子上为他的小妹妹唱歌。

卡伦是田纳西州莫里森市卫理公会教堂很活跃的一员，她的怀孕期进展正常。接着产前阵痛就来临了。每5分钟一次……每分钟一次。但在分娩过程中出现了并发症，阵痛持续了几个小时。是不是需要剖腹产？最终，迈克尔的小妹妹降生了。但她的情况很糟糕。伴着夜间警报器的鸣叫声，救护车把婴儿送到田纳西州诺克斯维尔市的圣玛丽医院，新生儿重症监护病房。

日子一天天过去了。这个小女儿的情况愈来愈糟。小儿科专家告诉这对父母：“希望非常渺茫。请做好最坏的打算吧。”卡伦和她的丈夫联系了当地一家公墓，安排了葬礼的计划。他们曾在家里布置好了一间特别的婴儿房——现在却要计划一个葬礼。

迈克尔一直乞求父母，让他进去看看小妹妹。“我想唱歌给她听。”他说。这是重病特护的第二周了。看来好像到不了这周结束，葬礼就要来临了。迈克尔不断地缠着要给小妹妹唱歌听，然而重病特护区不允许儿童入内。不过卡伦下定了决心，不管他们愿不愿意，她都要带迈克尔进去。




如果现在他看不到他的小妹妹，就再也没机会见到她了。卡伦为儿子穿了一身特大型的洗刷服，带他走进加护病房。他看起来就像一个行走的洗衣篮，不过护士长认出这是一个孩子，她吼道：“马上带那个孩子离开这儿！小孩禁止入内。”卡伦的母性变得坚强起来，这位平日里温柔的女士用坚毅的目光盯着护士长的脸，坚定地说：“他不会离开的，除非给他妹妹唱首歌。”卡伦拉着迈克尔走到他小妹妹的床前。他凝视着这个不再为生存而挣扎的小婴儿，开始唱歌。用3岁孩子单纯的心声，迈克尔唱道：

“你是我的阳光，我唯一的阳光，当天空灰暗时，你能让我快乐——”

女婴立刻有了反应。脉搏跳动变得平静而稳定。

迈克尔继续唱着：“亲爱的，你从来不知道我有多么爱你。请不要把我的阳光带走——”不规则的、紧张的呼吸变得平滑，像小猫的呼噜声那般安稳。

迈克尔继续唱着：“亲爱的，那天晚上当我睡着，我梦到我把你抱在怀中……”他的小妹妹仿佛休息般地放松下来了，复原般的休息，似乎在她身上扩展开来。

迈克尔还在唱着。泪水在护士长的脸上肆意流着。卡伦变得容光焕发。“你是我的阳光，我唯一的阳光。请别把我的阳光带走。”




葬礼计划取消了。第二天——就在第二天——小女孩就好起来，可以回家了！

《妇女日》杂志称之为“哥哥歌唱的奇迹”。医护人员说这就是一个奇迹。卡伦说它是上帝之爱的奇迹。

绝不要放弃你所爱的人。爱的力量其大无比。生命是美好的。






















The Missed Blessings　错过的祝福





◎ Linda Lawrence





A young man was getting ready to graduate from college. For many months he had admired a beautiful sports car in a dealer’s showroom, and knowing his father could well afford it, he told him that was all he wanted.

As Graduation Day approached, the young man awaited signs that his father had purchased the car. Finally, on the morning of his graduation, his father called him into his private study. His father told him how proud he was to have such a fine son, and told him how much he loved him. He handed his son a beautiful wrapped gift box. Curious, but somewhat disappointed, the young man opened the box and found a lovely, leather-bound Bible, with the young man’s name embossed in gold.

Angrily, he raised his voice to his father and said, “With all your money you give me a Bible?” He then stormed out of the house, leaving the Bible.




Many years passed and the young man was very successful in business. He had a beautiful home and a wonderful family, but realizing his father was very old, he thought perhaps he should go to see him. He had not seen him since that graduation day. Before he could make the arrangements, he received a telegram telling him his father had passed away, and willed all of his possessions to his son. He needed to come home immediately and take care of things.

When he arrived at his father’s house, sudden sadness and regret filled his heart. He began to search through his father’s important papers and saw the still new Bible, just as he had left it years ago.

With tears, he opened the Bible and began to turn the pages. As he was reading, a car key dropped from the back of the Bible. It had a tag with the dealer’s name, the same dealer who had the sports car he had desired. On the tag was the date of his graduation, and the words... “Paid in full.”

How many times do we miss blessings because they are not packaged as we expected? I trust you enjoyed this. Do not spoil what you have by desiring what you have not; but remember that what you now have was once among the things you only hoped for. Sometimes we don’t realize the good fortune we have or we could have because we expect “the packaging” to be different. What may appear as bad fortune may in fact be the door that is just waiting to be opened.








一个年轻人即将大学毕业。数月来，他爱上了某经销商的展室中那一辆漂亮的跑车，他知道自己的父亲有能力负担得起，就告诉父亲，这是他最想要的礼物。

在毕业典礼即将来临的日子里，年轻人等待着他的父亲把这辆车送给他，而种种迹象表明，他的父亲会把这礼物送给他。最后，在毕业典礼的那天上午，父亲把他叫到自己的书房。他父亲告诉他，他是多么自豪能有这样一个好儿子，并告诉他，他是多么爱他。他递给儿子一个包装精美的礼品盒。出于好奇，这位年轻人打开了盒子，但令他失望的是，里面装的是一个可爱的皮革装订的圣经，上面还用金印烫着年轻人的名字。

一气之下，他提高了嗓门气愤地对他父亲说：“你的钱就只给我一本圣经吗？”然后，他夺门而出，撇下那本圣经静静地躺在书桌上。

很多年过去了，年轻人已事业有成。他有一座漂亮的房子，一个美满的家庭，但当他意识到父亲年事已高时，他想，或许他应该回去看看他。自从毕业那天起，他就再也没有见到过父亲。还没等他做出有关安排，他就收到一封电报，告知他父亲已经去世了，并立下遗嘱将其所有财产转给儿子。他必须马上回家处理后事。




当他来到了父亲的家，突然感到心里一阵悲伤与懊悔。他仔细清理父亲的重要文件，还看到了当年那本圣经，崭新就如他几年前离开时那样。

他噙着泪水打开圣经，当他翻到某一页时，一把钥匙从书的背面掉出来了。钥匙上面打着一个经销商的名字，是那辆跑车经销商的名字。这是他曾渴望的标记。而标签上还有他毕业的日期，还有充满爱的语言“款已付清……”。

我们多少次与祝福擦肩而过，仅仅是因为它没有按照我们想象中的样子包装好？我相信你理解（明白）这一点。不要用你渴望得到而没得到的，去破坏你所拥有的一切，但你要记住这一点：你现在所拥有的，恰恰也是你曾经一心期待得到的。有时，我们并没有意识到自己有多么幸运，或者只是因为幸运与我们想象的有所不同。那些表面上看起来像是坏的运气，实际上可能正是需要开启才知道的幸运。


















A Box Full of Kisses　装满吻的匣子





◎ CaveHermit





Once upon a time, a man punished his 5-year-old daughter for using up the family’s only roll of expensive gold wrapping paper. Money was tight, and he became even more upset when on Christmas Eve, he saw that the child had pasted the gold paper so as to decorate a shoebox to put under the Christmas tree.

Nevertheless, the next morning the little girl, filled with excitement, brought the gift box to her father and said, “This is for you, Daddy!”

As he opened the box, the father was embarrassed by his earlier overreaction.

But when he opened it, he found it was empty and again his anger flared. “Don’t you know, young lady,” he said harshly, “when you give someone a present there’s supposed to be something inside the package!”

The little girl looked up at him with tears rolling from her eyes and said: “Daddy, it’s not empty. I blew kisses into it until it was all full.”

The father was crushed. He fell on his knees and put his arms around his precious little girl. He begged her to forgive him for his unnecessary anger.




An accident took the life of the child only a short time later. It is told that the father kept that little gold box by his bed for all the years of his life. Whenever he was discouraged or faced difficult problems he would open the box, take out an imaginary kiss, and remember the love of this beautiful child who had put it there.

In a very real sense, each of us as human beings have been given an invisible golden box filled with unconditional love and kisses from our children, family, friends and God.

There is no more precious possession anyone could hold.





从前，一位父亲惩罚了自己5岁的女儿，因为她用光了家里仅有的一卷昂贵的金色包装纸。家中用钱紧张，在圣诞节前夜，父亲变得更加心烦意乱，他看到了圣诞树下的一个鞋盒，女儿原来把金纸贴在了这个鞋盒上做装饰。

然而，圣诞日的早上，小女孩满是兴奋地把这个圣诞礼盒拿给了父亲，说道：“爸爸，这个送给你！”

当父亲打开礼盒时，他为自己先前的过激反应而倍感尴尬。




但是当他打开盒子后，发现里面是空的，他的怒火再次爆发了。“你不知道吗，小姐，”他严厉地说，“当你送礼物给别人时，盒子里面应该是有东西的！”

小女孩抬头看着气头上的父亲，泪水在她的眼眶中打圈：“爸爸，它不是空的。我的吻，它里面装满了我的吻。”

父亲顿时被击垮了。他跪下双膝，张开双臂拥抱着自己珍爱的小女孩，祈求她的原谅。

之后不久，一场事故夺走了小女孩的生命。据说，父亲便将那个小金盒子放在床头，一直陪伴着他的余生。无论何时他感到气馁或者遇到困难，他就会打开礼盒，取出一个假想的吻，记起美丽的女儿给予了自己特殊的爱。

从一个非常真实的意义上说，我们每个人都曾被赠与过一个无形的金色礼盒，那里装满了来自孩子、家人、朋友及上帝无条件的爱和吻。

人们所能拥有的最珍贵的礼物莫过于此。


















All Your Love Grows in My Heart　让爱在心里成长





◎ Jessie





Maybe God wants us to meet a few wrong people before meeting the right one so that when we finally meet the right person, we will know how to be grateful for that gift.

When the door of happiness closes, another opens, but often times we look so long at the closed door that we don’t see the one which has been opened for us.

The best kind of friend is the kind you can sit on a porch and swing with, never say a word, and then walk away feeling like it was the best conversation you’ve ever had.

It’s true that we don’t know what we’ve got until we lose it, but it’s also true that we don’t know what we’ve been missing until it arrives.

Giving someone all your love is never an assurance that they’ll love you back! Don’t expect love in return; just wait for it to grow in their heart but if it doesn’t, be content it grew in yours. It takes only a minute to get a crush on someone, an hour to like someone, and a day to love someone, but it takes a lifetime to forget someone.




Don’t go for looks; they can deceive. Don’t go for wealth; even that fades away. Go for someone who makes you smile because it takes only a smile to make a dark day seem bright. Find the one that makes your heart smile.





或许是上帝的安排，在最终找到知音之前，我们总要遇到一些不尽如意的人，只有这样，我们才能对知音这份礼物充满感激之情。

一道幸福之门关闭时，另一扇就会打开。我们经常太多太多地只看见关闭的门，而对开启的门熟视无睹。

也许最好的朋友就是那些你坐在门廊下，看到的来回过往的行人。你与他们一言未语，走开时却感到好像有过最好的交谈。

无疑，一件东西只有失去时，我们才会懂得其真正的价值。同样，一件东西在得到之前，我们并不会意识到它的缺少。

将爱全部付出，并不能确保一定会得到回报。别指望爱有什么回报，耐心地等待它在你所爱的人的心里生根发芽，成长壮大。即使不会那样，也要感到满足，相信爱在自己心里成长。迷恋一个人只需要一分钟，喜欢一个人需要一个小时，爱上一个人需要一天，而忘记一个人则需要一辈子的时间。




不要追求华丽的外表，外表常常具有欺骗性。不要追求万贯家产，财富也会散尽。寻找那个可以使你微笑的人，只有微笑才能使黑暗的日子变得光明。寻找那个能够使你的心灵微笑的人。


























The Price of Miracle　奇迹的价值





◎ A.A. Allen





Tess was a precocious eight-year-old girl when she heard her Mom and Dad talking about her little brother, Andrew. All she knew was that he was very sick and they were completely out of money. They were moving to an apartment complex next month because Daddy didn’t have the money for the doctor’s bills and their house.

“Only a very costly surgery could save him now and it was looking like there was noone to loan us the money.” She heard Daddy say to her tearful Mother with whispered desperation, “Only a miracle can save him now.”

Tess went to her bedroom and pulled a glass jelly jar from its hiding place in the closet. She poured all the change out on the floor and counted it carefully. Three times, even. The total had to be exactly perfect. No chance here for mistakes.

Carefully placing the coins back in the jar and twisting on the cap, she slipped out the back door and made her way 6 blocks to Rexall’s Drug Store with the big red Indian Chief sign above the door.




She waited patiently for the pharmacist to give her some attention but he was too busy at this moment. Tess twisted her feet to make a noise. Nothing. She cleared her throat with the most disgusting sound she could muster.

No good. Finally she took a quarter from her jar and banged it on the glass counter. That did it! “And what do you want?” the pharmacist asked in an annoyed tone of voice. “I’m talking to my brother from Chicago whom I haven’t seen in ages. ” he said without waiting for a reply to his question.

“Well, I want to talk to you about my brother,” Tess answered back in the same annoyed tone, “he’s really, really sick... and I want to buy a miracle.”

“I beg your pardon?” said the pharmacist. “His name is Andrew and he has something bad growing inside his head and my Daddy says only a miracle can save him now. So how much does a miracle cost?”

“We don’t sell miracles here, little girl. I’m sorry but I can’t help you.” the pharmacist said, softening a little.

“Listen, I have the money to pay for it. If it isn’t enough, I will get the rest. Just tell me how much it costs.”




The pharmacist’s brother was a well-dressed man. He stooped down and asked the little girl, “What kind of a miracle does your brother need?” “I don’t know.” Tess replied with her eyes welling up.

“I just know he’s really sick and Mommy says he needs an operation. But my Daddy can’t pay for it, so I want to use my money.”

“How much do you have?” asked the man from Chicago.

“One dollar and eleven cents,” Tess answered barely audibly, “and it’s all the money I have, but I can get some more if I need to.”

“Well, what a coincidence,” smiled the man, “a dollar and eleven cents—the exact price of a miracle for little brothers.” He took her money in one hand and with the other hand he grasped her mitten and said, “Take me to where you live. I want to see your brother and meet your parents. Let’s see if I have the kind of miracle you need.”

That well-dressed man was Dr. Carlton Armstrong, a surgeon, specializing in neurosurgery. The operation was completed without charge and it wasn’t long until Andrew was home again and doing well. Mom and Dad were happily talking about the chain of events that had led them to this place.




“That surgery,” her Mom whispered, “was a real miracle. I wonder how much it would have cost?” Tess smiled. She knew exactly how much a miracle cost... one dollar and eleven cents... plus the faith of a little child.

听爸爸妈妈谈起小弟安德鲁的事情时，苔丝已是一个早熟的8岁小女孩。她只知道弟弟病得很厉害，父母却无钱给他医治。下个月他们要搬到一个公寓房，因为爸爸已经无力支付医药费和房款。

“现在唯一可以救他的办法就是做手术，但手术费用非常昂贵，没有人肯借钱给我们。”她听到爸爸对满含泪水的妈妈低声而绝望地说，“现在只有奇迹可以救他了。”

苔丝回到卧室里，从壁橱里隐蔽的地方拿出一个玻璃罐子，把里面所有的零钱倒在地上，仔细地数了三次，直到确定无误。

她小心地把硬币放回瓶子，并把盖子拧好，悄悄地从后门溜出去，穿过六条街区，来到门上有红色印地安语标志的药店。

她耐心地等待着药剂师，可是药剂师非常忙，并没有注意到她。苔丝扭动着她的脚，弄出摩擦的声音，没有反应。她鼓起勇气大声地清嗓子，还是没反应。




不行。最后，她从瓶子里拿出个2角5分的硬币摔在玻璃柜台上，“砰”地一声发出清脆的响声。成功了！“那么你需要点什么？”药剂师不耐烦地问。“我要去接我的弟弟，他从芝加哥来，我们很多年没见了。”他没等苔丝说话就接着说起来。

“我想跟你说下我弟弟的事情。”苔丝用同样生气的语调回答他。“他真的病得很严重……我想为他买个奇迹。”

“你说什么？”药剂师问道。“他叫安德鲁，他病得很厉害，爸爸说现在只有奇迹能救他。所以，请问奇迹多少钱？”

“我们这里不卖奇迹，小女孩，很抱歉，我帮不了你。”药剂师稍微温和地说。

“听着，我付得起钱。如果这些不够的话，我就回去取剩下的。这样，那请告诉我奇迹多少钱？”

这时候，药剂师的弟弟来了，他是个穿着讲究的男人。他弯下腰，问这个小女孩，“你弟弟需要什么样的奇迹呢？”“我不知道。”苔丝的眼泪涌了上来。

“我只知道他病得非常厉害，妈妈说他需要做手术。但是爸爸支付不起手术费，所以我想用我自己的钱。”

“你有多少钱？”这个从芝加哥来的男人问。

“1美元11美分，”苔丝用很勉强才能听到的声音回答，“这是我所有的钱，但是如果不够的话我再想办法。”




















A Father, a Son and an Answer　父亲、儿子与答案





◎ Bob Greene





Passing through the Atlanta airport one morning, I caught one of those trains that take travelers from the main terminal to their boarding gates. Free, sterile and impersonal, the trains run back and forth all day long. Not many people consider them fun, but on this Saturday I heard laughter.

At the front of the first car—looking out the window at the track that lay ahead—were a man and his son.

We had just stopped to let off passengers, and the doors wee closing again. “Here we go! Hold on to me tight!” the father said. The boy, about five years old, made sounds of sheerdelight.

I know we’re supposed to avoid making racial distinctions these days, so I hope no one will mind if I mention that most people on the train were white, dressed for business trips or vacations—and that the father and son were black, dressed in clothes that were just about as inexpensive as you can buy.




“Look out there!” the father said to his son. “See that pilot? I bet he’s walking to his plane.” The son craned his neck to look.

As I got off, I remembered some thing I’d wanted to buy in the terminal. I was early for my flight, so I decided to go back.

I did—and just as I was about to reboard the train for my gate, I saw that the man and his son had returned too. I realized then that they hadn’t been heading for a flight, but had just bee riding the shuttle.

“I want to ride some more!”

“More?” the father said, mock-exasperated but clearly pleased. “You’re not tired?”

“This is fun!” his son said.

“All right.” the father replied, and when a door opened we all got on.

There are parents who can afford to send their children to Europe or Disneyland, and the children turn out rotten. There are parents who live in million-dollar houses and give their children cars and swimming pools, yet something goes wrong. Rich and poor, black and white, so much goes wrong so often.




“Where are all these people going, Daddy?” the son asked.

“All over the world.” came the reply. The other people in the air port wee leaving for distant destinations or arriving at the ends of their journeys. The father and son, though, were just riding this shuttle together, making it exciting, sharing each other’s company.

So many troubles in this country—crime, the murderous soullessness that seems to be taking over the lives of many young people, the lowering of educational standards, the increase in vile obscenities in public, the disappearance of simple civility. So many questions about what to do. Here was a father who cared about spending the day with his son and who had come up with this plan on a Saturday morning.

The answer is so simple: parents who care enough to spend time, and to pay attention and to try their best. It doesn’t cost a cent, yet it is the most valuable thing in the world.

The train picked up speed, and the father pointed something out, and the boy laughed again, and the answer is so simple.

一天早晨去亚特兰大机场，我看见一辆列车载着旅客从航空集散站抵达登记处。这类免费列车每天单调无味地往返其间，没人觉得有趣。但这个周六，我却听到了笑声。




在头节车厢的最前面，坐着一个男人和他的儿子。他们正透过窗户观赏着一直往前延伸的铁道。

我们停下来等候旅客下车。之后，车门再次关闭。“我们走吧。拉紧我！”父亲说。那个男孩大约5岁的模样，一路上都喜不自禁。

车上坐的多半是衣冠楚楚，或公差或度假的白人，只有这对黑人父子穿着朴素简单。我知道如今我们不该种族歧视，所以我希望我这样描述没人会介意。

“快看！”父亲对儿子说，“看见那位飞行员了吗？我敢肯定是去开飞机的。”儿子伸长脖子看。

下了车后，我突然想起一些事，我还得在航空集散站买点东西。离起飞时间还早，于是我决定再乘车回去。

正准备上车的时候，我看到那对父子也来了。我意识到他们不是来乘飞机的，而是特意来坐区间列车的。

“我还想再坐一会儿！”

“再坐一会儿！”父亲嗔怪地模仿着儿子的语调，“你还不累？”

“这太好玩了！”儿子说。

“好吧。”父亲回答说。车门开了，我们都上了车。




很多父母有能力送孩子去欧洲，去迪斯尼乐园，可孩子还是堕落了。很多父母住豪华别墅，孩子有车有游泳池，可孩子还是学坏了。富人和穷人，黑人和白人，那么多人都轻易学坏了。

“爸爸，这些人去哪？”儿子问。

“世界各地。”父亲回答。机场来来往往的人流，或准备远行，或刚刚归来。这对父子却在乘坐区间列车，享受着父子间的亲情与陪伴，分享着彼此的兴奋。

我们正面临各种各样的问题：犯罪，越来越多的年轻人变得冷漠无情，教育水平下降，公共场合卑劣淫秽上升，起码的礼貌丧失，等等。我们有那么多的问题要处理。而在这里，这位父亲却很在意花上一天陪伴儿子，并在这样一个星期六的早上，想出这个计划。

其实答案很简单：父母愿意花时间，愿意关注，愿意尽心尽职。这不用花一分钱，却是世间无价之宝。

火车加速了。父亲指着窗外说着什么，儿子又笑了。是的，答案就是这么简单。


























Love without Measure　爱的最大限度





◎ Steve Goodier





Freda Bright says, “Only in opera do people die of love.” It’s true. You really can’t love somebody to death. I’ve known people to die from no love, but I’ve never known anyone to be loved to death. We just can’t love one another enough.

A heart-warming story tells of a woman who finally decided to ask her boss for a raise in salary. All day she felt nervous and apprehensive. Late in the afternoon she summoned the courage to approach her employer. To her delight, the boss agreed to a raise.

The woman arrived home that evening to a beautiful table set with their best dishes. Candles were softly glowing. Her husband had come home early and prepared a festive meal. She wondered if someone from the office had tipped him off, or... did he just somehow know that she would not get turned down?

She found him in the kitchen and told him the good news. They embraced and kissed, then sat down to the wonderful meal. Next to her plate the woman found a beautifully lettered note. It read, “Congratulations, darling! I knew you’d get the raise! These things will tell you how much I love you.”




Following the supper, her husband went into the kitchen to clean up. She noticed that a second card had fallen from his pocket. Picking it off the floor, she read, “Don’t worry about not getting the raise! You deserve it anyway! These things will tell you how much I love you.”

Someone has said that the measure of love is when you love without measure. What this man feels for his spouse is total acceptance and love, whether she succeeds or fails. His love celebrates her victories and soothes her wounds. He stands with her, no matter what life throws in their direction.

Upon receiving the Nobel Peace Prize, Mother Teresa said, “What can you do to promote world peace? Go home and love your family.” And love your friends. Love them without measure.





弗雷德·布莱特说过，“只有在歌剧中，人们才会为爱而死。”这是真的。的确，你不能因为爱一个人而死。我也知道有人死于缺失爱，但我从来没有听说过谁因被爱而死。我们恰好只是彼此之间爱也爱不够。




有一个感人的故事，讲一个女人最终决定向她的老板提出加薪。她一整天都焦虑不安。接近傍晚时，她鼓起勇气向老板提议。令她高兴的是，老板同意给她加薪。

傍晚，女人回到了家，发现漂亮的餐桌上摆满了丰盛的菜肴。烛光在轻轻地摇曳着。她的丈夫提早回家准备了一顿庆祝宴。她觉得很疑惑，难道有人从办公室里向他通风报信，或者还是……他不知怎么，竟知道她不会被拒绝？

她在厨房找到了他，告诉他这个好消息。他们拥抱亲吻，然后坐下来共享美餐。在她的盘子旁边，女人发现了一个便条，上面用漂亮的字体写着：“祝贺你，亲爱的！我就知道你会加薪的！这一切会告诉你我有多么爱你。”

晚餐后，丈夫到厨房洗碗。她注意到，又有卡片从他口袋里掉了出来。她从地上捡起卡片，上面写着：“不要因为没有加薪而烦恼！这也是你应得的！不管怎样，这一切会告诉你我有多么爱你。”

有人曾经说过，爱的限度就是无限度地去爱。这个男人给予了她完全的包容和爱，不管她成功与否。他的爱在她胜利时为她庆祝，在她失败时为她抚平创伤。他与她同在，无论生活怎样，他们始终同舟共济。




在接受诺贝尔和平奖时，特蕾莎修女说：“我们能做些什么来促进世界和平？那就是回家爱你的家人吧。”还要爱你的朋友。无止境地爱他们。


















A Legacy of Love　爱的遗赠





◎ Bobbie Gee





As a young man, Al was a skilled artist, a potter. He had a wife and two fine sons. One night, his oldest son developed a severe stomachache. Thinking it was only some common intestinal disorder, neither Al nor his wife took the condition very seriously. But the malady was actually acute appendicitis, and the boy died suddenly that night.

Knowing the death could have been prevented if he had only realized the seriousness of the situation, Al’s emotional health deteriorated under the enormous burden of his guilt. To make matters worse his wife left him a short time later, leaving him alone with his six-year-old younger son. The hurt and pain of the two situations were more than Al could handle, and he turned to alcohol to help him cope. In time Al became an alcoholic.

As the alcoholism progressed, Al began to lose everything he possessed—his home, his land, his art objects, everything. Eventually Al died alone in a San Francisco motel room.




When I heard of Al’s death, I reacted with the same disdains the world shows for one who ends his life with nothing material to show for it. “What a complete failure!” I thought, “What a totally wasted life!”

As time went by, I began to reevaluate my earlier harsh judgment. You see, I knew Al’s now adult son, Ernie. He is one of the kindest, most caring, most loving men I have ever known. I watched Ernie with his children and saw the free flow of love between them. I knew that kindness and caring had to come from somewhere.

I hadn’t heard Ernie talk much about his father. It is so hard to defend an alcoholic. One day I worked up my courage to ask him. “I’m really puzzled by something.” I said, “I know your father was basically the only one to raise you. What on earth did he do that you became such a special person?”

Ernie sat quietly and reflected for a few moments. Then he said, “From my earliest memories as a child until I left home at 18, Al came into my room every night, gave me a kiss and said, ‘I love you, son.’”

Tears came to my eyes as I realized what a fool I had been to judge Al as a failure. He had not left any material possessions behind. But he had been a kind loving father, and he left behind one of the finest, most giving men I have ever known.




年轻时的阿尔是一个技艺娴熟的画家和陶工。他有一个妻子和两个健壮的儿子。一天晚上，他的大儿子腹痛难忍，但考虑到可能只是一些常见的肠胃不适，阿尔和妻子都没有太在意。但是，事实上男孩患的是急性阑尾炎，那个晚上便突然夭折了。

如果当时意识到病情的严重性，儿子的死就能够避免。意识到这些，沉重的负罪感使阿尔的精神状况每况愈下。更糟糕的是，不久妻子也离开了他，留下六岁的小儿子与他相依为命。这两件事带来的伤痛，让阿尔无法承受，于是他选择了借酒浇愁。不久，阿尔就成了一个酒鬼。

随着酒瘾越来越大，阿尔开始失去他拥有的一切——他的家、他的农地、他的艺术品，一切的一切。最终，阿尔孤独地死在了旧金山的一家汽车旅馆里。

听说了阿尔的死讯，我的反应像世人对未能留下遗产的人的鄙视一样。“多么彻底的失败啊！”我想，“枉度了一生！”

随着时间的推移，我对自己之前的苛刻判断开始有了新的认识。你不知道，我现在认识了阿尔那个已成年的小儿子，厄尼。他是我见过的最亲切、最善良、最仁爱的人。看着厄尼和他的孩子们，我看到了他们之间自由流动的那种关爱。我知道那种善良和仁爱必定来自某处。




我从未听到厄尼对父亲有太多的谈论。毕竟为一个酒鬼辩护并不是件容易的事。一天，我鼓起勇气问了他。“有些事我一直感到很疑惑。”我说，“我知道，你几乎是由你父亲独自带大的。他到底是如何教育你的，竟让你变得如此特别？”

厄尼静静地坐在那里，思考了一会儿，然后说：“从我记事起，一直到18岁离家，阿尔每晚都会来我的房间，给我一个吻并说：‘我爱你，儿子。’”

当我意识到自己是多么愚蠢时，我的泪水夺眶而出。我竟然说他是一个失败者！他死后没有留下任何物质方面的遗产。但他是一位慈爱的父亲，他培养出了一个我所见过的最善良、最无私的儿子。






















I Love You More Than Myself　我爱你胜过爱自己





◎ Christie A. Hansen





It all began as we were standing in front of the bathroom mirror, me fixing Amanda's blonde hair. I said, “I love you, Amanda.” “And, I love you,” she replied. “Oh, yeah,” I taunted. “Well, I love you more.” Her eyes lit up as she recognized the cue for the start of another “I love you more” match.

“Nuh-uh,” she laughed, “I love you the most.” “I love you bigger than a volcano!” I countered—a favorite family phrase in these battles of love. “But, Mom, I love you from here to China.” A country she's learning about from our new neighbors up the street. We volleyed back and forth a few favorite lines. “I love you more than peanut butter.” “Well, I love you more than television.” “I even love you more than bubble gum.” It was my turn again, and I made the move that usually brings victory. “I love you bigger than the universe!” On this day, however, Amanda was not going to give up. I could see she was thinking. “Mom,” she said in a quiet voice, “I love you more than myself.” I stopped. Dumbfounded, overwhelmed by her sincerity. Here I thought I knew more than she did. I thought I knew at least everything that she knew. However, my four-year-old daughter knows more about love than her 28-year-old mom.








事情发生时，我们俩正站在浴室的镜子前，我替阿曼达梳理她的一头金发。我说，“我爱你，阿曼达。”“我也爱你，”她回答。“噢，是的，”我嘲弄她。“好吧，我爱你更多。”当她意识到另一场关于“我爱你”的口舌之争拉开帷幕时，她的眼睛闪闪发亮。

“呐，”她大笑着说，“我最爱你。”我回敬道：“我对你的爱比一座火山还要大！”这句话是我们爱的争夺战中最受欢迎的家庭用语。“可，妈妈，我对你的爱从这里一直延伸到中国。”这是她从我们街那头新来的邻居那儿学到的国家名称。我们用这些美言你来我往地斗了几个回合。“我爱你胜过爱花生酱。”“噢，我爱你胜过爱电视机。”“我爱你甚至超过爱泡泡糖。”又轮到我了，我决定使出杀手锏：“我对你的爱超越整个宇宙！”每次用这招都会胜出的。可今天，阿曼达不打算“善罢甘休”。我看得出她正绞尽脑汁。“妈妈，”她平静地说，“我爱你胜过爱我自己。”我顿时无言以对，目瞪口呆。女儿的真诚让我折服。我原以为，我比她懂得更多。我以为，至少她知道的事情我都知道。可是，我那4岁的宝贝女儿比她28岁的妈妈更懂得爱。

























Sometimes people who are thousands of



miles away can make us feel better



than people right beside you.



 有时候，远在千里之外的人，



比那些近在眼前的人，



更能让你快乐。
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请把这些语言送给那些你所关心的人，那些在生活中以这样或那样的方式同自己打交道的人，那些需要时能给你带来微笑的人，那些在逆境中依然能使你看到光明的人，那些你想让他们知道你珍视与他们的友谊的人。




























Please send this message to those people who mean something to you, to those who have touched your life in one way or another, to those who make you smile when you really need it, to those that make you see the brighter side of things when you are really down, to those who you want to let them know that you appreciate their friendship.

























假如人生不曾相遇

If No Encounter in This Life













于千万人之中，遇见你所遇见的人，于千万年之中，时间的无涯荒野里，没有早一步，也没有晚一步，感谢命运，让我们一次次相遇。














PREFACE





If No Encounter in This Life

假如人生不曾相遇













If there is no encounter in this life,

You will have no idea about the feeling of solicitude,

And the taste of mutual concern.

When walking lonely in the unfamiliar city,

You won't realize there is certain quiet yearning,

From afar every day.





If there is no encounter in this life,

You will find the world is big,

Big enough to offer new world that we never know before;

You will also think the world is so small,

That every corner is stamped by familiar footprints,

Just like that little repeating secret thought.





If there is no encounter in this life,

I don't know where I should stare at,




And the softness in your eyes will also not be oriented toward my direction.

I will watch sunrise and sunset, listen to the singing of the insects and birds,

With the accompany of tenuous cloud and gentle breeze,

Standing all by myself, body and shadow comforting each other.





If there is no encounter in this life,

The melody of the story won't be so euphonious and undulatory,

Some backward glances keep drifting away from the face,

Some happy appearances can only blossom out in unfamiliarity,

Some thoughtful ideas can't be fully developed,

Some words will be sealed in winter.





If there is no encounter in this life,

Those sensations known as love are still wandering,

Those tender feelings once gently called are also roaming around,

Those glances in dreams will be wrapped by trivial days,




Those little bits of mutual concern won't converge into a sea.





If there is no encounter in this life,

The ordinary years won't be woven by bright colors which form a gorgeous picture,

The plain lives will gradually decreased like rests in a movement.





假如人生不曾相遇，

你不会知道挂念的感觉，

不会知道世界上还有一种滋味叫做彼此关心。

行走在孤独而陌生的城市里，

不会知道在每一个日子里，

还会有一份来自远方的安静的牵挂。





假如人生不曾相遇，

你会发现世界很大，

大到还有许多我们不曾知晓的地方；

也会发现世界很小，

小到每一个经过的角落都刻下了熟悉的足迹，

熟悉如那段翻来覆去不断重播的秘密心事。








假如人生不曾相遇，

我不会知道该往何处凝视，

你也不会朝着我的方向凝眸。

每天只在风轻云淡里，

看日出日落，听虫鸣鸟叫，

冷暖自知，与自己的影子彼此安慰。





假如人生不曾相遇，

故事的旋律不会如此悠扬跌宕，

一些回眸始终游荡在脸庞之外，

一些欢颜也只绽放在陌生之中，

一些心意无法演绎成饱满篇章，

一些话语也将在冬季凝结成冰。





假如人生不曾相遇，

那些被人称为爱的感觉还在徘徊流浪，

那些轻声呼唤过的柔情也在四处漂泊，

那些梦里的眼神将被琐碎的日子裹藏，

那些点滴流过的相思也不会汇聚成海。





假如人生不曾相遇，

平凡的岁月不会被编织成斑斓的明亮色彩，

简单的生命会逐渐单调成乐章里的休止符。






















Chapter 1 当爱在召唤









Happiness is not about being immortal nor having food or rights in one’s hand. It’s about having each tiny wish come true, or having something to eat when you are hungry, or having someone’s love when you need love.

幸福，不是长生不老，不是大鱼大肉，不是权倾朝野。幸福是每一个微小的生活愿望的达成，或是当你饿的时候有东西吃，想被爱的时候有人来爱你。






















In Life We Are Happiest When...　最幸福的时刻





◎ Stuart





A man and his girlfriend were married. It was a large celebration.

All of their friends and family came to see the lovely ceremony and to partake of the festivities and celebrations. All had a wonderful time.

The bride was gorgeous in her white wedding gown, and the groom was very dashing in his black tuxedo. Everyone could tell that the love they had for each other was true.

A few months later, the wife came to the husband with a proposal, “I read in a magazine, a while ago, about how we can strengthen our marriage.” she offered. “Each of us will write a list of the things that we find a bit annoying with the other person. Then, we can talk about how we can fix them together and make our lives happier together.”




The husband agreed. So each of them went to a separate room in the house and thought of the things that annoyed them about the other. They thought about this question for the rest of the day and wrote down what they came up with.

The next morning, at the breakfast table, they decided that they would go over their lists.

“I’ll start.” offered the wife. She took out her list. It had many items on it, enough to fill 3 pages. In fact, as she started reading the list of the little annoyances, she noticed that tears were starting to appear in her husband’s eyes.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Nothing,” the husband replied, “keep reading your list.”

The wife continued to read until she had read all three pages to her husband. She neatly placed her list on the table and folded her hands over the top of it.

“Now, you read your list and then we’ll talk about the things on both of our lists.” she said happily.

Quietly the husband stated, “I don’t have anything on my list. I think that you are perfect the way that you are. I don’t want you to change anything for me. You are lovely and wonderful and I wouldn’t want to try and change anything about you.”




The wife, touched by his honesty and the depth of his love for her and his acceptance of her, turned her head and wept.

In life, there are enough times when we are disappointed, depressed and annoyed. We don’t really have to go looking for them. We have a wonderful world that is full of beauty, light and promise. Why waste time in this world looking for the bad, disappointing or annoying when we can look around us, and see the wondrous things before us?

Annoying is made from yourself, so abandon it.





一个男人和他的女朋友结婚了，举行了一场盛大的婚礼。

所有的亲朋好友都出席了这场隆重的结婚典礼，前来参加婚宴和欢庆活动。每个人都度过了一段愉快的时光。

身着白色婚纱的新娘漂亮迷人，一身黑色礼服的新郎英俊潇洒。每个人都能看出他们彼此是真心相爱的。

几个月后，妻子对丈夫提议说：“刚才我在杂志上看到一篇文章，讲的是如何巩固婚姻。”她接着说道，“我们两个人分别把对方的小毛病列在一张纸上，然后我们讨论一下如何解决，让我们的生活更幸福美满。”




丈夫同意了。于是他们各自走进不同的房间开始思考对方的缺点。那一天余下的时间里，他们都在想这个问题，并且把他们所想到的都写了下来。

第二天早上，吃早餐的时候，他们决定开始谈论这个问题。

“我先开始吧。”妻子说。她拿出她的单子，上面列举了很多条，实际上整整写满了三页。而当她开始念的时候，她注意到丈夫的眼里闪烁着泪花。

“怎么啦？”她问。“没什么，”丈夫回答道，“继续念吧。”

妻子开始接着念，直到把整整三页都念完了。她将单子平整地放在桌上，双手交叉着放在上面。

“现在轮到你念了，然后我们谈谈各自列举出的缺点吧。”她高兴地说。

丈夫平静地回答道：“我什么也没写。我觉得你现在这样就已经很完美了，我不想让你为我改变什么。你既可爱又迷人，我不想让你做出任何改变。”

妻子被丈夫的诚实以及对她深深的爱和接纳感动了，她转过头开始啜泣起来。

我们的生活中有许多的失望、沮丧和烦恼，我们根本不用刻意去寻找它们。我们拥有一个充满美丽、光明和希望的美好世界。所以，当我们环顾四周时，为什么要浪费时间去寻找不快、失望和烦恼，反而看不到摆在眼前的美好呢？




烦恼是自己制造出来的，抛弃它吧。


















Hungry for Your Love　渴望你的爱





◎ Barbara DeAngelis, Ph.D.





It is cold, so bitter cold, on this dark, winter day in 1942. But it is not different from any other day in this Nazi concentration camp. I stand shiveringly in my thin rags, still in disbelief that this nightmare is happening. I am just a young boy. I should be playing with friends; I should be going to school; I should be looking forward to a future, to growing up and marrying, and having a family of my own. But those dreams are for the living, and I am no longer one of them. Instead, I am almost dead, surviving from day to day, from hour to hour, ever since I was taken from my home and brought here with tens of thousands of other Jews. Will I still be alive tomorrow? Will I be taken to the gas chamber tonight?

Back and forth I walk next to the barbed wire fence, trying to keep my emaciated body warm. I am hungry, but I have been hungry for longer than I want to remember. I am always hungry. Edible food seems like a dream. Each day as more of us disappear, the happy past seems like a mere dream, and I sink deeper and deeper into despair. Suddenly, I notice a young girl walking past on the other side of the barbed wire. She stops and looks at me with sad eyes, eyes that seem to say that she understands. That she, too, cannot fathom why I am here. I want to look away, oddly ashamed for this stranger to see me like this, but I cannot tear my eyes from hers.




Then she reaches into her pocket, and pulls out a red apple. A beautiful, shiny red apple. Oh, how long it has been since I have seen one! She looks cautiously to the left and to the right, and then with a smile of triumph, quickly throws the apple over the fence. I run to pick it up, holding it in my trembling, frozen fingers. In my world of death, this apple is an expression of life, of love. I glance up in time to see the girl disappearing into the distance.

The next day, I cannot help myself——I am drawn at the same time to that spot near the fence. Am I crazy for hoping she will come again? Of course. But in here, I cling to any tiny scrap of hope. She has given me hope and I must hold tightly to it.

And again, she comes. And again, she brings me an apple, flinging it over the fence with that same sweet smile.




This time I catch it, and hold it up for her to see. Her eyes twinkle. Does she pity me? Perhaps. I do not care, though. I am just so happy to gaze at her. And for the first time in so long, I feel my heart move with emotion.

For seven months, we meet like this. Sometimes we exchange a few words. Sometimes, just an apple. But she is feeding more than my belly, this angel from heaven. She is feeding my soul. And somehow, I know I am feeding hers as well.

One day, I hear frightening news: we are being shipped to another camp. This could mean the end for me. And it definitely means the end for me and my friend.

The next day when I greet her, my heart is breaking, and I can barely speak as I say what must be said. “Do not bring me an apple tomorrow,” I tell her. “I am being sent to another camp. We will never see each other again.” Turning before I lose all control, I run away from the fence. I cannot bear to look back. If I did, I know she would see me standing there, with tears streaming down my face.

Months pass and the nightmare continues. But the memory of this girl sustains me through the terror, the pain, the hopelessness. Over and over in my mind, I see her face, her kind eyes, I hear her gentle words, and I taste those apples.




And then one day, just like that, the nightmare is over. The war has ended. Those of us who are still alive are freed. I have lost everything that was precious to me, including my family. But I still have the memory of this girl, a memory I carry in my heart and gives me the will to go on as I move to America to start a new life.

Years pass. It is 1957. I am living in New York City. A friend convinces me to go on a blind date with a lady friend of his. Reluctantly, I agree. But she is nice, this woman named Roma. And like me, she is an immigrant, so we have at least that in common.

“Where were you during the war?” Roma asks me gently, in that delicate way immigrants ask one another questions about those years.

“I was in a concentration camp in Germany.” I reply.

Roma gets a far away look in her eyes, as if she is remembering something painful yet sweet.

“What is it?” I ask.

“I am just thinking about something from my past, Herman,” Roma explains in a voice suddenly very soft. “You see, when I was a young girl, I lived near a concentration camp. There was a boy there, a prisoner, and for a long while, I used to visit him every day. I remember I used to bring him apples. I would throw the apple over the fence, and he would be so happy.”




Roma sighs heavily and continues. “It is hard to describe how we felt about each other——after all, we were young, and we only exchanged a few words when we could——but I can tell you, there was much love there. I assume he was killed like so many others. But I cannot bear to think that, and so I try to remember him as he was for those months we were given together.”

With my heart pounding so loudly I think it wil1 explode, I look directly at Roma and ask, “And did that boy say to you one day, ‘Do not bring me an apple tomorrow. I am being sent to another camp’?”

“Why, yes,” Roma responds, her voice trembling.

“But, Herman, how on earth could you possibly know that?”

I take her hands in mine and answer, “Because I was that young boy, Roma.”

For many moments, there is only silence. We cannot take our eyes from each other, and as the veils of time lift, we recognize the soul behind the eyes, the dear friend we once loved so much, whom we have never stopped loving, whom we have never stopped remembering.




Finally, I speak, “Look, Roma, I was separated from you once, and I don’t ever want to be separated from you again. Now, I am free, and I want to be together with you forever. Dear, will you marry me?”

I see that same twinkle in her eyes that I used to see as Roma says, “Yes, I will marry you.” and we embrace, the embrace we longed to share for so many months, but barbed wire came between us. Now, nothing ever will again.

Almost forty years have passed since that day when I found my Roma again. Destiny brought us together the first time during the war to show me a promise of hope, and now it has reunited us to fulfill that promise.

Valentine’s Day, 1996. I bring Roma to the Oprah Winfrey Show to honor her on national television. I want to tell her in front of millions of people what I feel in my heart every day:

“Darling, you fed me in the concentration camp when I was hungry. And I am still hungry, for something I will never get enough of: I am only hungry for your love.”








那是1942年冬季，一个寒冷阴暗的日子。但是在德国纳粹集中营内，这与其他的日子并没有什么不同。衣着单薄的我站在那里瑟瑟发抖，仍然不相信这场噩梦的发生。那时我只是个小男孩。我本应该同朋友们在一起玩乐，应该去上学，应该展望我的未来，憧憬着长大结婚，有一个自己的家庭。但是这些梦想是属于那些活着的人的，而我已经不能算其中一个了。实际上，自从我从家里被人带走，与成千上万的犹太人一同被带到这里之后，我几乎就是个死人了，每一天每一小时都在拼命与死神抗争着。明天我还会活着吗？今晚我是不是就会被带进毒气室？

我沿着带刺的铁丝网来来回回地走着，试图让我单薄的身体暖和起来。我饿了，但我饿得太久了，我都不想去记有多长时间了。我总是特别饥饿。可以吃的食物就像个梦一样。每天随着我们当中更多人的突然消失，往日的快乐就像是一场梦境，而我也一天天地深陷绝望之中。突然，我发现一个小女孩从铁丝网那边走来。她停下脚步，用一种悲伤的眼神看着我，仿佛在告诉我说她能够理解我。不过，即便是她，也同样不明白我为什么会在这儿。我想移开我的视线，被一个陌生人这样盯着，我觉得特别害臊，但我的眼睛却无法从她身上挪开。

然后她把手伸进口袋，掏出一个红苹果。这个红苹果多么鲜艳、多么美丽！噢，我都不记得上次见到这种苹果是什么时候了！她小心翼翼地左右看了看，然后带着胜利的微笑，迅速将苹果抛过铁丝网来。我跑过去捡起了它，用我那颤抖的、冰冷的手指紧握着它。在这到处充斥着死亡的世界里，这个苹果就是生命和爱的象征。等我再次抬头时，瞥见那女孩已经消失在远处。




第二天，我情不自禁——我无法控制自己，又在同一时间来到铁丝网那里。她还会再出现吗，是我痴心妄想吗？当然。但是在这种地方，一丁点的希望我都要抓住。她给了我希望，我必须要牢牢抓住。

她又来了。而且她又给我带来了一个苹果，并且带着同样甜蜜的微笑把它抛过了铁丝网栅栏。

这次我接住了它，并且举起来让她看。她的眼睛在闪烁。她是在可怜我吗？可能吧。我才不会在乎。能这样注视着她我就很开心了。这么久以来，我第一次感觉到，我的心中涌动着某种情感。

接下来的七个月里，我们就这样相会。有时我们会交谈几句。有时只是一个苹果。但是，她不只是安抚了我的胃，她就像天堂来的天使一样，安抚了我的灵魂。而且，我知道我也同样安抚了她。

一天，我听到一个可怕的消息：我们将被押往别的集中营去。这对我来说就是末日来临，这就意味着我和她将要永别了。




第二天，当我跟她打招呼时，我的心都碎了，我勉强对她说了我必须要说的话。“明天不用再给我苹果了。”我告诉她说，“我即将被转移到别的集中营去。我们再也见不到对方了。”在我完全失控前，我转身从铁丝网旁边跑开了。我忍不住想回头看。但我不能回头，我不能让她看到我在这儿泪流满面的样子。

一晃又过了几个月，噩梦依然在继续。但对这个女孩的美好回忆支撑着我度过了那段恐怖、痛苦和绝望的日子。在我的脑海中，我一遍又一遍地看到她的脸庞，看到她那双善良的眼睛，听到她温柔的话语，品尝到那些苹果。

直到有一天，噩梦突然之间就结束了。战争结束了。我们这些幸存下来的人自由了。我已失去了所有珍贵的东西，包括我的家庭。但我仍然保留着对这个女孩的回忆，这记忆一直被放在心底里，它给了我继续走下去的意志，在我移居美国后，依然激励着我开始新的生活。

岁月流逝，转眼间就到了1957年。那时我住在纽约，一位朋友劝我和他的一位女性朋友去约会，尽管不太情愿，我还是答应了。其实她还不错，叫罗玛。同我一样也是移民，因此至少我们之间还存在一个共同点。

“战争期间你在哪儿？”罗玛用移民们互相问及那段岁月所特有的微妙语调，小心翼翼地问我。




“我当时在德国的集中营里。”我回答。

罗玛的眼神陷入了一片遐想之中，仿佛回忆起了什么痛苦而又甜蜜的事情。

“怎么了？”我问她。

“我只是在想从前的一些事情，赫尔曼，”罗玛突然用一种轻柔的语气向我解释道。“你知道，那时我还是个小女孩，就住在一所集中营附近。那儿有一个男孩——一个小囚犯被关在营里，有很长一段时间我天天都去看他。我记得我给他带去苹果。我把苹果从铁丝网上扔过去，他就特别开心。”

罗玛重重地叹了一口气，接着说道：“很难描述出我们当时对彼此的感觉——毕竟，我们那时还很小，有机会时我们也只是谈过几句话——但我可以告诉你，我和他之间包含着很多爱。我猜他可能和其他人一样被杀了。但我无法去那样想，所以我总是记起我们在一起相处的时光，记起那几个月里他的样子。”

我的心猛地狂跳起来，我想它快爆炸了。我盯着她的眼睛问道，“是不是那男孩有一天对你说，‘明天不用给我带苹果了，我将被转移到别的集中营去了’？”

“哎？是啊，”罗玛颤抖着嗓音回答道。

“但是，赫尔曼，你怎么会知道这个？”

我握起她的手，答道：“因为我就是那个小男孩，罗玛。”




















The Greatest Of These　最伟大的是真爱





◎ Nanette Thorsen-Snipes





My day began on a decidedly sour note when I saw my six-year-old son wrestling with a limb of my azalea bush. By the time I got outside, he’d broken it. “Can I take this to school today?” he asked. With a wave of my hand, I sent him off. I turned my back so he wouldn’t see the tears gathering in my eyes. I loved that azalea bush. I touched the broken limb as if to say silently, “I’m sorry.”

I wished I could have said that to my husband earlier, but I’d been angry. The washing machine had leaked on my brand-new linoleum. If he’d just taken the time to fix it the night before when I asked him, instead of playing checkers with Jonathan. What are his priorities anyway? I wondered. I was still mopping up the mess when Jonathan walked into the kitchen. “What’s for breakfast, Mom?” I opened the empty refrigerator. “Not cereal,” I said, watching the sides of his mouth drop. “How about toast and jelly?” I smeared the toast with jelly and set it in front of him. Why was I so angry? I tossed my husband’s dishes into the sudsy water.




It was days like this that made me want to quit. I just wanted to drive up to the mountains, hide in a cave, and never come out.

Somehow I managed to lug the wet clothes to the Laundromat. I spent most of the day washing and drying clothes and thinking how love had disappeared from my life. Staring at the graffiti on the walls, I felt as wrung-out as the clothes left in the washers.

As I finished hanging up the last of my husband’s shirts, I looked at the clock. 2:30. I was late. Jonathan’s class let out at 2:15. I dumped the clothes in the back seat and hurriedly drove to the school.

I was out of breath by the time I knocked on the teacher’s door and peered through the glass. With one finger, she motioned for me to wait. She said something to Jonathan and handed him and two other children crayons and a sheet of paper.

What now? I thought, as she rustled through the door and took me aside. “I want to talk to you about Jonathan,” she said.

I prepared myself for the worst. Nothing would have surprised me. “Did you know Jonathan brought flowers to school today?” she asked. I nodded, thinking about my favorite bush and trying to hide the hurt in my eyes. I glanced at my son busily coloring a picture. His wavy hair was too long and flopped just beneath his brow. He brushed it away with the back of his hand. His eyes burst with blue as he admired his handiwork. “Let me tell you about yesterday,” the teacher insisted. “See that little girl?” I watched the bright-eyed child laugh and point to a colorful picture taped to the wall. I nodded.




“Well, yesterday she was almost hysterical. Her mother and father are going through a nasty divorce. She told me she didn’t want to live, she wished she could die. I watched that little girl bury her face in her hands and say loud enough for the class to hear, ‘Nobody loves me.’ I did all I could to console her, but it only seemed to make matters worse.””I thought you wanted to talk to me about Jonathan,” I said.

“I do,” she said, touching the sleeve of my blouse. “Today your son walked straight over to that child. I watched him hand her some pretty pink flowers and whisper, ‘I love you.’”

I felt my heart swell with pride for what my son had done. I smiled at the teacher. “Thank you,” I said, reaching for Jonathan’s hand, “you’ve made my day.”




Later that evening, I began pulling weeds from around my lopsided azalea bush. As my mind wandered back to the love Jonathan showed the little girl, a biblical verse came to me: “...these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.” While my son had put love into practice, I had only felt anger.

I heard the familiar squeak of my husband’s brakes as he pulled into the drive. I snapped a small limb bristling with hot pink azaleas off the bush. I felt the seed of love that God planted in my family beginning to bloom once again in me. My husband’s eyes widened in surprise as I handed him the flowers. “I love you.” I said.





今天一大早我就非常恼火，因为我看见六岁的儿子正在费力扭折我的一枝杜鹃花。当我赶到外面时，他已经把花摘下来了。“今天我能把花带到学校吗？”他问。我摆了摆手，让他离开了。我转过身来，为的是不让他看到我眼里的泪水，因为我很爱杜鹃花。我轻抚那被折断的花枝，像是在对它无声地道歉。

我多希望我能早点儿把那件事告诉丈夫，但是当时我很生气。洗衣机的水都漏到我那崭新的油毯上了。如果他能在我问他的前一晚上花点时间把洗衣机修好，这样的事就不会发生，可他当时却在和乔纳森玩跳棋。我搞不明白他到底有什么了不起？当乔纳森走进厨房时，我还在收拾那杂乱的一摊。“妈妈，早餐吃什么？”我打开空空的冰箱，“不吃麦片粥，”我回答，这时我看到他的嘴角拉了下来。“吐司和果子冻怎么样？”我把果子冻抹在吐司上放在他面前。我为什么这么生气呢？我把丈夫用过的碟子扔进洗涤池里。




就是这样的日子让我有了退却的想法。我真想开车到山里，藏在一个山洞里，永远也不再出来。

不过我还是把那一堆湿衣服拿到了自助洗衣店。那一天的大部分时间我都在清洗和烘干那些衣服，同时也在思考着爱是如何从我的生活中消失的。看着墙上的涂鸦，我突然感到自己就像洗衣机里的衣服一样扭曲。

当我把丈夫的最后一件衬衫挂起来时，我看了看时间，已经2∶30了。我迟到了，乔纳森2∶15下课。我把衣服塞到后座上，急急忙忙开车去学校。

当我敲响老师的门，透过玻璃向里窥探时，我已经上气不接下气了。她用一根手指示意我等一下。她对乔纳森说了些什么，然后给了他和另外两个孩子一些彩色笔和一张纸。

当她从门内过来，把我拉到一边时，我心里想着她要干什么。“我想和你谈谈乔纳森。”她说。

我已经作好了最坏的准备，什么事都不会让我惊讶的。“你知道乔纳森今天带花来学校了吗？”她问。我点点头，心里还在想着我最爱的花束，但我试着隐藏眼中残余的伤痛。我瞥了一眼儿子，他正忙着给一幅图画上色。他的卷发太长了，都已经垂到了他的眉毛下面。他用手背把头发拨开。当他欣赏自己的作品时，眼中充满着忧郁。“我要跟你讲一下昨天的事情，”老师继续说，“看到那个小女孩了吗？”我看着那个眼睛明亮的孩子，点了点头，她当时正用手指着墙上的一副五彩的图画开怀大笑。




“呃，昨天她几近歇斯底里。她的父母正在闹离婚。她告诉我她不想活了，她希望自己死掉。我看着那个小女孩把脸埋在双手里大声对全班同学喊道‘没有人爱我’。我尽自己所能去安慰她，但这似乎使事情变得更加糟糕。”

“我以为你会跟我谈乔纳森。”我说。

“是的，”她边说边碰了碰我的上衣袖子。“今天你的儿子径直朝那个孩子走过去。我看见他给了她几枝很漂亮的粉色花朵，然后悄悄对她说‘我爱你’。”

对儿子的所作所为，我心里充满了自豪感。我对老师笑了笑，并说了声“谢谢”，然后我抓住了儿子的手说，“你让我感觉到了快乐。”

那天傍晚的时候，我开始清理倾斜的杜鹃花周边的杂草。当我回想起乔纳森对小女孩表达的爱意时，圣经中的一句话在我脑海中浮现：“……这三样留了下来：信仰、希望和爱。但这之中最伟大的是爱。”当我的儿子将爱付诸实践时，我却只感受到了气愤。




当丈夫开车回来时，我听到了那熟悉的刹车声。我从花丛中折下一小束粉红至极的杜鹃花。我感到上帝在家庭中播撒的爱的种子又一次在我心里开花。当我把花递给丈夫时，他吃惊地睁大眼睛。“我爱你。”我对他说。






















When Love Beckons You　当爱在召唤





◎ Kahlil Gibran





When love beckons to you, follow him, though his ways are hard and steep. And when his wings enfold you, yield to him, though the sword hidden among his pinions may wound you. And when he speaks to you, believe in him, though his voice may shatter your dreams as the north wind lays waste the garden.

For even as love crowns you, so shall he crucify you. Even as he is for your growth, so is he for your pruning. Even as he ascends to your height and caresses your tenderest branches that quiver in the sun, so shall he descend to our roots and shake them in their clinging to the earth.

But if, in your fear, you would seek only love’s peace and love’s pleasure, then it is better for you that you cover your nakedness and pass out of love’s threshing-floor, into the seasonless world where you shall laugh, but not all of your laughter, and weep, but not all of your tears. Love gives naught but itself and takes naught but from itself. Love possesses not, nor would it be possessed, for love is sufficient unto love.




Love has no other desire but to fulfill itself. But if you love and must have desires, let these be your desires:

To melt and be like a running brook that sings its melody to the night.

To know the pain of too much tenderness.

To be wounded by your own understanding of love;

And to bleed willingly and joyfully.

To wake at dawn with a winged heart and give thanks for another day of loving;

To rest at the noon hour and meditate love’s ecstasy;

To return home at eventide with gratitude;

And then to sleep with a prayer for the beloved in your heart and a song of praise upon your lips.





当爱召唤你时，请追随他，尽管爱的道路艰难险峻。当爱的羽翼拥抱你时，请顺从他，尽管羽翼之下隐藏的剑可能会刺伤你。当爱向你诉说时，请相信他，尽管他的言语可能会打破你的梦想，如同北风吹落满园的花瓣。

爱会给你戴上桂冠，也会给你无尽折磨。爱会助你成长，也会给你修枝。爱会上升到枝头，轻抚你在阳光下微微颤动的嫩枝，也会下潜至根部，撼动你在泥土下紧紧依附的根须。




但是，如果你在恐惧中，你若只想寻求爱的平和与快乐，那你就最好掩盖真实的自我，躲避爱的考验，躲进那不分季节的世界，在那里你会开怀，但不是尽情大笑，你会哭泣，但不是尽抛泪水。爱只将自己付出，也只将得到自己。爱一无所有，也不会被谁占有，因为爱本身就已自足。

爱除了成全自我别无他求。但如果你爱而又不得不有所求，那就请期望：

将自己融化，像一条奔流的溪水，在夜晚吟唱自己优美的曲调。

明了过多的温柔所带来的痛苦。

被自己对爱的体会所伤害；

并情愿快乐地悲伤。

在晨曦带着轻快的心醒来，感谢又一个有爱的日子；

在黄昏怀着感激之情回家；

然后，为心中所爱的人祈祷，唇边唱着赞美之歌，就这样入眠。


















If You Love Her Enough　只要你足够爱她





◎ Bill Walls





My friend John always has something to tell me. He knows so much that young men have to have older and more worldly wise men to tell them, for instance, who to trust, how to care for others, and how to live life to the fullest.

Recently, John lost his wife Janet. For eight years she fought against cancer, but in the end her sickness had the last word.

One day John took out a folded piece of paper from his wallet. He had found it, so he told me, when he tidied up some drawers at home. It was a small love letter Janet had written. The note could look like a school girl’s scrawls about her dream guy. All that was missing was a drawing of a heart with the names John and Janet written in it. But the small letter was written by a woman who had had seven children; a woman who fought for her life and who probably only had a few months left to live.

It was also a beautiful recipe for how to keep a marriage together.




Janet’s description of her husband begins thus: “Loved me. Took care of me. Worried about me.”

Even though John always had a ready answer, he never joked about cancer apparently.

Sometimes he came home in the evening to find Janet in the middle of one of those depressions cancer patients so often get. In no time he got her into the car and drove her to her favorite restaurant.

He showed consideration for her, and she knew it. You cannot hide something for someone who knows better.

“Helped me when I was ill.” the next line reads. Perhaps Janet wrote this while the cancer was in one of the horrible and wonderful lulls. Where everything is——almost——as it used to be, before the sickness broke out, and where it doesn’t hurt to hope that everything is over, maybe forever.

“Forgave me a lot.”

“Stood by my side.”

And a piece of good advice for everyone who looks on giving constructive criticism as a kind of sacred duty: “Always praising.”

“Made sure I had everything I needed.” she goes on to write.




After that she has turned over the paper and added: “Warmth. Humor. Kindness. Thoughtfulness.”

And then she writes about the husband she has lived with and loved most of her life: “Always there for me when I needed you.”

The last words she wrote sum up all the others. I can see her for me when she adds thoughtfully: “Good friend.”

I stand beside John now, and cannot even pretend to know how it feels to lose someone who is as close to me as Janet was to him. I need to hear what he has to say much more than he needs to talk.

“John,” I ask. “How do you stick together with someone through 38 years——not to mention the sickness? How do I know if I can bear to stand by my wife’s side if she becomes sick one day?”

“You can,” he says quietly. “If you love her enough, you can.”





我的朋友约翰总是喜欢给我讲道理。他非常清楚年轻人需要更年长、更睿智的人们给予告诫，告诉他们诸如要信任谁，要怎样关爱他人，要如何充实地生活等等。

最近，约翰失去了妻子珍妮特。八年来她一直和癌症抗争，但最终还是被病魔打败了。




一天，约翰从钱包里拿出一张折叠起来的纸。他告诉我说，他在家收拾抽屉时发现了这张纸条。这是珍妮特写的一封简短的情书。这封信的内容看上去像是一个女学生随便写给自己意中人的那样，唯一缺少的就是画上一颗写有约翰和珍妮特名字、被丘比特之箭穿过的爱心了。但这封简短的信，却是由一个拥有七个孩子的母亲——一个只剩下几个月生命，却仍旧与病魔奋力抗争的女人所写。

这封信同时也是一个维持婚姻和谐的美丽秘诀。

珍妮特对自己丈夫的描述是这样开始的：“他爱我，照顾我，为我担忧。”

即便约翰对一切都心知肚明，他也从来不公然地对那癌症开玩笑。有时他傍晚回到家，发现珍妮特正处于癌症病人经常会陷入的沮丧状态中。他会立马拉她上车，然后带她去她最爱的餐厅。

他很体谅她，她清楚这一点。当别人比你更了解某样东西时，你是隐藏不了这样东西的。

“当我生病时，他帮助我。”下一行是。也许珍妮特写这句话时，她的癌症正处于一次难得的平静期。这个时候就如癌症经常出现的情况一样，在它爆发之前，人们总是满怀信心地希望这一切都已经过去，或许是永远都过去了。

“包容我许多的不对。”




“陪在我的身边。”

还有一条建议，这是送给所有把提供积极性意见作为一种神圣职责的人的：“不停地赞美。”

“确保我拥有所需要的一切。”她继续写着。

在那之后她把纸翻过来接着写：“温暖。幽默。仁慈。贴心。”

然后她描述了生命中大部分时间与自己共同生活的丈夫——她最爱的人：“在我需要你的时候，你总是在我身边。”

最后的话总结了这封信。她写道：“亲爱的朋友。”我似乎能亲眼看到她是如何若有所思地加上这句话的。

我现在站在约翰的旁边，甚至都不能假装了解失去亲密朋友的感觉，就像他失去珍妮特一样。约翰需要倾诉，他必须要说出一些话，而我更急切地要听他的那些话。

“约翰，”我问，“你是如何和一个人相守度过这38年的——更别提还有那场疾病了？我要如何知道当我妻子有一天也生病了，我是否也能站在她的身旁？”

“你会的，”他平静地说，“只要你足够爱她，你会的。”


















Test of True Love　最爱的考验





◎ Narayan Murthy





My husband is an engineer. Since the day we met, he has always been the rock in my life. I knew he had his feet firmly planted on the ground, and it seemed that no matter what else went crazy, he would be the one constant.

Three years of romance and two years of marriage later, I tired of him. He is the most unromantic man I know. He never bought me flowers, he never surprised me, and nothing had changed in our marriage.

After some time, I finally found the courage to tell him that I wanted out. He just sat there, speechless. My heart froze, what kind of man was I married to who didn’t even know what to say to make me stay? After a while, he spoke. “What can I do to change your mind?”

“I will stay if you can give me a good answer to this question,” I replied coldly, “if I asked for a flower that grew on a cliff, and you knew that getting it for me meant certain death, would you still get if for me?”




His face grew troubled. “Can I give you the answer tomorrow morning?” With that, my heart sank. I knew that I could never be happy with a man who couldn’t give me an answer straight away.

The next morning, when I woke up, he was missing. In the living room, under a warm glass of milk, was a note. My eyes grew misty as I read it.

“Dear, I have my answer. I will never pick the flower for you if it meant certain death.

But before you leave, I hope you will give me a chance to give you my reasons.

You always sit in front of the computer and type the whole day. But you always end up in tears because your format goes all over the place. I need my fingers to do the formatting for you, so that your tears will become smiles.

You like to travel but always get lost. I need my eyes to take you to the nicest places on earth. Every time you leave the house, you forget your keys. I need my legs to run home and open the door for you.

You never know how to take care of yourself. I need my hands to help you get rid of the pesky white hair you hate so much when you grow old, to trim your nails and to feed you.




So you see, that’s why I cannot pick the flower for you. Until I find someone who loves you more than I do, I will need my body to take care of you.

If you accept my reasons, then open the door and I will be waiting with your favorite muffin.”

With tears streaming from my eyes, I opened the door. And there he was, with an extremely worried look on his face. He still had nothing to say; he just stood there, waving the packet he had in his hand in front of me.

I knew then that I would never find another man who will love me as much as my husband does.

Just because someone does not love you the way you want him to, it doesn’t mean that he does not love you with all he has.





我的丈夫是一名工程师。自从我们相识以后，他一直都是我生命里的依靠。我知道他做事情脚踏实地，好像无论发生什么事，他都会一如既往地做好自己的工作。

经过三年恋爱和两年婚姻生活，我对他感到厌倦了。他是我见过的最不浪漫的人，他从来不送花给我，也从来不给我惊喜，我们的婚姻生活毫无变化。

一段时间后，我终于鼓起勇气向他提出离婚。他只是一言不发地坐在那里。我的心凉了，我究竟嫁给了什么样的人啊，甚至连挽留的话都不会说？过了一会儿，他说：“我该怎么做才能让你改变主意呢？”




“如果我想要长在悬崖峭壁上的一枝花，你也知道去采那花必死无疑，你会去给我采吗？若你能给我一个满意的答案，我就留下来。”我冷冷地说。

他满脸忧愁，说道：“我能明早答复你吗？”听到这话，我的心直往下沉。与这样一个不果断的人生活在一起不可能有幸福，这点我很清楚。

第二天早上，我醒来时，他已经不在了。客厅里，一杯热牛奶下压着一张字条。看着看着，我的眼睛模糊了。

“亲爱的，我现在回答你。如果采那朵花一定会死的话，我决不会去采。

“但在你离开之前，我希望你能给我一个机会讲明理由。

“你整天坐在电脑前打字，但最后总会大哭起来，因为你的格式常常乱七八糟。我需要用我的手指为你调整格式，让你破涕为笑。

“你喜欢旅游，但经常迷路。我需要用我的眼睛带你去世界上最美的地方。你每次出门都会忘带钥匙，我需要用我的腿跑回家为你开门。

“你总是不懂得照顾自己。当你变老时，我需要用我的双手来为你拔掉令你讨厌的白发，为你修剪指甲，喂你吃饭。




“你看，这就是我为什么不去为你采花的理由。在找到一个比我更爱你的人之前，我会全心全意地照顾你。

“如果你接受我的理由，那么，请开门吧。我买了你最爱吃的松饼等着你。”

我泪流满面，打开了门。他站在那儿，脸上露出焦急的神色。他仍旧没说什么，只是站着，并晃了晃手中的那包松饼。

那时，我就知道我再也找不到比我丈夫更爱我的人了。

也许，对方爱你的方式不是你所期望的那样，但这并不意味着他不是全身心地爱你。


















The Sweetest Smile　令人心醉的微笑





◎ Goldie





Well like most authors, I am one who does not believe in love at first sight until I experienced it myself.

It all started like this, I was with a few friends at McDonalds, after my lecture from school, we were chatting and laughing at some stupid stories that one of my friends told.

Just then, a group of girls came and took their seats, there was this girl, quite outstanding for that striking red top she was wearing and she had this sweet smile.

Then, while they were at the counter, ordering their food, I noticed something, they all had disability, and they could not talk. But, this was not considered a disability to me; I walked up to them, and asked for her number, well, she was surprised.

But she eventually gave me her address and her name was Elaine, she did not have a phone at home and there was no possibility to talk to her.




After a few days, I sent her a letter, asking her out on a date the following Saturday. Whether she agreed to the date or was it rejected, I could not tell for I did not know.

We were supposed to meet at the Lido cinema to catch a movie; I waited for around 5 minutes then she appeared. She was wearing that same smile that caught me.

In the cinema, we saw the show “ICE AGE”. In order to communicate, I needed to get a pen and paper.

I asked her about how she felt about me. She told me she was very happy, but at the same time, she was worried as she could not define whether my love was out of sympathy or was it from my heart.

From that moment on, I have been asking myself the question, until a month later after my exams, I finally made up my mind—— I was really in love with her, not for her disability I sympathize.

I went to her home, which made her quite surprised; I pulled her out of her home and ran to the park in front of her block of flats. I looked at her and wrote to her how I felt; she looked at me with those big black eyes, those that could take your soul away if you were staring at them for a long time.




She took the pen and wrote this sentence, “I love you too, but now that I’m assured that you love me for what I am and not out of sympathy, I feel that I will not regret the decision.”

Now, we have been together for two years and although we have not planned to get married, I have never once quarrel with her, not even on paper and I never will...

同大部分作家一样，直到我亲身体验了一见钟情的魅力，我才相信了它的存在。

事情是这样开始的。放学之后，我和几个朋友在麦当劳吃饭。一个朋友讲了几个笑话，我们一边大笑一边谈论着。

就在那时，一群女孩走进来坐下了。其中有一个女孩非常醒目，她穿了一件引人注目的红色上衣，脸上带着甜美的微笑，整个人都光彩夺目。

当她们站在柜台前点餐时，我才注意到她们都有缺陷——她们不能说话。但我并不认为这是残疾；我向她们走过去，并问那个女孩要了电话号码，当时，她有些惊讶。

但她最终给了我她的地址，她叫伊莱恩，她家里没有电话，况且我们之间也不可能交谈，所以也没那个必要。

过了几天，我寄给她一封信，约她下个礼拜六出来玩。我也不能确定她是否同意约会。




我们本来约好在里多电影院看电影；我等了大概五分钟，她来了。她仍旧带着那张吸引着我的甜蜜的笑脸，让人沉醉。

我们在电影院里看了《冰河世纪》。我需要用到纸和笔，才方便与她交流。

我问她对我的感觉如何。她告诉我说她感到很幸福，但同时她又很担心，担心的是她自己并不能确定，我的爱是出于同情还是出自真心。

从那时起，我就一直问自己那个问题，直到在我考试结束的一个月之后，我打定了主意——我是真的爱她，而不是出于对她缺陷的同情。

我去了她家，这件事让她很吃惊；我把她从家里拉出来，一起跑去公寓楼前的公园里。我看着她，并把我的感受写给她看；她用一双又大又黑的眼睛盯着我，假设是你盯着这双眼睛的话，你也会觉得整个灵魂都被带走了。

她拿出笔写了这句话，“我也爱你，但既然我确信了你爱的就是我这个人，而不是出于同情心，我觉得自己并不会因为这个决定而后悔。”

如今我们在一起两年了，虽然我们还没决定结婚，但我从来都没和她吵过架，在纸上都没有过，将来也不会……














Two Mutes? Love　两个哑巴的爱情





◎ Romain Rolland





He is a mute, although can understand others speech, cannot say own actually feeling. She is his neighbor, the girl who is bound by a common destiny with the grandmother.

He really looks like an elder brother. Leads her to go to school, accompanies her to play, listens to her chirp with a smile grasps the speech.

He only uses the hand signal and she converses. Possible she to be able to read his each look. Gazes at in her vision from elder brother, she knew he has likes oneself.

Afterwards, she finally tests went to college. Extremely happy, he then starts to go all out to make money, then sends continuously for her. She has not rejected.

Finally, she has graduated, started the work. Then, she said firmly to him that, “Elder brother, I must marry to you!” He looked like only the frightened rabbit to escape, again is not willing to see her, how regardless of she does entreat.




She said, “Do you think I pity you? Do you think I appreciate you? No, I’ve fallen in love with you since I was 12.” But, she can not obtain his reply.

One day, she has been admitted to the hospital suddenly. He has scared, runs looks at him. Doctor said, in her throat steadily a lump, although has excised, destroyed the vocal cord actually, possibly again also could not deliver the speech. On hospital bed, her tearful eyes dance gaze him, therefore they married.

Very many years, nobody listens to them to deliver a speech. They use the hand, with pen, converses with the look, shares is joyful and is sad. They became have loved the object which the men and women envied. The people said, that pair of how happy mutes husbands and wives!

Love could not prevent god of death arrival, he abandoned her to walk first.

The people feared she cannot undergo loses lover’s attack to comfort her. By now, she takes back gazes at his portrait after-image the dull crazy vision, opens the mouth to say suddenly that, “He walked.”

The rumor has revealed...








他是个哑巴，尽管他能听懂别人的话，但却无法说出自己的感受。她是他的邻居，一个与外婆相依为命的女孩，她一直叫他哥哥。

他看起来真像个哥哥。带她去上学，陪她一同玩耍，微笑着听她唧唧喳喳地讲话。

他只用手势和她交谈，可能她能读懂他的每一个眼神。从哥哥注视她的目光里，她知道他有多么喜欢自己。

后来，她终于考上了大学。她非常开心，而他便开始拼命挣钱，然后从不间断地寄给她。她从来没有拒绝。

最后，她终于毕业了，参加了工作。然后，她坚定地对他说：“哥哥，我要嫁给你！”他像只受惊的兔子逃掉了，无论她怎样哀求，都再也不愿意见她。

她这样说：“你以为我同情你吗？想报答你吗？不是，我12岁时就爱上你了。”可是，她没有得到他的答复。

有一天，她突然住进了医院。他吓坏了，跑去看她。医生说，她的喉咙里长了一个瘤，虽然已经切除了，却破坏了声带，可能再也讲不了话了。病床上，她泪眼婆娑地注视着他，于是，他们结婚了。

很多很多年，没有人听他们讲过一句话。他们用手、用笔、用眼神交谈，分享着喜悦和悲伤。他们成了所有恋人羡慕的对象。人们说，那一对多么幸福的哑巴夫妻啊！




爱情阻挡不了死神的降临，他抛下她，一个人先走了。

人们怕她经受不住失去爱侣的打击，前来安慰她。这时，她收回注视他遗像的呆痴目光，突然开口说：“他还是走了。”

谎言已经揭穿……


















Take a Loving Look　充满爱的眼神





◎ Sarah Anne





How we see our partners often depends more on how we are than how they are. Husbands and wives are not audience, but participant observers in each other’s lives.

“Before we were married, my husband was a caring, energetic man,” a wife once told me. “He couldn’t seem to keep his hands off me. Since we’ve been married, he’s become a couch potato and watches ball games more than he watches me. He’s gone from stud to spud.”

“Very funny,” answered the husband. “But have you looked at yourself lately? When we got married, you were beautiful. Now you wear that old robe. If I’ve gone from stud to spud, then you’ve gone from doll to drudge.”

This hurtful, infantile argument illustrates how spouses, instead of looking for love, may look for flaws. It is a way of seeing.




Author Judith Viorst once wrote, “Infatuation is when you think he’s as gorgeous as Robert Redford, as pure as Solzhenitsyn, as funny as Woody Allen, as athletic as Jimmy Connors, and as smart as Albert Einstein. Love is when you realize he’s as gorgeous as Woody Allen, as smart as Jimmy Connors, as funny as Solzhenitsyn, as athletic as Albert Einstein, and nothing like Robert Redford in any category——but you’ll take him anyway.”

This law of lasting love instructs us to look with instead of for love.





我们如何看待自己的伴侣往往更多地取决于我们自己怎么样，而不是对方怎么样。丈夫和妻子都不是观众，而是参与到对方生活里的观察者。

一位妻子曾对我说：“结婚前，我丈夫是一个体贴、精力充沛的人，好像没法将他的手从我身上拿开。在我们结婚后，他变成了一个懒蛋，看球赛远远多过看我。他从猛男变成了‘懒蛋’。”

“真有意思，”她丈夫回答道，“不过你有没有瞧瞧最近你自己是啥模样？我们结婚的时候，你很美。现在你穿的是破旧的睡袍。如果说我从猛男变成了懒蛋，那你就是从美女变成了苦工。”

这种互相伤害又带有孩子气的争吵清楚地说明夫妻如何互相挑毛病，而不是在寻找爱。这就是一种看法。




作家朱迪斯·厄斯特曾写道：“当你认为他像罗伯特·雷德福一样仪表堂堂，像索尔仁尼琴一样心地纯洁，像伍迪·艾伦一样言谈风趣，像吉米·康纳斯一样身体矫健，像阿尔伯特·爱因斯坦一样头脑聪明，那你就被爱冲昏了头脑。当你认识到他在长相方面像伍迪·艾伦，头脑方面像吉米·康纳斯，言谈方面像索尔仁尼琴，身体方面像阿尔伯特·爱因斯坦，无论在哪一方面都不像罗伯特·雷德福——但你却偏偏要嫁给他，这才是真正的爱。”

持久爱情的这一法则教导我们，要用充满爱意的眼神去看自己的伴侣，而不是用寻找爱的眼神去看对方。


















Life Together　相伴一生





◎ Ruth a.k.a.





One fine day, an old couple around the age of 70, walks into a lawyer’s office. Apparently, they are there to file a divorce. Lawyer was very puzzled, after having a chat with them, he got their story.

This couple had been quarreling all their 40 over years of marriage, and nothing ever seems to go right.

They hang on because of their children, afraid that it might affect their up-bringing. Now, all their children have already grown up, have their own family, there’s nothing else the old couple have to worry about. All they wanted is to lead their own life free from all these years of unhappiness from their marriage, so both agree on a divorce.

Lawyer was having a hard time trying to get the papers done, because he felt that after 40 years of marriage at the age of 70, he couldn’t understand why the old couple would still wants a divorce.




While they were signing the papers, the wife told the husband. “I really love you, but I really can’t carry on anymore, I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK, I understand.” said the husband. Looking at this, the lawyer suggested a dinner together, just three of them, wife thought, why not, since they are still going be friends.

At the dining table, there was a silence of awkwardness.

The first dish was roasted chicken. Immediately, the old man took the drumstick for the old lady. “Take this, it’s your favorite.”

Looking at this, the lawyer thought maybe there’s still a chance, but the wife was frowning when she answer.

“This is always the problem, you always think so highly of yourself, never thought about how I feel, don’t you know that I hate drumsticks?”

Little did she know that, over the years, the husband have been trying all ways to please her; little did she know that drumsticks was the husband’s favorite.

Little did he know that she never thought he understand her at all; little did he know that she hates drumsticks even though all he wants is the best for her.




That night, both of them couldn’t sleep, toss and turn, toss and turn. After hours, the old man couldn’t take it anymore, he knows that he still loves her, and he can’t carry on life without her, he wants her back, he wants to tell her, he is sorry; he wanted to tell her, “I love you.”

He picks up the phone, started dialing her number. Ringing never stops. He never stop dialing.

On the other side, she was sad, she couldn’t understand how come after all these years, he still doesn’t understand her at all. She loves him a lot, but she just can’t take it any-more. Phone’s ringing; she refuses to answer knowing that it’s him.

“What’s the point of talking now that it’s over? I have asked for it and now. I want to keep it this way, if not I will lose face.” She thought. Phone still ringing. She has decided to pull out the cord.

Little did she remember, he had heart problems.

The next day, she received news that he had passed away. She rushed down to his apartment; saw his body, lying on the couch still holding on to the phone. He had a heart attack when he was still trying to get thru her phone line.

As sad as she could be. She will have to clear his belongings. When she was looking thru the drawers, she saw this insurance policy, dated from the day they got married, beneficiary is her. Together in that file there’s this note.




“To my dearest wife, by the time you are reading this, I’m sure I’m no longer around. I bought this policy for you. Though the amount is only $100k, I hope it will be able to help me continue my promise that I have made when we got married, I might not be around anymore, I want this amount of money to continue taking care of you, just like the way I will if I could have live longer. I want you to know I will always be around, by your side. I love you.”

Tears flowed like river.

When you love someone, let them know. You never know what will happen the next minute. Learn to build a life together. Learn to love each other for who they are, not what they are.

在一个阳光明媚的日子里，一对70多岁的老夫妇走进了律师事务所。显然，他们准备到那儿办理离婚手续。律师对此感到十分困惑，而在同他们交谈了以后，他得知他们之间的故事：

这对夫妇结婚40年来从未停止过挣扎。他们似乎找不到任何共同之处，一切都显得格格不入。




因为担心他们的离婚会对孩子的成长产生不良影响，这对老夫妇把离婚的事一直耽搁至此。而现在，孩子们都长大成人了，也有了各自的家庭，这对老夫妇就再也没有什么可担心的了。他们现在渴望的就是过各自的生活，逃离这些年来婚姻带来的种种不幸，正因为如此，这两位老人都赞同离婚。

律师极其艰难地为他们拟了一份离婚协议书，因为他觉得，经历了40年的婚姻，现在两个老人都已经70多岁了，他实在不明白为什么这对老夫妇仍然坚持要离婚。

当他们签署文件时，老夫人对丈夫说：“我真的很爱你，但我实在是无法忍受下去了，非常抱歉。”

“没关系，我理解。”丈夫回答道。看到这种情景，律师建议他们三人一起去吃顿晚餐，就他们三个人，老夫人想道，为什么不呢，反正他们很快就是朋友了。

餐桌上，大家都沉默不语，气氛十分尴尬。

第一道菜是烤鸡。老夫人的丈夫马上夹了一个鸡腿给她。“尝尝这个，这是你最喜欢吃的。”

见到这种情景，律师心想，他们之间一定还有挽救的机会。然而，老夫人却紧皱着眉头答道：

“这就是问题所在，你总是这么自以为是，从来没有顾及过我的感受，难道你就不知道我讨厌吃鸡腿吗？”

她一点也不清楚，这些年来，她的丈夫一直想尽办法逗她开心；她一点都不知道，鸡腿是她丈夫最喜爱的食物。




他一点也不清楚，他的妻子会认为他完全不了解她；他一点也不知道，他妻子讨厌吃鸡腿，尽管他把自己最喜爱的都给了她。

那天晚上，两个老人都睡不着，各自辗转反侧。挣扎了几个小时后，丈夫终于忍耐不住，他发觉自己仍然深爱着妻子，他的生活不能没有她，他要她回来，他要亲口告诉她，表达他的歉意；他要亲口告诉她：“我爱你。”

于是他拿起电话，开始拨打老夫人的电话号码。铃声一直在响，电话那头没人接。他不停地按着重拨键。

另一方面，老夫人也很伤心，她不明白为什么经过这么多年的相处，她丈夫仍然一点都不了解她。事实上，她也非常爱她的丈夫，但她再也不愿意跟他一起生活了。电话铃声在响，老夫人知道是她丈夫打来的，但她决定不再接他的电话。

“一切都结束了，现在谈论还有什么意思呢？当初，是我提出的离婚，那现在我也得保持下去。对，就这样下去，否则我岂不是很丢脸。”老夫人心想道。电话铃声依旧在响。她索性把电话线拉开了。

而她一点也不记得，她的丈夫有心脏病。

第二天早上，老夫人得知她丈夫昨晚去世的消息。她径直向他的公寓里跑去，发现她的丈夫躺在沙发上，手里仍然握着电话。那天晚上，当她的丈夫试图接通她的电话时，心脏病突然发作，他就这样离开了她。




尽管她很悲伤，她仍不得不亲自动手清理他的遗物。当老夫人认真细致地翻着一个抽屉时，她发现了一张保险单。保险日期从他们结婚之日算起，毫无疑问，保险受益人是她。在这个文件夹里，还有一份就是她丈夫亲手写的遗嘱。

“献给我最亲爱的妻子：当你读着这封遗嘱的时候，我确信我已不在人间。我为你买了这份保险。虽然金额总数才区区100 000美元，但我希望它能帮助我继续履行我们结婚时我所说的照顾你一生一世的诺言。我不能再陪你一起度过你的余生，但我希望保险金额里的钱能够帮助我实现照顾你后半生的愿望，就像我活着那样照顾你。我也想让你知道，我会一直在你的周围，在你的身边。我爱你！”

泪水如决堤的河流般奔涌而出。

当你爱着一个人的时候，就让他知道。因为你永远不知道下一分钟将会发生什么事。学会一起生活，学会相爱，不为他们是你的什么，而为他们是你的谁。






















The Best Kind of Love　最好的爱情





◎ Annette Paxman Bowen





I have a friend who is falling in love. She honestly claims the sky is bluer. Mozart moves her to tears. She has lost 15 pounds and looks like a cover girl.

“I’m young again!” she shouts exuberantly.

As my friend raves on about her new love, I’ve taken a good look at my old one. My husband of almost 20 years, Scott, has gained 15 pounds. Once a marathon runner, he now runs only down hospital halls. His hairline is receding and his body shows the signs of long working hours and too many candy bars. Yet he can still give me a certain look across a restaurant table and I want to ask for the check and head home.

When my friend asked me “What will make this love last?” I ran through all the obvious reasons: commitment, shared interests, unselfishness, physical attraction, communication. Yet there’s more. We still have fun. Spontaneous good times. Yesterday, after slipping the rubber band off the rolled up newspaper, Scott flipped it playfully at me: this led to an all-out war. Last Saturday at the grocery, we split the list and raced each other to see who could make it to the checkout first. Even washing dishes can be a blast. We enjoy simply being together.




And there are surprises. One time I came home to find a note on the front door that led me to another note, then another, until I reached the walk-in closet. I opened the door to find Scott holding a “pot of gold” (my cooking kettle) and the “treasure” of a gift package. Sometimes I leave him notes on the mirror and little presents under his pillow.

There is understanding. I understand why he must play basketball with the guys. And he understands why, once a year, I must get away from the house, the kids——and even him——to meet my sisters for a few days of nonstop talking and laughing.

There is sharing. Not only do we share household worries and parental burdens——we also share ideas. Scott came home from a convention last month and presented me with a thick historical novel. Though he prefers thrillers and science fiction, he had read the novel on the plane. He touched my heart when he explained it was because he wanted to be able to exchange ideas about the book after I’d read it.




There is forgiveness. When I’m embarrassingly loud and crazy at parties, Scott forgives me. When he confessed losing some of our savings in the stock market, I gave him a hug and said, “It’s okay. It’s only money.”

There is sensitivity. Last week he walked through the door with the look that tells me it’s been a tough day. After he spent some time with the kids, I asked him what happened. He told me about a 60-year-old woman who’d had a stroke. He wept as he recalled the woman’s husband standing beside her bed, caressing her hand. How was he going to tell this husband of 40 years that his wife would probably never recover? I shed a few tears myself. Because of the medical crisis. Because there were still people who have been married 40 years. Because my husband is still moved and concerned after years of hospital rooms and dying patients.

There is faith. Last Tuesday a friend came over and confessed her fear that her husband is losing his courageous battle with cancer. On Wednesday I went to lunch with a friend who is struggling to reshape her life after divorce. On Thursday a neighbor called to talk about the frightening effects of Alzheimer’s disease on her father-in-law’s personality. On Friday a childhood friend called long-distance to tell me her father had died. I hung up the phone and thought, this is too much heartache for one week. Through my tears, as I went out to run some errands, I noticed the boisterous orange blossoms of the gladiolus outside my window. I heard the delighted laughter of my son and his friend as they played. I caught sight of a wedding party emerging from a neighbor’s house. The bride, dressed in satin and lace, tossed her bouquet to her cheering friends. That night, I told my husband about these events. We helped each other acknowledge the cycles of life and that the joys counter the sorrows. It was enough to keep us going.




Finally, there is knowing. I know Scott will throw his laundry just shy of the hamper every night; he’ll be late to most appointments and eat the last chocolate in the box. He knows that I sleep with a pillow over my head; I’ll lock us out of the house at a regular basis, and I will also eat the last chocolate.

I guess our love lasts because it is comfortable. No, the sky is not bluer——it’s just a familiar hue. We don’t feel particularly young——we’ve experienced too much that has contributed to our growth and wisdom, taking its toll on our bodies, and created our memories.




I hope we’ve got what it takes to make our love last. As a bride, I had Scott’s wedding band engraved with Robert Browning’s line “Grow old along with me!” We’re following those instructions.

“If anything is real, the heart will make it plain.”





我的一位朋友正处于热恋期间。她声称天空比以前更蓝了，莫扎特的音乐让她流泪。她体重降了十五磅，看上去就像一个封面女郎。

“我又年轻啦！”她激动地大喊。

当我的朋友为她的新欢幸福地倾诉时，我对我的旧爱仔细审视了一遍。和我共度了将近二十年的丈夫斯科特，他的体重增了十五磅。从前的马拉松运动员，如今只能在医院的大厅里跑来跑去。他的发际越来越高，头发越来越稀少，他的体形也表明了他在长时间工作，并且糖块吃得太多。但他仍能隔着餐馆的桌子，用眼神对我发出某种暗示，然后我会立即埋单回家。

当朋友问我“是什么让我们的爱情持续到最后”时，我的脑海里立刻浮现出所有那些显而易见的答案：承诺、共同爱好、无私奉献、身体吸引、有效沟通，还有很多。我们仍然拥有乐趣，那些随意而来的美好时光。昨天，解开捆报纸的橡皮筋后，斯科特开玩笑地用它弹了我一下，随即引发了一场全面“战争”。上周六在商店里，我们分开购物，比赛看谁先买好东西到结账处。即使是洗碗也能开心地闹一下。我们只是享受这种简单的共处。




还有其他的惊喜。有一次我回到家，发现前门上贴着一张便条，它把我引向另一张便条，然后是另外一个，一直把我引到家里的壁橱。我打开壁橱门，发现斯科特站在里面，一手拿着一个“金壶”（我的蒸煮锅），一手拿着包装精美的“宝物”。有时我也在镜子上给他留便条，或把小礼物放在他的枕头下。

还有理解。我理解他为什么一定要和伙伴们打篮球。他也理解我为什么每年都要找个机会离开家，离开孩子——甚至离开他几天，同我的那帮姐妹没完没了地聊个不停。

还有分享。我们不但分享家务琐事和为人父母的责任，我们还分享彼此的想法。斯科特上月去开会，回到家后送给我一本厚厚的历史小说。虽然他一向更喜欢恐怖和科幻小说，他还是在飞机上将这本小说读完了。当他解释说是希望在我读完后能与我交换心得时，我的心被触动了。

还有宽恕。当我在聚会上尴尬地喊叫和疯狂时，他原谅了我。当他承认在股市赔进去我们的一些积蓄时，我拥抱着他说：“没关系，这只是些钱而已。”

还有敏感。上个星期他回来的时候，脸上的表情告诉了我他这天过得很不好。他陪孩子们玩了一会儿后，我问他发生了什么事。他对我讲述了一个六十岁老太太的事情，这个老太太得了中风。回想起这位妇人的丈夫站在她床边、抚摸着她的手的情形，他情不自禁地流下了眼泪。他怎么忍心告诉这个与她相伴四十年的丈夫说，他的妻子可能永远不会康复啊！我也不禁落泪。因为那位妇人不治的病情，因为仍有结婚四十年的夫妻，因为经过多年的病房工作，整天面对垂死的病人，我的丈夫仍会感动，仍存怜悯。




还有信仰。上周二，一个朋友到家里来，向我倾诉了她的恐惧，她的丈夫正在渐渐失去与癌症斗争的勇气。周三，我和一个朋友共进午餐——她正烦恼着如何重塑离婚之后的生活。周四，一个邻居与我谈论老年痴呆症在她公公身上有着多么可怕的影响。周五，一个儿时的朋友打长途电话告诉我她的父亲去世了。在我挂了电话之后，想：这个星期真是一个伤心的星期。哭过之后，我有事要出去一下。我注意到鲜艳夺目的橙色剑兰正在我的窗外竟相开放。我听到我的孩子和他的朋友们一起打球的嬉戏声。我看见邻居家正在举行着婚礼。新娘穿着有蕾丝花边的绸缎礼服，将捧花抛向欢呼的朋友。那晚，我告诉我的丈夫发生的这些事情。我们帮助对方找出生活中的快乐，否定那些悲伤。这足够让我们继续前行了。

最后，还有相互了解。我知道斯科特会把衣服扔得满地都是，然后晚上又面对满地的东西脸红；约会时他总是迟到，还会把盒子里最后一块巧克力吃掉。他也知道我睡觉时总是喜欢把枕头放在头上；把我们锁在屋外是我的家常便饭，还有我也会吃光盒子里最后一块巧克力。




我想，我们的爱之所以能延续是因为它很温馨。当然，我的天空并没有变得格外的蓝——它还是我所熟悉的色调。我们也不觉得自己变得特别年轻——我们一起经历了太多。这让我们成熟起来，为我们带来智慧，也在我们的身体上刻下印记，让我们切身感受到日渐衰弱的痛苦，也创造了我们共同的回忆。

但愿我们都知道是什么让我们的爱保持到最后一刻。当我还是新娘的时候，斯科特给我的结婚戒指上面刻着罗伯特·勃朗宁的名言：“和你一起慢慢变老！”我们一直遵循着这些指导。

“如果任何事情都是真的，心里都会明白的。”






















Chapter 2 知己一生









Love is a lamp, while friendship is the shadow. When the lamp is off, you will find the shadow everywhere. Friend is who can give you strength at last.

爱情是灯，友情是影子。当灯灭了，你会发现你的周围都是影子。朋友是在最后给你力量的人。


















A Forever Friend　永远的朋友





◎ Jef Franssen





“A friend walks in when the rest of the world walks out.”

Sometimes in life,

You find a special friend;

Someone who changes your life just by being part of it.

Someone who makes you laugh until you can’t stop;

Someone who makes you believe that there really is good in the world.

Someone who convinces you that there really is an unlocked door just waiting for you to open it.

This is Forever Friendship.

When you’re down,

And the world seems dark and empty,

Your forever friend lifts you up in spirits and makes that dark and empty world suddenly seem bright and full.




Your forever friend gets you through the hard times, the sad times, and the confused times.

If you turn and walk away,

Your forever friend follows,

If you lose your way,

Your forever friend guides you and cheers you on.

Your forever friend holds your hand and tells you that everything is going to be okay.

And if you find such a friend,

You feel happy and complete,

Because you need not worry,

Your have a forever friend for life,

And forever has no end.





“当别人都走开的时候，朋友仍与你在一起。”

有时候在生活中，

你会找到一个特别的朋友；

他只占据你生活中的一部分，却往往能改变你生活的全部。

他会把你逗得开怀大笑；

他会让你相信人间有真情。

他会让你确信，世上真的有一扇不加锁的门，在等待着你去开启。

这就是永远的友谊。




当你失意时，

当世界变得黯淡与空虚，

你真正的朋友会让你振作起来，使原本黯淡、空虚的世界顿时变得明亮和充实。

你真正的朋友会与你一同度过困难、伤心和烦恼的时刻。

你转身走开时，

真正的朋友会紧紧相随，

你迷失方向时，

真正的朋友会引导你，鼓励你。

真正的朋友会握着你的手，告诉你一切都会好起来。

如果你找到了这样的朋友，

你会快乐，会觉得人生完整了，

因为你无须再忧虑。

你拥有了一个真正的朋友，

永永远远，永无止境。






















No Greater Love　爱莫大焉





◎ Col. John W. Mansur





I heard this story when I was in Vietnam, and it was told to me as fact. I have no way of knowing for sure that it is true, but I do know that stranger things have happened in war.

Whatever their planned target, the mortar rounds landed in an orphanage run by a missionary group in the small Vietnamese village. The missionaries and one or two children were killed outright, and several more children were wounded, including one young girl, about eight years old.

People from the village requested medical help from a neighboring town that had radio contact with the American forces. Finally, an American Navy doctor and nurse arrived in a jeep with only their medical kits. They established that the girl was the most critically injured. Without quick action, she would die of shock and loss of blood.




A transfusion was imperative, and a donor with a matching blood type was required. A quick test showed that neither American had the correct type, but several of the uninjured orphans did.

The doctor spoke some pidgin Vietnamese, and the nurse a smattering of high school French. Using that combination, together with much impromptu sign language, they tried to explain to their young, frightened audience that unless they could replace some of the girl’s lost blood, she would certainly die. Then they asked if anyone would be willing to give blood to help.

Their request was met with wide-eyed silence. After several long moments, a small hand slowly and waveringly went up, dropped back down, and then went up again.

“Oh, thank you,” the nurse said in French. “What is your name?”

“Hen.” came the reply.

Hen was quickly laid on a pallet, his arm swab bed with alcohol, and a needle inserted in his vein. Through this ordeal Hen lay stiff and silent.

After a moment, he let out a shuddering sob, quickly covering his face with his free hand.

“Is it hurting, Hen?” the doctor asked. Hen shook his head, but after a few moments another sob escaped, and once more he tried to cover up his crying. Again the doctor asked him if the needle hurt, and again Hen shook his head.




But now his occasional sobs gave way to a steady, silent crying, his eyes screwed tightly shut, his fist in his mouth to stifle his sobs.

The medical team was concerned. Something was obviously very wrong. At this point, a Vietnamese nurse arrived to help. Seeing the little one’s distress, she spoke to him rapidly in Vietnamese, listened to his reply and answered him in a soothing voice.

After a moment, the patient stopped crying and looked questioningly at the Vietnamese nurse. When she nodded, a look of great relief spread over his face.

Glancing up, the nurse said quietly to the Americans, “He thought he was dying. He misunderstood you. He thought you had asked him to give all his blood so the little girl could live.”

“But why would he be willing to do that?” asked the Navy nurse.

The Vietnamese nurse repeated the question boy, who answered simply, “She’s my friend.”

Greater love has no man than this——that he will lay down his life for a friend.












我是在越南时听到这个故事的，而且有人说它是真事。虽然我无法确认它是否属实，但我知道，在战争中，比这更离奇的事情都发生过。

一次美军的例常炮击，击中了越南小村庄里的一所孤儿院，这是由一个传教团体创办的。那儿的众多传教士和一两个孤儿在炮击中立刻丧命，还有更多的孩子在暴乱中受伤，其中包括一个八岁左右的小女孩。

村里的人请求附近一个小镇给予医疗救助，而该镇同美军部队之间有无线电联系。最后，一名美国海军的军医同他的护士带着他们的医疗器材，乘一辆吉普车到达了该村。他们确诊这个小女孩的伤势最严重，若不立即采取措施，她就会死于休克和失血。

必须立即为她输血，而且要找到一个血型同她相匹配的献血者。经过快速的化验，这两个美国人的血型都与小女孩不匹配，幸而有好几名未受伤的孤儿的血型都符合要求。

这位军医能讲几句洋泾浜的越南语，护士也能讲几句半生不熟的法语。二位将他们仅有的语言技能加到一起，再加上一些即兴手势，努力地向这些吓坏了的孩子解释——除非他们能够献出一些血，来补充这个小女孩失掉的血，否则她一定会死去。然后他们问孩子们，有谁愿意献血来救活这个孩子。




他们得到的回答却是孩子们睁大的眼睛和沉默。过了好久好久，才有一只小手慢慢吞吞地，犹犹豫豫地举起来，接着又放下去，接着再一次举起来。

“哦，谢谢你，”护士用法语说，“你叫什么名字？”

“恒。”孩子答道。

恒很快被放到一张简陋的小床上，护士用酒精擦洗了他的胳膊之后，将一根针头插进了他的静脉。在这个严酷的考验中，恒一直僵硬地躺着，默不做声。

过了一会儿，他发出了一声战栗的抽泣，迅速地用另外一只手掩住了自己的脸。

“痛吗，恒？”医生问道。恒摇了摇头。可是，没过多久，他又哽咽了一声，又一次竭力掩盖自己的哭泣。医生再一次问他针头是否扎痛了他，恒却再一次摇了摇头。

可是，这时他断断续续的抽泣已经无法克制，变成了一种持续的、无声的哭泣。他紧闭双目，把小拳头塞进嘴里，以控制自己的抽泣。

医生和护士感到十分不安，显然有什么出了错。这时，终于有一位越南护士来支援了。当她看见孩子的痛苦状态时，她很急切地用越南语对他说了几句话，在听了孩子的回答之后，她又用温柔的声音抚慰了孩子。

过了一会儿，小男孩停止了哭泣，然后诧异地看着这位越南护士。当护士点头时，一种巨大的释然才在孩子的脸上慢慢地展开。
















A Story of the Angels　天使的故事





◎ Jef Franssen





Two travelling angels stopped to spend the night in the home of a wealthy family. The family was rude and refused to let the angels stay in the mansion’s guestroom. Instead the angels were given a small space in the cold basement. As they made their bed on the hard floor, the older angel saw a hole in the wall and repaired it. When the younger angel asked why, the older angel replied, “Things aren’t always what they seem.”

The next night the pair came to rest at the house of a very poor, but very hospitable farmer and his wife. After sharing what little food they had the couple let the angels sleep in their bed where they could have a good night’s rest. When the sun came up the next morning the angels found the farmer and his wife in tears. Their only cow, whose milk had been their sole income, lay dead in the field. The younger angel was infuriated and asked the older angel how could you have let this happen? The first man had everything, yet you helped him, she accused. The second family had little but was willing to share everything, and you let the cow die.




“Things aren’t always what they seem,” the older angel replied. “When we stayed in the basement of the mansion, I noticed there was gold stored in that hole in the wall. Since the owner was so obsessed with greed and unwilling to share his good fortune, I sealed the wall so he wouldn’t find it.”

“Then last night as we slept in the farmer’s bed, the angel of death came for his wife. I gave him the cow instead. Things aren’t always what they seem.”

Sometimes that is exactly what happens when things don’t turn out the way they should. If you have faith, you just need to trust that every outcome is always to your advantage. You might not know it until some time later...

Some people come into our lives and quickly go...

Some people become friends and stay awhile...

Leaving beautiful footprints on our hearts...

And we are never quite the same because we have made a good friend!

Yesterday is history.

Tomorrow is a mystery.

Today is a gift.

That’s why it’s called the present!




I think this life is special... live and savor every moment...

This is not a dress rehearsal!

Take this little angel and keep her close to you and she is your guardian angel sent to watch over you.

两个旅途中的天使停在一户富足的人家借宿。这家人很粗鲁地拒绝让天使住在家里的客房中。他们把天使安排在冰冷的地下室的一个小角落里。当他们在坚硬的地板上铺床时，老天使发现墙上有一个洞，便顺手把洞补好了。当年轻的天使问其原因时，老天使回答：“事情并不总是如表面看上去那样。”

第二天晚上，这对天使到了一户很穷但是很好客的农夫家中。在与天使分享了夫妇二人仅有的一点儿食物后，这对夫妇让天使睡自己的床，让他们能好好地休息一晚。第二天太阳升起的时候，天使发现农夫和妻子满眼的泪水——他们唯一的奶牛死在了牧场里，而这是他们仅有的收入来源。年轻的天使怒不可遏，质问老天使怎么不阻止这一切发生？第一个人拥有一切，但你却帮了他，这第二户人家很穷但却愿意和人分享一切，而你却没有阻止他们的奶牛死去。

“事情并不总是如表面看上去那样，”老天使回答道。“当我们待在大房子的地下室里时，我注意到那面墙的洞里藏有金子。因为那家主人如此贪婪，而且不愿意和人分享他的钱财，所以我就把洞封上了，这样他就找不到金子了。”




“当我们昨晚睡在农夫的床上时，死亡之神来了并想带走农夫的妻子。我让他带走了奶牛以代替她。所以事情并不总是如表面看上去那样。”

有时事情的表面并不像应该发生的那样，而以上就是实际所发生的情况。如果你有诚心，你只需要坚信付出必定会有回报。只是需要过一段时间，你才能发现这一点……

有些人只是我们生命中的匆匆过客……

有些成为了朋友，并在我们的生命中停留片刻……在我们的心中留下了美丽的足迹……

我们绝不是一成不变的，因为我们交了一位好朋友！

昨天已成历史。明天还是谜团。今天是一份礼物。

这就是为什么今天被称为现在。（英语中“现在”也有“礼物”之意。）

我相信此生是特别的……享受并品味每一时刻……

生活不是一场时装彩排！

带着这位小天使，和她亲密地在一起，她是专门派来照看你的守护天使。


















Ramona?s Touch　天使的爱抚





◎ Betty Aboussie Ellis





It was only a few weeks after my surgery, and I went to Dr. Belt’s office for a checkup. It was just after my first chemotherapy treatment.

My scar was still very tender. My arm was numb underneath. This whole set of unique and weird sensations was like having a new roommate to share the two-bedroom apartment formerly known as my breasts——now lovingly known as “the breast and the chest”.

As usual, I was taken to an examination room to have my blood drawn, again——a terrifying process for me, since I’m so frightened of needles.

I lay down on the examining table. I’d worn a big plaid flannel shirt and a camisole underneath. It was a carefully thought out costume that I hoped others would regard as a casual wardrobe choice. The plaid camouflaged my new chest, the camisole protected it and the buttons on the shirt made for easy medical access.

Ramona entered the room. Her warm sparkling smile was familiar, and stood out in contrast to my fears. I’d first seen her in the office a few weeks earlier. She wasn’t my nurse on that day, but I remember her because she was laughing. She laughed in deep, round and rich tones. I remember wondering what could be so funny behind that medical door. What could she possibly find to laugh about at a time like this? So I decided she wasn’t serious enough about the whole thing and that I would try to find a nurse who was. But I was wrong.




This day was different. Ramona had taken my blood before. She knew about my fear of needles, and she kindly hid the paraphernalia under a magazine with a bright blue picture of a kitchen being remodeled. As we opened the blouse and dropped the camisole, the catheter on my breast was exposed and the fresh scar on my chest could be seen.

She said, “How is your scar healing?”

I said, “I think pretty well. I wash around it gently each day.” The memory of the shower water hitting my numb chest flashed across my face.

She gently reached over and ran her hand across the scar, examining the smoothness of the healing skin and looking for any irregularities. I began to cry gently and quietly. She brought her warm eyes to mine and said, “You haven’t touched it yet, have you?” And I said, “No.”




So this wonderful, warm woman laid the palm of her golden brown hand on my pale chest and she gently held it there. For a long time, I continued to cry quietly. In soft tones she said, “This is part of your body. This is you. It’s okay to touch it.” But I couldn’t. So she touched it for me. The scar. The healing wound. And beneath it, she touched my heart.

Then Ramona said, “I’ll hold your hand while you touch it.” So she placed her hand next to mine, and we both were quiet. That was the gift that Ramona gave me.

That night as I lay down to sleep, I gently placed my hand on my chest, and I left it there until I dozed off. I knew I wasn’t alone. We were all in bed together, metaphorically speaking, my breast, my chest, Ramona’s gift and me.





手术后的几个礼拜，我去贝尔特医生的诊所去复查。这件事就发生在我第一次化疗之后。

我的伤口刚刚恢复。胳膊还有些麻木。这种奇特怪异的感觉就像是和一个新室友分享一套两居室一样，以前的房客是两个乳房，而现在则是“乳房和胸膛”。




和通常一样，我被带到化验室抽血，因为我很怕打针，所以这对我而言又是一次恐怖的经历。

我躺在检验台上。身上穿着宽大的毛呢法兰绒衬衣和一件贴心小背心。这身穿着是我精挑细选的，但我希望别人把它看成是随意的着装。宽大的毛呢能掩盖我未痊愈的残缺胸部，而小背心内衣又起到保护作用，这种带纽扣的衬衣也能方便检查伤口。

蕾梦娜走进房间。她那温暖灿烂的熟悉的笑容，与我的恐惧形成了鲜明对比。几周之前我在办公室里第一次见到她，那天她并不是负责护理我的护士，我之所以记得她是因为她那夸张的大笑。那种笑声低沉而浑厚、连续而热烈。我记得自己当时还在想，这扇医疗办公室的门后是什么东西如此有趣。像这种时候，她能找到什么东西让她笑成这样？所以我认为她对所有的事儿都不够严肃，于是我就想看看她是谁。但是，我错了。

今天不一样。蕾梦娜以前给我抽过血。她知道我怕针，所以她很好心地把抽血用具藏在一本杂志下面，杂志的封面上有一幅亮蓝色的新装修的厨房照片。当我解开衬衣，拉下背心时，我乳房上的导管露了出来，胸部上的疤痕也清晰可见。

她问我：“伤口愈合得怎么样了？”

我回答：“我觉得很好。每天我都轻轻地清洗伤口周围。”这时，洗澡水冲洗我麻木胸部的画面闪过我的眼前。




她轻柔地伸出手，抚过我的伤疤，检查皮肤的愈合程度，同时看看有无异常。我开始轻轻小声地哭泣。她用关心的眼神看着我说：“你并没有碰过它,对吗？”我答，“嗯。”

于是这位善良热情的女人将自己金棕色的手掌放在我苍白的胸脯上，轻轻地握住那里。我小声地哭了很久，一直没有停止啜泣。她温柔地说：“这是你身体的一部分。这就是你自己。摸一摸它，不会有事的。”但我还是不敢。于是她就那样替我抚摸着它。那个伤疤，那个正在愈合的伤口。而在那下面，她抚摸到的是我的心。

然后蕾梦娜说：“我会一直握着你的手，去抚摸到它。”于是她把手放在我的手边，我们两个都安静下来。这就是蕾梦娜送给我的礼物。

那晚我躺下睡觉时，我小心地把手放在胸部上，直到我打起盹来。我知道我并不孤单。我们都躺在床上——我的乳房，胸部，蕾梦娜的礼物，还有我。


















Love, Does Not Wait...　爱，禁不起等待……





◎ Anonymous





Don’t wait for a smile to be nice...

Don’t wait to be loved, to love.

Don’t wait to be lonely, to recognize the value of a friend.

Don’t wait for the best job, to begin to work.

Don’t wait to have a lot, to share a bit.

Don’t wait for the fall, to remember the advice.

Don’t wait for pain, to believe in prayer.

Don’t wait to have time, to be able to serve.

Don’t wait for anybody else pain, to ask for apologies...

... Neither separation to make it up.

Don’t wait...

Because you don’t know how long it will take.

Remember: Friendship is like wine, it gets better as it grows older.

不要等得到一个笑容才面露友善；




不要等被爱了以后，才会去爱；

不要等到寂寞了，才明白朋友的价值。

不要等到有一份最好的工作，才开始工作；

不要等到拥有许多后，才开始与他人分享；

不要等到失败后，才记得别人的忠告；

不要等到受伤了，才开始相信祈祷；

不要等到有了时间，才去服务和付出；

不要等别人受伤了，才来乞求原谅；

……也不要等到分开了，才想到去挽回；

不要等待……

因为，你不知道等待需要花费多少时间。

记住：友谊像醇酒，越久越浓。






















More than a Scholarship　不只是一笔奖学金





◎ Stephanie Bullock





You may have heard of Osceola McCarty. She’s the 88-year-old woman in Mississippi who had worked for over 75 years as a washer woman. One day after she retired, she went to the bank and discovered, to her great surprise, that her meager monthly savings had grown to over $150 000. Then to everyone’s great surprise, she turned around and donated $150 000——almost all of those savings——to the University of Southern Mississippi (USM) for a scholarship fund for African-American students with financial needs. She made national headlines.

What you have not heard is how Osceola’s gift had affected my life. I am 19 years old and the first recipient of an Osceola McCarty Scholarship.

I was a dedicated student, and I had my heart set on going to USM. But I missed being eligible for a regular scholarship by one point on the entrance exams, and a scholarship was the only way I could attend.




One Sunday, I came across the story in the paper about Osceola McCarty and her generous gift. I showed my mother the article, and we both agreed it was a great thing to have done.

The next day I went to the financial aid office, and they told me there was still no money available for me, but if anything came up they’d call. A few days later, as I was running out the door to catch a ride with my mother to work, the phone rang. I stopped to pick it up, and while I heard my mother honking the horn for me to hurry up, they told me I had been chosen to receive the first Osceola McCarty Scholarship. I was ecstatic! I ran out as fast as I could to tell my mother. She had to call the office again herself to make sure it was true.

I first met Osceola at a press conference——meeting her was like finding family. Osceola never married or had children, so my family has since become her family. My grandma and she talk on the phone regularly and do errands together, and she joins us for family functions.

Once we got round to talking about ice cream. We found out Osceola hadn’t had much experience with ice cream, so we all packed into the car and went to the Dairy Queen, where we ordered Osceola her first banana split! She has ice cream a lot now.




Osceola worked hard her whole life——from early in the morning to sunset——washing clothes by hand. I used to drive right by her house every day on my way to school. Of course, at the time I didn’t know it was her house, but I did notice how well kept the lawn was and how everything was clean and neat. Recently I asked her why I never saw her once in all that time, and she answered, “I guess I was out in back, washing clothes.”

Now that Osceola’s retired, she sits most of the day and reads the Bible. That is, when she’s not getting rewards. Every time I go visit, she has a new award. She’s even gone to the White House. She is so happy and proud, though not at all conceited. We had to talk her into getting a VCR so she could tape the programs and see herself on TV——she just sits and smiles.

Osceola gave me much more than a scholarship. She taught me about the gift of giving. Now I know there are good people in the world who do good things. She worked her whole life and gave to others, and in turn she has inspired me to give back when I can. Eventually I plan to add to her scholarship fund.

I want to give Osceola the family she’s always wanted, so I’ve adopted her as another grandma. She even calls me her granddaughter. And when I graduate from USM, she’ll be sitting in the audience between my mother and my grandmother——right where she belongs.








你也许听说过奥西奥拉·麦卡蒂。她是密西西比州一位88岁高龄的妇女，曾做了75年的洗衣工。退休后的一天，她去了银行，让她大为吃惊的是，她发现自己每个月微薄的存款已经超过了15万美元。而更令人惊奇的是，她转身就把几乎全部的积蓄——15万美元作为奖学金捐给了南密西西比大学，以帮助经济困难的非裔美国学生。于是，她成了全国瞩目的头条新闻人物。

而奥西奥拉的礼物如何影响了我的一生，这是你们从未听说过的。我今年19岁，是第一位获得奥西奥拉·麦卡蒂奖学金的学生。

我是个很用功也很执著的学生，我最大的心愿就是去南密西西比大学读书。奖学金是我上学的唯一途径，但是在入学考试中，我因一分之差与奖学金失之交臂。

一个星期天，我偶然在报纸上看到了有关奥西奥拉·麦卡蒂和她慷慨捐赠的报道。我拿给妈妈看，我们一致认为这是一个伟大的壮举。

第二天，我去了他们的财政资助办公室。他们告诉我说，仍然没有能帮助我的资金，但如果有任何情况，他们会随时电话通知我。几天后，我正匆忙出门，准备搭妈妈的车去工作时，电话铃响了。我停下来接电话，听到他们说我被选为奥西奥拉·麦卡蒂奖学金的首位获得者，而此时妈妈还在不停地按喇叭催我。我感到万分惊喜！我飞快地冲出去，把这个好消息告诉了妈妈。她为了确认此事，又亲自给办公室打了个电话。




我第一次见到奥西奥拉，是在一次新闻发布会上，当时我看到她就仿佛见到了亲人。奥西奥拉从未结过婚，也没有孩子，所以我家就成了她的家。我奶奶经常和她打电话聊天，一起做事，她也常来参加我们的家庭活动。

有一次，我们在一起聊到了冰淇淋。我们发现奥西奥拉没吃过多少冰淇淋，于是大家全都挤进车里，去了“戴瑞皇后”，为她点了她从未吃过的香蕉圣代！如今她已经吃过很多种口味的冰淇淋了。

奥西奥拉一辈子都很努力——从早到晚都在忙着洗衣服。我以前开车去学校时，正好经过她的家。当然，当时我不知道那是她的房子，但我注意到她家的草坪保养得很好，而且处处都干净整洁。就在最近，我问她为何那段时间里从未见过她一次，她回答说：“我猜我一定在后院洗衣服。”

现在奥西奥拉已经退休了。除了去领奖，一天的大部分时间她都坐在家里读《圣经》。每次我去看她，她都会领一个新奖。她甚至还去过白宫。她如此开心、自豪，却从不傲慢清高。我们就说服她去买一台摄像机，这样她就能把节目录下来，在电视上看到她自己——而她只是面带微笑地坐着。
















A Letter to You　一封给你的信



◎ Lissa Rovetch





Dear Arizona:

My friend is moving in a month——and not just to a different neighborhood, but to a whole different country! I’m so sad, I can hardly think about anything else. I know you can’t make my friend’s family stay, but I’m hoping you’ll at least have some helpful ideas.

                Already Lonely in London





Dear Already Lonely,

The first thing I want to say is——I’m so sorry your friend is moving!

The second thing I want to say is——are you from London, as in London, England? That is so exciting! Have you ever seen the Queen? Is it true that people there drive on the left side of the road? How big is Big Ben, really?

OK, I guess I should stop asking questions and get back to your letter——which reminds me of how beyond and I was when my friend Elizabeth had to move.




I met Elizabeth in my very first karate class. I was the only new kid in the class. Everyone else knew a lot of the moves already and had yellow or orange belts.

I had a total beginner’s white belt and felt unbearably nervous the whole way through the class. I tried my hardest to follow along, but everything was very harder than I thought it would be.

Afterward, as I was putting on my shoes, I was thinking, there is no way I am ever coming back to karate!

And that’s when I met Elizabeth.

“You did great!” I laughed. “I was so clueless!”

“That’s how I felt at first, too,” she said. “If you want, I can help you practice.”

“Really?” I said.

“Sure. By the way, I’m Elizabeth.” She scribbled on the back of a karate schedule. “Here’s my number.”

“Wow, that’s so nice of you!” I said.

She smiled. “No problem.”

Anyway, to make a long story short, I called her a few days later, and we’ve been amazing friends ever since.

Now for the sad part. Not very long ago, Elizabeth had to move. Her family still lives in California, but if you know anything about my state, then you know it’s gigantic. And I’m not positive about the exact geographic details, but the distance Elizabeth moved was about the same as if she had moved from London to Paris!




“You can’t move!” I screamed when she told me the terrible news.

“I know. That’s what I told my parents,” she said. “But they said we don’t have a choice. We’re moving in with my grandparents, and I guess it’ll be very cheaper than where we live now.”

“Wait! I have the perfect solution,” I said. “You and your parents can move in with my family! We can share my room, and it’ll be like having a sleepover every single night! I’m sure my parents will be totally cool with it.”

“That would be so great!” said Elizabeth, and then she sighed. “I wish we could do that. But there’s no way. My parents also want to be closer to my grandparents, so I think we’re definitely going.”

So Elizabeth and I had to come up with a Plan B. A would have been. We were actually pretty happy about our solution. Here’s what we did.

First, we asked my mom to take a picture of us together and help us print it out regular size and teeny-tiny size.




We put the regular photos in special frames that we decorated forever. I gave me the frame she decorated.

Then, we cut the teeny-tiny picture of us in half. I put the half with Elizabeth’s face in my locket necklace, and she put the half with my face in her locket necklace.

So even though Elizabeth lives miles away and I only get to see her once in a while, our Friends Forever picture frames and lockets really do help with the “missing-you” part.

Besides that, our parents let us e-mail sometimes, and we still get to talk and crack up together on the phone now and then. Also, we love sending each other funny letters and packages filled with goofy surprises.

So, dear Already Lonely, being separated from your friend doesn’t have to be as bad as it seems right now. Photos, letters, phone calls, e-mails, and great memories can really and truly make a friend seem closer than he or she is.

I hope these ideas help. As they say in London, “cheers” to you and your friend! And as I like to say...

Ciao for now,





Arizona








亲爱的亚利桑那：

我的朋友一个月后就要离开了——不仅仅是去不同的街坊邻居那里，而是一个完全不同的国家。我很伤心，我几乎无法思考其他任何事情了。我知道你不可能让我朋友留下来，但我希望你至少可以给我一些有用的建议。

在伦敦的孤单者





亲爱的孤单者：

首先我想说的是，对你朋友的离开，我也深表遗憾。

其次我想说，既然你在英国伦敦，那你是伦敦人吗？如果是的话那就太好了。你见过女王陛下吗？在那儿，人们果真都是沿着路的左边开车吗？大本钟有多大呢？

嗯，我认为我不该再问问题了，该回到你信上说的事儿了——那使我想起之前我的朋友伊丽莎白搬家时的情形。

我是在上第一节空手道课时遇到伊丽莎白的。我是班上唯一一个新来的孩子。其他人都已经知道很多的动作，他们不是黄带级别的，就是橙带级别的。

而我则完全是初学者的白带级别，整个课程当中我都特别紧张。我竭力试图跟上大家的进程，可是一切都比我想象的困难得多。




后来，在我穿鞋时心想，我决不可能再回来学空手道了。

就在那时我遇到了伊丽莎白。

“你做得很棒！”我笑道，“我非常笨！”

“我刚开始时也是那样的，”她说，“如果你愿意，我可以帮你练习。”

“真的吗？”我问。

“当然。顺便说一下，我叫伊丽莎白。”她匆匆地在空手道时刻表背面写着，“这是我的号码。”

“哇哦，你真好！”我说。

她笑了，“不客气。”

总之我长话短说，几天之后我给她打了电话，自那之后我们就是很好的朋友了。

接下来就是伤心的事了。前不久，伊丽莎白要搬家了。她家仍住在加利福尼亚，但如果你知道我所在的州，你就知道这个距离有多远了。我并不清楚具体地理位置的细节，但是伊丽莎白搬家的距离就如同她从伦敦搬到了巴黎！

“你不能搬走！”当她告诉我这个可怕的消息时，我大声嚷道。

“我明白。我也是这么跟我父母说的。”她回答，“但他们说我们没有别的选择。我们要搬过去和祖父母一起住，我觉得那样会比我们现在住的地方便宜很多。”




“等下！我有一个完美的办法。”我说，“你和你的父母可以搬来我家住！我们可以住在我的房间，这样每天晚上我们就像在一起聚会一样！我相信我的父母绝对会同意这个办法的。”

“那样就太好了！”伊丽莎白说，但之后她叹了口气。“我也希望我们能够那样，可那绝不可能。我的父母一直都想离祖父母近一些，所以我们肯定会搬过去的。”

于是我和伊丽莎白得想出第二套计划。第一套计划本来可以成功的。事实上，我们对自己的计划很满意。下面就是我们所做的。

首先，我们让我妈妈给我们俩拍了照片，帮我们冲洗出来，一张常规尺寸和一张小尺寸。

我们把常规大小的那张放到了装饰有永恒字样的特制相框里。我把她装饰的相框留给了自己。

然后，我们把袖珍尺寸的相片剪成两半。我把有伊丽莎白头像的那半放在了我的盒式项链坠里，她把有我头像的那半放在了自己的项链坠里。

所以即使伊丽莎白住在很远的地方，我只能过很久才见她一次，但我们友谊的相框和我们的项链坠，帮助我们将对彼此的思念留在了心底。

除此以外，我们的父母时常让我们互发邮件，我们也不时地在电话里聊天，每次都会开怀大笑。同时，我们还喜欢给对方寄有趣的信件，或是令对方惊奇的愚蠢的包裹。




因此，亲爱的孤单者，和朋友分开并不像它看上去那样糟糕。相片、信件、电话、邮件以及美好的回忆，这些都会使你的朋友看起来比现实中更亲近一些。

我希望这些建议能帮助你。正如人们在伦敦讲的那样，为你和你的朋友“干杯”！这也正是我想对你说的……

好了再见。






亚利桑那























Proud of You　为你骄傲





◎ Debra Stitt





Forty-three years seems like a long time to remember the name of a mere acquaintance. I have forgotten the name of an old lady, who was a customer on the paper route in my home town when I was a twelve-year-old boy. Yet it dwells in my memory that she taught me a lesson in forgiveness that I shall never forget.

On a winter afternoon, a friend and I were throwing stones onto the slanted roof of the old lady’s house from a spot near her backyard. The object of our play was to observe how the stones changed to missiles as they rolled to the roof’s edge and shot out into the yard like comets falling from the sky. I found myself a perfectly smooth rock and threw it out. The stone was too smooth, however, so it slipped from my hand as I let it go, and headed straight not for the roof but for a small window on the old lady’s back porch . At the sound of fractured glass, we knew we were in trouble. We turned tail and ran faster than any of our missiles flew off her roof.




I was too scared about getting caught that first night to be concerned about the old lady with the broken window in winter. However, a few days later, when I was sure that I hadn't been discovered, I started to feel guilty for her misfortune. She still greeted me with a smile each day when I gave her the paper, but I was no longer able to act comfortable in her presence.

I made up my mind that I would save my paper delivery money, and in three weeks I had the seven dollars that I calculated would cover the cost of her window. I put the money in an envelope with a note explaining that I was sorry for breaking her window and hoped that the seven dollars would cover the cost for repairing it.

I waited until it was dark, snuck up to the old lady’s house, and put the letter I didn't sign through the letter slot in her door. My soul felt redeemed and I could have the freedom of, once again, looking straight into the old lady’s kind eyes.

The next day, I handed the old lady her paper and was able to return the warm smile that I was receiving from her. She thanked me for the paper and gave me a bag of cookies she had made herself. I thanked her and proceeded to eat the cookies as I continued my route.




After several cookies, I felt an envelope and pulled it out of the bag. When I opened the envelope, I was stunned. Inside were the seven dollars and a short note that said, “I’m proud of you.”





记住一个仅是认识的人的名字，43年似乎是段很长的时间。我已经忘了那位老妇人的名字，她是我12岁那年在家乡送报历程中的一位客户。然而，她曾给我上的那堂关于“宽恕”的课，我永远都不会忘记。

一个冬日的下午，我和一个朋友在老太太家附近的一个后院，往她家的斜屋顶上扔石子玩。我们游戏的目的就是观察这些石子如何变成一颗颗导弹，从屋顶的边缘瞬间滚落到河岸，像滑过天空的彗星那样射入院中。我发现了一颗十分光滑的石子，然后扔了出去。但是，这颗石子太光滑了，出手的一刹那，它偏离了方向。它没有落在屋顶上，反而直接击中了老太太屋后门廊上的一扇小窗户。听到玻璃的破碎声，我们知道自己闯祸了。我们掉头就跑，跑得比任何一颗从她屋顶发射的导弹都要快。

那天晚上，我太害怕被抓住，没有考虑到被打碎的窗户在寒冷的冬天里会给老太太带来什么麻烦。然而，几天之后，当我确认没被人发现时，就开始对给她带来的不幸感到内疚了。每天我给她送报纸时，她仍然笑眯眯地迎接我。但是，在她面前，我再也无法像过去那样自由自在了。




我自己打定主意，决定把送报挣的钱攒起来。三周后，我便有了7美元。我估计这大概够赔偿她的窗户了。我把钱放进一个信封，并附上一张便条，解释说我十分抱歉打破了她家的窗户，希望这7美元足够赔付她修理窗户的费用。

我一直等到天黑，才悄悄溜进老太太的家，把这封没有署名的信从信箱口投了进去。做完这件事情后，我感到自己的灵魂似乎得到了解脱，重新获得了自由，我能够再次无拘无束地直视老太太亲切的目光了。

第二天，当老太太微笑着从我手上接过报纸时，我也向她回报了一个温暖的微笑。她对我的送报工作表示感谢，送了我一袋她亲手做的甜饼。谢过她后，我一边吃着曲奇饼，一边继续给别的客户送报纸。

吃了几块饼干后，我摸到了一个信封，就把它从袋子里拽了出来。当我打开信封时，我愣住了。信封里有7美元，还有一张纸条，上面写道：“我为你感到骄傲。”






















Flowers of Friendship　友谊之花





◎ Tamara K. Vickery





If good friends fell from the sky like raindrops, I’d turn my umbrella upside down and have all that I need.

But friends do not come to us that way, instead they shoot up through the ground from a tiny seed of common interest, are cultivated with good times and grow into a beautiful flower to enjoy that continues to bloom as long as it is cared for.

These flowers of friendship are gathered into a fragrant bouquet that enhances the world around us and are meant to be enjoyed by ourselves as well as to bring cheer or comfort to others.

Like flowers, friendships also go through changes, sometimes they are allowed to die, but if you care for them well and tend them with a gentle touch, they will continue to build roots in new places and bloom for years of enjoyment.

When you have found a friend such as this, you will know by the beauty and fragrance that surrounds your life, and it will spread like beautiful wildflowers to enrich all of us.




如果好朋友像雨滴一样从天而降，我会翻转我的雨伞，接住我所需要的一切。

但朋友不是以这种方式来到我们身边的，他们从一粒很小的、有趣的普通种子开始，穿过地面飙升，在你的精心耕种和培育下，成长为一朵美丽的花朵，并不断繁荣茂盛。

这些友谊的花朵聚集一起，变成一束芬芳的花束，令我们周围的世界熠熠生辉，带给我们快乐和舒适，也令他人感到温馨慰藉。

就像花朵一样，友谊也会生变，有时它们也会死去，但只要你精心照料，温柔地呵护，它们将会在新的地方生根、开花，带给我们快乐幸福的时光。

当你找到了这种友谊，你就会知道，这种美丽和芬芳将环绕着你的生命，像艳丽的野花一样传播漫延，丰富我们所有的人。






















A Kindness Returned　友好的报答





◎ Virginia Hall Graves





At the time my son was born in 1956, I shared a hospital room with a young woman who bore a son on the same day. Partly because my parents owned a flower shop, the room was soon filled with the lovely smell of roses.

However, when the seventh bunch of flowers was brought in, I was beginning to feel uncomfortable, for no flowers had arrived for my roommate, Ann. She sat on her bed, admiring the latest flowers in my vase. She was a pretty young woman, yet there was something about her large, brown eyes that made me think she had known too much struggling, too much sadness for one so young. I had the feeling that she had always had to admire someone else’s flowers.

“I’m enjoying every minute of this,” she said as though she had read my thoughts. “Wasn’t I the lucky one to get you for a roommate?”




I still felt uncomfortable, however. If only there were some magic button I could push to take away the sadness in her eyes. Well, I thought, at least I could see that she had some flowers. When my parents came to see me that day, I asked them to send her some.

The flowers arrived just as Ann and I were finishing supper.

“Another bunch for you.” she said, laughing.

“No, not this time.” I said, looking at the card.

Ann stared at the flowers for a long time, not saying anything.

“How can I ever thank you?” she said, laughing.

The son born to my husband and me that day in 1956 turned out to be our only child. For nearly 21 years he filled our lives with love and laughter, making us feel complete. But on Easter morning, in April 1977, after a long, painful battle with cancer, he died quietly in our arms.

At the funeral home I was alone with my son in a room filled with the smell of roses, when a man brought in a small vase with some flowers in it. I didn’t read the card until later, as we rode to the cemetery. “To W. John Graves,” the card said, “From the boy who was born with you at Memorial Hospital, and his mother.”




Only then did I recognize the vase I had given to a young woman so many years ago, now once again filled with roses, Ann and I had lost touch for a long time. She had never known our son, nor his illness. She must have read about his funeral in a newspaper. I passed the card on to my mother sitting beside me. She, too, remembered.

“A kindness returned.” mother said.

A few days later, my husband and I, with several members of our family, went to clear John’s grave. The vase with roses in it stood at its foot.

“How strange that someone would send something like that to a funeral,” someone said. “It seemed better for a birth.”

“There was a birth,” said my husband quietly, “John was born to Heaven.” I looked at him with surprise, knowing those words were difficult for a man who had never spoken openly about such matter.

He emptied the vase and handed it to me. I held it, just as Ann had done, thinking of all the messages it contained: friendship, thanks, and the hope that John was born to Heaven, which comforts us now.

1956年，儿子出生时，我与一位年轻女人共住一间病房，那天，她也同样生了一个儿子。也许是我父母拥有一家花店的缘故，我们的病房很快就充满了可爱的玫瑰馨香。




然而，当我第七次收到花束时，我开始不安起来，因为我的室友——安从没收到过。她坐在床边，身子向前倾，欣赏着刚刚送来的鲜花。她是个漂亮的少妇，但是，那双棕色的大眼睛里总闪烁着忧伤，让我觉得她经历了太多的人生苦难，如此年轻的生命有着太多忧伤。我觉得她似乎总是只能欣赏别人的花。

“我在这里一直很愉快，”她似乎读懂了我的心思，说道，“我能和你共处一室，不是很幸运吗？”

不过，我仍觉得有些不安。如果能有一种神奇的按钮，一按就能消除她眼中的悲伤就好了。好吧，我想，至少我能让她拥有一些鲜花。当我的父母再来看望我时，我便要他们那天也送安一些花。

我和安刚吃完晚饭，鲜花就送来了。

“又一束送你的鲜花。”她笑着说。

“不，这次不是。”我看着那张卡片，说道。

良久，安默默地凝视着鲜花，一言不发。然后微笑着说道，“我该怎么感谢你呢？”

1956年出生的儿子成了我们夫妇的独生子。近21年来，他让我们的生活充满了爱和欢笑，让我们感到心满意足。但是，1977年4月，复活节的那个早晨，在与癌症进行了漫长而痛苦的搏斗后，他静静地死在我们怀里。

殡仪馆内，我单独与儿子待在一间弥漫着玫瑰花香的屋里。一个人送来了一小束鲜花，直到后来，我们乘车去墓地的路上，我才看到卡片：“献给约翰·格雷夫斯——与你同天出生在纪念医院的孩子和他的母亲谨上。”




直到那时，我才认出这个靴形瓷瓶是很多年前我送给一位忧郁的年轻女子的。如今它再一次插满了玫瑰。我和安很早以前就失去了联系。她根本不认识我们的儿子，也不知道他得了病。她一定是在报纸上看到讣告了。妈妈坐在我身边，我把卡片递给她，她也想起来了。

“这是一种友好的报答。”妈妈说。

几天后，我和丈夫以及家人去公墓给约翰扫墓。那瓶玫瑰还在高高的花圈和枝丫上伫立着。

“真奇怪，谁会送这些东西作为葬礼，”有人说道，“它看起来更像是祝贺新生的。”

“它是祝贺新生的，”丈夫静静地说，“约翰诞生在永恒的国度了。”我惊讶地看着他，我知道，他从不坦率地谈及此事，说出这话来该有多么不容易。

他拿出鲜花，递给我那个靴形瓷瓶。我捧着它，就像当年安所做的那样，抚摸着它，思索着它所蕴涵的所有意义：友谊，感激之情，还有新生的希望——正是这些在慰藉着我们的心灵。






















Chapter 3 改变一生的邂逅









There is no limit to the goodness of life. It grows more abundant with each new encounter. The more you experience and appreciate the goodness of life, the more there is to be lived.

生命的美好没有界限。每一次相遇都会使这美好变得越发丰富。你经历得越多，越能欣赏生命的美好，生命中的美好也就会变得越多。


















How I've Been Enriched by Beggars　乞丐的启示





◎ Marjorie Hamlin





In every man there is a king. Speak to the king, and the king will come forth.

Outside our hotel in Ho Chi Minh City, Vietnam, a seemingly ancient woman on crutches waited beside the door with her hand outstretched. Every day I put my hand in hers as our eyes met. She never failed to return my smile, my grasp, and my greeting.

On the last day of our visit, I found myself alone on a busy corner across the street from our hotel. Bicycles and motorbikes careened in front of me. We had been advised to walk straight through the teeming traffic without looking right or left. Let them avoid us.

But tonight I was by myself and felt inadequate to face the torrent of vehicles. As I hesitated on the curb, I felt a hand on my elbow and looked down to see the smile of my small beggar friend looking up at me. She nodded her head toward the street, indicating that she would take me across. Together, we moved slowly into the chaos as she gently prodded me forward.




When we reached the center of the crossing, I looked down at her again, and couldn’t resist exclaiming, “You have the most beautiful smile.”

She obviously knew little English, but must have recognized the tone, for she threw both arms and crutches around me in a big hug, while the traffic streamed by us on both sides.

Then we precarious moved on toward the sidewalk, where she pulled my face down to hers, kissed me on both cheeks, and then limped away, still smiling and waving back to me.

I had not given her a single coin. We had shared something vastly more important—a warming of hearts in friendship.

This experience reminded me of something Mother Teresa once said, “If you cannot do great things, you can do small things with great love.”

To look beggars in the eye and smile, thus acknowledging their existence, is a small thing. Putting your hand into another’s outstretched hand and grasping it firmly for a moment is also a small thing. Learning to use a greeting in the local language is not too difficult. But these are important.




For many reasons, giving money is not the best response to an outstretched hand. Many world travelers have discovered that the greatest gift they can give is their time and friendship. Everyone needs recognition, to be seen as worthy of attention, to feel appreciated and loved.

Traveling in poorer nations, I have witnessed a variety of ways to deal with beggars. The most common response of tourists faced with the poverty-stricken is to ignore them and focus their eyes elsewhere. I have seen people push away an outstretched hand in angry annoyance. A few may hastily drop a few coins into a beseeching palm, and then execute a quick getaway in hopes that another 20 ragged pursuers won’t immediately appear on the scene.

But I feel it’s worthwhile to try to live by the words of English author John Cowper Powys, “No one can consider himself wholly civilized who does not look upon every individual, without a single exception, as of deep and startling interest.”

I once spotted a legless man sitting by a road at the Pushkar Camel Fair in India. I was returning to my tent after recording the exotic music of the dancing men of Pushkar and was replaying the music on my tape recorder. When the man’s smile lured me to join him, we began to communicate in the kind of sign language and laughter one learns while vagabonding around the world.




After mimicking the whirling skirts and sticks, I showed him how my tape recorder worked. He motioned for me to give it to him. I hesitated, but only for a moment. After examining it carefully, he began to sing a hauntingly beautiful song, indicating that he wanted me to record it and take it home as a memory of our time together.

Moments before, we had been total strangers; suddenly, we were cemented in a momentary friendship born of our common existence in this world. His eyes shone as we exchanged names. My experience with Vidur confirmed the truth of the Scandinavian proverb, “In every man there is a king. Speak to the king, and the king will come forth.”

I’ve learned that those considered the world’s most hopeless are so often rich in humanity, with hearts yearning to be affirmed—and ready to respond.

My life continues to be enriched by connecting with everyday humanity. Each time I do this, I rediscover that what I have been given is far beyond monetary value. And I reaffirm that everyone is worthy—and worth knowing.




每个人心里都有一位国王。当你想和国王交谈时，他就会出现。

在越南胡志明市我们住的一家旅馆外，有一个看上去很老的女人拄着拐杖等在门外，双手向外伸着。每天，当我们眼神交汇时，我都会把手放在她的手中。她每次都会以同样的微笑、握手、问候来回报我的微笑、握手及问候。

在我们参观的最后一天，我自己一个人，在旅馆对面那条街的一个角落里。自行车和摩托车从我面前飞驰而过。有人建议我们直接穿过拥挤的车辆，不要再左右张望，避免他们撞到我们。

但今晚只有我自己，我感觉自己无力应对这急流般的车流。当我正在马路边犹豫的时侯，我感到有人拍我的手肘。我向下一看，是我那小乞丐朋友，她正笑眯眯地看着我。她朝街对面点点头，示意她可以带我过去。她温和地推着我向前走,我们便一起慢慢地走进嘈杂的车流当中。

当我们到达十字路口的中央时，我又一次低头看了看她，情不自禁地喊道：“你的微笑最美丽。”

显然她几乎不懂英语，但一定是听出了我的语调，于是她张开双臂，扔掉拐杖，给了我一个大大的拥抱，这个时候车辆都被我们涌到两旁了。




然后我俩蹒跚地向人行道走去，她把我的脸拉近她的脸，在我的两颊上亲了亲，然后一瘸一拐地走了，还不时地回头朝我微笑挥手。

我一分钱都没有给她。但我们分享了更有意义的东西——友情的温暖。

这次经历让我想起特蕾莎修女曾经说过的一句话：“如果你做不了伟大的事情，那就带着伟大的爱心去做一点小事。”

用眼睛和笑容看待乞丐，认同他们的存在，这都是小事情。将你的手放进他人伸出的手中，然后紧紧地握一会儿，这也是一件小事。学会用方言讲一句问候语并不困难。但是，这些都很有意义。

出于多种原因，向乞丐们伸出的手中放钱并不是最好的回应。许多环游世界的旅行者发现，他们能给予的最好的礼物是时间和友谊。每个人都需要被认可，需要被关注，被感激以及被爱。

在一些穷困的国家旅游时，我目睹了很多种与乞丐打交道的方式。游客们对贫穷最常见的回应就是忽视他们，把视线转移到其他地方。我曾见到有人恼怒地推开乞丐伸过来的手。还有一些人或许会匆匆地把一些硬币丢进哀求的手掌里，然后赶紧逃开，生怕会有其他20个乞丐突然出现在自己眼前。

但是，我觉得按照英国作家约翰·库伯·博伊斯所说的那样去生活是值得一试的，他说：“如果一个人不能毫无偏见地带着深厚、极大的兴趣看待每一个个体，那他就不能自认为是十足的文明人。”




我曾经在印度普虚卡骆驼节上看见一个没有腿的人坐在路边。当时我刚刚录完普虚卡舞者表演的异域音乐，正要返回帐篷，路上正用录音机重放着那些音乐。这个人的笑容深深吸引了我坐过去，我们开始用手语和笑声交谈起来。当你周游世界时，这些都是要学会的。

模仿过旋转的裙子和棒槌之后，我给他演示了一下我的录音机是如何工作的。他示意我把录音机给他看看。我犹豫了一下，但只是一下而已。仔细看过录音机之后，他开始唱歌，那首歌很动听，令人难以忘怀，他示意我把歌录下来，作为我们在一起的时光的记忆。

不久之前，我们是完全的陌生人。突然间，这个世界里共存的关系，让我们紧紧相连在一种瞬间的友谊当中。我们互相交换名字时，他的眼睛在发光。我和韦德在一起的经历验证了斯堪的纳维亚的一句格言：“每个人心里都有一位国王。当你想和国王交谈时，他就会出现。”

我明白了，那些被认为是世界上最无助的人却是如此的充满仁慈，他们怀着渴望被认同的心灵——并随时准备回应他人。

与平凡的人接触，我的生活一直被他们充实着。每次我这么做时，我都会发现我所收获的远远超过金钱的价值。我再一次坚信，每个人都是有价值的——并且值得你去了解。
























Picture of an Angel　天使的照片





◎ Algernon





Golden sunlight danced in the treetops, and children’s laughter filled the park. The smell of popcorn played on the breeze, and life seemed good. It was one of the happiest Saturday mornings I had spent with my little daughter, Gigi.

That is, until two strangers threw her into their car and sped away. It seemed like a bad dream. I could barely whisper when the police questioned me. For hours we waited, but there was no word on the whereabouts of the car. Tears would start to come. Then nothing. I was numb with fear.

“Go home, Ma’am,” the sergeant said. “I’ll have an officer drive you. We’ll also want to monitor your telephone. The kidnappers might call, and we’ll want to get a trace. Trust me, these guys can’t get far.” After what had just happened, it was hard for me to trust anything.




My friend Gloria came over that afternoon. “I heard about Gigi on the radio,” she said. “Everyone is looking for the car. The interstates are all blocked.” She took my hand.

“Look here,” Gloria said. “I want you have this picture, and I want you to pray with me.”

It was a picture of a little girl sound asleep in her bed. Standing by the bed was a tall, blond angel. His hand was touching the girl’s shoulder as he smiled down at her.

My nerves were frazzled. “You know I don’t believe in that kind of thing!” I snapped. “I’m too exhausted for any hocus-pocus right now, Gloria! I want my daughter home!” I started to shake, and then I began sobbing.

Gloria placed the photo on our mantle and knelt down beside me. “Just pray with me.” she said, holding my hand.

I had no strength left, so we prayed and waited what seemed an eternity. Together, we waited by the phone until sundown. The phone never rang.

Suddenly, the front door swung open. I looked up and screamed.

There stood Gigi. “Gigi! Thank God!” I cried, throwing my arms around her. “Where did those men take you? How did you get home? Did the police find you?”




“No Mommy!” said Gigi. “I was real scared because those men said they were taking me far away. We were going real fast on an old rock road I’d never seen before. But then a tall man walked out in front of the car, and they ran off the road and hit a tree. Then the tall man ran up and opened the car door and pulled me out. He was real nice, and said I would be okay now, and that those men couldn’t hurt me. I must have gone to sleep, because then I woke up here in front of our house. He must have brought me home.”

“But who...how did he know...where to bring you?” My voice broke and trailed to a whisper.

“I don’t know, Mommy,” Gigi said. “But he was real friendly, and I wasn’t scared of him at all.”

Just then Gigi noticed Gloria’s picture on the mantle. “That’s him!” She squealed, pointing at the picture. “Mommy, the tall blond man dressed like an angel. That’s the man that pulled me out of the car!”

I felt chill-bumps across my neck and arms. Gloria turned pale. “Are you sure that’s the man?” Gloria asked.




“Yeah, that’s him okay. Except he didn’t have wings, and he was wearing blue jeans and a tee shirt. But that’s him exactly. I’d remember him anywhere!”

Later that night, the police found the injured kidnappers in their wrecked car fifty miles from our home. When questioned, the driver remembered swerving to avoid hitting a tall blond man. The backseat door that Gigi sat by had been completely torn off its hinges.

Twenty years have gone by. We have never heard from anyone claiming to have rescued Gigi. There have been no logical explanations for Gigi’s miraculous escape and return home from a wreck so far away.

There have always been things that people can’t explain. But, from that day forward, I’ve never doubted that many of those things are divine miracles. I believe that all experiences, positive and negative, are given to us for our strengthening and learning.

Gigi now takes her little girl to the park on Saturdays. They enjoy the sunlight as it dances in the treetops, the smell of popcorn, and the laughter of children. She keeps Gloria’s picture on her mantle, and she remembers her angelic friend. And, like my daughter, I have a faith that has carried me through many trials since that day many years ago.




金色的阳光在树梢舞动，孩子们的笑声洋溢在公园的各个角落。爆米花的香味在微风中飘荡，生活是如此的美好。这是我和小女儿小吉一起度过的一个最幸福的周六上午之一。

然而，当两个陌生人把她塞进车里并疾驰而去之后，一切美好都被打破了。这个经历像是一场噩梦。警察询问我时，我几乎说不出话来。我们等了很久，但还是没有关于那辆车的行踪的消息。我欲哭无泪，整个人惊恐而麻木。

“女士，回家吧。”警察说，“我会让人开车送你回去的。我们想监听你的电话。绑匪可能会给你打电话，我们想进行追踪。相信我，这些人跑不远的。”然而，在经历过所发生的一切后，我几乎无法相信任何事情。

我的朋友格劳雷亚当天下午过来看我。“我从收音机上听说了关于小吉的事情，”她说，“每个人都在找那辆车。所有洲际公路都被封锁了。”她握住了我的手。

“你看这儿，”格劳雷亚说，“我想把这张图片给你，希望你和我一起祈祷。”

这是一张一个小女孩在床上熟睡的照片。床边站着一个金发碧眼、身材高挑的天使。天使正朝着女孩微笑，手放在她的肩膀上。




我的神经一下子就崩溃了。“你知道我不相信这类东西的！”我厉声说道。“格劳雷亚，我现在已经精疲力竭了，受不了任何戏弄！我想要我的女儿回家！”我开始发抖，之后便开始抽泣。

格劳雷亚把图片放在我们的披风上，在我旁边跪下来。“和我一起祈祷吧。”她握住我的手说。

我已经没有力气挣脱了，于是我们一起祈祷，但是，等待的时间如此漫长。我们一起在电话旁等到太阳落山。但它始终都没有响。

突然，前门被推开了。我抬起头看了看，便尖叫起来。

是小吉站在门口。“小吉！谢天谢地！”我喊出声来，跑过去抱住她。“那些人带你去哪里了？你怎么回家的？警察找到你了吗？”

“妈妈，不是那样的！”小吉说。“那些人说要把我带到很远的地方，我害怕极了。他们在一条我从未见过的碎石路上开得飞快。但之后有一个高个子的人走到车前，他们的车就偏离了公路，撞到了一棵树上。

“然后那个高个子的人跑了过来，打开车门把我拉了出来。他人非常好，告诉我说现在没事了，那些人不会再伤害我了。我想我当时一定是睡着了，因为我醒来时就已经在家门前了。一定是他把我带回了家。”

“但是……他怎么知道……要把你带到哪里？”我的嗓子哑了，只能小声说话。




“妈妈，我也不知道，”小吉说，“但他确实非常友好，我一点儿都不怕他。”

就在那个时候，小吉看到了格劳雷亚放在披风上的图片。“那就是他！”她手指着那张图片尖声叫道。“妈妈，那个金发碧眼的高个子的人穿的衣服就像这个天使一样，就是他把我从车里拉出来的！”

我感到脖子和胳膊上都泛起了鸡皮疙瘩。格劳雷亚脸色也变得苍白。“你确定就是这个人？”格劳雷亚问她。

“对，就是他。但他没有翅膀，他穿的蓝色牛仔裤和一件T恤。但绝对是他。到哪里我都能记得他！”

那天夜里，警察在距离我家50英里外的地方找到了受伤的绑匪，他们的车已经撞坏了。被审问时，司机记得当时是为了躲开一个高个子金发碧眼的人才把车突然转向。小吉所坐的后座的门已经完全被从合页上摘了下来。

20年过去了。我们从未听说有人宣称救过小吉，也没有任何合理的解释能够对小吉奇迹般的逃脱和从如此远的车祸中回家作出说明。

总有一些人们无法作出解释的事情。但是，从那天起，我不再怀疑许多事都是神圣的奇迹了。我相信所有的经历，好的也罢，坏的也罢，都给了我们力量和教导。




小吉现在也会在周六带着自己的小女儿去公园。她们尽情地享受在树梢舞动的阳光，爆米花的香味，孩子们的笑声。她把格劳雷亚的图片放在自己的披风里，她思念自己的天使朋友。像我的女儿一样，从多年之前的那天起我也怀有一种信仰，这种信仰帮我克服了许多困难。


























Who Can Refuse 12 Smiles　谁能拒绝12次微笑





◎ Sandra Rabe





A passenger told an air hostess that he needed a cup of water to take his medicine when the plane just took off. She told him that she would bring him the water in ten minutes.

Thirty minutes later, when the passenger’s ring for service sounded, the air hostess flew in a flurry. She was kept so busy that she forgot to deliver him the water. As a result, the passenger was held up to take his medicine. She hurried over to him with a cup of water, but he refused it.

In the following hours on the flight, each time the stewardess passed by the passenger she would ask him with a smile whether he needed help or not. But the passenger never paid heed to her.

When he was going to get off the plane, the passenger asked the stewardess to hand him the passengers’ booklet. She was very sad. She knew that he would write down sharp words, but with a smile she handed it to him. Off the plane, she opened the booklet, and cracked a smile, for the passenger put it, “On the flight, you asked me whether I need help or not for twelve times in all. How can I refuse your twelve sincere smiles?”




That’s right! Who can refuse your twelve sincere smiles from a person?

飞机刚刚起飞，一位乘客告诉空姐自己需要一杯水喝药。空姐答应十分钟后把水送来。

半小时之后，那位乘客要求服务的铃声响起，空姐慌了神。她太忙了，以至于忘记把水给乘客送去。结果就是乘客耽误了吃药。她急忙给他送去一杯水，但他拒绝了。

接下来的几个小时飞行中，空姐每次经过那位乘客都会面带微笑问他是否需要帮助。但那位乘客从不理睬她。

当乘客要下飞机时，他要求空姐把乘客意见薄拿过来。空姐很伤心。她认为他会写批评的话，但仍面带微笑把意见薄递给他。

下了飞机，她打开意见薄，脸上绽开了笑容，因为乘客是这样写的：“在飞机上，你一共问了我12次是否需要帮助。我怎么能够拒绝你12次真诚的微笑呢？”




是这样的！谁能够拒绝你12次真诚的微笑呢？














A Transient Visitor in Life　生命中的过客





◎ Joanne Pete





When he told me he was leaving I felt like a vase which has just smashed. There were pieces of me all over the tidy, tan tiles. He kept talking, telling me why he was leaving, explaining it was for the best, and I could do better, it was his fault and not mine. I had heard it before many times and yet somehow was still not immune; perhaps one did not become immune to such felony.

He left and I tried to get on with my life. I filled the kettle and put it on to boil, I took out my old red mug and filled it with coffee watching as each coffee granule slipped in to the bone china. That was what my life had been like, endless omissions of coffee granules, somehow never managing to make that cup of coffee.

Somehow when the kettle piped its finishing warning I pretended not to hear it. That’s what Mike’s leaving had been like, sudden and with an awful finality. I would rather just wallow in uncertainty than have things finished. I laughed at myself. Imagine getting all philosophical and sentimental about a mug of coffee. I must be getting old.




And yet it was a young woman who stared back at me from the mirror. A young woman full of promise and hope, a young woman with bright eyes and full lips just waiting to take on the world. I never loved Mike anyway. Besides there are more important things. More important than love, I insist to myself firmly. The lid goes back on the coffee just like closure on the whole Mike experience.

He doesn’t haunt my dreams as I feared that night. Instead I am flying far across fields and woods, looking down on those below me. Suddenly I fall to the ground and it is only when I wake up that I realize I was shot by a hunter, brought down by the burden of not the bullet but the soul of the man who shot it. I realize later, with some degree of understanding, that Mike was the hunter holding me down and I am the bird that longs to fly. The next night my dream is similar to the previous nights, but without the hunter. I fly free until I meet another bird who flies with me in perfect harmony. I realize with some relief that there is a bird out there for me, there is another person, not necessarily a lover perhaps just a friend, but there is someone out there who is my soul mate. I think about being a broken vase again and realize that I have glued myself back together, what Mike has is merely a little part of my time in earth, a little understanding of my physical being. He has only, a little piece of me.




当他告诉我他要离开时，我感觉自己像是一个摔碎的花瓶。那洁净的棕黄色的地毯上布满了我的碎片。他一直在讲话，告诉我他为什么要走，并解释说这是最好的选择，我可以做得更好，这一切是他的错误，与我无关。这些我以前听过很多遍了，但我的情绪还是无法稳定；也许一个人不可能面对如此巨大的打击还能产生免疫力。

他走了，我试图让自己的生活恢复正常。我把水壶灌满，然后去烧水，我把自己红色的旧水杯拿了出来，将咖啡倒进去，眼睛盯着每一颗咖啡粒滑落进骨灰瓷的杯子中。那就是我曾经的生活，如同咖啡粒无休止地疏漏，永远冲不成那杯咖啡。

水烧开了，壶尖声鸣响时，我假装没有听见。那声音就像迈克的离去，突然且带有一种可怕的命中注定。我宁愿摇摆在不确定性之中，也不愿一切事情都有定论。我嘲笑自己。想象跟一大杯咖啡有关的哲学及伤感的思想。我一定是老了。

但镜子那边却有一个年轻的女人回头看我。一个大有前途和希望的女人，一个等待将自己明亮的双眼和丰满的唇部展现给世界的女人。无论如何我从来没有爱过迈克，而且还有更重要的事情。我坚定地对自己说，还有比爱更重要的东西。眼睛回过去看看了咖啡，就像是要封锁与迈克有关的所有经历。




那晚他并没有如我所担心地出现在我梦里。相反，我飞过了很远的田野和树林，看着下面的一切。突然我掉在了地上，直到醒来我才意识到我被一个猎人射中了，并不是被子弹的重量拉了下来，而是由于猎人灵魂的重量。此后带着几分感悟，我明白了迈克就是那个把我拉下来的猎人，而我是那只渴望飞翔的鸟儿。第二天晚上我的梦和前几夜十分相似，但不同的是没有了猎人。我自由地飞翔，直到我遇到了另外一只能与我携手共进的鸟儿。带着几分欣慰，我明白远处有一只我的小鸟，有另外一个人，不一定非得是情人，或许是朋友，但一定有一个人是我灵魂的伴侣。我又把自己想成破碎的花瓶，然后意识到我已经把自己粘合到了一起，迈克仅仅是我生命的很小一部分，他仅仅了解我的表面，他仅仅只是我生命中的小小一部分。


















Let Love Go　将爱放飞





◎ Akemi





There was once a lonely girl who longed so much for love. One day while she was walking in the woods she found two starving songbirds. She took them home and put them in a small cage. She cared them with love and the birds grew strong. Every morning they greeted her with a wonderful song. The girl felt great love for the birds.

One day the girl left the door to the cage open. The larger and stronger of the two birds flew from the cage. The girl was so frightened that he would fly away. As he flew close, she grasped him wildly. Her heart felt glad at her success in capturing him. Suddenly she felt the bird go limp. She opened her hand and stared in horror at the dead bird. Her desperate love had killed him.

She noticed the other bird moving back and forth on the edge of the cage. She could feel his great need for freedom. He needed to soar into the clear, blue sky. She lifted him from the cage and tossed him softly into the air. The bird circled once, twice, three times.




The girl watched delightedly at the bird’s enjoyment. Her heart was no longer concerned with her loss. She wanted the bird to be happy. Suddenly the bird flew closer and landed softly on her shoulder. It sang the sweetest melody that she had ever heard.

The fastest way to lose love is to hold on it too tight; the best way to keep love is to give it wings!

从前，有个孤独的女孩非常渴望得到爱。一天，她走在树林中，发现了两只快要饿死的鸟儿。她把两只鸟带回家，放在一只小笼子里。在她的细心照料下，它们慢慢地恢复强壮。每天早上，鸟儿都会用一首美妙的歌曲问候女孩。女孩不由自主地爱上了这两只鸟。

一天，女孩忘记关上了鸟笼的门。那只更大更健壮的鸟从笼子里飞了出来。女孩很怕这只鸟会飞走。当鸟儿飞近时，她疯狂地上前抓住它。成功地抓住这只鸟使女孩很开心。突然间，她感到鸟儿的身体变得无力了。她摊开手，惊恐地发现鸟儿死了。她疯狂的爱杀死了它。

她注意到另外一只鸟儿在笼子边缘来回徘徊着。她能感到它对自由的急切渴望。它需要翱翔在干净蔚蓝的天空。她把鸟儿从笼子里拿出来，轻轻地抛向空中。鸟儿在上空盘旋了一圈，两圈，三圈。

女孩欣喜地注视着鸟儿享受自己的快乐。她已经不再计较自己的得失。她希望鸟儿能够快乐。突然鸟儿飞近她，轻柔地落在了她的肩头上。它唱起了女孩从未听过的最美的旋律。




将爱握得太紧，反而会更容易失去；将爱留住最好的办法，就是赋予它一双翅膀——将爱放飞！






















Christmas Morning

圣诞的早晨

◎ Jayne Dough





A light drizzle was falling as my sister Jill and I ran out of the Methodist Church, eager to get home and play with the presents that Santa had left for us and our baby sister, Sharon. Across the street from the church was a Pan American gas station where the Greyhound bus stopped. It was closed for Christmas, but I noticed a family standing outside the locked door, huddled under the narrow overhang in an attempt to keep dry. I wondered briefly why they were there but then forgot about them as I raced to keep up with Jill.

Once we got home, there was barely time to enjoy our presents. We had to go off to our grandparents’ house for our annual Christmas dinner. As we drove down the highway through town, I noticed that the family was still there, standing outside the closed gas station.

My father was driving very slowly down the highway. The closer we got to the turnoff for my grandparents’ house, the slower the car went. Suddenly, my father U-turned in the middle of the road and said, “I can’t stand it!”




“What?” asked my mother.

“It’s those people back there at the Pan Am, standing in the rain. They’ve got children. It’s Christmas. I can’t stand it.”

When my father pulled into the service station, I saw that there were five of them: the parents and three children two girls and a small boy.

My father rolled down his window. “Merry Christma!” he said.

“Howdy!” the man replied. He was very tall and had to stoop slightly to peer into the car.

Jill, Sharon, and I stared at the children, and they stared back at us.

“You waiting on the bus?” my father asked.

The man said that they were. They were going to Birmingham, where he had a brother and prospects of a job.

“Well, that bus isn’t going to come along for several hours, and you’re getting wet standing here. Winborn’s just a couple miles up the road. They’ve got a shed with a cover there, and some benches,” my father said. “Why don’t you all get in the car and I’ll run you up there?”




The man thought about it for a moment, and then he beckoned to his family. They climbed into the car. They had no luggage, only the clothes they were wearing.

Once they settled in, my father looked back over his shoulder and asked the children if Santa had found them yet. Three glum faces mutely gave him his answer.

“Well, I didn’t think so,” my father said, winking at my mother, “because when I saw Santa this morning, he told me that he was having trouble finding you , and he asked me if he could leave your toys at my house. We’ll just go get them before I take you to the bus stop.”

All at once, the three children’s faces lit up, and they began to bounce around in the back seat, laughing and chattering.

When we got out of the car at our house, the three children ran through the front door and straight to the toys that were spread out under our Christmas tree. One of the girls spied Jill’s doll and immediately hugged it to her. I remember that the little boy grabbed Sharon’s ball. And the other girl picked up something of mine. All this happened a long time ago, but the memory of it remains clear. That was the Christmas when my sisters and I learned the joy of making others happy.




My mother noticed that the middle child was wearing a short-sleeved dress, so she gave the girl Jill’s only sweater to wear.

My father invited them to join us at our grandparents’ for Christmas dinner, but the parents refused. Even when we all tried to talk them into coming, they were firm in their decision.

Back in the car, on the way to Winborn, my father asked the man if he had money for bus fare.

His brother had sent tickets, the man said.

My father reached into his pocket and pulled out two dollars, which was all he had left until his next payday. He pressed the money into the man’s hand. The man tried to give it back, but my father insisted. “It’ll be late when you get to Birmingham, and these children will be hungry before then. Take it. I’ve been broke before, and I know what it’s like when you can’t feed your family.”

We left them there at the bus stop in Winborn. As we drove away, I watched out the window as long as I could, look back at the little girl hugging her new doll.

天空正下着细雨，我和姐姐吉尔从卫理公会教堂冲出来，一心只想快点回家，玩圣诞老人送给我们和小妹莎伦的玩具礼物。长途汽车会在教堂对面的泛美加油站停靠。因为那天是圣诞节，加油站关门了，但我却发现有一家人站在紧锁的加油站门外。他们蜷缩在狭窄的檐篷下，尽量避免被雨淋湿。我的脑海中忽然闪现出一个问题：他们为什么要站在那儿呢？但在追赶吉尔时，这个疑问很快便被抛至脑后了。




当我们到家后，几乎没有什么时间去尽情摆弄礼物，因为马上要去爷爷奶奶家共进一年一度的圣诞大餐。我们的车路经刚才那个街区时，我看到那家人仍站在紧闭的加油站门外。

爸爸沿着高速公路开得很慢，越接近去爷爷奶奶家的岔路口，车子就越慢。突然，爸爸在公路中间来了个一百八十度大转弯，原路返回，他说：“我实在不忍心！”

“什么？”妈妈问他。

“那几个站在泛美加油站门外淋雨的人，他们还带着小孩呢。今天是圣诞节，我怎么能忍心呢。”

爸爸把车停在了加油站旁边，我看见那一家共有五口人：父母和三个孩子——两个女孩，一个小男孩。

爸爸把车窗摇了下来，对他们说：“圣诞快乐！”

“你好！”那个男人答道。他个子很高，稍微弯下腰来朝我们车里看。

我和吉尔、莎伦盯着那几个小孩，他们也瞪眼看着我们。

“你们是在等车吗？”爸爸问。




男人说是，他们准备去伯明翰，他有个哥哥在那边，而且希望能在那找份工作。

“嗯，汽车至少得几个小时后才能来，站在这等，你们都会淋湿的。往前两英里是温邦车站，那儿有个遮棚，可以避雨，还有长凳可以坐。”爸爸说，“要不你们上车，我把你们捎到那儿吧？”

男人想了一下，然后示意家人过来。他们钻进车里，除了身上穿的衣服，没有任何行李。

等他们坐好了，爸爸回过头来问那几个孩子，圣诞老人有没有找到他们。三张忧郁的脸无声地回答了他。

“嗯，我不这么认为，”爸爸边说边眨眼暗示妈妈，“因为早上我遇到圣诞老人了，他说找不到你们，就问我是否能把给你们的礼物先寄存在我家。现在咱们就去拿礼物吧，一会儿我再送你们去车站。”

三个孩子的脸顿时神采飞扬，开始在后座上欢呼雀跃，笑笑嚷嚷起来。

到了我家，一下车，那三个孩子穿过大门就直奔圣诞树下的礼物。其中一个小女孩看到了吉尔的洋娃娃，立刻把它抱在怀里。我记得那小男孩把莎伦的小球抓去了，而另外一个女孩则拿走了我的一件礼物。这是很久以前发生的事了，至今我仍记忆犹新。因为那个圣诞节，我和我的姐妹们感受到了使别人快乐的愉悦。




妈妈看到他们家老二穿着的裙子是短袖的，便把吉尔唯一的一件毛衣送给了她。

爸爸邀请他们一起去爷爷奶奶家吃圣诞大餐，但他们夫妇拒绝了。不管我们怎么劝说，他们还是坚持他们的决定。

回到车上，返回温邦的路上，爸爸问那个男人是否有买车票的钱。

他说他哥哥把车票寄来了。

爸爸把手伸进了口袋里，掏出了仅有的两美元，那是我们熬到下次发工资前的所有钱。他把钱塞到那个男人的手里，男人试图把钱推回来，但爸爸坚持要他收下。“等你们到伯明翰时已经很晚了，路上孩子们会饿的。收下吧，我以前也曾一贫如洗，我理解，让家人挨饿的滋味很难受。”

把他们送到温邦的车站后，我们便离开了。当我们驱车离开时，我透过车窗望了他们好久，看着那个小女孩抱着她的新玩偶。


















With One Glass of Milk　一杯牛奶的温暖





◎ Davis, Audrey W.





One day, a poor boy who was trying to pay his way through school by selling goods door to door found that he only had one dime left. He was hungry so he decided to beg for a meal at the next house.

However, he lost his nerve when a lovely young woman opened the door. Instead of a meal he asked for a drink of water. She thought he looked hungry so she brought him a large glass of milk. He drank it slowly, and then asked, “How much do I owe you?”

“You don’t owe me anything,” she replied. “Mother has taught me never to accept pay for a kindness.” He said, “Then I thank you from the bottom of my heart.” As Howard Kelly left that house, he not only felt stronger physically, but it also increased his faith in God and the human race. He was about to give up and quit before this point.

Years later the young woman became critically ill. The local doctors were baffled. They finally sent her to the big city, where specialists can be called in to study her rare disease. Dr. Howard Kelly, now famous was called in for the consultation. When he heard the name of the town she came from, a strange light filled his eyes. Immediately, he rose and went down through the hospital hall into her room.




Dressed in his doctor’s gown he went in to see her. He recognized her at once. He went back to the consultation room and determined to do his best to save her life. From that day on, he gave special attention to her case.

After a long struggle, the battle was won. Dr. Kelly requested the business office to pass the final bill to him for approval. He looked at it and then wrote something on the side. The bill was sent to her room. She was afraid to open it, because she was positive that it would take the rest of her life to pay it off. Finally she looked, and the note on the side of the bill caught her attention. She read these words...

“Paid in full with a glass of milk.”

(Signed) Dr. Howard Kelly

Tears of joy flooded her eyes as she prayed silently: “Thank You, God. Your love has spread through human hearts and hands.”








一天，一个可怜的小男孩儿为凑足学费正挨家挨户地推销商品。他发现身上只剩一角钱了。他很饿，所以他决定从下一家讨口饭吃。

然而，当一位年轻貌美的女子打开门时，他却紧张得不知所措。他没有要吃的，只是乞求给他一口水喝。女子看到小男孩儿饥饿的样子，顿生怜悯之心，就倒了一大杯牛奶递给他。男孩慢慢地喝光了牛奶，问道：“我需要付您多少钱呢？”

“你不必付钱给我，”女子答道，“妈妈教育我说，爱心善举，不求回报。”男孩说：“那么我就由衷地向您说声谢谢！”当霍华德·凯利离开这所房子时，他觉得浑身充满了力量，也对上帝和整个人类充满了信心。而原本，他正打算放弃。

数年之后，那位女子得了重病，当地医生对此束手无策。最后，他们把她送到大城市去医治，由专家会诊，研究她这种罕见病症。著名的霍华德·凯利医生也参与了医疗方案的制定。当他得知这位病人来自那个城镇时，一个奇怪的念头在他的脑海中闪过，他马上起身，穿过医院的大厅直奔她的病房。

身着白大褂的凯利医生走进了病房，一眼便认出了那个女子，她正是他的恩人。回到会诊室后，他下定决心一定要竭尽全力挽救她的生命。从那天起，他就特别关照她的病情。

经过长期艰苦的努力，手术终获成功。凯利医生要求把医药费结算单送到他那儿，他看了一下，便在上面签了字。当结算单送到女子的病房时，她甚至不敢打开来看，因为她知道这医药费一定极其昂贵，或许她要用整个余生来偿还。最后，她还是鼓足勇气打开了看，她注意到单子旁边的一行小字，不禁小声地念起来：




医药费缴足：一杯牛奶。

   霍华德·凯利医生（签名）

喜悦的泪水溢出了她的眼眶，她默默地祈祷着：“感谢您，上帝！您的爱已经通过人类的心灵和双手传递开来。”


























A Stranger at the Escalator　楼梯上的陌生人





◎ Margery Guest





A brief act of kindness brings an unexpected insight.

I was shopping at a department store and had just boarded the down escalator when I noticed a woman standing to the side. She looked about 65, and her expression told me she was scared.

I turned toward her and asked, “Do you need help?”

As the escalator continued moving I heard the woman replies softly, “I’m afraid.” There was a hint of incredulity in her voice.

“Want me to come back and get you?” I called to her. She nodded. But by the time I reached her, the woman had reconsidered. “I don’t think I can do it.” she said.

I was suddenly aware that I had made a far greater investment than I expected. “I know we can do it,” I said. “I can hold on to you.”




She looked down at the beast. Then her eyes came back to mine, looking doubtful. “This has never happened to me before,” she said, as much to herself as to me.

I felt that her sudden fear had to do with the escalator’s mechanical nature, its basic inhuman untrustworthiness. I took her arm. “Shall we?” She made a little sound of alarm as we stepped on, but we’d passed the point of no return.

She relaxed slightly as the stairs moved us downward. “I don’t understand this at all.” she said. As we neared the bottom, her grip tightened again, but we did fine. “I’m so grateful...”she began. “It was nothing,” I said. “I was happy to do it.”

Happy, yes. I do very little to help others. I am busy caring for a family and working full time. For a brief moment, I had a flash of insight into why someone would become a nurse or a social worker or a minister. When I helped the woman, I felt pure and whole, purposeful. It was a happier moment than I’d had in weeks.

一次简单的善举却带来了意想不到的领悟。

我到一家百货商店买东西，就在我踏上自动扶梯刚要下楼时，突然注意到旁边站着一位妇女。她看上去差不多有65岁，她脸上的表情告诉我她吓坏了。




我转过身向她问道：“需要帮忙吗？”

自动扶梯载着我继续向下移动，我只听到她温和地低声回答说：“我很害怕。”声音中流露出一丝迟疑。

“要我回来帮你吗？”我冲着她叫道。她点了点头。我又回到了楼上，可那个女人却改变了主意。“我不行。”她说。

直到这时，我才突然意识到这件事并不像我原想的那样简单。“我知道我们能行，”我说，“我会搀扶着你。”

她低下头，看着那个庞然大物，然后她转回头来看着我，目光中满是疑虑。“我以前从未遇到过这种情况。”她说道，既像是在对我说，又像是在自言自语。

我觉得她这种突如其来的恐惧与自动扶梯的机械性质有关——它归根结底是非人性的东西，很难给人以安全感。我拉起她的胳臂，问道：“可以吗？”我们迈上扶梯时，她轻轻地尖叫了一声。然而，既然我们已踏上了扶梯，也就不能再回头了。

直到扶梯载着我们下行了一段，她才略微放松下来。“我一点也不明白这种东西。”她说。我们接近扶梯底部时，她又一次紧紧握住我，但我们顺利走下了扶梯。“我不知怎么谢你才好……”她开口说道。“这没什么，”我说，“我很高兴这样做。”

我很高兴，的确如此。平时我很少帮助别人，整日忙于工作和照顾家庭。就在这一瞬间，我突然明白了为什么有人会去做护士、社会工作者或者牧师。当我帮助这位妇女的时候，我感到我的生活是纯粹、完整和有意义的。这是我几周以来最快乐的时刻。
























Because of His Love　因爱之名





◎ Susan Fiedler





Job was not a brilliant man. He swept floors for a living. He believed that Tarzan was a real man, and that all those movies were really documentaries of Tarzan’s life. He was the butt of many jokes, yet he taught me about the essence of a “real man”: love and respect for women, honor, kindness and gentleness.

Job embraced life in unexpected, simple ways. He showed up for work, on time. He never bragged about himself, and he loved only one woman—his wife, Molly. Job filled a void in my life. He was principled and straightforward in my world of dishonor and lies. He loved me as his very own grandchild, even though he was a year younger than my father.

I will never forget my graduation from high school. That was a day of hopeless inevitability for me. My father, who was a heavy drinker, began his celebration very early in the day. By the time we congregated in the high school gymnasium, my father had congratulated himself through nearly a case of beer.




I tried to be invisible within a sea of faces. I wanted to run away. Disappear. Most of all I wanted no one to guess whose kid I was. I was betrayed by my last name, which began with the letter “A”, so I was the first graduate on the first row. Being a red-head gave me even more exposure, and the baccalaureate speaker, who had never met me, decided to use me as his audio-visual aid.

“This young lady, this bright young lady, with the bright red hair.” His voice rolled through the auditorium in sonorous phrases, as I sank lower in my seat. Over to my left, at the door of the auditorium, was a seating arrangement for the “elderly”. And there sat Molly, age 61, and Job, age 47, with all of the grandparents. My heart ached when I looked at them, wishing with all my heart that I were, truly, their grandchild.

As the speaker continued with his speech, he reached a point where he had an uncontrollable urge to introduce “all the wonderful people, who have made this day possible!”

“All the siblings of the graduates, please, stand.” I slipped lower in my seat, glancing hurriedly around, hoping to remain invisible.




“Now, all the parents, please stand.” Dear Lord, I thought, I’m sure my father can’t stand, even if he wanted to. I didn’t bother to look around.

“Now the grandparents” I closed my eyes, dreading the hopelessness of my situation. I had no grandparent to stand proudly for me. I finally opened my eyes, and there they were Job and Molly, standing proudly with all the other grandparents. Job looked over at me, his eyes beaming like diamonds.

“I’m so proud of you.” he smiled as he mouthed the words that I will never forget. I knew that he stood there, not out of duty, but because of his love for me!





乔布并不是个聪明的人，他以打扫楼道为生。他相信在现实生活中，泰山是真实存在的，所有的那些电影都是泰山生活的真实记录片。他是大家取笑的对象，然而，他教会了我“真正的人”应有的品质：爱护与尊重女性、荣誉、善良和亲切。

乔布用出人意料的简单方式拥抱生活。他工作准时，从不吹嘘自己，而且只爱一个女人——他的妻子莫莉。乔布填补了我生命中的空白。在我那满布谎言和耻辱的世界里，他是如此有原则和正直。他像爱自己的孙女一样爱我，尽管他比我父亲还小一岁。

我永远也不会忘记高中毕业时的情形。那天对我来说本是注定让人绝望的。我的酒鬼父亲，那天一大早就开始自己狂欢了。当我们在学校体育馆集中庆祝时，他已浸在几乎一箱啤酒里自己作乐了。




我尽力让自己淹没在人山人海里。我很想要离家出走，我想消失。我最希望的，就是没人知道我是谁的孩子。可我的姓氏出卖了我。我姓氏的首字母是“A”，因此我是第一排的第一个毕业生。满头的红发让我更加显眼，而那个与我从未谋面的毕业致辞者，决定把我当做辅助他“教学的工具”。

“这位小姐，这位长着一头亮丽红发的漂亮女士。”他言辞夸张，洪亮的声音在礼堂里盘旋回响，而座位上的我缩得更低了。我左边的礼堂门口处，是给“长者”安排的座位区。61岁的莫莉和47岁的乔布，跟其他人的祖父母们都坐在那儿。我望着他们，心如刀割。我多么希望我真是他们的孙女。

发言者继续着他的演讲，说到点子上时，他按捺不住内心的激动，要介绍“所有成就了今天毕业礼的了不起的人！”

“所有即将毕业的同学，请起立。”我靠在座位上，身子藏得更低了，眼睛快速地向周围扫视了一下，但愿没人看得见我。

“现在，所有的父母，请起立。”天啊，我暗地里想，我敢肯定，即使我父亲想站，他也站不起来了。我甚至看都不用看了。




“现在，祖父母们……”我闭上眼睛，处境让我不堪设想。没有祖父母会为我自豪地站起来。我最后睁开了眼睛，他们站起来了——乔布和莫莉，他们跟所有的祖父母一起自豪地站起来了。乔布看着我，眼睛里闪烁着钻石般的光芒。

“我真为你感到骄傲。”他做着口形说道，说的时候面带笑容，而我将永远也不会忘记这些话。我知道，他站起来并不是出于责任，而是因为他对我的爱！


























Chapter 4 永不消逝的光芒









When you feel hurt and your tears are goanna to drop. Please look up and have a look at the sky once belongs to us. If the sky is still vast, clouds are still clear, you shall not cry, because my leave doesn’t take away the world that belongs to you.

当你的心真的在痛，眼泪快要流下来的时候，那就赶快抬头看看，这片曾经属于我们的天空。当天依旧是那么的广阔，云依旧那么的潇洒，那就不应该哭，因为我的离去并没有带走你的世界。


















Honesty is the Greatest Gift　诚实是最棒的礼物





◎ John Hughes





I believe honesty is one of the greatest gifts there is. I know they call it a lot of fancy names these days, like integrity and forthrightness. But it doesn’t make any difference what they call it; it’s still what makes a man a good citizen. This is my code, and I try to live by.

I’ve been in the taxicab business for thirty-five years, and I know there is a lot about it that is not so good. Taxicab drivers have to be rough and tumble fellows to be able to take it in New York. You’ve got to be tough to fight the New York traffic eight hours a day, these days. Because taxi drivers are tough, people get the wrong impression that they are bad. Taxi drivers are just like other people. Most of them will shake down as honest fellows. You read in the papers almost every week where a taxi driver turns in money or jewels or bonds, stuff like that, people leave in their cabs. If they weren’t honest, you wouldn’t be reading those stories in the papers.




One time in Brooklyn, I found an emerald ring in my cab. I remembered helping a lady with a lot of bundles that day, so I went back to where I had dropped her off. It took me almost two days to trace her down in order to return her ring to her. I didn’t get as much as “thank you.” Still, I felt good because I had done what was right. I think I felt better than she did.

I was born and raised in Ireland and lived there until I was nineteen years old. I came to this country in 1913 where I held several jobs to earn a few dollars before enlisting in World War I. After being discharged, I bought my own cab and have owned one ever since. It hasn’t been too easy at times, but my wife takes care of our money and we have a good bit put away for a rainy day.

When I first started driving a cab, Park Avenue was mostly a bunch of coal yards. Hoofer’s Brewery was right next to where the Waldorf-Astoria is now. I did pretty well, even in those days.

In all my years of driving a taxicab, I have never had any trouble with the public, not even with drunks. Even if they get a little headstrong once in a while, I just agree with them and then they behave themselves.




People ask me about tips. As far as I know, practically everyone will give you something. Come to think of it, most Americans are pretty generous. I always try to be nice to everyone, whether they tip or not. I believe in God and try to be a good member of my parish. I try to act toward others like I think God wants me to act. I have been trying this for a long time, and the longer I try, the easier it gets.

我相信诚实是件最棒的礼物。我知道如今他们给它取了许多好听的名字，像正直和直率。但是怎么称呼并不会有什么不同，关键还在于怎样才算一个好公民。这就是我的准则，我努力试着按这一准则生活。

我入出租车这一行已经35个年头了，知道这一行有很多不好的地方。的士司机得凶狠粗暴才能在纽约干这一行。在这些日子里，你必须得有副好身板儿，才顶得住纽约一天八小时艰苦的交通战。由于态度都很粗暴，人们误认为出租司机都是坏人，其实，他们和其他人没什么区别。他们大多都是诚实的家伙，与人和睦相处。你几乎每一周都可以从报纸上读到，某的士司机归还了乘客掉在车里的钱或珠宝或票据之类的东西。如果他们不诚实，你就不会在报纸上读到那些故事了。

一次在纽约的布鲁克林，我发现车里有一枚祖母绿钻戒，我记得那天帮一位女士拉了很多捆行李，所以我开回到她下车的地方。我几乎花了两天时间才找到她，把戒指还给了她。我连个“谢谢”也没得到，但还是感到很高兴，因为我做了件好事。我想我比她更高兴。




我生长在爱尔兰，在那儿一直待到19岁。1913年来到这个国家，为了挣几个钱干了不少工作，第一次世界大战时当了兵。退伍之后自己买了辆出租，从此有了自己的车。有时日子不太容易，可我妻子精打细算，我们还存了些钱，以备不时之需。

刚开始开出租的时候，公园大道几乎全是一片煤场。胡弗酿酒厂旁边就是现在的沃尔多夫·阿斯托里亚。就是在那些年头，我干得也挺不错。

开出租的这些年，我从没和乘客有过纠纷，连给醉鬼开车也没出过麻烦。即使他们偶尔有点倔犟，我也就同意他们所说的，不和他们争执，他们接下来就规规矩矩了。

有人问我小费的事。据我所知，实际上几乎每个人都会给一点。想想吧，大多数美国人是很慷慨的。不管他们付不付小费，我都尽力好好为每位乘客服务。我信仰上帝，努力成为教区的好教民。我想上帝希望我怎么对待别人，我就努力怎么对待别人。我坚持这样做很长时间了，时间越久，这样做就越容易。


















Try to Remember the Good Things　追忆美好时刻





◎ Anonymous





When times become difficult（and you know they sometimes will）, remember a moment in your life that was filled with joy and happiness.

Remember how it made you feel, and you will have the strength you need to get through any trial.

When life throws you one more obstacle than you think you can handle, remember something you achieved through perseverance and by struggling to the end.

In doing so, you’ll find you have the ability to overcome each obstacle brought your way.

When you find yourself drained and depleted of energy, remember to find a place of sanctuary and rest.

Take the necessary time in your own life to dream your dreams and renew your energy, so you’ll be ready to face each new day.

Try to remember the good things.




When you feel tension building, find something fun to do. You’ll find that the stress you feel will dissipate and your thoughts will become clearer.

When you’re faced with so many negative and draining situations, realize how minuscule problems will seem when you view your life as a whole—and remember the positive things.





当你身陷困境的时候（你有时必然会），追忆你生命中快乐和幸福的时刻。

回想它是如何使你快乐，你便有了走出困境的勇气。

当你面对重重困难，感觉举步维艰的时候，回想你以前是如何坚持到底，在最后时刻获得幸福的。

这样，你就会发现你有能力克服每一个障碍。

当你觉得筋疲力尽时，暂时离开，记得找个地方让自己稍事休息。

给自己留点时间做做梦，充一下电，这样你就能以崭新的面貌去面对每一天。

追忆那些美好的时刻。

当你感觉到紧张和压力时，做一些有乐趣的事吧。你会发现，压力在渐渐消逝，你的想法也逐渐明朗起来。

当你面对这么多的困难和消极情况时，要意识到相对于你的整个生命，这些难题只不过是微不足道的事情——铭记你生命中美好的事情。
























Beautiful Smile and Love　美丽的微笑与爱





◎ Mother Teresa





The poor are very wonderful people. One evening we went out and we picked up four people from the street. And one of them was in a most terrible condition, and I told the sisters: “You take care of the other three. I take care of this one who looked worse.” So I did for her all that my love can do. I put her in bed, and there was such a beautiful smile on her face. She took hold of my hand as she said just the words “thank you” and she died. I could not help but examine my conscience before her and I asked what I would say if I was in her place. And my answer was very simple. I would have tried to draw a little attention to myself. I would have said I am hungry, that I am dying, I am cold, I am in pain, or something, but she gave me much more—she gave me her grateful love. And she died with a smile on her face. As did that man whom we picked up from the drain, half eaten with worms, and we brought him to the home. “I have lived like an animal in the street, but I am going to die like an angel, loved and cared for.” And it was so wonderful to see the greatness of that man who could speak like that, who could die like that without blaming anybody, without cursing anybody, without comparing anything. Like an angel—this is the greatness of our people. And that is why we believe what Jesus had said: I was hungry, I was naked, I was homeless, I was unwanted, unloved, uncared for, and you did it to me.




I believe that we are not real social workers. We may be doing social work in the eyes of the people, but we are really contemplatives in the heart of the world. For we are touching the body of Christ twenty-four hours... And I think that in our family we don’t need bombs and guns, to destroy, to bring peace, just get together, love one another, bring that peace, that joy, that strength of presence of each other in the home. And we will be able to overcome all the evil that is in the world.

And with this prize that I have received as a Prize of Peace, I am going to try to make the home for many people who have no home. Because I believe that love begins at home, and if we can create a home for the poor, I think that more and more love will spread. And we will be able through this understanding love to bring peace be the good news to the poor. The poor in our own family first, in our country and in the world. To be able to do this, our Sisters, our lives have to be wove with prayer. They have to be woven with Christ to be able to understand, to be able to share. Because to be woven with Christ is to be able to understand, to be able to share. Because today there is so much suffering...When I pick up a person from the street, hungry, I give him a plate of rice, a piece of bread, I have satisfied. I have removed that hunger. But a person who is shut out, who feels unwanted, unloved, terrified, the person who has been thrown out from society—that poverty is so full of hurt and so unbearable...And so let us always meet each other with a smile, for the smile is the beginning of love, and once we begin to love each other naturally we want to do something.




穷人是很了不起的。一天晚上我们外出，从大街上接回来四个人。其中一个人的情况非常糟糕，我对其他修女说：“你们去照顾其他三个人，我来照顾这个情况更差的人。”我为她做了我的爱所能做的一切。我让她躺在床上，她的脸上带着如此美丽的笑容。她握着我的手说了声“谢谢”，之后她死了。在她面前我不禁扪心自问，如果我是她，处于她的境地，我会说什么。我的答案很简单。我会试图让人注意自己。我会说我饿了，我快要死了，我很冷，我很痛苦，或其他的话，但她给予我更多的东西——她给了我她感激的爱。她带着笑容死去。就像先前我们从下水道里救的那个人一样。那个人半个身体都被虫子咬噬，我们把他带回了家。“我像动物一样在街上生活，但我却要像天使一样死去，因为我被人爱，被人照顾。”能够这样说，能够在临死时不抱怨任何人，不诅咒任何人，不比较任何事情，他的伟大之处着实让人赞叹。就像是一个天使——这就是我们的人民的伟大之处。这就是为什么我们相信耶稣所说的——我饥肠辘辘，我衣不蔽体，我无家可归，我被人遗弃，没有人爱我，没有人关心我，但你给了我这一切。




我认为，我们算不上真正的社会工作者。在人们眼中我们做的或许是社会工作，但我们实际上是世界的心灵之中的修行者。因为我们一天24小时都触摸着基督的圣体……我认为在我们的家庭之中并不需要炸弹和手枪，用这些带来破坏或和平，我们只需要聚在一起，彼此相爱，由此带来和平、欢乐，每个家庭成员存于世上的力量。这样我们就能克服世界上存在的所有罪恶。

我打算用这次诺贝尔和平奖的奖金为那些无家可归的人建立一个自己的家园。因为我相信，爱源自于家庭，如果我们为穷人建立一个家庭，我相信更多的爱就会被传播得更广。通过这种对爱的理解方式，我们就能为穷人们带来和平，给他们带来福音。首先为我们自己家庭中的穷人，然后为我们国家的穷人，之后为全世界的穷人。为了做到这点，修女们，我们就要用祈祷编织生命。用基督编织，要能够理解，能够与人分享。因为用基督编织生活就意味着能够理解，能够与人分享。因为现今世上有如此多的痛苦……当我从街上接回来一个挨饿的人时，我会给他一碟饭，一片面包，这样我就满足了。我解除了饥饿。但是那些被拒之门外的人，感到被遗弃，不为他人所爱，恐慌害怕的人，被社会抛弃的人——这样的贫困充满了伤害，令人难以忍受……所以，让我们用笑容相待，因为笑容是爱的开端，一旦我们自然地开始彼此相爱，我们就会想着为彼此做一些什么了。





























33 Advices for Communication　33条相处建议





◎ Anonymous





1. Give your contacts a big smile when you meet them. Make them feel that you are really happy to meet them.

2. Give your full attention to the people you converse with as if nothing else is important.

3. When they ask for your attention, leave whatever you are doing.

4. When they call you, greet them with enthusiasm as if you are longing for their call.

5. Don’t make them wait.

6. Print the list of your contacts and look at it in your spare time. It will remind you of whom to touch base.

7. Always reply your contacts’ emails and text messages.

8. Reply their emails and text messages in the first chance you get.




9. Shake their hands with enthusiasm.

10. Praise them sincerely when they do something good. Make them feel that you are proud of them.

11. Always return their calls.

12. Send a message to them on their birthdays. Even better, call them.

13. Drop your old contacts quick emails or text messages to ask how they are doing.

14. Remember their names and achievements.

15. Remember important facts about them, especially the things they really care about (you may want to write them down).

16. Introduce them to the people in your contact who may help them out.

17. Actively find the deepest needs they may have (without waiting for them to explicitly tell you).

18. Take initiative to give them the solutions they need.

19. Give thanks for them in your session of gratitude.

20. Mention their names in your prayer.

21. Talk with them about their life.

22. Ask them specific questions about things they care about. They will realize that you care enough to remember their facts.




23. Give them something precious you have. Time is a good candidate.

24. Go eat with them. Even better, treat them.

25. When you meet them, don’t look at your watch as if you have something more important to do.

26. When you talk to them, don’t look over their shoulder as if you are looking for someone more important to talk to.

27. Send them quick tips or articles you just found which may benefit them.

28. Message them encouraging words or quotes.

29. Lend them the best books or DVDs you have.

30. Talk to them about how you like your other friends. They will think that you may talk the same way about them.

31. Don’t talk negatively to them about how you don’t like your other friends. They will think that you may also talk the same way about them.

32. Occasionally mention their names in your conversation with them.

33. Be creative to give them small surprises every now and then.

1．遇见别人的时候，予以灿烂的微笑。让他们感到你很快乐，很乐于与其相处。




2．把所有的注意力都集中在与你谈话的人身上，就像没什么很重要的事一样，忽略其他。

3．当别人与你说话的时候，无论正在做什么，集中你的注意力。

4．当别人登门拜访的时候，热情地迎接他们，就好像你很期待他们的到来一样。

5．别让他人等待。

6．列出与熟人往来的清单，最好打印出来，业余时间看看。它会提示你，最近该和谁联系联系了。

7．永远记得回邮件，回短消息。

8．回复别人的邮件与短消息，在你有机会回复的第一时间里。

9．握手，要热情。

10．别人做得非常好的时候，真诚地赞美。让他们感到你的欣赏。

11．拜访，记得回访。

12．别人生日时，发短信送去祝福。当然，打个电话再好不过了。

13．对于许久没有回复的信息，删掉的同时尽快发去邮件或短信，与他们保持联系。

14．要记得别人的名字与成就。

15．记下对于别人重要的事情，尤其是他们最关心的（也许可以写下来）。




16．别人向你求助，如果有帮得上忙的朋友，可以引荐给他。

17．主动地雪中送炭（而不是等别人向你求助）。

18．率先提供给别人解决问题的办法。

19．向别人致谢，用感恩的心。

20．祷告的时候提到他们的名字。

21．与人攀谈时，可以聊聊他们的生活。

22．对于别人关心的事情，具体询问。他们会感觉到你的体恤。

23．与别人分享对你来说珍贵的东西。时间是最好的候选者。

24．一同吃饭。当然，最好不过的，是自己来下厨招待。

25．与别人相处时，不要总是看表。这会使人误解你有很重要的事情要去做。

26．与人说话时，不要看着别人的肩膀。那使你看上去很急于结束对话。

27．给别人介绍好的建议或文章。

28．发短信，多写一些鼓舞的文字或引用。

29．如果有的话，借给别人你最喜爱的书籍或电影。

30．与人交谈，常说说朋友的好话。那样，在他的背后，也会认为你会如此谈论他。

31．不要背地里讲朋友的坏话。这样，在他的背后，说到他的时候，他也会这么认为。




32．交谈中，偶尔提到对方的名字。

33．时常给别人富有创造力的小小惊喜。






















Never Give Up　永不放弃





◎ Julie Hubert





The first day of school, our professor introduced himself and challenged us to get to know someone we didn’t already know. I stood up to look around when a gentle hand touched my shoulder. I turned around to find a wrinkled, little old lady beaming up at me with a smile that lit up her entire being. She said, “Hi, handsome. My name is Rose. I’ m eighty-seven years old. Can I give you a hug?” I laughed and enthusiastically responded, “Of course you may.” and she gave me a giant squeeze.

“Why are you in college at such a young, innocent age?” I asked. She jokingly replied, “I’m here to meet a rich husband, get married, have a couple of children, and then retire and travel.” “No, seriously?” I asked. I was curious what may have motivated her to be taking on this challenge at her age.

“I always dreamed of having a college education and now I’m getting one.” she told me. After class we walked to the student union building and shared a chocolate milk shake. We became instant friends. Every day for the next three months, we would leave class together and talk nonstop. I was always mesmerized listening to this “time machine” as she shared her wisdom and experience with me.




Over the course of the year, Rose became a campus icon and she easily made friends wherever she went. She loved to dress up, and she reveled in the attention bestowed upon her from the other students. She was living it up. At the end of the semester we invited Rose to speak at our football banquet. I’ll never forget what she taught us. She was introduced and stepped up to the podium. As she began to deliver her prepared speech, she dropped her three by five cards on the floor. Frustrated and a little embarrassed she leaned into the microphone and simply said, “I’m sorry I’m so jittery. I gave up beer for Lent and this whisky is killing me. I’ll never get my speech back in order so let me just tell you what I know.” As we laughed she cleared her throat and began, “We do not stop playing because we are old; we grow old because we stop playing. There are only four secrets to staying young, being happy, and achieving success.”

“You have to laugh and find humor every day.”




“You’ve got to have a dream. When you lose your dreams, you die. We have so many people walking around who are dead and don’t even know it.”

“There is a huge difference between growing older and growing up. If you are nineteen years old and lie in bed for one full year and don’t do one productive thing, you will turn twenty years old. If I am eighty-seven years old and stay in bed for a year and never do anything I will turn eighty-eight. Anybody can grow older. That doesn’t take any talent or ability. The idea is to grow up by always finding the opportunity in change.”

“Have no regrets. The elderly usually don’t have regrets for what we did, but rather for things we did not do. The only people who fear death are those with regrets.”

She concluded her speech by courageously singing “The Rose”. She challenged each of us to study the lyrics and live them out in our daily lives.

At the year’s end, Rose finished the college degree she had begun all those years ago. One week after graduation, Rose died peacefully in her sleep.

Over two thousand college students attended her funeral in tribute to the wonderful woman who taught by example, that it’s never too late to be all you can possibly be.




Remember, growing older is mandatory, growing up is optional.

开学的第一天，在教授做了自我介绍之后，还建议我们去认识一下自己不认识的人。我站起身四处环顾，这时一只手有礼貌地拍了拍我的肩膀。我转过身来，发现一位满脸皱纹、身材瘦小的老女士笑容满面地看着我，那笑容使她整个人都大放光彩。她对我说：“嗨，帅小伙，我是罗丝。我87岁了。我能拥抱你吗？”我笑了，很热情地回答：“当然可以。”之后她用力地拥抱了我。

“你为什么在如此年轻而天真的年龄上大学呢?”我问她。她开玩笑似的回答：“为了找一个有钱的丈夫，然后结婚，生一堆孩子，再之后就退休去旅游。”“不是吧，你是认真的吗？”我问。我很好奇，想知道是什么激励她在这样的年龄还接受这样的挑战。

“我一直都梦想有上大学的经历，现在我有了。”她告诉我。课后我们一起去学生活动楼，还共同分享了一杯巧克力冰镇牛奶。我们马上成了朋友。接下来的三个月里，每一天我们下课都一起离开，聊起来没完没了。我对她这个“时间机器”非常着迷，因为她总是和我分享自己的智慧与经历。

那一年，罗丝成了整个校园的偶像，她走到哪儿都能很容易地交上朋友。她喜欢盛装打扮，还陶醉于来自其他学生对她的关注。她尽情欢乐。学期末，我们邀请罗丝在我们的足球宴会上讲话。我永远不会忘记她教会我们的东西。介绍完毕之后她便登上讲台。当她开始要讲自己准备好的稿子时，她把那张五寸长三寸宽的卡片掉在了地上。带着沮丧和一点儿尴尬，她靠近麦克风简短地说：“很抱歉我非常紧张。我不再喝Lent牌的威士忌了，这种威士忌简直要了我的命。按原先稿子上准备好的去讲是不可能了，还是把我所知道的说给你们听吧。”我们欢声大笑，这时她清了清嗓子开始演讲：“我们不会因为年老而不再游玩；而是因为不再游玩我们才变老的。仅四个秘密就能使我们永葆青春，让我们快乐并获得成功。”




“每天你都要开怀大笑并去寻找幽默。”

“你要拥有梦想。当你失去梦想时，你就会死去。我们周围有这么多人，直到死了都没意识到这一点。”

“变老和成长之间有很大的区别。如果你19岁，在床上躺了一整年，一件有意义的事儿都没做，你也会长到20岁。如果我87岁了，也在床上躺了一整年，即使什么都没做，我也会变成88岁的。任何人都会变老。变老并不需要任何智慧或能力。而成长却需要不断寻找变化的机会。”

“不要后悔。年老的人并不会因为做过什么而后悔，却会后悔没做过什么。唯一惧怕死亡的人是那些有悔恨的人。”
















Love together　一生的爱





◎ Ruth a.k.a.





It hurts to love someone and not be loved in return. But what is more painful is to love someone and never find the courage to let that person know how you feel.

A sad thing in life is when you meet someone who means a lot to you, only to find out in the end that it was never meant to be and you just have to let go.

The best kind of friend is the kind you can sit on a porch swing with, never say a word, and then walk away feeling like it was the best conversation you’ve ever had.

It’s true that we don’t know what we’ve got until we lose it, but it’s also true that we don’t know what we’ve been missing until it arrives.

It takes only a minute to get a crush on someone, an hour to like someone, and a day to love someone—but it takes a lifetime to forget someone. Don’t go for looks; they can deceive. Don’t go for wealth, even that fades away. Go for someone who makes you smile, because it takes only a smile to make a dark day seem bright.

Dream what you want to dream; go where you want to go; be what you want to be, because you have only one life and one chance to do all the things you want to do.




Always put yourself in the other’s shoes. If you feel that it hurts you, it probably hurts the person too.

A careless word may kindle strife; a cruel word may wreck a life; a timely word may level stress; a loving word may heal and bless.

The happiest of people don’t necessarily have the best of everything. They just make the most of everything that comes along their way.

Love begins with a smile, grows with a kiss, ends with a tear. When you were born, you were crying and everyone around you was smiling. Live your life so that when you die, you’re the one smiling and everyone around you is crying.

令人心碎的是，爱一个人却得不到回报。但比这更痛苦的是，爱一个人却没有勇气让那个人知道你的感受。

生命中令人悲伤的一件事，是你遇到了一个对你来说很重要的人，却最终发现你们有缘无份，因此你不得不放手。

最好的朋友就是那种能和你促膝而坐，彼此不说一句话，而在离开之后，觉得这是你有过的最好交谈的人。




我们常常不知道我们拥有什么，直到我们失去它，但另一个事实是，我们不知道我们一直缺少什么，直到我们拥有它。

只需一分钟就可以迷恋上一个人，一个小时喜欢上一个人，一天爱上一个人，但用一生去忘记一个人。别倾心于容貌，因为它具有欺骗性。不要追求财富，千金终究会散尽。寻找那个可以使你微笑的人，只有微笑才能使黑暗的日子变得光明。

做你想做的梦，去你想去的地方，成为你想成为的人吧，因为你只有一次生命，一个机会去做所有那些你想做的事。

要设身处地地为别人着想。如果你感到可能会伤害自己，那就可能也会伤害别人。

无心快语可能引发争执，无情之词可能折损生命，适时温语可能缓解压力，而关爱之声可能治愈心灵。

最快乐的人未必就要拥有所有最好的东西，他们只会让大部分事情顺其自然。

爱始于微笑，在吻中成长，在眼泪中结束。当你出生的时候，你哭着，你周围的每个人都在微笑。好好生活吧，这样，当你死的时候，你一个人在笑，而周围的人都在哭。


















Which One Came into Your Life When You Were So Happy Enough...　在最美的时候你遇见了谁





◎ Philip Plait





Looking back on those previous issues, those loves just like some meteors highlight our life. We always like to scale of our destiny make us separation. But actually the really truth which affects us is the opportunities of we meeting or feeling in love with each other. Between a male and a female, laden with a great deal of changes. A little change could change the final direction.

If we recognize each other earlier, maybe some of us can’t tie the finger with other else, or recognize later, till us had learned how to consider and take care of the other, perhaps as we held our hand tightly, we would never loose it again.

If you love someone but can’t get together with him or her, expect to treasure a drop of tear from your inner heart and go away without a word, what else can we choose?

Among thousands and hundreds of people, we could encounter our lover, I, it’s really a destiny! And more, we just miss and miss between each other. After so much sigh and grief again and again, we finally understand that even a couple of lover, also need the time to come to temper.




This wild world has so many changes and separation that couldn’t been predicated, maybe we would miss each other in a lifetime just for turn around. Since till some years later, we just could know all our efforts can not beat down a God’s joke.

It’s helpless as you meet a guy who is not right for you in an unsuitable moment. It’s the sigh as you meet a guy who is right for you in an unsuitable moment. It’s sad as you meet a guy who is not right for you in a suitable moment. It’s happy as you meet a guy who is right for you in a suitable moment.

Love does not exist in thousands of words, or not exist in each day and night! Love, just is that we find there is someone who is in our inner heart after you wake up. If we feel in love with someone but can not get together, expect to treasure a drop of tear from our heart and go away without a word. What else can we choose? I begin to suspect if I still keep a faith to wait. Even we love each other. Also need time to come to temper us. Girls are born for love, while you find someone has been in your eyes, just believe me, you surely feel in love with him or her now!








回首往事，想起那些如流星划过生命的爱情。我们总是会把彼此的错过归咎于命定的缘分。但实际上真正影响我们的是相遇和相爱的时机。男女之间的交往，充满了变数。一个小小的变化，就可能改变最终的方向。

如果彼此早一点相识，也许我们就不会和另一个人十指相扣，又或者相遇得再晚一点，晚到两个人在各自的爱情经历当中慢慢地学会了宽容与体谅，善待与妥协。也许我们走到一起的时候，就不会那样轻易放手，放走这一次爱情了。

如果爱一个人而无法在一起，除了珍藏那一滴心底的泪，无言地走远，我们又能有什么选择？

在千万人之中，我们能邂逅自己的爱人，那是一种多么难得的缘分！更多的时候，我们只是在彼此不断地错过。经历了这么多心酸和感叹之后，我们才终于了解——即使是相爱的两个人，也需要时间来成全。

这个疯狂的世界有太多难以预测的变化和身不由己的分离。一个转身也许就会让彼此想念一辈子。直到若干年以后，我们才会明白所有的争取与努力，也许都敌不过命运开的一个玩笑。




在错的时间，遇见错的人，是一种无奈……

在错的时间，遇见对的人，是一声叹息……

在对的时间，遇见错的人，是一种悲哀……

在对的时间，遇见对的人，那才是一种幸福！

爱不是千言万语，也不是朝朝暮暮；爱，只是每当午夜梦醒时，发现自己内心依然牵挂的是远方的那个人！如果我们爱一个人，却无法在一起，除了珍藏那一滴心底的泪，无言地走远，我们又能有什么选择？我开始怀疑是否有继续等待的信心。即使我们彼此相爱，也需要时间来成全和考验。女孩是为爱而生的，当你觉得有一个人始终在你的眼里时，请相信我，你一定是爱上他（她）了！


























The Most Beautiful Moment in Life　生命中的美丽瞬间





◎ Andy Rooney





That the best classroom in the world is at the feet of an elderly person.

That when you’re in love. It shows.

That having a child fall asleep in your arms is one of the most peaceful feelings in the world.

That being kind is more important than being right.

That you should never say no to a gift from a child.

That I can always pray for someone when I don’t have the strength to help him in some other way.

That no matter how serious your life requires you to be, everyone needs a friend to act goofy with.

That sometimes all a person needs is a hand to hold and a heart to understand.

That money doesn’t buy class.

That it’s those small daily happenings that make life so spectacular.




That under everyone’s hard shell is someone who wants to be appreciated and loved.

That the Lord didn’t do it all in one day. What makes me think I can?

That when you plan to get even with someone, you are only letting that person continue to hurt you.

That love, not time, heals all wounds.

That the easiest way to grow as a person is to surround myself with people smarter than I am.

That no one is perfect until you fall in love with them.

That a smile is an inexpensive way to improve your looks.





世界上最好的课堂在老人的脚下。

当你坠入爱河时，就会表露无遗。

让一个孩子在你的臂弯里入睡，你会体会到世间最平和的感觉。

善良比真理更为重要。

永远不要拒绝一个孩子送给你的礼物。

当无力给予他人帮助时，就为他祈祷。

不论生活要求你要变得多严肃，每个人都需要一个能够一起嬉戏的朋友。

有时候，一个人想要的只是一只可握的手，和一颗理解的心。




金钱买不到风度。

每天的小小惊奇，让我们的生命如此多姿。

人在坚硬的外壳下，也都渴求着被爱，被赏识。

上帝并没有在一天内完成所有的事，我又凭什么认为自己可能呢？

如果你想报复某人，只会让那个人继续伤害你。

治愈一切伤痛的并非是时间，而是爱。

促进自己成长的最简单方法是与比自己更优秀的人为伴。

只有深爱一个人时才会认为他是完美的。

微笑是改善容貌的最不昂贵的方法。


















Love Is Unconditional　爱是无条件的





◎ Swami Vivekananda





I once had a friend who grew to be very close to me. Once when we were sitting at the edge of a swimming pool, she filled the palm of her hand with a little water and held it before me, and said this:

You see this water carefully contained on my hand? It symbolizes love. As long as you keep your hand caringly open and allow it to remain there, it will always be there. However, if you attempt to close your fingers around it and try to posses it, it will spill through the first cracks it finds.

This is the greatest mistake that people do when they meet love... They try to posses it, they demand, they expect...And just like the water spilling out of your hand, love will retrieve from you.

For love is meant to be free, you cannot change its nature.

If you have people you love, allow them to be free beings. Give and don't expect. Advise, but don't order. Ask, but never demand. It might sound simple, but it is a lesson that may take a lifetime to truly practice. It is the secret to true Love. To truly practice it, you must sincerely feel no expectations from those who you love, and yet an unconditional caring.






我曾有个朋友，我们的关系很亲密。有一次我们坐在游泳池边上，她往手掌里盛了点儿水，捧在我面前，说：

你仔细看我手上这水了吗？那代表爱。只要你充满关爱地弯曲着你的手指，并允许它保持在那儿，它会永远在那儿。但是，如果你试图把你的手指在它周围合起并试图占有它，它会通过它找到的缝溢出去。

这是人们在遇到爱时犯的最大错误……他们试图占有它，他们要求，他们期待，那样就像溢出你的手掌的水一样，爱会从你身边撤退。

因为爱意味着自由随意，你不能改变它的本性。

如果你有爱的人，允许他们自由随意地存在。给予而不指望；建议而不命令；请求而不要求；可能听起来简单，但这需要一辈子去实践。这就是真爱的秘诀。真正去实践它，你必须对那些你爱的人没有期望，并给予无条件的关爱。



































If you cannot do great things,



you can do small things with great love.



如果你做不了伟大的事情，



那就带着伟大的爱心去做一点小事。
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动物是如此怡人的朋友，它们不问任何问题，也不提出批评。



         ——乔治·爱略特



























Animals are such agreeable friends-they ask no questions, they pass no criticisms.



—George Eliot




























动物们教会我的事



The Animals Tell Me









我看见另一个族类，与人类如影随形，不离不弃，用它们独特而丰富的心灵语言，表达着最真挚动人的情感，教会我们什么是无条件的付出，什么是最无私的爱。





















Chapter 1 最忠诚的友谊













I am happy every morning when I wake up and hear his little nails clicking across the floor. And yes, my furry friend will go with me wherever I want to go and whenever, he is very accommodating like that.

每天早上我醒来的时候，听到它的爪子在地板上发出轻微的声音，感到满满的幸福。是的，我最好的朋友愿意陪我去我想去的所有地方。它就是这样宽容。


















A Friend in Need　患难见真情





◎ Vicki





Brownie and Spotty were neighbor dogs who met every day to play together. Like pairs of dogs you can find in most any neighborhood, these two loved each other and played together so often that they had worn a path through the grass of the field between their respective houses.

One evening, Brownie’s family noticed that Brownie hadn’t returned home. They went looking for him with no success. Brownie didn’t show up the next day, and, despite their efforts to find him, by the next week he was still missing.

Curiously, Spotty showed up at Brownie’s house alone. Barking, whining and generally pestering Brownie’s human family. Busy with their own lives, they just ignored the nervous little neighbor dog.

Finally, one morning Spotty refused to take “no” for an answer. Ted, Brownie’s owner, was steadily harassed by the furious, adamant little dog. Spotty followed Ted about; barking insistently, then darting toward a nearby empty lot and back, as if to say, “Follow me! It’s urgent!”




Eventually, Ted followed the frantic Spotty across the empty lot as Spotty paused to race back and bark encouragingly. The little dog led the man under a tree, past clumps of trees, to a desolate spot a half mile from the house. There Ted found his beloved Brownie alive, one of his hind legs crushed in a steel leg hold trap. Horrified, Ted now wished he’d taken Spotty’s earlier appeals seriously. Then Ted noticed something quite remarkable.

Spotty had done more than simply led Brownie’s human owner to his trapped friend. In a circle around the injured dog, Ted found an array of dog food and table scraps which were later identified as the remains of every meal Spotty had been fed that week!

Spotty had been visiting Brownie regularly, in a single minded quest to keep his friend alive by sacrificing his own comfort. Spotty had evidently stayed with Brownie to protect him from predators, snuggling with him at night to keep him warm and nuzzling him to keep his spirits up.

Brownie’s leg was treated by a veterinarian and he recovered. For many years thereafter, the two families watched the faithful friends frolicking and chasing each other down that well worn path between their houses.








布朗尼和斯波奇是邻居家的小狗，它们每天都在一起玩耍。就像你在很多邻里之间看到的成对的小狗一样，它们俩互相爱慕，常在一起玩耍嬉闹，以至于已经在两栋房子之间的草坪上踩出了一条小路来。

一天傍晚，布朗尼的主人发现它没有回家，搜寻一遍也没有找到。布朗尼第二天依然没有回来，虽然主人努力在寻找，但一直到下个礼拜，还是没有它的踪影。

奇怪的是，斯波奇独自出现在布朗尼家门前。它不停地狂吠、哀叫，一直纠缠布朗尼的主人。因为忙于自己的事情，这家人都忽略了这只焦急的邻家小狗。

最终，一天早上，斯波奇不能再忍受布朗尼主人一家的拒绝态度了。布朗尼的主人特德一直被这只狂怒的、不依不饶的小狗骚扰。斯波奇一直围着特德转，汪汪地叫个不停，然后窜到附近的一块空地上，又窜回来，像是在说：“跟我走！事情紧急！”

特德最后跟着几近发狂的斯波奇穿过空地，斯波奇不时地停下并跑回来，用叫声催促着他。小狗带着特德从树下走过，穿过小树丛，直到一块距离房子半英里的废弃地停下。在那儿，特德发现了自己心爱的布朗尼，它还活着，只是一条后腿被夹在一个钢制捕捉器里了。特德大为震惊，到现在他都希望，自己当初能认真对待斯波奇的求助。之后，特德注意到一件非同寻常的事情。




斯波奇不仅仅只是把布朗尼的主人带到了被困朋友的身边。在这只受伤的狗的周围，特德发现了一堆狗粮和餐桌剩饭——后来被证实是斯波奇在那一周每一顿饭省下来的食物。

斯波奇一直定期去看望布朗尼，一心想让自己的朋友活下去，哪怕牺牲自己也不在乎。很明显，斯波奇留在布朗尼的身边，让它免受其他掠食者的攻击，夜里和它依偎在一起，帮它赶走寒冷，用鼻子蹭它，让它振作起来。

布朗尼的腿在兽医的治疗下得以痊愈。此后的很多年，在两家之间那条几乎被踩实的小路上，两家邻居看着这一对忠实的朋友一起嬉戏，彼此追逐。


























Is Holly Working Today?　霍莉今天上班吗？





◎ Barbara J. Wood





For Holly and me, it started with a stray kitten. Abandoned in the harsh winter weather, she huddled in a ball in the front steps of our building, an elementary school for emotionally disturbed children where I provided therapy three days a week.

That morning, I kept the kitten in my office while the principal figured out where to take it.

It started as the children soberly traipsed into my office that day for their therapy. When they spotted the kitten, their faces suddenly brightened. Their reticence and tenseness seemed melt away as they petted the stray, and our sessions were relaxed and open. The kitten’s effect was astounding and, by the end of the day, I was hatching a plan. My dog, Holly, was a gentle, gregarious well-behaved seven-year-old mixed parentage. Couldn’t she have the same relaxing effect on the children I counseled? Enthused, I began paperwork requesting to permission to bring Holly to school with me, providing documentation of the benefits of companion animals.




The project was approved, but my supervisor clearly let me know that Holly and I were on trial. The responsibility of any problems with the “dog experiment” would land squarely on my shoulders. Optimistic nonetheless, I smiled at the signs pasted on my office door as I unlocked it on Holly’s first morning with me at school. Holly is happy to be here, the children had carefully stenciled. Already the children were responding positively to the idea of a dog counselor. Holly sniffed out my office, and we settled in for a day of work.

A small boy entered, and he and Holly stared at each other warily. “Dose that dog bite?”

“No,” I assured him. “Why don’t you give her a treat?” I handed him a bag of multicolored doggie treats. “Pick any color you like,” I said. The boy chose a red treat and tentatively held it out to Holly. She neatly and gently took the treat, swallowed it quickly and licked the boy’s hand. The boy smiled, Holly’s critical debut had been a success.

After the bell rang, a succession of little visitors came to our door, vying to see Holly. As they took turns handing treats to Holly, she wagged her tail and liced her hands, showing her approval. There was no wonder the children was drawn to her: For many of them, it was their first encounter with unconditional acceptance.




During the days that followed, Holly learned not to bard at the children’s knock on my office door. I set up a corner for her in my office on a piece of carpet remnant. The children eagerly came to me for their counseling visits, sitting on the floor by Holly petting, brushing, playing with and confiding in her. As they relaxed with Holly, the let down their defenses. Our counseling sessions became smooth and productive.

Little by little, Holly’s influence came beyond her little corner of my office. Absences at school began to drop, and the children’s disruptive behavior softened. Even the teachers ducked in for some pet therapy throughout the day, giving Holly a short pat and resoring their spirit in her presence.

I didn’t realize how loved Holly was, though, until I missed two days of work with strep throat. When I called in sick the first day, expecting a touch of sympathy, I was immediately asked if that meant Holly would have to stay home too. The second day I was seriously asked if I could at least send Holly to work in a cab. Apparently, the teachers were tired of answering the question: “Is Holly working today?”




One morning before school, nine-year-old LeMar, a third-grader who visited Holly regularly, was shot and killed in a domestic dispute. His classmates learned of the tragedy while they were still on the school bus, and by the time they arrived at school, they were terrified and in tears.

I hurried to LeMar’s classroom, Holly trialing behind me. LeMar’s teacher stood there with tearing streaming down her face. “My degree didn’t prepare me to handle something like this.” She sobbed. I mustered all my sources and expertise to come up with the right words to soothe them.

“Crying is ok for adults and children,” I began, “especially when something like this happens.” Still seeing the pain on their faces, I contsinued to tell them that was okay to be scared, that fear is a natural response. For a while, we talked about how we would miss LeMar. It was at this point that I realized what Holly was doing.

She was working her way around the room, going from child to child—and the teacher—putting her front paws on their laps and stretching up to lick tears from their faces. Unconsciously, the children hugged her back, running their fingers through her fur in such intensity that she would have done bald if they’d done it all day. She called no significant attention to herself, but quietly expressed love and consolation. She diligently kept up her silent comfort throughout that long, difficult day.




As I slid into the front seat of my car that afternoon, I leaned back, exhausted from the emotional trauma. I just wanted to be home. Glancing briefly into my backseat, I was surprised to see that Holly had already fallen asleep. She was just as drained as I was, if not more so, not for the first time, I felt a pang of guilt. Was it fair to ask my dog to take on the emotional responsibilities of troubled children? Shouldn’t be allowed to stay home and enjoy the carefree life of a house pet?

These doubts may be why, even now, I occasionally stop in my rush to leave for school in the morning and, instead of ordering Holly into the car, look at her, asking, “Do you want to go to school today?” When she leaps up early, all wags and excitement, I figure she’s answered that burning question for all of us. Yes, Holly is working today.





对我和霍莉来说，一切是从一只流浪的小猫开始的。它被人丢弃在寒冬中，蜷缩在校舍楼前面台阶上的一个球里。这是一所为心理失调儿童开设的小学，我每周在那儿提供三天的心理治疗。




那天早上，我把猫放在了我的办公室里，而校长则在考虑如何处置它。

事情是从孩子们认真而又懒懒散散地走进我的办公室接受治疗开始的。当他们发现小猫时，一个个眼前一亮。他们抚摩这只流浪猫时，昔日的缄默和紧张似乎融化了，整个疗程进行得既轻松，又顺畅。小猫的影响令我吃惊，那天工作结束时，我就开始酝酿一项计划。我的狗，霍莉，是个性情温和而合群的7岁混血儿。它对孩子的治疗也能产生同样的效果吗？我满腔热情地开始写报告，引用文献资料，列举了以动物为伴的好处，请求批准我带霍莉来学校。

我的计划虽然获准，但是校长交代得很清楚，我和霍莉先试试。任何与“狗试验”有关的问题，我都要承担全部责任。

即便如此，我还是很乐观。带霍莉来学校的第一天早上，打开办公室的门锁时，看到贴在门上的告示，我笑了。孩子们认认真真地写着：“霍莉很高兴来到这儿。”他们对狗充当顾问的想法已经作出了积极的反应。霍莉把办公室嗅了一遍后，我们开始了一天的工作。

一个小男孩走进来，他和霍莉警惕地对视着。“那狗咬人吗？”他问道。




“不，”我让他放心。“你为什么不给它吃点儿什么？”我递给他一袋五彩斑斓的狗饼干，“挑你喜欢的颜色。”我说。那男孩挑了块红色的，试探性地朝霍莉伸出手。它轻巧利索地咬住饼干，很快地吞了下去，舔了舔男孩的手。男孩笑了。霍莉的初次登场获得成功。

铃响后，一伙小参观者陆续来到门前，争着要看霍莉。他们轮流喂它饼干，它晃动着尾巴，还舔他们的手，表示赞赏。难怪孩子们很喜欢它：对许多孩子来说，这是他们第一次得到无条件的认可。

在接下来的日子里，霍莉学会了听到孩子敲我办公室门时不再吠叫。我为它在屋角里放了块地毯碎片。孩子们热切而积极地来我这儿进行心理治疗，坐在地板上抚摩霍莉，梳理它的毛，逗它玩，向它吐露心里话。孩子们轻松地和霍莉相处，随之也放下了他们的防备。心理障碍疗程进展得十分顺利，卓有成效。

渐渐地，霍莉的影响从屋角扩展到办公室外。上课缺勤率开始下降，孩子们的捣乱行为有所缓和。甚至教师们也不时光顾，想接受宠物治疗，轻拍它一下，在它面前再重新打起精神来。

直到我因为脓毒性咽喉炎两天没去学校，我才知道霍莉是多么受人爱戴。第一天我打电话请病假时，期望听到一些同情的话语，可对方立刻问我，这是否意味着霍莉也得待在家里。第二天，学校来电话问我，能否至少让霍莉搭出租车去上班。显然，老师们已经厌烦回答同样的问题：“霍莉今天上班吗？”




一天早上，上课前，定期来看霍莉的三年级学生，9岁的勒马尔，在家庭纷争中被枪击中不幸死去。他的同学们在校车上听到这个噩耗，到了学校后，个个都惊恐不已，流着眼泪。

我匆忙赶到勒马尔的教室，霍莉尾随在我身后。勒马尔的老师站在那儿，泪流满面。“我的学历没有教我怎样处理这样的事情，”她抽泣道。我使出浑身解数，想说出恰当的字眼来安抚他们。

“对成人和孩子来说，哭是应该的，”我开口说道，“尤其是发生这种事情的时候。”看到他们脸上仍显露着悲痛，我接着告诉他们恐惧也是正常的，那是一种自然反应。我们讨论了一会儿我们对勒马尔的思念。就在这个时候，我才注意到霍莉在干什么。

它绕着教室走，从一个孩子到另一个孩子——也到老师那儿——把它的前爪放在他们的膝上，挺身舔去他们脸上的眼泪。孩子们下意识地抱住它的背，使劲儿拉扯着它的皮毛，手指用劲儿那么大，要是被拉扯一整天的话，霍莉准会成秃毛狗了。它并不要求给予自己多大的关注，只是默默地表达着爱和安慰。在那漫长而艰难的一天里，霍莉不知疲倦地给人以无声的慰藉。

那天下午，我钻进汽车前座后，仰身坐下，感情的创伤使我疲惫不堪。我只想回家。往后座一瞥，我惊讶地看到霍莉已经睡着了。我不知道它到底有多累，但至少和我一样筋疲力尽。我感到阵阵内疚。我让我的爱犬承担陷入痛苦的孩子们感情上的责任，这公平吗？它是不是该留在家里，享受家庭宠物无忧无虑的生活呢？




诸如此类的疑问可能就是，为什么即使是现在，我偶尔会不再有早上急于去学校的念头，而是看着它问道：“今天你想去学校吗？”当它急切地跳起来，摇晃着尾巴，兴奋不已时，我想它已经回答了我们大家急于要问的问题。是的，霍莉今天上班。






















My Best Friend Arnold　我的小猪挚友——阿诺德





◎ Brock Gibson





I recently lost my best friend Arnold in an automobile accident while moving my family to our new home in Arizona. Arnold was an 8-month-old pot belly who taught me so much about love, devotion and companionship. I am devastated by his loss, but thank God daily for blessing me with the joy of having Arnold for his short life.

Anyone contemplating a pot belly as a pet should know that if you are a true pet lover and devote yourself to them, a pot belly will make the most wonderful friend. You will be assured of endless hours of fascination and entertainment as you both grow together in understanding the human/pot belly relationship. Words cannot describe this relationship and it can only be fully understood by experiencing it.

Arnold didn’t know he was a pig—he thought he was just another member of our family—modeling his behavior through observing me, my wife, my two daughters and our beagles. He was convinced he was loved by all; and he was, even when he was ornery trying to just get our attention. He learned his name, how to sit and how to use the litter box all in the first week we had him (at 7 weeks old!).




He loved to sleep on your lap as you sat on the couch watching TV. He didn’t care if he grew to weigh 45Lbs., he still expected you to hoist him onto your lap at precisely 8:00 pm every evening where he would fall fast asleep within seconds after snuggling his wet nose between your neck and shoulder. If you didn’t respond to his initial “honks” letting you know it was his nap time, he would bump your legs with his nose until you picked him up. With his weight as it was, you couldn’t hold him all evening as he preferred, so you had to slide him off onto the couch next to you where he would sleep for hours with all four legs and his nose sticking straight up in the air. He would snore as long as he could feel you next to him but would immediately wake up if you tried to leave the couch. We had hours of fun balancing objects liked a salt shaker on his flat nose while he slept soundly.

Arnold helped me in all my chores around our five acres in the country. Just being there at my feet, interested in what I was doing made even the most mundane tasks enjoyable. When he was out roaming and foraging and you would call out his name, he would come running at top speed, honking the whole way until he got close to you where he would dodge you, zigzagging around with a few victory roles turning in circles before settling down and calmly walking up to you with his tail wagging as if to say (winking) “hah, got-cha.”




He even helped me build a kit aircraft and a customized trailer to haul it around in. I was planning on taking him flying with me some day. He loved to play with my sockets and rolled them around on the shop floor. Just as I would struggle and get frustrated with some difficult task, Arnold would show up underneath the trailer, with his wet nose in my ear and honking—seeming to say, “take a break and laugh with me for a while, that should make it all better.” And it did, every time. God’s marvelous creations minister to us in the most special ways if we can just stop for a few moments and observe them. God used Arnold to teach us this very important lesson in life which we will never forget.

My wife and two daughters began to say that Arnold and I were so close that he had become the son that I never had in our family. It seemed that we could no longer have any kind of conversation in our family or with our friends without Arnold being a main topic. The neighborhood kids would make appointments to come visit Arnold and couldn’t wait to come over and play with him.




Arnold went most everywhere with us—Pet’s Mart, Wal-Mart, birthday parties, Christmas vacation to Grandma’s. He loved riding in the car/shopping basket and was a big hit everywhere he went. Arnold had become such an important part of our life that when we found out that our family would have to move to another state, we insisted that the contract on our new house be contingent on the homeowners’ association approval of Arnold in writing before we would agree to purchasing in our prestigious neighborhood.

On the day we left our old home town, we had a going away lunch with our friends from church. Everyone there just had to go out to the truck where Arnold and all our other pet were and say goodbye. Arnold trusted me to take care of him and get him to his new home. Tragically, along the way, the wind blast from a semi knocked our trailers out of control and pushed our truck off a 40’ bridge. We lost a big part of our family that day when our pets Arnold, Sweeti and Leanna were killed. I feel terrible for not being able to protect Arnold the way he trusted me to. However, I will be forever grateful for the fond memories of him which I will cherish forever.




Thank you for reading this and allowing me to share some of Arnold’s life with you. If you decide that a pot belly is the right choice for you both, I pray that you will be rewarded in the same way my family was with Arnold.





前不久，在我搬到亚利桑那州新家的途中，我的挚友阿诺德遭遇车祸而丧生。它是一只8个月大的宠物猪，是它教会了我怎样去爱，怎样奉献，怎样维系感情。对于它的离开，我悲痛欲绝，但还是感谢上帝让我与阿诺德度过了一段快乐的时光。

凡是考虑想养宠物猪的人都应该知道，只要你真心疼它，全身心地伺候它，小猪就会成为你最棒的朋友。在这个与小猪一起成长的过程中，了解到人类与宠物猪之间的关系时，你一定会非常着迷，会从中发现无穷的乐趣。言语是无法描绘这种关系的，只有亲身经历才能体会。

阿诺德并不知道自己是一只猪，它把自己当做我们家的一员，观察和模仿我、我太太、我两个女儿还有我家小猎犬的一举一动。它深信我们所有人都爱它，事实也的确是这样。甚至当它很淘气，想吸引我们的注意时，我们仍然很爱它。它在来到我们家的第一个星期（7周大的时候）就已经知道了自己的名字，学会了怎么坐，还有怎么用那个小盒子。




当你坐在沙发上看电视的时候，它喜欢睡在你的大腿上。它也不管自己已经长到45磅重，就是要你每天晚上八点准时把它抬到你大腿上来，它湿乎乎的鼻子依偎在你的脖子和肩膀之间，眨眼工夫就酣睡起来了。开始的时候它会“鼾鼾”地提醒你到点休息了，而如果你没反应，它就会用鼻子撞你的脚，直到你把它抱起为止。以它的重量，若要让它如愿，整晚抱着它，那你是根本受不了的，所以得把它顺势滑到旁边的沙发上，让它四脚朝天地呼呼睡上几个小时。只要它感觉到你就在它身边，它会尽情地打它的呼噜睡它的觉；但是一旦你想要起身离开，它就会马上醒过来。它沉睡的时候，我会在它那扁平的鼻子上摆放像盐瓶那样的小玩意儿，试图让它们保持平衡不倒，这样一玩就是几个小时。

在我们乡下那五英亩见方的土地上，我做什么家务杂事阿诺德都会与我相伴。它只是在我脚边，对我做的事兴致勃勃，这就足以让最索然无味的杂务变得有趣起来。它在外面溜达觅食的时候，只要喊它的名字，它就会以最快的速度朝你奔来，“鼾鼾”地一路叫着，跑到离你不远的地方，它又会跟你玩起捉迷藏，左躲右闪，绕着圈，一副凯旋的模样，然后才静下来慢慢走到你面前，摇摇尾巴，好像眨着眼对你说：“哈，总算找到你啦！”




它还帮我一起组装了一架小型飞机和一辆运载飞机的特制拖车。我打算哪天把它带上跟我一起飞翔蓝天。它很喜欢玩儿那些插座零件，在工场里把它们推来推去。每当我为一些高难度的工作伤透脑筋，灰心丧气的时候，阿诺德就会从拖车的下面钻出来，湿乎乎的鼻子伸到我的耳边，“鼾鼾”地似乎在说“休息一会儿，跟我笑一会儿，然后什么事都好办啦！”果真有效，而且每次都行。只要我们能停一停，仔细看看，就会发现上帝绝妙的创造物总在以最特别的方式照顾我们。上帝派阿诺德来给我们上了这人生的重要一课，我们毕生难忘。

我太太和两个女儿都说阿诺德跟我亲密得像父子一样，恰好我们家一直缺一个儿子。家里聊天或者和朋友聊天，好像都离不开阿诺德这个主题。邻居的小孩会预约来我们家，迫不及待要和阿诺德玩。

我们去哪里，阿诺德几乎都跟我们在一起——宠物用品超市、沃尔玛超市、生日派对，圣诞假期它还和我们一起到奶奶家去。它喜欢坐在手推车或者购物篮里，所到之处都大受欢迎。阿诺德已经在我们的生活中占据了一个重要的位置，所以当我们要搬到另一个州并且买房子时，我们都坚持要在合同里附上街坊邻居的联合书面允诺，同意让阿诺德在该区生活，这样我们才会考虑在那些区里买房子。




离开老家的那天，我们和教堂的朋友一起吃了离别午餐。在场的每个人都走到货柜车旁，同里面的阿诺德和我们的其他宠物告别。阿诺德相信了我会很好地照顾它，把它带到新家。不幸的是，在路上一辆半拖车呼啸而过，强烈的侧风气流使我们的拖车失控，货柜继而被抛到40英尺的桥下。那天我们家损失惨重，我们的宠物阿诺德、甜甜和莲娜都离开了我们。阿诺德如此信任我，我却没法保护它，我真的很难受。不过，我将永远珍藏和它一起的深情片段，感激它带来的这段美好回忆。

谢谢你们阅读这篇文章，让我和你们分享阿诺德的生活点滴。如果你也决定要养只小猪做宠物，在此祝愿你也有很多的收获，就像我们从阿诺德那儿得到的一样。






















Flight Over Little Egypt　飞跃“小埃及”





◎ G. Edgar Hall





March 18, 1925. Though only five years of age, I well remember the day the great tornado swept over “Little Egypt”, as the southern tip of Illinois is called. The little coal-mining town in which we lived lay directly in its path. The howling wind sounded as if a dozen locomotives were roaring past. We huddled in the kitchen as the roaring filled our ears and seemed to shake our very bones.

Suddenly it was over. The quietness felt unnatural and an eerie, uneasy felling gripped us. Opening the door, my mother stood transfixed as she gazed upon the awful scene. Debris lay everywhere. The street was impassable. People, some obviously in shock, milled around like cattle, unsure of what to do .The strange silence was suddenly broken by a subdued, pitiful whining at Mother’s feet.

Trembling violently, a wet and frightened little poodle lay wedged between the door and the screen.




“My stars,” my mother said, bending over. “Wherever did you come from?”

The bedraggled little dog timidly wagged his tail and began licking Mother’s hand.

Jacky, as we named him, accepted our large family without reservation. We in turn lavished our love upon the displaced but lucky little poodle.

Almost immediately we realized Jacky was an exceptional dog—a very smart one. Surrounded by masses of curly hair, his dark inquisitive eyes sparkled with life.

The little dog had been a part of our family for about two years when a hobo knocked at the back door and asked if we could give him something to eat. The request wasn’t at all unusual. In those days, many hobos stopped at our cornet. Mother brought a plate of food to the porch where he waited. As he sat down to eat, we boys gathered around him. He began telling us all the places he’d been and the many things he’d seen. We were spell-bound by his tales.

All of a sudden he stopped. We looked in the direction he was staring, and there stood Jacky. For several moments they looked at one another. Then a huge smile came across the old hobo’s face.




“You little rascal,” he said, calling him by some strange sounding name. “What are you doing here?”

The little dog became hysterical with joy. He was all over the hobo, barking and jumping as if he would never stop. There was no doubt he knew the hobo and knew him well. After caressing and talking to Jacky, the old hobo uttered a brief command. Immediately, Jacky controlled his enthusiasm and lay down obediently at the old man’s feet.

“Boys, where did you get this dog?” asked the hobo.

“We found him lodged between the door and the screen during the big tornado of ‘25’,” said my brother.

“Yes, sir. It adds up,” said the hobo. “I was with a circus in Missouri in March of ‘25’. That was sure some blow. The big tent was ripped to shreds. Everything was demolished.”

“This poodle was the number-one top show dog. He’s so valuable he was insured for hundreds of dollars. Lucky dog, he is blowed all that distance and not getting hurt. ”

Suddenly the hobo asked, “Do you have a barrel hoop, boy?”

“Sure, I’ll get you one,” said my brother, running quickly to an old barrel, he lifted off one of the steel bands. He deshed back and handed it to the hobo.




From beneath his old battered hat the hobo’s blue eyes sparkled. A smile broke through his heavy gray beard.

“Watch this,” he said. “Les you boys been to a circus you ain’t never seen anything like this.”

He walked out into the yard and held the loop a couple of feet above the ground.

“Get ready,” he said to Jacky, again using that strange-sounding name. Jacky trembled with excitement. On command he sprang forward and leaped through the loop—forward, then backward. As commands continued, he hurled through the hoop, turning end over end. He danced on his hind legs, then on his front legs. My brothers and I stared in awe as the knowledgeable old hobo put Jacky through his circus tricks.

Then with a forlorn look about him, he straightened up. “I guess I best be gone,” he mumbled and headed slowly towards the gate. Without hesitation, Jacky followed at his heels.

“Jacky, come back!” all three of us called. But it did no good. Tears trickled down our cheeks. We knew we had lost him.

Then the hobo paused. Looking down at Jacky, he said, “Our circus days is over, friend. Over and done. And the tramping life’s no life for you. You best stay here.” Jacky stood, watching the hobo walk away, still poised to follow.




Reaching the gate the man stood motionless for several seconds, and then slowly turned around. “Boys, a circus dog never forgets the big top,” he said. “You’d better lock him in the house till morning. I’d hate to see you lose him.”

So we did. Jacky lived with us for many years, and although he was the smartest dog we ever had, we could never persuade him to perform circus tricks again. We figured he’d taken the hobo’s words to heart and put his circus days behind him once and for all.





那是1925年3月18日。我虽然只有5岁，可对那天席卷伊利诺伊州南端，被称做“小埃及”的巨大龙卷风还是记忆犹新。我们居住的小煤城正是龙卷风途径之地。呼啸的狂风听上去就像十几辆火车呼啸而过。我们蜷缩在厨房里。声响震耳欲聋，似乎要摇散我们的骨头。

突然间，风停了，寂静得让人感到不自然。一种怪异和不安的感觉紧紧抓住了我们的心。打开门后，妈妈凝视着那可怕的景象目瞪口呆。到处都是瓦砾碎片。街道已无法通行。人们漫无目的地转悠，有些人显然惊魂未定，不知道要做什么。突然，妈妈脚旁传来一声令人怜悯的轻声哀鸣，打破了这奇怪的沉静。




一只惊恐万分、剧烈颤抖的湿漉漉的小卷毛狗挤在门和纱门中间。

“哎呀，天哪，”我妈妈惊愕地说道，弯下身去，“你是从哪儿来的？”

神情颓废的小狗胆怯地摇了摇尾巴，开始舔母亲的手。

我们管它叫杰基。它毫无保留地接受了我们这个大家庭，而我们也把爱倾注给这只失去了家但很幸运的小卷毛狗。

我们几乎立刻就发现杰基的不同寻常——它是一只非常聪明的狗。它的眼睛藏在那浓密卷曲的深色毛发里，闪闪发光，充满活力。

在这只小狗成为我们家的一员约两年后，一天，有个流浪汉敲我们家后门，问我们能否给他点儿吃的。这种要求没有什么不寻常的。在那些日子里，许多流浪汉来我们家。他在门廊那里等待，妈妈给他端去一盘食物。他一坐下来吃时，我们几个男孩子就围在他身旁。他开始给我们讲他去过的地方，他见到的许多东西。我们都听得入迷了。

他突然停了下来。我们朝他凝视的方向望去，看到杰基站在那儿。他们俩互相瞧了一阵子，然后那老流浪汉的脸上充满笑意。




“你这个小流氓，”他叫道，然后说出一些奇怪的名字，“你在这里干什么？”

那小狗变得欣喜若狂，围着流浪汉又叫又蹦，似乎没有停下来的意思。毫无疑问，它认识这流浪汉，而且很熟悉。和杰基一番亲热与交谈后，老流浪汉发出一声简短的命令。杰基立刻控制住自己的热情，顺从地卧倒在老人的脚旁。

“孩子们，你们从哪儿弄来这条狗的？”流浪汉问道。

“1925年那次大龙卷风过后，我们发现它夹在门和纱门之间。”我哥哥回答说。

“没错，这就对上号了，”流浪汉说道。“1925年3月我跟着一个马戏团在密苏里州。那场大风的威力可真够大的。马戏团的大篷被撕成碎片，所有的东西都给毁了。

“这只小狗是顶尖的表演狗。它非常值钱，保险金就好几百美元。它真走运。给风卷走那么远也没受伤。”

突然，那流浪汉问道：“孩子，你们有桶圈吗？”

“当然有，我给你找一个，”我哥哥说道。他快步跑向一个旧桶，摘下一个钢圈，急速跑回，把它交给了流浪汉。

流浪汉破旧的帽子下面，蓝眼睛闪烁着光芒，长着浓密灰色大胡子的脸上绽放出笑容。




“注意看这个，”他说，“除非你们去过马戏团，要不然你们还从来没有见过呢。”

他走进院子，把钢圈举在手里，高度应该有两英尺。

“准备好，”他对杰基说，还是用的那个听着怪怪的名字。杰基激动得浑身颤抖。一听到命令，它就猛地向前蹦跳，跃起穿过钢圈，先是往前跳，再往回跳。继续发出命令，它跳来跳去，两头来回地奔跑。它先是用后腿跳着舞步，而后用前腿。博闻广识的老流浪汉让杰基表演着马戏团的绝活，我和我兄弟们都看呆了。

随后他直起身子，露出一副愁苦的脸色。“我想我最好还是走吧，”他嘟囔了一句，慢慢朝大门走去。杰基毫不迟疑地跟在他脚后。

“杰基，回来！”我们三个人异口同声地叫道，但是没有用。泪水一滴滴从我们的脸颊上流下来。我们知道，我们失去了杰基。

然后，那流浪汉停下脚步，低头看着杰基，说道：“我们马戏团的日子已经过去了，朋友。一去不复返了。流浪的生活不是你该过的生活。你最好留在这儿。”杰基站住了，看着流浪汉离去，但是仍作着跟随的准备。

到了门口，流浪汉纹丝不动地站了几秒钟，然后慢慢转过身来。“孩子们，马戏班的狗永远忘不了那大顶篷，”他说道，“你们最好把它关在屋里，直到明天早上。我可不愿意看到你们失去它。”




我们照他的话做了。杰基和我们生活了许多年，虽然它是我们曾经养过的最聪明的狗，但我们再也没能说服它表演马戏班绝活。我们想，它牢记着流浪汉的话，把马戏班的日子永远忘记了。


























We Are Family　我们是一家





◎ Jane Paddock





When I broke up with yet another boyfriend, this time after a three-year relationship, I decided it was time for me to face the facts—I was just not lucky in love. Yet even though I had given up on men, I wasn’t ready to go without love in my life, so I decided to get a dog.

I found the perfect puppy after a careful search, and one hot June day, I brought home the little golden retriever puppy I’d named Cognac.

Like all puppies, Cognac was adorable; immediately, I felt love and sweetness flowing in my life again. Why hadn’t I thought of this sooner?

A few days later, I received a call from a man who’d gotten my name through a computer dating club. I had joined the club before the start of my last relationship and had never cancelled my membership. I hadn’t been very impressed with the people I’d met through the club’s services, but this guy, Brad, seemed nice enough on the phone, so when he asked me to meet him at the lake in a nearby park the next evening, I thought, I’ve got to walk Cognac anyway... sure, why not?




Brad had said he was no longer in the service, but that he had been an air force tech sergeant. That wasn’t the kind of guy I usually dated, but I had liked his voice on the phone and decided to keep an open mind. When I got to the park for our date, I looked around for a blond man with a buzz cut and a military bearing. There was no one like that at the park—the only blond man was a gorgeous guy with hair almost to his shoulders. I thought, now why can’t a guy like that ask me out? Then the gorgeous guy walked over to me and said, “Are you Jan?”

I immediately decided to give men another chance.

Cognac’s enthusiastic greeting made our introductions easy. He jumped up on Brad’s legs and ran in circles, wagging his whole body madly while trying to lick every part of Brad he could. We started to walk around the lake, and everybody we met fussed over the puppy. By the time we were halfway around the lake, Brad was holding Cognac’s leash, and he and I were chatting away like old friends.

At the end of our walk, we weren’t ready to say goodbye, so we found a cafe and picked an outdoor table so the puppy could be with us. From the very start, our relationship included Cognac.




Things went from good to better. One evening, three months later, Brad and I went to a restaurant that we liked for dinner. It was one of those places that have paper over the tablecloths and when they bring you the menu, they also bring crayons so that you can draw or write poetry while you’re waiting for your meal. Brad and I always played Hangman while we waited and that night, we were playing our usual game. As I guessed the letters and the words started to form themselves, a sentence emerged: Will you marry me?

I gasped and turned towards Brad, “Are you kidding?”

Brad looked nervous, but his eyes were shining and he smiled at me. “No, I’m not kidding—what’s your answer?”

I took a crayon and wrote a huge YES across the paper.

We sat grinning at each other for a few minutes and then began to plan our wedding.

From the start, we were sure about two things: We wanted an outdoor wedding and we wanted Cognac to be a part of the ceremony.




The day of the wedding dawned perfect and clear. Our families and friends gathered near the natural spring that we’d chosen as the spot where we would say our vows. My bridesmaids were dressed in rich purple gowns. I had on my wedding dress, and my heart felt as if it were overflowing with love and joy. Yet I was slightly apprehensive, wondering if we had lost our minds expecting Cognac, now ten months old and goofy in the way that only young dogs can be, to handle his responsibilities as ring bearer without creating chaos.

Cognac wore a white collar and a purple satin bow tie. My bridesmaids, who knew we had lost our minds having a dog at the ceremony, ran around with lint rollers, trying to keep their dark gowns free of golden hair—an almost impossible task.

Cognac’s job was to carry a heart-shaped basket containing our rings to Brad. The basket held a heart-shaped pillow to which Brad had secured our rings with pieces of wire. This would prevent a disaster, in case Cognac decided to go for a swim in the spring, basket and all, instead of delivering it to Brad as we’d planned. As I began to walk to the aisle, in preparation for following the bridesmaids, I panicked. I realized I needed another hand! I held my bouquet in one hand, Cognac on his leash in the other, but I needed to hold the basket as well. If I gave the basket to Cognac to carry, he would take it as the signal to run to Brad, just as he’d been trained and I’d be dragged after him—spoiling the effect I’d had in my mind for my appearance on the scene.




Somehow I managed to get to the aisle, unhook Cognac’s leash and put the basket in his mouth. He was off like a shot, racing toward Brad with his beautiful golden ears streaming behind him, as if he was hot on the trail of a speeding rabbit. There was a swell of laughter as our guests appreciated the dedication of our furry ring-bearer.

When Cognac reached Brad, he dropped the basket at feet and, panting, looked up at Brad for approval. As Brad reached down to pick up the rings, a suddenly quiet Cognac solemnly raised his paw to meet my almost-husband’s hand—a canine “Way to go, Brad.”

Our guests, dog-lovers and non-dog-lovers alike, were completely undone and to this day, when anyone talks about our wedding they may not remember what year it was or what I was wearing, but they always mention the dog’s pawshake.

For me, it was the perfect start to our new life together. Just the way I always dreamed it would be—Brad and me... and Cognac.








当我又与男朋友分手，结束了这段为期三年的感情后，我决定是时候面对现实了——我是爱情里面的不幸者。然而，尽管我已经放弃了这段感情，但我还没有准备好下一段爱情，所以我决定养条小狗。

经过我的仔细挑选，我找到了完美的小狗，在一个炎热的六月天，我把这只小金毛猎犬带回家，我叫它戈里亚。

像所有的小狗一样，戈里亚非常可爱，随即，我感受到了爱的甜蜜在我的生命里流动起来。为什么我没有早点儿想到这些？

几天后，我接到一个陌生人的电话，是通过网上约会俱乐部得到我名字的人。我是在我最近那次感情开始前加入这个俱乐部的，也从来没有取消我的会员资格。我对通过俱乐部认识的人没有很深刻的印象，但这个家伙，布拉德，讲电话时听起来很热情，所以当他约我第二天晚上在附近一个公园的湖边见面时，我想，我反正也要带着戈里亚去公园散步……当然，为什么不去呢？

布拉德表示，他曾经是空军技术军士，但他现在已经不服役了。他不是一般的男子，但我喜欢他在电话里的声音，决定保持开放的态度。当我到公园赴约时，我环顾四周，一直在找剪裁时髦的军装和佩戴军事勋章的金发男子。可是在公园里唯一一个金发男子是一个头发几乎到肩膀的英俊男子。我想，为什么这么帅的男人来找我约会？然后那帅气的男子向我走来，说：“是你吗？珍？”




我立即决定要给他一个机会。

戈里亚的热烈欢迎使我们相处得很容易。它跳上布拉德的腿并且围着他转，疯狂地摇摆他的整个身体，试图舔布拉德的每一部分。我们开始在湖边散步，每个人见到我们的小狗都大惊小怪。不知不觉我们已经绕着湖走了大半圈了，布拉德拉着戈里亚，和我像是老朋友一样聊个没完。

散步结束后，我们都还没准备好说再见，所以我们找到了一个咖啡馆，为了方便与小狗在一起，我们选择了坐在室外。从一开始，我们的关系里面就包括了戈里亚。

我们之间的关系进展得非常顺利。三个月后的一天晚上，布拉德和我去一个餐厅吃晚饭，我们都很喜欢这里，因为它在这些地方的餐馆中是有桌布纸的，当服务员来点餐时，也会送来蜡笔，以便候餐的时间可以让您画画或者是写诗。布拉德和我经常会玩游戏，而那一天在我们等待用餐时，我们玩我们一贯玩的游戏。当我猜出了全部的字母和单词时，一个完整的句子出现了：你愿意嫁给我吗？




我深吸一口气，转向布拉德，“你开玩笑吧？”

布拉德神情紧张，但他的眼睛仍闪闪发光，对我笑了笑。“不，我不是在开玩笑——你的答案呢？”

我拿起蜡笔在纸上写了巨大的三个字，我愿意。

我们坐着望着彼此微笑，然后开始计划我们的婚礼。

从一开始，我们就决定了两件事情：我们希望在户外举行婚礼，我们想戈里亚也要作为结婚典礼上的嘉宾。

婚礼的那天清早，准备完善后。我们的家人和朋友聚集在附近的天然温泉，我们会在那个地方宣读我们的誓言。我的伴娘们身着紫色婚纱，我压抑不住自己的幸福和高兴。然而，我有点儿担心，不知道我们让10个月大的戈里亚拿着戒指的方式，是不是愚蠢的方式，年轻的狗都是制造混乱的高手。

戈里亚身穿白色衣领和一条紫色的缎面领结。我的伴娘，不知所措地看着它在仪式上跑来跑去，戈里亚试图解开它藏在黑暗袍里面的金色秀发——这似乎是个不可能完成的任务。

戈里亚的任务是将心形花篮交给我们的布拉德。篮子里面心形枕头上面有戒指。这样就能阻止意外发生，一旦戈里亚决定去温泉游泳，篮子和所有的东西都会弄丢，我们没预想狗狗能乖乖地把戒指交到布拉德手中。当我准备和伴娘走到走道里，我害怕了。我意识到我需要帮忙！我一手牵着戈里亚，而且必须抓好篮子。而我手里还拿着花束。如果我把篮子完全交给戈里亚携带，它将作为信号把篮子带到布拉德那里，就像训练时一样，我会看好戈里亚，不能让我想象中的坏情境发生。




不知道为什么，我没有勇气走过去。戈里亚像听到了发令声一样挣脱了绳索，叼着花篮朝布拉德跑去，我只看到了它金色的耳朵，它就像只超速兔子，客人们都笑出了声。

当戈里亚跑到布拉德面前，它放下篮子，气喘吁吁，看着布拉德。布拉德弯腰拿起戒指，突然安静下来的戈里亚伸出它的爪子指向我这边——就像是在说“去吧，布拉德”。

我们的客人，不管是爱狗人士或是不爱的都一样，已经不太记得当天我们的婚礼，他们可能不记得那一年我穿的是什么，但他们总是提到戈里亚的爪子。

对我来说，这是我们新生活一个完美的开始。就像我总是魂牵梦绕的一样——布拉德和我以及戈里亚的生活。


























The Zen of Cat　一只猫的精美哲学





◎ Jim Wills





The boy was very sad. He knew that the cat’s days were numbered. The doctor had said there wasn’t anything more that could be done, that he should take the cat home and make him as comfortable as possible.

The boy stroked the cat on his lap and sighed. The cat opened his eyes, purred and looked up at the boy. A tear rolled down the Boy’s cheek and landed on the cat’s forehead. The cat gave him a slightly annoyed look.

“Why do you cry, Boy?” the cat asked. “Because you can’t bear the thought of losing me? Because you think you can never replace me?” The boy nodded “yes.”

“And where do you think I’ll be when I leave you?” the cat asked. The boy shrugged helplessly. “Close your eyes, Boy,” the cat said. The boy gave him a questioning look, but did as he was told.

“What color are my eyes and fur?” the cat asked. “Your eyes are gold and your fur is a rich, warm brown,” the boy replied.




“And where is it that you most often see me?” asked the cat. “I see you...on the kitchen windowsill watching the birds...on my favorite chair...on my desk lying on the papers I need...on the pillow next to my head at night.” “Then, whenever you wish to see me, all you must do is close your eyes,” said the cat.

“Pick up that piece of string from the floor—there, my ‘toy’.” The boy opened his eyes, then reached over and picked up the string. It was about two feet long and the cat had been able to entertain himself for hours with it. “Now take each end of the string in one hand,” the cat ordered. The boy did so.

“The end in your left hand is my birth and the end in your right hand is my death. Now bring the two ends together,” the cat said. The boy complied.

“You have made a continuous circle,” said the cat. “Does any point along the string appear to be different, worse or better than any other part of the string?” The Boy inspected the string and then shook his head “no.”

“Close your eyes again,” the cat said. “Now lick your hand.” The boy widened his eyes in surprise.

“Just do it,” the cat said. “Lick your hand, think of me in all my familiar places, think about all the pieces of string.”




The boy felt foolish, licking his hand, but he did as he was told. He discovered what a cat must know, that licking a paw is very calming and allows one to think more clearly. He continued licking and the corners of his mouth turned upward into the first smile he had shown in days. He waited for the cat to tell him to stop, and when he didn’t, he opened his eyes. The cat’s eyes were closed. The boy stroked the warm, brown fur, but the cat was gone.

The boy shut his eyes hard as the tears poured down his face. He saw the cat on the windowsill, then in his bed, then lying across his important papers. He saw him on the pillow next to his head, saw his bright gold eyes and darkest brown on his nose and ears. He opened his eyes and through his tears looked over at the circle of string he still held clutched in his hand.

One day, not long after, there was a new cat on his lap. She was a lovely calico and white...very different from his earlier beloved cat and very much the same.





男孩非常伤心。他知道猫的日子已经屈指可数了。医生说已经没法治了，他只能把猫带回家，尽可能地让它在剩下的时间里过得舒服些。




男孩把猫放在大腿上，轻轻抚摩着它，叹了口气。猫睁开眼睛，喵喵地叫着，抬头看了看男孩。一滴泪珠顺着男孩的脸颊滑落，落在了猫的额头上。猫有点儿不高兴地看了他一眼。

“你哭什么啊，伙计？”猫问，“因为你无法承受将要失去我？因为你认为永远都没有什么能代替我？”男孩点了点头。“是啊。”

“那你认为当我离开你后，我会去往什么地方呢？”猫问道。男孩无奈地耸了耸肩。“闭上你的眼睛，孩子。”猫说。男孩疑惑地看了他一眼，但还是照着猫所说的去做。

“我的眼睛和毛皮是什么颜色的？”猫问。“你的眼睛是金色的，你的毛皮是浓郁而温暖的褐色。”男孩回答。

“那你最常见到我是在什么地方呢？”猫问。“我经常见到你……在厨房的窗台上看鸟儿……在我最喜欢的椅子上……躺在桌子上我需要用的文件上……晚上睡在我脑袋边的枕头上。”“那么，无论什么时候你想见我，你只要闭上你的眼睛就可以了。”猫说。

“把地上那段绳子捡起来——那里，我的‘玩具’。”男孩睁开眼睛，伸手捡起了绳子。绳子大约有两英尺长，猫曾经能玩着绳子自娱自乐好几个小时。“现在用两只手捏住绳子的两端。”猫命令道。男孩照做了。




“你左手捏着的那端，是我的出生，而右手的那端，就是我的死亡。现在把两端连在一起。”猫说道。男孩又照做了。

“你摆出了一个连贯的圆圈，”猫说，“这个绳子上的任意一点与其他点有什么不同吗？或者比绳子的其他部分更好或更差吗？”男孩看着那根绳子，然后摇了摇头。“没有。”

“再次闭上你的眼睛，”猫说，“现在舔舔你的手。”男孩惊讶地睁大了眼睛。

“照我说的做吧，”猫说，“舔舔你的手，想想我在所有我熟悉的地方，想想所有的绳子。”

要舔自己的手，男孩觉得很愚蠢，但他还是照做了。他发现了猫所知道的秘密——舔爪子能让一个人镇静下来，思维也会变得更清晰。他继续舔着，他的嘴角开始上扬，这些天来第一次露出了微笑。他在等着猫叫停，可是没等到，于是他睁开了眼睛。猫的眼睛已经闭上了。男孩抚摩着猫温暖的褐色毛皮，可是猫已经去了。

男孩用力地闭上了眼睛，泪如泉涌。他看到猫蹲在窗台上，然后在他的床上，然后躺在他的重要文件上。他看到猫在他脑袋边的枕头上，看到他明亮的金黄色的眼睛还有鼻子和耳朵上深褐色的毛发。他睁开眼睛，透过泪水看向他依然抓在手里的绳圈。




不久以后的某一天，他的膝上有了一只新的猫。它是一只可爱的白色花斑猫——与之前那只他深爱的猫是那么的不同，然而又是那么的相同。






















My Furry Friend　我最好的朋友





◎ Caroline





Growing up, I always wanted a dog. Probably because most of my friends had them, my favorite TV families had them, and it just seemed normal, and American, to have a pooch in the house.

My Dad is very clean. Not just clean, I might say more Danny Tanner-ish in his habits. As in, he hoses down the backyard, and front walkway, and even gets halfway down the street, just for fun, until we have to yell, “Dad, you’re wasting water! You can’t hose down the world!” Then he stops, and comes inside, and starts the very important task of scrubbing the fingerprint smudges off the walls.

So, no dog. When I was eight, we moved across town to a larger house, with a pool, in a “safer” neighborhood, in a gated community. With a large yard. I was very against moving. Why, I cried, were we picking up and deserting everything and everyone we knew and loved?! Our old house was great, we had an avocado tree, it was on a super steep hill, what more could you want?! Well, in order to calm me down, I guess, my parents told me that we could get a dog when we moved to the new, barren home. I was sold. I quickly shut my trap.




I feel it was serendipitous that we didn’t get a dog after the move. My parents said that I would never walk it, which I vehemently denied, but which was probably true. And saying we would get a dog and not following through was pretty much the only thing my parents ever promised that didn’t happen in my life so far. I guilted them about it for a few years, sobbing on holidays when I said “the only thing I want is a dog” and refused presents. Then snuck them into my room on the sly.

I am in my twenties now, and our new roommate just moved in. She has a dog. A West Highland Terrier, or Westie, as they are known. He is fluffy, but not too fluffy, small, but not too small, white, but not too white. He is perfect.

I don’t even believe in perfection really, but this dog is perfect for me. It’s the dog I always dreamt of having, and it loves me as I knew a dog would. It follows me into the bathroom when I shower. At first we would scare each other, I was not used to having a non-human, living thing with a beating heart following me around and it would surprise me around corners.




Slowly, we got used to each other. Now I can tell when the dog needs to go out, or when he just sees a few birds in our yard. I give the doggie water, I walk him, and I teach him boundaries. My boyfriend was impressed when I taught him how to lie in his bed while the humans are eating, so as not to bother us. “I can’t believe he listens to you.” As Cesar Millan would say, I am the Alpha Dog.

In some ways, I am glad I have (been forced to) wait until this age to have a dog around. I don’t take him for granted. I am happy every morning when I wake up and hear his little nails clicking across the floor. We are a good match. I can see how a dog is not for everyone. They are very needy and require a lot of attention and affection and structure.

Now my parents are semi-retired but my Dad travels a lot for work. He’s off to Luxembourg, Mexico, or the Turks and Caicos every month. I ask my Mom if she would like a dog to keep her company. She says no, she has a stepdog now (ours) and she can visit it whenever she wants.

And yes, my furry friend will go with me wherever I want to go and whenever, he is very accommodating like that.








长大后，我一直想要一只宠物狗。可能是由于它是很多朋友都拥有的宝物，而且我最喜爱的电视家庭也有一只。就像每个美国家庭都有一只狗狗一样，这似乎是习以为常的事。

我的父亲非常爱干净，或许不只是爱干净，我可以说更多的是丹尼坦纳在他10岁上下的习惯。在家的时候，他经常清洗院子、门廊，有时甚至会顺便把半条马路给冲洗一番。而他做这一切，只是觉得好玩。每当这时，我们不得不大声制止，“爸爸，你在浪费水。你总不能把全世界给冲洗一遍吧！”然后他就会停下回到家中，开始他另外一项重要任务，清理墙上的脏指纹。

所以，我们家一直没养狗。当我8岁的时候，我们全家搬到了另外一个镇上更大的房子里，那有个大游泳池，治安更好，小区是半封闭式管理。但是我非常反对搬家。我很不解为什么我们要放弃这里一切熟悉的人和事，去一个陌生的地方。而且我们的老房子很棒，在那个非常陡的山坡上还有一棵鳄梨树，这么多我们热爱的东西，还有什么不满足的？为了让我冷静下来，我父母同意在我们搬到新家后买一只小宠物狗。可是事后我才意识到我被骗了。我中计了。




对于搬家后父母没有实现买宠物狗的诺言，我感到非常讶异。我父母说，我不会遛狗，对这个事实我极力否认。买狗大概是我父母唯一没能履行的承诺。对此，我纠缠了好些年，每当重大节日，我撒娇哭泣着对他们说我唯一想要的是只狗狗时，他们总会拒绝，但事后还是会悄悄走进房间安慰我。

现在我20岁了，新来的室友刚搬进来，而她正好有一只狗，西部高地白色小猎犬，俗称西高地。它毛发蓬松，但又不是太蓬松；体积小，但也不算太小；白色的，但也非苍白。在我眼里，它是那样完美。

其实我并不相信世上有完美的事物，但是它却让我相信了。这就是我梦寐以求的，而它对我回报的爱也是我所期待的。它甚至在洗澡的时候都跟着我。由于不习惯经常被一个有心跳的生物跟随，在最初的相处时间里我很不习惯，并且时常被待在角落里的它吓到。

我们在相处中逐渐习惯了彼此。现在我已经非常熟悉它的作息，什么时候想出门，或者它只是在院子里看着几只小鸟。我喂它水，我带它散步，我教它边界问题。而我的男朋友见我教它要懂礼貌，不要打扰人吃饭时，简直惊呆了。“我真不敢相信它居然能听懂你讲话！”正如塞萨尔米兰所言，我就是领头狗。

某些时刻，我很感谢父母让我在这个年纪才拥有一只狗，并且感到十分满足。每天早上当我醒来的时候，听到它的爪子在地板上发出轻微的声音，感到满满的幸福。我们是天生一对的搭档。我知道并不是每只狗都可以很好地与人相处。这很难得，它们需要足够的关注和感情。
























Chapter 2 最真挚的心灵













Numerous times, I’ve seen how the loving presence of an animal can heal where words have no effect. It seems the language of the heart is simple after all.

我无数次见证过，一只充满爱意的动物的出现是如何医治言语未能奏效的创伤。看来，心灵的语言是最简单的。














Official Greeter of Juneau, Alaska　朱诺市官方迎宾小姐





◎ Beverley





All those who travel to Juneau，Alaska，by water are welcomed at the dock by a dog named Patsy Ann. She doesn’t bark. She doesn’t wag her tail. She doesn’t even respond when you call her. That’s because Patsy Ann is a bronze statue that sits imposingly and silently in the middle of Patsy Ann Square, which borders Juneau’s Gastineau Channel.

The real Patsy Ann was a Staffordshire bull terrier who arrived in Juneau as a newborn pup in late 1929 with her human family. Her family didn’t keep her once they realized she was deaf and could not bark.

The dog was taken in by a second family, but for unknown reasons was later abandoned by them as well. Patsy then became an orphan who freely roamed the streets of Juneau. Patsy Ann limited her daily wanderings to the downtown area, where local merchants and residents grinned at the sight of her happily loping from business to business. Though Patsy Ann was an orphan, the Longshoremen’s Hall became her nightly home. For her, it was the most logical place for warmth and sleep because she spent so much of her time on the docks.




The deaf dog possessed a most remarkable ability. Whenever a ship neared Gastineau Channel, Patsy Ann was somehow able to “hear” its whistle, even if the ship was as much as a half-mile away. At once, the terrier would scamper down to the wharf to await the ship’s arrival.

Juneau’s residents had no idea how Patsy Ann was able to sense the imminent approach of a ship, anymore than they could figure out how the dog knew at exactly which dock she should wait. But they learned to trust her unerring judgment.

One afternoon, townspeople gathered at the appointed dock to await an incoming ship. Patsy Ann joined the expectant crowd and then suddenly ran to a different dock. Everyone was perplexed by her behavior until they realized they had been given misinformation. The ship entered the channel and berthed at the very dock where the terrier was waiting！

Patsy Ann may have loved the local people who fed her and fondly patted her. She may have felt cared for by the longshoremen. But Patsy Ann’s primary happiness came from sitting on the docks as she waited to welcome the ships.




It was appropriate, then, in 1934, for Juneau’s mayor to proclaim Patsy Ann “the official greeter of Juneau, Alaska”.

The same year, the city passed an ordinance stating that all dogs must be licensed. After an animal-control worker impounded Patsy Ann and threatened to euthanize the stray, several of the locals chipped in to pay for her license and to buy a bright red collar for her. She was again free to continue her lookout duty.

For thirteen years, nearly all the days of her life, the wagging tail and the happy-go-lucky presence of the little dog brought a pleasant constancy to the lives of Juneau residents. She could not hear them say “good girl”, but she saw their smiles and felt their affection.

Then, in 1942, Patsy Ann died of natural causes. Members of the saddened community placed Patsy Ann’s body in a small wooden casket and lowered it into Gastineau Channel. Now she would forever be tied to the hearts of Juneau’s people and to the tranquil waters she loved to watch.

Nearly fifty years after Patsy Ann’s death, a campaign was waged to memorialize the terrier. A small patch of land at the Gatineau wharfside was converted into what is now Patsy Ann Square, and a larger-than-life bronze statue was commissioned—complete with a bronze collar that rests at its base.




Today at the foot of the square, gaily-colored flowers bloom, and people sit on benches and gaze out at the horizon, just as the bronze Patsy Ann does.

Patsy Ann, adopted and loved by all the residents of Juneau, is still the official greeter for her city. The statue of the little dog who could not hear sits forever next to a wooden sign, her bronzed presence echoing the words printed there: Welcome to Juneau, Alaska.





凡是经海路去阿拉斯加州朱诺市的人，都会在码头上受到一只叫帕齐·安的狗的欢迎。它不吠叫，也不摇尾巴。你若是招呼它，它也不回应你。这是因为帕齐·安是一个青铜像，庄重而安详地坐落在同名广场的中心，与加斯蒂诺海峡毗邻。

真正的帕齐·安原来是头英国斯塔福德郡斗牛犬。1929年后半年，它还是一头新生幼犬，跟随着主人一家来到朱诺。当主人家发现它又聋又哑后，就没再养它。

这只狗被第二个家庭收留了，可不知为什么，后来又被抛弃了。帕齐成了朱诺街头自由游荡的孤儿。它白天只在市中心迷茫地游荡，而当地的商人和居民一看到它高高兴兴地从一家店铺跑到另一家，就满脸笑容。尽管它是条孤狗，但每天晚上码头工人大厅就成了它的家。在它看来，这当然是避寒和夜宿的地方，因为它的时间几乎都花在码头上。




这聋哑狗有一种非常突出的能力。只要有船一接近加斯蒂诺海峡，不知为什么，即使船还在半英里外，帕齐·安都能“听见”汽笛声。这时，它就会跑到码头等待着船靠岸。

朱诺的居民不清楚帕齐·安怎么会有预感船即将到岸的能力，更不明白它是如何知道船确切的停靠码头，然后去那里等待。但是他们认识到要相信这条狗的准确判断。

一天下午，人们聚集在指定码头迎接到岸的船。帕齐·安也加入了迎船的人群中，突然间，它跑到另外一个码头上去了。每个人都对它的举动感到困惑，后来才意识到是他们弄错了。这艘船开进海峡，就停靠在帕齐等的那个泊位上！

帕齐·安也许很喜欢当地居民，他们给它喂吃的，钟爱地轻轻拍它。它也经常受到码头工人的照顾，但是帕齐的主要乐趣就是坐在码头上，等待着靠岸的船只。

于是，理所当然地，1934年，朱诺市市长宣布帕齐·安为“阿拉斯加朱诺市官方迎宾小姐”。




同年，该市通过一项法令，规定所有的狗必须要领执照。一名动物管理员扣留了帕齐，并威胁说要给它执行安乐死。很多市民凑钱为它办了执照，还买了个鲜红的狗圈。帕齐重获自由，又有更多的时间继续执行遥望的任务。

13年来，几乎在它生命的每一天，每当它摇着尾巴无忧无虑地出现时，总给朱诺的居民带来了欢乐。它听不见他们说“好姑娘”，但是看得见他们的微笑，感受得到他们的关爱。

1942年，帕齐自然老死。悲痛的市民把帕齐·安的尸体安放在一个小木棺材里，慢慢落在加斯蒂诺海峡中。现在，它将和朱诺市市民的心永远连在一起，和它喜欢遥望的宁静的水域永远连在一起。

帕齐·安死后约半个世纪，一场纪念它的活动开展了。加斯蒂诺码头边的一小块土地改建成今日的帕齐·安广场，并在那儿竖立起一尊耀眼的青铜像，比帕齐·安本身还要大，基座上还有一个铜领圈。

如今，在广场的终端，绚丽缤纷的花卉竞相盛开，人们会坐在长椅上，如同铜像帕齐一样眺望远方。

全体朱诺市市民收养并爱戴的帕齐·安，依然是这座城市的官方迎宾小姐。聋哑小狗的铜像永远坐落在木制迎宾牌旁，铜色的印字表达着真挚的情意：欢迎来到阿拉斯加朱诺市。








The Language of the Heart　心灵的语言





◎ Maureen Fredrickson





Soapy Smith is a twenty-four-pound calico rex rabbit. A rex rabbit’s coat lacks the stiff guard hairs of other breeds, resulting in a fur texture that is as soft as a cloud. People look startled when they first touch him and remark how soft he is. I’ve noticed he seems to make everyone who meets him a little softer, too.

One day, Soapy Smith and I visited a shelter for battered women located in a bedraggled section of the city. The women in the shelter looked at me through downcast eyes. No one smiled a greeting, and they appeared uninterested in Soapy’s carrier. Everyone seemed tense and ready to flee. One little girl in particular moved like a wisp in the background. Never raising her eyes, near reaching out, she drifted in and out of the gathered group. The staff informed me that she had been there for over a month and had not spoken the entire time. Nothing they tried had any effect. Her mother said she had talked at one time but not in recent memory. I didn’t want to imagine what could have happened to rob this little girl of the natural curiosity and enthusiasm so natural to childhood.




Spreading a blanket on the floor, I sat down and opened Soapy’s carrier. As the silent child circled past me, I told the group that Soapy would come to talk to them if they sat on his blanket. Several children did this, including the silent girl. In a short time, Soapy emerged from his carrier and slowly hopped from one child to another. Unlike visits at schools where the first touches produced squeals of delight, this visit was unusually quiet. After touching Soapy, these children looked down and sighed softly or smiled into their hands. Soapy continued his rounds, and the children and their mothers gradually began to talk about Soapy and ask questions.

I chatted with the women and children as I kept one eye on the little girl. She sat rigidly at the edge of the blanket, legs held stiffly out straight in front of her. She was staring hard at Soapy. It appeared that he kept making eye contact with her. He would hop from child to child, each visit taking him closer to the girl. I began to wonder if he was pausing to give her time to watch him. During all other visits we had given together in schools, his usual behavior was to hop around the circle letting each person pet him. When he got back to me he would wash his face and then start the circle again.




That day, I watched as Soapy finally worked his way toward the girl. She didn’t reach out to him or encourage him in any way. Rather she sat tensely, just staring.

Finally Soapy came to a stop about two inches from her thigh. He quietly reached out and laid his chin on her knee. I was astonished. While a common behavior for dogs, this is not a behavior exhibited by rabbits, especially not by this rabbit.

The child did not reach out to pet Soapy. Instead, she slowly leaned toward him. When her face was within inches of his, she carefully reached out and circled him with her arms. So softly that no one in the room could hear, she began to talk. Folded around the rabbit, she pillowed her head on his back and whispered to him. Soapy remained motionless.

I looked up and noticed that the shelter workers had stopped talking. Every adult in the room froze in place. Time seemed suspended. Then quietly the child unfolded and sat back up. Soapy sat up too, reached forward and briskly licked her knee. She did not smile. She did not reach out to him, but the rigidity of her back relaxed, and her shoulders rounded into a comfortable slope. The little girl stood up and walked over to her mother and began to suck her thumb.




The little girl reappeared when I was preparing to leave. She reached her hands out and looked me directly in the eye. I held Soapy out to her. She wrapped him in a big hug and pressed her face against him. Suspended from my hands as he was, I was concerned that he would begin to struggle. Instead he reached out his head again and laid it on the child’s shoulder. His breathing slowed and he closed his eyes. As quickly as it happened, the little girl released her hug and stepped back. As she turned away, I thought I saw the beginnings of a faint smile.

The rabbit in his cloud of soft, warm fur had touched something deep in the child—something that had died from too much hard experience. Soapy’s innocence and trust appeared to kindle those very same qualities in the little girl.

Numerous times, I’ve seen how the loving presence of an animal can heal where words have no effect. It seems the language of the heart is simple after all.





索比·史密斯是只24磅重的卷毛花兔。卷毛花兔没有其他种类兔子的那种有防护作用的硬毛，它的毛柔软得像一朵云彩。人们第—次触摸索比时，都对它这么柔软的皮毛震惊不已。我注意到，它似乎让每一个见了它的人也变得柔和起来。




有一天，我和索比·史密斯前往位于城区破败不堪角落里的一个收容所，看望那里的受虐妇女。她们用沮丧的眼神看着我们。没有人微笑表示欢迎，也没有人对装着索比的箱子感兴趣。所有人都显得精神紧张，似乎准备随时逃离。尤其有个小女孩，在人群后像一阵风似的快速移动。她始终不抬眼睛，也不接近别人，只是飘飘忽忽地来到这群妇女中间，又飘飘忽忽地离去。这里的工作人员告诉我，这女孩已经来了一个多月了，这期间她一语未发。不论这些人怎么尝试，她就是不开口说话。她妈妈说，她曾经开口说过话，但那是很久以前的事了。我不愿想象究竟发生过什么，竟然剥夺了这个小女孩的好奇心和热情，而这本是儿童应有的天性。

我在地上铺了块毯子，然后坐下来，把装索比的箱子打开。那个沉默的女孩在我们身旁绕过时，我告诉大家，如果她们坐在毯子上，索比就会与她们交谈。有几个孩子坐下了，包括那个沉默的女孩。索比很快就从箱子里出来了，慢慢地从一个孩子跳到另一个孩子。不像以往带索比去学校时，孩子们一摸它就高兴得尖叫，这回是异乎寻常的安静。这些孩子抚摩着索比，低头一看，轻声叹息或者双手捂住脸笑。索比继续绕着圈跳来跳去，孩子们与她们的妈妈逐渐开始谈论索比，而且还提出问题。




我一边与那些妇女和孩子聊天，一边注意着那个小女孩。她僵直地坐在毯子的边缘，僵硬地伸出两条腿，聚精会神地盯着兔子。索比似乎一直在与她眼神交流。它在孩子们中间蹦时，每绕过一个孩子，它就越来越靠近那女孩。我开始纳闷，索比是不是为了给她时间让她注意它而停步。我们去学校与孩子们见面时，索比通常是绕着圈子蹦跳，让每个孩子抚摩它。回到我这边以后，它就会把脸洗干净，然后再继续绕圈。

那天，我看到索比终于走向那女孩。她没有伸手，也没有任何鼓励索比的动作或表情，而只是紧张地坐着，凝视着对方。

最后，索比在离她腿两英寸的地方停了下来。它悄悄地伸出脖子，把下巴搁在那女孩的膝盖上。我惊呆了。这对狗来讲是个平常的动作，可不是兔子的行为，尤其不是这只兔子该有的举动。

那孩子没有伸手去摸索比，而是慢慢地朝索比俯下身。当她的脸离索比的脸只有不到几英寸时，她轻轻地伸出手，用双臂抱住了它。她开始说话了，声音轻柔得屋里没有人能听得见。她抱住兔子，把头枕在它的背上，与静静待着的索比窃窃耳语。

我抬起头一看，发现收容所的工作人员都停止了交谈。屋里的每个成年人都呆住了。时间好像停滞不前了。然后那女孩轻轻地收回双臂，又重新坐直了。索比也坐了起来，往前挪动，俯身舔她的膝盖。她没有笑，也没伸出手来，可她的背放松了，肩膀也有了看着舒适的斜度。她站了起来，走向她妈妈，开始吮吸自己的拇指。




当我正准备离开时，这个小女孩又出现了。她伸出手来，直视着我的眼睛。我把索比递给她，她紧紧地抱着它，把脸紧贴在它的身上。它被别人举在手里，我担心它会开始挣扎。相反，它非但没有挣扎，而且还伸出它的头来，把头贴在女孩的肩膀上。索比的呼吸变得缓慢了，它闭上了眼睛。此时小女孩松开了手，往后退了几步。当她转身离开时，我想我看见她的脸上开始露出一丝浅浅的微笑。

这只兔子云朵一般柔软而温暖的皮毛，触动了孩子心灵深处的某些东西——因无数的痛苦经历而消失的感情。索比的天真和信赖似乎点燃了那小女孩同样的情感。

我无数次见证过，一只充满爱意的动物的出现是如何医治言语未能奏效的创伤。看来，心灵的语言是最简单的。


























The Eyes of Tex　特克斯的眼睛





◎ Honzie L Rodgers





Eric Seal thought the scrawny puppy at his feet was perhaps five weeks old. Some time during the night, the little mixed-breed female had been dumped at the Seals’ front gate. “Before you ask,” he told Jeffrey, his wife, “the answer is an absolute no. We are not going to keep it. We don’t need another dog. When and if we do, we’ll get a purebred.” As though she hadn’t heard him, his wife sweetly asked, “What kind do you think it is?” Eric shook his head. “It’s hard to tell. From her color markings and the way she holds her ears in a half lop, I’d say she’s part German shepherd.” “We can’t just turn her away,” Jeffrey pleaded. “I’ll feed her and get her cleaned up. Then we’ll find a home for her.”

Standing between them, the puppy seemed to sense that her fate was being decided. Her tail wagged tentatively as she looked from one to the other. Eric noticed that although her ribs showed through a dull coat, her eyes were bright and animated. Finally, he shrugged his shoulders. “Okay, if you want to fool with her, go ahead. But let’s get one thing straight: We don’t need a Heinz-57 mongrel.” The puppy nestled comfortably in Jeffrey’s arms as they walked toward the house. “One other thing,” Eric continued. “Let’s wait a few days to put her in the pen with Tex. We don’t want Tex exposed to anything. He has all the troubles he can handle.”




Tex, the six-year-old cattle dog the Seals had raised from a puppy, was unusually amiable for a blue-heeler, a breed established by ranchers in Australia. So, although he already shared his doghouse with a yellow cat, soon Tex happily moved over and made room for the new puppy the Seals called Heinz.

Not long before Heinz showed up, the Seals had noticed that Tex appeared to be losing his eyesight. Their veterinarian said he thought the dog had cataracts that might be surgically removed. But when they brought Tex to a specialist in Dallas, he determined that the dog’s poor eyesight was only partially due to cataracts. He made an appointment for Tex at the local college’s veterinary laboratory. Doctors there determined that Tex was already blind. They explained that no medical or surgical procedure could have halted or delayed Tex’s progressive loss of vision.




As they talked on their way home, the Seals realized that over the last few months, they had watched Tex cope with his blindness. Now they understood why Tex sometimes missed a gate opening or bumped his nose on the chain link fence. And why he usually stayed on the gravel walkways traveling to and from the house. If he wandered off, he quartered back and forth until he was on the gravel again.

While the couple had been preoccupied with Tex’s troubles, Heinz had grown plump and frisky, and her dark brown-and-black coat glowed with health.

It was soon obvious that the little German shepherd crossbreed would be a large dog—too large to continue sharing a doghouse with Tex and the yellow cat. One weekend, the Seals built another doghouse next to the one the dogs had shared.

It was then they recognized that what they had assumed was puppy playfulness—Heinz’s pushing and tugging at Tex while romping with him—actually had a purpose. Without any training or coaching, Heinz had become Tex’s “seeing eye” dog.

Each evening when the dogs settled in for the night, Heinz gently took Tex’s nose in her mouth and led him into his house. In the morning, she got him up and guided him out of the house again. When the two dogs approached a gate, Heinz used her shoulder to guide Tex through. When they ran along the fence surrounding their pen, Heinz placed herself between Tex and the wire.




“On sunny days, Tex sleeps stretched out on the driveway asphalt,” says Jeffrey. “If a car approaches, Heinz will nudge him awake and guide him out of danger. Any number of times we’ve seen Heinz push Tex aside to get him out of the horses’ way. What we didn’t understand at first was how the two could run side by side, dashing full speed across the pasture. Then one day, the dogs accompanied me while I exercised my horse, and I heard Heinz ‘talking’, she was making a series of soft grunts to keep Tex on course beside her.”

The Seals were awed. Without any training, the young dog had devised whatever means were necessary to help, guide and protect her blind companion. It was clear that Heinz shared more than her eyes with Tex; she shared her heart.





埃里克·西尔想，趴在他脚边的这只骨瘦如柴的小狗可能有5周大。这只杂种母狗被人丢在西尔夫妇的门口。“你不用问，”埃里克对他妻子杰弗里说，“答案是绝对‘不行’。我们不能养它。我们不需要再养一条狗。如果真要养的话，就养一只纯种的。”杰弗里似乎没听到他说什么，轻声细语地问道：“你认为这狗是什么品种？”埃里克摇摇头，“不大好说。从它的斑点颜色和半耷拉着的耳朵来看，我觉得是杂种德国牧羊狗。”“我们不能赶它走，”杰弗里央求道，“我来喂它，把它清洗干净，然后再给它找个家。”




小狗站在他们两人中间，似乎感觉到自己的命运正处于抉择之际。它看看这个，又看看那个，尾巴试探性地摇晃着。埃里克发现，尽管它毫无光泽的皮毛下瘦骨伶仃，但是它的眼睛却异常明亮有神。最后，他耸耸肩膀，说道：“好吧，如果你想摆弄它，就随你便吧。但是有一件事情咱们要说清楚：我们不需要海因茨57杂种狗。”他们朝屋子走去，小狗舒服地躺在杰弗里的胳膊中间。“还有一件事情，”埃里克继续说道：“我们等些天再把它放到特克斯的窝里。我们不要给特克斯添任何麻烦，它的麻烦已经够多了。

特克斯，这条6岁大的牧羊狗，是西尔夫妇从刚出生时一直养大的，它是澳大利亚牧场主培育的狗种，特别和蔼可亲。尽管它已经和一只黄猫共用它的狗窝，但它还是高兴地让出些地方，给这只被西尔夫妇叫做海因茨的新来的小狗。




海因茨出现之前不久，西尔夫妇就已经发现特克斯的视力有所下降。兽医认为特克斯有白内障，也许可以通过手术治愈。但是，当他们把特克斯带到专家达拉斯那儿检查时，专家认为，白内障只是造成视力衰弱的部分原因。专家为特克斯在当地大学的兽医学实验室预约了门诊。医生们断定特克斯已经失明了，并解释说，任何医药或手术措施都无法终止或延缓它的视力衰弱。

在回家的路上，西尔夫妇想起来在这过去的几个月里，他们实际上见到过特克斯是怎样生活在失明状态中的，现在他们终于明白了，为什么特克斯有时候会撞上正在开着的门，或把鼻子撞在铁丝围栏上，为什么它出门和回家总是沿着石子路走；一旦走偏，它就前后摸索着直至再回到石子路上。

西尔夫妇一直忙着特克斯失明的事，不知不觉，海因茨已长得肥肥胖胖，活蹦乱跳的，深棕黑色的毛呈现出健康的光泽。

很快就能感觉到，这只德国杂种牧羊犬将会长成一只大狗——大到无法再继续与特克斯和那只黄猫共享一个狗窝。于是在一个周末，西尔夫妇在原来那个狗窝旁边新建了另一个窝。

也就是这个时候，他们才明白，原先认为海因茨跟特克斯玩的时候又推又拽，只是小狗爱玩闹，实际上是有目的的。海因茨没有受过任何训练和培训，却成了特克斯的导盲犬。




每天晚上当两只狗准备就寝的时候，海因茨就用它的嘴轻轻咬住特克斯的鼻子，领着它进屋。早上再叫它起床，把它带出屋子。当它们来到门前的时候，海因茨会用肩膀引着特克斯。当它们围着围栏跑的时候，海因茨就跑在特克斯和围栏之间。

“阳光普照的日子，特克斯全身伸展开来，睡在柏油车道上，”杰弗里说道，“如果有车靠近，海因茨就把它捅醒，引导它脱离危险。很多次，我们看见海因茨把特克斯从马腿边推开。刚开始我们不明白为什么它们俩能在牧场上并排奔跑。后来有一天，我遛马的时候，两只狗跟着我。我听见海因茨在‘说话’，它不断地发出轻轻的咕噜声，让特克斯一直跟在它旁边。”

西尔夫妇的敬畏感油然而生。没有经过任何训练，小狗竟想出各种必要的方法来帮助、指引和保护它失明的同伴。显然，海因茨与特克斯分享的不仅仅是眼睛，还有它的心。


























The Golden Years　美好的晚年





◎ Yvonne A. Martell





My best friend, Cocoa, and I live in a senior-citizen apartment complex in a lovely small town. Cocoa is a ten-year-old poodle and I am a sixty-nine-year-old lady, so you can see we both qualify as senior citizens.

Years ago, I promised myself that when I retired I would get a chocolate poodle to share my golden years. From the very first, Cocoa has always been exceptionally well-behaved. I never have to tell him anything more than once. He was housebroken in three days and has never done anything naughty. He is extremely neat—when taking his toys from his box to play, he always puts them back when he is finished. I have been accused of being obsessively neat, and sometimes I wonder if he mimics me or if he was born that way, too.

He is a wonderful companion. When I throw a ball for him, he picks it up in his mouth and throws it back to me. We sometimes play a game I played as a child—but never with a dog. He puts his paw on my hand, I cover it with my other hand, he puts his paw on top, and I slide my hand out from underneath the pile and lay it on top, and so on. He does many amusing things that make me laugh, and when that happens, he is so delighted he just keeps it up. I enjoy his company immensely.




But almost two years ago, Cocoa did something that defies comprehension. Was it a miracle or a coincidence? It is certainly a mystery.

One afternoon, Cocoa started acting strangely. I was sitting on the floor playing with him, when he started pawing and sniffing at the right side of my chest. He had never done anything like this ever before, and I told him, “No.” With Cocoa, one “no” is usually sufficient, but not that day. He stopped briefly, and then suddenly ran toward me from the other side of the room, throwing his entire weigh—eighteen pounds—at the right side of my chest. He crashed into me and I yelped in pain. It hurt more than I thought it should have.

Soon after this, I felt a lump. I went to my doctors, and after X rays, tests and lab work were done, they told me I had cancer.

When cancer starts, for an unknown reason, a wall of calcium builds. Then the lump or cancer attaches itself to this wall. When Cocoa jumped on me, the force of the impact broke the lump away from the calcium wall. This made it possible for me to notice the lump. Before that, I couldn’t see it or feel it, so there was no way for me to know it was there.




I had a complete mastectomy and the cancer has not spread to any other part of my body. The doctors told me if the cancer had gone undetected even six more months, it would have been too late.

Was Cocoa aware of just what he was doing? I’ll never really know. What I do know is that I’m glad I made a promise to spend my golden years with this wonderful chocolate brown poodle—for Cocoa not only shares his life with me; he has made sure that I will be around to share my life with him!





我最好的朋友,可可，和我住在一座可爱小城的老年公民公寓里。可可是只10岁的卷毛狗，而我是个69岁的女人，所以我们俩都够格当老年公民。

多年前，我就暗暗发誓，退休时要找条巧克力色的卷毛狗与我共度美好的晚年。从一开始，可可就表现得特别乖，任何事情我只说一遍就行。经过三天的训练，可可就养成了家庭卫生的习惯，而且从没有干过淘气的事。它特别爱整洁——从盒子里拿出玩具玩过之后，总是再放回原处。我一直被人指责过分爱整洁，可我有时也不知道，那狗是在模仿我呢，还是它生来也是如此。




可可是一个极好的伴侣。当我把球丢出去后，它就用嘴叼起来还给我。我们有时候玩一种我小时候玩的游戏——可这我从来没和狗玩过。它把爪子放在我的一只手上，我用另一只手放在它爪子上，它把爪子放在上面，我再抽出最下面的手，放在最上面，就这样继续着。可可做很多有趣的动作让我发笑。它见我笑，就高兴地继续做那个动作。我十分喜欢有它这样的伴儿。

但是大约两年前，可可做了件无法理解的事。这是奇迹，还是巧合？至今还是个谜。

一天下午，可可的行为开始反常。我坐在地板上逗它玩，它开始用爪子挠，还不断地闻我胸部右侧。以前它从来没有做过类似的举动。我告诉它：“不要这样。”通常说一遍“不”就足够了，可是那天不行。它停了一下，然后突然从屋子的另一端朝我奔来，把全身18磅的重量压在我胸部右侧。可可猛撞了我，疼得我哇哇直叫。它的冲击比我想象中的痛得多。

此后不久，我感到有个肿块。我去看了医生，进行了X光透视和各种检查、化验。他们告诉我说，我得了癌症。

癌症开始时，不知什么原因，出现一层钙壁。然后肿块或癌就附着在那层钙壁上。可可跳在我身上时，冲击力把肿块从钙壁上分离下来，这才使我注意到了肿块。在这之前，我无法看见也感觉不到这一切，所以也就无从知道肿块的存在。




我做了完整的乳房切除手术，癌细胞还没有扩散到身体其他部位。医生告诉我，如果再有半年还没发现癌症的话，就为时过晚了。

可可意识到它做的事情了吗？我永远也得不到答案。我所知道的是，我很高兴当时我许愿要和这只杰出的巧克力色卷毛狗共度晚年——因为可可不仅与我分享它的生命，而且确实做到让我能健康地活着，与它分享我的生命！


























An Extra Ten Minutes　再待10分钟





◎ Mary Marcdante





On Monday afternoons at two o’clock, Beau and I would arrive at the Silver Spring Convalescent Center on Milwaukee’s northeast side of town for an hour of pet therapy with the seniors who lived there. We’d walk the hall-ways greeting everyone on our way to the hospitality room, where residents would come to pet Beau and bask in the adoration of this beautiful, happy, ten-year-old, ninety-nine-pound Doberman pinscher. You’d never know this was the same dog that arrived at my doorstep eight years earlier so beaten, scarred and scared that as soon as he made eye contact with you, he’d lie down on his back with his feet up in the air and pee until you petted and soothed him into feeling safe.

On our first visit, as we walked through the canary-yellow Hallway One, I heard an elderly man’s excited voice, thick with a German accent, streaming out of room 112. “Ma, Ma, the German dog is here! The German dog is here!”




No sooner did I hear the voice than a wrinkle-faced, six-foot tall, white-haired pogo stick of a man was greeting us at the door, swooping his big, open hand and strong arm across the doorway, inviting us in. “ I’ m Charlie. This is my wife, Emma. Come in, come in.”

When Beau heard Charlie’s friendly, enthusiastic voice, his entire body went into his customary wagging frenzy and leanagainst-your-thigh position, waiting for a petting, which was immediately forthcoming from Charlie.

As we walked into the room, a frail but lively eightyish, violet-haired Emma sat in bed, smiling, patting her hand on the bed. All she had to do was pat once, and Beau, leashed and always obedient, was up on the bed lying down beside her, licking her face. Her eyes teared up as Charlie told us that he and Emma had immigrated to the United States from Germany during World War II and had to leave their beloved Doberman, Max, behind. Max, according to Charlie, was the spitting image of Beau.

The next door, room 114, was home to Katherine, a woman in her seventies who had stopped talking for a few months earlier and had been living in a catatonic state in her wheelchair for the past month. No amount of love, hugs, talking or sitting had been able to stir her. When Beau and I walked into her room, a small light was on next to her bed and the shades were pulled. She was sitting in her wheelchair, her back toward us, slouched over, facing the viewless window.




Beau was pulling ahead of me with his leash. Before I could get around to kneel down in front of her, he was at her left side, with his head in her lap. I pulled a chair up in front of her and sat down, saying hello. No response. In the fifteen minutes that Beau and I sat with Katherine, she never said a word and never moved. Surprising as that may be, more surprising was that Beau never moved either. He stood the entire fifteen minutes, his long chin resting on her lap.

If you knew Beau, you’d know that even ten seconds was an eternity to wait for a petting. Not here. He was as frozen as Katherine, head glued to her lap. I became so uncomfortable with the lack of life in this woman that, much as I wished I felt differently, when the clock chimed 2:30 P.M., I rushed to say good-bye, stood up and pulled the reluctant Beau out.

I asked one of the nurses why Katherine was catatonic. “We don’t know why. Sometimes it just happens when elderly people have family who show no interest in them. We just try to make her as comfortable as possible.”




All the wonderful people and animals who blessed my life flashed in front of my eyes, and then they were gone. I felt what I imagined Katherine must be feeling: lonely, lost and forgotten. I was determined to find a way through to her.

Every Monday thereafter, Beau and I made our rounds to the hospitality room, stopping to make special visits in room 112 to visit Charlie and Emma, and in room 114 to sit with Katherine. Always the same response—Charlie waving us in and Emma patting the bed, waiting for Beau’s licks, both so alive. And then on to Katherine, sitting desolately, no sign of life except for her shallow breathing.

Each visit I attempted to engage Katherine in conversation. No response. I grew more and more frustrated with Katherine, not content with just “being” with her. Yet here was Beau, meditative dog-monk, teaching me how to “be” and love quietly, assuming “the position” for the fifteen minutes we sat at each visit.

On our fourth visit, I was ready to bypass Katherine’s room, but Beau had other plans. He pulled me into Katherine’s room and took his familiar pose on her left side, head on lap. I acquiesced, but since I had a business meeting later in the afternoon with which I was preoccupied, I decided to cut short our usual fifteen minutes with Katherine to five. Instead of talking, I remained quiet, focusing inwardly on my upcoming meeting. Surely she’d never notice or care. As I stood up to walk out and began to pull Beau away, he wouldn’t budge.




And then the most miraculous thing happened. Katherine’s hand went up to the top of Beau’s head and rested there. No other movement, just her hand. Instead of Beau’s customary response of nose nuzzling and increased body wagging, he continued to stand like a statue, never moving from his spot.

I sat back down in silent shock, and for the next ten precious minutes, reveled in the stream of life flowing between Katherine’s hand and Beau’s head. As the clock chimed half past two, marking the end of our fifteen minutes, Katherine’s hand gently slid back into her lap, and Beau turned to walk out the door.

It’s been ten years since that visit and eight years since Beau died in my arms from a stroke. Love has many ways of showing its face. Each time I am ready to walk away from a person on whom I’ve given up, I am reminded of the power of Beau’s loving persistence with Katherine and with me. If Beau can give an extra ten minutes, surely I can too.








每星期一下午两点，我和博都要去密尔沃基东北方向的银泉康复中心，为住在那里的老人进行一小时的宠物治疗。我们经过过道来到接待室，一路上和每个人打招呼。在接待室，休养的人抚摩博，大家都沉浸在对这只漂亮幸福、10岁大、99磅重的德国种短毛猎犬的爱慕中。你怎么也想不到，8年前，就是这只狗，伤痕累累遍体鳞伤地出现在我家台阶上，由于惊吓过度，一见人就仰卧着，翘起腿撒尿，直到你去抚摩它，安慰它，它才感到安全。

我们初次访问康复中心，经过金丝楠木1号走廊时，从112号房间传出一位老人激动的声音，那声音带有浓重的德国口音。“玛，玛，那德国狗来了！那德国狗来了！”

在我听到声音不久，我看到一个满脸皱纹，6英尺高、白头发、拄着单高跷拐杖的男人在门廊边摇晃着他的大手和强壮的臂膀，邀请我们进屋。

“我叫查利，这是我妻子，埃玛。请进，请进。”

博听见查利友好、热情的声音，身子立刻激动得习惯性地晃个不停，摆出要贴靠你大腿的姿势，等着你去抚摩它。查利这时便满足了它的愿望。




我们进了屋子，看见80多岁、紫色头发的埃玛坐在床上，瘦弱但充满活力；她面带微笑，用手拍着床。她只需拍一下，拴着皮带、向来顺从的博就会跳上床，躺在她旁边，舔她的脸。第二次世界大战期间，他们俩从德国移民来美国时，不得不把心爱的德国种短毛猎犬马克斯留在德国。查利对我们说这话的时候，埃玛的眼中满含泪水。据查利说，博长得简直和马克斯一模一样。

隔壁114房间住的是70多岁的凯瑟琳。几个月以前她就开始一言不发了，近一个月时间，她一直坐在轮椅上，处于精神分裂状态。对她的任何爱护、拥抱、交谈或陪伴都无法打动她。我和博走进她的房间，她的床边有一盏小灯，遮阳窗帘拉着。她坐在她的轮椅上，背对着我们，面对着看不到任何景色的窗户。

博用皮带拖着我，走在我的前面。我还没来得及在凯瑟琳面前蹲下，博就已经站在她的左边，把脑袋靠在她的膝盖上了。我拖了把椅子在她面前坐下，问了声好。没有任何回应。在我和博与凯瑟琳坐在一起的15分钟里，她一语未发，一步未动。这可能很奇怪，但更奇怪的是博也一动不动。它整整站了15分钟，一直把它长长的下巴放在凯瑟琳的膝盖上。

你要是了解博，就会知道对期待着爱抚的它来说，哪怕10秒钟也像是很长时间。可这次却不一样。它和凯瑟琳一样僵在那儿，脑袋靠在她膝盖上。和这个没有一丝生机的女人在一起，我觉得很不舒服，希望这种尴尬场面快点儿结束。两点半一到，我匆忙说了声“再见”，就抽起身来，拉着不情愿的博走了出去。




我问其中的一个护士凯瑟琳为什么会得精神分裂症。“我们也不知道原因。有时候老年人得不到家里人的关注时，就会一下子得这种病。我们只能使她感到尽可能的舒适。”

我眼前闪现出所有给我的生活带来幸福的人和动物，他们一闪而过。我可以感受到凯瑟琳现在的心情：孤单、失落、被人遗忘。我决定寻找通往她心灵深处的那条路。

从那以后的每个星期一，我和博都照例去接待室，还专门拜访112房间的查利和埃玛，在114号房间陪凯瑟琳坐着。每次情况都一样——查利挥手请我们进屋，埃玛用手拍着床，等待博去舔她，两个人都那么愉悦。然后去凯瑟琳的房间，她毫无生气地坐在那里，除了浅弱的呼吸声外，没有一丝生命迹象。

每次拜访，我都试图和凯瑟琳聊天，可她始终没有反应。我越来越觉得沮丧，不满足于只是跟她待在一起。可是还有博，每次拜访，这只狗“和尚”就摆出姿势“坐禅”一刻钟，教我如何“陪”凯瑟琳及表示无声的爱。

我们第四次拜访这里的时候，我已经决定绕过凯瑟琳的房间，可是博却另有它的想法。它把我拉进凯瑟琳的房间，像往常一样，待在她左边，头放在她膝盖上。我默许了，可是我心里想着当天下午晚些时候的商务会议，因此决定把陪凯瑟琳的时间从以前的15分钟缩短到5分钟。我没开口，只是安静地坐在那里，心里想着即将召开的会议。凯瑟琳肯定不会注意也不会在意我们提前结束。可是我起身拉着博走的时候，它却一丝不肯让步。




然后最不可思议的事情发生了。凯瑟琳的手抬到博的头顶就放在那儿。没有别的动作，就只是她的手。博既没像平常那样习惯性地用鼻子蹭，也没有使劲地摇晃身体，仍然像座雕塑一样站在那里。

我坐回去，暗自惊讶着。之后的10分钟，我感受着凯瑟琳的手和博的头之间那种生命之源的流淌。时钟敲过两点半，15分钟到了，这时，凯瑟琳的手慢慢滑落到膝上，博转身走出房间。

那次拜访离现在已经有10年之久，博因为中风去世在我怀里也已经有8年时间了。爱有多种表达方式。每次，当我想要离开我已对其绝望的人时，我就想起博对凯瑟琳和对我那份始终如一的爱的力量。如果博能耐心再待10分钟，那么我也能。


















’ Life　狗狗的生活





◎ Hedda Hound





The scene was the People’s Building Center parking lot in Dayton, Texas. The SNAP mobile clinic was full of dogs and cats, 22 of them to be spayed or neutered. Dr. Johnson had arrived, and Chris and Michele were prepping a dog for surgery.

There was a lot of barking coming from outside. The crew looked out the window and saw a little brown five-pound Chihuahua barking at a dark blue Jeep Liberty. This dog literally would not let this car move. The driver started edging forward very slowly, but the Chihuahua got right in front of the front wheel. The little fellow kept barking and wouldn’t budge. Soon a crowd gathered in the parking lot. One of the onlookers suggested the driver back up. When she tried, the Chihuahua quickly ran around to the back of the car and wouldn’t let the driver go backwards either.

A few moments later a Dayton policeman arrived. Everyone thought that the problem would quickly be solved because the dog had a collar and tag. The Chihuahua wouldn’t let the officer or anyone else come near enough to read it though.




The standoff went on for 45 minutes or so. The lady kept saying she needed to be somewhere. The SNAP team offered ideas on how to secure the pup and even supplied food to be used to bribe him away from the Jeep. The Chihuahua would have none of it.

Finally the parking lot group decided on a plan. The lady in the dark blue Jeep Liberty started driving ahead very slowly with the passenger door open very slowly as in one mile per hour. The Chihuahua ran along the passenger side of the car. The Dayton Police car followed, and behind him were two other cars. They led the Chihuahua in this way to a fenced area behind the People’s Building Center supermarket. There they were finally able to catch the Chihuahua and read the tag on his collar.

Imagine everyone’s surprise when the Chihuahua’s guardian turned out to be the owner of a dark blue Jeep Liberty! They had driven to a Walgreens drug store near the People’s Building Center a day or so earlier. There, unbeknownst to the guardian, the Chihuahua had jumped out of the car. The guardian had discovered the dog was missing after returning home and had returned to the drug store several times to try to find him but without success.




Once the whole story was known, everyone realized just how smart the little Chihuahua had been. He recognized that the Jeep matched his guardian’s car. (The color was off a bit, but dogs can’t distinguish most colors.) He also recognized that the person in the car was the wrong person. He thus decided that the best approach was to keep the car there until the right person came along. It was his intelligence that ultimately enabled the smart little guy to find his way home. He taught us how smart a dog can be in the process.





事情发生在得克萨斯州代顿人民建设中心的停车场。SNAP诊所里挤满了猫和狗，它们其中的22只将要进行节育。约翰逊医生到了，克里斯和米歇尔在准备为一只狗做手术。

外面一片狗吠声。员工们向窗外望去，看到一只小小的5磅重的棕色吉娃娃，正冲着一辆深蓝色吉普车叫着。这只狗的本意是不想让这辆车走。司机开始慢慢地行进，但是吉娃娃正好站在前面的轮胎下。这只小狗不停地叫着，一丝也不让步。很快，停车场里聚满了人。其中一个旁观者建议司机向后退。司机准备后退的时候，吉娃娃很快奔至车的尾部，也不让车往后退。




几分钟之后，一位警察赶到了。大家认为问题很快就会解决了，因为这只狗戴着项圈和标签。但是这只吉娃娃却不让警察或任何人靠近它、看清它身上的标签。

对峙大概持续了45分钟。这位小姐坚持认为应该有人来处理这只小狗。SNAP出主意保护小狗，甚至用食物来诱惑它离开吉普车。但是对吉娃娃来说都不奏效。

最后，停车场作出一个决定。深蓝色吉普车中的女士开始慢慢开动汽车，按每小时一英里的速度缓慢行驶。吉娃娃顺着车的方向跑。警车紧随其后，后面还跟着两辆其他的车。他们把吉娃娃带到人民建设中心超级市场后面一块围封起来的区域。最后抓住了吉娃娃，看清了它身上的标签。

当查出这只吉娃娃的监护人就是一辆深蓝色吉普车的主人时，可以想象大家有多惊讶。

大概一天前，主人曾带着吉娃娃驱车前往人民建设中心附近的沃尔格林药店。在那里，在监护人不知情的情况下，它跳出了车。监护人在回家之后才发现狗丢了，之后几次回药店去寻找，都没有找到。

当知道整个故事之后，大家都觉得这只小吉娃娃是多么聪明。它认出那辆吉普车和主人的车是一样的，还认出车里的人不是主人。因此决定，最后的方法就是不让车走，直到主人出现。是它的机灵才智最后帮助它找到了回家的路。在这个故事中，我们看到了，狗狗究竟有多么聪明。
























An Encounter with the Manatees　与海牛的一次邂逅





◎ Linda Ballou





Walking alone on a remote beach in southwest Florida, I was startled to hear splashes and a deep sigh coming from the water just offshore.

As I squinted in the direction of the sounds, the rounded gray back of a sea creature rose amid a red froth, rolled turbulently at the surface, and then sank back into the Gulf. Moments later a broad nose emerged and exhaled in a great snuffling breath. It was a manatee, and by the looks of the reddish-colored water and the way it was thrashing, it was in trouble.

I had often watched manatees in these warm coastal waters, but I’d never seen one act like this before. Usually just their big nostrils appeared for a gulp of air as they foraged on sea grasses or swam slowly to greener underwater pastures. But I also knew how common it was for these lumbering giants to be gashed by boat propellers or entangled in crab traps.




I wanted to help, but what could I do? There was no one else on the beach, and the nearest phone to call the Marine Patrol was miles away.

Tossing my beach bag onto the sand, I began wading toward the animal, who continued to writhe as if in distress. I was still only waist deep when I came close enough to make out the bristly whiskers on the manatee’s muzzle as it thrust up out of the sea. Then, to my surprise, a second muzzle, much smaller, poked up beside it.

I pushed on through the shoal water, but now the manatees were also moving toward me. Before I knew what was happening, I was in chest-deep water encircled by not one or two, but at least three blimp like bodies. I felt elated and slightly dizzy like the kid who is ‘it’ in a schoolyard game.

A bulbous snout emerged next to me. In the translucent water, I could clearly see the rest of the huge mammal, and there, nestled close behind her, a smaller version of her massive body.

Then, with incredible gentleness for such an enormous creature, the larger manatee nudged the little one with her paddle-shaped flipper and pushed it to the surface beside me. I wanted to reach out and touch the pudgy sea baby, but I hesitated, not knowing the rules of this inter-species encounter.




As the two slipped back underwater, two other manatees moved in from behind and slid by, one on either side, rubbing gently against my body as they swam past. They circled and repeated the action, this time followed by the mother and her calf. Emboldened by their overtures, I let my hand graze the side of the small manatee, now clinging to the mother’s back, as they made their pass. Its skin felt rubbery and firm like an old fashioned hot water bottle.

The group completed several more circuits. Since they obviously enjoyed touching me, I began stroking each of them as they sidled by. When one of them rolled over for a scratch, I knew I had made the right move.

Eventually my new friends made their way off towards deeper water. I stood anchored to the spot, not wishing to break the spell, until finally the rising tide forced me back to shore.

I suppose I will never know exactly what took place that morning. I like to think that the manatees included me in their celebration of a birth; that I was welcomed to meet the newest member of their tribe. But over time I have come to cherish the experience without questions.




During that unexpected rendezvous, I felt more in tune with the rhythms of life on this vast planet than I ever have. The memory has become a song I sing to myself when I have the blues, a dance I do to celebrate joy.

And each year, during the last week of May, I pack a lunch and head for that isolated stretch of beach for a quiet little birthday picnic on the shore. After all, you never know who might show up for the party.





独自漫步在佛罗里达西南荒无人烟的海滩上，我惊奇地听到海岸上传来海水喷溅的声音，以及一声深深的叹息。

我眯着眼睛，顺着声音的方向望去，一个海洋生物的圆形灰色脊背从一片玫瑰色泡沫之间摇荡着浮出海面，接着又潜回海湾。不一会儿，一个宽大的鼻子冒出来，困难地呼出一口气，好似鼻塞一般。那是一头海牛，从被染红的海水和它呼吸的方式来看，它好像有什么麻烦。

我以前经常在温暖的沿海水域看到海牛，但我从没见过海牛有这样的举动。通常，它们只是觅食海草，或者在海底缓慢行进以绿化海底，露出大鼻子吸进一口气。但是我也知道，它们巨大的身躯被螺旋桨划伤，或者遭遇螃蟹的陷阱，也是很普遍的现象。




我想去帮助它，可是我能做什么？海滩上一个人也没有，距离最近的可以向海洋巡逻处求救的电话亭也有数英里远。

我把包扔在沙滩上，朝着海牛的方向涉水而去，此时它还在翻腾着，似乎情况非常紧迫。走到及腰深的地方时，我看到海牛嘴巴前林立的胡须。然后，令我惊奇的是，旁边还有另一个小一点儿的嘴巴。

我继续在浅水中前进，此时，海牛也在向我这边移动。我还没意识到发生了什么事情，就已经走到了至胸深的位置，四周被不是一个两个，至少有三个身体大的生物包围着。我感觉有些兴奋和头晕，就像在校园里操场上游戏的孩子一样。

这时，一个灯泡状的鼻子出现在我旁边，在半透明的水里，我可以清晰地看到这个巨大哺乳动物的其他身体部分，靠在它旁边的，还有一只小海牛。

接着，这只巨大的生物用一种难以置信的温柔，通过它桨状的鳍把小海牛推到我的身边。我想伸手去接住这只矮墩墩的小海牛，可是我犹豫了一下，因为不知道这种物种间的相遇应该通过怎样一种方式。

随着这两只海牛在水下划走，另外两只从我的身后游来，一左一右，经过我身边的时候，它们轻轻地摩擦着我的身体。绕了个圈，然后继续这样，这次母海牛和小海牛也加入到它们的队伍中。有了它们这样的举动，当它们从我身边经过时，我用手轻擦紧抱母亲后背的小海牛。它的皮肤像橡胶一样，硬硬的，有如老式的热水袋。
























Chapter 3 最动人的心声























My beloved master, I was thinking of. I will think of you and wait for you forever. May everyone in your life continue to show you so much loyalty.


我最爱的主人。我一直都在想念你，我会永远怀念你，永远等待你。我只希望你生命中的每一个人也可以怎么忠诚地对待你。




















A dog’s Ten Commandments　一只狗的十个忠告








◎ Stan Rawlinson









1. My life is likely to last 10 to 15 years—any separation from you will be painful for me. Remember that before you buy me.



2. Give me time to understand what you want of me.



3. Please send me castrated, so that I will be more healthy.



4. Don’t be angry for me for long and don’t lock me up as punishment. You have your work
 , your entertainment and your friends. I have only you.



5. Talk to me sometimes. Even if I don’t understand your words, I understand your voice when you’re speaking to me.



6. Be aware that however you treat me, I’ll never forget it and if it’s cruel, it may affect me forever.



7. Before you hit me, remember that I have teeth that could easily crush the bones of your hands, but that I choose not to bite you.






8. Before you scold me for being lazy or uncooperative, please ask yourself if something might be bothering me. Perhaps I’m not getting the right food, or I’ve been run in the sun too long or my heart is getting old and weak.



9. Take care of me when I get old. You too will grow old.



10. Go with me on difficult journeys. Never say, “I can’t bear to watch it” or “Let it happen in my absent”. Everything is easily for me if you are there. Remember, I love you.








1．我的寿命大概有10到15年，和你分别，会是我最大的痛苦。记住，你要在买下我之前考虑清楚。

2．给我命令时，请给我一点儿时间，让我了解你的要求是什么。

3．请让我进行节育，这样我会更健康。

4．请别对我生气太久，也别把我关起来作为惩罚。你有你的工作、你的娱乐、你的朋友。而我，只有你。

5．经常和我说说话，虽然我听不懂你的语言，但我认识你的声音，知道你在陪伴我。

6．你要知道，无论你如何对待我，我永远都不会忘记，如果它很残酷，我会一辈子都受到它的影响。




7．当你打我时，记住，我的牙齿可以咬碎你的手骨，我只是选择永远都不伤害你。

8．在你觉得我懒或者不听话时，骂我之前，请想想是否有什么正困扰着我。或许我吃的东西不对，或许我在户外跑得太久累了，又或许我病了，我已经太老了。

9．当我老了，请你仍然对我好，好好照顾我，带我看病，因为我们都会有老的一天。

10．当我已经很老，无法正常生活的时候，不要说“我不忍心看它死去”或者“不要在我面前发生”，不要离开我。因为只要有你在我身边，所有的事都会变得简单容易。记住，我爱你！
































◎ Dan Clark









A farmer had some puppies he needed to sell. He painted a sign advertising the pups and set about nailing it to a post on the edge of his yard. As he was driving the last nail into the post, he felt a tug on his overalls. He looked down into the eyes of a little boy.



“Mister,” he said, “I want to buy one of your puppies.”



“Well,” said the farmer, as he rubbed the sweat off the back of his neck, “these puppies come from fine parents and cost a good deal of money.”



The boy dropped his head for a moment. Then reaching deep into his pocket, he pulled out a handful of change and held it up to the farmer. “I’ve got thirty-nine cents. Is that enough to take a look?”



“Sure,” said the farmer.



And with that he let out a whistle, “Here, Dolly!” he called.






Out from the doghouse and down the ramp ran Dolly followed by four little balls of fur. The little boy pressed his face against the chain link fence. His eyes danced with delight.



As the dogs made their way to the fence, the little boy noticed something else stirring inside the doghouse. Slowly another little ball appeared; this One noticeably smaller. Down the ramp it slid. Then in a somewhat awkward manner the little pup began hobbling toward the others, doing its best to catch up...



“I want that one,” the little boy said, pointing to the runt.



The farmer knelt down at the boy’s side and said, “Son, you don’t want that puppy. He will never be able to run and play with you like these other dogs would.”



With that the little boy stepped back from the fence, reached down, and began rolling up one leg of his trousers. In doing so he revealed a steel brace running down both sides of his leg attaching itself to a specially made shoe. Looking back up at the farmer, he said, “You see sir, I don’t run too well myself, and he will need someone who understands.”



The world is full of people who need someone who understands.











一位农夫有几只小狗要出售。他画了一个小狗的广告牌，立刻就去把广告牌钉在院子边的一根柱子上。正当他敲击最后一颗钉子时，他感觉有人在扯他的裤子。他往下一看，是一个小男孩。

“先生，”他说，“我想买一只你的小狗。”

“呃，”农夫一边擦拭着脖子后面的汗水，一边说，“这些小狗都是优良品种，要花很多钱的。”

小男孩低下了头，过了一会，他伸手摸进口袋，掏出一把零钱递给了农夫，“我有39美分，这点钱能让我看一眼小狗吗？”

“当然可以。”农夫说。

话音刚落，他吹了一声口哨，喊道：“多莉，过来这里！”

只见多莉从狗屋里跑了出来，奔下了斜坡，身后还跟着四个小家伙。小男孩把脸紧紧贴在了铁链栅栏上，眼睛里跳动着喜悦的光芒。

当狗狗们走向栅栏的时候，小男孩发现狗屋里还有些动静。慢慢地，又一只小狗出来了。这只小狗尤其瘦小。下斜道的时候，它滑倒了。接着它用一种近乎笨拙的方式，一瘸一拐地，尽最大努力追赶同伴们……

“我想要那一只。”小男孩指着那只瘦小的小狗说。




农夫在小男孩的身旁蹲了下来，说：“孩子，你不会想要那只小狗的。它永远不会像其他狗狗一样跑动、陪你玩。”

小男孩往后退了一步，弯下腰，卷起一只裤脚。只见一只钢制的支架护着他小腿的两侧，底部连接着一只特制的鞋子。小男孩再一次抬头看着农夫，说：“先生，看见了吗，我自己也不太能跑，它也需要有个人能懂它。”

在这个世界上，每个人都需要有个能读懂自己的人。






























Of Dogs and Men　人狗之间








◎ Charles Krauthammer









Chester was my window on the mysterious bond between canines and humans.



The way I see it dogs had this big meeting. Oh maybe 20 000 years ago. A huge meeting—an international convention with delegates from everywhere. And that’s when they decided that humans were the up and coming species and dogs were going to throw their lot in with them. The decision was obviously not unanimous. The wolves and dingoes walked out in protest.



Cats had an even more negative reaction. When they heard the news they called their own meeting—in Paris of course—to denounce canine subservience to the human hyper power. Their manifesto—La Condition F¨éline—can still be found in provincial bookstores.



Cats, it must be said, have not done badly. Using guile and seduction they managed to get humans to feed them thus preserving their superciliousness without going hungry. A neat trick. Dogs being guileless signed and delivered. It was the beginning of a beautiful friendship.





I must admit that I’ve been slow to warm to dogs. I grew up in a non-pet friendly home. Dogs do not figure prominently in Jewish immigrant households. My father was not very high on pets. He wasn’t hostile. He just saw them as superfluous an encumbrance. When the Cossacks are chasing you around Europe you need to travel light. This by the way is why Europe produced far more Jewish violinists than pianists. Try packing a piano.

My parents did allow a hint of zoological indulgence. I had a pet turtle. My brother had a parakeet. Both came to unfortunate ends. My turtle fell behind a radiator and was not discovered until too late. And the parakeet God bless him flew out a window once never to be seen again. After such displays of stewardship we dared not ask for a dog.

My introduction to the wonder of dogs came from my wife Robyn. She’s Australian. And Australia as lovingly recounted in Bill Bryson’s In a Sunburned Country has the craziest wildest deadliest meanest animals on the planet. In a place where every spider and squid can take you down faster than a sucker punched boxer you cherish niceness in the animal kingdom. And they don’t come nicer than dogs.




Robyn started us off slowly. She got us a Border collie Hugo when our son was about 6. She knew that would appeal to me because the Border collie is the smartest species on the planet. Hugo could play outfield in our backyard baseball games do flawless front door sentry duty and play psychic weathermen announcing with a wail every coming thunderstorm.

When our son Daniel turned he wanted a dog of his own. I was against it using arguments borrowed from seminars on nuclear nonproliferation. It was hopeless. One giant “Please Dad” and I caved completely. Robyn went out to Winchester Virginia found a litter of black Labs and brought home Chester.

Chester is what psychiatrists mean when they talk about unconditional love. Unbridled is more like it. Come into our house and he was so happy to see you he would knock you over. Deliverymen learned to leave things at the front door.

In some respects—Ph.D. potential for example—I don’t make any great claims for Chester. When I would arrive home I fully expected to find Hugo reading the newspaper. Not Chester. Chester would try to make his way through a narrow sliding door find himself stuck halfway and then look at me with total and quite genuine puzzlement. I don’t think he ever got to understand that the rear part of him was actually attached to the front.




But it was Chester who dispensed affection as unreflectively as he breathed who got me thinking about this long ago pact between humans and dogs. Cat lovers and the pet averse will just roll their eyes at such dogophilia. I can’t help it. Chester was always at your foot or your hand waiting to be petted and stroked played with and talked to. His beautiful blocky head his wonderful overgrown puppy’s body his baritone bark filled every corner of house and heart.

Then last month at the tender age of he died quite suddenly. The long slobbering slothful decline we had been looking forward to was not to be. When told the news a young friend who was a regular victim of Chester’s lunging lovebombs said mournfully “He was the sweetest creature I ever saw. He’s the only dog I ever saw kiss a cat.”

Some will protest that in a world with so much human suffering it is something between eccentric and obscene to mourn a dog. I think not. After all it is perfectly normal indeed deeply human to be moved when nature presents us with a vision of great beauty. Should we not be moved when it produces a vision—a creature—of the purest sweetness?








切斯特是我观察狗狗与人类关系纽带的窗户。

我想，大概是2万年前狗狗们组织开了这个大会。这次会议十分盛大，聚集了来自各地的代表。在会议中它们确定了会议宗旨：人是上进的物种，所以狗要与人类共存亡。显而易见，对这个决定意见未能达成一致。为表示抗议，狼和野狗愤然离会。

猫的反应更消极。当听到这个消息后，立刻在巴黎召开了本族会议，痛斥狗屈服于人类强权的懦弱行径。（它们发表的声明《猫的状况》至今仍然可以在省会书店里找到。）

我们可以看到，猫这个动作很漂亮。它们成功地引诱和欺骗人类继续喂养它们，如此一来，既不挨饿又保持了它们的傲慢。真是漂亮的一仗。而这些厚道的狗狗签署并发表了声明。从此建立了人与狗的一段美好友谊。

我承认我对狗比较慢热。我生长在一个对宠物有免疫的家庭里。狗在犹太移民的家庭里并不受重视。父亲不太喜欢宠物，当然他也不厌恶，但却认为宠物是多余的累赘。在哥萨克人追着你满欧洲跑的时候，要记住必须轻装上路。（顺便提一句，这也是为什么在欧洲犹太人中小提琴家多于钢琴家，不信你就打包一架钢琴试试。）




我父母曾让我们养过宠物。我的是一只龟，弟弟的是一只长尾鹦鹉。但都以不幸的结局而告终。我的龟掉到一个散热器的后面，待发现却为时已晚。而弟弟的鹦鹉，在一次飞出窗外后就再也没回来。经过了这么段糟糕的宠物管理经历，我们就不敢提养狗的事儿了。

我的妻子罗宾让我了解到狗狗独特的一面。她是澳大利亚人。正如比尔·布赖森在《太阳烧焦的乡村》中热情洋溢的颂歌所描述的，澳大利亚拥有这个星球上最狂野、最凶悍、最丑陋的动物。在这里，一只蜘蛛，一条乌贼的凶悍度可以超过一个老道的拳击手，能又快又狠地击中你，在这里，你找不到友好二字。而它们并不比狗强到哪里去。

罗宾让我们学着慢慢接触狗狗。在我们的儿子6岁的时候，她买了一条博德牧羊犬，我们后来给它起名为雨果。她知道我一定会喜欢他，因为博德牧羊犬是这个星球上最有灵气的狗类。首先，雨果能在我们打棒球时在院子外帮忙打外场，其次，它是无可挑剔的称职门卫，最后，是雷雨天气来临的天气预报员——每当这种天气它都会摇动尾巴。

当儿子丹尼尔10岁的时候，他就要求养自己的狗。我表示反对，并借用了在防核扩散研讨会上的论点。但仍然，我失败了。一句“求求你了，爸爸。”让我马上败下阵来。罗宾最终去了弗吉尼亚的温切斯特，带回了一只黑色的拉布拉多小狗。就这样，切斯特成了我们家一员。




切斯特让我真正明白了精神病学家口中常说的无条件的爱。更确切地说，应该是毫无顾忌。见着人走进家门，它就会马上过去把你推倒以表示欢迎。以至于来送货的人最后都把东西放在我们家的门口了。

我对切斯特在某些方面并不抱什么太大的奢望，譬如培养它拿博士狗狗学位的潜力。每当我回家，我真的很希望它在看报纸。但不会，它通常会尝试着挤进一个很窄的拉门，然后半身被卡在里面，然后它还会出奇平静地看着我，尽管满脸疑惑。我想它从未意识到它的身体和脑子是一个整体的事实。

切斯特对人毫不犹豫地施爱，就像呼吸一样，一切是那么自然。这让我不禁想起了人类与狗很久以前就订立的契约。爱猫者和反宠物主义者对这种亲狗症非常不屑一顾。但我却早已不能自制。因为切斯特总是蜷缩在你脚下，或者挨着你的手，等待你给予抚慰或与它说话。它那漂亮毛发斑驳的脑袋，那可爱的身段，以及它那男中音式的犬吠充斥整个房屋，温暖着我们的心窝。

就在上个月，它去世了，只有8岁。完全不是我们曾经预想的那样，流着口水残喘着死去。当我把这个消息告诉切斯特一个非常好的朋友时，他十分悲伤，并满心怀念地说：“它是我见过的最可爱的动物，也是唯一一只吻过猫的狗。”




有人可能会对人类为狗而默哀的行为感到不解，或者不屑。对此，我不以为然。人类对狗儿们产生的同情是非常正常的，它也正是大自然对我们人性美最好的体现。难道我们不该在这样可爱的一幕——一个动物面前，展现人类最纯真的一面吗？






























◎ Silvia Hartmann









Simply stepping into Sanctuary—any kind of Sanctuary!—is immensely enriching and healing, all of itself.



Just by being there you learn so much, you come into contact with so much beauty and power, it is in and of itself a transformative experience.



So do take your time.



There is no need to “jump on” to any spirit animal with a million questions or floods of emotions, or to chase “the big question” or “the big solution” to whatever problems have brought you here in the first place.



Take your time, give yourself time to explore these realms with the animal by your side, to learn about yourself as much as you learn about the animal, and the landscapes, and the spirit of Sanctuary.



Sometimes, you can give a spirit animal a gift to start a flow of communication; and sometimes, the spirit animal will give you a gift instead.






But the most important thing is simply being with the animal in Sanctuary.



That is how you learn the most, and this is how you learn to communicate with all manner of spirit animals successfully over time.



We communicate with living animals on the level of spirit, and so in Sanctuary it is immaterial if the animal is still alive, or not.



Simply remember to ask at the beginning to be taken to the right place and time to communicate with this animal here, and that will take you there where that animal is so you can communicate with it.



Working with Sanctuary to communicate with animals is really easy and natural; you don’t need any special skills to make it work, and it is just a matter of wanting to learn more, of being willing to learn and change, to have an open mind and an open heart to give and receive information and love—and a little practice.



It is a wonderful gift not only for the chosen few, but for anyone who loves animals, and understands something about the spirit of animals in truth.








只要踏入保护区——任何形式的保护区！——所有的一切都会自动地充实起来，愈合起来。




只要在那里，你就能学到很多东西，你开始接触那么多的美和力量，这是一个自动的变化多端的体验。

所以慢慢享受吧。

没必要带着无数的问题或者各种各样的情绪去抨击任何生灵，或者一开始就寻求是“最大的问题”还是“最大的解决办法”把你带到了这里。

慢慢来，给自己一些时间去探索身边的动物王国，尽可能地去了解自己，就像去了解动物、风景，以及保护区的精神一样。

有时，你可以送一份礼物给一个动物来开始你们的交流；有时，这个动物会反过来给你一份礼物。

最重要的，只是需要你在保护区和动物们待在一起。

这就是你怎样才能学到更多的方法，随着时间的流逝，你学会如何和各种各样的动物交流。

我们从精神上去和生物交流，所以在保护区，无论这个动物是活着还是死了都没有关系。

一开始，只是让别人把自己带到正确的地点，在正确的时间，去和这儿的动物交流，这个动物在那里，就把你带到那里，这样你才能和它交流。

在动物保护区工作，和动物们交流是一件轻松自然的事情，不需要特别的技能，只要你想去更多地了解他们，愿意去了解去改变，愿意敞开心扉去给予并接受信息和关爱——再加上一点实践经验。




这不仅对少数选择这份工作的人来说是一份美好的礼物，对任何一个热爱动物，真正了解动物精神的人来说，都是一份礼物。




















One Love-Animals, Humans & Angels　同样的爱——动物，人类，天使








◎ StarFidlds









Latest research shows that we share a staggering 98% of our genes with chimpanzees—structurally, there is only a 2% difference between us and “the animals”.



To some, this is a cause for amusement, others are simply horrified to be reminded of something that they would much rather forget.



We are very much closer to the animal kingdom of Planet Earth, and much closer connected to the great web of life, than we both hope, and fear.


I have noticed for a long time that deep inside all people, there exists a remembrance of what I call “The Time of Green”—a time from before, when there was no conscious awareness, and life was lived in the moment, entirely connected to everyone, and everything around. When there was no loneliness, no heartache, no suffering and no pain—at least not the kind that we humans experience today.




That is the Garden of Eden, a paradise lost, something that we humans can no longer be a part of? as once we were.

There is a great longing, and a great homesickness for the time of green in all humans, but it important to understand that we can’t turn back the clock.

We can’t “de-volve” and turn back into animals; that’s not how Creation works, that’s not how evolution works.

Life is a journey into future’s realms, always forward, never even looking back; we can’t go back to Paradise or the time of green when we were innocently and unknowingly at one with the animal kingdom and all life on Earth.

Some spiritual approaches understand this and so they try and move us forward but too fast—these religions try to make “angels” out of living people.

That too is totally doomed to failure.

It is doomed because?we came from the animals, and we still share 98% of even the most evolved animal’s DNA, and that tethers us firmly into the web of life on Planet Earth, even if often it doesn’t feel like that.

We are still very much animal, and we are still very much right here, and a part of this creation, this physical planet.




We can try and think of ourselves as being “better” than animals but it is clear that we are far from better—many think that our actions, thoughts and deeds make us a million times worse than the innocent animals who have no evil, have no capacity of free will, and do not seem to seek destruction like we do.

It seems to me that one the greatest challenges of human spiritual development, and the human journey through life in general, is how we handle being here in the middle, with the past, the time of green, being so attractive and calling to us in so many ways, and the future on the other side, when humans once again come home to the web of all, but not as an animal would, but instead, as an angel, which is also incredibly attractive and also represents the cure for all our ills, and our ill doings.

There are three states—animal, human, and angel, and we’re right in the middle, and that is hard.

We cannot forget where we came from, because it is too much of who and what we are; and so the crazed monks may flagellate their genitals until the end of time, they can never achieve true enlightenment that way.

But if we can learn to love it all—animal, human, and angel just the same, it is then that a new state of grace comes into being, a harmony becomes.




The tension ends then, for all is love, past, future and present; and all is right, all is just, and all is just so as it should be.

To love the animals, to love just a single animal, perhaps just once in your lifetime, starts to make that connection happen. It is a precious, powerful thing and the love of the animals brings us back, reconnects us to where we came from, and it might start right there, that the love for all is planted, and begins to grow.

And so, and in a very real and practical sense, animals are our angels.

If they are angels, then we must be angels too—even though we are human beings, and have thought and done many things that were not strictly made from love, but from fear or anger, sadness or desperation, or simply because we didn’t know any better and did the best we could.

The great, triumphant procession of life goes on.

We—each one of us—are a part of this procession.

We are here, and we are now, and we are exactly what we are—not animals, not angels, but humans.

We are loved by Creation just the same and once we remember how to love ourselves, the animals and angels just the same as well, and all is simply one love, then we come home into the web of all Creation, and the Garden of Eden, Paradise is no longer in the past or in the future, but right here and now, awaiting our footfalls.








最新研究表明，我们人类的基因与黑猩猩的基因竟然有98%相同——从结构上来讲，我们人类和“动物”只有2%的不同。

对一些人来说，这可能只是一种娱乐事业；对另一些人来说，提醒他们这些事情，只会让他们感到恐怖，所以他们宁愿去忘记。

我们与地球这个行星上的动物王国非常靠近，与伟大的生物链联系更紧密，这既是我们希望的，也是我们害怕的。

我已经留意很久了，人们的内心深处都存在着对我所说的“绿色时代”的回忆——很久以前，人们还没萌生自觉意识，生活在那个时代的人，和身边的每一个人、每一件事都联系紧密。那个时候，没有孤独，没有悲伤，没有苦难，没有疼痛——至少没有我们人类今天经历的这些。

这就是伊甸园，失乐园，我们人类再也不可能像从前那样生活在其中了。

所有人都很渴望也很想念那个绿色时代，但重要的是，我们是无法让时光倒流的。




我们不可能退化成动物了，这不符合创造的规律，也不符合进化的规律。

人生是一段通往未来王国的旅程，一往无前，无法回头；当我们天真无邪、不知不觉地和动物王国，以及所有的生物生活在这个地球上，我们就不可能再回到伊甸园或者是绿色时代了。

某些精神通道能够理解这一点，所以他们努力推着我们向前走，但是太急于求成——这些宗教信仰试图制造脱离人类的“天使”。

那也是注定要失败的。

注定失败是因为我们本就是从动物演变而来，我们甚至和进化得最彻底的动物有98%的DNA是一样的，而且我们和地球上的生物链紧密相连，尽管人们通常感受不到这些。

我们依然是动物，我们依然在这里，依然是这个自然星球的一部分。

我们可以试着想象自己比动物“高级”，但很明显，我们离高级还远着呢——很多人认为我们的行为、思想和所作所为，比无辜的动物要坏上一百万倍，他们没有邪恶，没有自由意志，也不像我们那样想方设法搞破坏。

在我看来，总的来说，人类的精神发展以及生命旅程的最大挑战，就是如何处理我们这种夹在中间的尴尬处境：过去的绿色时代在这一边，想方设法召唤着我们，诱惑我们，而未来在另一边，也在诱惑我们，召唤着我们；一旦人类再次回到生物链的世界中去，那就不是动物世界了，而是天使，这也同样具有不可抵挡的诱惑力，还能治愈我们的邪恶和罪行。




有三种状态——动物，人类和天使，而我们正好处在中间位置，所以真的很难。

我们不能忘记自己从哪里来，因为讨论我们到底是什么的问题真的很过分；所以丧心病狂的和尚也可能在生命弥留之际抽打他们的生殖器，他们永远也实现不了真正的启蒙。

但如果我们能学会一视同仁地爱这一切——动物，人类和天使，那么一个新的恩泽的状态就会出现，和谐便到来了。

紧张状态结束的时候，一切都是爱，不管是过去、现在还是将来；一切都是正确的，都是公平的，都像它本身一样公平。

学会爱动物吧，哪怕只是去爱一只动物，或许你一生只有一次，但也是促使那种联系发生的开始。关爱动物是一件可歌可泣的事，它能让我们回到从前，使我们回想起我们来自哪里，或许正是从那开始，博爱便生根发芽开始生长了。

所以，从一个真实且实际的意义上来说，动物就是我们的天使。

如果他们是天使，那么我们也一定是天使——尽管我们是人类，尽管我们的所想所为严格来说都不是出于爱，而是出于恐惧或愤怒，悲伤或绝望，或者只是因为我们不知道怎样做才会更好。




一个伟大的、令人鼓舞的生命队伍在继续。

我们——每一个人——都是这支队伍的一份子。

我们在这里，我们就是现在，我们就是我们自己——不是动物，不是天使，而是人类。

我们同样被宇宙万物所爱，一旦我们记起了怎样去爱自己，我们就会同样去爱动物和天使，所有的爱都是一样的，然后我们就能回家，回到宇宙万物的生物链中，回到伊甸园，无论是在过去还是在将来，天堂都是不存在的，就在此时此地，等待着我们的，是自己的脚步声。
























An Experiment in Love　爱的试验








◎ Jo Coudert









The dog discovered them—four newborn kittens abandoned in tall grass beside the road. When I returned from my walk carrying the tiny creatures in the palm of my hand, my husband, Mike, said firmly, “No more animals.” Mike had already been saddled with my dog and three cats, and he wasn’t used to a houseful of pets.



“I won’t keep them,” I promised. “Just till they’re old enough to be on their own.” Mike looked dubious. “Word of honor,” I assured him, never dreaming how much I’d come to regret the easily uttered words.



I made a warm nest for the babies by ripping up an old blue blanket and lining a wicker basket with it. Then I set out for the general store in the village to get advice about feeding them. “You can’t raise kittens that young,” the storekeeper told me. But he sold me a set of toy nursing bottles and I went home to try. I warmed milk, and after we all got the hang of it, the infants drank avidly.






Two hours later they woke and set up an insistent chorus of soft little screams to be fed again. And every two hours after that. Four times in the night, I crawled out of bed to warm their milk, and in the morning I congratulated myself that they were looking just a little bit stronger, a little bit bigger.



Mike, reporting on their progress to his co-workers, came home one evening with word that his secretary had offered to adopt Peaches, my favorite because of her lovely soft coloring. Now that she soon would be leaving, I found myself picking up Peaches less often. Idly I wondered if no longer being treated as special would affect her personality. Then the thought turned itself around. Suppose I were to give one of the other kittens extra amounts of mothering? Suppose I held and cuddled and talked to him more? Would he grow up to be any different than his siblings? I thought it might be an interesting experiment.



I continued to love all the kittens, but I chose the most unpromising of the kittens as my subject. This was the little black one Mike had named Bat Cat because he was so homely, with his dull fur, squashed, porcine, face and little folded flaps of skin for ears. The runt of the litter, Bat Cat was always on the bottom of the kitten heap, the last to be picked up, the last to be fed, and so the one who got the least attention. I gave the tiny creature a new name—Boston—and I repeated it over and over while I held him for his bottle. He would drink until, blissfully full, he fell asleep. Then I tucked him into my sweater so that he slept against my beating heart while I worked at my desk. When he woke, I snuffled his small body with my warm breath and talked to him before putting him back in the basket to play with his siblings.






The effect on the kitten was immediate. His newly opened eyes, vague and unfocused like his siblings, became alert, and he studied my face with interest. Quickly he learned his name and, when I spoke it, he clambered over the folds of the blue blanket as fast as his unsteady little legs could carry him to come to me. Now when he was in the sleeping heap of kittens, he no longer passively accepted the bottom spot; sweetly but determinedly he wriggled out from under and nested himself on top. Was it that, sensing himself valued, Boston began to value himself?



He was the first of the kittens to discover he could purr, the first to make endearingly clumsy attempts to wash himself, the first to undertake the adventure of climbing out of the wicker basket. When the others, exhausted from their tumbling play, fell asleep, he would climb over the side of the basket and search for me.






It is said that when a child is born into this world, the first years of his life are taken up with finding answers to the most basic of questions: Is it a good and benign world? Can the people in it be trusted? Am I loved? If a little kitten can also be curious about such things, then the special love given Boston answered all those questions with a resounding “Yes.”



Even Boston’s looks changed. His fur, once rusty and rough, grew sleek and shiny. At first, the luster was just on his head, but gradually the glossiness moved down his entire body until little Boston gleamed from the tip of his nose to the tip of his tail. Though never beautiful, he became so alert and merry, so trusting and affectionate, that the mere sight of him was a delight.



He was in his usual spot one evening when Mike walked in and heard us “talking”.



“You’re going to miss him when he goes,” Mike said.



I wheeled from the sink. “Oh, Mike...”



Mike looked steadily back. I saw from his expression that this was a test between us. Would I keep my word to him or did I value a little black kitten more than his wishes? During our relationship, Mike and I had had our troubles learning to trust. I couldn’t jeopardize the confidence I had struggled to gain.






“Yes,” I said as evenly as I could. “Yes, I’m going to miss him.”



Soon all but Boston went to new homes. When Mike came home with word of a church fairth at was requesting kittens be donated for sale at a pet table, it was obvious that these were to be my last days with Boston. Now when I cradled him in my arms, it was often tears on my cheeks that he patted. “Oh, little Boss, it’s going to be so empty without you, I would tell him and his eyes would narrow with the effort to understand my distress.”


I was in the kitchen getting dinner that night when Mike came home. Boston went to the door to greet him but I couldn’t; I was fighting too hard not to cry. It was a long time before Mike joined me. When he did, he was carrying Boston, who had a big red ribbon tied around his neck. Silently Mike held out an envelope. Inside was a Christmas card and written on it was: “It’s only November, but let’s give ourselves a Christmas present.”




I reached out to hug Mike through my tears.

“If you can be big enough to let him go,” he said, “I can be big enough to let him stay.”





我的狗发现了他们——被人丢弃在路边茂密草丛里的4只刚刚出生的小猫。当我手心里捧着这些小生命散步回来的时候，我的丈夫迈克坚决反对：“不能再养动物了。”迈克对我养的狗和3只猫已经很忍让了，他不习惯满屋子都是宠物。

“我不会久留它们的，”我发誓说，“就留它们到能自己生存为止。”迈克半信半疑。“我用名誉担保。”我向他保证，想也没想我将怎样后悔这轻易说出的话。

我把一个旧的蓝色毯子撕碎衬在一个柳条筐里，给这些小猫崽做了一个温暖的窝。然后我就去村里的商店去问问怎么养活这些猫。“你是养不活那样小的猫的。”店主对我说。但是他还是卖给我一套小奶瓶，我就回去试试。我热了牛奶，在我们掌握了奶瓶的使用技巧后，猫咪们就如饥似渴地吮吸起来。

两小时之后，它们醒了，又开始不断地哼唧着还要吃。就这样，每隔两个小时喂一次。那天夜里，我爬起来4次去给他们热牛奶，早上我恭喜自己，他们看上去强壮了一点儿，长大了一点儿。

迈克也把它们的成长情况告诉了他的同事。有天晚上回来，他说他的秘书想要领养桃子。




桃子的毛发柔软可爱，我最爱的就是它了。既然它很快就要离开了，我发现我不再像以前一样经常去抱它了。我很无聊地想如果它不再受到特别的宠爱了，是不是会影响它的性情？接着我又反过来想：如果我给其中一只猫更多的母爱会怎样呢？如果我抱它，和它说话比较多的话会怎样呢？它长大后会和其他的兄弟姐妹不同吗？我觉得这可能是一次有趣的试验。

我继续爱着所有的猫，但是我选择了最不看好的一只作为我的试验对象。它是一只小黑猫，迈克叫它蝙蝠猫，因为它相貌平平，毛色暗淡，长着一张扁猪脸，耳朵皱皱巴巴地耷拉着。又瘦又矮，蝙蝠猫总是被一群猫压在最下边，最后一个被抱起，最后一个给喂食，所以也是最不受关注的。我给这个小生命起了一个新的名字——波斯顿——给它喂奶的时候我一遍又一遍地喊它的名字。它就会一直喝，直到吃饱了，才美美地睡去。然后我把它塞进我的毛衣里，这样我在桌前工作的时候它就能听着我的心跳睡觉了。它醒来的时候，我就用温暖的鼻息嗅嗅它那小小的身体，跟它说会话，然后再把它放回到篮子里与它的兄弟姐妹们一起玩。

试验很快产生了立竿见影的效果。它那刚刚张开的双眼，曾经和它兄弟姐妹们的眼睛一样混沌、茫然，现在变得机灵起来，它还饶有兴趣地观察我的脸。很快它就学会了自己的名字，我一叫它，它就以最快的速度从毯子的褶皱里摇摇晃晃地朝我爬过来。现在，在熟睡的猫堆里，它再也不会被压在最底下了；它轻轻地，努力从下面扭动着爬上来睡在他们上面。是因为意识到自己受到了重视，波斯顿才开始去重视自己吗？




在这群猫中，波斯顿是第一个学会喵喵叫的，是第一个又笨又可爱地给自己洗澡的，第一个冒险爬出柳篮的。当其他的猫打滚累了睡着的时候，它就会爬出篮子寻找我。

据说，当一个孩子来到这个世上的时候，他生命的最初几年就是寻找最基本问题的答案：这是个亲善的世界吗？这个世界里的人可信吗？有人爱我吗？如果一个小猫也对这些事情感到好奇，那么给予波斯顿的特殊的爱足以对这些问题作出肯定的回答。

就连波斯顿的外形也发生了变化。它当初铁锈色粗糙的毛发也变得顺滑而有光泽。一开始，只是它的头部毛发有了光泽，但是渐渐地，小波士顿从头到脚全身的毛发都闪耀着光泽。尽管不漂亮，但是它变得那么机灵、欢乐，那么的忠实、热情，以至于一看到它就开心。

一天晚上，迈克走进来的时候，波斯顿正在它的“老地方”呆着，它听到了我们的“谈话”。




“它走了之后，你会想它的。”迈克说。

我从水池边转过身，说：“唉，迈克……”

迈克回过头，直视着我。从他的表情中，我看得出这是我们之间的一个考验。我是应该遵守我对他许下的诺言还是把一只小黑猫看得比他的意愿还重？自从我们相识以来，我和迈克好不容易才学会了相互信任，我不想破坏我努力赢得的信任。

“是的，”我尽量平静地说。“是的，我会想念它的。”

很快，除了波斯顿，其他的猫都被送给新的家庭了。一天，迈克回家来说教会组织的义卖要在宠物柜台开展一个小猫义卖活动，很明显这将是我与波斯顿在一起的最后几天了。现在当我把它抱在怀里的时候，它总是轻拍掉我双颊的泪水。“唉，亲爱的波斯，没有你，我会多么的空虚呀，如果我能告诉它，它则会眯起双眼努力读懂我的忧伤。”

那晚，迈克回来的时候，我正在厨房做晚饭。波斯顿跑去门口迎接他，但我做不到；我强忍着不让自己哭出来。过了好久，迈克才进来，进来的时候，手里抱着波斯顿，他脖子上系着一条大的红丝带。迈克什么也没有说，拿出一个信封。里面有一张圣诞卡片，上面写着：“尽管现在才11月，但是现在让我们送给自己一份圣诞礼物吧。”

我泪眼蒙地伸出双臂拥抱了迈克。




“既然你有勇气让它走，”他说，“我也可以容忍它让它留下来。”






























◎ Umberto Eco









When I was a puppy, I entertained you with my antics and made you laugh. You called me your child, and despite a number of chewed shoes and a couple of murdered throw pillows, I became your best friend. Whenever I was “bad”, you’d shake your finger at me and ask “How could you?”—but then you’d relent, and roll me over for a belly rub.



My housebreaking took a little longer than expected, because you were terribly busy, but we worked on that together. I remember those nights of nuzzling you in bed and listening to your confidences and secret dreams, and I believed that life could not be any more perfect. We went for long walks and runs in the park, car rides, stops for ice cream (I only got the cone because “ice cream is bad for dogs,” you said), and I took long naps in the sun waiting for you to come home at the end of the day.



Gradually, you began spending more time at work and on your career, and more time searching for a human mate. I waited for you patiently, comforted you through heartbreaks and disappointments, never chided you about bad decisions, and romped with glee at your homecomings, and when you fell in love. She, now your wife, is not a “dog person”—still I welcomed her into our home, tried to show her affection, and obeyed her. I was happy because you were happy.






Then the human babies came along and I shared your excitement. I was fascinated by their pinkness, how they smelled, and I wanted to mother them, too. Only she and you worried that I might hurt them, and I spent most of my time banished to another room, or to a dog crate. Oh, how I wanted to love them, but I became a “prisoner of love”. As they began to grow, I became their friend. They clung to my fur and pulled themselves up on wobbly legs, poked fingers in my eyes, investigated my ears, and gave me kisses on my nose. I loved everything about them and their touch—because your touch was now so infrequent—and I would have defended them with my life if need be. I would sneak into their beds and listen to their worries and secret dreams, and together we waited for the sound of your car in the driveway.



There had been a time, when others asked you if you had a dog, that you produced a photo of me from your wallet and told them stories about me. These past few years, you just answered “yes” and changed the subject. I had gone from being “your dog” to “just a dog,” and you resented every expenditure on my behalf. Now, you have a new career opportunity in another city, and you and they will be moving to an apartment that does not allow pets. You’ve made the right decision for your “family”, but there was a time when I was your only family.






I was excited about the car ride until we arrived at the animal shelter. It smelled of dogs and cats, of fear, of hopelessness. You filled out the paperwork and said “I know you will find a good home for her”. They shrugged and gave you a pained look. They understand the realities facing a middle-aged dog, even one with “papers”. You had to pry your son’s fingers loose from my collar, as he screamed “No, Daddy. Please don’t let them take my dog!” And I worried for him, and what lessons you had just taught him about friendship and loyalty, about love and responsibility, and about respect for all life.



You gave me a good-bye pat on the head, avoided my eyes, and politely refused to take my collar and leash with you. You had a deadline to meet and now I have one, too. After you left, the two nice ladies said you probably knew about your upcoming move months ago and made no attempt to find me another good home. They shook their heads and asked “How could you?”






They are as attentive to us here in the shelter as their busy schedules allow. They feed us, of course, but I lost my appetite days ago. At first, whenever anyone passed my pen, I rushed to the front, hoping it was you—that you had changed your mind—that this was all a bad dream...or I hoped it would at least be someone who cared, anyone who might save me. When I realized I could not compete with the frolicking for attention of happy puppies, oblivious to their own fate, I retreated to a far corner and waited.



I heard her footsteps as she came for me at the end of the day, and I padded along the aisle after her to a separate room. A blissfully quiet room. She placed me on the table and rubbed my ears, and told me not to worry. My heart pounded in anticipation of what was to come, but there was also a sense of relief. The prisoner of love had run out of days. As is my nature, I was more concerned about her. The burden which she bears weighs heavily on her, and I know that, the same way I knew your every mood. She gently placed a tourniquet around my foreleg as a tear ran down her cheek. I licked her hand in the same way I used to comfort you so many years ago. She expertly slid the hypodermic needle into my vein. As I felt the sting and the cool liquid coursing through my body, I lay down sleepily, looked into her kind eyes and murmured “How could you?”






Perhaps because she understood my dogspeak, she said “I’m so sorry.” She hugged me, and hurriedly explained it was her job to make sure I went to a better place, where I wouldn’t be ignored or abused or abandoned, or have to fend for myself—a place of love and light so very different from this earthly place.



And with my last bit of energy, I tried to convey to her with a thump of my tail that my “How could you?” was not directed at her. It was you, My Beloved Master, I was thinking of. I will think of you and wait for you forever. May everyone in your life continue to show you so much loyalty.












当我还是一只小狗崽儿的时候，我总是用自己滑稽的动作和你玩，逗得你开怀大笑。你称我是你的孩子，尽管我咬坏了你很多双鞋子和一对靠枕，我依然是你最好的朋友。无论什么时候我干了“坏”事，你总是用手指指我说：“你怎么可以这样？”但是接着你就会原谅我，揉我的肚皮，害得我到处打滚。




对我的训练总是要拖很久，因为你总是那么忙，不过我们总会一起训练的。记得那些夜晚，我用鼻子在床上蹭你，听你诉说你的知心话和梦想，那时觉得那样的生活是最完美的。我们去公园里散步、追逐，去兜风，停下来去买冰激凌（你只给我买球果，你说狗狗不适合吃冰激凌），傍晚的时候，我在太阳下一直打盹，等着你回来。

渐渐地，你在工作和事业上花的时间越来越多，并且花更多的时间去寻找你的另一半。伴随着心碎和失望，我还是耐心地等着你，安慰着你，从来没有责怪过你所作的错误决定，每天只要你一踏进家门，我都会欢快地扑向你，并且当你坠入爱河时，我也会为你高兴得团团转。她，你现在的妻子，并不是一个“爱狗之人”——但我还是欢迎她来到我们家，还努力向她表达我对她的喜爱，并听她的话。因为你开心，所以我也开心。

后来你们的孩子出生了，我也跟你一样万分雀跃。我被他们粉嫩的脸蛋以及他们身上的气息所深深吸引，我也想像母亲一样照顾他们。只是你和你的妻子都担心我会伤到他们，所以大部分时间我都被赶到另一个房间里或者一个狗笼里。哎，我是多么想去爱他们呀，但我却成了一个“爱的囚犯”。孩子们慢慢长大了，我成了他们的好朋友。他们喜欢抓着我的毛发摇摇晃晃地站起来，喜欢用小手指戳我的眼睛，喜欢观察我的耳朵，也喜欢亲吻我的鼻子。我喜欢他们的一切以及他们对我的抚摩，因为你已经很少抚摩我了，如有需要我会用我的生命来保护他们。我会偷偷溜进他们的被窝里，聆听他们的心事和梦想，一起等着你回家。




曾经，别人问你家里有没有养狗，你就从钱包里拿出一张我的照片，给他们看，跟他们讲述我的故事。可是，近几年，若是再有人问起，你只是冷冷地说有，然后就转换了话题。我从“你的狗狗”变成只是“一条狗”了，甚至对我的每一笔开销你都变得吝啬起来。现在，你在另一个城市有了新的事业机会，你和他们将搬到一个不允许养宠物的公寓里。你为你的“家庭”作出了正确的决定，但曾几何时，我才是你唯一的家庭成员。

在车上我一直很兴奋，直到我们到了动物收容所。里面有狗和猫的气味，也有恐惧、绝望的气息。你填完了相关资料，说：“我知道你们会为她找一个好人家的。”他们耸耸肩，面露难色。他们明白一个中年狗所要面对的残酷现实，虽然他们有各种各样的“文件”。当你的儿子哭喊着：“不要！爸爸，求你别让他们带走我的狗！”的时候，你只是掰开你儿子抓着我的项圈的手。我很担心他，更担心你教给他的人生课：什么是友情、什么是忠诚、什么是爱、什么是责任、什么是对生命的尊重！




你拍拍我的头说再见，不敢看我的眼睛，并礼貌地拒绝带走我的项圈和链子。这是你最后见我的期限，也是我最后见你的期限。你走后，那两位好心的女职员说你可能在几个月前就知道要搬家了，却从来没有试过要为我另找一个好的家庭。她们摇摇头说：“他怎么能这样？”

在收容所里，她们整天忙得团团转，但只要一有空，她们就会尽量照料我们。当然，她们会给我们喂食，但是我这几天都没有胃口。开始的时候，只要有人经过我的圈栏，我就会冲到前面去，满心期待是你——以为你回心转意了——以为这一切都只是一场噩梦……或者希望至少是一个关心我，可能救我的人。当我意识到我不能和那些幸福的小狗竞相嬉戏以引起注意时，我只好躲在一个远远的角落里等待，而它们对自己的命运却浑然不知。

那天傍晚我听到她向我走来，然后我就跟着她轻轻地穿过过道，走进另一个房间。一个异常安静的房间。

她把我放在一张桌子上，摸着我的耳朵叫我不要担心。我的心砰砰地跳着，预测着即将发生的事情，但同时也有一种得到解脱的感觉。我这个爱的囚犯已经时日不多了。但是本性使然，我更担心的是她。沉重的负担压在她身上，这我也知道，正如我了解你的每一种心绪一样。她温柔地为我的前腿绑上止血带，泪珠滑下了脸颊。我舔着她的手，犹如多年前我安慰你一样。她熟练地把注射器针头插入我的静脉里。伴随着一阵刺痛，我感觉一股冷流流遍我的全身。我昏昏沉沉地躺下了，看着她友善的眼睛，喃喃地说：“你怎么可以这样？”




也许是她听懂了我的话，她对我说：“真的很对不起。”她抱着我，急忙向我解释说这是她的工作，她要确保把我带到一个更好的地方，一个充满爱和光明，跟尘世完全不同的世界，在那里我再也不会受冷落，遭欺凌，被丢弃，也不需要自谋生路……

用尽最后一丝力气，我用尾巴敲了一下桌子，竭力想让她知道那句：“你怎么可以这样？”不是针对她说的。而是对你我最爱的主人说的。我一直都在想念你，我会永远怀念你，永远等待你。我只希望你生命中的每一个人也可以忠诚地对待你。






























Chapter 4 它们教会我的事























This is a true story. I do not try to interpret it here. I just often think of it in the bad moments, and tell myself: “If so for birds, why not for man?”


这是一个真实的故事。我在这里不想去诠释它。这只是在困境中常想起这个故事，并对自己说：“鸟儿尚且如此，何况人呢？”
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◎ Joysville









I have a great dog. He’s a little on the fat side, but he’s really active. He’s great with kids, unless they try to pull his nubby tail. He’s really friendly to people who have food. He loves to have his teeth brushed, but is resistant to having his feet touched. He can smell a little doggy, and the tooth brushing does not appear to improve his breath, but I’ve smelled worse. When I read some of the things on this board, I wonder about other dogs out there and how they fare in the world. I’d just like to say the following:



I recently moved. I found an apartment that was in a great neighborhood in a building with other dogs and dog friendly folks... this was because did a little work and looked for a place that was right for me and the dog, and stumbled over this fantastic place where I now live.






I recently got a new job that requires that I spend more time at work. I was worried that this would negatively affect my little pup, so I make an effort to get up earlier so that we can go for a good walk before I leave, and I arranged for someone to spend time with the little guy for a while during the day while I’m at work. My career chugs along and my little guy is still happy.



I live in a tiny, tiny apartment, but this does not negatively affect the dog in any way. Granted, he is a little guy, but the fact is that between walks before and after work, and extended play time outdoors in the evening, the size of the apartment doesn’t hurt my pup’s quality of life (or mine, for that matter). He has never chewed up anything I own, broken anything in the house, or done any damage to any structure that I have lived in. He does bark a bit when people walk by my kitchen window, but mostly that’s because he’s crazy. Or maybe because he thinks that everyone loves him and maybe that person wants to come in and pet him or give him a treat. I don’t speak any dog, so I can’t ask him.



I don’t have a high paying job (or career, for that matter), so I don’t have a lot of disposable cash, but I do have money saved in case the dog has a minor medical emergency, and the information for Care Credit in case he has a major medical emergency.






Admittedly, I don’t have any kids (I am both unpleasant and squishy, which makes finding a baby daddy trialsome), but I distinctly remember having pets when I was a kid, and I have six brothers and sisters that my mom had to watch over. She seemed to do OK with seven kids and a dog, and while I find her an extraordinary human being, I don’t think that she has any kind of pet-care superpowers.



My dog makes me laugh and he cuddles up against me and he provides me with an opening to meet some very nice (and some very interesting) people when we’re out walking and he hides under the blankets when it thunders and lets me feel like I’m soothing him and he brings me toys to play with when he gets bored and he rolls over in the grass and reminds me how much fun it is to be alive. He gives me all of this and more, and all I do is walk him, feed him, and play with him.



I hope that all the people who post their dogs for adoption on this list have done every possible thing that they can do in order to keep it before they give up on themselves. I just want to say to all of you who think that it’s too hard to take care of you pet: YOU CAN DO IT! Your pet believes in you, and I believe in you, too!











我有一条很乖的狗，它有一点儿胖，但是很活泼。它很喜欢孩子，除非他们试图去拉扯它节状的尾巴。它对手里有食物的人非常友好。它喜欢刷牙，但是很不喜欢让人摸它的脚。它闻起来有点儿像小狗身上的味道，刷牙并没有让它的口气变得清新，反倒更难闻了。当我在这个布告牌上看到一些事情的时候，我想到了外面其他的狗，它们在世上是怎样的遭遇呢。我只是想说：

我最近搬了新家。我找了一间公寓，楼里的狗狗相处得都很友好……那是因为做点儿工作找个地方对我和狗狗来说都是正确的。辗转反侧才找到了现在住的这么个好地方。

我最近找了一份新工作。这个工作需要我投入很多时间。我担心这会给我的小狗造成影响，所以我努力早起一会儿，这样在我上班之前，我和狗狗可以一起散散步，在我白天上班的时候，我还安排了一个人去和那个小家伙玩一会儿。我的事业没有什么起色，但我的小家伙依然很开心。

我住在一个很小很小的公寓里，但是这并没有给这条狗造成任何影响。当然，它只是一个小家伙，但事实是我上班之前和下班之后会带它散步，并且还延长了它夜晚在外玩耍的时间，公寓的大小并没有影响我的小狗（或者是我自己）的生活质量。它从来没有咬过我的任何东西，没有打碎过家里的任何东西，也没有对我所居住的房子的结构造成任何破坏。当有人经过厨房的窗户时，它会叫两声，但主要是因为它比较兴奋。或者是它认为每一个人都爱它，或许那个人想要进屋来，抚摩它，给它好东西吃。我不谈任何狗，所以我不能问它。




我的工作（或者说事业）薪酬不高，所以我没有太多可支配的现金，但是我确实存了一点儿钱，以防狗狗遇到小的不测，我还有保健信用信息，以防狗狗遭遇大的意外。

诚然，我没有孩子（我既不招人喜欢，还浑身粘糊糊的，这样一个奶爸很麻烦的），但是我很清楚地记得我小时候养过宠物，我妈妈需要照看我的6个兄弟姐妹。照顾7个孩子和1条狗，对她来说似乎没有任何问题，但我也发现她很奇怪，我觉得她一点儿都不会照顾宠物。

狗狗逗我笑，依偎着我。当我们外出散步的时候，它让我有机会敞开心扉去结识一些友好（并很有趣）的人。打雷的时候，它就躲在毯子下面，这让我感觉是我在安慰它；当它无聊的时候，它会拿玩具和我玩；它在草地上打滚，这让我觉得活着是多么有趣呀！它给了我所有这些，甚至更多，而我所做的就是陪它散步，喂养它，和它一起玩。

我希望，在这张列表上面张贴领养狗狗广告的所有的人，在丢弃它们之前，请尽最大努力留下它们。我只想对所有认为照顾宠物很困难的人说：你可以做到！你的宠物相信你，而我也相信你！


































◎ Thomas H, Johnson









I saw you abandon and try to kill your best friend yesterday. I was sitting on my front porch when you pulled up to the tennis courts and parked under the big oak tree.



I watched as you opened the door, got out and let your best friend get out of the car. He was dancing around your feet with joy at the idea of a run in the park with you.



You let him run over to the softball field, then jumped back in your car and sped off. Your best friend looked after you in consternation, then chased you as far and as fast as his little legs would go. You almost wrecked your car pulling out into traffic. The next car turn into the park as he stood there and stared after you almost killed your best friend.



I thought you should know that the little dog you abandoned went back to the big oak tree, there he stayed for the rest of the day. When he first went back to the tree, he sat down, threw his head back and howled his grief, anguish and fear to the heavens, then he settled down, and loyal to a fault, waited for you to return. You never did. You never intended to return to the little animal that had given you his heart, his soul and his loyalty.






Animal Control was called, but never came. Your dog waited there for you through thunderstorms and pouring rain. He never went more than 100 feet from where you left him. Never sought shelter and would not approach anyone, rather he ran from them and made it clear he intended to wait for you.



I fed him twice, once before I went to work, once when I returned. He would not come to me. One child was able to pet your best friend. He went home to see if he could keep your dog and was told he could bring him home long enough for Animal Control to come get him.



I wasn’t satisfied with that answer, so, I took your best friend in. I have seen abused animals before, but he was terrified. He cringe at any sudden movement or loud voice. His expressive eyes told the whole story—desperately afraid, yet so very hopeful that maybe, just maybe, this time he wouldn’t get hurt.



I stayed home from work today. Your former best friend and I took a trip to my vet. He was so scared, his little heart pounding. Afraid he was going to be abandoned again.






As I expected, he was full of parasites, hook, round and pin worms. He has now had all his shots and is scheduled for surgery next week. The day I take him in for surgery, I will license him. I hope he doesn’t have heartworms, but if he does, I’ll see that he is treated for those as well.



If you should ever see this letter, be warned. If you show your face or vehicle around my home, your license tag number will be noted and I will take a warrant for your arrest for Cruelty to Animals. Should I get the chance to do this, I will push for you to receive the maximum punishment that the law allows.



The Bible says that man was given dominion over the earth and the animals thereupon. If you look up the word dominion, it means stewardship. Stewardship means that man is the caretaker appointed to care for The Master’s property until The Master returns. Your brand of “stewardship” is unacceptable.



The Native Americans have a legend that says that when a person dies, before he or she is admitted into Heaven; they are judged by the animals they knew here on earth. If I were judging you, you would be consigned to the deepest pits of Hell. Knowing the love and loyalty your best friend had for you, I suspect he would forgive you. I wish I could.






For the record: The above letter was the first I ever wrote with regard to animals I have rescued. “Lille Bit” still lives with me. When he first came to live with me, he was so young that he didn’t have his permanent canine teeth yet. Within a week, his personality was beginning to develop and the over whelming fear he had shown at first was vanishing, little by little.



His greatest pleasure now, besides running the squirrels out of the back yard, is to sleep at my side. Either at the side of my recliner in the living room: when I doze off, I often awake to find a head or a paw resting on my arm and a pair of very soulful eyes gazing at me as though to say “I’m here, are you OK?” or when I go to bed, actually lying by my side, as close as he can get.



In my younger days, I didn’t like having a dog sleeping in my bed. Now, I find the presence of a warm, loving, living creature beside me comforting, often reaching out during the night and giving him a pat or a rub.











昨天，我看见你丢弃了你的好朋友，并且还试图杀死它。我看见你把车开到网球场，停在一棵大橡树下，当时我正在前门廊那里坐着。

我看见你打开车门，从车里出来，让你的好朋友也下了车。它很开心地围在你的脚旁跳舞，以为你要带它去公园散步。

等它跑到垒球场那里，你就跳进了车里，急速开跑了。你的好朋友在后面惊愕地看着你，然后飞速奔跑着追赶你。你冲进车流里，差点儿毁了自己的车。另一辆车转入了公园，而你的狗狗正站在那儿目瞪口呆，你差点儿杀了你最好的朋友。

我想，你应该想到你丢弃的小狗又回到了那棵大橡树那，一整天都待在那里。一开始回到那棵树时，它坐在那，仰着头，对着天空吼叫着自己的悲伤、痛苦和恐惧。然后它平静了下来，傻傻地等着你回来。但是你再也没有回来。你从来没打算再回到那个把自己的心、自己的灵魂以及忠诚都给了你的小动物身边。

有人给动物控制中心的人打了电话，可是一直没有人来。你的小狗在那里风雨无阻地等着你。它从来没有离开过你丢弃它的那个地方，没有去过超过100英尺的范围之外。不去找地方住，也不去接近任何人，而是逃离他们，很明显它是在等着你回来。

我喂过它两次，一次在我上班之前，一次在我下班的时候。它不愿意接近我。一个孩子抚摩了你的好朋友。他回去看看能不能收留你的狗，直到动物控制中心的人来把它带走，才被告知他可以把狗狗带回家。




对于那个答案，我很不满意，所以，我把你的好朋友带回了家。我以前看见过被虐待的动物，但是它很害怕。一有任何动静或大的声音，它就立刻蜷缩起来。它的眼神给我们讲述了这整个故事——绝望的恐惧，但是它仍然希望，也许，仅仅是也许，这一次它不会再受到伤害。

我今天没去上班。我和你以前的好友一起去了我的兽医诊所。它很害怕，小心脏一直在扑腾扑腾地跳。担心它会再次被丢弃。

正如我所料，它身上到处都是寄生虫，钩状的，圆的，针形的蠕虫。到现在它打了所有能打的针，并安排下周做手术。从我带它去做手术那天起，我就许可了它。我希望它没有犬心虫，但如果有的话，我也会一同给它治疗。

如果你曾经看到了这封信，请小心一点。如果在我家附近，让我看见了你或者你的车，你的车牌号将会被记下来，我会带着逮捕证去逮捕你，告你虐待动物。如果我有机会来做这些，我会在法律允许的情况下，重重地惩罚你。

《圣经》上说，人类可以统治地球以及地球上的动物。如果你查查统治这个词，它的意思是管理。管理指的是被安排去照看主人的财产直到主人归来的看门人。你所标榜的“管理”是无法让人接受的。




印第安人有一个传说，说当一个人死了的时候，他/她能不能进入天堂，是由他们在地球上认识的动物来评判的。如果让我来评判你，你将被打入十八层地狱。想到你的好朋友对你的爱以及忠诚，我觉得它可能会原谅你。希望我也能。

郑重声明：这是我第一次写与我所救助的动物有关的信件。“里尔·比特”还和我住在一起。它刚开始和我住的时候，还很小，都还没有长犬牙。不到一周，它就变得性情开朗起来，最初的恐惧也渐渐烟消云散了。

它现在最大的乐趣，除了和后院的松鼠赛跑外，就是睡在我身边，或者睡在客厅我的躺椅旁边。当我打盹的时候，我经常醒来看到它的头或爪子在我的手臂上，一双深情的双眸盯着我看，好像在说：“我在这，你还好吗？”或者我去睡觉的时候，它就紧紧地躺在我身边。

在我年轻的时候，我不喜欢让狗睡在我的床上。现在，我发现有个温暖可爱的生物在身边，感到很安心，经常夜里伸出手去拍拍它，抚摩抚摩它。
































◎ Deanna Raeke









Allen(¨not his real name) is driving north out of Virginia in the middle of the night, with stolen property in the back of his van. But Allen isn’t a criminal—in fact he normally would never dream of breaking the law.



The “property” he stole is a dog he calls Flash. Allen doesn’t particularly want Flash—in fact, in a few hours he’ll drop him off at a stranger’s house and never see him again. “I couldn’t just stand by and do nothing,” he explains. “The owner was plainly neglecting the dog, but the police wouldn’t do anything about it.”



For over a year, Flash had been tied to a tree in front of someone’s house. “He was sick and malnourished,” says Allen. “More than once I saw [the owner] kick him for no reason at all.” Allen had repeatedly tried to get the owner to take better care of the animal, or to give it away to someone who would. Finally, he took matters into his own hands—in the dead of night, he took Flash off his chain and drove away with him.






Within an hour, Flash had a new license tag and was being treated by a veterinarian who knew better than to ask questions. Pictures of the dog were put up on animal rescue websites, asking for someone to adopt the dog. A couple in New York offered to take the dog, and animal lovers in states along the way agreed to provide transportation.



Nobody can say for sure how many animals like Flash are “rescued” every year—receiving stolen property is a crime, so rescuers tend to stay in the shadows. But a growing number of empty collars attest to their work as more and more animals find their way to loving homes.








北弗吉尼亚的艾伦（不是他的真名）在午夜载着偷来的东西行驶在州际公路上，但是艾伦并不是罪魁祸首——事实上，他做梦都没想过要触犯法律。

他偷盗的东西其实是一条名叫“闪电”的小狗。实际上，他并不是想要这条小狗，早在几个小时前，他就把它送给了一个陌生人，不会再见到它了。“我不能只袖手旁观，什么都不做，”他解释道，“主人显然是忽视了自己的狗，但警察也什么事都没做。”

一年多来，闪电一直被拴在某个房子前面的一棵大树上。“它看上去很虚弱，也营养不良。”艾伦说，“我不止一次看到它的主人无缘无故用脚踢它。”艾伦曾多次试图劝它的主人更好地对待动物，或者将闪电送给愿意领养它的人。可是最后，艾伦自己解决了这个问题——在一个深夜里，他解开了闪电的链子，开车将它带走了。




就在一个小时之后，闪电有了新的许可证标记，而且交给了了解动物的兽医照顾。闪电的照片被张贴在动物救助站的网站上，发出寻求爱心人士前来领养的消息。一对来自纽约的夫妇提交了申请，愿意领养闪电，甚至很多州的动物爱心协会愿意为这对夫妇提供沿途运输帮助。

没有人能够清楚地说出到底有多少小狗和闪电有一样的遭遇，是通过盗窃这样一个不合法的方式被解救出来的，导致救助小动物的人们都背负着罪名。但是越来越多的事实证明，这些小动物们有越来越多的方式寻找到属于它们的家。






























Freedom Parrot　自由的鹦鹉








◎ Stephen









A man, a great man, a fighter for freedom was traveling in the mountains. He stayed in a caravan for the night. He was amazed that in the caravans there was a beautiful parrot in a golden cage, continually repeating “Freedom! Freedom!” And it was such a place that when the parrot repeated the word “Freedom!” it would go on echoing in the valleys, in the mountains.



The man thought: “I have seen many parrots, and I have thought they must want to be free from those cages... but I have never seen such a parrot whose whole day, from the morning to the evening when he goes to sleep, is spent in calling out for freedom.” He had an idea. In the middle of the night, when the owner was fast asleep, he got up and opened the door of the cage. He whispered to the parrot, “Now get out.”



But he was very surprised that the parrot was clinging to the bars of the cage. He said to him again and again, “Have you forgotten about freedom? Just get out! The door is open and the owner is fast asleep; nobody will ever know. You just fly into the sky; the whole sky is yours.”






But the parrot was clinging so deeply, so hard, that the man said, “What is the matter? Are you mad?” He tried to take the parrot out with his own hands, but the parrot started pecking at him, and at the same time he was shouting, “Freedom! Freedom!” The valleys in the night echoed and re-echoed, but the man was also stubborn; He was a freedom fighter.



He pulled the parrot out and threw him into the sky; and he was very satisfied, although his hand was hurt. The parrot had attacked him as forcefully as he could, but the man was immensely satisfied that he had made a soul free. He went to sleep.



In the morning, as the man was waking up, he heard the parrot shouting, “Freedom! Freedom!” He thought perhaps the parrot must be sitting on a tree or on a rock. But when he came out, the parrot was sitting in the cage. The door was open.








一个人，一个伟大的人，一个为了自由而战的斗士，正在山峦间穿行。今晚他留在一个大旅店里过夜。旅店里有一个金丝鸟笼，里面有一只漂亮的鹦鹉，不停地反复呼喊着“自由！自由”，这让他很震惊。而在这里，当这只鹦鹉不断地重复“自由！”的时候，这个词便会在山峦间、在深谷中久久回荡。




这个人想：“我看到过很多鹦鹉，也曾想过它们一定想从这些笼子里飞出去获得自由……但是，我从没有见过这样的鹦鹉，从早到晚，直到入睡，一整天都在呼喊着自由。”他有了一个想法。在午夜，当店主熟睡的时候，他悄悄起身，打开了鸟笼门，小声地对鹦鹉说：“现在，出去吧。”

但他非常惊讶，这只鹦鹉竟抓着鸟笼的横木不放，紧贴在笼子里。他对它一遍又一遍地说：“你忘了自由了吗？快出去！门开着，店主熟睡着，没有人会看到。你只有飞向天空；整片天空才是你的。”

但这只鹦鹉仍然牢牢地抓着横木不放，于是他说：“怎么了？你疯了吗？”他试图用手把鹦鹉弄出来，但是鹦鹉却开始啄他，同时大喊：“自由！自由！”深夜的山谷里荡起了一声又一声的回音，可是这个人也一样顽固，谁让他是个自由战士呢。

他把鹦鹉拽出来，扔向空中。他很满意，虽然他的手受伤了。鹦鹉全力地攻击他，但是他却心满意足，因为他使得一个灵魂自由了。他便回去继续睡觉了。

早上，他睡醒了，又听见鹦鹉大喊：“自由！自由！”他想也许这只鹦鹉正落在一棵树上或一块石头上呢。但当他走出来时，鹦鹉正坐在笼子里。门还大开着。

































The Goose and the Swan　鸟儿们的友谊








◎ Charlotte Edwards









Where we live, on the Eastern shore of Maryland, the gentle waters run in and out like fingers slimming at the tips. They curl into the coves like tender palms.



The Canada geese knows this place, as do the white swans and the ducks who ride an inch above the waves of Chesapeake Bay as they skim their way into harbor. In the autumn, by the thousands, they come home for the winter.



The swans move toward the shores in a stately glide, their tall heads proud and unafraid. They lower their long necks deep into the water, where their strong beaks dip through the river bottoms for food. And there is, between the arrogant swans and the prolific geese, an indifference, almost a disdain.



Once or twice each year, snow and sleet move into the area. When this happens, if the river is at its narrowest, or the creek shallow, there is a freeze which hardens the water to ice.






It was on such a morning, near Oxford Maryland. That a friend of mine set the breakfast table beside the huge window, which overlooked the Tred Avon River. Across the river, beyond the dock, the snow laced the rim of the shore in white .For a moment she stood quietly, looking at what the night’s storm had painted.



Suddenly she leaned forward and peered close to the frosted window. “It really is,” she cried out loud. “There is goose out there.” She reached to the bookcase and pulled out a pair of binoculars. Into their sights came the figure of a large Canada goose, very still, its wings folded tight to its sides, its feet frozen to the ice.



Then from the dark skies, she saw a line of swans. They moved in their own singular formation, graceful, intrepid, and free. They crossed from the west of the broad creek high above the house, moving steadily to the east.



As my friend watched, the leader swung to the right, and then the white string of birds became a white circle. It floated from the top of the sky downward. At last, as easy as feathers coming to earth, the circle landed on the ice. My friend was on her feet now, with one unbelieving hand against her mouth. As the swans surrounded the frozen goose, she feared what life it still had might be packed out by those great swan bills.






Instead, amazingly instead, those bills began to woke on the ice. The long necks were lifted and curved down, again and again; it went on for a long time. At last, the goose was rimmed by a narrow margin of ice instead of the entire creek. The swans rose again, following the leader, and hovered in that circle, awaiting the results of their labors.



The goose’s head lifted. Its body pulled. Then the goose was free and standing on the ice. It was moving its big webbed feet slowly. And the swans stood in the air watching. Then, as if it had cried, “I cannot fly,” for of the swans came down around it. Their powerful beaks scraped the goose’s wings from top to bottom, scuttled under its wings and rode up its body, chipping off the ice held in the feathers.



The goose spread its wings as far as they would go. When at last the wings reached their fullest, our swans took off and joined the hovering group. They resumed their eastward journey, in perfect formation, to their secret destination.



Behind them, rising with incredible speed and joy, the goose moved into the sky. It followed them, flapping double time, until it caught up, until it joined the last end of the elegant line.






My friend watched them until they disappeared over the tips of the farthest trees. Only then did she realize that tears were running down her cheeks and had been for how long she don’t know. This is a true story. I do not try to interpret it here. I just often think of it in the bad moments, and tell myself: “If so for birds, why not for man?”








我们居住在马里兰州的东海岸，那里有潺潺的流水，似纤细的手指般蜿蜒流进流出，转入如温柔手掌般的海湾。

黑雁熟知此地。白天鹅和野鸭子们也知道这里，它们总是紧贴着切萨皮克湾的浪尖飞入海港。秋季，成百上千的它们把这里当家，躲过严冬。

天鹅们通常高昂着头颅，以一种高傲姿态悠悠地飞向海岸，它们骄傲而无畏。将长长的脖子扎入水中，它们用坚硬的喙在河底寻觅食物。你总能感受到傲慢的天鹅对那一群群黑雁的冷漠，或是蔑视。

每一年，这里总会下上一两次的雪或冰雹。赶上这种时候，在河流的最窄处或者浅水区，河面就会结冰。

一天清晨，我来到朋友家，一个靠近马里兰州牛津镇的地方。我的朋友把早餐桌放在一面巨大的窗户前。透过窗户，正好能够欣赏特爱温河的美景。河流的对岸是码头，白灿灿的积雪给整个河岸镶上了银边。她在窗前驻足了好一会儿，欣赏着昨夜暴风雪的杰作。




突然，她往前贴近结霜的窗户向外仔细看去。“是真的！”她大声说道，“那儿有一只黑雁。”她走到书柜前取出望远镜，镜筒中，她看到一只在雪中一动不动的大黑雁，翅膀紧紧地收合在身体两侧，双脚已经被冻在冰里。

在昏暗的天空中飞来一排天鹅。它们以自己独特的队列飞行着，优雅，无畏，自在。穿过西部宽广的河面，越过高高的房顶，一直向东悠悠飞去。

正当我朋友看着，领头鹅突然转向了右边，随后那一条白线变成一个白圈。白圈往下飘落，最后，像羽毛一般轻盈地落在冰面上。我的朋友不禁站起，惊讶地把手放在嘴上。天鹅们包围了这只冰冻的黑雁，我的朋友害怕它将在这群天鹅的利喙下变得千疮百孔。

然而，令人惊讶的事情发生了。这群天鹅用它们的喙啄冰。那长长的脖子时而抬起时而低下，如此来回不停地啄食了好长时间。最后，冻住黑雁的整个冰碎成了小块。工作完成后，天鹅们随着领头鹅再次盘旋空中，绕成一个圈，等待着它们的劳动成果。




黑雁抬起头，身体伸展了一下，然后逃脱冰块站了起来。笨拙地移动着它那大大的脚掌。天鹅们在空中望着它。这时，黑雁好像叫了一声：“我没法儿飞了！”只见四只天鹅马上飞到它身旁，用坚硬的长喙上上下下里里外外地松开它的翅膀，蹭它的身体并啄掉它羽毛里的冰块。

黑雁试着努力伸展双翅，在翅膀完全展开后，四只天鹅飞回了那盘旋的队伍。它们恢复队列，继续向东飞行，飞往它们的秘密归宿。

而黑雁在获救后快活地飞进天空的怀抱，速度令人讶异。它紧随天鹅的队伍，加倍抖动双翅，终于赶上它们并完成了那优美线条最后一个点。

直到它们的身影远远消逝，我朋友才回过神，也是在这时她才发现自己早已泪流满面。这是一个真实的故事，我在这里不想去诠释它。我只是在困境中常想起这个故事，并对自己说：“鸟儿尚且如此，何况人呢？”






























Grandfather’s Bee　祖父的蜜蜂








◎ Staley









A long time before I was born, my Grandma and Grandpa moved into the house on Beechwood Avenue. They had a young family—of 4 little girls .The little girls slept in the attic in a big feather bed. It was cold there on winter night. Grandma put hot bricks under the covers at the foot of the bed to keep the little girls warm.



During the Great Depression, work was hard to find, so Grandpa did whatever jobs he could. He dug ditches during the week and on weekend he and Grandma dug a garden to grow some of their own food.



The house on Beechwood Avenue had a big front yard with shade trees and fruit trees. In the middle of the yard was a water pump where the four little girls pumped water for cooking, cleaning and watering the garden. On one side of the yard, Grandma and Grandpa planted tomatoes, beans, squash, cucumbers, peppers and strawberries to feed their growing family. They planted roses geraniums lilacs and irises on the other side of the yard, around the statue of the Blessed Mother.






Everybody worked to keep the garden growing. All summer long, the family ate food from the garden and enjoyed the beautiful flowers. Grandma put up strawberry jam, tomatoes, beans, peppers, pears and peaches in canning jam. They were good to eat through the long winter.



The family grew up, and before too many years had passed, the grandchildren came to visit. Grandma and Grandpa still planted their garden every spring. Everyone still enjoyed the good food from the garden and always took some home.



Grandchilden grow up, and grandparents grow older. It became harder for Grandma and Grandpa to keep up the garden. So they made it a little smaller. There was still plenty to eat from the garden and lovely flowers to enjoy.



Then one summer when Grandpa was eighty-nine years old, all he could do was watch from his lawn chair as the vegetables grew and the roses bloomed. Summer slowly faded, and Grandpa died before it was time to bring in the harvest.



It was a lonely winter for Grandma. She sat near the window, looking out at the yard and wondering if she could plant the garden in the spring. It would be hard to care for it by herself. When spring came, she planted only a little garden.






One sunny day in the early summer, Grandma heard a commotion in the front yard and looked out the window to see a frightening sight a gigantic swarm of bees filled the air between two tall trees. There were thousands of bees in the air, so many that the swarm reached the tree-tops! The buzzing sound was tremendous. Grandma watched as the bees made their way into a hole up in one of the trees. Before long, everyone of those bees had disappeared into its new home.



Grandma wondered what in the world she could do. Should she hair someone to get rid of bees? That would cost more than she could afford. She decided to wait and think it over.



During the next few days, the bees were busy making their own business. Grandma could always see a few bees buzzing in and out around the opening high in the tree. Before long, she decided the bees won’t bother anyone, so she went about her business and didn’t give them any other thought.



That summer, Grandma’s little garden grew and grew. The neighbors would stop to admire the huge crop of vegetables and puzzle over their own gardens weren’t doing well. No matter, because Grandma had enough give some away. Of course, everyone who came to visit was treated to a meal of good things from the garden.






One day, Grandma’s brother Frank visited from Arizona. As Grandma made Frank a delicious lunch of squash pan cakes and home made apple sauce, she told him the story about the swam of bees.



Frank said:”in Arizona, the famers often hired beekeepers to set up beehives near their fields. The bees pollinated the crops and helped them to grow.”



That was when Grandma realized that her bees had helped with her garden all summer...



“So that’s why my little garden had such a big crop!” she exclaimed.



From that time on, Grandma always believed that since Grandpa couldn’t be there to help her that summer, he had sent the bees to take his place and make Grandma’s little garden grow and grow...








早在我出生以前，奶奶和爷爷就已搬到碧奇乌大道。那时候，他们的四个女儿都很小，睡在阁楼的大皮革床上。冬天的时候会很冷，为了保暖，奶奶就在床脚的被单下放几块烘热的砖头。




在经济大萧条的时期，工作非常难找，所以凡是能找着的工作，爷爷都会做。周中挖沟渠，周末的时候他就和奶奶开辟菜园，种一些菜。

碧奇乌的房子有一个大大的前院，里面种着果树，已经可以遮阳。院子正中有一个水管，四个小女孩天天从这里接水做饭，打扫以及灌溉菜园。院子的一侧，爷爷奶奶种了不同的果物，土豆，豌豆，南瓜，黄瓜，辣椒以及草莓。而在另一侧，绕着神像妈妈，他们种了玫瑰，天竺葵，丁香花以及鸢尾。

为了菜园的生长，每个人都付出着努力。整整一个夏天，这一家都吃着菜园的果物欣赏着那些漂亮的花。奶奶把草莓，土豆，豌豆，辣椒，梨子以及桃子做成酱装进瓶里，这样冬天也能吃到这些可口的东西。

多年过后，孩子们长大了，孙子孙女们也出世了。奶奶和爷爷仍然每年在春天的时候耕种花园。人人都分享着花园种的果实，也总能带上一些回家。

孙子孙女们长大了，爷爷、奶奶年逾古稀。由于维护花园太花费他们的精力，所以他们把花园面积缩小了。但里面种出来的食物已然足够，花朵还是招人喜爱。

在爷爷89岁的那个夏天，他已经只能坐在草地的椅子上看蔬菜长大，玫瑰开花。夏日渐渐消逝,但爷爷却在收获前去世了。




对奶奶来说，这是个寂寞的冬天。她坐在窗边，望着外边的院子，考虑着来年春天是否还要继续耕种菜园。全靠她一个人打理确实太难了些。当春天来临时，她只耕种了一点儿食物。

初夏的这天晴朗无比，奶奶听到前院传来声音便向窗外望去，可怕的一幕映入眼帘。大群大群的蜜蜂钻进树里。空中还飞舞着成千上万只，蜂群一直堆到树顶！嗡嗡声不绝于耳。奶奶注意着，发现这些蜜蜂先后钻进树上的一个洞中。不一会，所有的蜜蜂都搬进这个新家。

奶奶思索着是否该请人清走这些蜜蜂呢？但她支付不起这费用。于是她决定再等等，或许会有其他办法。

在随后的几天中，蜜蜂始终忙碌着。奶奶总能看到几只蜂儿从树洞里嗡嗡地飞进飞出。在确定蜜蜂不会对自己生活造成任何妨碍时，她就开始自顾自地干活，不再理会它们。

那年夏天，奶奶的小菜园硕果累累。邻居们看了都驻足赞赏，都想着怎么自己菜园的长势没有这么喜人。无论怎样，奶奶有多余的可以送人。登门来访的客人都能得到来自菜园的美味招待。

一天，奶奶的哥哥，弗兰克，从亚利桑那州前来探亲。奶奶做了可口的南瓜饼以及家制苹果酱当做午餐，并告诉了弗兰克那群蜜蜂的事。




弗兰克说：“在亚利桑那州，农民都要专门请养蜂人在他们的田地旁制作蜂房，蜜蜂会给农作物授粉从而帮助它们成长。”

在那时，奶奶才意识到是这些蜜蜂在这个夏天帮助了她。

“所以这就是我的菜园丰收的原因。”她惊叹道。

从那时起，奶奶开始相信，尽管爷爷没能在身旁帮助她，但他派来了这些蜜蜂，所以菜园才能如此欣欣向荣。
































◎ Dave Winer









Once upon a time there was a baby eagle living in a nest perched on a cliff overlooking a beautiful valley with waterfalls and streams, trees and lots of little animals, scurrying about enjoying their lives.



The baby eagle liked the nest. It was the only world he had ever known. It was warm and comfortable, had a great view, and even better, he had all the food and love and attention that a great mother eagle could provide. Many times each day the mother would swoop down from the sky and land in the nest and feed the baby eagle delicious morsels of food. She was like a god to him, he had no idea where she came from or how she worked her magic.



The baby eagle was hungry all the time, but the mother eagle would always come just in time with the food and love and attention he craved. The baby eagle grew strong. His vision grew very sharp. He felt good all the time.






Until one day, the mother stopped coming to the nest.



The baby eagle was hungry. “I’m sure to die,” said the baby eagle, all the time.



“Very soon, death is coming,” he cried, with tears streaming down his face. Over and over. But there was no one there to hear him.



Then one day the mother eagle appeared at the top of the mountain cliff, with a big bowl of delicious food and she looked down at her baby. The baby looked up at the mother and cried “Why did you abandon me? I’m going to die any minute. How could you do this to me?”



The mother said, “Here is some very tasty and nourishing food, all you have to do is come get it.”



“Come get it!” said the baby, with much anger. “How?”



The mother flew away.



The baby cried and cried and cried.



A few days later, “I’m going to end it all,” he said. “I give up. It is time for me to die.”



He didn’t know his mother was nearby. She swooped down to the nest with his last meal.



“Eat this, it’s your last meal,” she said.






The baby cried, but he ate and whined and whined about what a bad mother she was.



“You’re a terrible mother,” he said. Then she pushed him out of the nest.



He fell.



Head first.



Picked up speed.



Faster and faster.



He screamed. “I’m dying I’m dying,” he cried. He picked up more speed.



He looked up at his mother. “How could you do this to me?”



He looked down.



The ground rushed closer, faster and faster. He could visualize his own death so clearly, coming so soon, and cried and whined and complained. “This isn’t fair!” he screamed.



Something strange happens.



The air caught behind his arms and they snapped away from his body, with a feeling unlike anything he had ever experienced. He looked down and saw the sky. He wasn’t moving towards the ground anymore, his eyes were pointed up at the sun.



“Huh?” he said. “What is going on here?”






“You’re flying,” his mother said.


“This is fun!” laughed the baby eagle, as he soared and dived and swooped.

“Yes it is!” said the mother.





很久以前，在一个悬崖上有一个鹰巢，里面住着一只小鹰。悬崖下是美丽的山谷，小溪流淌，瀑布飞泻，绿树繁茂，小动物们四处奔跑，尽情享受着人生。

小鹰很喜欢这个巢，自出生以来这就是它所有的天地。这个巢温暖舒适、环境怡人。而最重要的是，在巢里，它可以得到母亲给予的一切——食物、关怀和爱心。每天好几次，母亲都会从高空飞下来，一口一口地喂它可口的食物。在它眼里，母亲就像神一样，它不知道母亲从哪里来，到底懂些什么魔法。

小鹰老是想吃东西，母亲每次总能及时赶到，给它送来它渴求的一切——食物，关怀和爱心。小鹰茁壮成长，它的眼光变得越来越锐利。这一切都让小鹰感觉很惬意。

直到有一天，母亲再也不来巢窝了。

小鹰感到非常饿，“这回我死定了。”它老是这样想。

“死神很快就要来临了。”它哀号着，泪流满面。它不停地哭着，但就是没人来答理它。

直到一天，鹰妈妈又出现在悬崖上，带来了一大碗可口的食物。她看着自己的小宝贝，小鹰抬头看着妈妈，哭着道：“你为什么要抛弃我呀？我快要死了，你怎么可以这样对我啊？”




妈妈说：“我这儿有一些又可口又有营养的食物，要吃，你就自己来拿！”

“自己去拿？”小鹰很气愤地说，“叫我怎么拿啊？”

妈妈飞走了。

小鹰又继续不停地哭啊哭。

几天后，小鹰说：“死就死，我放弃了，我的死期已到。”

它不知道母亲就在附近。她俯冲而下，给小鹰带来它最后的食物。

“把这个吃了，这是你最后的食物。”她说。

小鹰哭了，它边吃边埋怨母亲不是一个称职的好妈妈。

“你真是一个很糟糕的妈妈。”待它说完，母亲把它推下了巢。

它很快往下掉。

头朝下。

下跌的速度加快了。

越来越快。

它尖叫着：“我要死了，我要死了！”它下坠得更快了。




它抬头看着妈妈，“你怎么可以这样对我呢？”

它朝下看了一下。

眼看着地面离自己越来越近，它可以清晰地预见到自己的死亡，它叫喊着、抱怨着：“这太不公平了！”

神奇的事情发生了。

空气托起了它的翅膀，翅膀随之啪地打开了，这种感觉是它从未体验过的。它朝下看，看到了天空。它已经不再往下跌了，它的眼睛正对着太阳。

“咦？”它说，“这是怎么回事呢？”

“你在飞呢！”鹰妈妈说。

“这太好玩了！”小鹰笑着说，它一会儿高飞，一会儿俯冲，一会儿飞扑。

“没错，是很好玩！”鹰妈妈说道。






























◎ Dr Silvia Hartmanon









Healing animals—this can be read two ways, and both are equally important to a person who is drawn to animals, as a part of their path and spiritual development. We meet animals who have the power to give us healing, and these become healing animals for us; and then there comes a time when we want to give back, in fact are now healed enough to have something to give again, and at that point, many are drawn to healing animals themselves.



Animals are the link between us human beings, who have in many ways become painfully detached from the great creative order by our ways and mistakes, and the thinking and doing we do, and all the rest of the Universe.



Animals can become the messenger and pathway back to nature, back to the entire world that exists outside of people doings, and where God awaits, if you want to put it like that.






The very purity of animals who do not lie, steal, plot or doubt themselves or others is an antidote, a mirror to where we human beings are going wrong. The animals are a cure and pathway out of loneliness and disconnection; they give us much needed energy and very importantly, give us somewhere to put our energy, the love we have to give, the care taking and compassion which every person has but no-one asks them for it, and if they offer it to other human beings, it is usually rejected.



So in this very simple, structural way of pure giving and receiving energy exchanges, animals provide us with a bitterly needed service to get some flow back into our energy systems that have become encapsulated as we try and keep away from our human neighbors, have become suspicious of strangers and walk through our cities with our heads down and our energy systems pulled in tight.



At an EmoTrance energy healing training, I once did an exercise where I asked people to tune into the energy system of an animal of their choice, an ancient shamanic practice that can be made real right here and now and is so very educational.



Some chose to be birds; some wanted to be dolphins; one wanted to be an elephant, and quite a few a big cat like a lion or a tiger.






But all and every single one of the participants reported how their energy system had expanded many, many times; how they felt so much bigger, greater and so much more connected to everything around them because of that.



Animals don’t hold back, don’t pull their energy system in like someone wraps a raggedy blanket around themselves in a hailstorm as people do; they are life givers of energy that we people need so deeply, so profoundly and so desperately.



Animals are therefore, very healing in the true sense of the word.



We can open ourselves to the healing energies of animals even if we are in a position where we can’t interact daily with an elephant, an eagle, a lion or a tiger, or even have a pet cat or a pet dog which brings these energies into our lives.



As the people at the EmoTrance training showed, all you have to do is to tune into the powerfields of an animal species and call that energy into you, evoke it, run it through your own body and you can have healing animal energies wherever you are, even when lying in a hospital bed, and simply by evoking the power of an orca, or the ancient steady wisdom of a tortoise, or the elegance of a sea lion that slides soundlessly through cold, rich, nourishing waters.






But as great as healing servants animals are to humanity, they also suffer greatly for it.



Animals get jarred out of their natural environments when they come to stay with people, and that causes much trouble on all levels, and so our animals too, are in need of healing.



Whether they need protecting from harmful environments, energy forms, unsuitable foods and unsuitable emanations, or whether they are already sick and now really need healing, when we start to consider how we can heal our animal friends, we engage in something very magical, and a whole journey begins.



But still, and that is the remarkable fact, as we step up and become those who engage in animal healing, it is still ourselves who benefit the most, who learn the most, and who grow the most.



When we reach inside and raise healing intentions, healing energies, heartfelt compassion, and let these powerful energy forms flow through us in order to give them to an animal that needs this help and healing, of course, this changes us the most of all.



In my view, to have become the healer yourself is the final step in any healing process; it is the sign and seal that you are indeed healed now, even if you don’t feel like it, even if you don’t know it, and even if you haven’t gotten your head around it yet.






In even aiming towards becoming a healer, and giving now instead of only taking all the time, we take a massive step of evolution in the direction of a fully functional, powerful human being that can protect, and heal the animals in their environment, and further out, the animals that they become aware of on the wider levels.



The suffering of animals because of human intervention across time and space is vast, and it would be impossible for a person in the hard to make any impact on that that would be noticeable.



In the energy realms however, where all time is one, and a single thought can move a mountain, we can do so much and we can make wonderful changes simply by the power of intention which is powered by our heartfelt desire to bring healing and protection to the animals—to a whole species, to all animals past, present and future, or just a single individual who has suffered at the hands of man.



And so here we are—animals are all and truly, healing animals; whether they are the givers of healers, or the receivers of healing, animals will always heal you, either way.






With my deepest gratitude to the animal kingdom and all its representatives, and my very best blessings to you.








对那些喜欢动物的人来说，无论是治愈动物，抑或是从动物身上得到慰藉，都是重要的精神食粮。那些可以给我们以精神力量的动物，可以称做“治愈系”动物；而在人们想要，更确切地说，是可以去回报动物的时候，多数人也会反过来帮助动物。

对那些淡然面对人类的所有行为、错误、想法和活动的人来说，动物是一座桥梁。

同时，当你想要进入一个人类之外的世界，一个上帝期许的自然的时候，动物也是大自然甚至整个世界的信使。

动物不说谎，不偷盗，也不会钩心斗角。它们的纯洁是人类心灵的良药，像一面镜子，映射出我们的过错。它们还会排解孤独和自闭，给予我们力量，但更重要的是，我们可以去关爱它们，照顾它们，同情它们，发泄我们每个人都有但无法释放的同情心，因为人类通常不会接受他人莫名的关心。

在现实生活中，我们防范邻居，猜疑陌生人，在熙攘的城市中埋头奔走。虽然说起来有些苦涩，但正是通过这样一种简单的给予的过程，动物们缓解了我们本来封闭的、排外的、猜疑的、紧张的精神系统。




在一次精神治愈的训练课上，我让人们选择一种动物，并相应地调节自己的精神系统。这是一种古老的萨满教的方法，现在看来，发人深省。

有些人选择成为小鸟，成为海豚、大象。还有另外一些选择了狮子和老虎。

无论选择什么，他们的感受都是一样的，觉得自己的精神被无限扩展了，那是一种很广阔、很伟大的感觉，似乎自己与身边的事物更融洽了。

动物们不会退缩，即便在冰雹天气，它们也不会像人一样裹着破旧的毛毯，而是一直在给予，给予人们渴望的能量。

因此，在现实世界里，动物们是很好的慰藉。

试着对动物慰藉能量敞开胸怀，即使我们不能直接与大象，鹰，狮子，老虎，甚至我们的宠物猫宠物狗对话，但它们着实把这些能量融入了我们的生活。

正如接受精神治愈训练课的人们的表现一般，你所需要做的就是深入动物物种的能量磁场并把这些能量转到自己身上，开发它，让它充斥你整个身体。如此一来，无论何时何地，你都可拥有这能量。即使躺在病床上，你所需要做的无非是找到一只鲸的力量，或者一只乌龟的古老智慧，又或者是滋养在海水中的海狮的慵懒。




“治愈系”动物在人道主义方面作出了巨大贡献，它们自身却深受其害。

从一个自由的自然环境中出来，它们被放进各种瓶罐中开始与人类生活。这在各个方面其实都是有麻烦的。所以，我们的动物也等待着人类的慰藉。

无论是保护它们不受环境，能源，废气或者不适当的食物的侵害，抑或是维护它们的情感和给予关爱，当我们开始去考虑我们动物朋友的感受，我们其实也开始了一段神奇的旅程。

但更神奇的是，尽管是我们在努力加强给动物的慰藉，但其实还是我们人类受益最多，学到最多，也成长最多。

当我们内心深处真正接受慰藉并清楚慰藉意图，慰藉能量，真正的同情时，我们就能让这些充满力量的能量充满我们全身，这样把他们放在一个动物身旁，就能真正接受辅助性的慰藉。当然，这也最能改变我们。

在我看来，作为一个真正的慰藉给予者是整个过程中最后的一步。这也是表示你已痊愈的一个标志。即使你自己没感觉到或不知道。

作为一个对动物给予保护，无论是环境还是慰藉，当我们在尝试成为慰藉给予者，而不局限于做一个“拿来主义”的人时，我们就已经在使人类成为有强大力量与功能的物体的里程中有了卓越的进步。而动物也会对此有更广的意识。




斗转星移，时空变换，因人类的干涉而对动物产生的影响是非常深远的。而对这些冲击视而不见却是不可能的。

然而，从能源领域来讲，时间就是一个整体，意念能移动高山。启动意念的力量我们就能做很多事或改变很多事，只要我们有强烈的慰藉愿望去保护动物，或者说所有物种，包括过去的，现在的以及将来的，甚至一个小小的人类摧残的个体。

无可争议，动物们是我们人类最好的疗养动物。无论它们是慰藉的给予者还是接受者，它们都会以自己独特的方式给你安慰。

这里，我对动物王国以及它的代表们表示最深的感谢，最真的祝福。






























Eagle in a Storm　风雨中的雄鹰








◎ Cathy Cawthon









Did you know that an eagle knows when a storm is approaching long before it breaks?



The eagle will fly to some high spot and wait for the winds to come. When the storm hits, it sets its wings so that the wind will pick it up and lift it above the storm. While the storm rages below, the eagle is soaring above it.



The eagle does not escape the storm. It simply uses the storm to lift it higher. It rises on the winds that bring the storm.



When the storms of life come upon us—and all of us will experience them - we can rise above them by setting our belief that we can make it. The storms do not have to overcome us. We can allow our inner power to lift us above them.



We can enable ourselves to ride the winds of the storm that bring sickness, tragedy, failure and disappointment in our lives. We can soar above the storm.






Remember, it is not the burdens of life that weigh us down, it is how we handle them.








你知道吗？鹰在暴风雨来临之前就知道暴风雨就要来了。

鹰会飞到一个很高的地方，等待着暴风雨的来临。当暴风雨来临的时候，它会展开翅膀，这样暴风就可以把它拖起，将它置于暴风雨之上。当暴风雨肆虐的时候，鹰已经翱翔于暴风雨之上了。

鹰没有逃避暴风雨，它只是借用暴风雨的力量让自己飞得更高，它翱翔于暴风雨带来的飓风之上。

当生活中的暴风雨来临的时候——这是我们每个人都要经历的——我们可以坚定我们的必胜信念，这样我们就可以凌驾于暴风雨之上。暴风雨并不一定会摧毁我们，我们内心的力量可以让我们超越暴风雨。

在生活中，我们可以驾驭那些带来疾病、灾难、失败、失望的暴风雨。我们可以翱翔在暴风雨之上。

请记住，把你压垮的不是生活中的重担，而是你的态度。


























The Loyal Dog　忠诚的狗狗








◎ George Graham Vest









The best friend a man has in the world may turn against him and become his enemy. His son or daughter that he has reared with loving care may prove ungrateful. Those who are nearest and dearest to us, those whom we trust with our happiness and our good name may become traitors to their faith.



The one absolutely unselfish friend that man can have in this selfish world, the one that never deserts him, the one that never proves ungrateful or treacherous is his dog. A man's dog stands by him in prosperity and in poverty, in health and in sickness.



He will lick the wounds and sores that come in encounters with the roughness of the world. He guards the sleep of his pauper master as if he were a prince. When riches take wings, and reputation falls to pieces, he is as constant in his love as the sun in its journey through the heavens.






And when the last scene of all comes, and death takes his master in its embrace and his body is laid away in the cold ground, no matter if all other friends pursue their way, there by the graveside will the noble dog be found, his head between his paws, his eyes sad, but open in alert watchfulness, faithful and true even in death.








一个人在世上最好的朋友会和他反目，成为他的敌人。他悉心养育的儿女会不忠不孝。那些和我们最亲近的人，那些我们以幸福和美名信赖的人会背信弃义。

在这个自私的世界里，一个人能有的最无私的，从不抛弃他，从不知恩不报，从不背信弃义的朋友是他的狗。无论富有或贫穷，无论健康或是患病，一个人的狗总伫立在主人身旁。

它愿意舔抚艰难人世带来的创痕。它守卫着穷主人安睡如同守卫王子。当财富不翼而飞，当名誉毁之殆尽，它仍然热爱着主人，如日当空，亘古不变。

当最后的时刻来临，死神拥抱着主人，他的驱体掩埋在冰冷的黄土之下，任凭所有的朋友风流云散，就在墓地旁，你可以看见那高尚的狗，它的头伏在两爪之间，双眼神情悲伤，却警觉注视着，忠诚至死。





































Precious things are very few in this world.



That is the reason there is just one you.



 在这世上珍贵的东西总是罕有，



所以这世上只有一个你。
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如果你心里有一个大大的目标，不要放弃，不管你感到别人多么冷淡、你自己多么疲惫或灰心。即使我在这里所谈论的每一点都错了，你也要这么做：守住你的梦想——即便它此时此刻并没有那么美妙。不管怎样，都要抓住它。这样，当风暴转晴，你的梦想仍然完美无缺，准备再次上路吧！
































If you have a great goal in mind, don't give up on it, no matter how apathetic, exhausted, or frustrated you might feel. If everything I've said up until this point fails, do this: hold on to your dream—even if it doesn' t feel like much of a dream at the moment. Hold on to it anyway. That way, when the storm clears, your dream will still be intact, ready for another try.































成功是一种选择

Success Is a Choice





我们选择快乐，选择健康，选择安全，选择富裕；生活中所有的事实都在告诉我们，成功是一种选择，不是仅仅靠机会或巧合就能获得的结果。


























PREFACE





Success

成 功

◎ Ralph Waldo Emerson









What is success?

To laugh often and love much,

To win the respect of intelligent persons and the affection of children;

To earn the approbation of honest citizens and endure the betrayal of false friends,

To appreciate beauty;

To find the best in others,

To give oneself;

To leave the world a little better,

Whether by a healthy child, a garden patch, or a redeemed social condition;

To have played and laughed with enthusiasm and sung with exultation,

To know even one life has breathed easier;

Because you have lived—

This is to have succeeded.












什么是成功？

笑口常开，爱心长存，

赢得智者的尊重和孩子们的爱戴；

赢得真诚的认可，容忍损友的背叛；

欣赏一切美好，

发现别人的可爱，

无私地奉献；

给世界增添光彩。

要么培育出健康的孩子，要么留下花园一块，或是改善社会条件；

尽情娱乐、笑得畅快，把欢乐的歌唱起来；

甚至知道一个生命活得自在，

因为你的一路走来——

这就是成功的内涵。














Success in Life　成 功





◎ Anonymous





Success means different things for different people. Some may equate it with fame, some with wealth and still some with accomplishments. For me, it means fulfilling one’s dreams. Whatever your dreams are, you have a goal there and then focus all your attention on it. Dreams bring you hope and happiness. In the process of struggling for it, you cry, sweat, complain or even curse, but the joy of harvesting makes you forget all the pains and troubles you have gone through. So an old proverb says that the sweetest fruit is one that has undergone the bitterest ordeal.

There are several keys to success. First, your goal must be practical and practicable. If you set your goal too high, chances are that you will never attain it. Next, you have to make a plan of doing it. You can take some steps to realize it. Since the process is quite tough, you need to be diligent, patient and persevering. Even if you meet with some difficulties or frustrations, just take them in your stride. You can always tell yourself that there is nothing insurmountable. With this will and determination, success is sure to wait for you at the end of the tunnel!




成功对于不同的人来说意义不同。有些人将它等同于名誉，有些人将它等同于财富，另一些人将它等同于成就。对我来说，成功意味着实现你的梦想。不管你的梦想是什么，你有一个目标并且为之倾注心力。梦想为你带来希望和幸福。在为之奋斗的过程中，你流泪、流汗、抱怨甚至诅咒，但是收获的快乐会令你忘却所有你所经历的痛苦与艰辛。所以有一句老话说，最甜蜜的果实一定经历了最苦涩的考验。

这里有一些成功的秘诀。首先，你的目标必须现实可行。如果你制订的目标太高，你也许永远都无法达到。再者，又必须为之制订计划。你可以分步骤地实现它。因为过程将是艰苦的，你必须勤奋、耐心、坚持不懈。即使你遇到了困难与挫折，也要将之克服。你要不断地告诉自己，没有什么是无法逾越的。带着这样的意愿和决心，成功必然会在道路的尽头等着你！


































Chapter 1 有梦想，才有力量













Goals determine what you are going to be.


—— Julius Erving






目标决定你将成为什么样的人。


——尤里乌斯·欧文















Opportunity　善待机会





◎ Stephen





The air we breathe is so freely available that we take it for granted. Yet without it we could not survive more than a few minutes. For the most part, the same air is available to everyone, and everyone needs it. Some people use the air to sustain them while they sit around and feel sorry for themselves. Others breathe in the air and use the energy it provides to make a magnificent life for them.

Opportunity is the same way. It is everywhere. Opportunity is so freely available that we take it for granted. Yet opportunity alone is not enough to create success. Opportunity must be seized and acted upon in order to have value. So many people are so anxious to “get in” on a “ground floor opportunity”, as if the opportunity will do all the work. That’s impossible.

Just as you need air to breathe, you need opportunity to succeed. It takes more than just breathing in the fresh air of opportunity, however. You must make use of that opportunity. That’s not up to the opportunity. That’s up to you. It doesn’t matter what “floor” the opportunity is on. What matters is what you do with it.








空气到处都有，我们是如此容易得到它，以至于我们常将此视为理所当然。然而，一旦失去它，我们就只能活上几分钟。基本上，谁都能呼吸到空气，谁也都需要空气。有的人呼吸空气只为了碌碌无为地活着，或是在懊悔中度过余生。有的人呼吸空气并利用它提供的能量，让自己的生活丰富多彩。

机会也是如此。机会无处不在。机会如此易得，以至于我们将此视为理所应当。然而机会本身并不能创造成功。必须抓住机会，见机行事，创造价值。许多人都渴望能夺得先机，似乎只要夺得先机就能万事大吉。这是不可能的。

正如你需要呼吸空气一样，你需要机会才能成功。然而成功靠的并不仅仅是唾手可得的机会。你必须利用机会。成功并不取决于机会，而是取决于你自己。重要的并不是你在哪一个阶段遇到机会，而是面对机会时你做了什么。






















We Are the Architect of Our Life　我的命运自己掌握





◎ Anonymous





Consider...YOU！In all time before now and in all time to come, there has never been and will never be any one just like you. You are unique in the entire history and future of the universe. Wow! Stop and think about that. You’re better than one in a million, or a billion, or a gazillion...

You are the only one like you in a sea of infinity①!!!

You’re amazing! You’re awesome! And by the way, TAG, you’re it. As amazing and awesome as you already are, you can be even more so. Beautiful young people are the whimsy of nature, but beautiful old people are true works of art. But you don’t become “beautiful” just by virtue of the aging process.

Real beauty comes from learning, growing, and loving in the ways of life. That is the Art of Life. You can learn slowly, and sometimes painfully, by just waiting for life to happen to you. Or you can choose to accelerate② your growth and intentionally devour life and all it offers. You are the artist that paints your future with the brush of today.




Paint a Masterpiece.

God gives every bird its food, but he doesn’t throw it into its nest. Wherever you want to go, whatever you want to do, it’s truly up to you.





试想一下……你！一个空前绝后的你，不论是以往还是将来，都不会有一个同你一模一样的人。在整个历史和未来的宇宙中，你都是独一无二的。哇！停下来思考吧，你是万里挑一、亿里挑一、兆里挑一的……

在无穷无尽的宇宙中，你是举世无双的！！！

你是了不起的！你很棒！没错，就是你。你已经是了不起的，是卓越的，你还可以更卓越、更了不起。美丽的年轻人是大自然的奇想，而美丽的老人却是艺术的杰作。但你并不会由于衰老的过程就自然而然变得“美丽”。

真正的美丽源于生命里的学习、成长和热爱他们的生活方式。这就是生命的艺术。你可以只听天由命，慢慢地学习，有时候会很痛苦，因为你只是等待着人生在你身上发生什么。又或者你可以选择加速自己的成长，故意地挥霍生活及其提供的一切。你就是那个手握今日之刷描绘自己未来的艺术家。




画出一幅传世之作吧！

上帝给了鸟儿食物，但他没有将食物扔进它的巢里。不管你想要去哪里，不管你想要做什么，真正作决定的还是你自己。






















Life Is a Do-It-Yourself Project　生命如同为自己打造的工程





◎ Amber Alent





An elderly carpenter was ready to retire. He told his employer of his plans to leave the house building business and live a more leisurely life with his wife enjoying his extended family. He would miss the paycheck, but he needed to retire. They could get by.

The employer was sorry to see his good worker go and asked if he could build just one more house as a personal favor. The carpenter said yes, but in time it was easy to see that his heart was not in his work. He resorted to shoddy workmanship and used inferior materials. It was an unfortunate way to end his career.

When the carpenter finished his work and the employer came to inspect the house and handed the front-door key to the carpenter. “This is your house,” he said, “my gift to you.”

What a shock! What a shame! If he had only known he was building his own house, he would have done it all so differently. Now he had to live in the home he had built none too well.




So it is with us. We build our lives in a distracted way, reacting rather than acting, willing to put up less than the best. At important points we do not give the job our best effort. Then with a shock we look at the situation we have created and find that we are now living in the house we have built. If we had realized, we would have done it differently.

Think of yourself as the carpenter. Think about your house. Each day you hammer a nail, place a board, or erect a wall. Build wisely. It is the only life you will ever build. Even if you live in it for only one day more, that day deserves to be lived graciously and with dignity. The plaque on the wall says, “Life is a do-it-yourself project.” Who could say it more clearly? Your life tomorrow will be the result of your attitudes and the choices you make today.

一位上了年纪的木匠作好了退休的准备。他告诉老板他准备离开建筑行业，与老伴和儿孙们一起共享天伦之乐，过一种更悠闲自得的生活。虽然他因此而少了份薪水，但他想退休了。至于日子嘛，还能够过得去。

眼看这位优秀的木工就要离去，老板很遗憾。他问木工可否在私下里帮忙建一所房子。木工答应了，可明眼人一眼就看得出来，此时他做事心不在焉。做出的活儿技艺粗糙，用劣质材料来应付。他就这样为自己的建筑生涯画上了句号，真是令人遗憾。




木匠完工后，老板过来查看新房，并交给木工一把前门钥匙。他说：“这房子归你了，算是我送给你的礼物。”

多么让人吃惊，太可惜了！假如他早知道是在为自己造房，他会做得大不一样。现在他不得不住在自己建造的那所粗制滥造的房子里了。

我们又何尝不是如此呢？我们心不在焉地打造自己的生活，不是主动工作，而是被动应付，能省事就省事。重要的时候也没尽心尽力做好工作。蓦然回首，才瞠目结舌地发现我们正住在自己建造的那所房子中，自食苦果。早知如此，何必当初。

把你自己当成那位木工吧。想想你在为自己建房。每天你都要钉钉子、铺木板、砌墙。那么，你就该用心地去建。你的生活只能这样建造。哪怕你只在房子里多生活一天，这一天也应该活得优雅、有尊严。墙上的铭匾写道：“生活正如一项为自己打造的工程。”还有什么比这更清楚的呢？明日的生活之果，孕育于你今日的态度和抉择之树上。














’t Count　心中有目标，风雨不折腰





◎ Cynthia Stewart





I used to watch her from my kitchen window, she seemed so small as she muscled her way through the crowd of boys on the playground. The school was across the street from my home and I would often watch the kids as they played during recess. A sea of children, and yet to me, she stood out from them all.

I remembered the first day I saw her playing basketball. I watched in wonder as she ran circles around the other kids. She managed to shoot jump shots just over their heads and into the net. The boys always tried to stop her but no one could.

I began to notice her at other times, basketball in hand, playing alone. She would practice dribbling and shooting over and over again, sometimes until dark. One day I asked her why she practiced so much. She looked directly in my eyes and without a moment of hesitation. She said, “I want to go to college. The only way I can go is if I get a scholarship. I like basketball. I decided that if I were good enough, I would get a scholarship. I am going to play college basketball. I want to be the best. My Daddy told me if the dream is big enough, the facts don’t count.” Then she smiled and ran towards the court to recap the routine I had seen over and over again.




Well, I had to give it to her—she was determined. I watched her through those junior high years and into high school. Every week, she led her varsity team to victory.

One day in her senior year, I saw her sitting in the grass, head cradled in her arms. I walked across the street and sat down in the cool grass beside her. Quietly I asked what was wrong. “Oh, nothing,” came to a soft reply. “I’m just too short.” The coach told her that at“5’5” she would probably never get to play for a top ranked team—much less offered a scholarship—so she should stop dreaming about college.

She was heartbroken and I felt my own throat tighten as I sensed her disappointment. I asked her if she had talked to her dad about it yet. She lifted her head from her hands and told me that her father said those coaches were wrong. They just didn’t understand the power of a dream. He told her that if she really wanted to play for a good college, if she truly wanted a scholarship, that nothing could stop her except one thing—her own attitude. He told her again, “if the dream is big enough, the facts don’t count.”




The next year, as she and her team went to the Northern California Championship game, she was seen by a college recruiter. She was indeed offered a scholarship, a full ride, to a Division I, NCAA women’s basketball team. She was going to get the college education that she had dreamed of and worked toward for all those years.

It’s true: If the dream is big enough, the facts don’t count.

我过去常常从我家厨房的窗户看她，她强行挤过操场上的一群男孩子，显得那么矮小。学校在我家的街对面，我经常看到孩子们在休息时间打球。尽管有一大群的孩子，但对我来说，她是最吸引我注意的一个。

我记得第一次看到她打篮球的情景。当她绕着其他孩子身旁游走的时候，我感到十分惊奇。她设法跳起投篮，球恰好越过他们的头顶飞入篮筐。那些男孩总是试图阻止她，但没有人可以做得到。

其他一些时候，她一个人练球，我开始注意观察她的举动。她一遍遍地练习运球和投篮，有时直到天黑。有一天，我问她为什么这么刻苦地练习。她直视着我的眼睛，毫不犹豫地说：“我想上大学。唯一能让我上大学的就是获得一笔奖学金。因为我喜欢打篮球，所以我决定了，只要我成为一个出色的球员，我就能获得奖学金。我想在大学里打篮球。我想成为最好的。我爸爸告诉我说，如果心中有目标，任何风雨都无法阻挡。”说完她笑了笑，跑向篮球场，又开始了我之前见过的一遍又一遍的练习。




嘿，我真服了她——她是个有决心的人。我看着她这些年从初中升到高中。每个星期，由她带领的学校篮球队都能够获胜。

在她读高中的最后一年，一天，我看见她坐在草地上，头埋在臂弯里。我穿过街道，坐到她身旁清凉的草地上，轻声问她发生了什么事。她轻轻地回答：“哦，没什么，只是我太矮了。”原来篮球教练告诉她，以她5.5英尺的身材，她永远也没有机会到一流的球队去打球，更不用说获得奖学金了，所以她应该放弃上大学的梦想。

她很伤心，我感受到了她的失望，也觉得自己的喉咙开始发紧。我问她是否同她的爸爸谈过这件事。她从臂弯里抬起头来，告诉我，她父亲说那些教练错了。他们只是没有懂得梦想的力量。他告诉她，如果她真的有心去一所好大学打篮球，如果她真的想获得奖学金，任何东西也不能阻止她，除非她自己没有这个态度。他又一次跟她说：“如果梦想远大，就一定可以克服艰难险阻。”




第二年，当她和她的球队去参加北加利福尼亚州冠军赛时，她被一位大学的招生人员看中了。那所大学真的为她提供了一份全额奖学金，而且，她进入了一个女子甲组篮球队。她将接受到她曾梦想并为之奋斗多年的大学教育。

这句话说得真好：如果梦想足够大，风雨不折腰。












































































The 50-Percent Theory of Life　生活、理论半对半





◎ Steven Porter





I believe in the 50-percent theory. Half the time things are better than normal; the other half, they are worse. I believe life is a pendulum swing. It takes time and experience to understand what normal is, and that gives me the perspective to deal with the surprises of the future.

Let’s benchmark the parameters: Yes, I will die. I’ve dealt with the deaths of parents, a best friend, a beloved boss and cherished pets. Some of these deaths have been violent, before my eyes, or slow and agonizing. Bad stuff, and it belongs at the bottom of the scale.

Then there are those high points: romance and marriage to the right person; having a child and doing those Dad things like coaching my son’s baseball team, paddling around the creek in the boat while he’s swimming with the dogs, discovering his compassion so deep it manifests even in his kindness to snails, his imagination so vivid he builds a spaceship from a scattered pile of Legos.




But there is a vast meadow of life in the middle, where the bad and the good flip-flop acrobatically. This is what convinces me to believe in the 50-percent theory.

One spring I planted corn too early in a bottomland so flood-prone those neighbors laughed. I felt chagrined at the wasted effort. Summer turned brutal—the worst heat wave and drought in my lifetime. The air-conditioner died, the well went dry, the marriage ended, the job lost, the money gone. I was living lyrics from a country tune—music I loathed. Only a surging Kansas City Royals team, bound for their first World Series, buoyed my spirits.

Looking back on that horrible summer, I soon understood that all succeeding good things merely offset the bad. Worse than normal wouldn’t last long. I am owed and savor the halcyon times. They reinvigorate me for the next nasty surprise and offer assurance that I can thrive. The 50- percent theory even helps me see hope beyond my Royals’ recent slump, a field of struggling rookies sown so that some year soon we can reap an October harvest.




Oh, yeah, the corn crop? For that one blistering summer, the ground moisture was just right, planting early allowed pollination before heat withered the tops, and the lack of rain spared the standing corn from floods. That winter my crib overflowed with corn—fat, healthy three-to-a-stalk ears filled with kernels from heel to tip—while my neighbors’ fields yielded only brown, empty husks.

Although plantings past may have fallen below the 50-percent expectation, and they probably will again in the future, I am still sustained by the crop that flourishes during the drought.

我信奉对半理论。生活时而无比顺畅，时而倒霉透顶，好坏参半。我相信生活就像来回晃动的钟摆。读懂生活的常态需要时间和阅历，也正是这样才练就了我面对未来宠辱不惊的生活态度。

让我们掂量这些点点滴滴：是的，我注定会死去。我已经经历了双亲的去世，一位友人的亡故，一位敬爱的老板的离世，还有心爱的宠物的死亡。其中一些变故突如其来，直击于我眼前；有些却长期折磨我，让我痛苦不堪。这些都是糟糕的事儿，让它们驻留谷底。

当然生活也不乏光彩熠熠：坠入爱河缔结良缘；身为人父，训练儿子的棒球队，当他和狗在水中嬉戏时，摇桨划船前瞻后顾，感受他如此强烈的同情心——即使对蜗牛也善待有加，发现他如此丰富的想象力——即使零散的积木也能堆出宇宙飞船。




但在它们发生期间有一片宽广的草坪，在那儿上演的各种好事坏事像耍杂技一样地翻新。这就是让我信服对半理论的原因。

有一年春天，我在一片容易被淹的低洼地过早地种下了玉米，邻居们都为此嘲笑我。一番心血付之东流让我懊恼不已。接着我生命中最难熬的酷暑来临了——夏天热浪袭人，酿至旱灾。空调失灵，水井枯竭，婚姻破裂，惨遭失业，积蓄挥空。我正经历某个乡村调频台播放的歌目所描绘的境况，我憎恨这种音乐。只有一支人气攀升的堪萨斯皇家棒球队的小组，因他们的第一次出征世界大赛团结起来使我精神振奋。

回想那个可怕的夏天，我很快就明白了，所有的好事坏事不过是正负抵消。更糟糕的境遇不会延宕过久。宁静的时光是我应得的，我要尽情享受。它们给我新的活力以应对突如其来的险境，并确保我能茁壮成长，再度辉煌。对半理论甚至帮我在我喜爱的皇家棒球队最近的低潮中看到希望——这是一块艰难行进的新手们耕耘的土地，播种了，假以时日我们就可以收获十月的金秋。




哦，对了，玉米收成？对于那个炎热的夏天，庄稼地的湿度恰到好处，过早的种植使授粉避开酷热在顶梢干枯前完成，雨水稀少使地里长着的玉米免遭水灾。那年冬天，我的粮仓里堆满了玉米——饱满结实的玉米每株秆儿上结三个，每个玉米从底到顶端长满了玉米粒——而我的邻居们地里长出来的只是暗沉干瘪的外壳。

尽管过去播种的收获没有达到百分之五十的期望，而且将来也可能是这样，我仍然要为经历旱季依然丰收的玉米而坚守阵地。


















Born to Win　生而为赢





◎ Muriel James





Each human being is born as something new, something that never existed before. Each is born with the capacity to win at life. Each person has a unique way of seeing, hearing, touching, tasting and thinking. Each has his or her own unique potentials—capabilities and limitations. Each can be a significant, thinking, aware, and creative being—productive person, a winner.

The word “winner” and “loser” have many meanings. When we refer to a person as a winner, we do not mean one who makes someone else lose. To us, a winner is one who responds authentically by being credible, trustworthy, responsive, and genuine, both as an individual and as a member of a society.

Winners do not dedicate their lives to a concept of what they imagine they should be; rather, they are themselves and as such do not use their energy putting on a performance, maintaining pretence and manipulating others. They are aware that there is a difference between being loving and acting loving, between being stupid and acting stupid, between being knowledgeable and acting knowledgeable. Winners do not need to hide behind a mask.




Winners are not afraid to do their own thinking and to use their own knowledge. They can separate facts from opinions and don’t pretend to have all the answers. They listen to others, evaluate what they say, but come to their own conclusions. Although winners can admire and respect other people, they are not totally defined, demolished, bound, or awed by them.

Winners do not play “helpless”, nor do they play the blaming game. Instead, they assume responsibility for their own lives. They don’t give others a false authority over them. Winners are their own bosses and know it.

A winner’s timing is right. Winners respond appropriately to the situation. Their responses are related to the message sent and preserve the significance, worth, well-being, and dignity of the people involved. Winners know that for everything there is a season and for every activity a time.

Although winners can freely enjoy themselves, they can also postpone enjoyment, can discipline themselves in the present to enhance their enjoyment in the future. Winners are not afraid to go after what he wants, but they do so in proper ways. Winners do not get their security by controlling others. They do not set themselves up to lose.




A winner cares about the world and its peoples. A winner is not isolated from the general problems of society, but is concerned, compassionate, and committed to improving the quality of life. Even in the face of national and international adversity, a winner’s self-image is not one of a powerless individual. A winner works to make the world a better place.





每个人的出生都是崭新的，是前所未有的存在。每个人皆生而能赢。每个人都有其特立独行的方式去观察、聆听、触摸、体味及思索大千世界。每个人都具备独一无二的潜质——能力和局限。每个人都有可能成为一个举足轻重、思虑明达、洞察秋毫、富有创意的人，即胜者。

“胜者”与“败者”含义颇多。当我们称一个人为胜者时，并不是指令他人一败涂地之人。对我们而言，成功的人必要为人守信、值得信赖、聪慧机敏、态度真诚，或为个人、或为社会的一员，都能以真诚回应他人。

胜者行事并不拘泥于某种信条，即便是他们认为应为其穷其一生的理念；而是本色行事，所以并不把精力用来表演，保持伪装或操控他人。他们意识到真爱与装爱、愚蠢与装傻、博学与卖弄之间迥然有别。赢家无须藏匿于面具之后。




成功者敢于利用自己的知识，进行独立思考。他们能够区分事实与观点，而且并不佯装通晓所有问题的答案。他们倾听他人意见，品评他人言论，但能得出自己的结论。尽管他们也钦佩他人、尊敬他人，但并不为他人所局限、所影响、所束缚，也不对他人敬若神灵。

成功者既不会佯装“无助”，也不会怨天尤人，为自己开脱。相反，他们对人生总是独担责任。他们不以名不副实的权威姿态管束他人。他们主宰自己的命运，并且对此一清二楚。

成功者善于审时度势，随机应变。他们对所接受的信息作出回应，维护当事人的利益、价值、幸福和尊严。成功者深知，成一事要看好时节，行一事要把握时机。

尽管成功者可以自由自在地享乐，但他们更知如何推迟这种享乐，适时自律，以使未来的享受更加丰厚。成功者并不怕追求他想要的东西，但他们取之有道。他们也并不靠控制他人而获取安然之感。他们总是使自己立于不败。

成功者关注这个世界，心忧天下。他们并不孤立于世俗之外，而是置身事内、满腔热忱，致力于改善生活品质。即使面对民族、国家之危亡，成功者也不是无力回天的个体形象。他总是竭力使世界变得更美好。
















Think it over...　好好想想……





◎ Charles Chaplin





Today we have higher buildings and wider highways, but shorter temperaments and narrower points of view;

We spend more, but enjoy less;

We have bigger houses, but smaller families;

We have more compromises, but less time;

We have more knowledge, but less judgment;

We have more medicines, but less health;

We have multiplied out possessions, but reduced out values;

We talk much, we love only a little, and we hate too much;

We reached the Moon and came back, but we find it troublesome to cross our own street and meet our neighbors;

We have conquered the utter space, but not our inner space;

We have higher income, but less morals;

These are times with more liberty, but less joy;




We have much more food, but less nutrition;

These are the days in which it takes two salaries for each home, but divorces increase;

These are times of finer houses, but more broken homes;

That’s why I propose, that as of today;

You do not keep anything for a special occasion. Because every day that you live is a special occasion.

Search for knowledge, read more, sit on your porch and admire the view without paying attention to your needs;

Spend more time with your family and friends, eat your favorite foods, visit the places you love;

Life is a chain of moments of enjoyment; not only about survival;

Use your crystal goblets. Do not save your best perfume, and use it every time you feel you want it.

Remove from your vocabulary phrases like “one of these days” or “someday”;

Let’s write that letter we thought of writing “one of these days”!

Let’s tell our families and friends how much we love them;

Do not delay anything that adds laughter and joy to your life;




Every day, every hour, and every minute is special;

And you don’t know if it will be your last.





今天我们拥有了更高层的楼宇以及更宽阔的公路，但是我们的性情却更为急躁，眼光也更加狭隘；

我们消耗得更多，享受到的却更少；

我们的住房更大了，但我们的家庭却更小了；

我们妥协更多，可时间却更少了；

我们拥有了更多的知识，可判断力却更差了；

我们有了更多的药品，但健康状况却更差了；

我们拥有的财富倍增，但其价值却减少了；

我们说的多了，爱的却少了，我们的仇恨也更多了；

我们可以往返月球，但却难以迈出一步去亲近我们的左邻右舍；

我们可以征服外太空，却征服不了我们的内心；

我们的收入增加了，但我们的道德却少了；

我们的时代更加自由了，但我们拥有的快乐时光却越来越少；

我们有了更多的食物，但我们的营养却越来越少了；

现在每个家庭都可以有双份收入，但离婚现象却越来越多了；




现在的住房越来越精致，但我们也有了更多破碎的家庭；

这就是我为什么要说，让我们从今天开始；

不要将你的东西为了某一个特别的时刻而预留着。因为你生活的每一天都是那么特别。

寻找更多的知识，多读一些书，坐在你家的前廊里，以赞美的眼光去享受眼前的风景，不要理会任何功利的想法；

多花点时间和朋友与家人在一起，吃你爱吃的食物，去你想去的地方；

生活是一串串的快乐时光；我们不仅仅是为了生存而生存；

举起你的水晶酒杯吧。不要吝啬你最好的香水，你想用的时候就享用吧！

从你的词汇库中删除那些所谓的“有那么一天”或者“某一天”；

曾打算“有那么一天”去写的信，就在今天吧！

告诉家人和朋友，我们是多么爱他们；

不要延迟任何可以给生活带来欢笑与快乐的事情；

每一天、每一小时、每一分钟都是那么特别；

你无从知道这是否是你的最后一刻。


































Chapter 2 有方法，才有希望

















Victory won’t come to me unless I go to it.


—— M. Moore


胜利是不会向我走来的，我必须自己走向胜利。


——穆尔



















Renew Your Life! Change Up the Routine　打破常规，开始新生活





◎ Elisha Goldstein





Abraham Joshua Herschel was one of the leading American Rabbis, theologians, and social activists of the 20th century. He said something that I’ll never forget and that has stayed with me since the moment I heard it. In his book God in Search of Man, he wrote, “Life is routine and routine is resistance to wonder.”

There’s a true story of a man I have worked with who has spent his entire life believing that his ears were not symmetrical and therefore sunglasses always looked crooked on his face. He came to accept this over time, until he came in touch with mindfulness practice.

One day as he was standing in front of the mirror in the bathroom he chose to take a moment to come down from his busy mind, become present, and really look at himself. What he noticed was astonishing.

He suddenly realized that he had not been standing straight and that one shoulder was slightly lower than the other. In that moment, he chose to stand up straight and low and behold his eyeglasses were no longer crooked on his face. All this time he thought his face was lopsided in some way when in effect, it was his posture.




This story is just a metaphor for the rest of us in our lives. Over time, what do we just get used to and learn to accept that keeps us limited in how we see things? What in our lives has become routine to a point that we have lost our sense of wonder in this world?

When dealing with a myriad of mental health conditions (e.g. stress, anxiety, depression, or addiction), we get stuck in routine ways of reacting to things. A challenge may arise and the automatic reaction is “who cares, I’ll never succeed anyway.” As we become accustomed to this, it can be likened to unknowingly walking around with crooked posture. Once we become aware of it, we can begin the process of straightening ourselves out.

It’s a worthy question to explore: What do you notice in your life that’s routine?

Do you watch TV every night? Do you take the same route to work every day? If you are in a relationship, do you sleep on the same side of the bed night after night or does only one of you cook the meals or clean? Do you often shoot down new ideas? Do you react to stress or pain with routine avoidance? Is this routine taking away the wonder in everyday life?




To do: Pick one thing from your “routine list” and choose to begin becoming aware of it and switching it up.





亚伯拉罕·约书亚·赫施尔是美国拉比的领军人、神学家、20世纪的社会活动家之一。他说的一句话我永远也不会忘记，自从第一次听到，那句话就在我的脑海中留下了深深的烙印。在《觅人的上帝》里，他写道：“生活就是习以为常；而习以为常，就是拒绝求知。”

告诉你一个真实的故事。我有一个同事，他一直坚信自己的耳朵长得不对称，造成自己戴墨镜总是歪的。长年累月，他习惯了这种思想。直到有一天，在仔细观察下，才发现情况并非如此。

那天，他站在浴室的镜子前，什么也不想，只是静下心来，沉浸在此刻。他仔仔细细地打量着镜子里的自己。然后，他惊呆了。

他突然发现，自己一直佝偻着身子站立，因此两侧肩膀一边高一边低。在那一刻，他决定挺直腰板来，当他这么做的时候，脸上的眼镜也随之戴正了。他一直以为长歪的是自己的脸，却没想到，真正的问题出在自己的姿势上。




这个故事不也暗喻了我们其他人的生活吗？随着时间的流逝，我们习惯了什么？接受了什么？——那些东西是否局限了我们的视角？我们是否对某些东西太习以为常，以至于麻木了感官，不再对这个世界充满好奇？

当我们处理无数有关心理健康的问题时（如压力、焦虑、抑郁或者上瘾），我们就会陷入惯常的反应中来应对。当我们遇上挑战，也常常不由自主地告诉自己：“管它呢，反正我不可能成功。”我们对自己的反应习以为常，就像我的同事蜷曲着走路却毫不自知一样。然而，一旦我们意识到这个问题，我们便可以自我矫正，重新开始。

这是一个值得探讨的问题：你的生活中有哪些习以为常的习惯？

你是否每天看电视？是否每天选择同一条路线去上班？当你恋爱时，是否总是睡在床的同一侧？你和你的恋人，是否总是固定一个人做饭洗碗？你是否习惯毙掉新的观点？是否习惯了逃避痛苦和压力？你是否因为自己的习以为常，而正在丧失生活的乐趣？

快行动吧：从你的“常规清单”中选择一项，意识到问题，然后改变。


















Self Motivation-How to Motivate Yourself　成功动力——自我激励的6种技巧





◎ Donald Latumahina





1. Have a cause

I can’t think of a more powerful source of motivation than a cause you care about. Such cause can inspire you to give your best even in the face of difficulties. It can make you do the seemingly impossible things.

While other causes could inspire you temporarily, a cause that matters to you can inspire you indefinitely. It’s a spring of motivation that will never dry. Whenever you think that you run out of motivation, you can always come to your cause to get a fresh dose of motivation.





2. Have a dream. A big dream

“Only as high as I reach can I grow, only as far as I seek can I go, only as deep as I look can I see, only as much as I dream can I be.”

——Karen Ravn




Your cause is a powerful source of motivation but it’s still abstract in nature. You need to make it concrete in the form of a dream. Imagine how the world will be in the future. Imagine how people will live and work.

Having a dream is important because it’s difficult to be motivated if you don’t have anything to shoot for. Just think about people who play basketball. Will they be motivated to play if there is no basket to aim at? I don’t think so. They need a goal. You need a goal. That’s what your dream is for.

But just having a dream is insufficient. Your dream must be big enough to inspire you. It must be realistic but challenging. It must stretch your ability beyond your comfort zone.





3. Be hungry

“‘Wanting’ something is not enough. You must hunger for it. Your motivation must be absolutely compelling in order to overcome the obstacles that will invariably come your way.”

——Les Brown

To be truly motivated, you need to have hunger and not just desire. Having mere desire won’t take you through difficult times since you don’t want things badly enough. In many cases, hunger makes the difference between the best performers and the mediocre ones.




How can you have hunger? Your cause and your dream play a big role here. If you have a cause you care about and a big dream related to it, you should have the hunger inside of you. If you think that you are losing hunger, all you need to do is to connect again to your cause and dream. Let them inspire you and bring the hunger back.





4. Run your own race

“I do not try to dance better than anyone else. I only try to dance better than myself. ”

——Mikhail Baryshnikov

Comparing yourself with others is an effective way to demotivate yourself. Even if you start with enthusiasm, you will soon lose your energy when you compare yourself with others.

Don’t let that happen to you. You have your own race so how other people perform is irrelevant. Comparing yourself with others is like comparing the performance of a swimmer with a runner using the same time standard. They are different so how can you compare one with the other?




The only competitor you have is yourself. The only one you need to beat is you. Have you become the best you can be?





5. Take one more step

“Success is not final, failure is not fatal: it is the courage to continue that counts.”

——Winston Churchill

When you meet obstacles along the way, there could be the tendency to quit. You may think that it’s too difficult to move on. You may think that your dream is impossible to achieve. But this is where you can see the difference between winners and losers. Though both of them face the same difficulties, there is one thing that makes the winners different: the courage to continue.

In difficult situations, just focus on taking one more step forward. Don’t think about how to complete the race. Don’t think about how many more obstacles are waiting for you. Just focus on taking the next step.





6. Let go of the past

“Finish each day and be done with it. You have done what you could.”




——Ralph Waldo Emerson

Believe it or not, one of the best demotivators is your past. Your past can drag you down before you realize it. Your past can give you a heavy burden on your shoulders.

The good news is it’s a burden you don’t have to carry. Take it off your shoulders and leave it. You might make mistakes in the past. You might disappoint others with what you did. But it’s over. It’s already in the past and there’s nothing you can do about it.

Today is a new day and you have the chance to start again. No matter how bad your past might be, you still have a bright future ahead waiting for you. Just don’t let the burden of the past stop you.





1．找到一个理由

在激励里，没什么原动力比理由更为强大了。这些理由能在困难当前时把你激发起来。它能让你去做一些看似不可能的事。

尽管也有其他一些理由能暂时激发你，与你休戚相关的那些目标能无限期地激发你。这是一口永不干涸的激励泉水。当你觉得自己没动力了，就去找找自己的目标以获得新的动力泉水。








2．有一个梦想。一个够大的梦想

“能摸多高我就长多高，能探多远我就走多远，能看多深我就看多深，能做多少梦我就做多少梦。”

——凯伦

你的目标动力对于激励来说是个强大的来源，但还是太抽象。你得把它具体化成一个梦想。想象一下未来的世界会怎样。想象一下人们怎么生活工作。

如果你无的放矢，根本没法激励自己，所以有一个梦想还是很重要的。想想那些打篮球的人。如果根本没有篮筐去投，他们还会有动力吗？我看就没有了。他们需要目标。你也是。不然你的梦想拿来做什么用？

但光有一个梦想还不够。这个梦想必须足够高远，那才能激励你。它必须切合实际，又得具有挑战性。它还得能迫使你离开安逸的环境去大展身手。





3．要有饥渴感

“‘想要’什么那还不够。你一定要对它充满渴望。你的动力必须绝对引人注目，那才能跨过总是出现在路上的障碍。”

——莱斯·布朗

要想真正得到激励，你不仅仅是“想要”，还要是“渴望要”。仅仅是普通的愿望没法帮你度过艰难的时刻，因为你又不是非要不可。在很多情况下，有没有饥渴感就是将军和士兵的差别。




怎样才能有饥渴感？你的动机目标和梦想会在这里扮演一个很重要的角色。如果你有关心的目标，又有与之相关的梦想，你就该有一种饥渴感才对。如果你认为自己正在丧失这种饥渴感，你所要做的就是再一次联结起目标和梦想。让它们继续激发你，并给你带来饥渴感。





4．别管别人

“我不想比别人跳舞跳得好。我只想着跳得比自己好而已。”

——米凯亚·巴瑞辛尼科夫

要想灰心丧气，拿自己跟别人比较可谓立竿见影。即使一开始你豪气冲天，一和别人比较，你马上就缴械投降。

千万别这么做。你跑自己的，管别人呢！拿自己和别人比，就像让一个游泳运动员和一个跑步运动员用同一时间标准来斗快。他们是不一样的，天晓得你怎么比较出来。

自己才是自己的唯一敌人。这也是你唯一要战胜的对手。你做到最好了吗？





5．再多走一步

“成功不是结局，失败并非毁灭；重要的是要有勇气继续前进。”




——温斯顿·丘吉尔

当你半路遇到困难，你可能想过要溜掉。你可能觉得难于上青天。你可能觉得自己的梦做得太离谱。但就在这里，成功者和失败者的区别就突显出来了。尽管他们面临同样的麻烦，有一点使成功者与众不同：继续向前的勇气。

困境里，你应该集中精神向前多迈一步。别想着怎样才能跑完。别想着前面还有多少障碍等着你。只想着你的下一步。





6．让往事如烟飘走。

“搞定每一天，你就能做任何能做的事。”

——拉尔夫·瓦尔多·爱默生

信不信由你，你的过去在扰乱军心上可谓极具杀伤力。你还没意识到，就被它扯了后腿。它给你背上了一个沉重的负担。

不过，好消息是这些负担你根本不必去背。从肩膀上拿下来，扔掉它吧。过去你可能犯了错。可能因为自己的所作所为让人大失所望。但都过去了，再怎么样你都没法弥补了。

今天是新的一天，你又有机会重新来过。不管过去你多么不走运，你仍然前程似锦。别让那些过去的负担束缚了你。














If It's a Good Idea...Don't Do It　如果事情只是个好主意

——别去做





◎ Jonathan





For a long time, I’ve held the belief that if something is a good idea, it’s worth doing.

Now, I completely reject that notion.

I just can’t operate that way anymore. I know better and my brain can’t be fooled.

In 2007 Tim Ferriss coined the term “work for work’s sake”. Since then, something worse has emerged: “improving for improvement’s sake.” (Honestly, this conundrum has probably been around for centuries. I just came up with it now because I desperately want to coin a phrase of my own, so I can be cool, too.) In other words: “improving for improvement’s sake” is doing something just because it’s a “good idea”.

Yeah, I’ve been there, and what is neatly packaged as a “good idea” is often OCD and egotism in disguise.

It’s at that point where passion is ransacked and Ego reigns king of the hill.




There are many instances where passion can turn into just a good idea...

1．Passions turns into obsession. When I first started learning Jeet Kune Do, I was incredibly excited. I’ve wanted to study martial arts since I first saw The Karate Kid at the ripe age of seven. So when I was presented the opportunity to learn the style of martial arts that Bruce Lee formed, I could barely contain my excitement (and, I’ll be honest, my nervousness at the thought of possibly sucking really bad). But when my ego got hold of me, it became hard to practice just because I felt I should; just because it was a “good idea”. In other words: I forgot about my passion and started aiming to improve simply for the sake of improvement.

2．Your love becomes your job. This seems like the most backward thing, right? I mean, in the beginning we complain that we don’t have enough time to do what we really care about, but when we’re presented the opportunity to make money from it, it becomes a turnoff. At first, it might seem exhilarating and thrilling for the chance to do what we love for a living. But after a while, that excitement tends to wear off and it becomes a chore. It’s a must instead of a fun option kind of thing. (A little later in this article we’ll get into why this happens and how to can get out of it.)




3．You mistake avoidance for apathy. We often think that because we’re avoiding doing what we love, it must not matter enough to us. Of course it matters! That very avoidance and fear is a sign that it does matter. But it’s hard not to let that fear discourage you and lead you to believe that because you’re avoiding it, you must not want it bad enough. If you let that happen, you forfeit your passion and the worst happens... It turns into just a good idea.

What’s happening here is one of two things: A.) Your passion is getting stifled somewhere along the way, or B.) You’ve simply lost interest.

If the latter is the case and you’re supposed true love (with your new career pursuit, or whatever it may be), was simply infatuation, then you can safely let it go. There’s no point in clinging to goals that no longer serve you.

If you can honestly say that you truly are passionate about whatever you’re aspiring to—and your spark was simply extinguished somewhere along the way—there is hope for you yet.












在很长一段时间里，我一直信奉一个信仰：如果有一个好主意，那就值得去做。

现在，我完全反对这种观念。

我再也不能遵循这种模式了。我有了更深刻的了解，我的大脑再也不能被骗了。

2007年，蒂姆·费理斯提出了“为工作而工作”的概念。之后，更糟糕的观点也出现了：“为改善而改善。”（老实说，这个难题可能已经流传了好几个世纪了。我现在提出来是因为我也急着想要造一个词，这样我也可以“酷”一回了。）换句话说，“为改善而改善”之所以能被接受，正是因为它是一个“好主意”。

是的，我感同身受，那些被巧妙包装为“好主意”的东西常常是强加上的且是自以为是的。

结果，激情遭到蹂躏，自我膨胀到了极点。

下面的诸多例子说明激情能变成“只是个好主意”……

① 激情变成困扰。当我开始学习截拳道时，我极其兴奋。自从我第一次在七岁已能看懂《空手道小子》的时候，我就一直想学武术。所以当我有机会学习李小龙武术招式时，我几乎无法抑制我的兴奋（而且，老实告诉你，一想起来我的神经紧张得几乎要崩溃）。但是，当自我的自负情绪将我包围以后，练习就几乎没办法再进行下去，而这仅仅因为我觉得我本该可以做好的，做这样的练习本该是一种“好主意”。换言之，我忘了我的激情，满脑子只是“为了强壮而强壮”。




② 喜爱成为工作。这似乎是最丢人的事情，对不？我的意思是，在最初的时候，我们抱怨没有足够的时间去做我们真正关心的事情，但当我们一有机会可从中获利，它就不再是原来的那回事了。乍一看，这似乎是令人兴奋和刺激的机会，能为谋生去做我们所喜爱的工作。但是过了一段时间，那种兴奋感逐渐消退后，它就往往变成一件苦差事了。它成为一件必须做的，而不是可以自由选择的或是有趣的事情（稍后，在这篇文章中，我们会解释这种事情发生的原因以及如何才能摆脱它）。

③ 错误回避冷漠。我们通常认为，因为我们回避做我们喜欢的事情，这对我们没有太大的影响。当然它的影响大着呢！那种刻意的回避和恐惧恰恰就是“有影响”的信号。但是，这很难不让恐惧阻止你并且让你相信，因为你避开它，事情一定不会变得更糟。如果你让这一切发生的话，你会丧失热情，而最糟糕的事情也会发生……因为它只是一个“好主意”。

下面的两件事情哪一件会发生呢？

A）你的热情正在逐步被扼杀。

B）你只是失去了兴趣。

如果是后一种情况，而你真正喜爱的（你新的职业追求或可能的追求）只是一种迷恋而已，那么你大可放心地让它去。没有必要执著于那些对你不再有用的事情。




如果你可以真诚地说，你真正专注于你所渴望做的事情——而你的激情之火花只是在这过程中熄灭了，那你仍然是有希望的。


















Where Can You Find the Riches　寻找你内心深处的宝藏





◎ Rowland Croucher





An African farmer had heard tales about other farmers who had made millions of dollars by discovering diamond mines. These tales so excited the farmer that he could hardly wait to sell his farm and go prospecting for diamonds himself.

So he sold the farm and spent the rest of his life wandering the African continent, searching unsuccessfully for the gleaming gems that brought such high prices on the markets of the world.

Finally, broke, worn out, and in a fit of despondency, he threw himself into a river and drowned.

Meanwhile, back at the farm, the man who had bought his farm happened to be crossing a small stream on the property one day when he saw something gleaming at the bottom of the stream. He picked it up. It was a sparkling stone—a good size stone—and, admiring it, he later put it on his fireplace mantel as an interesting curiosity.




Several weeks later, a visitor admired the stone, looked closely at it, hefted it in his hand and nearly fainted. He asked the farmer if he knew what he’d found. When the farmer said no, that he thought it was just a piece of crystal, the visitor told him that he had found one of the largest diamonds ever discovered.

The farmer was astonished. He told the man that his creek was full of these brilliant stones, and his farmland was covered with them. Not all were as large, perhaps, as the one on his mantel, but they were sprinkled generously throughout his property.

Needless to say, the farm the first farmer had sold, so that he could search for a diamond mine, turned out to be the most productive diamonds mine on the entire African continent.

The first farmer had owned, free and clear, acres of diamonds, but had sold them for practically nothing in order to look for them elsewhere.

The moral is clear: If the first farmer had only taken the time to study and prepare himself—to learn what diamonds looked like in their rough state—and, since he had already owned a piece of land, to thoroughly explore the property he had before looking elsewhere, his wildest dreams would have come true.








一个非洲农民听说过很多关于其他农民因为发现钻矿而一夜暴富的故事。这些故事让这位农民如此心潮澎湃，他迫不及待地要卖掉他的农场，踏上寻宝之路。

于是他卖掉了农场，整个余生都游荡在非洲大陆，寻找着那在世界市场上价格始终高居不下的闪闪发光的宝石。

最后，他破产了，筋疲力尽了，一时绝望之下，他投河自尽。

与此同时，在原来那个农场，那个买下农场的人有一天碰巧跨过农场里的一条小溪，他看见溪底有什么东西在闪闪发光。他把它捡了起来，是一块发光的石头——很大一块——他欣赏着它，并把它当做一个有趣的珍藏放在壁炉架上。

几个星期后，一位游客来欣赏那块石头，他仔细观赏着，放在手上掂量着，然后几乎昏厥过去。他问农民是否知道自己发现的是什么。当农民说不知道，还以为只是一块水晶时，访问者告诉他，他捡到的是迄今为止人类发现的最大的钻石。

那个农民震惊极了。他告诉那位客人，他的小溪里到处都是这种闪闪发光的石头，他的农田也被这种石头覆盖着。也许不是所有的都像壁炉架上的那块一样大，但是它们遍布农场的每一个角落。




不用说，第一个农民为了搜寻钻矿而卖掉的农场，结果却是整个非洲大陆上最多产的钻矿。

第一个农民本来名正言顺地拥有几亩的钻石，但他却为了去其他地方找钻石而把它们卖了，卖得一文不值。

这个故事的寓意很清晰：如果第一个农民花一点时间去学习和准备——认真学习未经打磨的钻石长什么样——并在探索其他地方之前，先在自己拥有的那块土地上彻底探索一番，他的美梦就可以成真。


























8 Tips for Achieving Your Goals　成功实现人生目标的八大准则





◎ Ray Kelly





1. Set only one goal at a time

When you try take on too much at once, you can become overwhelmed quickly. Instead of trying to tackle three or four goals try to prioritize① them. Create a list and take one goal at a time. Once you achieve that goal, back to your list mark it off, and move to the next one. The act of marking off the goals and achieving them individually will give you a greater sense of accomplishment. You can even break the one goal done into smaller parts. This gives you motivation and success more often than waiting for days or months to achieve a larger goal.

For example, let us say you want to lose thirty pounds in 45 days. Break the goal down weekly to losing about five pounds a week. You can make up a calendar and mark off the week as you achieve your weekly goal. If you did not achieve your goal that week, adjust the other weeks according and still give yourself credit for what you did achieve.




2. Evaluate your desire and motivation

People often think they know what they want. The good news is that if you set a goal and work hard, you are likely to achieve it. The bad news is that it might not really be what you want.

Suppose you want to date a girl at the gym. You overheard her say that she likes men with large muscular arms. You set the goal of working extra everyday to achieve bigger than life biceps and triceps. You reach your goal after grueling hours of sweat and pain. In the meantime, she met a guy half the size as you, and who was available because he was not in the gym 12 hours a day.

You reached your goal of large arms, but set the wrong goal of trying to get a date with a particular girl. Make sure you are really reaching for what you really want in life. You can achieve what you sought and still feel empty inside.




3. Find inspiration for accomplishing your goal

The reason that personal trainers are so popular is that they can help you achieve things that alone you may not. It has nothing to do with your desire to achieve your goals; it is because we need inspiration to continue on our road to success. As humans, we can talk ourselves and make excuses why we do not achieve of goals everyday. Having someone that has walked down the same path and has reached the end is a great inspiration that can help motivate you to continue on your path everyday. They can inspire you to go beyond what you thought that you were capable and hold a hand out to you in order assist you on your way.





4. Make a public commitment to accomplishing your goal

There is a power in stating our goal to others. It is a public commitment that you will achieve what you have stated that you will. It takes it out of your head and puts it out into the world. This creates a sense of responsibility on our part because we do not wish to disappoint others. It should be in the form of a definitive statement. Instead of “I am trying to reduce my waist down two sizes”, try instead “I will lose two waist sizes in the next two weeks”. This sends the message of a definitive rather than a wish. There is little room for doubt in a definitive statement.








5. Seek for support

People are social creatures that do better in groups than they do alone. People try to lose weight for years find greater success in a peer group trying to lose weight than they do alone. Find others with similar goals or try to join an already established support group. This can inspire and push you along when you begin to doubt ourselves.





6. Think thoughts conducive to success

There is only one constant in the universe and that is change. People are often resistant to change. Their resistance is often fueled② by fear. This can be the fear of failure or maybe even fear of the unknown. You must face that fear and tell yourself everyday that change is good and change is what is needed to achieve what you want out of life. Self-talk in front of a mirror daily can help you achieve this. Remember to keep your talk positive. Instead of saying, “I will try not to be afraid of that new Pilates class because it looks hard.” Say instead “I will enjoy the Pilates class and get the rock hard abs I have always wanted.” This shift in thought can create wonders in your life.








7. Keep a success journal

Earlier I mentioned keeping a calendar to mark your successes. A step beyond this is a success journal. In it, you can write down your achievements and successes. You can include pictures or whatever else is inspiring to you. This success journal is not only a testament③ that you achieved what you told others you would, but it also provides an instrument in which you can look back to when you are achieving new goals to help inspire you. It is a message to yourself that you can achieve anything you set your mind to and the journal is proof of it.













8. Keep before you, at all times, the benefits of attaining your goal

Sometimes we can be so caught up in the process of achieving a goal that we can forget what the goal is. When you set out on a trip, you may have a map. On that map are two important items, where you started, and where you are going. Create your own map of your goal. Keep it where you can see it daily so that you do not forget where you are going or forget how far you have come.








1．一次一个目标

当你试着一次做太多的事情，你会很快变得手忙脚乱。不要试图一次完成三个或者四个目标，要将它们优先化。制作一份目标清单，一次取其中一个目标。一旦成功实现后，从你的清单上把它划掉，继续下一个。这种“划”目标、逐个实现的办法会给你更多的成就感。甚至你还能把一个目标分化成数个“小目标”。这比等上数天或数月实现一个“大”目标能获得更多的动力和成就感。

比如：你想用45天减去30磅。将这一目标划分为每周减大约5磅。你可以创建一份日历，每周实现了目标，就将这一周划去。如果没按周实现目标，那么可以调整到其他周，这样过去的成绩仍会获得认可。





2．评估你的意愿和动力

人们总是认为自己知道想要什么。好的方面是：如果你设定了一个目标，并且为之努力，你就可能实现。坏的方面是：它也许不是你真正想要的。

假设你想和一位健身房的女孩约会。你偷听到她说她喜欢手臂肌肉强健的男性。于是你设定了每天额外运动来获得更大肌肉的目标。在不知流了多少汗、吃了多少苦后，你实现了目标。而在此期间，她却看上了比你小一半的男人，那个人有时间，因为他不会一天泡12小时在健身房。




你是达到了让手臂肌肉发达的目标，但是，对于争取要和某个女孩约会来说，这个目标设错了。你一定要为生活中真正想要的东西努力。你可能会达到了追求的目标而仍感到内心空虚。





3．找到激励

私人教练如此受欢迎的原因，是他们能帮你实现你独自实现不了的事情。这和你要实现的愿望无关；而是因为我们需要在通往成功的道路上不断获得激励。人们常常会为没能达到目标而找借口。如果有一个过来人，一个已经达到目标的人，能每天帮助你朝目标不断前进，这是一个很大的激励。他们能激励你超越自我，在前进的路上助你一臂之力。





4．把目标“说”出来

把你的目标告诉别人，这就带来一股力量。因为告诉别人就是一种公众承诺，表示你将实现你的话。这样就把目标从你的脑子放到现实世界里。这会让人们产生一种责任感，因为他们不愿意让别人失望。告诉别人你的目标要用确定性的语气。不要说“我要试试把腰围减两个尺码”，要说“我要在两周后把我的腰围减两个尺码”。这就传达了一种明确的决心，而不是仅仅一个愿望。明确表示了决心，就没有迟疑的余地了。








5．寻求支持

人是群居动物。一群人做某件事比仅凭一己之力要做得更好。那些想减肥的人和其他有同样目标的人一起努力，比独自行动会取得更好的效果。找到和你有类似目标的人，或者加入一个现成的小组。这可以在你自我怀疑的时候激励你、督促你。





6．做有益的思考

宇宙中唯一不变的就是变化。人们常会对变化抵制。这样的抵制往往来源于恐惧。可能是对失败的恐惧，甚至是对未知的恐惧。你必须面对恐惧，并每天提醒自己变化是好的，变化是你要实现目标所必需的。每天对着镜子自言自语能帮助你克服恐惧。记住要对自己讲积极的话。不要说：“我会试着不去害怕普拉提课，因为它看起来太难了。”而要说：“我要去享受普拉提，来获得我孜孜以求的坚硬腹肌。”这种思想上的转变能在你的生活中创造奇迹。








7．写“功劳簿”

前面提到了用日历来记录成功。进一步的做法是做一本“功劳簿”。在里面，你可以写下取得的各种成就。你可以附上照片，或者任何能激励你的东西。它不仅是个人成就的证明，而且当你想要实现其他目标时，能给你激励和启发。这本功劳簿会给你一个信息，即你只要用心，什么都可能实现。功劳簿就是证明。





8．不要忘记目标

有时我们会太过沉迷于实现目标的过程，而忘记了目标是什么。如果你出行，你也许会有张地图。在地图上有两样重要的东西：出发点和目的地。为自己的目标制作一张地图，放在一个每天都能看到的地方，这样你就不会忘记你要去往何处，或者，自己走了多远。


























15 Things You Should Know When You Are Young　年轻人必须知道的15件事





◎ Adrian Savage





1. Most of it doesn’t matter. So much of what I got excited about, anxious about, or wasted my time and energy on, turned out not to matter. There are only a few things that truly count for a happy life. I wish I had known to concentrate on those and ignore the rest.

2. The greatest source of misery and hatred in this world is clinging to past hurts. Look at all the terrorists and militant groups that hark back to some events long gone, or base their justification for killing on claims of some supposed historical right to a bit of land, or redress for a wrong done hundreds of years ago.

3. Waiting to do something until you can be sure of doing it exactly right means waiting for ever. One of the greatest advantages anyone can have is the willingness to make a fool of themselves publicly and often. There’s no better way to learn and develop. Heck, it’s fun too.




4. Following the latest fashion, in work or in life, is spiritual and intellectual suicide. You can be a cheap imitation of the ideal of the moment; or you can be a unique individual. The choice is yours. Religion isn’t the opiate of the masses, fashion is.

5. If people complain that you’re too fond of going your own way and aren’t fitting in, you must be on the right track. Who wants to live life as a herd animal? The guys in power don’t want you to fit in for your own sake; they want you to stop causing them problems and follow their orders. You can’t have the freedom to be yourself and meekly fit in at the same time.

6. If you make your work equate your life, you’re making your life into hard work. Like most people, I confused myself by looking at people like artists and musicians whose life’s “work” fills their time. That isn’t work. It’s who they are. Unless you have some overwhelming passion that also happens to allow you to earn a living doing it, always remember that work should be a means to an end: living an enjoyable life. Spend as little time on the means as possible consistent with achieving the end. Only idiots live to work.

7. The quickest and simplest way to wreck any relationship is to listen to gossip. The worst way to spend your time is spreading more. People who spread gossip are the plague-carriers of our day. Cockroaches are clean, kindly creatures in comparison.




8. Trying to please other people is largely a futile activity. Everyone will be mad at you sometime. Most of the people you deal with will dislike, disparage, belittle, or ignore what you say or do most of the time. Besides, you can never really know what others do want, so a good deal of whatever you do in that regard will go to waste. Be comforted. Those who love you will probably love you regardless, and they are the ones whose opinions are worth caring about. The rest aren’t worth five minutes of thought between them.

9. Every winner is destined to be a loser in due course. It’s great to be up on the winner’s podium. Just don’t imagine you can stay there for ever. Worst of all is being determined to do so, by any means available.

10. You can rarely, if ever, please, placate, change, or mollify an asshole. The best thing you can do is stay away from every one you encounter. Being an asshole is a contagious disease. The more time you spend around one, the more likely you are to catch it and become one too.




11. Everything takes twice as long as you plan for and produces results about half as good as you hoped. There’s no reason to be downhearted about this. Just allow for it and move on.

12. People are oddly consistent. Liars usually tell lies. Cheaters cheat whenever it suits them. A person who confides in you has usually confided in several others first—but not got the response they wanted. A loyal friend will stay loyal under enormous amounts of thoughtless abuse.

13. However hard you try, you can’t avoid being yourself. Who else could you be? You can act and pretend, but the person acting and pretending is still you. And if you won’t accept yourself—and do the best you can with what you have—who then has any obligation to accept you?

14. When it comes to blatant lies, there are none more egregious than budget figures. Time spent agonizing over them is time wasted. Even if (miracle of miracles!) yours are honest and accurate, no one else will have been so foolish.

15. The loudest noise in the world is the sound of people whining. Don’t add to it.












（1） 拥有一颗平常心。太多的事情曾经让我为之兴奋、为之焦虑，浪费我的时间和精力，最后却被证明是无关紧要的。它们只是幸福生活里极其微小的一部分。我多么希望早点知道这些，以便能把精力都投入到这些关乎幸福的事，而不是其他。

（2） 这个世界上痛苦与仇恨最大的源泉是对过去的执迷。看看那些恐怖组织和激进分子，他们总是抓住过去的事情不放，或把一小片土地的历史归属问题作为他们进行杀戮的理由，甚至是为了纠正几百年前的所谓的“历史错误”而去犯错。

（3） 等待有把握时再去做一件事，往往意味着永远的等待。一个人能做的最大的冒险，就是乐意在公共场合经常暴露自己的愚昧。没有什么能比这样学得更快。“哎呀”，这也是一种乐趣。

（4） 盲目追赶潮流是对精神和智力的扼杀。你可以成为一个低级廉价的时尚木偶，也可以成为个性独特的你，这些都在于自己的选择。信仰不是群众的鸦片，流行才是。

（5） 如果有人抱怨你太特立独行，恭喜你，你正走在正确的路上。谁愿意像动物一样活着？那些强有力的家伙不希望你按照自己的意愿去做，他们希望你停止给他们制造麻烦，并听从他们的命令。但你得知道，你无法做到在卑躬屈膝的同时又能活出自我，拥有自由。




（6） 如果你将工作等同于生活，那么你将为工作而生活。像大多数人一样，当看到那些艺术家和音乐家的工作几乎是全部的生活，我感到很困惑。其实那不是工作，那是他们的自我。除非你有无法抵挡的激情，恰巧也能让你从中得以谋生，否则请永远记住，工作只是一种手段，而不是目的，我们的最终目的是享受生活。在实现目的的同时，尽可能地少花时间在手段上。只有白痴才是为工作而活着。

（7） 破坏关系最快捷、最简单的方法就是听信谣言。浪费时间最糟糕的方式就是传播这些谣言。传播流言的人好比瘟疫的携带者。相比之下，蟑螂都比他们干净和善良。

（8） 试图取悦别人是徒劳无益的做法。总有些人会在某个事件上对你发飙。很多你接触的人，在很多时候也会不喜欢、蔑视、忽略或轻视你。另外，你永远也无法知道别人真正的需要，因此你为此所作的所有努力都会付诸东流。放松些吧，爱你的人终究会包容你的过失，不管怎样，他们才是值得我们在乎的人。其他那些人，他们甚至都不值得花五分钟去考虑。

（9） 没有永久的胜利者。登上冠军宝座是件好事情。但不要梦想着可以永久占据这个位置。最糟糕的是，你正坚定地要为了达到此目的而不择手段。

（10） 你很难（几乎不可能）取悦、安抚、改变或平息一个混蛋。你能做的最好方式，是和他们敬而远之。混蛋是有传染性的疾病。你和他们待的时间越长，你也越有可能染上混蛋的习气，或者成为其中一员。




（11） 努力加倍，期望减半。一切都是花掉你计划的两倍时间，最后却只换来你一半的期望结果。没什么理由要为此沮丧的。让它去吧，只是你要继续前行。

（12） 人是奇怪的偏执狂。撒谎者总是撒谎，无论你怎么斥责他们，骗子总要行骗。一个人对你倾诉的时候，通常已在其他人面前倾诉过，只是可能没有得到他们想要的答复。一位忠诚的朋友，无论遭受多大的冤屈，依旧保持忠诚。

（13） 接纳自己。不管你怎么努力，你都无法逃避做你自己。除了自己，你还能成为谁呢？你可以扮演和假装，但演戏和假装的人还是你自己。如果你都无法接纳自己，没有努力挖掘自己已有的东西——谁还有义务接纳你呢？

（14） 谈到公众谎言，没有比预算数字更令人震惊的了。把时间折腾在这上面，是浪费时间。即使（奇迹中的奇迹！）你是实事求是并且准确的，其他人也不会那么愚蠢。

（15） 世界上最大的噪音是人们的抱怨。不要再增加了。


















’m your love man

机遇只垂青那些有准备的人





◎ Jack Canfield





Les Brown and his twin brother were adopted by Mamie Brown, a kitchen worker and maid, shortly after their birth in a poverty-stricken Miami neighborhood.

Because of his hyperactivity and nonstop jabber, Les was placed in special education classes for the learning disabled in grade school and throughout high school. Upon graduation, he became a city sanitation worker in Miami Beach. But he had a dream of being a disc jockey.

At night he would take a transistor radio to bed where he listened to the local jive-talking deejays. He created an imaginary radio station in his tiny room with its torn vinyl flooring. A hairbrush served as his microphone as he practiced his patter, introducing records to his ghost listeners.




His mother and brother could hear him through the thin walls and would shout at him to quit flapping his jaws and go to sleep. But Les didn’t listen to them. He was wrapped up in his own world, living a dream.

One day Les boldly went to the local radio station during his lunch break from mowing grass for the city. He got into the station manager’s office and told him he wanted to be a disc jockey.

The manager eyed this disheveled young man in overalls and a straw hat and inquired, “Do you have any background in broadcasting?”

Les replied, “No sir, I don’t.”

“Well, son, I’m afraid we don’t have a job for you then.”

Les thanked him politely and left. The station manager assumed that he had seen the last of this young man. But he underestimated the depth of Les Brown’s commitment to his goal. You see, Les had a higher purpose than simply wanting to be a disc jockey. He wanted to buy a nicer house for his adoptive mother, whom he loved deeply. The disc jockey job was merely a step toward his goal.

Mamie Brown had taught Les to pursue his dreams, so he felt sure that he would get a job at that radio station in spite of what the station manager had said.




And so Les returned to the station every day for a week, asking if there were any job openings. Finally the station manager gave in and took him on as an errand boy—at no pay. At first, he fetched coffee or picked up lunches and dinner for the deejays who could not leave the studio. Eventually his enthusiasm for their work won him the confidence of the disc jockeys who would send him in their Cadillacs to pick up visiting celebrities such as the Temptations and Diana Ross and the Supremes. Little did any of them know that young Les did not have a driver’s license.

Les did whatever was asked of him at the station—and more. While hanging out with the deejays, he taught himself their hand movements on the control panel. He stayed in the control rooms and soaked up whatever he could until they asked him to leave. Then, back in his bedroom at night, he practiced and prepared himself for the opportunity that he knew would present itself.

One Saturday afternoon while Les was at the station, a deejay named Rock was drinking while on the air. Les was the only other person in the building, and he realized that Rock was drinking himself toward trouble. Les stayed close. He walked back and forth in front of the window in Rock’s booth. As he prowled, he said to himself. “Drink, Rock, drink!”




Les was hungry, and he was ready. He would have run down the street for more booze if Rock had asked. When the phone rang, Les pounced on it. It was the station manager, as he knew it would be.

“Les, this is Mr. Klein.”

“Yes,” said Les. “I know.”

“Les, I don’t think Rock can finish his program.”

“Yes sir, I know.”

“Would you call one of the other deejays to come in and take over?”

“Yes, sir. I sure will.”

But when Les hung up the telephone, he said to himself, “Now, he must think I’m crazy.”

Les did dial the telephone, but it wasn’t to call in another deejay. He called his mother first, and then his girlfriend.

“You all go out on the front porch and turn up the radio because I’m about to come on the air!” he said.

He waited about 15 minutes before he called the general manager. “Mr. Klein, I can’t find anybody,” Les said.

Mr. Klein then asked, “Young man, do you know how to work the controls in the studio?”




“Yes sir,” replied Les.

Les darted into the booth, gently moved Rock aside and sat down at the turntable. He was ready. And he was hungry. He flipped on the microphone switch and said, “Look out! This is me LB, triple P—Les Brown, Your Platter Playing Poppa. There were none before me and there will be none after me. Therefore, that makes me the one and only. Young and single and love to mingle. Certified, bona fide, indubitably qualified to bring you satisfaction, a whole lot of action. Look out, baby, I’m your lo-o-ove man.”

Because of his preparation, Les was ready. He vowed the audience and his general manager. From that fateful beginning, Les went on to a successful career in broadcasting, politics, public speaking and television.

莱斯·布朗和他的双胞胎兄弟出生在迈阿密一个非常贫困的社区，出生后不久就被帮厨女工梅米·布朗收养了。

由于莱斯非常好动，又含含糊糊地说个不停，所以他小学就被安排进一个专门为学习有障碍的学生开设的特教班，直到高中毕业。毕业以后，他成了迈阿密滩的一名城市环卫工人。但他却一直梦想成为一名电台音乐节目主持人。




每天晚上，他都要把他的晶体管收音机抱到床上，听本地电台的音乐节目主持人谈论摇摆乐。就在他那间狭小的、铺着已经破损的地板革的房间里，他创建了一个假想的电台——用一把梳子当麦克风，他念经一般喋喋不休地练习用行话向他的“影子”听众介绍唱片。

透过薄薄的墙壁，他的母亲和兄弟都能听到他的声音，于是，就会对他大吼大叫，让他别再耍嘴皮子而去上床睡觉。但是，莱斯根本就不理睬他们，他已经完全沉醉在自己的世界里，努力想要实现他的梦想。

一天，莱斯利用在市区割草的午休时间，勇敢地来到了本地电台。他走进经理办公室，说他想成为一名流行音乐节目主持人。

经理打量着眼前这位头戴草帽、衣衫不整的年轻人，然后问道：“你有广播方面的背景吗？”

莱斯答道：“我没有，先生。”

“那么，孩子，恐怕我们这儿没有适合你的工作。”

莱斯非常有礼貌地向他道了谢，然后离开了。经理以为再也不会见到这个年轻人了。然而，他低估了莱斯·布朗对自己理想的投入程度。要知道，莱斯还有比成为一名音乐节目主持人更高的目标——他要为他深爱的养母买一幢更好的房子。电台音乐节目主持人的工作只不过是他迈向这个目标的一步而已。




梅米·布朗曾经教育莱斯要去追寻自己的梦想，因此，莱斯觉得无论经理怎么说，他都一定会在这家电台找到一份工作。

于是，莱斯连续一周每天都到这家电台去，询问是否有职位空缺。最后，电台经理终于让步了，决定雇他跑跑腿，但没有薪水。刚开始的时候，莱斯的工作是为那些不能离开播音室的主持人取咖啡或者是去买午餐和晚餐。正是由于莱斯对工作的积极热情，使他终于赢得了音乐节目主持人的信任，让他开着他们的凯迪拉克车去接电台邀请来的一些名人，像诱惑合唱团、黛安娜·罗斯，还有至高无上乐队等等。没人知道年轻的莱斯竟然没有汽车驾驶执照。

在电台里，无论人们让他做什么，莱斯都会去做——有时候甚至做得更多。整日和主持人们待在一起，他自学着他们的手在控制面板上的动作。他总是尽量待在控制室里，潜心学习，直到他们让他离开。晚上回到自己的卧室，他就认真地投入练习，准备迎接他确信一定会到来的机遇。

一个星期六的下午，莱斯还在电台里，有一位叫罗克的主持人一边播着音，一边喝着酒。而此时，整个大楼里除了他就只有莱斯一个人了。莱斯意识到：照这样下去，罗克一定会喝出问题的。莱斯密切注意着，在罗克的演播室窗前来回徘徊，还不停地自言自语：“喝吧，罗克，喝啊！”




莱斯跃跃欲试，而且他早就为此作好了准备！如果此刻罗克让他去买酒的话，他会冲到街上去给他买更多的酒。正在这时，电话铃响了，莱斯立刻冲过去，拿起听筒。如他所料，电话是电台经理打来的。

“莱斯，我是克莱恩先生。”

“嗯，我知道。”莱斯答道。

“莱斯，我看罗克是不能把他的节目坚持到底了。”

“是的，先生。”

“你能打电话通知其他主持人，让谁过来接替罗克吗？”

“好的，先生，我一定会办好的。”

但是，莱斯一挂断电话，就自言自语道：“马上，他就会认为我一定是疯了！”

莱斯确实打了电话，但却并没有打给其他主持人。他先打电话给他妈妈，然后是他女朋友。

“你们快到外面的前廊去，打开收音机，因为，我就要开始播音了！”他说。

等了大约15分钟，他给经理打了个电话。“克莱恩先生，我一个主持人也找不到，”他说。

“小伙子，你会操作演播室里的控制键吗？”克莱恩先生问道。

“我会，先生，”他答道。

莱斯冲进演播室，轻轻地把罗克移到一边，坐在了录音转播台前。他准备好了！并早就渴望这个机会来临。他轻轻打开麦克风开关，说：“注意了！我是莱斯·布朗，人称唱片播放大叔，可以说是前无古人，后无来者，因此，我是举世无双，天下唯一。我年纪轻轻，单身一人，喜欢和大家在一起倾听音乐，品味生活。我的能力是通过了认证的，绝对真实可靠，一定能够带给你们一档丰富多彩的节目，让你们满意。注意了，宝贝，我就是你们最喜爱的人！”




有了精心准备，莱斯才能如此从容。他赢得了听众和总经理的心！从那改变一生的机遇起，莱斯开始了在广播、政治、演讲和电视等方面的成功的职业生涯。


















Good Habits Lead You to Success　成功源于积极的习惯





◎ Marie Forleo





The single most important factor that contributes to success is what you do every single day. It is as simple as that. You habits will determine whether you are successful or not. If you have strong and healthy positive habits, it does not matter whether or not you fail today because you are guaranteed to succeed in the long run. Having positive habits does not mean that you will succeed every single time. However, in the long run, there is no doubt that you will achieve all your goals and be successful. On the other hand, if you have strong negative habits, you are guaranteed to fail in the long run. It does not matter whether you succeed today or not. If your habits are self-destructive, you will fail in the long run.

Why are Habits so Important?

Because you repeat the same actions and the same behaviors every single day. A single positive action will not change your life, but the same action repeated 1,000 times will have a significant impact on your life. For example, if you go to the gym one time, you won’t see a big difference in your life. However, if you go to the gym 1,000 times over a five year period, you will see a big difference in your body. The same principle applies to finance, health, relationships, work, career, and school. Simple positive actions repeated every single day will have a tremendous impact on your life in the long run.








Guaranteed Success

When you have strong positive habits, it does not matter whether you fail right now or not, because you are guaranteed to succeed in the long run. Do you know the law of sowing and reaping? The law of sowing and reaping states that you reap what you sow. If you are always sowing good positive actions, the only logical result will be success. A man who has a strong work ethic and who has a clear goal will succeed no matter what. This man has developed the habit of working hard. It does not matter whether he fails an exam or miss a sale. The man will keep working until he succeeds. I am not worried about this man. He will be successful.





Guaranteed Failure

When you have negative habits, failure is guaranteed for you until you take the conscious decision to change your habits forever. Negative habits include overeating, gambling, smoking, drinking and taking drugs. However, let’s not forget those other negative habits that are often the real cause of failure. These negative habits are character traits that will stop you from achieving success. I’m talking about mental habits such as procrastination, laziness, fear, shyness, lack of courage, etc. Procrastination is the worst negative habit. It is a dream killer. Instead of taking action and working hard to achieve his goal, the procrastinator decides to delay and to wait until tomorrow. However, when tomorrow becomes today, the procrastinator keeps delaying. The only solution to his problem is to start taking action right now.








How to Develop Positive Habits

There’s nothing easier than developing positive habits. You simply have to do every single day the action you want to make a habit. If you want to develop the habit of running, run almost every day. If you want to develop the habit of eating healthy, eat healthy every day. If you want to develop the habit of reading, read every day. Habits are created by repetition. The more you do an action, the easier it becomes in the long run.








How to Eliminate Negative Habits

The only way to destroy negative habits is to stop reinforcing them. If you are a smoker, stop smoking. If you are a drug user, stop using drugs. If you are a procrastinator, stop procrastinating and start taking action right now. Yes, it will be very difficult at the beginning. The first week will be very hard. After three weeks, you will feel a lot better. Eliminating negative habits is hard because you associated a lot of pleasures to these habits in the past.





How Psychology Can Help

If you want to be successful in changing your habits, you should think about changing your inner beliefs about your habits. For example, your old belief was: “I love cigarette because it makes me feel good and relaxed. I need cigarette to be happy and relaxed.” If you keep this belief, you won’t be able to keep your resolution to stop smoking for very long. Instead, you should adopt this new belief: “I love yoga because it makes me feel good and relaxed. Cigarette is toxic and destroys my body. Yoga makes me happy.” You should analyze your beliefs and make sure they won’t stop you from changing your habits. The same is true when you try to form positive habits. If you want to start eating healthy food, here are some positive beliefs you should start thinking about: “Healthy food is very good for my health. It gives me a lot of energy and I feel very good.”








Action Plan

It’s now time for you to develop positive habits in your life and eliminate your negative habits. Write down 3 positive habits that you would like to develop and 3 negative habits that you would like to eliminate. For each positive habit, write down exactly what actions you’re going to take every single day in order to develop the new habit. For each negative habit, write down exactly what actions you’re not going to take in the next weeks. Here are some positive habits that will lead to success: exercise, healthy food, reading, saving, studying, healthy relationships, hard work, etc. Here are some negative habits to eliminate: gambling, drug and alcohol abuse, overeating, procrastination, shyness, etc.





You Can Do It!

Everybody can change. All it takes is courage and commitment. Decide right now to improve your life by changing your habits. Take action right now! Don’t be afraid. Yes, you will probably make mistakes along the way. But never forget that success is guaranteed for you if you have positive habits in your life. If you refuse to quit, success will be yours.








引导成功唯一且最重要的因素，是你每一天所做的事情。就这么简单。你的习惯将会决定你是否成功。如果你有强大且健康、积极的习惯，你现在是否失败都不重要，因为你将来注定会成功。保有积极的习惯并不意味着你每一次都会成功。然而，从长远看来，毫无疑问你将会实现所有的目标，成为成功人士。相反，如果你有强大的消极的习惯，你将来注定会失败。无论你现在成功与否。如果你的习惯是自我毁灭性的，你将来必定失败。

为什么习惯如此重要？

因为你每一天都在重复同样的动作和行为。一次积极的行动不会改变你的人生，但是同样的行动重复1 000次，将会对你的人生产生巨大的影响。比如，如果你去做一次健身，你不会看到有什么大的不同。然而，你五年里去做了1 000次健身，你就会发现你身体的巨大变化了。这一原则也适用于理财、健康、人际关系、工作、事业和学校。每一天都充分简单积极地行动，将会对你今后的人生产生巨大的影响。








必定成功

如果你有强大的积极的习惯，不管你现在失败与否，你将来都注定会成功。你知道播种与收获的道理吗？这个道理就是你将会收获你播种的东西。如果你一直做良好的积极的事情，唯一合乎逻辑的结果就是成功。一个有着良好职业道德和明确目标的人，无论怎样都会成功。这个人已经形成了努力工作的习惯。一次考试失败或是错过一笔生意都没有关系。这个人会继续努力直到成功。我不担心这样的人。他必定会成功。





必定失败

如果你有消极的习惯，你必定失败，除非你主动采取措施永远改掉这些习惯。消极的习惯包括暴饮暴食、赌博、吸烟、酗酒和吸毒。然而，我们不能忘记其他那些真正导致失败的消极习惯。这些消极习惯是可能阻止你走向成功的性格特点。我指的是精神层面的习惯，例如拖延时间、懒惰、恐惧、羞怯、缺乏勇气，等等。浪费时间是最糟糕的坏习惯。它是梦想的杀手。非但不采取行动，为达到目标而努力，取而代之的是拖延，明日复明日。然而，当明天变成了今天，仍旧在拖延。针对这个问题，唯一的解决办法就是立即采取行动。








如何形成积极的习惯

没有什么是比形成积极的习惯更简单的了。你只需要每一天都做你希望能形成习惯的事情。如果你想养成跑步的习惯，那就尽量每天都去跑步。如果你想养成健康饮食的习惯，那么每天都吃健康食品。如果你想有阅读的习惯，每天都阅读。习惯是由重复养成的。你重复得越多，以后做起来就越容易。





怎样摒弃消极的习惯

打破消极习惯的唯一方式就是停止重复它们。如果你是个烟民，停止吸烟。如果你是个吸毒的人，停止吸毒。如果你是个拖拉的人，停止拖沓，现在就采取行动。当然，开始的时候会很困难。第一周将会非常辛苦。三周以后，你就会觉得好多了。摒弃消极的习惯是很难的，因为你过去的许多乐趣都与这些有关。





怎样用心理学来帮助你

如果你想成功地改变你的习惯，你应该改变你内心里关于这些习惯的想法和信念。比如，你的旧观念是：“我喜欢香烟，因为它让我感觉很好，很轻松。我需要香烟来使我快乐和放松。”如果你保有这样的想法，那么你的戒烟行动将不会持续很久。想反，你应该采取这样一条新的信仰：“我喜欢瑜伽，因为这使我感觉舒适而放松。香烟是有害的，它破坏我的健康。瑜伽使我快乐。”你应该分析你的观念，确保你不会停止改掉恶习。当你试图形成良好习惯的时候也是同样。当你想开始健康饮食的时候，你应该开始想这些积极的观念：“健康的食物对我的健康是有益的。它给我许多能量，我感觉很好。”








行动计划

现在就是你形成生活中的积极习惯、改掉恶习的时候了。写下三个你想养成的积极习惯三个你想改掉的消极习惯。对于每一个积极的习惯，准确地写下你每一天将采取什么行动来培养新习惯。对于每一个消极的习惯，准确地写下你未来几周打算不做什么。这些是引导你走向成功的积极的习惯：锻炼身体、健康饮食、阅读、节俭、学习、人际关系，努力工作，等等。这些是应该改掉的消极的习惯：赌博、吸毒、嗜酒、暴饮暴食、拖沓、害羞，等等。





你能行

每个人都可以改变。这只需要勇气和承诺。现在就下定决心通过改变习惯来改善你的生活。采取行动吧！不要害怕。是的，你也许会在这条路上犯错误。但是永远不要忘记，如果你的生活中有积极的习惯，你必定会成功。如果你坚持到底，成功就会属于你。
























16 Steps to Self-discovery and Self　Empowerment

自我发现和自我强大的16步





◎ Charlotte Kasl





1. We affirm that we have the power to take charge of our own lives and to stop being dependent on substances or other people for our self-esteem or our security.

2. We come to believe that our emerging self will reveal to us the healing wisdom that lives within us all when we are ready, willing and able to open ourselves up to the healing process.

3. We make a decision to become our authentic① selves and trust in the healing power of the truth.

4. We examine our beliefs, our addictions, and our dependent behavior in the context of living in a hierarchical, patriarchal culture.

5. We share with another person and our emerging self all those things inside of us for which we feel shame and guilt.




6. We affirm and enjoy our strengths, our talents, and our creativity, striving not to hide these qualities to protect others’ egos.

7. We become willing to let go of our shame, our guilt, and any behavior that keeps us from loving ourselves and others.

8. We make a list of people we have harmed and people who have harmed us, and take steps to clear out negative energy by making amends and sharing our grievances; both in a respectful way.

9. We express love and gratitude to others, and increasingly appreciate the wonder of life and the blessing we do have.

10. We continue to trust our reality and daily affirm that we see what we see. We know what we know, and we feel what we feel.

11. We promptly② acknowledge our mistakes and make amends when appropriate, but we do not say we are sorry for things we have not done and we do not cover up, analyze, or take responsibility for the shortcomings of others.

12. We seek out situations, jobs, and people that affirm our intelligence, perceptions, and self-worth and avoid situations or people who are hurtful, harmful, or demeaning③ to us.




13. We take steps to heal our physical bodies, organize our lives, reduce our stress, and have fun.

14. We seek to find our inward calling, and develop the will and wisdom to follow it.

15. We accept the ups and downs of life as natural events that can be used as lessons for our growth.

16. We grow in awareness that we are interrelated with all living things, and we contribute to restoring peace and balance on the planet.





（1） 我们确有能力去负责我们自己的生活，不再依赖物质和他人来维护我们的自尊和安全。

（2） 我们相信，当我们准备就绪，乐意且有能力敞开心扉，接受恢复过程时，一个全新的自我会赋予我们此刻所需的智慧。

（3） 我们下定决心要展现真实的自我，相信真理的力量。

（4） 我们要在这个辈分分明的文化背景下，不断地审视自己的信仰、行为癖好以及依赖性行为。

（5） 我们要将羞愧和内疚的事与他人和全新的自我共同分享。




（6） 我们要对自己的优点、天赋和创造力予以肯定和赞赏，不要为了保护他人的自我而试图掩藏这些优点。

（7） 让我们的遗憾、自责顺其自然地发生吧，用实际行动大胆地去爱自己和他人。

（8） 列一张清单，写下我们伤害过和伤害过我们的人，并通过道歉和诉苦来减轻苦痛或减轻负面影响。当然，我们要用尊重的方式和态度。

（9） 向别人表达爱意和感激的同时，要不断赞赏生命的惊奇和我们所拥有的幸福。

（10） 继续相信现实，对我们每天看到的一切、感知到的一切给予肯定。

（11） 要及时承认自己的过错，并在恰当的时机予以弥补，但不要为我们未做过的事道歉，不掩盖和分析他人的缺点，更不对其负责。

（12） 找寻能对我们的智力、观察力和自我价值予以肯定的环境、工作和人群，远离那些无益环境和有害人群。

（13） 必须采取措施恢复我们的体能，使生活井然有序，使压力减少，让生活充满欢乐。

（14） 寻找心灵的共鸣，培养毅力，启迪智慧，以回应内心的呼唤。

（15） 接受人生的起起落落，将它视为自然事件，当做成长中的教训。




（16） 我们逐渐意识到，我们与万物之间的关联永远相通。因而，我们应为人类的和平和生态的平衡作出应有的贡献。


























Chapter 3 有思想，才有超越









You have to believe in yourself. That’s the secret of success.


—— Charles Chaplin


It is not enough to be industrious, so are the ants. What are you industrious for?


——H.D.Thoreau


人必须相信自己，这是成功的秘诀


——卓别林


光勤劳是不够的，蚂蚁也是勤劳的。要看你为什么而勤劳


——梭罗



















Joy in the Journey　旅途乐趣：生命重在过程





◎ Jonathan





If you have ever been discouraged because of failure, please read on.

For often, achieving what you set out to do is not the important thing. Let me explain.

Two brothers decided to dig a deep hole behind their house. As they were working, a couple of older boys stopped by to watch.

“What are you doing?” asked one of the visitors.

“We plan to dig a hole all the way through the earth!” one of the brothers volunteered excitedly.

The older boys began to laugh, telling the younger ones that digging a hole all the way through the earth was impossible.

After a long silence, one of the diggers picked up a jar full of spiders, worms and a wide assortment of insects. He removed the lid and showed the wonderful contents to the scoffing visitors.




Then he said quietly and confidently, “Even if we don’t dig all the way through the earth, look what we found along the way!”

Their goal was far too ambitious, but it did cause them to dig. And that is what a goal is for—to cause us to move in the direction we have chosen; in other words, to set us to digging!

But not every goal will be fully achieved. Not every job will end successfully. Not every relationship will endure. Not every hope will come to pass. Not every love will last. Not every endeavor will be completed. Not every dream will be realized.

But when you fall short of your aim, perhaps you can say, “Yes, but look at what I found along the way! Look at the wonderful things which have come into my life because I tried to do something!”

It is in the digging that life is lived. And I believe it is joy in the journey, in the end, that truly matters.

如果你曾因失败沮丧过，请继续读下去。

完成你经常开始要做的事并不是很重要的事。让我娓娓道来。

有兄弟两人决定在他们房子后面挖一个深洞。当他们不停挖洞时，几个年龄大点的男孩在附近停下来观看。




“你们在做什么？”其中一个问道。

“我们计划挖一个洞，一直穿过地球到达另一端！”兄弟当中的一个兴奋地抢先说道。

这些大男孩开始大笑，告诉这两个兄弟挖洞穿过地球是不可能的。

长长的沉寂之后，其中一个挖掘者从洞里拿出一个装满蜘蛛、蠕虫和各种各样昆虫的罐子，他打开盖子把这些奇妙的东西展示给那些嘲讽者看。

然后他平静而又自信地说：“即使我们挖不到地球的另一端，但看看我们途中发现的东西！”

他们的目标过于雄心勃勃，但确实鼓励他们去做了。而这就是目标之所在——使我们朝着我们所选择的方向前进，换句话说，就是让我们去挖掘！

但不是所有的目标都会完全实现，也不是每一样工作都能够最终成功；不是每一种关系都能够长存，也不是每一丝希望都能够实现；不是每一次爱都能够天长地久，不是每一次努力都会硕果累累，也不是每一个梦想都能够实现。

但当你没有达到目标时，也许你可以说：“是的，但瞧瞧我在途中所得的收获！看看这些因为我尽力去做而走进我生活的奇妙的东西！”

生命正是在挖掘的过程中才具有活力。而且我相信，到最后真正最重要的还是过程中的乐趣。






















Lucky Hat　幸运帽





◎ Lissa Rovetch





Dear Arizona,

My brother is so lucky. Good stuff is always happening to him. Do you believe in luck? And if so, how can I get more of it?


—Looking for luck in Louisiana






Dear Looking,

I was eating breakfast with one hand, petting my cat, Cow, with the other, and reading the back of the cereal box, when—”OUCH!” I screamed. “Why’d you pinch me?”

“You’re not wearing green,” said my little brother, Tex. “Everyone knows you get pinched if you don’t wear green on Saint Patrick’s Day!”

“It’s true,” said my little sister, Indi.

I was mostly mad about getting pinched, but also a tiny bit glad about being reminded that it was Saint Patrick’s Day.




I panicked. “What am I going to do? I don’t have time to change. I’ll get pinched all day long!”

“Well,” Tex said, taking the old green baseball cap off his head, “you could borrow my lucky hat.”

“But it’s your favorite!” I said.

“I know,” said Tex. “Just promise to give it back after school.”

“No problem,” I said, glancing in the mirror on my way out the door. “I look like a goofball in this thing!”

“A lucky goofball!” said Tex.

“Hum.” I grabbed my backpack. “Thanks, I think.”

Now, before I go on, you should know that I’m not an overly superstitious person. I don’t believe that thirteen is an unlucky number or that breaking a mirror brings seven years of bad luck. I definitely don’t freak out if a black cat crosses my path. And when it comes to things like lucky four-leaf clovers and lucky pennies, I just never believed in them.

Anyway, I was racing to catch the school bus, and I saw a dollar on the sidewalk! I looked around to see if anyone was looking for it, but people just kept stepping on the poor thing, so I decided to rescue it. I’d found pennies and nickels before, but never a dollar! Then, I didn’t miss the bus, because the bus was even later than me¡ªwhich never happens!




My luck didn’t stop there. Carlos and Jackson were sitting behind me, quizzing each other on spelling words. I turned around and said, “You guys know that test isn’t till tomorrow, right?”

“It got switched to this morning,” said Jackson. “Remember? There’s some assembly tomorrow.”

“That’s right¡ªI totally forgot!” I said. “I’m so lucky that I sat in front of you. If I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have found out till it was too late!” I got out my spelling words, studied all the way to school. And ended up acing the test!

The minute I got home, I gave Tex a gigantic hug.

“This is the luckiest hat in the world,” I said. “I’m never taking it off!”

“But you promised to give it back!” said Tex.

“I know, but... “ I pretended to try to pull the hat off my head. “I think it’s stuck.”

“It is not!” said Tex.

“Please¡ªoh¡ªplease let me borrow your lucky hat for one more day!” I begged. “Tomorrow I’m auditioning for the school play, and I need every bit of help I can get.”




“OK,” said Tex. “One more day. But you’d better be really nice to me.”

“I will,” I agreed. “In fact¡ªhere you can have my lucky dollar!”

Tex let out a whoop, then started dancing around and waving his gift in the air.

The next day turned out to be super lucky. My audition couldn’t have gone better.

“Wow, Arizona!” said my friend Mareya. “I can’t believe how amazingly you just did! You are so getting a major part in this play!”

“Thanks! You did really great, too!” I said. “But honestly, the only reason I did OK is because I had my lucky hat.”

“What lucky hat?” asked Mareya.

“This one,” I said, reaching into my backpack, where I thought I’d put Tex’s hat since I couldn’t wear it for the audition. But it wasn’t there! “Oh, No!” I cried. “It’s gone! What am I going to tell Tex?”

Mareya helped me look for it. Luckily, we found Tex’s hat in my locker. Also luckily, I discovered that I could be lucky with or without a goofy-looking cap in my possession.

“So it wasn’t the hat,” said Mareya. “This is just a wild guess, but maybe it was all those hours you spent practicing over the past month.”




“Hmm,” I said. “It’s possible.”

So, dear Looking, I guess you could say that luck is a combination of being prepared, believing in yourself... and maybe just a tiny bit of magic! In other words, luck may come your way, but you have to be ready for it when it does!

Ciao for now

Arizona

亲爱的亚利桑那：

我的兄弟运气特别好，常有好事在他身上发生。你相信运气吗？如果真有运气，我怎么才能得到更多一点呢？

——寻找好运的人写于路易斯安那

亲爱的寻觅者：

我当时正一手吃早餐，一手爱抚着我的猫“牛牛”，同时在阅读燕麦片盒子背面的信息。就在这时——“哎哟”，我尖叫起来，“你干吗掐我？”

“因为你没穿绿色衣服，”我的小弟弟特克斯说，“人人都知道如果在圣帕特里克节里不穿绿色衣服就会被掐！”

“这是真的！”我的小妹妹英蒂说。




我对自己被掐感到非常生气，但有一点值得高兴的是，这提醒了我今天是圣帕特里克节。

我惊慌失措：“我该怎么办？我没时间换衣服了。一整天我都会被人掐的！”

“好吧，”特克斯从他头上摘下那顶绿色的旧帽，说：“你可以借我的幸运帽。”

“但它可是你的最爱！”我说。

“我知道，”特克斯说，“只要你答应放学后还给我就行了。”

“没问题，”我说。出门前，我照了照镜子。“戴上这个东西，我看上去就像个傻瓜！”

“一个幸运的傻瓜！”特克斯说。

“嗯，”我抓起书包说道，“好吧，谢谢。”

说到这里，你要知道我不是个极其迷信的人。我不认为13是个倒霉的数字，或者打碎镜子会带来7年的厄运。我决不会因为一只黑猫在我面前走过而被吓坏，也决不会相信诸如幸运四叶草、幸运便士这类东西。

不管怎样，当我正拼命追赶校车时，我看到人行道上有张一美圆的钞票！我环顾四周，看看有没有人在找它，可人们都相继踩过这个可怜的家伙，所以我决定营救它。以前我捡过便士和镍币，可从没发现过一美圆的钞票。随后，我没有错过校车，因为校车甚至比我还晚到——这是从来没有发生过的！




我的运气并未就此打住。卡洛斯和杰克逊刚好坐在我后面，正相互考单词拼写。我转过头去，说：“你们知道明天才测验，对吗？”

“已经改到今天早上了，”杰克逊说，“记得吗？明天有个大会要开。”

“对啊。我忘得一干二净！”我说，“坐在你们前面我多么幸运啊。不然，到我发现已经晚了。”我拿出要考的单词表来，去学校的一路上，我都在复习。最终，我考了个好成绩。

一回到家，我就给特克斯一个大大的拥抱。

“这是世界上最幸运的帽子，”我说，“我永远都不取下来了！”

“但你答应过要还给我的！”特克斯说。

“我知道，但是……”我假装试图把帽子摘下来，“我想它粘住了。”

“没有！”特克斯说。

“求求你把你的幸运帽借我再用一天。”我请求道，“明天我要参加学校话剧表演的选角面试，我需要得到所有帮助。”

“好吧，”特克斯说，“再借一天。但你最好真的对我好点。”

“我会的，”我同意道，“这样，我这张幸运美圆给你！”

特克斯欢呼了一声，接着，他一边在空中挥舞着他的礼物，一边开始在四周跳起舞来。




第二天，我的运气棒极了。我的试演再好不过了。

“哇，亚利桑那！”我的朋友玛瑞娅说，“你刚刚的表演太令人吃惊了，我简直不敢相信！你肯定可以在这部话剧里演主角！”

“谢谢！你也表演得很棒！”我回答道，“不过，老实说，我表演好全因为我有一顶幸运帽。”

“什么幸运帽？”玛瑞娅问。

“就是这个，”我边说边把手伸进书包里，我以为我把特克斯的帽子放在书包里了，因为我不能戴着它表演。但帽子不在里面！“哦，不！”我喊道，“它不见了！我怎么跟特克斯交代啊？”

玛瑞娅也帮我找，幸运的是，我们发现原来帽子放在我的储物柜里了。同样幸运的是，我发现无论戴不戴那顶落入我手中让我看起来滑稽可笑的帽子，我都会有好运。

“所以，并不是因为那顶帽子，”玛瑞娅说，“那不过是瞎猜罢了。也许那是你过去一个月里刻苦练习的结果。”

“嗯，”我说，“可能是！”

所以，亲爱的运气寻觅者，我想你可以说幸运是这样一个组合——作好准备，相信自己……也许再加上一点点的魔法！换言之，幸运也许正向你走来，但在它降临时，你得作好准备！




写到这里。再见。

亚利桑那


























How Can I Love the Job I Have　调整心态，热爱你的工作





◎ Chaire Colvin





Every day we hear about people making radical career changes. The opportunities exist, but will all these changes make us any happier once we get there? Maybe the question is not “How can I get the job I’ll love?”, but “How can I love the job I have?” Following are four practical steps towards coming to terms with why you do what you’re doing. Take some time to think about it, and you might be surprised by what you find.

1. Realize that your job does not define you, but how you do it does. There’s a lot to be said for attitude, more than will fit here. Any job can be done well, done with passion, done with care. Your attitude at work and the way you treat people¡ªeven your mood¡ªdoes not go unnoticed. They have a profound influence on the people you work with. There are times when you can’t control your situation, but you can always choose how you live in it.




2. Stop focusing on the money. Money will never be enough so stop using it (or the lack of it) as an excuse. Whatever you are bringing home on the 15th and 30th, there are always going to be things you could do or would do if you had more. Try taking tracking every penny you spend in a week. Seeing where your money is really going can help you to refocus your spending towards the things you really want. Getting paid is only one small part of what you do, your work has to be more than just a paycheck to be fulfilling.

3. Find the significance in what you do. This may require you to think big, but it can be done. Take some time to really think about what you do. Do you provide an essential service? Do you get to see the finished product? Do you give direction that gets things done? Then ask yourself “how is this job done differently because I am doing it?” Perspective plays a huge role in personal satisfaction and sense of well being. Try to remember why you took the job in the first place. If it was only going to be “for now” are you actively looking for other work?

4. Dare to ask yourself whether it’s worth it. If you can’t find the part of your job that you like, or if you can see yourself turning into the person you said you would never be, consider the reasons. It may not be a new job that you need, just a new direction. Do you like the person you are doing this job? If not, are there changes you can make to the way you do your job or is the job itself the problem? Do you need to be doing a different position within the same company? Are additional responsibilities taking you away from the work you were hired to do? Maybe all that’s needed is some refocusing. Learn to say “no”. As much as you can choose the things you spend your time on, don’t attend events or meetings only because everyone expects it.




Asking yourself why you do your job doesn’t mean you’re dissatisfied, just self-aware. This awareness can lead to greater job satisfaction, increased sense of well being and a little more control over what you do, rather than just “going along for the ride”. For some, it may be time for a change¡—if so, don’t be afraid of it. Change isn’t necessarily bad, it’s just different. For the rest of us, take a look around, you may find you’ve got a great view.

Take a look at your life. How would you describe it? Contented? Rushed? Exciting? Stressful? Moving forward? Holding back? For many of us it’s all of the above at times. There are things we dream of doing one day, there are things we wish we could forget. In the Bible, it says that Jesus came to make all things new. What would your life look like if you could start over with a clean slate?








每天我们都听说有人跳槽了。机会确实有，但这些变化真能让我们更快乐吗？可能问题不在于“我如何才能找到我喜欢的工作”，而在于“我如何喜欢上我现在的工作”。下面就是为什么你能胜任目前工作的四个可行步骤。花些时间考虑一下，你可能会为你的发现而感到惊奇。

（1） 意识到造就你的不是工作本身，而是你的工作方式。关于态度有很多话题。做任何工作，只要带着热情和细心都能干好。你的工作态度和为人处世方式——甚至你的情绪——不是不被人注意。它们给你的工作带来很大的影响。有时你无法控制你的环境，然而你总能选择如何活于其中。

（2） 不要老是盯着金钱。金钱永远都不会够的，因此不要把钱（或者缺钱）作为一个借口。无论在每月15号或30号带什么回家，如果你有更多的钱，也总会有更多的事情可以去做或者想要去做。试着记录一周内你花的每一分钱，看看你都把钱花在哪儿了，这能帮你重新确定把钱花在你喜欢的东西上。取得报酬只是你工作的一小部分，工作的成就感不仅仅在于一张薪水支票。




（3） 发现你工作的重要性。这可能需要雄心壮志，但是可以做得到。花些时间认真考虑一下你的工作。你有没有提供重要的服务？有没有看过一件成品？有没有指导过某件事的完成？然后自问一下“如果我做这项工作，结果会有何不同？”设想在达到自我满足和个人成就感方面起着巨大的作用。试着回想一下当初你为何选择这份工作。如果仅仅是为了“暂时”的权宜之计，那么你还在积极寻找其他工作吗？

（4） 敢于问自己是否值得。如果你不能在工作中找到感兴趣的部分，或者你看到自己正在变成你永远都不想成为的那种人，那么考虑一下原因。可能你需要的不是一份新工作，而是一个新的方向。你喜欢工作时的那个自己吗？如果不喜欢，你能否改变一下自己的工作方法，还是工作本身存在问题？你是否需要在这个公司调换一下职位？是否因为承担额外的责任而脱离了本职工作？或许所有需要的就是重新定向。学会说“不”。尽量选择做那些你应该花费时间的工作，而不要因为其他人的要求就去做其他事情或参加别的会议或活动。

问问自己为何你做这项工作并不意味着你对它不满意，而是做到有自知之明。这种意识可以使你获得更大的工作满意度，增加自我满足的程度，更好地控制自己的工作，而不仅仅是“随波逐流”。对有些人来说，可能是改变的时候了——如果是这样，不要害怕。改变不一定是坏事，只是不同而已。而对于其他人，环顾四周，你会发现风景这边独好。




审视一下自己的生活。你如何描述它呢？满足？匆忙？刺激？紧迫？前进？还是踌躇不前？对许多人来说，生活经常都是以上所有的情形。有些事情我们梦想着有一天可以去做，而有些事情我们希望可以忘却。《圣经》上说，耶稣使一切焕然一新。如果你以新的姿态重新开始，你的生活看起来会是怎样的呢？






















Ten Commandments　自由思想十诫





◎ Sir Bertrand Russell’s





1. Do not feel absolutely certain of anything.

2. Do not think it worthwhile to produce belief by concealing evidence, for the evidence is sure to come to light.

3. Never try to discourage thinking, for you are sure to succeed.

4. When you meet with opposition, even if it is from your family, endeavor to overcome it with argument and not by authority, for a victory dependent upon authority is unreal and illusory.

5. Have no respect for the authority of others, for there are always contrary authorities to be found.

6. Do not use power to suppress opinions you think pernicious, for if you do, the opinions will suppress you.

7. Do not fear to be eccentric in opinion, for every opinion now accepted was once eccentric.

8. Find more pleasure in intelligent dissent than in passive agreement, for if you value intelligence as you should, the former implies a deeper agreement than the latter.




9. Be scrupulousl truthful even if the truth is inconvenient, for it is more inconvenient when you try to conceal it.

10. Do not feel envious of the happiness of those who live in a fool’s paradise, for only a fool will think that is happiness.

From “Reflections on Ethics”





（1） 凡事不要抱绝对肯定的态度；

（2） 不值得有试图隐瞒证据的想法，因为证据最终会被暴露出来；

（3） 不要害怕思考，因为思考总能让人有所裨益；

（4） 当有人与你意见相左时，应该用论证去说服他们，而不是用权威去征服，因为依靠权威取得的胜利是虚幻而自欺欺人的；

（5） 不用盲目地崇拜任何权威，因为你总能找到相反的权威；

（6） 不要用权力去压制你认为有害的意见，如果你这样做了，只能说明你自己受到了这些意见的压制；

（7） 不要害怕自己持有独特的看法，因为我们现在所接受的每一个常识，曾经都是独特的；




（8） 与其被动地同意别人的看法，不如理智地表示异议，因为如果你相信自己的智慧，那么你的异议正表明了更多的赞同；

（9） 即使真相并不令人愉快，也一定要做到诚实，因为掩盖真相往往要花费更大的力气；

（10） 不要嫉妒那些在蠢人的天堂里享受幸福的人，因为只有蠢人才以为那是幸福。

——摘自伯特兰德·罗素的《自传》














Words to Life　生活的忠告





◎ Jessica





I’ll give you some advice about life.

Eat more roughage;

Do more than others expect you to do and do it pains;

Remember what life tells you;

Don’t take to heart every thing you hear. Don’t spend all that you have. Don’t sleep as long as you want;

Whenever you say “I love you”, please say it honestly;

Whenever you say “I’m sorry”, please look into the other person’s eyes;

Fall in love at first sight;

Don’t neglect dreams;

Love deeply and ardently, even if there is pain, but this is the way to make your life complete;

Find a way to settle, not to dispute;

Never judge people by their appearances;

Speak slowly, but think quickly;




When someone asks you a question you don’t want to answer, smile and say, “Why do you want to know?”

Remember that the man who can shoulder the most risk will gain the deepest love and the supreme accomplishment;

Call you mother on the phone. If you can’t, you may think of her in your heart;

When someone sneezes say, “God bless you”;

If you fail, don’t forget to learn your lesson;

Remember the three “respects”. Respect yourself, respect others, stand on dignity and pay attention to your behavior;

Don’t let a little dispute break up a great friendship;

Whenever you find your wrongdoing, be quick with reparation!

Whenever you make a phone call smile when you pick up the phone, because someone feels it!

Marry a person who likes talking; because when you get old, you’ll find that chatting to be a great advantage;

Find time for yourself.

Life will change what you are but not who you are;

Remember that silence is golden;

Read more books and watch less television;




Live a noble and honest life. Reviving past times in your old age will help you to enjoy your life again;

Trust God, but don’t forget to lock the door;

The harmonizing atmosphere of a family is valuable;

Try your best to let family harmony flow smoothly;

When you quarrel with a close friend, talk about the main dish, don’t quibble over the appetizers;

You cannot hold onto yesterday;

Figure out the meaning of someone’s words;

Share your knowledge to continue a timeless tradition;

Treat our earth in a friendly way, don’t fool around with mother nature;

Do the things you should do;

Don’t trust a lover who kisses you without closing their eyes;

Go to a place you’ve never been to every year.

If you earn much money, the best way to spend it is on charitable deeds while you are alive;

Remember, not all the best harvest is luck;

Understand rules completely and change them reasonably;

Remember, the best love is to love others unconditionally rather than make demands on them;




Comment on the success you have attained by looking in the past at the target you wanted to achieve most;

In love and cooking, you must give 100% effort...but expect little appreciation.





给你一些生活的忠告：

多吃些粗粮；

给别人比他们期望的更多，并用心去做；

熟记生活告诉你的一切；

不要轻信你听到的每件事，不要花光你的所有，不要想睡多久就睡多久；

无论何时说“我爱你”，请真心实意；

无论何时说“对不起”，请看着对方的眼睛；

相信一见钟情；

请不要忽视梦想；

深情热烈地爱，纵然会受伤，但这是使人生完整的唯一方法；

用一种明确的方法解决争议，不要冒犯；

永远不要以貌取人；

慢慢地说，但要迅速地想；

当别人问你不想回答的问题时，笑着说：“你为什么想知道？”

记住：那些敢于承担最大风险的人，才能得到最深的爱和最大的成就；




给妈妈打电话，如果不行，至少在心里想着她；

当别人打喷嚏时，说一声“上帝保佑你”；

如果你失败了，千万别忘了汲取教训；

记住三个“尊”：尊重你自己，尊重别人，保持尊严，并对自己的行为负责；

不要让小小的争端损毁了一场伟大的友谊；

无论何时你发现自己做错了，竭尽所能去弥补，动作要快！

无论什么时候打电话，拿起话筒时请微笑，因为对方能感觉到！

找一个爱聊的人结婚，因为年纪大了以后，你会发觉喜欢聊天是一个人最大的优点；

找点时间，单独待会儿；

欣然接受改变，但不要摒弃你的个人理念；

记住：沉默是金；

多看点书，少看点电视；

过一种高尚而诚实的生活。当你年老时回想起过去，你就能再一次享受人生。

相信上帝，但是别忘了锁门；

家庭的融洽氛围是难能可贵的；

尽你所能让家平顺和谐；

当你和你亲近的人吵架时，试着就事论事，不要扯出那些陈芝麻、烂谷子的事；
















Suppose Someone Gave You a Pen　假如有人送你一支笔





◎ David A. Berman





Suppose someone gave you a pen—a sealed, solid-colored pen.

You couldn’t see how much ink it had. It might run dry after the first few tentative words or last just long enough to create a masterpiece (or several) that would last forever and make a difference in the scheme of things. You don’t know before you begin. Under the rules of the game, you really never know. You have to take a chance!

Actually, no rule of the game states you must do anything. Instead of picking up and using the pen, you could leave it on a shelf or in a drawer where it will dry up, unused. But if you do decide to use it, what would you do with it? How would you play the game? Would you plan and plan before you ever wrote a word? Would your plans be so extensive that you never even got to the writing? Or would you take the pen in hand, plunge right in and just do it, struggling to keep up with the twists and turns of the torrents of words that take you where they take you? Would you write cautiously and carefully, as if the pen might run dry the next moment, or would you pretend or believe (or pretend to believe) that the pen will write forever and proceed accordingly?




And of what would you write: Of love? Hate? Fun? Misery? Life? Death? Nothing? Everything? Would you write to please just yourself? Or others? Or yourself by writing for others?

Would your strokes be tremblingly timid or brilliantly bold? Fancy with a flourish or plain? Would you even write? Once you have the pen, no rule says you have to write. Would you sketch? Scribble? Doodle or draw? Would you stay in or on the lines, or see no lines at all, even if they were there? Or are they?

There’s a lot to think about here, isn’t there?

Now, suppose someone gave you a life...





假如有人送你一支笔，一支密封的、不可拆卸的单色钢笔。

你看不出里面究竟有多少墨水。或许在你试探性地写上几个字后它就会干枯，或许足够用来创作一部（或是几部）影响深远的不朽巨著。而这些，在动笔前都是无法得知的。在这个游戏规则下，你真的永远不会预知结果。你只能去碰运气！




事实上，这个游戏里没有规则指定你必须要做什么。相反，你甚至可以根本不去动用这支笔，把它扔在书架上或是抽屉里让它干枯。但是，如果你决定要用它的话，那么你会用它来做什么呢？你将怎么来进行这个游戏呢？你会不写一个字，老是计划来计划去吗？你会不会由于计划过于宏大而来不及动笔呢？或者你只是手握钢笔，一头扎进去写，不停地写，艰难地随着文字的迂回曲折而随波逐流？你会小心谨慎地写字，好像这支笔在下一个时刻就可能会干枯；还是装作或相信（或是装作相信）这支笔能够永远写下去而信手写来呢？

你又会用笔写下些什么呢：爱？恨？快乐？痛苦？生命？死亡？虚无？万物？你写作只是为了愉己？还是为了悦人？或者是借替人书写而悦己？

你的落笔会是颤抖胆怯的，还是鲜明果敢的？你的想象会是丰富的还是贫乏的？甚或你根本没有落笔？这是因为，你拿到笔以后，没有哪条规则说你必须写作。也许你要画素描，乱涂乱画？信笔涂鸦？画画？你会保持写在线内还是线上，还是根本看不到线，即使有线在那里？是吧？真的有线吗？

这里面有许多东西值得考虑，不是吗？

现在，假如有人给予你一支生命的笔……


















Make Up For the Mistakes　弥补错误的方法





◎ Anonymous





Q. If a wrong is done, how can it be reversed or undone?

A. Do the opposite. Try to make up for it. Not only stop doing wrong, but you continue doing right, or start doing right. Not only do we not steal from other people, but we also help the people who are poor and truly in need. That’s the true correction for what we did. For example, you have a husband and you have an affair with another man. For example, for example, please. (Laughter) Now you feel sorry about it. It is not only that you have already stopped the affair because your husband doesn’t like it, but you also have to love your husband more. Take care of him more. Let him feel better. Let your family relationship become more solid and happier for you, your husband, and your children. That’s the positive way of repenting our wrong deed. Not only we stop doing wrong, but we have to do right.

Once Gandhi heard a Hindu person say, “I am going to hell. I killed a Moslem, because another Moslem killed my child. “ Then he asked, “What can I do now? I will go to hell anyhow.” 




So Gandhi said to him, “I know a way out of hell. If you raise an orphan to become a Moslem, you can make up for that. Maybe you will still go to hell, but at least your conscience will be clear. You’ll know you have done the best to make up for the wrong you have done and also made someone else happy. At least when you go to hell, you will go happily.”





问：如果我们犯了错，要怎样才能补救或消除？

答：试着做相反的事去补偿。不但停止犯错，还要开始做或继续做对的事。不但不偷别人的东西，还要帮助穷人、帮助真正需要的人，那才是真正地改正错误。例如说，你已经有了一个丈夫，结果又和另一个男人有染。比如，这只是比如而已。现在你感到很后悔，已经中止了那种关系，不再和对方做那样的事，因为你的丈夫不喜欢这样。这种情况下，你不但要停止外遇，还要多爱你的先生，多照顾他，让他感觉好一些，让你的家庭关系变得更稳固，让你自己、你的先生和孩子更快乐。这才是悔改自己错误行为的积极的态度和行为——不但不再犯错，还必须做对的事。

有一次甘地听到一个印度教徒说：“我要下地狱了！我杀了一个回教徒，因为有个回教徒杀了我的孩子。”




然后他问：“现在我该怎么办？无论如何我一定会下地狱的。”

甘地对他说：“我知道一条通往地狱出口的路。你去认养一个孤儿，让他变成一名回教徒，弥补你以前所做的事。也许你还是会下地狱，但至少你的良心没有愧疚。你就会知道，你自己已经尽最大的努力去弥补这个错误了，而且你的一切所行，也让别人快乐。这样至少你去地狱时，会快快乐乐地去。














Great Expectations　最高期望值





◎ Barry Spilchuk





Pete Rose, the famous baseball player, whom I have never met, taught me something so valuable that changed my life. Pete was being interviewed in spring training the year he was about to break Ty Cobb’s all time hits record. One reporter blurted out, “Pete, you only need 78 hits to break the record. How many at-bats do you think you’ll need to get the 78 hits?” Without hesitation, Pete just stared at the reporter and very matter-of-factly said, “78.” The reporter yelled back, “Ah, come on Pete, you don’t expect to get 78 hits in 78 at-bats, do you?”

Mr. Rose calmly shared his philosophy with the throngs of reporters who were anxiously awaiting his reply to this seemingly boastful claim. “Every time I step up to the plate, I expect to get a hit! If I don’t expect to get a hit, I have no right to step in the batter’s box in the first place!” “If I go up hoping to get a hit,” he continued, “then I probably don’t have a prayer of getting a hit. It is positive expectation that has gotten me all of the hits in the first place.”




When I thought about Pete Rose’s philosophy and how it applied to everyday life, I felt a little embarrassed. As a business person, I was hoping to make my sales quotas. As a father, I was hoping to be a good dad. As a married man, I was hoping to be a good husband. The truth was that I was an adequate salesperson, I was not so bad of a father, and I was an okay husband. I immediately decided that being okay was not enough! I wanted to be a great salesperson, a great father and a great husband. I changed my attitude to one of positive expectation, and the results were amazing. I was fortunate enough to win a few sales trips, I won Coach of the Year in my son’s baseball league, and I share a loving relationship with my wife, Karen, with whom I expect to be married to for the rest of my life! Thanks, Mr. Rose!





我虽然没有机会和著名的棒球运动员皮特·罗斯见上一面，但是却从他那里学到了有意义、有价值的东西，这些改变了我的人生。在一次春季训练期间，皮特接受记者采访，那年他接近打破棒球老前辈泰·柯布的总击球记录。一个记者脱口说道：“皮特，你只差78个击球就能打破记录，那么你认为你需要多少次击球机会才能得到78个击中球？”皮特直视着那个记者，毫不犹豫且信誓旦旦地回答：“78次。”那个记者叫道：“啊？拜托！皮特！你指望在78次挥棒就击中78次球，不会吧？”




一大群记者迫不及待地想看看皮特·罗斯先生究竟如何解释刚才自己夸下的海口。他泰然自若地向记者们阐述他的观点：“我每一次上垒，都指望击中球！如果我不指望击中，我就没有资格第一个上击球位。”他接着说：“如果我一上前就希望击中球，我可能就不用指望获得成功了。就是这种积极的期望使我能够在这么多的第一击中就击中球。”

当我思考了一番皮特·罗斯的人生观，看看这种人生观又何尝不适于人们每天的生活，我感到有些惭愧。一直以来，作为一个商人，我希望提高销售额。作为一个父亲，我希望自己是个好爸爸；作为一个已婚的男人，我希望自己是个好丈夫。实际上，我的工作干得勉勉强强，父亲当得马马虎虎，丈夫做得差强人意。想到这，我立即意识到仅仅做到“还凑合”是不够的。我要成为一个成功的销售员，一个伟大的父亲、一个完美的丈夫。于是我改变了自己的人生态度，我的期望变得更加积极了，其结果自然十分神奇。我有幸赢得了几次销售旅行，在我儿子所在的棒球联队中获得“赛季最佳教练”称号，我也和妻子卡伦更加和睦，我想我们必将相伴一生！谢谢你，罗斯先生！


















On Achieving Success　关于获得成功





◎ Ernest Hemingway





We cannot travel every path. Success must be won along one line. We must make our business the one life purpose to which every other must be.

I hate a thing done by halves. If it be right, do it boldly. If it be wrong, leave it undone.

The men of history were not perpetually looking into the mirror to make sure of their own size. Absorbed in their work they did it. They did it so well that the wondering world sees them to be great, and labeled them accordingly.

To live with a high ideal is a successful life. It is not what one does, but what one tries to do, that makes a man strong. “Eternal vigilance,” it has been said, “is the price of liberty.” With equal truth it may be said, “Unceasing effort is the price of success.”

If we do not work with our might, others will; and they will outstrip us in the race, and pluck the prize from our grasp.

Success grows less and less dependent on luck and chance. Self-distrust is the cause of most of our failures.




The great and indispensable help to success is character. Character is a crystallized habit, the result of training and conviction. Every character is influenced by heredity, environment and education. But these apart, if every man were not to be a great extent the architect of his own character, he would be a fatalist, and irresponsible creature of circumstances.

Instead of saying that man is a creature of circumstance, it would be nearer the mark to say that man is the architect of circumstance. From the same materials one man builds palaces, another hovel. Bricks and mortar are mortar and bricks, until the architect can make them something else.

The true way to gain much is never to desire to gain too much. Wise men don’t care for what they can’t have.





我们不可能把每条路都走一遍。必须执著于一条道路才能获得成功。我们必须有一个终生追求的目标，其他的则从属于这个目标。

我痛恨做一件事半途而废。如果这件事是对的，就大胆地做下去。如果这件事不对，就扔掉它。

历史长河中的伟人并不会终日瞻顾镜中的自己，以此来衡量自身的形象。他们的形象来自对事业全身心的专注与追求。他们是如此的卓越超凡，于是大千世界觉得他们很伟大，并因此称他们为伟人。




为崇高的理想而活着是一种成功的人生。使人变强大的，不是这个人做了什么，而是他努力尝试去做什么。有人说过：“恒久的警觉是自由的代价。”那同样也可以说：“不懈的努力是成功的代价。”

倘若我们不尽全力工作，别人会尽全力，随后他们必然会在竞争中远远超越我们，从我们手中夺取胜利的果实。

成功越来越不依赖于运气和巧合。丧失自信是我们失败的主要原因。

性格是取得成功不可或缺的重要助力。性格是一种固化成形的习惯，是不断培养并坚信于此的结果。每个人的性格都会受到遗传因素、环境和教育的影响。但除此之外，如果人在很大程度上不能成为自己性格的构筑者，那么他就会沦为宿命论者，从而成为环境不对其负责的失败造物。

与其说人是环境的造物，还不如说人是环境的建筑师更为确切。同样的材料，有的人建造出宫殿，而有的人只能建成简陋的小屋。在建筑师将其变成他物之前，砖泥依然是砖泥。

想得到的多就永远不要奢望太多。智者不会在意他们得不到的东西。


















For 30s, Change the World　30秒就可以做30件改变世界的事





◎ Rand Fishkin





Attitude is foundational to success. A generous person with a positive attitude will thrive. If you change your attitude, you change your perception, change your actions, and change your life. As every life changes, you change the world. Over at Lorelle on Word press she challenges bloggers to create a list of 30 things that can each be done in only 30 seconds. Imagine if millions or billions of people each did one of these—how would the world be different? In keeping with the theme of personal development, I have put together ways to improve yourself or others and create a better you in 30 seconds or less. Imagine if everyone did just a few of these at once? Here is my list.

1. Change your tone of voice. For 30 seconds, speak softer, calmer, or just more pleasantly. You might be surprised at the results. Did you know, for example, that a softer voice giving clear instructions commands more authority with children than a yell? If frustrated in business dealing, try a more peaceful tone, even if only for 30 seconds, and see if it leads to a quicker resolution.




2. Choose one idea you gave up and re-visit it. For 30 seconds, consider giving it one more tries. Was there an invention, a project, or some task that just seemed too daunting or frustrating? Choose one and decide to try it one more time. Imagine if everyone mustered up the courage to use their God-given ingenuity in whatever their gifting. What new things would the world see created?

3. For 30 seconds, give someone another chance. Listen for just one more time, re-evaluate a first impression, or give one more opportunity to see if they have changed. You may be surprised.

4. Tell your children “I love you” or “I am proud of you”. Make it meaningful, look them in the eye, and show how you value them. It will mean the world. Imagine if every parent said affirming words to every child, for 30 seconds, everyday.

5. The next time you find yourself wanting instant gratification, impatiently wanting something you cannot have at that moment, give thanks to God for what you already do have for 30 seconds. It may change your attitude.




6. For 30 seconds, stand up straighter and with your head held high. Look others in the eye and walk with confidence. See how great it feels?

7. Choose one thing you were putting off for another time that could be done today, and decide to do it! It only takes 30 seconds to make a decision to act. Be sure you value keeping your promise to yourself, and then know that this will lead to action.

8. Clean up someone else’s mess.

9. Compliment someone with a genuine comment on what you appreciate or respect about them.

10. Stand up for someone or something you believe in. A quick sentence of support can do wonders and expand your influence.

11. Find a way to authentically encourage someone in their efforts with a “you can do it!” comment. Believe in them and show it.

12. Invite someone over (or a group of some ones) that you would like to get to know: set a specific time and day for a dinner together. The world could use more socializing. What about you? Take the initiative and make the invitation to a new friendship.




13. Give your spouse a physical sign of affection for 30 seconds in public. Brush your hand softly on her cheek, run your fingers through his hair, give a soft hug, a gentle squeeze of the hand, or a quick kiss. It is good for children to see their parents comfortable with quick displays of affection, and great for strengthening intimacy in marriage. Imagine how closeness might grow in marriages if every couple deliberately showed affection for 30 seconds? Better yet, do it several times a day.

14. Learn a new word (preferably from a different language than you already know) or learn a quick and wonderful fact about another culture or country.

15. Write a check for 10% of your monthly income and place it in the mailbox. Send it to your church, a charity, or a worthy cause, but give it away.

16. Pray every morning for 30 seconds to conquer your fear and courageously face all your opportunities, keep your mind open in setting goals and keep your attitude positive. Quickly judge your plan for the day against your priorities (be sure your choices fit with your focus- remember in business and for your family, time is one of your most valuable assets). After the 30 seconds, you may be inspired to make a change.




17. Ask someone “how are you doing?” and then be ready to truly listen.

18. Put in an envelope＄
 20 (＄
 50 or＄
 100), write “from anonymous”, and secretly (and quickly, to fit in 30 seconds) leave it with someone you know could use it. Doing good deeds without public recognition feels great... Try it and see!

19. Do something quickly for the environment: refuse food in Styrofoam, tear apart those plastic things that go around cans and choke birds, or help an animal in distress break free, etc.

20. Choose a great breakfast (your best energy starts with a 30 seconds decision). Choose to eat no sugar and foods low in starch. Eat more proteins and fruits. Start your day right to be more productive.

21. If you have been indoors, get out and feel the sunshine on your face for 30 seconds—it will elevate your mood quickly (if it is 100 degrees outside then feel the sunshine from a more comfortable temperature if possible).

22. Say yes to giving a charitable donation at your local merchant when asked (give one more time than you had planned to give).

23. Register to vote. Just fill out a 30 seconds card! As you follow this or any registration process of your country, determine to take advantage of the opportunity to vote when it comes, if you are able to do so.




24. Plant a seed (or plant a plant or tree if you have the skills to do so this quickly). Imagine if millions did this at once.

25. Turn off the lights in a room where you are not. (turn off the water when not in use, etc.) Every 30 seconds matters.

26. Place a bag by your trash and put a recyclable item inside it. Congratulations, you have now started recycling!

27. Stop any bad habit in 30 seconds. Then keep repeating at 30 seconds intervals.

28. Seek out laughter and laugh for 30 seconds. Repeat as needed to release tension.

29. Drink water.

30. Imagine for 30 seconds being content with everything you have. Then imagine balancing contentment with striving to continue God’s purpose in you, take an attitude of perseverance, and determine to go for it!



态度是成功的基石。一个人如果既慷慨大方，又态度乐观，则其前途不可估量。如果你改变了你的态度，就等于改变了你对事物的理解，改变了你的行动，随之将改变你的生活。当每一个人的生命发生变化时，你就改变了世界。在Word press上写博客的Lorelle挑战众博客作者，列出一个短短30秒内能完成的30件事情的清单。试想一下，如果成百万甚至上亿的人仅仅做了其中的一件，世界会有什么不同吗？延续我的博客推动个人发展的主题，我集中了一些完善自我或提高他人的方法——可以在30秒或更少的时间内完成的事情。设想一下，如果每个人都做了其中的一些事情，会如何？清单如下：




（1） 改变你的语气。只用30秒，用更柔和、更平静的语气，或是任何一种听上去更舒服的说话方式。你可能会收到意想不到的结果。比如，你是否了解，在孩子们的心目中，用柔和的声调给出清楚的指示，比大吼大叫更能让你获得威严？如果在一次商业交易中出师不利，试着在接下来的30秒内使用更平和的语调，看看它是否能促使事情更快地得到解决。

（2） 选择一个你已经放弃的想法，然后重新思考它。用30秒钟，考虑再试一次。是否曾经有一项发明，一个项目，或是某些任务，令人望而生畏或是让人沮丧？选择其中一个，然后再试一次。试想一下，如果每个人都鼓足勇气，将自己难得的才能充分运用于上天赋予的创造力，那将会为这个世界创造出多少新的东西？




（3） 用30秒钟，给他人一次机会。也许只需要再倾听一遍，重新调整一下第一印象，或是再用一次机会去发现他们是否已经作出改变。你会感到惊奇的。

（4） 告诉你的孩子们“我爱你”或“我为你们感到骄傲”。让这样的表达成为一件有意义的事，看着他们的眼睛，让他们知道他们对你来说有多么重要。这样做将意义非凡。想想如果所有的父母每天都花30秒的时间对他们的孩子们说一些肯定的话，世界将会如何。

（5） 下次当你发现自己在急切等待他人对你的肯定，而又不可能立即拥有的时候，用30秒来为你已经完成的事情感谢上帝。这能迅速改变你的态度。

（6） 用30秒站得更直，将你的头高高抬起。直视他人，自信地行走。有没有发现这样感觉非常棒？

（7） 选择一件你一直在拖延着找个时间再做而今天可以完成的事情，决定完成它！作出一个行动的决定只需要30秒。前提必须是你十分看重对自己的承诺，并且一旦承诺则意味着付出行动。

（8） 清理他人惹下的乱子。

（9） 对他人就你一直欣赏或敬重的某一点，表示真诚的赞美。

（10） 为你信仰的某人或某事挺身而出。一句简短的支持可以创造奇迹，迅速扩大你的影响。




（11） 为他人所作的努力表示一次真诚的鼓励。告诉他：“你可以做到！”信任他，并且表现出来。

（12） 邀请某个你愿意了解的人（或一群人）到家中做客。定一个具体的日子和时间和他/他们共进晚餐。适度的社交是必要的，你还在等待什么呢？采取主动，发出邀请，也意味着打开一扇新的友谊之门。

（13） 在公共场所花30秒，对你的伴侣用肢体表达爱意。用手轻轻地摩挲她的面颊，用手指抚弄他的头发，来一个温柔的拥抱，柔和地握紧他的手，或是一个蜻蜓点水的吻。让孩子们看到父母自然迅速地表达爱意是有益的。这样也能加强婚姻的亲密感。试想一下，如果每一对伴侣都用30秒的时间来有意识地表达爱意，会对婚姻中亲密感的增强有多么大的作用？如果能一天做几次就更好了。

（14） 学会一个新单词（最好从一种你不会的语言中学习）或是迅速地了解与另外一种文化或国家有关的一件神奇的事情。

（15） 写下一张面值为你月薪10%的支票，然后放进邮箱，寄给你所在地区的教堂、捐给慈善机构或是一项有价值的事业。总之，捐献出去。

（16） 每天早晨祈祷30秒，以征服内心的恐惧，勇敢地面对你的所有机会。在设定目标的时候敞开心扉，保持积极的态度。以优先级标准迅速判断你当天的计划（保证你的选择与你的重点相符——记住无论在职场还是在家中，时间都是你最宝贵的资产）。30秒之后，你也许已经获得激励，去作一些改变。




（17） 问候一个人：“你最近怎样？”然后真诚地聆听。

（18） 将20美元（50美元或100美元也行）放在一个信封里，写上“来自无名氏”。然后暗暗地（当然，也要迅速地，以保持30秒的纪录）放在你知道需要它的人那里。私下里做一些善意的小事感觉太好了……不信可以试试看！

（19） 迅速做一些对环境有保护的事情：拒绝装在聚乙烯泡沫盒里的食物，撕开罐头外围的塑料包装，或是帮助被困的小动物重获自由，等等。

（20） 选择吃一顿精致的早餐（只需要一个30秒的决定就可以让你一整天都充满活力）。不吃糖，吃低淀粉的食物。摄入更多的蛋白质和水果。正确的开始使你的一天更富有成效。

（21） 如果你一直待在室内，走出去，享受30秒阳光照在脸上的感觉——这会让你的心情立刻好起来（如果外面的气温高达100华氏度，那么在一个更适宜的温度下去享受阳光）。

（22） 如果一个当地的商店请求你作一次慈善捐助，你应该表示同意（多给别人一些时间，比你原来打算给的还要多）。




















Chapter 4 有磨炼，才有成功













I wouldn’t care success or failure, for I will only struggle ahead as long as I have been destined to the distance. I wouldn’t care the difficulties around, for what I can leave on the earth is only their view of my back since I have been marching toward the horizontal.

我不去想是否能够成功，既然选择了远方，便只顾风雨兼程；我不去想，身后会不会袭来寒风冷雨，既然目标是地平线，留给世界的只能是背影。


















Man Is Like a Fruit Tree　人就如一棵果树





◎ Elmer Bobst





While taking my boat down the inland waterway to Florida a few weeks ago, I decided to tie up at Georgetown, South Carolina, for the night and visit with an old friend. As we approached the Esso dock, I saw him through my binoculars standing there awaiting us. Tall and straight as an arrow he stood, facing a cold, penetrating wind—truly a picture of a sturdy man, even though his next birthday will make him eighty-two. Yes, the man was our elder statesman, Bernard Baruch.

He loaded us into his station wagon and we were off to his famous Hobcaw Barony for dinner. We sat and talked in the great living room where many notables and statesmen, including Roosevelt and Churchill, have sat and taken their cues. In his eighty-second year, still a human dynamo, Mr. Baruch talks not of the past but of present problems and the future, deploring our ignorance of history, economics, and psychology. His only reference to the past was to tell me, with a wonderful sparkle in his eyes, that he was only able to get eight quail out of the ten shots the day before. What is the secret of this great man’s value to the world at eighty-two? The answer is his insatiable desire to keep being productive.




Two of the hardest things to accomplish in this world are to acquire wealth by honest effort and, having gained it, to learn how to use it properly. Recently I walked into the locker room of a rather well-known golf club after finishing a round. It was in the late afternoon and most of the members had left for their homes. But a half-dozen or so men past middle age were still seated at tables talking aimlessly and drinking more than was good for them. These same men can be found there day after day and, strangely enough, each one of these men had been a man of affairs and wealth, successful in business and respected in the community. If material prosperity was the chief requisite for happiness, and then each one should have been happy. Yet, it seemed to me, something very important was missing, else there would not have been the constant effort to escape the realities of life through Scotch and soda. They knew each one of them that their productivity had ceased. When a fruit tree ceases to bear its fruit, it is dying. And it is even so with man.




What is the answer to a long and happy existence in this world of ours? I think I found it long ago in a passage from the book, Genesis, which caught my eyes while I was thumbing through my Bible. The words were few, but they became indelibly impressed on my mind: “In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat thy bread.”

To me, that has been a challenge from my earliest recollections. In fact, the battle of life, of existence, is a challenge to everyone. The immortal words of St. Paul, too, have been and always will be a great inspiration to me. At the end of the road I want to be able to feel that I have fought a good fight, I have finished the course, I have kept the faith.





几周前，我沿着内河独自驾船前往佛罗里达州。到达南卡罗来纳的乔治敦时，我决定靠岸过夜，顺便去拜访一位老朋友。船一进埃松港，我就从望远镜中看到他站在那里等我们。朋友高大而挺拔的身影像一支箭一样，站立在刺骨的寒风中，简直是一幅健壮男子汉的画面，虽然画面中人已年过八旬。没错，他就是我们的老一辈政治家——伯纳德·巴鲁克。

伯纳德·巴鲁克的旅行轿车载着我们，径直驶向他那著名的霍布考大庄园用餐。我们就座谈话的大客厅，曾有包括罗斯福和丘吉尔在内的许多名人与政治家光临，与他交谈，倾听他的意见。如今，巴鲁克先生虽已82岁，却依然精力充沛。他对过去缄口不提，只谈论现在与将来的问题，并为我们对历史学、经济学和心理学知识的匮乏而深表遗憾。他告诉我，昨天他只用10发子弹就射中了8只鹌鹑，这也是他提到的唯一的“往事”。说话时，他的双眼闪烁着令人愉快的光芒。这位伟大的人物对世界充满价值的奥秘何在？答案就是他对成就一如既往、永不知足的追求。




人生在世最难完成的两件事就是：用诚实的努力获得财富，以及拥有财富后，学会如何正确地使用它。最近，在一个非常著名的高尔夫俱乐部，我打完一轮球后走进更衣室。当时已近黄昏，大多数俱乐部成员都已经回家。然而，六七位中年人依然坐在桌边，漫无目的地闲聊着，喝得烂醉如泥。他们每天都是如此。令我无比惊奇的是，他们个个都曾是家财万贯、事业成功，在圈内备受尊敬的人。如果幸福的首要因素是物质财富，那么他们每个人都应该很幸福。但是，在我看来，对他们来说，某种非常重要的东西已经丢失了，否则他们又怎会逃避现实，每天用苏打水和苏格兰威士忌将自己灌得烂醉如泥？他们明白，自己已经无法突破现有的成就。当一棵果树若不再结果时，便会枯死，人也如此。

如何才能在这世上幸福长久地生活下去呢？我想，很早之前在翻阅《圣经》时，我就找到了答案。《创世记》中有一段话引起了我的注意，它虽然简短，却在我脑海中留下了深刻的印象：“要想糊口，必要汗流满面。”




对我来说，它是最初的记忆，也是始终的挑战。事实上，对每个人来说，人生与生存的战役，都是一种挑战。圣·保罗不朽的教诲也一直并将永远鼓舞着我。但愿在到达生命之途的终点时，我能够认为自己打了漂亮的一仗，不仅走完了人生的旅程，而且一如既往地遵循着自己的信仰。


















Three Peach Stones　三颗核桃





◎ R. Duncan





Observe a child, any one will do. You will see that not a day passes in which he does not find something or other to make him happy, though he may be in tears the next moment. Then look at a man; any one of us will do. You will notice that weeks and months can pass in which day is greeted with nothing more than resignation1, and endure with every polite indifference. Indeed, most men are as miserable as sinners though they are too bored to sin—perhaps their sin is their indifference. But it is true that they so seldom smile that when they do we do not recognize their faces, so distorted is it from the fixed mask we take for granted. And even then a man can not smile like a child, for a child smiles with his eyes, whereas a man smiles with his lips alone. It is not a smile; but a grin; something to do with humor, but little to do with happiness. And then, as anyone can see, there is a point (but who can define that point?) when a man becomes an old man, and then he will smile again.




It would seem that happiness is something to do with simplicity, and that it is the ability to extract pleasure form the simplest things—such as a peach stone, for instance.

It is obvious that it is nothing to do with success. For Sir Henry Stewart was certainly successful. It is twenty years ago since he came down to our village from London, and bought a couple of old cottages, which he had knocked into one. He used his house as weekend refuge. He was a barrister. And the village followed his brilliant career with something almost amounting to paternal pride.

I remember some ten years ago when he was made a King’s Counsel, Amos and I, seeing him get off the London train, went to congratulate him. We grinned with pleasure; he merely looked as miserable as though he’d received a penal sentence. It was the same when he was knighted; he never smiled a bit, he didn’t even bother to celebrate with a round of drinks at the “Blue Fox”. He took his success as a child does his medicine. And not one of his achievements brought even a ghost of a smile to his tired eyes.

I asked him one day, soon after he’d retired to potter about his garden, what it was like to achieve all one’s ambitions. He looked down at his roses and went on watering them. Then he said, “The only value in achieving one’s ambition is that you then realize that they are not worth achieving.” Quickly he moved the conversation on to a more practical level, and within a moment we were back to a safe discussion on the weather. That was two years ago.




I recall this incident, for yesterday, I was passing his house, and had drawn up my cart just outside his garden wall. I had pulled in from the road for no other reason than to let a bus pass me. As I set there filling my pipe, I suddenly heard a shout of sheer joy come from the other side of the wall.

I peered over. There stood Sir Henry doing nothing less than a tribal war dance of sheer unashamed ecstasy. Even when he observed my bewildered face staring over the wall he did not seem put out or embarrassed, but shouted for me to climb over.

“Come and see, Jan. Look! I have done it at last! I have done it at last!”

There he was, holding a small box of earth in his had. I observed three tiny shoots out of it.

“And there were only three!” he said, his eyes laughing to heaven.




“Three what?” I asked.

“Peach stones”, he replied. “I’ve always wanted to make peach stones grow, even since I was a child, when I used to take them home after a party, or as a man after a banquet. And I used to plant them, and then forgot where I planted them. But now at last I have done it, and, what’s more, I had only three stones, and there you are, one, two, three shoots,” he counted.

And Sir Henry ran off, calling for his wife to come and see his achievement—his achievement of simplicity.





仔细观察一个小孩，随便哪个都行。你会发现，他每天都会发现一两件令他快乐的事情，尽管过一会儿他可能会哭哭啼啼。然后再看一个大人，我们中的任何一个人都行。你会发现，一周复一周，一月又一月，他总是以无可奈何的心情等待新一天的到来，以满不在乎的心情忍受这一天的消逝。确实，大多数人都跟罪人一样苦恼难受，尽管他们太百无聊赖，连罪恶都不犯——也许他们的冷漠就是他们的罪孽。真的，他们难得一笑。如果他们偶尔笑了，我们会认不出他们的容貌，他们的脸会扭曲走样，不再是我们习以为常的固定不变的面具。即使在笑的时候，大人也不会像小孩儿那样，小孩儿用眼睛表示笑意，大人只用嘴唇。这实际上不是笑，只是咧咧嘴，表示一种心情，但跟快乐无关。然而，人人都能发现，人到了一定地步（但又有谁能解释这是什么地步呢？）成了老人，然后又会笑了。




看起来，幸福与纯真的赤子之心有关系，幸福是一种能从最简单的事物里——譬如说，核桃——汲取快乐的能力。

很明显，幸福与成功毫不相干。因为亨利·斯图亚特爵士当然是个十分成功的人。20年前，他从伦敦来到我们的村子，买了好几座旧房屋，推倒后建了一所大房子。他把这所房子当做度周末的场所。他是位律师。我们村里的人带着一种几近父辈的骄傲心情，追随他那辉煌的业绩。

我还记得，大约10年前他被任命为王室法律顾问，阿莫斯和我看见他走下伦敦开来的火车，便上前表示祝贺。我们高兴地咧开嘴笑着，而他的表情却同接到了判刑书一样难受。他受封进爵时也是如此，他没有一丝笑容，甚至不屑于在蓝狐狸酒馆请我们大家喝杯酒。他对待成功就像小孩儿吃药一样。任何一项成就都不能使他疲惫的眼睛里露出一丝笑意。

他退休以后可以在花园里随便走走。有一天，我问他：一个人实现了一切雄心壮志是什么滋味？他低头看着自己的玫瑰花，继续浇他的水。过了一会儿，他说：“实现雄心壮志的唯一价值，就是你发现它们都不值得追求。”他立刻改变话题，讨论更有实际意义的事情，我们很快谈论起万无一失的天气问题。这是两年前的事了。




我想起这件事情，因为昨天我经过他的家，把我的大车停在他花园的院墙外边。我从大路把车赶到这里没有别的原因，只是为了给一辆公共汽车让路。我坐在车上装烟斗时，忽然听见院墙里面传来一声欣喜欲狂的欢呼。

我向墙内张望。里面是亨利爵士，他欢蹦乱跳像在跳部落出征的舞蹈，表现出毫无顾忌的狂喜。他发现了我在墙头张望的迷惑不解的面孔，他似乎毫不生气，也不感到窘迫，而是大声呼喊叫我爬过墙去。

“快来看，杰。看呀！我终于成功了！我终于成功了！”

他站在那里，手里拿着一小盒土。我发现土里有三棵小芽。

“就只有这三个！”他眉开眼笑地说。

“三个什么东西？”我问。

“核桃。”他回答道，“我一直想种核桃，从小就想，当时我参加晚会后老是把核桃带回家，后来长大成人参加宴会后也这样。我以前常常种核桃，可是过后就忘了我种在什么地方。现在，我总算成功了。更重要的是，我只有三个核桃。你瞧，一、二、三棵芽。”他数着说。

亨利爵士跑了起来，叫他的妻子来看他的成功之作——他的单纯、淳朴的成功之作。
























What Does Success Look Like For You?　什么才是你的成功？





◎ Kevin miller





If you asked most entrepreneurs for five reasons why they got into business, making money would probably be close to number one. If so, that makes John Roise, owner of Lindsay Windows, something of an anomaly. When the former banker decided to enter the window business several years ago, he had four main goals in mind and none of them included the word “money”.

“The first thing I wanted to do was share my faith,” says John. “Second, I wanted to be able to hire people who needed a second, third or fourth chance; people like ex-prisoners and drug addicts. Third, I wanted to speak out on social issues. And finally, I wanted to be able to take short-term mission trips.”

In fact, John’s original goal was to build a business to the point where he had to spend only one day per week at work and the rest of his time in Christian ministry. However, as every entrepreneur knows, rarely do the demands of even a small business afford such luxuries, especially when you’re just starting out. It wasn’t that John felt money was unimportant. He realized the only way to reach his other goals was to make his company profitable. Echoing in his head were the words of famed evangelist Dwight L. Moody:




“Make as much as you can, save as much as you can, so you can give as much as you can.”

John set out to do just that.





Here’s the Story

Why was John so concerned about giving rather than gaining? Back in college, John made a decision that changed his life: He had become a Christian. Having grown up in a Christian home, John thought he had all the bases covered when it came to God. He went to church, he was baptized, he was nice to his parents and he lived a decent life. But when he met his future wife Susan, she showed him that just going through the motions of faith was not enough. If he really wanted to call himself a Christian, he had to become “born again”.

“And I said, ‘what do you mean, born again? How I can be born again?’” says John. “And she pointed out some Scripture to me and I said ‘Wow, I’d never heard that before.’ No one had ever challenged me like that.”




Although his pride prevented him from letting Susan convert him on the spot, the seed was planted. A short time later while John was in his room watching television, he finally accepted the fact that:

He wasn’t as good a person as he thought he was and

The only solution was to ask Jesus for forgiveness.

John did exactly that, and his new, personal relationship with Jesus began.

“No bells went off, and no whistles rang. But I knew there was a difference,” John says.

For one thing, John realized it wasn’t enough to live life just for himself. To be a true follower of Christ, he had to devote his life to serving others.





A Sign from God

John’s faith grew over the next several years as he graduated from college and found work in the banking industry. An entrepreneur at heart, John also ran a few other businesses on the side, including real estate development and an oyster shell chicken feed company. While John always seemed to do well, he still hadn’t found the company that would allow him to fulfill his dreams.




Oddly enough, John’s golden opportunity came in the form of a business he knew nothing about: window manufacturing. He wasn’t even interested in purchasing the company at first. Not only did he lack experience, buying the company would require him to borrow several million dollars and leave his comfortable, six-figure job in the banking industry.

John decided to put the decision before God. Seeing as it was unlikely that any bank would loan him so much money, John decided to let that be the determining factor. If he managed to secure the financing, he would take it as a sign that God wanted him to take this leap of faith. If not, then he would forfeit the deal and keep looking for another business opportunity.

Rather than seek a loan from his own bank and risk the embarrassment of being turned down, John decided to approach another bank three hours away. He fully expected his application to be rejected, but,”Within 24 hours, I had a commitment to do the whole deal,” says John.

Still not convinced that this was the way to go, John decided to try his luck at yet another bank.




Once again, his loan application was approved almost instantly. John finally accepted the fact that God might be telling him to go for it.





Fulfilling his Goals

Building the company was far from easy. Desperation was a common feeling during that first year, John says. But as he learned the business, he was able to turn Lindsay Windows into a highly successful manufacturer of custom windows.

More importantly, John’s financial success meant he could finally fulfill the four goals he had stated at the outset. Today, Lindsay Windows regularly employs ex-prisoners, the mentally challenged, and individuals with chemical dependency problems.

“I’ve seen some people that have just walked away from drugs, gotten off alcohol and become good, productive individuals. Some people fall back and that’s to be expected... But I have seen quite a few successful stories.”

As for John’s own success, his definition is rather simple:

“I measure success according to what I’ve done compared to what I’m capable of doing. You could have millions of dollars, but that doesn’t matter. What matters is what you’ve done on this earth with the opportunities you’ve been given.”




So, does John consider himself a success on those terms?

“I don’t know. I guess I’ll have to wait and see if I hear those famous words from the Lord when I get to heaven, ‘well done my good and faithful servant.’”

How do you measure success? Why not ask Jesus what success looks like for you? If you do not know Jesus, we encourage you to pray the following:

Lord Jesus, I want to know you personally. Thank You for dying on the cross for my sins. I open the door of my life and receive you as my Savior and Lord. Thank you for forgiving my sins and giving me eternal life. Take control of my life. Make me be the person you want me to be.

Is it the desire of your heart to make this prayer yours?

If yes, pray now and according to his promise, Jesus Christ will come into your life.





如果你让成功的企业家给出从商的五个理由，赚钱很可能位列第一。这样的话，林赛窗户的老板约翰·罗齐就是奇人一个。几年前，当这位银行家决定转行进入门窗产业的时候，他怀揣着四个梦想，而“钱”这一词未在其中。




“我第一件要做的事情是分享我的信仰。”约翰说道，“第二，雇用那些需要第二、第三个甚至更多机会的人，比如坐过牢和吸过毒的人。第三，就社会问题发表我的观点。最后，参加教会短期宣讲会。”

实际上，约翰最初的目标是创立一家企业，直到他可以每周只上一天班，剩下的时间在基督教部度过。不过，每个企业家都知道，即使是小企业，工作需求也不少，如此奢侈的想法实在难以满足，尤其在它刚刚起步的时候。这并非是约翰认为钱不重要。他认识到能实现其他梦想的唯一途径，就是让公司赢利。著名的福音传道者德怀特·穆迪的话萦绕在他脑海当中：

“尽可能地获取，尽可能地节约，这样你才能尽可能地给予。”

约翰也的确是这样做的。





约翰的故事

为什么约翰如此关注给予而非索取呢？早在大学时代，约翰作了一个改变他一生的决定：成为一个基督信徒。从小在基督教家庭长大的约翰，认为上帝为他安排了一切。他经常到教堂去，并接受洗礼。他对父母很好，过着一种体面的生活。但是当他遇到他未来的妻子苏珊时，她告诉他仅仅情感上感觉到的信仰是不够的。如果想成为一名真正的基督教徒，他必须要“重生”。




“我当时问她：‘你说的重生，是什么？我怎样才能重生？’”约翰这样说道，“她说了一些经文，然后我说：‘哇，我从来没听过。’没有人那样向我示威过。”

尽管出于自尊，他没让苏珊在这个问题上转变自己的观点，不过一粒种子却埋在了他心里。不久之后，当约翰在卧室里看电视时，这个种子最终生根发芽，他终于接受了现实：

他并没有他曾经认为的那么好，

唯一的解决之道是向上帝寻求宽恕。

约翰的确这么做了，于是他和基督的私人关系悄然开始。

“没有钟声响起，没有哨声回荡，但我知道，我已经不同。”约翰说道。

首先，约翰意识到只为自己活着是不够的。要成为上帝真正的追随者，他必须倾其一生服务他人。





上帝的旨意

之后几年，他从大学毕业并进入银行业工作，他的信念也与日俱增。他内心里是一名创业家，所以他同时还在其他几家公司做兼职，包括房地产开发和牡蛎壳制鸡饲料公司。虽然他工作出色，仍然没有找到一家公司能让自己实现梦想。




奇怪的是，约翰的绝佳机会出现在一个他几乎一无所知的行业：门窗制造。他开始甚至根本无意买进那家公司。他没有经验，而且要买下这个公司，他还要负债几百万美圆，并且辞掉他年薪六位数的无比舒适的银行工作。

约翰决定让上帝来抉择。约翰以为不会有银行肯借给他那么多钱，所以干脆先拿这个行业开刀。如果他设法融资成功，那么这就是上帝的旨意，表明要他升华这一坚定的信仰。否则的话，他甘愿放弃交易，接着在别的行业寻找机遇。

约翰不向自己的公司贷款，那样会被尴尬拒绝。他决定找车程三小时之外的一家银行。他早已作好申请被驳回的准备，但是：

“24小时之内，我得到了所有款项的批准。”约翰说道。

不相信事情会这么简单，约翰决定再到另一家银行试试运气。

和上一次一样，他的贷款申请立即神奇地被批准。无奈，约翰最终接受了“事实”：去做吧，这是上帝的旨意。





梦想实现




创立一家公司绝不是一件容易的事。第一年，绝望是他最常有的感觉，约翰说。但是当他不断了解这个行业后，最终将林赛窗户变成传统门窗制造的行业巨头。

更重要的是，这让约翰赚了一大笔钱，好让他完成最初的其他四个梦想。今天，林赛窗户经常雇佣前囚犯、有精神智障和有药物依赖问题的人。

“我看有人刚刚走出毒品的阴影，戒掉酗酒的毛病，他们成为了好人，有用之人。当然有些人还是旧病重犯……但是我看过不少成功的故事。”

至于约翰自己的成功，他的定义颇为简单：

“我衡量成功的办法是，比较我有能力做多少和我真正做了多少。你赚了几百万，但那不是重点。重点是在这个世界上，在上帝给你的机会面前，你做了些什么。”

那么，约翰自己达到了那些标准吗？

“我不知道，我想这还要等等看。如果我到天堂里，听到主说：‘我优秀而忠实的仆人，你做得很好。’那我才是真正做得好。”

你如何衡量成功？问问上帝吧，什么才是你的成功？如果你不认识上帝，我们鼓励你这样祈祷：

“耶稣，我的主。我想认识您。您钉死在十字架上为我赎罪，我万分感激。我打开我的生命之门，接受您为无上的救世主。感谢主宽恕我的罪过，并赐予我永生。我的生命交给您，请将我塑造成你眼中的我。”




你的祈祷是出自于真心吗？

如果是，现在就祈祷上帝的保佑，上帝就会融入你的生活。






















Success Is on the Other Side　成功就在对面





◎ Stuart Rosen

Everybody wants success. Some people aim for it; others just talk about it. We all know what it looks like when someone else has it. Often times it just seems like something too far out of reach.

The truth is, success is closer than you think. It’s just on the other side, you have to want it enough, and be willing enough to get it.





On the other side of fear

Fear is your biggest obstacle—fear of failure, fear of the judgment of others; fear of actually succeeding. It will trip you up every time. It will cause you to make decisions that may seem “right” at the time, but they’re preventing you from actually getting over that wall.





On the other side of excuses

Success has no excuses. You either get it or you don’t. The minute you find a reason not to take another step towards success is the moment you stop being successful. In the symphony of success, excuses are just noise.








On the other side of obstacles

Everyone faces changes; different ones at different times. We all handle the same challenges differently; we all have different results. It’s how you handle each one and what you do with the results that count. An obstacle is something you either find a way around or allow to stop you. Remember, you’ve got to get passed obstacles in order to succeed.





On the other side of failures

Not everything works; even if it works for other people, the same thing just doesn’t work for us. So what? Failure can either become an obstacle and an excuse or it can become your teacher in what not to do.

It takes effort, commitment and follow-through.

They call it a ladder of success for a reason... because you need to climb it in order to get somewhere. It’s not an escalator. You just don’t stand there and let it do the work for you. You have to do the work yourself. Sometimes it will be easy; other times you’ll be carrying a heavy load on your shoulders. The ladder remains the same. Success still waits on the other side. It’s going to take determination and persistence on your part to get up and over that wall.




Which side do you want to be on?





每个人都渴望获得成功。有些人以此为目标，而有些人只是嘴上谈论它。当别人拥有成功时，我们都知道什么是成功。在很多时候，成功看起来似乎遥不可及。

而事实上，成功比你想象的要容易得多。成功只不过就在对面——你必须对成功充满渴望，必须心甘情愿去获取它。





成功在恐惧的对面

恐惧是最大的障碍——对失败的恐惧、对他人评价的恐惧、对真正获得成功的恐惧。恐惧时时会把你绊倒。它会使你作出那些在当时看似“正确”的决定，而这些决定却会妨碍你真正去克服那些困难。





成功就在借口的对面

成功没有任何借口。要么成功，要么失败。寻找借口不朝成功之路再迈进一步之时，便是你不再获得成功之日。在成功的交响乐中，借口不过是噪音而已。








成功在障碍的对面

每个人都要面临各种变化，这些变化随着时间的不同而不同。同样的挑战，处理方式不同，得到的结果也各不相同。重要的是，你如何应对每一个变化，如何处理那些重要的结果。面对障碍，你要么找到出路，要么让它成为你的“拦路虎”。要记住，为了获得成功，你必须穿越障碍。





成功在失败的对面

并非事事都行得通，即使是同样的一件事，对他人起作用，对我们却不一定有效。即使如此，那又如何呢？失败既可以成为障碍，成为借口，也可以化身为你的老师，告诉你什么不可以做。

这需要付出努力，需要承担责任，需要坚持到底。

人们有理由称之为通向成功的阶梯……因为你需要借助这个梯子，才能到达某个地方。但它不是自动扶梯。你不能在那儿站着不动，让自动扶梯为你工作。你必须要身体力行。有时你会轻而易举，有时你则肩负重任。阶梯保持原样，成功仍在对面等待。它需要你花费决心和毅力，去穿越那堵障碍之墙。

那么，你希望站在哪一边？


















When Adversity Knocks On Your Door　当逆境找你时





◎ Charlie Harary





A daughter complained to her father about her life and how things were so hard for her, she did not know she was going to make it and want to give up. She was tired of fighting and struggling .It seemed as one problem was solved a new one arose.

Her father, a cook, took her to the kitchen, he filled three pots with water and placed each on a high fire .Soon the pots came to a boil. In one he placed carrots, in the second he placed eggs, and in the last he placed ground coffee beans. He led them sit and boil, without saying a word.

The daughter sucked her teeth and impatiently waited, wondering what he was doing. In about twenty minutes he turned off the burners, He fished the carrots out and placed them in a bowl. He pulled the eggs out and placed them a bowl. Then he ladled the coffee out and placed it in a mug. Turning to her he asked,” Darling, what do you see?”




“Carrots, eggs, and coffee.” she replied.

He brought her closer and asked her to feel the carrots, she did and noted that they were soft .He then asked her to take an egg and break it. After pulling off the shell, she observed the hard-boiled egg. Finally, he asked her to sip the coffee .She smiled, as she tasted its rich aroma.

“What does it mean, Father?” she humbly asked.

He explained that each of them had faced the same adversity, boiling water, but each reacted differently, the carrot went in strong, hard, and unrelenting. But after being subjected to the boiling water, it softened and weak. The egg had being fragile, its thin outer shell had protected its liquid interior. But after sitting through the boiling water, its inside became hardened. The ground coffee beans were unique, however. After they were in the boiling water, they had changed the water.

“Which are you?” he asked his daughter.

When adversity knocks on your door, how do you respond? Are you a carrot, an egg, or a coffee bean?





一个女儿向她父亲抱怨她的生活现状，她觉得凡事都很艰难，不知该怎样挺过去，想放弃。她厌倦了不断地抗争和奋斗，似乎一个问题刚刚解决，另一个问题就马上站起来了。




她的父亲是个厨师，他把她带到了厨房。他在三个壶里分别装满了水，然后放到高温的火上烧。很快，壶里的水被煮开了。他往第一个壶里放了些胡萝卜，往第二个壶里放了几个鸡蛋，在最后一个壶里放了些磨碎的咖啡豆。然后，任由水把它们煮滚，一句话也没说。

女儿咂巴着牙齿发出声响，不耐烦地等待着，对父亲的行为感到很纳闷。大约20分钟后，父亲关掉了火炉，把胡萝卜捞出来放在碗里。又把鸡蛋拣出来放进另一个碗里，接着他舀一勺咖啡出来倒进一个杯子里，然后转过头来，对她说：“亲爱的，你看到了什么？”

“胡萝卜、鸡蛋和咖啡。”她答道。

父亲让她靠近这些东西，要她去摸胡萝卜，她摸了之后，注意到它们变柔软了。然后，他又要她把鸡蛋剥开。在把壳剥掉之后，她看到了煮熟的鸡蛋。最后，父亲要她尝尝咖啡，品尝着芳香浓郁的咖啡，她微笑起来。

“这是什么意思，爸爸？”她谦逊地问道。

父亲解释说，这三样东西面临着同样的困境——煮沸的开水，但它们的反应却各不相同。胡萝卜本是硬的，坚固而且强度大，但在遭受煮沸的水后，它变得柔软而脆弱。鸡蛋本来易碎，薄薄的外壳保护着内部的液体。但是在沸水中煮过后，它的内部却变硬了。不过，最独特的却是磨碎的咖啡豆，当它们被放入煮沸的水后，它们却改变了水。




“哪一个是你呢？”他问女儿。

当逆境找上你时，你该如何应对呢？你是胡萝卜、鸡蛋还是咖啡豆？


















Facing the Enemies Within　直面内在的敌人





◎ Jim Rohn





We are not born with courage, but neither are we born with fear. Maybe some of our fears are brought on by your own experience, by what someone has told you, by what you’ve read in the papers. Some fears are valid, like walking alone in a bad part of town at two o’clock in the morning. But once you learn to avoid that situation, you won’t need to live in fear of it.

Fears, even the most basic ones, can totally destroy our ambitions. Fear can destroy fortunes. Fear can destroy relationships. Fear, if left unchecked, can destroy our lives. Fear is one of the many enemies lurking inside us.

Let me tell you about five of the other enemies we face from within. The first enemy that you’ve got to destroy before it destroys you is indifference. What a tragic disease this is! “Ho-hum, let it slide. I’ll just drift along.” Here’s one problem with drifting: you can’t drift your way to the top of the mountain.

The second enemy we face is indecision. Indecision is the thief of opportunity and enterprise. It will steal your chances for a better future. Take a sword to this enemy.




The third enemy inside is doubt. Sure, there’s room for healthy skepticism. You can’t believe everything. But you also can’t let doubt take over. Many people doubt the past, doubt the future, doubt each other, doubt the government, doubt the possibilities and doubt the opportunities. Worse of all, they doubt themselves. I’m telling you, doubt will destroy your life and your chances of success. It will empty both your bank account and your heart. Doubt is an enemy. Go after it. Get rid of it.

The fourth enemy within is worry. We’ve all got to worry some. Just don’t let it conquer you. Instead, let it alarm you. Worry can be useful. If you step off the curb in New York City and a taxi is coming, you’ve got to worry. But you can’t let worry loose like a mad dog that drives you into a small corner. Here’s what you’ve got to do with your worries: drive them into a small corner. Whatever is out to get you, you’ve got to get it. Whatever is pushing on you, you’ve got to push back.

The fifth interior enemy is overcaution. It is the timid approach to life. Timidity is not a virtue; it’s an illness. If you let it go, it’ll conquer you. Timid people don’t get promoted. They don’t advance and grow and become powerful in the marketplace. You’ve got to avoid overcaution.




Do battle with the enemy. Do battle with your fears. Build your courage to fight what’s holding you back, what’s keeping you from your goals and dreams. Be courageous in your life and in your pursuit of the things you want and the person you want to become.





我们的勇气并不是与生俱来的，我们的恐惧也不是。也许有些恐惧来自你的亲身经历，别人告诉你的故事，或你在报纸上读到的东西。有些恐惧可以理解，例如在凌晨两点独自走在小镇里不安全的地段。但是一旦你学会避免那种情况，你就不必生活在恐惧之中。

恐惧，哪怕是最基本的恐惧，也可以完全摧毁我们的抱负。恐惧可能摧毁财富，也可能摧毁一段感情。如果不加以控制，恐惧还可能摧毁我们的生活。恐惧是潜伏于我们内心的众多敌人之一。

让我告诉你我们面临的其他五个内在敌人。第一个，你要在它袭击你之前将其击败的敌人，是冷漠。打着哈欠说：“这多么可悲啊，随它去吧，我就得过且过。”随波逐流的问题是：你不可能漂流到山顶上去。




我们面临的第二个敌人是优柔寡断。它是窃取机会和事业的贼。它还会偷去你实现更美好未来的机会。向这个敌人出剑吧！

第三个内在的敌人是怀疑。当然，正常的怀疑还是有一席之地的。你不能相信一切。但是你也不能让怀疑掌管一切。许多人怀疑过去，怀疑未来，怀疑彼此，怀疑政府，怀疑可能性，怀疑机会。最糟糕的是，他们怀疑自己。我告诉你，怀疑会毁掉你的人生，毁掉你成功的机会。它会耗尽你的存款，留给你干涸的心灵。怀疑是敌人，去追赶它，把它消灭。

第四个内在的敌人是担忧。我们都会有些担忧，不过千万不要让担忧征服你。相反，让它来警醒你。担忧也许能派上用场。当你走在纽约的人行道上时，有一辆出租车向你驶来，你就得担忧。但你不能让担忧像疯狗一样失控，将你逼至死角。不管是什么来打击你，你都要打击它。不管什么攻击你，你都要反击。

第五个内在的敌人是过分谨慎。那是胆小的生活方式。胆怯不是美德，而是一种疾病。如果你不理会它，它就会将你征服。胆怯的人不会得到提升，他们在市场中不会进步，不会成长，不会变得强大。你要避免过分谨慎。

一定要向这些敌人开战。一定要向恐惧开战。鼓起勇气抗击阻挡你前进的事物，与耽搁你实现目标和梦想的事物斗争。要勇敢地生活，勇敢地追求你想要的事物，成为你想成为的人。

























Why Failure Can Be Your Friend　和失败做朋友





◎ Scott Young





I believe it is important to separate good failures from bad failures. Good failures happen when, even though you made the correct decision, you still lost. Bad failures happen because you made bad decisions, or worse, didn’t make a decision at all. Although the two feel the same, they have a completely different long-term impact.

I’m a novice poker player. One of the first things I learned was that there were good wins and bad wins. Good wins were because you had a sound strategy of betting where the odds were in your favor. Bad wins happened when you just got lucky. Going all-in on a 2-7 off-suit might win the hand. But it doesn’t mean you’re a good poker player.





Good Failures

Mentally separating good failures from bad failures takes work. Poker is a simple game where the laws of probability are cleanly defined. Real life is a lot messier. It takes more effort to decide which failures were because of a bad decision and which were just the unintended side-effects of the best choice available.




Although it can be difficult to separate the two, there are benefits to making two piles instead of just one. By separating the two types of failures, it is easier to persevere through good failures. It may hurt to have your Business proposal shut down for the fifteenth time, but it isn’t necessarily a bad failure.

By separating the two, you can also avoid more bad failures. If you fail because of laziness, indecision or poor planning, you can quickly correct those in the future. Knowing the difference between good failures and bad failures keeps you from repeating stupid mistakes.





Types of Good Failures

I’ve found that there are several categories of good failures. These are the kinds of failures you might actually seek out. Since they come from good, not bad, decisions, they are the best way to fail.

1. High Upside, Low Downside

There are many areas of life where the upside is far greater than the downside. When I write an article, it takes about 90 minutes of work. If nobody comments or responds to that post, then I’ve just wasted 90 minutes.




However, if the article becomes popular, it can bring in thousands of visitors to my website. Those thousands of visitors translate into new readers who can get value from the website. In addition, the extra traffic often results in a higher monthly income for me.

Writing blog entries is an example where failure is cheap and winning can be huge. I’d gladly take a dozen or two dozen failures for a big hit. A post that doesn’t get attention is a good failure.

2. Breaking through Your Limits

The only way you can know your limits is to go past them. Occasionally I’ve committed myself to more work than I can handle. The result is stress and, in extreme cases, completes burnout. Doing more than you can handle on a regular basis is a recipe for a nervous breakdown.

However, if you don’t test those limits and occasionally go past them, you can never improve. You’ll always go slightly below your capacity, never reaching your possible potential. I don’t enjoy an exhausting schedule, but occasionally facing one ensures my productivity muscles stay strong.

3. Embarrassment and Smart Risk-Taking




There are some situations where failures and successes can’t be separated. There is no action that will guarantee you only get success. In these cases, it can be useful to ignore the losses since the wins will make up for it.

Public Speaking is a great example. Any chance you get to speak in public runs you the risk of embarrassment. You might say something stupid. The audience might not like your speech. But if you don’t face those failures, it’s impossible to deliver a fantastic speech.

4. Staying Inside Your Comfort Zone

The only way to have a bad failure is to stay put. If you are constantly experimenting and pushing beyond your daily routine, any result is a good result. Avoiding the things that scare you doesn’t make you safe, it makes you weaker.

Over a year ago I took dance classes. For a self-proclaimed geek, this was definitely a step outside my comfort zone. I loved the class. Even though it was outside of my comfort zone, I had a great time and learned something valuable. This wasn’t a failure, but it just as easily could have been. It’s better to discourage laziness than occasionally stumbling.

5. Taking on Too Big a Challenge




More than a few times I’ve set goals that were nearly impossible to accomplish. I didn’t have enough time to reach the deadline and I had no idea what I was doing. Although setting extremely difficult challenges results in a lot of failures, it keeps you sharp.

The ideal challenge level is where success is possible, but only if you work incredibly hard. Unfortunately, finding this sweet spot means you’ll end up making some goals too hard and others too easy. If you never fail at a big challenge it probably means most of your goals have been set too easy.

Just as there are good failures and bad failures, there are good and bad wins. I’d rather have a good failure than a bad win. A bad win might feel nice in the short term, but it is damaging over the big picture.

Do you have a personal example of a good failure?





我认为辨别良好的失败与不好的失败很重要。良好的失败是指，即使你作了正确的决定，你依然失败了。不好的失败是因为你作出错误的决定，或更糟糕的是，你根本还没决定。虽然失败的感觉是一样的，但两种失败的长期影响完全不同。

我是个玩扑克的新手。我从扑克上学到的第一件事，是扑克也有好的双赢和不好的双赢。好的双赢是当你胜券在握时有一套很好的赌博策略。不好的双赢是因为仅仅出于运气才能赢。把全部赌注都压在二到七张非同花牌上或许也能赢，但这不意味着你是个玩扑克的好手。








良好的失败

在心理上区分良好的失败与不好的失败需要花费精力。扑克只是一个简单的游戏，公平法则定义明确。现实生活则复杂得多。它需要付出更大的努力，来判断哪些失败是因为错误的决定，哪些失败仅是正确决策引起的未预料到的负面影响。

尽管很难区分这两种失败，但将两者区分开来，比混淆在一起更为有益。通过区分两种失败，我们更能在良好失败的情况下继续坚持。如果你的商业计划被否定了15次，肯定会令你伤心，但这并不一定就是不好的失败。

通过区分两种失败，我们能避免更多的不好的失败。如果你是因为懒惰、优柔寡断或是不周全的计划而失败，你可以在未来很快更正。了解这两种失败的不同之处可以让我们避免重犯愚蠢的错误。





良好失败的类型

我发现良好的失败有很多种类型。以下是一些你可以准确挑出的类型。它们产生于正确而非错误的决定，因此它们是最佳的失败。




（1） 高正面影响，低负面影响

生活中有很多时候，正面影响要比负面影响大很多。我写一篇文章，花了90分钟时间。如果没有人评论或回复我的文章，这90分钟就白白浪费了。

然而，如果这篇文章变得很受欢迎，它可以为我的网站带来数以千计的来访者。这些成千上万的访客会成为新的读者，从网站上获得价值。此外，这些来访也能为我带来更高的月收入。

写博客条目就是一个例子，失败很廉价，而成功的赢利则非常巨大。我很乐于接受屡次失败，来获得一次巨大的成功。一次不引人注目的发表是一次良好的失败。

（2） 挑战你的极限

知道自己极限的唯一方法是超越极限。有时候，我会让自己承受超过我能力范围之外的工作。其结果就是感受到压力，在一些极端的情况下，会觉得彻底筋疲力尽。在你正常工作量的基础上做得更多，是治疗精神崩溃的一剂良方。

然而，如果你不测试自己的极限，并且偶尔超过这个限度，你会一直无法提高。你的发挥将会低于你的能力，永远无法达到可能的潜力。我不喜欢一张令人疲惫的时间表，但偶尔尝试，能保证我的生产力肌肉保持强壮。




（3） 困窘与聪明的冒险

在一些情况下，失败和成功是密不可分的。你无法保证只取得成功。在这些情况下，忽略损失是非常有用的，因为成功会弥补这些损失。

公众演讲就是个极好的典范。任何一个在公众面前演讲的机会，都可能使你陷入尴尬境地。你可能说些愚蠢的话，观众可能不喜欢你的演讲。但如果你不面对这些失败，你永远也无法发表一次出色的演讲。

（4） 待在你的安逸区内

经历不好的失败的唯一方式是止步不前。如果你经常尝试打乱你的日程，任何结果都会是好结果。避免尝试威胁你安全的事情，这会削弱你的力量。

一年前，我参加了舞蹈课程。对一个完全不懂舞蹈的我来说，这绝对是跨出我的安逸区的一步。我喜欢舞蹈课程。即使超出了自己得心应手的领域，我也很开心，而且学到了一些有价值的东西。这并不是一次失败，但失败可能随时发生。打击懒惰总比偶尔跌倒要好。

（5） 承受太大的挑战

有很多次，我设定了一些自己根本无法达到的目标。我并没有足够的时间做到最后期限，也不知道自己到底在做什么。尽管设置非常棘手的挑战会导致一次次的失败，但它可以使你保持敏锐。

理想的挑战限度是在成功的附近，并且你要非常努力地工作。不幸的是，发现这个令人欢喜的地方意味着你要结束制定一些太难或是太易的目标。如果你面对重大挑战时从不失败，可能就意味着你设定的大部分目标太容易。




正如失败有良好的和不好的之分，双赢也有良好的和不好的之分。我宁愿尝试良好的失败，而非不好的双赢。不好的双赢可能短时间内让人愉快，但却影响了未来的大局。

你有个人遭遇良好失败的例子吗？


















The Four Things You Need to Succeed　为成功找理由，别为失败找借口





◎ Mr. Self Development





I was talking to a friend yesterday who said the reason he hasn’t succeeded is because he doesn’t have the money to start his own business. He said, if only he had a good friend who could lend him the money he could succeed (he may have been referring to me as that “good friend”, I don’t know). But the reality is, you don’t need lots of money to achieve success.

There are 4 things that you need to succeed, and they don’t cost anything:





The first thing you need is “Time”

With time you can climb mountains, develop a six-pack, break world records, write a bestseller, become rich, or anything else.

Time is far more valuable than money. You can exchange your time to get money, but you can’t exchange your money to get more time. Time is the first thing you need to succeed, and it’s free.












The second thing you need are “Ideas”

I think about the articles that I write; everything I write is just an “idea”.

There’s no limit to the number of ideas we can have.

I am inspired to write maybe five or six times a day, I have more inspirational thoughts than I can possibly write about.

Why is this? Because there is no shortage in this world; shortage is only a figment of the imagination.

You know, it’s an amazing thing; ideas that are “free” can actually make you rich. Randy Gage said, “You don’t have a money shortage, you have an idea shortage.”

If you wanted to write a bestselling book, all you would need is an “idea”. An idea of what to write about, an idea as to how you could make it unique, an idea as to how you could get a publisher, an idea as to the best way to market it, an idea on a catchy title, an idea on how to get the right person to foreword it. It’s all ideas. Success comes from ideas, not from money.




You need to tap into your limitless river of ideas.





The third thing you need is “Consistent Action”

This is where most people have trouble. Our society has so programmed us with “get rich quick schemes”, and “instant gratification fixes” that we don’t understand that some things require consistent action for many years.

Instead of us patiently cultivating the talents that we have, we sell our birthright of success and prosperity for a false hope; we sell it for fool’s gold, the false thinking that we can somehow get something for nothing. Let’s be clear, becoming a success and fulfilling what’s on the inside of you is going to take work! It’s going to take patience, persistence, faithfulness, faith, dedication, consistency, and determination, when it seems like nothing is working. But if you’re consistent, you will succeed.





The fourth thing you need is “Passion”

It’s critical that you pursue your passion.

Firstly because you’ll be willing to put in the time and dedication to make it a success, and secondly because your passion sparks your creativity and the flow of ideas; it sparks ideas that are unique, ideas that people will gladly pay to see manifested.




Just like a seed, you have everything you need on the inside of you to succeed, you just need to be planted in the right soil and cultivated. The soil represents being involved in activities that you’re passionate about; the cultivation means doing the hard work which causes success to come.

In conclusion, there are no excuses, everyone has the ability to succeed, so get started today!





昨天我和一位朋友聊天，他说他失败的原因是由于没有本钱创业。他还说，要是有一个好朋友能借钱给他的话，他就可以取得成功（他说的“好朋友”大概是在说我吧，我也不太清楚）。然而，事实是，获得成功并不需要你有很多钱。

在成功路上，你需要拥有以下四件宝贝，而它们都不需要你花一分钱。





第一件你需要有的宝贝是“时间”。

有了时间，你可以爬山，研发半打啤酒，打破世界纪录，写一本畅销书、成为富翁，等等。

时间可比金钱珍贵多了。你可以拿时间换金钱，但你却不能拿金钱买到更多的时间。时间是你成功路上需要拥有的第一件宝贝，而它还是免费的。
















第二件你需要有的宝贝是“创意”。

我认为我写的那些文章，以及所有写下来的东西都是一种“创意”。

我们拥有的创意，其数量是无限的。

得到激励的我可以一天写五六次，我有比我能写出来的多得多的灵感。

为什么呢？因为在这个世界上没有“短缺”，“短缺”也只是凭空想象出来的虚构的东西罢了。

你知道，这是一件了不起的事，“免费”的创意确实可以让你富有。兰迪·格基曾说：“没有金钱的短缺，只有创意的短缺。”

如果你想要写一本畅销书，你只需要有一个“创意”。一个写什么的创意，一个如何能让它独特的创意，一个如何找到出版商的创意，一个最好的营销方式的创意，一个吸引人眼球的题目的创意，以及一个如何找到合适的人为你写序的创意。所有的这些都是“创意”。成功来自于创意，而非金钱。

你需要去挖掘思想之河中的无限创意。





第三件你需要有的宝贝是“坚持”。

这就是许多人的症结所在。社会以种种“快速致富法”和“速成”引导我们。因此，我们不知道，有些东西需要长达数年的坚持才能实现。
















How to Defeat Burnout and Stay Motivated　战胜倦怠，保持活力





◎ Jeffrey Tang





“Do what you love.” We’ve all heard this advice before. It’s great advice, though not many people truly take it to heart.

But sometimes doing what you love isn’t enough to keep you going. Inspiration, passion, and motivation are difficult things to hold on to. They always seem to slip away right when you need them most.

You know that feeling. Where you’re that close to finishing a project, or achieving a goal, or crossing a task off your to-do list ... but you just can’t muster the energy. You’ve lost interest. You’re exhausted. Drained. And you don’t know why.

That’s burnout. It’s something many of us are all too familiar with. I’d like to share with you a few ways that I fight burnout — or prevent it from catching me in the first place.





1. Achieve in increments




When you only focus on a big goal someday, it’s easy to get burned out by the daily grind. It’s like driving toward a mountain in the distance. You can drive for hours, but the mountain doesn’t seem to get any closer. And spinning your wheels gets real tiring real fast.

The solution is to give yourself a way to measure and record every little step forward you take. Here’s how:

Get a journal, notebook, or calendar. Writing things down is important.

Identify milestones on the road towards your goal.

If milestones aren’t obvious, create them.

Track milestones in a simple, visual format.





2. Train your muse

One of the biggest myths about inspiration that it’s random. One day you’re inspired and motivated, the next day you’re burned out—and there’s no way around it. Or so they say.

In fact, inspiration is just like any other skill. It may start out as unreliable, but it can be trained and developed into something you can rely on.

So how do you train your muse? The best way I’ve found is immersion. Surround yourself with things that inspire you and reflect your goals. Immersion trains your mind to work efficiently in the ways you need it to.




The more that your inspiration becomes a part of your life, the less likely it is to run out when you need it most. With that in mind, be creative. What ways can you connect with your inspiration on a daily basis?





3. Work less

Cut down on the amount of energy and time you spend working. If you have sick days or vacation days left, take advantage of them. Or, if you’re self-employed, force yourself to work fewer hours each day—even if that means turning down new projects.

Working less doesn’t mean you have to slack off or get less done. It does mean that you:

Eliminate unnecessary tasks.

Take strategic breaks.

Stop multi-tasking.

Seek help from other people.





4. Define success realistically

There’s absolutely nothing wrong with having big dreams and big ambitions. But if you’re constantly frustrated by a lack of progress, it might be time to take a step back and examine your goals. Are they achievable? Are you holding yourself to a reasonable timeline?




Here’s a good way to do this. Get a piece of paper and write down your big, ambitious goal. Then write down at least 10 specific, concrete steps that will allow you to achieve that goal. Be as detailed as possible. If you can’t come up with a series of down-to-earth steps to get you from here to your dream, that’s a sign that you need to either redefine your goals or rethink the way you’re pursuing those goals.





5. Get more sleep

You’ve heard this before, I know. So have I. But that didn’t stop me from going against my better judgment and tiring myself out by staying up late to work. Getting enough sleep takes a conscious decision — and, just like any good habit, takes time to develop.

One of the biggest barriers for me in this area is procrastination. I have a tendency to put things off throughout the day, then stay up later as a result. What’s keeping you from getting the rest you need?





6. Take it slow(er)

The world tells us to rush things: “Get there faster. Make money quicker. Retire sooner.” And while these things aren’t necessarily bad, they can easily get us in over our heads. If you’re feeling burned out and overwhelmed, it’s time to slow down.




A few ways to take yourself out of 24/7 high gear:

Spend at least 10 minutes a day in a quiet place, away from distractions. Breathe.

Put together a playlist of slow, relaxing music. Listen to it whenever you start feeling frazzled.

Take a butcher knife to your to-do list. Set a limit to the number of tasks you take on each day and stick to it.

Extend your deadlines. Do you absolutely, positively have to get this done now? Just remember—this isn’t an excuse to procrastinate.





7. Get a second opinion

It’s hard to spot burnout from the inside. Your close friends and family are likely to identify the signs of burnout long before you do. So listen to what they’re saying. The next time your spouse, parent, or best friend tells you that you’re working too hard, take it seriously.





8. Set clear boundaries

Burnout happens when we allow work to overflow its boundaries and interfere with every other part of our lives. So set strong boundaries. The clearer the better. In writing, if possible.




For example, instead of saying: “I’ll spend at three hours every night with my family,” make it clearer: “I won’t work after 8 o’clock. That’s 100% family time.” Clear boundaries are easier to stick to and harder to rationalize away.









9. When you’re working, focus

I’ve found that concentrating on work is actually less exhausting than allowing yourself to be wishy-washy about it. When you decide that it’s time to work, buckle down, eliminate distractions, and do it wholeheartedly. There’s something amazingly refreshing about pure, sharp focus.





10. Create outlets

If you’re a person of diverse interests (and really, who isn’t?), it’s likely that you have several very different goals and ideas bouncing around in your head at any given time. These ideas need outlets. If you hold them inside, they’ll eventually start interfering with your focus and creating unnecessary frustration, leading to burnout.








11. Know when to power through it

This is going to sound out of place given what I’ve said above, but it’s powerful— if applied correctly. Sometimes the solution for burnout is just to power through it. Sometimes burnout can be an illusion. In these cases, the best choice is to refuse to use burnout as an excuse, ignore the fact that you feel burned out, and just work through it. It’s like a runner gaining her second wind and coming out stronger on the other side.





12. Never accept defeat

Burnout is an obstacle like any other. It can hold you back for a while, but it’s not the end of the world — unless you let it defeat you.

If you have a great goal in mind, don’t give up on it, no matter how apathetic, exhausted, or frustrated you might feel. If everything I’ve said up until this point fails, do this: hold on to your dream—even if it doesn’t feel like much of a dream at the moment. Hold on to it anyway. That way, when the storm clears, your dream will still be intact, ready for another try.








“做你喜欢做的事。”我们都曾听过这个建议。这是一个绝佳的建议，虽然没有很多人真的把它放在心上。

不过，有时即使是做你爱做的事情，也不足以让你一直保持热情。灵感、热情和动力是那种难以坚持的东西。它们似乎经常在你最需要的时候溜之大吉。

你很清楚那种感觉。在几乎完成一个项目，或接近一个目标，或将一项任务从你的待办清单拿下……但你就是无法集中精力。你已经失去了兴趣，精疲力竭了。而你不知道这是为什么。

这就是倦怠。大多数人都太熟悉了。我很乐于与你们分享一些我战胜倦怠的方法——或者说，防止它从一开始就发作的方法。





1．完成微小的叠加

当你只专注于一个大目标的时候，你很容易就被每日琐碎之事磨得精疲力竭。这就像开着车朝远方的山前进一样。你可能开几个小时了，但那座山看起来一点都没有靠近。你的轮子一直不停地转啊转，当然很快你就累了。

解决方法是，用一种方式来测量和记录前进道路上的每个小小的一步。下面是建议：

拿起一本日记、笔记本或日历，把重要的事情写下来。




找出朝向你目标前进道路上的里程碑。

如果里程碑不是很明显，创建它们。

以一种简单的、可视的方式来跟踪你的里程碑。





2．训练你的灵感

灵感是不可捉摸的，这是一个最大的谎言。前一天你还充满灵感和活力，第二天你就开始精疲力竭——而且别无他法。这就是他们所说的。

实际上，灵感和其他的技能一样。在一开始，它可能不那么可靠，但是它可以培养训练，发展成为可被信任、被依赖的能力。

如何训练你的灵感？我所找到的最佳方式就是，沉浸到你的目标中去。紧紧围绕着你自己的东西，那些能激励你和反映出你的目标的事物。沉浸到你的目标中去，调整你的思想，让它以你期待的方式，变得高效。

当你的灵感越是融入你的生活，成为你人生的一部分，它就越不会在你需要的时候溜掉。头脑里有了它，就会变得更有创意，记住这一点。究竟什么方式能让你每天都与灵感接通？





3．少工作

砍掉那些你花在工作上的时间与精力。如果你病了，或你有工假，利用它们。或者，如果你是个自由职业者，每天强迫自己少几个小时去工作——即使这意味着你拒绝了新项目。




工作得少，并不表示你变得懒惰或完成得少。它的意思是让你：

排除不必要的任务。

获得关键性的进展。

停止同时多任务的方式。

从别人那里获得帮助。





4．给成功下明确的定义

拥有一个大大的梦想和抱负，这没有任何问题。不过如果你经常为缺少进展而感到沮丧，那么可能是时候退一步，检查一下你的目标了。它们都达到了么？你是否一直坚持一个合理的时间表？

这里有一个好方法。拿起一张纸，写下你的大梦想和抱负。然后写下至少十个特定的、具体的、能让你达到目标的步骤，越详细越好。如果你不能找出一系列脚踏实地的步骤让你从这里到达你的梦想，这就表明你需要去重新调整你的目标，或反思你追求这些目标的方式。





5．睡多一点

我知道你听说过这个，我也是。不过这没能阻止我违背自己正确的判断，还是每晚熬夜，令自己疲惫。充足的睡眠，能让人作出清晰的决定——但睡眠也和其他好习惯一样，需要时间来培养。




我在这里遇到的最大阻碍就是拖延症。我喜欢将事情一整天拖着，然后熬夜到很晚。那么，是什么阻止你去休息？





6．慢慢来

世界告诉我们要匆匆忙忙做事：“变得更快。赚更多钱。更早退休。”虽然这些东西并不一定是坏事，但是它们让我们更容易冲昏头脑。如果你开始感到倦怠，不知所措，那么是时候放慢脚步了。

这里是让你摆脱一个星期24小时高负荷工作的方法：

每天至少花十分钟待在一个安静的地方，远离那些烦人的事。深呼吸。

将那些缓慢的轻音乐放进同一个播放列表里。当你感到劳累的时候，就开始听它们。

干净利落地砍掉你的待办清单。在你每天必须要做的事情上设定一个限度，然后坚持下去。

放宽你的期限。你是不是绝对要在这个时候把它完成？不过要记住，这不是拖延的借口。





7．倾听不同的声音




我们很难发现自己陷入了倦怠状态。你的好朋友和家人会比你更早发觉倦怠迹象。所以，听听他们怎么说。下一次你的爱人、父母、或你最好的朋友告诉你，你工作太过繁忙，要认真对待它。





8．设定明晰的分界线

当我们让工作超出了其必要的限度，并让它渗透到我们生活中的每一个方面的时候，倦怠就会发生。因此要设立一个强力的分界线，越清晰越好。尽量把它写下来。

举例来说，与其这样说：“我每晚将与家人共处3个小时。”倒不如让这句话更明了：“晚上8点之后，我将不再工作。之后的时间100%是家庭时光。”划清界限让你更容易坚持，而且也更合理。









9．当你工作时，专注

我发现，专注于工作确实是比让自己在工作时摇摆不定，更不容易疲劳。当你决定是时候工作了，就全力以赴，消除所有的干扰，全心全意去做它。你就会惊讶地发现，单纯、犀利的注意力，拥有着神奇的恢复力。





10．创造出口




如果你是一个兴趣爱好广泛的人（当然，又有几个人不是呢？），那么很可能在每个特定的时候，你都有几个截然不同的目标和想法，在你的脑袋里面不停地蹦来蹦去。这些想法都需要出口。如果你一直保留着它们，它们最终会干扰你的注意力，造成不必要的困扰，让你心力交瘁。





11．知道什么时候撑下去

这个建议与我上面所说的相违背，但这个方法很强大——如果能够正确运用。有时候，要解决倦怠，就是要依靠“撑”下去的力量。有时候，倦怠可能是一个幻觉。在这种情况下，最好的选择就是不要将怠惰视为借口，忽略倦怠这个事实，而是不断地工作下去。这个过程，就像一个跑步的人，在经历最初的疲劳之后，恢复了精力，反而使他的力量得到了增强。





12．永远不接受战败

倦怠，与别的障碍一样。它可以阻挠你一时，但它不能阻挠你一世——除非你让它击败。

如果你心里有一个大大的目标，不要放弃，不管你感到别人多么冷淡、你自己多么疲惫或灰心。即使我在这里所谈论的每一点都错了，你也要这么做：守住你的梦想——即便它此时此刻并没有那么美妙。不管怎样，都要抓住它。这样，当风暴转晴，你的梦想仍然完美无缺，准备再次上路吧！




















Success Is a Choice　成功是一种选择





◎ Jeffrey





All of us ought to be able to brace ourselves for the predictable challenges and setbacks that crop up everyday. If we expect that life won’t be perfect, we’ll be able to avoid that impulse to quit. But even if you are strong enough to persist the obstacle course of life and work, sometimes you will encounter an adverse event that will completely knock you on your back.

Whether it’s a financial loss, the loss of respect of your peers or loved ones, or some other traumatic event in your life these major setbacks leave you doubting yourself and wondering if things can ever change for the better again.

Adversity happens to all of us, and it happens all the time. Some form of major adversity is either going to be there or it’s lying in wait just around the corner. To ignore adversity is to succumb to the ultimate self decision.

But you must recognize that history is full of examples of men and women who achieved greatness despite facing hurdles so steep that easily could have crashed their spirit and left them lying in the dust. Moses was a stuttered, yet he was called on to be the voice of God. Abraham Lincoln overcomes a dif-during the Civil War to become arguably our greatest president ever. Helen Keller made an impact on the world despite being deaf, dumb, and blind from an early age. Franklin Delano Roosevelt had polio.




There are endless examples. These were people who not only looked adversity in the face but learned valuable lessons about overcoming difficult circumstances and were able to move ahead.





我们每天都应该让自己作好准备，迎接可预见的挫折和挑战。如果我们相信生活不可能是完美的，我们就能避免因一时的冲动而放弃追求。但即使你意志坚强，能够挺过生活和工作中的困难，有时你也会遭遇逆境，它将会在背后给你狠狠一击。

不管是出现经济损失，还是失去同辈及亲人的尊敬，或是遭受生命重创，这些重大挫折都会使你对自己产生怀疑，并且怀疑情况是否能再好转。

我们每个人都可能遭遇各种困境，而且这些困境时常发生。有些大灾难不是即刻发生，就是静静待在角落等待时机。忽视逆境其实就是在欺骗自己。




但是你必须认识到历史上有许多事例都讲述了克服重重困难之后才获得成功的人。那些困难之大，足以粉碎他们的意志，让他们流落尘世。摩西有口吃，但他后来却成为传递上帝福音的使者。亚伯拉罕·林肯战胜了童年的困难、绝望、丧失两个儿子的痛苦，及内战中接踵而来的嘲笑，最终成为美国历史上无可置疑的最伟大的总统。海伦·凯勒早年双目失明，又不能说话，但她对世界产生了巨大的影响，而富兰克林·德兰诺·罗斯福则患有小儿麻痹症。

类似的例子举不胜举。这些人不仅大胆地面对困难，而且从中学到了克服困难的宝贵经验，然后一如既往，勇往直前。


























Never Give Up　绝不放弃





◎ Jack Canfield





Difficulties arise in the lives of us all.

What is most important is dealing with the hard times, coping with the changes, and getting through to the other side where the sun is still shining just for you.

It takes a strong person to deal with tough times and difficult choices. But you are a strong person.

It takes courage. But you possess the inner courage to see you through.

It takes being an active participant in your life. But you are in the driver's seat, and you can determine the direction you want tomorrow to go in.

Hang in there, and take care to see that you don’t lose sight of the one thing that is constant, beautiful, and true:

Everything will be fine, and it will turn out that way because of the special kind of person you are.

So...beginning today and lasting a lifetime through—Hang in there, and don't be afraid to feel like the morning sun is shining just for you.








生活中困难在所难免。

最重要的是要挺过艰难的时刻，积极应对种种变故，冲破黎明前的黑暗，你终会看到只属于自己的灿烂阳光。

只有强者才能勇敢直面困难时刻，做出艰难抉择。而你正是这样一位强者。

要有勇气。你拥有披荆斩棘的勇气。

你必须在这场游戏人生中积极主动，而且你正在驾驭这场游戏，并决定着自己明天前进的方向。

坚持再坚持，别让你的视野迷失了那不变的美好真理：

一切都会好转的，因为你是如此与众不同。

因此，从今天开始，到生命的终点——坚持住，不必怀疑，朝阳为你而升起。



























A dreamer is one who can only find his



way by moonlight, and his punishment is that



he sees the dawn before the rest of the world.



—Oscar Wilde



梦想家能发现用月光铺就的道路，



惩罚是他比所有人提前看到曙光。



——奥斯卡·王尔德
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童年是孤单的冒险





















在我们生命中出现的人，一些给我们上课，一些让我们痊愈，有的用来分担分享，有的用来真爱。
























Among those people that appear in our life, some are to teach us, some to comfort us, some to share and some to love.
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童年是孤单的冒险



Childhood Is a Lonely Adventure







假如我又回到了童年，我会培养我的勇气和毅力，我会事事乐观，我会要求自己更礼貌地对待我的伙伴和那些陌生人，我会学着去为他人的幸福而努力。我会懂得，偶尔要回头看看，否则永远都在追寻，而不知道自己失去了什么。
















PREFACE















The World in Little Children’s Eyes



孩子眼里的世界














What kind of world is it my friends

that little children see?





I wonder if they see God first

because they just believe?





Do they see strength in caring eyes

who watch them as they play;

or maybe love through gentle hands

that guide them on their way?





Do you think they dream of future times

when they would be a king;

or just enjoy their present life

while with their friends they sing?








Do they see the acts of kindness

done for people who are poor?

Is the very best in everyone

what they are looking for?

And when the day is over,

they close their eyes to sleep.





Do they look forward to tomorrow

with its promises to keep?

If this is what the children see,

then it should be no surprise,

the world would be a better place

if we all had children’s eyes.













小孩子眼里的世界会是什么样子的呢，

我的朋友们？





我想知道他们是否可以见到

他们所相信的上帝？





他们是否看到旁人在他们玩耍时




关切的眼神所传达的力量；

或是引领他们走路时温暖的

充满爱意的手？





你觉得他们是否会梦到未来世界？

那时他们变成了国王；

或者只是静静地享受现在

和小伙伴们一起唱歌的时光？





他们是否能看到那些为逆境中的人们做出的善良之举？

当一天结束

他们闭上眼睛进入梦乡的时候

他们会想

这些会是他们一直寻觅的吗？





他们会在遵守诺言的同时

期待明天吗？

如果这些是孩子们所能看到的，

那么这并不为奇，

如果我们都有双孩子的眼睛

那么这个世界将更加美好。


















Chapter 1 那些烂漫的天真

      









When you tell someone something bad about yourself and you’re scared they won’t love you anymore. But then you get surprised because not only do they still love you, they love you even more.









当你把一些关于自己的不好的事情告诉别人时，你生怕他们不再爱你了。然而，你却惊喜地发现他们不但爱你如故，而且爱得更深了。














Little Prince　小王子





◎  Antoine de Saiot-Exupery









It was then that the fox appeared.

“Good morning,” said the fox.

“Good morning,” the little prince responded politely, although when he turned around he saw nothing.

“I am right here,” the voice said, “under the apple tree.”

“Who are you?” asked the little prince, and added, “You are very pretty to look at.”

“I am a fox,” the fox said.

“Come and play with me,” proposed the little prince. “I am so unhappy.”

“I cannot play with you,” the fox said. “I am not tamed.”

“Ah! Please excuse me,” said the little prince.

But, after some thought, he added:

“What does that mean—‘tame’?”

“You do not live here,” said the fox. “What is it that you are looking for?”




“I am looking for men,” said the little prince. “What does that mean—‘tame’?”

“Men,” said the fox. “They have guns, and they hunt. It is very disturbing. They also raise chickens. These are their only interests. Are you looking for chickens?”

“No,” said the little prince. “I am looking for friends. What does that mean—‘tame’?”

“It is an act too often neglected,” said the fox. “It means to establish ties.”

“‘To establish ties’?”

“Just that,” said the fox. “To me, you are still nothing more than a little boy who is just like a hundred thousand other little boys. And I have no need of you. And you, on your part, have no need of me. To you, I am nothing more than a fox like a hundred thousand other foxes. But if you tame me, then we shall need each other. To me, you will be unique in all the world. To you, I shall be unique in all the world...”

“I am beginning to understand,” said the little prince. “There is a flower... I think that she has tamed me...”

“It is possible,” said the fox. “On the Earth one sees all sorts of things.”




“Oh, but this is not on the Earth!” said the little prince.

The fox seemed perplexed, and very curious.

“On another planet?”

“Yes.”

“Are there hunters on that planet?”

“No.”

“Ah, that is interesting! Are there chickens?”

“No.”

“Nothing is perfect,” sighed the fox.

But he came back to his idea.

“My life is very monotonous ,” the fox said. “I hunt chickens; men hunt me. All the chickens are just alike, and all the men are just alike. And, in consequence, I am a little bored. But if you tame me, it will be as if the sun came to shine on my life. I shall know the sound of a step that will be different from all the others. Other steps send me hurrying back underneath the ground. Yours will call me, like music, out of my burrow. And then look: you see the grain-fields down yonder? I do not eat bread. Wheat is of no use to me. The wheat fields have nothing to say to me. And that is sad. But you have hair that is the color of gold. Think how wonderful that will be when you have tamed me! The grain, which is also golden, will bring me back the thought of you. And I shall love to listen to the wind in the wheat...”




The fox gazed at the little prince, for a long time.

“Please—tame me!” he said.

“I want to, very much,” the little prince replied. “But I have not much time. I have friends to discover, and a great many things to understand.”

“One only understands the things that one tames,” said the fox. “Men have no more time to understand anything. They buy things all ready made at the shops. But there is no shop anywhere where one can buy friendship, and so men have no friends any more. If you want a friend, tame me...”

“What must I do, to tame you?” asked the little prince.

“You must be very patient,” replied the fox. “First you will sit down at a little distance from me—like that—in the grass. I shall look at you out of the corner of my eye, and you will say nothing. Words are the source of misunderstandings. But you will sit a little closer to me, every day...”

The next day the little prince came back.

“It would have been better to come back at the same hour,” said the fox. “If, for example, you come at four o’clock in the afternoon, then at three o’clock I shall begin to be happy. I shall feel happier and happier as the hour advances. At four o’clock, I shall already be worrying and jumping about. I shall show you how happy I am! But if you come at just any time, I shall never know at what hour my heart is to be ready to greet you... One must observe the proper rites...”




“What is a rite?” asked the little prince.

“Those also are actions too often neglected,” said the fox. “They are what make one day different from other days, one hour from other hours. There is a rite, for example, among my hunters. Every Thursday they dance with the village girls. So Thursday is a wonderful day for me! I can take a walk as far as the vineyards. But if the hunters danced at just any time, every day would be like every other day, and I should never have any vacation at all.”

So the little prince tamed the fox. And when the hour of his departure drew near—

“Ah,” said the fox, “I shall cry.”

“It is your own fault,” said the little prince. “I never wished you any sort of harm; but you wanted me to tame you...”

“Yes, that is so,” said the fox.




“But now you are going to cry!” said the little prince.

“Yes, that is so,” said the fox.

“Then it has done you no good at all!”

“It has done me good,” said the fox, “because of the color of the wheat fields.” And then he added:

“Go and look again at the roses. You will understand now that yours is unique in all the world. Then come back to say goodbye to me, and I will make you a present of a secret.”

The little prince went away, to look again at the roses.

“You are not at all like my rose,” he said. “As yet you are nothing. No one has tamed you, and you have tamed no one. You are like my fox when I first knew him. He was only a fox like a hundred thousand other foxes. But I have made him my friend, and now he is unique in all the world.”

And the roses were very much embarrassed.

“You are beautiful, but you are empty,” he went on. “One could not die for you. To be sure, an ordinary passerby would think that my rose looked just like you—the rose that belongs to me. But in herself alone she is more important than all the hundreds of you other roses: because it is she that I have watered; because it is she that I have put under the glass globe; because it is she that I have sheltered behind the screen; because it is for her that I have killed the caterpillars (except the two or three that we saved to become butterflies); because it is she that I have listened to, when she grumbled, or boasted, or ever sometimes when she said nothing. Because she is my rose.”




And he went back to meet the fox.

“Goodbye,” he said.

“Goodbye,” said the fox. “And now here is my secret, a very simple secret: It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye.”

“What is essential is invisible to the eye,” the little prince repeated, so that he would be sure to remember.

“It is the time you have wasted for your rose that makes your rose so important.”

“It is the time I have wasted for my rose—” said the little prince, so that he would be sure to remember.

“Men have forgotten this truth,” said the fox. “But you must not forget it. You become responsible, forever, for what you have tamed. You are responsible for your rose...”




“I am responsible for my rose,” the little prince repeated, so that he would be sure to remember.





这时，一只狐狸出现了。

“早上好。”狐狸说。

“早上好。”小王子十分有礼貌地回答。可当他转过头去时，却什么也没看到。

“我在这儿，在苹果树的下面呢！”一个声音传来。

“你是谁？”小王子问。他又接着说：“你看起来好漂亮啊！”

“我是一只狐狸。”狐狸说。

小王子提议：“来跟我一起玩吧！我现在很不开心。”

狐狸回答道：“恐怕我不能跟你一起玩。因为我还没有被驯养。”

“啊！对不起。”小王子说。

可是，他想了一会儿，说道：

“什么叫做‘驯养’呀？”

“你不是这里的人吧！”狐狸说。“你在找什么？”

“我在找人，”小王子说，“那什么叫做‘驯养’呢？”

“人！”狐狸说。“人类有枪，他们会打猎。真是讨厌极了。可是人类会养鸡，那是他们唯一的爱好。你在找鸡吗？”




“不是，”小王子回答道，“我在找朋友。什么叫做‘驯养’啊？”

“那是一件常常被人们遗忘的事情。”狐狸说。“驯养就是建立一种关系的意思。”

“建立一种关系？”

“对呀，”狐狸说，“对我而言，你只是一个小男孩，就像其他千千万万个小男孩一样。我不需要你，同样你也不需要我。对你来说，我只是一只狐狸，就像其他千千万万只狐狸一样。但是，如果你驯养了我，我们将会彼此需要。那么对我来说，你就是世上独一无二的了。而我也会成为你的唯一……”

“我有点明白了，”小王子说，“有一朵花……我想她已经驯养了我……”

“很有可能，”狐狸说，“地球上什么样的事都有可能发生。”

“噢！可这件事并不是发生在地球上！”小王子说。

狐狸很困惑，也很好奇。

“在另一个星球上？”

“对呀。”

“那个星球上有猎人吗？”

“没有。”

“啊！好有趣！那儿有鸡吗？”




“没有。”

“世上没有完美的事情。”狐狸叹了一口气。

狐狸马上又接上刚才的话题。

“我的生活十分无趣，”狐狸说，“我追捕鸡，而猎人追捕我。所有的鸡都长得很像，所有的猎人也都长得差不多。因此，我觉得有点厌烦了。但是，如果你驯养了我，我的生活就会充满阳光。你的脚步声对我来说是与众不同的。其他人的脚步声只会让我急忙躲到地底下。而你的脚步声就像音乐一样，将我召唤出洞穴。那么，你看到远处的那片麦田了吗？我不吃面包。对我来说，麦子是毫无价值的。关于麦田，我也无话可说。这听起来似乎很可悲。但是，你有一头金色的头发。如果你驯养了我，那该多么美好啊！金黄色的麦穗就能让我想起你。我也会喜欢倾听风儿拂动麦穗的声音……”

狐狸盯着小王子，看了许久。

“求求你——驯养我吧！”狐狸央求道。

“我很想，”小王子回答，“可我没有太多时间。我想交朋友，我还想弄懂很多事情呢！”

“你只能了解你所驯养的东西，”狐狸说，“人类没有多余的时间去了解其他东西。他们从商店里购买现成的。但是，没有商店出售友谊，所以人类没有朋友。如果你想交朋友，那就驯养我吧……”

“如果想要驯养你，我该做些什么呢？”小王子问道。




“你必须要非常有耐心，”狐狸回答，“首先，你必须坐得离我远一点，就像那样，坐在不远处的草丛里。我会不经意地瞟你一眼。这时，你千万别多说什么，因为言语会造成误会。这样，你就可以一天天地靠近我了……”

第二天，小王子又来了。

“要是你每天来的时间都一样，那就好了。”狐狸说，“比如说，如果你下午四点来，那么三点开始我就会很开心。随着时间一分一秒临近，我会越来越开心。到了四点的时候，我会变得坐立不安。我要在你面前表现得十分开心。但是，如果你来的时间飘忽不定，我就不知道该在什么时候准备好迎接你的心情了……毕竟，小小的迎接仪式还是需要的……”

“什么是仪式呢？”小王子问道。

“这也是一些很容易被遗忘的事情，”狐狸说，“仪式能让某个日子和其他日子不同，让某个时刻和其他时刻不同。比如说，那些追捕我的猎人就有一种仪式。每个星期四，他们就会和村子里的女孩们一起跳舞。所以呀，对我来说，星期四就是个美好的日子！我可以散步，一直散到葡萄园那儿。然而，如果猎人们不定时来跳舞，天天都那样，那我永远也不会有假日了。”

就这样，小王子驯养了那只狐狸。当分别的时刻慢慢临近时——




“啊！”狐狸说，“我好想哭。”

“这就是你自己的错了，”小王子说，“我从来没想过要伤害你，是你让我驯养你的……”

“是啊，你说的没错。”狐狸说。

“但是现在你开始哭了！”小王子说。

“是啊，你说的没错。”狐狸说。

“看来驯养并没给你带来什么好处啊！”

“有好处的，”狐狸说，“因为金黄色的麦田。”过了一会，狐狸又接着说：

“去看看那些玫瑰吧！这样你就会明白你的那朵玫瑰是独一无二的。然后你再回来和我告别。到时我再告诉你一个秘密，作为礼物。”

小王子离开了。他要去看看那些玫瑰。

“你根本就不是我的玫瑰，”他说，“因为你们对我来说什么都不是。没人驯养你们，而你们也没驯养过任何人。你们就像我的狐狸以前那样。他跟其他千千万万的狐狸没什么两样。但是，我已经和他成为了朋友，所以现在对我来说，他是世上独一无二的。”

玫瑰们尴尬极了。

“你们很美，但你们也很空虚，”他接着说，“没有一个人愿意为你们而死。当然了，一个普通的过路人也许会觉得你们跟那朵属于我的玫瑰很像。然而，单单一朵玫瑰就胜过你们全部。因为她是我精心浇灌的玫瑰；因为她是我放在玻璃灯罩下的玫瑰；因为她是我藏在保护板后面的玫瑰；为了她我愿意去打毛毛虫（只留下两三只，好让它们变成蝴蝶）；因为她是我愿意细心聆听的玫瑰，不管是牢骚，吹嘘或沉默。一切只因她是我的玫瑰。”




然后，小王子又回到了狐狸身边。

“再见。”他说。

“再见，”狐狸说，“我的秘密其实很简单：只有用心才能看清事物的本质。肉眼无法看到真正重要的东西。”

“肉眼无法看到真正重要的东西，”小王子重复着狐狸的话，想要把它记在心里。

“因为你倾注了很多心血在玫瑰身上，所以她才会那么重要。”

“因为我倾注了很多心血在玫瑰身上……”小王子重复着，生怕自己忘记。

“人类已然忘了这个真理，”狐狸说，“但你必须记住它。你要永远为你所驯养的东西负责。你要为你的玫瑰负责……”

“我要为我的玫瑰负责，”小王子重复着，他要让这句话深深地烙进心里。





美丽语录

Among those people that appear in our life, some are to teach us, some to comfort us, some to share and some to love.




在我们生命中出现的人，一些给我们上课，一些让我们痊愈，有的用来分担分享，有的用来真爱。














Peeling Away Artifice for the Pure Original　回归童真





◎  Roy H. Barnacle









Sarah came running in. “Look what I found.” Over the top of the paper I was reading came a crispy, crumbling long object that caused me to jump. It was a snake skin that had been shed by one of our many garden snakes.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” said my wide-eyed seven-year-old.

I stared at the organic wrapper and thought to myself that it really wasn’t that beautiful, but I have learned never to appear nonchalant or jaded with children. Everything they see for the first time is elementary to their sense of beauty and creativity; they see only merit and excellence in the world until educated otherwise.

“Why does it do this?” Sarah asked.

Robert, ever the innocent comedian, said, “We have a naked snake in our garden!”

I also try to customize every opportunity to teach my children that there is almost always something beyond the obvious; that there is something else going on besides what they see in front of them. “Snakes shed their skin because they need to renew themselves.” I explained. As it’s so often the case in my family, the original subject leads to another and another, until we are discussing something quite different.




“Why do they need to renew themselves?” Sarah asked.

Robert quipped, “Cos they don’t like who they are and they want to be someone else.”

Sarah and I politely ignored her brother. I suddenly remembered an article on this page many years ago where the writer was expressing her concept of renewal. She used layers of paper over a wall to describe how we hide our original selves, and said that by peeling away those layers one by one; we see the underlying original beneath.

“We often need to shed our skins, those coatings and facades that we cover ourselves with.” I said to my now absorbed daughter. “We outgrow some things and find other stuff unwanted or unnecessary. This snake no longer needs this skin. It is probably too stiff and crinkly for him, and he probably doesn’t think he looks as smart in it as he once did. Like buying a new suit.”




Of course, I’m sure this explanation won’t sit well with bona fide naturalists. But Sarah was getting the point. As we talked, I knew that she began to comprehend, albeit slightly, that renewal is part of progress; that we need to take a good look at ourselves, and our rooms and schoolwork and creativity and spirituality, and see what we need to keep and what we need to cast off. I was careful to point out that this is a natural process, not one to be forced.

“Snakes don’t peel off their skin when they feel like it.” I explained. “It happens as a natural consequence of their growth.”

“I see, Dad.” said Sarah and jumped off my lap, grabbed the snakeskin, and ran off.

I hoped she would remember this. That often, in order to find our real selves underneath the layers of community and culture with which we cloak ourselves year after year, we need to start examining these layers. We need to gently peel some away, as we recognize them to be worthless, unnecessary, or flawed, or at best, store the discarded ones as mementoes of our promotion to a better vitality or spirit.


















莎拉兴冲冲地跑了进来，“看我找到什么了。”那时我正在看书。突然，一个卷卷的、皱皱的、长长的东西出现在书上。我吓得跳了起来。定睛一看，原来是蛇皮，想必是花园中的哪条蛇蜕皮留下来的。

“是不是很漂亮呀？”7岁的小莎拉问道，两只眼睛睁得大大的。

我盯着那块自然脱落的蛇皮，心想：“它真的没那么漂亮。”然而，我早就学会了不在孩子面前表现出冷漠和腻烦。因为对孩子而言，与世间万物的第一次亲密接触会影响他们的审美观和创造性。未被教导如何辨认世间丑恶之前，他们眼中的世界只有美德和功绩。

“蛇为什么要蜕皮呢？”莎拉问道。

罗伯特，这个曾经做过天真喜剧演员的人答道，“这样我们的花园里就有了一条没穿衣服的蛇啦！”

我也会抓住每一次机会告诉我的孩子：有些事情他们可能常常无法理解；除了呈现在他们眼前的东西，另外一些事情也正在悄然发生。“蛇蜕皮是为了替自己换上一套新衣服呀！”我这样解释道。在我们家，这样的情况时常发生：最初的话题却能引出许许多多各不相同的话题。直到最后，我们讨论的居然是一个截然不同的新话题。

“为什么它们要换上新衣服呢？”莎拉问道。




“因为它们不喜欢自己的样子，它们想要变成别人呗！”罗伯特很不屑地答道。

我和莎拉很委婉地就把她的哥哥晾在一旁。突然间，我想起多年前在这本书上看到的一篇文章。文章的作者十分巧妙地表达了自己对于“更新”的理解。她用一层层墙纸来描述我们是如何隐藏最真实的自我。用她的话说，将这些墙纸一层层撕下时，我们看到的就是深埋其中的纯真自我。

“我们常常需要脱去那些用来自我掩饰的外在的东西。”我这样向我那个全神贯注的女儿解释。“我们会长出一些新的东西。这样，我们就会觉得其他一些东西是无用的，多余的。这条蛇就是不再需要这身皮了。也许是因为这身皮太硬太皱。或者，它觉得自己穿上这身衣服时不再像以前那样英俊潇洒。总之啊，它就像是给自己买了一套新衣服！”

当然，我深知这样的解释无法让真正的自然主义者满意。但莎拉明白了。谈话过程中，我意识到她已然开始浅浅地领悟着：“更新”意味着进步；我们必须仔细审视自己、房间、家庭作业、创造性和灵魂。看看哪些值得保留，而哪些应该摒弃。我小心翼翼地告诉她，这是一种自然的过程，而不是被迫的结果。

“如果蛇喜欢它的皮，它就不会蜕皮的。”我解释道。“蜕皮是蛇成长过程中自然而然产生的结果。”

“爸爸，我明白啦！”莎拉一边说一边从我的膝上跳下。她抓起那块蛇皮，跑开了。




我希望她能记住我说过的这些话。通常，为了找寻深埋于社会和文化里的纯真自我，我们必须开始审视这些外在的东西。当我们意识到它们已然毫无价值，不再有用，不再完美时，我们就该将其轻轻地脱去。或者，最好将这些逝去的美好封存起来，找到纯真的自我供我们回味！





















美丽语录

Be yourself. That’s when you’re beautiful.

做你自己，那才是你的美丽时刻。














A Mad Tea-party　发疯的茶会





◎  Lewis Carroll









There was a table set out under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were using it as a cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable for the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only, as it’s asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.”

The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it. “No room! No room!” they cried out when they saw Alice coming.

“There’s plenty of room!” said Alice indignantly, and she sat down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table.

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in an encouraging tone.

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. “I don’t see any wine,” she remarked.




“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare.

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said Alice angrily.

“It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without being invited,” said the March Hare.

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice; “it’s laid for a great many more than three.”

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, and this was his first speech.

“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some severity; “it’s very rude.”

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was, “Why is a raven like a writing-desk?”

“Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve begun asking riddles. —I believe I can guess that,” she added aloud.

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?” said the March Hare.

“Exactly so,” said Alice.

“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on.

“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least—at least I mean what I say—that’s the same thing, you know.”




“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “You might just as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ is the same thing as ‘I eat what I see’!”

“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that ‘I like what I get’ is the same thing as ‘I get what I like’!”

“You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in his sleep, “that ‘I breathe when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’!”

“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the party sat silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and writing-desks, which wasn’t much.

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. “What day of the month is it?” he said, turning to Alice: he had taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding it to his ear.

Alice considered a little, and then said “The fourth.”

“Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. “I told you butter wouldn’t suit the works!” he added looking angrily at the March Hare.




“It was the best butter,” the March Hare meekly replied.

“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,” the Hatter grumbled, “you shouldn’t have put it in with the bread-knife.”

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gloomily; then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and looked at it again; but he could think of nothing better to say than his first remark, “It was the best butter, you know.”

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some curiosity. “What a funny watch!” she remarked. “It tells the day of the month, and doesn’t tell what o’clock it is!”

“Why should it?” muttered the Hatter. “Does your watch tell you what year it is?”

“Of course not,” Alice replied very readily, “but that’s because it stays the same year for such a long time together.”

“Which is just the case with mine,” said the Hatter.

Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark seemed to have no sort of meaning in it, and yet it was certainly English. “I don’t quite understand you,” she said, as politely as she could.




“The Dormouse is asleep again,” said the Hatter, and he poured a little hot tea upon its nose.

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, without opening its eyes, “Of course, of course; just what I was going to remark myself.”

“Have you guessed the riddle yet?” the Hatter said, turning to Alice again.

“No, I give it up,” Alice replied, “what’s the answer?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Hatter.

“Nor I.” said the March Hare.

Alice sighed wearily. “I think you might do something better with the time,” she said, “than waste it in asking riddles that have no answers.”

“If you knew Time as well as I do,” said the Hatter, “you wouldn’t talk about wasting it. It’s him.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Alice.

“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his head contemptuously. “I dare say you never even spoke to Time!”

“Perhaps not,” Alice cautiously replied, “but I know I have to beat time when I learn music.”

“Ah! That accounts for it,” said the Hatter. “He won’t stand beating. Now, if you only kept on good terms with him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock. For instance, suppose it were nine o’clock in the morning, just time to begin lessons; you’d only have to whisper a hint to Time, and round goes the clock in a twinkling! Half-past one, time for dinner!”




“I only wish it was,” the March Hare said to itself in a whisper.

“That would be grand, certainly,” said Alice thoughtfully, “but then—I shouldn’t be hungry for it, you know.”

“Not at first, perhaps,” said the Hatter, “but you could keep it to half-past one as long as you liked.”

“Is that the way you manage?” Alice asked.

The Hatter shook his head mournfully. “Not I!” he replied. “We quarreled last March—just before he went mad, you know—” (pointing with his tea spoon at the March Hare), “—it was at the great concert given by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing:

‘Twinkle, twinkle, little bat! How I wonder what you’re at!’

“You know the song, perhaps?”

“I’ve heard something like it.” said Alice.

“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter continued, “in this way—




‘Up above the world you fly, like a tea-tray in the sky. Twinkle, twinkle—’”

Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing in its sleep “Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle—” and went on so long that they had to pinch it to make it stop.

“Well, I’d hardly finished the first verse,” said the Hatter, “when the Queen jumped up and bawled out, ‘He’s murdering the time! Off with his head!’”

“How dreadfully savage!” exclaimed Alice.

“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a mournful tone, “he won’t do a thing I ask! It’s always six o’clock now.”

A bright idea came into Alice’s head. “Is that the reason so many tea-things are put out here?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh: “it’s always tea-time, and we’ve no time to wash the things between whiles.”

“Then you keep moving round, I suppose?” said Alice.

“Exactly so,” said the Hatter: “as the things get used up.”

“But what happens when you come to the beginning again?” Alice ventured to ask.




“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare interrupted, yawning. “I’m getting tired of this. I vote the young lady tells us a story.”





From Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland

屋前的大树下摆放着一张桌子。三月兔和帽匠正在桌旁喝茶。一只睡鼠在他们中间酣睡着。可那两个家伙却把睡鼠当成垫子，把胳膊支在它身上，而且就在它的头上聊天。“睡鼠应该很不舒服吧！”爱丽丝想，“可它睡着了，也就不在乎了吧！”

桌子很大，可他们三个都挤在桌子的一角。“没地方啦！没地方啦！”他们看见爱丽丝走过来就开始大声嚷嚷。

“这儿有的是地方呀！”爱丽丝生气地说道。接着她就在桌子一端的大扶手椅上坐了下来。

“想喝酒吗？”三月兔热情地问道。

爱丽丝扫视了一下桌面，发现除了茶什么也没有。“我没看见酒！”爱丽丝回答。

“这儿根本没有酒。”三月兔说。

“那你邀请我喝酒也太不礼貌了。”爱丽丝生气地说道。

“那你没有受到邀请就坐下来也是不太礼貌的。”三月兔说。




“我不知道这是你的桌子，”爱丽丝说，“这张桌子可以坐下好多人呢！远远不止三个。”

“你的头发该剪了。”帽匠说。他十分好奇地看了爱丽丝一会儿。这是他第一次开口说话。

“你必须懂得不要随便评论别人，”爱丽丝一脸严肃地说道，“这是很不礼貌的。”

听到这句话，帽匠的眼睛睁得大大的。最后他说：“一只乌鸦为什么像一张写字台呢？”

“来吧！现在我们有好玩的事了！”爱丽丝想，“我很高兴他们开始猜谜语了。”“我觉得我能猜出来。”她接着大声说道。

“你的意思是你找到这个谜语的答案了？”三月兔说。

“没错。”爱丽丝说。

“那你说说你的想法吧！”三月兔接着说。

“我就是这样的，”爱丽丝急忙回答，“至少……至少凡是我说的就是我想的，你也知道这是一回事。”

“根本不是一回事！”帽匠说，“那么你说‘凡是我吃的东西我都能看见’跟‘凡是我看见的东西我都能吃’是一样的？”

三月兔补了一句：“那样的话，‘我得到的东西我都喜欢’跟‘我喜欢的东西我都能得到’也是一样的咯？”

睡鼠也说了一句，就像说梦话那样：“也就是说‘我睡觉时要呼吸’跟‘我呼吸时要睡觉’也是一样的啦！”




“这对你来说还真是一样。”帽匠接着睡鼠的话说道。谈话告一段落，大家沉默了一会儿。这时，爱丽丝费劲脑汁想着有关乌鸦和写字台的事，可她知道的实在不多。

帽匠最先打破沉默，“今天是几号呀？”他一面问爱丽丝，一面从口袋里掏出一只怀表，不安地看着，还不停地摇晃，拿到耳朵旁听听。

爱丽丝想了想说：“四号。”

“错了两天！”帽匠叹了一口气，“我跟你说过不该加黄油的！”他生气地瞪着三月兔说。

“这是最好的黄油了。”三月兔弱弱地解释。

“没错。可一些面包屑也掉进去了，”帽匠抱怨着，“你不该把黄油和切面包的刀放在一起。”

三月兔从帽匠手里接过手表看了看，他懊恼极了。接着他把表泡在自己的茶杯里，过了一会又拿起来看了看。但是，除了刚开始说的那句“这是最好的黄油”之外，他再也无话可说了。

爱丽丝好奇地透过他的肩膀看了看。“好奇怪的表！”她说，“它能告诉我们几月几号，却不能告诉我们几点！”

“为什么要告诉时间？”帽匠嘀咕着，“你的手表能告诉你今年是哪一年吗？”




“当然不能啦！”爱丽丝胸有成竹地答道，“那是因为年份在很长时间内都是不变的。”

“这也是我的表无法说明时间的原因。”帽匠说。

爱丽丝困惑极了。帽匠的话听起来似乎没有任何意义，但不可否认他说的是标准的英语。“我不是很明白你说的话。”她尽可能礼貌地说道。

“睡鼠又睡着了。”帽匠说。然后他在睡鼠的鼻子上倒了一点热茶。

睡鼠急忙晃了晃头，还没睁开眼睛就说：“当然，当然，这正是我要说的。”

“你猜出这个谜语了吗？”帽匠再一次问爱丽丝。

“还没呢！我猜不出来。”爱丽丝回答，“谜底是什么？”

“我也不知道。”帽匠说。

“我也不知道。”三月兔说。

爱丽丝轻轻地叹了一口气说：“我觉得你们可以做一些更有意义的事情，不应该把时间浪费在没有谜底的谜语上。”

“如果你也像我一样熟悉时间，”帽匠说，“你就不会喊它‘宝贵的时间’而会是‘老朋友’了。”

“我不明白你说的是什么意思。”爱丽丝说。

“你当然不明白啦！”帽匠很得意地晃着头说，“我敢说你从来没有跟时间对话过。”

“好像没有。”爱丽丝小心翼翼地回答，“可我在学唱歌的时候总是按着时间打拍子的。”




“啊！糟糕了。”帽匠说，“他最讨厌人家打他了。现在，如果你跟他保持友好关系，他会为你做任何事情，他能让钟表乖乖听你的话。就比如说吧，假设现在是早上九点，是你上学的时间。这时你只要对时间说上一句悄悄话，钟表上的时间就会马上显示为下午一点半，就变成吃饭的时间啦！”

“我真希望这是真的。”三月兔轻声地自言自语着。

“如果真是那样就好了。”爱丽丝若有所思地说，“可那时候我还不饿的话怎么办？”

“刚开始的时候是不饿，”帽匠说，“但是只要你喜欢，你可以让时钟一直停留在一点半。”

“你就是这样做的吗？”爱丽丝问。

帽匠伤心地摇了摇头回答：“我再也不能那样做了。三月份的时候我和时间吵架了，就是在他发疯前——”（他用自己的茶匙指着三月兔），“记得那是在红心皇后举办的一次大型音乐会上，我演唱了：

‘一闪一闪的小蝙蝠！我多想知道你在哪儿！’”？

“你听过这首歌吗？”

“我好像听过类似的歌。”爱丽丝说。

“我接着唱，”帽匠继续说道，“就像这样——

‘你飞翔于天际，就像一只盘旋在空中的茶盘。闪呀，闪呀……’”




这时睡鼠摇了摇身体，在睡梦中唱了起来：“闪呀，闪呀，闪呀，闪呀……”睡鼠唱得太久了，直到他们捅了他一下才停下来。

“我还没唱完第一段呢，”帽匠说，“皇后就大喊‘他简直是在糟蹋时间，把他的头砍下来！’”

“太残忍了吧！”爱丽丝嚷道。

“就是从那以后，”帽匠伤心地接着说，“时间再也不愿为我做任何事情了。它就一直停留在六点钟。”

爱丽丝的脑中突然闪现一个好主意：“这就是为什么这儿有这么多茶具吗？”她问。

“对呀，就是这个缘故。”帽匠叹了一口气说，“我们只有喝茶的时间，却没有洗茶具的时间。”

“所以你们才围着桌子转？”爱丽丝说。

“没错。”帽匠说，“只要茶具脏了，我们就挪到下一个位置。”

“可是你们转回到第一个位置时又该怎么办呢？”爱丽丝进一步问道。

“我们换个话题吧！”三月兔打了一个哈欠，打断了他们的谈话，“我都听烦了。让小姑娘讲个故事吧！”





摘自《爱丽丝漫游奇境记》
























美丽语录

Use your smile to change the world. Don’t let the world change your smile.

用你的笑容去改变这个世界，别让这个世界改变了你的笑容。














Information Please　在别的世界里歌唱





◎  Paul Villard









When I was quite young, my father had one of the first telephones in our neighborhood. I remember well the polished, old case fastened to the wall. The shiny receiver hung on the side of the box. I was too little to reach the telephone, but used to listen with fascination when my mother used to talk to it. Then I discovered that somewhere inside the wonderful device lived an amazing person her name was “Information Please” and there was nothing she did not know. “Information Please” could supply anybody’s number and the correct time.

My first personal experience with this genie-in-the-bottle came one day while my mother was visiting a neighbor. Amusing myself at the tool bench in the basement, I whacked my finger with a hammer. The pain was terrible, but there didn’t seem to be any reason in crying because there was no one home to give sympathy. I walked around the house sucking my throbbing finger, finally arriving at the stairway.




The telephone! Quickly, I ran for the foot stool in the parlor and dragged it to the landing. Climbing up, I unhooked the receiver in the parlor and held it to my ear. “Information Please,” I said into the mouthpiece just above my head. A click or two and a small clear voice spoke into my ear, “Information.”

“I hurt my finger...” I wailed into the phone. The tears came readily enough now that I had an audience.

“Isn’t your mother home?” came the question.

“Nobody’s home but me,” I blubbered.

“Are you bleeding?” the voice asked.

“No,” I replied. “I hit my finger with the hammer and it hurts.”

“Can you open your icebox?” she asked. I said I could. “Then chip off a little piece of ice and hold it to your finger.” said the voice.

After that, I called “Information Please” for everything. I asked her for help with my geography and she told me where Philadelphia was. She helped me with my math. She told me my pet chipmunk that I had caught in the park just the day before, would eat fruit and nuts. Then, there was the time Petey, our pet canary died. I called “Information Please” and told her the sad story. She listened, then said the usual things grown-ups say to soothe a child. But I was unconsoled. I asked her, “Why is it that birds should sing so beautifully and bring joy to all families, only to end up as a heap of feathers on the bottom of a cage?” She must have sensed my deep concern, for she said quietly, “Paul, always remember that there are other worlds to sing in.” Somehow I felt better.




Another day I was on the telephone. “Information Please.”

“Information.” said the now familiar voice.

“How do you spell fix?” I asked.

All this took place in a small town in the Pacific Northwest. When I was nine years old, we moved across the country to Boston. I missed my friend very much. “Information Please” belonged in that old wooden box back home and I somehow never thought of trying the tall, shiny new phone that sat on the table in the hall. As I grew into my teens, the memories of those childhood conversations never really left me. Often, in moments of doubt and perplexity, I would recall the serene sense of security I had then. I appreciated now how patient, understanding, and kind she was to have spent her time on a little boy.

A few years later, on my way west to college, my plane put down in Seattle. I had about half-an-hour or so between planes. I spent 15 minutes or so on the phone with my sister, who lived there now.




Then, without thinking what I was doing, I dialed my hometown operator and said, “Information please.”

Miraculously, I heard the small, clear voice I knew so well.

“Information.”

I hadn’t planned this, but I heard myself saying, “Could you please tell me how to spell fix?”

There was a long pause. Then came the soft-spoken answer, “I guess your finger must have healed by now.”

I laughed, “So it’s really still you,” I said. “I wonder if you have any idea how much you meant to me during that time.”

“I wonder,” she said, “if you know how much your calls meant to me. I never had any children and I used to look forward to your calls.”

I told her how often I had thought of her over the years and I asked if I could call her again when I came back to visit my sister.

“Please do,” she said. “Just ask for Sally.”

Three months later I was back in Seattle. A different voice answered, “Information.”




I asked for Sally. “Are you a friend?” she said.

“Yes, a very old friend.” I answered.

“I’m sorry to have to tell you this,” she said. “Sally had been working part time the last few years because she was sick. She died five weeks ago.”

Before I could hang up she said, “Wait a minute. Is your name Paul?”

“Yes.”

“Well, Sally left a message for you. She wrote it down in case you called. Let me read it to you.” The note said, “Tell him I still say there are other worlds to sing in. He’ll know what I mean.”

I thanked her and hung up. I knew what Sally meant.

Never underestimate the impression you may make on others. Whose life have you touched today?





当我年幼的时候，父亲是我们社区里第一个为家里装上电话的人。我还记得那个固定在墙上、擦得锃亮的旧式电话机，闪闪发亮的听筒挂在电话盒旁边。那时我太小，还够不着电话，倒是常常在母亲拿起它讲话时，在一旁听得入迷。后来，我发现就在这只神奇的盒子里，住着一个了不起的人，她的名字是“樱芙美心·葡丽丝”，而且她简直无所不知。“樱芙美心·葡丽丝”能答出任何人的电话号码，报出正确的时间。




我第一次与这“瓶中妖”的接触，是在妈妈去拜访一位邻居的那一天。我自己在地下室的工具凳上玩的时候，锤子砸到了我的手指头。当时痛极了，但看起来似乎没任何理由哭泣，因为家里除我之外别无他人，没有人会同情我。我吮吸着疼得钻心的指头，在房间里走来走去，最后来到了楼梯口。

电话！我快步冲向放在客厅的脚凳，把它拖到了楼梯口。爬上脚凳，摘下了听筒，我将听筒贴近我的耳边。“樱芙美心·葡丽丝，”我对准头上方的送话口说道。听筒里传来一两声嘟嘟声后，我的耳畔响起了一个清脆的声音。“樱芙美心。”

“我弄伤了手指……”我朝着话筒哭泣道，眼泪肆无忌惮地汹涌而出，我终于有了一个观众。

“妈妈不在家吗？”她问。

“没人在家，只有我一个人！”我哭得更伤心了。

“流血了吗？”那个声音又说道。

“没有，”我回答。“锤子砸到了我的手指头，好疼啊！”

“你能打开冰箱吗？”她问。我说可以。“那取出一小块冰来，然后敷在手指头上。”那个声音又说。

在那之后，不管有什么事，我都给“樱芙美心·葡丽丝”打电话。我问她地理，她就告诉我费城在哪里。她帮我补习数学。她告诉我，前天我在公园捉住的那只宠物花栗鼠想吃水果或坚果。后来，有一次我们的宠物金丝雀“皮蒂”死了。我又一次拨通了“樱芙美心·葡丽丝”，告诉她这个伤心的消息。她静静地听着，然后说了些大人常常安慰小孩子的话。但是，我并没得到宽慰。我问她：“为什么鸟儿唱歌那么好听，还把欢乐带给所有的家庭，可是死的时候却变成了蜷在笼底的一堆羽毛？”她一定感觉到了我深深的悲伤，因为她轻声说道：“保罗，一定要记住，它们还可以在别的世界里歌唱！”不知为什么，我感觉好多了。




一天，我再次来到了电话旁。“樱芙美心·葡丽丝。”

“樱芙美心，”耳边传来了熟悉的声音。

我问，“Fix怎么拼写？”

这一切发生在太平洋西北部的一个小镇上。当我9岁的时候，我们全家搬迁到了波士顿。我特别想念我的朋友。“樱芙美心·葡丽丝”永远属于老家的那个老式木盒子，不知为什么，我从没有想过去试试放在客厅桌上那个高高的、闪亮的新电话。当我到了十多岁的时候，那童年记忆的对话也从未从我的脑海中逝去。常常在我感到疑虑与困惑时，我会回想起那时拥有的那种宁静的安全感。我感激她在那个小男孩身上付出的时间，感激她的耐心、理解和善良。

几年后，在我奔赴西部去上大学的路上，我的飞机在西雅图降落。我有半小时的转机时间。我给住在那里的姐姐打了约15分钟的电话。




然后，还没有意识到自己在做什么，我就拨通了家乡小镇的接线员，说：“樱芙美心·葡丽丝。”

奇迹般地，我又听到了那清脆而温柔的无比熟悉的声音。

“樱芙美心。”

我本来并没打算这么做，但是我听见自己说：“你能告诉我怎么拼写fix吗？”

一阵长时间的沉寂。接下来是一个轻言细语的回答：“我猜你的小手指头现在一定痊愈了。”

我笑了，“所以，还真的是你！”我说，“你知不知道，在那个时候，你对我有多么重要。”

“我想，”她说，“你是否知道你的电话对我意味着什么。我没有孩子，所以常常期盼着你的电话。”

我告诉她，这些年我一直很想念她。我问她我再回来看姐姐时，是否还能打电话给她。

她欣然许诺：“当然啦！找萨莉就行！”

三个月后，我再次回到西雅图。接电话的是一个不同的声音，“樱芙美心。”

我说我要找萨莉。她问：“你是她的朋友吗？”

“是的，很熟悉的老朋友。”我说。

“我很抱歉要告诉你，”她说，“萨莉病了好长时间了，所以过去几年来她一直做兼职。五个星期前她去世了。”




在我就要挂断电话前，她说：“等一等，你是不是叫保罗？”

“是。”

“对了，萨莉给你留了一张便条，她怕你万一打电话来。我读给你听。”便条上写着，“告诉他，我依然会说，还可以在别的世界里歌唱。他知道我的意思。”

我谢过她之后，挂上了电话。我明白萨莉的意思。

永远不要低估你给别人留下的印象。今天你又走进了谁的生活？





















美丽语录

If you be loved, be worthy of love.

如果有人爱你，你就该做个值得人爱的人。














The Pure Love in the Kids’ Eyes　孩子眼中纯净的爱





◎  John Wesley





A group of professional people posed this question to a group of 4 to 8 year-olds: “What does love mean?” The answers they got were broader and deeper than anyone could have imagined. See what you think.

“When my grandmother got arthritis, she couldn’t bend over and paint her toenails anymore. So my grandfather does it for her all the time, even when his hands got arthritis too. That’s love.”  —Rebecca, age 8

“When someone loves you, the way they say your name is different. You know that your name is safe in their mouth.”     —Billy, age 4

“Love is when you go out to eat and give somebody most of your French fries without making them give you any of theirs.”    —Chris, age 6

“Love is when someone hurts you. And you get so mad but you don’t yell at them because you know it would hurt their feelings.”    —Samantha, age 6




“Love is what makes you smile when you’re tired.”

    —Terri, age 4

“Love is when my mommy makes coffee for my daddy and she takes a sip before giving it to him, to make sure the taste is OK.”   —Danny, age 7

“Love is what’s in the room with you at Christmas if you stop opening presents and listen.”

   —Bobby, age 5

“Love is hugging. Love is kissing. Love is saying no.”

    —Patty, age 8

“When you tell someone something bad about yourself and you’re scared they won’t love you anymore. But then you get surprised because not only do they still love you, they love you even more.”  —Matthew, age 7

“There are two kinds of love. Our love. God’s love. But God makes both kinds of them.”    —Jenny, age 4

“Love is when you tell a guy you like his shirt, then he wears it everyday.”   —Noelle, age 7

“Love is like a little old woman and a little old man who are still friends even after they know each other so well.”    —Tommy, age 6




“During my piano recital, I was on a stage and scared. I looked at all the people watching me and saw my daddy waving and smiling. He was the only one doing that. I wasn’t scared anymore.”   —Cindy, age 8

“My mommy loves me more than anybody. You don’t see anyone else kissing me to sleep at night.”

 —Clare, age 5

“Love is when mommy sees daddy smelly and sweaty and still says he is handsomer than Robert Redford.”

 —Chris, age 8

“Love is when your puppy licks your face even after you left him alone all day.”   —Mary Ann, age 4

“I know my older sister loves me because she gives me all her old clothes and has to go out and buy new ones.”

 —Lauren, age 4

“When you love somebody, your eyelashes go up and down and little stars come out of you.”  —Karen, age 7

“You really shouldn’t say ‘I love you’ unless you mean it. But if you mean it, you should say it a lot. People forget.”   —Jessica, age 8








一群专业人士向一群4到8岁的孩子提出了这样的问题：“什么是爱？”他们得到的答案广泛而深刻，远远超出了所有人的想象。看看这些答案，你想到了什么？

“我的祖母患关节炎的时候无法弯腰，不能涂脚趾甲。所以，祖父一直替她涂脚趾甲，尽管他也患有关节炎。这就是爱。” ——丽贝卡，8岁

“当别人爱上你的时候，他（她）们叫你名字的方式都会与众不同。你知道他（她）们总是小心翼翼地呼喊着你的名字。”   ——比利，4岁

“爱就是外出吃饭时，你愿意不求回报地将大部分法国炸薯条赠送给别人。” ——克丽丝，6岁

“爱就是当别人伤害你的时候，即使你很生气，也不会冲着他们大吼大叫，因为你知道这样做会伤害他们的感情。” ——萨曼莎，6岁

“爱是当你疲惫时让你开怀一笑的东西。”

   ——特里，4岁

“爱是当妈妈为爸爸泡咖啡时，她会轻轻地嘬上一小口，保证她端到爸爸面前的是最好喝的咖啡。”

   ——丹尼，7岁

“爱是你在圣诞节的夜晚停下忙于拆卸礼物的双手，转而细心聆听。”   ——鲍比，5岁




“爱是拥抱。爱是亲吻。爱是说不。”

   ——帕蒂，8岁

“当你把一些关于自己的不好的事情告诉别人时，你生怕他们不再爱你了。可是，你却惊喜地发现他们不但爱你如故，而且爱得更深了。”   ——马修，7岁

“爱分为两种：人类的爱和上帝的爱。但是，这两种爱都源自上帝。”   ——甄妮，4岁

“爱是在你告诉一个小伙子你喜欢他的衬衫后，接下来的每一天他都穿那件衬衫。”

 ——诺艾尔，7岁

“爱是彼此了解的老奶奶和老爷爷仍旧还能成为朋友。”

   ——汤米，6岁

“钢琴独奏会上，舞台上的我害怕极了。我看到台下所有人都在看我。这时，爸爸朝我招手微笑。只有他那样做。这让我不再害怕了。”   ——辛迪，8岁

“妈妈对我的爱胜过一切。除了她，没人会在睡前亲吻我的脸颊。” ——卡莱尔，5岁

“爱是即使爸爸浑身汗臭味，妈妈也会觉得他比罗伯特·雷德福还要帅得多。” ——克里斯，8岁

“爱是即使你将小狗独自关在家中一整天，它也会亲昵地舔舔你的脸颊。” ——马莉安，4岁










The Importance of Conscience　我的好妹妹





◎  Elisha M. Webster













I was faced with a decision. While delivering laundry into the appropriate bedrooms, I stumbled upon my thirteen-year-old sister’s diary, a modern-day Pandora’s Box, suffused with temptation. What was I to do? I had always been jealous of my little sister. Her charming smile, endearing personality and many talents threatened my place as leading lady. I competed with her tacitly and grew to resent her natural abilities. I felt it necessary to shatter her shadow with achievements of my own. As a result, we seldom spoke. I sought opportunities to criticize her and relished surpassing her achievements. Her diary lay at my feet, and I didn’t think of the result of opening it. I considered not her privacy, the morality of my actions, nor her consequential pain. I merely savored the possibility of digging up enough dirt to soil my competitor’s spotless record. I reasoned my iniquity as sisterly duty. It was my responsibility to keep a check on her activities. It would be wrong of me not to.




I tentatively plucked the book from the floor and opened it, fanning through the pages, searching for my name, convinced that I would discover scheming and slander. As I read, the blood ran from my face. It was worse than I suspected. I felt faint and slouched to the floor. There was neither conspiracy nor defamation. There was a succinct description of herself, her goals and her dreams followed by a short portrayal of the person who has inspired her most. I started to cry.

I was her hero. She admired me for my personality, my achievements and ironically, my integrity. She wanted to be like me. She had been watching me for years, quietly marveling over my choices and actions. I ceased reading, struck with the crime I had committed. I had expended so much energy into pushing her away that I had missed out on her.

I had wasted years resenting someone capable of magic—and now I had violated her trust. It was I who had lost something beautiful, and it was I who would never allow myself to do such a thing again.

Reading the earnest words my sister had written seemed to melt an icy barrier around my heart, and I longed to know her again. I was finally able to put aside the petty insecurity that kept me from her. On that fateful afternoon, as I put aside the laundry and rose to my feet, I decided to go to her—this time to experience instead of to judge, to embrace instead of to fight. After all, she was my sister.








我正面临着一个抉择。当我把洗好的衣服分别放进相应的卧室时，我不经意地看到了我那13岁妹妹的日记本，那就像一个现代的潘多拉盒子，深深地吸引着我。我该怎么做？我一直都嫉妒我的小妹妹。我嫉妒她迷人的微笑、可爱的个性，还有她的多才多艺，因为这些都挑战着我的老大地位。我私底下偷偷地和她较劲，对她才能的憎恨更是与日俱增。我迫不及待地想把她的影子从我的个人成就上抹去。结果，我们平时很少说话。我寻找任何可以批评她的机会，并且急切地想要胜过她。现在，她的日记就躺在我脚边，我根本没有考虑过打开它的后果。我在意的不是她的隐私，不是我的行为道德，也不是她可能会受到的伤害。我仅仅是想从日记中发现一些罪证，来打破我的竞争者始终优秀的可能性。我把自己的坏念头归咎为姐姐的职责：检查她的行为举止是我的责任。如果我没有尽义务，这才是我的错误。

我犹豫不决地拨弄了几次地板上的日记本，最终打开了它。我迅速翻着书页，寻找着我的名字，确信一定能找到什么相应的证据。可是，当我发现自己的名字时，脸一下子涨得通红。这远比我想象得糟糕多了。我的脑袋一阵眩晕，瘫坐在了地板上。既没有阴谋也没有诽谤，有的只是她对自己的简单陈述、她的人生目标和梦想，其中还有一个对她影响深远的人。我哭了起来。




我就是她心目中的英雄。她钦佩我的个性、我的成就，更加讽刺的是，还有我的正直。她想成为像我这样的人。原来，这些年来她一直默默地看着我，观察着我的选择和行为。我不再读了，结束了我的罪行。我花了太多的精力把她从身边推开，我已经失去她了。

这么多年来，我一直在浪费时间憎恨一个有魔力的人——并且现在还辜负了她对我的信任。是我自己失去了这么美好的东西，也是我决心再也不允许自己犯这样的错误。

看了妹妹写在日记里真诚的语言后，裹在我心上的冰已经慢慢融化，我要重新去了解她。 最终，我抛弃了那种不信任，正是它造成了我们之间的隔阂。在那个意义深远的下午，我把洗好的衣服放在一边，站起来准备去找她——这一次是去感受而不是责难，去拥抱而不是争执。无论如何，她是我的妹妹。
























美丽语录

Don’t compare your life to others. You have no idea what their journey is all about.

不用拿你的人生和别人作比较，因为你根本不知道别人人生的全部。














The Little Girl Who Dared to Wish　许愿的小女孩





◎  Alan D. Shultz





As Amy Hagadorn rounded the corner across the hall from her classroom, she collided with a tall boy from the fifth grade running in the opposite direction.

“Watch it, squirt.” The boy yelled as he dodged around the little third-grader. Then, with a smirk on his face, the boy took hold of his right leg and mimicked the way Amy limped when she walked.

Amy closed her eyes. Ignore him, she told herself as she headed for her classroom.

But at the end of the day, Amy was still thinking about the tall boy’s mean teasing. It wasn’t as if her were the only one. It seemed that ever since Amy started the third grade, someone teased her every single day. Kids teased her about her speech or her limping. Amy was tired of it. Sometimes, even in a classroom full of other students, the teasing made her feel all alone.

Back home at the dinner table that evening, Amy was quiet. Her mother knew that things were not going well at school. That’s why Patti Hagadorn was happy to have some exciting news to share with her daughter.




“There’s a Christmas wish contest on the radio station,” Amy’s mom announced. “Write a letter to Santa, and you might win a prize. I think someone at this table with blonde curly hair should enter.”

Amy giggled. The contest sounded like fun. She started thinking about what she wanted most for Christmas.

A smile took hold of Amy when the idea first came to her. Out came pencil and paper, and Amy went to work on her letter. “Dear Santa Claus,” she began.

While Amy worked away at her best printing, the rest of the family tried to guess what she might ask from Santa. Amy’s sister, Jamie, and Amy’s mom both thought a three-foot Barbie doll would top Amy’s wish list. Amy’s dad guessed a picture book. But Amy wasn’t ready to reveal her secret Christmas wish just then. Here is Amy’s letter to Santa, just as she wrote it that night:

Dear Santa Claus,

My name is Amy. I am nine years old. I have a problem at school. Can you help me Santa? Kids laugh at me because of the way I walk and run and talk. I have cerebral palsy. I just want one day where no one laughs at me or makes fun of me.




Love, Amy

At radio station WJLT in Fort Wayne, Indiana, letter poured in for the Christmas wish contest. The workers had fun reading about all the different presents that boys and girls from across the city wanted for Christmas.

When Amy’s letter arrived at the radio station, manager Lee Tobin read it carefully. He knew cerebral palsy was a muscle disorder that might confuse the schoolmates of Amy’s who didn’t understand her disability. He thought it would be good for the people in Fort Wayne to hear about this special third-grader and her unusual wish. Mr. Tobin called up the local newspaper.

The next day, a picture of Amy and her letter to Santa made the front page of the News Sentinel. The story spread quickly. All across the country, newspapers and radio and television stations reported the story of the little girl in Fort Wayne, Indiana, who asked for such a simple yet remarkable Christmas gift—just one day without teasing.

Suddenly the postman was a regular at the Hagadorn house. Envelopes of all sizes addressed to Amy arrived daily from children and adults all across the nation. They came filled with holiday greetings and words of encouragement.




During that unforgettable Christmas season, over two thousand people from all over the world sent Amy letters of friendship and support.

Amy and her family read every single one. Some of the writers had disabilities; some had been teased as children. Each writer had a special message for Amy. Through the cards and letters from strangers, Amy glimpsed a world full of people who truly cared about each other.

She realized that no amount or form of teasing could ever make her feel lonely again.

Many people thanked Amy for being brave enough to speak up. Others encouraged her to ignore teasing and to carry her head high. Lynn, a sixth-grader from Texas, sent this message:

“I would like to be your friend,” she wrote, “and if you want to visit me, we could have fun. No one would make fun of us, cause if they do, we will not even hear them.”

Amy did get her wish of a special day without teasing at South Wayne Elementary School. Additionally, everyone at school got another bonus. Teachers and students talked together about how bad teasing can make others feel.




That year the Fort Wayne mayor officially proclaimed December 21 as Amy Jo Hagadorn Day throughout the city. The mayor explained that by daring to make such a simple wish, Amy taught a universal lesson.

“Everyone,” said the mayor, “wants and deserves to be treated with respect, dignity and warmth.”





在艾米绕过她教室对面的走廊的拐角时，她迎面撞到了一个五年级的高个男孩。

“看路，小个子。”那男孩在避开这个三年级的学生时大叫道，然后，脸上带着厌恶的笑容，把手按在右腿上，模仿着艾米走路一瘸一拐的样子。

艾米闭上了眼睛。“不理会他。”她在返回教室时对自己说。

但是在那天结束时，艾米仍然想着那个高个子男孩的嘲笑。他并不是唯一一个做出这种事的人。好像自从艾米上三年级以后，每天都有人嘲笑她。孩子们嘲笑她的讲话或是她的跛行。艾米受够了这些。有时，即使在坐满了学生的教室里，别人的嘲笑也会使她感到孤单无助。




那晚，回到家里，艾米坐在餐桌旁沉默不语。她的母亲知道肯定是在学校里遇到不顺心的事了。所以，派蒂决定告诉她女儿一些激动人心的消息。

“电台里有一个圣诞节愿望竞赛的节目，”艾米的母亲告诉她。“给圣诞老人写封信，或许你就能得到奖品。我想，坐在餐桌旁的某个金发卷毛的人应该参加。”

艾米咯咯地笑了。这个竞赛听起来很有趣。她开始思考她最想要的圣诞节礼物。

当艾米第一次想起这个主意时，她的脸上挂满了微笑。她拿出铅笔和纸，然后开始写信。“亲爱的圣诞老人，”她写下开头。

当艾米正起劲地写作文时，家里的其他人试图猜测她可能向圣诞老人要求什么。艾米的姐姐，杰米，和艾米的妈妈都认为3英尺大的芭比娃娃是艾米最想要的东西。艾米的爸爸认为是一本图画书。但是艾米当时还不想告诉他们她的秘密圣诞节愿望。以下就是艾米写给圣诞老人的信，就是她在那晚写的：

亲爱的圣诞老人：

我的名字叫艾米。我9岁了。我在学校有一个麻烦。你能帮我吗，圣诞老人？孩子们嘲笑我走路、跑步和讲话的方式。我患有脑瘫。我只想拥有一天，一个没人笑话我、取笑我的一天。

爱你的，艾米




在印地安那州的韦恩堡WJLT广播电台，参加圣诞节愿望竞赛的信件蜂拥而至。工作人员开心地读着来自全市的男孩女孩寄来的各种各样的圣诞节礼物信件。

当艾米的信到达电台时，经理李·托宾仔细地阅读了内容。他知道脑瘫是一种肌肉紊乱的病症，所以可能艾米的同学从外表看不出她有残疾。他认为让韦恩堡的市民听到这位特别的三年级的故事以及她非一般的愿望是件好事。托宾先生给当地报纸打了电话。

第二天，艾米的照片和她写给圣诞老人的信登上了《新闻前哨》的首页。故事迅速传开了。全国的报纸、广播和电视台都报道了这个印地安那州韦恩堡的小女孩的故事，她要求的只是这样一个简单却值得注意的圣诞节礼物——只是没有取笑的一天。

突然，邮差成了艾米家的常客。每天都有各种型号的信件寄给艾米，来自于全国的小孩和大人们。信里充满了节日的问候和鼓励的话语。

在那个难以忘怀的圣诞节期间，世界范围内超过两千人寄给艾米信件以表达友情和支持。艾米和她的家人阅读了每一封信。有一些来信者也身患残疾，有一些人在小时候也被嘲笑过。每位来信者都向艾米表达了一种特别的信息。通过来自陌生人的卡片和信件，艾米瞥见了一个充满了真正的互相关怀的人类社会。她认识到，再多或者再恶毒的嘲笑都不能再使她感到孤单了。




很多人都被艾米勇敢地说出心声而感动。其他人则鼓励她不去理睬嘲笑，勇敢面对。林恩，一位来自德克萨斯州的六年级生，寄给了她一封信：

“我希望和你交个朋友，”她写道，“如果你想来看望我，我们可以一起玩。没人会取笑我们，因为，如果他们取笑，我们听都不会听到。”

艾米的确实现了她的愿望，在南韦恩堡小学度过了没有取笑的一天。还有，学校的每个人都学到了额外的东西。教师和学生们一起讨论取笑他人会给人带来多么不好的感觉。

那一年，韦恩堡市长正式宣布12月21号作为全市的艾米日。市长解释说，因为艾米敢于做出这样一个简单的许愿，她让大家都学到了特别的一课。

“所有人，”市长说道，“都希望得到并且应该得到尊重、尊严和友善。”





















美丽语录

There are so many people out there who will tell you that you can’t. What you’ve got to do is turn around and say “Watch me.”




总会有许多人对你指手画脚，告诉你：你做不到。你所要做的就是转过头去对他们说：看我的！


















Chapter 2 那些蓬勃的朝气













Do in after life the freshness and light-heartedness, the craving for love and for strength of faith, ever return which we experience in our childhood’s years?













童年时代所拥有的那些朝气蓬勃的精神，轻松愉快的心情，对爱和信仰的追求还会存在吗？


















Christmas Day in the Morning　圣诞节的早晨





◎  Pearl S. Buck









He woke suddenly and completely. It was four o’clock, the hour at which his father had always called him to get up and help with the milking. Strange how the habits of his youth clung to him still! His father had been dead for thirty years, but, this morning it was Christmas, he did not try to sleep.

Yet what was the magic of Christmas now? His childhood and youth were long past, and his own children had grown up and gone.

Yesterday his wife had said, it isn’t worthwhile, perhaps—And he had said, “Oh, yes, Alice, even if there are only the two for us, let’s have a Christmas of our own.”

Then she had said, “Let’s not trim the tree until tomorrow, Robert. I’m tired.”




He had agreed, and the tree was still out by the back door.

He lay in his bed in his room. The door to her room was shut because she was a light sleeper. Years ago they had decided to use separate rooms. Neither of them slept as well as they once had. They had been married so long that nothing could separate them, actually.

Why did he feel so awake tonight? For it was still night, a clear and starry night. No moon, of course, but the stars were extraordinary! Now that he thought of it, the stars seemed always large and clear before the dawn of Christmas day.

He slipped back in time, as he did so easily nowadays. He was fifteen years old and still on his father’s farm. He loved his father. He had not known it until one day a few days before Christmas, when he had overheard what his father was saying to his mother.

“Mary, I hate to call Rob in the mornings. He’s growing so fast and he needs his sleep. If you could see how he sleeps when I go in to wake him up! I wish I could manage alone.”

“Well, you can’t Adam.” His mother’s voice as brisk, “Besides, he isn’t a child anymore. It’s time he took his turn.”




“Yes,” his father said slowly. “But I sure do hate to wake him.”

When he heard these words, something in him spoke: his father loved him! He had never thought of that before, taking for granted the tie of their blood. Neither his father nor his mother talked about loving their children—they had no time for such things. There was always so much to do on the farm. Now that he knew his father loved him there would be no more loitering in the mornings and having to be called again. He got up after hat, stumbling blind with sleep and pulled on his clothes.

And then on the night before Christmas, that year when he was fifteen, he lay for a few minutes thinking about the next day. They were poor, and most of the excitement was in the turkey they had raised themselves and mince pies his mother made. His sisters sewed presents and his mother and father always bought something he needed, not only a warm jacket, maybe, but something more, such as a book. And he saved and bought them each something, too.

He wished, that Christmas when he was fifteen, he had a better present for his father instead of the usual tie from the ten-cent store. He lay on his side and looked out of his attic window.




“Dad,” he had once asked when he was a little boy, “What is a stable?”

“It’s just a barn,” his father had replied, “like ours.”

Then Jesus had been born in a barn, and to a barn the shepherds and the Wise Men had come, bringing their Christmas gifts!

The thought struck him like a silver dagger. Why should he not give his father a special gift too, out there in the barn? He could get up early, earlier than four o’clock, and he could creep into the barn and get all the milking done. He’d do it alone, milk and clean up, and then when his father went in to start the milking he’d see it all done.

He laughed to himself as he gazed at the stars. It was what he would do, and he mustn’t sleep too sound.

He must have waked twenty times, scratching a match each time to look at his old watch—midnight, and half past one, and then two o’clock.

At a quarter to three he got up and put on his clothes. He crept downstairs, careful of the creaky boards, and let himself out. The cows looked at him, sleepy and surprised. It was early for them too.

But they accepted him placidly and he fetched some hay for each cow and then got the milking pail and the big milk cans.




He had never milked all alone before, but it seemed almost easy. He smiled and milked steadily, two strong streams rusing into the pail, frothing and fragrant. The cows were behaving well, as though they knew it was Christmas.

The task went more easily than he had ever known it to go before. Milking for once was not a chore. It was something else, a gift to his father who loved him. He finished, the two milk cans were full, and he covered them and closed the milk-house door carefully, making sure of the latch. He put the stool in its place by the door and hung up the clean milk pail. Then he went out of the barn and barred the door behind him.

Back in his room he had only a minute to pull off his clothes in the darkness and jump into bed, for he heard his father up. He put the covers over his head to silence his quick breathing. The door opened.

“Rob!” His father called. “We have to get up, son, even if it is Christmas.”

“Aw-right,” he said sleepily.

“I’ll go on out,” his father said. “I’ll get things started.”




The door closed and he lay still, laughing to himself. In just a few minutes his father would know. His dancing heart was ready to jump from his body.

The minutes were endless—ten, fifteen, he did not know how many—and he heard his father’s footsteps again. The door opened and he lay still.

“Rob!”

“Yes, Dad—”

“You son of a—” His father was laughing, a queer sobbing sort of laugh.

“Thought you’d fool me, did you?” His father was standing by his bed, feeling for him, pulling away the cover.

“It’s for Christmas, Dad!”

He found his father had clutched him in a great hug. He felt his father’s arms go around him. It was dark and they could not see each other’s faces.

“Son, I thank you. Nobody ever did a nicer thing—”

“Oh, Dad, I want you to know—I do want to be good!” The words broke from him of their own will. He did not know what to say. His heart was bursting with love.

He got up and pulled on his clothes again and they went down to the Christmas tree. Oh what a Christmas, and how his heart had nearly burst again with shyness and pride as his father told his mother and made the younger children listen about how he, Rob, had got up all by himself.




“The best Christmas gift I ever had, and I’ll remember it, son every year on Christmas morning, so long as I live.”

They had both remembered it, and now that his father was dead, he remembered it alone: that blessed Christmas dawn when, alone with the cows in the barn; he had made his first gift of true love.

Outside the window now the stars slowly faded. He got out of bed and put on his slippers and bathrobe and went softly downstairs. He brought in the tree, and carefully began to trim it. It was done very soon. He then went to his library and fetched the little box that contained his special gift to his wife a diamond brooch, not large but dainty in design. But he was not satisfied. He wanted to tell her—to tell her how much he loved her.

How fortunate that he had been able to love! Ah, that was the true joy of life, the ability to love! For he was quite sure that some people were genuinely unable to love anyone. But love was alive in him. It still was.




It occurred to him suddenly that it was alive because long ago it had been born in him when he knew his father loved him. That was it: Love alone could awaken love. And he could give the gift again and again.

This morning, this blessed Christmas morning, he would give it to his beloved wife. He could write it down in a letter for her to read and keep forever. He went to his desk and began his love letter to his wife: My dearest love...

Such a happy, happy, Christmas!





他猛地一下醒来，就再也睡不着了。现在是凌晨四点钟，正是以前父亲叫他起床帮忙挤奶的时间。奇怪的是，他年轻时养成的早醒习惯还一直保持着！他的父亲已经去世30年了，他仍旧一到4点钟就会醒。可今天是圣诞节的早晨，所以他不想再接着睡了。

可现在的圣诞节对他来说又有什么样的魔力呢？他的童年和青春已然离他远去，他的儿女也已经长大成人、各奔前程去了。

昨天，他的妻子说，也许现在不用过什么圣诞节了——可他却十分肯定地说：“不！爱丽丝，即使现在就剩下我们两个人，那也得过一个属于自己的圣诞节。”




妻子接着说：“罗伯特，我们明天再装饰圣诞树吧！我有点累了。”

他同意了。于是，那棵圣诞树就被原封不动地放在后门那儿。

他在自己的卧室里睡下了，而妻子睡得浅，所以连接两个房间的门总是关着的。分房睡是夫妻俩多年前作出的决定。可从那之后他们就再也不像以前睡得那么香了。毕竟他们一起生活了很久，已经没有什么能把他们分开。

为何今夜他久久不能入眠？因为今晚是一个万里无云、满天星斗的夜晚。虽不见月亮，但繁星闪烁。每当他回忆起这件往事时，特别是在圣诞节的黎明之前想起它，星星就好像显得特别大，特别亮。

这些年以来，他总是不由自主地回忆起那些旧事来。那时的他才15岁，就住在父亲的农场里。他深爱着他的父亲。可他不曾察觉到父亲也是那样地爱着他，直到圣诞节前的某一天，他无意中听到父母的谈话。

“玛丽，我实在不愿意那么早就把罗布叫醒。他正在长身体，需要睡眠。看到他那熟睡的样子，我都不忍心叫醒他。我真想一个人就把活全都干了。”

他的母亲毫不犹豫地说：“噢！亚当，你这么想就不对了。他已经长大了，是时候帮家里做点事了。”

“话是没错，”他的父亲缓缓地说道，“但我真的不忍心吵醒他。”




听到父母的这些话后，他从心底明白了父亲对他的爱。这是他以前从未想到的，他以前只是想当然地以为血缘关系应该就是那样了吧！他的父母都不会把对孩子的爱挂在嘴上——他们也没有时间那样做。农场里总是有太多事要忙。现在他明白父亲是爱他的，所以早晨他再也不想赖床，再也不用父亲把他叫醒了。这时，他揉着惺忪睡眼，磕磕绊绊地从床上爬起来，把衣服穿上。

还记得，那是他15岁那年的圣诞节前夕，他躺在床上想着第二天要干的事。他家里穷，圣诞节最激动人心的时刻就是吃自家养的火鸡和妈妈亲手做的馅饼。他的姐姐会亲手缝制礼物，而父母会买一些他需要的东西，可能是一件暖和的夹克，也可能是书本那些东西。当然，他也会用自己省下的零花钱给家人买些礼物。

他希望在自己15岁的这个圣诞节给父亲买一份好点的礼物，而不像过去那样，只是到10美分店铺里买一条普通的领带。他侧躺着，透过阁楼的那个窗户向外望去。

“爸爸，”他年幼时曾经问过父亲，“马厩是什么？”

“它就是个养牲口的地方，”他的父亲回答道，“就像我们家里的牲口棚一样。”




耶稣就是在马厩里出生的，而牧师和智者也会在马厩里分发圣诞礼物！

突然他的脑海里闪过一丝念头：我为什么不能在牲口棚里给爸爸送一份特别的礼物呢？我可以在凌晨四点之前起来，这样就能比父亲起得早。接着我就偷偷溜进牲口棚把挤奶、清洗牲口棚的活都干完。这样，当父亲进入牲口棚准备开始干活时，就能看到自己所做的一切。

他凝望着夜空中的繁星，安静地想着，不知不觉得意地笑了。他决定了，就那么做。所以，今晚他不能睡得太沉。

那一夜，他醒了不下20次，每次都要擦根火柴，借着火光看他那只旧怀表。时间一分一秒地过去：1点半，2点……

还没到3点，他就起床穿好了衣服。他蹑手捏脚地走下楼，生怕弄出声音吵醒父母。牲口棚里，一头奶牛睡眼惺忪地看着他，仿佛正为他这么早来挤奶而感到奇怪。

但是它们还是乖乖地顺从了他。他给奶牛添了一些干草，然后将挤奶用的桶和奶罐摆放整齐。

他以前从来没有单独挤过奶，这件事情对他来说好像也不是很容易。他笑着，不慌不忙地干了起来。他看着不断涌出的牛奶流进奶桶里，散发着一股醉人的奶香味。奶牛很听话，好像它们知道今天是圣诞节似的。




任务完成得比他想象的要顺利很多。挤一次奶对他来说算不上什么繁杂的事情，而是给深爱他的父亲准备的一份特别礼物。他挤的奶装满了两大奶罐。他盖上盖子，小心翼翼地把牛棚的大门关上，反复确认是否上了门闩。他把凳子放回门边，把清洗奶桶的刷子挂回门后。然后，他关上身后的门离开牛棚。

回到房间后，他只有1分钟的时间摸黑脱掉自己的衣服，然后爬进被窝里。因为他听到了父亲起床的声音。他用被子把头蒙住，好让狂跳不止的心尽快平静下来。这时，门开了。

“罗布,”他的父亲叫着他的名字，“孩子，即使今天是圣诞节我们也得早起呀！”

“好的，爸爸。”他装出一副还没睡醒的样子答道。

“那我先去了，”父亲说，“我得把事情先干起来。”

门关上了，他仍旧躺在床上，自己傻笑着。几分钟之后，父亲就会看到自己所做的一切。他的心跳加速，那颗心好像时刻准备着逃出他的身体。

等待总是漫长的——10分钟过去了，15分钟过去了，他甚至不知道究竟过去了多长时间。然后他听见父亲的脚步声再一次响起。门开了，他仍旧躺在床上。

“罗布！”

“我在呢，爸爸。”




“你小子……”他的父亲笑了，哽咽道。

“你小子骗了我，是不是？”父亲就站在他的床边，掀开蒙着他的被子。父亲感动极了！

“那是我为你准备的圣诞礼物，爸爸！”

这时，只见父亲给了他一个大大的拥抱。他感觉到父亲的双臂正环绕着自己，即使在这个漆黑的看不到彼此的房间里。

“孩子，谢谢你。这是我收过的最好的礼物。”

“噢，爸爸！我想让你知道——我能做得很好！”这些话仿佛自发地从他嘴里冒出来。他不知该说些什么。此刻他的心中满满的都是爱。

他再一次起床穿上衣服，然后和父亲一起走到圣诞树旁。多美好的圣诞节啊！特别是当他听到父亲对母亲说他现在不用别人叫就知道自己起床的时候，他感到有点害羞，但更多的是自豪。

“这是我收到的最好的圣诞礼物。孩子，只要我活着，每年圣诞节的早晨我都会想起它。”

父子俩都会记住它。现如今，他的父亲去世了，只有他独自一人回忆着：在那个美好的圣诞节早晨，他独自一人在牛棚里制作了一份充满爱的礼物。

窗外，繁星那闪烁的光环渐渐褪去。他起床穿上拖鞋、睡袍，轻轻地走下楼。他悄悄地把圣诞树搬进屋中，小心翼翼地开始装扮起来。不一会儿，圣诞树就完成了装扮。接着他到书房取来一个小盒子，里面装着他为妻子准备的特殊礼物——一枚不大但设计精美的钻石胸针。然而，他却仍旧不满意这份礼物。他想告诉她——自己是多么爱她。




他暗自庆幸自己还能爱。这正是生活的真正乐趣所在——能够爱。因为他深知一些人的的确确不会去爱任何人。但是，爱却能在他的身体里生根发芽。爱一直都在！

他忽然明白，自从知道父亲深爱着自己后，爱就久久地活在他心中。那就是：独自去爱也能唤醒爱。更重要的是，他还能一次又一次将礼物送给挚爱。

这个早晨，这个美好的圣诞节早晨，他将把爱送给心爱的妻子。他将把爱写进一封信里，让妻子看后能将爱永远地保存下来。他走到书桌旁坐下，开始了他那封写给挚爱的情书：我最亲爱的爱人……

多么美好、多么幸福的圣诞节啊！





















美丽语录

If I know what love is, it is because of you.

因为你，我懂得了爱。


















Childhood　童 年





◎  Lev Tolstoy









Happy, happy, never—returning time of childhood! How can we help loving and dwelling upon its recollections? They cheer and elevate the soul, and become to one a source of higher joys.

Sometimes, when dreaming of bygone days, I fancy that, tired out with running about, I have sat down, as of old, in my high arm-chair by the tea-table. It is late, and I have long since drunk my cup of milk. My eyes are heavy with sleep as I sit there and listen. How could I not listen, seeing that Mamma is speaking to somebody, and that the sound of her voice is so melodious and kind? How much its echoes recall to my heart!

With my eyes veiled with drowsiness I gaze at her wistfully. Suddenly she seems to grow smaller and smaller, and her face vanishes to a point; yet I can still see it—can still see her as she looks at me and smiles. Somehow it pleases me to see her grown so small. I blink and blink, yet she looks no larger than a boy reflected in the pupil of an eye. Then I rouse myself, and the picture fades. Once more I half-close my eyes, and cast about to try and recall the dream, but it has gone, I rise to my feet, only to fall back comfortably into the armchair.




“There! You are failing asleep again, little Nicolas,” says Mamma. “You had better go to by-by.”

“No, I won’t go to sleep, Mamma,” I reply, though almost inaudibly, for pleasant dreams are filling all my soul. The sound sleep of childhood is weighing my eyelids down, and for a few moments I sink into slumber and oblivion until awakened by some one. I feel in my sleep as though a soft hand were caressing me. I know it by the touch, and, though still dreaming, I seize hold of it and press it to my lips. Every one else has gone to bed, and only one candle remains burning in the drawing-room.

Mamma has said that she herself will wake me. She sits down on the arm of the chair in which I am asleep, with her soft hand stroking my hair, and I hear her beloved, well-known voice say in my ear: “Get up, my darling. It is time to go by-by.”

No envious gaze sees her now. She is not afraid to shed upon me the whole of her tenderness and love. I do not wake up, yet I kiss and kiss her hand.




“Get up, then, my angel.”

She passes her other arm round my neck, and her fingers tickle me as they move across it. The room is quiet and in half-darkness, but the tickling has touched my nerves and I begin to awake. Mamma is sitting near me—that I can tell—and touching me; I can hear her voice and feel her presence. This at last rouses me to spring up, to throw my arms around her neck, to hide my head in her bosom, and to say with a sigh: “Ah, dear, darling Mamma, how much I love you!”

She smiles her sad, enchanting smile, takes my head between her two hands, kisses me on the forehead, and lifts me on to her lap.

“Do you love me so much, then?” she says. Then, after a few moments’ silence, she continues: “And you must love me always, and never forget me. If your Mamma should no longer be here, will you promise never to forget her—never, Nicolinka?” And she kisses me more fondly than ever.

“Oh, but you must not speak so, darling Mamma, my own darling Mamma!” I exclaim as I clasp her knees, and tears of joy and love fall from my eyes.

How, after scenes like this, I would go upstairs, and stand before the ikons, and say with a rapturous feeling, “God bless Papa and Mamma!” and repeat a prayer for my beloved mother which my childish lips had learnt to lisp-the love of God and of her blending strangely in a single emotion!




After saying my prayers I would wrap myself up in the bedclothes. My heart would feel light, peaceful, and happy, and one dream would follow another. Dreams of what? They were all of them vague, but all of them full of pure love and of a sort of expectation of happiness. I remember, too, that I used to think about Karl Ivanitch and his sad lot. He was the only unhappy being whom I knew, and so sorry would I feel for him, and so much did I love him, that tears would fall from my eyes as I thought, “May God give him happiness, and enable me to help him and to lessen his sorrow. I could make any sacrifice for him!” Usually, also, there would be some favorite toy—a china dog or hare—stuck into the bed-corner behind the pillow, and it would please me to think how warm and comfortable and well cared—for it was there. Also, I would pray God to make every one happy, so that every one might be contented, and also to send fine weather tomorrow for our walk. Then I would turn myself over on to the other side, and thoughts and dreams would become jumbled and entangled together until at last I slept soundly and peacefully, though with a face wet with tears.




Do in after life the freshness and light-heartedness, the craving for love and for strength of faith, ever return which we experience in our childhood’s years? What better time is there in our lives than when the two best of virtues—innocent gaiety and a boundless yearning for affection—are our sole objects of pursuit?

Where now are our ardent prayers? Where now are our best gifts—the pure tears of emotion which a guardian angel dries with a smile as he sheds upon us lovely dreams of ineffable childish joy? Can it be that life has left such heavy traces upon one’s heart that those tears and ecstasies are for ever vanished? Can it be that there remains to us only the recollection of them?





幸福的，幸福的，一去不复返的童年啊！叫我们怎能不去珍爱，不去回忆童年的美好呢？童年的回忆让我心情舒畅，精神振奋，它是我无上乐趣的源泉。

有时回忆起逝去的日子，我就会想起这样的情景：跑累了，我就坐在茶桌旁的那张高背椅上休息；时候不早了，我早早地把那杯牛奶喝完，然后就那样闭上睡意浓浓的双眼，静静地坐在那儿聆听。我怎么能不听呢？妈妈正在和别人说话，她的声音是那么的美妙、亲切。她的声音给了我源自心灵深处的启发！




我用睡眼朦胧的双眼渴望地凝视着她。忽然，她的脸庞变得越来越小，最后只有一个圆点那么大。可我仍旧能够看见她的脸庞，她看了我一眼，冲我微微一笑。有的时候，我却喜欢看见她变成那么一点点大。当我眯上眼睛时，我眼中的她就变得比孩子还小了。忽然，我动了一下，眼前的情景消失了。我再次半睁着双眼拼命想让梦境重现，但它永远消失了。我站了起来，接着无奈地坐回到那张高背椅上。

“你又睡着了，小尼古拉斯，”妈妈说，“你最好上楼睡。”

“不，妈妈，我不想睡觉，”我答道，声音小得几乎都听不见，因为那个美妙的梦境正充满着我的脑海。小孩子天生入睡快，我很快就闭上了双眼，一转眼的功夫就进入了梦乡，一直睡到我被唤醒为止。睡梦中我总能感觉到一双温柔的手抚摸着我。单凭这种感觉，我就知道那是她，即使在梦中，我也会不由自主地拉住这双手，把它紧紧地放在自己的唇边。所有人都回房睡觉了，只留下一根蜡烛在客厅里。

妈妈说过她会亲自把我唤醒的。她就坐在我睡觉的那张高背椅的扶手上，用她那双温柔的手拨弄着我的头发。接着，我的耳边传来一个充满爱意的、熟悉的声音：“亲爱的，该起来了，我们上楼睡吧！”

没有任何羡慕的眼光为我见证这一切。她不惜将自己所有的温柔和爱都给了我。我没有醒来，只是亲了亲她的手。




“起来呀，我的小天使。”

她用一只手托着我的脖子，另一只手的手指不断在我身上搔痒。房间里很安静，只有少许的光亮，半明半暗的。她的搔痒仿佛触碰到了我的每条神经，我醒了。妈妈就坐在我的身旁——我知道——轻抚着我。我能听到她的声音，感觉到她的存在。这让我猛得一下坐起身来，双手环住她的脖子，一头扎进她的怀里，并撒娇道：“我最亲爱的妈妈，我好爱你呀！” 

她笑了，那是一种多愁善感却又充满魅力的微笑。她用双手将我抱起来，亲了一下我的额头，让我坐在她的膝盖上。

“你真的有这么爱我吗？”她说。她沉默了一会儿，接着说：“那你无时无刻都要爱着我，永远都不要忘记我。如果妈妈不在了，你能保证永远记住她吗？尼古连卡，你要永远记住她。”话音刚落，她就给了我一个无比温存的吻。

“噢！亲爱的妈妈，我最亲爱的妈妈，请别这么说！”我紧紧抓住她的双膝，大声说道。这时，我的眼中泛起了泪光，那是喜悦的泪水，那是充满爱的泪水。

之后，我回到楼上，站在神像前，虔诚地祷告着：“上帝啊，请保佑我的爸爸妈妈吧！”当我用自己那稚嫩的声音为挚爱的母亲重复祷告时，我对上帝的爱居然神奇般地与我对妈妈的爱交织在一起。




祷告结束后，我会钻进被窝，心里觉得既轻松，又平静，又幸福。一个梦接着一个梦。那这些梦都是关于什么呢？它们都会渐渐消逝不见，但是，这些梦承载着满满的爱和对幸福的企盼。我依稀记得，自己曾经回忆起卡尔·伊凡内奇和他的悲惨命运。他是我唯一认识的苦命人。我为他感到难过，同时我也深爱着他。就这样想着想着，我的眼眶泛起了泪光：“祈求上帝赐予他幸福，让我帮他减轻一些痛苦吧！我愿为他做任何事情。”接着，我会拿出心爱的玩具——一只陶瓷小狗或者一只小兔——把它们藏在枕头后的角落里，好好地看着它们温暖、舒适地躺在那里。我接着祷告，求上帝赐给每个人幸福，让所有人都称心如意，明天散步会有个好天气。然后我翻了个身，脸上已被泪水浸湿。最后我沉沉地、静静地睡着了。

童年时代所拥有的那些朝气蓬勃的精神，轻松愉快的心情，对爱和信仰的追求——还会存在吗？当天真的喜悦和对爱的无限追求——这两种最崇高的美德成为我们一生的追求时，又会有什么比这两者更美好？

如今，那些真诚的企盼在哪儿呢？如今，我们最好的礼物——感动的泪水——又在哪儿呢？天使会擦干这些泪水，微笑着把充满儿童乐趣的美梦带给我们。难道生活所留下的只是苦难的印迹，却把泪水与欢喜永远地带走了？难道留给我们的就只是回忆？
























美丽语录

Life is too short to wake up in the morning with regrets. So, love the people who treat you right and forget about the ones who do not.

生命太短，没留时间给我们每日带着遗憾醒来。所以去爱那些对你好的人，忘掉那些不知珍惜你的人。














This Boy and His Bicycle　骑单车的男孩





◎  Franklin B. Holleman









It’s wonderful to be back in my boyhood hometown again to visit with my now elderly mother. It seems like centuries ago when I was growing up here. Back then, this small town was just a backdrop that formed the unremarkable environment in which I lived my everyday life.

Mom’s doing great for her age, but she’s moving slower these days. After a lengthy but heartwarming talk in the den about my wife, the kids and how well work is going back in the big city far from here, we have reached the point of being all talked out for now.

What a perfect time to go for a walk and get some fresh air! The outside loudly calls for a look around the neighborhood to see how things have changed, and how things have stayed the same. As I walk down the street, it’s like I’m on my trusted bicycle riding around as a young boy. I’m on yet another grand mission on my bike again. Oh, the places my bike could take me, and did.




There’s the small corner store, just a quick bike ride down one street and up another, where I can get an ice-cold soda in a glass bottle with the red metal cap. Inside is the long candy aisle where I must carefully consider my choices; will it be a candy bar, or pack of football cards with the bonus flat piece of bubble gum, or a handful of fireball jawbreakers?... The freedom to decide continues unabated? Only the stakes are higher with time, requiring proportionally greater wisdom.

There’s the bridge over the lazy river where I love to park my bike, and just sit on the tall ledge to think penetrating thoughts, as I look down the river into the expansive horizon. How far does this river go, and what is beyond the river, and even what is beyond that? Maybe someday I can travel to experience it on my own when I get older... Many are the places I’ve since traveled, only to enlarge my curiosity further, as my awareness of the unknown has grown.

It’s only a quick ride to reach the old retired doctor’s house, whose lawn I mow weekly. He pays me a modest wage to help maintain his large yard. We always enjoy talking as we work together. I don’t remember exactly all that we talked about, but I do remember that he always listened and I felt appreciated. He sure did know a lot about what life has in store that is common to every man... His example of deliberate kindness and thoughtful wisdom showed me how to pass on the same to others younger than myself, many times over the years.




Up ahead is her house, just three houses down from that corner. I sure do have a crush on her. She is so lovely with pretty blond hair. I need to ride past her house yet again to see if I might find her outside where I could maybe, just maybe, have the chance to talk with her after school. I’m not sure what to say given the chance, but it’s worth the risk. Too bad she never really noticed me at school, even though we shared the same classes; I wonder where she is now... Years later in college, it was just as awkward when I first met my future bride and struggled to start a conversation, but those moments surprisingly became the initial spark that turned into the real communication of our now 25-year marriage.

Where is that special tree? I know it’s somewhere around here between these two houses, or is it the next house? I guess the tree is now long gone. Having packed a peanut butter and jelly sandwich lunch in my bicycle basket, I’m set to spend almost the entire day climbing around in it, where I can think and dream unrestrained. It is here I have found a glorious refuge; each large branch is its own lavish room comprising my expansive estate. What a rich man I am to have found such an interesting place that I can call my own! I love to climb to the very top where the highest branch is so narrow, I must hold on tight as I sway widely with it in the wind—because the higher I go, the more I can see. I can even see past the supermarket, with a glimpse of the ocean a mile beyond that. I’m glad my mother never knew how high I dared to climb... Ever since then, I have always found it well worth paying the price to reach the vantage point that affords life’s best perspective.




My bicycle enabled so much adventure along the safe sidewalks and sleepy streets of my town. It offered great freedom to explore. There were so many places to ride my bike, including special places that only I knew about. There were seemingly endless opportunities for discovery, compelling experiences, and even the thrill of imagined danger.

My life then had space wide enough to ride but secure enough with all its well-defined boundaries, where I purposed to set my course towards creating an engaging life to enjoy. This was a place that couldn’t have been more adventurous.




It’s been decades since those days of boyhood exploration, and I’m sure that rust has long since consumed my old bike. But even though everything is different now, nothing has changed. Life remains an adventure that continually beckons. Although I am more established now, I still fashion the places I call my own so that I may live large. I still must plan to set a direction and be careful to navigate a wise path.

This wonderful little town—this special appointed place—provided a significant time of preparation which was a microcosm of my life, where I learned, without realizing I was learning, the most important things before I ever lived them.





与年迈的母亲携手重游儿时的故乡，是一件很美妙的事情！我在这儿长大的事情就像发生在几世纪以前一样。想当初，这个小镇只是我童年生活一个不起眼的背景罢了。

母亲年事已高，但按这个年纪来说，她的身体还算是硬朗的，只是这几天动作迟缓了一些。我们在书房里进行了一次暖人心房的长谈，谈到我的妻子、孩子以及远在大城市里的工作事宜。我们把眼前的一切说了个遍。

这真是到户外散散步，呼吸一下新鲜空气的完美时刻啊！我仿佛听到一个声音，它在召唤着我看看身边的一切，看世事如何变迁又如何保有原样。我走过街道，就好像重新骑上我那心爱的单车，回到我的少年时代。我又将开始一次美妙的单车之旅了。啊！单车将带着我重游故地。




街角有个小店，就是骑单车从一条街转向另一条街的那个拐角。我能从小店里买到一杯玻璃瓶装的冰镇苏打汽水，还有一个大红色的金属盖子。小店里面有一条长长的糖果长廊，让我不得不认真考虑自己的选择：是买一块糖果呢，还是买一套随赠泡泡糖的足球卡，还是买形状酷似火球的硬糖？……选择的自由不曾消失过，只是随着时间的推移，这种自由需要与之相称的智慧来调配。

潺潺流动的河面上架着一座高桥，我总喜欢把单车停在那儿，然后静静地坐着冥想。当我低头望着小河，眺望无际的地平线时，我的脑中总会闪现出一些奇怪的念头：“这条河会流到哪里呢？河的前面会是什么呢？那前面的前面又会是什么呢？也许有一天，当我长大的时候，我可以独自去旅行，去体验……我去过许许多多地方，只是为了扩大我的好奇心，因为我已然意识到自己对这个世界有多么的无知。

骑单车去那个已经退休的老医生家里，不一会儿功夫就到了。我每个星期都会为他修剪草坪。他也会多少给我一些报酬，让我帮他打理他的大院子。一起工作时我们聊得十分开心。虽然我早已记不清我们具体聊了些什么，但是我记得他总会耐心聆听，这让我觉得他十分尊重我。当然，他确实知道对每个平凡的人来说，生活的真正面目会是什么。多年以来，拥有善良和智慧的他成了我的榜样，激励着我将这些美德传播给比我年轻的人们。




前面拐角过去再过三栋房子便是她的家了。我很确定自己迷上了她。她留着一头漂亮的金发，可爱至极。放学后，我骑着单车一次又一次经过她家门前，想着她是不是刚好从屋内出来，或许，就只是或许，我能有机会跟她说上话。其实即使有这种机会，我也不知道该说些什么，但无论如何都值得一试。可不幸的是，她在学校从未真正注意到我，即使她跟我是同班同学。我很想知道如今她身在何方……多年以后，我在大学里第一次碰见我的未来新娘时，我还是那么害羞，甚至不知道怎样开始我们的谈话。然而，奇妙的是，这些时刻竟成了点燃我们到如今持续25年婚姻的爱情之火。

那棵特别的树去哪儿了呢？我知道它就在这附近，可能在这两栋房子中间，也可能在下一栋房子旁边。我猜那棵树已经消失很久了。我为自己准备了午餐，是花生酱和果冻三明治，它们就放在单车前面的篮子里。这样，我就可以一整天都待在树上，无拘无束地想着。这儿对我来说是一个绝佳的避难所，每一根粗大的树枝都是一个华丽的房间，都是我美丽城堡里的一部分。能够找到这样一个有趣的专属堡垒，我真是一个富有的人啊！我总喜欢爬上最高的地方，因为爬得越高，看得越远。可那儿的树枝很细，我必须紧紧抓住它，任由自己在风中摇摆。我甚至还能看见超市，瞥见一公里以外的海洋。我很庆幸母亲不知道我会爬到这么高的地方……从那以后，我深深地觉得，为了欣赏生活的最美景致爬上那个致高点是值得的。




我的单车曾带着我在这个小镇里冒险——穿过安全的人行道和寂静的街道。有了它，我更能享受探索的自由。单车带着我去过许多地方，包括那些只有我知道的地方。看起来探索的机会是无穷无尽的，探索的经历是惊心动魄的，甚至想象中的危险也能令人兴奋不已。

如今，我的生活有了更广阔的空间去行驶，然而，也有了足够安全的定义分明的界限。我早已计划好去创造、去享受那种美好生活。那将会是一个不需要任何冒险的地方。

少年时代的探索已然过去数十年了，我的旧单车肯定也早已锈迹斑斑了吧！然而，虽然现在一切看似早已不同往日，但事实上什么都不曾改变过。生活依旧是一种冒险，依旧不停地召唤着我们。虽然如今的我也算是小有成就，可我仍然不停地建造属于我的城堡，让自己生活的空间变大。我仍旧要为前进的方向计划着，并小心地航行在智慧的道路上。




这个奇特的小镇，这个与众不同的地方，是我人生中一段意义深远的准备，就像我生活里的一个微观世界。在这儿，我接受了无声无息的教育，学到了对于此后生活无比重要的东西。





















美丽语录

We grow neither better or worse as we grow old but more and more like ourselves.

随着年龄的增长，我们并不变好也不变坏，而是变得更像我们自己。














Hello, 6-year-old Child　你好，6岁的朋友





◎  Amy Ozols









Seeing as how fate has brought us together here, in the crowded coach section of this expensive airplane, I thought I should introduce myself.

My name is Amy, and I’m an adult. I suspect that you’re too young to understand what “adult” means, so let me explain. It means that I’m taller than you, and smarter, and that I get to do lots of awesome things, like smoke cigarettes and ovulate It also means that I like to take naps on airplanes and read my newspaper in silence. These things seem to be very different from the things that you like to do.

I’ve gleaned from its near-constant utterance by the woman sitting next to you—your mother, I suppose, or perhaps a social worker or a federal prisoner who’s being paid to spend time with you—that your name is Timmy. It’s probably Timothy, actually, but people call you Timmy because it’s cuter. Which is appropriate, Timmy, because you’re very cute, you really are.




I’m going to drink this cup of coffee—would you like some? I didn’t think so. You’re more of a juice-box man, from what I gather. The way I gather this is by looking at the stain on my ninety-eight-dollar pants, the one you made when you put your juice box there. If I touched your pants, Timmy, I would probably be sent to jail. There are lots of differences between you and me, but that’s one of the big ones: the quality and the seriousness of what happens when we touch other people’s pants.

You’re not much of a sleeper, are you, Timmy? We’ve just met, but it seems to me like maybe you don’t really enjoy sleeping all that much. In fact, it seems to me that one of your greatest joys in life is wakefulness—and not simply passive wakefulness but the kind of vigorous wakefulness that makes a person like me start to question the very possibility of silence as a condition that can exist in the universe. I can see that I’ve confused you, Timmy, and I apologize; I was only trying to point out that you really seem to enjoy being awake. Let me make it up to you by giving you this modest dose of Ambien. It’s a kind of candy for your soul. Your soul is a kind of mouth that’s inside your brain.

Here comes the nice stewardess lady with a bag for collecting people’s garbage. Would you like me to give her some of the garbage that’s strewn all over your seat—and, if we’re being perfectly honest here, Timmy, all over my seat as well? And, while we’re at it, maybe I could give her this talking doll—the one that sings songs, very loud songs, songs of terrifying and ungodly volume, from that animated movie about adventurous insects. It’s not that I don’t love the doll; it’s just that I’m pretty sure it’s illegal for children to carry such things on airplanes. Have you heard of terrorism, Timothy? That’s why it’s illegal for you to have this doll.




Your whimpering and your dripping facial parts suggest that perhaps this conversation has run its course, so I’ll let you get back to your finger painting, your fidgeting, and your wanton, inexplicable shredding of the in-flight magazine. I’ll be here in my seat, fantasizing about hurtling my childless adult body out of the airplane and into the sky. Enjoy the rest of the flight, Timmy. I’ve really enjoyed sitting next to you. It’s fun to make new friends.





既然命运让我们在这架豪华飞机上拥挤的二等舱里相遇，我想我有必要介绍一下自己。

我叫艾米，是一个大人。我猜你还小，不明白什么是“大人”，那就让我解释一下吧！它的意思就是：我比你高，比你聪明，而且我做了很多可怕的事情，例如抽烟和排卵。当然它也意味着我喜欢在飞机上小憩，或者静静地看报纸。看样子，你喜欢做的事情和以上这些是大不相同的。




我从坐在你身边的那位妇女——我猜是你的母亲，或者也许只是别人花钱雇来陪你玩的社工或联邦囚犯——口中得知，你的名字叫蒂米。我不敢确定，也许你的真名叫蒂莫西，只是人们觉得蒂米这个名字更可爱，于是就这样叫你了吧！这个名字的确很适合你，因为你真的很可爱。

我要喝咖啡了，你想来一杯吗？我想你不会喜欢咖啡的。据我观察，你最多只喝果汁。那么，我是怎样得出这个结论呢？我注意到我那条价值98美金的裤子上有一个污点，那是你把果汁盒放在上面时留下的痕迹。蒂米，如果我碰到你的裤子，我很可能会被关进监狱。你我之间有太多不同，其中一个最大的不同就是：当我们碰到其他人的裤子时，我会受到责骂，而你不会。

蒂米，你不大喜欢睡觉，是吧？虽然我们刚认识，可在我看来，你并不把睡觉当作一种享受。事实上，你人生中的最大乐趣之一就是醒着。你醒着，不是消极地，而是精力旺盛地。于是，像我这样的人便开始质疑——在宇宙中生存的条件真的是沉默吗？蒂米，我知道我让你困惑了，我向你道歉。我只是想说你真的很享受醒着的每分每秒。让我为你适当地开一些安眠药吧！它就像是为你的心灵准备的糖果，而你的心灵就是大脑的嘴巴。




迎面走来一位拿着塑料袋的女服务员，她正在收拾垃圾。你要不要把自己座位上的那些垃圾交给她呢？蒂米，不如我们诚实一点，把我座位上的那些也交给她吧？也许我该把那个会说话的布娃娃——大声唱着热门电影昆虫历险记里的主题曲，声音还大得惊人的娃娃——交给她。我这么做只是觉得儿童携带这样的东西上飞机是不合规定的，并不是因为我不喜欢那个布娃娃。蒂莫西，你听说过恐怖主义吗？这就是为什么不允许你把这个布娃娃带上飞机的原因。

你脸上的泪滴表明，或许这次谈话起作用了。所以，我让你回去继续你的手指画，你的好动，你的任性，你无理取闹地将飞机内的杂志撕毁。我则安坐在我的座位上，幻想着那个幼稚的我能够在飞机外的天空中奔跑。蒂米，好好享受接下来的旅程吧！很高兴能够坐在你旁边。结交新朋友真是一件有趣的事情。
























美丽语录

Listen quietly, to the sound of your heart. Cheerful melodies may rise. Some simple, some profound, some gentle, some loud.

静静聆听内心世界的声音，常常有令人欢喜的旋律响起。可以简单、可以深沉，可以抒情、可以喧闹。


















A Funny Memory　童真记趣





◎  Henry Rollin









Oh God! I think I was about seven and half when my sisters and I pulled this stupid stunt. I remember watching television with them and the show on happened to be our favorite program to watch. All of a sudden we heard my brother, Chris, yelling from the backyard. So we all headed out there to see what happened. When we finally located him, he was in a tree hanging from the highest tree branch. Crying, he explained to us that he had climbed up the tree and couldn’t get down. We thought, okay, one of us should climb up and get him off, but we couldn’t manage to get him moving down.

It was then my youngest sister, Ka, who was five and a half at the time had seen a similar situation. She suggested we grab a sheet, hold it under the branch Chris was hanging off of, and tell him to drop so we can catch him. My other sister, Yams, who is one year younger than me, peered at me to confirm the idea and I said “Yeah, let’s try that.”




So we grabbed a sheet from the closet and went to hold it beneath the tree. Now mind you, the ages holding this blanket were ranging from seven and a half to five and a half, thus the sheet was probably being held up to our waist and also close to touching the ground. But we were confident it could work.

We looked up to Chris and he looked down at us a bit hesitant. I don’t blame him the poor guy. It was then we told him to let go and to fall on his back. Chris looked at me and asked “Are you sure I’ll land on the blanket?” Now, my brother at the age of four, had a cute squeaky voice. But because of a problem at birth with his tongue being a bit attached to the mouth, it came out more like this, “Ah you sho awill lan on da blanked?”, “Yup!”, I told him, “We’re sure!” and he let go.

Now when I think about Chris letting go of that branch, I think of his faith in me and my sisters and I also think how stupid he was to trust us, cause when that boy let go he was in for a big surprise. Chris fell right through that sheet and landed right on his stomach. And no matter how tight we held on to the sheet, he still managed to get through.

We were shocked and a bit worried and we looked at the ground where he landed. This tiny seventy pound boy had made a hole right through the sheet and landed. He was positioned like one of those chalk drawings you find after a homicide, with one arm near the head another to the side and the knee bent a bit. We might as well have drawn an outline because he wasn’t moving. So we bent down to check if he was still alive and when we asked him if he was okay he uttered these five words... “Ah stee hi da flow” in other words, “I still hit the floor!” Poor little man! But before you condemn us, Chris is fourteen now and he still bugs us about it, any tree he climbs he gets down on his own and, strangely, he wants to be a fireman when he grows up. Now he can write that he had personal experience about jumping and catching. See, no harm done...








噢，我的天呐！我记得我跟妹妹们一起做这件蠢事的时候我才７岁半。我记得那时我们正在看电视，播的正好是我们最喜爱的一档节目。正在这时，我听到后院传来弟弟克里斯的叫喊声。所以我们所有人都跑到后院看发生了什么事。最后，当我们找到他时，他正在那根最高的树枝上大哭呢！他向我们解释说，他爬上这棵树之后就下不来了。我们想了一会儿，觉得我们中的一个人必须爬上这棵树，然后把他带下来。可我们当中没有一个人能够做到。




这时，我最小的妹妹，只有５岁半的卡想起在一个节目里看过类似的情况。她建议我们抓住一张床单，然后站在克里斯所在的那根树枝下，让他跳下来，然后我们就可以接住他了。这时，另一个比我小一岁的妹妹杨思看了我一眼，想要问我觉得这个提议如何。我说：“那好吧！让我们试一下。”

于是，我们从壁橱里拿来一张床单，紧紧地抓住它，站在树底下。值得提醒的是，拉床单的人的年龄从5岁半到7岁半不等。也就是说，即使我们把床单拉到了腰的位置，它还是离地面很近。但我们却坚信这个方法行得通。

我们抬头看了看克里斯，他正低头看着我们，看得出来他有些犹豫。我不会责怪这个可怜的小家伙。接着，我们叫他松手，背朝地往下跳。克里斯看了看我，问道：“你确定我会落在床单上？”现在，我的弟弟才四岁，说话声音细尖细尖的，很可爱。可由于一些先天因素，他有时说话会有点大舌头。所以这句话听上去更像是：你“切”定“窝”能落在那个“长”单上？“对的！”我很肯定地告诉他，“我们确定。”于是，他松开双手跳了下来。

现在我想起克里斯放开那根树枝时，他对我和其他妹妹是多么信任啊！可我又觉得他太蠢了，他相信了我们。因为他不知自己松手后迎来的将是个大大的惊喜。克里斯正好掉在那张床单上。可他穿过那张床单，摔了个底朝天。尽管我们几个已经使出浑身力气抓紧那张床单，他还是穿了过去。




我们吓坏了，看着摔在地上的克里斯，我们担心极了。这个只有70磅重的小男孩在那张床单上穿了一个大洞，最后落在了地上。他呆呆地躺在那儿，就像在凶案现场用粉笔画出的受害者一样。他的一只手放在脑袋旁边，另一只手放在身体旁边，膝盖微微曲着。我们甚至可以沿着他的身体划线，因为他一动不动地躺在那儿。于是，我们弯下腰看看他是不是还活着。当我们问他怎么样时，他说了以下五个字：“窝掉到地上！”意思就是说：“我还是掉到地上了！”可怜的小家伙！但是，你别责怪我们。现在克里斯已经14岁了，他仍旧对这件事情喋喋不休。现在无论爬上哪棵树，都是自己上，自己下。更奇怪的是，他长大了想当一名消防员。如今，他可以骄傲地说自己有攀高和接物的经验。看吧，什么坏处也没有呀……





















美丽语录

Rivers know this: there is no hurry ,we shall get there some day.




河流懂得一个道理：无需匆忙，该到的地方总有一天会到达。














Proud of You　为你骄傲





◎  Jerry Harpt













Forty-three years seems like a long time to remember the name of a mere acquaintance. I have forgotten the name of an old lady, who was a customer on the paper route in my home town when I was a twelve-year-old boy. Yet it dwells in my memory that she taught me a lesson in forgiveness that I shall never forget.

On a winter afternoon, a friend and I were throwing stones onto the slanted roof of the old lady’s house from a spot near her backyard. The object of our play was to observe how the stones changed to missiles as they rolled to the roof’s edge and shot out into the yard like comets falling from the sky. I found myself a perfectly smooth rock and threw it out. The stone was too smooth, however, so it slipped from my hand as I let it go and headed straight not for the roof but for a small window on the old lady’s back porch . At the sound of fractured glass, we knew we were in trouble. We turned tail and ran faster than any of our missiles flew off her roof.




I was too scared about getting caught that first night to be concerned about the old lady with the broken window in winter. However, a few days later, when I was sure that I hadn’t been discovered, I started to feel guilty for her misfortune. She still greeted me with a smile each day when I gave her the paper, but I was no longer able to act comfortable in her presence.

I made up my mind that I would save my paper delivery money, and in three weeks I had the seven dollars that I calculated would cover the cost of her window. I put the money in an envelope with a note explaining that I was sorry for breaking her window and hoped that the seven dollars would cover the cost for repairing it.

I waited until it was dark, snuck up to the old lady’s house, and put the letter I didn’t sign through the letter slot in her door. My soul felt redeemed and I could have the freedom of, once again, looking straight into the old lady’s kind eyes.

The next day, I handed the old lady her paper and was able to return the warm smile that I was receiving from her. She thanked me for the paper and gave me a bag of cookies she had made herself. I thanked her and proceeded to eat the cookies as I continued my route.




After several cookies, I felt an envelope and pulled it out of the bag. When I opened the envelope, I was stunned. Inside were the seven dollars and a short note that said, “I’m proud of you.”





记住一个仅是认识的人的名字，43年似乎是段很长的时间。我已经忘了那位老妇人的名字，她是我12岁那年在家乡送报历程中的一位顾客。然而，我永远都不会忘记，她曾给我上的那堂关于“宽恕”的课。

一个冬日的下午，我和一个朋友在老太太家附近的一个后院，往她家的斜屋顶上扔石子玩。我们游戏的目的就是观察这些石子如何变成一颗导弹，从屋顶的边缘瞬间滚落到河岸，像滑过天空的彗星那样射入院中。我找到了一颗十分光滑的石子，然后扔了出去。但是，这颗石子太光滑了，以至于在出手的一刹那偏离了方向。它没有落在屋顶上，反而直接击中了老太太屋后门廊上的一扇小窗户。听到玻璃的破碎声，我们知道自己闯祸了。我们掉头就跑，跑得比任何一颗从她屋顶上发射的导弹都要快。

那天晚上，我太害怕被抓住，没有考虑到被打碎的窗户在寒冷的冬天会给老太太带来什么麻烦。然而，几天之后，当我确认没被人发现时，就开始对给她带来的不幸感到内疚了。每天我给她送报纸时，她仍然笑眯眯地迎接我。但是，在她面前，我再也无法像过去那样自由自在了。




我自己下定主意，决定把送报挣的钱攒起来。三周后，我便有了7美元。我估计这大概够赔偿她的窗户了。我把钱放进一个信封，并附上一张便条，解释说我十分抱歉打破了她家的窗户，希望这7美元足够赔付她修理窗户的费用。

我一直等到天黑，才悄悄溜进老太太的家，把这封没有署名的信从信箱口投了进去。做完这件事情后，我感到自己的灵魂似乎得到了解脱，重新获得了自由，我能够再次无拘无束地直视老太太亲切的目光了。

第二天，当老太太微笑着从我手上接过报纸时，我也向她回报了一个温暖的微笑。她对我的送报工作表示感谢，送了我一袋她亲手做的甜饼。谢过她后，我一边吃着曲奇饼，一边继续给别的客户送报纸。

吃了几块饼干后，我摸到了一个信封，就把它从袋子里拽了出来。当我打开信封时，我愣住了。信封里有7美元，还有一张纸条，上面写道：“我为你感到骄傲。”
























美丽语录

I can’t choose how I feel, but I can choose what I do about it.

我无法选择我的感受，但我可以选择要怎样去做。














Somewhere a Room of One’s Own　我的小天地





◎  Susan Branch









My room at home was too small for me. I barely had room for all the little knickknacks I’d collected over the years. There were so many things I had to pack away in boxes and store in closets all over the house. Oftentimes I didn’t quite remember exactly where everything was.

There were all the notes my girlfriends and I passed throughout junior high, along with all the goofy poems my first boyfriend paid his friends to write and passed along to me as his originals. I also had a separate box for rose petals collected from past birthdays, Valentine’s Days, anniversaries, and proms. I kept all my pictures in neatly organized albums on the bottom shelf of my bookcase. I had jewelry that I never wore but I thought I might someday need stashed away all over my room. I also saved birthday and Christmas cards, leaves that had fallen from the trees the previous fall, and medals I won for participating in piano recitals. On another shelf of my bookcase I even had a brick I found on the playground at my elementary school.




I’m not exactly sure why I saved everything, but I have some sort of idea. I never wanted to forget the great times I’d had growing up. I always feared I’d become one of those adults who couldn’t relate to children because they simply couldn’t remember having been children themselves. I wanted to remember the flowers my brother gave me when no other boy would. I wanted to someday look back at pictures of my first trip to Panama City. For some strange reason, I wanted to remember the day my playmates and I found that broken brick on the playground and thought our school was being broken into.

So I kept my life stored away in my bedroom, tucked neatly into boxes, stacked high up in my closet, on display on my bookcases, stashed discreetly away in my underwear drawer in hopes I’d never forget anything. I loved my room because it was all about me. I didn’t have to share it with anyone else. My memories didn’t have to mingle with a sibling’s or roommate’s. My room at home was just that ... my room, full of my things.

Now that I’m away from home, enrolled in college, and sharing ten cubic feet with another girl, my old bedroom doesn’t seem so small. I try my hardest to make my half of the room personal to me, but in a space so small, that proves almost impossible. Occasionally her books will find their way to my half of the desk, or her shoes will be near my closet. Sometimes crumbs from the crackers she’s eating litter my half of the carpet, and every so often, her hair brush begins to hang around with mine.




I don’t have room for all the little memories I cherish. I only brought a handful of pictures from home, left behind all my yearbooks, as well as my dried flowers and “who loves who” notes. Perhaps the worst part about the whole ordeal is that I don’t have room to start any new collections. The threat is there that I won’t have anything to remind me of my college years. That’s a really scary thought for me. This place where I sleep and study isn’t my room. It’s just a room.

404 South Carrick Hall is just a place to sleep, study, and watch my roommate watch TV. It’s filled with textbooks, CD-ROMs, and dishes... things that aren’t supposed to be in a bedroom. There’s only room for one stuffed animal and three posters which have a hard time staying on brico-block walls. I hate the fact that there’s a microwave and refrigerator in the room where I sleep, and I hate that I’m responsible for filling them.




Maybe even worse than my new room’s lack of personality is the lack of privacy it offers. Occasionally, and especially during home-coming, my roommate comes in after I’ve gone to sleep. She doesn’t mean to wake me up, but when she starts her nightly contact-removal ritual, I can’t help but hear what seems like thousands of different cleaning solution bottles bumping around the sink. I’ve been known to bother her too. During the day when I’m trying to study, my typing interferes with her enjoyment of “The Loveboat”, “Days of Our Lives”, and “Another World”.

My roommate is not the only one who deprives me of privacy and makes 404 a room that is not really my own. The girls next door to me see me as a back-up grammar check when their computers don’t catch every mistake. I can’t lock them out because it’s not my room to lock. I can’t say “Go away”, because they’ve gotten to be really good friends and I can’t be rude to people I care about.

The lack of privacy thing really bothers me. Not only do I live in a room that acts as a bedroom, study, kitchen, living room, and bathroom, I don’t even get to be miserable in it by myself. Sometimes misery does not love company. Rather, it is created by company. If I can’t decorate my room to my liking, I should at least be able to suffer in it alone. But dormitories are not for being alone—I’ve been told—they’re about learning to get along with others. (Maybe I’ll see the positive results of this nightmare when I’m giving advice to my own children when they begin college, but for the moment, I’m completely oblivious to them.)




There is some good news, however. Though she annoys me to no end, sometimes my roommate is just the person I want to see. I didn’t get to know her habits so well without her taking in a few of mine. She oftentimes knows what I’m going to say even before I do, and most of the time she knows exactly when not to say anything to me at all. She’s friend as well as foe, and I’d probably miss her if she left. The same sentiments apply to my neighbors. It’s really quite flattering that they, even if somewhat mistakenly, consider me some sort of grammar goddess.

And perhaps most important is the next thought. While I don’t live in a room that’s completely mine anymore, and probably won’t ever again, I do find comfort in the knowledge that somewhere there’s a pink, green, and white bedroom with a brick on the bookshelf, a diary in the underwear drawer, and an air of privacy that belongs strictly to me. It may not be my room as often as I’d like, but it will wait for me, just like I sit and wait for it.








对我来说，我的房间太小了。我几乎没有多余的空间放置那些多年收集的小玩意儿。我有太多的东西需要装箱，需要藏进家里的各个壁橱里。我时常想不起那些东西究竟放在哪儿。

那些东西包括：初中时期我和好姐妹们的点点滴滴；初恋男友写给我的那些青涩的情诗（其实是他花钱请朋友写的）。我还有另外一个箱子，专门用来放置过去的生日会、情人节、周年纪念日以及舞会上收到的蔷薇花。我的相册就整齐地摆放在书架的最底层。我有珠宝首饰，但我从来都不戴。可是会有那么一天，为了找寻它们，我会翻遍整个房间。我也会收藏生日卡和圣诞卡，早秋时节从树上飘落的叶子，还有我在钢琴比赛上获得的那些奖杯。甚至在我的书架上，还有一个位置是专属于那块从小学里捡来的砖块。

其实我并不确定自己为什么要收藏这些东西。然而，一些想法始终萦绕着我。也许我不愿忘却成长过程中经历的那些欢乐时光。我生怕自己会和那些大人一样，他们无法亲近孩子，只因他们早已忘记自己曾经也是孩子。我想记住：没有男生送花给我的时候，是哥哥送花给我。我想在某一天，看着照片回忆自己第一次去巴拿马旅行的点点滴滴。也许有一些奇怪的原因，我想记住我跟玩伴在操场上发现那块破砖块的日子。那时的我们还天真地以为学校也会裂成碎片。




所以，我将我的生活封存在我的卧室里：它们整齐地摆放在盒子里；它们高高地叠放在衣橱里；它们陈列在我的书架上；它们被我偷偷地藏在那个用来收纳内衣的抽屉里，这样我就不会忘记了。我爱我的房间，只因它的一切都与我有关。我不必和他人共享这一切。我的回忆也不会和兄弟姐妹或者室友的回忆纠缠不清。我的房间就是……我的房间，满满的都是属于我的东西。

也许是离开了家，踏进了大学校园，还要和另一个女孩共用一个十平米大的房间。我突然觉得家里的那间卧室也不是很小了。我尽了最大的努力让一半的房间只属于我。然而，如此狭小的空间里，我的想法根本无法实现。她的书本偶尔也会在我的桌面上出现，或者她的鞋子就摆在我的衣橱前面。有时我的毯子上稀稀疏疏满是她吃饼干时掉下的碎屑。她的梳子也常常到我梳子的“地盘”上瞎逛。

这样，我珍爱的那些记忆便无处“安身”了。我只带了一些照片，把我所有的毕业纪念册、干花以及那些写着“谁喜欢谁”的短笺留在了家里。也许最惨痛的事情莫过于没有空间开始我的新收藏了。恐怖的是我的大学生活将无从回忆。这对我来说太可怕了。我睡觉学习的地方并不专属于我，它只是一个房间而已。




卡里克大厅南区404号房仅仅只是一个学习睡觉的地方。当然，我还可以在那静静地看着我的室友看电视。房间里堆满了教科书、CD和饭盒……这些东西本不该出现在卧室里。这里只能容下一个吃饱的人和三张从墙上剥落的海报。我讨厌睡觉的房间里还有微波炉和冰箱。更可恶的是我还要负责“喂饱”它们。

新房间缺少个性不说，更糟糕的是它没有任何隐私可言。有些时候，特别是该睡觉的时候，室友会在我睡下之后推门进来。我知道她不是故意要把我吵醒。可当她开始那一连串的睡前动作时，我的耳朵便不听使唤了，我仿佛听到了水池旁传来成千上万个洗面奶瓶子互相撞击的声音。当然，我知道自己也曾打扰过她。正当我想学习的时候，打字的声音却妨碍她欣赏那些美妙的音乐，像《爱之船》、《我们的日子》和《另一个世界》。

室友并不是唯一一个会夺走我的隐私，并把404变成不属于我的房间的人。住在隔壁的女孩们，她们把我看成备用的语法拼音检查机，因为电脑无法找出每一个错误。我无法上锁，只因它不是我一个人的房间。我不能说“走开”，只因她们早已成为我的好友，再说我也无法无礼对待我在乎的人。




隐私的缺失的确让我很懊恼。我所生活的房间不仅是卧室，也是书房、厨房、客厅和浴室。待在里面，我甚至无法悲伤。有时悲伤不喜欢同伴，但却源自同伴。如果我无法随心所欲地装扮我的房间，至少我可以享受孤独。可宿舍不是为了孤独而存在的，这我早就知道，宿舍里的人们需要学会与人共处。（多年之后给刚刚踏入大学的子女们提意见时，也许我会记起这个“噩梦”给我带来的那些好处。可是当下，我什么都不愿记住。）

然而，偶尔也会有好的一面。虽然她的吵闹永无止境，可有时她正是那个我想见到的人。我不如她了解我那样了解她。她常常知道我想说却还未说出口的话，而且她也知道什么时候应该闭嘴。她是朋友，也是敌人。如果她离开了，我一定会想她。对于隔壁的女孩们，我有着同样的情感。她们把我当作语法纠错女神确实有点阿谀奉承的意思。

也许最重要的是那些紧随其后的想法。然而，我再也不愿住进一间完全不属于我的房间里，而且我再也不会那样做。我终于懂得住在一间粉色、绿色和白色漆成的房间里是多么幸福！房间书架上摆放着一块砖头，收纳内衣的抽屉里藏着一本日记，还有那份完全属于我的私人空间。它也许不是我所喜欢的房间，但是它就在那儿安静地等着我，就像我也会静静地坐在那儿等着它一样。
























美丽语录

I like to present myself. I miss our past.

我喜欢现在的自己，我怀念过去的我们。


















Chapter 3 那些执著的梦想













Even a minor event in the life of a child is an event of that child's world and thus a world event. Children are not things to be molded, but are people to be unfolded.









在孩童的生活中，哪怕一件小事，也是那个孩子世界里的大事，因而也是一件世界性的事件。儿童不是要被塑造的东西，而是要被展开的人。


















Making Sandcastles　堆沙堡的小男孩





◎  Max Lucado









A little boy is on his knees scooping and packing the sand with plastic shovels into a bright blue bucket. Then he upends the bucket on the surface and lifts it. And, to the delight of the little architect, a castle tower is created.

All afternoon he will work,scooping out the moat and packing the walls. Bottle tops will be sentries. Sticks will be bridges. A sandcastle will be built.

Big city. Busy streets. Rumbling traffic.

A man is in his office. At his desk he puts papers into stacks and assigns tasks. The phone is on his shoulder and he is knocking the keyboard with his fingers. Contracts are signed and much to the delight of the man, a profit is made.

All his life he will work,formulating the plans, forecasting the future. Profits will be sentries. Capital gains will be bridges. An empire will be built.




Two builders of two castles. They have much in common. They shape little pebbles into grand buildings. They are diligent and determined. And for both the tide will rise and the end will come. Yet that is where the similarities stop. For the boy sees the end while the man ignores it.

As the waves near, the wise child jumps to his feet and begins to clap. There is no sorrow. No fear. No regret. He knew this would happen. He is not surprised.

And when the great breaker crashes into his castle and his masterpiece is sucked into the sea, he smiles. He smiles, picks up his tools, takes his father’s hand, and goes home.

The grownup, however, is not so wise. As the wave of years collapses on his castle he is terrified. He tries to protect the sandy monument. He blocks the waves from the walls he has made. Salt-water soaked and shivering he snarls at the incoming tide.

“It’s my castle,” he protests.

The ocean need not respond. Both know to whom the sand belongs...

I don’t know much about sandcastles. But children do. Watch them and learn. Go ahead and build, but build with a child’s heart.




When the sun sets and the tides take—applaud.

Salute the process of life and go home.





一个小男孩跪在那里，用塑料铲挖着沙子，并把沙子装进一个鲜艳的蓝桶。然后他把蓝桶倒扣在地上，再把它提起来。让这小建筑师开心的是，一座城堡的塔楼就这样诞生了。

整个下午他都要工作：挖护城河，建城墙，瓶盖就是岗哨，木棍就是桥粱。一座城堡就这样建成了。

某个大城市，繁忙的街道，拥挤的交通。

一位男士在他的办公室里。坐在办公桌前，他把文件堆叠在一起，分配任务。他将电话夹在肩头，手指不停地敲击着键盘。合同签字生效，让这位男士高兴的是，一笔赢利就这样做成了。

他的整个一生都会工作：制定计划，预测未来。红利就是岗哨，资本积累就是桥梁。一个帝国就这样建成了。

这两座城堡的建筑者，他们有很多共同之处。他们会把细小的鹅卵石变成宏伟的建筑。他们很勤奋也很有决心。而对于他们俩而言，涨潮都会发生，一切都会结束。然而，相似之处就此画上了一个句号。男孩看到了结局，而男人却忽略了它。

然而，巨浪来临时，聪明的男孩欢呼跳跃。没有悲伤，没有恐惧，没有遗憾。他知道这一切都会发生，他并不感到惊讶。




当这巨大的破坏者冲毁他的城堡，将他的杰作卷入大海，男孩笑了。男孩微笑着，收拾好他的工具，拉着父亲的手，然后回家。

然而，这位成年人，却不那么聪明。当岁月的巨浪击毁他的城堡时，他害怕了。他试图保护这沙质纪念碑。他试图阻止巨浪袭击他建造的城墙。咸海水湮没了他的城堡。

“这是我的城堡！”他战栗着怒吼。

海洋不需要回应。两者都明白沙子的归宿……

我对沙堡所知甚少，但男孩知道。他看着它们，学习着。走上前去，然后用心建造。

当太阳升起时，潮水在为他鼓掌。

向生命的过程敬礼，然后回家。





















美丽语录

Do not, for one repulse, forgot the purpose that you resolved to effort.

不要只因一次挫败，就放弃你原来决心想达到的目的。














The Sorrows of Young Werther　少年维特之烦恼





◎  Johann Wolfgang von Goethe









JULY 16.

How my heart beats when by accident I touch her finger, or my feet meet hers under the table! I draw back as if from a furnace; but a secret force impels me forward again, and my senses become disordered. Her innocent, unconscious heart never knows what agony these little familiarities inflict upon me. Sometimes when we are talking she lays her hand upon mine, and in the eagerness of conversation comes closer to me, and her balmy breath reaches my lips, —when I feel as if lightning had struck me, and that I could sink into the earth. And yet, Wilhelm, with all this heavenly confidence, —if I know myself, and should ever dare—you understand me. No, no! My heart is not so corrupt, it is weak, weak enough but is not that a degree of corruption?

She is to me a sacred being. All passion is still in her presence: I cannot express my sensations when I am near her. I feel as if my soul beat in every nerve of my body. There is a melody which she plays on the piano with angelic skill, —so simple is it, and yet so spiritual! It is her favorite air; and, when she plays the first note, all pain, care, and sorrow disappear from me in a moment.




I believe every word that is said of the magic of ancient music. How her simple song enchants me! Sometimes, when I am ready to commit suicide, she sings that air; and instantly the gloom and madness which hung over me are dispersed, and I breathe freely again.

JULY 18.

Wilhelm, what is the world to our hearts without love? What is a magic-lantern without light? You have but to kindle the flame within, and the brightest figures shine on the white wall; and, if love only show us fleeting shadows, we are yet happy, when, like mere children, we behold them, and are transported with the splendid phantoms. I have not been able to see Charlotte to-day. I was prevented by company from which I could not disengage myself. What was to be done? I sent my servant to her house, that I might at least see somebody to-day who had been near her. Oh, the impatience with which I waited for his return! The joy with which I welcomed him! I should certainly have caught him in my arms, and kissed him, if I had not been ashamed.




It is said that the Bonona stone, when placed in the sun, attracts the rays, and for a time appears luminous in the dark. So was it with me and this servant. The idea that Charlotte’s eyes had dwelt on his countenance, his cheek, his very apparel, endeared them all inestimably to me, so that at the moment I would not have parted from him for a thousand crowns. His presence made me so happy! Beware of laughing at me, Wilhelm. Can that be a delusion which makes us happy?

AUGUST 8.

Believe me, dear Wilhelm, I did not allude to you when I spoke so severely of those who advise resignation to inevitable fate. I did not think it possible for you to indulge such a sentiment. But in fact you are right. I only suggest one objection. In this world one is seldom reduced to make a selection between two alternatives. There are as many varieties of conduct and opinion as there are turns of feature between an aquiline nose and a flat one.

You will, therefore, permit me to concede your entire argument, and yet contrive means to escape your dilemma.

Your position is this, I hear you say: “Either you have hopes of obtaining Charlotte, or you have none. Well, in the first case, pursue your course, and press on to the fulfillment of your wishes. In the second, be a man, and shake off a miserable passion, which will enervate and destroy you.” My dear friend, this is well and easily said.




But would you require a wretched being, whose life is slowly wasting under a lingering disease, to dispatch himself at once by the stroke of a dagger? Does not the very disorder which consumes his strength deprive him of the courage to affect his deliverance?

You may answer me, if you please, with a similar analogy, "Who would not prefer the amputation of an arm to the periling of life by doubt and procrastination!" But I know not if I am right, and let us leave these comparisons.

Enough! There are moments, Wilhelm, when I could rise up and shake it all off, and when, if I only knew where to go, I could fly from this place.

THE SAME EVENING.

My diary, which I have for some time neglected, came before me today; and I am amazed to see how deliberately I have entangled myself step by step. To have seen my position so clearly, and yet to have acted so like a child! Even still I behold the result plainly, and yet have no thought of acting with greater prudence.








七月十六日

当我偶然触碰到她的手指，我们的双脚在桌子下相遇时，我的心跳加速了！我就像碰到火似地退缩了。然而，一股神奇的力量促使我继续着，我的思绪凌乱了。她那颗天真无知的心从未意识到，这些毫不起眼的亲密举动对我来说却是一种折磨。聊天时她偶尔会把手搭在我的手上，聊天的渴望让她坐得离我越来越近，她的呼吸仿佛都充满了芳香，扑向我的嘴唇，我感觉就像是被闪电击中，整个身体都要沉到地底下去了。可是，威廉，如果早知道自己有极好的自信心，我就该……你应该能够理解我的。不，不！我的心不像是会这么堕落的呀，它只是有点软弱，只是软弱而已，还不至于到达堕落的程度吧？

对我来说，她就是一个不可冒犯的女神。在她面前，我所有的激情都在那一刻安静：当我靠近她时，我无法表达心中所感。我感觉我的灵魂正在我体内的每根神经上跳动。她用天使般的技艺弹奏着一首动听的钢琴曲，——简单却能触及心灵。那是她最爱的曲子，当第一个音符从她的指尖飞出时，我所有的痛苦、担心、悲伤便在顷刻间消失得无影无踪。

每一个关于古老乐曲具有魔力的说法我都深信不疑。她弹奏的这首简单的乐曲就能让我着迷！每当我想要轻生的时候，她就会唱起那首歌。于是，那些缠着我不放的阴郁和疯狂就会立即消失不见，我又能自由地呼吸了。




七月十八日

威廉啊，没有爱的世界对我们而言会是什么呢？没有光亮的魔灯又会是什么呢？你必须燃起里面的火焰，这样最鲜亮的图像就会映在那面洁白无瑕的墙上了。即使爱留给我们的只是转瞬即逝的幻影，我们还是会感到幸福，我们就像孩子似地拥抱着它，为这个辉煌的幻影激动万分。今天我不能去见夏洛特了，因为我有个约会不得不去。这该怎么办呢？我派了仆人到她家去，这样今天我至少能见到一个曾经近距离接触过她的人。噢！等待仆人的归来让我焦躁不已！我见到他时该有多高兴啊！如果我不那么害羞的话，我想我肯定会用双臂拥抱他，然后亲吻他。

曾经听人们提起过博洛纳石头，当置于太阳底下时它能吸收阳光，过了一会儿就能在黑暗中闪闪发亮了。所以，在我眼中我的仆人就像是博洛纳石头。我觉得夏洛特的眼神曾在他的表情，他的脸颊，他的衣服上停留过，这种感觉让一切变得珍贵起来。此时此刻，即使有人愿意给我一千个皇冠，我也不会把他让出去。他的存在让我感到无比快乐！威廉，你可别笑我啊！难道这就是能够让我们幸福的幻影？

八月八日




亲爱的威廉，请相信我，当我大声呵斥那些让我们屈服于命运的人们时，我并非指你。我从未想过你也持有类似的观点。可事实上你是正确的。我只反对一点。在这个世界上，“非此即彼”的选择是少之又少的。世间的行为和观点多种多样，就像鹰钩鼻和扁平鼻之间的区别一样，数不胜数。

然而，如果我承认你的整套理论都是正确的，却又千方百计想要逃出你“进退两难”的窘境，你不会怪我吧？

你的态度是这样的，我听到你说：“你要么对夏洛特抱有希望，要么就不抱任何希望。那么，第一种情况，你必须坚持你的追求，奋力前进让自己美梦成真。第二种情况，做个真正的男子汉，抛开那些痛苦的、让你变得脆弱甚至会毁掉你的情感。”我亲爱的朋友，你说得很好、很干脆。

但是，假如一个不幸的人正在被日益恶化的疾病慢慢耗去生命时，你能劝他用匕首给自己一刀，从而永远地结束这种痛苦吗？病痛带走的不仅是他的精力，也带走了他自我了断的勇气。

如果高兴的话，你还会用一个类似的比喻回答我，“与其犹豫不决、瞻前顾后，用自己的生命当赌注，还不如舍弃一条胳膊！”我不知道自己是不是对的，那我们就暂时将这些比喻句放在一旁吧！

够了！威廉，有些时候，我也有重新振作并甩掉这些情感包袱的勇气。如果我知道我该去向何方，我就会飞离这儿。




八月八日晚上

我已经好长时间没有写日记了，今天我想写点什么。我惊奇地发现自己竟是故意一步步地陷入目前的境地中。我十分清楚自己的处境，可我的行为却像小孩一样幼稚。我甚至连最终的结局也看得清清楚楚，可我仍旧不愿做一些让结局变好的举动。





















美丽语录

Words cannot explain how much I miss you.

关于我有多想念你，一切语言都显得苍白无力。














If I Were a Boy Again　假如我又回到了童年





◎  Anonymous









If I were a boy again, I would practice perseverance more often, and never give up a thing because it was hard or inconvenient. If we want light, we must conquer darkness. Perseverance can sometimes equal genius in its results. “There are only two creatures,” says a proverb, “who can surmount the pyramids—the eagle and the snail.”

If I were a boy again, I would school myself into a habit of attention; I would let nothing come between me and the subject in hand. I would remember that a good skater never tries to skate in two directions at once.

The habit of attention becomes part of our life, if we began early enough. I often hear grown up people say “I could not fix my attention on the sermon or book, although I wished to do so,” and the reason is, the habit was not formed in youth.

If I were to live my life over again, I would pay more attention to the cultivation of the memory. I would strengthen that faculty by every possible means, and on every possible occasion. It takes a little hard work at first to remember things accurately; but memory soon helps itself, and gives very little trouble. It only needs early cultivation to become a power.




If I were a boy again, I would cultivate courage. “Nothing is so mild and gentle as courage, nothing so cruel and pitiless as cowardice,” says a wise author.

We too often borrow trouble, and anticipate that may never appear. “The fear of ill exceeds the ill we fear.” Dangers will arise in any career, but presence of mind will often conquer the worst of them. Be prepared for any fate, and there is no harm to be feared.

If I were a boy again, I would look on the cheerful side. Life is very much like a mirror: if you smile upon it, I smiles back upon you; but if you frown and look doubtful on it, you will get a similar look in return.

Inner sunshine warms not only the heart of the owner, but of all that come in contact with it. “Who shuts love out, in turn shall be shut out from love.”

If I were a boy again, I would school myself to say no more often. I might write pages on the importance of learning very early in life to gain that point where a young boy can stand erect, and decline doing an unworthy act because it is unworthy.




If I were a boy again, I would demand of myself more courtesy towards my companions and friends, and indeed towards strangers as well. The smallest courtesies along the rough roads of life are like the little birds that sing to us all winter long, and make that season of ice and snow more endurable.

Finally, instead of trying hard to be happy, as if that were the sole purpose of life, I would, if I were a boy again, I would still try harder to make others happy.





假如我又回到了童年，我会时常锻炼我的毅力，再也不会因为事情困难或者麻烦就决定放弃。如果想要获得光明，我们就要战胜黑暗。有时候，毅力在结果上能与天才相媲美。俗话说：“世上只有两种生物能登上金字塔，它们就是——老鹰和蜗牛。”

假如我又回到了童年，我会养成做事专心致志的习惯，事情在手时我不会因为任何东西而分心。我会牢记：一个优秀的滑冰手绝不会试着滑向两个不同的方向。

如果早早地养成专心的习惯，它就能成为我们生命中的一部分。我常听大人们说：“我无法专心听牧师讲道或者看书，即便我希望自己能够专心去做这些事情。”而原因就是，年轻的时候没有养成专心的习惯。




假如我的生命能够重新来过，我就会着重培养我的记忆力。我会想方设法在各种可能的场合增强我的记忆力。想要清楚地记住一些事情，刚开始的时候的确需做出一番小小的努力。但是过不了多久，记忆力本身就会起作用，记东西就成了一件简单的事情了。只要早点开始培养，记忆力也能成为一种才能。

假如我又回到了童年，我会培养勇气。一位聪明的作家曾经说过：“世上没有什么东西比勇气更温文尔雅，没有什么东西比懦弱更冷酷无情。”

我们时常会自寻烦恼，杞人忧天。“对疾病的惧怕要比疾病本身可怕。”危险无处不在，但镇定沉着往往能克服最大的危险。时刻准备着应对任何祸福，那么灾难就没什么可怕的了。

假如我又回到了童年，我会事事乐观。生活就如一面镜子：你对生活笑，生活就会对你笑；但是，如果你眉头紧锁，用怀疑的目光看待它，它也将还以你同样的目光。

心中的欢愉既温暖了自己，也温暖了与之接触过的那些人的心。“谁把爱拒之门外，爱也必将其拒之门外。”

假如我又回到了童年，我要养成经常说“不”的习惯。也许我会写上好几页关于早年培养这一点的重要性，因为一个少年要学会顶天立地，只要觉得一件事不值得做，就拒绝去做。




假如我又回到了童年，我会要求自己更加礼貌地对待我的伙伴和朋友，还有陌生人。坎坷人生路上，最细小的礼貌就像是漫漫冬日里为我们歌唱的小鸟，是歌声让冰天雪地的冷冬变得不再那么难过。

最后，假如我又回到了童年，我不会把为自己谋幸福作为人生的唯一目标，我也会为他人的幸福而努力。





















美丽语录

Sometimes you need to look back, otherwise you will never know what you have lost in the way of forever searching.

偶尔要回头看看，否则永远都在追寻，而不知道自己失去了什么。














Bill Gates in His Boyhood　比尔·盖茨的童年时代





◎  Sarah Kay









As a child—and as an adult as well—Bill was untidy. It has been said that in order to counteract this, Mary drew up weekly clothing plans for him. On Mondays he might go to school in blue, on Tuesdays in green, on Wednesdays in brown, on Thursdays in black, and so on, Weekend meal schedules might also be planned in detail. Everything time, at work or during his leisure time.

Dinner table discussions in the Gate’s family home were always lively and educational. “It was a rich environment in which to learn,” Bill remembered.

Bill’s contemporaries, even at the age, recognized that he was exceptional. Every year, he and his friends would go to summer camp. Bill especially liked swimming and other sports. One of his summer camp friends recalled, “He was never a nerd or a goof or the kind of kid you didn’t want your team. We all knew Bill was smarter than us. Even back then, when he was nine or ten years old, he talked like an adult and could express himself in ways that none of us understood.”




Bill was also well ahead of his classmates in mathematics and science. He needed to go to a school that challenged him to Lakeside—an all-boys’ school for exceptional students. It was Seattle’s most exclusive school and was noted for its rigorous academic demands, a place where “even the dumb kids were smart”.

Lakeside allowed students to pursue their own interests, to whatever extent they wished. The school prided itself on making conditions and facilities available that would enable all its students to reach their full potential. It was the ideal environment for someone like Bill Gates.

In 1968, the school made a decision that would change thirteen-year-old Bill Cates’s life—and that of many of others, too.

Funds were raised, mainly by parents, that enabled the school to gain access to a computer—a Program Data Processor (PDP)—through a teletype machine. Type in a few instructions on the teletype machine and a few seconds later the PDP would type back its response. Bill Gates was immediately hooked—so was his best friend at the time, Kent Evans, and another student, Paul Allen, who was two years older than Bill.




Whenever they had free time, and sometimes when they didn’t, they would dash over to the computer room to use the machine. The students became so single-minded that they soon overtook their teachers in knowledge about computing and got into a lot of trouble because of their obsession. They were neglecting their other studies— every piece of word was handed in late. Classes were cut. Computer time was also proving to be very expensive. Within months, the whole budget that had been set aside for the year had been used up.

At fourteen, Bill was already writing short programs for the computer to perform. Early games programs such as Tic-Tac-Toe, or Noughts and Crosses, and Lunar Landing were written in what was to become Bill’s second language, BASIC.

One of the reasons Bill was so good at programming is because it is mathematical and logical. During his time at Lakeside, Bill scored a perfect eight hundred on a mathematics test. It was extremely important to him to get this grade—he had to take the test more than once in order to do it.

If Bill Gates was going to be good at something. It was essential to be the best.

Bill’s and Paul’s fascination with computers and the business world meant that they read a great deal. Paul enjoyed magazines like Popular Electronics. Computer time was expensive and, because both boys were desperate to get more time and because Bill already had an insight into what they could achieve financially, the two of them decided to set themselves up as a company: The Lakeside Programmers Group. “Let’s call the real world and try to sell something to it!” Bill announced.








小的时候——即便长大了——比尔也是不修边幅的。据说为了改掉这个习惯，玛丽为他制定了一周穿衣计划。周一上学，他会穿蓝色的衣服，周二绿色，周三褐色，周四黑色，等等。周末的用餐表也会制定得十分详尽。每件事情都要井井有条，不论工作或是闲暇的时候。

盖茨家餐桌上的讨论总是既活泼生动又富有教育意义。比尔回忆说：“那是一个内容丰富的学习环境。”

比尔的同龄人，即使在那个年龄，也能看出他的与众不同。每一年，他和他的朋友们都会参加夏令营。比尔特别喜欢游泳和其他一些体育运动。他的一个在夏令营的朋友回忆道：“他绝对不是一个无足轻重或者让你不愿与之为伍的孩子。我们都知道比尔比我们聪明。甚至更早的时候，当他九、十岁的时候，他说话的口气就像个小大人，并且用一些深奥难懂的方式表达自己的想法。”




在数学和自然方面，比尔的表现与全班同学相比更是略胜一筹。他需要上一所像湖畔中学——一所专门招收天才男孩的学校——那样充满挑战的学校。这是西雅图最高级的学校了，它以严厉的课程要求而闻名，是一个“连哑巴都很聪明”的地方。

湖畔中学允许学生按照自己的兴趣自由发挥。学校最引以为傲的是他们所营造的环境和设施能最大限度地激发学生的潜能。对于像比尔·盖茨这样的学生来说，这是最理想的学习环境了。

1968年，校方做出的一个决定足以改变13岁的比尔·盖茨的生活，当然，这个决定也改变了不少其他人的生活。

学校主要依靠父母的集资，通过一种电传打字机接触到了电脑——也就是程序控制数据处理机。在电传打字机上输入几条指令，几秒钟之后，程序控制数据处理机就会立即反馈信息。比尔·盖茨马上就着迷了——当时他的好友坎特·埃文斯，还有另一个比他大两岁的学生保罗·艾伦也着迷了。

不管有没有时间，他们都要飞奔到电脑室去用那台机器。学生们太专注了，很快就忘记了老师教授的那些电脑知识，还闯了不少祸。他们忽略了其他课程——每份作业都迟迟才交，甚至有时还旷课。上机课还很贵。所以几个月后，那些本来为一整年准备的预算就用光了。




比尔14岁的时候就能编一些简短的电脑运行程序。还有早期的游戏程序“一字棋”或“圈叉游戏”和“登月”，都是用后来成为比尔的第二语言——BASIC——来编写的。

比尔如此擅长编程的原因之一就是编程蕴含很强的运算性和逻辑性。在湖畔中学的那段时间里，比尔在一次数学测验中取得了满分800分。这次的满分对他来说意义非凡——为了取得满分，他不得不多次参加这个测验。

如果比尔·盖茨想要做好某件事，他必定会做到最好。

比尔和保罗对电脑和商务的痴迷就意味着他们要博览群书。保罗喜欢像《大众电子》那类的杂志。上机时间很昂贵，而这两个孩子都需要更多的上机时间，再加上比尔预感到他们有可能赚到一大笔钱。于是，这两个孩子决定创办一个公司——湖畔程序设计者集团。从此，比尔宣布：“让我们唤醒这个世界，并向它推销点东西吧！”
























美丽语录

If you want something you’ve never had, then you’ve got to do something you’ve never done.

如果你想拥有你从未有过的东西，那么你必须去做你从未做过的事情。














Sweet-Pea Summers　甜豌豆的夏天





◎  Susan Arnett-Hutson









Each summer in the late 1960s, my two sisters and I would ride the Greyhound bus from Arizona to Arkansas to stay with our father.

A World WarⅡ veteran, Dad had many medical problems, any one of which could cause many people to lose more than their sense of humor, but not him.

I have vivid memories of Dad waking us up in the morning. Before he’d put on his legs for the day (he had lost his legs after his discharge), his wheelchair was his mobility.

Holding his cane, which was his extended arm, he would roll through the house yelling, “Up, up, up! Get up and face the day! It’s a beautiful day! Rise and Shine!” If we didn’t get up right away, he would repeat his song in rhythm with his cane hitting the end of our beds. This was no performance put on for our benefit; every day was truly a beautiful day to him.

Back in the sixties, there was no handicapped parking or wheelchair-accessible ramps like there are now, so even a trip to the grocery store was a difficult task. Dad wanted no assistance from anyone. He would climb stairs slowly but surely, whistling all the way. As a teenager, I found this embarrassing, but if Dad noticed, he didn’t let me help.




Those summers always ended too soon. He would drive us back to Arizona every year, stopping at the checkpoint for fruit and vegetables at the New Mexico-Arizona border. When asked if he had any fruits or vegetables, he would reply, “Just three sweet peas.”

Our father has been gone for a long time now, but not the lesson that he taught us: You are only as handicapped as you let yourself be.





20世纪60年代末的时候，每个夏天我和我的两个姐妹，都会乘坐从亚里桑那州到阿肯色州的“灰狗”长途汽车，去和爸爸住一段时间。

爸爸是二战的退伍老兵，患上了许多疾病。这些病中的任何一种都会让人失去幽默感，但是爸爸却没有。

我清晰地记得爸爸早上叫我们起床的情景。在他戴上假腿之前（在开炮的时候，他失去了双腿），轮椅就是他的移动工具。




他拿着拐杖，那是他手臂的延伸，在房间里跑来跑去，大叫道：“起床，起床了！起来迎接新的一天！今天天气真好啊，快起来晒太阳吧！”如果我们不马上起床，他就会重复着他的歌，和着拐杖敲打我们床尾的节拍。这不是为我们而进行的表演，对于爸爸来说，每一天都是美好的。

在60年代，没有像现在这样的残疾人停车场或轮椅坡道，所以，即使是去杂货店也是项艰巨的任务。爸爸不想接受任何人的帮助。他会自己慢慢地、稳稳当当地爬上台阶，一路上发出吱吱的响声。那时我还是个小孩子，对这件事觉得有些尴尬。但是即使爸爸注意到我的尴尬，他也不会让我帮忙。

那些夏天总是很快就结束了。爸爸每年都会开车送我们回亚里桑那州。我们会在新墨西哥州和亚里桑那州边界处的水果和蔬菜检查站停下来接受检查。当他被问及是否携带什么水果和蔬菜的时候，他总会回答：“只有三颗甜豌豆。”

爸爸现在已经离开我们多年了，但是他教给我们的道理依然留在我们心中：只有你把自己当成残疾人的时候，你才是残疾人。
























美丽语录

Make yourself a better person and know who you are before you try and know someone else and expect them to know you.

在你尝试了解他人和盼望他人了解你之前，先把你变成一个更好的人，一个了解自己的人。














The Wish of Brother　哥哥的心愿





◎  Don Clank





A friend of mine named Paul received an automobile from his brother as a Christmas present. On Christmas Eve when Paul came out of his office, a street urchin was walking around the shiny new car, admiring it.

“Is this your car, Mister?” he said.

Paul nodded, “My brother gave it to me for Christmas.” The boy was astounded, “You mean your brother gave it to you and it didn’t cost you anything? Boy, I wish...” He hesitated.

Of course Paul knew what he was going to wish for. He was going to wish he had a brother like that. But what the lad said jarred Paul all the way down to his heels.

“I wish,” the boy went on, “that I could be a brother like that.”

Paul looked at the boy in astonishment, and then impulsively he added, “Would you like to take a ride in my car?”

“Oh yes, I’d love that.”

After a short ride, the boy turned with his eyes aglow, said, “Mister, would you mind driving in front of my house?”




Paul smiled a little. He thought he knew what the lad wanted. He wanted to show his neighbors that he could ride home in a big automobile. But Paul was wrong again. “Will you stop where those two steps are?” the boy asked.

He ran up the steps. Then in a little while Paul heard him coming back, but he was not coming fast. He was carrying his little crippled brother. He sat him down on the bottom step, then sort of squeezed up against him and pointed to the car.

“There she is, Buddy, just like I told you upstairs. His brother gave it to him for Christmas and it didn’t cost him a cent. And some day I’m gonna give you one just like it... then you can see for yourself all the pretty things in the Christmas windows that I’ve been trying to tell you about.”

Paul got out and lifted the lad to the front seat of his car. The shining-eyed older brother climbed in beside him and the three of them began a memorable holiday ride. That Christmas Eve, Paul learned what Jesus meant when he said, “It is more blessed to give...”








我有个朋友叫保罗，他的哥哥送给他一辆车作为圣诞礼物。圣诞节前夕，保罗下班走出办公室，看见一个淘气的小男孩绕着他那崭新的车欣赏着，发出阵阵赞叹声。

“这是您的车吗，先生？”他问道。

保罗点了点头，说：“这是我哥哥送给我的圣诞礼物。”男孩惊呆了，有些语无伦次：“您是说这是您哥哥送的，您没花一分钱？噢，我希望……”

保罗当然知道男孩希望什么，无非希望也有一位这样的哥哥。但是，这个小家伙接下来的话却完全出乎他的意料。

“我希望，”男孩继续说道，“我也能成为那样的哥哥。”

保罗吃惊地看着男孩，脱口而出：“你想坐我的车去兜兜风吗？”

“哦，当然想了，我太高兴了。”

车开了一会儿后，男孩转过头来，用殷切的眼神望着保罗说：“先生，您介意把车开到我家门口吗？”

保罗笑了笑。他以为自己知道小男孩想干什么，一定是想向邻居炫耀他可以坐气派的轿车回家。但这次他又错了。“您把车停在那两个台阶前，好吗？”男孩问。

男孩跑上台阶，不一会儿，保罗听到他回来的声音，但动作似乎较先前慢了好多。原来他把自己跛脚的弟弟带来了，他让弟弟坐在第一个台阶上，然后靠紧他坐下，用手指着那辆新车。




“就是它，弟弟，这就是我刚刚在楼上和你说的那辆新车，是保罗的哥哥送给他的圣诞礼物，他没花一分钱哦。总有一天，我会送你这样一辆车……那样，到了圣诞节，你就可以自己去看商店橱窗里的漂亮饰品了，我告诉过你的。”

保罗下了车，把跛脚男孩抱到前座。哥哥很兴奋，眼中闪着奇异的光芒，他也爬上车，坐在弟弟身边。就这样，三人开始了令人难忘的假日旅行。那个圣诞夜，保罗才真正领悟耶稣讲过的道理：“施比受更有福……”





















美丽语录

Sometimes you have to be your own hero.

有时候，你必须做自己的英雄。














The Story of an Orphan　一个孤儿的故事





◎  Cofer, R. H













This extraordinary story about extraordinary people begins at the turn of the century. It is a very American story—about ideals, ambition, success, love, and marriage—that has its roots at a time when many believed anything was possible in America. The story starts with an orphan boy of ordinary means who used his determination and talent to realize the American Dream and more.

The orphan boy was Willard Dickerman Straight from Oswego, New York. He was seventeen when he entered Cornell University in 1897. There were about two thousand students at Cornell then. They lived in fraternity houses or boarded with families in town. Straight joined Delta Tau Delta, and lived in the chapter house on the corner of Edgemoor and Stewart avenues during his four years at Cornell.

Straight entered the College of Architecture at Cornell, not because he had his heart set on becoming an architect, but because, with his talent and interest in drawing, it seemed a logical choice. His activities on campus reflected the different aspects of his personality, as artistic, imaginative bent with a keen sense on fun and the ambition to get things done. He contributed sketches to the comic periodical the Widow; wrote articles for the Cornell Era, a more sober literary publication; became art editor of the Cornellian; and by his senior year was editor and chief of the Cornell Era. He enlivened the party scene with his guitar and good tenor voice. Straight organized the first Spring Day, a circus like fair with sideshows, to make money for the depleted athletic fund. It was his idea to start a distinctive College of Architecture event, which evolved into the popular Green Dragon Day. During his senior year he was president of the Savage Club.




After Straight graduated from Cornell in 1901, he took a job with the Maritime Customs Service in Nanking. He learned the language quickly and became familiar with Chinese people of all ranks and with the diplomats and businessmen in Peking. By the age of 30, Straight was believed to be one of the most powerful men in the Far East, earning as much as the President of the United States.




At a dinner party in 1906, Straight was introduced to Dorothy Payne Whitney, heiress to the Whitney fortune. When Dorothy and her party visited Peking in 1909, friendship turned to romance. Willard pursued Dorothy relentlessly with letters and flowers. He finally won her in 1911.





19世纪末20世纪初，一个非凡人物的非凡故事开始了。这是一个典型的美国故事——有关理想、抱负、成功、爱情和婚姻——它以很多人相信美国是一个一切皆有可能的国家为背景。这个故事开篇叙述了一个平凡的孤儿，通过自己的决心和才能实现了自己的美国梦，以及其他更多的梦想。

这个孤儿来自纽约的奥斯威戈，他的名字叫威拉德·迪克曼·斯特雷特。1897年，17岁的斯特雷特就考入了康奈尔大学。那时就读于康奈尔大学的学生大概有两千个。学生们有的一起住，有的和家人住在城里。斯特雷特加入了“三一九三”社团，所以大学四年里，他就住在位于埃治摩尔大街和斯图尔特大街交叉拐角处的社团公寓里。

斯特雷特就读于康奈尔大学建筑学院并不是因为他想成为一名建筑师，而是因为他拥有绘画方面的才能和兴趣，所以这对他来说是个合理的选择。他参加了许多校园活动，这更能将他性格的其他方面展现出来：艺术鉴赏和想象方面表现突出；感觉敏锐，尤其对有趣的人和事；拥有实现抱负的“野心”。他向《寡妇》漫画期刊投稿，还为严肃的文学刊物《康奈尔时代》撰稿，并担任《康奈尔人》的美术编辑。大二那年，他成了《康奈尔时代》的编辑和主编。他那动人的吉他演奏和高亢的男高音演唱总能让晚会的现场气氛变得活跃起来。为了替退役运动员募集资金，斯特雷特创办了一个类似节目表演的展览会，取名为“春之日”。“建筑学院日”也是他的主意，这个节日后来发展成为深受人们喜欢的“绿龙日”。大学四年级的时候，他被选为野人俱乐部的主席。




1901年，斯特雷特从康奈尔大学毕业了，之后他便进入了中国南京海关服务公司工作。他很快就学会了讲中文，并认识了各个阶层的中国人、北京的外交官和商人。30岁的时候，斯特雷特被认为是远东地区最具影响力的人物之一，他获得的名望甚至可以与美国总统相媲美。

1906年的一场晚宴上，经人介绍，斯特雷特结识了惠特尼家族的财产继承人罗西尼·佩恩·惠特尼。1909年，当罗西尼及一行人访问北京时，这段友谊升华成了一段罗曼史。威拉德不断给罗西尼写情书、送花。他终于在1911年掳获了罗西尼的芳心。
























美丽语录

There are two primary choices in life: to accept conditions as they exist, or accept the responsibility for changing them.

人生两大选择：要么接受现状，要么接受改变现状的责任。






















Chapter 4 那些值得的回亿

















I wish I were a kid, because skinned knees are easier to fix than broken hearts.





我多希望自己还是个孩子，因为擦破皮的膝盖比伤透的心更容易愈合。














A Promise of Spring　春天的承诺





◎  Kathy England









Early in the spring, about a month before my grandpa’s stroke, I began walking for an hour every afternoon. Some days I would walk four blocks south to see Grandma and Grandpa. At eighty-six, Grandpa was still quite a gardener, so I always watched for his earliest blooms and each new wave of spring flowers.

I was especially interested in flowers that year because I was planning to landscape my own yard and I was eager to get Grandpa’s advice. I thought I knew pretty much what I wanted—a yard full of bushes and plants that would bloom from May till November.

It was right after the first rush of purple violets in the lawns and the sudden blaze of forsythia that spring that Grandpa had a stroke. It left him without speech and with no movement on his left side. The whole family rallied to Grandpa. We all spent many hours by his side. Some days his eyes were eloquent—laughing at our reported mishaps, listening alertly, revealing painful awareness of his inability to care for himself. There were days, too, when he slept most of the time, overcome with the weight of his approaching death.




As the months passed, I watched the growing earth with Grandpa’s eyes. Each time I was with him, I gave him a garden report. He listened, gripping my hand with the sure strength and calm he had always had. But he could not answer my questions. The new flowers would blaze, peak, fade, and die before I knew their names.

Grandpa’s illness held him through the spring and on, week by week, through summer. I began spending hours at the local nursery, studying and choosing seeds and plants. It gave me special joy to buy plants I had seen in Grandpa’s garden and give them humble starts in my own garden. I discovered Sweet William, which I had admired for years in Grandpa’s garden without knowing its name. And I planted it in his honor.

As I waited and watched in the garden and by Grandpa’s side, some quiet truths emerged. I realized that Grandpa loved flowers that were always bloom; he kept a full bed of roses in his garden. But I noticed that Grandpa left plenty of room for the brief highlights. Not every nook of his garden was constantly in bloom. There was always a treasured surprise tucked somewhere.




I came to see, too, that Grandpa’s garden mirrored his life. He was a hard worker who understood the law of the harvest. But along with his hard work, Grandpa knew how to enjoy each season, each change. We often teased him about his life history. He had written two paragraphs summarizing fifty years of work, and a full nine pages about every trip and vacation he’d ever taken.

In July, Grandpa worsened. One hot afternoon arrived when no one else was at his bedside. He was glad to have me there, and reached out his hand to pull me close.

I told Grandpa what I had learned—that few flowers last from April to November. Some of the most beautiful bloom for only a month at most. To really enjoy a garden, you have to plant corners and drifts and rows of flowers that will bloom and grace the garden, each in its own season.

His eyes listened to every word. Then, another discovery: “If I want a garden like yours, Grandpa, I’m going to have to work.” His grin laughed at me, and his eyes teased me.

“Grandpa, in your life right now the chrysanthemums are in bloom. Chrysanthemums and roses.” Tears clouded both our eyes. Neither of us feared this last flower of fall, but the wait for spring seems longest in November. We knew how much we would miss each other.




Sitting there, I suddenly felt that the best gift I could give Grandpa would be to give voice to the testimony inside both of us. He had never spoken of his testimony to me, but it was such a part of his life that I had never questioned if Grandpa knew. I knew he knew.

“Grandpa,” I began—and his grip tightened as if he knew what I was going to say—”I want you to know that I have a testimony. I know the Savior lives. I bear witness to you that Joseph Smith is a prophet. I love the Restoration and joy in it.” The steadiness in Grandpa’s eyes told how much he felt it too. “I bear witness that President Kimball is a prophet. I know the Book of Mormon is true, Grandpa. Every part of me bears this witness.”

“Grandpa,” I added quietly, “I know our Father in Heaven loves you.” Unbidden, unexpected, the Spirit bore comforting, poignant testimony to me of our Father’s love for my humble, quiet Grandpa.

A tangible sense of Heavenly Father’s compassionate awareness of Grandpa’s suffering surrounded us and held us. It was so personal and powerful that no words were left to me—only tears of gratitude and humility, tears of comfort.




Grandpa and I wept together.

It was the end of August when Grandpa died, the end of summer. As we were choosing flowers from the florist for Grandpa’s funeral, I slipped away to Grandpa’s garden and walked with my memories of columbine and Sweet William. Only the tall lavender and white phlox were in bloom now, and some baby’s breath in another corner.

On impulse, I cut the prettiest strands of phlox and baby’s breath and made one more arrangement for the funeral. When they saw it, friends and family all smiled to see Grandpa’s flowers there. We all felt how much Grandpa would have liked that.

The October after Grandpa’s death, I planted tulip and daffodil bulbs, snowdrops, crocuses, and bluebells. Each bulb was a comfort to me, a love sent to Grandpa, a promise of spring.





早春时节，也就是爷爷中风前的一个月，我开始每天下午散步一小时。有时，我会步行向南走过四条街去探望爷爷奶奶。爷爷86岁了，可还是一个杰出的花匠。所以，我常常观察他种的最早盛开的花，还有春日里的一片片花海。




那年，我打算好好整理一下自己的小花园，所以对花特别感兴趣，希望爷爷能给我一些建议。我以为自己清楚究竟想要什么——满院子的花草树木，一直从5月开到11月。

那年春天，就是在草丛中的第一株紫罗兰和连翘出现后，爷爷得了中风。他没法开口说话了，左半边身体也无法动弹。家里所有人都来看望爷爷。我们都花了好几个小时陪在他身边。有几天，他的眼睛炯炯有神的——笑着听我们说不幸的事，听的时候表情十分机警。他表示自己不能自理，心里感觉很痛苦。也有些时候，他一整天都处于昏昏欲睡的状态，体重也在增加，好像随时都会有危险。

时间过得很快，几个月过去了，我就像爷爷那样望着地里长出来的东西。每次我和他待在一起的时候，都要向他汇报花园里的情况。他一边听着，一边用和往常一样的力气紧紧握着我的手。可他无法回答我的问题。因此，很多绽放、憔悴、凋谢和死亡的花，我甚至都不知道它们的名字。

爷爷的疾病从春季开始就一直折磨着他，一直持续到夏季。我开始在当地的花圃里帮忙，学习选种和种植。我买了一些曾在爷爷花园里见过的植物，并悉心把它们种在我自己的花园里，这对我来说就是一件乐事。我在爷爷的花园里发现了我十分喜欢的美洲石竹，在这之前我并不知道它的名字。现在，我将它种在自己的花园里，以表示对爷爷的敬意。




当我守在爷爷身边、望着花园的时候，真理不断在我眼前涌现。我意识到爷爷喜欢盛开的花朵。在他的花园里，他种了整整一片玫瑰。可我也注意到，爷爷留了好多空地，只是为了让光线照进来。爷爷花园里并不是每一个角落都有盛开的鲜花。但惊喜总会一个接一个的从那儿冒出来。

我也发现，爷爷的花园就像一面镜子，映照着他的一生。他一生勤勤恳恳，因为他懂得“一份耕耘，一份收获”的道理。可他除了懂得辛勤劳作，他也懂得享受四季的变迁。我们常常拿他的生活史开玩笑。他写了两段文章以总结他50年的工作，另外还有九页纸写着关于他的旅游经历。

7月的时候，爷爷的病情恶化了。一个炎热的中午，没有人陪在他身边。只有我在，他很高兴，于是伸出手把我抱得紧紧的。

我把所学到的东西告诉爷爷——很少有花能从4月开到11月。那些最美的花最长也只能开一个多月。想要真正欣赏花园里的美景，你必须在每个角落里种上鲜花。朵朵盛开的花把花园装扮得更加美丽了，每朵花都有属于自己的季节。

他的眼睛仿佛也在认真听着我说的每个字。然后，我又有了一个新发现：“爷爷，如果我想让我的花园变得跟你的花园一样，我必须辛勤劳作。”他咧开嘴对我笑着，连他的眼睛都在嘲笑我。




“爷爷，菊花开了，菊花和玫瑰花都开了。”我们的眼眶里噙满泪水。我们不怕最后一朵花的凋零。可从11月就开始等待春天，好像有点漫长。我们会想念彼此的。

静静地坐在那，我突然想到自己能给爷爷的最好礼物——说出我们之间的承诺。他从未跟我提过他的承诺，可我从来没有怀疑过那就是他生活的一部分，这一点爷爷是知道的。他所知道的我都知道。

“爷爷，”我开始说——可他的双唇紧闭，仿佛知道我想说什么——“我想告诉你，我有一个承诺。我知道救世主是存在的。我向你保证，约瑟夫·史密斯是一位预言家。我喜欢王政复辟时代和那个时代的趣事。”爷爷坚定的眼神告诉我，他也深有同感。“我向你保证金博尔总统是一位预言家。爷爷，我知道《摩门经》是真的。我用自己做担保。”

“爷爷，”我轻声补充道，“我知道上帝是爱你的。”我为一生谦逊、平静的爷爷许下这个承诺。对我而言，这是一个未经允许、突如其来的承诺。它令人欣慰又让人心碎。

上帝十分同情爷爷的遭遇——这个想法一直围绕并支撑着我们。这个自我意识的力量强大得让我无法用言语形容——我只能用感激之泪、谦恭之泪、宽慰之泪来表达。




我和爷爷相拥而泣。

8月底，夏末之际，爷爷去世了。当大家在花农那儿为爷爷的葬礼挑选葬花时，我偷偷跑到爷爷的花园里。我一边走一边回忆着耧斗菜和美洲石竹。如今花园里只有薰衣草、白色夹竹桃和另一个角落里绽放的满天星。

一时心血来潮，我摘下几朵最美的夹竹桃和满天星，为爷爷的葬礼增添一份新的装扮。亲朋好友看到这些花时，他们都笑了，因为他们看到了爷爷亲手种的花。我们都觉得爷爷一定会很喜欢那些花。

爷爷走后的10月，我种下了郁金香、水仙、雪莲花、番红花和蓝铃花。在我眼中，每一朵含苞待放的花就是一份安慰，就是一份送给爷爷的爱，就是一份春天的承诺。





















美丽语录

Family, there is nothing more important. They’re the ones who show up when we’re in trouble, the ones who push us to succeed, the ones who help keep our secrets.




家人，这世上最珍贵的风景。困难时他们突然出现；有意无意时他们助推成功；守护秘密时他们相依为伴。














The Thread of Permanence　永恒之脉





◎  William Zorach









It is strange how certain things make a great impression on us in childhood. I remember these verses by Longfellow:

“Life is real! Life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal;

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.”

And again:

“Lives of great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime,

And departing, leave behind us

Footprints on the sands of time.”

Of course, my generation was much more sentimental than today’s youth but whether this was great poetry, it communicated in simple language a message, and made a lasting impression on a small boy.

When I was fifteen I had an imaginary guardian angel and when I went to the country to sketch on Sundays, I asked for guidance, praying that someday I would be a fine artist and paint nature as beautiful as she really is. What this little ceremony brought me was faith in the world and a belief in myself.




My faiths and beliefs have been badly strained. The Atomic Age has caught us in a web of fear. Our lives seem so impermanent and uncertain. There is such a waste of human potential, of things worth while in people which never find expression. I sometimes think it’s a miracle that anything survives. Yet I believe that a thread of permanence runs through everything from the beginning of time, and the most valuable residue will survive.

I believe everybody has an urge to somehow spin his own life into a thread of permanence. It is the impulse of life. Some would call it the drive to immortality. Whatever it is, I think it is good because it gives purpose to existence. But purpose is not enough. Artists are supposed to be notoriously impractical, but for myself, I found I had to make decisions and plans if I were to try to create anything. I realized that I must approach life not only with a sensitivity, a perception of beauty, but with a feeling of humility and reverence.




My creed as an artist is to love life and liberty and the world of people. A man who works and loves his work is often a man dreaming, and the spirit of his dreams will find forms and symbols to express that dream. It is a wonderful feeling to create something. But today, I think there is a lack of power of communication. If people, not just artists, but all kinds of people, could only open their hearts and express their sorrow, their happiness, their fears and hopes, they would discover they had an identity with the main stream of life which they never saw before.

Sometimes fear and cynicism so grip our minds that we lose heart. Then I try to remember how the great artists of the ages had the power of expressiveness. Theirs was the power to communicate, to exalt, to move the observer to joy or tears, to strike terror and awe in the hearts of men; not just to decorate or merely entertain.

If we can expand the boundaries of men’s thoughts and beliefs, we will discover we all have creative possibilities—talents to make ourselves real identities as individuals, with a hold on the thread of immortality. If we can awaken ourselves to it, I am convinced we shall find that this is an alive and exciting age of adventure and experimentation from which a new beauty and a finer world will emerge.








奇怪的是，童年的某些事情总会给我们留下深刻的印象。我记得朗费罗的一首诗：

“真实又真诚的生活啊！

最终的归宿绝不会是坟墓；

你本是尘土，必将回归尘土，

这并非指你的灵魂。”

诗中还说：

“伟人的一生提醒我们

我们能让生活变得高尚，

并在逝去的时候

在时间的沙滩上留下脚印。”

当然，我们这代人远比现在的年轻一代来得多愁善感。但不管这首诗是不是上乘之作，它都用简朴的语言传递一个道理，在一个小男孩的脑海中留下不可磨灭的印象。

我15岁时，心中住着一位守护天使。每当周日去乡间写生时，她就成了我的向导。我祈祷自己有朝一日能成为一个伟大的艺术家，画出真正的自然美景。这些祈祷让我更加坚信世界、坚信自己。

我的信仰和信心正面临着挑战。原子时代让我们陷入一阵恐慌。我们的生活变得无常、多变。人类的潜力、人性的闪光点找不到施展的舞台，只能白白浪费。我有时想，世间万物能够存在简直就是一种奇迹。然而，我坚信永恒之脉贯穿世间万物，最宝贵的遗产将会永存。




我相信，每个人都渴望汇入这个永恒之脉。这是生活的冲动。有些人称之为生命的动力。不管它是什么，我相信它是一种积极向上的东西，它让我们有了生存的目的。可只有目的是不够的。艺术家总被认为是不切实际的。但是对我而言，任何艺术创作都是诞生在我的决定和安排之后。我意识到，在生活面前，光有敏感和对美好事物的感知是远远不够的，还需要一颗谦卑的心。

作为一名艺术家，我的宗旨是：爱生活、爱自由、爱世人。一个懂得干一行爱一行的人通常都是有梦想的人，而他的梦想也会通过一种形式和符号表达出来。创作是一种美妙绝伦的经历。可我认为，如今缺少的是一种沟通的能力。如果所有人，而不仅仅是艺术家，都愿意敞开心扉诉说各自的伤悲、幸福、眼泪和希望，就会发现自己已然汇入生活这条大河，这是他们以前从未见过的。

偶尔的恐惧和嘲讽也会让人失去信心。那么，我会拼命回想古往今来那些伟大的艺术家是如何拥有非凡的表现力。他们的表现力能与人沟通，催人奋进，是一股让旁听者或喜或悲、或怕或敬的力量，而不只是一种摆设和消遣。

如果我们能扩大视野、拓宽思路，我们会发现每个人都有创作的天分。它赋予了每个生命不同的个性。它让每个人在永恒之脉上占有一席之地。如果我们唤醒心中的它，我敢肯定我们将生活在一个活力四射、惊险刺激而又充满革新精神的时代里。它将引领我们走向更美好的世界。










The Child’s Guardian Angel　孩子的守护天使





◎  Erma Bombeck





Once upon a time there was a child ready to be born. So one day he asked God, “They tell me you are sending me to earth tomorrow but how am I going to live there being so small and helpless?”

God replied, “Among the many angels, I chose one for you. She will be waiting for you and will take care of you.”

But the child wasn’t sure he really wanted to go. “But tell me, here in Heaven, I don’t do anything else but sing and smile, that’s enough for me to be happy.”

“Your angel will sing for you and will also smile for you every day. And you will feel your angel’s love and be happy.”

“And how am I going to be able to understand when people talk to me,” the child continued, “if I don’t know the language that men talk?”

God patted him on the head and said, “Your angel will tell you the most beautiful and sweet words you will ever hear, and with much patience and care, your angel will teach you how to speak.”




“And what am I going to do when I want to talk to you?”

But God had an answer for that question too. “Your angel will place your hands together and will teach you how to pray.”

“I’ve heard that on earth there are bad men, who will protect me?”

“Your angel will defend you even if it means risking her life!”

“But I will always be sad because I will not see you anymore,” the child continued warily.

God smiled on the young one. “Your angel will always talk to you about me and will teach you the way for you to come back to me, even though I will always be next to you.”

At that moment there was much peace in Heaven, but voices from earth could already be heard. The child knew he had to start on his journey very soon. He asked God one more question, softly, “Oh God, if I am about to leave now, please tell me my angel’s name.”

God touched the child on the shoulder and answered, “Your angel’s name is not hard to remember. You will simply call her Mommy.”








从前，有个孩子就要出生了。有一天，他问上帝：“他们对我说，你明天就要把我送到人间了。可是，我这么弱小和无助，怎么在那儿生活呢？”

上帝回答道：“我从众多天使中为你挑选了一位，她会守在你身边、照顾你。”

可小孩不敢确定自己是不是真的想去。“可是在天堂里，就算我什么事情都不做，只是唱唱笑笑，我就很开心了。”

“你的天使每天都会为你唱歌，为你微笑。你能感受到天使对你的爱。你会很幸福的。”

“那我怎样才能听懂人类对我说的话呢？”孩子继续问道，“万一我听不懂人类的语言怎么办？”

上帝拍了拍孩子的头，说道：“你的天使会用你从未听过的、最美丽、最动听的语言跟你说话。她还会耐心地教你说话。”

“如果我想和你说话怎么办？”

对于这个问题，上帝心中早已有了答案：“你的天使会将你的双手合拢，教你如何祷告。”

“我听说人间有坏人，那谁来保护我呢？”

“你的天使会保护你，哪怕献出她的生命。”

“可我再也见不到你了，那样我会难过。”孩子小心翼翼地说道。




上帝朝小孩笑了笑，说道：“尽管你我近在咫尺，你的天使还会经常提起我，并教你如何回到我的身边。”

这时，平静的天堂传来了人间的声音。小孩知道自己该启程了。于是，他又轻轻地问了一个问题：“噢，上帝！我就要走了，请你告诉我，我的天使叫什么名字。”

上帝拍了拍孩子的肩膀，答道：“你的天使有个很好记的名字。你就叫她——妈妈。”





















美丽语录

Where we love is home, home that our feet may leave, but not our hearts.

家是我们所爱的地方，双脚可以离开，心却不能。














A Beautiful Memory　美好的回忆





◎  Michelle





Err...the loveliest house that I’ve ever lived in was one that I lived in with my grandparents when I was a child. And the name of the house was Crosslands. And I have some very happy memories of Crosslands. It was, it seemed, so huge to me as a child. And it had a lovely living room with a piano in it and a lovely sort of hall with lots of carpets and chests and antiques and so on. And there was a mysterious room, it was the drawing room, and we only used it on Sundays, or when the vicar came for tea, or Christmas Day or Easter Day, and I was used to be amazed about this room because it had the best furniture in it but it was covered up with sheets—it was as if all the furniture was wearing clothes—and it seemed to me ridiculous that we couldn’t enjoy this beautiful furniture all the week through really.

And probably my favorite room was the kitchen. It had a lovely red flagstone floor, which was always highly polished, and an Aga, you know, one of those big cookers that heats the whole room so it was always warm there, and there was a kind of clothes horse above it that we used to hang all our clothes on, and it was just lovely. It was a very warm room with baked bread and my grandmother used to make ice cream and we’d eat it in there and... there was a vegetable garden leading from there so I spent a lot of time in the vegetable garden picking peas and eating them—my grandmother used to get really cross with me because I used to pick all the vegetables and the fruit for our meals and then I’d eat half of them, because they tasted so delicious coming fresh from the garden.




Now, I went back to it a few years ago and it was a big mistake. They’ve modernized it inside, they’ve got rid of those lovely old fire-places... have just gone. And they’ve knocked a wall down so the drawing room and the living room have become one big modern plastic kind of room.

But I think what upset me most about it was the feeling that the house had shrunk, it had become smaller and that my memory of this lovely large warm comfortable house had turned into an old house with modernized rooms inside it. And it taught me a lesson really, that you can’t go back on the past and recapture it. But there’s a beautiful memory there.








呃……我住过的最可爱的房子，要数小时候和爷爷奶奶一起住的那座房子了。那座房子名叫克罗斯兰。它给了我许多美好的回忆。在儿时的我眼中，它是那样的高大。可爱的起居室里放着一架钢琴。漂亮的大厅里放着地毯、柜子和古董等许多东西。那个充满神秘气息的房间就是会客厅了。只有周日、牧师来喝茶、圣诞节或复活节的时候，我们才能用它。那时候，我一直觉得这个房间很奇怪，那里面放着最好的家具，可总是盖着床单——就像所有的家具都穿着衣服一样。更可笑的是，这么精美的家具，我们却不曾连续使用超过一周时间。

我最喜欢的房间也许就是厨房了。讨喜的红色石地板总是被擦得亮亮的。厨房里有一个大壁炉，把房间烤得暖和极了。壁炉上有一个衣架，我们用它挂衣服，真是合适又美观。这个温暖的房间里正烤着面包呢！奶奶有时也会自己制作冰激凌，我们就在这里吃……厨房望出去是一片菜园，我经常在那儿摘豌豆吃。我曾摘光花园里的所有蔬菜瓜果，做好饭菜后我吃掉了一大半，因为这些蔬菜瓜果实在太新鲜了。奶奶就因为这件事，真的生气了。

如今，当我再次回到这里时，我发现他们犯了一个大错——房内被装修得极富现代气息。那些可爱的老壁炉都已经被拆掉——都不存在了。会客厅和起居室之间的墙也被拆了，成了一个很大、很现代化的可塑型房间。




可最让我伤心的是，我感到房子好像变小了。它变得越来越小，我记忆中的这个漂亮、宽敞、温暖舒适的房子，成了一座房间装修很现代的老房子。它让我明白了一个道理：你无法回到过去，也无法重新抓住逝去的美好。不过，老房子给你的美好回忆还在！





















美丽语录

You cannot appreciate happiness unless you have known sadness too.

不知道什么是忧伤，就不会真正感激幸福。














The Boy and the Tree　男孩和苹果树





◎  Sarfaraz Amani









A long time ago, there was a huge tree. A little boy loved to come and play around it every day. He loved the tree and the tree loved to play with him.

Time went by... The little boy had grown up and he no longer played around the tree.

One day, the boy returned and the tree was so excited. “Come and play with me,” The tree said. “I don’t have time to play. I have to work for my family. We need a house for a shelter. Can you help me?” “Sorry, but I don’t have a house. But you can cut off my branches to build your house.” So the boy cut all the branches of the tree and left happily. The tree was glad to see him happy, but the boy didn’t appear since then.

The tree was lonely and sad. One hot summer day, the boy returned and the tree was delighted. “Come and play with me!” the tree said. “I am sad and getting old. I want to go sailing to relax myself. Can you give me a boat?” “Use my trunk to build the boat. You can sail and be happy.” So the boy cut the tree trunk to make a boat. He went sailing and did not show up for a long time.




Finally, the boy returned after he left for so many years. “Sorry, my boy, but I don’t have anything for you anymore. The only thing left is my dying roots.” The tree said with tears. “I don’t need much now, just a place to rest. I am tired after all these years.” The boy replied. “Good! Old tree roots are the best place to lean on and rest. Come here, please sit down with me and have a rest.” The boy sat down and the tree was glad and smiled with tears.

This is a story of everyone. The tree is our parent. When we were young, we loved to play with Mom and Dad... When we grow up, we leave them, and only come to them when we need something or when we are in trouble. No matter what, parents will always be there and give everything they could to make you happy. You may think that the boy is cruel to the tree but that’s how all of us are treating our parents.





很久以前，有一棵巨大的树。一个小男孩每天都喜欢来到树旁玩耍。他爱这棵树，树也喜欢和他一起玩。

年华似水……小男孩长大了，他不再到树旁玩耍了。




一天，男孩回来了，树非常兴奋。“来和我玩吧。”树说。“我没有时间玩。我得为我的家庭工作。我们需要一个房子来遮风挡雨，你能帮我吗？”“很抱歉，我没有房子。但是，你可以砍下我的树枝来建房。”于是，男孩砍下所有的树枝，高高兴兴地离开了。看到他高兴，树也很高兴。但是，自从那时起，男孩就再也没出现过。

树非常悲伤，也很孤独。突然，在一个炎热的夏日，男孩回到了树旁，树很高兴。“来和我玩吧！”树说。“我很伤心，我开始老了。我想去航海放松自己。你能不能给我一条船？” “用我的树干去造一条船，你就能航海了，你会高兴的。”于是，男孩砍倒树干造了一条船。他航海去了，很长一段时间都没有再露面。

许多年后，男孩终于回来了。“很抱歉，我的孩子，我再也没有任何东西可以给你了。我唯一剩下的就是垂死的树根。” 树含着泪说。“现在，我不需要什么了，只想找一个地方休息。这些年来我太累了。”男孩答道。 “太好了！老树根就是倚着休息最好的地方。过来，和我一起坐下休息吧。” 男孩坐下了，树高兴地留下了眼泪。

这是发生在每一个人身上的故事。树就是我们的父母。我们小的时候，喜欢和爸爸妈妈玩……当我们长大了，便离开他们，只有在我们需要父母，或是遇到麻烦的时候，才会回去找他们。尽管如此，父母却总是有求必应，为了我们的幸福，无私地奉献着自己的一切。你可能觉得那个男孩对树很残忍，但我们何尝不是这样呢？
























美丽语录

Respecting and honoring our parents are top priorities.

世界上最不能等的莫过于孝敬父母。














All I Really Need to Know　生命中不可错过的智慧





◎  Robert Fulghum













Most of what I really need

To know about how to live

And what to do and how to be

I learned in kindergarten.

Wisdom was not at the top

Of the graduate school mountain,

But there in the sandpile at Sunday school.





These are the things I learned:





Share everything.

Play fair.

Don’t hit people.

Put things back where you found them.

Clean up your own mess.

Don’t take things that aren’t yours.




Say you’re sorry when you hurt somebody.

Wash your hands before you eat.

Flush.

Warm cookies and cold milk are good for you.

Live a balanced life—

Learn some and think some

And draw and paint and sing and dance

And play and work everyday some.

Take a nap every afternoon.

When you go out into the world,

Watch out for traffic,

Hold hands and stick together.

Be aware of wonder.





那些不可错过的

关于怎样生活

应该做些什么和怎样去做

我都是在上幼稚园时学到的。

智慧并不存在于

大学校园里那座象牙塔的顶端，

而是在幼稚园的沙堆上。





以下就是我在幼稚园学到的东西：








与人分享一切。

事事要公平。

不要欺负别人。

东西哪里拿的就放回哪里。

整理好自己弄乱的东西。

不要随便拿走不属于自己的东西。

伤害了别人要说对不起。

吃东西前要洗手。

害羞时会脸红。

热饼干和冰牛奶对你有好处。

生活要平衡——

每一天都要学习新东西，每一天都要动脑筋

画画，涂鸦，唱歌，跳舞

要懂得劳逸结合。

每天中午要小憩一会儿。

出门时

要小心车辆，

最好大家能手牵手一齐走。

因为这个世界是奇妙的。
























美丽语录

Do what makes you happy. Be with who makes you smile. Laugh as much as you breath. Love as long as you live.

做让你开心的事，交能逗你乐的朋友，像呼吸一样频繁地开怀大笑，像生命一样长久地全心去爱。














All Flowers are Beautiful　所有的花儿都美丽





◎  Suzanne Chazin





I grew up in a small town where the elementary school was a ten-minute walk from my house and in an age, not so long ago, when children could go home for lunch and find their mothers waiting.

At the time, I did not consider this a luxury, although today it certainly would be. I took it for granted that mothers were the sandwich-makers, the finger-painting appreciators and the homework monitors. I never questioned that this ambitious, intelligent woman, who had had a career before I was born and would eventually return to a career, would spend almost every lunch hour throughout my elementary school years just with me.

I only knew that when the noon bell rang, I would race breathlessly home. My mother would be standing at the top of the stairs, smiling down at me with a look that suggested I was the only important thing she had on her mind. For this, I am forever grateful.

Some sounds bring it all back: the high-pitched squeal of my mother’s teakettle, the rumble of the washing machine in the basement, the jangle of my dog’s license tags as she bounded down the stairs to greet me. Our time together seemed devoid of the gerrymandered schedules that now pervade my life.




One lunch time when I was in the third grade will stay with me always. I had been picked to be the princess in the school play, and for weeks my mother had painstakingly rehearsed my lines with me. But no matter how easily I delivered them at home, as soon as I stepped onstage, every word disappeared from my head.

Finally, my teacher took me aside. She explained that she had written a narrator’s part to the play, and asked me to switch roles. Her words, kindly delivered, still stung, especially when I saw my part go to another girl.

I didn’t tell my mother what had happened when I went home for lunch that day. But she sensed my unease, and instead of suggesting we practice my lines, she asked if I wanted to walk in the yard.

It was a lovely spring day and the rose vine on the trellis was turning green. Under the huge elm trees, we could see yellow dandelions popping through the grass in bunches, as if a painter had touched our landscape with dabs of gold.




I watched my mother casually bend down by one of the clumps. “I think I’m going to dig up all these weeds,” she said, yanking a blossom up by its roots. “From now on, we’ll have only roses in this garden.”

“But I like dandelions,” I protested. “All flowers are beautiful even dandelions.”

My mother looked at me seriously. “Yes, every flower gives pleasure in its own way, doesn’t it?” She asked thoughtfully. I nodded, pleased that I had won her over. “And that is true of people too,” she added. “Not everyone can be a princess, but there is no shame in that.”

Relieved that she had guessed my pain, I started to cry as I told her what had happened. She listened and smiled reassuringly.

“But you will be a beautiful narrator,” she said, reminding me of how much I loved to read stories aloud to her, “The narrator’s part is every bit as important as the part of the princess.”

Over the next few weeks, with her constant encouragement, I learned to take pride in the role. Lunchtimes were spent reading over my lines and talking about what I would wear.

Backstage the night of the performance, I felt nervous. A few minutes before the play, my teacher came over to me. Your mother asked me to give this to you, she said, handing me a dandelion. Its edges were already beginning to curl and it flopped lazily from its stem. But just looking at it, knowing my mother was out there and thinking of our lunchtime talk, made me proud.




After the play, I took home the flower I had stuffed in the apron of my costume. My mother pressed it between two sheets of paper toweling in a dictionary, laughing as she did it that we were perhaps the only people who would press such a sorry-looking weed.

I often look back on our lunchtimes together, bathed in the soft midday light. They were the commas in my childhood, the pauses that told me life is not savored in premeasured increments, but in the sum of daily rituals and small pleasures we casually share with loved ones.

Over peanut-butter sandwiches and chocolate-chip cookies, I learned that love, first and foremost, means being there for the little things.

A few months ago, my mother came to visit. I took off a day from work and treated her to lunch. The restaurant bustled with noontime activity as businesspeople made deals and glanced at their watches. In the middle of all this sat my mother, now retired, and I. From her face I could see that she relished the pace of the work world.




“Mom, you must have been terribly bored staying at home when I was a child,” I said.

“Bored? Housework is boring. But you were never boring.”

I didn’t believe her so I pressed. “Surely children are not as stimulating as a career.”

“A career is stimulating,” she said. “I’m glad I had one. But a career is like an open balloon. It remains inflated only as long as you keep pumping. A child is a seed. You water it. You care for it the best you can. And then it grows all by itself into a beautiful flower.”





我在一个小镇长大，从我家步行到我就读的小学只要10分钟。在那个时代，其实也就是不久前，孩子们可以回家吃午饭，妈妈会等着他们。

那时候，我并不觉得这有多奢侈，可如今，它的确成了一种奢望。我想当然地认为妈妈就该做三明治，就该欣赏手指画，就该检查家庭作业。我从未怀疑过：在我出生前，这个有抱负、有智慧的女人曾经有过一份事业，又将重新投身于另一份事业。可我上小学的那几年，她几乎每天都陪我吃午餐。

那时，我只知道中午放学的铃声一响，我就会气喘吁吁地跑回家里。妈妈就站在楼梯上，笑容满面地迎接我。这让我觉得我在她心中是唯一重要的事情。为此，我永远心存感激。




一些声音总能将我拉回旧时：妈妈烧开水时水壶发出的又长又尖的声音；地下室里洗衣机发出的隆隆声；我的小狗下楼迎接我时脖子上那块牌子发出的叮当声。可现在的生活无法与以前相比了。如今，我的生活完全被各式各样的行程表所操控着。

我读三年级时的一次午餐时间，我将永生难忘。那时，我在学校的一部话剧中饰演公主。于是，那几个星期妈妈都陪着我练习台词。可不管我在家背得多熟练，一上台，那些台词就从我的脑海中消失了。

最后，我的老师把我叫到一旁，向我解释说，她写了一些旁白，要我换成旁白的角色。她说得很委婉，可还是伤害了我。尤其是当我看到另一个女孩取代我饰演公主时，我的心里难过极了。

那天中午回家吃饭时，我没有把这件事告诉妈妈。可她察觉到了我的不安。于是，她没有叫我接着练台词，而是问我想不想到院子里走走。

那是一个美好的春日，篱笆上的玫瑰藤都已慢慢变绿了。在那棵大榆树下，我们看见一簇簇黄色的蒲公英从草丛中冒出来，就像一位画家为我们的山水画添上了一抹金黄。

我看见妈妈在一簇花草旁弯下腰来。“我想我应该把这些杂草全部拔掉。”她一边说着，一边连根拔起一簇盛开的花。“从今往后，我们的花园里只有玫瑰。”




“可我喜欢蒲公英，”我抗议道，“所有的花儿都美丽，即使是蒲公英。”

妈妈十分严肃地看着我。“是啊，每朵花都用自己的方式展示它的美，难道不是吗？”她若有所思地问道。我点点头，很高兴自己说服了妈妈。“人也是一样的，”她补充说道，“不是每个人都能成为公主，这没什么可丢脸的。”

原来，她早就猜到了我的烦恼。我松了口气，哭着把整件事情告诉了她。她一边听一边微笑着安慰我。

“你会成为最美的旁白，”她说道，还提醒我以前我有多喜欢大声给她朗读故事，“旁白的部分和公主的角色一样重要。”

接下来的几个星期，在她的不断鼓励下，我慢慢为饰演旁白这个角色感到骄傲。至于午餐时间嘛，不是朗读我的台词，就是讨论表演时要穿什么服装。

演出那天晚上，我在后台感到十分紧张。表演开始前的几分钟，老师走到我身边。“你的妈妈让我把这个交给你。”她边说边递给我一朵蒲公英。蒲公英的边是卷的，整个花茎也都死气沉沉。我匆匆瞥了一眼，知道妈妈就在外面。我想起午餐时候我们的谈话，一股自豪感油然而生。




演出结束后，我把那朵蒲公英塞进演出服的口袋里带回家。妈妈用两张纸压平它，然后夹进字典里。她笑着说：“这世上也许只有我们愿意把一棵毫不起眼的小草好好地夹起来。”

如今，沐浴在和煦的午后阳光里，我时常会想起我们一起度过的午餐时间。它们就像是我童年生活里的小逗号，这些停顿让我懂得：生活的真正滋味并非来自于预先估好的增额，而是来自于和爱人共享的日常琐事和小小快乐。

花生酱三明治和巧克力曲奇让我懂得：爱，最原始的和最重要的，是关注那些微不足道的小事。

几个月前，妈妈来看我。我请了一天假陪她吃午饭。午饭时餐馆里挤满了人，一群商人边吃饭边谈生意，还时不时地瞄一眼腕上的手表。我和退休的妈妈就坐在这群人的中间。从她脸上，我能看出她很羡慕上班族的工作节奏。

“妈，我小的时候您在家照顾我，肯定很厌烦吧！”我说。

“厌烦？我是挺厌烦家务活的，可是你永远不会让我觉得厌烦。”

我不相信，于是接着说：“照顾孩子肯定不如工作那么具有挑战性！”

“工作的确更有挑战性，”她说，“我很开心我曾经有过一份工作。可是工作就像一个开口气球，只有不断吹气才能让它变大。但是孩子像一粒种子，只要你给它浇水，细心照料它，它就会自己长大，变成一朵美丽的花儿。”





















All or nothing, now or never.



宁为玉碎，不为瓦全。机不可失，失不再来。
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被自己所爱的人深爱着是什么样的感觉呢？会是什么样子呢？想要立刻回答的人，你要知道自己是多么幸福。





How it feels when you are loved by the one you love? How could it be like? If you want to answer it immediately, you shall know how happy you are.





美丽英文袖珍馆·第2辑
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世界上，有这样一种最幸福的约定，它浸润心灵的天簌，唤醒生命的禅音。它带给我们温暖和力量，给予我们指引和希望，让我们在多年后的某一天，收获一个完美而成功的人生。


























前言





















PREFACE





A Mother’e Letter to the World

一位母亲写给世界的信









Dear World,

My son starts school today. It’s going to be strange and new to him for a while. And I wish you would sort of treat him gently.

You see, up to now, he’s been king of the roost. He’s been boss of the back yard. I have always been around to repair his wounds, and to soothe his feelings.




But now—things are going to be different.

This morning, he’s going to walk down the front steps, wave his hand and start on his great adventure that will probably include wars and tragedy and sorrow. To live his life in the world he has to live in will require faith and love and courage.

So, World, I wish you would sort of take him by his young hand and teach him the things he will have to know. Teach him—but gently, if you can. Teach him that for every scoundrel, there is a hero; that for every crooked politician there is a dedicated leader; that for every enemy there is a friend. Teach him the wonders of books. Give him quiet time to ponder the eternal mystery of birds in the sky, bees in the sun, and flowers on the green hill. Teach him it is far more honorable to fail than to cheat. Teach him to have faith in his own ideas, even if everyone else tells him they are wrong. Teach him to sell his brawn and brains to the highest bidder, but never to put a price on his heart and soul. Teach him to close his ears to a howling mob... and to stand and fight if he thinks he’s right. Teach him gently, World, but don’t coddle him, because only the test of fire makes fine steel.




This is a big order, World, but see what you can do. He’s such a nice little fellow.

















亲爱的世界：

我的儿子今天开始上学。在一段时间内，他都会感到既陌生又新鲜。我希望你能对他温和一些。

你知道，直到现在，他一直都是家里的小皇帝，一直是后院的主人。我一直在他身边，为他料理伤口，给他感情上的慰藉。

可是现在——一切都将发生变化。

今天早晨，他将走下屋前的台阶，挥挥手，踏上他伟大的冒险征途，途中也许会有战斗、悲剧和伤痛。要在他必须生存的世界中生活需要信念、爱心和勇气。




所以，世界，我希望你握住他稚嫩的手，教他必须知道的一些事情。教他——但如果可能的话，温柔一些。教他知道，世界上有一个恶棍，就有一个英雄；有一个奸诈狡猾的政客，就有一个富有奉献精神的领袖；有一个敌人，就有一个朋友。教他感受书本的魅力。给他时间，去安静地思索自然界中永恒的神秘：空中的小鸟，阳光下的蜜蜂，青山上的花朵。教他知道，失败比欺骗要光荣得多。教他要坚信自己的思想，哪怕别人都予以否定。教他可把自己的体力和脑力以最高价出售，但绝对不要出卖自己的心灵和灵魂。教他对暴徒的嚎叫置若罔闻……并且在认为自己是对的时候站出来战斗。以温柔的方式教导他，世界，但不要溺爱他，因为只有烈火才能炼出真钢。

这是个很高的要求，世界，但请你尽力而为。他是一个多么可爱的孩子。


























Chapter 1 Some Kind of Omnipresent Sweetness　有一种甜蜜无处不在

























It is graceful grief and sweet sadness to think of you, but in my heart, there is a kind of soft warmth that can’t be expressed with any choice of words.









想你，是一种美丽的忧伤的甜蜜和惆怅，心里面，在我却是一种用任何语言也无法表达的温馨。




























George Washington to His Wife

乔治·华盛顿致妻子

















You may believe me, when I assure you in the most solemn manner that, so far from seeking this employment, I have used every effort in my power to avoid it, not only from my unwillingness to part with you and the family, but from a consciousness of its being a trust too great for my capacity; and I should enjoy more real happiness in one month with you at home that I have the most distant prospect of finding abroad; if my stay were to be seven times seven years. But as it has been a kind of destiny that has thrown me upon this service, I shall hope that has my undertaking it is designed to answer some good purpose...

I shall rely confidently on that Providence which has heretofore preserved and been bountiful to me, not doubting but that I shall return safe to you in the fall. I shall feel no pain from the toil or danger of the campaign; my unhappiness will flow from the uneasiness I know you will feel from being left alone. I therefore beg that you will summon your whole fortitude, and pass your times agreeably as possible. Nothing will give me so much sincere satisfaction as to hear this, and to hear it from your own pen.








George Washington













你可以相信我，我以最庄严的方式向你保证，我非但没有主动去谋求这个职位，反而是竭尽所能地推辞它。这不只是因为我不愿意离开你、离开家人，还因为我自知我的能力还不足以担此重任。此外，如果要我为了一个遥远的前程长年奔波在外，我倒宁愿在家与你一起享受哪怕一个月的真正的快乐。但是，既然命运之神选中了我来担当此职，我谨希望接受此任以实现崇高的目标…… 我将充满信心地依赖上帝，迄今为止他一直在保佑我并赐福于我。毋庸置疑，这个秋天我一定会安然无恙地回到你的身边。我不会因为作战的艰苦和危险而感到痛苦。我的不快乐来自于我知道将你独自一人留在家，你会感到不安。因此，我乞求你鼓足勇气，尽可能愉快地度过你的时光。再也没有比听到你过得快乐更令我欣慰的了，再也没有比收到你的亲笔回信更令我感到满足的了。




乔治·华盛顿 





名人小课堂

乔治·华盛顿 （George Washington, 1732～1799年） 美国首任总统，美国独立战争大陆军总司令。1789年当选，1793年连任，后隐居。华盛顿被尊称为美国国父，学者们将他和亚伯拉罕·林肯并列为美国历史上最伟大的总统。












































>Nathaniel Hawthorne to His Wife　纳撒尼尔·霍桑致妻子

















I do trust, my dearest, that you have been employing this bright day for both of us; for I have spent it in my dungeon and the only light that broke upon me was when I opened your letter. I am sometimes driven to wish that you and I could mount upon a cloud (as we used to fancy in those heavenly walks of ours). And be home quite out of sight and hearing of the world; for now all the people in the world seem to come between us. How happy were Adam and Eve! There was no third person to come between them, and all the infinity around them only seemed to press their hearts closer together. We love one another as well as there is no silent and love Garden of Eden for us. Will you sail away with me to discover some summer island? Do you not think that god has reserved one for us, ever since the beginning of the world? Foolish that I am to raise a question of it, since we have found such an Eden... such an island sacred to us two... whenever we have been together! Men we are the Adam and Eve of a virgin earth. Now, goodbye; for voices are babbling around me and I should not wonder if you were to hear the echo of them while you read this letter.
















我最最亲爱的妻子，我确信你早已为我们选定了今天这个晴朗的好日子；而我却一整天闷在城堡的主楼里，我唯一的一缕阳光是在打开你的信件后才得到的。我时常产生这样的愿望：我和你一同驾驭着一朵白云（就像我们过去曾经幻想我们在天堂里的漫步一样），远离世俗的喧嚣；到目前为止，似乎全世界的人都来妨碍我们。亚当和夏娃是多么幸福啊！他们之间就没有第三者介入，没有任何人骚扰他们，而他们周围无限的空间似乎把他们的心贴得更紧了。我们也如他们一样彼此相爱，却无法拥有一片只属于我们自己的静谧的爱的伊甸园。你愿与我一起远航，去寻觅夏之岛吗？你不认为上帝在创世记之初就为我们保留了这样一座岛屿吗?我提出这样的问题是多么愚蠢啊，因为我们已经找到了这样的伊甸园——属于你我两人的神圣的爱情岛……只要我们彼此在一起，我们就是那片净土上的亚当和夏娃。现在，我要和你说再见了，因为我的周围一片嘈杂。不知你展读此信时，耳边是否会有这些声音的回声萦绕。  








名人小课堂

纳撒尼尔·霍桑 （Nathaniel Hawthorne, 1804~1864年） 19世纪美国小说家，代表作《红字》已成为世界文学经典之一。霍桑是心理小说的开创者，擅长剖析人的“内心”。他的作品想象丰富、结构严谨。除了进行心理分析与描写外，他还擅长象征主义手法。霍桑对美国文学的发展做出了很大贡献。
























>John Adams to His Wife　约翰·亚当斯致妻子













Prince Town New Jersey Aug. 28th, 1774

My Dr.,

I received your kind letter, at New York, and it is not easy for you to imagine the pleasure it has given me. I have not found a single opportunity to write since I left Boston, excepting by the post and I don’t choose to write by that conveyance, for fear of foul play. But as we are now within forty-two miles of Philadelphia, I hope there to find some private hand by which I can convey this.

The particulars of our journey, I must reserve, to be communicated after my return. It would take a volume to describe the whole. It has been upon the whole an agreeable jaunt. We have had opportunities to see the world and to form acquaintances with the most eminent and famous men in the several colonies we have passed through. We have been treated with unbounded civility, complaisance, and respect.




We yesterday visited Nassau Hall College, and were politely treated by the scholars, tutors, professors and president, whom we are, this day to hear preach. Tomorrow we reach the Theatre of Action. God almighty grant us wisdom and virtue sufficient for the high trust that is devolved upon us. The spirit of the people wherever we have been seems to be very favorable. They universally consider our cause as their own, and express the firmest resolution, to abide the determination of the Congress.

I am anxious for our perplexed, distressed province—hope they will be directed into the right path. Let me in treat you, my dear, to make yourself as easy and quiet as possible. Resignation to the will of heaven is our only resource in such dangerous times. Prudence and caution should be our guides; I have the strongest hopes, that we shall yet see a clearer sky, and better times.




Remember my tender love to my little Nabby. Tell her she must write me a letter and enclose it in the next you send. I am charmed with your amusement with our little Johnny. Tell him I am glad to hear he is so good a boy as to read to his Mamma, for her entertainment, and to keep himself out of the company of rude children. Tell him I hope to hear a good account of his accidence and nomenclature, when I return. Kiss my little Charley and Tommy for me. Tell them I shall be at home by November but how much sooner I know not.

Remember me to all enquiring friends—particularly to Uncle Quincy, your Papa and family, and Dr. Tufts and family. Mr. Thaxter, I hope, is a good companion, in your solitude. Tell him, if he devotes his soul and body to his books, I hope, notwithstanding the darkness of these days, he will not find them unprofitable sacrifices in future.

I have received three very obliging letters, from Tudor, Trumble, and Hill. They have cheered us, in our wanderings, and done us much service.




My compliments to Mr. Wibirt and Coll, Quincy, when you see them.

Your account of the rain refreshed me. I hope our husbandry is prudently and industriously managed. Frugality must be our support. Our expenses, in this journey, will be very great—our only reward will be the consolatory reflection that we toil, spend our time, and tempt dangers for the public good—happy indeed, if we do any good!

The education of our children is never out of my mind. Train them to virtue, habituate them to industry, activity, and spirit. Make them consider every vice, as shameful and unmanly: fire them with ambition to be useful—make them disdain to be destitute of any useful, or ornamental knowledge or accomplishment. Fix their ambition upon great and solid objects, and their contempt upon little, frivolous, and useless ones. It is time, my dear, for you to begin to teach them French. Every decency, grace, and honesty should be inculcated upon them.




I have kept a few minutes by way of journal, which shall be your entertainment when I come home, but we have had so many persons and so various characters to converse with, and so many objects to view, that I have not been able to be so particular as I could wish—I am, with the tenderest affection and concern, your wandering.





John Adams













我亲爱的： 我在纽约收到了你的来信，你很难想象得到它所带给我的快乐。自离开波士顿后，我连一次给你写信的机会都找不到，尽管信件可以通过邮寄信件这一方式，但是因为我害怕有人恶作剧，所以我不会选择那种传递方式给你写信。不过，现在我俩一共距离费城都不超过42英里，我希望在那儿私下找个专人为我们传递这封信。 我们旅程的细节必须保留到我回去后再与你分享，因为整个旅行经历丰富到都可以写成一本书了。总体来说，这是一次令人愉快的短途旅行。我们有机会看看世界，并有机会在我们路经的几个殖民地结识那些最杰出的知名人士。这里的人盛情款待了我们，并对我们表现出了极大的殷勤和尊重。 昨天我们参观了拿骚楼学院，并受到了学者们、导师们、教授们以及校长的礼遇，今天我们还要去听他们的演讲。明天我们将要去行动剧院。愿万能的上帝因对我们的高度信任，而赐予我们足够的智慧和美德。我们所到之处的人们精神似乎都非常良好。他们普遍地把我们的事业当作他们自己的事业来对待，并表示出坚定地遵守国会决定的决心。 我为那些处于困惑和痛苦之中的人们感到忧虑——希望他们会被指引到正确的道路上。亲爱的，我希望你尽可能让自己拥有轻松和平静的心态。在这个危险的年代里，顺从上帝的意志是我们唯一的办法。谨慎小心是我们的指导方针。我最强烈的愿望就是：将来能看到一个更加晴朗的天空和更美好的时代。 请向我们的小纳比转达我温柔的爱意。告诉她一定要写信给我，并一起附在你下次寄给我的信里。我为你和我们的小约翰的逗乐而感到无比欣慰。告诉他，我很高兴听到他是一个乖巧懂事的好孩子，读书给妈妈听逗她开心，也没有与那些粗鲁的孩子为伍。告诉他，我希望当我回家的时候能看到他对词法和术语掌握得很好。代我亲吻我的小查里和汤米。告诉他们我应该11月份以前可以回家，但现在我还不知道到底多快能回。 请向所有问起我的朋友们问好——特别要向昆西叔叔、你的父亲及家人、塔夫茨博士及他的家人问好。我希望在你孤独时撒克斯特先生是一个好伴侣。告诉他，如果他将身心投入他的书中，尽管现在这些日子充满灰暗，我希望，他会发现他的付出在未来是不会白白牺牲毫无益处的。 我还收到另外三封非常亲切的问候信，它们分别来自图多尔、特鲁贝尔以及希尔。在我们的长途旅行中，他们激励了我们，并给予了我们莫大的帮助。 你见到威尔伯特先生、柯尔先生以及昆西先生时，请转达我对他们的问候。 你提到了雨，我倍感神清气爽。我希望我们的畜牧业得到了谨慎管理和细心经营。勤俭是我们的立足之本。这次旅行的花销将会很大——我们唯一的回报将是令人安慰的反思，即：我们为了公益事业辛劳工作、甘冒危险，并耗去了我们的时光——如果我们做了有益的事，那的确令人感到幸福！ 我从未停止过思考孩子们的教育问题。培养他们良好的道德，使他们养成勤勉、活跃和富有进取精神的习惯；让他们把每一种缺点视为可耻和怯懦：激励他们要拥有成为有用之材的雄心壮志——使他们鄙视缺乏有用知识以及一事无成的人；把他们的抱负建立在伟大、坚定的目标之上，而蔑视那些细小、琐碎和无价值的事情。亲爱的，现在是你开始教他们法语的时候了。应该反复给他们灌输礼貌、优雅和诚实的知识，把这些美德牢牢地铭刻在他们的心中。 我以日记的方式记了一些备忘录，待我回家时可供你浏览消遣。不过，我们有那么多不同的人物要交谈，有那么多的事物要观察，所以不能够如我所希望的那样详细地叙述这一切——我带着最温柔的爱和关心，你的流浪者。








约翰·亚当斯

1774年8月28日 写于新泽西普林斯镇 





名人小课堂

约翰·亚当斯 （John Adams, 1735~1826年） 美国第一任副总统，后来接替乔治·华盛顿成为美国第二任总统（1797~1801年）。亚当斯也是由托马斯·杰斐逊组成的《独立宣言》起草委员会的成员，被美国人视为最重要的开国元勋之一，同华盛顿、杰斐逊和富兰克林齐名。他的长子约翰·昆西·亚当斯后当选为美国第六任总统。

























































>Mark Twain to His Wife　马克·吐温致妻子













15 February 1869, Ohio

Livy, darling, how are you this morning? For it is morning, I guess, in as much as it is only half past 9, I have not got up yet. I only awoke a little while ago, naturally thought of you the first thing. I don’t intend to get up till noon.

I wrote to our Mother,—if she will allow me to call her so—the letter is gone. If I had it back I would write it over again. I see that inletting the letter “write itself” it took entirely too unconventional a form. I forgot, occasionally, the fact that I was really writing to the PUBLIC, instead of to her. And so I elaborated what needed no elaboration, merely touched upon matters which should have been treated more fully. But don’t you see?—if I had kept the public in my mind, the sense of being questioned cross questioned by outsiders, upon matters essentially private and personal, would have been so oppressive that I could not have written at all. It is hard to know that what you are writing (confessing) about your most delicate and private affairs is to be read by strangers and unlovingly criticized commented on at tea tables among miscellaneous groups who would often rather say a smart thing than a kind one. So I think that maybe, after all, there may have been a little natural impulse to holdback, instead of speaking out freely, though I was not really conscious of such an impulse. I do not think I am more sensitive than others would be under like circumstances.




I told Mrs. Fairbanks to have the ring made, and then express it to me at Elmira so that it would reach there about the 20th. And so you see I can put it on your finger myself, my precious little wife.

I wrote Twichell a short note yesterday to thank him for his kind efforts in forwarding our affairs. I told him we meant to lead a useful, unostentatious and earnest religious life, and that I should unite with the church as soon as I was settled, and that both of us, on these accounts, would prefer the quiet, moral atmosphere of Hartford to the driving, ambitious ways of Cleveland. I wanted him to understand that what we want is a home—we are done with the shows and vanities of life and are ready to enter upon its realities that we are tired of chasing its phantoms and shadows, and are ready to grasp its substance. At least I am—and “I” means both of us, and “both of us” means I of course—for are not we Twain one flesh?




I read a great deal in the Testament last night—why didn’t we read the Testament more, instead of carrying loads of books into the drawing room which we never read? I thought of it Several times.

Clouding up again—well, is it never going to clear off? I will go to sleep again. Take this loving kiss and go to bed yourself, my idol.








Sam









莉维，亲爱的，今天早上你好吗？因为现在是早上，我估计只有九点半左右，所以我还没有起床。我刚刚醒过来，自然而然地，我第一个想到的就是你。我打算赖到中午才起床。 我给我们的母亲写了一封信——如果她允许我这样称呼她的话——信已经寄出去了。如果我能把信收回，我会重写一遍。我知道，如让这封信“尽情演绎”，那么它将采取的完全是一种非传统的形式。我偶尔忘记了，我实际上不是给她而是给公众写信这一事实。所以我详细地阐述了那些本不该详细阐述的事情，却对那些应该详细阐述的事情一笔带过。但是你明白吗？——如果我把公众记在心上，那种被局外人询问或盘问纯属个人隐私的事情的感觉会是如此难以忍受，以至于使我根本无法写信。很难想象，你所写的（或承认的）关于你的最微妙和隐私的事情是怎样被陌生人阅读，又是怎样在茶余饭后被那些宁愿谈论精明的事也不想谈论一件好事的形形色色的人评头论足的。所以，我想，那也许毕竟只是一点点的本能冲动驱使我忍住，而不是毫无顾忌地畅所欲言，尽管我并非真正意识到这种冲动。在同样的情况下，我并不认为自己比其他人更为敏感。 我已经让费尔班克斯夫人去定做戒指，然后用快递寄到埃尔迈拉给我，那样我于20号左右就能收到。你看，这样我就可以亲手把它戴在你的手指上，我亲爱的娇妻。 我昨天给特威切尔写了一封短信，感谢他为促成我们的婚事所做出的种种努力。我告诉他，我们打算过一种有意义、朴素、真挚、虔诚的生活；等我一安顿下来，我就将与教堂联系；出于这些原因，我们俩都偏爱哈特福特的这种安宁、有道德的氛围，而不喜欢克利夫兰那种精力过剩、雄心勃勃的生活方式。我想要他明白，我们需要的是一个家——我们经历过生活的表演秀和浮华，准备迈进它的现实里——我们厌倦了追逐生活中的幻影，准备抓住它的实质。至少我是如此——这里的“我”是指我们俩，当然“我们俩”也是指我——因为我们俩不是成为一体了吗？ 我昨天晚上读了许多《圣约》里的内容——为什么我们不能多读点《圣约》，却偏要把大量的从来都不看的书搬进休息室？我对这个问题想了好几次。 又是乌云密布了——唉！难道天空永远不会放晴吗？我还是去睡觉吧。接受我这充满爱意的吻，你自己也去睡吧，我的偶像。






 萨 姆

1869年2月15日 写于俄亥俄州





名人小课堂

马克·吐温 （Mark Twain, 1835～1910年） 美国的幽默大师、小说家、作家，也是著名演说家。他是19世纪后期批判现实主义文学的优秀代表，代表作品有短篇小说《竞选州长》、《百万英镑》等，长篇小说《镀金时代》、《汤姆·索亚历险记》等。《哈克贝利·费恩历险记》是他最优秀的作品，曾被美国小说家海明威誉为是“第一部”真正的“美国文学”。












































Winston Churchill to His Wife

>(Clementine Churchill)　温斯顿·丘吉尔致妻子

（克莱门汀·丘吉尔）













My dearest one,

Alex and his aide-de-camp, who is the son of Lord Templemore, have left us after staying two nights. I hope Alex will come back again next weekend. He certainly enjoyed himself painting, and produced a very good picture considering it is the first time that he has handled a brush for six years. I have now four pictures, three of them large, in an advanced state, and I honestly think they are better than any I have painted so far. I gave Alex your message and he was very pleased.

The painting has been a great pleasure to me, and I have really forgotten all my vexations. It is a wonderful cure, because you really cannot think of anything else. This is Saturday, and it is a week since we started. We have had newspapers up till Wednesday. I have skimmed through them, and it certainly seems we are going to have a pretty hard time. I cannot feel the Government is doing enough about demobilization, still less about getting our trade on the move again. I do not know how we are ever to pay our debts, and it is even difficult to see how we shall pay our way. Even if we were all united in a Coalition, gathering all the strength of the nation, our task might well is beyond our powers. However, all this seems already quite remote from me on this lovely lake, where nearly all the days are full of sunshine and the weather bright and cool.




Much better than the newspapers was your letter, with its amusing but rather macabre account of the journey to Wood Ford. I am longing to hear how our affairs are progressing. I do hope you are not overtaxing yourself with all the business that there is to do. We shall certainly not forget about Mary’s birthday, but let me know what you have done about a present.




Considering how pleasant and delightful the days have been, I cannot say they have passed quickly. It seems quite a long time since I arrived, although every day has been full of interest and occupation. I have converted my enormous bathroom into a studio with makeshift easels, and there all this morning Alex and I tried to put the finishing touches on our pictures of yesterday. He has set his heart on buying a villa here on a promontory. I have not seen it inside, but from the outside it looks the most beautiful abode one can possibly imagine, and I understand that inside it is even more romantic, going back to the fifteenth century. He was a little startled when I pointed out to him that no one will be allowed to buy a foreign property across the exchange perhaps for many years.

He begged me to stay on here as long as I like, but I think I shall come back the 18th or 19th.I am doubtful whether I shall stop in Paris. I expect in another ten or eleven days I shall be very keen to get home again. Sarah has been a great joy, and gets on with everybody. She and I both drive the speed-boats. They are a wonderful way of getting about this lake, and far safer than the awful winding roads around which the Italians career with motorcars and Lorries at all sorts of speeds and angles.




Charles plays golf most days. There is a very pretty link here, and he has fierce contests with himself or against Ogier. His devoted care of me is deeply touching.

You maybe amused to see the elaborate form in which your telegram, which I rejoiced to receive today, was sent.

His dictation over, Churchill continued in his own handwriting:

My Darling I think a great deal of you and last night when I was driving the speed-boat back there came into my mind your singing to me “In the Gloaming” years ago. What a sweet song and tune and how beautifully you sang it in all its pathos. My heart thrills and I love to feel you near me in thought. I feel so tenderly towards you my darling and the more pleasant and agreeable the scenes and days, the more I wish you were here to share them and give me a kiss.




You see I have nearly forgotten how to write with a pen. Isn’t awful my scribble?

Miss Layton has heard from her ‘boy-friend’ in S. Africa that she is to go out there (not Canada) immediately if possible to marry him. So she is very happy. Yesterday the South African officers came from their hotel and took her out to ‘water-plane’ behind their speed boat. She looked very handsome whirling along in the water and made three large circles in front of the villa before she tumbled in. Sarah is writing you now. The DB is starting.





Always your loving husband













我最亲爱的： 亚历克斯和他的副官坦普罗尔勋爵的儿子，在我们这里停留了两个晚上后就走了。我希望亚历克斯下周末还会再回来。他确实非常喜欢作画，而且还画了一幅很棒的作品，这是他操练了六年画笔以来，第一次画得如此好。现在的我熟谙画画之道，已经画了四幅画，其中有三幅大幅的。但是老实说，这几幅画是我迄今为止画得最好的作品了。我把你的消息告诉了亚历克斯，他听后非常高兴。 对于我来说，作画是一件非常令人高兴的事。作画时，我的一切烦恼都会被抛到九霄云外。作画真不愧为一个奇妙的疗法，因为此时的人们根本不会有其他杂念。今天是周六，我们出发至今已有一个星期了，可直到星期三我们才收到报纸。我粗略浏览了一下，看来我们真的将经历一段艰难的日子。我觉得政府在裁军方面的工作做得并不够，此外在重新促进贸易发展方面的工作也做得很少。我不知道我们怎样才能偿还债务；至于怎样才可不举债则更加有难度。即使我们全部团结在一起，组成一个联邦，集中起全国的所有力量，我们所面临的这个任务也是超出我们能力范围的，心有余而力不足。不过，这一切似乎已经离我很遥远，在这片美丽的湖上，几乎每天伴随我的都是明媚的阳光和凉爽宜人的气候。 你的来信里讲述的关于伍德福德既有趣又惊险的旅行故事可比报纸好看多了。我想听你讲讲我们的事情进展得如何。我真心希望你不要因为那些要做的事而让自己负担过重。我们当然不会忘记玛丽的生日；但是，请告诉我你准备了什么礼物呀。 就这些日子而言，真的令人非常惬意，但是我感觉时间还是过得很慢。尽管这里的每一天都充满乐趣，我过得也很充实，但是却依然感到来到这里似乎很长一段时间了。我把我的那间大浴室改装成了一个工作室，里面还摆着临时画架。今天整一上午亚历克斯和我都呆在那儿，努力完成昨天的画。亚历克斯下定决心要买下这儿的一幢海角别墅。我没有看过里面的陈设，但从外面看起来它确实是人们所能想象得出的最漂亮的住宅了。我知道室内甚至要更加浪漫，若是置身其中仿佛回到15世纪。但是，当我告诉他这里可能多年来一直不允许交易购买外国地产时，他颇感惊讶。 亚历克斯请求我继续待在这里，想留多久就留多久。但我想18或19号就回去。我还在犹豫途中是否在巴黎停留，但我多么希望再过10天或11天之后能回到我渴望已久的家。萨拉是我们的开心果，她和大家相处得很好。我们俩驾着快艇驰骋于湖上，感觉妙极了，而且比起意大利职业赛车手在连续弯路上全方位、全速驾驶小汽车或卡车可是安全得多。 查尔斯多数的日子都打高尔夫球。这里有一个很漂亮的高尔夫球场。有时他和自己打，有时与奥吉尔激烈对决。他对我悉心的照料让我感动万分。 我很高兴今天收到了你的电报，当你看到电文里精心制作的格式时，大概被逗笑了吧。 默写结束了，丘吉尔继续写他的信—— 亲爱的，我对你是日思夜想。昨晚我驾着快艇返航时，我脑子里回想起你多年以前对我唱的一首歌，歌名叫做《在黄昏》。多么动听的歌曲！多么美妙的曲调！而且你唱得又是如此地哀婉动人！我的心在震颤，我打从心里喜欢你在我身边的感觉。亲爱的，我对你感到多么温柔啊！这里的风光愈是赏心悦目，日子愈是舒适惬意，我就愈发强烈地渴望你能来到我身边与我分享这一切，并给我一个吻。 你瞧，我几乎不知道怎么用笔写字了。我胡乱涂鸦的字迹是不是看着觉得很恐怖？ 雷顿小姐收到了她“男朋友”从南非的来信。可能的话，她会立马动身去南非（不是加拿大）与他成婚，因此她高兴极了。昨天南非的官员们从他们的酒店过来，把她带到一架“水上飞机”上，那架飞机就停在他们的快艇后面。她在水上旋转着，在别墅的前方转了三个大圈才跌落下来，看起来真是酷毙了！萨拉现在也在给你写信。吃饭铃响了。










永远爱你的丈夫





名人小课堂

温斯顿·丘吉尔 （Winston Churchill, 1874～1965年） 政治家、画家、演说家、作家以及记者，1953年凭借作品《第二次世界大战回忆录》获得诺贝尔文学奖。他曾于1940～1945年及1951～1955年期间两度任英国首相，被认为是20世纪最重要的政治领袖之一，带领英国获得第二次世界大战的胜利。






















Clementine Churchill to Her Husband

>(Winston Churchill)　克莱门汀·丘吉尔致丈夫

（温斯顿·丘吉尔）













My Darling,

I’m so distressed about the truss—I hope it is comfortable and does not worry you. Did you strain yourself or stretch unduly, and will you now be able to do your exercises which are so potent a preventative of indigestion? Please take great care of yourself.

I have big news. Mary is home from Germany for good and has applied for a position in London or nearby. It’s very good of her because she was having a thrilling time in Germany. She asked to be sent home so that she could be near us. And they granted her request. She rang me up from Tilbury, and said ‘I’m home for good’. I think she may be demobilized in February—I feel warmed and comforted by her presence.




I’m so happy to see from your letter that you are enjoying the beauty of the Lake sand the comfort and elegance of the Villa. I have had a most amusing letter from Sarah describing her apricot colored and mirrored bathroom.

Work is progressing rather slowly, but I hope surely, on the Chartwell and London fronts—Whitbread is industrious and thorough and smiling. Max’s hens are beautiful and have laid a few (a very few) eggs, of exquisite flavor but of diminutive size—about the size of a pigeon’s egg. So we have to give two instead of one, to those who are registered with us. But Moppett says, they will get bigger and more numerous presently.

No German prisoners yet till after the Harvest. It will be lovely when the lake camouflage is gone and also the barbed wire.

Your Pal, Damaskinos is here being entertained by Mr. Attlee and Crankie. I see Anthony Eden attended the dinner.




I must hurry because your mail is just off. I’m sending 2 bottles of brandy as requested. I hope they are the right sort?

I enclose a cutting from the DT.





Yours loving

Clemmie









亲爱的： 关于那个托带的事情，我感到非常苦恼——我希望它不会让你感到难受，也不会让你为此犯愁。你不要把托带绷得太紧，当然，也不要绷得太松，你现在还能运动吗？适当的运动能预防消化不良。请务必细心照顾好自己。 我有重大消息告诉你。玛丽已从德国回来再也不走了，并在伦敦或者是其附近谋了一份工作。这样对她很好，因为她在德国经历了一段令人不寒而栗的生活。她要求他们遣送她回国，那样她能和我们离得近了，他们也答应了她的请求。她从蒂尔伯里给我打来电话说：“我要回家啦，而且永远不走了！”。我想她可能2月就可以回来了——一想到她就要回来，我内心就感到温暖与安慰。 从你的来信中，我非常高兴看到你在享受着湖景的美丽风光以及别墅的舒适优雅。我还收到萨拉写来的一封有趣的信，她在信中描述了她那杏黄色的浴室，浴室里还装了镜子。 这里的工作进展相当缓慢，但我真的希望在查特维尔和伦敦前线的惠特布莱德勤勉、彻底并快乐地工作。马克斯家的母鸡很漂亮，到目前为止已经下了几个蛋了（仅有的几个），味道确实不错，但就是太小了——大概只有鸽子蛋那么大而已。因此，我们需要给那些跟我们登记过的人两个鸡蛋，一个不够。不过据莫皮特说，最近那些母鸡会产出更多且更大的鸡蛋。 丰收过后就看不到德国囚犯出来干活了。当湖上的掩饰物及铁丝网消失后，那周围将会变得非常美丽。 你的朋友，达马斯金诺斯在这里受到了艾德里和克兰基先生的款待；我见到安东尼·伊登也出席了晚宴。 你的信刚寄出，我必须快一点。我按你的要求寄去了两瓶白兰地，希望是你要的那种。 随信附上一篇来自《每日电讯报》的剪报。




爱你的克莱米




















>Charles Dickens to His Wife　查尔斯·狄更斯致妻子









Tuesday morning, 15th April, 1851

My dearest Kate, —Now observe, you must read this letter very slowly and carefully. If you have hurried on thus far without quite understanding (apprehending some bad news) I rely on your turning back and reading again.

Little Dora, without being in the least pain, is suddenly stricken ill. There is nothing in her appearance but perfect rest—you would suppose her quietly asleep, but I am sure she is very ill, and I cannot encourage myself with much hope of her recovery. I do not (and why should I say I do to you, my dear?) I do not think her recovery at all likely.

I do not like to leave home, I can do no good here, but I think it right to stay. You will not like to be away, I know, and I cannot reconcile it to myself to keep you away. Forster, with his usual affection for us, comes down to bring you this letter and to bring you home, but I cannot close it without putting the strongest entreaty and injunction upon you to come with perfect composure—to remember what I have often told you, that we never can expect to be exempt, as to our many children, from the afflictions of other parents, mad that if—if when you come. I should even have to say to you, “Our little baby is dead,” you are to do your duty to the rest, and to show yourself worthy of the great trust you hold in them.




If you will only read this steadily I have a perfect confidence in your doing what is right.





Ever affectionately,

Charles Dickens









我最亲爱的凯特，——现在请注意：你必须慢慢地仔细阅读这封信件。假如到目前为止你是匆匆读过，而未很好地理解（看出一些坏消息）的话，我指望你再从头看起。 小多拉突然病倒了，但她丝毫没有表现出一点疼痛的样子。她的脸上除了轻松安详，其余什么也没有——如果你见到她那模样，你会误以为她在静静地睡觉呢，但是我可以肯定她的病很严重，而且我对她的痊愈不敢抱太大的希望。我不认为（我为什么要跟你说我认为呢，亲爱的？），我完全不认为她有痊愈的可能。 我不喜欢离家外出，尽管我留在这里也无济于事，但我觉得我应该留在这儿。我知道你也不喜欢离开，让你离开我内心里也于心不忍。福斯特对我们还是像往常一样关心，他现在给你捎去这封信来并接你回家。不过，我在结束这封信之前，我不得不强烈地恳求和劝告你，回来时要完全保持镇静——记住我经常对你说的话：我们儿女多，其他父母们遭到的苦难，我们决不能心存侥幸自己能够豁免。假如——假如你回来的时候，我甚至可能不得不对你说，“我们的小宝宝死了”，你仍然要对其他孩子尽到做母亲的职责，要向他们证明你自己值得他们对你的无限信赖。 只要你能冷静地读完这封信，我对你完全充满信心，你知道怎么做才是正确的。




永远的挚爱， 查尔斯·狄更斯




写于1851年4月15日 星期二早晨 





名人小课堂

查尔斯·狄更斯 （Charles Dickens, 1812～1870年） 英国小说家。生于海军小职员家庭，只上过几年学，全靠刻苦自学和艰辛劳动成为知名作家。主要作品有《匹克威克外传》、《雾都孤儿》、《 双城记 》、《远大前程》等，他是19世纪英国现实主义文学的主要代表。




































































>Abigail Adams to Her Husband　阿比盖尔·亚当斯致丈夫













Braintree August 19. 1774

The great distance between us, makes the time appear very long to me. It seems already a month since you left me. The great anxiety I feel for my country, for you and for our family renders the day tedious, and the night unpleasant. The rocks and quick sands appear upon every side. What course you can or will take is all wrapted in the bosom of futurity. Uncertainty and expectation leave the mind great scope. Did ever any kingdom or state regain their liberty, when once it was invaded without bloodshed? I cannot think of it without horror.

Yet we are told that all the misfortunes of Sparta were occasioned by their too great solicitude for present tranquility, and by an excessive love of peace they neglected the means of making it sure and lasting. They ought to have reflected says Polibius that as there is nothing more desirable, or advantageous than peace, when founded in justice and honor, so there is nothing more shameful and at the same time more pernicious when attained by bad measures, and purchased at the price of liberty.




I have received a most charming letter from our friend Mrs. Warren. She desires me to tell you that her best wishes attend you through your journey both as a friend and patriot—hopes you will have no uncommon difficulties to surmount or hostile movements to impede you—but if the Locrians should interrupt you, she hopes you will beware that no future annals may say you chose an ambitious Philip for your leader, who built up a monarchy on the ruins of the happy institution.

I have taken a very great fondness for reading Rollin’s Ancient History since you left me. I am determined to go through with it if possible in these my days of solitude. I find great pleasure and entertainment from it, and I have persuaded Johnny to read me a page or two every day, and hope he will form his desire to oblige me entertain a fondness for it—we have had a charming rain which lasted 12 hours and has greatly revived the dying fruits of the earth.




I want much to hear from you. I long impatiently to have you upon the stage of action. The first of September or the month of September, perhaps may be of as much importance to Great Britain as the Ides of March were to Caesar. I wish you every public as well, as private blessing, and that wisdom which is profitable both for instruction and edification to conduct you in this difficult day—the little flock remember Papa, and kindly wish to see him. So does your most affectionate.





Abigail Adams













你我之间遥远的距离让我感觉到，时间对我来说显得是那么漫长。自你离开我，差不多已有一个月了。我为我的祖国、为你、为我们的家庭感到无比忧虑，这种感觉使我白天过得沉闷，夜晚也过得不愉快。礁石和流沙到处都是。你能够或将要对未来采取什么样的方针路线完全还不得而知。不确定性和期望令人思绪万千。一旦受到侵略，有哪个王国或政府不必经历杀戮就可以重新获得自由呢？一想到这，我就不寒而栗。 然而，据我们所知，斯巴达的一切不幸缘于他们太渴望现在的安宁，缘于他们对和平的过分钟爱却忽略了那些保证国家持续和平的手段。他们应该思考波利比乌斯的话，基于正义与荣誉，没有什么东西是比和平更值得渴望或者更具有优势的；因此，再也没有比以卑劣的手段和以牺牲自由为代价来获取和平更令人感到耻辱、同时更致命的了。 我从我们的朋友沃沦太太那里收到了一封令人无比欣慰的信。她希望我告诉你，她以一个朋友同时也是一个爱国者的身份，衷心祝愿你旅途顺利——希望你没有克服不了的困难，也没有带有敌意的运动阻碍你——但如果洛克里斯人阻挠你，她希望你要意识到未来的编年史不会说你选择了一个野心勃勃的菲利普人作为你们的领导，并在幸福制度的废墟上建立了君主制。 自你离开我后，我非常喜欢读罗林的《古代历史》一书，并决定假如可能的话，在我独处的这些日子里读完这本书。我从中得到了极大的快乐和消遣，而且我说服了约翰尼每天给我读一到两页，并希望他也能从满足我的愿望中形成他自己的读书欲望——我们这儿下了一场及时雨，连续下了12个小时，充分灌溉了大地上的果树，使其得以复苏。 我非常想收到你的来信。我迫不及待地想要知道你们的行动到达什么阶段了。对于英国来说，9月的第一周或是整个9月，或许就像3月15日对于恺撒一样，具有重要意义。我祝愿你公事私事一切顺利，并希望那益于引导和启迪人的智慧在这困难的日子里为你指明前进的方向——小家伙们向他们的爸爸问好，并期盼着能见到他。你最挚爱的人也是一样。






阿比盖尔·亚当斯

1774年8月19日 写于布伦特里





名人小课堂

阿比盖尔·亚当斯夫人 （Mrs. Abigail Adams, 1744～1818年） 美国政界人物、女权运动先驱、书简作家，美国第二任总统约翰·亚当斯的夫人。她出生于马萨诸塞州的韦茅斯一颇具影响的殖民地政治家族。父亲威廉·史密斯为公会理事长，母亲伊丽莎白。有姊妹三人，排行老二。1764年10月25日与约翰·亚当斯结为夫妇，此后，阿比盖尔便独自经营农场和操持家务，并担负起培养教育5个子女的责任。




















Ludwig van Beethoven to His

>Immortal Beloved　贝多芬致“永恒的爱人”

















Evening, Monday, July 6

You are suffering, my dearest creature—only now have I learned that letters must be posted very early in the morning. Mondays, Thursdays—the only days on which the mail coach goes from here to K. You are suffering—ah! Wherever I am there you are also. I shall arrange affairs between us so that I shall live and live with you, what a life! Thus! Thus without you—pursued by the goodness of mankind hither and thither—which I as little try to deserve as I deserve it.

Humility of man toward man—it pains me—and when I consider myself in connection with the universe, what am I and what is he whom we call the greatest—and yet—herein lies the divine in man. I weep when I reflect that you will probably not receive the first intelligence from me until Saturday—much as you love me, I love you more—but do not ever conceal your thoughts from me—good night—as I am taking the baths I must go to bed. Oh, God! So near so far! Is our love not truly a celestial edifice—firm as Heaven’s vault
















让你受苦了，我最亲爱的人儿——直到现在我才得知，邮件必须得在周一或周四早上很早的时候就寄出去——只有这些时间段才有从这儿到K城的邮车。让你受苦了——啊，无论我在哪儿，你都与我同在——为了生活，与你一起生活，我要安排好你我之间的事情。什么样的生活啊！就这样！就这样没有你在身边的日子——处处遭遇人性之良善的追击——我一点也不愿意这样。 一个人对另一个人的卑躬屈膝刺痛了我。当我把自己置身于浩瀚的宇宙时，我在思考自己是什么，而世人所称为伟人的又是什么——然而——这里蕴含着人类的神圣性。当我想到你也许要到周六才能收到我的第一封信时，我不禁潸然泪下——你深深地爱着我，而我对你的爱则更为浓厚——但在我的面前，请决不要把你的想法隐藏起来——晚安——我要去洗澡，然后必须去睡了。噢，上帝啊，我们距离这么近，却又相隔如此远！我们的爱情不是正像是一座天上宫殿——如苍穹一样坚固吗？




写于7月6日星期一晚上 





名人小课堂

路德维希·凡·贝多芬 （Ludwig van Beethoven, 1770～1827年） 德国作曲家、音乐家、指挥家，维也纳古典乐派代表人物之一。他与海顿、莫扎特一起被后人称为“维也纳三杰”。他的代表作品主要有《英雄》、《命运》、《月光曲》等。贝多芬的音乐制作对音乐发展有着深远影响，他也因此被后世尊称为“乐圣”。


















Chapter 2 Some Kind of Touching Emotion　有一种思念触动心扉

























Little compliments mean so much to me sometimes. Children have never been very good at listening to their elders, but they have never failed to imitate them.









有时候，一点微不足道的肯定，对我却意义非凡。孩子们从来不会好好听从长辈的话，可是他们从来忘不了模仿长辈。
























E. B. White to His Mother

>(Jessie Hart White)　艾温·布鲁克斯·怀特致母亲

（杰西·哈特·怀特）













Beta Theta Pi house

Ohio State University

Columbus, Ohio

26 April 1922

Dearest Mum,

I am hoping this will arrive on April 27 to greet you on your 42nd wedding anniversary, but I am a little late in starting it as usual. Your letter reached me at Mansfield, O. a couple of days ago where it was forwarded from East Aurora. I guess I told you in one of my previous letters that the way to reach me by mail is via 159 Park Place, East Aurora. Mr. Cushman does the forwarding.

So you’ve been gay for forty years

For forty years and two—




Been jolly all through smiles and tears

So you’ve been gay for forty years

A thing one very seldom hears

I send my love to you

So you’ve been gay for forty years

For forty years and two

I hardly think I have written you since we left East Aurora a week ago Monday in the afternoon. We remained over Easter at the Cushman’s and had Easter Sunday dinner at the Roy Croft’s. The next day we left, clanking merrily out of town with our bed upon our back as goes the turtle...

Spring has arrived in Ohio. This is a flat state where red pigs graze in bright green fields and where farms are neat and prosperous—not like New York farms. We roll along through dozens of villages and cities whose names we never heard. They are typical of the Middle West. The oldest inhabitant is generally standing somewhere pulling a long white beard, the smithy door is generally open and the sound of the anvil to be heard, the village flapper is generally flapping up and down along Main Street in front of a group of jobless youths who help hold the drug store up, and somewhere there is always a housewife sweeping off a porch or carrying a spadeful of manure to the garden. Toward evening the country scenes become idyllic—the sort of thing you have seen in the moving pictures and never quite believed in. Sheep come drifting up long green lawns where poplars throw interminable shadows, come drifting up and stand like statues beneath white plum blossoms, while far down the lane and off in the fields a little Ford tractor moves like a snail across the furrows. Lilacs are in full bloom and the lavender iron-wood blossoms are coloring all the roads.




I’ve given up cigarettes until I get to California. Isn’t that a good idea? Cush thinks it’s great. I also am looking forward soon to giving up clean shirts. They’re worse than cigarettes. I’m on my last one now.

The Ford is a tremendous expense. Repairs have cost up 75 cents since we left New York—50 cents for a busted radiator and 25 cents for a fan belt. Pretty heavy going.




New York is the state for roads. Here there are pikes, which are cement on one side and dirt on the other. When you meet another car if you are on the cement side all is well, and when you are on the dirt side you steer to one side, sink down indefinitely, and then get out and lift the car back onto the road again. That’s why Fords can go places where heavier cars have difficulty. Whenever your Ford shows signs of weakening, you can lift it back where it belongs.

Tell Father he ought to read Benchley’s Of All Things if he wants a good time. I read it the other day in Mansfield. It’s about as funny as anything there is on the market today with the exception, of course, of the Cushman-White travelogues which are simply killing.

We’ll be leaving for Kentucky on Friday morning. This place is so beautiful we want to stay for a day or so to become acquainted with it.

Congratulations again on your anniversary. Have a good time at Atlantic City honey mooning. Love to Father—tell him I received his letter and thank you. I mailed the slip to the Trust Company the other day in Mansfield.








Yours, Andy

















最亲爱的妈妈： 我希望这封信可以在4月27日到达您手中，赶上庆贺您结婚42周年纪念日，但是如往常一样我的这封信写得有点迟了。您的信几天前在曼斯菲尔德到达了我手中，是从东奥罗拉那边转过来的。我猜想我在前几封信中的某一封信告诉过您，可以写信给东奥罗拉公园路159号的库什曼先生，让他转交给我。 四十年来您是如此快乐 四十二年了—— 一路走来，充满着喜悦的微笑和泪水 四十年来您是如此快乐 一件多么少见的事情 我把我的爱寄送给您 四十年来您是如此快乐 四十二年了 我根本没想到，自从上周周一下午我们离开东奥罗拉后我竟会给您写信。我们在库什曼家停留到了复活节，还在罗伊克罗夫特家吃了复活节晚餐。第二天我们就离开了，我们像乌龟一样，背上背着我们的铺盖，迈着欢快的步子走出了城…… 俄亥俄州的春天已经来临了。这是一个平坦之州，红猪在翠绿的田野里悠闲地觅食。这里的农场非常整洁，呈现出一片繁荣景象——不像纽约的农场。我们的车轮一直向前滚动着，穿过了许许多多的村庄和城市，那些村庄和城市的名字我们从未听说过。这里是典型的中西部地区。最年长的村民通常站在某个地方，捋着长长的白色胡须；打铁铺的门通常是开着的，可以听到铁砧的声音；村里的年轻女子通常会沿着大街在一群没有工作的年轻人面前来回晃动着，那些年轻人通常都只是帮忙照看药店；在某个地方总有一个家庭主妇在扫着门廊，或者运满满的一锹肥料到花园去。接近黄昏时，乡村景色变得如田园诗一般美好——那是您只有在电影里才能见到的风光，您是不会相信的。羊群沿着长长的绿色的草地移动过来，白杨树在草地上投射下了冗长的阴影，羊群过来了，它们就像雕像一样站立在盛开的白梅树下。沿着远处的乡间小路望向田野，你可以看到一辆小福特拖拉机像一只蜗牛在阡陌间慢行。紫丁香花盛开，熏衣香铁树的花儿把每条路都装点得五彩缤纷。 我想在去加利弗尼亚前把烟戒了，我想这是一个不错的主意，库什也这么认为。同时我也很想尽快摆脱这些洁净的衬衫，现在穿着的已经是最后一件了。 福特牌汽车花销很惊人。自我们离开纽约到现在，维修费已花了75美分——50美分花在修理炸裂的散热器上，25美分则花在修理鼓风机皮带上。开支相当大。 纽约州是一个公路之州。这里有收费的公路，它一边是水泥路，另一边是泥土路。当你的车与另一辆车相遇时，假如你正好在水泥路这一边，那一切还好；但是如果你的车是在泥土路这一边，你要转到水泥路上，说不定你的车就会陷下去。那样你就必须下车，然后把车拖回到路上。这就是为什么福特车能去的地方而重型车却存在困难，未必能去。无论什么时候福特车有抛锚的迹象，你能把它拖回到它原来的地方。 告诉父亲，如果他想拥有快乐的时光，那他应该读一下本奇利的《万花筒》。几天前我在曼斯菲尔德看过那本书。它几乎和当今市面上所有的其他东西一样有趣，当然库什曼·怀特的旅行见闻除外，那只不过可以拿来消磨时间而已。 我们星期五早晨准备动身前往肯塔基州。这个地方是如此美丽，我想再多呆一两天以加深对它的了解。 在您的结婚周年纪念日之际再次向您表示祝贺。祝愿您在大西洋城度过一个愉快的蜜月。代我向父亲大人问好——告诉他我已收到了他的信，谢谢您。几天前，我把那张便条寄到了曼斯菲尔德的信托公司。








您的：安迪

1922年4月26日 写于俄亥俄州哥伦布 俄亥俄州大学 





名人小课堂

E.B.怀特 （E.B.White, 1899～1985年） 美国当代著名散文家、评论家，以散文闻名于世。他毕业于康奈尔大学，曾为多家杂志报社工作过。除了大量的随笔，怀特还写了三部童话，分别是《斯图尔特鼠小弟》（又译《精灵鼠小弟》）、《夏洛的网》、《天鹅的喇叭》（又译《吹小号的天鹅》），同样成为儿童与成人共同喜爱的文学经典。












































T. E. Lawrence to

>His Mother (I)　托马斯·爱德华·劳伦斯致母亲（1）













Fleece Hotel Colchester

August 13, 1905

Dear Mother,

We came here from Ipswich over a rather hilly road 18 miles long. Still we took two hours over it; and walked about six hills; a proceeding Father does not like. We are feeding splendidly. Father is much better and has not coughed since Lynn.

I have had to give up Bures. We came by the other road because of the wind. Still I hope to get Pebmarsh tomorrow, and I got one rubbing yesterday so I’m not altogether mournful. I have sent off all my rubbings to Miss Powell.Hope she'll like them. I expect you have Will with you now. Will you please tell him not to let you do more work than is necessary to keep you in condition? Also tickle Arnie when he gets up and when he goes to bed all from me. Tell him there are dozens of butterflies fall sorts about here, some Red Admirals; and a lot of other very queer ones. Ask Beadle to come up here as he has never seen a Death’s Head or some such insect. Norwich Museum he would have enjoyed. There was the largest collection of raptorial birds in existence 409 out of 470 species. I wonder if he'll shriek with horror when he hears that I did not look at them but went off and examined the Norman W.C.s. In the hall there was a thrilling stuffed group a boa constrictor strangling a tiger. We hope to return to Oxford Wednesday. Kindly take heaps of love from me for yourself. And when you’ve had enough, divide the remainder into three portions, and give them to the three worms you have with you. I wonder how the Doctor is enjoying Jerry. Don’t forget the Canon’s birthday next Sunday. We have had one post card from Will, one from yourself and one letter from you. Loud snores to all. Love to yourself.










Ned













亲爱的妈妈： 我们从伊普斯威奇郡到这里花了两个多小时，走过一条长18英里的山路，翻越了大约六座山。父亲不喜欢这样的行程。不过一路上我们吃得很好。父亲现在好多了，自从离开林恩以后他就再也没有咳嗽过。 我不得不放弃取道布尔斯。因为起风了，我们只好从另一条路走。但我依然希望明天能到达佩伯玛西。昨天我又得到了一块拓片，所以我不是那么悲伤。我已将所有的拓片寄给了鲍威尔小姐，希望她会喜欢。我想现在威尔正与您在一起。请告诉他不要让您过于操劳以免影响健康。此外，我不能在阿尼起床或上床睡觉时再去扰他了。告诉他这儿有很多不同种类的蝴蝶：如“赤蛱蝶”，以及其他一些很奇特的品种。也告诉比德尔，让他到这儿来，因为他还从未看过“骷髅天蛾”或诸如此类的昆虫。他肯定会喜欢诺威奇博物馆的。这儿收藏了最多的猛禽类标本，藏有现存470个品种中的409种。我在想如果他知道我没有去看那些鸟，而是去看了诺曼的W.C.s是否会惊恐得大叫。大厅里有一组令人恐怖的蟒蛇勒死老虎的标本。我们希望星期三能返回牛津。请为您自己带上我无限的爱，并向您的三只小虫转达我的爱。我想知道医生到底有多么喜欢杰里。不要忘了下个星期天是坎农的生日。我们已收到了威尔的一张明信片，还有您的一张明信片以及一封信。向所有人大声问好！




爱您的：内德 1

905年 8月 13日 写于科尔切斯特 福利斯旅馆





名人小课堂

托马斯·爱德华·劳伦斯 （T.E.Lawrence, 1888～1935年） 英国军官，因在1916年至1918年的阿拉伯起义中作为英国联络官的角色而出名，被称为“阿拉伯的劳伦斯”。他的代表作品是《智慧的七柱》，许多阿拉伯人将他看成民间英雄，推动了他们从奥斯曼帝国和欧洲的统治中获得自由的理想。




















>T. E. Lawrence to His Mother(ò)　托马斯·爱德华·劳伦斯致母亲（2）













Evreux

Sunday 11 August 1907

Dear Mother,

Father is out, and so I am at last writing to you. I would have written before, but was so busy taking photos, etc. at Chateau Gaillard. Beauvais was a wonderful place, and I left it with great regret for Gisors which was disappointing, (a large castle, but all the towers locked up), from Gisors we came to Petit Andelys. The Chateau Gaillard was so magnificent, and the post cards so abominable, that I stopped there an extra day. And I did nothing but photograph, from 6.a.m.to 7.p.m. I took ten altogether. And if all are successful, I will have a wonderful series. I will certainly have to start a book. Some of them were very difficult to take, and the whole day was very hard. I think Pt. Andelys would be a good place to stop at. The hotel is cheap, and very pleasant. The Seine runs near the back door. And the bathing is excellent, from a little wooded island in the centre of the river. There are plenty of hills within sight, and many interesting places. Also the scenery all along the river is exceedingly fine. Long strings of barges pulled by a steam-tug pass the hotel occasionally, and the whole place is overshadowed by the hills with the ruins of the Chateau. I have talked so much about this to you that you must know it all by heart, so I had better content myself with saying that its plan is marvelous, the execution wonderful, and the situation perfect. The whole construction bears the unmistakable stamp of genius. Richard I must have been a far greater man than we usually consider him. He must have been a great strategist and a great engineer, as well as a great man-at-arms.








亲爱的妈妈： 父亲出去了，我终于能给您写信了。我早就应该写的，但是一直忙于在盖拉德城堡拍照等等。博韦是一个迷人的地方，我带着无限的遗憾离开动身去日索尔（一个大城堡，但是那里所有的塔都被上了锁），这令我大失所望。我们又从日索尔出发前往小安德利斯。盖拉德城堡是如此富丽堂皇，然而那里的明信片却是那么的糟糕，以致使我在那儿多停留了一天。除了拍照，没做其他任何事，我一直从早晨6点拍到下午7点，一共拍了10卷。如果所拍的照片全部成功，我就有一套精彩绝伦的系列照了，那么我肯定得为此而写一本书。有些场景特别难拍，所以那一整天很辛苦。我认为小安德利斯是个不错的停留之地，旅店既便宜又舒适。塞纳河从旅店后门的不远处流过，在河中心的一个树林茂密的小岛有一个极佳的浴场。许多小山丘和有趣的景致尽收眼底。塞纳河沿岸的风光也非常优美。偶尔可以看到蒸汽拖船拖着一长串驳船从旅店门前驶过。整个地方被堆着城堡废墟的小山丘的阴影遮蔽着。我对你描述了这么多，想必你一定对它的情况心领神会了。那么，我最好满足一下自己的感觉，发表一下对盖拉德城堡的感慨。它的规划设计非凡，施工技艺精湛，选址位置完美。整个建筑物真是巧夺天工，实乃天才之作。理查德一世一定是一位远比我们通常所想象的还要伟大得多的人物：他一定是一位伟大的战略家，一位伟大的工程师，同时也一定是一位伟大的士兵。






于埃莆勒，星期日 1907年8月11日


















Ernest Hemingway to His Mother

>(Grace Hall Hemingway)　欧内斯特·海明威致母亲

（格雷斯·霍尔·海明威）













Gstaad, 5 February 1927

Dear Mother,

Thank you very much for sending me the catalogue of the Marshal Field exhibit with the reproduction of your painting of the Blacksmith Shop in it. It looks very lovely and I should have liked to see the original.

I did not answer when you wrote about the Sun etc. book as I could not help being angry and it is very foolish to write angry letters and more than foolish to do so to one’s mother. It is quite natural for you not to like the book and I regret your reading any book that causes you pain or disgust.

On the other hand I am in no way ashamed of the book, except in as I may have failed in accurately portraying the people I wrote of, or in making them really come alive to the reader. I am sure the book is unpleasant. But it is not all unpleasant and I am sure is no more unpleasant than the real inner lives of some of our best Oak Park families. You must remember that in such a book all the worst of the people’s lives is displayed while at home there is a very lovely side for the public and the sort of thing of which I have had some experience in observing behind closed doors. Besides you, as an artist, know that a writer shouldn’t be forced to defend his choice of a subject but should be criticized on how he has treated that subject. The people I wrote of were certainly burned out, hollow and smashed—and that is the way I have attempted to show them. I am only ashamed of the book in whatever way it fails to really give the people I wished to present. I have a long life to write other books and the subjects will not always be the same—except as they will all, I hope, be human beings.




And if the good ladies of the book study club under the guidance of Miss Fanny Butcher, who is not an intelligent reviewer—I would have felt very silly had she praised the book—agree unanimously that I am prostituting a great talent etc. for the lowest ends—why the good ladies are talking about something of which they know nothing and saying very foolish things.




As for Hadley, Bumby and myself—although Hadley and I have not been living in the same house for some time (we have lived apart since last Sept. and by now Hadley may have divorced me) we are the very best of friends. She and Bumby are both well, healthy and happy and all the profits and royalties of The Sun Also Rises, by my order, are being paid directly to Hadley, both from America and England. The book has gone into, by the last ads I saw in January, 5 printings (15000) copies, and is still going strongly. It is published in England in the spring under the title of Fiesta. Hadley is coming to America in the spring so you can see Bumby on the profits of Sun Also Rises. I am not taking one cent of the royalties, which are already running into several thousand dollars, have been drinking nothing but my usual wine or beer with meals, have been leading a very monastic life and trying to write as well as I am able. We have different ideas about what constitutes good writing—that is simply a fundamental disagreement—but you really are deceiving yourself if you allow any Fanny Butchers to tell you that I am pandering to sensation-alism etc. I get letters from Vanity Fair, Cosmopolitan etc. asking me for stories, articles, and serials, but am publishing nothing for six months or a year (a few stories sold to Scribner’s the end of last year and one funny article out) because I know that now is a very crucial time and that it is much more important for me to write in tranquility, trying to write as well as I can, with no eye on any market, nor any thought of what the stuff will bring, or even if it can ever be published—than to fall into the money making trap which handles American writers like the corn husking machine handled my noted relative’s thumb .




I’m sending this letter to both of you because I know you have been worried about me and I am always sorry to cause you worry. But you must not do that—because, although my life may smashup in different ways, I will always do all that I can for the people I love (I don’t write home a lot because I haven’t time and because, writing, I find it very hard to write letters and have to restrict correspondence to the letters I have to write—and my real friends know that I am just as fond of them whether I write or not) that I have never been a drunk nor even a steady drinker (You will hear legends that I am—they are tacked on everyone that ever wrote about people who drink) and that all I want is tranquility and a chance to write. You may never like anything I write—and then suddenly you might like something very much. But you must believe that I am sincere in what I write. Dad has been very loyal and while you, mother, have not been loyal at all I absolutely understand that it is because you believed you owed it to yourself to correct me in a path which seemed to you disastrous.






So maybe we can drop that all. I am sure that, in the course of my life, you will find much cause to feel that I have disgraced you if you believe everything you hear. On the other hand with a little shot of loyalty as an anesthetic you may be able to get through all my obvious disreputability and find, in the end, that I have not disgraced you at all.

Anyhow, best love to you both,





Ernie









亲爱的母亲： 十分感谢您给我寄来马歇尔·菲尔德展览的目录，以及您在展览中展出的油画《铁匠铺》的复制品。这幅画看起来非常可爱，我真想看一看原作。 您之前的来信中谈到《太阳照样升起》这本书，我没有回信，因为我无法抑制自己愤怒的心情。写一封字里行间流露出愤怒心情的信是愚蠢的；而且，给自己的母亲写这样的信则远远不止愚蠢那么简单了。您不喜欢这本书那是相当自然的，我为让您读到引起您痛苦和厌恶的书而感到抱歉。 另一方面，我无论怎样也不会为这本书感到惭愧，当然在某些方面除外——例如，我可能没能准确地描绘我书中所写的人物，或没能将那些人物栩栩如生地展现在读者面前。我肯定这本书里的内容会令人感到厌恶。但这本书并不是所有的内容都令人感到厌恶；而且我肯定，它不会比我们最好的奥克·帕克家族真正的内部生活更令人感到厌恶。您一定记得，在这本书里，人们生活中所有最阴暗的一面都被揭露出来，但同时它还向公众展现了家庭生活美好的一面，以及我暗中亲眼观察到的那类事情。此外，作为一位艺术家，您知道一个作者不应被迫去为他所选的主题辩护，而应当接受别人对他如何对待这一主题方面的评论。我所描绘的人物肯定是心力交瘁、空洞虚伪和支离破碎的——而那正是我试图表达的。我只是遗憾在这本书里，我没能把自己真正想要表达给读者知道的内容写出来。不过，我的一生还很长，我有足够的时间来写其他的书，而且我所选的主题也不会总是一样——除了如我希望的，它们都将是关于人类的话题之外。 假如“读书俱乐部”的淑女们，在并不聪明的书评者范妮·布彻小姐的指导下——要是得到她对这本书的表扬，我倒会感到非常可笑——全体一致同意我为那最坏的结局而践踏天资等等——为什么那些淑女们要去谈论她们一窍不通的东西，还净说些蠢话呢？ 至于哈德利、邦比和我自己——尽管哈德利和我已经有一段时间没有一同居住在同一所房子里（我们从去年九月份开始分居，到目前为止哈德利可能已跟我离了婚了），但我们还是最要好的朋友。她和邦比都很好，身体健康且生活愉快。按照我的要求，《太阳照样升起》这部书的所有收益和版税都会从美国和英国直接汇给哈德利。我从1月份最后一次看到的广告中得知，这部书已经第五次印刷（15000本），并且销量仍在急剧上升。这部书春季在英国出版，书名为《节日》。这个春天，哈德利将会到美国来，到时您就可以看到邦比得到《太阳照样升起》这部书的收益。版税共计已有几千美元，不过我一分钱也没拿。一直以来，我吃饭时除了喝一点平时喝的葡萄酒或啤酒外，什么也没喝；我一直过着修道士般清贫的生活，并尽我所能地写出优秀作品。对于什么是优秀作品，我们有不同的见解——那仅仅是一种基本的不一致——但是如果您让范妮·布彻这类人告诉您，说我在哗众取宠之类的话，那么您就真的是在欺骗自己。我收到《名利场》、《世界主义者》等刊物来信要我为其写短篇小说、文章、以及连载小说，但我最近6个月或者说这一年都没有发表任何作品（去年年底卖过几个短篇小说和一篇滑稽文章给斯克里布纳出版社），因为我知道现在是非常关键的时刻，对我来说，安心地写作并尽我所能地写得更好，既不去关注市场，也不去考虑写作能带来什么，甚至不去在乎我的作品能否出版——这些事情比掉入操纵美国作家们的赚钱陷阱重要得多，这个陷阱就像玉米脱壳机解决了我那著名的亲戚的拇指一样。 我知道您二老一直担心着我，所以我把这封信寄给您们，我很抱歉，让您们担心了。但您们不必那样做——因为，尽管我的人生可能遭遇不同的灾难，但我会永远为我所爱的人们去做我所能做的一切事情（我没有给家里写很多的信，因为我没有时间，也因为写信本身，我发觉写信是很难的一件事，因此只写那些不得不写的信——而且，我的那些真正的朋友都知道，不管我是否给他们写信，我都一如既往地爱着他们），我从来不是一个酒鬼，也很少喝酒（你们会听到关于我是酒鬼的传闻——人们总是把任何一个描写酒徒的作家冠上酗酒的罪名），而我所想要的只不过是安宁的环境和一个写作的机会。也许您们从未喜欢过我写的任何作品——您们也可能会突然非常喜欢某部作品。但是您们一定要相信，我对于自己所写的东西都是非常真诚的。父亲一直是非常诚心的，而您，母亲，一点儿都不诚心，我完全理解这是因为在您看来，我走的是一条灾难性的道路，而您认为您有义务来纠正我。 因此，或许我们该停止那一切了。我敢肯定，在我的人生道路上，假如您相信道听途说的每一件事，您将会找到很多的理由觉得我让您蒙羞了。但在另一方面，如果您带有一点点儿诚心作为麻醉剂，您也许会明白，我所有显而易见的声名狼藉，到最后发现事实上我一点儿都没有让您蒙羞。 不论怎样，真心的爱献给您二老。










欧 尼 





名人小课堂

欧内斯特·海明威 （Ernest Hemingway, 1899～1961年） 美国小说家。海明威出生于美国伊利诺伊州芝加哥市郊区的奥克帕克，代表作品有《老人与海》、《太阳照样升起》、《永别了，武器》、《丧钟为谁而鸣》等，他凭借《老人与海》获得1953年普利策奖及1954年诺贝尔文学奖。1961年，蜚声世界文坛的海明威用自己的猎枪结束了自己的生命。
























>Ernest Hemingway to His Father　欧内斯特·海明威致父亲













Hendaye, France, 14 September 1927

Dear Dad,

Thanks very much for your letter and for forwarding the letter to Uncle Tyley. I had a good letter from him yesterday. You cannot know how badly I feel about having caused you and Mother so much shame and suffering—but I could not write you about all of my and Hadley’s troubles even if it were the thing to do. It takes two weeks for a letter to cross the Atlantic and I have tried not to transfer all the hell I have been through to anyone by letter. I love Hadley and I love Bumby—Hadley and I split up—I did not desert her nor was I committing adultery with anyone. I was living in the apartment with Bumby—looking after him while Hadley was away on a trip and it was when she came back from this trip that she decided she wanted the definite divorce. We arranged everything and there was no scandal and no disgrace. Our trouble had been going on for a long time. It was entirely my fault and it is no one’s business. I have nothing but love admiration and respect for Hadley and while we are busted up I have not in any way lost Bumby. He lived with me in Switzerland after the divorce and he is coming back in November and will spend this winter with me in the mountains.




You are fortunate enough to have only been in love with one woman in your life. For over a year I had been in love with two people and had been absolutely faithful to Hadley. When Hadley decided that we had better get a divorce the girl with whom I was in love was in America. I had not heard from her for almost two months. In her last letter she had said that we must not think of each other but of Hadley. You refer to “Love Pirates,” “persons who break up your home etc.” and you know that I am hot tempered but I know that it is easy to wish people in Hell when you know nothing of them. I have seen, suffered, and been through enough so that I do not wish anyone in Hell. It is because I do not want you to suffer with ideas of shame and disgrace that I now write all this. We have not seen much of each other for a long time and in the meantime our lives have been going on and there has been a year of tragedy in mine and I know you can appreciate how difficult and almost impossible it is for me to write about it.




After we were divorced, if Hadley would have wanted me, I would have gone back to her. She said that things were better as they were and that we were both better off. I will never stop loving Hadley nor Bumby nor will I cease to look after them. I will never stop loving Pauline Pfeiffer to whom I am married. I have now responsibility toward three people instead of one. Please understand this and know that it doesn’t make it easier to write about it. I do understand how hard it is for you to have to make explanations and answer questions and not hear from me. I am a rotten correspondent and it is almost impossible for me to write about my private affairs. Without seeking it—through the success of my books—all the profits of which I have turned over to Hadley—both in America, England, Germany and the Scandinavian countries—because of all this there is a great deal of talk. I pay no attention to any of it and neither must you. I have had come back to me, stories people have told about me of every fantastic and scandalous sort—all without foundation. These sorts of stories spring up about all writers—ball players—popular evangelists or any public performers. But it is through the desire to keep my own private life to myself—to give no explanations to anybody—and not to be a public performer personally that I have unwittingly caused you great anxiety. The only way I could keep my private life to myself was to keep it to myself—and I did owe you and Mother a statement on it. But I can’t write about it all the time.




I know you don’t like the sort of thing I write but that is the difference in our taste and all the critics are not Fanny Butcher. I know that I am not disgracing you in my writing but rather doing something that some day you will be proud of. I can’t do it all at once. I feel that eventually my life will not be a disgrace to you either. It also takes a long time to unfold.




You would be so much happier and I would too if you could have confidence in me. When people ask about me, say that Ernie never tells us anything about his private life or even where he is but only writes that he is working hard. Don’t feel responsible for what I write or what I do. I take the responsibility, I make the mistakes and I take the punishment.





亲爱的父亲： 非常感谢您的来信以及帮忙转交信件给泰勒叔叔。我昨天收到了一封他寄来的充满善意的信。您无法知道，我对自己给您和母亲带来如此多的羞辱和痛苦是感到多么的糟糕——但我没法写信告诉您关于我和哈德利之间所有的问题，即使那是我应该做的。一封信跨越大西洋需要花费两个星期的时间，而且我尽量不要把我所经历过的痛苦通过书信转移给任何人。我爱哈德利和邦比——哈德利和我离婚了——我并没有遗弃她，也没有与任何人通奸。我之前一直和邦比住在公寓里——哈德利外出旅行时，我一直照顾着他。而当她旅行回来时，她决定想要跟我明确地提出离婚。我们安排好了一切，没有流言蜚语，也没有耻辱。我们之间的问题由来已久，冰冻三尺非一日之寒。这全部是我的过错，与他人无关。对于哈德利，我除了敬仰和尊重，别无其他。当我们的婚姻破裂时，我无论如何不能失去邦比。离婚后，邦比和我一起居住在瑞士，他11月份将会回来陪我在山里过冬。 您非常幸运，一生中只爱一个女人。在一年多的时间里，我同时爱上两个人，但我绝对忠实于哈德利。当哈德利决定我们最好离婚时，我爱的那个女孩正在美国。我已经差不多有两个月时间没有收到她的来信了。在她的上一封信里，她说道，我们不能只考虑彼此，而应该考虑考虑哈德利。您提到“爱情女强盗”、“破坏您的家庭的人”等等，您知道我脾气急躁，但是我知道，当一个人不了解别人时，很容易诅咒他们进地狱。可我已经目睹了、遭受了并经历了足够的痛苦，因此我不会诅咒任何人进地狱。正是因为我不希望您承受羞愧和耻辱等思想的包袱，现在我才给您写信说明这一切。我们已有很长一段时间没有见面了，与此同时，我们的生活还在继续，发生在我身上的悲剧已有一年了。我知道您能理解，对我来说，将这一切写出来有多么困难，几乎不可能。 我们离婚后，假如哈德利还需要我，我将会回到她的身边。但她说情况有所好转，已如过去一样，我们俩也都渐入佳境。我将永远不会停止对哈德利和邦比的爱，也不会停止对他们的照顾。我也永远不会停止对与我结婚的宝琳·费孚的爱。现在，我对三个人而不只是对一个人负有责任。请您理解这一切，并理解我写出这一切并不会更轻松。我真的理解，您不得不向别人解释和回答别人的提问，加上又收不到我的信，这一切对您来说有多么困难。我是一个糟糕的通信者，对我来说，把我的私事写出来几乎是不可能的。没有刻意追求——凭借我的作品的成功——由此带来的所有收益，我已转交给哈德利——包括美国、英国、德国、斯堪的纳维亚半岛上的国家——因为这一切，又引起了一堆的闲言碎语。我根本不在乎这些闲话，您也不必在乎。我已经回归自我，人们所谈论的关于我的每一个空想和诽谤类的故事，都是没有根据的。这类故事涌现在每一个作家、运动员、受欢迎的福音传道士或任何公众表演者的身上。但由于我渴望拥有属于自己的私人生活——我没有对任何人做出解释——而且就个人而言，我不愿成为一个公众表演者。我的行为却在不知不觉中给您带来了巨大的焦虑。唯一使我拥有属于自己的私人生活的办法，就是把它保留给自己——对于这件事，我的确欠您和母亲一个解释，但我不能总是写信谈论它。 我知道您不喜欢我写的那种类型的作品，但那是我们的品味有所不同，而且并非所有的评论家都是范妮·布彻。我知道我没有在我的作品中让您蒙羞，而是做了一件将来某一天会令您引以为傲的事。我不能立刻做到。我觉得我的生活最终也将不会给您带来耻辱。这同样需要很长一段时间才能展示出来。 如果您对我充满信心，您会感到快乐得多，我也会感到快乐得多。当人们问起我，您就说欧尼从来不告诉我们他的私人生活，甚至不告诉我们他在哪里，而只是写信说他在努力工作。您不必觉得要为我所写的或者我所做的事情负责。我自己承担责任，我犯了错误，我接受惩罚，一人做事一人当。








1927年9月14日 写于法国，昂达伊


























>William Cullen Bryant to His Mother　威廉·库伦·布莱恩特致母亲













(June, 1821)

Dear Mother,

I hasten to send you the melancholy intelligence of what has lately happened to me.

Early on the evening of the eleventh day of the present month, I was at a neighboring house in this village. Several people of both sexes were assembled in one of the apartments, and three or four others, with myself, were in another. At last came in a little elderly gentleman, pale, thin, with a solemn countenance, hooked nose, and hollow eyes. It was not long before we were summoned to attend in the apartment where he and the rest of the company were gathered. We went in and took our seats; the little elderly gentleman with the hooked nose prayed, and we all stood up. When he had finished, most of us sat down. The gentleman with the hooked nose then muttered certain cabalistical expressions which I was too much frightened to remember, but I recollect that at the conclusion I was given to understand that I was married to a young lady of the name of Frances Fairchild, whom I perceived standing by my side, and I hope in the course of a few months to have the pleasure of introducing to you as your daughter-in-law, which is a matter of some interest to the poor girl, who has neither father nor mother in the world...




I looked only for goodness of heart, an ingenuous and affectionate disposition, a good understanding, etc., and the character of my wife is too frank and single-hearted to suffer me to fear that I may be disappointed. I do myself wrong; I did not look for these nor any other qualities, but they trapped me before I was aware, and now I am married in spite of myself.

Thus the current of destiny carries us along. None but a madman would swim against the stream, and none but a fool would exert himself to swim with it. The best way is to float quietly with the tide...








Your affectionate son,

William









亲爱的母亲： 我匆忙给您寄去这封信，是想告诉您最近发生在我身上的一件令人郁闷的事情。 这个月11号那天的傍晚时分，我刚好在与村子相邻的一栋房子里。有几个男女聚集在其中一间屋里，而我自己跟其他三四个人则待在另外一间里。最后，进来了一位年纪稍长的小个子先生，他脸色苍白、身材瘦削，有着一副严肃的面孔、如鹰钩般的鼻子以及一双空洞的眼睛。不一会儿，我们被人召唤到另外那间屋子里去，那位先生和其他人都聚集在那里。我们走进去，坐了下来。那位鹰钩鼻小个子先生开始作祷告，我们全体起立。他作完祷告之后，我们多数人都坐了下来。接着，那位鹰钩鼻先生口中念念有词，讲了些神秘的话语。我当时非常害怕，以至于没有记住他到底说了些什么。但是我记得在结束的时候，我被告知自己已经和一个名叫弗朗西丝·菲切尔德的姑娘结婚了。我感觉得到她当时就站在我身边，我希望几个月后能荣幸地把她作为您的儿媳妇介绍给您。这是一件令那个可怜的姑娘感兴趣的事，她的父母均已不在人世…… 我所要寻找的对象，只要求她心地善良、性情直率、重感情、温柔体贴等。而我的妻子为人过于坦率和单纯，我害怕自己会失望。我自己做错了，我并没有去寻求这些或那些品质，但是在我自己还未意识到之前，却已掉入了他们的圈套，身不由己地结婚了。 命运的潮流正是这样带领着我们一直向前的。除了疯子，没人会逆流而上；除了傻子，也没人会竭力与潮共舞。最好的办法就是静静地随波逐流……




您深情的儿子：威廉

写于1821年6月





名人小课堂

威廉·库伦·布莱恩特 （William Cullen Bryant, 1794～1878年） 美国诗人和新闻记者。美国最早期的浪漫主义诗人之一，代表作品有《诗集》、《死亡随想》、《致水鸟》及《自然之声》等。作为美国首位重要的自然派诗人，他常被称为“美国的华兹华斯”。布莱恩特引导美国诗歌摆脱了古典主义模式的僵硬束缚， 使之进入一个简朴清新的时期。




















>Albert Schweitzer to His Parents(I)　阿尔贝特·施韦泽致父母（1）

















Barcelona

Wednesday, 2:00 P. M.

22 October, 1908

My dear parents,

The worst is behind us! That was last night’s organ concert and the lecture preceding it. Quite frankly I was somewhat worried about this lecture since I am not used to giving long talks in French and the hall is enormous: three thousand people. But to my amazement I discovered that I felt as much at home in French as I do in German and that it was easier for me to speak loudly and clearly in French than in German! I stood there without a manuscript, and within three minutes I sensed that I had captured my audience more surely than I had ever done before. I spoke for fifty-five minutes, and next came an organ recital that lasted for one hour. I have never been so successful. When the program ended, they all remained in their seats. I had to go back to my organ and play for another half hour. The audience was sorry to leave... it was half-past midnight!




Here, the concerts are announced for 9:15, but at that time there’s not a soul in the auditorium; toward 9:30 the first few people arrive, strolling about in the hall and the lobby, and toward ten o'clock, after three rings of a bell, the people deign to finally take their seats!

On Saturday, a grand concert with organ and orchestra is scheduled in the morning, and I have long rehearsals in the evening, for the organ is very difficult to play since the sound is always delayed. Luckily, I am well rested, and I am managing to overcome the difficulties. Absolutely everyone addresses me as “cheer ma re”; the art critics settle down in the auditorium during rehearsals; my portrait is displayed in the music stores. It’s such fun.




I am staying with Walter at the premier hotel on the grand square with splendid palm trees. I have a view of the square and the entire city all the way to the big mountains forty minutes away from here; they are as high as the Hohnack. I walk over to them every afternoon; it takes me a total of two hours.

The weather is the same as at home on a lovely June day. The men who were waiting for me at the railroad station roared with laughter when they saw Walter and me in overcoats.

As I am writing to you, the square below my window is filled with a terrible din. The king is arriving in an hour, and the troops are now taking up their positions. Tomorrow evening there will be a grand gala performance at the theater. I have been invited, but I am not going; I want to rest, for I feel too well to risk my excellent condition.

I will close now; otherwise the letter won’t go off tonight. It has to be at the post office by four o'clock. There is no night train to France.

Please forward this letter to the Ehretsmanns and to the Woytts.




Hugs and kisses,





Albert





亲爱的父母亲： 最坏的时刻已经过去了！我指的是昨晚的管风琴音乐会以及音乐会前的演讲。坦白讲，我多少有点担心这次演讲，因为我不习惯用法语作长篇演讲，加之音乐厅非常大，坐了有3000人。但令我感到惊讶的是，我发现自己的法语竟然可以和德语讲得一样熟练，而且对我来说，洪亮清晰地讲法语比讲德语更容易！我站在那儿，没有演讲稿，3分钟内我比以前任何一次都更确定地感觉到我已经把听众深深地吸引住了。我持续讲了55分钟，接下来是持续一个小时的管风琴独奏音乐会。我从未如此成功过。当节目演奏完毕时，所有的听众仍然停留在他们座位上不愿离去，我不得不再次回到管风琴旁，又加演了半小时。当听众们依依不舍地离去时，已是午夜12点半了！ 这里，音乐会虽然通知9点15分开始，但到了开始的时间，大厅里却不见一个人影；接近9点半时，第一批才到了几个人，他们在礼堂或前厅里闲逛，快到10点钟时，3次铃响之后，人们才最终屈尊就座！ 这个星期六的上午安排了一场由管风琴及管弦乐队演奏的盛大音乐会，前天晚上我花了很长时间彩排，由于管风琴发出的声音总是滞后，所以很难演奏。幸运的是，我休息得很好，精力充沛，成功地设法克服了这些困难。每一个人都称我为“尊敬的艺术大师”；艺术评论家们在彩排期间都认认真真地坐在听众席上；我的画像还被悬挂在许多乐器店里。这多么有趣啊！ 我与沃尔特住在大广场上的首相宾馆，这里四周环绕着美丽壮观的棕榈树。在房间里，透过窗户我能欣赏到整个广场、整个城市，甚至能一直看到离这儿有40分钟路程之遥的群山；那些山与霍荷纳克山一样高。我每天下午步行至山脚下，来回得花费我整整两个小时的时间。 此时这里的气候犹如家乡那宜人的6月。在火车站，接我的那些人看到我和沃尔特竟还穿着大衣，他们都哈哈大笑起来。 就在我给你们写信之际，窗外的广场上人声鼎沸，国王将于一小时后驾到，此刻仪仗队正在列队准备迎接。明天晚上剧院里将举行一场盛大的欢庆表演。我已接到邀请，但我不打算去。我想休息一下，因为我现在感觉很好，我不想冒险破坏我的最佳状态。 我得就此搁笔了，否则这封信今晚就寄不出去了。这封信得在4点钟之前交到邮局，因为这儿没有开往巴黎的夜班火车。 请把这封信转交给埃雷茨曼夫妇和沃伊特夫妇。 拥抱、亲吻你们！






阿尔贝特

1908年10月22日 星期三，下午2:00 写于巴塞罗那





名人小课堂

阿尔贝特·施韦泽 （Albert Schweitzer, 1875～1965年） 德国哲学家、神学家、医生、管风琴演奏家、社会活动家、人道主义者。1904年，在哲学、神学和音乐方面已经拥有巨大声望的他听到刚果缺少医生的呼吁，决定到非洲行医。1913年他来到非洲，在加蓬的兰巴雷内建立了丛林诊所，服务非洲直至逝世。1952年，他获得了诺贝尔和平奖，被称为“非洲之子”。






















>Albert Schweitzer to His Parents(ò)　阿尔贝特·施韦泽致父母（2）









Barcelona

Friday, 23 October, 1908

My dear parents,

I have just been asked to participate in the gala concert that will be given on Monday evening in honor of the king and queen. I have accepted. I am to play a Handel concerto for organ and orchestra and the organ part in Bach’s Magnificence. The tickets are horrendously expensive. Some of the boxes cost one thousand francs! The net receipts are earmarked for the Catalonian orphans. I am the only soloist in this concert.

I get no chance to write because so much time is wasted here; yesterday’s rehearsal dragged on until 12:30 A.M.! Today from 2:00 to 6:00! No one ever hurries, and they all smoke constantly. No sooner have we rehearsed for ten minutes than the conductor sits down, rolls himself a cigarette, and smokes it, and the instrumentalists do likewise... and they don’t continue rehearsing until the cigarette has been smoked. Paul could see fiddlers galore here, each fiddling away with a cigarette in the corner of his mouth. At first I was annoyed at the waste of time, but now I am quite domesticated, and I smile.




The newspapers have reported very positively on my lecture and my recital. On Saturday evening the auditorium will be sold out. I live very sensibly. I have just taken a big two-hour stroll along the large ring street, which runs from the hotel to the mountains. No rehearsal tomorrow morning! I'll sleep, write... and take a walk.

Yesterday I was amazed to see that they don’t take anything like the same security measure for the monarchs as in Germany. The crowd thronged around the king’s carriage, so it could advance only at a walking pace. Freedom reigns here. They did not even clear the streets for the military parade. A woman with a donkey cart held up an entire regiment.It was too comical. We went to the harbor—immensely huge—to see the French squadron.




The city and the people generally make the best impression. Everything is clean, everyone works.

It is ten-thirty at night. I am writing to you by the open window... the large palm trees are swaying in the wind.

I embrace you with all my heart,





Albert









亲爱的父母亲： 我刚刚被邀请参加下周一晚上为国王和王后举行的庆祝音乐会。我接受了这一邀请。我将为管风琴和管弦乐演奏一段韩德尔的协奏曲，管风琴部分则演奏巴赫的《辉煌》。这场音乐会的票价贵得要命，有些包厢卖到1000法郎！音乐会的纯收入将指定为加泰罗尼亚的孤儿的专款专用。我是本场音乐会唯一的独奏者。 我没有机会写信，因为许多时间都白白地浪费在这儿了。昨天的彩排一直拖到上午12点半！今天则从2点拖到6点！没有一个人抓紧时间的，而且他们还时不时地抽烟。我们彩排还不到10分钟，乐队指挥就坐下来，为自己卷了支烟，抽了起来，于是乐手们也有样学样……直到香烟抽完了，他们才继续彩排。保罗可以看到小提琴手们聚集在这里，每个人嘴角都叼着一支香烟在那浪费时间。一开始我对如此浪费时间的行为感到气愤，但我现在相当习以为常了，一笑置之。 报界对我的演讲及独奏会进行了高度肯定的报道。星期六晚上，音乐会的门票将出售一空。我过得非常潇洒。我刚刚沿着从宾馆至群山的环形大街散了两个小时的步。明天早上没有彩排！我可以睡睡觉、写写信……还有散散步。 昨天，我看到他们竟然没有采取任何像在德国为君主采取的那些安保措施，我感到非常惊奇。人群蜂拥在国王的马车周围，马车只能以步行的速度缓缓前行。这里充满了自由。他们甚至没有为军队的检阅肃清街道。一个赶着驴车的妇女挡住了整个阅兵团。真是太滑稽了。我们还去了港口——非常大的港口——去看法国的海军舰队。 这个城市和这儿的人们普遍地给我留下了最好的印象。这里每件事物都是干净的，每个人都在工作。 现在是晚上10点半。我正在敞开的窗下给你们写信……高大的棕榈树在风中摇曳。 我全身心地拥抱你们。






阿尔贝特

1908年10月23日，星期五 写于巴塞罗那












































































Chapter 3 Some Kind of Everlasting Warmness　有一种温暖从未离开





















Never stop smiling, not even when you are sad, someone might fall in love with your smile. A smile is the most charming part of a person forever.









永远都不要停止微笑，即使是在你难过的时候，说不定有人会爱上你的笑容。微笑永远是一个人身上最好看的东西。




































>Ogden Nash to His Daughter　奥格登·纳什致女儿













February 6, 1939

My sweet girls,

I wish so that you were here with us. The next time we must surely bring you along, so remember to practice your manners and learn to eat all sorts of food. Paris is full of children. There are lots of parks, and every park is full of boys and girls on bicycles and roller skates, or playing football and other games all day long. Also, I think everybody in Paris has a dog, but none of them are as pretty as Spangle. A beautiful river, the Seine, runs right through the middle of the city, and Mummy and I have already counted 22 bridges that cross it. Don’t you think that you could have fun here? The French children are very polite, as everyone is in France, and I am sure you would enjoy playing with them; so, Linell, you must pay great attention to your French teacher and learn very fast, in order to be able to understand well when you come here. You might teach Isable some of what you learn, too.




There are many, many interesting things to see here. Paris is a very old city, and today Mummy and I saw a beautiful building, that was started by the Romans more than 1600 years ago. It is called Cluny. We have also been to the Louvre, a museum now full of the most beautiful paintings and statues. But years ago, the kings and queens of France used to live there, until the French people got angry with them and chopped off their heads.

This afternoon we went to a beautiful cathedral on an island in the middle of the river. It is called the Cathedral of the Dame, which means the cathedral of Our Lady the Virgin. It is more than 900 years old, and so high that you can hardly see the top. The windows are of gorgeous stained glass, red and blue and yellow and green and purple, so that they cast light like a rainbow on the walls. A very good king of France who lived 700 years ago and later became Saint Louis was buried (from) there. Tell Delia that we offered a candle to the Virgin Mary for each of you there, and that we are bringing her back a rosary from there also. Mummy and I climbed the tower later. We were very tired when we got to the top, but it was interesting. Some hideous stone gargoyles were looking right into our faces, so we looked down at Paris lying at our feet, and it was beautiful. We could see miles of river, and the bridges and the lovely old buildings. It is warmer here than at home, but sometimes the fogs so thick that even the taxi drivers get lost; last night three of them ran right off the street and into the fountains on the Rond Point on the Champs Elysees, which Boppy can tell you about. It must have been very damp and uncomfortable for the passengers.




I think you would like the French trains. We rode on one from Le Havre to Paris, just like the one that Gaston et Josephine took when they were leaving for America. When the engine whistles it says tweet instead of toot, and the porters are very polite.




Yon would like the boat, too. There is a little theatre where there are puppet shows for children every afternoon, and there is plenty of room to run and play on the decks. Sometimes, when the wind blows hard and the sea is rough, the boat joggles a little bit, but that is good fun, like being in as swing. On our trip there was a little girl only 14 years old who is already famous because she plays the violin so beautifully. Her name is Guila Bustabo, and she played for us one night, at the gala concert, where everybody gave money to help the old sailors. French sailors have very pink cheeks indeed, and speak very fast, and I don’t think they ever get old. Really, so I am not sure who got the money.

I must tell you that whenever you walk along the banks of the Seine, you see dozens of old men fishing with long, 1ong poles. I don’t think they ever catch anything, but they have a lovely time thinking about what they might catch just supposing there were any fish there. We'll try it when you come here with us. Perhaps we'll catch the first fish ever to be caught there.




I adore you both, my darlings,

And don’t forget me.





Daddy













我可爱的女孩们： 我非常希望你们能与我们一起来这里。下次我们一定会把你们一起带上，所以你们要记住要多多练习礼仪并学会吃各种类型的食物。巴黎这里到处都是小孩，还有许多的公园，而且公园里整天都有许多小孩，男孩女孩都有，他们在这里骑自行车、滑旱冰，或者踢足球和玩其他游戏。还有，我认为巴黎的每个人都有一条狗，但没有一条狗能像斯潘格那样漂亮。这有一条美丽的河流，塞纳河，它正好从市中心穿过。妈咪和我已经数过了，河上有22座桥。难道你们不认为你们可以在这里玩得很开心吗？如每一个法国人一样，法国的孩子非常有礼貌，我保证你们会非常喜欢与他们一起玩耍；所以，利内尔，你必须注意听你法语教师的课，这样就可以学得很快，以便你来这里后能很好地理解法文。你也可以教伊莎贝尔一些你所学到的东西。 这里有许许多多有趣的东西可以看。巴黎是一个非常古老的城市，今天妈咪和我去看了一栋非常美丽的建筑。它是1600多年前由罗马人开始建造的，它的名字叫做克卢尼。我们也去了卢浮宫这个装满最美丽的绘画和雕塑的博物馆。但是许多年以前，法国历代的国王和王后曾住在那里，直到法国人民愤怒起义，砍掉了他们的头。 今天下午，我们去了位于河中央的岛上的一座美丽的教堂，它的名字叫做巴黎圣母院，意思是我们圣母玛利亚的教堂。它已有900多年的历史。教堂很高，几乎看不到顶。窗户是用绚丽的彩色玻璃做的，有红色、蓝色、黄色、绿色和紫色，所以玻璃把光投射到墙上就像彩虹一样。700年前，有一位非常好的法国国王，后来成为圣路易斯，他就埋在那儿。告诉迪莉娅，在那里，我们替你们每个人向圣母玛利亚献了一支蜡烛，并且我们从那里带回了一串念珠给她。后来，妈咪和我爬上了塔楼。当我们爬到塔顶时，我们累坏了，但这很有趣。一些可怕的石像魔鬼正眼对着我们，所以我们转而俯视脚下的巴黎，它十分美丽。我们能看到数英里长的河流、河上的桥以及可爱的古老建筑。这里的气候比家乡要暖和一些，但有时浓雾弥漫，就连出租车司机都会迷路。昨晚，三辆出租车开出街道，驶入了位于切普斯·艾利瑟斯街的街心喷泉池中，博普会告诉你们这件事。车上的乘客们身上一定湿透了，非常不舒服。 我想你们会喜欢法国的火车的。我们坐上了一列从勒阿弗尔到巴黎的火车，这列火车与加斯顿和约瑟芬他们去美国时乘坐的火车很像。引擎发动的时候，汽笛发出“吱吱”的声音而不是“嘟嘟”声，而且乘务员非常有礼貌。 你们也会喜欢船的。船上有一个小剧院，每天下午那里会上演木偶剧给孩子们看，而且甲板上有足够的空间给孩子们跑来跑去玩耍。有时候，风刮得很猛，海浪汹涌，船就会有些摇晃，但那很有趣，就像荡秋千一样。在我们的旅行中，有一个年仅14岁的小姑娘，她因为小提琴拉得很出色而出名，她的名字叫吉拉·布斯塔波。有一天晚上，在节日音乐会上，她为我们演奏，每个人都出了钱用以帮助那些老水手。事实上，法国水手们脸颊红润，说话很快，我不觉得他们会变老。真的，所以我无法肯定谁得到了那些钱。 我必须告诉你们，无论什么时候，沿着塞纳河岸走，你都能看见许多的老人拿着很长很长的鱼杆在那钓鱼。我想他们什么也没有钓到，但是他们只要心中坚定信念，想着那儿有鱼，可能会钓到鱼，他们就过得很开心了。等你们到这儿和我们一起时，我们也去试一试。也许我们会在所有人当中，钓到这里的第一条鱼呢。 我爱你们俩，亲爱的， 不要忘记我。








爸爸

写于1939年2月6日





名人小课堂

奥格登·纳什 （Ogden Nash, 1902～1971） 美国诗人。纳什的诗风非常独特，对20世纪的美国洞察深刻，评论精辟，被称为“稀有诗人”、“最滑稽的诗人”、“幽默语言大师”、“上帝赐与美国的礼物”等。代表作品有《自由旋转》、《享乐之路》及《1929年以来的诗歌》等。他的作品在全世界都具有很大的影响力。














Winston Churchill to His Daughter

>(Mary Churchill)　温斯顿·丘吉尔致女儿

（玛丽·丘吉尔）













My darling Mary,

“Many Happy Returns of the Day.” This should reach you on your Birthday the 15th. but if it comes earlier or later it carries with it the fondest love of your Father. I have watched with admiration and respect the career of distinction and duty what you have made for yourself during the hard years of the war. I look forward in the days that may be left me to see you happy and glorious in peace. You are a great joy to your mother and me and we are hoping that very soon you will be living with us at Chart well and in our new house in London. It will be lovely having you with us.

Here it is sunshine and calm. I paint all day and every day and have banished care and disillusionment to the shades. Alex came and painted too. He is very good. Monsieur Montag is coming to comment and guide me in a few days. I have three nice pictures so far, and am now off to seek for another. Sarah is writing you herself.




With all my affection





Your loving Father

Winston S. Churchill





亲爱的玛丽： “祝你生日快乐，年年有今日，岁岁有今朝！”这封信应该可以在15号你生日那天到达你手中，但不管它早到或迟到，都带着你父亲最深情的爱。我一直带着赞赏与尊重的目光看待你在艰苦的战争岁月中为自己所创立的非凡的业绩和承担的职责。在我有生之年，我期待看到你在和平的日子过得幸福辉煌。你是你母亲与我的巨大快乐，我们盼望着很快你就能和我们在查特维尔庄园和伦敦的新居共同生活。有你同我们在一起一定会很好。 这里阳光灿烂，一片宁静。我整天作画，每天如此，这让我消除了烦恼，也对阴暗的事物也浮想联翩。亚历克斯也到这里来画画，他人很好。蒙塔格先生过几天会来给我点评与指导。到目前为止，我已完成了三幅好画。现在我开始为另一幅作品寻找题材。此时，萨拉正在亲自给你写信。 给你我全部的情感




爱你的父亲 温斯顿·S·丘吉尔






















Ernest Hemingway to His Daughter

>(Mary Hemingway)　欧内斯特·海明威致女儿

（玛丽·海明威）













Torcello, 20 November1948

Dearest Kittner,

Been working hard and missing you harder. No mails today at all. I wrote you day before yesterday and forwarded a letter from your family to the Excelsior in Firenze today. Now writing you just at sun-set. Been beautiful fall weather ever since the day you left. I went shooting with Emilio and shot 25 small birds and we might have gotten two ducks as four flashed over us very low but were eating lunch when it happened. Might have missed them too.

Have my correspondence all done except for letter to Rice. Then will do the article. May do the article and then Rice since will have to go into Venice to get Power of Attorney notarized. Wrote Charley Ritz too.




There is a big duck shoot either tomorrow (Sunday) a.m. or else Monday. Emilio is going to let me know tonight. Hope it’s Monday as my shoulder is sore from those high, straight up and down shots. I think those are probably quite heavy loads of the light shot. Can really shoot that over and under now. Haven’t started learning the double yet.

Believe magazines etc. held up by the dock strike. They say over 50 000 sacks of mail on the docks in NY. But you read the papers too so won’t Kalten born the news to you.

Your last pictures (the tower etc.) came out excellently. Got them last night.

No more word from Childies.

Hope your news was good.

I’ve been trying to stay awake and read until midnight or one a.m.

No local news. Mooky’s foot got ok. Ate outdoors in the sun today and he kept his head in my lap all through lunch; clams, sole, white rice plain. Bobby the other dog, Crazy’s brother, can sit up to beg and also make a how do you do and a Fancy Meeting You.




There’s nobody living here now. Today three couples for lunch though a character who was either a fairy or a cinema star or both with reconditioned woman (fenders straightened, bad paint job), a sort of Brusadelli type with woman to match and a brace of Belgiums. I can now tell the travelling Belgium as far as can smell them.

Best to all your friends. Love to my kitten. Be good and have good fun. It’s dark now and the shooting has started. Been trying to think what a Belgium smells like (the post-war travelling Belgiums) think it is a blend of traitorous King, toe jam, un-washed navels, old bicycle saddles, (sweated) paving stones, and eminently sound money with a touch of leek soup and cooking parsnips.

I love you dearest Kittner and miss you very, very very very, very, very much.








Papa





最亲爱的基特纳： 我一直努力地工作着，而且更想你了。今天，我连一封邮件也没有收到。我前天给你写了封信，今天又从你的家转寄了一封到罗佛伦萨艾塞斯尔的信。现在是日落时分，我正在给你写信。自你离开的那天起，这里一直是秋高气爽、气候宜人。我和埃米利奥去打猎了，共捕获了25只小鸟。有四只野鸭从我们头上低低地飞过，但是当时我们正在吃午饭，要不我们有可能打到两只野鸭，也有可能一只也打不到。 除了写给赖斯的信之外，我已处理完我所有的信件。接着我要开始写那篇文章。也许我会先写文章，再给赖斯写信，因为我一会得去威尼斯办理授权书证明。我也给查理·里兹写了一封信。 明天（星期天）上午或者星期一，我们将有一场野鸭大猎杀。埃米利奥今晚会让我知道确切的时间。我希望星期一去，由于我的肩膀因向高处射击，重复地直直抬起和放下猎枪而感到酸痛。我想那可能是负荷太重。我现在已经能真正地掌握立式猎枪射击的技巧了。我还没有开始学双管枪射击。 相信杂志之类的东西已经因为码头工人罢工而受阻。他们说有5万多麻布袋的邮件滞留在纽约码头。但你也看过这些报道，所以我不用再把这些消息详细转告给你。 你最新的摄影作品（塔之类）照得非常好。我昨晚收到它们的。 没有奇尔狄斯的消息。 希望你的消息都是好的。 我一直在努力保持清醒，看书看到午夜或凌晨1点。 没有当地的消息。穆基的脚已经好了。我今天在户外的阳光下吃午饭，那只米白色的小狗一直把头放在我的膝盖上。它静静地独自待着。另一只小狗博比，即克雷兹的兄弟，能坐起来讨好，也会做“你好”和“见到你真高兴”等动作。 现在已经没有别的人住在这儿了。不过今天有三对夫妇在这儿吃午饭：一个像童话里的人物，或像电影明星，或许两者都是，他带着一个打扮过的女人（后背挺得直直的，浓妆艳抹），一个像布鲁斯代尔类型的男人带着一个女人，还有一对比利时夫妇。只要闻一下，我就知道他们从比利时来旅游的。 向你所有的朋友问好。我爱你，我的小猫咪。祝你身体健康、生活愉快。现在，天已经黑了，外面的枪声已经响起。我一直在努力回想比利时人闻起来像什么（战后的比利时旅行者），我想它是一种混合味，融合了叛变的国王、拥挤的脚趾、没有洗的肚脐、破旧自行车的座板、（浸着汗）铺路的石子、大量钱财，以及一点儿韭葱汤和烹调用的欧洲防风草的味道。 我爱你，最亲爱的基特纳，我非常非常，非常非常，非常非常想念你。






爸 爸

写于托切罗 1948年11月20日






















Eugene O’Neill to His Son

尤金·奥尼尔致儿子













June 20th 1936

Dear Eugene,

It was good to get your letter. I would have written you, only you said in your wire you were writing, so I waited to learn all the details of your good news. And it sure is good news! But, as I wired you, I was by no means astonished, or anything like that, that you had done so nobly, for your somber premonitions had not impressed me as being liable to coincide with the facts when they appeared. I know such dreary forebodings too damned well. They are the familiar spirits of this branch of the O’Neills—one of the baneful heritages you get from me, I’m afraid. I’ve been enjoying more than my usual share of them lately, too, what with this Cycle of plays stretching out into a future of seemingly endless hard labor. It looks now as if there would have to be still another play—a ninth which will carry me back to 1770 as a starter.




What you write about the exams is damned interesting and I am glad you told me so much about the oral. Of course, I knew there was one, but had no idea it was such a formidable inquisition. I can imagine how you felt when you paced the hall waiting for the verdict!

As for the job, from what you tell me, that assuredly is a grand bit of good fortune! And the salary is more than I ever thought you would get to start with.

Speaking of money, you know, I hope that if ever you get in a tough spot I can always manage to come across with something, although, as you may guess, the next couple of years will be lean ones unless that rarity for me, a movie rights purchase, comes up. I want to tell you frankly what my exact situation is. Whatever income I have from investments is more than abolished by the alimony dole. That means that as far as my half of Carlotta’s and my household expenses, etc. is concerned I am living on capital and will be for the next two years or more, for I do not expect to be able to release any new play for production or publication before then. Royalties on books bring in something but comparatively little. Stock, amateur performances’ royalties don’t amount to much because my plays are difficult to cast and seldom attempted. Foreign productions continue to be flatteringly constant—but are done in repertoire for a few performances at a time, and with half to a translator, tax, etc. the return to me in dollars is negligible, or less. I had hoped something from the London production of Ah, Wilderness! by the Irish Group Theatre, but in spite of a unanimously enthusiastic critical reception, no one is going to see it and it has possibly closed by this.




So that’s about the situation—and it is due to grow steadily worse instead of better, pending the appearance of my new work. I tell you all this not to cry poor, you understand, but to present the hard facts.




I am determined, if I go broke in the process, not to release any play of the Cycle until I have at least three or four in final form, and more in first draft. This is essential to me because the emphasis with me is naturally on the work as a whole, not on its separate parts. It is also essential for the stage production of the work as a whole that the Guild have several plays to plan on as a starter—for they intend to get together a special repertoire company just to do this Cycle, and when it comes to tying up actors and actresses for three or four years, in these days of Talkie temptation, you’ve got to show them parts in several plays that make it to their advantage to sign up. You can’t do it on one or two plays with a vague promise of good parts in plays not yet written, no matter who the author. The plan, as I guess I’ve told you before, is to do two plays a season.

So you see how this Cycle has me involved in a hell of a lot of labor—and costly time—before I can expect any returns of any kind. You will also appreciate that I have many low days of O’Neill heebie-jeebies when I feel very old and tired, and doubt myself and my work, and wonder why in hell something in me drove me on to undertake such a hellish job when I might have coasted along and just written some more plays, as a well-behaved playwright does.




But enough of that.

I foresaw that you would probably get some tart retorts from the Middle West on your article. Midwesterners are very sensitive people—that is, in one respect.

Love to you and Betty from us—and a sweet kiss from Blemie to Cabot.





Father









亲爱的尤金： 很高兴收到你的来信。我本该已经给你写完信的，只是你在电话里说你正写信给我，所以我就等着了解你的好消息的所有细节。这确实是好消息！但是，当我从电话中得知你干得如此出色时，我并不感到惊讶或者任何类似那样的感觉。我并未在意你的不祥预感，因为当事实发生的时候，它们是很容易与之相一致的。我对那些可恶的不祥预感了如指掌。那是我们这支奥尼尔家族成员常见的情绪——恐怕这是你从我这里继承的有害遗传因子之一。我近期也一直遇到这种情况，而且比以前还要糟。因为，这部系列剧越往后面发展，这烦人的工作似乎越没完没了。现在看起来好像还得接下去写另一部剧本——第九部剧本，这部剧本一开始将要把我带回至1770年。 你在信里所讲的关于考试的事情相当有趣，我很高兴你如此详尽地告诉我关于口试的情况。当然，我知道有口试这回事，但并没想到它竟是一种如此可怕的询问。我可以想象得到当时你在大厅中走来走去，等待结论时是怎样的感觉。 说到工作，从你告诉我的内容来看，那无疑是一个很好的运气！而且薪水比我曾经设想过的你一开始能拿到的要高一些。 说到钱，你知道的，我希望假如你真的遇到什么困难时，我总是可以尽力提供帮助——尽管你也可能猜到，今后的两三年里我会比较拮据，除非有人想要购买我的电影版权，不过这种事很罕见。我想坦率地告诉你我的实际情况。无论我的投资能获得多少收益，都不够赡养费这一项开支。那意味着就我所承担的夏洛特一半的赡养费以及家庭的各项开支等而言，我现在是在吃老本，而且今后两年或更长的时间内也将如此，因为，在那之前，我不期望我的任何一个新剧本可以上演或出版。书的版税能带来些许收入，但相当少。股票、业余演出的使用费也非常有限，因为我的剧本上演的难度很大，而且很少有人尝试。在国外，我的剧本倒是经常继续在上演，颇受追捧——但演出的是保留剧目，一次演几场。一半的收入用于支付译者稿酬、交税等，最后以美元返回给我的钱是微不足道的，或者更少。我原本寄希望于爱尔兰群体剧团在伦敦上演的《啊，荒野！》会给我带来收益，但是尽管该剧引起广泛而热烈的评论反应，却没有一个人去看，这样的话，演出可能已经终止了。 这就是我的实际情况——而且在等待我的新作品问世期间，这情形会逐步地恶化，而不是好转。你明白的，我告诉你这一切并不是哭穷，而是向你陈述困难的事实。 假如在这个过程中我破产了，我也决不会将这个剧本系列中的任何一本发布出来，除非这个系列我至少有三四部剧本已经定稿了，其他的剧本已经有了初稿。对我来说，这是必要的，因为，我所重视的当然是这项工作作为一个整体，而不是它的各个部分，这对于将整个系列剧在舞台上的演出也一样必要。盖尔德剧团已经计划上演好几部戏作为事业的开始，因为他们为了演出这个系列剧而打算组织一个专门的戏剧团。而且，男女演员的选定也要花上三四年时间。在如今有声电影对演员造成巨大诱惑的情况下，你得拿出几部剧本里的某些片段给他们看看，这样才会有利于他们签协议。要是只依靠一两个剧本，含糊地承诺剧本里还未写好的精彩内容，那么，不论作者是谁，你都不会获得成功。如我猜想我之前告诉过你的，我的计划是每个季度写两个剧本。 因此，你瞧，在我可以期待得到任何回报之前，这个系列剧已经使我陷入了无穷无尽的工作之中，还要花费大量的时间。你也将会理解，我度过了许多奥尼尔家族特有的那种紧张兮兮的日子。我觉得自己老了，也累了，开始怀疑自己以及自己的工作。而且我想知道，究竟为什么我内心中的某种东西会一直驱使我去承担这样一件可怕的工作。我本可以随意地向前生活下去，像一些举止大方的剧作家那样，只是多写一些剧本。 嗯，说得够多了。 我已经预见你的文章很可能会在中西部受到一些尖酸的反驳。中西部的人非常敏感——在某一方面是如此。 献上我们的爱给你和贝蒂，以及来自布莱米的一个甜甜的吻带给卡伯特。










爸 爸

1936年6月20日





名人小课堂

尤金·奥尼尔 （Eugene O’Neill, 1888～1953年） 美国著名剧作家。他是一位多产作家，一生创作独幕剧21部，多幕剧28部。其中优秀剧作有：《东航卡迪夫》、《加勒比斯之月》、《天边外》、《安娜·克利斯蒂》、《琼斯皇帝》等。1936年凭借代表作《天边外》获诺贝尔文学奖。
























































John O’hara to His Daughter

>(Wylie O’hara)　约翰·奥哈拉致女儿

（威利·奥哈拉）













Princeton

7th January1962, Sunday

My dear,

I have been thinking about our conversation of last night, and I hope you have too.

1962, in some ways, is Wylie O’hara’s Year of Decision. Some of the decisions you make this year will have an important bearing on decisions you may want to make several years hence.

For example: suppose that when you are 20 or 21, you should discover that you want to participate in one of the many activities that will be open to young people in the federal or state government. The first thing they will want to know is what education and/or training you have had. Nowadays the minimum, absolute minimum requirement for hundreds of jobs is two years’ college, either at a four-year-college or at a junior college.




For another example: you have said that you don’t expect to marry before you are 23. Well, that is something you can’t be sure of, but suppose you do wait till you’re 23. Suppose your fianc¨-husband is a young man who is taking graduate work at some university—law, medicine, the sciences, government work, etc.—and you and he are living in the vicinity of his graduate school. You may want to do work on the college or the graduate school level yourself, but I assure you will not be very enthusiastic about it if you have to start as a freshman of 23.

Now I could go on at some length, but the point I am aiming at it this: I want you to think very, very seriously about what you are going to do after St. Tim’s. You are not Miss Rich bitch. You are not going to be Miss Church mouse, either, but you must think in terms of being able to earn at least part of your own living. I don’t think you are going to fall in love with a dumb head. I think a dumb head, rich or not, would bore the hell out of you. Therefore it is extremely likely that the kind of boy you will like and fall in love with is going to be one who uses his brains to earn his living. That almost automatically means that he will be taking either graduate work or special post-college training of some sort. And even if you have children right away, you will want to keep up with him intellectually.




I can tell you from my own experience how important it is to have a wife with whom to discuss one’s work. My first wife was a Wellesley B.A. and a Columbia M.A. and a diplomat, I think they are called, at the Sorbonne. Your mother did not go to college, but she could have. Sister and your mother both graduated from good schools and took courses at Columbia and your mother even attended lectures at Oxford without having to enroll there. Both your mother and Sister loved to read and read a great deal, and Sister is multilingual. Both your mother and Sister disliked women’s colleges, but they did not dislike higher learning. They formed their dislike of college-girl types thirty years ago. The type has almost vanished, because the kind of girl your mother and Sister were then would be applying for college today. Everybody goes to college.




Now this is what’s on my mind: the tentative program you have outlined for yourself does not seem to me very “realistic” in 1962 and 1963 and so on. I am hopeful that you will redirect yourself toward a good college so that you will get those two minimum-requirement years on your record and then be able, three years from now, to qualify for jobs or continue working for a degree. You will not regret having those two years on your record, whereas you might easily regret not having them. As your father, I have a duty to point these things out to you. But once I have done that I have to leave the real decision up to you.





Love,

Dad












我亲爱的： 我一直在思考我们昨晚的谈话，而且我希望你也如此。 1962年，在某种程度上，是对威利·奥哈拉具有决定性的一年。你今年所做的某些决定将会对你今后几年可能想要做出的决定起到至关重要的作用。 譬如：假设当你20岁或21岁时，你会发现你想参加联邦政府或州政府为年轻人举办的某项活动。他们想要知道的第一件事就是你曾受过何种教育和/或培训。如今，对各行各业最低的，绝对最低的要求是两年的大学教育，要么在四年制大学里学习，要么在两年制大学里学习。 再譬如：你说过你不想在23岁以前结婚。好吧，那是你无法确定的事，但假设你的确等到23岁。假设你的未婚夫是个在某所大学里读研究生的年轻人，他学的可能是法律、医学、理科、行政管理等等。你和他住在他攻读研究生的学校附近。你也许会希望你自己也上大学或读研究生。但我肯定，如果你不得不以一个23岁的新生身份开始，你将没有热情去学习。 现在我可以继续往下多说一些了，但我说这些的目的是：我希望你非常非常认真地思考从圣·蒂姆斯中学毕业后你将要做什么这一问题。你现在不是富家千金。你将来也不会是一贫如洗的姑娘，但你必须考虑你怎样才能起码挣到你自己的部分生活费。我想你不会爱上一个笨蛋。我认为，一个笨蛋，不管贫富与否，他都会让你极其厌烦的。因此，你将来喜欢或爱上的男孩极有可能是那种用自己的头脑来谋生的人。那自然而然地意味着，他将会读研究生或是接受大学毕业后的某种培训。此外，即使你想立即生孩子，你也会希望你们的孩子在才智方面能赶得上他。 我可以用我自己的经历告诉你，有一个能与自己讨论工作的妻子有多么重要。我的第一任妻子是威尔斯利大学的学士和哥伦比亚大学的硕士。我想，在索尔邦他们这些人被称为有文凭的人。你母亲没有上过大学，但她有能力上的。西斯特和你母亲都毕业于好的中学，并且在哥伦比亚大学修过课，而且你母亲甚至在不必注册的情况下，在牛津大学听过课。你母亲和西斯特都热爱读书，也读过大量的书，而且西斯特会说多种语言。你母亲和西斯特都不喜欢女子大学，但她们并非不喜欢高等教育。她们对女大学生类型的不喜欢在三十年之前就成型了。这种类型现在已基本消失了，因为像当年你母亲和西斯特那样的女孩，如今都在申请读大学。每个人都去上大学。 现在我所考虑的是：你为自己所制定的暂时计划，在我看来这在1962年或1963年或其他时候似乎都是不太现实的。我希望，你能重新为自己规划一下，去读一所好的大学，这样在你的履历上就会有受过两年大学教育的这一最低要求，三年之后，你就有资格找工作或继续学习并获得学位。你不会因为在你的履历上有这两年学习经历而后悔的；反而，你也许极易因为没有它们而懊悔。作为你的父亲，我有责任向你指明这些事情。但是，一旦我为你指明了这一切，我必须把真正的决定权留给你自己。






 爱你的：爸爸

1962年1月7日星期日 写于普林斯顿





名人小课堂

约翰·奥哈拉 （John O’hara, 1905～1970年） 美国作家。他出生于宾夕法尼亚州的波特斯维尔，凭借处女作《相约萨马拉》一举成名。除在杂志发表一些短篇小说外，他一生共写了14部长篇小说，代表作有《向怒而生》、《酒绿花红》及《北弗雷德里克街十号》等。其中《北弗雷德里克街十号》一书让他获得了美国国家图书奖。他的大部分小说以冷漠的且客观的笔触描写中上层阶级的道德观念和行为原则。




















>Francis Fitzgerald to His Daughter　弗朗西斯·菲茨杰拉德致女儿









Metro Goldwyn Mayer Corporation

Culver City, California

July 7, 1938

Dearest Scottie,

I don’t think I will be writing letters many more years and I wish you would read this letter twice—bitter as it may seem. You will reject it now, but at a later period some of it may come back to you as truth. When I’m talking to you, you think of me as an older person, an “authority”; and when I speak of my own youth, what I say becomes unreal to you—for the young can’t believe in the youth of their fathers. But perhaps this little bit will be understandable if I put it in writing.

When I was your age, I lived with a great dream. The dream grew and I learned how to speak of it and make people listen. Then the dream divided one day when I decided to marry your mother after all, even though I knew she was spoiled and meant no good to me. I was sorry immediately I had married her but, being patient in those days, made the best of it and got to love her in another way. You came along and for a long time we made quite a lot of happiness out of our lives. But I was a man divided—she wanted me to work too much for her and not enough for my dream. She realized too late that work was dignity, and the only dignity, and tried to atone for it by working herself, but it was too late and she broke and is broken forever.




It was too late also for me to recoup the damage—I had spent most of my resources, spirit and material, on her, but I struggled on for five years till my health collapsed, and all I cared about was drink and forgetting.

The mistake I made was marrying her. We belonged to different worlds—she might have been happy with a kind simple man in a southern garden. She didn’t have the strength for the big stage—sometimes she pretended, and pretended beautifully, but she didn’t have it. She was soft when she should have been hard, and hard when she should have been yielding. She never knew how to use her energy—she’s passed that failing on to you.




For a long time I hated her mother for giving her nothing in the line of good habit—nothing but “getting by” and conceit. I never wanted to see again in this world women who were brought up as idlers. And one of my chief desires in life was to keep you from being that kind of person, one who brings ruin to themselves and others. When you began to show disturbing signs at about fourteen, I comforted myself with the idea that you were too precocious socially and a strict school would fix things. But sometimes I think that idlers seem to be a special class for whom nothing can be planned, plead as one will with them—their only contribution to the human family is to warm a seat at the common table.

My reforming days are over, and if you are that way I don't want to change you. But I don’t want to be upset by idlers inside my family or out. I want my energies and my earnings for people who talk my language.




I have begun to fear that you don’t. You don't realize that what I am doing here is the last tired effort of a man who once did something finer and better. There is not enough energy, or call it money, to carry anyone who is dead weight and I am angry and resentful in my soul when I feel that I am doing this. People like—and your mother must be carried because their illness makes them useless. But it is a different story that you have spent two years doing no useful work at all, improving neither your body nor your mind, but only writing reams and reams of dreary letters to dreary people, with no possible object except obtaining invitations which you could not accept. Those letters go on, even in your sleep, so that I know your whole trip now is one long waiting for the post. It is like an old gossip that cannot still her tongue.

You have reached the age when one is of interest to an adult only insofar as one seems to have a future. The mind of a little child is fascinating, for it looks on old things with new eyes—but at about twelve this change. The adolescent offers nothing, can do nothing, say nothing that the adult cannot do better. Living with you in Baltimore (and you have told Harold that I alternated between strictness and neglect, by which I suppose you mean the times I was so inconsiderate as to have T. B. o or to retire into myself to write, for I had little social life apart from you) represented a rather too domestic duty forced on me by your mother’s illness. But I endured your Top Hats and Telephones until the day you snubbed me at dancing school, less willingly after that...




To sum up: what you have done to please me or make me proud is practically negligible since the time you made yourself a good diver at camp (and now you are softer than you have ever been). In your career as a “wild society girl”, vintage of 1925, I’m not interested. I don’t want any of it— it would bore me, like dining with the Ritz Brothers. When I do not feel you are “going somewhere”, your company tends to depress me for the silly waste and triviality involved. On the other hand, when occasionally I see signs of life and intention in you, there is no company in the world I prefer. For there is no doubt that you have something in your belly, some real gusto for life—a real dream of your own—and my idea was to wed it to something solid before it was too late—as it was too late for your mother to learn anything when she got around to it. Once when you spoke French as a child it was enchanting with your odd bits of knowledge—now your conversation is as commonplace as if you’d spent the last two years in the Corn Hollow High School—what you saw in Life and read in Sexy Romances.




I shall come East in September to meet your boat—but this letter is a declaration that I am no longer interested in your promissory notes but only in what I see. I love you always but I am only interested by people who think and work as I do and it isn’t likely that I shall change at my age. Whether you will—or want to—remains to be seen.




Daddy





P. S. If you keep the diary, please don’t let it be the dry stuff I could buy in a ten franc guide book. I’m not interested in dates and places, even the Battle of New Orleans, unless you have some unusual reaction to them. Don’t try to be witty in the writing, unless it’s natural—just true and real.

P. P. S. Will you please read this letter a second time? I wrote it over twice.









亲爱的司各特： 我觉得我也没多少岁月可以给你写信了，我希望你能把这封信读上两遍——虽然这看上去比较痛苦。或许，你现在会抵制它，但是不久之后，信里的某些内容将成为你的真理。当我在跟你说这些的时候，你觉得我已是一个老人，是个“专横”的人；当我向你讲述我自己年轻时的经历，我所说的一切对你来说是不真实的——因为年轻人总是不相信父辈们年轻时候的事情。但是，如果我能把它写下来的话，你也许会好理解一点。 当我像你那么大的时候，我有一个伟大的梦想。梦想在成长，我也学会了如何去阐述它，让别人聆听它。有一天，梦想破碎了，那就是当我最终决定和你妈妈结婚的时候，尽管我知道她从小娇生惯养，而且对我也无好处。娶了她之后，我就立刻后悔了，但是那些日子我一直很耐心，尽量做到最好以维持我们的婚姻关系，通过另一种方式去爱她。随着你的到来，有很长一段时间，我们的生活充满了幸福。但我是一个分裂的人——她想要我为她做太多的工作，因而我没有足够的精力与时间去追求自己的梦想。当她意识到工作就是尊严，而且是唯一的尊严，一切都为时已晚了。她还试图通过自己的工作来弥补这些，但是已经太迟了，她的身体已经不行了，彻底地不行了。 弥补所受的伤害，对我来说也为时已晚了——我已经将自己绝大部分的资源、精力和财富都倾注在她的身上了，但是我依旧奋斗了5年，直到我的身体也垮掉了，而现在我所关心的事情只有借酒消愁。 我所犯的错误就是和她结婚。我与她属于不同的世界——假如她和南方的庄园里的一个善良单纯的男人结婚的话，她可能会过得很快乐。她没有适应大舞台的能力——有时她会假装有这个能力，而且装得很好，但事实上她并没有。在应该强硬的时候，她表现得软弱；在应该屈服的时候，她却表现得很强硬。她从来都不知道如何运用自己的力量——她已经把这些缺点都传给了你。 有很长一段时间，我恨她的母亲没有教给她任何好的习惯——除了“得过且过”和狂妄自负。在这个世界上，我永远不想再见到任何一个女人被养育成一个游手好闲者。我生命中主要的心愿之一就是让你不要变成那种人，那种给自己和别人都带来毁灭的人。你14岁时开始显露出令人烦扰的迹象，那时我安慰自己说，你可能在社交方面早熟了一些，接受严格的学校教育将会解决这些问题。但是，有时我也这样想，那些游手好闲的人似乎是一个特殊的阶层，对他们来说，没有什么事情是可以被计划的，他们会以此为自己辩护——他们对于人类家庭惟一的贡献，就是占据一张普通桌子前的一个座位罢了。 我重新自我调整的日子已经结束了，假如你选择那种游手好闲的生活方式，我也不想去改变你。但是，不管是在家里还是在外面，我都不想被游手好闲的人烦扰。我希望自己的精力和收入能花在那些与我有共同语言的人们身上。 我开始担心你并没有意识到这些，没有意识到我在这里所做的一切，是一个曾经做出优秀业绩的人最后的疲倦的努力。我已经没有足够的精力，或者说足够的金钱来支持任何一个纯粹是沉重的负担的人。而当我感觉自己正在做这些的时候，我内心充满愤怒和怨恨。像你妈妈那样的人必须得到支持，因为他们的病痛致使他们无所作为。但是，你的事情就另当别论了：你已经度过了两年碌碌无为的生活，你既没有改进你的身体状况，也没有充实你的头脑知识，你惟一做的就是给那些沉闷的人们一封接一封地写沉闷的信件，除了收到一些你自己并不接受的邀请之外，你做这件事没有任何目的。甚至在睡觉的时候，那些信件都在继续。因此，我知道你现在的整个旅程就是一个等待邮件的漫长过程。它就像一个爱嚼舌的老妇无法令她的舌头安分下来一样。 你已经到了这样的年龄：只有当你看起来有前途时，大人们才会对你产生兴趣。小孩子的心灵是迷人的，因为儿童用全新的眼睛看待旧的事物——但是大约12岁的时候，这种情形就改变了。青少年们提供不了任何东西，他们什么也不会做，什么也不会说，而成年人对那些事却可以做得更好。由于你母亲的病情，强加在我身上的一点家庭责任的体现就是要和你一起住在巴尔的摩。（你曾跟哈罗德说我对你的态度在严格和疏忽之间交替变化，据此我猜你的意思是指当年我因为过于轻率而感染了肺结核；或者是我只顾自己一心写作，因为除了你之外，我几乎没有任何社交活动）。但是，我对你戴大礼帽和打电话的行为，一直都忍耐，直到那天在舞蹈学校你冷落我，从那以后，我才稍微不乐意…… 总而言之，自从你在夏令营把自己训练成一个优秀的潜水员，之后（你现在已经比以前退步了不少），你所做的能让我高兴和自豪的事情事实上几乎可以忽略不计。你作为“野蛮社会女孩”的经历，那是在1925年，我一点儿也不感兴趣。我不想知道任何关于它的事情——它会令我心烦意乱，就像跟里兹兄弟共进晚餐一样。当我感觉不到你在进步的时候，你的陪伴存在令我有沮丧的倾向，因为那是愚蠢的浪费和琐事。从另一面来说，当我偶然看到你身上散发出生活的气息和向上的意志时，我在世界上将不再需要任何陪伴。因为毫无疑问，你身上依然存在某些东西，一种对于生活的真正热忱——一种属于你自己的真正的梦想——我的想法是在还来得及之前，把它跟一些可靠实在的事物捆绑在一起——因为当你妈妈开始考虑去学些什么的时候，却为时已晚了。当你还是个孩子时，你曾学过说法语，你对知识的零星掌握让人着迷——而现在你的谈话却非常平庸，似乎过去两年你是在考恩·霍洛高级中学度过的——就像你在《生活》和《性感传奇》中所看到的内容那样。 9月份，我将到东部去接你——但是，这封信是一个声明：我将不再对你的许诺感兴趣，只对自己亲眼所见的感兴趣。我会一直爱你，但让我感兴趣的只是那些与我志同道合的人，而且到我这样的年纪，我也不可能做出什么样的改变。无论你是否愿意——或者是想要——拭目以待吧。 爸爸 又及：如果你还坚持写日记的话，请不要让你的日记成为干瘪瘪的东西，那些内容在我用10法郎就能买到的指南书里就有。我对日期、地名，甚至“新奥尔良战役”都不感兴趣，除非你对它们有一些与众不同的反应。写作时，不要试图追求措辞巧妙诙谐，除非是自然而然的——只需要准确真实。 再及：你愿意把这封信再看一遍吗？这封信我写了不止两遍。












1938年7月7日




写于加利福尼亚州，科佛市 米高梅电影公司 





名人小课堂

弗朗西斯·菲茨杰拉德 (Francis Fitzgerald, 1896～1940) 出生于明尼苏达州圣保罗市，美国小说家，著名的编剧，也是“爵士时代”的发言人和“迷惘的一代”的代表作家之一。他的代表作品有《人间天堂》、《了不起的盖茨比》及《夜色温柔》等，他的小说生动地反映了20年代“美国梦”的破灭，展示了大萧条时期美国上层社会“荒原时代”的精神面貌。
























































Chapter 4 Some Kind of Beneficial Communication　有一种交流受益一生

























The distance a person can reach depends on who counterparts; How good a person is depends on who gives him the directions; How successful a man is depends on who accompanies him.









一个人能走多远，要看他有谁同行；一个人有多优秀，要看他有谁指点；一个人有多成功，要看他有谁相伴。






















Benjamin Franklin to His Sister

>(Mrs. Jane Mecom)　本杰明·富兰克林致姐姐

（简·梅科姆太太）









London, September16, 1758

Dear Sister,

I received your favor of June 17. I wonder you have had no letter from me since my being in England. I have written you at least two, and I think a third before this, and what was next to waiting on you in person, sent you my picture. In June last I sent Benny a trunk of books, and wrote to him; I hope they have come to hand, and that he meets with encouragement in his business. I congratulate you on the conquest of Cape Breton, and hope as your people took it by praying, the first time, you will now pray that it may never be given up again, which you then forgot. Billy is well, but in the country. I left him at Tunbridge Wells, where we spent a fortnight, and he is now gone with some company to see Portsmouth. We have been together over a great part of England this summer and among other places, visited the town our father was born in, and found some relations in that part of the country still living.




Our cousin Jane Franklin, daughter of our uncle John, died about a year ago. We saw her husband, Robert Page, who gave us some old letters to his wife, from Uncle Benjamin. In one of them, dated Boston, July 4, 1723, he writes that your uncle Josiah has a daughter Jane, about twelve years old, a good-humored child. So keep up to your character, and don’t be angry when you have no letters. In a little book he sent her, called “None but Christ,” he wrote an acrostick on her name, which for namesake’s sake, as well as the good advice it contains, I transcribe and send you.

“Illuminated from on high,

And shining brightly in your sphere.

Ne’er faint, but keep a steady eye,

Expecting endless pleasures there.”




“Flee vice as you’d a serpent flee;

Raise faith and hope three stories higher,

And let Christ’s endless love to thee

Ne’er cease to make thy love aspire.

Kindness of heart by words express,

Let your obedience be sincere,

In prayer and praise you God address,

Nor cease, till he can cease to hear. “

After professing truly that I had a great esteem and veneration for the pious author, permit me a little to play the commentator and critic on these lines. The meaning of three stories higher seems somewhat obscure. You are to understand, then, that faith, hope, and charity have been called the three steps of Jacob’s ladder, reaching from earth to heaven; our author calls them stories, likening religion to a building, and these are the three stories of the Christian edifice. Thus improvement in religion is called building up and edification. Faith is then the ground floor, hope is up one pair of stairs. My dear beloved Jenny, don’t delight so much to dwell in those lower rooms, but get as fast as you can into the garret, for in truth the best room in the house is charity. For my part, I wish the house was turned upside down; ‘tis so difficult (when one is fat) to go upstairs; and not only so, but I imagine hope and faith may be more firmly built upon charity, than charity upon faith and hope. However that may be, I think it the better reading to say—




“Raise faith and hope one story higher.”

Correct it boldly, and I’ll support the alteration; for, when you are up two stories already, if you raise your building three stories higher you will make five in all, which is two more than there should be, you expose your upper rooms more to the winds and storms. And, besides, I am afraid the foundation will hardly bear them, unless indeed you build with such light stuff as straw and stubble, and that, you know, won’t stand fire. Again, where the author says,

“Kindness of heart by words express,”

Strike out words, and put in deeds. The world is too full of compliments already. They are the rank growth of every soil, and choke the good plants of benevolence, and beneficence; nor do I pretend to be the first in this comparison of words and actions to plants; you may remember an ancient poet, whose works we have all studied and copied at school long ago.




“A man of words and not of deeds

Is like a garden full of weeds.”

It is a pity that good works, among some sorts of people, are so little valued, and good words admired in their stead: I mean seemingly pious discourses, instead of humane benevolent actions. Those they almost put out of countenance, by calling morality rotten morality, righteousness ragged righteousness, and even filthy rags—and when you mention virtue, pucker up their noses as if they smelt a stink; at the same time that they eagerly snuff up an empty canting harangue, as if it was a pose of the choicest flowers. So they have inverted the good old verse, and say now

“A man of deeds and not of words

Is like a garden full of—”




I have forgot the rhyme, but remember ‘tis something the very reverse of perfume. So much by way of commentary.

My wife will let you see my letter, containing an account of our travels, which I would have you read to sister Dowse, and give my love to her. I have no thoughts of returning till next year, and then may possibly have the pleasure of seeing you and yours. Taking Boston in my way home. My love to brother and all your children, concludes at this time from, dear Jenny, your affectionate brother.





B.FRANKLIN









亲爱的姐姐： 我已收到你6月17日的来信。我怀疑自我到英格兰后，你再也没有收到我的任何信。但是我至少给你写过两封，而且在这封信之前还有第三封，在等待你本人的期间，紧接着我又给你寄去了我的照片。最近的，6月份我还给本尼寄去了一箱书，也给他写了一封信；我希望他悉数收到，并希望他工作中受到鼓励。祝贺你征服了布里敦角，希望正如你的人民第一次通过祈祷得到了它一样，现在你们将祈祷它永远不会再次被丢弃，那时你们已将它忘记。比利很好，现在住在乡下。我把他留在了膝布里奇韦尔斯，我们在那呆了两周，现在他又与别人结伴去参观朴次茅斯了。这个夏天，我们一起游览了英格兰的大部分地区，其中，我们还参观了我们的父亲出生的小镇，并找到了一些在那个地区仍然健在的亲戚们。 我们的堂妹简·富兰克林，约翰叔叔的女儿，一年前去世了。我们见到了她的丈夫罗伯特·佩奇，他给了我们一些本杰明叔叔写给他妻子的旧信。在其中一封1723年7月4日写于波土顿的信中，他写到你们的叔叔乔赛亚有一个女儿名叫简，大约12岁，是一个脾气很好的孩子。因此请你保持这种性格，没有收到信也不要生气。在叔叔送给她的一本书名为《独一无二的耶稣》的薄书里，他以她的名义写了一首离合体诗。现在我把它抄写下来并寄给你，不仅因为你与她同名的缘故，而且因为其中包含的忠告。 “高高地照亮着， 在你的领地上闪闪发亮。 不要眩晕，只要保持坚定的目光， 期待那里无尽的欢乐。” “邪恶逃走了，就如同你驱走了恶魔； 把信仰和希望再提高三层楼， 让耶稣赐予你无尽的爱 从不停止你对爱的渴望。 去用语言表达心灵美， 让你的顺从成为一种真诚， 在祈祷中，赞美上帝的话语， 不要停止，直到上帝停止聆听。” 坦诚地说，我对虔诚的作者怀着无限的尊重和敬佩，请允许我给这几行诗做一点注释和评论。“再提高三层楼”，其意似乎有点模糊不清。不过，你知道人们一直把忠诚、希望和慈悲称作雅各布天梯的三级台阶，从地球通往天堂；我们的作者把宗教比喻成楼房，于是把三级台阶称之为三层楼，而忠诚、希望和慈悲就是基督教圣殿的三层楼。因此宗教的升华就是渐进和顿悟。忠诚便是第一层，希望是第二层。我亲爱的詹妮，不要太高兴于停留在那些低楼层的房间里，而要尽你所能地迅速到达顶楼，因为事实上房子里最好的房间是慈悲。在我看来，我倒希望整个房子完全倒置过来，因为上楼梯太难了（当一个人太胖时），不仅如此，我想象着希望与忠诚建立在慈悲之上较之于慈悲建立在忠诚与希望之上会更牢固。无论怎样，我想这样说妥当一些—— “把忠诚与希望提高一层。” 大胆地改正它，而且我会支持这个修改的；因为当你已上了两层楼时，如果你把你的楼房增高三层，总共就造了五层，比应该有的多了两层，这样上面的房间则更多地暴露于风雨之中；除此之外，恐怕地基也难以承受，除非你真的是用那些很轻的材料诸如稻草和头发去建造，但你知道那是经不住考验的。另外，作者说， “用语言表达心灵美，” 删去“语言”一词，换上“行为”。这个世界已经充满了太多恭维，这些恭维在每一块土地上犹如杂草丛生，从而抑制了慈善和德行这样的好植物的生长。我并没有自命是第一个把言语和行为比作植物的人；你或许记得一位古代诗人，很久以前在学校里，我们都读过并抄录过他的作品。 “一个只说不做的人 就像是长满杂草的花园。” 很遗憾，一些慈善行为在某些人群中是如此没有价值，相反一些华丽辞藻却受到了他们的赞美：我指的是那些貌似虔诚的演讲，而不是人类的仁慈行为。几乎令人局促不安的是，那些人称道德为腐败的道德，正直为褴褛的正直，甚至是充满了污秽的褴褛——而一提到美德，他们就好像嗅到了一股臭味似的，皱起他们的鼻子；与此同时，他们渴望地嗅着伪善的高谈阔论，仿佛那是一束最好的花环。因此，他们把好的古诗前后颠倒，改写成： “一个只做而不说的人 就像是花园长满了——” 我已忘记那句尾的韵脚，但记得那绝对不是什么好话。评述就这么多。 我妻子会给你看我的信，里面包含了我们旅行的记叙，希望你把信读给道斯妹妹听，代我向她问好。我想明年才回来，那时可能有幸见到你和你们一家。我在返家途中将取道波士顿。向哥哥和你的所有的孩子问好。亲爱的詹妮，我就此搁笔，爱你的弟弟。










本·富兰克林

1758年9月16日 写于伦敦





名人小课堂

本杰明·富兰克林 （Benjamin Franklin, 1706～1790年） 美国著名的政治家、社会活动家、科学家、发明家。他出生于波士顿一个工人家庭，由于家境贫寒，只上了两年学就辍学当了学徒，12岁时到他大哥的印刷所里当学徒，长期从事印刷工作，同时刻苦自学。他曾化名投稿，报纸编辑以为文章“出自名家手笔”。作为政治家，在美国和世界历史上，他与许多重要事件有关。他在北美独立战争中起了重大作用，是美国的创建人之一，参与起草了《独立宣言》和美国宪法。
























>Thomas Jefferson to His Nephew　托马斯·杰弗逊致侄儿













Paris, August10, 1787

Dear Peter,—I have received your two letters of December the 30th and April the 18th, and am very happy to find by them, as well as by letters from Mr. Wythe, that you have been so fortunate as to attract his notice and good will; I am sure you will find this to have been one of the most fortunate events of your life, as I have ever been sensible it was of mine. I enclose you a sketch reading, which submit to his correction. Many of these are among your father’s books, which you should have brought to you. As I do not recollect those of them not in his library, you must write to me for them, making out a catalogue of such as you think you shall have occasion for, in eighteen months from the date of your letter, and consulting Mr. Wythe on the subject to this sketch. I will add a few particular observations:




Italian. I fear that learning this language will confound you French and Spanish. Being all of them degenerated dialects of the Latin, they are apt to mix in conversation. I have never seen a person speaking the three languages, who did not mix them. It is a delightful language, but late events having rendered the Spanish more useful, lay it aside to prosecute that.

Moral Philosophy. I think it lost time to attend lectures on this branch. He who made us would have been a pitiful bungler, if he had made the rules of our moral conduct a matter of science. For one man of science, there are thousands who are not. What would have become of them? Man was destined for society. His morality, therefore, was to be formed to this object. He was endowed with a sense of right and wrong, merely relative to this. This sense is as much a part of his nature, as the sense of hearing, seeing, feeling; It is the true foundation of morality, and not the tokaol, truth, etc., as fanciful writers have imagined. The moral sense, or conscience, is as much a part of man as his leg or arm. It is given to all human beings in a stronger or weaker degree, as force of members is given them in a greater or less degree. It may be strengthened by exercise, as may any particular limb of the body. This sense is submitted, indeed, in some degree, to the guidance of reason; but it is a small stock which is required for this even a less one than what we call common sense. State a moral case to a plowman and a professor. The former will decide it as well and often better than the latter, because he has not been led astray by artificial rules. In this branch, therefore, read good books, because they will encourage, as well as direct your feelings. The writings of Sterne, particularly, form the best course of morality that ever was written. Besides these, read the books mentioned in the enclosed paper, and, above all things, lose no occasion of exercising your dispositions to be grateful, to be generous, to be charitable, to be humane, to be true, just, firm, orderly, courageous, etc.. Consider every act of this kind, as an exercise which will strengthen your moral faculties and increase your worth.






Traveling. This makes men wiser, but less happy. When men of sober age travel, they gather knowledge, which they may apply usefully for their country; but they are subject ever after to recollections mixed with regret; their affections are weakened by being extended over more objects; and they learn new habits which cannot be gratified when they return home. Young men, who travel, are exposed to all these inconveniences in a higher degree, to others still more serious, and do not acquire that wisdom for which a previous foundation is requisite by repeated and just observations at home. The glare of pomp and pleasure is analogous to the motion of the blood; it absorbs all their affection and attention, they are torn from it as from the only good in this world, and return to their home as to a place of exile and condemnation. Their eyes are forever turned back to the object they have lost, and its recollection poisons the residue of their lives. Their first and most delicate passions are hackneyed on unworthy objects here, and they carry home the dregs, insufficient to make themselves or anybody else happy. Add to this, that a habit of idleness, an inability to apply themselves to business is acquired, and renders them useless to themselves and their country. These observations are founded in experience. There is no place where your pursuit of knowledge will be so little obstructed by foreign objects, as in your own country, nor any, wherein the virtues of the heart will be less exposed to be weakened. Be good, be learned, and be industrious, and you will not want the aid of traveling, to render you precious to your country, dear to your friends, happy within yourself. I repeat my advice, to take a great deal of exercise, and on foot. Health is the first requisite after morality. Write to me often, and be assured of the interest I take in your success, as well as the warmth of those sentiments of attachment with which I am, dear Peter, your affectionate friend.















亲爱的彼得： 你写于12月30日和4月18日的两封来信我已收到。从你的两封信件以及威思先生来信的内容中得知，你已经很幸运地引起了威思先生的注意并获得了他的好感，对此我表示非常高兴。我相信你会发现这将是你生活中最幸运的事情之一，正如我曾经一直意识到的一样，那也是我的最幸运的事情。在此，我附上一份概要读本，并将此提交给威思先生进行修正。其中许多书都在你父亲的藏书中，你应该都已随身带去。由于我已想不起来具体哪些书是你父亲的书房中没有的，所以你一定要将你认为从你写信的那天起至今后的18个月内有机会接触到的所有的书列一个清单出来，然后就此清单内容详细地咨询威思先生，确定好后写信告诉我。关于这个概要，我还要特别地补充几点个人看法： 意大利语。我担心学习意大利语会使你把法语和西班牙语与之混淆不清。毕竟这几种语言都是由拉丁语退化衍生出来的方言，所以在会话的应用中它们是比较容易混淆的。我还从未见过一个人同时说这三种语言而没将它们混淆的。意大利语是一门令人愉快的语言，但是近期发生的事件说明西班牙语更为实用，所以你还是先将这个事情搁置一边吧。 道德哲学。我认为听这门课的讲座纯属浪费时间。假如有人把我们的道德行为准则定为一门科学，并要求我们去听课，那么那个人一定是一个可怜的蠢蛋。对于一个科学家来说，世上会有成千上万的人不是。他们将会是怎样的呢？人是具有社会属性的人，因此，人的道德也是在社会中形成的。人与生俱来拥有与此相关的判断是非的能力，这种能力就像听、说、感觉等一样是人类本能的一部分；它是道德真正的基础，而不是如那些富于幻想的作家所想象的那样是美、真等的基础。道德观念，或者说良心，就像一个人的腿或胳膊一样，是他身体的一部分。人类被赋予的道德观念程度不一样，有强也有弱，就好像人类被赋予的力量也有大有小一样。道德观念就像身体的任何一个肢体一样，可以通过锻炼来得到加强。在某种程度上，道德观念实际上的确服从于推理的向导，但服从于推理向导的道德观念只是很小的一部分，甚至比我们的常识还要少。向一个农民和一个教授讲述一宗道德案件，两者都会做出判断，而且前者还经常比后者判定得要好，因为他没有被人为制定的清规戒律引入歧途。因此，在道德哲学这一学科，你要做的就是多读好书，因为它们不但能鼓励你，而且能引导你的感觉，尤其是斯特恩的书，它们是已有的道德教科书中最好的教程。除此以外，还要读我在附件中提到的那些书；最重要的是，不可错失任何一个可以陶冶情操的机会，待人方面要做到：永怀感恩之心、宽宏大度、友善仁慈；处事方面要做到：尊重事实、公正合理、坚定有条理、勇敢等等。把这其中的每一个方面的实践活动都看作是一个可以增强你的道德观念以及提升自我价值的锻炼。 旅游。旅游使人越来越聪明，但人们从中得到的快乐却越来越少。不惑之年的中年人旅游，可以获取知识，并可能运用这些知识为他们的国家服务。但是过后，他们却摆脱不了夹杂着遗憾的回忆之苦；他们的情感会因投入到过多的事物上而减弱；他们还可以学到一些新习惯，但当返回到自己的祖国时，却对那些新习惯并不感到欣慰。豆蔻年华的年轻人旅游，更容易遭遇到所有的这些麻烦以及其他更为严重的问题。他们不具备足够的见识，因为这些见识的形成需要有一定的基础，而这个基础只有通过在家里通过反复和客观的观察才能建立。浮华和快乐的光芒就好比血液的运动。它吸引了他们所有的情感和关注，要从中抽身分离，就像是要与世上唯一的好东西分开一样；当他们返回家乡时，就好像回到了一个流放和服刑之地。他们的眼睛永远盯在他们已经失去的东西上面，其回忆毒害了他们的余生。他们最最重要的激情在这里被毫无价值的事物消耗殆尽，他们把糟粕带回家，到头来既没让自己开心，还惹得别人不高兴。此外，他们养成了懒散的习气，丧失了干事业的能力，这使得他们既无助于自己，也无助于国家。这些观察到的现象在过去的一些经验中可以被发现。在这个世界上，当你追求学习知识的时候，在哪都不如在自己的国家那样极少受到外物的阻碍；在哪都不如在自己的国家那样对自己的心灵的美德产生极弱的影响。做人要有教养，要有学问，要勤奋，那样你将不再需要通过旅游的帮助来使自己变得于国家宝贵，于朋友亲切，于自我快乐。我重申我的忠告，多运动，多步行。健康是继德行之后，人类最必不可少的东西。记得常给我写信，并请确信我对你的成功总是充满兴趣、对其所附属的那些情感总是充满着热情。








亲爱的彼得，你挚爱的朋友。

1787年8月10日 写于巴黎








名人小课堂

托马斯·杰斐逊 (Thomas Jefferson, 1743～1826年) 美国政治家、思想家、哲学家、科学家、教育家，第三任美国总统。他是美国独立战争期间的主要领导人之一，《独立宣言》的主要起草人。他在任期间，向法国购买了路易斯安那州，使美国领土近乎增加了一倍。他被普遍视为美国历史上最杰出的总统之一，同华盛顿、林肯和罗斯福齐名。


















Margaret Fuller to Her Brother

>(Arthur B. Fuller)　玛格丽特·富勒致弟弟

（阿瑟·B·富勒）









Jamaica Plain

20th, December 1840

It is not, my dear Arthur, because I “have so little to say to you” that my letters are short, but because bad health and many engagements oblige me to such economy of time. You know, too, that writing is of all occupations, the very worst for my malady, and as I must do a great deal at any rate I abstain always when I can. Bear this in mind, and don’t measure my interest in your pursuits, or affection for yourself by the number or length of my letters.

I continue to manage very well. The fatted pig is killed, and was found in good order’ not—withstanding your and Richard’s evil omens from the character of our prodigal son here. We banquet on pork rather more constantly than is agreeable to a “true believer” like myself.




My other life continues its usual course. I have been to hear the Sonnambula, but with scarce more satisfaction than our fastidious Richard derived from his concert, of which, I suppose, he has given you an account.

The news of Ellen’s illness was sad to me both on her account and Mother’s over whose visit a cloud is cast at once. Mr. Keats’s letter to me was kind and clear. She will have, I am sure, all the attention and wise counsel she needs. The fever was gone and only a rheumatic affection remained of which the physician thought she would soon be free. I shall hope very soon to hear again.

About your school I do not think I can give you much advice which would be of value unless I knew your position more in detail. The important rule is, as in all relations with our fellow creatures, never forget that, if they are imperfect persons, they are immortal souls, and treat them as you would wish to be treated by the light of that though.




As to the application of means—Abstain from punishment as much as possible and use encouragement as far as you can without flattery. But be even more careful as to strict truth in this regard towards children than to persons of your own age. For to the child the parent or teacher is the representative of Justice, and as that of life is severe, an education which in any degree, excites vanity is the very worst preparation for that general and crowded school.

I doubt not you will teach grammar well, as I saw you aimed at principles in your practice —In geography, try to make pictures of the scenes, that they may be present to their imagination, and the nobler faculties be brought into action as well as memory—In history study and try to paint the characters of great men; they best interpret the leadings of events amid the nations.

I am pleased with your way of speaking of both people and pupils, your view seems from the right point, yet beware of over great pleasure in being popular or even beloved. As far as an amiable disposition and powers of entertainment make you so, it is a happiness, but is there one grain of plausibility, it is poison. —But I will not play Mentor much, lest I make you averse to write to your very affectionate sister.








Margaret









我亲爱的亚瑟： 并不是因为我“对你无话可说”，我的信才那么短，而是因为我糟糕的健康状况以及繁多的事务迫使我不得不节约时间。你也知道，在我所有的工作中，写作对我的病是最为不利的。而且，因为我无论如何都得做许多事，所以我就尽量避免去做我可以避免的事。你要记住这一点，不要用我的信的多少和长短去衡量我对你的追求的兴趣、或对你的感情。 我一切仍然安排得很好。长膘的猪已经杀了，一切都有条不紊，也并没有因我们在这扮演了忏悔的罪人而应验了你和理查德所预示的凶兆。我们经常举办猪肉宴会，而这对像我这样的“忠实信徒”来说是不相符的。 我生活的其他方面一如既往。我曾去听过《梦游女》，但我对这场音乐会的满意度并不比我们爱挑剔的理查德对他所听的音乐会的满意度好多少。我估计，他给你描述过那场音乐会。 埃伦生病的消息让我感到很难过，既因为她的缘故，也因为母亲的缘故，因为母亲看过她之后，立即心情乌云密布。济慈先生给我的来信既亲切又明了。我肯定她将得到她所需要的一切关心和明智的忠告。她已经退烧，只是风湿病后遗症还没有治好，医生原本说她会很快康复的。我希望尽快听到她的消息。 对于你的教学，我无法给你多少有价值的建议，除非我对你的现状有更加详细的了解。与我们人类相关的重要原则是，永远不要忘记，即使人们不完美，他们也是不朽的灵魂。有鉴于此，你若希望别人如何对待你，你就应该如何去对待别人。 至于使用什么方法——尽量避免使用惩罚，尽可能使用鼓励的方式，但不要奉承他们。对孩子要比对你的同龄人更加注意坚持真理。因为对孩子来说，父母或老师就是公正的代表；而且，因为生活是艰辛的，所以任何层次的教育若引起孩子的虚荣心理，那对于普通的众多学校来说是极其糟糕的。 我毫不怀疑你能教好语法，因为我看到你在实习时重点针对语法规则。在地理课中，尽量制作些场景图片，这可供他们想象，并把这种较好的视觉官能带入行为和记忆之中。在历史课中，尝试描绘出伟人们的性格；它们最能说明这些人在各国的重大事件中所起的领导作用。 我很喜欢你谈论他人和学生的方式，你貌似从正确的角度发表观点，但是你要谨防因受欢迎甚至被人爱戴而过分沾沾自喜。至于你的和蔼可亲的性情和快乐的性格使你如此，这是一种幸福，但你略有点儿花言巧语，这是有害的。但我不多跟你说教了，以免使你不乐意给你亲爱的姐姐写信了。






 玛格丽特

1840年12月20日 写于牙买加平原





名人小课堂

玛格丽特·富勒 （Margaret Fuller, 1810～1850年） 美国作家、评论家、社会改革家、早期女权运动领袖。她出生在马萨诸塞州的坎布里奇港，从小受父亲的教育影响。她是新英格兰先验论派的著名成员，1840～1842年，即杂志发行的前两年，她负责先验论杂志《日晷》（The Dial）的编辑工作。














 Virgil Thomson to His Sister

>(Ruby Gleason)　弗吉尔·汤姆森致姐姐

（鲁比·格利森）









Cambridge

August 26, 1920

Dear Sister,

The news of the stork’s visit is the most excitement I have had yet. It is exactly what I had hoped would happen for a long time, because I think a child in the family will do us all good. Of course it’s difficult and expensive and dangerous, but we mustn’t be afraid of things like that. A family that doesn’t go through them and risk things is decayed. There is no way of protecting ourselves from life that isn’t stupid, and the only way to be somebody is to do all the important things and do them with gusto. To get married without having children is rather begging the question, I think, side-stepping the main issue. I am glad the family isn’t decaying, and I hope when you can afford it there will be one or two more. I hope it is a squalling lusty boy with dark red hair and freckles.




If the others weren’t pleased at the prospect, it was clumsy not to say so. But I suppose we are nothing if not frank in the family. Mother has always had the idea that there was something a bit vulgar about having a baby, as if the best people didn’t do it, whereas the “best people” are exactly the ones who still have families of eight and ten, while the middle classes nowadays are getting selfish and timorous and either have no children at all or else devote themselves to one spoiled baby. I’ll bet Roy is glad.

By the way, you must not let the family in, be sure and go out every day to exercise, clear up till the confinement, and go in the motor all you can. Also please don’t economize. I insist on your going to a hospital and having a nurse for the first few months. Anything else is not safe.

Please tell the family they deserve a good spanking for not wanting to tell me (which would have been outrageous) and for being selfish and stupid in their attitude.




If you are not too busy with sewing and things, I’d love the luster china. And I’d like it as soon as I can have it. I’d like some cups and plates and a tea set with a thick, squatty pot. If you have to buy any of the china, I’ll pay for it. A little bowl or so would be useful if you have one around.

I just came down this morning. The boat trip yesterday afternoon was very lovely. Sunny and cool and a brilliant, Mediterranean blue, as we came through all the islands and thoroughfares on the coast. I had a great vacation and I’ve gained many pounds.

Lots of love and be careful.





Virgil









亲爱的姐姐： 婴儿即将诞生的消息，是我所听到的最令我感到兴奋的事情。这正是我长期以来所盼望的事情，因为我认为家里有个小孩对我们大家都有好处。当然，生孩子既辛苦又费钱，而且还危险，但我们不能害怕那样的事情。一个经不起事、不敢冒险的家族是衰败的家族。我们无法让自己远离并不乏味的生活，唯一能使我们成为重要人物的方法，就是去做所有重要的事情，并且带着兴致去做。我认为，结婚而不要孩子是回避问题的实质，也就是回避主要问题。我为咱们的家族没有正在走向衰败而感到高兴。我希望，若你们能养得起的话，可以再多要一个或两个孩子。我希望即将出生的这个孩子是一个长着深红色头发和雀斑，会哇哇大哭且精力充沛的男孩。 如果其他的人对孩子的出生感到不高兴，他们不说出来是很愚蠢的。但我觉得如果我们在家里都不坦诚，那么我们就什么也不是了。母亲一直有这样的想法，生孩子是有点粗俗的事情，好似上流社会的人不生孩子一样。然而实际上，“上流社会的人”恰恰是那些依然拥有8个或10个家庭成员的那些人，但如今的中等阶层却变得越来越自私和胆怯，要么根本不生孩子，要么全身心都放在一个被溺爱的孩子身上。我打赌罗伊会十分高兴的。 顺便说一句，你千万不要让家里人参与此事。保证每天要出去锻炼锻炼，到分娩时再去澄清，尽可能乘汽车去分娩。还有，请不要太节俭。我坚持认为你应该到医院去，最初的几个月由护士照顾。其他的任何方式都不安全。 请告诉家里人，他们真该好好地挨一顿揍，因为他们不想把此事告诉我（这真是令人忍无可忍），也因为他们对此事的态度既自私又愚蠢。 如果你不是太忙于缝纫或其他的事儿，我想要些彩瓷，并希望能尽快得到。我想要一些茶杯和盘子，还有一套茶具，里面配有厚厚的、圆圆的矮壶。如果你得去买这些瓷器，我会付钱的。如果你身边就有，一个小碗或其他什么也会对我有用的。 我今天早晨才下船。昨天下午的乘船旅行非常令人愉快。当我们游览所有的岛屿及海滨大道时，天空晴朗，气候凉爽，还有地中海那鲜艳夺目的蔚蓝。我度过了一个很棒的假期，而且我还长胖了许多。 献上无限的爱，请多珍重！ 弗吉尔 1920年8月26日 写于坎布里奇  名人小课堂 弗吉尔·汤姆森 （Virgil Thomson, 1896～1989年） 美国作曲家、音乐评论家。他出生于密苏里州堪萨斯城，毕业于哈佛大学，1940年回到纽约定居。1954年担任纽约《先驱论坛报》乐评人期间，极大促进了人们对当代音乐的接受能力，促使歌剧、音乐会提高演出水准。他在英文歌剧谱曲方面颇具才华，代表作品有：《三幕剧中的四圣徒》、《拜伦勋爵》及《我们大家的母亲》等。
























Benjamin Franklin to

>Miss Herbold　本杰明·富兰克林致赫伯德小姐









Philadelphia,

February 23, 1756.

I condole with you. We have lost a most dear and valuable relation. But it is the will of God and nature, that these mortal bodies be laid aside, when the soul is to enter into real life. This is rather an embryo state, a preparation for living.

A man is not completely born until he is dead. Why then should we grieve, that a new child is born among the immortals, a new member added to their happy society? We are spirits. That bodies should be lent us, while they can afford us pleasure, assist us in acquiring knowledge, or in doing good to our fellow creatures, is a kind and benevolent act of God. When they become unfit for these purposes, and afford us pain instead of pleasure, instead of an aid become an encumbrance, and answer none of the intentions for which they were given, it is equally kind and benevolent, that a way is provided by which we may get rid of them. Death is that way. We ourselves, in some cases, prudently choose a partial death. A mangled painful limb, which cannot be restored, we willingly cut off. He who plucks out a tooth, parts with it freely, since the pain goes with it; and he, who quits the whole body, parts at once with all pains and possibilities of pains and diseases which it was liable to, or capable of making him suffer.




Our friend and we were invited abroad on a party of pleasure, which is to last forever. His chair was ready first, and he is gone before us. We could not all conveniently start together; and why should you and I be grieved at this, since we are soon to follow, and know where to find him?

Adieu.





B. Franklin












我要向你深表哀悼。我们失去了一位最亲爱可贵的亲人。但是这是上帝和自然的旨意，当灵魂进入天堂的时候，这些凡人的躯壳就要放置一边。这其实正是孕育状态，是生命的准备阶段。 一个人直到死的那一刻，才算得到真正的诞生。既然长生军里诞生了一个新婴儿，他们幸福的社会里又增加了一名新的成员，我们为什么还要为此感到悲伤呢？我们都是精灵。无比仁慈智慧的上帝行善施恩，赐予我们躯体，让我们享受快乐的生活；帮助我们获取知识，让我们造福于人类。当我们的躯体变得不再适应这些目的——不能提供给我们快乐，反而让我们痛苦；不能给我们帮助，反而成为我们的累赘；而且当它们无法完成上帝当初托付的使命时，同样恩惠仁慈的上帝提供了一种方式，让我们摆脱躯体。死亡就是那种方式。我们自己有时也会谨慎地选择一种局部的死亡。受伤疼痛的手脚，已经无法复原，我们会心甘情愿地把它切除。要拔牙的人，也会慷慨地舍弃它，因为拔掉之后痛苦就会随之而去。一个人如果完全脱离躯壳，就会立刻解脱掉一切痛苦以及可能引起他痛苦和疾病的根源。 我们的朋友和我们自己早就受到邀请去参加一次欢乐的宴会，这是一场永不散席的宴会。他的座席早已准备好了，所以他会先我们一步而去。我们不能很方便地一同前往；既然不久之后我们就要随他而去，并且知道到哪里可以找到他，那你我又为什么要对此感到悲伤呢？ 再见。




本·富兰克林

1756年2月23日 写于费城


















>Abraham Lincoln to Johnston　亚伯拉罕·林肯致约翰斯顿













(Dec. 24, 1848)

Dear Johnston:

Your request for eighty dollars, I do not think it best to comply with now. At the various times when I have helped you a little, you have said to me, “We can get along very well now,” but in a very short time I find you in the same difficulty again. Now this can only happen by some defect in your conduct. What that defect is, I think I know. You are not lazy, and still you are an idler. I doubt whether since I saw you, you have done a good whole day’s work, in any one day. You do not very much dislike to work, and still you do not work much, merely because it does not seem to you that you could get much for it.

This habit of uselessly wasting time, is the whole difficulty; it is vastly important to you, and still more so to your children, that you should break this habit. It is more important to them, because they have longer to live, and can keep out of an idle habit before they are in it, easier than they can get out after they are in.




You are now in need of some ready money; and what I propose is, that you shall go to work, “tooth and nail,” for somebody who will give you money for it.

Let father and your boys take charge of your things at home—prepare for a crop, and make the crop, and you go to work for the best money wages, or in discharge of any debt you owe, that you can get. And to secure you a fair reward for your labor, I now promise you that for every dollar you will, between this and the first of May, get for your own labor either in money or in your own indebtedness, I will then give you one other dollar.

By this, if you hire yourself at ten dollars a month, from me you will get ten more, making twenty dollars a month for your work. In this, I do not mean you shall go off to, or the lead mines, or the gold mines, in California, but I mean for you to go at it for the best wages you can get close to home—in Coles County.




Now if you will do this, you will soon be out of debt, and what is better, you will have a habit that will keep you from getting in debt again. But if I should now clear you out, next year you will be just as deep in as ever. You say you would almost give your place in Heaven for 70 or 80. Then you value your place in Heaven very cheaply, for I am sure you can with the offer I make you get the seventy or eighty dollars for four or five months’ work. You say if I furnish you the money you will deed me the land, and if you don’t pay the money back, you will deliver possession —Nonsense! If you can’t now live with the land, how will you then live without it? You have always been kind to me, and I do not now mean to be unkind to you. On the contrary, if you will but follow my advice, you will find it worth more than eight times eighty dollars to you.








Affectionately

Your brother





亲爱的约翰斯顿： 你向我借80美金，我觉得目前最好不要借给你。好几次我稍微帮助你之后，你跟我说“现在我们的生活可以过得非常好了”，但是过不了多久，我发现你又面临着同样的困境。现在，这种情况的发生只能说明，你自己的行为存在不足之处。是什么不足之处呢?我想我知道。你不懒，但却是个游手好闲的人。我怀疑自从上次看见你之后，你是否有认认真真工作过一天。你不太讨厌工作，但却不会拼命干活，唯一的原因是，你觉得你并不能从中获益多少。 所有的困难都缘于你那毫无益处的、浪费时间的恶习。改掉这个恶习对你来说非常重要，而对你的儿女则更加重要。这是因为他们的人生之路还很长，在没有养成散漫的习惯之前，尚可加以制止。这比养成之后再去改正要容易得多。 现在你需要些现钱；我建议你应该去工作，去为那个出钱给你的人“拼命地”工作。 让你爸爸和你的儿子们去负责家里的事——为春播和秋收做好准备，你自己去做些最挣钱的工作，或者用你所得的工资抵债。为了使你的劳动获得好的回报，我现在答应你，从今天到5月1号，只要你工作挣到1块钱或是偿还了1块钱的债，我就另外再给你1块钱。 这样的话，如果你每月挣10块钱，你可以从我这儿再多得10块钱，那么你一个月就能挣20块钱。我不是说让你到加利福尼亚州的铅矿或金矿去，而是让你在离家近的地方找个最挣钱的工作——就在柯尔斯县境内。 如果你现在愿意这样做，你很快就能还清债务。更好的是，你会养成远离债务的好习惯。但是，如果我现在帮你还了债，明年你又会像以前一样负债累累。你说，你愿意用你在天堂的席位去换取七八十块钱。那样的话，你就把你在天堂的席位看得太廉价了。因为我保证照我说的去做，你工作四五个月就能挣到那七八十块钱。你又说，如果我借给你钱，你愿意把田产抵押给我；若是将来你还不清钱，那田地就归我所有——胡说八道！假如现在你有田地都无法生存，将来没有田地又怎么存活呢？你一向对我很好，我现在也不是对你无情无义。相反，如果你肯采纳我的建议，你会发现，对你来说，这比80块钱8倍还值得多！






挚爱你的哥哥

亚·林肯 1848年12月24日





名人小课堂

亚伯拉罕·林肯 （Abraham Lincoln, 1809～1865年） 美国政治家，第16任总统（任期：1861年3月4日～1865年4月15日），也是首位共和党籍总统。在任期间，他发表了《解放宣言》，领导人民进行了南北战争。林肯击败了南方分离势力，废除了奴隶制度，维护了国家的统一。但就在内战结束后不久，林肯不幸遇刺身亡。他是第一位遭到刺杀的美国总统，更是一位出身贫寒的伟大总统。


















>Ludwig van Beethoven to Brothers　贝多芬致兄弟













For my brothers Carl and (Johann) Beethoven,

O ye men, who think or say that I am malevolent, stubborn, or misanthropic, how greatly do ye wrong me, you do not know the secret causes of my seeming, from childhood my heart and mind were disposed to the gentle feeling of good will, I was even ever eager to accomplish great deeds, but reflect now that for 6 years I have been in a hopeless case, aggravated by senseless physicians, cheated year after year in the hope of improvement, finally compelled to face the prospect of a lasting malady (whose cure will take years, or, perhaps, be impossible), born with an ardent and lively temperament, even susceptible to the diversions of society, I was compelled early to isolate myself, to live in loneliness, when I at times tried to forget all this, O’how harshly was I repulsed by the doubly sad experience of my bad hearing, and yet it was impossible for me to say to men speak louder, shout, for I am deaf.




Ah how could I possibly admit an infirmity in the one sense which should have been more perfect in me than in others, a sense which I once possessed in highest perfection, a perfection such as few surely in my profession enjoy or ever have enjoyed. —O I cannot do it, therefore forgive me when you see me draw back when I would gladly mingle with you, my misfortune is doubly painful because it must lead to my being misunderstood, for me there can be no recreation in society of my fellows, refined intercourse, mutual exchange of thought, only just as little as the greatest needs command may I mix with society.

I must live like an exile, if I approach near to people a hot terror seizes upon me, a fear that I may be subjected to the danger of letting my condition be observed—thus it has been during the last half year which I spent in the country, commanded by my intelligent physician to spare my hearing as much as possible, in this almost meeting my present natural disposition, although I sometimes ran counter to it, yielding to my inclination for society, but what a humiliation when one stood beside me and heard a flute in the distance and I heard nothing, or someone heard the shepherd singing and again I heard nothing, such incidents brought me to the verge of despair, but little more and I would have put an end to my life—only art it was that withheld me, ah it seemed impossible to leave the world until I had produced all that I felt called upon to produce, and so I endured this wretched existence—truly wretched, and excitable body which a sudden change can throw from the best into the worst state—Patience—it is said I must now choose for my guide, I have done so, I hope my determination will remain firm to endure until it pleases the inexorable Parcae to break the thread, perhaps I shall get better, perhaps not, I am prepared.




...

To you brother Carl I give special thanks for the attachment you have displayed toward me of late. It is my wish that your lives may be better and freer from care than I have had, recommend virtue to your children, it alone can give happiness, not money, I speak from experience, it was virtue that upheld me in misery, to it next to my art I owe the fact that I did not end my life by suicide.




Farewell and love each other—I thank all my friends, particularly Prince Lichnowsky and Professor Schmid—I desire that the instruments from Prince L. be preserved by one of you but let no quarrel result from this, so soon as they can serve you a better purpose sell them, how glad will I be if I can still be helpful to you in my grave—with joy I hasten toward death—if it comes before I shall have had an opportunity to show all my artistic capacities it will still come too early for me despite my hard fate and I shall probably wish that it had come later—but even then I am satisfied, will it not free me from a state of endless suffering? Come when thou will I shall meet thee bravely, Farewell and do not wholly forget me when I am dead. I deserve this of you in having often in life thought of you, how to make you happy, be so—








Heiglnstadt,

October 6th, 1802

Ludwig van Beethoven





给我的兄弟卡尔和（约翰）贝多芬： 啊，兄弟们，你们说我心肠不好、固执或者厌世，你们多么冤枉我啊!你们不知道引起我表面这些特点的真正原因。从小，我的内心就倾向于正面看待事物，我甚至曾渴望将来做一番大事业。但是现在回想一下，6年以来我一直处于一种无望之中，而这种无望的感觉又拜那些庸医所赐日益加剧，他们年复一年地欺骗我有治愈的希望，可最后却不得不面对终身残疾的命运（这种病需要很多年才能治好，或者，可能根本就治不好）。我生来性情热忱活泼，甚至喜欢社交，但现在年纪轻轻就被迫离群索居，过着孤独寂寞的生活。有时，我试图忘记这一切，但是我却被听力不好而带来的双重的悲惨经历所击退。这是多么残酷的事啊！我不可能去跟其他人说“大声点，使劲嚷，我耳朵聋”。 我怎么可能公开承认我的耳朵有问题呢？我的听觉一直比别人好——以前非常灵敏，同行中很少有人能和我比——哦，我真的做不到。当你们看到我躲开你们时（其实我非常想和你们在一起），请你们原谅我。我的不幸令我感到加倍的痛苦，因为它必然会引起别人对我的误解。对我而言，再也不能和我的伙伴们一起娱乐、精确交谈、互换思想了。除非万不得已，我总是尽量避免和社会接触。 我必须像个流亡者一样地活着，假如我与别人走得靠近时，巨大的恐惧就会笼罩着我，我担心自己的情况可能会被别人发现——这半年来一直是如此。在乡下的这些日子里，我是完全按照医生的嘱咐，尽可能多地让我的听觉得到休息，这也完全符合我目前的禀性。尽管，我有时会与之背道而驰，屈服于自己对社会的向往。可是，每当身边的人听见远处的笛声，而我却什么也听不见，或有人听见牧人歌唱，而我还是什么也听不见，这是多么大的一种耻辱啊！这些事情把我推到了绝望的边缘，但是若再多一点点这样的事情，我将会结束自己的生命——但是艺术制止了我。在我还没有把自己认为必须创作出来的作品全部创作完毕之前，我似乎是不可能离开人间的！于是，我忍受着这种痛苦的生活。真是痛苦极了，我的身体容易激动，只要突然有一点变化，就会从最好变成最坏。忍耐，人们说我现在应该把它当作指南，我已经这样做了，并且我希望自己忍耐的决心能长久保持下去，直到无情的命运女神宣布我生命的终结。也许我的病会慢慢变好，也许不会，对此我已有心理准备。 …… 卡尔弟弟，我非常感激你最近对我的深情。我祝愿你们的生活过得比我更好，拥有的烦恼比我更少。你们要用美德教育儿女，因为只有美德能给人带来幸福，而不是金钱——这是我的经验之谈。在不幸中，支持我的就是美德。我之所以没有通过自杀结束自己的生命，除了为了我的艺术外，其次就应归功于美德。 再见了，愿你们彼此相爱——感谢我所有的朋友，尤其是李赫诺斯基亲王和许密特教授。我希望你们二人中有一个人能替我保存李赫诺斯基亲王送给我的那些乐器，但不要为此引起争执。一旦这些东西对你们有更大的用途时，你们可以把它们卖掉。如果我死后还能对你们有所帮助，我将感到多么高兴啊！我微笑面对日益趋近的死神，但如果死神在我还未有机会展示我的全部艺术才能之前到来的话，我觉得还是来得太早了些。尽管我的命运坎坷，我可能还是会希望那一天晚些到来。不过，即使那样，我也会心满意足的。那样不就能把我从无穷无尽的苦难中解脱出来吗？你们愿意来的什么时候就来吧，我会鼓起勇气见你们的。再见了，我死后不要把我完全地忘了。我值得你们的纪念，因为我在世的时候经常想念你们，并想着如何使你们快乐。但愿……








路德维希·凡·贝多芬

1802年10月6日 写于海格伦斯塔特














>Theodore Roosevelt to Ted　西奥多·罗斯福致泰德









Oyster Bay,

May 7th, 1901.

Blessed Ted,

It was the greatest fun seeing you, and I really had a satisfactory time with you, and came away feeling that you were doing well. I am entirely satisfied with your standing, both in your studies and in athletics. I want you to do well in your sports, and I want even more to have you do well with your books but I do not expect you to stand first in either, if so to stand could cause you overwork and hurt your health. I always believe in going hard at everything, whether it is Latin or mathematics, boxing or football, but at the same time I want to keep the sense of proportion. It is never worthwhile to absolutely exhaust one’s self or to take big chances unless for an adequate object. I want you to keep in training the faculties, which would make you, if the need arose, able to put your last ounce of pluck and strength into a contest. But I do not want you to squander these qualities. To have you play football as well as you do, and make a good name in boxing and wrestling, and be cox of your second crew, and stand second or third in your class in the studies, is all right. I should be rather sorry to see you drop too near the middle of your class, because, as you cannot enter college until you are nineteen, and will therefore be a year later in entering life. I want you to be prepared in the best possible way, so as to make up for the delay. But I know that all you can do you will do to keep substantially the position in the class that you have so far kept, and I have entire trust in you, for you have always deserved it.












亲爱的泰德： 见到你我真的非常高兴，与你一起，我真的度过了一段愉快的时光。离开时，我觉得你干得很不错。我非常满意你在学习和体育方面所取得的名次。我希望你在体育方面做得好，更希望你在读书方面也做得好。但是，如果得第一名需要你过度用功，进而损害到你的健康的话，我不期望你在任何一方面名列第一。我一直坚信，做任何事，都要全力以赴，无论是学拉丁文还是数学，练拳击还是足球，但同时也要保持均衡。除非为了适当的目标，要不绝不值得把人弄得精疲力竭或去冒巨大风险。我要你继续训练本领，一旦需要，就可以将你的全部勇气和力量投入竞争。但我不想你滥用这些本领。你要尽量打好足球，在拳击和摔跤方面取得一个好名次，成为二线队员的领袖人物，而且学习方面要在班上排到二三名，做到这些就行了。如果看到你在班上的名次降到中等水平，那我将很伤心，因为那样的话，你就要到19岁才能上大学，进而要迟一年步入社会。我要你尽可能地作好充分准备，以便弥补这种耽搁。但我知道，你所能做的一切就是要大体上保持住目前你在班上所处的位置。我完全相信你，因为你总是值得信任。




 1901年5月7日 写于牡蛎湾





名人小课堂

西奥多·罗斯福 （Theodore Roosevelt，Jr., 1858～1919年） 人称老罗斯福，美国军事家、政治家，第26任总统（1901～1909）。他出生于纽约市一个荷兰家庭，毕业于哈佛大学，他热衷于政治运动。1901年总统威廉·麦金莱（William McKinley）遇刺身亡，他继任成为美国总统，时年42岁。罗斯福为人正直，力求公正。他的独特个性和改革主义政策，使他成为美国历史上最伟大的总统之一。













成长是不可替代的事














前言　PREFACE





True Nobility

真正的高贵

◎ Ernest Hemingway









In a calm sea every man is a pilot.

But all sunshine without shade, all pleasure without pai—is not life at all. Take the lot of the happiest—it is a tangled yarn. Bereavements and blessings, one following another, make us sad and blessed by turns. Even death itself makes life more loving. Men come closest to their true selves in the sober moments of life, under the shadows of sorrow and loss.

In the affairs of life or of business, it is not intellect that tells so much as character, not brains so much as heart, not genius so much as self-control, patience, and discipline, regulated by judgment.

I have always believed that the man who has begun to live more seriously within begins to live more simply without. In an age of extravagance and waste, I wish I could show to the world how few the real wants of humanity are.




To regret one’s errors to the point of not repeating them is true repentance. There is nothing noble in being superior to some other man. The true nobility is in being superior to your previous self.









风平浪静的大海上，每个人都是领航员。

但是，只有阳光而无阴影，只有欢乐而无痛苦，那就不是人生。以最幸福的人的生活为例——它是一团纠缠在一起的麻线。丧亲之痛和幸福祝愿，彼此相接，让我们一会儿伤心一会儿高兴。甚至死亡本身也会使生命更加可亲。在人生的清醒时刻，在哀痛和伤心的阴影之下，人们与真实的自我最接近。

在人生或者职业的各种事务中，性格的作用比智力大得多，头脑的作用不如心情，天资不如由判断力所节制着的自制、耐心和规律。




我始终相信，开始在内心生活得更严肃的人，也会在外表上开始生活得更朴素。在一个奢华浪费的年代，我希望能向世界表明，人类真正需要的东西是非常之少的。

悔恨自己的错误，而且力求不再重蹈覆辙，这才是真正的悔悟。优于别人，并不高贵。真正的高贵应该是优于过去的自己。
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Chapter 1　爱恋初开的季节





I’m just a sunflower, waiting for my only sunshine.





我只是一朵向日葵，等待着属于我的唯一的阳光。

















Dawning of Love　情窦初开

◎ Ivan Turgenev





I seized the opportunity when she looking down and fell to watching her, at first stealthily[1]
 , then more and more boldly. Her face struck me as even charming as on the previous evening; everything in it was so delicate, clever, and sweet.




She was sitting with her back to a window covered with a white blind, the sunshine, streaming in through the blind, shed a soft light over her fluffy[2]
 golden curls, her innocent neck, her sloping shoulders, and tender rising bosom. I gazed at her, and how dear and near she was already to me! It seemed to me I had known her a long while and had never known anything or lived at all till I met her.

She was wearing a white dress; I would gladly, I felt, have kissed every fold of that dress. The tips of her little shoes peeped out from under her skirt.

“And here I am sitting before her,” I thought, “I have made acquaintance with her. What happiness, my God!”

I could hardly keep from jumping up from my chair in ecstasy[3]
 , but I only swung my legs a little like a small child who has been given sweets.

I was happy as a fish in water, and I could have stayed in that room for ever, have never left that place.




Her eyes were slowly lifted, and once more her clear eyes shone tenderly upon me, and again she smiled.

“How you look at me!” she said shyly, holding up a finger.

I blushed. “She understands it all and see it all,” flashed through my mind. “And how could she fail to understand and see it all?”









我抓住了机会，就在她低头的时候，我看了她一眼。起初是偷偷地看，后来就越来越大胆。她的面孔是如此精致，散发着聪慧和甜美，看起来比昨晚更加迷人，深深地触动了我的心。 她背对着窗子坐在那里，窗上挂着白色的窗帘，阳光透过窗帘射进屋里。她蓬松的金色卷发、洁白无瑕的脖颈、瘦削的肩膀和微微隆起的胸脯都沐浴着柔和的阳光。我目不转睛地看着她，现在，我和她是如此亲近！我感觉自己在很久以前就认识她，并且在遇到她之前，好像什么也不知道，根本意识不到自己的存在。 她身穿一条白色连衣裙，裙子下面隐约可见她那小巧的鞋尖。我感到自己非常乐意去亲吻那条裙子的每一个褶皱。 “我就坐在她的面前，”我的脑中萦绕着这样的想法，“我与她已经相识了，上帝，我感到特别幸福！” 我几乎无法压抑内心的喜悦，差一点就从椅子上跳了起来。然而，我只是像一个得到糖果的小孩子，微微地摆动着双腿。 我觉得很快乐，就像水中游来游去的小鱼儿。我真想永远也不要离开那个地方，永远待在那个房间里。 她慢慢地抬起眼睛，清澈的目光再次温柔地落在了我身上，她再一次冲着我嫣然而笑。 她竖起一根手指，害羞地说：“你为什么一直看着我？” 我的脸一下子涨红了，脑海中闪现出这样的想法：“她明白了一切，也看到了一切。她怎么会不明白，怎么会看不到呢？” 












美丽语录





When the words “I love you” were said by you for the first time, my world blossoms. 第一次听到你对我说“我爱你”，我的世界一瞬间鲜花绽开。








Speak Out Your Love　勇敢说出你的爱

◎ Anonymous









There was once a guy who suffered from cancer, a cancer that can’t be cured. He was 18 years old and he could die anytime. All his life, he was stuck in[4]
 his house being taken cared by his mother. He never went outside but he was sick of staying home and wanted to go out for once. So he asked his mother and she gave him permission.

He walked down his block and found a lot of stores. He passed a CD store and looked through the front door for a second as he walked. He stopped and went back to look into the store. He saw a beautiful girl about his age and he knew it was love at first sight. He opened the door and walked in, not looking at anything else but her. He walked closer and closer until he was finally at the front desk where she sat.




She looked up and asked, “Can I help you?”

She smiled and he thought it was the most beautiful smile he has ever seen before and wanted to kiss her right there.

He said, “Uh... Yeah... Umm... I would like to buy a CD.”

He picked one out and gave her money for it.

“Would you like me to wrap[5]
 it for you?” she asked, smiling her cute smile again.

He nodded and she went to the back. She came back with the wrapped CD and gave it to him. He took it and walked out of the store.

He went home and from then on, he went to that store every day and bought a CD, and she wrapped it for him. He took the CD home and put it in his closet. He was still too shy to ask her out and he really wanted to but he couldn’t. His mother found out about this and told him to just ask her. So the next day, he took all his courage and went to the store as usual. He bought a CD like he did every day and once again she went to the back of the store and came back with it wrapped. He took it and when she wasn’t looking, he left his phone number on the desk and ran out...




RRRRRING!

One day the phone rang, and the mother picked it up and said, “Hello?”

It was the girl! The mother started to cry and said, “You don’t know? He passed away yesterday...”

The line was quiet except for the cries of the boy’s mother. Later in the day, the mother went into the boy’s room because she wanted to remember him. She thought she would start by looking at his clothes. So she opened the closet.

She was face to face with piles and piles and piles of unopened CDs. She was surprised to find all these CDs and she picked one up and sat down on the bed and she started to open one. Inside, there was a CD and as she took it out of the wrapper, out fell a piece of paper. The mother picked it up and started to read it. It said: Hi... I think U R really cute. Do u wanna go out with me? Love, Jocelyn.

The mother was deeply moved and opened another CD...




Again there was a piece of paper. It said: Hi... I think U R really cute. Do u wanna go out with me? Love, Jocelyn.







从前，有一个少年患了癌症，根本无法治愈。他只有18岁，而且随时都可能死去。他每天都待在家里，由母亲照顾着。他从来都不出门，但他实在厌倦了，想出去走走。他问他的母亲，母亲同意了。 他走在大街上，看到了许多商店。经过一家音像店时，他透过前门盯了一会儿。然后他停下来，又折回音像店望去。他看到了一个美丽的同龄女孩，他意识到自己对她一见钟情了。他打开门，走了进去，眼里始终只有她一个人。他不由自主地走到柜台前，走到那个女孩坐着的地方。 女孩抬起头问道：“你想要点什么？” 她微笑着，他觉得这是他见过的最美的笑容，此时他最想做的就是亲吻她。 他结结巴巴地说：“呃……是的……嗯……我想买一张CD。” 他随便拿了张CD，付钱给她。 “需要我把它包起来吗？”女孩问道，再次露出那可爱的笑容。 他点了点头。她回到后面，出来的时候，手里拿着包好的CD，递给了他。他接过CD，走出了商店。 他回家了。从那以后，他每天都要去那家音像店买一张CD。女孩每次都将CD包好交给他，他也总是把CD带回去放进衣橱里。这个少年很害羞，始终不敢约她出去。他真的很想，但却不能。母亲知道这件事后，就不断地鼓励他。第二天，他终于鼓起勇气，像往常一样来到音像店，买了一张CD，她也像往常一样，到后面去替他包起来。他接过CD，趁她不注意时将自己的电话号码放在柜台上，然后跑了出去…… 叮铃铃铃！ 有一天，电话铃响了，母亲接起电话：“喂？” 是那个女孩！母亲伤心地哭了，她说：“你不知道吗？他昨天死了……” 电话线那端沉默了，只能听到母亲的哭泣声。那天晚些时候，母亲来到儿子的房间，她想好好地记住儿子。她想先看看他的衣服，于是打开了衣橱。 母亲面前是一堆堆没有拆开的包好的CD。发现这些时她大吃一惊。她坐在床边，打开了一个包装，从包装盒中拿出CD时，盒里掉出一张小纸条。她捡了起来，上面写道：嗨……我觉得你真的很可爱，愿意和我一起出去吗？乔斯林。 母亲深受感动，她又打开了另一个CD盒…… 里面又有一张小纸条，上面都写着同样的话：嗨……我觉得你真的很可爱，愿意和我一起出去吗？乔斯林。






美丽语录

Love is... when you’ve had a huge fight but then decide to put aside your egos, hold hands and say, “I Love You”.

爱是……当你作了巨大的思想斗争，最终决定抛开你的自尊，攥紧手，说出“我爱你”。













My Very First Love　我的初恋

◎ Karina









Yes this may be surprising, I was only 13 years old that time. But, I don’t know how or why it happened to me so early. I fell deeply in love with a guy, who I used to think was annoying 2 months ago.

It was 1997, in Chittagong, Bangladesh, my family and I have just moved to a new apartment in a new area. So, after few weeks have passed, I started going back to school, since it was during Ramadan we moved. Well, I made some new friends in the neighborhood. This girl who was always hanging out with, her name was Ivy.




One day when I was going to school, I bumped into Ivy on the way out of my building, and she was standing next to this guy, he lived in the building right beside mine. He said “Hi” to me, and we just asked each other “how are you” and blah blah, then I had to leave. But I noticed that guy was looking at me. It was a different kind of look, look with love in his eyes. Few days later, I noticed whenever I go to school and come back from school, he is standing in his balcony, and smiling at me. If he is not around, and some of his friends see me, they start to yell out his name. Oh yeah, by the way, his name was Mamun.

So, I was very annoyed by those things. And I even told Ivy to tell Mamun to stop these foolishness. After my exams were over, I had a break. So I used to go to the roof and read books to spend my time. Mamun used to come to their roof also and both roofs where so close to each other that you can just jump from one to another.




Once I was reading a book, and I noticed Mamun come to their roof and he looked at me, and smiled. Oh my god! I don’t know what happened to me. That sweet smile just took me away. I smiled back at him, for the first time. I could never forget that moment. We used to smile at each other whenever we saw each other, but never had a chat. I was sure that he liked me a lot, because, anytime he would see me on the roof from his balcony, he came up to the roof right away. I fell in love with him very deeply. I was surprised that I did. The feelings I had was so beautiful and made me so happy.

Mamun did come to my roof one day to talk to me but I wanted him to go away. I didn’t want anyone to see us talking. As you know, in Bangladesh rumors go around so fast. When we talked, I saw deep love in his eyes. I always smiled at him; I didn’t talk to him much. Still, life was going on so wonderfully. Mamun never told me he loved me. I thought that was because, I was 5/6 years younger than him.

Very soon, I found out that me and my family are leaving Bangladesh and coming to Canada. I was devastated. I cried all night but there was nothing to do. When Mamun found out, he asked me on the roof, if it was true. When I said yes, he asked how long will I be in Canada. The answer was maybe forever, we were going to settle in Canada. He looked depressed, all he said was “Oh”, then I told him our flight date.




The next month, it was Ramadan again. Mamun came to say goodbye to me on the roof, he was leaving to spend his Eid with his family. That day, I was so sad, I felt like I lost something very important in my life. We said goodbye to each other, he said he thinks I am such a sweet girl, he hopes I have a great life in Canada. Oh my god, I couldn’t hold myself, I think my eyes became watery. I didn’t want him to see that I was crying. I said “you too” and tried to smile and left the roof right away.

That was the last day I ever saw my first love. Now 4 years later, here I am in Canada. I have a guy in my life now, whom I am deeply love with after Mamun. I never lose him.




I am over Mamun now. Everytime I remember those days, looking at each other on the roof, talking, I feel really down. I wonder where he is now, if we will even meet again, I can never forget my first love.













这可能会令人惊讶，因为那时我只有13岁。但是，我也不知道为什么那么早就降临到我身上。我深深地喜欢上了一个男孩，可在那之前两个月，我还认为他十分令人讨厌呢。 1997年，在孟加拉国的吉大港，我和家人刚搬到一个新地方，住进新公寓。由于我们是在斋月搬的家，所以过了几个星期，我才重新回到学校上学。我在附近交了一些新朋友。有个女孩总和我一起出去玩，她叫艾维。 有一天，我正要去上学，刚出家门就碰到了艾维。她站在一个男孩旁边，男孩就住在我们隔壁那栋楼房里。他跟我打了声招呼，我们也只是问对方“你好吗”之类的话，之后我就离开了。但我注意到那个男孩在看我，而且是一种不一样的眼神，眼里充满爱意。几天后，我发现我每次上学放学的时候，他都会站在阳台上看着我，朝我微笑。如果他的朋友看到我，而他又不在旁边，他们就会对我喊他的名字。哦！对了，他叫马蒙。 因此，我也很讨厌这些事情。我甚至让艾维转告马蒙停止这些愚蠢的行为。考试结束后，我有个短暂的假期，所以经常会去屋顶看书打发时间。马蒙也经常去他们的屋顶，两个屋顶离得很近，你甚至可以从一个跳到另一个上面。 有一次，我正在看书，发现马蒙也来到他家的屋顶看着我笑。哦，天哪！真不知道我怎么了，他甜美的笑容竟然把我迷住了。我不禁也对他笑了，那是第一次对他笑，我永远不会忘记那一刻。以后我们每次看见对方的时候都相视而笑，但从来没说过话。我敢肯定他非常喜欢我，因为无论什么时候，只要他从阳台上看到我在屋顶，他就会马上跑上屋顶。我自己也很惊讶，我竟然深深地喜欢上了他。这种感觉是如此美妙，让我如此幸福。 一天，马蒙来到我家屋顶上跟我说话，但我想让他离开。我不想让任何人看见我们说话。你也知道，在孟加拉国流言蜚语传得很快。我们谈话时，我看到他眼神里流露出的深深的爱恋。我一直对着他微笑，并没有和他说太多话。生活照样如此奇妙地过着，马蒙从来没有告诉我他喜欢我。我想，可能是因为我比他小五六岁的原因吧。 很快，我发现我们家就要离开孟加拉国去加拿大了。我彻底心碎了。我哭了一整夜，可这也无济于事。马蒙知道后，在屋顶上问我这是不是真的。我说是，他问我在加拿大会待多久，我说可能是永远，我们打算在加拿大定居。他看起来很沮丧，只说了声“哦”，之后我告诉了他航班的日期。 下个月，又是9月斋月。马蒙来到屋顶上与我道别，他要去和他的家人过开斋节。那一天，我是那么的难过，我感到我失去了生命里十分重要的东西。我们互相道别后，他说他认为我是一个很讨人喜欢的女孩，祝愿我在加拿大生活愉快。哦，天哪！我几乎无法控制自己了，我想我的眼睛一定泪汪汪的。我不想让他看到我哭。说完“你也是”，我就试着笑起来，马上离开了屋顶。 那是我最后一次看到我的初恋。现在我已经在加拿大生活了4年多，我也有了男朋友，他是在马蒙之后我深爱的一个人。我绝不会失去他。 现在，我和马蒙的事已经过去了。每当我回忆起那些日子，我们在屋顶上互相望着彼此聊天，我还是感觉很难受。我不知道他现在在哪儿，我们是否还能再见面，但我永远不会忘记我的初恋。 






美丽语录




Sometimes, tears is sign of unspoken happiness. And smile is sign of silent pain.

眼泪，有时候是一种无法言说的幸福。微笑，有时候是一种没有说出口的伤痛。









Will You Go Out with Me　你愿意和我约会吗

◎ Joseph Gordon









Every day I anxiously[6]
 wait for you to get to class. I can’t wait for us to smile at each other and say good morning. Some days, when you arrive only seconds before the lecture begins, I’m incredibly impatient. Instead of reading the Daily Cal, I anticipate your footsteps from behind and listen for your voice. Today is one of your late days. But, I don’t mind, because after a month of desperately[7]
 desiring to ask you out, today I’m going to. Encourage me, because letting you know I like you seems as risky to me as skydiving into the sea.




My roommate and her boyfriend were friends for four months before their chemistries clicked. They went to movies and meals and often got together with mutual friends. They alternated[8]
 ③ paying the dinner check. “He was like a girl friend,” my roommate once laughed-blushing. Men and women relax and get to know each other more easily through such friendships. Another friend of mine believes that casual dating is improving people’s social lives. When she wants to let a guy know she is interested, she’ll say, “Hey, let’s go get a yogurt.”

John whipped out his wallet on our first date before I could suggest we go Dutch. During our after-dinner stroll he told me he was interested in dating me on a steady basis. After I explained 1 was more interested in a friendship, he told me he would have understood has I paid for my dinner. “I’ve practically stopped treating women on dates,” he said defensively. “It’s safer and more comfortable when we each pay for ourselves.” John has assumed that because I graciously accepted his treat, I was in love. He was mad at himself for treating me, and I regretted allowing him to.




Larry, on the other hand, blushed when I offered to pay for my meal on our first date. I unzipped my purse and flung out my wallet, and he looked at me as if I had addressed him in a foreign language. Hesitant, I asked politely, “How much do I owe you?” Larry muttered, “Uh, uh, you really don’t owe me anything, but if you insist...”

Insist, I though, I only offered. To Larry, my gesture was a suggestion of rejection.

Sliding into his desk, he taps my shoulder and says, “Hi, Laura, what’s up?”

“Good morning,” I answer with nervous chills, “Hey, how would you like to have lunch after class on Friday?”

“You mean after the midterm?” he says encouragingly. “I’d love to go to lunch with you.”

“We have a date.” I smile.




















每天，我都焦急地等待着你来上课，迫不及待地想和你彼此微笑、互道早安。有些日子，我变得很烦躁，只因为你在上课前几秒钟才走进教室。我表面上假装看着课程表，心里却期盼背后传来你的脚步声，期盼听到你的声音。就像前些日子一样，今天你又迟到了。但是，我并不介意，因为这一个月来我一直渴望与你约会，却没有机会。今天，我要实现这个愿望。鼓励我吧，因为让你知道我喜欢你，需要像从高空跳伞落入大海一样的勇气。 四个月前，我的室友和她的男友还是普通朋友，现在，他们已经坠入了情网。他们一起看电影、一起用餐，经常同彼此的朋友聚会。吃饭时，他们轮流买单。有一次，我的室友说：“他就像一个女性朋友。”说这话时，她笑得脸都涨红了。这种友谊关系，男人和女人都会感觉很轻松，并且能够更容易地了解彼此。我的另一个朋友认为，轻松的约会改善了人们的社交生活。当一个女孩想让一个男孩知道她对他有好感时，她就会说：“嗨，我们一起去吃奶酪吧。” 与约翰第一次约会的时候，我还没来得及提议AA制，他就突然掏出钱包付了账。晚饭后散步时，他告诉我说，想和我建立稳定的约会关系。我向他解释道，我更想与他做普通朋友，他说，要是买单时我付了自己的那份，他就会明白我的意思。他辩解道：“我现在与女人约会时，已经不会给她们买单了，各付各的会更加稳妥和舒服。”约翰认为我爱上他了，因为我欣然接受了他的请客。他因为给我买单而埋怨自己，我也很后悔接受了他的请客。 然而，与拉里的第一次约会，当我提出要自己买单时，他却涨红了脸。当我拉开手提包掏出钱夹时，他看着我的眼神，就好像我用外语跟他说了什么似的。我犹豫了一下，礼貌地问他：“我应该付你多少钱？”拉里不好意思地说：“嗯，嗯，其实你不用付钱给我，但是，如果你坚持……” 尽管如此，我还是把钱给了拉里。对拉里而言，这是我拒绝他的暗示。 拉里溜进了自己的座位，轻拍一下我的肩膀，说道：“早，劳拉，你好吗？” 我猛地回过神来，紧张地答道：“嗨，早上好，周五下课后愿意和我共进午餐吗？” 他兴奋地说：“你的意思是期中考试之后吗？我很愿意。” 我微笑着说：“那就说定了。” 










美丽语录

One of the best things in life is seeing a smile on a person’s face and knowing that you put it there.

生活中最美好的一件事情是，因为你，某个人脸上洋溢着微笑。













Unbosoming Myself　爱的倾诉

◎ Bret Harte









I just got off the phone with you. I wish I could be there with you as you read this one, but that may be a long way off...

Sandi, I know that your heart belongs to me and you’ve got my heart.

All my life, I waited for that special someone who I could say those three words and mean them. I know I say them every day, and you probably think that I don’t mean it. But trust me, I mean every word of it from the bottom of my heart.




You were the first person that I had a slow dance with. The first one I’ve ever felt this way about. The first I could ever tell such secrets to and never feel any remorse[9]
 or regret.

Sandi, I’ll get down on my knees if I have to. To let me taste true beauty and love.

Sandi, I love you, and you know that I do. Give me but one day and but one moment in time and 1 will die a happy man...

Well, I better go. It’s getting late. I’ll see you soon in my dreams, okay?

Bye, Sandi... I’ll always love you.





我刚刚结束了与你的通话。我希望在你读到这篇文章的时候，我能在你的身旁，但是实现这个愿望还有很长的路要走…… 桑迪，我知道你的心已经属于我，我的心也早已被你俘获。 在我的生命里，你就是我一直等待的那个特别的人，我会对你说出那三个字，并告诉你它们的含义。我明白如果我每天念叨它们，你或许会以为我并不是那个意思。但是请相信我，我所说的每一个字都是我心底的真实表白。 你是我能与之共舞的第一个人。第一个让我有那种感觉的人，第一个让我吐露心底的秘密、而不会感到任何悔恨或遗憾的人。 桑迪，如果需要的话，我心甘情愿跪下双膝。请让我品尝一次真正的甜美和爱情。 桑迪，我爱你，你知道我是真心爱你的。赐予我哪怕一天或一刻的时间，我就会因幸福而死…… 就到这里吧，我得走了。现在已经很晚了。我很快就会在梦里遇见你，对吗？ 再见，桑迪……我会永远爱你。  美丽语录 I can’t give you the whole world. But I will give you the whole of mine. 我不能给你全世界，但是，我的世界，全部给你。
















Apple Skin　苹果皮

◎ Crunchy Betty









“Tell her you got this especially for her,” John said to me as he drove, pointing to the basket of fruit wrapped in clear acetate sitting on the back seat. “Remember when you get in, you have to bow[10]
 to her. Not a half bow but the full bow, the traditional Korean way, with your hands on your forehead.” I shifted in the passenger seat uncomfortably. “Then, she’s probably going to ask you questions about your ancestry[11]
 , where you went to school, your goals...”




I was meeting John’s mother for the first time this afternoon and he was fervently[12]
 coaching me on how to make a good impression. “While she’s talking, offer to cut her a piece of fruit from the basket. Cut the fruit in front of her so she can see how well you cut. Get an apple and make sure you peel the skin really thin so that she knows you don’t waste food. And make sure you cut it in even slices and lay it down facing the same direction so she knows you can present food in an appetizing manner...” John continued to lecture as I stared blankly out the window.




I had just started dating John, a Korean international student who had been in the States for about 3 years now. I was born in Korea, but I moved to the United States when I was five years old. I know how to speak, read, and write Korean and I thought I had learned enough from my family and watched enough TV programs to know about Korean customs. I guess I was wrong, John and I had our differences. He didn’t speak perfect English, but I figured it was okay because I didn’t speak perfect Korean either.

But 1ittle problems between our differing cultures surfaced as we continued to date. When we went out to eat, I noticed he’d have trouble reading the menus. When he registered for a class, he scheduled it with my free time so that he had someone to talk for him, like a translator. I accepted the fact that he couldn’t speak perfect English, but what was really frustrating was that he wasn’t willing to try. It may have been his male pride, but I think he was more embarrassed about the puzzled looks people would give him when he talked.




There would be times when he wouldn’t talk single word for hours. It was hard for him to blend in with my Asian-American friends. Once, I and my friends were reminiscing[13]
 about the 80’s, things like Michael Jackson, Madonna, teased hair and those awful UMEN cardigans. But while we were laughing away, talking about old times, John just sat there uncomfortably with half a grin on his face. I tried to include him in on our conversations by explaining what we were talking about, but by the look on his face I could tell I wasn’t very successful.

One night John came over to my house to pick me up for dinner. My brother’s friend Chris was over and they were talking in the living room. Chris said to my brother jokingly, “Man... You’re so bad... You’re a big pimp.” John overheard and replied in his most perfect English, trying to be protective of my brother, “No, he isn’t bad, he’s actually a good boy. And he is definitely not a playboy.” My brother and Chris stared at John in disbelief. Chris was so shocked he apologized to my brother for offending him. As for John, I knew he felt proud for sticking up for my brother. I know he meant well. But he just didn’t understand the language.




There were little things that I eventually became accustomed to. For instance, John and I always had to watch TV with the caption turned on and I had to be careful not to use any slang that he wasn’t familiar with. I had to speak slower. I always had to explain why we did certain things here, versus how they did them in Korea. I had to constantly recap the stories of the movies we just saw. But the toughest obstacle was trying to describe our feelings or thoughts to each other, trying to learn about our different worlds with our limited vocabularies.

Don’t get me wrong. I had a great time learning and experiencing new things with him. We were exposed to different worlds and we taught each other how to cope, accept, and learn in different perspectives. In fact, many couples I know have had successful intercultural relationships. But my relationship made me realize how little cultural differences can make a big difference.




I found that I had a lot more to learn and get accustomed to than I expected. I suppose a successful intercultural relationship depends on how accepting one is to the other’s differences and how well a person can adapt to new ideas, thoughts, and lifestyles. Anyway, these relationships can be challenging. As you may have guessed, I’m not with John any more. Meeting his Mom went fine, but I have a feeling I cut the apple skin too thick.





“告诉她，这是你特地为她买的，”约翰一边开车，一边指了指后座上的果篮说道，“记住，一进门时要向她鞠躬。把你的手放在额头上，用韩国传统的全鞠躬方式，而不是半鞠躬。”我产生了一种不自在的感觉，在座位上挪了一下身体。“然后，她可能会问你的家族情况，你所读的学校，你今后的目标……” 今天下午，我第一次去拜访约翰的母亲，为了给他的母亲留下一个好印象，他正在热心地教我怎么做。“当她说话的时候，你主动从果篮里拿一个水果削给她吃。在她的面前削，好让她能看见你削水果的水平。从果篮中拿一个苹果，要把皮削得很薄，让她知道你不会浪费粮食。然后，一定要把苹果切成厚度均匀的片，顺着同一个方向放在盘中，这样她就会知道你是一个注重食物美观的人。”约翰继续侃侃而谈，我漠然地看着窗外。 约翰是一个韩国留学生，他来美国3年了，我与他才刚刚开始约会。我在韩国出生，然而5岁时就移民到了美国。我会说、能读、能写朝鲜语，我自认为通过家庭的熏陶和观看电视节目，已经了解了足够多的韩国风俗文化。不过，看看我和约翰之间的差异，我觉得自己错了。约翰的英语说得不是很熟练，但是我认为还算可以，因为我的朝鲜语说得也不地道。 但是，随着我们约会的次数越来越多，我们之间由于文化差异，逐渐暴露出了一些小问题。我们出去吃饭的时候，我发现他不太能看懂菜单。为了在上课时能让我像翻译一样帮他讲解，他注册课程还专门挑选了我有空闲时间的时候。我愿意接受他英语不好的事实，然而，真正令我感到沮丧的，是他根本不愿意尝试着去说。这可能是男人的自尊心在作怪，不过我认为，他是害怕自己跟别人讲话时，看到别人迷惑不解的样子会更尴尬。 有时候，接连好几个小时，他一个字也不愿意说，很难与我的亚裔美国朋友相处。有一次，我和朋友们回忆起80年代的岁月，像迈克尔•杰克逊、麦当娜、奇异的发型和那些不好看的优盟牌开襟羊毛衫。然而，当我们开怀大笑、畅谈往事时，约翰一脸似笑非笑的样子，不自在地坐在那里。我向他解释我们谈话的内容，努力让他加入我们。然而，从他脸上的表情可以看出，我的努力无动于衷。 一天晚上，约翰到我家接我一起去吃晚餐，正好碰上我弟弟和他朋友克里斯在客厅里聊天。克里斯跟我弟弟开玩笑说：“你这个家伙……你真是太坏了……你这个老皮条客。”约翰无意中听到了，试图为我弟弟辩解，便用他说得最好的英语句子解释道：“不，他一点都不坏，他是个好男孩，他也绝不是一个花花公子。”我的弟弟和克里斯都难以置信地盯着约翰看，他们简直不敢相信自己的耳朵。克里斯被吓了一跳，赶忙为刚才那个玩笑向我弟弟道歉。我知道，约翰一定为维护我弟弟的尊严而感到自豪。我知道他是好意，他只是不懂语言。 对于生活上的一些小事，我终于习惯了。比如，我和约翰看电视的时候总是打开字幕，我说话的时候尽量避免使用俚语，放慢语速；我总是要向他解释，为什么在这儿要这样做事情，就像他在韩国一样；我还要不断地重述刚刚看过的电影情节。然而，最大的障碍是相互交流彼此的感情和想法，我们只能用有限的词汇了解彼此不同的世界。 不要误解我的意思。与他一起学习和体验新事物的那段日子，我觉得非常快乐。我们生活在不同的世界里，我们教会彼此如何从不同的角度应对、接受和学习。事实上，很多跨文化婚姻中的夫妇生活得都很幸福。然而，我们之间的关系让我体会到了一点，即使是很细微的文化差异，也会让我们产生很大的分歧。 我发现，要学习和适应的事情远远超过了我的想象。我想，如何接受彼此的差异，如何适应新的观念、思想和生活方式，决定着一段跨文化恋情是否能够成功。无论如何，这种跨文化的恋情颇具挑战性。正如你可能猜想到的结局一样，现在，我与约翰已经分手了。对于那次拜访，尽管我觉得自己把苹果皮削得太厚了，但我们相处得还不错。 












美丽语录

The key for happiness is not to find a perfect person, but find someone and build a perfect relationship with him.

幸福的关键不在于找到一个完美的人，而在于找到一个人，和他一起建立一个完美的关系。












The Love in Summer　夏日情愫

◎ John Riggio









Buntgh. Bungh. Chh. Bungh-Bungh-Bungh.

Stand by me. This song tells of a time when a summer love that was so sweet that I can taste it even now. It was a time when I anxiously and desperately yearned for[14]
 a girl’s touch knowing that touch would immediately melt me like ice in a heat wave.

The voice of Ben E. King still haunts my mind. When the night came that summer I was poised for romance and passion. I wanted to experience that loving feeling that I had heard so much about from the radio and friends. I wanted to be close to a girl. But, not just any girl. The girl I wanted feels like I had just sipped hot chocolate and relaxed all over. Nut brown with black glittering eyes.




And the land is dark and the moon is the only light we’ll see. Those words made me feel like I was racing towards the girl. There I would sweep her off her feet with sheer adoration[15]
 and unbridled love. No, I won’t be afraid. Just as long as you stand by me. That said it all for me. With her by my side, the world would be my toy.

I lived a full life in my mind where she was Queen and I was King. If the sky, that we look upon, should tumble and fall, and the mountains should crumble to the sea. No I won’t, I won’t cry. No, I won’t shed a tear, just as long as you stand, stand by me. I need no other strength than those words.

I would picture myself holding her in my arms, protecting her from the world, planting my love in her heart, but in a reality I knew there was little chance of that ever happening.

But, there was something about that summer than turned a shy boy into a young man. Looking back, I have no idea what it was. Maybe, Ben E. King’s voice spurred my maturity. Ben E. King caught the romantic soul of a boy like myself.




And then to my surprise, it happened suddenly. We were standing on her porch looking into the night embraced by the mellow[16]
 voice of Ben E. King coming from the radio. I touched her arm turning her towards me. I think that in that moment she knew what was going to happen.

I leaned forward and I kissed her. I kissed her long, deep and passionately. I kissed her like a man. When it ended, I looked into her eyes. She knew she had been kissed by me.

She seemed as if she were in shock for a moment. So I kissed her again. This time, I kissed her with all the emotion that had been building in me for two full years. We never kissed liked that again. In fact, we never kissed again.

She moved away that summer. But when I hear that—Bungh. Bungh. Chh. Bungh-Bungh-Bungh—I think of her. Sweeter than wine, softer than a summer night.








嘭嘭嚓，嘭嘭嘭。 在我的身旁，这首歌倾诉着一段夏日恋情，它是如此甜蜜，以至于现在我还能够回味。这是我极切渴望一个女孩触摸的时期，我相信那个触摸必定会让我似热浪中的冰一样融化。 本·E.金的声音依然萦绕在我的脑中。在那个夏夜到来之时，为了浪漫和激情，我做好了准备。我盼望着经历多次从广播和朋友那里听来的那种爱的感受。我想接近一个女孩，但是，并非哪个女孩都可以。我想要的那个女孩，她要能让我感觉像刚喝了巧克力热饮那样浑身放松，她要有一双乌黑发亮的栗色眼睛。 四周漆黑一片，月光是我们唯一看到的光亮。那些歌词令我感到自己正朝着那个女孩飞快驶去。我带着纯粹的爱慕和疯狂的爱恋将她一把抱起。不，我不会害怕。只要有你在我的身旁，这已经说出了我的心里话。有她在身旁，世界都能被我征服。 我在思想里过着一种富足的生活。在那里，她是王后，而我是国王。如果我们抬头仰望的天空坍塌，高山化为一片汪洋。不，我不会痛哭流涕。我绝不会流下一滴眼泪，你只需，只需站在我的身旁。除了那些话语，我不需要任何其他力量。 我在想象中拥她入怀，让她不受世界的伤害，在她的心中根植我的爱。然而我知道，这在现实生活中出现的可能性微乎其微。 但是，在那个夏日，某样东西让一个害羞的男孩转变为一个小伙子。回顾过去，我还是不知道那是什么。或许是本·E.金的歌声加速了我的成熟。在那个夏日里，本·E.金抓住了像我这般男孩的浪漫情怀。 然而出乎我意料的是，事情发生得如此突然。我们站在她的门廊上，夜空中飘荡着收音机里传来的本·E.金甜美的歌声。我拉起她的胳膊，让她面向我。我猜那一刻，她明白将会发生什么。 我俯身向前，吻了她，那是一个长久的、深深的、热烈的吻。我像男子汉一样吻着她。然后，我望着她的双眸。她明白我亲吻了她。 那一刻，她仿佛呆住了。因此，我又一次亲吻了她。这一次，我用尽了积蓄整整两年的所有感情亲吻着她。我们再也没有像那样吻过。实际上，我们再也没有亲吻过。 那个夏天，她搬了家。然而每当我听到嘭嘭嚓、嘭嘭嘭的乐声，就会想到她。甜蜜胜过葡萄美酒，轻柔赛过夏日之夜。 








美丽语录

Happiness is always knocking on your door and you just gotta let it in.




幸福总会敲响你的门，你只需开门让它进来。









The Paradox of Happiness　幸福的悖论

◎ Dennis Palumbo









What is the definition of “happiness”? Is it material wealth filled with fancy cars, a dream house, extravagant[17]
 furs and jewelry? Or is happiness simply having a roof over your head? Food in the fridge? Having a child? A pet? A swimming pool? A designer Gucci bag? Parents? Grandchildren? Love? Money? The perfect job? Winning the Lottery?

According to the American Heritage Dictionary, “happiness” is derived from the Middle English word hap — meaning “Luck”. But does happiness really have anything to do with “luck”? Based on this description, one could assume that if you avoided traffic accident but got fired by coming late to work, you would be filled with “happiness”? Is it luck or what you make of it? Maybe, “happiness” is exactly defined by its indirect alias: happiness—perhaps, happiness is in fact defined by the fortune that we permit to happen.




Do you recall a time—let’s say when you were about 5 years old—what defined happiness back then? Was it getting a puppy for Christmas? Or maybe, you were a child of divorce; and all you wanted was for Mom and Dad to get back together again? Then as you got older, you were hoping that someone would ask you to the prom that would've made your day, maybe your life for the moment. During college, good grades made you happy, but it was short-lived. Because in the real world, you had to look for a job, and competition was stark. It’s an employer’s world you thought. But then, you got the perfect job—now you could be happy—or could you?

Life requires more than just what we want. Inevitably, one must understand to truly find “happiness,” he must make his own happiness “happen”. Sounds a bit redundant[18]
 , but truthfully, there is no set guidelines that will bring one happiness. There is no “magic wand” we can wave to bring joy into our lives. Human nature thrives on the thrill of the chase. We dream and we hope for the next big break—it is the grand adventure of living.




We are hopeless creatures of comfort. We like having and accumulating things. Whether one admits to it or not, to a certain degree, we all try to keep up with “the Jones”. We work so we can pay our rents, mortgages, credit card debts, school loans, car payments...the list goes on and on. And at some point, we realize that aside from having most of what we want, we still aren’t happy. Now since we’ve learned to adapt to new standards which we've created for ourselves, we find that we have less time, less patience, less sleep, which equates to more stress, more worry and more aggravation. So, is happiness honestly just comprised of “things”?

Sometimes, we virtually trade our lives for not only basic necessities, but for excessive items and services as well. We become so obsessed with[19]
 finding happiness, that we lose sight of the fact that happiness is within—always. Certainly you’ve heard of individuals trying to “find themselves”, or “rediscover themselves”. The reason they are attempting these innovative approaches is because they are seeking inner happiness. But the point has been missed: Happiness is already there.




Disappointments and tragedies in life will come and go, but happiness never leaves you. The human’s capacity to be resilient to trials is unfathomable. We can lose our jobs, but be grateful for our spouses. We can lose our homes to nature, but be thankful to alive.

Happiness is a perception of each individual. We are instinctively compelled to find fault in our lives. By human nature, we begin our “fault-find-ing” mission the moment we’re capable of free-thinking. It is then, that we lose sense of self-worth and the bigger picture of vitality altogether. Stuck in the patterns of the happiness paradox, we simply cannot find where our happiness has gone.




It’s not a matter of bargaining, it’s not an issue of money or fame—instead, happiness is what you resolve to accept. If we live through optimistic hope; if we dare to dream; if we empower ourselves to fully live; then we have regained our sense of happiness. There is no in between. There is no other replacement. We only have one physical life to live—we have no choice but to make the most of it.









“幸福”是什么？幸福是拥有豪华的汽车、梦想的居室、名贵的裘皮和珠宝等物质上的富足吗？或者，幸福其实很简单——有遮风避雨的住所，冰箱里有食物，有孩子、宠物、游泳池、古驰的包，有父母、子孙，有爱情、金钱和理想的工作，彩票中了奖？ 在《美国传统字典》中，幸福是源于中古英语“hap”一词——意为“好运”。但幸福真的与“好运”有关联？基于此，可以假设，如果你在一场必死无疑的交通事故中幸免于难，却又因为上班迟到而被解雇，你会感到“幸福”吗？这是好运，还是要看个人如何看待？或许，幸福的定义应该间接从它的词源来看——事实上，幸福或许就是命中注定要发生的事。 你能回忆起你5岁时对幸福的理解吗？那时，幸福是从圣诞树上摘下的一只小狗？或者，也许你的爸爸妈妈离婚了，你唯一的愿望就是他们能重归于好？当你渐渐长大，你希望有人会邀请你参加舞会，希望所有的日子都凝固在那一天、那一刻。上大学期间，好成绩让你快乐无比，但这种幸福感是短暂的。因为在现实世界里，你得找一份工作，而社会竞争也十分激烈。于是，你就会想，这是一个雇主的世界。随后，你找到了一份理想的工作——现在你觉得很幸福，是吗？ 生活向我们索要的远比我们想要的多。一个人必须明白，要想真正找到幸福，他就必须让自己幸福。可能听起来有些多余，但确是如此——生活中，没有什么既定准则能带来幸福，也不可能魔杖一挥就得到欢乐。人性在追求幸福的刺激中不断升级、完善。我们梦想着，期望着下一个大的转变——这就是生活中的大冒险。 我们是无助的享乐者，喜欢拥有和积攒东西。不论人们承认与否，在一定程度上，我们都在互相攀比。我们之所以工作，是因为要付房租，偿还抵押贷款，还清信用卡债务、助学贷款、汽车贷款……这些费用接连而至，让我们应接不暇。于是，我们会突然意识到，尽管拥有了想要的一切，我们仍然不幸福。自从适应了自己所创造的新生活标准，我们的时间少了，耐性没了，睡眠少了，但压力大了，焦虑多了，脾气也暴躁了。所以说，幸福真的是由“物质”组成的吗？ 有时，我们不仅用生命交换生活必需品，还用生命交换多余的物质享受和服务。我们变得如此痴迷于追求幸福，却忽略了一个事实——幸福一直就在我们心中。当然，你一定听过有些人在苦苦“寻找自我”或“重新发现自我”。他们创新尝试的理由只不过是为了找寻心灵深处的幸福。但他们忽略了一点：幸福早已在心中了。 失望和悲伤在生命中交替轮回，但幸福从不会舍你而去。人类对困难的适应能力无可限量。我们可以失去工作，但会为拥有爱人而感恩不已；我们可以流离失所，但会为活着而心存感激。 幸福是个人的一种感知。我们本能地受限于外界，找寻着生活的瑕疵。出于人的天性，我们从有能力自由思考的那一刻起，就开始对生活吹毛求疵。也就在那时，我们失去了对自我价值的认知，也失去了生命的活力，陷于幸福的矛盾中，找不到幸福的方向。 幸福是你决定去接受的东西，没有任何商量的余地，它于金钱或名誉毫无瓜葛。只要我们活在乐观希望之中，敢于大胆梦想，活得充实；那么，我们就会重新拥有幸福的感觉。那种感觉并非悬于幸于不幸之间的真空地带，也无任何替代品。我们只能活一次——除了好好活着，我们别无选择。












美丽语录

If you’re brave enough to say goodbye, life will reward you with a new hello.

只要你勇敢地说出再见，生活一定会赐予你一个新的开始。









阅读小课堂

10 Wise Lessons: What I Wish I Knew When I Was Younger　十句箴言：年轻的时候懂这些就好了

Rishi Sankar





1. Don't worry about what other people think of you.

I used to worry too much what others thought of me, of my decisions and of my actions. Eventually, I came to realize that if you’re wasting too much time seeking validation, respect or approval from others, then you won’t have time to accomplish all that you desire. Everyone has an opinion, but in reality other’s opinions of you are based more on their history and perceptions than anything you’re actually doing.




2. Today is what's important.

Enjoy every moment of today, because you are not guaranteed a tomorrow. Don’t put off your dreams. Don’t wait to do, try, enjoy all of those “someday” items. If it’s important to you, then do it today. Pay attention to what is happening now, to the people around you, to the task at hand and to all of the choices you make today, big and small.

3. Let it go.

What happened yesterday is over. Those unmet expectations, difficult situations, failures and conflicts are in the past. You can’t change it, so let it go. Don’t waste your energy dwelling on anger, resentment or disappointment. It only keeps you stuck in the past and holds you back from moving forward in your life.




4. It's called work for a reason.

Success at anything takes work. When you hear about an overnight success story, don’t forget about all of the work that came before. You may have to do work you do not enjoy and trudge through the trenches of planning, building, refining, moving up, out, over and redefining before you get to the place where success clicks. Keep going.

5. Believe in yourself.

You are your own worst critic, and so can you be your own best supporter. If you do not have confidence in your own value, abilities and contribution, then nobody else will either. You must have faith in your intrinsic worth. We each have something to offer that is necessary and valuable, though we may not know what that something is.

6. Don't burn your bridges.

You never know when a former boss, colleague, business partner or acquaintance may come in handy. Try to part on good terms, stay on good terms and never gossip about former connections. Be respectful and open to possibilities. Maintain and foster connections on all levels. Connect others and offer your help to those you know. A wide pool of friends, peers and connections of all kinds will provide a wealthy resource of ideas and support as you go forward in life.




7. Money is not the most important thing.

Money is important. We all have bills to pay, I understand that completely. But in the end, money is not the end goal. Satisfaction in a job well done, contributing to something worthwhile and finding something you enjoy doing are more motivating goals and certainly lend themselves to a happier and less stressful life. Money does not equate to happiness. Money is simply a currency that allows you to eat, dress and live. It is not a magic wand.

8. Don't be afraid to stand up and stand out.

Take a stand. Speak up. Stand out from the crowd. If something is important to you, then stand up for it... Never compromise your integrity. If it’s not right, say so. Be quirky, be different, be yourself. Don’t worry so much about conforming to society’s standards or whatever passes for the norm. While I do think it reasonable to be clean, respectful and considerate, I think we place too much emphasis on fitting in and being “appropriate”. This is not your grandmother’s world. Don’t be afraid to be yourself.




9. It's not a race.

We have so much to do, so much to accomplish and it feels as though we have to be in a hurry to get there. It is likely that you will live upwards of 80 years. That is plenty of time to fit a whole host of wonderful endeavors into your life. You do not have to do it all at once. In fact, if you try to do it all at once you will, at best not have time to enjoy it and at worst burn out and damage your health and relationships. Slow down and take one thing at a time, one day at a time.

10. Look for the good in everything.

Stay positive. Look for the good in people. Celebrate the happy moments, big and small. Give helpful encouragement rather than negative criticism. If you view the world around you and life’s challenges through the lens of goodness, then you will find life much more enjoyable.




Life is serious—and sometimes awful—but you can still be upbeat and hopeful. Otherwise, what’s the point?





1. 走自己的路，让别人去说吧。 我总是太担心别人怎么想我，怎么看待我的决定和行为。后来，我意识到，如果你把时间浪费在寻求别人的认可、尊重和支持上，那你就根本无暇做你自己想做的事。每个人都有自己的看法，但实际上，其他人对你的看法更多基于他们自身的历史和认知，而并不是你实际在做的事情。 2. 活在当下。 享受今天的每一刻，因为你不能保证明天就一定会到来。不要拖延你的梦想，别等到“有朝一日”再去做，去尝试，去享受。如果真的很重要，那今天就做。关注正在发生的事情，身边的人，手头上的工作，关注今天做出的选择，无论大小。 3. 学会放手。 昨日的一切让它过去。那些没有实现的期待，那些艰难困苦、失败和冲突都已成为过去。你无力改变，所以干脆放手。别把精力浪费在生气、怨恨和失望这些负面情绪上，这些只会让你沉湎过去，让你停在原地。 4. 付出总会有回报。 任何成功都需要付出劳动。你所听到的那些一夜成名的故事，别忘了背后付出的所有劳动和汗水。你可能得做不喜欢的工作，需要在计划、构建、修改、实施、再修改这一系列琐碎的过程中长途跋涉，艰难前行，直到有一天成功破天而降。继续前进。 5. 相信自己。 你是自己最尖刻的批评家，也可以成为自己最大的支持者。假如你对自己的价值、能力和贡献都没有信心，那么其他人更不会相信你。你必须相信自己的内在价值。我们每个人身上都有有价值的东西可以给予，可能我们自己都不知道。 6. 不要自断后路。 你永远都不知道，你的前老板、同事、生意伙伴或熟人说不定哪天会派上用场。好聚好散，和他们保持良好的关系，也别在背后造谣生事。学会尊重别人，可能无处不在。保持和维护各级关系网，常和别人联络，尽可能多伸出援手。交友广阔，朋友、同事和其他各种关系人脉会为你未来的生活提供丰富的创意资源和支持。 7. 金钱并不至上。 钱很重要，我们都有账单要付，我完全能理解。但最终你会发现，金钱并不是终极目标。圆满完成工作的满足感，为一些有价值的事情作贡献，还有找到自己爱做的事，这些目标会让你更加有动力，也会为你带来更幸福更轻松的生活。金钱不等于幸福。钱只是一种货币，让我们吃、穿、生活，它并不是神奇的魔杖。 8. 勇敢地站起来，让自己脱颖而出。 站起来，说出来，让自己从人群中脱颖而出。如果有样东西对你很重要，那就站起来……不要放弃你的正直。如果你觉得不对，就说出来。特立独行，与众不同，做自己就好。别事事担心要循规蹈矩，要遵循社会的标准和准则。衣着整洁、尊重有礼、体贴周到，这样就可以了，不用过多强调融入他人和举止得体。如今不是你祖母的老世界，别害怕做你自己。 9. 生活不是竞赛。 我们有这么多事要做，这么多梦想要实现，所以我们时刻匆忙行走，赶来赶去。也许我们可能会活到80岁。我们有大量的时间可以努力。不用急着一次干完所有事情。事实上，如果你想要一次做好所有，最好的结果是你没享受过程，最坏的结果是你消耗了健康，毁掉了感情。慢慢来，一次干一件事情，日子一天一天地过。 10. 凡事看到好的一面。 保持积极向上。要看到别人的优点，庆祝生活中大大小小的快乐瞬间。多给别人暖心的鼓励，而不是负面的批评。如果你用善意的视角看待周围的世界和生活的挑战，你会发现生活会更美好。 生活是严肃的——有时会很糟糕——但你依然可以乐观向上、充满希望。否则，人生又有什么意义呢？ 
















Chapter 2　梦想的袅袅回音









Your dream is not what you find in your sleep but what makes you not sleep.





所谓梦想，不是你睡觉时梦到了什么，而是想到了什么令你激动得没法睡觉。

















An Unlikely Hero　另类英雄

◎ Tony Luna









When Dr. Gullickson was assigning project mates for his introduction to experimental psychology class, I secretly hoped he would pair me with a cute coed or at least a classmate I could have some fun with. Above all, I hoped he wouldn’t assign me to work with the intense, fiercely competitive, singularly[20]
 serious fellow who always wore dark clothes and apparently had a personality to match. As fate would have it, Dr. Gullickson very deliberately matched everyone in class and announced that I would be working with the one person in class I wanted to avoid.




I went up to my new lab mate and introduced myself. He looked at me as though I weren’t there. I felt he treated me as though I would hold him back and probably cause his grade-point average to take a nosedive[21]
 . He wasn’t outright mean or abusive. He just gave me the impression he could do whatever project we dreamed up better if he did it alone. He was a loner, and I could only impede his research. He had important things to do, and I was going to be something of an annoyance he’d have to deal with.




Needless to say, I didn’t look forward to an entire semester of being brushed off, but I tried to make the best of it and didn’t say anything, lest I make things worse.

The project required each lab team to develop a hypothesis, set up an experiment to test the hypothesis, run the tests, do the statistical analysis and present the findings. Whatever grade the team received would be shared by both students. When my lab mate and I met to discuss our project, I was uneasy. Here was this challenging student who had a reputation for single-mindedness and good grades—the exact opposite of me. 1 was outmatched. I actually wanted to drop the class at one point, but stopped short because I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of my chickening out. I asked my friends at work what I should do, and the overall response was to stick it out no matter what.

After lengthy discussions, we somehow agreed to do a study on the tactile-kinesthetic perception of space. I wasn’t sure what it meant, but at least we had a topic. We started to meet regularly to formulate our plans, and every time I felt the project was more his than mine. The more we met, the more I resented his intelligence and his ability to cut through to the core issues. And I was aware he was much more advanced than I. He knew technical things and approached every detail with great singularity of purpose.




I, on the other hand, must have seemed naive, with little to offer. At one point I summoned up my courage and asked him why he seemed so uptight and serious. To my surprise, he replied that he didn’t have time for small talk or petty people and things that would waste his time. He even went on to say that he didn’t have many friends because most so-called friends were just a distraction. But, he added, when he did choose someone to be his friend, they would be a friend for life. I was floored by his cold and cynical response. Right then and there, I realized the end of the semester couldn’t come soon enough.

As the semester wore on, we tried to fashion a simple yet elegant experiment. Part of our job was to select students who had volunteered to be subjects for our project. I decided to devote myself to the task of working with the subjects, while he developed the scientific model. I put in my two cents’ worth whenever I could, but I still felt he was the driving force.




Then one day I got word that he was in hospital. Apparently, he had been admitted for a hemorrhaging ulcer. The stress of getting the best grades, holding down a job and helping his girlfriend through the medical crisis she was going through had taken its toll on him.

When I visited him in the hospital, I noticed for the first time a sense of vulnerability on the face of my stoic lab mate. I knew that he was aware that I could blow the experiment, and our shared grade would shatter his lofty G. P. A. and possibly derail his chances for graduate school. I assured him I would not let him down and he should only concentrate on[22]
 ③ getting better. I would do my best. We both knew I’d have to do better than my best.

I had a formidable task ahead of me. I was in over my head, running the statistical data. I poured more time and energy into that project than I had ever done on any assignment in my life. I was not going to let him see me fail and have it reflect on him. I was working the graveyard shift at my job, so I used whatever quiet time from midnight to 6:00 A. M. to work on the project. The work consumed me. There was a sense of challenge that completely overtook me. The question remained: Was I up to it?




Eventually, the semester came to a close, and each team had to present its findings in front of the assembled class. When it was our turn, I did my level best to present his scientific methodology with my showmanship. To my amazement, we were awarded an A!

When I told my lab mate about our shared triumph, he smiled and thanked me for carrying on. Something connected then. Something special. It had to do with trust and the exhilaration of sharing a cornmon prize.

We have stayed close throughout the years. He went on to achieve a doctorate. He also went on to marry his college girlfriend.




I learned more than statistical analysis and experimental procedures that semester. My life has been enhanced by our encounter and challenged by this man, who became my unlikely hero.

And in the end, he was right: we have become friends for life.

















当格利克森博士正在为实验心理学课分配研究小组时，我暗暗地祈祷他能把我与一个可爱的女生，至少是一个志趣相投的同学分在一组。总而言之，我希望他不要让我与一个竞争意识强烈、异常严肃的家伙做搭档，这种人总爱穿深色的衣服，而且还有着十足的个性。命运弄人，格利克森博士在一番深思熟虑后，向每个人宣布了结果，而我与一个我最想躲避的人成为一组。 我走到自己的实验搭档面前，做了自我介绍。他看着我，好像我并不存在似的。我感觉到，他似乎认为我会阻碍他进步，并且可能导致他的平均成绩直线下降。他并没表现恶意，只是给了我这样的印象，无论什么实验，如果他独自去做就会做得更好。他完全能独立完成任务，他有重要的事情要做，而我只会妨碍他的研究，只能成为他不得不花时间和精力应付的麻烦。 当然，我可不想把整个学期都荒废掉，为了避免事情变得更糟，我什么也没说，只是尽最大的努力做好实验。 根据计划，每个实验小组要提出假设、制定实验检验假设、进行统计学分析、介绍研究结果。小组取得的成绩就是每个小组成员的成绩。我每次都忐忑不安地与同伴讨论实验的问题。他在这里是出了名的专注和优秀，他是一个勇于挑战的人——而我与他完全相反。事实上，我心里曾经有过放弃的念头，然而，我不想被他看扁，所以很快放弃了这种想法。我向那些忙于工作的朋友请教我该怎么做，他们的回答全部是，无论发生什么，坚持到底。 经过长时间的讨论后，我们终于达成一致，决定做一项关于空间触觉和动觉感知的研究。我并不明白这是一项什么研究，但至少我们确定了一个题目。为了制定计划，我们定期碰面，每次讨论决定之后，我都觉得是他制定了计划。我们碰面的次数越多，我就越是痛恨他的才智和直击问题核心的能力。我逐渐意识到，他的水平比我高很多。他了解技术，并且能带着明确的目标去处理每一个细节问题。 另一方面，我能提出的建议微乎其微，有时看起来的确天真。有一次，我鼓起勇气问他，他为什么看起来那么紧张严肃。令我吃惊的是，他回答我说他没时间闲聊，对他来说，无聊的人和事只是浪费时间。他甚至还说，他没有很多朋友，因为那些所谓的朋友只会令人分心。不过，他补充道，一旦他选择某人作为自己的朋友，他就会把他们当作一生的朋友。他那冷淡和玩世不恭的态度让我十分震惊。就在那时，我恨不得这个学期马上结束。 时光荏苒，我们尝试设计了一个操作简单且非常出色的实验。挑选自愿做实验对象的学生成了我们的一部分工作，我决定致力于招募研究对象，而他负责阐述科学方法。我抓住一切可能的机会陈述自己的意见，然而，我仍然有一种感觉：他才是整个实验的驱动力。 后来有一天，我得知他生病住进了医院。很显然，他是因为出血性溃疡才住院的。他想取得最好的成绩，想找一份工作，想帮助生病的女朋友度过危险期，这些压力把他压垮了。 当我到医院探望他时，我第一次注意到，这个坚忍克己的实验伙伴的脸上有了一种脆弱的表情。我知道，他是担心我会把实验搞砸，担心他的总平均成绩被小组实验成绩毁掉，甚至会突然失去进研究院的机会。我向他保证，我一定会付出最大的努力不让他失望，让他一心一意恢复健康。我们都清楚，我必须比最好做得还要好。 任务十分艰巨。我埋头整理统计数据，这些资料已经超出了我的理解范围。我有生以来所做的任何作业，都不曾付出过这么多的时间和精力。我不能让他看到我失败，不愿意因为我而影响他的成绩。为了能安静地做研究，我把工作时间调整到夜里，从午夜一直干到凌晨六点。我被工作吸引住了，感觉自己全身心地投入到了一场挑战之中。但问题仍然存在，我能解决吗？ 这个学期即将结束的时候，各个小组终于要在所有小组前陈述自己的研究成果了。轮到我们时，我用自己最好的表演技巧阐述了他的科学方法，我竭尽了全力。令我异常惊喜的是，我们得了“A”！ 当我告诉我的实验伙伴，我们的共同努力取得了成功时，他笑了笑，感谢我完成了实验。那一刻，某些特别的东西将我们联系在了一起。这些特别的东西，与信任有关，与分享获奖的喜悦有关。 这些年来，我们仍然保持着密切的关系。他已经获得了博士学位，也与他的大学女友建立了家庭。 那个学期，我学到了更多的东西，而不仅仅是统计学分析和实验过程。他是我生活中的另类英雄，我的生活因他而面临挑战，因他而变得广阔。 事实证明，他说得没错：我们成了一生的朋友。












美丽语录

When someone allows you to bear his burdens, you have found deep friendship.

如果有人愿意让你替他承担一些事情，你已经找到了深厚的友谊。













Don't Work for Money　不做有才华的穷人

◎ Patty Hansen









The world is filled with smart, talented, educated and gifted people. We meet them every day. A few days ago, my car was not running well. I pulled it into a garage, and the young mechanichad it fixed in just a few minutes. He knew what was wrong by simply listening to the engine. I was amazed. The sad truth is, great talent is not enough.




I am constantly shocked at how little talented people earn. I heard the other day that less than 5 percent of Americans earn more than $100,000 a year. A business consultant who specializes in the medical trade was telling me how many doctors, dentists and chiropractors struggle financially. All this time, I thought that when they graduated, the dollars would pour in. It was this business consultant who gave me the phrase, “They are one skill away from great wealth.” What this phrase means is that most people need only to learn and master one more skill and their income would jump exponentially. I have mentioned before that financial intelligence is a synergy of accounting, investing, marketing and law. Combine those four technical skills and making money with money is easier. When it comes to money, the only skill most people know is to work hard.

When I graduated from the U.S. Merchant Marine Academy in 1969, my educated dad was happy. Standard Oil of California had hired me for its oil-tanker fleet. I had a great career ahead of me, yet I resigned after six months with the company and joined the Marine Corps to learn how to fly. My educated dad was devastated. Rich dad congratulated me.




Job security meant everything to my educated dad. Learning meant everything to my rich dad. Educated dad thought I went to school to learn to be a ship’s officer. Rich dad knew that I went to school to study international trade. So as a student, I made cargo runs, navigating large freighters, oil tankers and passenger ships to the Far East and the South Pacific. While most of my classmates, including Mike, were partying at their fraternity houses, I was studying trade, people and cultures in Japan, Thailand, Singapore, Hong Kong, Vietnam, Korea and the Philippines. I also was partying, but it was not in any frat house. I grew up rapidly.

There is an old cliché that goes, Job is an acronymfor ‘Just over Broke’.” And unfortunately, I would say that the saying applies to millions of people. Because school does not think financial intelligence is intelligence, most workers “live within their means”. They work and they pay the bills. Instead I recommend to young people to seek work for what they will learn, more than what they will earn. Look down the road at what skills they want to acquire before choosing a specific profession and before getting trapped in the “Rat Race”. Once people are trapped in the lifelong process of bill paying, they become like those little hamsters running around in those little metal wheels. Their little furry legs are spinning furiously, the wheel is turning furiously, but come tomorrow morning, they’ll still be in the same cage: great job.




When I ask the classes I teach, “How many of you can cook a better hamburger than McDonald’s?” almost all the students raise their hands. I then ask, “So if most of you can cook a better hamburger, how come McDonald’s makes more money than you?” The answer is obvious: McDonald’s is excellent at business systems. The reason so many talented people are poor is because they focus on building a better hamburger and know little or nothing about business systems. The world is filled with talented poor people. All too often, they’re poor or struggle financially or earn less than they are capable of, not because of what they know but because of what they do not know. They focus on perfecting their skills at building a better hamburger rather than the skills of selling and delivering the hamburger.
















这个世界随处可见精明能干、才华横溢、学富五车和极具天赋的人。我们每天都能见到他们。几天前，我的车运转不良了。我把它送到一个修车厂，一个年轻的机械工只花了几分钟就把它修好了。他只是听了听发动机的声音就知道毛病出在哪儿，这让我惊叹不已。然而遗憾的是，空有一身才华是不够的。 才华横溢的人却收入甚微，这常常让我感到吃惊。前几天我听说，只有不到5%的美国人年收入在10万美元以上。一个精通药品贸易的商业顾问曾告诉我，有很多医生、牙医和按摩师正面临着经济困难。以前，我们总以为他们一毕业，滚滚而来的便是万贯财富。这位商业顾问还告诉我一句话：“想要财源滚滚，他们还差一项技能。”这句话的意思就是：大多数人还需要学习和掌握一项技能，这样他们的收入才会突飞猛涨。我曾提到过，财商是会计、投资、市场营销和法律的综合体。将上面这四种专业技能结合起来，那么以钱生钱就更加容易了。一谈到钱，大多数人就只知道埋头苦干这个唯一的技能。 1969年，我从美国海运学院毕业。我那知识渊博的爸爸高兴坏了，因为加州标准石油公司录用了我，我在该公司的油轮队工作。尽管我前程似锦，六个月后我还是离开了这家公司。我加入了海军陆战队，并学习如何飞行。我那学识渊博的爸爸伤透了心，而富爸爸却祝贺了我。 对于学识渊博的爸爸来说，稳定的工作就是一切；而对于富爸爸来说，学习才是一切。学识渊博的爸爸认为我上学是为了成为一位船长；而富爸爸觉得我是为了学习国际贸易。所以，作为一名学生的同时，我还跑过货运，为开往远东和南太平洋的大型货轮、游轮和客轮导航。当我的大部分同班同学，包括迈克，在他们的联谊会会堂开晚会的时候，我正在学习日本、泰国、新加坡、香港、越南、韩国和菲律宾的贸易、人际关系和文化。当然，我也会参加晚会，但我不会参加任何联谊会。就这样，我迅速成长起来了。 有句老话是这么说的：“工作（Job)就是‘比破产强一些’(Just over Broke)的缩写。”然而真正不幸的是，这句话适用于成千上万的人。因为学校并没有把财商看作是一种才智，大多数工人都是“量入为出”的：上班赚钱还清账单。相反，我建议年轻人找工作时应该考虑能从工作中学到什么，而不是光看能赚到多少钱。在选择特定行业和陷入“老鼠赛跑”（激烈竞争）之前，好好想想自己想要获得怎样的技能。人们一旦陷入偿还账单的悲惨命运里，就和那些在小铁轮上不停奔跑转圈的小老鼠一样了。小老鼠的小腿飞快地蹬着，小铁轮也飞快地转着，可是第二天早晨，它们仍旧待在那个老鼠笼里：那就是重要的工作。 当我在自己教课的班级里问道：“你们当中有多少人做的汉堡比麦当劳的好吃？”几乎全班的学生都举起手来。于是，我接着问道：“如果你们大多数人做的汉堡都比麦当劳的好吃，那为什么麦当劳赚的却比你们多呢？”答案是显而易见的：麦当劳有一套完美的商业运营体系。许多才华横溢的人却很贫穷，原因就是：他们只关心如何做出更好的汉堡，却对商业运营体系一无所知。这个世界到处都是有才华的穷人。在很多情况下，他们贫穷、经济拮据或者收入和才能不相符，不是因为他们已知的东西，而是因为他们未知的东西。他们只注重于提高和完善汉堡的技术，而完全忽略了汉堡的销售和送货技能。 












美丽语录

Don’t say that opportunities never come. It came but you just don’t willing to give up the things you own.

不要说机会从来没有出现，它曾经出现过，只是你舍不得放下自己拥有的东西。









Dreams Are the Stuff Life Is Made of　梦想构造生活

◎ Carroll Carroll













I believe I’m a very lucky man.

My entire life has been lived in the healthy area between too little and too much. I’ve never experienced financial or emotional insecurity, but everything I have, I’ve attainedby my own work, not through indulgence, inheritance or privilege.

Never having lived by the abuses of any extreme, I’ve always felt that a workman is worthy of his hire, a merchant entitled to his profit, an artist to his reward.




As a result of all this, my bargaining bump may be a little underdeveloped, so I’ve never tried to oversell myself. And though I may work for less than I know I can get, I find that because of this, I’m never so afraid of losing a job that I’m forced to compromise with my principles.

Naturally in a life as mentally, physically, emotionally and financially fortunate as mine has been, a great many people have helped me. A few meant to, most did so by accident. I still feel I must reciprocate. This doesn’t mean that I’ve dedicated my life to my fellow man. I’m not the type. But I do feel I should help those I’m qualified to help, just as I’ve been helped by others.

What I’m saying now is, I feel, part of that pattern. I think everyone should, for his own sake, try to reduce to six hundred words the beliefs by which he lives—it’s not easy—and then compare those beliefs with what he enjoys—not in real estate and money and goods, but in love, health, happiness and laughter.




I don’t believe we 1ive our lives and then receive our reward or punishment in some afterlife. The life and the reward... the life and the punishment—these to me are one. This is my religion, coupled with the firm belief that there is a Supreme Being who planned this world and runs it so that “no man is an island entire of himself...” The dishonesty of any one man subverts all honesty. The lack of ethics anywhere adulterates the whole world’s ethical content. In these—honesty and ethics—are, I think, the true spiritual values.

I believe the hope for a thoroughly honest and ethicalsociety should never be laughed at. The most idealistic dreams have repeatedly forecast the future. Most of the things we think of today as hard, practical and even indispensable were once merely dreams.

So I like to hope that the world need not be a dog-eat-dog jungle. I don’t think I’m my brother’s keeper. But I do think I’m obliged to be his helper. And that he has the same obligation to me.




In the last analysis, the entire pattern of my life and belief can be found in the words “Do not do unto others that which you would not have others do unto you.” To say “Do unto others as you would have others do unto you” somehow implies bargaining, an offer of favor for favor. But to restrain from acts which you, yourself, would abhor is an exercise in will power that must raise the level of human relationship.

“What is unpleasant to thyself,” says Hillel, “That do not unto thy neighbor. This is the whole law.” and he concluded. “All else is exposition.”













我相信自己是一个幸运的人。 我的整个一生都十分平稳，毫无波澜。我从未经历过经济或情感危机，但我所拥有的一切并不是依靠溺爱、遗产或特权，而是通过自己的努力工作得来的。 在生活中我从不滥走极端，我总觉得工人就应当工作，商人就应当获利，艺术家就应当获取报酬。 正因如此，我讨价还价的能力没有丝毫长进，所以我从不试图过分吹嘘自己。尽管我知道我得到的少于实际应得的，但我仍会继续工作。我发现，这样一来，我从未因害怕失业而做出任何违背原则的事。 的确，像我这种在精神、身体、情感和经济上都如此幸运的人，少不了很多人曾给予的帮助。有些帮助是刻意的，但大多数都是偶然为之。尽管如此，我仍然觉得应当报答他们。这并不意味着我把我的生命都奉献给了我的同胞们，我也不是那样的人。但我确实觉得应该尽自己所能去帮助他人，就像别人帮助我一样。 我认为，现在所说的这些正是我信仰中的一部分。即使很难，但为了自己，每个人都应将自己的信念缩减到六百字，并与他所享有的东西作比较——不比拥有的房产、金钱和物品，而是比爱、健康、幸福和欢笑。 我不相信，今生的生活方式会在来世遭到报应。生活与奖赏……生活与惩罚——对我而言，是同一回事。这就是我的信仰，与之紧紧相连的，是我坚信上帝创造并操纵着这个世界，使“任何人都不是一座孤岛……”个人的欺诈会破坏所有人的正直。无论何处的道德沦丧了，都会使全世界的道德变质。我认为，只有诚实与道德才拥有真正的精神价值。 我相信，永远不应嘲笑对构建诚实与道德社会的期望。最理想的梦想往往反复预示着未来。如今，我们觉得困难的、实用的、甚至不可或缺的许多东西，曾经也只是梦想。 所以，我希望这个世界不再是弱肉强食的世界。我不认为自己是多管闲事的人。但我觉得自己有义务去帮助他人，就像他人有义务帮助我一样。 总而言之，“无论做什么，你希望别人如何待你，就要如何对待别人。”这句话涵盖了我的整个生活与信仰。“要想别人如何待你，你也要如何对待别人”暗示着礼尚往来的交易。然而，不做连自己都厌恶的事则是一种对意志力的磨炼，这也会使人际关系有所改善。 希勒尔说：“己所不欲，勿施于人。这就是全部法则。”他总结道：“余下的所有只是对它的阐述。” 










美丽语录

It’s not about what you say; it’s about what you do.

关键不是你说什么，而是你做什么。













Do You Have Your Wallet




你有钱包吗

◎ Laksman Frank









This is a story about a learning experience that had a big effect on the way that I live my life. The teacher in the story did not scream, assign homework, give me tests or even grade me on my work. I was taught by one of the most effective methods of teaching, one that only people with lots of love can do.

“My wallet! Where is it?” were my first words when I found my wallet was missing. I searched my memory for a few good seconds, then realized that I had left my precious wallet at the library. Not only did I leave it at the library, but I had left it in the library’s public restroom! I distinctly remembered seeing it on the shelf as I went to the bathroom.

Because the library was now closed, I had to wait until the next morning to begin my search. When I got there the next day, all I found was a sparkling clean restroom, its counters clean and its floors shiny white. This was the first time I could remember ever hating to see a clean bathroom. As I walked out, I looked at myself in the mirror and shook my head at the forgetful fool in front of me.




Now all I could hope for was that the person who cleaned the restroom had found my wallet. So I politely approached an old lady reading her book at the front desk. I asked her if a wallet had been found in the bathroom yesterday. She didn’t answer me until she found a good place to pull herself away from her book. Then she peered at me from behind the thick black glasses parked on her nose. Letting out a quiet sigh, she slowly struggled out of her comfortable sitting position. She walked through a door and vanishedfor a moment. Then she came back to the desk.

“No.”

That was that. I quickly thanked her and walked off.

I wondered what I would do if I had found a wallet containing sixty dollars, a phone card and many other irreplaceable personal items. Finally, I painfully accepted the fact that my wallet was gone.

A week later, after I had canceled my bank card and reported my license missing, I received a mysterious package in the mail. Sure enough, it was my wallet! And most amazingly, nothing was missing! But something was different about it. There was a little yellow sheet of paper folded up in one of the wallet pockets that had not been there before. I slowly unfolded the paper. Into my hand fell a little copper medallion of Christ. The letter read something like this:




Always keep this medallion with you, no matter what your religion is, so that the angel that was watching over you last week will always be close.

This person didn’t even leave a return address. So I couldn’t thank whoever it was. I felt that this was an act of pure kindness that was extremely rare.

From that day on, I promised myself that whenever I am in a situation where I can help others the way that this person helped me, I will follow this example and make them as happy as I was when I opened that package!












这是一个让我有所收获的故事，它对我的生活方式产生了巨大的影响。在这个故事中，没有老师的厉声尖叫，没有家庭作业，没有考试，甚至没有功课成绩评定。然而，那却是对我来说最有效的教学方法，只有富有爱心的人才能做到。 “我的钱包！在哪儿呢？”当我发现钱包不见了以后，这就是我说的第一句话。我回想了好几秒钟，然后才意识到我把贵重的钱包落在图书馆了，而且是图书馆的公共洗手间！我清楚地记得，我走进洗手间时，还看见它在架子上。 图书馆现在已经闭馆了，我只好等到第二天早晨再去找。第二天一到图书馆，我就看到洗手间里干净整洁，洗手台擦得一尘不染，地板反射出亮光。我仍然记得，那是我第一次讨厌看到洗手间这么干净。我走了出去，看着镜子中的自己，对着面前这个健忘的傻瓜摇了摇头。 现在，我只能寄望于洗手间的清洁工捡到我的钱包了。于是，我向一位坐在前台看书的上了年纪的夫人走去，我表现得很有礼貌。我问她昨天有没有在洗手间捡到了一个钱包。她并没有立即回答我，直到读到一个认为可以中断的地方。接着，她眯着眼睛，从鼻梁上那副厚厚的黑框眼镜后面凝视着我。她轻轻地叹了一口气，缓缓地从舒服的座椅上挣扎下来，走进一个门后不见了。片刻之后，她又回到了前台。 “没有。” 除此之外，她什么都没说。我迅速地向她道谢，然后就走开了。 如果我捡到了一个钱包，里面装着60美元、一张电话卡和许多别人无法使用的私人物品，我也想知道自己会怎么做。我的钱包已经丢了。最终，我不得不痛苦地接受这个事实。 银行卡注销和证件挂失一周后，我收到一个神秘的包裹。我确信，那就是我的钱包！最让人惊讶的是，一样物品也没少！唯一不同的是，我在钱包夹层里发现一张从来没见过的、折叠起来的黄色小纸条。我慢慢地展开纸条，一枚铜质的基督徽章掉落到我手里。纸条上写着： 把这枚徽章永远戴在身上，不管你的宗教信仰是什么。这样，上周守护你的天使将会永远陪伴着你。 这个寄包裹的人甚至没有留下地址。因此，我也不知道应该向谁致谢。我感觉到，这是世界上最珍贵、最纯粹的善良。 从那天起，我向自己发誓，无论何时，只要我能够做到，我都会去帮助别人，就像帮助我的那个人一样。我要把那个人当作榜样，让别人体会到我打开包裹时的那种喜悦！ 











美丽语录

How do you get people to help you? You can’t get there alone. People have to help you and I do believe in karma. I believe in paybacks.

怎么才能让别人向你伸出援手？你不能孤军奋战。有人会来帮你，我相信因果报应。我相信回报。









Everyone Is Important　每个人都重要

◎ Ron Hubbard





On the first day of the new term in a community primary school in Germany, after guiding the pupils to sing songs, the priest stepped down the platform, sat on a seesaw and asked one child to sit on the other side but he fail to raise the priest up; another child sat on the seesaw and he was in vain too; then the third child sat on and the priest’s side was finally raised up. All those present gave warm applausesfor that. The priest said with a solemn look, “Every child is important. Because of him, everything will be different.”




Everyone is very important. A string of beads, when clustered together, are beads; when scattered, they are just lonely prayers, which are so fainted that God cannot hear.

God let us be born and would give everyone a responsibility to take. Some people are flowers while others are leaves; some people are vines while others tendrils; some people are tea while others wine; some people are jades while others stones; some people are like waterfalls while others brooks.

Some people are destined to be a legend while others ordinary; some are destined to be famous while others unknown; some people are destined to possess favorable reputation while others have few visitors and no care for them.

However, everyone is quite important. You may be humble and insignificant but it won’t work without you.

You are punctuations among a pile of arrogant words, though tiny and self-abased, you do play a significant role! You can help them to breathe and adjust their tones. You can either carry them through without stopping just like floating clouds and flowing water or make them rise and fall just like clang.




You are a musical note, breathing as feebly as that of tadpoles but you can dance on the musician’s fingertip. Nobody can see you because you are invisible, but when you get together with your numerous sisters and you will definitely compose gorgeous melodies to amaze the world.

You are a lonely string of knitting wool but people can knit you into a sweater or scarf with charming and tenderness to protect people against the cold in winter.

You are a lonely footprint but the other different footprints shall overlap with you ceaselessly and make a path to happiness.

You are humble but still can do something noble. You can use your tolerance to put out some indignant fire; you can use a simple philanthropic act to lighten those apathetic hearts; you can turn over the Bible to open windows of love for children.

Everyone is quite important, and is justifiable for being born.




From the very moment you were born, you began to share every ray of sunshine in the world and feel grateful for every drop of raindrop in the word, therefore it is imperative for you undertake the responsibility of decorating the world: you are a tree and numerous “you” can grow into a forest; you are a star and numerous “you” can form the Milky Way; you are a piece of brick and numerous “you” can build the mansions; you are a flower and numerous “you” can became a garden; you are a drop of water and numerous “you” can become the ocean.

God also plays the seesaw and looks at the people on the other side, who get on one by one and raise him up gradually.

“Everyone is quite important, and has his own position... ” looking at the people in every corner of the world, God said in relief, with a delighted smile on his exhausted face.





德国一所社区小学开学的第一天，神父带领大家唱歌后，走下讲台坐上跷跷板，请一个孩子坐在另一头，但他没能把神父翘起来；再来一个孩子，也没有用；又来了第三个，终于把神父坐的那一头翘起来了。全场响起了热烈的掌声。神父神情严肃地说：“每个孩子都是重要的。因为，有了他，一切都会不同。” 每个人都很重要。一串念珠，串起来是念珠；散开了，就只是一个个孤独的祷告，微弱得无法让神听到。 上帝让我们降生，便会给每个人一份责任。有些人是花，有些人是叶；有些人是藤，有些人是蔓；有些人是茶，有些人是酒；有些人是玉器，有些人是石头；有些人是瀑布，有些人是小溪。 有些人注定是传奇，有些人注定平淡庸常；有些人注定名声大作，有些人注定默默无声；有些人注定声名显赫，有些人注定无人问津、无人在意。 然而，每个人都很重要。你可以卑微，可以渺小，但缺少了你，一样也不可以。 你是标点，在一大堆傲慢的文字里面，渺小而自卑，但作用却举足轻重！你可以帮助它们呼吸，调节它们的语气。或让它们一气呵成，如行云流水；或让它们抑扬顿挫，如铿锵之音。 你是一个音符，蝌蚪一般呼吸微弱，但却在音乐家的指尖上舞蹈。你是无形的，别人看不到你，但当你和众多姐妹在一起时，就会谱写出最美妙的旋律，让世界惊艳！ 你是一根孤单的毛线，但人们可以将你编织成毛衣或围巾，妩媚而温情，为人们在冬天里御寒。 你是一个寂寞的脚印，但另一些不同的脚印会不停地与你重叠，踩出一条通往幸福的路。 你是谦卑的，但依然可以去做高尚的事。你可以用你的宽容，去熄灭一些愤怒的火；你可以用一个简单的善举，来点燃那些冷漠的心；你可以翻开《圣经》，为孩子们敞开一扇扇爱的窗口，让他们梦想着去做一个帮助他人的天使。 每个人都很重要，诞生便有它的理由。 从诞生的那一刻起，你开始分享世界的每一缕阳光，感恩世界的每一滴雨水，也必然要承担起装扮世界的责任：你是一棵树，众多的“你”便长成了森林；你是一颗星，众多的“你”便聚成了星河；你是一块砖，众多的“你”便砌成了大厦；你是一朵花，众多的“你”便开成了花园；你是一滴水，众多的“你”便汇成了海洋。 上帝也坐上跷跷板，看另一头的人，一个个坐上来，渐渐把他跷起来。 “每个人都很重要，每个人都有属于自己的位置……”望着世界每个角落的人，上帝如释重负地说，疲惫的脸上露出欣慰的笑容。










美丽语录




Don’t let the noise of others’ opinions drowns out your own inner voice, and most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition.

不要让别人的看法淹没了自己心底的声音，最重要的是，要有勇气跟随自己的内心与直觉。









Life Is a Test　生活是一场测试

◎ Ashley Goodale









One of my favorite posters says, “Life is a test. It is only a test. Had this been a real life you would have been instructed where to go and what to do.” Whenever I think of this humorous bit of wisdom, it reminds me not to take my life so seriously.

When you look at life and its many challenges as a test, or series of test, you begin to see each issue you face as an opportunity to grow, a chance to discover more about life. Whether you are being bombarded with problems, responsibilities, even insurmountable difficulties, when look at as a test, you always have a chance to succeed, in the sense of rising above that which is challenging you. If, on the other hand, you see each new issue you face as a serious battle that must be won in order to survive, you’re probably in for a very rocky journey. The only time you are likely to be happy is when everything is working out just right. And we all know how often that happens.




As an experiment, see if you can apply this idea to something you are forced to deal whit. Perhaps you have much pressure from your parents or you have a demanding boss. See if you can redefine the issue, you face from being a “problem” to being a test. Rather than struggling with your issue see if there is something you can learn from it. Ask yourself, “Why is this an issue, in my life? What would it mean and what would be involved to rise above it? Could I possibly look at this issue any differently? Can I see it as a test of some kind?

If you give this strategy a try you may be surprised at your changed responses. It will become far more acceptable to you to accept thing as they are.








我喜欢的一张海报上说：“生活是个测试。仅仅是个测试。如果你能直面人生，你便早会被告知何去何从。”每当我想起这颇有点幽默的人生哲理，它便提醒我不要把生活看得那么严肃。 当你把生活和它的许多挑战看成一个测试，或一系列测试，你便会将你面对的每一问题看作一次成长的机会，看作一次更深刻地发现生活的机会。不管你是否深陷种种问题、责任，甚至是不可逾越的障碍的围攻，当你将这一切看作测试，你总有机会获胜——就是说你能超越挑战。但另一方面，如果你视你面临的每一个新问题为一场严肃的、为了生存必须赢得的战斗，那你恐怕就踏上了一个十分艰辛的旅程。你唯一的快乐时光便是一切都尽如人意。但我们都知道，一切尽如人意的概率是多么低。 作为试验，看看你能否把这一观念应用到你必须处理的某件事情中。也许你感觉有来自父母的很大压力，或者你有一位十分严苛的老板。看看你能否将你面临的“问题”重新定义为“测试”。与其和你的问题搏斗，不如看看你能从中学到点什么。问问自己：“为什么这成了我生活中的一个问题？它意味着什么，超越它我需要做些什么？我能否换个角度看看这问题？我能否视之为某种测试？” 如果你尝试用一下这个策略，你会惊奇地发现你对它的反应全变了。它将使你学会按照事情的本来面目接受它们。 








美丽语录

The God only arranges a happy ending. If it is not happy, it means that it is not the final result.

上天只会安排快乐的结局。如果不快乐，说明还不是最后结局。













Minnesota Dreamer　明尼苏达州的梦想家

◎ San Martin









Even if I did not have a dream, I always had a plan. In college, I learned to be responsible and organized and to set goals that I could attain. Then everything changed. I will never forget my final week from college last year. Days away from graduation and miles away from home, I was diagnosed with a brain tumor. I left the hospital alone, in devastation. Unsure of what my future would hold, I shed countless tears. Life suddenly became an unforeseeable thing, and I could not know what to do. Although close friends eased the pain, I could not hide from them my fear of facing death. Somehow, I managed to complete the exams in spite of my jangled nerves.




I began to feel different from everyone else, since my friends were graduating, celebrating, and eager to move on to new chapters in their lives. But I could not join them and celebrate with them. I especially found it interesting to see how others around me dealt with my news. Some acted suddenly distant for lack of words, some dramatized the whole thing, and some acted perfectly normal, which felt the most comfortable for me.

Within days, I had packed up all of my college belongings and headed home with my family ready to face this unexpected hurdle. I immediately turned to my best friend from high school. She had gone through cancer in our senior year, and because of watching her courageously overcome so many obstacles four years before, I knew she could give me the fuel I needed for my own battle.




As my surgery date to remove the tumor got closer, I was experiencing intense physical pain. Part of me wanted it over with and the other part of me was coming unglued. The wall of strength I had built was crumbling. I was so angry that I had to go through this when all those around me were going on with their lives. I spent a lot of time asking, why me?

But something wonderful started happening in the midst of all this. I began to see all the beauty around me in a wholly new way. The smallest things that I neglected before started to catch my eyes. I noticed how colorful and serene a sunset could be when you took time to enjoy it. Blades of grass cascading along hillsides looked a brighter shade of green. A small child’s laughter became an instant remedy for a bad day.

Miraculously, I woke up from surgery grateful to be alive and well. Words cannot describe the happiness I felt at that special moment—to be given a second chance. My recovery was a long process as I learned to walk again and so simple tasks. I remember when I went home and studied my bald head for the first time. It shouldn’t have surprised me, but it did! Ironically, a month before I knew I had a tumor, I cut my long hair short and donated it to the American Cancer Society. I discovered there is a huge difference between short and bald!




Life can sure throw a good curve ball when you least expect it. Yet I have had this new start, and I am enjoying every minute of it. I used to hear people say you should dream the unimaginable, and I always preferred to plan instead. Now, dreaming big and following my heart’s desire without knowing how it will end up is the only thing I have time to do.













我一直都有计划，即使是在我一个梦想都没有的时候。在大学期间，我学会了做人要有责任感，做事要有条理性，要树立切实可行的目标。从那以后，一切都发生了变化。去年，大学毕业前的一周是我终生难忘的日子。毕业前几天，我在离家很远的地方被诊断出患有脑瘤。我陷入了绝望，独自从医院里跑了出来。我不知道未来会是什么样子，泪水止不住地掉下来。生活突然间变得无法预测，我感到茫然。虽然好友的安慰减轻了我的痛苦，然而，我无法在他们面前掩饰对死亡的恐惧。尽管烦乱至极，不知道为什么，我还是完成了考试。 我的朋友们都在忙着毕业、庆祝，急切地迈向新的生活，我却无法加入他们，不能和他们一起庆祝，我逐渐发现自己变得与众不同了。我饶有兴趣地观察身边的人对我生病消息的反应。一些人因为不知道跟我说些什么而远离我；一些人的反应极具戏剧性；还有一些人好像什么都没有发生过，当我面对这些人时，却感到十分自在。 几天后，我收拾好学校里的所有行李，回家与家人一起面对这意想不到的不幸。到家后，我马上去找高中时代最好的朋友。她在高三那年患了癌症，四年前，我曾亲眼目睹她勇敢地克服了所有磨难，我知道，她能够给我与疾病作战的勇气。 离肿瘤切除手术的日子越来越近时，剧烈的病痛折磨着我的身体。我一边想随它去，一边又感到极度烦乱。我所建立起来的精神支柱濒临崩溃的边缘。身边的其他人都健康地活着，而我却要遭受病痛的折磨，我变得非常愤怒。很多时候我都在问自己：为什么会是我？ 就在这时，一些令人惊奇的事情发生了。这使我开始以全新的眼光看待周围所有美好的事物。我开始关注那些极其微小的事情，曾经，我忽略了它们的存在。我注意到，花一点时间去享受落日，你就会发现那是多么的缤纷和平静；从山腰飘落下来的绿色草片，看起来是那么鲜亮；只要听听小孩子的笑声，一整天糟糕的煎熬马上就会消失得无影无踪。 我从手术中醒来后，感激自己健康地活了下来，这真是不可思议。我获得了第二次生命，那一刻我的心中充满了无以言表的幸福感。我要重新学习走路，做一些简单的任务，我的身体完全恢复是一个漫长的过程。记得，在回到家里后，我第一次仔细地看自己光秃秃的脑袋，这令我惊讶，其实，我本不该如此。具有讽刺意味的是，在我被诊断为患有脑瘤的一个月之前，我刚把头发剪短捐给了美国癌症学会。我发现，短发和光头简直有着天壤之别！ 生活会在你意想不到的时候捉弄你，这是必然的。既然我有了这个新的开始，我就要享受生命的每一分钟。过去我常听人们说，你要去梦想那些不可能的事情，而我却总是宁愿按部就班。现在，心怀梦想，跟着内心的渴望向前走，而不必考虑结果如何，成了余下的时间里我要做的唯一一件事。












美丽语录

You are braver than you believe, stronger than you seem, and smarter than you think.

你比你想象中更勇敢，比你看起来更强大，也比你以为的更聪明。









We Are on a Journey　人在旅途

◎ Henry Van Dyke









Wherever you are, and whoever you may be, there is one thing in which you and I are just alike, at this moment, and in all the moments of our existence. We are not at rest; we are on a journey. Our life is not a mere fact; it is a movement, a tendency, a steady, ceaseless progress towards an unseen goal.




We are gaining something, or losing something, every day. Even when our position and our character seem to remain precisely the same, they are changing. For the mere advance of time is a change. It is not the same thing to have a bare field in January and in July. The season makes the difference. The limitations that are childlike in the child are childish in the man. Everything that we do is a step in one direction or another. Even the failure to do something is in itself a deed. It sets us forward or backward. The action of the negative pole of a magnetic needle is just as real as the action of the positive pole. To decline is to accept—the other alternative.

Are you nearer to your port today than you were yesterday? Yes, —you must be a little nearer to some port or other; for since your ship was first launched upon the sea of life you have never been still for a single moment; the sea is too deep, you could not find an anchorage if you would; there can be no pause until you come into port.
















无论你身在何处，无论你是谁，此时此刻，有一件事对你我而言都是相同的，而且只要我们活着，这个共同点就存在。那就是，我们并非停留不前，而是人在旅途。我们的生命不仅仅是一个纯粹的事件，而是一种运动，一种趋势，是向一个看不见的目标不断奋进。 每天，我们都有所得，也有所失。即便我们的位置和角色看似与原来无异，但实际上也在时时变化。因为时间的推移本身就是一种变化。对于同一片荒地来说，在一月和七月是截然不同的，季节造成了这种差异。能力的局限在孩子身上被视为天真烂漫，而在大人身上则是幼稚的表现。我们所做的一切都是朝着某个方向迈进了一步。即使是失败本身，也是有所得的。失败可以催人奋进，也可以让人一蹶不振。磁针负极的作用与正极的作用都是一样真实的。拒绝也是一种接受——不过是另一种选择罢了。 你今天比昨天更接近你的港口了吗？是的，你肯定离某个港口更近了；因为自从你的航船从生命之海上启航的那一刻起，你没有哪一刻是静止的。大海如此深邃，即便你想停泊，也找不到地方；只有当你驶入自己的港口，你才能停止下来。 








美丽语录

We’d better struggle for the future rather than regret for the past.

与其后悔过去，不如奋斗将来。













阅读小课堂

Which Group Do You Belong to　80、90后的你属于哪一族









啃老族 the NEET group

“啃老族”又称尼特族，NEET的全称是（Not currently engaged in Employment, Education or Training），最早使用于英国，之后渐渐也在其他国家出现；它是指不升学、不就业，终日无所事事、有劳动力但仍依靠父母供养的一群年轻人。

闪居族 flash cohabitants

“闪居”即“闪电同居”的意思。在英语中，已经有一个词cohabit表示“同居”的意思，那么“同居族”即为cohabiters，而“闪居族”就可译为lightening cohabiters。




穷忙族 the working poor

“穷忙族”来自英文单词working poor，原意是指那些薪水不多，整日奔波劳动，却始终无法摆脱“贫困”状态的人。但是随着“穷忙族”队伍逐渐壮大，这个定义又发展成一种即使每天努力工作，但在日益增长的消费状况下依旧没有积蓄、无力置产，既忙又穷的工作穷人。

走班族 walking commuters

“走班族”是指为了锻炼身体而放弃交通工具，自愿步行上下班的人。在英语中，commuters本来是指那些乘车上下班的人，但“走班”一词却无直接的相应词汇。按照“走班族”所含的含义，该词译为walking commuters。

慢活族 slow walkers

“慢活族”是指追求慢节奏生活的人，其准确译文应该是persons with slow-pace life，但这种译法却使译文失去了词汇术语的特点。所以我们以象征的手法将该词译为slow walker（行走步伐缓慢的人）。

飞鱼族 the flying fish

“飞鱼族”指的是在国内已取得不俗成绩，但毅然放下一切，到国外名校求学的特殊中国群体。因其特定意义在英语中并未有现成的对应词汇，故将其直译为the flying fish。“飞鱼族”源自禹风的一部小说《巴黎飞鱼》，既比喻跃出自己所熟悉的本国行业，试图在欧美天空飞翔的这一冒险举动，又比喻“本身是鱼，却一心想飞”的心态。




酷抠族 cool carls

“酷抠族”指的是高学历、高收入却追求简朴生活方式的社会族群。该词的涵义并非是说他们对于金钱和待人处事真正意义上的“抠门”，所以不宜将其直译为cool miser，而译为cool carl。这样，既有“酷”（cool）的超逸，也有凡人（carl）的简约，而且读音也与“酷抠”相近。

月光族 moonlight clan

“月光族”指将每月赚的钱都花光的人，一般都是年轻一代，随意性的开支是月光族产生的根源。与此同时，该词也用来形容赚钱不多，每月收入仅可以维持每月基本开销的一类人。这个词是一个中性词，没有绝对的褒贬意之分。

闪婚族 flash marriage group

“闪婚”是指两人在短暂的相识后，未经过长时间的交往和相互了解而确立婚姻关系的一种快速婚姻形式。对于“闪婚族”而言，即用最快的速度来完成从恋爱、产生爱情到结婚的漫长过程，媒体描述他们为“几秒钟可以爱上一个人，几分钟就能谈完一场恋爱，数小时内可以决定终身大事，一周便能踏上红地毯。”




波波族 BoBos

波波，译自BoBo，指的是那些高学历、收入丰厚、追求生活享受、崇尚自由解放、积极进取的具有较强独立意识的一类人。BoBos一词源于一本名为《BoBos in Paradise》（《天堂中的布波族》）的书，由Bourgeois和Bohemian两词合并而成。BoBo人视自己为一种格调生活的象征。













Chapter 3　一起走过的日子









Friend is someone who can see the truth and pain in you even when you are fooling everyone else.

真正的朋友就是，当你蒙蔽了所有人的眼睛，也能看穿你真实的样子和心底的痛楚。












Compassion Is in the Eyes　眼里的同情

◎ Ki. Athelene









It was bitter cold evening in northern Virginia many years ago. The old man’s beard was glazed by winter’s frost while he waited for a ride across the river. The wait seemed endless. His body became numb and stiff from the frigid north wind.

He heard the faint, steady rhythm of approaching hooves galloping along the frozen path. Anxiously, he watched as several horsemen rounded the bend. He let the first one passed by without any effort to get his attention, then another passed by, and another. Finally, the last rider neared the spot where the old man sat like a snow statue. As this one draw near, the old man caught the rider’s eye and said, “Sir, would you mind giving an old man a ride to the other side? There doesn’t appear to be a passage way by foot.”




Reining his horse, the rider replied, “Sure thing. Hop aboard.” Seeing the old man was unable to lift his half-frozen body from the ground, the horseman dismounted and helped the old man onto the horse. The horseman took the old man not just across the river, but to his destination, which was just a few miles away.

As they neared the tiny but cozy cottage, the horseman’s curiosity caused him to inquire, “Sir, I notice you let several other riders pass by without making an effort to secure a ride. Then I came up and you immediately asked me for a ride. I am curious why, on such a bitter night, you would wait and ask the last rider. What if I had refused and left you here?”

The old man lowered himself slowly down from the horse, looked the rider straight in the eyes, and replied, “I have been around these here parts for some time. I reckon I know people pretty good.” The old-timer continued, “I looked into the eyes of the other riders and immediately saw there was no concern for my situation. It would have been useless even to ask them for a ride. But when I looked into your eyes, that your gentle spirit would welcome the opportunity to give me assistance in my time of need.”




Those heart-warming comments touched the horseman deeply. “I’m so grateful for what you have said,” he told the old man. “May I never get too busy in my own affairs that I fail to respond to the needs of others with kindness and compassion.”

With that, Thomas Jefferson turned his horse around and made his way back to the White House.









很多年以前，在弗吉尼亚北部的一个严寒的夜晚，一位老人站在河边等待有人可以带他过河，他的胡子都被冬霜染白了。等待似乎没有尽头。他的身体在寒冷的北风中冻得僵直麻木。 他听到冰冻的路面上传来渐渐接近的马蹄声，遥远而又平稳。他焦急地张望着几个骑马的人转过路弯。第一个人过来，他丝毫没有叫他，接着又来一个，再一个。最后，最后一个骑马的人过来，老人已经像一个雪人了。这个人越走越近，老人的目光与他相接了，老人说：“先生，你介意搭我这个老头过河吗？似乎这里没有能走过去的地方。” 骑手停下了马儿，回答道：“当然。上马吧。”看到老人无法挪动他已被冻僵的身体，骑手跳下来，把老人扶上马。他不仅把老人送过了河，还把老人带到了仅仅几英里远的目的地。 当他们快要到达老人很小却温馨的房舍时，骑马人终于好奇地问道：“先生，我注意到你让好几个骑马的人过去了，却不叫他们搭你一程。然后我过来了，你马上就问我可否。我很奇怪，在这样一个寒冷的夜晚，你为什么要等到最后一个人才问呢？如果我拒绝了你，留你一个人在这里怎么办？” 老人慢慢下马，直望着骑马人的眼睛，说道：“我已经在那儿等了一阵子。我相信自己看人很准。”老人继续说，“我看那些人的眼睛，他们没有流露出关心我的处境。这样即便问他们也是徒劳的。但当我看你的眼睛时，有很明显的善意和同情。我知道你本性善良，会因为我的需要而给我帮助。” 这些热情洋溢的话深深打动了骑马人。“我很感激你说的一切，”他对老人说，“我希望今后，不能因为繁忙的工作而无视对他人的怜悯和善心。” 说完后，托马斯·杰弗逊调转马头，向白宫方向骑去。 








美丽语录




I’ll take an earnest person over a hip person every day, because hip is short term. Earnest is long term.

我会帮助一个真诚的人，而不会帮助一个时髦的人。因为时髦是短暂的，惟真诚永恒。









People Come into Your Life　你生活中的人们

◎ Alvin C. Romer









People come into your life for a reason, a season, or a lifetime. When you figure out which it is, you know exactly what to do.

When someone is in your life for a reason, it is usually to meet a need you have expressed outwardly or inwardly. They have come to assist you through a difficulty, to provide you with guidance and support, to aid you physically, emotionally, or spiritually. They may seem like a godsend, and they are. They are there for the reason you need them to be. Then, without any wrong-doing on your part or at an inconvenient time, this person will say or do something to bring the relationship to an end.




Sometimes they die.

Sometimes they walk away.

Sometimes they act up or out and force you to take a stand.

What we must realize is that our need has been met, our desire fulfilled; their work is done. The prayer you sent up has been answered and it is now time to move on.

When people come into your life for a season, it is because your turn has come to share, grow, or learn. They may bring you an experience of peace or make you laugh. They may teach you something you have never done. They usually give you an unbelievable amount of joy. Believe it! It is real! But, only for a season.

Lifetime relationships teach you lifetime lessons; those things you must build upon in order to have a solid emotional foundation. Your job is to accept the lesson, love the person (any way); and put what you have learned to use in all other relationships and areas of your life. It is said that love is blind but friendship is clairvoyant.












人们走进你的生活，或者是为了一个原因，或者他们只停留一段时期，或者他们永远与你相随。一旦明晓其中究竟，你就知道该如何面对他们了。 当有的人因为某个原因出现在你的生活中，通常他们填补了你内在或外在流露出来的需要：帮你渡过难关，指点和支持你，切实地在身体上、情感上、精神上帮助你。他们有若上天所赐，确实如此。他们出现是因为你需要他们。然后，在一个你无可引咎或不便的时候，这人说了什么或者做了什么令你们终止了友谊。 有时候他们离开人世。 有时候他们离你而去。 有时候他们冒出歪理而逼得你要奋起反抗。 我们必需认识到，自己的需要已经满足了，愿望已经实现了，他们的工作也就完成了。你的祈祷得到了回应，接着的是要继续前行。 有的人在你的生活中只会停留一段时期，那是因为你到了这样的一个时候：成长、学习，并和别人一起分享你的世界。他们让你体会平和，也让你欢笑。他们可能也教会你做一些从没做过的事情。他们常能给你带来无数欢乐。相信这一点！这是真的！可这，只能维持一段时间。 持续一生的情谊将令你终生受益；一点一滴地努力吧，建造一个坚不可摧的感情基础。你要做的只是去接受经验，无论如何对一生相随的人付出关爱，并将你所学到应用到生命中的其他关系和方方面面中。爱情令人盲目，而友谊能让人醍醐灌顶，据说如此。 








美丽语录

It is not easy to meet each other in such a big world.

世界这么大，能遇见，不容易。













The Grass Is Always Green Right Under Your Feet　脚下的草地才是最绿的

◎ Sherri









Have you ever thought life would be better anywhere other than where you are right now? Maybe some of your thoughts go something like this:




Life will be better once I’m out of debt.

I can’t wait until I’m retired because then I can do what I want when I want.

If only I lived somewhere warm I could exercise all year round and I would be so fit.

If I could just lose 10 pounds I know I would feel better.

Truth is some of your problems may go away once you have met all of your “if only’s” and “better when’s” but it won’t make the perfect life that fairy tales are made of. New problems will arise and you'll likely find yourself wishing for this “perfect” life to be different still. We can only imagine that the grass will be greener on the other side because it’s only when we live it do we actually see it for what it really is.

Whatever ideal you have in mind about an alternate lifestyle, location, financial situation etc ... rest assured that each one will be met with its own unique set of problems.

So what can you do about this? Choose to be content with what you already have.




Look around you and be truly grateful for all that you see. Realize that there are people less fortunate than you and right now, rightly or wrongly, they are wishing for your exact lifestyle. Think back to 2 years ago, what were you wishing for then? Where did you want to be? Odds are you were largely wishing to be right where you are now. Life happens so gradually that you tend to lose all perspective of achievements, growth and progress.

It’s great to dream big. But those dreams should not cloud the greatness you have in front of you right now. Consider the truth in the grass being the greenest right under your feet.









你曾否有过这样的想法——无论如何，别处的生活都比此处的更好？或许你是这样想的： 一旦还清债务，生活就会更好。 我急不可耐地想要退休，那时就可以随时做我想做的事了。 如果能生活在一个温暖的地方，我就可以一年四季坚持锻炼，我会更健康。 如果我可以减掉10磅的体重，我会感觉更好。 问题在于许多问题会在你实现所有“如果”和“会更好”之后得到解决，但那绝对不是童话故事中制造的完美生活。新的问题又会出现，你仍会发现自己希望对“完美”生活加以改变。我们只能想象别处的草地比此处的更绿，因为，只有当我们生活在此处时，我们才能看到它的真面目。 只有当心目中不同的生活方式、居住地、财务状况等都体验过后，才会确信每种生活都会遇到专属于它的独特问题。 那你该怎么应对呢？试着满意你已有的生活。 环视周围，真诚地感激你看到的一切。认识到周围还有比你不幸的人，他们正在或对或错地追逐你当下的生活方式。回想两年前，那时你的愿望是什么？你想去哪儿？很可能那时你期盼的就是现在的自己。生活常常会使你逐渐遗失所有对目标的憧憬、成长和进步。 敢于梦想固然好。但这些梦想不应该遮蔽自己现在的成就。要知道，现在你脚下的草才是最绿的。 








美丽语录

Don’t forget what to do and where to go you have promised yourself no matter how difficult and hard it will be.




别忘了答应自己要做的事情，别忘了答应自己要去的地方，无论有多难，有多远。









The Old Man and the Rose　老人与玫瑰

◎ Heino Molls









During the mid 1950s when I was a kid, my dad worked in a furniture shop at Spadina and Queen in downtown Toronto. Sometimes, I got to go to the shop with him and I made a bit of pocket change running to the restaurant and getting coffee for everybody. I would pass the rest of the day away just hanging around the store, not doing much of anything and not paying much attention to all the hustle and bustle of people and things that were all around me.

One day, as my dad and I were driving to the shop, I looked out the passenger window of the car and I saw an old man standing at the street corner. For some reason, our eyes met and held for about twenty seconds as we went by the corner. There was nothing fearful about this man but it was a significant encounter for me. Up to that point in my life, I had given no thought to anyone I saw on the street, in stores or anywhere else. My life was my family and my friends on the block and that was it. I had no interest in anyone beyond that circle.




But I was intrigued by that old man. For the first time I had an empathy and an interest in what that person was all about. What kind of life had he lived? Where had he been in his time? How had he come to this corner just at the moment I was going by?

Over the years I had long forgotten about this old man, but he came to mind for me recently and I remembered those twenty seconds or so that I looked into the eyes of a stranger and wondered what he was all about.

It seems we are all so busy these days. There are so many details, so many calls to make and so many things to look after that we barely have time for sincere and genuine interest in others.

We are inundated by warnings from great thinkers in our society encouraging us to “stop and smell the roses”. But I’m afraid it has taken me decades to really appreciate the wisdom of these words.




If I ever have the opportunity to speak to a young person today, I do my best to convey this message. But unfortunately, young people are too busy to heed good advice. Much like I was so many years ago. Youth indeed is so often wasted on the young.

If I had the chance, I would tell young people to stop what they are doing and look around. I would tell them to try as hard as they could to fully understand what is right in their line of sight, what is in the range of their hearing at the moment, what is in their immediate reach and grasp.

I would like so much to tell people, especially young people, that if you are thoughtless and indifferent to others on your road in life, then you are missing life itself. Do not be intrusive or tactless, for heaven’s sake, but take a moment and ask someone, how did you come here or how did you get into this business?




No matter what that person tells you, their answer will make you richer. You can grow emotionally, you can excel as a person and you can be wealthy by every measure if you just appreciate the gifts that people and life all around you are ready to give right at this moment just by their simple presence.

We should appreciate that great symphonies were written from only seven simple notes that God gave the entire universe. We should know that great works of art are measured by the emotions they evoke, not just how they look next to the plant stand.

We should never forget that heartache cannot be cured but can be eased by someone willing to give genuine sympathy. The true greatness of joy can only be known when it is shared with others.

Recently, I attended a trade show at the convention centre in downtown Toronto. During the lunch break I went to a book sale along the trendy Queen West area. I was thinking about returning to the show or carrying on my walk when I realized I was standing at the corner of Spadina and Queen. At that moment a car went by and I caught the eye of a young boy looking at me from the passenger window. We looked at each other for about twenty seconds before the car disappeared around the corner. I wondered if that boy was thinking about what sort of person I was.




And I realized that I was now an old man. Like the man I saw so many years ago.

I wondered if 50 years had just simply flashed by or whether that boy and I had just simply changed places in the span of 20 seconds.

Before I returned to the trade show, I stopped at a florist. I bought a rose and put it in the lapel of my jacket. For some reason, I felt it was the most important thing I would do for the rest of the day.





20世纪50年代中期的时候，我还只是个孩子，爸爸在多伦多市区司帕蒂娜街与皇后街交汇处的一家家具店工作。有时我会跟他上店里去，还帮大家跑餐馆、买咖啡，从而挣点零用钱。余下的时间我会在家具店的附近转悠，无所事事，也不太在意周围纷繁嘈杂的各种人和事。 一天，爸爸和我开车到店里去的时候，我透过乘客座旁的车窗，看见那个街角处站着一位老人。出于某种原因，当车子拐过街角时，我们四目相对了，并且持续了大约20秒钟。这个老人没有什么令人害怕的地方，但这次相遇对我而言意义重大。在人生的那个结点之前，我从未留意过任何一个我在街上、在商店里或在其他地方看见的人。我的生活就只有我的家人和同个街区的朋友，仅此而已。我对那个生活圈以外的任何人都不感兴趣。 然而，我却对那个老人感兴趣。我第一次用了心思，对那个人的一切感到好奇。他的生活曾经是怎样的呢？他这辈子去过哪些地方呢？就在我要经过的那一刻，他是怎样来到这个街角的呢？ 许多年来，我早就忘记了这位老人，可最近他又出现在我的脑海里，我记起了那20秒钟四目相对的瞬间，当时我看着一个陌生人的眼睛，想要知道关于他的一切。 如今，我们似乎都太忙了。我们总有那么多的琐事要操心，那么多的电话要打，那么多的事情要料理，几乎没有时间再对别人产生真挚的关心。 我们经常得到社会上那些伟大思想家的告诫，他们敦促我们“停下手中的活，去闻闻玫瑰花的香味”。但是，我恐怕花了几十年的时间才真正读懂这句话所蕴含的智慧。 如今，如果我有机会和年轻人交谈，我就会尽力传达这个意思。可遗憾的是，年轻人都太忙了，无暇留意金玉良言，这很像多年前的我。诚然，青春往往就是在年轻的时候被白白浪费掉了. 如果有机会，我会告诉年轻人放下手中的活，看看四周。我会告诉他们尽可能努力地去弄明白，他们视线所及看到的究竟是什么，那一刻在他们听觉范围内传入耳朵的是什么，他们眼下够得着又抓得住的是什么。 我很乐意告诉人们，特别是年轻人，如果你在人生路上对他人漠不关心、冷漠相待，那么，与你擦肩而过的就是生活本身。看在老天的份上，不要干涉别人的私事或者说不得体的话，但你可以花上一些时间问问某个人，他是怎么来到这里的或者他是怎么踏入这一行。 无论那个人告诉你什么，他们的回答都将使你更加富有。只要你能重视你周围的人和生活赐予的权力，你就能在情感上变得成熟，你就能成为一个优秀的人，你就能在每个方面都很富有。 我们应该明白：伟大的交响乐是用上帝赐予全世界的7个简单音符谱写而成的。我们应该懂得：伟大的艺术品是由它们自身所唤起的情感来衡量的，而不只是由它们在园艺架旁的外观所决定的。 我们必须永远记得：心痛无药可治，却会因为某个人自愿给予真心的同情而减轻。与人分享的喜悦才是最伟大的喜悦。 最近，我参加了在多伦多市区会展中心举办的交易会。午餐休息的时候，我去了一个书市，就在时尚新潮的皇后西街那儿。我正在犹豫着是回到交易会还是继续向前走，这时我意识到自己就站在司帕蒂娜街与皇后街相交的街角上。正在这时，一辆小汽车从我面前驶过，我与一个从乘客座车窗朝外看的小男孩四目交汇。我们彼此打量了大约20秒钟，然后汽车转过街角消失了。我不知道那个男孩是否在想我是个什么样的人。 我意识到自己如今已是老人，就像多年以前我见到的那个人一样。 我迷惑了，难道50年就这样转瞬即逝了？还是我和那个男孩在20秒的时间里互换了位置？ 在回交易会的路上，我走进一家花店，买了一朵玫瑰别在夹克的翻领上。出于某种原因，我觉得这是那天余下的时光里我要做的最重要的事。 












美丽语录

For every minute you are angry with someone, you lose 60 seconds of happiness that you can never get back.

对别人生气1分钟，就失去了自己人生中60秒无可挽回的快乐。












A Grandfather's Touch　感受异国的阳光

◎ Tom Brown









What day is it today? Is it Tuesday or Thursday? This thought raced through her mind as she sat back with her students going over the lesson that never seemed to end. Didn’t I just do this yesterday? Or was it a year ago? Hell, everything seemed to jumble together anymore. “Miss Smith, can I go to the bathroom?”Jorge asked, as he proceeded to jump from one foot to another, holding himself. How many times have I heard this? She wondered as she abruptly said, “Yes” and watched as he raced out of the room.

Sitting at the table she gazed at her students while thinking of what she would do after work. Maybe I’ll go to the gym or stop at the market for something to eat tonight. Mechanically she continued with her lesson on the short letter “a” with her students. “The letter ‘a’ makes what sound?” “A, a, a...” the students sang together going through the empty motions. The clock dragged away the minutes teasing her with the tediousness of the day.




Won’t it end? She thought as the phone rang out its morse code for her room. Sighing she stood up and walked through the maze of students desks to get to the phone. Picking up the receiver the other voice seemed a hundred miles away. Oh, how I wish I were anywhere but here. Her mind wandered to the hot exotic beach of Cabo, Mexico, where she had spent her last summer break. She still remembered the cool breezes that caressed her skin as she lay on the gritty sand.

“Miss Smith, did you hear me?” the secretary annoyingly asked her. “Oh, sorry. What did you say?” “Can you send Carla to the office?” the secretary impatiently asked. “Oh, course.” she replied as she hung up the phone. She turned from the phone and yelled out Carla’s name. Carla, who was one of the many who always seemed so needy that were in her class this year. Carla looked up from her desk, her hair hanging like a matted displaced doll. Her face was lined with dirt that gave her the appearance of one of those munchkins from the Wizard of Oz. “You need to go to the office.” She said while Carla slowly rose from her desk. “Why do I have to go?” whined Carla. “It’s between you and the office—just go up.” She hastily turned her back as Carla walked out of the room. Like having free school uniforms is the answer. It would be nice if just once someone called saying something nice or thanking me for all the endless crap I have to deal with. With a sigh she walked back to her other students who were clustered at the back table patiently waiting her return.




The rest of the afternoon blurred into one long endless repetition. Finally the bell rang as a relief. As she led her students out the door they walked behind her as baby chicks returning to their fold. She noticed that their mother hens clucked to them behind the iron gate. As she proceeded to walk down the corridor, the air, which rose with the musical tingle of Spanish coloring everything that touched it, greeted her. She watched with a touch of envy as the children left her to return to those homes that probably were filled with laughter and warmth while she would once again return to the same endless march of boredom.




“Senora, un momento por favor?” she turned her head and noticed the small shriveled man, his brown face lined with a map to places only he knew. “Thanks for helping my grandson Julio to read.” the gentleman said in his faltering broken English. She immediately thought of Julio, who once as unreachable as a hardened walnut, slowly cracked opened to reveal the eager child inside. She thought of the inner struggle Julio must have had as he tried to make sense of the foreign letters and the sudden joy when he had unbroken the mysterious code. Was the grandfather the same? She looked up at this elderly gentleman, probably his grandfather, and quickly recognized the sameness of the two. “Gracias Senora” a weathered hand came out and firmly grasped hers with warmth that radiated from his soul to hers. Just as abruptly he removed his hand and left her. As he walked away she thought of that exotic sun and realized maybe it was closer to her than she thought.








今天周几，周二还是周四？她一直带着学生们进行那似乎永无休止的复习。这件事我好像昨天刚刚做过？或者去年做过？烦死了，怎么都赶到一块儿了。“史密斯小姐，我可以去下洗手间吗？”正要迈腿跑出去的乔治，停下来问道。我是第几次听到这样的话了？她想着，随口答道，“好。”然后她看着他跑出了教室。 她坐在桌旁凝视着学生们，脑子却不停地在想下班后该做些什么。我今晚该去健身房或是经过市场时买点儿吃的。她机械地继续上她的课，给学生讲字母“a”。“‘a’怎么读？”“a，a，a……”学生们异口同声干巴巴地读着。时间一分一秒地过去，似乎在嘲笑她这乏味的一天。 该下课了吧？正想着，教室的电话响了。她叹了一口气，站起来，走过学生迷宫一样的课桌去接电话。话筒那端的声音似乎传自百里之外。哦，我多希望我现在不在这里啊。她的思绪飞到了异国情调浓郁的墨西哥卡波海滩，去年她在那儿度过了愉快的暑假。她慵懒地躺在沙滩上，阵阵微风轻吻她的肌肤，那种惬意的感觉，至今记忆犹新。 “史密斯小姐，你在听我讲话吗？”秘书不耐烦地问道。“哦，抱歉。刚才你说什么了？”“麻烦你让卡拉来我办公室一趟。”秘书更加不耐烦地说。“哦，当然可以。”说着，她挂断了电话。她转过身来叫卡拉的名字。卡拉是这个班上本年众多的贫困生之一。卡拉抬起头，松散的头发像一蓬乱草，满脸污垢，活像《绿野仙踪》里的一个稻草人。“你到办公室去一趟。”她对慢慢抬起头的卡拉说道。“为什么让我去？”卡拉嘀咕道。“让你去你就去——快去吧！”卡拉出去了，她匆忙地转回身。卡拉看样子是去领免费校服的。如果有人打电话来说些好话，或是对我做的这些令人讨厌的工作表示感谢，那该多好。她叹了口气，走回去，学生们都聚在后面的桌边耐心地等着她。 这极其单调的工作重复了一下午。最后，解放的铃声终于响了。她带着学生走出教室，就像母鸡带着鸡崽儿回窝似的。她看到学生的妈妈们都在铁门外热切地期待着。当她路过走廊时，满载西班牙音乐气息的空气迎面扑来。她欣慰地看着孩子们离开，也许是回到充满欢声笑语的家，而自己却不得不再次回到那无尽的单调乏味中。 “夫人，您好，可以打扰您几分钟吗？”她转过头来，一个窘迫的小个子男子出现在她面前，他那棕色的面庞布满皱纹。“谢谢您教我孙子胡里奥读书。”他用蹩脚的英语说道。她马上想起了胡里奥，外表看起来就像一个坚硬的核桃那么不易接近，后来渐渐地敞开了他充满渴盼的内心世界。她想胡里奥一定在暗下决心努力学好外语，并为自己能破解这神奇的密码而欢欣鼓舞。这位祖父也一样吗？她抬头看了看这位老人，也许是祖父，很快便找到了两人的共同之处。“谢谢您，夫人！”一只饱经沧桑的手，紧紧握住她的手，他的热情深深地感染了她。很快，他把手缩了回去，走开了。当他离开时，她想到了异国的阳光，而且也意识到，异国的阳光其实就近在咫尺。 










美丽语录

If you would be loved, love and be lovable.

想要别人爱你的话，就要去爱别人，做一个可爱的人。









Chain of Love　爱的锁链

◎ Steve Goodier












“How do you account for your remarkable accomplishment in life?” Queen Victoria of England asked Helen Keller. “How do you explain the fact that even though you were both blind and deaf, you were able to accomplish so much?”

Ms. Keller’s answer is a tribute to her dedicated teacher. “If it had not been for Anne Sullivan, the name of Helen Keller would have remained unknown.”

According to speaker Zig Ziglar, “Little Annie” Sullivan, as she was called when she was young, was no stranger to hardship. She was almost sightless herself (due to a childhood fever) and was, at one time, diagnosed as hopelessly “insane” by her caregivers. She was locked in the basement of a mental institution outside of Boston. On occasion, Little Annie would violently attack anyone who came near. Most of the time she generally ignored everyone in her presence.

An elderly nurse believed there was hope, however, and she made it her mission to show love to the child. Every day she visited Little Annie. For the most part, the child did not acknowledge the nurse’s presence, but she still continued to visit. The kindly woman left cookies for her and spoke words of love and encouragement. She believed Little Annie could recover, if only she were shown love.




Eventually, doctors noticed a change in the girl. Where they once witnessed anger and hostility, they now noted an emerging gentleness and love. They moved her upstairs where she continued to improve. Then the day finally came when this seemingly “hopeless” child was released.

Anne Sullivan grew into a young woman with a desire to help others as she, herself, was helped by the kindly nurse. It was she who saw the great potential in Helen Keller. She loved her, disciplined her, played with her, pushed her and worked with her until the flickering candle that was her life became a beacon of light to the world. Anne Sullivan worked wonders in Helen’s life; but it was a loving nurse who first believed in Little Annie and lovingly transformed an uncommunicative child into a compassionate teacher.




“If it had not been for Anne Sullivan, the name of Helen Keller would have remained unknown.” But if it had not been for a kind and dedicated nurse, the name of Anne Sullivan would have remained unknown. And so it goes. Just how far back does the chain of redemption extend? And how far forward will it lead?

Those you have sought to reach, whether they be in your family or elsewhere, are part of a chain of love that can extend through the generations. Your influence on their lives, whether or not you see results, is immeasurable. Your legacy of dedicated kindness and caring can transform lost and hopeless lives for years to come.









“你一生中获得如此卓越成就的原因是什么？”英国维多利女王曾问海伦·凯勒，“你又聋又盲，你是如何取得如此巨大的成就的？” 凯勒女士将这一切归功于她那富于奉献精神的老师。“如果没有安妮·沙利文，海伦·凯勒的名字也许永远不会为人所知。” 据金·金克拉说，小安妮——沙利文年幼时的名字——可是没少经历苦难。因为儿时发高烧，她几乎双目失明，且一度被看护者们诊断为精神失常，无法医治。她被锁在波士顿城外一个精神医院的地下室里。有时，小安妮会狂暴攻击每一个靠近她的人，但多数时候，她则对身边的每一个人不理不睬。 尽管如此，一位上了年纪的护士认为仍有希望。她把爱护这个孩子作为自己的职责，每天都去看小安妮。大多数时候，这孩子都意识不到护士的存在，但她仍旧不断地去看她。这位善良的女士给孩子留下饼干，对她说鼓励和慈爱的话语。她坚信，只要有爱，小安妮就一定能恢复。 终于，医生发现了小姑娘身上的变化。曾经他们目睹的是愤怒和敌意，但现在看到了逐渐显现的温顺和爱意。他们把她搬到了楼上，在那里，她的情况继续好转。终于有一天，这个看来无药可救的孩子出院了。 安妮·沙利文长成了一个大姑娘，她热切地渴望去帮助别人，就像她自己被那位善良的护士帮助一样。正是她看到了海伦·凯特身上的巨大潜质。她爱护她，教育她，和她一起玩耍，给她鼓励，和她一起工作，直到她生命微弱的烛光变成了照亮世界的灯塔。安妮·沙利文创造了海伦生命的奇迹，但首先是一位好心的护士相信小安妮，并慈爱地将一个无法交流的孩子变成了一个富有爱心的老师。 “如果没有安妮·沙利文，海伦·凯勒的名字也许永远不为人知。”但是如果没有那个好心且富于奉献精神的护士，安妮·沙利文的名字也会永远不为人所知。如此这般，这条救助的链条会绵延到哪里？它又会向前延伸多远？ 那些你所想到的人，不管他们在你家里或是其他地方，都是这条在几代人间延续的爱的锁链上的一环。你对他们生命的影响，不管你是否看到结果，都是无法估量的。你所奉献的爱心与关怀，将会在未来的岁月中转变那些处于失落和绝望之中的生命。 










美丽语录

Living is hope and you have it. In fact, there’s no desperate plight but the person who is despairing to the situation.

活着就是希望，活着就有希望。世上没有绝望的处境，只有对处境绝望的人。













阅读小课堂




How to get along with people　如何与他人相处

◎ Mark Tyrrell





1. Keep skid chains on your tongue; always say less than you think. Cultivate a low, persuasive voice. How you say it counts more than what you say.

2. Make promises sparingly, and keep them faithfully, no matter what it costs.

3. Never let an opportunity pass to say a kind and encouraging word to or about somebody. Praise good work, regardless of who did it. If criticism is needed, criticize helpfully, never spitefully.

4. Be interested in others, their pursuits, their work, their homes and families. Make merry with those who rejoice; with those who weep, mourn. Let everyone you meet, however humble, feel that you regard him as a person of importance.

5. Be cheerful. Don’t burden or depress those around you by dwelling on your minor aches and pains and small disappointments. Remember, everyone is carrying some kind of a load.




6. Keep an open mind. Discuss but don’t argue. It is a mark of a superior mind to be able to disagree without being disagreeable.

7. Let your virtues speak for themselves. Refuse to talk of another’s vices. Discourage gossip. It is a waste of valuable time and can be extremely destructive.

8. Be careful of other’s feelings. Wit and humor at the other person’s expense are rarely worth it and may hurt when least expected.

9. Pay no attention to ill-natured remarks about you. Remember, the person who carried the message may not be the most accurate reporter in the world. Simply live so that nobody will believe them. Disordered nerves and bad digestion are a common cause of backbiting.

10. Don’t be too anxious about the credit due you. Do your best, and be patient. Forget about yourself, and let others “remember.” Success is much sweeter that way.





1．惜言如金。说的永远比想的少。养成低声说话，说有力量的话的习惯。怎么说比说什么更重要。




2．慎做许诺。无论代价如何，诚心诚意信守诺言。

3．永远不要错失机会向某人说饱含善意和激励的话。赞美做得好的工作，不管那是谁做的。如果需要批评，就做有益的批评，绝不要怀有恶意。

4．关心他人，关心他们的追求，他们的工作，他们的家和家人。和那些快乐的人、哭泣和哀伤的人一起营造快乐。让你遇见的每个人，无论他多么卑微，都能感受到你对他的重视。

5．要令人感到愉快。不要老是述说你微不足道的周身疼痛和失望沮丧，给你周围的人增加压力和苦恼。记住，每个人都担负了某种负担。

6．虚心接受他人意见。可以讨论，但不要争论。能友善地表示不同意见是有心胸开阔的标志。

7．让优点自己表现出来。拒绝谈论他人的缺陷。劝阻流言蜚语。那是宝贵时间的浪费，破坏性可能极强。

8．照顾他人的感受。以损害他人为代价的风趣和幽默很不值得，可能会在不经意间伤害他人。




9．不要太在意那些对你的流言蜚语。记住，传播信息的人可能不是世界上最实事求是的记者。随它去吧，不会有人相信的。神经过敏和承受力差是产生流言蜚语的常见原因。

10．不要急于求得信任。尽最大努力，耐心等待。忘记你自己，让别人“记住”。这样获得的成功才愉悦。













Chapter 4　重新遇见自己













Whether you are young or young at heart, it is never too late to change—or incorporate some new and better practices into your daily life.





不管你是真的风华正茂，或是心态年轻，改变，或让自己的生活吸收一些新的更好的尝试，永远为时不晚。








Broken Wings, Flying Heart　翅膀断了，我心飞翔

◎ Catherine









He lost his arms in an accident that claimed his father’s life—who was the main source of support for the family. Since then, he has had to depend on the arms of his younger brother. For the sake of taking care of him, his younger brother became his shadow, never leaving him alone for years. Except for writing with his toes, he was completely unable to do anything in his life.

One late night, he suffered from diarrhea and had to wake up his younger brother. His younger brother accompanied him into the toilet and then went back the dorm to wait. But being so tired, his younger brother fell asleep; leaving him on the toilet for two hours till the teacher on duty discovered him. As the two brothers grew up together, they had their share of problems and they would often quarrel. Then one day, his younger brother wanted to live separate from him, living his own life, as many normal people do. So he was heart-broken and didn’t know what to do.




A similar misfortune befell a girl, too. One night her mother, who suffered from chronic mental illness disappeared. So her father went out looking for her mother, leaving her alone at home. She tried to prepare meals for her parents, only to overturn the kerosene light on the stove, resulting in a fire which took her hands away.

Though her elder sister who was studying in another city, showed her willingness to take care of her, she was determined to be completely independent. At school, she always studied hard. Most of all she learned to be self-reliant. Once she wrote the following in her composition: “I am lucky. Though I lost my arms, I still have legs; I am lucky. Though my wings are broken, my heart can still fly.”

One day, the boy and the girl were both invited to appear on a television interview program. The boy told the TV host about his uncertain future at being left on his own, whereas the girl was full of enthusiasm for her life. They both were asked to write something on a piece of paper with their toes. The boy wrote: My younger brother’s arms are my arms; while the girl wrote: Broken wings, flying heart.




They had both endured the same ordeal, but their different attitudes determined the nature of their lives. It is true that life is unpredictable. Disasters can strike at any time. How you handle misfortune when confronted with it, is the true test of your character. If you choose only to complain and escape from the ordeal, it will always follow you wherever you go. But if you decide to be strong, the hardship will turn out to be a fortune on which new hopes will arise.





在一场车祸中，他失去了双臂，也失去了父亲，而父亲原是这个家的顶梁柱。从此，他不得不开始依靠弟弟稚嫩的双臂。为了照顾他，弟弟成了他的影子，几年来寸步不离他身边。而他除了能用脚趾写字，其他的生活琐事完全不能自理。 某天深夜里，他腹泻得厉害，不得不叫醒他的弟弟。他的弟弟帮助他进了厕所后，回到宿舍去等他。但是，由于太累了，他的弟弟睡着了，把他一个人留在厕所呆了两个小时，直到值班老师发现他。这对兄弟从小一起长大，一起承担着所有的困难，也会经常吵架。后来有一天，他弟弟想离开他，像许多正常人一样过自己的生活。他的心都碎了，更不知道接下来该怎么办。 同样的不幸也降临到一个女孩身上。有一天夜里，她患有慢性精神病的母亲失踪了，于是她的父亲出去找她母亲，把她独自留在家里。她试着为父母准备饭菜，却把煤油灯打翻在炉子上，引发火灾，而火灾夺去了她的双手。 虽然她在另一个城市读书的姐姐表示愿意照顾她，她还是决定要完全靠自己。在学校里，她一直很努力地学习。最重要的是，她学会了自力更生。她曾在一篇作文里写道：“我是幸运的，虽然失去了双臂，但我还有双腿；我是幸运的，虽然翅膀断了，但心依旧在飞翔。” 有一天，男孩和女孩都应邀参加一次电视采访节目。男孩对电视节目主持人谈起留给他的未来不禁感慨前途渺茫；而女孩，却对她未来的生活充满了热情。他们都被要求用脚趾在纸上写下点什么。男孩写下的是：弟弟的双手就是我的双手；而女孩写下的：翅膀断了，但我心飞翔。 他们都经历了同样的苦难，但不同的态度决定了他们不同的生活状态。生活是不可预测的，这是事实。灾害随时都可能降临。如何应对苦难，则是对你品格的真正考验。如果你选择了抱怨和逃避磨难，那么不管你走到哪里，它都会永远跟随你。但是，如果你决定要坚强，那么苦难将会成为一种财富，为你带来新希望。 










美丽语录

The minute you think of giving up, think of the reason why you held on so long.

在你想要放弃的那一刻，想想为什么当初坚持走到了这里。









A New Attitude to Gratitude　对待感激的新态度

◎ Michelle Blake









One of the nice things about having grown children is that I no longer have to bug them about writing thank-you notes. When they were little, all three would dictate thank-yous that I would include with drawings they’d made of their presents. By the time Eleanor, Sarah and Drew were old enough to write their own thank-you notes, however, they would do so only with much prodding.




“Have you written to thank Grandy for the book yet?” I’d ask. “What did you say to Aunt Dorothy about that top?” Invariably, I’d be met with mumbles and shrugs.

One year, in the days following Christmas, I’d grown weary of nagging. The children had become mother-deaf. Frustrated, I declared that no one would be allowed to play with a new toy or wear a new outfit until the appropriate thank-you notes had been mailed. Still they procrastinated and grumbled.

Something snapped. “Everyone into the car.” I said.

“Where are we going?” Sarah asked, bewildered.

“To buy a Christmas present.” But it’s after Christmas, she protested.

“No arguing,” I said in a tone that meant exactly that.




The kids piled into the car. “You’re going to see just how much time those who care about you spend when they give you a present.” I told them. Handing Drew a pad of paper and a pencil, I said, “Please mark down the time we left home.”

When we reached town, Drew noted our arrival time. The children helped me select presents for my sisters at a local shop. Then we turned round and drove home.

Bursting free from the confines of the car, the children headed for their yard toys. “Not so fast,” I said. “We’ve got to wrap the presents.” The kids slouched inside.

“Drew,” I asked, “did you note the time we got home?” He nodded. “OK, please time the girls while they wrap the presents.”

When they’d tied the last bow, they looked up expectantly. “How long did this all take?” I asked Drew.

Glancing at his notes, he said, “It took us 28 minutes to get to town and 15 minutes to buy the presents. Then it was 38 minutes to get home because we had to buy petrol.”




“And how long did it take us to wrap the boxes?” Eleanor asked.

“Each of you did one present in two minutes,” Drew said.

“And how many minutes will it take to mail these presents?” I asked.

“Fifty-six minutes, round trip,” Drew reckoned.

“But you forgot standing-in-line time, ”said Sarah.

“OK,” Drew said. “We need to add about 15 minutes for mailing.”

“So, what’s the total time we’d spend to give someone a present?”

Drew worked out the arithmetic. “Two hours and 34 minutes,” he said.

I laid some stationery, a pen and an envelope beside each child. “Now please write a thank-you note. Be sure to mention the present by name and tell what fun you'll have using it.”

Silence reigned as the children gathered their thoughts; soft pen scratchings followed. “Done,” said Eleanor, pressing her envelope closed.




“Me too.” echoed Sarah.

“That took us three minutes.” Drew said, sealing his letter.

“Is three minutes too much to thank someone for a thoughtful gift that may have taken two-and-a-half hours to choose and send to you?” I asked.

The children looked down at the table and shook their heads.

“It’s a good idea to get into the habit now. In time you’ll want to write thank-you notes for many things.”

Drew groaned. “Like what?”

“Like dinners or lunches. Or weekends at someone’s home or the time someone takes to give you advice on university applications or careers.”

“Did you have to write thank-yous when you were a kid?” Drew asked.

“Absolutely.”

“What did you say?” he asked. I could tell he was formulating the rest of his thank-you notes.

“It was a long time ago,” I said.

Then I remembered Uncle Arthur, my great-grandfather’s youngest brother. I’d never met him, yet every Christmas he sent me a gift. He was blind and lived far away. His niece Becca, who lived next door, sat down with him and wrote out $5 cheques to his great—and great-great-grandnieces and—nephews. I always wrote, telling him what I’d spent his cheque on.




Years later, I had the chance to visit Uncle Arthur. As we chatted, he told me he’d always enjoyed my notes.

“You remember them?” I asked.

“Yes,” he replied. “I’ve saved some of my favorites.” He waved towards a stand by the window. “Would you get the packet of letters out of the top drawer? It’s wrapped in ribbon.”

I found an old letter with my handwriting and read aloud: “Dear Uncle Arthur, I am writing this to you as I sit under the hair dryer at the beauty salon. Tonight is the Holiday Ball at the high school and I am spending your Christmas cheque having my hair done for the party. Thank you so very much. I know I’ll have a wonderful time, in part because of your thoughtful gift. Love, Faith.”




“And did you?” he asked.

I thought back to that wonderful evening so many years ago. “Definitely,” I answered with a smile that I wished Uncle Arthur could see.

Sarah’s tug at my sleeve pulled me back to the present. “What are you smiling at?” she asked.

I told the children about Uncle Arthur’s gifts and how glad I was that I’d written a note each year. They obviously meant a lot to him.

“And did you look beautiful?” Asked Sarah.

“My date thought I did.”

“Who did you go to the ball with? What did you wear?” asked Eleanor.

“I think I have a photo of that evening,” I said, going to the bookshelves and pulling down a scrapbook. I opened it to a photo of me standing in front of my parents’ fireplace. I’m wearing a black velvet evening dress, and my hair is done in an elaborate French twist. Beside me, a handsome young man beams as he hands me a corsage.

“But that’s Daddy!” Eleanor said with surprise.

I nodded and smiled.




As the children settled down to finish the rest of their notes, I stroked the faded petals of the dried gardenia pasted next to the photo.

Last Christmas, Bob and I celebrated our thirty-sixth wedding anniversary. Thank you, Uncle Arthur.





孩子们长大了有这样一个好处：再也不用我去督促他们写感谢信了。我的三个孩子还小的时候，总是口述他们的感谢信，由我写下他们的话，并与他们作为礼物而画的画—起寄走。等埃莉诺、萨拉和德鲁长到能够自己写感谢信时，他们却又不愿意写，总是要我百般催促。 “你们写信感谢格兰迪送你们书了吗？”我问道，“还有多萝西姨妈送给你们陀螺，你们写了吗？”每一次，他们都是嘟哝着，摊手耸肩。 有一年，圣诞节刚过去几天，我不想再唠叨了。孩子们对妈妈的话也已变得充耳不闻。我非常沮丧，只得宣布，任何人都不准玩新玩具或穿新衣服，除非他们把该写的感谢信写好寄走。可他们依旧拖延着，抱怨不休。 我灵机一动，说，“你们都给我上车！” “去哪儿？”萨拉困惑地问。 “买圣诞礼物。”可圣诞节已经过去了，她反驳道。 “别吵。”我以一种不容置疑的口吻命令道。 孩子们一个个挤进汽车。“你们会明白，那些关心你们的人为了给你们送礼物，到底花了多少时间。”我对他们说。我交给德鲁一叠纸和一支铅笔，告诉他，“记下我们离家的时间。” 到了镇上，德鲁又记下我们抵达的时间。在当地一家商店里，孩子们帮我为我的几个姐姐挑选礼物。之后我们调转头，开车回家。 孩子们从车里跑出来，径直朝着放有玩具的院子里冲去。“别这么急，”我说，“我们还要包装礼物呢。”他们只好没精打采地回到屋。 “德鲁，你记下我们到家的时间了吗？”我问。他点点头。“那好，现在请记录她们两个女孩子包礼物的时间。” 她们打好最后一个蝴蝶结后，充满期待地抬起头来。“总共花了多少时间？”我问德鲁。 他看了看记录，说，“我们花了28分钟进城，15分钟买礼物；之后用了38分钟回家，因为途中给汽车加油了。” “包好这些礼盒用了多少时间？”埃莉诺问。 “你们各自包好一件礼物需要2分钟。”德鲁回答。 “把这些礼物寄出去要用多长时间？”我问。 “来回56分钟。”德鲁推算了一下。 “可你忘了排队的时间。”萨拉说。 “对，”德鲁答道，“我们还要多加上15分钟。” “那么，送给别人一件礼物一共要花多少时间？” 德鲁很快算了出来，“2小时34分。” 我在每个孩子面前放上信纸、钢笔和信封。“现在，请各写一封感谢信。务必写上礼物的名字，还有它将会带给你的快乐。” 孩子们聚精会神，寂静无声；接着只听到钢笔书写的沙沙声。“写好了。”埃莉诺一边说，一边封上信口。 “我也写好了。”萨拉随后说。 “这花了我们3分钟。”德鲁说话的当儿把信封上。 “花3分钟来感谢别人可能花了两个半小时为你们精心挑选和邮寄礼物的时间，这多吗？”我问。 孩子们低头望着桌子，纷纷摇头。 “现在就养成写感谢信的习惯，这可是个不错的主意。总有一天，你们会因为各种事情想到要写感谢信的。” 德鲁轻轻问了一句，“比如什么？” “比如因为晚餐或者午宴，或者在别人家里过周末，或者有人花时间为你求学和就职当参谋。” “你小时候也要写感谢信吗？”德鲁问。 “当然！” “你写些什么？”他继续问道。我看得出，他正在套写其他几封感谢信。 “那是很久以前的事了。”我说。 接着我记起了阿瑟叔公，他是我曾祖父最小的兄弟。我从未见过他，可每年圣诞节我都会收到他寄来的礼物。他双目失明，住在很远的地方。他的侄女贝凯住在他隔壁，常常过去坐在他身边，帮他给他所有的侄孙女、曾侄孙女和侄子填写5美元的支票。我总是给他回信，告诉他我已把他寄来的支票派何用场。 多年以后，我终于有机会去探望他。我们一起闲聊的时候，他告诉我他一直都很喜欢我写给他的信。 “您还记得那些信呀？”我问。 “记得，”他回答道，“我珍藏了几封我最喜欢的。”他指了指窗户旁边的一架立柜，“最上面那个抽屉里有一扎，用丝带捆着的，拿过来好吗？” 我找出一封我写的旧信，大声读了起来：“亲爱的阿瑟叔公，我坐在美容院里的吹风机下给您写这封信。今晚学校要举行假日舞会，我正用您圣诞节寄来的支票在这儿做头发，好出席这台晚会。我要对您表达诚挚的谢意。我知道，今晚我会度过一段美好的时光，部分原因就是有您送我的这么体贴周到的礼物。爱您。” “那天晚上你玩得开心吗？”他问。 我便回想起多年前那个美丽的夜晚。“当然。”我微笑地回答。我真希望阿瑟叔公能看到我的笑靥。 萨拉使劲拽了一下我的衣袖，把我带回眼前的现实。“你笑什么？”她问。 我就告诉孩子们有关阿瑟叔公给我寄礼物的事，并说我有多么高兴，因为我每年都给他写了回信。那些信对他来说显然十分有意义。 “当年你看上去很漂亮吗？”萨拉问。 “我的约会对象觉得我很漂亮。” “那场舞会你同谁一起去的？你穿的什么衣服？”埃莉诺接着问道。 “我想，我有一张那个晚上的照片。”我一边说，一边走向书架，取下一本剪贴簿。我打开相簿，翻到我的一张照片，照片里我正站在我父母的壁炉前面。我穿着一身黑色的天鹅绒晚礼服，头发做成精心设计的法国式卷发。我的身边站着一位英俊的年轻小伙，他满面笑容地递给我一束胸花。 “这不就是爸爸嘛！”埃莉诺吃惊地叫了起来。 我点点头，满脸微笑。 孩子们又安下心去写他们没写完的感谢信，我轻轻抚摸着贴在照片旁边早已褪色的栀子花瓣。 就在去年圣诞节，我和鲍勃庆祝了我们结婚36周年纪念日。谢谢您，阿瑟叔公。 














美丽语录

Sometimes you will never know the true value of a moment until it becomes a memory.

有时候，直到一些珍贵的时刻成为了回忆，你才会真正意识到它的价值所在。













Do One Thing Every Day that Scares You




每天做一件自己害怕的事

◎ Eleanor Roosevelt









Fear comes from the fact that you think you cannot act or will act incorrectly. But if you actually try, even though you’re scared as hell, you’ll often realize that these fears didn’t have any foundations. They can be blown away if you tell yourself you’ll just do it whatever happens. In many cases you’ll think that death is your worse case, but you have to realize you’re over-exaggerating.

It’s crazy how much our brain can work in order to protect us against ourselves. Imagine you’re in a plane, about to jump out of it to do some parachuting. You’ve never done that before. When you’re about to jump, the brain jumps in and start giving you every bit of information it has against parachuting because fear has a seed into you brain. But if you’ve been jumping out of airplanes for ages, let me tell you the brain simply doesn’t care anymore because it knows nothing will (generally) happen. This concept is the core idea of doing one thing that scares you every day.




When you push your limits, the number of fears you have start to decrease. With time you will start understanding that all those fears are just crap that your brain creates to protect you from the unknown but you’ll also know that this unknown is not that dangerous. Approaching girls on the street is something many guys are just going to freeze if they have to do it, but it is possible. It just takes time and effort. If you do it one step at a time you’ll realize that there’s nothing really dangerous about doing it.

What is really interesting from doing this technique every day is that you experience a good amount of adrenaline through your body. It’s also really great to have done something you thought you couldn’t do. Doing this will make your life at least a thousand time better because there won’t be any barriers to stop you. You’ll get a better life, more respect from your peers, more control over yourself and will be able to share lots of experiences other might never thought about doing because they are too scared to follow the “Do one thing every day that scares you” mentality. But you are strong.




If you do things you think shouldn’t be doing, sometimes you get opposite results: you get what you were looking for. Take this example: you put money into a saving account which gives you a poor return rate but you do so because you are “scared” of losing your money. You decide it’s time to apply your new mentality and take the money and start buying shares instead. Maybe for the first transactions you’ll have a bit of a rush/adrenaline going on because you aren’t sure of what’s going to happen, but then you are really proud of what you did. Even though you might have made mistakes, by doing what you were afraid of you removed a barrier you had. As time goes by, you learn how the market works and you’ll get better. You’ll might even make thousands of thousand by doing it. And now you’re really happy because you got past what you were looking for: earning something with the money you had. What the real accomplishment is, is that you’ve shown to yourself you were able to get over a fear you had. Amazing.








当你认为你无法完成或者会搞砸一件事的时候，恐惧就会产生。但是，如果你真正去尝试，你会经常意识到，那种恐惧其实是毫无依据的，尽管你当时害怕得要死。如果你告诉自己，不管发生什么，我就是要这样做，恐惧就会消失得无影无踪。许多情况下，你会认为死亡是最坏的情况，但是你必须要意识到，你有点夸大其词了。 为了保护自己，我们的大脑会不顾一切地让我们去做事与愿违的事。想象一下，你在一架飞机中正准备跳伞，可你以前从未跳过。这时，大脑会灌输一些负面信息让你无法顺利跳伞，因为恐惧像种子那样扎根在我们的头脑中。假如你此前有几年跳伞经历的话，我可以告诉你，你的大脑不会有所顾忌，因为你知道通常不会有意外发生。这个概念是“每天做一件你害怕的事”的核心理念。 当你将自己推向能力极限的时候，让你感到恐惧的事就会开始减少。久而久之，你会渐渐领悟，其实所有的恐惧都是在事情未知时，你的大脑出于保护自己的本能而产生的，而且你也会领悟到那些未知的事情没有那么危险。在街上慢慢接近女孩，这个举动会让许多男孩手足无措，但这并不是无法办到的事。只是要花费一点时间和努力。如果你一步一个脚印地做事，你会发现，所谓的危险其实没什么大不了。 每天做这样一件技术活的有趣之处，就是你体内会产生大量的肾上腺素。而且假如你完成了原先你认为做不到的事，你会感觉非常棒。这样做至少可以让你的生活好上一千倍以上，因为不会再有任何障碍阻止你。你会过上更好的生活，获得同行们更多的尊敬，而且你能更好地控制自己，能够分享许多别人想都不敢想的经历，因为他们太害怕以至于没有“每天做一件你畏惧的事”的心态。但是你很坚强。 如果你做一些你原本认为不应该做的事，有时你会得到相反的结果：你得到了你渴望的东西。比如：你把钱存入回报率很低的储蓄账户，因为你害怕损失钱财。于是你觉得是时候要改变心态，把钱取出来转而买进股票。也许在第一轮交易中你会莽撞行事，肾上腺素会跟着上升，因为你不知道会发生什么，但是接着你会对你所做的事感到非常自豪。尽管你可能会犯错误，但一次次坚持做自己害怕的事，你会为自己扫清障碍。随着时间推移，你会渐渐明白市场是怎么运作的，你会越来越好。你甚至可能成千上百次地去做这件事。现在你真正地感到幸福，因为你得到了你渴望已久的东西：用自己的钱去投资并获得回报。真正的成就是什么，是你已经证明自己可以克服恐惧了。太棒了。  美丽语录 Fear is the only thing that limits you from acting what you want to act. Don’t let those fears control you for all your life, start showing them who’s the real boss here. 恐惧是唯一一件阻扰你去做想要做的事情的东西。不要让这些恐惧控制你一生，让它们瞧瞧谁才是你命运的真正主人。














A Lesson on Mental Clutter　如何清理心灵垃圾

◎ Erin









In the children’s book Zen Shorts by Jon Muth, a giant panda named Stillwater tells three stories to young siblings Addy, Michael, and Karl. All of the stories are famous Buddhist teachings, and you may be familiar with them even if you haven’t seen this beautifully illustrated book.




The third story Stillwater shares with Karl is called “A Heavy Load” and is about two traveling monks. During their journey, two monks come upon an awful woman who refuses to cross a river because she does not wish to get her silken robes wet or dirty. The older of the two monks quickly picks up the woman and carries her across the water. Many hours later, the younger monk is very upset and visibly angry about his friend helping someone so disdainful, and he feels obliged to share his frustration with the older monk:

“That woman back there was very selfish and rude, but you picked her up on your back and carried her! Then she didn’t even thank you!”

“I set the woman down hours ago,” the older monk replied. “Why are you still carrying her?”

I think of this story whenever I find a dirty cup in our television room or clothing on the floor instead of in the hamper or notice that a co-worker dropped the ball on a small task. I remind myself that I have two options—I can be like the young monk and throw a fit and be in a bad mood and let it annoy me for hours, or I can be like the older monk and take care of the problem myself and immediately let go of the frustration. I get to decide if I want the cup or errant sock or unfinished task to clutter up my mind and put me in a bad mood, and, since I’d rather not have that clutter wasting my time and energy, I usually choose to be like the older monk.




I’m not a maid—and I’m not suggesting you become one either—but I get to decide how I’m going to react to a situation. Remembering, too, that I don’t know the full story behind why the glass or sock is out of place or why a task at work was left unfinished. For all I know, my co-worker got an important call from a client and had to stop a project mid-way through completion to handle an emergency. By helping out, instead of getting frustrated and throwing a fit, I’m making the situation better for myself and others. I get to choose not to fill my time with more clutter than the small item I encountered.

That said, if there is a persistent habit of other people leaving messes in their work, a conversation about that behavior is certainly in order. However, frustrations caused by occasional messes are usually not worth carrying around with you and cluttering up your mind, energy, and emotions.








在乔恩·马斯给孩子们写的《禅宗小故事》一书中，一个名叫“静水”的大熊猫给他的弟弟妹妹安迪、迈克尔和卡尔讲了三个故事。这些故事都是著名的佛教教义，即使你还没有读过这本精美的图画书，里面的故事你可能已经颇为熟悉了。 静水讲给卡尔的第三个故事叫做《沉重的包袱》，是关于两个和尚旅行途中的故事。有一天，两个和尚碰到一位让人头疼的妇女，她因为怕弄湿或弄脏自己的丝裙而拒绝过河。年长的和尚立刻背起这个妇女过了河。过了几个小时，年轻的和尚对这件事耿耿于怀，并且怒形于色。他觉得自己的同伴不应该帮助这个令人鄙视的妇女，决定一定要把自己的不快告知同伴。 “那个女人既自私又粗鲁，你还要背她过河！她甚至连声谢谢都没说！” “几个小时前我就把她放下了，”年长的和尚回答说，“你却为何一直放不下？” 每当我在客厅里看到用过没洗的水杯，或丢在地板上而不是篮子里的脏衣服，或者看到同事有一些小任务没能完成，我都会想到这个故事。我提醒自己，我有两个选择——可以像那个年轻的和尚一样发脾气，让坏情绪烦扰自己，或者选择像那个年长的和尚一样自己解决问题，不让坏情绪跟着自己。我必须决定是否让那个没洗的杯子、乱丢的袜子或是没完成的任务来困扰我，影响我的心情。我并不情愿让这些负面情绪浪费我的时间和精力，我通常选择那个年长和尚的做法。 我不是个女佣，我也不希望你也变成这样，但我必须决定我如何应对这些情况。而且要记住，我不知道到底为什么杯子或者袜子被乱放，也不知道那个任务究竟为什么没有完成。我只知道，我的同事接到一个重要的客户电话，不得不停下手中的工作去处理一件急事。与其生气发脾气，不如帮助他完成那个任务，这样对我和他都有好处。所以我选择去完成这些小的任务，而不是浪费时间在生气上。 也就是说，如果有些人养成了给别人制造麻烦的习惯，就必须有人找他们谈谈。不过，偶尔的不注意一般就不值得耿耿于怀了，这样做只能扰乱自己的心灵、能量和情绪。 








美丽语录

Before you talk, listen; before you react, think; before you quit, try.




在你说话之前，先听；在你回应之前，先想；在你退出之前，先试。









Sow the Seed, See the Harvest　撒下种子，期盼收获

◎ Steve Brunkhorst









The story is told of two boys who were walking through a field and found some corn seeds scattered across the ground. They each took one of the seeds home and planted it.

When the first boy didn’t see a tiny sprout after the second day, he dug up the seed to see if it had sprouted. Each day he dug up the seed and replanted it, but the corn would not grow. The seed had germinated; yet the boy had not allowed it to maintain contact with the soil, take root, and obtain nutrients. So, it died.

The second boy planted his seed and left it alone. He imagined a tall stalk of corn where he had planted the seed. He waited patiently as rains came and sunshine bathed the ground with warmth. In ten days, a small sprout had broken through the ground, its curled leaves reaching toward the sky.




Achieving any desire, whether large or small, begins with a seed sown in the mind. That seed is the vision of its fulfillment. It also requires the commitment to allow the vision to grow. Commitment in daily life allows life’s storms to strengthen resolve. Resolve allows us to nurture a new dream, improve an existing dream, or even begin over if necessary.

How often do we plant the seed of a beautiful dream in the fertile soil of our minds, and then dig it up? What could you achieve if you allowed your seed to grow, continuing to focus your spiritual eyes on the harvest?





这是一个关于两个男孩的故事。他俩穿过一片田地时，发现一些散落在地上的玉米种子。他们每人捡了一粒，带回家种在了土里。 第二天，第一个男孩见种子还没有发出芽来，便把种子从土里挖了出来，看看它到底有没有发芽。每一天他都要把种子挖出来，然后再重新种上，但是种子始终不长。其实，种子已经发芽了，但是男孩总不让它与土壤接触，结果种子无法生根、吸收养分，便死了。 第二个男孩把种子种上后，就没再打扰它。他想象着他播下种子的地方会长出一株茁壮高大的玉米。不管是下雨，还是温暖阳光沐浴大地，他都耐心地等待着。10天后，一个嫩芽破土而出，它那卷曲的叶子伸向天空。 任何愿望的实现，不管其大小，都始于我们心灵中播下的那颗种子。那里种子能勾勒出愿望实现时的景象，但它需要我们耐心等待这一景象成为现实。日常生活中，如果我们尽心尽力，生活中的暴风雨只会加强我们的决心，而决心会使我们滋养新的梦想，完善已有的梦想，甚至在必要时重新再来。 我们在心灵的沃土中播下一颗美好梦想的种子后，不待它生根发芽就将它掘出土壤，这样的事情多久我们就会做一次呢？如果你让种子生长，不断将你心灵的眼睛投向那丰收时的景象，你会收获什么呢？ 








美丽语录

Just sow your seed, allow it to grow, and see an abundant harvest.




播下种子，让它成长，期待丰收，这就可以了。









Are You Ignoring That Little Thought　你在忽略那些小想法吗

◎ Caroline Jalango









What happened to that brilliant idea that you once had? Did you ignore it because you thought that it was just a little thought?

Have you ever considered what that little thought would have become if you had acted on your instincts or if you had paid more attention to it?

Imagine a scenario, where you are sitting at home watching television or reading a book, suddenly a light buld is turned on in the dark tunnel of your mind as a thought or an idea crosses your mind. The thought catches your attention but seems so meaningless and you are tempted to discard it, but wait a minute!




That thought could be the potential beginning of the success you have so mush yearned for. As the thought crosses your mind, your senses become alert and you suddenly see a possibility, a realization, a solution, a conclusion, or find the answer to a problem whose solution has long eluded you.

It is almost as if a divine being has whispered the perfect solution into your ear or awakened your senses to a reality thereby bringing illumination to your life. It is like finding the last piece of jigsaw puzzle.

This becomes an AHA moment and everything freezes around you as you excitedly try to grasp the practicality of that little but powerful thought.

Your self-confidence and enthusiasm increase as you become conscious of the great possibilities that can arise if that little thought is acted upon. This becomes the moment to build upon that thought and to write down any ideas that are streaming from that little thought for later review.

Seemingly meaningless little thought or ideas when acted upon have a potential to explode into great projects.




Many successful projects have been born from the little positive thoughts that were carefully nurtured and recognized as tickets to great things.

You may have heard people say many times that it just came to me in a flash, in a flash moment , a small idea or seemingly meaningless thought may cross your mind about something you have been planning to accomplish .

Don’t waste an opportunity to act on a potentially brilliant idea. You don’t have to wait for a major idea, a master strategy, or approval from your peers in order for you to act on that little thought.

That little thought or idea is the beginning of great things if you decide to follow it through.





你曾经想到过的那个非凡的主意后来怎样了？你是否因为觉得那只是个小小的念头而将其忽略了呢？ 你是否考虑过，如果你依照直觉行事，或是多用点心，当初那个小小的念头将会变成怎样？ 想象这样一个场景：你正坐在家里看电视或看书，一个想法或念头闪过脑际，令你眼前一亮，豁然开朗。这个想法虽然令你心中为之一动，但却似乎毫无意义，于是你打算放弃它。但是请等一下！ 那个想法可能就是你渴望已久的潜在的成功起点。当它在你头脑中闪过时，你的思维变得敏锐起来，你突然看到了一种可能性、一种想法的实现、一个解决方案、一个结论，或是找到让你困惑已久的问题的答案。 这就像是一位圣人在你耳边低语，告诉你最佳的解决方案，或者将你的思维唤回到现实，从而给你的人生带来光明。这就像是找到智力拼图的最后一块一样。 这将成为一个令人惊喜的时刻。当你满心激动，努力领会那个不起眼但非常有用的想法的实用性时，周围的一切都好像静止了。 当你意识到，如果实践那个小小的想法，就会产生极大的可能性时，你的自信心就会增强，热情也会高涨。此时，你要以那个小小的想法为基础，记下由其激发出的所有念头，以便日后回顾。 看似无足轻重的小想法或念头一旦得以实施，就具有演变成伟大事业的潜能。 许多成功的事业都源于那些得到精心孕育的积极的小想法，这些想法被看作是走向辉宏事业的敲门砖。 你可能听别人多次说过：我瞬间有了那个想法。闪念之间，一个与你一直计划实现的事情有关的小点子或看似毫无意义的想法，就可能会在你脑中闪过。 不要浪费任何一个实践某个充满潜力的非凡念头的机会。你不必为了实践那个小念头而等待大主意、总体规划的出现，或是等待同伴的赞同。 如果你下定决心坚持到底，那个小小的想法或念头就会是你成就伟大事业的开始。 










美丽语录

Give everything a shot. You never know what (or who) is going to change your life.

任何事情都应该去尝试一下，因为你无法知道，什么样的事或者什么样的人将会改变你的一生。













Why Should You Forgive Yourself　为什么你必须原谅自己

◎ Marc









Once upon a time there lived a woman who had a bad temper. She screamed at and scolded everyone around her. For most of her life she believed the fiery rage inside her was everyone else’s fault.




She went to see a well respected Buddhist monk to ask for advice. The monk told her to take a large clay jug from his kitchen, fill it with water, and stand outside on the sidewalk in front of his house. “It’s hot outside, and that’s a busy sidewalk with lots of pedestrians,” the monk told her as he pointed out the front window of his house. “When a pedestrian passes, you must offer them a glass of water. Do this until there is no rage left inside you.”

So she stood outside with a water jug and served water to pedestrians every day for the next several weeks. And every morning she asked herself if rage still pulsed through her veins. And every morning the answer was, “yes.” So she continued serving water. Until this afternoon when a burly man walked up, snatched the water jug out of her hand, drank directly out of it, and then tossed the jug on the ground as he continued on his way.

The rage within the woman skyrocketed into an irrepressible fit. Unable to contain herself, she picked up the clay jug off the ground and, with all her might, threw it at the burly man as he walked away. It was a direct hit. The jug shattered into pieces over the back of his head and he fell to the ground, unconscious and bleeding.




As the woman’s rage subsided, she realized the magnitude of what she had done and began to cry. She used a payphone to call 911 and report the incident. An ambulance and two police cars arrived at the scene moments later. As the EMTs strapped the burly man into a stretcher, the police handcuffed his arms and legs to the stretcher. Then one of the police officers walked over to the woman, who was still crying, and said, “The city owes you a big ‘thank you.’ That man has been on our most wanted list for over a year now. He is a primary suspect in multiple murder cases and violent robberies.”

The moral of the story is that we simply don’t know. We want to believe that if we completely rid ourselves of our inner darkness then we will always make the right choices, and be of service to ourselves and those around us. But life isn’t so linear and predicable. Sometimes our darkness inadvertently leads us to do things that impact the world in a positive way, just as our unconditional love sometimes forces us to overlook the criminal standing before us.












从前有个脾气很坏的女人，她总是对周围的每一个人大吼大叫。大多数时候，她都认为自己的愤怒全是因为别人的错。 于是，她去向一个德高望重的高僧讨教。高僧让她从厨房取了一个很大的陶壶，装满水，提着站在房前外面的人行道上。“外面很热，行人很多。”高僧指着窗户外说，“每一个行人经过你身边时，你都要给他们一杯水，直到你心中没有愤怒为止。” 所以，在接下来的几周里，她都拿着陶壶站在外面，给过往行人提供水。每天早晨，她都问自己，心中是否还有愤怒，而每天她的回答都是肯定的。于是她继续这样做着，直到有一天下午，一个粗鲁的男人走过来，一把从她手里抢过陶壶，一口气喝完了里面的水，把壶扔在地上，径直离开。 女人怒火中烧，终于抑制不住怒气发作起来。无法控制自己的她捡起地上的陶壶，用尽全力掷向那个男人。陶壶直接砸中了男人的后脑勺，陶壶摔成碎片，男人倒在地上不省人事，流血不止。 女人的怒气平息了，也意识到自己犯了一个多么大的错，于是哭了起来。她用公用电话叫了911，报告了这起事故。不久，一辆救护车和两辆警车来到现场。救护人员把那个粗鲁的男人抬上了担架，警察也拷上了那名男子的手脚。然后，一个警察走到哭泣的女人身边，说，“整个城市要向你郑重地道谢。那个男人是一年多来我们的头号通缉犯。他是多起抢劫杀人案的首要嫌疑人。” 这个故事的寓意是我们无法简单得知的。我们总是愿意相信，当我们完全摆脱内心的黑暗后，我们才能做出对的选择，才会对我们自己和身边的人都有好处。但生活并不是这么线性及可预测的。有时我们内心的黑暗会无意中指使我们做一些影响世界的积极的事，就像我们无条件的爱，时常会让我们忽略那些近在咫尺的罪恶。 








美丽语录

To forgive is to set a prisoner free and discover the prisoner was you.

原谅就是释放囚徒，然后发现那囚徒不是别人，正是自己。












A Letter to My Future Self　写给未来自己的一封信

◎ Sherri





In 1994, I wrote a letter. I stuck it in an envelope, put it away and completely forgot about it.

It wasn’t until we moved into our new home in 2006 that I found it again. It was addressed to me with explicit instructions not to open until my birthday 2005. It was now 2006 so I decided to open it. This is what it said:

Dear Sherri,

By the time you read this you will be 30. At the age of 18 I had so many hopes and dreams about where you’d be, what you'd be doing and with whom you'd spend your life with.

Right now I hope that you have traveled and seen everything you’ve always wanted to, both in Canada and overseas, and maybe even settled down somewhere in Australia doing some research in the field of biology (genetics).




I hope you're married to the man of your dreams. The man of mine is Gwynn. He is originally from South Africa (another place I wish to visit).

You’ll probably have two children of your own—a girl(Michaela Anne) and a boy (name yet to be decided).

If everything goes according to plan you’ll be living in Australia in a big house in a small town outside of a big city with a lot of land, a dog, Gwynn and your two beautiful children. Hopefully you have a career in the medical field, maybe doing research in genetics. Gwynn will be a computer programmer and you will be doing alright for yourselves.

However, if things don’t go according to plan for you, I wish you all the love, happiness and joy in the world and don’t settle for anything less than the best since that is absolutely what you deserve.

Live long, be happy and live life to it’s fullest.




Love Sherri “18”

When I read this for the first time since writing it I was floored. Even now having dug this up again another 4 years later I still can’t help but think this is really cool.

So much of what I wanted for myself has materialized.

I did travel to a few more places in Canada although I haven’t seen everything I’d like to.

I did marry the man of my dreams and yes he still is my one and only.

I've traveled to the UK, South Africa, Australia and New Zealand.

I lived in Australia for nearly 4 years in a big house, in a small suburb, in a major city (close enough).

I had a career in Biology in the field of genetics for 10 years.

I have two lovely kids—both boys (names now decided).

I have not one dog but two dogs. Both yellow labs from Australia.

Gwynn is a computer programmer.




We are doing okay for ourselves.

After writing this I quickly forgot about what I had put in here actually. The things that materialized were all met with quite a bit of resistance (all internal) but I suppose these were things that I really did want. Having never strayed too far from home, overseas travel was a huge deal. Having never been away from my family, moving to Australia for several years was an incredibly huge decision.

I find it fascinating how the dreams of a young and naive little girl can become a grown woman’s reality.

I’m curious if you guys have ever written anything to your future self and how it stacks up to your current reality. If you haven’t, will you join me in writing a letter now to yourself in say 10 years from now? It’s an interesting little experiment.





1994年，我写了一封信。我把它装进信封收起来，就完全忘记了。 直到2006年我们搬到新家，我才又发现了这封信。收信人是我自己，而且明确说明一定到2005年我生日的时候才能打开，那时候已经是2006年，所以我决定打开它。信里这样写道： 亲爱的雪莉： 你读这封信的时候已经30岁了。18岁的我有太多关于未来的希望和梦想，你会在哪里生活，你会做什么工作，你会和谁共度一生。 我希望你已经去过了所有你想去的地方，看过了所有你感兴趣的东西，不管是在加拿大还是国外。也许，现在你已经在澳大利亚的某处定居，做着生物学（遗传学）领域的研究工作。 我希望你已经嫁给了你的梦中情人。我的梦中情人叫格温，他来自南非（另一个我心神往之的地方）。 你应该有了两个自己的孩子：一个男孩一个女孩。女孩叫安妮，男孩的名字还没想好。 如果一切按计划进行，那现在的你会和格温还有两个漂亮的孩子，一起生活在澳大利亚某个大城市外的小镇上，有一个大房子，有很多地，养一只狗。希望你是从事医学领域的工作，也可能是做遗传学研究。格温会是计算机程序员，你们一切都很好。 不过，就算生活没有按你的计划进行，我也祝你拥有世上所有的爱、幸福和快乐。在遇到最好的之前，别让自己停下来，你绝对值得拥有最好的生活。 多福多寿，要快乐，要活到最精彩。 爱你的：18岁的雪莉 自写信到第一次读这封信的时候，我诧异不已。即使4年后的今天再次拿出来读，我也还是觉得这真的是很酷的想法。 那么多我想要的都已经实现了。  我真的去过加拿大很多地方旅行，虽然我还没把想看的东西通通看过。 我嫁给了我的梦中情人，对，他依旧是我的唯一。  我去过英国、南非、澳大利亚和新西兰。  我在澳大利亚的一个大城市生活了快四年，我们住在郊区的大房子里（跟梦想很接近了）。  我有一份生物学遗传领域的工作，干了10年了。  我有两个可爱的孩子——不过都是男孩（名字都定了）。  我现在养着两只狗，都是产自澳大利亚的黄色拉布拉多，跟信中写的那只稍有不同。  格温是计算机程序员。  我们一切都好。 其实写完这篇文章我就很快忘了自己写了什么。所有我实现的梦想，都曾经遭遇了一些内心的阻碍，但是我很确定，这些就是我想要的。对于从未离家太远的我来说，出国旅行是大事。对于从未离开过家人的我来说，搬到澳大利亚住几年也是难以置信的重大决定。  看着一个年轻而天真的小女孩的梦想成为一个成熟女人的真实生活，这个感觉很美好。 我很好奇，你们有没有给未来的自己写过什么，然后看着它们一点点堆积成为你现在的生活。如果还没写过，那不如加入我，现在拿起笔，给十年后的自己写封信吧？这可是一次有趣的小实验。 












美丽语录

Never give up your dreams. Miracles happen every day.

别放弃梦想，奇迹每天都在上演。









阅读小课堂

What the “ABC” Tell US　26个字母——人生哲理篇





A—Acknowledging（感激）

感激你所拥有的一切。

B—Belief（信念）

做任何一件事情，都要有坚定的信念。

C—Confidence（信心）

对自己充满信心。

D—Dreaming（梦想）

今日带着梦想入睡，明天带着梦想醒来。

E—Empathy（心灵相通）




站在对方的立场上，为对方着想。

F—Fun（乐趣）

享受你所拥有的一切。

G—Giving（给予）

将你所能给予的都给予你周围的人。

H—Happiness（幸福观）

为你的生活及所做的事感到满意。

I—Imagination（想象力）

张开想象的翅膀，追求你的梦想。

J—Joy（欢乐）

把你的欢乐带给你所认识的人。

K—Knowledge（知识）

不断学习各种知识。

L—Love（爱心）

奉献你的爱心及爱的精神。

M—Motivation（激励）

不断激励自己，实现自我超越。

N—Nice（友善）

即使对陌生人也保持一颗善心。

O—Openness（开化）

敞开胸怀，接受新事物。

P—Patience（耐心）

坚持就是胜利，耐心等待成功出现。




Q—Quiet（安宁）

享受安宁的时光，静下心来反省自己。

R—Respect（尊重）

尊重所有的种族、宗教、文化、信仰及价值观。

S—Smile（微笑）

用微笑面对人生。

T—Trust（信任）

信任自己的亲朋好友和其他值得你信任的人。

U—Unity（团结）

与周围的人和平相处。

V—Victory（成功）

庆祝自己的成功，即便是最微小的成就。

W—Wait（等候）

耐心等候，好运总会出现。

X—Xfactor（未知因数）

挖掘自己身上未知的潜力，看到别人身上隐藏的光芒。

Y—Yes（赞同）

迎接积极的挑战，敢于面对一切。

Z—Zest（极大的生活乐趣）

把所有的事情都做到最好，尽力而为，感受最真实的生活。
























































[1]
 stealthily [’stelθili] adv. 暗地里，偷偷摸摸地








[2]
 fluffy ['flLfi] adj. 蓬松的，松软的





[3]
 ecstasy ['ekstsi] n. 狂喜；出神，入迷





[4]
 stick in 在家






[5]
 wrap [r緋] v. 包，裹，缠绕





[6]
 anxiously ['緆簊li] adv. 焦急地；担忧地





[7]
 
 desperately ['despritli] adv. 绝望地；不顾一切地，拼命地   





[8]
 alternate [:l't:nit] adj. (两个)交替轮流的；间 隔的；供选择的





[9]
 remorse [ri'm:rs] n. 痛
 悔；自责
   





[10]
 bow [bu] v. 鞠躬，欠身





[11]
 ancestry ['緉sistri] n. (总称)家族；血统；名门出身





[12]
 fervently ['f:vntli] adv. 热烈地，热情地；强烈地





[13]
 reminisce [,remi'nis] v. 追忆；回想





[14]
 yearn for 思念；渴望；向往






[15]
 adoration [,綿'rei簄] n. 崇拜，敬爱；倾慕





[16]
 mellow ['melu] adj. 圆润的，柔美的





[17]
 extravagant [iks'tr緑gnt] adj. 奢侈的，浪费的；过度的





[18]
 redundant [ri'dLndnt] adj. 多余的，过剩的；累赘的，冗长的





[19]
 （be）obsessed with 着迷，迷恋





[20]
 singularly ['sigjulli] adv. 非常地，格外地；异常地





[21]
 nosedive ['nuzdaiv] n. 猛跌；低落；情况突然变坏





[22]
 concentrate on 集中精力，一心一意











别处的风景
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Chapter 4 Splendid Beauties of Scenery 那些美景，别处盛放




The Longest River in France 法国最长的河流



A Winter Walk 冬日漫步



Spell of the Rising Moon 魅力月升



Warm Winter 温暖冬日



At the Edge of the Sea 海边漫步



Rain of Seattle 西雅图的雨



Night 夜色



Spotlight on Paris 闪耀巴黎



San Francisco 漫步旧金山









有些理想曾为我们引过道路，并不断给我新的勇气以欣然面对人生，那些理想就是——真、善、美。









The ideals which have lighted my way, and time after have given me new courage to face life cheerfully—have been kindness, beauty and truth.
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别处的风景

Charming Sceneries Elsewhere













生活是一本精深的书，别人的注释代替不了自己的理解。趁年轻，要走得更远，看到别处的新天新地，感受别处的精彩纷呈，然后有所发现，有所创造。
























Chapter 1　Long Histories of Classics　那些经典，源远流长













Life is a profound book. Other’s notes cannot replace your own understanding. May you find and create something new in it.









生活是一本精深的书，别人的注释代替不了自己的理解。愿你有所发现，有所创造。
























Christmas Day　圣诞节

◎ Anonymous









As winter rolls around again this year and the days become chillier, millions of people around the world will break out their winter coats and look forward with anticipation to the approaching holiday season. That’s right, Christmas is upon us again.

The name Christmas is short for “Christ’s Mass”. A Mass is a kind of Church service. Christmas is a religious festival. It is the day we celebrate as the birthday of Jesus. There are special Christmas services in Christian churches all over the world. But many of the festivities of Christmas do not have anything to do with religion. Exchanging gifts and sending Christmas cards are the modern ways of celebrating the Christmas in the world.




For some, that means digging out those old lights and ornaments out of the closet to hang on the Christmas tree. Although it is generally agreed that the Christmas tree in its current form came from Germany in the early 19th century, the tradition of decorating a tree to mark winter celebrations dates back hundreds of years to Roman times, when they used to decorate evergreen trees with small pieces of metal to celebrate Saturnalia.

In medieval times the “Paradise Play” was performed every year on 24 December. This depicted the creation of Man and the fall of Adam and Eve from the Garden of Eden and always included an evergreen hung with apples which represented the apple tree of temptation. In the late 16th century, Martin Luther (the founder of the Protestant religion) was the first to decorate an indoor tree with candles when he attempted to recreate the stars shining over a forest of evergreens. The first mention of decorated trees being taken indoors came in 1605 in Germany—a country with a long Christmas tree history! The trees were initially decorated with fruit and sweets together with hand-made objects such as quilled snowflakes and stars. German Christmas Markets began to sell shaped gingerbreads and wax ornaments which people bought as souvenirs of the fair and took home to hang on their trees.




For many children, Christmas is the season of Santa Claus, that mysterious and jolly invader of chimneys, soaring through the sky on his magical sled, bearing gifts for the nice and coal for the naughty. Most people who celebrate Christmas are familiar with the figure of Santa Claus. However, few know the details of his origins or the fairly complex history of his development.

The figure of Santa Claus actually has many different origins and is derived from a variety of traditions. Elements from these different traditions became incorporated together with time and produced the Santa Claus that we know today. The primary inspiration for Santa Claus is the 4th century Christian bishop Saint Nicholas of Myra. Nicholas resided in the ancient Lycian town of Myra, located in Byzantine Anatolia. Having devoted his entire life to Christianity at a young age, Nicholas became known for his generous gifts to the poor. One famous story tells of how he presented three impoverished daughters of a faithful Christian with dowries so that they would not have to become prostitutes. Today, we continue to use Saint Nicholas (or Saint Nick) as a pseudonym for Santa Claus.








冬去冬又回，今年也已入冬，天气越来越寒冷，全世界数百万人猛地搬出一大堆冬衣，满心期待即将来临的年度大假。没错，圣诞节又来了！ 圣诞节的英文原名Christmas是Christ’s Mass的缩写，意思是“基督的弥撒”。弥撒是一种教堂礼拜仪式，圣诞节则是一个宗教节日，我们在这一天庆祝耶稣的诞生。圣诞节到来之际，世界各地的基督教教会都会举行特殊的礼拜仪式。但是，现在的很多圣诞节欢庆活动已经和宗教毫无关系。直到近些年来，圣诞节交换礼物和送圣诞卡这两种大众庆祝方式才开始兴起。 对一些人而言，这意味着又要翻箱倒柜找出往年的装饰灯、装饰品，将它们挂到圣诞树上了。众所周知，现在这种圣诞树源自19世纪初的德国，但是，通过装饰树木作为冬季佳节来临的标志这一传统，却可以追溯到几百年前的古罗马时代。那时的人们就已经开始使用金属亮片装饰常青树，以庆祝农神节的到来了。 中世纪时期，每年的12月24日都会上演一出《天堂剧》。这出剧主要描绘的是人类创造之初，以及亚当、夏娃从伊甸园堕入人间的故事，剧中常常出现一颗挂满苹果的常青树，象征着引诱他们堕落的苹果树。16世纪末，新教创始人马丁·路德是第一个用蜡烛装饰室内树木的人，而他当时的真正目的，只是想再现群星照耀万年青树林的一幕。1605年，德国人最先将装饰好的树木移到室内，而圣诞树在德国可是有着相当悠久的历史！圣诞树上的装饰物最初只有水果和糖果，以及用羽毛手工制作的雪花和星星。但慢慢地，德国的圣诞集市上开始出售形状各异的姜饼和蜡质饰品。人们把这些买回家挂在树上，当作赶集的纪念品。 对孩子们来说，圣诞节可是圣诞老人的大舞台，这个神神秘秘、乐乐呵呵、爱爬烟囱的老头，会驾着他那魔幻般的雪橇滑过天际，将礼物撒向乖孩子，而将煤球留给淘气鬼。大多数庆祝圣诞节的人都很熟悉圣诞老人的形象，但圣诞老人的来历以及那错综复杂的发展史，几乎没几个人能说清楚。 事实上，圣诞老人的形象出处相当多，源自于许多不同的传统。随着时间的推移，不同传统中的文化元素逐渐融为一体，最终形成了我们今日熟悉的圣诞老人形象，其主要灵感来源于4世纪迈拉的基督教主教圣·尼古拉斯。迈拉是他的居住地，位于小亚细亚拜占庭的古利西亚小镇。他在很小的时候就是基督教徒，毕生都献身于基督教事业，并因好善济施而出名。关于他有一个广为流传的故事：曾有一名虔诚的基督徒，膝下有三个穷得叮当响的女儿，在圣尼古拉斯的资助下，才得以置办嫁妆而不至于沦为娼妓。今天，人们继续使用圣·尼古拉斯（或简称圣·尼克）作为圣诞老人的别称。  文化小课堂 西方人将红、绿、白三色定为圣诞色，在圣诞节来临之际，都会将整个家用圣诞色装饰一新。红色的代表物是圣诞花和圣诞蜡烛，绿色的代表物则是圣诞树，红色与白色相映成趣的就是圣诞老人了。




















The Historical First Thanksgiving Day　历史上第一个感恩节

◎ Kathleen Curtin












In 1621, the Plymouth colonists and Wampanoag Indians shared an autumn harvest feast which is acknowledged today as one of the first Thanksgiving celebrations in the colonies. This harvest meal has become a symbol of cooperation and interaction between English colonists and Native Americans.

Although this feast is considered by many to the very first Thanksgiving celebration, it was actually in keeping with a long tradition of celebrating the harvest and giving thanks for a successful bounty of crops. Native American groups throughout the Americas, including the Pueblo, Cherokee, Creek and many others organized harvest festivals, ceremonial dances, and other celebrations of thanks for centuries before the arrival of Europeans in North America.

Historians have also recorded other ceremonies of thanks among European settlers in North America, including British colonists in Berkeley Plantation, Virginia.




At this site near the Charles River in December of 1619, a group of British settlers led by Captain John Woodlief knelt in prayer and pledged “Thanksgiving” to God for their healthy arrival after a long voyage across the Atlantic. This event has been acknowledged by some scholars and writers as the official first Thanksgiving among European settlers on record.

Whether at Plymouth, Berkeley Plantation, or throughout the Americas, celebrations of thanks have held great meaning and importance over time. The legacy of thanks, and particularly of the feast, have survived the centuries as people throughout the United States gather family, friends, and enormous amounts of food for their yearly Thanksgiving meal.
















文化小课堂

感恩节是美国和加拿大共有的节日，由美国人民独创，原意是为了感谢上天赐予的好收成。美国每年11月的第四个星期四为感恩节，加拿大则是10月第二个星期一。正如中国的春节，这一天不管多忙，人们都要和自己的家人团聚。









1621年，普利茅斯殖民地居民和万帕诺亚格印第安人所共赴的秋收宴，即为现在公认的部落里的第一个感恩节庆祝仪式。这种丰收盛宴已成为英国殖民地和美洲原住民之间合作和互动的标志。 尽管很多人认为这一飨宴就是第一次感恩节的庆祝仪式，但实际上，飨宴沿袭了庆祝和感谢农作物丰收的悠久传统。在欧洲人抵达北美之前，数世纪以来，整个美洲的原住民一直都在组织安排丰收节庆典、仪式舞蹈和其他的感谢庆典，其中包括普韦布洛人、彻罗基族人、克里克人和其他族人。 历史学家还记录了北美的欧洲移民中的其他感谢庆典，包括弗吉尼亚的伯克利种植园里的英国殖民地居民。 1619年12月，查尔斯河附近某处，一群由约翰•伍德利夫船长带领的英国殖民者，为他们能在横跨大西洋的漫长航行后平安到达此地，而跪下祈祷并向上帝献上“感恩”。一些学者和作家认为，这一盛事是留有记录的欧洲殖民者官方的第一个感恩节。 无论是在普利茅斯、伯克利种植园，还是整个美洲，随着时间的推移，感谢庆典已承载起伟大的意义和重要性。感谢的传承，特别是飨宴，正因为全美国人和家人、朋友齐聚一堂，并准备丰盛的食物以共进一年一度的感恩节大餐，才得以传承数世纪。 




美丽语录

It is better to be thankful than suffer in front of hurts. Appreciate those hurtful things and forget those hurtful people for the reason that hurts are always unintentional and growth is obliged. 面对种种伤害，我们要做的更多是感恩，而不仅仅是承受。感谢那些伤害你的事情，忘记那些伤害你的人，伤害也许是无意的，成长却是必须的。
















The Differences of Tips Between UK and US　英美消费大不同

◎ Anonymous









“Tipping”, “gratuity” or “service” is handled very differently in the UK and America. It’s important to get this right when you visit each place as it can affect whether the staff in bars, cafe, restaurant, hotels, hairdressers, and the drivers of taxis or buses think that you are lovely, rude, strange, or whether they chase you down the street!




In the UK...

In the UK the reason for tipping is to show that you really liked the service. In the UK we have a high minimum wage, and no-one can be paid below this amount for any work, so when you tip, it is mainly showing politeness to the service person, and to acknowledge that they did an excellent job.

You can tip more or less depending on how good you thought the service was, and the average tip is around 10～20%. So if you loved your new 50 pound haircut, you should add another 5～10 pounds onto your bill, and this will go directly to the hairdresser! If you didn’t like the service, don’t tip! This is the case even if “service” has been added to your bill. If you didn’t like the service, you can always refuse to pay. Or if you are a student, traveller on a budget, or simply can’t afford to, it’s also ok not to spend the extra money.




In the US...

In the US, you will often hear “tips” called “service”. It is essential to tip in the US, because the waitresses, bar staff, maitre’d’s in these industries are paid a low wage which they cannot afford to live on, and therefore your tip is much needed by them.

It is actually part of the payment that you make and very often is not optional! Especially in restaurants, if you do not pay the service, you have not paid your entire bill, so watch out!









在英国和美国，处理“小费”、“赏钱”或“服务费”的方式大不相同。当你到访这两个国家时，付对小费是非常重要的，因为这会让酒吧、咖啡馆、餐厅、酒店的员工、美发师、出租车或公车司机用两种态度对待你，要么认为你可爱、粗俗、奇怪，要么在街上追着你要钱！ 在英国 在英国，给小费是为了表示你确实很满意这个服务。英国的最低工资很高，无论什么工作都不能支付低于这个标准的酬劳，因此，你给小费主要是向提供服务的人显示你的彬彬有礼，同时承认他们的工作完成得很好。 你付的小费多少取决于你对服务认可的程度，小费平均在10～20%左右。因此，如果你喜爱花费50英镑的新发型，就应该再加5～10英镑，这可是直接给美发师的钱！如果你不喜欢这个服务，就不用付小费！即使“小费”已经加到账单上，你也可以不付。如果你不喜欢这个服务，你总是可以拒绝付小费的。又如果你是学生、想省钱的游客，或只是单纯地付不起，不花这额外的钱也是可以的。 在美国 在美国，你会常常听到人们把“小费”叫做“服务费”。付小费在美国非常重要，因为服务生、酒吧员工和这些行业的总管，他们的酬劳都很低，生存很艰难，因此他们十分需要你的小费。 实际上，这部分你需要付的钱通常不是可付可不付的！特别是在餐厅，如果你不付服务费，你就没有付完全款，所以要注意哦！ 










文化小课堂

不同的国家有不同的付小费习惯，小费及其数目是一种社会习俗，依据文化背景和行业的不同各异。当然，法律并没有规定必须付小费，小费的数目也是完全由顾客做主。













The Round Table Knights　圆桌骑士

◎ Anonymous









The Round Table Knights were a group of greatest knights who had the honor to sit at the Round Table at King Arthur’s court. According to a story, Arthur had a carpenter build the Round Table to show that no knight, not even Arthur himself was “head of the table”. All were equal and the king was just “first among equals”. The table was so large that it had enough seats for 150 men and yet could be folded up and carried on horseback. According to another source... Merlin the magician had the table built for Uther, Arthur’s father. Uther gave the table to King Leodegan. Later, Leodegan gave the table to Arthur after Arthur married Guenevere, Leodegan’s daughter. Still another story says that the Round Table had 12 seats around it, like the table at the Last Supper, with an empty place representing Judas’s seat. This seat was called the Siege Perilous, and was reserved for the knight so pure in heart that he would someday find the Holy Grail, the cup or dish used by Jesus at the Last Supper. Any other knight who sat in the seat would die. One day, Sir Galahad’s name appeared on the seat. From then on, he occupied the Siege Perilous. Later, as expected, he found the Holy Grail with the other two knights.






Knights considered it a great honor to have a seat at the Round Table. Brave men came to Arthur’s court from many countries hoping to become a Round Table Knight. Many stories describe the heroic deeds of various Knights of the Round Table. Several tell of the adventures of Sir Tristram and Sir Gawin. Other famous Round Table Knights included Lancelot, Bedevere, Bors, Galahad, Perceval and Modred...

The greatest adventure of the Round Table was the search for the Holy Grail. However, only the three knights—Bors, Galahad and Perceval were pure enough to be able to find the Grail. All the others had various moral defects. This fact damaged the reputation of the Round Table. To make things worse, a love affair developed between Queen Guenevere and Sir Lancelot, who was perhaps the greatest of the Round Table knights. This scandal destroyed the bonds of respect and friendship that had united all the knights.




The mortal blow to the Round Table was given by Sir Modred, who tried to seize Arthur’s power. In a battle between the forces of the two men, Arthur killed Modred but he himself was seriously wounded and soon died. The Round Table broke up following the death of Arthur.





圆桌骑士是一群伟大的骑士，一群有权在亚瑟王宫廷的圆桌旁就座的骑士。据传，亚瑟王传唤木匠制造这一圆桌，正是为了表明众骑士一律平等，亚瑟本人也非“圆桌首席”，而是“众平等骑士之首”。圆桌非常大，可供150人就席，但也可以折叠起来用马驮走。另外，还有一种说法是：巫师默林为亚瑟的父亲尤瑟打造了这张桌子，尤瑟把桌子赠予利奥德根王，亚瑟迎娶其女桂妮薇亚后，利奥德根又将桌子转赠给亚瑟。还有一说是：圆桌与“最后的晚餐”中的圆桌相仿，同样设有12张座席，唯一的空座席是犹大的座位，被称作“危座”，是留给那个心灵最为纯净的骑士的，他终将找到耶稣与门徒共进最后的晚餐时所使用的圣杯或圣盘，而那些心灵不洁的骑士一坐上便会死去。一天，格拉海德爵士的名字出现在座位上，从此他便占据了“危座”。此后，正如所料，他和另两名骑士一起找到了圣杯。 骑士们将拥有圆桌座席视作无上的荣耀，各国勇士们纷纷前来投奔亚瑟王宫廷，希望能成为一名圆桌骑士。关于圆桌骑士们英雄事迹的故事非常之多，其中广为流传的就数特里斯坦爵士和高汶爵士的历险故事了，其他著名的圆桌骑士还有兰斯洛特、贝德维尔、鲍斯、格拉海德、珀西瓦尔和莫德雷德等人。 圆桌骑士最伟大的冒险故事莫过于寻找圣杯之旅了。然而，全部骑士中只有鲍斯、格拉海德和珀西瓦尔这三名心灵纯洁的骑士有资格找到圣杯，其他骑士的道德各有缺陷，这个事实玷污了圆桌骑士的英名。更糟的是，兰斯洛特爵士竟和王后桂妮薇亚私通，而他也许是最伟大的圆桌骑士。这一丑闻破坏了骑士们友爱互敬的盟约。 之后，莫德雷德爵士企图推翻亚瑟谋权篡位，这对圆桌骑士联盟来说，可是致命的打击。这两个男人率军对战，最后亚瑟完胜，杀死了莫德雷德，但他自己也身负重伤，不久便过世了，圆桌骑士联盟也就此终结。










文化小课堂






圆桌骑士常出现在一些游戏和动漫中。事实上，圆桌骑士是中世纪传说亚瑟王宫廷中最高等的骑士，
 因他们聚会的桌子是个圆桌而得名。圆桌的本来含义是平等的世界。所有圆桌的骑士彼此平等，并且互为伙伴。









A History of Mother’
 s Day　母亲节的历史

◎ Holly Hildebrand
















The first celebrations in honor of mothers were held in the spring in ancient Greece. They paid tribute to Rhea, the Mother of the Gods. During the 17th century, England honored mothers on “Mothering Sunday,” celebrated on the fourth Sunday of Lent.

In the United States, Julia Ward Howe suggested the idea of Mother’s Day in 1872. Howe, who wrote the words to the Battle Hymn of the Republic, saw Mother’s Day as being dedicated to peace.

Anna Jarvis of Philadelphia is credited with bringing about the official observance of Mother’s Day. Her campaign to establish such a holiday began as a remembrance of her mother, who died in 1905 and who had, in the late 19th century, tried to establish “Mother’s Friendship Days” as a way to heal the scars of the Civil War.

Two years after her mother died, Jarvis held a ceremony in Grafton, W. Va., to honor her. She was so moved by the proceedings that she began a massive campaign to adopt a formal holiday honoring mothers. In 1910, West Virginia became the first state to recognize Mother’s Day. A year later, nearly every state officially marked the day. In 1914, President Woodrow Wilson officially proclaimed Mother’s Day as a national holiday to be held on the second Sunday of May.




But Jarvis’ accomplishment soon turned bitter for her. Enraged by the commercialization of the holiday, she filed a lawsuit to stop a 1923 Mother’s Day festival and was even arrested for disturbing the peace at a war mothers’ convention where women sold white carnations—Jarvis’ symbol for mothers—to raise money. “This is not what I intended,” Jarvis said, “I wanted it to be a day of sentiment, not profit!”

When she died in 1948, at age 84, Jarvis had become a woman of great ironies. Never a mother herself, her maternal fortune dissipated by her efforts to stop the commercialization of the holiday she had founded, Jarvis told a reporter shortly before her death that she was sorry she had ever started Mother’s Day. She spoke these words in a nursing home where every Mother’s Day her room had been filled with cards from all over the world.




Today, because and despite Jarvis’ efforts, many celebrations of Mother’s Days are held throughout the world. Although they do not all fall at the same time, such countries as Denmark, Finland, Italy, Turkey, Australia and Belgium also celebrate Mother’s Day on the same day as the United States.





文化小课堂

这个节日最早出现在古希腊，而现代的母亲节则起源于美国，为每年5月的第二个星期日。母亲们在这一天通常会收到礼物，人们将康乃馨献给母亲，而在中国，萱草花被视为母亲花，又叫忘忧草。












在古希腊的某个春天，人类举行了第一场纪念母亲的庆典，以此歌颂众神之母瑞亚。17世纪的英格兰，人们在每年大斋期的第四个周日——“拜望双亲日”都会向母亲致敬。 在美国，《共和国赞歌》的作词人朱莉娅·沃德·荷，在1872年建议设立母亲节，以向和平献礼。 不过，母亲节能正式成为法定节假日，还要归功于费城的安娜·贾维斯。她之所以游说人们设立节日，初衷只是为了纪念自己的母亲，因为她母亲在1905年去世之前，即19世纪末，一直致力于设立“母亲友谊日”，以抚慰南北战争带给人们的创伤。 在母亲去世两年后，贾维斯在西弗吉尼亚州格拉夫顿为母亲举办了纪念仪式。这个仪式令她感动不已，因此，她至此开始举行大规模的活动，以促进母亲节成为正式节假日。1910年，西弗吉尼亚州成为确立母亲节的第一州。一年后，几乎每个州都正式确立了这个节日。1914年，伍德罗·威尔逊总统正式宣布，五月的第二个周日为法定节假日——母亲节。 但是，贾维斯的成就很快就成为她的困扰。她对母亲节的商业化万分气愤，为此，她不仅为取缔1923年的母亲节庆典提起诉讼，还有一次蓄意扰乱战时的母亲大会，因为那些妇女为了集资而在大会上售卖她心目中象征母亲的白色康乃馨。因为这些事件，她最后竟落得锒铛入狱的下场。“这并不是我的本意，”贾维斯说，“我心中的母亲节是感谢日，而不是发财日！” 贾维斯于1948年去世，享年84岁。她的一生颇具讽刺意味。她从没做过母亲，但却建立了母亲节，又千辛万苦地抵制母亲节的商业化。看来，她的“未为人之母”是命中注定的。贾维斯在逝世前不久曾对记者说，她很后悔当初建立了母亲节，说这番话的时候，她正在私人疗养院的房间里。尽管如此，每年母亲节的时候，她的房间仍会堆满来自全世界的卡片。 今天，不论母亲节是否与贾维斯的努力有关，但现在全世界都在庆祝母亲节。尽管不同国家的母亲节的日期有所不同，但丹麦、芬兰、意大利、土耳其、澳大利亚、比利时的母亲节，都和美国是同一天。 










美丽语录

Dear mother, thank you for bringing me to this world to come up. There’d be no me without you, nor seasons of happiness and sadness. Thank you again for every beautiful things in my life.

亲爱的母亲，谢谢你给了我生命。若没有你，就没有我，也没有我四季的悲欢。谢谢你给了我生命中美好的一切。









The Different Ages of Man　人类的各个时代

◎ Anonymous












In the Age of Gold, the world was first furnished with inhabitants. This was an age of innocence and happiness. Truth and right prevailed, thought not enforced by law, no was there any in authority to threaten or to punish. The earth brought forth all things necessary for man, without his labor in plowing or sowing. Perpetual spring reigned, flowers sprang up without seed, the rivers flowed with milk and wine, and yellow honey distilled from the oaks.

The Silver Age came next, inferior to the golden. Jupiter shortened the spring, and divided the year into seasons. Then, first, men suffered the extremes of heat and cold, and houses became necessary. Crops would no longer grow without planting. This was a race of manly men, but insolent and impious.

Next to the Age of Silver came that of brass, more savage of temper and readier for the strife of arms, yet not altogether wicked.




Last came the hardest age and worst, —of iron. Crime burst in like a flood; modesty, truth, and honor fled. The gifts of the earth were put only to nefarious uses. Fraud, violence, war at home and abroad were rife.

Jupiter, observing the condition of things, burned with anger. He summoned the gods to council. Jupiter set forth to the assembly the frightful condition of the earth, and announced his intention of destroying its inhabitants, and providing a new race, unlike the present, which should be worthier of life and more reverent toward the gods. Fearing lest a conflagration might set Heaven itself on fire, he proceeded to drown the world. Speedily the race of men and their possessions were swept away by the deluge.

Parnassus alone, of the mountains, overtopped the waves, and there Deucalion, son the Prometheus, and his wife Pyrrha, daughter of Epimetheus, found refuge—he a just man and she a faithful worshiper of the gods. Jupiter, remembering the harmless lives and pious demeanor of this pair, caused the waters to recede. Then Deucalion and Pyrrha, entering a temple defaced with slime, approached the enkindled altar and, falling prostrate, prayed for guidance and aid. The oracle answered, “Depart from the temple with head veiled and garments unbound, and cast behind you the bones of your mother.” They heard the words with astonishment. Pyrrha first broke silence: “We cannot obey; we dare not profane the remains of our parents.” They sought the woods. and revolved the oracle in their minds. At last Deucalion spoke:“Either my wit fails me or the command is one we may obey without impiety. The earth is the great parent of all; the stones are her bones; these we may cast behind us; this, I think, the oracle means. They veiled their faces, unbound their garments, and, picking up stones, cast them behind them. The stones began to grow soft and to assume shape. By degrees they put on a rude resemblance to the human form. Those thrown by Deucalion became men; those by Pyrrha, women.














黄金时代，地球首次迎来居民。这是一个快乐无邪的年代：真理与正义主宰天下，思想无需法律的约束和制裁，行为也无需强权的危言和惩戒；人类的一切所需尽由土地供给，无需劳力耕地播种。大地春永在，无种花自开；奶酒入江河，蜜糖出橡树。 紧随其后的是白银时代，其繁荣程度不及黄金时代。朱庇特缩短了春季，将一年分成四季之后，人类首次经历了酷热和严寒，房子变得重要起来，农作物必须经过播种才会生长。这一代人类虽然极具男子气概，却狂妄无礼、骄横不虔。 白银时代之后是青铜时代，人类的禀性更为野蛮，动辄暴力相向，却也不全是邪恶之辈。 最后到来的是最艰难、最糟糕的时代——黑铁时代。罪恶如洪水泛滥，谦逊、真理、荣誉却消失殆尽。大地的馈赠都被用于作奸犯科，家园内外满是欺骗、暴力和战争。 眼见着事态不断恶化，朱庇特不禁怒火中烧。他传召众神集会，向诸神阐述了目前大地上可怕的现状，宣布他准备毁灭现有居民的想法，并以全新一代人类取而代之，新人类将更具生存价值，也更敬畏天神。朱庇特害怕火烧会殃及天国，于是选择水淹大地，卑鄙的人类和他们的财产瞬间就被洪水冲走了。 群山之中，只有帕那塞斯山未被洪水完全淹没，普罗米修斯之子丢卡利翁和妻子皮拉——厄庇墨透斯之女在山上避难，这是一个正直不阿的男人和一个虔诚信神的女人。朱庇特想起这对男女本是无辜的生命，再加上他们敬神有加，便让洪水退去了。之后，丢卡利翁和皮拉走进一所到处都是烂泥的神殿，点燃香火，在祭坛边跪倒，恳求神的指引和帮助。神谕指示他们：“蒙住头，松开衣带，离开神坛，将你们母亲的尸骨抛至身后。”听到这些话，他们惊讶万分。皮拉最先打破沉默：“我们不能遵从这个神谕，亵渎祖先的遗骸可是大逆不道的啊。”他们走进一片森林，反复想着神谕。最后，丢卡利翁说话了：“要么，以我的智慧还不足以理解这个神谕；要么，可以在不违背天理的情况下遵从神谕。地球是万物之母，石头是她的尸骨，而这些，我们都可以往身后扔。我觉得，这就是神谕的意思。”他们蒙住头，松开衣带，捡起石头，扔向身后。石头开始变软，逐渐显现出人形。丢卡利翁扔的那些石头变成了男人，皮拉扔的石头则变成了女人。


















Wedding Customs Around the World　全世界奇特的婚礼习俗

◎ Anonymous





Early African American: Jumping the Broom. In the times of slavery in this country, African American couples were not allowed to formally marry and live together. To make a public declaration of their love and commitment, a man and woman jumped over a broom into matrimony, to the beat of drums. (The broom has long held significant meaning for the various Africans, symbolizing, the start of home-making for the newlywed couple. In Southern Africa, the day after the wedding, the bride assisted the other women in the family in sweeping the courtyard, indicating her dutiful willingness to help her in-laws with housework till the newlyweds could move to their new home.) Some African-American couples today are choosing to include this symbolic rite in their wedding ceremony.




Armenia: Two white doves may be released to signify love and happiness. The bride may dress in red silk and may wear cardboard wings with feathers on her head. Small coins may be thrown at her.




Belgium: The bride may still embroider her name on her handkerchief, carry it on the wedding day, then frame it and keep it until the next family bride marries.

Bermuda: Islanders top their tiered wedding cakes with a tiny sapling. The newlyweds plant the tree at their home, where they can watch it grow, as their marriage grows.

Bohemia: The groom gives the bride a rosary, a prayer book, a girdle with three keys (to guard her virtue), a fur cap, and a silver wedding ring. The bride gives the groom a shirt sewn with gold thread blended with colored silks and a wedding ring. Before the ceremony, the groomsman wraps the groom in the bride’s cloak to keep evil spirits from creeping in and dividing their two hearts.

Caribbean: A rich black cake baked with dried fruits and rum is especially popular on the islands of Barbados, Grenada and St. Lucia. The recipe, handed down from mother to daughter, is embellished by each. It is considered a “pound” cake—with the recipe calling for a pound each of flour, dark brown sugar, butter, glace cherries, raisins, prunes, currants, plus a dozen eggs and flavorings. The dried fruits are soaked in rum and kept in a crock anywhere from two weeks to six months.




Croatia: Married female relatives remove the bride’s veil and replace it with a kerchief and apron, symbols of her new married status. She is then serenaded by all the married women. Following the wedding ceremony, those assembled walk three times around the well (symbolizing the Holy Trinity,) and throw apples into it (symbolizing fertility).

The Czech Republic: Friends would sneak into the bride’s yard to plant a tree, then decorate it with ribbons and painted eggshells. Legend said she would live as long as the tree. Brides in the countryside carry on the very old custom of wearing a wreath of rosemary, which symbolizes remembrance. The wreath is woven for each bride on her wedding eve by her friends as a wish for wisdom, love, and loyalty.




Egypt: Families, rather than grooms, propose to the bride. In Egypt, many marriages are arranged. The zaffa, or wedding march, is a musical procession of drums, bagpipes, horns, belly dancers, and men carrying flaming swords; it announces that the marriage is about to begin.

England: Traditionally, the village bride and her wedding party always walk together to the church. Leading the procession: a small girl strewing blossoms along the road, so the bride’s path through life will always be happy and laden with flowers.

Finland: Brides wear golden crowns. After the wedding, unmarried women dance in a circle around the blindfolded bride, waiting for her to place her crown on someone’s head. It is thought that whoever she crowns will be the next to wed. The bride and groom have seats of honor at the reception. The bride holds a sieve covered with a silk shawl; when the guests slip money into the sieve, their names and the amounts given are announced to those assembled by a groomsman.




Greece: The koumbaros, traditionally the groom’s godfather, is an honored guest who participates in the wedding ceremony. Today, the koumbaros is very often the best man, who assists in the crowning of the couple (with white or gold crown, or with crowns made of everlasting flowers, or of twigs of love and vine wrapped in silver and gold paper), and in the circling of the altar three times. Other attendants may read Scripture, hold candles, pack the crowns in a special box after the ceremony. To be sure of a “sweet life”, a Greek bride may carry a lump of sugar in her glove on wedding day.




Korea: Ducks are included in the wedding procession because ducks mate for life. The groom once traveled to the bride’s house on a white pony, bearing fidelity symbols—a gray goose and gander.

Malaysia: The groom’s gifts to the bride are delivered to her home by costumed children in a noisy procession, carrying lavish trays of food and currency folded into animal or flower shapes. Each wedding guest is given a beautifully decorated hard-boiled egg, a symbol of fertility.

Mexico: A “lasso” a very large rosary, is wound around the couple’s shoulders and hands during the ceremony to show the union and protection of marriage. Guests at many Mexican weddings gather around the couple in a heart-shaped ring at the reception, perhaps before the first dance.





早期非裔美国人：跳扫帚。黑奴时代的美国尚不允许黑人夫妻正式结婚及共同生活。为了向世人宣告他们的爱情和承诺，夫妻双方会应着鼓点跳过一把扫帚，以此缔结婚约。长久以来，扫帚对于各种非裔人的意义都十分重大，因为这象征着新婚夫妇组建新家的开端。在非洲南部，新娘会在婚礼的第二天帮助家族里的其他女人打扫院子，表明在移居到新家之前，愿意尽职尽责帮助夫家做家务。直到今天，一些美国黑人夫妻仍会选择将这个象征性仪式加入自己的婚礼。 亚美尼亚：放飞两只白鸽，预示爱情和幸福。新娘身着红色丝绸装，头戴饰有羽毛的纸翼。也许人们还会向她扔小硬币。 比利时：婚礼当天，新娘会随身携带绣有自己名字的手帕。婚后，手帕会镶上边框，一直保存到家族中下一个女子成婚。 百慕大群岛：新婚夫妇将一株树苗插在他们多层结婚蛋糕的顶层，婚礼结束后种到自家后院，这样，他们就可以在漫漫婚姻路上亲眼看着这棵树开枝散叶。 波西米亚：新郎赠给新娘一串念珠、一本祈祷书，一根串有3把钥匙用以守卫新娘美德的腰带、一顶皮帽和一枚银婚戒；新娘赠给新郎的则是一件用彩绸和金线缝制的衬衣，以及一枚婚戒。在婚礼前，伴郎用新娘的斗篷裹住新郎，防止恶魔侵入并离间两颗相爱的心。 加勒比海：在巴巴多斯岛、格林纳达岛和圣卢西亚岛，特别流行一种使用干果和朗姆酒烘焙的、味道浓郁的黑蛋糕，其制作方法由母亲传给女儿，但在传承中会加上各自的特别修饰。这种蛋糕俗称“一磅”蛋糕，因为制作时需要面粉、红糖、黄油、糖渍樱桃、葡萄、西梅、红醋栗各一磅，再加上一打鸡蛋和调味品。干果需要浸泡在朗姆酒中，并放置在瓦罐里保存2周至6个月不等。 克罗地亚：已婚女性亲戚摘下新娘的面纱，为她换上象征新婚身份的手帕和围裙，然后所有的已婚女性都要为新娘唱小夜曲。婚礼之后，所有来宾围着象征三位一体的水井转三圈，并往井里投掷苹果，寓意多子多福。 捷克共和国：朋友们偷偷溜进新娘的院子种一棵树，并用丝带和彩蛋进行装饰，传说这样新娘就会和树一样长寿。乡村的新娘为纪念往事，还保留着佩戴迷迭香花环的古老传统，而这花环是新娘的好友在新婚前夜为她编织的，祝福她永葆聪慧、爱情甜蜜、婚姻忠贞。 埃及：向新娘求婚的不是新郎自己，而是新郎的家人。在埃及，包办婚姻很常见。Zaffa，即婚礼进行曲，除了鼓、风笛、喇叭的乐器演奏，还有跳肚皮舞的女子和手持火焰剑的男子助阵。这个仪式正是在宣布：婚礼即将开始。 英格兰：按照传统，乡村新娘和婚礼来宾总是一起步入教堂。队伍最前面的小女孩沿路撒花，预示新娘的人生也会一路幸福、鲜花遍地。 芬兰：新娘头戴金冠。婚礼后，未婚女子环绕蒙住眼睛的新娘跳舞，等待新娘将金冠戴到其中一人的头上。据说，获得金冠的女子就是下一个要结婚的人。新娘和新郎坐在婚宴的贵宾席上，新娘手捧盖有丝绸披巾的筛子。当客人将礼钱放在披巾上，钱就会顺势滑入筛子，来宾的名字和礼钱的金额，则会由伴郎向众人宣布。 希腊：Koumbaros是指参加婚礼的特殊嘉宾，按照传统，往往是新郎的教父。但今天，Koumbaros也可以是伴郎，负责协助新婚夫妇佩戴头冠，并围绕圣坛转三圈。头冠可以是白冠或金冠，或用永不凋落的干花制成，也可以用金银纸包住象征爱情的枝条和藤蔓制成。婚礼其他来宾则阅读《圣经》，手持蜡烛，并在婚礼结束后将头冠装入一个特殊的盒子里。为确保婚后生活甜蜜幸福，希腊新娘会在婚礼当天往手套里放一块糖。 韩国：鸳鸯总是成双成对，因此被纳入婚礼队伍中。过去，新郎骑着白马，带着一对象征忠诚的雌雄灰鹅拜访新娘家。 马来西亚：新郎赠给新娘的礼物，由一群穿着奇装异服的孩子排成队热热闹闹地送到新娘家，他们还端着盛有丰盛食物和纸币折成的动物或花形的托盘。每个参加婚礼的来宾都会获赠一颗装饰精美的水煮蛋，象征着早生贵子。 墨西哥：在婚礼上，夫妻的肩上和手上会缠绕一条巨大的念珠，即“套索”，表示永结同心、婚姻美满。在许多墨西哥人的婚礼上，在第一支舞以前，来宾都会环绕新婚夫妇站成心形的圈。












美丽语录

Marriage is not a ritual or an end. It is a long, intricate, intimate dance together and nothing matters more than your own sense of balance and your choice of partner.

婚姻不是仪式也不是终点，而是一场漫长的高难度亲密共舞，最重要的就是你自己的平衡感和你所选择的舞伴。













Pop Culture　流行文化

◎ Andrew Ross









When you think of American culture, what first comes to your mind? McDonald’s? Coca Cola? Levi’s? Disneyland? Michael Jordan? Julia Roberts? Many people imagine American culture is a collection of popular symbols like these. Actually, these symbols are only one small part of American culture—“pop culture”.




What is pop culture? Well, pop is short for popular. The origins of pop culture can often be traced to popular movies, television shows, music stars and sports figures. Pop culture is also promoted by business and advertising. The most common examples of American pop culture appear among high school and college students. Trends set by famous personalities quickly become part of young people’s lifestyles.

American pop culture has spread around the world. One major reason for its popularity is that English is a universal language. English is the language of diplomacy, international business and transportation. Since language and culture go together, learning English means becoming aware of English-speaking cultures. Also, America is a world leader in movies, music and magazines. The kind of American culture communicated in those media is pop culture. Finally, pop culture is easy to package and to export. For that reason, it is easy to “sell” to the world.




(At a cafe in Paris, France)

Pierre: I just saw an advertisement for that recent American movie “The Pelican Brief”. Sounds interesting. Want to go see it with me?

Jean: I don’t think so. I’ve got too much to do. Besides, all of this American influence really bothers me. Everybody’s going to see American movies, listening to American rock music and eating American fast food.

Pierre: Oh, come on. Don’t be such a grouch. People just want to find out what America is all about. The movies I’ve seen make American lifestyles seem exciting. Maybe we could learn a few things from them.

Jean: Learn a few things! Yeah, sure. We’ll learn how to be American and forget how to be French. If we follow American ways, it’s going to change our own culture. Americans will be the winners, and we’ll be the losers.




Pierre: Now, wait a minute. You’re forgetting that we have a global economy now. If we want to do business with Americans, we have to understand their culture.

Jean: If American culture is Michael Jackson, Mickey Mouse and McDonald’s, I don’t want to understand it.

Many people assume that American pop culture is what America is all about. Does pop culture reflect the true culture of America? Yes and no. Pop culture does represent a portion of American society—especially urban young people that are tuned in to the media. But American pop culture is faddish and ever—changing. It is an artificial and superficial picture of America. If you want to learn about real American culture, you’ll have to go a little farther than McDonald’s.








谈到美国文化时，你首先想到的是什么？麦当劳？可口可乐？李维斯牛仔裤？迪斯尼乐园？迈克尔·乔丹？还是茱莉亚·罗伯茨？许多人将美国文化想象成类似这些流行符号的集合。实际上，这些符号只是美国文化中的一小部分——“流行文化”。 什么是流行文化？其实，“流行”就是“大众流行”的简写。流行文化的起源总是可以追溯到流行电影、电视节目、歌星和体育明星，商业和广告也能带动流行文化。美国流行文化最寻常的典范就是高中生和大学生，由名人引领的潮流很快成为年轻一族的部分生活方式。 美国流行文化在全世界蔓延开来。美国文化之所以流行，首先因为英语是一门全球性语言，还是外交语言、国际贸易语言和运输语言。既然语言和文化一直如影随形，学英语就意味着了解英语国家的文化。其次，美国是全球的电影、音乐、杂志先锋，在这些媒介中传播的美国文化就是流行文化。最后，流行文化很容易打包输出，因此，也很容易“贩卖”至全世界。 （在法国巴黎的咖啡馆里） 皮埃尔：我刚看到最新美国大片《塘鹅暗杀令》的宣传广告，好像很有意思，我们一起去看吧？ 珍：我觉得没什么意思。我还有很多事情要做。另外，所有这些美国流行元素实在让我很烦。每个人都在看美国电影，听美国摇滚音乐，吃美国快餐。 皮埃尔：噢，别这样，别这么牢骚满腹嘛。人们只是想多了解美国一些。我看过的电影都让我觉得美国人的生活方式很带劲，也许我们应该向他们学一点。 珍：学一点！是啊，当然。我们要学怎么做一个美国人，反倒忘记怎么做一个法国人了。如果我们学美国人的样子，美国文化肯定会改变我们自己的文化。最后，美国人成了赢家，我们成了输家。 皮埃尔：既然说到这里了，等一下。你好像忘记了我们现在是全球经济体了吧，如果我们想和美国人做生意，就必须了解他们的文化。 珍：如果美国文化就是迈克尔·杰克逊、米奇老鼠和麦当劳，我才不想去了解呢。 许多人认为美国流行文化就是美国的一切。流行文化确实能反映美国的真实文化吗？既是，也不是。流行文化确实代表了美国社会的部分群体，特别是关注媒体的都市年轻人。但是，美国流行文化稍纵即逝，瞬息万变，它是美国文化中人为且肤浅的一面。如果你想了解真正的美国文化，就必须了解更深层次的内容，至少比麦当劳深一些。














Customs of Dental Transition Around the World　世界各地换牙习俗

◎ Akiko. Tsuji-San









Japan

If it is a lower baby tooth, throw it up onto the roof; and if it is an upper tooth, throw it underneath the “en-no-shita” (the lower portion below the floor of a Japanese house). It is done so that the upper tooth grows healthy downwards, while the lower tooth upwards.




Vietnam

Both the upper and lower teeth are thrown up over the house.

Korea

The same method as that of Japan。

USA

A child puts the baby tooth under his pillow before going to bed. A tooth fairy comes during the night and takes the tooth with her. The next morning, the child would find money underneath the pillow.

France

Like the American version, the child puts his baby tooth under the pillow when he goes to bed. The fairy takes it while he is asleep, and replaces it with a present instead of money.

Mexico

It is the same as the American and the French version, so the child goes to bed with the baby tooth under the pillow. A mouse, not a fairy, takes it during the night. It leaves some money, too.




Mongolia

In Mongolia, they put the baby tooth in the meat and feed it to the young dog. Because the dog is respected and is considered a guardian angel. When the guardian angel eats it, it is said, that a strong tooth will grow.

United Kingdom

Like the American version, the child puts his baby tooth under the pillow. The fairy takes it and replaces it with a coin.

Spain

In Spain, a mouse replaces the baby tooth under the pillow with a coin during the night.

Slovenia

In Slovenia, a mouse replaces the baby tooth under the pillow with a candy during the night.

日本 如果是下乳牙，就扔到屋顶上；如果是上乳牙，就扔到“en-no-shita”（日本房屋地板下面较低的地方）底下。这么做之后，上牙就能健康地向下生长，而下牙也能健康地向上生长。 越南 上牙和下牙都向上扔过房子。 韩国 方法与日本一样。 美国 小孩子在睡前把乳牙放到枕头下面。牙仙子就会在夜间过来取走牙齿。第二天早上，小孩子会在枕头下找到钱。 法国 类似美国的版本，小孩子睡觉时把乳牙放在枕头下面。仙子在他沉睡时取走牙齿，同时留下一个礼物，而不是钱。 墨西哥 类似美国和法国的版本，小孩子把乳牙放在枕头下面睡觉。不是仙子，而是一只老鼠会在夜间取走牙齿。它也会留下钱。 蒙古 在蒙古，人们把乳牙放在肉里喂小狗。因为狗受人尊敬，是公认的保护神。据说，当守护天使吃掉牙齿时，就会长出强壮的牙齿。 英国 类似美国的版本，小孩子把乳牙放在枕头下。仙子取走乳牙，并用一枚硬币替换之。 西班牙 在西班牙，老鼠在夜间用一枚硬币替换枕头下的乳牙。 斯诺文尼亚 在斯诺文尼亚，老鼠在夜间用一颗糖替换枕头下的乳牙。










阅读小课堂

English Allusions That You Don’t Know

你所不知道的一些英语典故





Cleopatra（克娄巴特拉）

后人所称的“埃及艳后”，指绝代佳人。这是莎士比亚戏剧《安东尼和克娄巴特拉》中的人物。





Shylock（夏洛克）

指贪婪、残忍、追求钱财、不择手段的守财奴。莎士比亚戏剧《威尼斯商人》中的人物。





Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde（吉基尔医生和海德先生）

指有双重性格的人。一方面善良、温和（吉基尔医生），另一方面凶恶、残暴（海德先生）。这是史蒂文生的小说《吉基尔医生和海德先生奇案》（又名《化身博士》）中的人物。








 Frankenstein（弗兰肯斯坦）

人们常说“制造一个弗兰肯斯坦”，指杀伤原制造者的怪物或东西，也指制造这种东西的人以及可怕的怪物。这是玛丽·雪莱的小说《弗兰肯斯坦》（又译《科学怪人》）中的人物。这本书的主人公是医学院的学生，他把尸体中的骨头取来，制造了一个似人的怪物弗兰肯斯坦，最后自己被这个怪物杀害。





Sherlock Holmes（夏洛克·福尔摩斯）

指有非凡才能的侦探或敏锐精明的人，这种人善于通过仔细观察、科学分析和逻辑推理，进行追捕或解决疑难问题。夏洛克·福尔摩斯是阿瑟·柯南道尔著名侦探小说中的主人公。





 Uncle Tom（汤姆叔叔）

指逆来顺受的人，尤其是黑人，这种人情愿忍受侮辱和痛苦，在思想上和行动上绝不反抗。这个词有贬义，来自哈利特·斯托的小说《汤姆叔叔的小屋》中的主人公。








Horatio Alger story（霍雷肖·阿尔杰式的故事）

指一种神话般的“飞黄腾达”的经历，往往描写穷小子艰苦奋斗往上爬，最后功成业就，成为富裕的社会名流的故事。因霍雷肖·阿尔杰写的小说情节几乎全部如此而得名。他最著名的作品是《衣衫褴褛的狄克》（Ragged Dick）系列小说和《衣衫褴褛的汤姆》（Tattered Tom）系列小说。





catch-22 situation（第二十二条军规式的处境）

指不可摆脱的困境：各种因素相互依存，A决定于B，而B又决定于A，所以是一种无出路的连锁性绝境。这一用语出自美国作家约瑟夫·海勒写的《第二十二条军规》。








 Herculean task（艰苦的任务）

指需要巨大的体力或智力才能完成的任务。海格立斯是希腊神话中身材魁梧、力大无穷的英雄。他曾被罚去完成12项极为艰巨的任务，成功后被封为神。如：It was a Herculean task, but he managed to do it.





Achilles heel（唯一致命的弱点）

指一个人（组织、国家等）的弱点。故事是这样的：在荷马史诗《伊利亚特》中有一位希腊英雄阿基里斯（Achilles），出生后被他的母亲倒提着在冥河中浸过，以便使之刀枪不入。阿基里斯全身浸入水中，唯独脚跟抓在他母亲手里未湿，所以脚跟成了唯一的弱点。最后，阿基里斯在战斗中恰恰因脚跟受伤而死。





 Pandora’s box（潘多拉之盒——灾难、麻烦、祸害的根源）

指看上去有用却引起祸害的礼物或其他物品。在希腊神话中第一个妇女潘多拉因受惩罚，被众神谪下凡间。宙斯给她一个盒子，让她带给娶她的男人。当盒子最后打开时，所有的罪恶、不幸、灾难等都跑了出来，从此给人类带来无穷的祸害。








to be down and out（被困难压倒，完全失败）

原指在拳击运动中被击倒而不能继续比赛，转义为虽经过努力挣扎，但已处于绝望境地而彻底垮台。





Rambo（兰博）

兰博是80年代中期美国电影中的一个著名人物。他是在侵越战争中为美军卖过命的汉子，足智多谋沉默寡言，性情孤僻，行为有点古怪。在电影中，他历尽艰险并经常使用暴力，又奇迹般地死里逃生。他用射击、刀砍、轰炸及火烧杀出一条活路，虽然这些情节令人难以置信，他的某些暴力行动也使人反感，但他却是许多美国男孩和青年心目中的当代英雄。








as American as apple pie（像苹果馅饼一样典型的美国式）

苹果馅饼是美国人喜欢的甜食之一，常常配着冰淇淋一起吃。有人说苹果馅饼是美国人发明的，也有人说它是在美国最先流行起来的。这一短语用来强调某种东西是真正美国式的。





 That’s something for Ripley（那简直是里普利的奇闻）

美国有许多家报纸刊登里普利写的“信不信由你”这一专栏，所报导的都是一些稀奇古怪或匪夷所思的事，却都是真实的、经过核实的。因为这些事太古怪，非同一般，人们常觉得难以相信。这一短语一般指令人难以置信而又很可能是事实的事。




























Chapter 2　Interesting Stories of Gourmets　那些美味，妙趣横生



















Finally I realize that coffee, which is different from any beverages I’ve drunk before, is bitter as the rough bitter aftertaste of this strong black coffee lingering in my mouth.









当浓浓的黑咖啡那原始粗犷的苦味在唇齿间辗转徘徊时，我终于知道：咖啡，和以往我喝的任何一种饮料都不同，它是苦的。




















Ice Cream's History　冰淇淋的历史

◎ Ed Grabianowski









The earliest reports of people enjoying flavored ice desserts come from the Romans and the Chinese. Marco Polo returned from his famous expedition with fruit-flavored ices, reporting that Asians had been making them for thousands of years. These delicacies became popular in France in the 1500s, but only among royalty. Over the next few centuries, the process of making them evolved from hauling mountain ice to salt/ice freezing methods. Cream was introduced as an ingredient, and by the 1700s, people were enjoying a dessert that was very similar to today’s ice cream.

The hand-cranked ice cream freezer was first developed by Nancy Johnson in 1846. Ice was readily available from large warehouses in that era, so ice cream became a treat that could be enjoyed by almost anyone, not just the rich. Ice cream making was revolutionized again in 1851, when Jacob Fussel started the first wholesale ice cream manufacturing operation in Baltimore, Maryland. Fussel’s dairy business had excess cream and he couldn’t figure out what to do with it. He tried using it to make ice cream, and before long his ice cream business outsold the rest of the dairy.




The business slowly evolved for the next few decades. Manufacturing methods and ingredients improved, while refrigeration technology became cheaper and more efficient. By the 1920s, home refrigerators and freezers became more common, which gave the ice cream industry another boost. Sugar was rationed in the US during World War I, but the ice cream industry convinced the government that ice cream was an “essential food”. Ice cream factories were allotted sugar rations and production continued.




Ice cream increased in popularity until the Depression years caused a drop in sales for virtually all non-essential goods. Sales increased in the years leading up to World War II before leveling off in the post-war years. The rise of the giant supermarket created demand for cheaper, mass-produced ice cream, but quality suffered. The 1960s saw a resurgence in “premium” ice cream, while the following decades saw the market fragment into low-fat varieties for the health-conscious, including frozen yogurt, fruit bars, ice milk, fat-free ice cream, and dozens of other varieties. However, ice cream still makes up about 60 percent of the market share among frozen desserts. While ice cream is enjoyed worldwide, it has become an American tradition.

根据史料记载，最早享用风味冰制甜点的是罗马人和中国人。马可·波罗完成他著名的游历后，满载果味冰品而归，称亚洲人做这些的历史已有数千年。早在16世纪，这种美食就已经风靡法国，不过只限于王室内部。在接下来的几个世纪里，人们发明了盐水冰冻法，制作冰甜点不再需要从高山上凿冰。之后，奶油也成为一种制作原料，到18世纪时，人们享用的冰制甜点已经和今天的冰淇淋非常接近。 1846年，南希·约翰逊发明了手摇冰淇淋冷冻机。那个时代的冰块来自大型冷库，随取随用，冰淇淋因此成为大众美食，而不是富人独享的奢侈品。1851年，雅各布·福赛尔在马里兰州巴尔的摩市首次批量生产冰淇淋，制作工艺再次革新。福赛尔的奶制品工厂生产的奶油过剩，他一时间不知怎么办，便尝试使用这些奶油制作冰淇淋，不久以后，他的冰淇淋销量竟超过了其他奶制品。 在接下来的几十年里，冰淇淋产业日渐成熟。生产方式和制作原料不断改进，制冷技术也变得更便宜更高效。到20世纪20年代，家用冰箱和冰柜更为普及，推动冰淇淋产业再次崛起。第一次世界大战期间，糖在美国是定量配给的，冰淇淋行业协会说服政府冰淇淋是一种“必备食品”，冰淇淋工厂由此获得食糖配额，生产才得以继续。 经济大萧条之前，冰淇淋日益普及，销量一路上扬，但大萧条的到来导致非必需品的销量一落千丈，几乎无一幸免。第二次世界大战爆发前的那几年，冰淇淋销量开始有所好转，战后几年则趋于平稳。大型超市的出现，为价格更低廉、大批量生产的冰淇淋创造了市场需求，但冰淇淋的品质却受到了影响。20世纪60年代，“优质”冰淇淋东山再起，接下来的几十年，冰淇淋市场细分出各种专为追求健康的人士打造的低脂系列产品，包括冰冻酸奶、水果条、牛奶冻、脱脂冰淇淋和其他数十个种类。但传统冰淇淋仍然占去冰冻甜点60%的市场份额。全世界都在享用的冰淇淋，在美国已然成为一种传统。










  美丽语录

The ice cream mixes the sweetest and purest wish of a girl, and the bike carries the most conspicuous and fervent dream of a boy. Love will be aroused as soon as this most romantic factor adds to the simplest element.




冰淇淋融合了少女最甜蜜和最纯净的期盼，单车则承载了少年最张扬和最热烈的梦想。最浪漫的因子加上最简单的元素，怎能不碰撞出美妙的爱情？













Pizza: What You Do Not Know　比萨：你不知道的事

◎ Helen Davies









Just hearing the word “pizza” brings a smile to the face of just about every American. Whatever style or variety—from thick, Chicago-style deep-dish pizza stuffed with gobs of cheese, sausage, and pepperoni to a thin-as-a-cracker crust topped with veggies—pizza invariably makes it to the top of “favorite food” lists.




Here, we’ve compiled a list of fun and interesting facts about this American food icon. See how many you knew!

1. Since 1987, October has been officially designated National Pizza Month in the United States.

2. Approximately three billion pizzas are sold in the United States every year, plus an additional one billion frozen pizzas.

3. Pizza is a $30 billion industry in the United States.

4. Pizzerias represent 17 percent of all US restaurants.

5. Ninety-three percent of Americans eat pizza at least once a month.

6. Women are twice as likely as men to order vegetarian toppings on their pizza.

7. About 36 percent of all pizzas contain pepperoni, making it the most popular topping in the United States.




8. The first known pizzeria, Antica Pizzeria, opened in Naples, Italy, in 1738.

9. More pizza is consumed during the week of the Super Bowl than any other time of the year.

10. On average, each person in the United States eats around 23 pounds of pizza every year.

11. The first pizzeria in the United States was opened by Gennaro Lombardi in 1895 in New York City.

12. The record for the world’s largest pizza depends on how you slice it. According to Guinness World Records, the record for the world’s largest circular pizza was set at Norwood Hypermarket in South Africa in 1990. The gigantic pie measured 122 feet 8 inches across, weighed 26,883 pounds, and contained 9,920 pounds of flour, 3,968 pounds of cheese, and 1,984 pounds of sauce. In 2005, the record for the world’s largest rectangular pizza was set in Iowa Falls, Iowa. Pizza restaurant owner Bill Bahr and a team of 200 helpers created the 129 X 98.6-foot pizza from 4,000 pounds of cheese, 700 pounds of sauce, and 9,500 sections of crust. The enormous pie was enough to feed the town’s 5,200 residents ten slices of pizza each.








只要听到“比萨”这两个字，美国人几乎个个都会眉开眼笑。样式和品种都不重要，无论是腊肉肠和意式香肠为主馅、配以足量芝士的芝加哥式厚盘比萨，还是田园蔬菜为主馅的薄脆比萨，比萨总是位列“最喜爱的食物”榜单之首。 在这里，我们整理了一张有关这一美国“国宝级”食物的趣味榜单。看看你知道多少！ 1. 从1987年开始，10月正式被指定为美国“国家比萨月”。 2. 美国每年大约售出30亿个比萨，外加10亿个冷冻比萨。 3. 在美国，比萨是产值高达300亿美元的行业。 4. 全美17%的餐馆是比萨店。 5. 93%的美国人每月至少吃一次比萨。 6. 点比萨时要求主馅为蔬菜的人当中，女人是男人的两倍。 7. 最受欢迎的比萨配料当属意式香肠，大约36%的比萨采用了这种配料。 8. 1738年，第一家已知的比萨店安提卡在意大利那不勒斯开业。 9. 在“全美橄榄球超级杯赛”那周卖出的比萨数量全年最多。 10. 平均来说，美国人均每年吃掉大约23磅的比萨。 11. 根纳罗·隆巴尔迪于1895年在纽约开了美国第一家比萨店。 12. 世界最大的比萨记录由你的切法决定。根据《吉尼斯世界记录》，1990年，世界最大的圆形比萨诞生在南非的诺伍德大型超级市场，这个巨型馅饼直径122英尺8英寸、重达26883磅，使用了9920磅面粉、3968磅芝士和1984磅比萨酱。2005年，世界上最大的矩形比萨诞生在爱荷华州的爱荷华瀑布，这个长129英尺、宽98.6英尺的矩形比萨，由比萨店店主比尔·巴尔和200个助手共同制作完成，使用了4000磅芝士、700磅比萨酱和9500块馅饼皮，这个巨型馅饼足以喂饱全镇5200个居民，每人可以分到10片之多。










文化小课堂

比萨是我们起源不详的食品之一。将各种馅料放在面包饼上制作的食品最远可追溯到古罗马时期。在路边能看到越来越多比萨饼店的今天，比如“必胜客”、“棒约翰”，相信大家在吃比萨的时候，都未曾意识到它在美国人心目中的至高地位。









Afternoon Tea　悠然闲适尽在下午茶

◎ Madelyn Miller









High tea, a term often confused with afternoon tea, usually takes the place of supper. During the Industrial Revolution, working class families would return home tired and exhausted. The table would be set with dinner foods like meat, bread, butter, potatoes, cheese and of course tea. It was termed “high tea” because it was eaten at a high dining table rather than a low tea table.




Afternoon tea (because it was usually taken in the late afternoon) is also called “low tea” as it is served at a low table. Since this wasn’t a meal, but rather like a late afternoon snack meant to stave off hunger, finger foods were the common fare. Tiny, dainty sandwiches, scones and pastries were served with afternoon tea. Finger foods afforded one the opportunity to take a petite bite and easily maintain a conversation. This is most important, as one is not merely taking tea to gain nourishment or satisfy hunger, but to take time to relax, converse and enjoy the company of dear friends. In England, the traditional time for tea was four o’clock or five o’clock in the afternoon and no one stayed after seven o’clock.

In 1662, King Charles II of England married the Portuguese princess Catherine of Braganza who brought with her, as part of her dowry, a small chest of tea. As the new queen, Catherine began the serving of tea to her friends at court.




Although there is mention of “five o’clock tea” in France in the 17th century, the credit for the invention of “Afternoon Tea” is given to Anna Russell, duchess of Bedford who, during the long gap between an early breakfast and very late dinner, experienced what she called “a sinking feeling” at about 4 or 5 in the afternoon. She asked her maid to bring her a pot of tea, a little bread and butter and cake in her room. She found this arrangement so agreeable that she began asking her friends to join her.





“茶餐”的英文直译为“高茶”（high tea），不少人误以为是下午茶，但其实常常相当于晚餐。工业革命期间，工薪家庭的成员回到家时往往已经筋疲力尽，晚餐时就会摆上一桌子的肉、面包、黄油、土豆和奶酪，当然还有茶。之所以称之为“高茶”，是因为相对放置于低矮茶几上的普通茶点，“茶餐”通常要摆在高高的餐桌上享用。 “下午茶”通常是傍晚时分在低矮茶几上享用，故又称为“低茶”。“下午茶”不是正餐，而更像傍晚时分用来解饿的小吃，常常搭配美味的迷你三明治、司康饼和酥皮糕点这类手抓小点心。有了这些手抓小吃，人们就可以小口地品尝美食，也不用担心耽搁聊天了。这点十分重要，因为人们喝茶的主要目的并不是摄取营养或果腹充饥，而是为了偷得浮生半日闲，享受与亲朋好友相聚交谈的快乐时光。在英国，传统的下午茶时间是下午4、5点钟，7点之后便不会再有人喝下午茶了。 1662年，英格兰国王查理二世迎娶了葡萄牙布拉干萨王朝的凯瑟琳公主，她带来的嫁妆中就有一小箱茶叶。作为新任皇后，凯瑟琳开始在宫廷里和朋友一起享用下午茶。 尽管在17世纪的法国就有“五时茶”的说法了，但“下午茶”的发明还是要归功于波德福公爵夫人安娜·拉塞尔。在早餐和晚餐之间的漫长时光里，按公爵夫人自己的话来说就是，在下午4、5点钟，她会有“一种下沉的感觉”。有一次，她命女仆送一壶茶、一点黄油面包和蛋糕到她的房间，享用完之后顿觉神清气爽，于是开始邀请朋友们一起前来享用。










文化小课堂

上班族的午餐常常吃得太匆忙，一顿下午茶不仅能赶走瞌睡虫，还可以帮助人们保持充沛的精力直到晚餐。下午茶很是时髦。不同的地方，下午茶的习惯和茶点类别也不同。在世界许多地区下午茶由来已久，在国内则以广东和福建地区最为盛行。









Why Need To Light Candles on Birthday Cake　生日蛋糕上为什么要点蜡烛

◎ Anonymous












Thousands of years ago birthdays were considered a time when the bad spirits as opposed to the good spirits were able to harm you as this day changed a person’s life. It was believed that the only way to keep the bad spirits at bay was to have your friends and family around you so that their good wishes and present giving would keep them at bay.

Also noisemakers are thought to be used at parties as a way of scaring away the evil spirits.

The custom of lighting candles originated with people believing that the gods lived in the sky and by lighting candles and torches they were sending a signal or prayer to the gods so they could be answered. When you blow out the candles and make a wish, this is another way of sending a signal and a message.

The candles in the cake represent life, burning brightly for a short time and then snuffed out. The person blowing out the candles is saying, “This much of my life is over—I’ll never get it back, but I still have the breath of life within me and I am in control. I will blow away the past and start anew with this wish.”












文化小课堂

古希腊的人们庆祝月亮女神的生日时，要在圣坛上摆着插有蜡烛的蛋糕。他们相信燃烧着的蜡烛具有神秘的力量。如果孩子许下心愿，并一口气吹灭所有的蜡烛，便能如愿以偿。因此，这一习俗流传至今。









数千年前，人们认为生日是可以改变人一生的日子，与善灵为敌的恶灵也会专挑这一天来伤害人。而唯一能让恶灵退避三舍的方法，就是邀请亲朋好友相伴左右，他们所送上的祝福和礼物，恰能阻止恶灵靠近。 在派对上还可以大声欢呼来吓退恶灵。 点蜡烛的习俗源自人们的信念，他们认为神明高高在上，点亮蜡烛和火炬就相当于向神明发送了信号或祈祷，神明便可以加以回应，而吹灭蜡烛许愿则是另一个发送信号和讯息的方法。 蛋糕上的蜡烛代表生命，火光明亮，但转瞬即被掐灭。吹灭蜡烛的人边吹蜡烛边说：“过去的都已过去，不会重来，但生活在继续，我的生命我做主，就让过去随蜡烛而灭，我也带着新的希望踏上一段新的人生旅程。” 








美丽语录

This much of my life is over—I'll never get it back, but I still have the breath of life within me and I am in control. I will blow away the past and start anew with this wish.

过去的都已过去，不会重来，但生活在继续，我的生命我做主，就让过去随蜡烛而灭，我也带着新的希望踏上一段新的人生旅程。
















What Is the World's Most Popular Fruit　世界上最受欢迎的水果

◎ James Scherrer









The tomato is the world’s most popular fruit. More than 60 million tons of tomatoes are produced per year, 16 million tons more than the second most popular fruit, the banana. Apples are the third most popular (36 million tons), then oranges (34 million tons) and watermelons (22 million tons).

Tomatoes were first cultivated in 700 AD by Aztecs and Incas. Explorers returning from Mexico introduced the tomato into Europe, where it was first mentioned in 1556. The French called it “the apple of love,” the Germans “the apple of paradise.”




Tomatoes are rich in vitamins A and C and fibre, and are cholesterol free. An average size tomato (148 gram or 5 oz) boasts only 35 calories. Furthermore, new medical research suggests that the consumption of lycopene—the stuff that makes tomatoes red—may prevent cancer. Lycopene is part of the family of pigments called carotenoids, which are natural compounds that create the colors of fruits and vegetables. For example, beta carotene is the orange pigment in carrots. As with essential amino acids, they are not produced by the human body. Lycopene is the most powerful antioxidant in the carotenoid family and, with vitamins C and E, protect us from the free radicals that degrade many parts of the body.

The scientific term for the common tomato is lycopersicon lycopersicum, which mean “wolf peach.” It is a cousin of the eggplant, red pepper, ground cherry, potato, and the highly toxic belladonna, also known as the nightshade or solanaccae. There are more than 10,000 varieties of tomatoes.




Tomatoes are used in many food product, including, of course, tomato sauce (ketchup), pasta and pizza. According to a Steel Packing Council survey of 1997, 68% of chefs use canned tomatoes for convenience, quality and flavoring.





番茄是世界上最受欢迎的水果。番茄的年产量高达6000多万吨，第二受欢迎的水果香蕉年产量比番茄少1600万吨。第三受欢迎的是年产量3600万吨的苹果，紧接其后的是年产3400万吨的橙子和年产2200万吨的西瓜。 公元700年，阿兹特克人和印加人率先种植番茄。据史书记载，1556年，探险家从墨西哥返回后将番茄引进欧洲。法国人称之为“爱情苹果”，德国人称之为“天堂苹果”。 番茄不含胆固醇，富含维生素A、维生素C和纤维。普通大小（148克或5盎司）的番茄仅有35卡路里的热量。此外，新近医学研究表明，摄入番茄红素可以防癌。番茄红素是促使番茄变红的物质，与类胡萝卜素同属一个色素家族，此类色素都是天然复合物，能使水果蔬菜呈现颜色。比如，β胡萝卜素就是胡萝卜中的橙色色素。和必需氨基酸一样，人体本身不能合成这些色素。番茄红素是类胡萝卜素家族中最强大的抗氧化剂，连同维生素C和维生素E，保护着人体免受自由基的损害，防止身体各部位的老化。 番茄的学名为lycopersicon lycopersicum，意为“狼桃”，与茄子、红辣椒、醋栗、土豆、高毒性颠茄同族，也被称作茄属或茄科植物。番茄共有一万多个品种。 番茄用于制造多种食品，番茄酱理所当然包括在内，其他的还有意大利面和比萨。根据1997年罐头包装委员会的一项调查，68%的主厨都会使用更方便、更优质、更美味的罐装番茄。 








文化小课堂

每个人的心里都有自己最喜欢的水果，不过，有一样水果是全世界最多人喜欢的！它有“长寿果”的美名，含丰富维生素和矿物质元素，抗氧化能力极佳，具防癌降压、润肤美白之功效。知道它是什么吗？
















Why Do Doughnuts Have Holes　为什么甜甜圈中间有个洞

◎ Christina Grimme









The question as to why doughnuts have holes has been raised by dozens of bakers over the years, but most agree that the answer to this sticky question lies in the fact that the interior of these fried cakes would not cook fully without a hole in the center. In short, the consistency of a doughnut lacking a hole would be, quite simply, doughy.

Another riveting theory as to the origin of the bull’s eye in the doughnut holds that a sea captain named Hanson Gregory, while manning his post one stormy night, found it impossible both to steer his vessel and to eat his fried cake. Out of sheer frustration, and probably out of hunger, he impaled his cake over one of the spokes of the ship’s wheel, thereby creating a finger hold with which to grip the cake. Quite pleased with his ingenuity, Mr. Gregory ordered the galley’s cook to fry the cakes in that manner henceforth.




Whatever the reason for the hole in the doughnut, this fried cake, with or without a hole, has been incorporated into the diets of people throughout the world for centuries. In fact, archaeologists found petrified fried cakes with holes amongst the artifacts of a primitive Indian tribe.

Many credit Dutch settlers to America with introducing the non-holed olykoeks, or “oily cakes,” to this continent, and with their subsequent popularity.




There is no disputing the fact that the fried cake became the rage in New York and in New England, and that before long, it became the specialty of coffee shops. Fried cakes came into their own in 1673, when a self-made New York marketing guru, Anna Joralemon, made their purchase at the market possible.

To this day, doughnuts, in any shape or form, remain married in our minds to coffee and police officers, and are here to stay.










多年来，许多面包师都存在这样一个疑问：为什
 么甜甜圈中间会有个洞呢？这个问题很难回答，但公认的答案是：如果不挖个洞，这种油炸蛋糕的内部就不能炸透。简单来说，没有小洞的甜甜圈中间厚边缘薄，吃起来会半生不熟。 关于甜甜圈中间那个洞的起源，还有一个引人入胜的说法。相传有个名叫汉森·格里高利的航海船长，在一个风雨交加的夜晚，正在工作的他发现没法边掌舵边吃油炸蛋糕。或许因为饥饿的关系，他的心情非常沮丧，一气之下就把蛋糕朝船舵的辐条压去，蛋糕上面便出现了一个手指粗细的洞，这样他就可以稳稳地拿住蛋糕了。格里高利先生对自己的小创意非常得意，于是命令船上的厨师以后都照那个样子油炸蛋糕。 不管甜甜圈上的小洞是什么来历，也不管中间有没有洞，几个世纪以来，这种油炸蛋糕早已融入全世界人们的日常饮食当中。事实上，考古学家在一堆原始印第安人部落的史前器物里发现了带洞的油炸蛋糕化石。 不带洞的“油蛋糕”能够引进美洲大陆并风靡全美，很多人都认为应归功于早期移居美国的荷兰人。 众所周知，油炸蛋糕之后在纽约和新英格兰掀起一阵狂潮，不久便登堂入室成为咖啡店里的招牌甜点。油炸蛋糕真正开始热卖是在1673年，一名白手起家的纽约集市小贩安娜·乔拉雷蒙首次在集市出售油炸蛋糕。 时至今日，我们依旧会将造型各异的甜甜圈和咖啡、警察联系在一起，甜甜圈会陪伴我们到永远！ 










文化小课堂

在美国，吃甜甜圈的警察是一个经典形象。甜甜圈的中间都有一个洞，所以汉语中我们把它叫做圈饼。这个洞到底是怎么来的呢？有人说，这是面包师傅们为了防止面饼炸不熟而弄的；也有人说这个洞是一位船长灵机一动的创举。不论原因如何，这个洞的风行却是事实。









Coffee Culture　咖啡文化

◎ Alex









“Give me a decaf triple venti, 2 pump vanilla, non-fat, extra hot, stirred, no foam caramel macchiato with whip cream and caramel sauce top and bottom.”

If you happen to be standing in one of the ubiquitous Starbucks or Coffee Bean chains in the US, chances are pretty good you might hear someone order something like this. The advent of big business coffee powerhouses like Starbucks has transformed coffee-drinking into an extremely popular and profitable industry that is quickly spreading across the globe. Like other successful consumer-oriented businesses with a stranglehold on modern culture (iPod and Google come to mind), big coffeehouse businesses have made their product increasingly user-friendly, highly customizable, and readily accessible to people all around the world.




Coffee has a history dating back to at least the 9th century and has been a catalyst for social interaction across cultures and eras. Originally discovered in Ethiopia, coffee beans were brought into the Middle East by Arab traders, spreading to Egypt, Yemen, Persia, Turkey, and North Africa by the 15th century. Muslim merchants eventually brought the beans to the thriving port city of Venice, where they sold them to wealthy Italian buyers. Soon, the Dutch began importing and growing coffee in places like Java and Ceylon (largely through slave labor), and the British East India Trading Company was popularizing the beverage in England. Coffee spread across Europe and even reached America.




Where there has been coffee, there has been the coffeehouse. From the 15th century Middle Eastern establishments where men gathered to listen to music, play chess, and hear recitations from works of literature, to Paris’ Cafe le Procope where luminaries of the French Enlightenment such as Voltaire, Rousseau, and Diderot came to enjoy a hot cup of Joe, coffeehouses have traditionally served as centers of social interaction, places where people can come to relax, chat, and exchange ideas.

The modern coffee shop is modeled on the espresso and pastry-centered Italian coffeehouses that arose with the establishment of Italian-American immigrant communities in major US cities such as New York City’s Little Italy and Greenwich Village, Boston’s North End, and San Francisco’s North Beach. New York coffee shops were often frequented by the Beats in the 1950’s. It wasn’t long before Seattle and other parts of the Pacific Northwest were developing coffee shops as part of a thriving counterculture scene. The Seattle-based Starbucks took this model and brought it into mainstream culture.




Although coffeehouses today continue to serve their traditional purpose as lively social hubs in many communities, they have noticeably adapted to the times. Rediscovering their purpose as centers of information exchange and communication, many coffee shops now provide their customers with internet access and newspapers. It has become extremely common to see someone sitting at a Starbucks listening to music or surfing the web on his or her laptop. Coffee stores today also maintain a fairly identifiable, yet unique aesthetic: wooden furniture and plush couches, paintings and murals drawn on walls, and soft-lighting combine to give coffee shops the cozy feeling of a home away from home.




Today, big business retail coffee shops are expanding quickly all over the world. Starbucks alone has stores in over 40 countries and plans to add more. Despite its popularity, Starbucks has been criticized and labeled by many as a blood-sucking corporate machine, driving smaller coffee shops out of business through unfair practices. This has even spawned an anti-corporate coffee counterculture, with those subscribing to this culture boycotting big business coffee chains. Increasingly popular coffee stores such as The Coffee Bean and Tea Leaf are also giving Starbucks some stiff competition. In any case, it seems pretty clear that coffee has weaved itself into the fabric of our consumer-oriented culture.




Coffee, it would seem, is more than just a drink. From early on after its inception, coffee has been tied closely with cultural trends and has been indicative of important periods in history. It was poured into the cups of the giants of the French Enlightenment as they changed the course of human thought, it was placed on the backs of Brazilian slaves in the era of Imperialism, it’s fragrance was in the air as Beat poets like Kerouac and Ginsberg wrote of their alienation, and it is here now as the world continues to change in this era of technology and globalization. So the next time you enjoy your latte or your ice-cold caramel frappuccino, appreciate the fact that you are connected to countless numbers of people spanning many different cultures and eras through your love of that wondrous beverage: coffee.








“给我来一杯三倍浓缩、两份香草、低咖啡因的超大杯无泡脱脂焦糖玛奇朵咖啡，需要高温混匀，再淋上焦糖跟奶油。” 星巴克或香啡缤咖啡连锁店在美国随处可见，如果你碰巧在店里，就会听到有人这样点单。类似星巴克这种大型咖啡连锁店的出现，已经把喝咖啡包装成一种高利润大众产业，并在全球范围内迅速推广。就像那些消费导向型的成功企业，比如我们马上想到的iPod和谷歌，时刻左右着现代文化的走向，大型咖啡连锁店的产品越来越便利、越来越个性化，同时也越来越适宜在全世界推广。 咖啡的历史至少可以追溯到9世纪，当时咖啡是跨文化跨时代、促进社会交流的催化剂。咖啡豆最初发现于埃塞俄比亚，后经阿拉伯商人传至中东地区，时至15世纪，便已遍及埃及、也门、波斯、土耳其及北非各国。穆斯林商贩接着把咖啡豆传到了繁荣的港口城市威尼斯，卖给意大利的有钱人。不久，荷兰人开始进口咖啡豆，并在爪哇和锡兰等地种植，劳力基本上都是奴隶。大不列颠东印度贸易公司将咖啡饮料在英格兰普及开来。随后，咖啡传遍欧洲，甚至远达美洲。 哪里有咖啡，哪里就有咖啡馆。从15世纪中东地区的人们聚在一起听音乐、下棋、听述文学作品的公共场所，到法国启蒙运动时期诸如伏尔泰、卢梭、狄德罗这种赫赫有名的大人物品尝热咖啡的巴黎普洛科普咖啡馆，足见咖啡馆自古就是人们休闲、聊天、交流思想的社交中心。 现代咖啡馆的模式源自主营浓缩咖啡和油酥点心的意大利咖啡馆，随着意大利裔移民社区在美国各大城市的建立，这种咖啡厅也陆续落户于纽约的小意大利、格林尼治村、波斯顿的北端和旧金山的北滩区等地。20世纪50年代，纽约咖啡馆成为“垮掉的一代”常常光顾的地方。不久之后，西雅图和太平洋西北岸其他地区咖啡馆的也蓬勃发展起来，为欣欣向荣的反主流文化大潮推波助澜。源自西雅图的星巴克借鉴了这一模式，把咖啡馆引入主流文化。 尽管今天的咖啡馆在很多地方依旧扮演着社交活动中心的传统角色，但显而易见，它们一直在与时俱进。现在的许多咖啡店又重新成为信息交换和思想交流中心，为顾客提供网络服务和报刊杂志。在星巴克里听歌或者用笔记本电脑上网，似乎已经成了司空见惯的现象。今天的咖啡店仍然保持着一种易于辨识且独具特色的审美品味：木质的家具，松软的沙发，墙上的油画和壁画，再加上柔和的灯光，为整个咖啡馆营造出一种居家般的温馨氛围。 今天，大型零售咖啡店正在全球迅速扩张，仅星巴克一家就在全球40多个国家设立了分店，同时还在筹划开设更多的分店。星巴克尽管十分流行，但常被人们贴上“吸血机器”的标签，人们对他们通过不公平竞争挤兑小型咖啡店的行为诟病不已。这些批判之声甚至形成一股反企业咖啡的反主流风潮，支持者们大力抵制大型商业咖啡连锁店。再加上，香啡缤和茶叶这类咖啡店越来越受大众欢迎，也对星巴克构成了强有力的竞争。无论如何，咖啡显然已经融入我们的消费主义文化，并成为了其不可分割的一部分。 咖啡似乎不再只是单纯的饮料了。咖啡刚一出现，就和文化潮流紧密相连，成为历史重要时期的表征之一。法国启蒙运动时期，文学巨匠们改变人类思想轨迹时，杯子里斟满的是咖啡；帝国主义时期，压弯巴西奴隶们背脊的是咖啡；垮掉派诗人凯鲁亚克、金斯伯格书写他们的离经叛道时，空气中弥漫的也是咖啡的香气；即便是在科技和全球化不断改变着世界的今日，见证这一切的还是咖啡。因此，当你下次享用拿铁或冰焦糖星冰乐时，请想象一下，你正与诸多跨文化跨时代的伟人沟通交流，而这种美妙的体验，正来自你对咖啡这种神奇饮料的热爱。 












文化小课堂

咖啡一词源自希腊语Kaweh，意思是“力量与热情”。非洲是咖啡的故乡。世界各地的人们越来越爱喝咖啡，随之而来的“咖啡文化”则充满生活的每个时刻。走进原木搭建的咖啡小屋，选择靠窗的一隅，品着咖啡：它逐渐与时尚、现代生活联系在一起。












Why Should We Send Valentine's Day Chocolate　情人节为什么要送巧克力

◎ Gabriel Keith Harris









Chocolate is almost synonymous with Valentine’s Day, but it’s doubtful that Saint Valentine even tasted it. During the martyr’s lifetime in third-century Rome, chocolate was still limited to native South America.

Today chocolate is enjoyed by people the world over, with some 2.3 billion pounds of chocolate consumed in America each year. That amounts to 10.8 pounds per person.

The gift of chocolate

Legend has it that chocolate was a gift of the gods. The cacao tree was supposedly brought to mankind by Quetzalcoatl, the Aztec god who taught mortals how to make a drink from it.




Giving someone chocolates still carries a wealth of meaning. The custom even has royal approval, ever since 1900 when Queen Victoria sent special tins of chocolate to soldiers in the Boer War to wish them a happy New Year.

And of course chocolate often sends a message of love, whether it’s a gift-wrapped box for Mother’s Day or a Valentine’s present of heart-shaped truffles.

Chocolate, love and sex

French doctors prescribed chocolate to women patients for a broken heart.

Chocolate has long been associated with love. At one time, nuns were forbidden to eat it because of its sexual reputation. Casanova is believed to have thought of hot chocolate as the “elixir of love”. And in the 18th century, French doctors prescribed chocolate to women patients for a broken heart.




Science may hold a clue—chocolate contains a substance called phenylethylamine, a naturally occurring chemical in the brain which promotes feelings of euphoria associated with being in love. It also contains a variety of other substances which may help create a feeling of well-being.

Do you know?

That same 100 grams of chocolate also contains 5 milligrams of methylxanthine and 160 milligrams of theo- bromine, both caffeine-like stimulants. When taken in large quantities, these stimulants can induce nausea and vomiting—a good reason to limit your Valentine’s Day nibbling to a few chocolates.

Meanwhile, Chocolate is poisonous to dogs and other pets, and can even be lethal. Don’t give it to your dog. Theobromine is toxic to dogs, and one ounce of chocolate could kill a 10-pound canine.

巧克力几乎是情人节的同义词，情人节直译为“圣·瓦伦丁诺的纪念日”，但圣·瓦伦丁诺本人是否尝过巧克力，尚无定论。3世纪的罗马，在这位殉道者的有生之年，巧克力仍然仅存在于南美土著部落。 今天，全世界的人们都可以享受到巧克力的美味，美国每年消费的巧克力都可高达23亿磅之重，相当于10.8磅的人均年消耗量。 巧克力：送礼首选 巧克力据说是神的馈赠。阿兹特克人崇拜的羽蛇神不仅赐给人类可可树，还教导人类如何用可可调配饮料。 赠送巧克力还包含着丰富的含义。1900年，维多利亚女王将几罐巧克力赠与参与波尔战争的士兵，恭祝他们新年快乐。自此以后，送巧克力的风俗就得到了皇室的认可。 当然，无论是母亲节的巧克力精美礼盒，还是情人节的心形松露巧克力，作为礼物送出的同时，还会传达一份真挚的爱意。 巧克力、爱情与性 法国医生曾为失恋心碎的女病人开出巧克力药方。 巧克力与爱情的关联由来已久。修道院曾一度禁止修女吃巧克力，就是因为巧克力的性意味。在人们看来，意大利风流浪子卡萨诺瓦就是那个把热巧克力视作“爱情神药”的人。18世纪，法国医生曾为失恋心碎的女病人开出巧克力药方。 此事还是有一些科学依据的。巧克力中含有的名为苯乙胺的物质，可以刺激大脑分泌一种化学物质，令人产生一种恋爱时才有的欣快感。除此之外，巧克力中还含有许多可能会使人产生幸福感觉的物质。 你知道吗？ 100克巧克力中有5毫克甲基黄嘌呤和160毫克可可碱，这两种物质均为类似咖啡因的兴奋剂。如大量服用这些兴奋剂，会导致恶心、呕吐，这可是限制你在情人节只吃几块巧克力的大好理由。 同时，巧克力对狗和其他宠物来说是有毒的，甚至可能致死。所以，不要给你的狗吃巧克力。可可碱对狗来说是剧毒，一盎司巧克力就可以杀死一条10磅重的狗。










文化小课堂

甜品如美人，浓妆艳抹如八宝饭，淡扫娥眉如酒酿圆子，纯洁稚气如奶油蛋糕，妖冶魅惑如巧克力。巧克力是黑美人，是浓情厚爱的化身，是情人节的完美代言人。我们始终信任巧克力，香甜的能量让我们重新精神抖擞，直面或百转千回或十年一日的人生。












What Do Americans Drink In the Summer Time　美国人的夏日饮品

◎ Tom









American summers are filled with outdoor barbeques, baseball games and swimming pools. Summer in America is a time to enjoy the outdoors, no matter how hot it might be. So when the temperature is way up, and the sweat is pouring down, what do Americans reach for to quench their thirsts? Let’s take a look at some of the more popular drinks.




Lemonade is probably the most common of all American summer time beverages. It was actually first created in Paris in the 17th century where it was sold by the cup from containers carried on the backs of people walking through the streets. It is made by combining lemon juice, water, and sugar. It is usually served very cold, over ice. For fun, children sometimes put up a stand outside their homes and sell this drink to passers-by on the street.

Ice tea is another popular summer time drink in America. It is made by first brewing tea and then cooling the tea to a cold temperature. Ice tea is almost always served in a tall glass of ice. Many Americans choose to add sugar to sweeten the drink, or lemon to add to the flavor. This drink is often consumed in the afternoon while relaxing in the shade. Ice tea is now also sold pre-packaged, by the bottle, at almost any store in America.

The Slurpee, a famous American drink which has declined in popularity in recent years, is a great way to cool off in the summer time heat. It is a mix of finely shaved ice, sugar and fruit juices. However the drink is mostly made of ice. Slurpees can be found in all types of flavors, but the most common are cherry and blueberry. They can be purchased at most small convenient stores and are dispensed from a machine that customers operate to serve themselves. Slurpees are most popular with young Americans.




Milkshakes are a time-honored tradition in America. A milkshake is made from a mix of ice cream, milk and flavoring. It is shaken or whipped and served ice cold in a cup. The shaking or whipping is usually done with a blender. The most common milkshakes are made with either vanilla or chocolate ice cream, a cherry is usually put on top. This drink often is had in combination with a meal of French fries and a hamburger.








美国夏天的主题就是户外烧烤、棒球赛和游泳池嬉戏。不管外面有多热，夏天都是美国人尽情享受户外活动的好时机。温度一路上扬，人们汗如雨下之时，美国人又会找些什么来解决口渴问题呢？我们就来看一下他们都有哪些流行饮料吧。 柠檬水可能是美国夏季饮品中最常见的一种了。其实，柠檬水最早发明于17世纪的巴黎，卖柠檬汁的小贩背着饮料桶穿街走巷，谁买就给他倒上一杯。这种柠檬水是由柠檬果汁加水加糖兑成的，喝之前通常冰镇一下。孩子们为了好玩，也会在自家门口设个小摊，卖柠檬水给街上的路人。 冰红茶是美国另一种流行的夏季饮品。冰红茶的做法很简单，煎好茶，然后慢慢放凉，喝的时候把茶倒进一大杯冰块中即可。许多美国人会加糖让冰红茶更甜一些，或者加柠檬增添些风味。炎炎夏日午后，在树荫下乘凉休息的时候，人们经常会要上一杯冰红茶。现在，几乎美国任何一家商店里都会出售瓶装冰红茶。 “思乐冰”也是一种美国家喻户晓的饮料，虽然近年来流行程度有所下降，但仍是夏季降温的好选择。“思乐冰”是刨冰、糖和果汁的混合饮料，不过主要成分还是冰。“思乐冰”有多种口味，但最常见的是樱桃味和蓝莓味，在大多数小型便利店和自动贩卖机内都能买到。“思乐冰”在美国年轻人中最受欢迎。 奶昔在美国拥有悠久的历史，由冰淇淋、牛奶和调味料混合而成，混合后需要大力摇动或搅拌，冰冻后装在杯子里享用。摇动或搅拌的工序通常由搅拌机完成。最常见的奶昔通常是香草或巧克力冰淇淋口味，顶上通常还会放一颗樱桃作装饰。人们常在点炸薯条、汉堡包套餐时再点上一杯奶昔。








美丽语录

The happy moment is sitting in front of a video shop with best friend, swaying two legs and licking an ice cream. The sweet taste melts from mouth down to heart.

幸福的瞬间就是和最好的朋友坐在音像店摇晃着两条腿舔着冰淇淋。甜蜜的味道从嘴里化开，一直蔓延到心里。








阅读小课堂

Idioms Related to “Tea”

与茶有关的习语









英语中跟“茶”（tea）相关的习语有不少，这里我们一起来认识几个。

如果有人跟你抱怨他的新老板脾气暴躁，动不动就拿下属出气，还总是叫他们加班，你可以说：Your new boss sounds terrible, I wouldn’t work for him for all the tea in China!（你的新老板听起来真讨厌，无论给我多少钱，我都不会在他手下干！）

Not for all the tea in China意思是说“无论对方给我多优厚的报酬或好处，我都不会做……”。这个习语出现于19世纪末期，当时中国是世界上最大的茶叶生产地，所以all the tea in China的确是一笔巨大的财富。








a storm in a tea cup/a tempest in a teapot 小题大做

例句：The whole affair is just a tempest in a teapot. In a couple of months everyone will have forgotten about it. （整件事都不过是小题大做而已，过不了多久，人们就会彻底忘记这事的。）





not my cup of tea 不是我喜欢的

例句：I realize a fantasy computer game is not everyone’s cup of tea, but this one is amazing. （我知道不是每个人都痴迷那些虚幻的电脑游戏，不过这个游戏真的很好玩。）





tea and sympathy 对不幸者的安慰与同情

例句：Sometimes people want practical advice and sometimes they just want tea and sympathy. （有的时候人们想听些实际的建议，但有的时候他们只是寻求安慰而已。）








as useful as a chocolate teapot 中看不中用

例句：This course is as good as a chocolate teapot, so I want to quit next semester. （这门课毫无用处，下学期我想把它退掉。）





再来跟大家聊聊关于茶的一些小知识吧！

茶分为红茶（black tea）、绿茶（green tea）、白茶（white tea）、乌龙茶（Oolong）等，不过这些茶都是从野茶树（Camellia sinensis）上采摘下来的，它们之所以颜色和味道有别，是因为加工的方法不同。

地方名茶：

西湖龙井 Dragon Well, Hangzhou Zhejiang

六安瓜片 Liuan Leaf, Jinzhai Anhui

黄山毛峰 Yellow Mountain Tip, Huangshan Anhui

洞庭碧螺春 Dongting Green Spiral, Suzhou Jiangsu












Chapter 3　High Lights of Lives　那些生活，精彩纷呈















It is a world that keeps alive the sense of continuing creation and of the relentless drive of life. Each time that I enter it, I gain some new awareness of its beauty and its deeper meanings.









这个世界时刻展现的都是一派生命不息、造物不止的景象。每次我走进这个世界，都会对它的美丽和意蕴平添几分更新更深的认识。




















What Is the American Dream　美国梦

◎ Tony Hawk









The term was first used by James Truslow Adams in his book The Epic of America which was written in 1931. He states: “The American Dream is... that dream of a land in which life should be better and richer and fuller for everyone, with opportunity for each according to ability or achievement. It is a difficult dream for the European upper classes to interpret adequately, and too many of us ourselves have grown weary and mistrustful of it. It is not a dream of motor cars and high wages merely, but a dream of social order in which each man and each woman shall be able to attain to the fullest stature of which they are innately capable, and be recognized by others for what they are, regardless of the fortuitous circumstances of birth or position.” (P.214~215)




In the United States’s Declaration of Independence, our founding fathers: “... held certain truths to be self-evident, that all Men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness.” Might this sentiment be considered the foundation of the American Dream?

Were homesteaders who left the big cities of the east to find happiness and their piece of land in the unknown wilderness pursuing these inalienable Rights? Were the immigrants who came to the United States looking for their bit of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, their Dream? And what did the desire of the veteran of World War II—to settle down, to have a home, a car and a family—tell us about this evolving Dream? Is the American Dream attainable by all Americans? Would Martin Luther King feel his Dream was attained? Did Malcolm X realize his Dream?




Some say, that the American Dream has become the pursuit of material prosperity—that people work more hours to get bigger cars, fancier homes, the fruits of prosperity for their families—but have less time to enjoy their prosperity. Others say that the American Dream is beyond the grasp of the working poor who must work two jobs to insure their family’s survival. Yet others look toward a new American Dream with less focus on financial gain and more emphasis on living a simple, fulfilling life.

Thomas Wolfe said, “...to every man, regardless of his birth, his shining, golden opportunity... the right to live, to work, to be himself, and to become whatever thing his manhood and his vision can combine to make him.”

Is this your American Dream?




“美国梦”一词最早出现在詹姆斯•特鲁斯罗•亚当斯1931年的著作《美国史诗》一书中。他指出，“美国梦就是：在这片梦想的土地上，每个人都可以生活得更美好、更富裕、更充实，且能拥有符合其能力或成就的改善生活的机会。欧洲上流社会固然难以理解这种梦想，可就连我们当中的大部分人，也开始对此感到厌倦甚至猜疑。这梦想并不止于拥有汽车和高薪，还包括建立某种社会秩序，从而确保置身其中的每个人都能达到与其才能相当的地位并以其本色受人认可，同时不受性别、出身、地位等偶然因素的左右。”（214～215页） 在美国的《独立宣言》中，我们的开国元勋们指出：“……认为下面这些真理是不言而喻的，人人生而平等，拥有造物者赋予他们的若干不可剥夺的权利，其中包括生命权、自由权和追求幸福的权利。”或许，可以将这些理念看作“美国梦”的基础？ 那些离开东部大城市的开拓者们，深入荒野寻找属于自己的土地和幸福，他们所追寻的就是这些“不可剥夺的权利”吗？那些来到美国的移民们曾经苦苦寻觅的，就是属于他们的“生命权、自由权和追求幸福的权利”吗，这些就是他们的“梦想”吗？那些二战老兵们心怀的渴望——安定下来、有房有车、娶妻生子，是在告诉我们现在这个“梦想”演变成的样子吗？所有的美国人都能实现“美国梦”吗？马丁·路德·金是否认为他的“梦想”可以实现？而马尔科姆·艾克斯又是否实现了他的“梦想”？ 有人说，“美国梦”已然成为对物质财富的追求，人们终日为了家人能享受到更大的车、更豪华的房子和更多的荣华富贵，投入到工作中的时间越来越多，享用这些财富的时间却越来越少。也有人说，对于那些必须打两份工才能维系家庭的穷忙族，实现“美国梦”早已在他们的能力范围之外。然而，还有人期待实现一个崭新“美国梦”，金钱利益不再重要，更重要的是简朴充实的生活。 托马斯·沃尔夫曾经说过：“……对每个人而言，无论出身贵贱，也无论他是否拥有天赐良机……他都有权生活、工作、展现自我，并结合他的男子气概和远大视野，成就一番事业。” 这，是你的“美国梦”吗？ 










文化小课堂

早期的美国人提倡的“美国梦”是依靠诚实和勤奋来致富，而今却是越来越热衷于快速致富。对金钱的追求是“美国梦”中不变的成分，但也是对财富的过度追逐，使“美国梦”逐渐变味，丧失了对世界各地人们的吸引力。













Why American Students Get a Long Vacation　美国学生的长假

◎ Nancy Steinbach









The traditional American school year begins in late August or early September. It ends in May or June, followed by summer vacation.




Why such a long break? Because long ago, young people had to help their families harvest the summer crops. At least this is what people today may think.

The reason has more to it. A recent report from an education policy center at Indiana University explored the historical roots of the traditional school calendar.

In the early days of the United States, children were not required by law to attend school. School calendars depended on local needs.

Students in rural areas went to school for no more than six months of the year—half in the summer, half in the winter. They worked on family farms during the other months.

City schools were often open much longer, some for eleven months of the year. Parents were happy to have a place for their children to go while the parents worked.




National leaders took a fresh look at schools after the Civil War, in the eighteen sixties. They saw a free public education as a way to help support a strong democracy and prepare workers for new industries.

Immigration was increasing and so was the student population. More and more people saw the need for a system of required education. But they had different ideas for the calendar.

Many city schools wanted a shorter year and a longer summer break. The schools were often crowded. There was no modern air conditioning and air pollution from factories was a problem.

Hot days would make it difficult to learn. A long summer break would also give teachers time for other jobs to add to their low pay.

Many rural educators, however, pushed for a longer school year. They thought it would keep children safe from industrial dangers at a time when there were few child-labor laws. They also thought it would lead to a better prepared workforce.




So the traditional school calendar was a compromise, with roots that now go back about a century and a half. The average school year used to be one hundred seventy days. Times have not changed much. Today the common average is one hundred eighty days.

But some experts think the traditional school calendar needs to change because the needs of the nation have changed. This thinking has led some schools to keep students in class longer.





传统美国学校的学年始于8月底或9月初，终于次年5月或6月，之后便是暑假。 为什么暑期那么长呢？因为很久以前，年轻人得在夏收作物成熟之时帮助家里收割。至少人们到现在依旧这么认为。 但真正的原因不止于此。印第安纳大学的教育政策中心最近发布了一则报告，探讨了传统校历的历史根源。 美国建国初期，法律并未规定孩子们必须上学，校历也只是根据当地需求来制定。 农村地区的学生每年上学的日子不超过6个月，夏季和冬季各3个月。其他几个月，他们都在家族农场里干活。 城市里的学生每年上学的时间通常要长得多，有些竟长达11个月。家长们对此很高兴，因为孩子可以在学校里上课，他们就可以安心工作了。 19世纪60年代南北战争过后，国家领导人对学校的看法大大改观。他们将免费的公立教育视为加强民主意识、为新兴工业培养人才的方式。 移民人口不断增长，学生的数量也因此猛增。越来越多的人们意识到建立义务教育制度的必要性，但他们对校历问题看法迥异。 许多城市学校希望缩短学年并延长暑期，因为学校早已人满为患，教室中尚没有现代化的空调设备，再加上学校周边工厂的空气污染问题，教学条件着实堪忧。 炎炎夏日加大了学习难度。悠长的暑期还是教师们赚外快的好时机，以此补充下他们微薄的收入。 但是，许多农村地区的教育者却坚持延长学年。在他们看来，在国内尚未完善儿童劳工法之前，上学可以让孩子们免于沦为童工，保证他们的人身安全。他们还认为，长远来看，这也会提高劳动力素质。 于是，传统的校历是各方妥协的结果，可追根溯源至一个半世纪以前。那时，平均一学年有170天。时至今日，天数并未有太大改变，平均一学年有180天。 但一些专家认为，在国家需求已经改变的情况下，传统校历也有必要作出相应的改革。某些学校已经响应了这一看法，延长了学生的在校时间。 










美丽语录

Give your spirit a holiday and listen to this world to your heart’s content, we can’t refuse the surprises offered by this world just because we have no reason to do so.

给心灵一个假期，尽情地倾听这个世界，因为我们没有理由拒绝，也无法拒绝这个世界所给予我们的惊喜！








Ten Senterces of Obama　奥巴马的十句话

◎ Obama









We are the change we are seeking.

We are the ones we have been waiting for.

The world has changed, and we must change with it.

Starting today, we must pick ourselves up, dust ourselves off and begin the work of remaking America.

This union may never be perfect, but generation after generation has shown that it can always be perfected.

It took a lot of blood, sweat and tears to get to where we are today, but we have just begun. Today we begin in earnest the work of making sure that the world we leave our children is just a little bit better than the one we inhabit today.




We need to steer clear of this poverty of ambition, where people want to drive fancy cars and wear nice clothes and live in nice apartments but don’t want to work hard to accomplish these things. Everyone should try to realize their full potential.

We remain the most prosperous, powerful nation on Earth.

If you’re walking down the right path and you’re willing to keep walking, eventually you’ll make progress.

We are ready to lead once more.





我们就是我们一直在寻找的变化。 我们就是我们一直在等待的救世主。 世界已经改变，我们必须随之改变。 从今天开始，我们必须振作精神，洗心革面，开始重建美国的大业。 我们的国家也许不曾完美，但一代又一代的人民已经向我们证明，他们可以不断地完善我们的国家。 不知流过多少鲜血、多少汗水、多少泪水，才走到今天，但这还只是个开头。今天，我们开始真诚地努力，确保留给孩子们的世界，比我们现在居住的更好一点。 我们不应丧失远大抱负，在人们只想开名车、穿靓衫、住豪宅，却不想努力工作实现梦想的今天，每个人都应该努力挖掘出自己全部的潜能。 我们依然是地球上最繁荣、最强大的国家。 如果你走上了一条正确道路，并愿意继续走下去，最终你会取得进步。 我们已做好再次引领全球的准备。  名人小课堂 奥巴马为美国第44任总统，奥巴马是首位拥有黑人血统、且童年生活在亚洲的美国总统，他与不同地方与不同文化背景的人共同生活过。
















American Hospitality　美国人的待客之道

◎ Tom Chung












An American friend has invited you to visit his family. You’ve never been to an American’s home before, and you’re not sure what to do. Should you take a gift? How should you dress? What time should you arrive? What should you do when you get there? Glad you asked. When you’re the guest, you should just make yourself at home. That’s what hospitality is all about: making people feel at home when they’re not.

The question of whether or not to bring a gift often makes guests squirm. Giving your host a gift is not just a social nicety in some cultures—it’s expected. But in American culture, a guest is not obligated to bring a present. Of course, some people do bring a small token of appreciation to their host. Appropriate gifts for general occasions might be flowers, candy or—if the family has small children—toys. If you choose not to bring a gift, don’t worry. No one will even notice.




American hospitality begins at home—especially when it involves food. Most Americans agree that good home cooking beats restaurant food any day. When invited for a meal, you might ask, “Can I bring anything?” Unless it’s a potluck, where everyone brings a dish, the host will probably respond, “No, just yourself.” For most informal dinners, you should wear comfortable, casual clothes. Plan to arrive on time, or else call to inform your hosts of the delay. During the dinner conversation, it’s customary to compliment the hostess on the wonderful meal. Of course, the biggest compliment is to eat lots of food!

When you’ve had plenty, you might offer to clear the table or wash the dishes. But since you’re the guest, your hosts may not let you. Instead, they may invite everyone to move to the living room for dessert with tea or coffee. After an hour or so of general chit-chat, it’s probably time to head for the door. You don’t want to wear out your welcome. And above all, don’t go snooping around the house. It’s more polite to wait for the host to offer you a guided tour. But except for housewarmings, guests often don’t get past the living room.




Americans usually like to have advance notice when people come to see them. Only very close friends drop by unannounced. This is especially true if the guests want to stay for a few days. Here’s a good rule of thumb for house guests: Short stays are best. As one 19th century French writer put it, “The first day a man is a guest, the second a burden, the third a pest.” Even relatives don’t usually stay for several weeks at a time. While you’re staying with an American family, try to keep your living area neat and tidy. Your host family will appreciate your consideration. And they may even invite you back!




Most Americans consider themselves hospitable people. Folks in the southern United States, in particular, take pride in entertaining guests. In fact, “southern hospitality” has become legendary. But in all parts of America, people welcome their guests with open arms. So don’t be surprised to find the welcome mat out for you. Just don’t forget to wipe your feet.





假设有位美国朋友邀请你去他家做客，但你之前从没去过美国人家里，不知道该怎么办。该带礼物吗？该穿什么去？该几点到？到那以后该做什么？很高兴你问了这些问题。如果你是客人，像在家里一样随便就可以了。这就是待客之道：让客人有宾至如归之感。 是否要带礼物这个问题经常让客人无所适从。在某些文化中，为主人带一份好礼物已经不仅仅是一项社会礼节，而是理所当然的。但在美国文化中，客人没有义务带礼物。当然，有些人还是会出于对主人的感谢带些小礼物聊表心意。普通场合送些鲜花或糖果就可以了，或者，如果主人家中有孩子的话，送个小玩具也不错。如果你选择不带礼物，也无需担心，因为甚至都不会有人注意到。 美国人都在家里请客，请客吃饭尤其如此。多数美国人同意，任何情况下，在家烧一桌好菜都赛过上餐厅点的菜。如果收到邀请一起吃饭，你或许可以问：“需要带些什么来吗？”除非是吃每人都要自带小菜的百乐餐，主人通常的回答会是：“不，带你自己来就成了。”多数非正式晚餐场合下，你应该穿舒适的便服。计划好做到准时到场，否则需要提前打电话通知主人可能会晚到。晚餐聊天时，礼节上最好称赞一下女主人准备的丰盛菜肴。当然，最大的称赞其实是饱餐一顿！ 吃饱以后，你或许可以要求清理桌子或洗碗碟。但因为你是客人，主人可能什么都不会让你做。反而，他们可能会请大家移步到客厅，就着茶或咖啡吃些餐后甜点。一个小时左右的闲聊后，就差不多是时候离开了。你不想变得不受欢迎吧。最重要的是，不要擅自在他们家里四下窥视。礼貌的方式是，等待主人自己提出带你参观。但除非是开乔迁派对，客人们通常只会在客厅里坐着。 美国人通常喜欢客人在拜访之前提前通知他们，客人想在主人家里多住几天时更须如此，因为只有非常亲近的朋友才会不打招呼就登堂入室。这里分享一条住家宾客的黄金法则：短住为宜。就像19世纪一位法国作家所写：“来访者第一天是宾客，第二天成为负担，第三天就是讨厌鬼了。”就连自家亲戚也不会一次住上好几个星期。你留宿美国家庭时，要努力保持周围环境干净整洁。你的主人会对你的细心周到心怀感激，甚至会因此邀请你再来！ 多数美国人以好客自居，美国南部的人们尤其以待客为荣。事实上，“南方人好客”的说法已经众口成金，但是全国各地的美国人都会张开双臂热情迎接客人。所以，在看到门外写着“欢迎光临”的门垫时，不要太过惊讶，不过不要忘记进门前蹭上几脚，擦干净鞋底。










文化小课堂




中国是礼仪之邦，我们常以“礼仪之邦”自称，有其文化传统方面的因素。在中国，我们往往会拎着大包小包礼物去别人家做客，如果是在美国去别人家里做客，是否也需要如此大费周章呢？如果你是客人，像在家里一样随便就可以了。这就是待客之道：让客人有宾至如归之感。













Get Married Like Irish People　像爱尔兰人一样去结婚

◎ Anonymous









When I was having a chit-chat with my colleague, she asked me all of a sudden, “How did your husband propose to you at that time? Was it romantic?” I was numbed by her words for a while, and then burst into laughter, “My husband is a bit rigid, so do you think his proposal would be romantic?” Though I said in that way, I felt very sweet in heart when thinking of my husband’s proposing to me. To be honest, his proposal was actually by no means romantic without flowers, diamond ring and any other surprise. It was even could not be called “marriage proposal”.




At that time, he gave me a book about Ireland, which, now I am thinking was a long-established plan. At the weekend when I finished the book, he came to me and asked me whether I had finished the book. Seeing me nod my head, he felt very pleased and said to me in a low but happy voice, “If you like, we can get married in an Irish way!”

At that time, my heart was totally convinced by the romantic and sacred law of marriage in Ireland. The book told me that Ireland believes in Catholicism and prohibited divorce. Therefore, when a couple gets married, they are supposed to choose the time of their marriage which ranges from 1 year to 100 years. The most impressive of this law of marriage lies in the inverse relationship between the time of marriage and the fees to be charged. If you choose 1 year for your marriage, you shall pay as much as 2,000 sterling pounds plus receiving a dictionary-thick reference of rights and responsibilities. But if you choose 100 years, then you are very lucky and only need to pay 0.5 pound for the fees and receive a short but heart-touching note in all women’s eyes: “I have no idea the clear rights and responsibilities for my left hand to my right hand, my right leg to my left leg, my left eye to my right eye and my right sphere of brain to the left. Actually, they are an integrated whole and live by each other and cheer for each other. Finally, I would like this pink note to convey my best wishes to your one-hundred-year marriage! May you live happily all your lives!”




I still remember at that time that I said to my husband, “Ok, so sir, please choose the time you expect our marriage to last!” He said happily, “I even do not bother to think about it and would definitely choose 100 years because it is highly money-saving!”




Later, I married him, a man who would like to stay with me for 100 years. Although we are not bound by the law of marriage in Ireland, we have cherished our vow to discipline ourselves all the time. We have married like Irish people and look on our marriage as a life-long commitment and spare no effort to nourish it hand in hand as we are gradually aging together.

I also sincerely hope that every pair of lovers in the world can get married like Irish people and love and protect each other whole-heartedly by committing themselves to a 100-year marriage.





和同事闲谈时，她突然问我：“你老公当时是怎样向你求婚的？浪漫吗？”我当即一愣，随后大笑道：“我老公有点古板呢，你觉得他的求婚会浪漫吗？”虽然我这么说，但回想起我丈夫的求婚，心里还是甜滋滋的。老实说，他的求婚一点都不浪漫，没有鲜花，没有钻戒，没有任何惊喜，甚至都算不上是种“求婚”。 当时，他给了我一本有关爱尔兰的书，现在回想起来，我会觉得他其实预谋已久。周末我看完书后，他来问我是否看完，我点点头，他就很高兴，用一种低沉的口吻说道：“如果你愿意，我们就像爱尔兰人一样结婚吧！”但言语间还是流露出抑制不住的幸福感。 当时，我对爱尔兰神圣而浪漫的婚姻法心悦诚服。书中说，爱尔兰是天主教国家，禁止离婚。因此，新人结婚时需要选择婚姻的期限，从1年到100年不等。这部婚姻法最吸引人之处在于，婚姻期限与所须支付的登记费用呈反比。如果你选择1年，就需支付2000英磅的费用，还得把一本跟字典一样厚的权利义务手册背回家；如果你选择100年，那么你走运了，只需付上0.5英磅的登记费即可，还会收到一张简短但却可以打动所有女人的字条：“我不知道我的左手对右手、左腿对右腿、左眼对右眼、右半脑对左半脑享有哪些权利，又存有哪些义务。但事实上，它们就是一个整体，相互依偎，相互扶持。最后，我在此送上这张粉红色字条，祝愿你们百年好合！永远幸福！” 我依然记得自己当时对丈夫说的话：“既然这样，那么好吧，请这位先生选择一下你期望的婚姻期限吧！”他高兴地说：“还用多想吗，当然是100年了，因为最省钱嘛！” 后来，我嫁给了这个愿意和我生活100年的男人。尽管，我们并不受爱尔兰婚姻法的约束，但却非常珍惜对彼此许下的誓言，一直都在自我约束。我们真的像爱尔兰人那样结婚了，把我们的婚姻看作一生的承诺并用心经营，希望能执子之手、与子偕老。 我也真心希望，世界上的每一对恋人都可以像爱尔兰人一样去结婚，选择百年婚姻期限来全心全意地珍爱对方、守护对方。  










美丽语录




Love is an unknown place that no saying from all around the worldcan explain.

爱情是用全世界所有的名言都无法解释的未知世界。









The Art of Love Letters　写情书的艺术

◎ Jenrifer Good









One of the best ways to convey exactly how you feel about someone is through written words. Finding the perfect way to say what you mean—when it comes to love—can be a challenging task for anyone. So, we’ve gathered some helpful tips. Go ahead; spill your heart onto a piece of paper. Whether through a one-line sentiment, a poem, or some prose—let them know how you feel!

Tips for writing your own love letters




Make it personal. Writing a love letter is a dying art. So if you’re going to say it—mean it! Express your gratitude for the person being in your life.

Include any special nicknames that the two of you share.

Be specific. What are the things that he/she does to make you starry-eyed? Is it the way he gets a little teary at a sad movie? Is it the way she can’t wake up without her green tea?

Include memories of specific times you spent together. Let him/her know what they meant to you and why.

Whether you’re sending it by mail or delivering it to them personally, hand-write it. Typed letters are sterile. If you’re even thinking about e-mail, then do something creative like designing a personalized “home page” love letter. You can get free templates at Colleges.com.

Love quotes




People have been writing about love for centuries. Love quotes can capture exactly how you feel about your sweet in just a few words. Make up your own, or borrow a few of these to add to your letter.

“Those who love deeply never grow old.”

“Love does not consist in gazing at each other, but in looking together in the same direction.” (Antoine de Saint-Exupery)

“For an instant, love can transform the world.”

“It’s not being in love that makes me happy. It’s being in love with YOU that makes me happy.”

“If there is anything better than to be loved, it is loving.”

“Did I tell you today how much I love you?”

Creative expression

Think a letter is too boring? Here are 10 ways to get your message across and have it remembered.




1. Write your message in magnetic letters on their refrigerator.

2. Create a Letter Hunt.

Leave a note on his/her computer telling him/her you have written him/her a love letter, but it has to be found. Give a clue. Clue to clue to clue. Make your lover search for the prize.

3. Send your love roses according to how many letters he/she has in their name.

On each flower, attach a note that uses the letters of their name, as the first letter of the message. For example: “Sean.” The first rose could say, “Sometimes I get starry-eyed when I look at you.” The second, “Everything you do make me happy.” And so on.

4. Book of Love.

Put together a book of ten pages—each page for some unique thing you love about him/her.

5. An audiotape letter.




A cassette tape with your voice on it is an unexpected surprise.

6. Letter a day.

Write your lover a letter every day for a week and leave it in a place it will be found.

7. Write your loved one in a different language.

He/She will have to get it translated, which will make their investment in the letter special.

8. Write a ransom note.

Ransom an object of your lover’s and leave a note saying you’ll return it only after a romantic evening together.

9. Run a bubble bath for your love.

Put a note inside a bottle and leave it floating in the water.

10. Hidden notes.

Hide little love notes in your lover’s pockets, wallet, bag, or desk for them to find later.

若想确切表达你对某人的情感，付诸笔端或许是最佳方式。倘若要为表达爱意找到完美的方法，对任何人而言都会充满挑战。因此，我们为大家搜集了一些有用的小贴士。去吧！就在纸上泼洒你的内心吧，或化作只言片语，或化作行行情诗，抑或化作深情散文，让对方感受到你的爱！ 情书专家养成法 真情表露。写情书这门艺术日渐消亡。因此，如果你决定表白，那就得真心诚意！大胆说出你对未来爱侣的感激之情吧。 使用你们俩之间独有的昵称称呼彼此。 具体呈现。他/她做的什么事令你开始胡思乱想？是他曾为一部苦情电影泪眼婆娑？还是她缺了绿茶便无法起床？ 叙述回忆里那些你们共度的特别时光。让对方知道这些对你很重要，以及为什么重要。 这封信，无论是邮寄还是亲手交给对方，都一定要手写，因为打印的信件了无生气。如果你想发电子邮件，就必须加入一些创意，比如设计一封个性十足的“主页”情书， Colleges.com上有免费模板供参考。 爱情格言 几个世纪以来，人们都在以信表爱。爱情格言在三言两语之间就可以准确表达你对心上人的爱意。你可以原创几句，也可以借用几句加到情书里。 “深爱之人永葆青春。” “爱不是彼此凝视，而是一起注视同一个方向。”（圣·修伯里·安东尼） “爱能瞬间改变世界。” “我很快乐，不是因为我爱你，而是因为我爱的是你。” “若有什么比被爱更美好的，就是爱。” “我今天对你说我有多爱你了吗？” 创意表达 觉得传统的情书太无趣？那么以下10个方法或可帮你传达心意，令对方过目难忘。 1. 用字母磁贴在对方家里的冰箱上拼出你的心意。 2. 玩一场“情书寻宝”的游戏。 在对方的电脑上留言，告诉他（她）你给他（她）写了一封情书，但这封信已经藏了起来。提供一条线索，然后一个线索接一个线索，直到你的爱人找到奖品。 3. 按照对方名字里字母的数量来送玫瑰花。 在每一朵花上附一张便条，分别以对方名字中的字母作为便条上句子开头的第一个字母。例如：名字是肖恩，第一朵玫瑰上的便条可以写：“有时，我一见你就会胡思乱想。”第二朵上的则可以写：“一切你做的都让我开心。”等等。 4. 爱之书。 制作一本10页的书，每一页都是你所爱之人的一个独特之处。 5. 录音带情书。 听到你的声音出现在录音带里定会令对方喜出望外。 6. 一日一信。 用一周每天写一封情书并放在显眼的地方。 7. 用外语写一封情书。 对方必须去翻译情书，付出的努力会使情书变得特别。 8. 写一张赎单。 拿走一件你爱人的物品并留下赎单说，必须共度浪漫之夜才会把东西还给对方。 9. 爱的泡泡浴。 把情书便条放进瓶子里，浴缸放满水后，让瓶子漂浮在水面。 10. 秘密便条情书。 将便条藏在你爱人的口袋、钱包、提包或办公桌里，待他们之后自己发现。 












美丽语录

Go ahead; spill your heart onto a piece of paper. Whether through a one-line sentiment, a poem, or some prose—let them know how you feel!

去吧！就在纸上泼洒你的内心，或化作只言片语，或化作行行情诗，抑或化作深情散文，让对方感受到你的爱！
















The Respect of Youth　青少年对人的尊重

◎ Jim









Grumpy old men

“The young people of today love luxury; they have bad manners; they scoff at authority and lack respect for their elders; they contradict their parents...”

Harsh words, indeed—but here’s the surprise: this is not the complaint of an ill-tempered bank manager or even a grouchy pensioner, but the words of the Greek philosopher Socrates, written over 2,000 years ago. They suggest that throughout history, young people have challenged what their elders deem acceptable behavior—and that older people find that a problem.




Unsung heroes

The reality is that it is often difficult for young people to have a genuine voice in society. Many of the institutions that influence our lives—the media, politics, business—tend to ignore, criticize or, worse, patronize younger “citizens”, whilst stressing the need for them to respect society’s official and unofficial rules and regulations.

Dr. Hugh Starkey of the University of London’s Institute for Education says: “Young people are frequently presented as citizens-in-waiting, not citizens in their own right and so they are seen as lacking equal status.”

Ironically, while today’s youth is often portrayed as threatening yet politically apathetic, time and again it is young people who are sufficiently concerned—about poverty, injustice, world hunger, homelessness and many other issues—to do something about it. From the Live Aid concert in 1985 to the Live 8 concert in 2005, and from local environmental groups to Voluntary Service Overseas, thousands of young people in the UK show their commitment to helping and treating others with respect.




O age limit on manners

Anthea, 19, student, feels manners are definitely important: “There’s no reason not to be well mannered: it makes life more pleasant. It’s common sense really, but everyone is in a rush these days and politeness is sometimes forgotten.”

In her part-time job as a waitress, Anthea sees a lot of good—and, occasionally, some bad-manners:“Older people can be just as rude as anyone else—particularly businessmen who think their suits and wealth are a substitute for politeness. Younger customers are almost always nice to me and to each other, even though they may look pretty wild and different.”








坏脾气的老年人 “今天的年轻人都爱奢侈、没礼貌、藐视权威、不尊重老人，还和父母对着干……” 这些评价确实很刺耳，但令人惊讶的是，这话并不是出自一个坏脾气的银行经理，更不是出自一个心怀不满的退休老人，而是2000多年前希腊哲学家苏格拉底的真言。这些话说明，历史长河滚滚东去，一代年轻人愤然挑战的问题，在上一代人看来却理所应当——但是上一代人却又认为棘手。 无名英雄 实际上，年轻人很难在社会上拥有话语权。媒体、政治、商业等影响着我们生活的各类体制往往对青年“公民”熟视无睹、极尽批评，更有甚者摆出一副恩威并施的姿态，同时强调他们必须遵从社会上各色正式和非正式的规章制度。 英国伦敦大学教育学院休·斯达克博士说：“年轻人常被当作候选公民，而不是拥有自主权的公民，因此被看作缺乏平等地位的人。” 讽刺的是，现在的年轻人一方面被刻画成具有威胁性且对政治缺乏兴趣的人，另一方面，真正去关注贫困问题、不公平事件、全球饥饿、无家可归和其他很多事件并切实有所行动的人，也是这些年轻人。从1985年的“现场援助”慈善音乐会到2005年的援非现场八方明星慈善演唱会，从当地的环保团体到海外志愿服务社，成千上万的英国年轻人都用实际行动展现了他们乐于助人的意愿和尊重他人的品格。 礼貌无年龄之分 19岁的学生安西娅认为礼貌非常重要：“没有理由不去礼貌待人：这会让生活更愉悦。这真的是常识，但这些日子每个人都很忙，有时就会忘记礼貌待人。” 在做兼职服务生期间，安西娅看见很多人都彬彬有礼，偶尔也有一些没礼貌的：“老人可以和其他人一样粗鲁，尤其是那些认为自己的西装和财富可以取代礼貌的商人。年轻的顾客几乎都对我很好，他们之间也很好，尽管他们的外表看起来有些野性另类。” 










美丽语录

Respect warms the hearts of others and enlightens the hopes of others just like the candlelight burning in the dark heart.

尊重如一直燃烧在黑暗心房的烛火，温暖着他人凄冷的心，照亮他人希望的所在。









Tipping One's Hat　摘帽礼

◎ Anonymous









Few Americans tip their hats today, partly because etiquette has loosened and partly because they don’t wear hats. Until the 1950s, however, men commonly tipped their hats to women, and removed them entirely indoors and in elevators. (In 1949, the first known guidelines for elevator etiquette were issued: men were told to leave their hats on because too many women were complaining of knocks on their heads when men saluted in crowds.) But in the 18th century it was not considered bad manners to wear their hats indoors. A man would take it off to greet a lady, but then he would put it right back on his head. The reason for doing so is perfectly plain. In the first place, the hat served as a badge of rank through most of the history, a visible mark of status. This tradition may have its roots in Roman times. In ancient Rome, a head covering was a symbol of social or political superiority. In the second place, one could not draw a sword easily if he was holding the hat in his hand.




Just as covering the head symbolized dominance, so uncovering it symbolized submission. Ever since the early Middle Ages, to remove one’s hat—whether it was made of cloth or metal—has signified obedience. The original sense of the custom is mirrored in the expressions “with hat in hand” (which means “showing excessive respect, and too eager to obey and serve”,) and “I take my hat off to him” (which means “I express my admiration for him.”)








现在的美国人已经很少摘帽了，一方面是因为礼节不再严格，另一方面则是因为他们不再戴帽子了。但直到20世纪50年代，通常情况下，男士都还会向女士摘帽示意，并在室内和电梯里完全脱帽。1949年，已知的第一份电梯礼节指南发布，要求男士切勿脱帽，因为女士们都抱怨若男士在人多时脱帽示意，帽子就会砸到她们的脑袋。可是，在18世纪，在室内戴帽也不被当作不礼貌的行为。男士会摘帽欢迎女士，但他马上又会戴上。这么做的原因很简单：首先，历史中的绝大多数时候，帽子都象征着等级，是看得见的地位标志。这个传统可能源于罗马时期。在古罗马，顶盖是社会或政治优越性的表征。其次，一个人如果把帽子拿在手上，就不方便拔剑了。 头戴顶盖表示拥有统治地位，摘掉就表示投降。从中世纪早期开始，无论是布制的还是金属制的帽子，摘帽都意味着服从。这一习俗的原始意义在两个俗语中有所体现：“手拿帽子”——意为“表现过度尊重，急欲服从和服务”；而“我向他脱帽”——意为“我向他表达敬佩之情”。 








文化小课堂

中国人通常是见面后点点头、握握手、行拱手礼或微微欠身再握手。在美国，拥抱礼、亲吻礼、吻手礼都是常见的见面礼，至于古老的摘帽礼已很少见了。头戴顶盖表示拥有统治地位，摘掉它就表示投降。









The Boy and Girl Glance　眉目传情

◎ Elizabeth












The boy and girl glance around the crowded room. Their eyes meet. Embarrassed, they look away. Nervously, they steal glances at each other, averting their eyes when they see the other one looking back. The boy acts cool, crossing his legs and affecting a casual air—even though his heart is beating wildly. The girl, obviously smitten herself, is afraid the boy will see her looking at him. A few seconds pass. He looks at her again. She starts to blush. He nervously looks at the ceiling and whistles softly to himself. They continue their cat-and-mouse game for a seemingly inter-minable period of time. Will they ever talk to each other?

The fact is, they have already communicated a lot, without ever saying anything. Nonverbal elements form a major part of any communication interchange. Some people would say it’s the most important part. According to one study, words convey only 7 percent of a person’s message. Intonation and voice quality communicate 38 percent, and nonverbal cues transmit a whopping 55 percent. That means people pick up more from nonverbal communication than from the words a person says. When studying about a foreign culture then, it just makes sense to pay attention to how people use nonverbal cues.




Gestures comprise a major form of nonverbal communication. In contrast to sign language, used by deaf people to communicate elaborate messages, gestures function as visual icons which represent a single idea. But often these gestures are embarrassingly culture-bound. For example, when the Maoris of New Zealand stick out their tongue at someone, it is a sign of respect. When American schoolchildren make the same gesture, it means just the opposite. Also, Americans often indicate “OK” with their thumb and forefinger touching to form a circle. The same gesture means “money” to the Japanese, “zero” to the French and a vulgarity to Brazilians. For that reason, people in a foreign culture must use gestures with caution.




Another cultural aspect of nonverbal communication is one that you might not think about: space. Every person perceives himself to have a sort of invisible shield surrounding his physical body. When someone comes too close, he feels uncomfortable. When he bumps into someone, he feels obligated to apologize. But the size of a person’s “comfort zone” varies, depending on his cultural or ethnic origin. For example, in casual conversation, many Americans stand about four feet apart. In other words, they like to keep each other “at arm’s length.” People in Latin or Arab cultures, in contrast, stand very close to each other, and touch each other often. If someone from one of those cultures stands too close to an American while in conversation, the American may feel uncomfortable and back away.




When Americans are talking, they expect others to respond to what they are saying. To Americans, polite conversationalists empathize by displaying expressions of excitement or disgust, shock or sadness. People with a “poker face,” whose emotions are hidden by a deadpan expression, are looked upon with suspicion. Americans also indicate their attentiveness in a conversation by raising their eyebrows, nodding, smiling politely and maintaining good eye contact. Whereas some cultures view direct eye contact as impolite or threatening, Americans see it as a sign of genuineness and honesty. If a person doesn’t look you in the eye, Americans might say you should question his motives—or assume that he doesn’t like you. Yet with all the concern for eye contact, Americans still consider staring—especially at strangers—to be rude.

Considering the influence of nonverbal communication, we never really stop communicating. How we walk, how we stand, how we use our hands, how we position our bodies, how we show emotions—all send a message to others. That’s why it’s possible, as the saying goes, to “read someone like a book”. And if you read the person right, as the boy and girl in the crowded room later discovered, it just might turn into a love story.




拥挤的房间里，男孩和女孩四下环视。他们的目光相遇了，有些尴尬，又都向别处看去。他们怀着忐忑的心情，偷偷地瞥了对方一眼，对方回视，又移开视线。男孩举止很酷，翘着二郎腿，即便心跳加速，但潇洒气质不减。女孩显然被他迷住了，害怕男孩会看到自己正盯着他看。几秒过去了。他又看了她一眼。她脸红了。他紧张地看着天花板，轻轻地兀自吹起了口哨。他们似乎没完没了地玩起了猫捉老鼠的游戏。他们会搭上话吗？ 事实上，虽然他们什么也没说，但已经交流了很多内容。任何信息交流的过程中，非语言元素都占主体，有些人还会认为这部分最为重要。某研究显示，文字仅传递了7%的个人信息，语调和音质交流占38%，非语言暗示传递的信息则占到了极大的55%。这就是说，人们在非语言交流中获得的信息多于说话的内容。在研究某种异域文化时，就很有必要对人们使用的非语言暗示多加留意。 手势组成了非语言交流的主要形式。与听障人交流复杂信息使用的手语相比，行使视觉符号功能的手势代表了单一的想法。但这些手势常常受到文化的限制，极易造成十分尴尬的局面。比如，新西兰的毛利人对某人吐舌头是表示尊重，而美国的小学生做这种手势就代表完全相反的意思；还有，美国人总是把大拇指和食指相合成圈表示“OK”，但同样的手势对于日本人意味着“钱”，对法国人则意味着“零”，对巴西人更是粗俗的动作。由此，处于异域文化的人们务必小心使用手势。 另一个非语言交流的文化因素是你可能没想到的：空间距离。每个人都能感觉到自己身体周围有一种隐形屏障。当别人靠得太近，他就会觉得不舒服；当他无意中碰到别人，他会觉得需要道歉。但一个人的“舒适地带”大小各异，与他的文化或种族有关。比如，在非正式交谈中，许多美国人都会站到4英尺外。换句话说，他们喜欢保持“一个手臂的距离”。 相比之下，拉丁或阿拉伯文化中的人彼此站得非常近，经常会碰到对方。如果来自这些国家的人和一个美国人在交谈中站得太近，美国人会感觉很不舒服而不断后退。 美国人交谈的时候，常期望别人有所回应。对于美国人来说，有礼貌的谈话者会显示出兴奋或厌恶、震惊或悲伤的表情以示自己感同身受。总是面无表情、波澜不惊的人会被称为“扑克脸”，因而容易遭人猜忌。美国人还会在交谈中通过扬眉毛、点头、礼貌的微笑及保持适当的目光接触，来表示自己的专注程度。尽管有些文化认为直接的目光接触既不礼貌又冒犯人，美国人却认为那是真挚和诚恳的表现。如果一个人说话时没有直视你的眼睛，美国人会提醒你注意此人的动机——或假定他不喜欢你。尽管美国人对于目光接触顾虑重重，但他们依旧认为直愣愣地瞪着对方是粗鲁无礼的，对陌生人尤其如此。 至于非语言交流的影响究竟有多广，只能说，我们从未真正停止交流。我们走路的方式、站立的方式、做手势的方式、肢体动作的方式、表达情绪的方式，都会向他人传达一个信息。俗话说“看人如看书”，原因正在于此。如果你看懂了一个人，就像拥挤房间中男孩女孩之后所发现的，就有可能变成一个爱情故事。
















阅读小课堂

Time In Americans’ Eyes

美国人的时间观念





美国人的时间观念很强。有这样一种说法，即：美国人是“钟表的奴隶” (Americans are slaves to nothing but the clock)。对他们来说，时间简直就是一种珍贵的商品。 通常情况下，美国人是不会与记者进行长时间闲谈的；也不会把时间花费在饭桌前，通过宴请客人来建立友谊关系或联络感情。对大多数人来说友好关系比不上实际表现重要。所以，在与客人简单礼节性地寒暄后，他们很快就会谈及主题。 由于人们非常珍惜时间，他们很讨厌那些不知趣的浪费别人时间的人。多数美国人都有严格的个人日程安排，他们在日程表上写满了约会，把一天的时间分成一段一段的。如果你想拜访某人，或者请某人做什么事，最好的办法是与他们事先约定好，他们是不欢迎不速之客的。约会时你必须按照约定的时间到达，如果有急事发生，使得你不能按时赴约，你应该更改或取消约会。失约是非常不礼貌的行为。 在他们的语言中，也能反映出对时间的关注。比如美国人在年幼的时候，家长就开始教导他们做事要on time（准时），in time（及时）；过得愉快时，他们会说have a good time；浪费时间被说成kill time；感到日子过得太快，他们用Time flies（时光飞逝）来表示；即使在年老临终时，他们也会说是靠借来的时间活着的（live on borrowed time）。


















Chapter 4　Splendid Beauties of Scenery　那些美景，别处盛放



















We would fain stay out long and late, that the gales may sigh through us, too, as through the leafless trees, and fit us for the winter, —as if we hoped so to borrow some pure and steadfast virtue, which will stead us in all seasons.









我们都喜欢呆在户外，迟迟不愿归家，任狂风呼啸穿透自己的身体，就像穿透光秃秃的枯木那样，与冬日融为一体——就好像我们希望以此借得纯洁与坚韧的美德，一年四季都深受惠泽。












The Longest River in France　法国最长的河流

◎ Swapril Srivastave









The Loire, the longest river in France, rises south of the Central Massif and flows into the Atlantic Ocean 1020 km later. This is the part that goes from the city of Orleans to the city of Tours, enclosing that area of the Loire Valley in which over 100 magnificent castles lie.

What we are looking at is the castle of Beauregard. In this residence the central part has a double gallery with arcades opening onto the ground floor which was commissioned by Jean de Thier, secretary of state to Henri II. There is a collection of paintings quite unique in the world.




This sumptuous salon, built in the 17th century, which is covered with exquisite woodwork and has a marvelous ceiling with decorated beams, contains over 300 portraits going from the first sovereign of the Valois up to Louis XIII of Bourbon. Here is Charles VIII, Louis XII and Francois I, it was primarily they who brought to the region: painters, cabinet-makers, sculptors, and architects, who were to live and work here.

In this chapel, which has a nave and two aisles, there lies the tomb of a genius: Leonardo Da Vinci. Leonardo arrived in Amboise in 1517, having been invited to the court by Francois I, and was put up in this residence which is called Cols-Luce. The artist lived out the last years of his life here and Francois I acquired that masterpiece that even today represents one of France’s treasures: the Mona Lisa.




We continue on our way to visit another very special castle: Villandry. Built on the banks of the Loire in 1536 it is distinguished by its architectural peculiarity, which is characterized above all by its rectangular pavilions instead of round towers. But its fame is especially connected to the marvelous Italianate gardens. Here in Villandry he called Don Pacello da Mercogliano to the court, which were more a great Italian artist rather than a gardener. On the lower level, there is the decorative vegetable garden, the most visually striking and original of the whole estate. It is amazing to see how simple lettuces and vegetables manage to have this ornamental quality.

Excellent wines are produced in the many vineyards in the ancient province of Touraine, which lies around Tours. Wines that make you love this area even more, just as the great writer Honore de Balzac also loved it. And in Touraine you also learn to love wine. Its history dates back as far as the Gauls and its international. Reputation has certainly no need of further comment.




The ones here are the dry white Sancerre, strong and vibrant, Vouvray, sparking and clear, it looks like a waterfall of pearls. This wine reminded Rabelais, the great writer of the 16th century, of taffeta, a silky and delicate fabric.

Those who love glowing reds will not be disappointed by the Loirs Valley: here is Bourgueil, with the strong perfume of raspberries. Chinon, on the other hand, has a delicate hint of violets.

And so, glasses raised. A toast to the beauty of these dreamlike-places.

A journey on the Loire is a meander in history, art and daily life. It is in a corner of Europe that etched itself deeply in the heart and mind.





卢瓦尔河是法国最长的河流，发源于南部中央高原，蜿蜒1020公里后注入大西洋。从奥尔良市至图尔市的这段流域，坐落着100多座宏伟的城堡，正是卢瓦尔山谷所在地。 现在我们看到的是波雷加德城堡。建筑中央是一座双层画廊，拱廊开口位于底楼，画廊由亨利二世的国务大臣让·德·蒂尔受命建造，其中藏有多幅世间独一无二的珍品油画。 这所豪华沙龙会馆建于17世纪，四壁用精美的木艺装饰铺就，天花板上的横梁装饰同样精美非凡，令人啧啧称奇。沙龙里陈列了300多幅君主的肖像，从瓦卢瓦王朝的首任君王到波旁王朝的路易十三世，不一而足。这是查理八世、路易十二世和弗朗索瓦一世，正是他们把画家、木匠、雕塑家和建筑师带到这片区域，而城堡就是他们的工坊兼住处。 这座小教堂内设一座中殿和两条走廊，一代画师雷奥纳多·达·芬奇就安葬在此。1517年，达·芬奇觐见过弗朗索瓦一世后来到安博瓦兹，并被安排居住在克勒斯——鲁斯城堡。大师在这里度过了他的余生，弗朗索瓦一世也因此得到了达·芬奇的杰作——《蒙娜丽莎》。时至今日，这幅画作依然是法国的国宝级代表作品。 我们继续向前，参观另一座非常特别的城堡：维朗德里。城堡于1536年建于卢瓦尔河畔，与众不同之处就是它奇特的建筑风格——出其不意地采用了亭阁式方顶，而不是塔楼式穹顶。但这座城堡之所以四海闻名，还是因为这里非凡的意大利式花园。在维朗德里城堡内，堂·帕切罗·达·默克格里亚诺曾受召前来觐见，与其说帕切罗是名园丁，倒不如说是一名伟大的意大利艺术家。他在底楼设计了一座装饰性蔬菜园，视觉上极具冲击力，是整个城堡里最具原创性的景观。莴苣等蔬菜就那么随意地自行生长，却能完成装饰的使命，亲眼看着这一切发生，令人惊叹不已。 图尔市所在的都兰郡历史悠久，郡内葡萄园众多，盛产优质葡萄酒。品一口葡萄酒，就会令你加倍热爱这片土地，伟大的作家巴尔扎克也是这样爱上这里的。在都兰郡，你还会学到如何热爱葡萄酒。葡萄酒历史悠久，早在高卢时期就已享誉全球，此处已无需多言。 这里出产有醇香激越的桑赛尔干白，以及晶莹剔透的武弗雷白葡萄酒，宛若珍珠串成的瀑布。这种酒曾令16世纪的伟大作家拉伯雷想起一种丝般光滑的精美织物——塔夫绸。 倘若诸位喜爱热情洋溢的红葡萄酒，那么卢瓦尔山谷也不会令你们失望，因为这里既有散发着树莓馥郁香气的布尔盖伊红酒，还有成色如紫罗兰般温婉雅致的希农红酒。 那么，就让我们举起酒杯，为这些如梦似幻的美丽城堡干杯吧。 卢瓦尔河之旅让你尽情徜徉在汇聚历史、艺术与日常生活的长河之中，相信这欧洲一隅已深深镌刻进每个人的心灵之中。  文化小课堂 一条伟大河流的美丽之处往往体现于它滋养的当地文化。卢瓦尔河则素以壮丽的城堡、精美艺术和酒文化闻名于世。卢瓦尔河之旅会让你尽情徜徉在汇聚历史、艺术与日常生活的长河之中。
















A Winter Walk　冬日漫步




◎ Henry David Thoreau









Silently we unlatch the door, letting the drift fall in, and step abroad to face the cutting air. Already the stars have lost some of their sparkle, and a dull, leaden mist skirts the horizon. A lurid brazen light in the east proclaims the approach of day, while the western landscape is dim and spectral still, and clothed in a sombre Tartarean light, like the shadowy realms. They are infernal sounds only that you hear, —the crowing of cocks, the barking of dogs, the chopping of wood, the lowing of kine, all seem to come from Pluto’s barnyard and beyond the Styx, —not for any melancholy they suggest, but their twilight bustle is too solemn and mysterious for earth. The recent tracks of the fox or otter, in the yard, remind us that each hour of the night is crowded with events, and the primeval nature is still working and making tracks in the snow. Opening the gate, we tread briskly along the lone country road, crunching the dry and crisped snow under our feet, or aroused by the sharp, clear creak of the wood-shed, just starting for the distant market, from the early farmer’s door, where it has lain the summer long, dreaming amid the chips and stubble; while far through the drifts and powdered windows we see the farmer’s early candle, like a paled star, emitting a lonely beam, as if some severe virtue were at its matins there. And one by one the smokes begin to ascend from the chimneys amid the trees and snows.




We hear the sound of wood-chopping at the farmers’ doors, far over the frozen earth, the baying of the house-dog, and the distant clarion of the cock, —though the thin and frosty air conveys only the finer particles of sound to our ears, with short and sweet vibrations, as the waves subside soonest on the purest and lightest liquids, in which gross substances sink to the bottom. They come clear and bell-like, and from a greater distance in the horizon, as if there were fewer impediments than in summer to make them faint and ragged. The ground is sonorous, like seasoned wood, and even the ordinary rural sounds are melodious, and the jingling of the ice on the trees is sweet and liquid. There is the least possible moisture in the atmosphere, all being dried up or congealed, and it is of such extreme tenuity and elasticity that it becomes a source of delight. The withdrawn and tense sky seems groined like the aisles of a cathedral, and the polished air sparkles as if there were crystals of ice floating in it. As they who have resided in Greenland tell us that when it freezes “the sea smokes like burning turf-land, and a fog or mist arises, called frost-smoke,” which “cutting smoke frequently raises blisters on the face and hands, and is very pernicious to the health.” But this pure, stinging cold is an elixir to the lungs, and not so much a frozen mist as a crystallized midsummer haze, refined and purified by cold.






The sun at length rises through the distant woods, as if with the faint clashing, swinging sound of cymbals, melting the air with his beams, and with such rapid steps the morning travels, that already his rays are gilding the distant western mountains. Meanwhile we step hastily along through the powdery snow, warmed by an inward heat, enjoying an Indian summer still, in the increased glow of thought and feeling. Probably if our lives were more conformed to nature, we should not need to defend ourselves against her heats and colds, but find her our constant nurse and friend, as do plants and quadrupeds.





我们轻轻拔开门闩，任门外雪花飘入，刚走出去，凛冽的寒风就扑面而来。星辰光辉逐渐暗淡，沉滞的雾气弥漫在地平线上。东方亮起了耀眼的黄铜色晨曦，宣告白昼即将临近，而西边的光景却依旧黯淡，鬼影幢幢，陷于昏暗的地狱冥光之中，如同阴森异域。你能听到的声响——鸡鸣声、狗吠声、砍柴声、牛叫声，都是地狱里才有的声响，来自冥神普路托的谷场和冥河以外。倒不是说那些声音听起来有多么悲戚，但黎明前的喧闹对人间来说，实在过于阴沉和神秘。院子里狐狸或水獭新近留下的爪印清晰可辨，仿佛是在提醒我们，夜间活动时刻不断，原始大自然中万物生长不息，在雪中留下各种痕迹。打开大门，我们迈着轻快的步伐走过乡间小道，脚下的雪干而脆，踩下去发出嘎吱嘎吱的声音。木棚里也发出尖锐清脆的嘎吱嘎吱声，令我们精神不禁为之一振，看来早起的农家即将出发去远方赶集了，这个木棚已经在农家门前沉睡了一整个夏季，躺在木屑残桩堆里美梦连连。远远地，透过漫天雪花和窗台积雪，我们看见农家屋里早已燃起蜡烛，那烛光就似一颗微光摇曳的星辰，孤独无助的神情像极了恪守德行的晨祷者。然后，一家连着一家，树丛和积雪中的烟囱中都升起袅袅炊烟。 我们听见，农家门前响彻冰封大地上空的砍柴声，再加上家犬的吠叫声和公鸡的啼鸣声，一起穿过稀薄霜冻的空气，传到我们耳畔时只剩下精细的音符，夹杂着些许短促甜美的颤音，好比在纯净清亮的液体上兴起的波澜会很快恢复平静，因为里面的杂质已经沉到水底。那些声音渐渐清晰，宛若洪钟，从地平线的更远处传来，冬天不像夏天那么容易使声音变得微弱嘶哑。大地铿锵作响，有如敲击风干的木头，就连寻常的农作声响也变得动听起来，树上的冰条互相碰撞，发出叮叮当当的响声，流畅悦耳。空气中几乎没有一点湿气，万物或风干或凝结，就是这样稀薄柔韧的空气，令我们心旷神怡。天空看上去很孤单，紧绷着就像天主教堂走道上方的穹顶，空气如抛过光般熠熠生辉，好像真有片片冰晶飘浮其中。正如格陵兰的岛民告诉我们的，结冰时，“会有海烟升起，就像燃烧的草地上弥漫的浓烟，又叫‘霜烟’，这烟常常会导致脸上和手上起水疱，对身体十分有害。”但此时纯净刺骨的冷空气不同，对肺部堪称一剂灵丹妙药，与其说成结冻的薄雾，倒不如说成结晶的仲夏雾霭，经冷空气浸润后显得精细而又纯粹。 终于，冬日还是拨开远方的树林冉冉升起，伴着隐隐奏起的铙钹叩击音，万丈光芒消融了空气里的冰霜。转瞬之间，晨光已普照大地，连远处的西山都镀上一层金色。同时，我们不禁在细细的积雪上加快了前行的脚步，我们想起更多快乐的事情，心情也更加愉悦，身体也涌起一股暖流，仿佛回到了温暖的小阳春。或许，如果我们的生命能更顺应自然，我们就不再需要降温保暖，而是与大自然尽情玩耍，大自然自会保护我们，就像那些草木走兽一直以来和大自然的关系一样。




















Spell of the Rising Moon　魅力月升

◎ Peter Steinhart












There is a hill near my home that I often climb at night. The noise of the city is a far-off murmur. In the hush of the dark I share the cheerfulness of crickets and confidence of owls. But it is the drama of the moonrise that I come to see. For that restores in me a quiet and clarity that the city spends too freely.

From this hill I have watched many moons rise. Each one has its own mood. There have been broad, confident harvest moons in autumn; shy, misty moons in spring; lonely, white winter moons rising into the utter silence of an ink-black sky and smoke-smudged orange moons over the dry fields of summer. Each, like fine music, excited my heart and then calmed my soul.

We, who live indoors, have lost contact with the moon; still it tugs at our minds. If we unexpectedly encounter the full moon, huge and yellow over the horizon, we are helpless but to stare back at its commanding presence. And the moon has gifts to bestow upon those who watch.




I learned about its gifts one July evening in the mountains. My car had mysteriously stalled, and I was stranded and alone. The sun had set, and I was watching what seemed to be the bright-orange glow of a forest fire beyond a ridge to the east. Suddenly, the ridge itself seemed to burst into flame. Then, the rising moon, huge and red and grotesquely misshapen by the dust and sweat of the summer atmosphere, loomed up out of the woods. Dogs at nearby farmhouses barked nervously, as if this strange light had wakened evil spirits in the weeds.

But as the moon lifted off the ridge it gathered firmness and authority. Its complexion changed from red, to orange, to gold, to impassive yellow. It seemed to draw light out of the darkening earth, for as it rose; the hills and valleys below grew dimmer. By the time the moon stood clear of the horizon, full chested and round and the color of Ivory, the valleys were deep shadows in the landscape. The dogs, reassured that this was the familiar moon, stopped barking. And all at once I felt a confidence and joy close to laughter.




And odd things happen in such moments on that July night, I watched the moon for an hour or two, and then got back into the car, turned the key in the ignition and heard the engine start, just as mysteriously as it had stalled a few hours earlier. I drove down from the mountains with the moon on my shoulder and peace in my heart.

I return often to the rising moon. I am drawn especially when events crowd ease and clarity of vision into a small corner of my life. This happens often in the fall. Then I go to my hill and await the hunter’s moon, enormous and gold over the horizon, filling the night with vision.

An owl swoops from the ridge top, noise-less but bright as flame. A cricket shrills in the grass. I think of poets and musicians. Of Beethoven’s “Moonlight Sonata” and of Shakespeare, whose Lorenzo declaims in The Merchant of Venice, How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank!/ Here will we sit and let sounds of music/ Creep in our ears. I wonder if their verse and music, like the music of crickets, are in some way voices of the moon. With such thoughts, my citified confusions melt into the quiet of the night.








家附近有座山，我常在夜晚去那儿爬山。在山上，远处城市的喧嚣只剩下低声呢喃。在寂静的黑夜里，我可以分享蟋蟀的快乐，感受猫头鹰的自信。但是，我真正要看的，是激动人心的月升，因为我心中那片被城市挥霍殆尽的清宁会在月光下失而复得。 我在这山上看过许多次月升，每一季的月亮都各具风姿：秋月圆满自信；春月娇羞迷蒙；皓白冬月在墨黑色的静谧夜空中徐徐升起，孤清寂寥；橘红夏月在旱地上空高高悬挂，浓若烟熏。每一种都像一首动听的乐曲，唤醒了我的心灵，也抚慰了我的灵魂。 我们这些深居雅室的人，早已和月亮失去了联系，但它依旧令我们魂牵梦萦。如果有缘邂逅地平线上那巨大的金黄色满月，我们只能回头仰望居高临下的它，它也会以厚礼馈赠我们这些倾望者。 7月的某个夜晚，我在山上得到了这一馈赠。我的车莫名其妙地熄了火，我被困在山里，分外孤单。落日西沉，只见山后似有一团亮橘色的林火，火光越过山脊向东边射来。突然，山脊本身似乎也燃烧了起来。随后，一轮巨大的红月隐隐约约从林中缓缓升起，透过多尘潮湿的夏季空气，形状显得有些扭曲怪异。邻近农场的狗不安地狂吠起来，好像这奇异的月光唤醒了草地的邪灵。 月亮继续攀升，脱离山脊后渐渐显得稳重、威严起来。月色从红色变成橙色，再到金色，直至清冷的黄色。上升的月亮似乎正从黑暗中沦陷的大地攫取光亮，月亮升得越高，丘陵和山谷也越暗。完全离开地平线时，丰满圆润的乳白色月貌得以呈现，山谷也化作了美景中的深色暗影。再次确定这就是往日熟悉的月亮后，狗得到安抚，停止了吠叫。霎那间，我觉得分外自信和喜悦，几乎要开怀大笑起来。 而这时却发生了一件奇怪的事情，我欣赏月色一两个小时之后，回到车里，转动钥匙点火，竟然听见引擎启动的声音，就和几小时前的熄火一样奇怪。我一路开车下山，月光照我肩，平和漫我心。 后来，我常常回到那里观赏月升。尤其在俗事缠身以致身心俱疲、洞见模糊时，月升于我便更具吸引力。这种情况通常发生在秋季。那时我都会回到山上，静候狩猎月如金色巨盘高悬地平线之上，将浩瀚夜空照得通亮，我也同时理清了自己的千头万绪。 蓦地，一只猫头鹰从山顶俯冲下去，无声无息，如一道火光划过。蟋蟀也还在草地中嘶鸣。我想到了诗人和音乐家，想到了贝多芬的《月光奏鸣曲》，还有莎士比亚的《威尼斯商人》中罗伦佐的慷慨陈词：“月光甜美，静眠河岸/团坐此地，歌声悠扬/飘至耳畔。”我很好奇，他们的诗和音乐，是否和蟋蟀的歌声一样，在某种程度上都是月亮的歌声。这么想着，我那些来自繁华都市的疑惑都消散在了这无声的夜里。












美丽语录

There have been broad, confident harvest moons in autumn; shy, misty moons in spring; lonely, white winter moons rising into the utter silence of an ink-black sky and smoke-smudged orange moons over the dry fields of summer.

秋月圆满自信；春月娇羞迷蒙；皓白冬月在墨黑色的静谧夜空中徐徐升起，孤清寂寥；橘红夏月在旱地上空高高悬挂，浓若烟熏。













Warm Winter　温暖冬日

◎ Johann Wolfgang von Goethe












Sometimes our fate resembles a fruit tree in winter: Who would think that those branches would turn green again and blossom, but we hope it, we know it.

Welcome to the most easily misunderstood season of all, winter, a beautiful season of intimacy and reflection.

Winter gives us the opportunity to stay inside and look outside, as we’re not called outdoors to enjoy the warmth and sunshine. Snuggle up in the sofa, put a blanket over you, have a cup of hot cocoa, and enjoy the observations on this precious season...

Winter is the time for comfort, for good food and warmth, for the touch of a friendly hand and for a talk beside the fire: It is the time for home.

During the winter I am content，or try to think I am. There is a wonderful joy in leaving behind the noisy city streets and starting out along the white road that leads across the hills. With each breath of the sharp, reviving air one seems to inhale new life. A peace as evident as the sunshine on the fields takes possession of one’s inner being. The trivial cares are driven away by the first sweep of wind that comes straight from the mountains. The intense silence that broods over the snow-bound land is a conscious blessing from the nature.












有时，我们的命运就像冬日里的果树：谁会想到，枯木会再次逢春而绿，花朵也会再次绽放枝头，但我们一直这么希望着，也一直这么相信着。 欢迎来到冬季，这个季节最容易被人误解，同时又美到极致，是属于两个人的私密，又是属于一个人的静思。 冬日来临后，很少能有机会结伴外出享受温暖和阳光，但也因此可以好好呆在家里看看窗外的美景。那么，就窝在沙发里，裹一条毛毯，再来一杯热巧，细细欣赏这个珍贵季节的美，并为之陶醉吧…… 冬季是享受舒适、品尝美食、温暖身心的一季，也是传达关爱、炉边倾谈的一季。可以说，冬季就是尽享居家之乐的一季。 整个冬日里，我很知足，至少我努力地这么告诉自己。抛却城市街头的喧嚣，沿着蜿蜒入山的皑皑雪路徐徐漫步，也别有一番喜悦在心头。呼吸间，冷冽的空气沁人心脾，仿佛为我注入了新生。阳光洒遍田野，也洒进了人们的内心，同时还可以清楚地感受到，有一股平静祥和的气息在心里弥漫开来。山间吹来第一缕清风，带走了烦心琐事。白雪覆盖下的大地万籁俱寂，这是大自然最诚挚的祝福。 








美丽语录

Sometimes our fate resembles a fruit tree in winter: who would think that those branches would turn green again and blossom, but we hope it, we know it.




命运有时就像冬日里的果树：谁会想到枯木会再次逢春而绿，花朵会再次绽放枝头，但我们从未停止过希望和相信。









At the Edge of the Sea　海边漫步

◎ Rachel Carson









The shore is an ancient world, for as long as there has been an earth and sea there has been this place of the meeting of land and water. Yet it is a world that keeps alive the sense of continuing creation and of the relentless drive of life. Each time that I enter it, I gain some new awareness of its beauty and its deeper meanings, sensing that intricate fabric of life by which one creature is linked with another, and each with its surroundings.




In my thoughts of the shore, one place stands apart for its revelation of exquisite beauty. It is a pool hidden within a cave that one can visit only rarely and briefly when the lowest of the year’s low tides fall below it, and perhaps from that very fact it acquires some of its special beauty. Choosing such a tide, I hoped for a glimpse of the pool.

The ebb was to fall early in the morning. I knew that if the wind held from the northwest and no interfering swell ran in from a distant storm the level of the sea should drop below the entrance to the pool. There had been sudden ominous showers in the night, with rain like handfuls of gravel flung on the roof. When I looked out into the early morning the sky was full of a gray dawn light but the sun had not yet risen. Water and air were pallid. Across the bay the moon was a luminous disc in the western sky, suspended above the dim line of distant shore—the full August moon, drawing the tide to the low, low levels of the threshold of the alien sea world. As I watched, a gull flew by, above the spruces. Its breast was rosy with the light of the unrisen sun. The day was, after all, to be fair.




Later, as I stood above the tide near the entrance to the pool, the promise of that rosy light was sustained. From the base of the steep wall of rock on which I stood, a moss covered ledge jutted seaward into deep water. In the surge at the rim of the ledge the dark fronds of oar weeds swayed smooth and gleaming as leather. The projecting ledge was the path to the small hidden cave and its pool. Occasionally a swell, stronger than the rest, rolled smoothly over the rim and broke in foam against the cliff. But the intervals between such swells were long enough to admit me to the ledge and long enough for a glimpse of that fairy pool, so seldom and so briefly exposed.

And so I knelt on the wet carpet of sea moss and looked back into the dark cavern that held the pool in a shallow basin. The floor of the cave was only a few inches below the roof, and a mirror had been created in which all that grew on the ceiling was reflected in the still water below.




Under water that was clear as glass the pool was carpeted with green sponge. Gray patches of sea squirts glistened on the ceiling and colonies of raft coral were a pale apricot color. In the moment when I looked into the cave a little elfin starfish hung down, suspended by the merest thread, perhaps by only a single tube foot. It reached down to touch its own reflection, so perfectly delineated that there might have been, not one starfish, but two. The beauty of the reflected images and of the limpid pool itself was the poignant beauty of things that are ephemeral, existing only until the sea should return to fill the little cave.





海岸是一个古老的世界，自从有了大地和海洋，便有了这个水陆相接的地方。然而，这个世界时刻展现的都是一派生命不息、造物不止的景象。每次我走进这个世界，都会感受到生物与生物、生物与环境之间错综复杂的生命网络结构，继而对它的美丽和意蕴平添了几分更新更深的认识。 每每想到海岸，总有一个地方不同于其他，只因它的美实在特别。这个地方便是隐匿于岩洞中的一汪水潭，人们只能偶尔在每年低潮期、潮退至低于水潭时匆匆一瞥它的美，或许正因为此，它才美得那么特别。择好一个这样的低潮时机，希望自己能有幸看一眼那汪水潭。 按照推算，潮水会在清晨退去。我知道，如果刮的是西北风，远方风暴也没有突然来袭，那么海平面就会低于水潭入口。但头天夜里下了几场骤雨，雨点就像一把把碎石子砸在屋檐上，似乎是个不祥的预兆。第二天清晨我向外眺望，晓色黯淡，但太阳尚未升起，水天一片苍茫。越过海湾，只见西边天空的那轮明月依旧悬在远处昏暗的海岸线上，这是八月的满月，吸引着潮水退去，退到与世隔绝的海底世界都展现出来。我观望着，恰有一只海鸥掠过云杉林，即将喷薄而出的朝阳已将海鸥胸前染成一片玫红色。那天终究还是放晴了。 后来，当我站到水潭入口附近的潮水上方时，等待我的依旧是玫红色的天光。我的脚下是峭岩底部，只见一块长满苔藓的岩礁从这里直直延伸到大海深处。潮起时，岩礁边缘攀附的深色海藻叶随流水轻轻拂动，闪耀着皮质般的光泽。延伸的岩礁就是通往狭小隐蔽的岩洞和水潭的小路。间或涌来一阵凶猛异常的潮水，翻滚着漫过岩礁边缘，拍打到岩壁上碎作水沫。但这种潮水间隔很长时间才会涌来一次，因此我有足够的时间走上岩架，也有足够的时间看一眼那罕见的、仅存片刻的水潭仙境。 于是，在湿漉漉的海藻铺就的地毯上，我跪下来折过身子向后探视黑暗岩洞的内里，正是那一池清浅水潭。洞底距离洞顶也不过几英寸，那水潭就如一面明镜，将洞顶所有的生命百态倒映在平静的水面中。 玻璃般清澈的水池底部铺着一层绿色的海绵。一片片灰色海鞘在洞顶闪闪发光，一簇簇珊瑚透着杏黄色光泽。我朝洞中看去的一刹那，只见一只小海星如精灵般顽皮地倒悬在洞顶的一根细线上，或者就是它的一只管足。小海星垂下身去够它自己的倒影，这幅画面实在太完美了，就仿佛那里有一对海星，而非一只。所有这些倒影的美和清澈水潭自身的美，都属于转瞬即逝令人心碎的美，因为海水重新注满小洞后，一切都将不复存在。
















Rain of Seattle　西雅图的雨

◎ Choven





I’ve got a deep secret few people understand and even fewer will admit to sharing. It’s time to tell the truth: I love the rain, deeply and passionately and more than the sun. At least I live in the right place, famous for its damp weather and spawning its own genuine rainforest. I can’t imagine living anywhere else than the Pacific Northwest. The sun shines so infrequently that my friends forget where they put their sunglasses. Gloomy clouds cause many people around here to suffer from seasonal affective disorder. Yet I welcome the rain.




Seattleites will say they like how rain keeps the city green, how clean the air tastes afterwards. My real reason for enjoying the rain is steeped in pure selfishness when it’s mucky outside, I don’t have to do anything. I can spend the afternoon curled up reading, build a fire and make a big pot of spiced tea. I can sleep in late, waking up occasionally to hear soothing patter on the roof, water racing down the gutter. Nobody expects me to leave my house or do anything overly productive. Maybe I’ll invite a few friends over to watch an old movie or play a board game. Friends’ expectations are low and easy to meet.

Summer in Seattle is beautiful but exhausting. The sunny, gorgeous weather and blue skies draw Seattleites from their cozy little homes, ready to dry out and have fun. People go hiking, biking, canoeing. Folks work in their gardens, wash their cars and attend outdoor concerts in the park all in the same day! The effort involved to throw a party ratchets up several notches, as people host barbecues and picnics and water-skiing parties.




It’s a sin around here to not thoroughly enjoy every moment of every golden day. It’s embarrassing to answer, “Did you get out and enjoy the sunshine this weekend?” with “No, I stayed inside.” Co-workers frown and exchange suspicious looks; apparently I’m one of those rain-loving slugs. I tried lying, but my pale complexion gave me away.

Another mark in rain’s favor is that my body doesn’t betray me when it’s cold and damp outside. Throughout the winter, people wear several layers, with perhaps several extra pounds here and there. In June I dig out my shorts to discover my thighs resemble cottage cheese. I dread buying a swimsuit, as consecutive horror and humiliation make me cringe in the dressing room.




Even my taste buds prefer the rain. When it storms outside, it’s time for steamy hot chocolate or even a soothing toddy. People devour hot, hearty meals, with lots of potatoes and savory sauces. This type of eating evaporates when the sun comes out; suddenly everyone offers salads and ice water and expects it to be satisfying.

It’s time to publicly acknowledge that I love the rain, how it transforms my house into a cozy caves where I can spend the afternoon cooking and dreaming. It seems nobody else will admit to a love affair with the rain, nobody else will groan when it’s hot outside and join me in a rain dance.

When the sun comes out I do greet it with a smile, slipping sunglasses to my purse and pulling a tank top out of my closet. Yet my comfortable sweaters and warm slippers beckon, making me wish for another wet, chilly afternoon. When the rain returns, I will grin even more. Am I the only one?








我有一个极少为人理解甚至无人愿意分享的秘密。是时候袒露心扉了：我如此深情而热烈地爱着阴雨，胜过晴日。至少，我住的地方正合我意，这个城市以阴雨连绵的天气出名，还有在雨水的浇灌下孕育出的那一片天然雨林。除了太平洋西北部，我很难想象自己还能住到何处。阳光实在是太罕见了，以致我的朋友们都忘了把太阳镜放到哪里去了。常年笼罩在阴云之下，这里的很多人都备受季节性情绪波动的折磨。不过，我倒是随时欢迎雨的到来。 西雅图人会说，他们喜欢雨，因为让城市变得青葱、让空气味道变得纯净的，恰恰是雨。我只是想趁外面泥泞不堪的时候自私一把，什么也不做，反正什么都做不了，这才是我喜欢雨的真正原因。我可以一整个下午都蜷缩着身子看书，顺便生上一小堆暖火，再泡上一大壶调味茶。我还可以赖床不起，就算偶尔醒过来，也只是听听屋檐上雨水舒心的滴答声，和水槽中雨水奔流的哗哗声。没人等着我外出会面，也没人等着我超负荷完成工作。或许，我会邀请三两好友小聚一番，看看老电影，玩玩桌游。朋友们的期望较低，也容易满足。 西雅图的夏季很美，度夏的人却很累。晴朗的天气和湛蓝的天空，引得西雅图人纷纷走出温馨的小屋，他们想要晾干心情大玩一场，或远足，或骑单车，或划独木舟。就在同一天里，大伙们修整自家花园、洗车，还去公园里看了一场室外音乐会，忙得不亦乐乎！人们对于办派对越来越投入，派对的形式也越来越高级，从烧烤到野餐，最后竟成了滑水派对。 在这里，每一个阳光灿烂的日子里的每一分每一秒，都应在户外尽情享受，否则就是一种罪过。同事们会问你：“周末外出晒太阳了吗？”，如果回答“没有，我待在家里了”，那可是非常尴尬的，他们会皱皱眉头，面露疑色，互相使着眼神，显然我就是那个喜欢雨天的大懒虫。我试着撒谎，但我脸色苍白，谎言就不攻自破了。 喜欢雨的另一个原因是，在这种阴冷潮湿的天气里，我的身体不会出卖我。整个冬季，人们把自己裹得严严实实，浑身上下的全副武装加起来都有好几磅重了。六月份时，我翻箱倒柜找出短裤，穿上后才发现大腿已经像脱脂干酪一样白白胖胖了。我不敢买游泳衣，由于接连不断发生的恐怖和丢脸事件，我肯定会躲在试衣间里不敢出来。 就连我的味蕾也更偏爱下雨。外面暴风骤雨之时，正是温胃暖心之刻，或饮一杯热气腾腾的热巧，或酌一口抚慰心灵的棕榈酒。人们做上几道热菜，配上大份土豆，佐以几碟开胃酱，一顿大快朵颐。但太阳出来之后，这种吃法就该消失了。突然间，人们端出的只有沙拉和冰水，还期待就这样能一饱口腹之欲。 现在是时候了，我要公开承认自己对雨天的热爱：我爱雨，因为雨天，我家变成一个惬意的小窝，在这个小窝里，我可以下下厨，做做梦，就这样消磨掉一整个下午。似乎，没人愿意承认自己和雨天的爱情故事，但外面热浪滚滚之时，却也没人站在一旁抱怨，不愿意和我一同跳一场祈雨舞。 太阳出来时，我当然还会笑脸相迎，摘下太阳镜放进包里，穿上从壁橱翻出的背心。然而，我舒适的毛衣和温暖的拖鞋在召唤着我，催促着我许愿，期待下一个潮湿寒冷的午后。雨天再次光临之时，我会高兴得无以复加，笑得合不拢嘴。爱雨如斯，莫非仅我一人？












美丽语录

Things in contrast are more tasteful in the world. It is sunny even if it rains when you are happy, while it is rainy even if it shines when you are sad.

世界上许多东西在对比中品味无穷。心晴的时候，雨也是晴；心雨的时候，晴也是雨。









Night　夜色




◎ Natharial Hawthome









Night has fallen over the country. Through the trees rises the red moon, and the stars are scarcely seen. In the vast shadow of night the coolness and the dews descend. I sit at the open window to enjoy them; and hear only the voice of the summer wind. Like black hulks, the shadows of the great trees ride at anchor on the billowy sea of grass.

I cannot see the red and blue flowers, but I know that they are there. Far away in the meadow gleams the silver Charles. The tramp of horses’ hoofs sounds from the wooden bridge. Then all is still save the continuous wind of the summer night. Sometimes I know not if it be the wind or the sound of the neighboring sea. The village clock strikes; and I feel that I am not alone.

How different it is in the city! It is late, and the crowd is gone. You step out upon the balcony, and lie in the very bosom of the cool, dewy night as if you folded her garments about you. Beneath lies the public walk with trees, like a fathomless, black gulf, into whose silent darkness the spirit plunges, and floats away with some beloved spirit clasped in its embrace.




The lamps are still burning up and down the long street. People go by with grotesque shadows, now foreshortened, and now lengthening away into the darkness and vanishing, while a new one springs up behind the walker, and seems to pass him revolving like the sail of a windmill. The iron gates of the park shut with a jangling clang. There are footsteps and loud voices; —a tumult; —a drunken brawl; —an alarm of fire; —then silence again. And now at length the city is asleep, and we can see the night.

The belated moon looks over the rooftops and finds no one to welcome her. The moonlight is broken. It lies here and there in the squares, and the opening of the streets—angular like blocks of white marble.








夜色降临，笼罩整个乡间。树影婆娑，一轮红月徐徐升起，星星却不见了踪影。夜色苍茫无边，凉意阵阵，霜寒露重。我打开窗户，坐在窗前，细细品味这一切，耳畔传来夏夜清风的私语。大树的阴影好似一艘艘锚泊的黑色大船，随着汹涌的草海而起伏。 我看不到那些红色的蓝色的花儿，但我知道它们就在那里。远处的草地上，银色的查尔斯河闪闪发光。木桥那边传来了笃笃的马蹄声。之后，一切重归寂静，唯有夏日晚风依旧。有时，我也分不清，那究竟是风声，还是邻海的涛声。直到村里的钟声响起，我才感到自己并不孤单。 城里的夜色是那么的不同啊！夜深了，人散了。你走上阳台，躺进夜色凉爽露湿的怀抱中，仿佛披上一袭夜色的华服。阳台下是一条林荫大道，如一条深不见底的黑色海湾，或有精灵潜入这静谧幽暗的海湾，拥抱着另一个心爱的精灵顺流而去。 长街上下，灯火通明。路人从灯下走过时，脚下便出现奇形怪状的影子，先缩短，再拉长进入黑暗中，最后完全消失，而这时又有一个新的影子在路人身后冒出，又开始重复缩短拉长消失的三部曲，就像那旋转的风车翼板，短短长长、起起灭灭。公园的铁门当啷一声关闭了，脚步声和喧哗声不绝于耳，先是一阵骚乱，再是一阵酒鬼打闹，接着火警响了起来，之后再次归于寂静。现在，这城市终于睡着了，我们也可以好好领略夜色之美了。 月亮姗姗来迟，羞答答地在屋顶上探出脸来，却发现没有人欢迎她。月光破碎，洒落广场街头，有如一块块棱角分明的白色大理石。 








美丽语录

The country is the world of the soul, the city is the world of bodies.

乡村是灵魂的世界，城市是肉体的国度。












Spotlight on Paris　闪耀巴黎

◎ Ellisa Richard









Ah, beautiful Paris. For centuries this city has attracted the admiration of the world. The allure and charm of Paris captivate all who visit there.

Where can you discover the charm of Paris for yourself? Is it in the legacy of all the French rulers who worked to beautify their beloved city? Is it in the famous castles, palaces, statues and monuments, such as the Eiffel tower? Can you find it in the world-class museums, such as the Louvre? Perhaps Paris’ allure lies in the zest and style of the Parisians.

When you visit Paris, you don’t have to spend all of your time visiting museums and monuments. They are certainly worthy of your time, but ignore them for a day. First take some time to look around and experience life in Paris. You’ll find it charming.




Take a stroll along the seine river. Browse through the art vendors’ colorful paintings. Peek through delicate iron gates at the well-kept gardens. Watch closely for the French attention to detail that has made France synonymous with good taste. You will see it in the design of a doorway or arch and in the little fountains and quaint balconies. No matter where you look, you will find everyday objects transformed into works by art.

Spend some time in a quiet park relaxing on an old bench. Lie on your back on the green grass. When you need refreshment, try coffee and pastries at a sidewalk cafe. Strike up a conversation with a Parisian. This isn’t always easy, though. With such a large international population living in Paris, true natives are hard to find these days.




As evening comes to Paris, enchantment rises with the mist over the riverfront. You may hear music from an outdoor concert nearby: classical, jazz, opera or chansons, those French folk songs. Parisians love their music. The starry sky is their auditorium. You can also hear concerts in the chateaux and cathedrals. In Paris the music never ends.

Don’t miss the highlight of Paris evening: eating out. Parisians are proud of their cuisine. And rightly so; it’s world famous. Gourmet dining is one of the indispensable joys of living. You need a special guidebook to help you choose one of the hundreds of excellent restaurants. The capital of France boasts every regional specialty, cheese and wine the country has to offer. If you don’t know what to order, ask for the suggested menu. The chef likes to showcase his best dishes there. Remember, you haven’t tasted the true flavor of France until you’ve dined at a French restaurant in Paris.








啊，美丽的巴黎！几个世纪以来，全世界都拜倒在你的石榴裙下。而今，你也用自己的诱惑和魅力征服了所有游客的心。 那么，哪些地方可以让你领略到属于你自己的巴黎魅力呢？是生前致力于美化心爱之城的历届法国统治者留下的遗产？是闻名遐迩的城堡、宫殿、雕塑和纪念碑，比如埃菲尔铁塔？还是，你可以在世界一流的博物馆里领略巴黎的魅力，比如卢浮宫？或许，巴黎的魅力其实就在巴黎人的品味和风格中。 来巴黎游玩时，不必成天参观博物馆和纪念碑。这些当然值得你花时间细细参观，但抽出一天暂时忘了这些。还是先四处逛逛，体验一下巴黎充满魅力的日常生活吧。 你可以沿着塞纳河漫步，浏览街头艺术家的炫彩油画，透过精雕细琢的铁门窥一眼保存完好的花园。仔细留意法国人对细节的重视，那可是令法国成为“高品位”代名词的关键所在。你会在门廊、拱门、迷你喷泉和古雅阳台的设计中看到这种精致的细节。无论你看的是哪里，都会发现那里的日常物品早已华丽变身为艺术品。 再留些许时间给安静的公园，懒懒地在古老的长凳上休憩一番，还可以随意躺倒在绿幽幽的草地上。想吃点心的话，就在街头餐厅尝尝咖啡和糕点吧。试着找个巴黎人聊聊天，不过，这并不是件容易事。这年头，巴黎居住着来自五湖四海的国际友人，真正的本地人难得一见。 随着夜幕降临巴黎，与河边的雾气一同升腾起来的，还有巴黎的诱惑力。你可能听到附近室外音乐会上传来的乐曲：古典、爵士、歌剧或法国民歌“香颂”。巴黎人非常热爱自己的音乐，星空就是他们的礼堂。你还可以在城堡和天主教堂里聆听音乐会。在巴黎，音乐永不停歇。 不要错过巴黎夜晚的高潮：外出就餐。巴黎人以自己的美食为荣，而且也名副其实，他们的美食举世闻名。晚餐饕餮一番可是生活中不可分割的乐趣。你需要一本美食指南帮你从几百家上好餐厅里选出一家。巴黎作为法国首都，自诩拥有全国各地的特产、芝士和美酒，如果你不知道该点什么菜，就向服务生要一份推荐菜单，大厨喜欢在上面展示自己的拿手菜。请记住，如果你没有在巴黎的法式餐厅享受过晚餐，就等于没有品尝过真正的法国风味。














San Francisco　漫步旧金山

◎ Kevin









San Francisco, open your Golden Gate, sang the girl in the theatre. She never finished her song. The date was 18th April, 1906. The earth shook and the roof suddenly divided, buildings crashed to the ground and people rushed out into the streets. The dreadful earthquake destroyed the city that had grown up when men discovered gold in the deserts of California. But today the streets of San Francisco stretch over more than forty steep hills, rising like huge cliffs above the blue waters of the Pacific Ocean.




The best way to see this splendid city, where Spanish people were the first to make their homes, is to take one of the old cable cars which run along the nine main avenues. Fares are cheap; they have not risen, I’m told, for almost a hundred years.

You leave the palm trees in Union Square—the heart of San Francisco—and from the shop signs and the faces around you, you will notice that in the city live people from many nations—Austrians, Italians, Chinese and others—giving each part a special character. More Chinese live in China Town than in any other part of the world outside China. Here, with Chinese restaurants, Chinese post-boxes, and even odd telephone-boxes that look like pagodas, it is easy to feel you are in China itself.

Fisherman’s Wharf, a place all foreigners want to see, is at the end of the ride. You get out, pause perhaps to help the other travelers to swing the cable car on its turntable (a city custom), and then set out to find a table in one of the gay little restaurants beside the harbor. As you enjoy the fresh Pacific sea food you can admire the bright red paint of the Golden Gate Bridge in the harbor and watch the traffic crossing beneath the tall towers on its way to the pretty village of Tiburon. When you’ve finished your meal, you may decide to take a boat-trip around the bay to look at the sights. You can stare, for example, at the famous, now empty, prison of Alcatraz. Then why not go to the fishing village of Sausalito—a little like London’s Chelsea or New York’s Greenwich Village—to see people painting and to look at their pictures. You will be able to enjoy a view of the city from the sea and take pleasure in the soft red and blue Spanish-type houses shining in the bright Pacific light. If you have time you might like to go by bus to Carmel, a hundred miles south of San Francisco, where you will discover a wild and wonderful coast with high cliffs.






Although the people of San Francisco prefer riding to walking, you may like to climb up the steep streets. Handrails are provided so that you can pull yourself up. You can enjoy the splendid shops, the view from Telegraph Hill, and the houses with fountains and garden. You can also look at the Stage Coach, a familiar sight from Western films, which is in the window of the Wells Fargo Bank in Montgomery Street, near the business centre of the city.

I expect you’ll notice that all over the city the cars are left with their wheels turned towards the side walk so that they can’t roll away. Wherever you walk you’ll find it hard to lose yourself. At most of the important crossings there is a plan of the streets (Lombard Street; Ohio Street; Market Street; and so on) cut into the stone of the sidewalk so that you can look down and see where you are.




After so much walking you may feel tired and sticky and ready for a swim. There is often a thick morning mist from the sea in summer, but the weather can be very hot. Yet nobody swims in the Pacific. It is too risky. There are miles and miles of smooth hard sand, empty because of sharks—those dreadful big man-eating fish—and the high and dangerous waves of the sea. So take a street car from the city centre to the wonderful swimming pool on the edge of the ocean. Afterwards you can go to the neighboring zoo. Later, while you wait to catch a street car returning to your hotel, you may even see the sign “Doggy Diner”—a restaurant for dogs!

But what about meals for people? As in most of the big cities, the restaurants offer delicious food from almost every country. You could have dinner in Chinatown and then, on the way back to your hotel, catch the last cable car after midnight: it’s not unusual for passengers who arrive late to have to hang on to the sides of the last car for the whole journey.




On Sundays parents often take their children to look at the strange trees in the pretty Japanese Tea Garden in the huge spaces of Golden Gate Park.

With its hot sun and gay night life, San Francisco is a fine place to live in or to visit. It is the most European of all American cities and you’ll be sure to grow fond of it instantly. So tell yourself in the words of a song from the last century, “San Francisco, here I come!”





“旧金山，打开你的金门吧。”剧院歌姬如此唱道，但她从未唱完这首歌。那是1906年4月18日，大地震颤，屋顶忽然开裂，楼房轰然倒塌，人们争先恐后地冲到街上。那场可怕的地震就这样摧毁了旧金山，这可是人们还在加利福尼亚沙漠中淘金时就成长起来的城市。但今天，旧金山的街道越过40多座陡峭的山丘起伏延伸，那些山丘就像一座座巨大的悬崖峭壁，矗立在太平洋的万顷碧波之上。 最早入住旧金山的是西班牙人，对于这样一座拥有辉煌历史的城市，最佳的方式便是去第九大街搭乘古老的电缆车。车票很便宜，据说这票价大概有一百年没有更改过了。 你从旧金山的中心——联合广场的棕榈树出发，环顾四周，无论是商店的标牌，还是路人的面孔，就会发现这座城市住着来自不同国家的人，包括奥地利人、意大利人、中国人等等，因而城市的不同地段特色也不同。这里的唐人街可能是中国境外华人最集中的聚居地。在这里，你可以看到中国餐馆、中式邮筒，甚至宝塔状的电话亭，很容易让人感觉自己身处中国境内。 渔人码头，是所有外国人都想亲眼一见的胜地，也是电缆车的终点站所在地。下车后，你不必急于离开，而是入乡随俗——帮其他游客一起在转车台为缆车掉头，然后就可以去码头边，在一家气氛欢乐的小餐厅找个座位坐下。你可以一边津津有味地享用来自太平洋的生猛海鲜，一边在码头远眺刷着鲜红油漆的金门大桥，看一看穿过高塔下方驶向美丽村庄蒂布龙的车水马龙。餐后，你可以乘船在湾区观光游览。比如，你可以目不转睛地端详一下臭名昭著、但已空无一人的阿尔卡特拉兹监狱。然后，去索萨利托岛上的钓鱼村吧，那是一个与伦敦的切尔西或纽约的格林威治村有些许类似的小村落，你可以观看人们现场作画，也可以欣赏一下他们的作品。你还可以在海上一睹隔岸市区的风采，尽情领略西班牙式民宅的独特风情，这些用淡红搭配淡蓝粉刷的房子在太平洋明媚阳光的照耀下熠熠生辉。如果你还有时间，还可以乘公交车前往旧金山以南100英里处的卡梅尔，在那里你会发现高崖边一片荒凉却蔚为壮观的海岸。 尽管旧金山人喜欢以车代步，但你可以徒步爬一爬陡坡般的街道，街道两边的扶手可供上行的你借一把力。你可以驻足流连街边的特色小店，也可以在电报山顶极目远眺，还可以欣赏带喷泉与花园的民宅。如果想见识下西部电影中常见的“马车”，那么就去市中心商业区附近的蒙哥马利街，“马车”就在富国银行的橱窗里。 我猜你还会注意到，城里人泊车时都将车轮转向一侧的人行道，这样车就不会下滑。无论你走在哪里，都不太容易迷路，因为多数重要的十字路口（朗伯德街、俄亥俄街、市场街等地），都有一幅街道规划图刻在人行道上的基石中，只用低头一看，你就知道自己在哪里了。 走了那么多路以后，你可能会感到疲劳，浑身是汗，想去游泳。夏天的早晨，海上总会被厚重的雾气笼罩，但天气其实是很热的。但没人会在太平洋里游泳，因为那实在太危险了。海边是数英里平坦的硬砂地，但都无人问津，因为传闻水中有鲨鱼，那可是令人闻风丧胆的大型食人鱼，还有那又高又危险的海浪也令人敬而远之。因此，从市中心乘坐有轨电车到海边漂亮的游泳池去吧。游完之后，再去旁边的动物园逛逛。最后，在等回酒店的有轨电车期间，你可能会看到“狗狗快餐店”的招牌，没错，那正是专为狗狗准备的快餐店哦。 但旅客又能吃什么呢？正如多数大城市中一样，旧金山的餐厅几乎拥有全世界各地的美味佳肴。你可以在唐人街享用晚餐，然后在回酒店的途中赶上午夜后的末班缆车。晚上车的乘客常常得全程抓着末班缆车的外侧栏杆，这种情形其实也并不少见。 每逢周日，家长经常带着孩子前往空旷开阔的金门公园，那里有漂亮的日本茶园，可以观赏一些奇形怪状的树木。 旧金山白天艳阳高照，夜生活丰富多彩，是一处居住、游玩两相宜的好地方。旧金山是美国所有城市中最有欧洲风情的城市，你肯定会对她一见倾心。因此，对自己说一句上世纪的经典歌词吧：“旧金山，我来了！”






















阅读小课堂

Slang Related To Place Names

与地名有关的俚语












meet one's Waterloo

倒霉，遭受毁灭性打击，灭顶之灾

滑铁卢是一代天骄拿破仑遭受惨败的地方。遭遇滑铁卢，对一个人来说，后果不堪设想。无怪据说二战期间，在准备诺曼底反攻时，温斯顿·丘吉尔和随员冒雨去某地开会，其随员因路滑而摔了一跤，脱口说一句“To meet Waterloo!”丘吉尔竟联想到拿破仑兵败滑铁卢的典故，恼怒地斥责他：“胡说！我要去凯旋门呢！”





be Greek to someone

不知道，不明白

英国人一般都不懂希腊语。这句话的直译是：对于某人来说，这是希腊语。引申为“不明白”、“一窍不通”。





Greek kalends / calends




幽默、诙谐地表达“永远不”

Kalends是罗马日历的第一天。古希腊不用罗马日历，所以永远不会有这一天。

请看例句：

A: When will you finish your work?

B: At the Greek kalends.

A：你什么时候才能做完工作？

B：永远没有那一天。





castle in Spain

西班牙城堡，比喻“幻想，梦想”，相当于汉语中的“空中楼阁”。

在中世纪某一时期，西班牙是一个颇富浪漫色彩的国家，过于浪漫就成了梦幻。

请看例句：He is always living in a castle in Spain as a daydreamer. （他是个一直住在空中阁楼里的空想家。）





set the Thames on fire

做出惊人之举，取得非凡成就




火烧泰晤士河，这是何等伟大的壮举！但是这句成语经常是用来表示相反的意思，指那些人“对某事只是夸下海口，而不是真正想去做”。





from China to Peru

到处

它的意义非常明白，指从世界的这一边到世界的那一边，当然就是“遍布各地，到处”。





between Scylla and Charybdis

锡拉和卡津布迪斯之间，即“在两个同样危险的事物之间”，或是“腹背受敌，进退两难”的意思。

锡拉是传说中生活在意大利岩石上的怪兽，卡津布迪斯是住在海峡中一端经常产生漩涡的怪兽。水手为了躲避其中一个的危害，而常又落入另一个灾难。意大利这一方的海角叫凯尼斯（Caenys），西西里岛那一方的海角叫皮罗鲁姆（Pelorum）。








When in Rome, do as the Romans do.

在罗马，就按罗马人的方式办。和我们“入乡随俗”的意思一样。

请看例句：Take it easy and have a try! You know, when in Rome, do as the Romans do. （放轻松点，试一试吧！你知道，要入乡随俗。）









carry coals to Newcastle

做徒劳多余的事。

纽卡斯尔盛产煤，送煤到那里，岂不是多此一举？

请看例句：You are carrying coals to Newcastle if you water those flowers right now. The rain is just around the corner. （你现在浇花就是多此一举。马上就要下雨了。）



















爱是最美丽的语言
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一开始时，很难开口说“我爱你”。可是我的眼睛、我的双手和我的心，都一直在诉说着……直到“我爱你”成为我们共度时光时最动听的语言。






At first it was hard to say “I love you.” But my eyes, my hands, and my heart kept saying it for me ... until “I love you” became the most beautiful words of all our moments together.






美丽英文






Love Is the Most Affecting Word






爱，是最美丽的语言

































原来爱可以成为生活的食粮，成为白天的太阳，



成为黑夜的美梦；成为我们共度的时光中，最动听的语言。





Chapter 1　The Essence of Motherly Love　母爱如细流绵延
























Youth fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship fall. A mother’s secret hope outlives them all.









青春会逝去；爱情会枯萎；友谊的绿叶也会凋零；而一个母亲内心的希望，比它们都要长久。





























■写给所有的母亲们　For Moms　


◎
 Cindy Lange-Kubick









This is for all the mothers who didn’t win Mother of the Year last year, all the runners-up and all the wannabes[1]

 , including the mothers too tired to enter or too busy to care.

This is for all the mothers who froze their buns off on metal bleachers at soccer games on Friday night, instead of watching from cars. So that when their kids asked, “Did you see my goal?” They could say, “Of course, wouldn’t have missed it for the world.” and mean it.

This is for all the mothers who have sat up all night with sick toddlers in their arms, wiping up barf laced with Oscar Mayer wieners and cherry Kool-Aid saying, “It’s OK, honey, Mommy’s here.”

This is for the mothers who gave birth to babies they’ll never see, and the mothers who took those babies and made them homes.

This is for all the mothers of the victims of school shootings, and the mothers of the murderers. For the mothers of the survivors, and the mothers who sat in front of their TVs in horror, hugging their child who just came home from school, safely.




名 人 语 库

All that I am or ever hope to be, I owe to my angel Mother. I remember my mother’s prayers and they have always followed me. They have clung to me all my life.


~Abraham Lincoln


我的所有成就和一切梦想，都应归功于我那天使般的母亲。我记得母亲的那些祷告，它们一直伴随着我，而且已经陪伴了我一生。


——亚伯拉罕·林肯










这是写给所有在去年没能获得“年度母亲”的妈妈们，所有的亚军和希望超越她们的人，还包括那些太劳累而没能参加，或是太忙碌而无暇顾及的母亲们。

这是写给所有会在周五晚上到露天球场观看足球赛的母亲们，她们会坐在冰冷的看台上，而不是从汽车里面观看。这样，当她们的孩子问：“你看到我得分了吗？”她们就能回答：“当然，我怎么会错过你的比赛啊。”事实确实是这样。

这是写给所有在整晚抱紧生病的孩子的母亲们——她们擦掉那些掺着香肠的呕吐物，并温柔地说：“好了，宝贝，妈妈在这儿。”

这是写给那些生下孩子后，却永远不能见孩子一面而逝去的母亲们。也送给那些收养了这些孩子，并给了他们一个家园的母亲们。




This is for all the mothers who run carpools and make cookies and sew Halloween costumes, and all the mothers who don’t.

What makes a good mother anyway? Is it patience? Compassion? Broad hips?

Is it the ability to nurse a baby, cook dinner, and sew a button on a shirt, all at the same time? Or is it heart?

Is it the ache you feel when you watch your son or daughter disappear down the street, walking to school alone for the very first time?

Is it the jolt[2]

 that takes you from sleep to dread, as you bound from bed to crib at 2 a.m. to put your hand on the back of a sleeping baby?

Is it the need to flee from wherever you are and hug your child when you hear news of a school shooting, a fire, a car accident, or a baby dying?

I think so.

So this is for all the mothers who sat down with their children and explained all about making babies, and for all the mothers who wanted to but just couldn’t.

This is for reading “Goodnight, Moon
 ” twice a night for a year and then reading it again. “Just one more time.”

This is for all the mothers who mess up, who yell at their kids in the grocery store and swat[3]

 them in despair and stomp their feet like a tired 2-year-old who wants ice cream before dinner.

This is for all the mothers who taught their daughters to tie their shoelaces before they started school. And for all the mothers who opted for Velcro instead.




这是写给这些母亲的：她们的孩子成了学校枪击事件的受害者；她们是杀人犯的母亲；她们是幸存者的母亲；她们是坐在电视前心神不宁、满怀恐惧，孩子一放学安全回家就拥抱孩子的母亲们。

这是写给这些合伙使用汽车、会做饼干、缝制万圣节衣服的母亲们，也写给那些不做这些事情的母亲们。

怎样才算是一个好母亲？是耐心？同情？还是博大的胸怀？

是同时具有照顾孩子、做饭，并在衬衫上钉纽扣的能力？还是拥有充满挚爱的心？


是你看着儿子或女儿消失在街头，第一次走进校园时的那种失落吗
 ？

是你从梦中惊醒，在凌晨两点从床上跳起来，走到婴儿床边，轻拍熟睡的宝贝时的那种震撼吗？

还是不论身在何处，只要听到有关校园枪击案、火灾、车祸，或者有孩子死亡的消息时，想要拥抱自己孩子的那种渴望？

我想是这样。

因此，这是写给所有的母亲们。她们抱着孩子坐下，解释关于怀孕的一切；这也是写给那些心有余而力不足的母亲们。

这是写给坚持一年中的每个晚上都要读两遍《晚安，月亮》，之后却又说“再来一遍”的母亲们。

这是写给所有心情糟糕的母亲们。她们在杂货店里责骂她们的孩子，朝死里打他们，甚至像一个想在饭前吃根冰激凌的两岁小孩一样，气得跺脚。

这是写给所有这样的母亲，她们在女儿开始上学前就教会孩子系鞋带。还有那些选择维可牢尼龙搭扣而不是鞋带的母亲。




This is for all the mothers who bite their lips—sometimes until they bleed—when their 14 year olds dye their hair green. Who lock themselves in the bathroom when babies keep crying and won’t stop.

This is for all the mothers who show up at work with spit-up in their hair and milk stains on their blouses and diapers in their purse.

This is for all the mothers who teach their sons to cook and their daughters to sink a jump shot.

This is for all mothers whose heads turn automatically when a little voice calls “Mom?” in a crowd, even though they know their own offspring[4]

 are at home.

This is for mothers who put pinwheels and teddy bears on their children’s graves.

This is for mothers whose children have gone astray, who can’t find the words to reach them.

This is for all the mothers who sent their sons to school with stomachaches, assuring them they’d be just fine once they got there, only to get calls from the school nurse and hour later asking them to please pick them up, right away.

This is for young mothers stumbling through diaper changes and sleep deprivation, and mature mothers learning to let go.

This is for working mothers and stay-at-home mothers, single mothers and married mothers, mothers with money, and mothers without.

This is for you all. So hang in there!


















这是写给这些母亲们，她们看见自己14岁的孩子把头发染成绿色，会气得把嘴唇咬出血。当孩子不停哭喊的时候，她们会绝望地把自己锁在浴室里。

这是写给这些母亲，她们上班的时候，头发上有唾液，上衣上有奶渍，包里有小孩尿布。

这是写给这样的母亲，她们教儿子做饭，教女儿跳投篮球。

这是写给这样的母亲，当她们在拥挤的人群里听到一个很小的声音叫“妈妈”，就会马上转过头来，即使她们知道孩子在家里。

这是写给那些在孩子的墓前放上风车和泰迪熊的母亲们。

这是写给那些母亲，她们的孩子误入歧途，她们又不能找到合适的话来教导他们。

这是写给这样的母亲们，她们把胃痛的儿子送到学校，而且还对孩子保证说一到学校就会好，结果却从学校护士那里接到电话，一小时后又要求她们立刻接回孩子。

这是写给年轻母亲的。她们忙于给孩子换尿布，几乎被剥夺了所有的睡眠时间。而成熟的母亲学着放任他们。

这是写给所有工作的母亲与全职妈妈，单身的母亲与已婚的母亲，有钱的母亲与没钱的母亲的。

就这些，到此止笔！






































■ 是谁给了我耳朵　Who Gave Me the Ears


◎
 Paul Hawkins












“Can I see my baby?” the happy new mother asked.

When the bundle was nestled in her arms and she moved the fold of cloth to look upon his tiny face, she gasped. The doctor turned quickly and looked out the tall hospital window. The baby had been born without ears.

Time proved that the baby’s hearing was perfect. It was only his appearance that was marred. When he rushed home from school one day and flung himself into his mother’s arms, she sighed, knowing that his life was to be a succession of heartbreaks.

He blurted out the tragedy. “A boy, a big boy ... called me a freak.”

He grew up, handsome for his misfortune. A favorite with his fellow students, he might have been class president, but for that. He developed a gift, a talent for literature and music.

“But you might mingle with other young people.” his mother reproved him, but felt a kindness in her heart.

The boy’s father had a session with the family physician ... “Could nothing be done?”




名 人 语 库

My mother was the most beautiful woman I ever saw. All I am I owe to my mother. I attribute all my success in life to the moral, intellectual and physical education I received from her.


~George Washington


我的母亲是我见过的最漂亮的女人。我所有的一切都归功于我的母亲。我一生中所有的成就都归功于我从她那儿得到的德、智、体的教育。


——乔治·华盛顿













“我可以看看我的宝宝吗？”初为人母的她开心地问道。



当裹在襁褓里的婴儿被放到她的臂弯里时，她掀开折叠着的布，看到他的小脸时，她不禁倒吸了一口气。医生迅速地转过身，透过医院的高层窗户向外看去。婴儿生下来就没有耳朵。



时间证明，婴儿的听力毫无问题。这只是有损他的相貌。一天，当他匆匆从学校跑回家，扑向母亲的怀抱时，她叹了口气，意识到他的生活注定会遭受一连串的打击。



他脱口诉说自己所遭受的不幸：“一个男孩，一个大个子男孩……他叫我怪胎。”



他长大了，俊朗的长相弥补了他的不幸。他颇受同学欢迎，要不是有缺陷，很可能就当了班长。他对文学和音乐很有天赋和潜质。





“I believe I could graft on a pair of outer ears, if they could be procured.” the doctor decided. Whereupon the search began for a person who would make such a sacrifice for a young man.

Two years went by. One day, his father said to the son, “You’re going to the hospital, son. Mother and I have someone who will donate the ears you need. But it’s a secret.”

The operation was a brilliant success, and a new person emerged. His talents blossomed into genius, and school and college became a series of triumphs.

Later he married and entered the diplomatic service. One day, he asked his father, “Who gave me the ears? Who gave me so much? I could never do enough for him or her.”

“I do not believe you could,” said the father, “but the agreement was that you are not to know ... not yet.”

The years kept their profound secret, but the day did come. One of the darkest days that ever pass through a son. He stood with his father over his mother’s casket. Slowly, tenderly, the father stretched forth a hand and raised the thick, reddish brown hair to reveal the mother had no outer ears.

“Mother said she was glad she never let her hair be cut,” his father whispered gently, “and nobody ever thought mother less beautiful, did they?”

















“但你可能会和其他年轻人一样。”母亲责备地说，却从心底觉得很欣慰。



男孩的父亲与家庭医生商量：“难道真的无法补救吗？”



“我认为可以移植一双外耳——如果能够找到的话。”医生做了决定，于是他们开始寻求愿意为这个年轻人做出牺牲的人。



两年过去了。一天，父亲对儿子说：“孩子，你要住院了。我和你妈妈找到愿意为你捐献耳朵的人了。但这要求保密。”



手术获得了巨大的成功，一个新人诞生了。他的潜力转化为巨大的才能，他在中学和大学都取得了一连串的成功。



后来，他结婚了，进入外交行业工作。一天，他问父亲：“是谁给了我耳朵？谁给了我那么多？我做多少都无法报答他/她。”



“我也这样认为，”父亲说，“但是协议上说你不能知道……还没到时候。”



多年以来，他们一直保守着秘密，但这天终于来了，这也是儿子度过的最黑暗的日子。他和父亲站在母亲的棺木前。慢慢地，轻柔地，父亲伸出一只手，掀开母亲那浓密的红褐色头发——母亲竟然没有耳朵！



“你母亲说过她很开心从来不用理发，”父亲轻柔地低声说，“但没人觉得母亲没以前美丽，是吧？”















































■ 一件连衣裙　The Dress


◎
 Anonymous









“Do you like my dress?” she asked of a passing stranger. “My mommy made it just for me.” She said with a tear in her eye.

“Well, I think it’s very pretty, so tell me, little one, why are you crying?”

With a quiver in her voice the little girl answered. “After Mommy made me this dress, she had to go away.”

“Well, now,” said the lady, “with a little girl like you waiting for her, I’m sure she’ll be right back.”

“No Ma’am, you don’t understand,” said the child through her tears, “my daddy said she’s up in heaven now with Grandfather.”

Finally the woman realized what the child meant, and why she was crying. Kneeling down she gently cradled the child in her arms and together they cried for the mommy that was gone.

Then suddenly the little girl did something that the woman thought was a bit strange. She stopped crying, stepped back from the woman and began to sing. She sang so softly that it was almost a whisper. It was the sweetest sound the woman had ever heard, almost like the song of a very small bird.




名 人 语 库

She was gentle as a dove and brave as a lioness ... The memory of my mother and her teachings were, after all, the only capital I had to start life with, and on that capital I have made my way.


~Andrew Jackson


她轻柔得像一只斑鸠；她勇敢得像一头母狮……毕竟，对母亲的记忆和她的教诲，是我人生起步的唯一资本，并奠定了我的人生之路。


——安德鲁·杰克逊
 








“你喜欢我的连衣裙吗？”她问一位正走过她身边的陌生人。“我妈妈专门给我做的。”她说道，脸上带着泪珠。

“嗯，我认为你的裙子很漂亮。告诉我，小家伙，你为什么哭呢？”

她的声音有些颤抖，回答道：“妈妈给我做完这条裙子后，就不得不离开了。”

“哦，是这样，”陌生的女士说，“有你这样一个小姑娘等着她，我肯定她很快就会回来的。”

“不，女士，您不明白，”女孩透过泪水说，“我爸爸说她现在和我爷爷在天堂里。”

女士终于明白孩子的意思了，也明白她为什么哭泣。她屈膝跪下，温柔地把女孩搂在怀里，一起为女孩离去的妈妈哭泣。




After the child stopped singing she explained to the lady, “My mommy used to sing that song to me before she went away, and she made me promise to sing it whenever I started crying and it would make me stop.”

“See,” she exclaimed, “it did, and now my eyes are dry!”

As the woman turned to go, the little girl grabbed her sleeve, “Ma’am, can you stay just a minute? I want to show you something.”

“Of course,” she answered, “what do you want me to see?”

Pointing to a spot on her dress, she said, “Right here is where my mommy kissed my dress, and here,” pointing to another spot, “here is another kiss, and here, and here. Mommy said that she put all those kisses on my dress so that I would have her kisses for every booboo that made me cry.”

Then the lady realized that she wasn’t just looking at a dress, no, she was looking at a mother ... who knew that she was going away and would not be there to kiss away the hurts that she knew her daughter would get.

So she took all the love she had for her beautiful little girl and put them into this dress that her child now so proudly wore.


She no longer saw a little girl in a simple dress. She saw a child wrapped
 ... in her mother’s love.


















突然，小姑娘又做了件让女士感到有点奇怪的事。她停止哭泣，从女士怀抱中抽出身，向后退了一步，然后开始唱歌。她唱得如此轻柔，几乎像轻声耳语。这是女士听过的最甜美的声音，简直就像一只非常小的鸟儿在吟唱。

小女孩唱完后，向女士解释道：“妈妈离去前经常给我唱这首歌，她让我答应她，我一哭就唱这支歌，这样我就不哭了。”

“看，”她惊叫道，“真管用，现在我的眼睛里没有泪水了！”

女士转身要走时，小女孩抓住她的袖子：“女士，您能再留下来一小会儿吗？我想给您看一样东西。”

“当然啦，”她回答，“你想要我看什么呢？”

小女孩指着裙子上的一处，说：“就在这里，妈妈亲了我的裙子，还有这里，”她指着另一处，“这里有另一个吻，还有这里，这里。妈妈说，她把所有这些吻都留在我的连衣裙上，这样我遇到什么事哭了，就会有她的亲吻。”

这时，女士意识到，在她眼前的不是一件连衣裙，不是的，她在凝视一位母亲……这位母亲知道她将要离去，无法随时守候在女儿身边，便吻去她知道女儿必然会遇到的种种伤心。

所以，她将所有对她美丽女儿的爱倾注在这件连衣裙上。现在，女儿如此骄傲地穿在身上。

她看到的不再是一个小女孩身穿一件简单的连衣裙。她看到的是一个……被妈妈的爱裹着的孩子。




























■ 母爱无价　Cost of Love


◎
 Anonymous












One night when my wife was preparing dinner, our little son took a piece of paper to her which read:


For washing the car...........................................$5.00



For making my own bed this week...................$1.00



Going to the provision shop..............................$0.50



Playing with little sister ...................................$0.25



Taking out the rubbish......................................$1.00



Getting a good report card...............................$5.00



And for sweeping the common corridor.........$2.00



Total ...............................................................$14.75
 




His mother looked at him standing there expecting payment. I could see a thousand memories flashed through her mind. So she picked up the pen and turning the paper over, this is what she wrote:


For 9 months I carried you, growing



  inside me.....................................No Charge



For the nights I sat up with you, doctored and





名 人 语 库

Youth fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship fall. A mother’s secret hope outlives them all.


~Oliver Wendell Holmes


青春会逝去；爱情会枯萎；友谊的绿叶也会凋零。而一个母亲内心的希望，比它们都要长久。


——奥利弗·温戴尔·荷马
 












一天晚上，当妻子在厨房准备晚餐时，我们的小儿子拿着一张纸走向他的母亲。上面写道：


洗车…………………………5美元



本周整理我的房间…………1美元



为你去商店…………………0.5美元



照管小妹妹…………………0.25美元



外出倒垃圾…………………1美元



成绩报告单获得良好………5美元



清扫走廊……………………2美元



总计…………………………14.75美元
 




他母亲看着儿子满怀希望地站在那儿等着付款。我能看到她的脑海中翻腾着记忆的浪花。她拿起钢笔把儿子写过的纸翻过来，在上面写道：


你待在我的腹中，在我身体里生长9个月


















……………………………………………不收取任何费用



我陪伴着你、呵护你、为你祈祷的那些



晚上……………………………………不收取任何费用



为你准备玩具、食物、衣服，为你擦鼻涕



…………………………………………不收取任何费用





你把以上所有的累加起来，我为你付出的全部



…………………………………………不收取任何费用


儿子读完母亲写的话，双眼含着豆大的泪花。他看着他的妈妈，说：“妈妈，我爱你。”然后，他拿出钢笔在他的“账单”上用大写字母写道：“全部还清。”






































 ■
 永不后悔

  ——母爱的真谛

You’ll Never Regret It

—the Essence of Motherly Love


◎
 Dale Hanson Bourke












Time is running out for my friend. While we are sitting at lunch she casually mentions she and her husband are thinking of starting a family. “We’re taking a survey.” she says, half-joking. “Do you think I should have a baby?”

“It will change your life,” I say, carefully keeping my tone neutral[5]

 . “I know,” she says, “no more sleeping in on weekends, no more spontaneous holidays ...”

But that’s not what I mean at all. I look at my friend, trying to decide what to tell her. I want her to know what she will never learn in childbirth classes. I want to tell her that the physical wounds of child bearing will heal, but becoming a mother will leave her with an emotional wound so raw that she will be vulnerable[6]

 forever.

I consider warning her that she will never again read a newspaper without thinking: “What if that had been my child?” That every plane crash, every house fire will haunt her. That when she sees pictures of starving children, she will wonder if anything could be worse than watching your child die. I look at her carefully manicured nails and stylish suit and think that no matter how sophisticated she is, becoming a mother will reduce her to the primitive level of a bear protecting her cub.




名 人 语 库

The most important thing a father can do for his children is to love their mother.


~Theodore Hesburgh


一个父亲能为孩子做的最好的事情，就是好好爱他的妈妈。


——西奥多·赫斯伯格
 




















时光荏苒，朋友已经老大不小了。我们吃午饭时，她漫不经心地提起她和她丈夫正考虑要小孩的事。“我们正在做一项调查，”她半开玩笑地说，“你觉得我应该要个小孩吗？”

“这会改变你的生活。”我小心翼翼地说道，尽量使语气保持客观。“我知道，”她答道，“周末睡不成懒觉，也不能随心所欲地休假……”

但我绝不是那个意思。我看着我的朋友，试图整理一下自己的思绪。我想让她知道她永远不可能在分娩课上学到的东西。我想告诉她：分娩的有形伤疤可以愈合，但是，做母亲的情感伤痕却永远如新，她会因此变得十分脆弱，永远都是。

我想告诫她，做了母亲后，每当她看报纸时就会情不自禁地想：“如果那件事情发生在我的孩子身上将会怎样啊？”每一次飞机失事、每一场住宅火灾都会让她提心吊胆。看到那些忍饥挨饿的孩子们的照片时，她会思索，世界上还有什么比眼睁睁地看着自己的孩子饿死更惨的事情呢？我打量着她精修细剪的指甲和时尚前卫的衣服，心里想到，不管她打扮多么考究，做了母亲后，她会变得像护崽的母
 熊那样原始而不修边幅。




I feel I should warn her that no matter how many years she has invested in her career, she will be professionally derailed[7]

 by motherhood. She might arrange for child care, but one day she will be going into an important business meeting, and she will think her baby’s sweet smell. She will have to use every ounce of discipline to keep from running home, just to make sure her child is all right.

I want my friend to know that every decision will no longer be routine. That a five-year-old boy’s desire to go to the men’s room rather than the women’s at a restaurant will become a major dilemma[8]

 . The issues of independence and gender identity will be weighed against the prospect that a child molester may be lurking in the lavatory. However decisive she may be at the office, she will second-guess herself constantly as a mother.

Looking at my attractive friend, I want to assure her that eventually she will shed the added weight of pregnancy, but she will never feel the same about herself. That her own life, now so important, will be of less value to her once she has a child. She would give it up in a moment to save her offspring, but will also begin to hope for more years—not to accomplish her own dreams—but to watch her children accomplish theirs.

I want to describe to my friend the exhilaration of seeing your child learn to hit a ball. I want to capture for her the belly laugh of a baby who is touching the soft fur of a dog for the first time. I want her to taste the joy that is so real it hurts.




我觉得自己应该提醒她，不管她在工作上投入了多少年，一旦做了母亲，工作就会脱离常规。她当然可以安排别人照顾孩子，但说不定哪天她要去参加一个非常重要的商务会议，却忍不住想起宝宝身上散发的甜甜乳香。她不得不拼命克制自己，才不致为了看看孩子是否安然无恙而中途跑回家。

我想让我的朋友知道，有了孩子后，每一个决定都不再是例行公事。在餐馆，5岁的儿子想进男厕而不愿进女厕，将成为摆在她眼前的一大难题。她将在两个选择之间权衡一番：尊重孩子的独立和性别意识，还是让他进男厕所，冒着被潜在的儿童性骚扰者侵害的危险。任凭她在办公室多么果断，作为母亲，她仍经常后悔自己当时的决定。

看着我这位漂亮迷人的朋友，我想让她明白，她最终会恢复到怀孕前的体重，但是她对自己的感觉已经截然不同。她现在如此看重的生命，将随着孩子的诞生而变得不那么宝贵。为了救自己的孩子，她时刻愿意献出自己的生命。但她也开始希望多活一些年头，不是为了实现自己的梦想，而是为了看着孩子们美梦成真。

我想向朋友形容自己看到孩子学会击球时的喜悦。我想让她留意孩子第一次触摸狗的绒毛时的捧腹大笑。我想让她品尝快乐，尽管这快乐是如此真实地令人心痛。




My friend’s look makes me realize that tears have formed in my eyes. “You’ll never regret it.” I say finally. Then, squeezing my friend’s hand, I offer a prayer for her and me and all of the mere mortal women who stumble their way into this holiest of callings.














朋友的表情让我意识到，自己已经是热泪盈眶。“你永远不会后悔的。”最后，我说道，然后紧紧地握住朋友的手，为她、为自己，也为每一位艰难跋涉、准备响应母亲这一神圣职业的召唤的平凡女性，献上自己的祈祷。














































■ 母亲的手　Mother’s Hands


◎
 Louisa Godissart McQuillen












Night after night, she came to tuck me in, even long after my childhood years. Following her longstanding custom, she’d lean down and push my long hair out of the way, then kiss my forehead.

I don’t remember when it first started annoying me—her hands pushing my hair that way. But it did annoy me, for they felt work-worn and rough against my young skin. Finally, one night, I shouted out at her, “Don’t do that anymore—your hands are too rough!” She didn’t say anything in reply. But never again did my mother close out my day with that familiar expression of her love.

Time after time, with the passing years, my thoughts returned to that night. By then I missed my mother’s hands, missed her goodnight kiss on my forehead. Sometimes the incident seemed very close, sometimes far away. But always it lurked, in the back of my mind.

Well, the years have passed, and I’m not a little girl anymore. Mom is in her mid-seventies, and those hands I once thought to be so rough are still doing things for me and my family. She’s been our doctor, reaching into a medicine cabinet for the remedy to calm a young girl’s stomach or soothe the boy’s scraped knee. She cooks the best fried chicken in the world ... gets stains out of blue jeans like I never could ...




名 人 语 库

In all my efforts to learn to read, my mother shared fully my ambition and sympathized with me and aided me in every way she could. If I have done anything in life worth attention, I feel sure that I inherited the disposition from my mother.


~Booker Washington


在我努力学习阅读的过程中，母亲一直分享着我的抱负，并充分理解我，尽她所能帮助我。如果我一生中做了什么值得人们注意的事情，那一定是我继承了她的气质。 


——布克·华盛顿
 












在我的童年时期，有很长一段时间，每个夜里，母亲总习惯来为我掖住被角，撩开我的长头发，亲吻我的额头。

不记得从何时起，我开始讨厌她用手拨开我的头发。这确实很让我恼火，因为母亲粗糙的双手让我感觉自己幼滑的肌肤在受到伤害。终于，一天晚上，我冲她嚷道：“别再这样了——你的手太粗糙了！”她什么也没说。但母亲再也没有像这样对我表达她的爱。

一次又一次，随着岁月的流逝，我的思绪又回到了那个晚上。我想念那时母亲的手，想念她晚上留在我额头上的亲吻。有时这幕情景似乎很近，有时又似乎很遥远。但它总是埋藏在我心底，时常浮现在我的脑海里。




Now, my own children are grown and gone. Mom no longer has Dad, and on special occasions, I find myself drawn next door to spend the night with her. So it was late on Thanksgiving Eve, as I slept in the bedroom of my youth, a familiar hand hesitantly ran across my face to brush the hair from my forehead. Then a kiss, ever so gently, touched my brow.

In my memory, for the thousandth time, I recalled the night my young voice complained, “Don’t do that anymore—your hands are too rough!” Catching Mom’s hand in hand, I blurted out how sorry I was for that night. I thought she’d remember, as I did. But Mom didn’t know what I was talking about. She had forgotten—and forgiven—long ago.

That night, I fell asleep with a new appreciation for my gentle mother and her caring hands. And the guilt that I had carried around for so long was nowhere to be found.


















多年之后，我不再是昨天的那个小女孩了。但是现在，75岁的母亲仍旧用她那双粗糙的双手照顾着我和家人。母亲曾是我们的医生，她可以从容冷静地从医药箱拿出胃药，治好小女孩的胃痛或给小男孩擦伤的膝盖敷药。她做的炸鸡是世上最美味的……也可以弄干净我怎么都不能洗干净的蓝色牛仔裤……

现在，我的孩子已经长大，搬离到另外的城市。父亲也离开母亲去了天堂，在特殊的节日里，我经常会陪母亲度过。所以，在这个感恩节前夕，我睡在小时候睡过的卧室里，感觉到一只那么熟悉的手熟练地梳理我前额上的头发，然后轻轻落下一个吻，永远这样温柔，抚摸我的眉毛。

在记忆中，我曾无数次回想起那晚我年幼的抱怨声：“别再这样了——你的手太粗糙了！”我一把抓住母亲的手，脱口而出：“我多么后悔那天晚上对您讲过的话。”我以为她和我一样一直记得。但母亲不知道我在说什么。她很久以前就忘了，就已经原谅了我。

那天晚上，我睡着了，我对妈妈那双温柔而体贴的双手有了一种新的感激之情。而这么多年来，压在我心头的负罪感，也突然无处可寻。










































■ 每个女人都美丽　Every Woman Is Beautiful





◎
 Anonymous












A little boy asked his mother, “Why are you crying?”



“Because I’m a woman,” she told him.



“I don’t understand,” he said.



His mum just hugged him and said, “And you never will.”



Later the little boy asked his father, “Why does mother seem to cry for no reason?”



“All women cry for no reason,” was all his dad could say.



The little boy grew up and became a man, still wondering why women cry.



Finally he put in a call to God; and when God got on the phone, he asked, “God, why do women cry so easily?”



God said, “When I made the woman, she had to be special. I made her shoulders strong enough to carry the weight of the world; yet, gentle enough to give comfort.”



“I gave her an inner strength to endure childbirth and the
 rejection[9]

 that many times comes from her children.”





美 丽 语 录

Precious things are very few in this world. That is the reason there is just one you.

在这世上珍贵的东西总是罕有，所以这世上只有一个你。




















一个男孩问他的妈妈：“你为什么要哭呢？”

妈妈说：“因为我是女人啊。”

男孩说：“我不懂。”

他妈妈抱起他说：“你永远不会懂的。”

后来，小男孩就问他爸爸：“妈妈为什么无缘无故地哭呢？”

他爸爸只能说：“所有的女人都会这样。”

小男孩长成了一个男人，但他仍旧不懂女人为什么哭泣。

最后，他打电话给上帝；在上帝拿起电话时，他问道：“上帝，女人为什么那么容易哭泣？”

上帝回答说：“当我创造女人时，就让她很特别。我使她的肩膀坚强得能挑起整个世界；然而，却又柔情似水，能抚慰他人。”

“我让她的内心坚强，能够承受分娩的痛苦，忍受来自孩子的一次次拒绝。”





“I gave her a hardness that allows her to keep going when everyone else gives up, and take care of her family through sickness and
 fatigue[10]

 without complaining.”



“I gave her the sensitivity to love her children under any and all circumstances, even when her child has hurt her very badly.”



“I gave her strength to carry her husband through his faults and fashioned her from his rib to protect his heart.”



“I gave her wisdom to know that a good husband never hurts his wife, but sometimes tests her strengths and her resolve to stand beside him
 unfalteringly[11]

 .”



“And finally, I gave her a tear to shed. This is hers exclusively to use whenever it is needed.”



“You see, the beauty of a woman is not in the clothes she wears, the figure that she carries, or the way she combs her hair.”



“The beauty of a woman must be seen in her eyes, because that is the doorway to her heart, the place where love resides.”



Every woman is beautiful.



















“我赋予她坚韧，使她能在别人放弃的时候继续坚持着，并且无怨无悔地照顾自己的家人渡过疾病与疲劳。”

“我赋予她在任何情况下都会爱孩子的情感，即使她的孩子深深地伤害了她。”

“我赋予她包容她丈夫过错的坚强，并用他的肋骨塑成她来保护他的心。”

“我赋予她智慧，让她知道一个好丈夫是绝不会伤害他的妻子的，但有时我也会考验她支持丈夫的坚持与决心。”

“最后，我让她可以流泪。只要她愿意，这是她所独有的。”

“你看，女人的美丽不是因为她穿的衣服、她保持的体型或者她梳头的方式。”

“女人的美丽必须要从她的眼睛去看，那是她心灵的窗口，是爱居住的地方。”

每个女人都美丽。














































■ 为母亲祈祷　Pray for My Mother





◎
 Ann Landers










Dear God,



Now that I am no longer young, I have friends whose mothers have passed away. I have heard these sons and daughters say they never fully appreciated their mothers until it was too late to tell them.



I am blessed with the dear mother who is still alive. I appreciate her more each day. My mother does not change, but I do. As I grow older and wiser, I realize what an
 extraordinary[12]

 person she is. How sad that I am unable to speak these words in her presence, but they flow easily from my pen.



How does a daughter begin to thank her mother for life itself? For the love, patience and just plain hard work that go into raising a child? For running after a
 toddler[13]

 , for understanding a moody teenager, for tolerating a college student who knows everything? For waiting for the day when a daughter realizes her mother really is?



How does a grown woman thank for a mother for continuing to be a mother? For being ready with advice (when asked) or remaining silent when it is most appreciated? For not saying “I told you so”, when she could have
 uttered[14]

 these words dozens of times? For being essentially herself—loving, thoughtful, patient, and forgiving?
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I have met a lot of people knocking around the world since, but I have never met a more thoroughly refined woman than my mother.


~Charles Chaplin


我遇见太多太多的世人，可是从未遇上像我母亲那般更为透彻的优雅的女人。


——查尔斯·卓别林
 













亲爱的上帝：


如今我不再年轻，一些朋友的母亲已经去世。我曾听这些子女说，他们从没向母亲充分表达过他们的感激之情，而等到要告诉时为时已晚。

幸运的是，我亲爱的母亲依然健在。我对她的感情与日俱增。母亲没有变，我却变了。随着年岁的增长，我越来越懂事了，我意识到她是多么了不起的人。这些话在她面前我难以启齿，但在笔下可以轻易地写出来，这令我感到多么难过。

一个女儿该怎样开口感谢她的母亲所给予的生命？感谢她在抚养孩子时所付出的爱、耐心以及无私的辛勤劳动？感谢她跟在蹒跚学步的孩子身后奔跑，对喜怒无常的少女的理解，以及对一个自以为是的大学生的宽容？感谢她等待女儿认识到她真是一位好母亲的一天？





I don’t know how, dear God, except to bless her as richly as she deserves and to help me live up to the example she has set. I pray that I will look as good in the eyes of my children as my mother looks in mine.



A daughter



















一个成年女子该怎样感谢母亲依然如故的角色？感谢在被问到时她会及时提供良言，而在不需要时她会保持沉默？感谢她没有说“我告诉过你”，而她本来可以说上许多次？感谢她始终不变的爱心、体贴周到、耐心和宽容？

我不知道该怎样表达，亲爱的上帝，除了请求你好好地保佑她——那是她该得到的——并帮助我朝她做出的榜样看齐。我祈祷，在孩子的眼里，我会如同母亲在我眼里一般好。


一位女儿
 















































■ 母亲的八个谎言　A Mother’s Eight Lies


◎
 Georgy












As a child, the little boy was born in a poor family. Even for eating, the family often got lack of food ,whenever the time for eating, the mother often gave the children her portion of[15]

 rice in her bowl. She always said, eating this rice, my children, I’m not hungry.


—His mother’s first lie
 








When the boy was getting to grow up, the persevering mother gave her spare time on Sunday for fishing in the rural river nearby the country town, to supply the boy with calcium supplements. The fish was delicious and tasted fresh. While the boy was eating fish, mother sat beside him and ate the bones. Boy was touched, then passed the fish to mother’s bowl with the chopsticks, and asked her to eat. But she refused and gave it back. The mother said, eat it, son, I don’t realy like fish.


—His mother’s second lie









美 丽 语 录

A mother’s voice is the most beautiful sound in the world.

世界上有一种最美丽的声音，那便是母亲的呼唤。
















小男孩小时候，家里非常贫困。吃饭时，饭常常不够吃，母亲就把自己碗里的饭分给孩子们。母亲说：“孩子们，快吃吧，我不饿！”


——母亲的第一个谎言
 








男孩长身体的时候，勤劳的母亲常用周日的休息时间去县郊农村河沟里，捞些鱼回来给孩子们补钙。鱼很好吃，鱼汤也很鲜美。孩子们吃鱼的时候，母亲就在一旁啃鱼骨头，用舌头舔鱼骨头上的肉渍。男孩心疼，就把自己碗里的鱼夹到母亲碗里，请母亲吃鱼。母亲不吃，又用筷子把鱼夹回男孩的碗里。母亲说：“孩子，快吃吧，我不爱吃鱼！”


——母亲的第二个谎言
 








男孩上初中时，为了缴够男孩和女孩的学费，当缝纫工的母亲就去居委会领些火柴盒拿回家，晚上糊了挣点钱补贴家用。有一个冬天，男孩半夜醒来，看到母亲还弓着身子在油灯下糊火柴盒。男孩说：“妈妈，睡吧，明早您还要上班呢。”母亲笑笑，说：“孩子，快睡吧，我不困！”




When in junior high school, to collect the boy and his sister’s tution. The mother, and sewing worker, went to the economic enterprise to bring some used-matches boxes, sticking them up at night to cover the needs of the family. In a winter night, the boy woke up from the sleep and saw his mother continuing the work of sticking the boxes in the dim[16]

 light; bending her back. Boy said, mom, go to sleep, you would work tomorrow morning. Mother smiled and said, go to sleep, dear, I am not tired.


—His mother’s third lie






At the time of final term, mother stood outside the door where the boy took the exam inside everyday to accompany the boy. It was the mid-summer and sun was shining. The strong and perservering mother waited for him under the sunshine for several hours. As the bell rang, which indicated that the final exam had finished, mother welcomed and passed him a glass of tea that put in a bottle, told the boy to drink it. The very thick tea was not as thick as his mother’s love, which was much thicker. Glaring at her cracking[17]

 hips and sweats full of head, the boy gave the glass back and asked her to drink. Mother said, drink, it boy, I’m not thirsty.


—His mother’s fourth lie
 








After father’s death for illness, the mother played the role as mother as well as father. Depending on the little income in the sewing factory, the mother brought up their children with hardships. For the boy’s education fund, the family was very complicated. There was a Uncle Li who lived by making watches in alley where was underneath a telegraph pole. When he had known it, came to help her in a big problem and a small problem, carrying the coal and lifting up the water.Human’s hearts are not indifferent like plants’. The neighbors saw that and advised the mother married again, it was not necessary to bear so much. However, year after year, the mother didn’t marry again. Some people adviced again, she was stubborn, didn’t care to their advices, she said, I don’t need love.





——母亲的第三个谎言
 








高考那年，母亲每天都站在考点门口为参加高考的男孩助阵。时逢盛夏，烈日当头，固执的母亲在烈日下一站就是好几个小时。考试结束的铃声响了，母亲迎上去，递过一杯用罐头瓶泡好的浓茶，叮嘱孩子喝下去。茶亦浓，情更浓。望着母亲干裂的嘴唇和满头的汗水，男孩将手中的罐头瓶递回去请母亲喝。母亲说：“孩子，快喝吧，我不渴！”


——母亲的第四个谎言






父亲病逝后，母亲又当爹又当娘，靠着自己在缝纫社里那点微薄的收入，含辛茹苦地拉扯着几个孩子，供他们念书，日子过得苦不堪言。小巷路口电线杆下修表的李叔叔知道后，大大小小的事就找借口过来打个帮手，搬搬煤，挑挑水，送些钱粮来帮补男孩的家用。人非草木，孰能无情。左邻右舍对此看在眼里，记在心里，都试图劝服母亲再嫁，何必苦了自己。但年复一年，母亲始终不嫁，别人再劝，母亲也断然不听，母亲说：“我不爱！”


——母亲的第五个谎言
 








—His mother’s fifth lie
 








After graduated and got a job, boy’s retired mother was sincere to work in a nearby marketplace to support herself. The children far away from her had known it, often sent her some money to help her infulfill her needs, but she was stubborn for not accepting the money, even sent the money back. She said, I have enough money.


—His mother’s sixth lie






The boy had taught for 2 years in his graduated school. afterwards, he gained the Master Degree from one of the U.S. famous university. After graduated, he finally worked in a America scientific research institution, and the salary is high. As being rich, the boy intended to take his mother to enjoy her life in America, but she refused. She said, I’m not used to.


—His mother’s seventh lie
 








After entering her old age, mother got a flank cancer and had to hospitalized. The boy, who lived in miles away and cross the ocean, directly went home to visit her, she had been at the edge of death. The mother looked old. When the boy looked, how the disease broke her body, heart was hurt and tears flowed. But the mother said, don’t cry, my dear, I am not in pain.


—His mother’s last lie
 



















孩子们大学毕业参加工作后，下岗的母亲就在附近的农贸市场摆了个小摊维持生活。身在外地工作的孩子们知道后，常常寄钱回来给母亲，母亲坚决不要，并把钱退了回去。母亲说：“我有钱！”


——母亲的第六个谎言
 








男孩留校任教两年，后来又获得美国一所名牌大学的博士学位，毕业后留在美国一家科研机构工作，待遇相当丰厚。条件好了，身在异国的男孩想把母亲接来享享清福，却被老人回绝了。母亲说：“我不习惯！”


——母亲的第七个谎言
 








年纪大了，母亲患了重病，住进了医院，远在大西洋彼岸的男孩乘飞机赶回来时，母亲已经挣扎在死亡的边缘线上。看着年老的母亲被病魔折磨得死去活来，男孩悲痛欲绝，潸然泪下。母亲却说：“孩子，别哭，我不疼。”


——母亲的最后一个谎言
 















Chapter 2　The Essence of Motherly Love　父爱在无言瞬间

















Father’s love can be compared to a mountain. Although we do not look at it everyday, when you fall down, it’s just behind you.









父爱就像是一座高山，虽然我们不必每天仰望，可当我们跌倒时，山永远都在背后。





























■ 爱在无语时　Words from a Father


◎
 Razib












In the doorway of my home, I looked closely at the face of my 23-year-old son, Daniel, his backpack by his side. We were saying goodbye. In a few hours he would be flying to France. He would be staying there for at least a year to learn another language and experience life in a different country.

It was a transitional time in Daniel’s life, a passage, a step from college into the adult world. I wanted to leave him some words that would have some meaning, some significance beyond the moment.

But nothing came from my lips. No sound broke the stillness of my beachside home. Outside, I could hear the shrill cries of sea gulls as they circled the ever changing surf on Long Island. Inside, I stood frozen and quiet, looking into the searching eyes of my son.

What made it more difficult was that I knew this was not the first time I had let such a moment pass. When Daniel was five, I took him to the school-bus stop on his first day of kindergarten. I felt the tension in his hand holding mine as the bus turned the corner. I saw color flush his cheeks as the bus pulled up. He looked at me—as he did now.
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A father is always making his baby into a little woman. And when she is a woman he turns her back again.


~Enid Bagnold


父亲总是把他的女儿塑造成一个小女人。当她成了一个真正的女人时，他又不断地指引她前进。


——巴格诺尔德
 








在家门口，我凝视着23岁的儿子丹尼尔的脸，他的背包就放在身旁。几个小时之后我们即将道别，他就要飞往法国。他将在那里待上至少一年去学习另一种语言，体验另一个国度的生活。

这是丹尼尔生命中的一个过渡时期，也是他从象牙塔进入成人世界踏出的一步。我希望送给他几句话，几句能让他受用终身的话语。

但我竟一句话也说不出来。我们的房子坐落在海边，此刻屋里一片静寂。屋外，海鸥在波涛澎湃的长岛海域上空盘旋，我能听见它们的声声尖叫。我就这样冷冷地站在屋里，默默地注视着儿子那双困惑的眼睛。

更糟的是，我知道自己已经不是第一次让如此重要的时光白白流逝。丹尼尔5岁的时候，那是他上幼儿园的第一天，我领着他来到校车的停车点。当校车转过街角出现时，他的小手紧紧地攥着我，我感觉到了他的紧张。校车到站的那一刻，丹尼尔双颊发红，抬头望着我——就像现在这样。

“爸爸，接下来会怎样呢？我能行吗？我会很好吗？”说着，他上了校车，消失在我的视线里。车开走了，我却始终开不了口。

10多年后，这一幕再次上演。我和妻子开车送他到维吉尼亚州的威廉玛丽学院读书。在学校的第一个晚上，丹尼尔和他的新同学一起外出。第二天清晨，再见到他时，他病了。其实他当时已经染上了单核细胞增多症，但我们并不知道那件事，以为他只是有点不舒服。

当我准备启程回家时，丹尼尔正在宿舍的床上躺着。我很想说一些鼓励的话语，在他开始这份新生活时，给他一些勇气和信心。




What is it going to be like, Dad? Can I do it? Will I be OK? And then he walked up the steps of the bus and disappeared inside. And the bus drove away. And I had said nothing.

A decade or so later, a similar scene played itself out. With his mother, I drove him to William and Mary College in Virginia. His first night, he went out with his new schoolmates, and when he met us the next morning, he was sick. He was coming down with mononucleosis, but we could not know that then. We thought he had a hangover.

In his room, Dan lay stretched out on his bed as I started to leave for the trip home. I tried to think of something to say to give him courage and confidence as he started this new phase of life.

Again, words failed me. I mumbled something like, “Hope you feel better, Dan.” And I left.

Now, as I stood before him, I thought of those lost opportunities. How many times have we all let such moments pass? A boy graduates from school, a daughter gets married. We go through the motions of the ceremony, but we don’t seek out our children and find a quiet moment to tell them what they have meant to us. Or what they might expect to face in the years ahead.

How fast the years had passed. Daniel was born in New Orleans, LA., in 1962, slow to walk and talk, and small of stature. He was the tiniest in his class, but he developed a warm, outgoing nature and was popular with his peers. He was coordinated and agile, and he became adept in sports.

Baseball gave him his earliest challenge. He was an outstanding pitcher in Little League, and eventually, as a senior in high school, made the varsity, winning half the team’s games with a record of five wins and two losses. At graduation, the coach named Daniel the team’s most valuable player. His finest hour, though, came at a school science fair. He entered an exhibit showing how the circulatory system works. It was primitive and crude, especially compared to the fancy, computerized, blinking-light models entered by other students. My wife, Sara, felt embarrassed for him.




但是，我再一次语塞。我只是咕哝了一句：“丹尼尔，希望你快点好起来。”然后便转身离开了。

此时此刻，我站在他面前，想起了那些错过的时刻。究竟有多少次，我们让这些珍贵的时刻白白溜走？儿子的毕业典礼、女儿的婚礼等。我们疲于应付这些热闹的场面，却没有在人群中抓住我们的孩子，找个安静的地方，亲口说出他们对我们来说有多么重要，或者与他们聊聊未来的挑战和人生的期望。

时光飞逝，岁月如梭。1962年，小丹尼尔出生于洛杉矶新奥尔良市。他学会走路和说话要比同龄人稍迟一些，个子也长得不高。但是，尽管丹尼尔是班里最瘦小的一个，但他的性格热情外向，在同学中人缘颇佳。由于协调性好，动作敏捷，他很快就成了运动高手。

棒球是丹尼尔人生中的第一项挑战。他是棒球队里出色的投手。高三的时候，丹尼尔带领学校棒球队所向披靡，创下了7局5胜的记录。在毕业典礼上，棒球教练宣布他为球队里的“最有价值球员”。然而，丹尼尔最辉煌的时刻却是在一次校园科技展上。丹尼尔带着他的循环电路系统参加了这次展览。与其他参展学生的那些新奇怪异、电脑操控、熠熠发光的模型相比，丹尼尔的作品相形见绌。我的妻子莎拉都感到有些尴尬。

后来我们才知道，其他孩子的作品并不是自己完成的，而是父母代劳的。当评委在现场评审的时候，他们发现这些孩子都对参展作品一无所知，无法回答问题，只有丹尼尔对答如流。于是，他们把本次展览的最佳作品奖颁给了丹尼尔，并授予他“艾伯特·爱因斯坦奖牌”。

丹尼尔刚进大学时已经是个身高6尺、重170磅的堂堂男子汉了。自从放弃棒球而选择英国文学后，肌肉结实、身体强壮的丹尼尔就再没打过棒球。我为他放弃了自己的体育特长感到遗憾，但更为他做出如此慎重的决定感到骄傲。

有一次，我告诉丹尼尔，我一生中最大的失误，就是大学刚毕业时没能抽出一两年的时间出游旅行。在我看来，旅行是开拓视野、形成豁达人生观的最好方式。而当我成家工作以后，我发现，体验异国文化的梦想已经烟消云散了。




It turned out that the other kids had not done their own work—their parents had made their exhibits. As the judges went on their rounds, they found that these other kids couldn’t answer their questions. Daniel answered every one. When the judges awarded the Albert Einstein Plaque for the best exhibit, they gave it to him.

By the time Daniel left for college he stood six feet tall and weighed 170 pounds. He was muscular and in superb condition, but he never pitched another inning, having given up baseball for English literature. I was sorry that he would not develop his athletic talent, but proud that he had made such a mature decision.

One day I told Daniel that the great failing in my life had been that I didn’t take a year or two off to travel when I finished college. This is the best way, to my way of thinking, to broaden oneself and develop a larger perspective on life. Once I had married and begun working, I found that the dream of living in another culture had vanished.

Daniel thought about this. His friends said that he would be insane to put his career on hold. But he decided it wasn’t so crazy. After graduation, he worked as a waiter at college, a bike messenger and a house painter. With the money he earned, he had enough to go to Paris.

The night before he was to leave, I tossed in bed. I was trying to figure out something to say. Nothing came to mind. Maybe, I thought, it wasn’t necessary to say anything.




听了这番话后，丹尼尔若有所思。丹尼尔的朋友告诫他说，为了游历世界而把事业搁在一边，这是非常愚蠢的疯狂行为。但丹尼尔并不认同。毕业后，他曾在大学校园端盘子，骑单车送报纸，还替人刷过墙。通过打工挣钱，他攒足了去巴黎的路费。

丹尼尔离开的前一个晚上，我在床上辗转难眠。我想准备好明天要说的话，但脑袋里一片空白。也许根本就无须说什么，我安慰自己。

即使一位父亲一辈子都不曾亲口告诉儿子自己对他的看法，那又如何？然而，当我面对丹尼尔时，我知道这非常重要。我爱我的父亲，他也爱我。但我从未听他说过什么心里话，更没有这些感人的回忆。为此，我总是心怀遗憾。现在，我能感觉到自己手心冒汗，喉咙也在打结。为什么对儿子说几句心里话这么困难？我的嘴巴变得干涩，我想我顶多能够清晰地吐出几个字而已。

“丹尼尔，”我终于挤出了一句，“如果上帝让我选择谁是我的儿子，我始终会选择你。”

这是我说的唯一一句话。我不知道丹尼尔是否理解了这句话，但他扑过来伸出胳膊抱住了我。那一刻，整个世界都消失了，只剩下我和丹尼尔站在海边的小屋里。

丹尼尔也在说着什么，但泪水已经模糊了我的双眼，我一个字也没听进去。当他的脸紧贴着我时，我感觉到了他下巴上的胡子楂。然后，一切恢复原样。我继续工作，丹尼尔几个小时后带着女友离开了。

7个星期过去了。周末，在海边散步时，我会想起丹尼尔。几千英里之外的某个地方，横跨这个荒芜海岸的茫茫大海，丹尼尔也许正飞奔着穿越圣热蒙大道，或者漫步在卢浮宫散发霉味的走廊上，又或者正托着下巴，坐在左岸咖啡馆里憩息。

我对丹尼尔说的那些话，既晦涩又老套，空洞无文。然而，它却道出了一切。
















名 人 语 库

It no longer bothers me that I may be constantly searching for father figures; by this time, I have found several and dearly enjoyed knowing them all.


~Alice Walker


我不厌其烦地不断寻找父亲的影子。最后，我终于深深地享受并懂得了他的用心良苦。


——爱丽斯·沃克
 




















下意识地，我伸手打开车里的收音机，预先调好的KGBX台是我在清晨开车去邮电局上班的路上经常听的软摇滚音乐台。我看了一眼坐在乘客座位上14岁的女儿，又把收音机关了。

莉斯穿着礼服，从着装可以看出，她要去的是一个隆重的场合。我们在去往密苏里州斯普林菲尔德的路上，前去参加全区的音乐竞赛，莉斯将要表演长笛独奏，这是她第一次正式独奏。我以前在明尼苏达州参加过竞赛，知道任何别的音乐都会扰乱你的注意力，除了你自己将要演奏的曲子。

“爸爸说他可能会来。”莉斯说。自从我们10年前离婚后，她父亲就不再是她生活中的重要组成部分了。她的声音听起来既兴奋，又有些害怕。

噢，想给父亲留下深刻的印象，又担心他失望——我是否有过这种感觉？突然间，我仿佛又回到了12岁，坐在明尼苏达州音乐比赛的舞台上，手指平稳地放在我那耀眼的黑色Pan Italia手风琴键盘上。我看见观众席上坐着的那些自豪的家长，然后看到了他，我的父亲。他坐在最后一排，双臂交叉放在胸前，平短的头发根根直竖着。他那双锐利的蓝眼睛在黑框眼镜后面眯缝着，目不转睛地注视着我。




























■ 黄昏时分　Twilight Time


◎
 Anonymous









Reflexively I reached to turn on my car radio, preset to KGBX, the soft-rock station I always listen to on my early-morning drives to my job at the post office. Then I glanced at my 14-year-old daughter in the passenger seat and thought better of it.

Liz wore a dress. That in itself bespoke the seriousness of the occasion. We were on our way to the Springfield, Missouri, district wide music competition, where Liz would be playing a flute solo, her very first. I knew from my own competition days back in Minnesota that it messed with your concentration to hear any music besides the piece you were planning to play.

“Dad said he might come.” Liz said. Her father hadn’t been a big part of her life since our divorce 10 years earlier, and she sounded both excited and scared.

Boy, did I know that feeling—wanting to impress your father and at the same time, being terrified of letting him down? Suddenly I was 12 years old again, sitting onstage at the Minnesota state music competition, fingers poised[18]

 on the keyboard of my shiny black Pan Italia accordion. I looked out at the audience of proud parents. Then I saw him. My dad. He sat at the end of a row, arms folded, crew cut bristling. His piercing blue eyes narrowed behind his black-rimmed glasses and focused unwaveringly on me.




我完全窒息了。我已经把竞赛曲子练习了好几个月，直到背得滚瓜烂熟。但是那天下午，我别致的手风琴好像变成了纸板盒。我挤出了一小段不伦不类的调子，满眼泪水地逃离了舞台。

我的父亲，一个重视家长威严的“二战”老兵，没有给我任何安慰。他什么也没对我说。他只是握着旅行车的方向盘，双唇冷酷地紧闭着，驶在回德卢斯150英里的路途中。我也一言不发。真的，在这样的表现之后，我还能说什么呢？我知道，为了支付我的手风琴和课时费，父亲是多么辛苦工作才勉强凑足钱的。但是，就在他有机会出席的唯一一次比赛中，我却让他失望了。

我们开得越远，旅行车里就显得越寂静，直到在我和父亲之间筑起了一堵密不透风的墙。想到音乐曾经是我们内心深处最紧密的连接，这就像是一种极其残酷的惩罚。

家中5个孩子，我排行老幺，当我来到这个家时，父亲已经为了养活这个大家庭而累得精疲力竭。在他从杰诺比萨厂下班回来后，我和哥哥姐姐们总是踮着脚尖围着他。但在星期天下午，父亲会靠在他的躺椅上，让我为他演奏。他喜欢大爵士乐队时代的音乐，尤其喜欢《黄昏时分》这首歌。我从乐谱上自学了这首曲子，就是为了他。他似乎并不在乎我没有什么演奏风格。父亲会跟着哼唱，闭着眼睛，泪水从眼角悄然滑落，仿佛我把他带入了一个魔幻般的世外桃源。

回家的路上，父亲没有说过一个字，也没再出席过我的比赛。我最希望能因我而骄傲的那个人就是父亲，但我让他失望了，我永远也无法从这种痛苦中解脱出来。那天下午，我失去的不仅仅是镇静。我感觉自己仿佛失去了打开父亲心扉的钥匙，而在我重新找回这把钥匙之前，他就去世了。




I completely choked. I’d practiced my contest piece for months until I knew it by heart, inside and out. But my fancy accordion might as well have been a cardboard box that afternoon. I forced out some semblance of a tune and fled the stage in tears.

No consolation[19]

 came from my father, a World War II veteran who epitomized authority. He didn’t say a thing to me. He just took the wheel of our station wagon, his mouth a grim line as we set off on the 150-mile drive back to Duluth. I didn’t say anything either. What could I say, really, after what I’d done? I knew how hard Dad worked to scrape together enough money for my accordion and lessons. But the one time he was able to come to a competition, I let him down.

The farther we drove, the more the silence in our station wagon grew until it stood like an impenetrable wall between Dad and me. It seemed an especially cruel punishment considering music had been our deepest connection.

By the time I came along, the last of five children, my father was worn out from the demands of supporting a large family. My brothers and sisters and I tiptoed around him when he came home from his shift at Jeno’s Pizza factory. But on Sunday afternoons, Dad would sit back in his recliner and ask me to play for him. He loved the music of the Big Band era, and none more than the song Twilight Time
 . I taught myself the tune from the sheet music, just for him. It didn’t seem to matter that my rendition was lacking in style. My father would hum along, his eyes closed, tears escaping from the corners as if I’d transported him to some magical, heavenly place.




“你为什么要让我辜负我的爸爸？”自那以后多年，我经常质问上帝，“难道你就不能给我一个弥补的机会吗？”“妈妈，到了。”女儿的声音把我拽回了现实。我把车停在了中央高中的停车场。“还好，我还有时间热热身。”莉斯一边说着，一边和我走进了学校。

在练习室里，莉斯把长笛从盒子里拿了出来，打开乐谱，完美地吹奏了一遍曲子。进演奏大厅之前，我给了她一个拥抱。“放松点，”我说，“你会吹得很棒的。”

莉斯紧张地笑了笑。“也许你该等到比赛结束后再下判断。”排在莉斯之前的独奏选手一个接一个地表演完了。时针不祥地逼近了她的演出时间：11点5分。“爸爸来了，”莉斯低声告诉我，“我能听见他在走廊里的声音。”她的父亲随着人群走了进来，带着摄像机。我不禁为莉斯感到一阵焦虑。接着我才发现，她已不在我身旁的座位上，而是拘谨地站在舞台上的钢琴旁。希尔米先生是她的社会课老师兼伴奏，向她眨眼示意。

“嘿，总不至于像我的考试那么差劲吧！”莉斯咯咯地笑着，紧张的神情渐渐从她的脸上褪去，她举起长笛放到了唇边。

上帝，请让她发挥出最好的水平吧！

莉斯深吸了一口气，开始了她的独奏。她的手指在银色的按键上翩翩起舞。乐器飘扬出甜美、纯净而朴实的旋律。我闭上眼睛，任由女儿的音乐充斥着整个大脑。




Dad never said a word the entire way home, never again attended one of my competitions. I never got over the hurt of having disappointed the one person I’d most wanted to make proud. I’d lost more than my composure that afternoon. I felt as if I’d lost the key to my father’s heart, and he died before I could find it again.

“Why did you let me fail my father?” I’d often wondered to God in the years since, “Couldn’t you at least have given me a chance to make it up to him?” “Mom, this is it.” My daughter’s voice snapped me back to the present. I parked in the lot at Central High. “Good, I have time to warm up.” Liz said as we walked into the school.

In the practice room, Liz took her flute out of its case, unfolded her music and ran through her piece flawlessly[20]

 . Just before we stepped into the recital hall, I gave her a hug. “Relax,” I said, “you’re going to do great.”

Liz laughed nervously. “Maybe you should wait till the competitions over before you decide that.” One after another, the soloists scheduled before Liz played. The clock clicked ominously close to her 11:05 performance time. “Dad’s here,” Liz whispered to me, “I can hear him in the hallway.” Her father trooped in, carrying a video camera. I felt a flutter of anxiety for Liz. The next thing I knew she was no longer in the seat next to me but standing stiffly[21]

 onstage beside the piano. Mr. Hillme, her social-studies teacher and accompanist, winked at her.

“Hey, not as bad as one of my tests, is it?” Liz chuckled, the tension easing from her face, and lifted the flute to her lips.




我忘记了比赛，忘记了莉斯在她父亲面前表演的紧张情绪。

突然，我想起了我的父亲。虽然他在比萨厂待了一整天后一定渴望清静，但还是耐心地忍受着我每晚练习手风琴的那段时间。我务实的父亲坚决反对任何形式的债务，但当我长大用不了二手的学生型手风琴时，他让步了，为我买了一台最好的标准尺寸的手风琴。表情严肃的父亲打开我们的手风琴，弹奏了一小段节奏强劲的大型爵士乐曲，整个屋子欢腾了起来。严肃无情、过度操劳的父亲斜靠在躺椅上，听着他最小的孩子演奏他最喜欢的曲子，喜悦的泪水赶走了他的负担。

我的父亲——他知道自己的出现令我无法在台上正常发挥，必定非常难过，他甚至都不知道说什么或做什么来安慰我，唯有不再出席后来的比赛，不再干扰我。爸爸，对不起，我以为您对我失望了。我知道，您爱我更甚于爱音乐。我也希望您能明白，我是多么地爱您。但愿我能再为您演奏一曲《黄昏时分》。

莉斯放下长笛，在全场雷鸣般的掌声中鞠躬致谢（无论如何，至少对一个自豪的母亲来说，这掌声如同雷鸣一般）。“妈妈，我甚至连乐谱都没看！”回家的路上，莉斯在车里喊着，“我是说，我只是看着它，但我没有读。我只是演奏，任由音乐带着我走。”我明白她的意思。

在莉斯比赛之后的周一清早，我出发去邮局上4点半的班。我打开了车上的收音机。开始没有声音，接着从扬声器里传来的并不是KGBX的软摇滚音乐，而很明显是20世纪40年代大型爵士乐队的铜管乐。这个电台是从哪里来的呢？

一个女低音歌手幽幽地哼唱着我从未听人唱过的歌，虽然我曾在我的旧手风琴盒里破烂的乐谱上见过这些歌词。“天空的夜幕落下，已是黄昏时分。／ 透过薄雾，传来你的声音，已是黄昏时分。／ 当紫色天幕预示着一天的结束，我将听到你的声音，亲爱的，在那黄昏时分。”







Lord, please let her play her best.

Liz took a deep breath and launched into her solo. Her fingers danced along the silver keys. The melody floated out of the instrument, sweet and pure and honest. I closed my eyes, letting myself be carried away by my daughter’s song.

I forgot about the competition. I forgot about Liz’s nervousness at performing in front of her father.

All at once I pictured my own father, patiently enduring my nightly accordion practice sessions though he must have yearned for peace and quiet after his long days at the pizza factory. My practical dad, adamantly opposed to any kind of debt, conceding to make payments on a top-of-the-line, full-size accordion when I’d outgrown my secondhand student model. My stern, serious dad, cranking up our Lowrey organ, picking out the notes of a swingy Big Band tune and getting the whole house jumping. My unsentimental, overworked father? Leaning back in his recliner, his burdens chased away by tears of joy at hearing his youngest child play his favorite song.

My dad, who must have felt so awful knowing his presence prevented me from playing well onstage that he hadn’t known what to say or do to comfort me—except to stay away and not upset me at my subsequent competitions. Dad, I’m sorry I thought you were disappointed in me. I know you loved me even more than you loved music. I wish you could know how much I love you too. I wish I could play Twilight Time
 for you again.

Liz put down her flute and took a bow to thunderous applause (well, thunderous to a proud mother, anyway). “Mom, I didn’t even see the music,” Liz exclaimed in the car on the way home, “I mean, I was looking at it, but I didn’t have to read it. I just played and let it take me away.” I knew what she meant.




眼泪一滴滴地从我的眼角滑落。上帝的爱之音乐，终于在我和父亲之间架起了一座桥，跨越了那沉默的岁月。


















Monday morning after Liz’s competition, I set out for my 4:30 a.m. shift at the post office. I clicked on my car radio. Silence. Then instead of KGBX’s soft rock, out of the speakers came the unmistakable brassy sounds of a 1940s-era big band. Where did this station come from?

A woman’s smoky contralto crooned words I’d never heard sung, though they were printed on the tattered sheet music in my old accordion case. “Heavenly shades of night are falling, it’s twilight time. / Out of the mist, your voice is calling, it’s twilight time. / When purple-colored curtains mark the end of day, I’ll hear you, my dear, at twilight time.”




Tears trickled out of the corners of my eyes. The music of God’s love had bridged the years and the silence between my dad and me at last.
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I cannot think of any need in childhood as strong as the need for a father’s protection.


~Sigmund Freud



我想象不出还有什么比父亲的保护让一个孩子渴求得更强烈
 。


——弗洛伊德
 








如果为人父母有职务简述的话，我的“职务简述”将会包括如下内容：管理账单、和孩子们玩耍、洗衣、做饭、洗衣、安排与人合伙用车、洗衣、准备小吃、安排短途旅游、购物、洗衣。

在我丈夫的“职务简述”上，唯一的词就是上端两个红色大字——“乐子”。尽管他无私地给予孩子们百般关爱，尽其所能为他们提供所需，更多的时候还被孩子们看作攀缘游戏架、大傻瓜和小丑的三合一。

我们俩为人父母的风格是互补的。他的风格是持续不断地探险，在这个过程中，没有人需要操心孩子是不是洗手了，是不是吃蔬菜了，或者会不会长蛀牙。我的风格则类似墨索里尼的执政风格。我太忙了，操心这儿操心那儿，哪还顾得上找什么乐子。再者，每次我试图逗孩子们开心时，总是被我丈夫比下去。

我给孩子们买来带泡泡糖香味的牙膏，教他们如何用牙刷转圈儿刷牙，以免得蛀牙。他们认为那样刷牙很好玩，直到有一天我先生教他们如何漱口——从两颗门牙之间把水像喷泉一样喷出来，他们认为这才叫做好玩。
























 ■
 父亲的职责

  无可替代

Fathers Have a Unique Job


◎
 Debbie Farmer









If parents had job descriptions mine would read: organize bills, playmates, laundry, meals, laundry, carpool, laundry, snacks, outings and shopping, and laundry.

The only thing on my husband’s description would be the word “fun” written in big red letters along the top. Although he is a selfless caregiver and provider, our children think of him more as a combination of a jungle gym and bozo[22]

 and clown.

Our parenting styles compliment each other. His style is a nonstop adventure where no one has to worry about washing their hands, eating vegetables, or getting cavities. My style is similar to Mussolini. I’m too busy worrying to be fun. Besides, every time I try, I am constantly outdone by my husband.

I bought my children bubble gum flavored toothpaste and I taught them how to brush their teeth in tiny circles so they wouldn’t get cavities. They thought it was neat until my husband taught them how to rinse[23]

 by spitting out water between their two front teeth like a fountain.




我带孩子们到小树林里去散步，2个小时后，我好不容易才逮住一只迟钝的瓢虫放进我儿子的虫笼里。在他们眼里，我已经够“酷”了，直到他们的父亲回家，在后院里只花了2分钟，便捕获了一只有吉娃娃小狗那么大的甲虫！

我劝慰自己说我是个好妈妈，尽管我先生能做的事情我做不了。我可以确保孩子们是安全的、暖和的、干干爽爽的。我可以排队等5个小时，让孩子们在大商场里看到圣诞老人——或者第一个排队让孩子们看最新的迪斯尼影片。但是我不会给录像机接上电线，让孩子们可以看他们喜欢的录像。

当孩子们玩累时，我可以把他们抱在怀里，放在床上，亲吻他们，把他们送入梦乡。但是我无法让他们头冲下，那样他们可以脚踏天花板漫步；或者把他们扛在我的肩膀上，让他们看飞蛾如何在灯具里漂亮地飞舞。

我可以带他们去看医生，参加童子军集会，或者带他们参观水族馆，但是我永远也不会进入荒郊野地，在鱼钩上挂上虫饵，钓上一条鱼，然后把鱼用锡纸包起来，在明火上烤着吃。

我甚至可以出席每一场少年棒球联合会的比赛，坐在第一排为他们呐喊助威，直到我的嗓子喊疼了，我的扁桃体发炎了，但是我永远无法教我的儿子如何打一个本垒打，或者如何巧妙地进入一垒的位置。

作为一个母亲，我可以为我的孩子们做许多事情，但是不管我怎样努力——我永远成为不了他们的父亲。














I took the children on a walk in the woods, and after two hours, I managed to corral[24]

 a slow ladybug into my son’s insect cage. I was “cool” until their father came home, spent two minutes in the backyard, and captured a beetle the size of a Chihuahua.

I try to tell myself I am a good parent even if my husband does things I can’t do. I can make sure my children are safe, warm, and dry. I’ll stand in line for five hours so the children can see Santa at the mall or be first in line to see the latest Disney movie. But I can’t wire the VCR so my children can watch their favorite video.

I can carry my children in my arms when they are tired, tuck them into bed, and kiss them goodnight. But I can’t flip them upside down so they can walk on the ceiling or prop them on my shoulders so they can see the moths flying inside of the light fixture.

I can take them to doctor appointments, scout meetings, or field trips to the aquarium, but I’ll never go into the wilderness, skewer[25]

 a worm on a hook, reel in a fish, and cook it over an open flame on a piece of tin foil.

I’ll even sit in the first row of every Little League game and cheer until my throat is sore and my tonsils are raw, but I’ll never teach my son how to hit a home run or slide into first base.

As a mother I can do a lot of things for my children, but no matter how hard I try—I can never be their father.
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That is the thankless position of the father in the family—the provider for all, and the enemy of all.


~J. August Strindberg


父亲在家里是个吃力不讨好的角色——既要养活全家，又受全家敌视。


——斯特林堡
 
















妈妈去世之后，我开始在每天上班之前都去探望爸爸。他身体虚弱，行走缓慢，但是，他总是亲手为我榨一杯鲜橙汁放在厨房桌子上，旁边还有一张不签名的纸条，写着：“把橙汁喝了。”我知道，这是他表达对我的爱的方式。事实上，至今我还记得，当我还是个孩子的时候，我问过妈妈：“为什么爸爸不爱我？”对此，妈妈皱起了眉头。“谁说他不爱你？”“可是，他从没告诉过我。”我抱怨道。“他从来也没告诉过我，”她说，脸上露出笑容，“但是，你看他为了照顾我们，给我们买吃的、穿的，支付房款，干活多拼命呀。这就是你爸爸表达爱我们的方式。”然后，妈妈抓着我的肩膀问道：“你明白了吗？”

我慢慢地点了点头。我的脑子明白，可心里还是不明白。我仍然想要爸爸拥抱我，告诉我他爱我。爸爸拥有并经营一家小型废金属处理厂。放学后，在他工作时，我经常在他身边玩耍。我总希望他会叫我帮忙，然后称赞我做的事，可是，他从来不叫我。因为让一个小男孩去干他干的活实在太危险，妈妈为爸爸的安全已经够担心了。爸爸用手把废金属塞进一个装置，这个装置像屠夫剁肋骨那样，利索地切割金属。这台机器看上去像一把巨大的剪刀，刀片比爸爸的身躯还要厚。伺候这台令人恐怖的机器太危险了，稍有不慎就会导致重伤。




























■ 默默的父爱　The Silent Love of a Father


◎
 Bert Clompus












After Mom died, I began visiting Dad every morning before I went to work. He was frail and moved slowly, but he always had a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice on the kitchen table for me, along with an unsigned note reading, “Drink your juice.” Such a gesture, I knew, was as far as Dad had ever been able to go in expressing his love. In fact, I remember, as a kid I had questioned Mom, “Why doesn’t Dad love me!” Mom frowned. “Who said he doesn’t love you!” “ Well, he never tells me.” I complained. “He never tells me either,” she said smiling, “but look how hard he works to take care of us, to buy us food and clothes, and to pay for this house. That’s how your father tells us he loves us.” Then Mom held me by the shoulders and asked, “Do you understand!”

I nodded slowly. I understood in my head, but not in my heart. I still wanted my father to put his arms around me and tell me he loved me. Dad owned and operated a small scrap metal business, and after school I often hung around while he worked. I always hoped he’d ask me to help and then praise me for what I did. He never asked. His tasks were too dangerous for a young boy to attempt, and Mom was already worried enough that he’d hurt himself. Dad hand fed scrap steel into a device that chopped it as cleanly as a butcher chops a rack of ribs. The machine looked like a giant pair of scissors, with blades thicker than my father’s body. If he didn’t feed those terrifying blades just right, he risked serious injury.




“你为什么不雇一个人来替你干那活？”一天晚上，妈妈为爸爸涂气味强烈的搽剂，俯身为他按摩酸痛的肩膀时问道。“那你为什么不雇一名厨师？”爸爸反问道，难得地笑了一下。妈妈直起身子，双手叉在腰上：“埃克，你怎么啦？难道你不喜欢我做的菜？”“我当然喜欢你做的饭菜啦！可是，如果我雇得起帮手，那你就雇得起厨师了呢！”爸爸大笑起来，这是我生平第一次感觉到爸爸的幽默感。不过，那台切割机不是他工厂里唯一的危险物。他还有一台乙炔炬，用来切割厚钢板和粗钢条。在我听来，那乙炔炬发出的切割声比蒸汽机火车头发出的声音还要大。当他用它切割钢材时，无数熔化的金属粉末状液体喷射出来，在他周围飞溅，就像一群愤怒的萤火虫。

许多年之后，在我第一次离家前看望爸爸，喝完爸爸亲手为我榨的橙汁之后，走过去拥抱着他，说：“爸爸，我爱你。”从那以后，我每天早上都这样做。可是，爸爸从未告诉过我，我拥抱他时他是什么感受；而且在我拥抱他时，他的脸上从来没有任何表情。然而，一天早上，由于时间紧迫，我喝完橙汁就向门口走去。

爸爸一步跨到我面前，问道：“这个？”“这个什么？”我问道，可我心里一清二楚。“这个？”他又说了一遍，交叉着双臂东张西望，就是不看我。我格外使劲地抱了抱他。现在是说出我一直想说的话的最佳时刻了。“爸，我已经50岁了，可您从来没有对我说过您爱我。”父亲转身走开了，他拿起那只空杯子，把它洗干净放在一边。“您告诉过别人您爱我，”我说，“但是我从没听到过。”看上去，爸爸感到不自在，很不自在。我走近他：“爸，我想听您说您爱我。”他后退了一步，双唇紧闭。他似乎想要说话，然后又摇摇头。“告诉我！”我大声说。“行吧！我爱你！”爸爸终于脱口而出，他的两只手颤抖得像受伤的小鸟。在那一瞬间，我一生中从未见过的情形发生了。他的眼中噙着泪珠，最后潸然泪下。




“Why don’t you hire someone to do that for you?” Mom asked Dad one night as she bent over him and rubbed his aching shoulders with a strong smelling liniment. “Why don’t you hire a cook?” Dad asked, giving her one of his rare smiles. Mom straightened and put her hands on her hips. “What’s the matter, Ike? Don’t you like my cooking?” “Sure I like your cooking. But if I could afford a helper, then you could afford a cook.” Dad laughed, and for the first time I realized that my father had a sense of humor. The chopping machine wasn’t the only hazard in his business. He had an acetylene torch for cutting thick steel plates and beams. To my ears the torch hissed louder than a steam locomotive, and when he used it to cut through steel, it blew off thousands of tiny pieces of molten metal that swarmed around him like angry fireflies.

Many years later, during my first daily visit, after drinking the juice my father had squeezed for me, I walked over, hugged him and said, “I love you, Dad.” From then on I did this every morning. My father never told me how he felt about my hugs, and there was never any expression on his face when I gave them. Then one morning, pressed for time, I drank my juice and made for the door.

Dad stepped in front of me and asked, “Well!” “Well what?” I asked, knowing exactly what. “Well!” he repeated, crossing his arms and looking everywhere but at me. I hugged him extra hard. Now was the right time to say what I’d always wanted to. “I’m fifty years old, Dad, and you’ve never told me you love me.” My father stepped away from me. He picked up the empty juice glass, washed it and put it away. “You’ve told other people you love me.” I said, “But I’ve never heard it from you.” Dad looked uncomfortable. Very uncomfortable. I moved closer to him. “Dad, I want you to tell me you love me.” Dad took a step back, his lips pressed together. He seemed about to speak, and then shook his head. “Tell me!” I shouted. “All right I love you!” Dad finally blurted, his hands fluttering like wounded birds. And in that instant something occurred that I had never seen happen in my life. His eyes glistened, and then overflowed.




我站在他面前，震惊得说不出话来。这么多年后，我的心和脑子终于都了解到——了解到我的父亲如此爱我，以至于在说出他爱我时，居然流下泪来。以前他从不会流泪，更不用说在家人面前流泪。妈妈是对的。在我生命中的每一天，爸爸都在用行动和付出告诉我他有多爱我。“爸爸，我知道，”我说，“我知道。”现在，我终于明白了。






















I stood before him, stunned and silent. Finally, after all these years, my heart joined my head in understanding. My father loved me so much that just saying so made him weep, which was something he never, ever wanted to do, least of all in front of family. Mom had been right. Every day of my life Dad had told me how much he loved me by what he did and what he gave. “I know, Dad,” I said. “I know.” And now at last I did.
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It is a wise father that knows his own child.


~William Shakespeare


聪明的父亲都应该了解他们自己的孩子。


——威廉·莎士比亚
 




















年轻时的阿尔是一个技艺娴熟的画家和陶工。他有一个妻子和两个健壮的儿子。一天晚上，他的大儿子腹痛难忍，但考虑到可能只是一些常见的肠胃不适，阿尔和妻子都没有太在意。但是，事实上男孩患的是急性阑尾炎，那个晚上便夭折了。

如果当时意识到病情的严重性，儿子的死就能够避免。意识到这些，沉重的负罪感使阿尔的精神状况每况愈下。更糟糕的是，不久妻子也离开了他，留下6岁的小儿子与他相依为命。这两件事带来的伤痛让阿尔无法承受，于是他选择了借酒浇愁。不久，阿尔就成了一个酒鬼。

随着酒瘾越来越大，阿尔开始失去他所拥有的一切——他的家、他的农地、他的艺术品，一切的一切。最终，阿尔孤独地死在旧金山的一家汽车旅馆里。

听说了阿尔的死讯，我的反应像世人对未能留下遗产的人的鄙视一样。“多么彻底的失败啊！”我想，“枉度了一生！”




























■ 爱的遗赠　A Legacy of Love


◎
 Bobbie Gee












As a young man, Al was a skilled artist, a potter. He had a wife and two fine sons. One night, his oldest son developed a severe stomachache. Thinking it was only some common intestinal disorder, neither Al nor his wife took the condition very seriously. But the malady was actually acute appendicitis, and the boy died suddenly that night.

Knowing the death could have been prevented if he had only realized the seriousness of the situation, Al’s emotional health deteriorated under the enormous burden of his guilt. To make matters worse his wife left him a short time later, leaving him alone with his six-year-old younger son. The hurt and pain of the two situations were more than Al could handle, and he turned to alcohol to help him cope. In time Al became an alcoholic.

As the alcoholism progressed, Al began to lose everything he possessed—his home, his land, his art objects, everything. Eventually Al died alone in a San Francisco motel room.

When I heard of Al’s death, I reacted with the same disdains the world shows for one who ends his life with nothing material to show for it. “What a complete failure!” I thought, “What a totally wasted life!”




随着时间的推移，我对自己之前的苛刻判断开始有了新的认识。你不知道，我现在认识了阿尔那个已成年的小儿子，厄尼。他是我见过的最亲切、最善良、最仁爱的人。看着厄尼和他的孩子们，我看到了他们之间自由流动的那种关爱。我知道那种善良和仁爱必定来自某处。

我从未听到厄尼对父亲有太多的谈论。毕竟，为一个酒鬼辩护并不是件容易的事。一天，我鼓起勇气问了他。“有些事我一直感到很疑惑。”我说，“我知道，你几乎是由你父亲独自带大的。他到底是如何教育你的，竟让你变得如此特别？”

厄尼静静地坐在那里，思考了一会儿，然后说：“从我记事起，一直到18岁离家，阿尔每晚都会来我的房间，给我一个吻并说，‘我爱你，儿子。’”

当我意识到自己是多么愚蠢时，我的泪水夺眶而出。我竟然说他是一个失败者！他死后没有留下任何物质方面的遗产，但他是一位慈爱的父亲，他培养出了一个我所见过的最善良、最无私的儿子。


















As time went by, I began to reevaluate my earlier harsh judgment. You see, I knew Al’s now adult son, Ernie. He is one of the kindest, most caring, most loving men I have ever known. I watched Ernie with his children and saw the free flow of love between them. I knew that kindness and caring had to come from somewhere.

I hadn’t heard Ernie talk much about his father. It is so hard to defend an alcoholic. One day I worked up my courage to ask him. “I’m really puzzled by something.” I said, “I know your father was basically the only one to raise you. What on earth did he do that you became such a special person?”

Ernie sat quietly and reflected for a few moments. Then he said, “From my earliest memories as a child until I left home at 18, Al came into my room every night, gave me a kiss and said, ‘I love you, son.’”

Tears came to my eyes as I realized what a fool I had been to judge Al as a failure. He had not left any material possessions behind. But he had been a kind loving father, and he left behind one of the finest, most giving men I have ever known.
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It doesn’t matter who my father was; it matters who I remember he was.


~Anne Sexton


父亲是什么样的人并不重要，重要的是我心目中的父亲是什么样的人。


——安妮·塞克斯顿
 




















鲍勃·理查兹，前撑杆跳世界冠军队成员，一个极其瘦弱但非常热爱橄榄球的男孩，有一个非常感人的故事。

每次球队训练，他都全身心地投入。但由于他的身材不及其他孩子的一半，几乎没有上场的机会。所有比赛他都满怀希望地坐在板凳上，却从来没有上过场。这个十几岁的少年和父亲住在一起，他们俩之间有一种特殊的关系。

即使儿子总是坐在板凳上，他的父亲也总会在看台上为他欢呼。他从没错过一场比赛。当升入高中时，这个年轻人仍然是班里最小的。他的父亲一如既往地鼓励他，同时也对他说明，如果男孩不想再踢球，他不会强迫他。但是，这个男孩非常喜欢踢球，并决定坚持到底。他决心每次训练都要尽全力，也许等成为老队员时，他就会有机会上场。




























■ 父亲的双眸　Father’s Eyes


◎
 Leow Wee Kang









Bob Richards, the former pole-vault champion, shares a moving story about a skinny young boy who loved football with all his heart.

Practice after practice, he eagerly gave everything he had. But being half the size of the other boys, he got absolutely nowhere. At all the games, this hopeful athlete sat on the bench and hardly ever played. This teenager lived alone with his father, and the two of them had a very special relationship.

Even though the son was always on the bench, his father was always standing with cheering. He never missed a game. This young man was still the smallest of the class when he entered high school. But his father continued to encourage him but also made it very clear that he did not have to play football if he didn’t want to. But the young man loved football and decided to hang in there. He was determined to try his best at every practice, and perhaps he’d get to play when he became a senior.

All through high school he never missed a practice nor a game but remained a bench-warmer all four years. His faithful father was always in the stands, always with words of encouragement for him.




整个高中4年，他没有错过一堂训练课，也没错过一场比赛，但一直都是“冷板凳”球员。他善良的父亲总是站在看台上，鼓励着他。

当这个年轻人升入大学时，他决定尝试加入足球队，成为一名“替补队员”。所有的人都认为他做不到，但他做到了。教练同意把他留在比赛名单中，因为在每一次训练中，他总是全身心地投入，把全部心灵和灵魂都投入进去，这是其他球员很难做到的。

当听说他没有被球队裁掉的消息时，他激动万分，飞奔到最近的电话亭把这个消息告诉了父亲。父亲和他一同分享着喜悦，并收到了整个赛季的所有门票。在大学4年里，尽管他从未上过场，但这个坚持不懈的年轻运动员没有错过一次训练。

在赛季末，最后一场季后赛前的训练课，当他急匆匆跑进训练场准备参加训练时，教练给了他一张电报。这个年轻人读着电报，陷入了死一般的沉默。

忍受着巨大的悲痛，他咕噜着对教练说：“今天早晨我父亲去世了。今天我可以不参加训练吗？”教练轻抚他的肩膀，说：“孩子，接下来的一周你都可以不用来了。甚至可以不用回来参加周六的比赛。”

周六到了，比赛进展得非常不顺。在第三节，当球队落后10分时，一个安静的年轻人悄悄溜进空荡荡的更衣室里，换上了比赛装备。当他回到场边时，教练和球员都为这个忠实的同伴这么快回来而惊讶万分。“教练，让我上场吧，今天我一切都准备好了。”年轻人说。教练假装没听见，因为他没有任何理由让这个最差的球员参加赛季的收官之战。

但这个年轻人仍然坚持要上场，最后教练也觉得对不住这个孩子，做出了让步。“好吧，”他说，“你可以上场了。”没多长时间，教练、队员和所有的观众都不敢相信自己的眼睛。这个默默无闻的小球员，虽然在此之前从未参加过比赛，却把一切都做得非常完美。对方球员根本阻挡不了他，他的跑动、传球、阻击都像是一位球星。

他的球队开始反击得分，比分很快就被扳平了。在比赛的最后几秒，他截断对方传球，并长途奔袭触地得分，取得了胜利。球迷悬着的心落地了。队友们把他扛在肩膀上。场地中响起一片前所未有的热烈欢呼。




When the young man went to college, he decided to try out for the football team as a “walk-on”. Everyone was sure he could never make the cut, but he did. The coach admitted that he kept him on the roster because he always puts his heart and soul to every practice, and at the same time, provided the other members with the spirit and hustle they badly needed.

The news that he had survived the cut thrilled him so much that he rushed to the nearest phone and called his father. His father shared his excitement and was sent season tickets for all the college games. This persistent young athlete never missed practice during his four years at college, but he never got to play in a game.

It was the end of his last football season, and as he trotted onto the practice field shortly before the big playoff game, the coach met him with a telegram. The young man read the telegram and he became deathly silent.

Swallowing hard, he mumbled to the coach, “My father died this morning. Is it all right if I miss practice today?” The coach put his arm gently around his shoulder and said, “Take the rest of the week off, son. And don’t even plan to come back to the game on Saturday.”

Saturday arrived, and the game was not going well. In the third quarter, when the team was ten points behind, a silent young man quietly slipped into the empty locker room and put on his football gear. As he ran onto the sidelines, the coach and his players were astounded to see their faithful teammate back so soon. “Coach, please let me play. I’ve just got to play today.” said the young man. The coach pretended not to hear him. There was no way he wanted the worst player in this close playoff game.

But the young man persisted, and finally feeling sorry for the kid, the coach gave in. “All right.” he said. “You can go in.” Before long, the coach, the players and everyone in the stands could not believe their eyes. This little unknown, who had never played before was doing everything right. The opposing team could not stop him. He ran, he passed, blocked like a star.




他看着教练，眼里饱含着泪水，说：“你知道我父亲去世了，但你知道我的父亲是个盲人吗？”这个年轻人忍着悲伤，迫使自己微笑着说：“我的父亲每场比赛都来看，但今天是他第一次能看到我真正上场比赛，我也想用我的行动向他证明，我可以做到！”














His team began to triumph. The score was soon tied. In the closing seconds of the game, this kid intercepted a pass and ran all the way for the winning touchdown. The fans broke loose. His teammates hoisted him onto their shoulders. Such cheering you never heard.

He looked at the coach, with tears in his eyes, and said, “Well, you knew my dad died, but did you know that my dad was blind?” The young man swallowed hard and forced a smile, “Dad came to all my games, but today was the first time he could see me play, and I wanted to show him I could do it!”


















名 人 语 库

One father is more than a hundred schoolmasters.


~English Proverb


一个父亲比一百个校长还顶用。


——英国谚语
 
















我9岁那年，父亲第一次送花给我。当时，我加入学校踢踏舞班才6个月，正逢学校举办一年一度的演出。我只能加入新学员合唱队，却依然兴致勃勃。不过我清楚，自己只是个不起眼的小角色。

令人惊喜的是，演出一结束，我竟被叫到前台，双手捧着一束枝繁叶茂的红玫瑰，与主舞的演员站在一起。我至今还感到自己像是站在舞台上，双颊绯红。我越过绚丽的脚灯光线向下张望，看见父亲的笑脸。他一面使劲地鼓掌，一面快活地笑着。

这束鲜花是第一束，往后，每逢我人生的一个里程碑，父亲都要送我一大束鲜花。可我的心情总是有些矛盾：既高兴，又有些尴尬。我喜爱鲜花，可又为这种奢侈而不安。

父亲却从不会觉得不安。他做什么事都特别大方。如果你让他去面包房买一块蛋糕，他一定会买回来三块。一次，母亲对他说我需要一件新的派对礼服，他竟买回来一打。

他的做法总是让我们没钱再去添置其他更需要的东西。那次礼服事件后，家里就再也没钱去买我真正急需的冬大衣——或者我一直向往的新溜冰鞋。




























■ 爱如鲜花盛开　Love in Bloom


◎
 Judy Coulter









I was nine when my father first sent me flowers. I had been taking tap-dancing lessons for six months, and the school was giving its yearly recital. As an excited member of the beginners’ chorus line, I was aware of my lowly status.

So it was a surprise to have my name called out at the end of the show along with the lead dancers and to find my arms full of long-stemmed red roses. I can still feel myself standing on that stage, blushing furiously and gazing over the footlights to see my father’s grin as he applauded loudly.

Those roses were the first in a series of large bouquets that accompanied all the milestones in my life. They brought a sense of embarrassment. I enjoyed them, but was flustered by the extravagance.

Not my father. He did everything in a big way. If you sent him to the bakery for a cake, he came back with three. Once, when Mother told him I needed a new party dress, he brought home a dozen.

His behavior often left us without funds for other more important things. After the dress incident, there was no money for the winter coat I really needed—or the new ice skates I wanted.




有时我会为这些事跟父亲赌气，但时间都不会长。他照例会买些礼物与我和好。这些礼物如此真切地传达着他不善用言辞表达的爱。这时，我便会搂住他，亲吻他——这亲昵的行为，无疑会使他再度大方。

之后迎来了我的16岁生日，可这并不是个快乐的时刻。我长得很胖，还没有男朋友。好心的父母为我准备了生日晚会，这更让我觉得痛苦。我走进餐厅，看见餐桌上的生日蛋糕旁边摆着很大一束鲜花，比以往的任何一束都要大。

我真想躲起来。现在谁都会以为我没有男朋友送花，只好由父亲来送了。16岁该是最美好的年纪，而我却只想哭。或许当时我的确哭了，但我最好的朋友菲利斯，在我耳边小声说：“嘿，孩子，你有这样的父亲可真幸运。”

随着光阴的流逝，许多特别的日子——生日、演出、获奖、毕业——都伴有父亲的鲜花。我的心情也依然在快乐与尴尬之间徘徊不定。

可自从我大学毕业以后，那种矛盾的心情便消失了。我开始了新的事业，也订了婚。父亲的鲜花代表了他的骄傲和我的胜利。这些鲜花带来的只有极大的喜悦。

后来，每逢感恩节，我们都会收到父亲的一捧黄灿灿的菊花；圣诞节会有一大束粉红的一品红；复活节是洁白的百合花；生日里会有天鹅绒般的红玫瑰；孩子出世或逢乔迁之喜，父亲会送来那个季节里盛开的许多种鲜花混合扎成的花束。

随着我不断地功成名就，父亲日渐衰老，但他依然坚持给我送花，直到他70岁生日的前几个月，因心脏病发作而猝然逝去。我在他的棺木上铺满了我所能寻得的最大的红玫瑰，而且，没有一丝窘迫。

在以后的十几年里，我常常有一股冲动，想去买一大束鲜花装点起居室，可我始终没去。我知道，即便买来，花已不是从前的花了。




Sometimes I would be angry with him, but not for long. Inevitably he would buy me something to make up with me. The gift was so apparently an offering of love he could not verbalize that I would throw my arms around him and kiss him—an act that undoubtedly perpetuated his behavior.

Then came my 16th birthday. It was not a happy occasion. I was fat and had no boyfriend. And my well-meaning parents furthered my misery by giving me a party. As I entered the dining room, there on the table next to my cake was a huge bouquet of flowers, bigger than any before.

I wanted to hide. Now everyone would think my father had sent flowers because I had no boyfriend to do it. Sweet 16, and I felt like crying. I probably would have, but my best friend, Phyllis, whispered, “Boy, you’re lucky to have a father like that.”

As the years passed, other occasion—birthdays, recitals, awards, graduations—were marked with Dad’s flowers. My emotions continued to seesaw between pleasure and embarrassment.”

When I graduated from college, though, my days of ambivalence were over. I was embarking on a new career and was engaged to be married. Dad’s flowers symbolized his pride, and my triumph. They evoked only great pleasure.

Now there were bright-orange mums for Thanksgiving and a huge pink poinsettia at Christmas. White lilies at Easter, and velvety red roses for birthdays. Seasonal flowers in mixed bouquets celebrated the births of my children and the move to our first house.

As my fortunes grew, my father’s waned, but his gifts of flowers continued until he died of a heart attack a few months before his 70th birthday. Without embarrassment, I covered his coffin with the largest, reddest roses I could find.




后来我生日的一天，我听见门铃响了。那天，我本来很沮丧，因为只有我一个人待在家中。丈夫打高尔夫球去了，两个女儿出远门了，13岁的儿子马特也走得格外早，只道了声“再见”，只字未提我的生日。所以，当我开门看见马特胖胖的身体站在门外时，有几分惊讶。“忘带钥匙了，”他耸耸肩，说道，“也忘了今天是你的生日。嗯，我希望你喜欢这些鲜花，妈妈。”说着，他从身后抽出一束雏菊来。

“哦，马特，”我大叫一声，紧紧搂住他，“我爱鲜花！”


















Often in the dozen years since, I felt an urge to go out and buy a big bouquet to fill the living room, but I never did. I knew it would not be the same.

Then one birthday, the doorbell rang. I was feeling blue because I was alone. My husband was playing golf, and my two daughters were away. My 13-year-old son, Matt, had run out earlier with a “see you later”, never mentioning my birthday. So I was surprised to see his large frame at the door. “Forgot my key.” he said, shrugging. “Forgot your birthday too. Well, I hope you like flowers, Mum.” He pulled a bunch of daisies from behind his back.

“Oh, Matt,” I cried, hugging him hard, “I love flowers!”
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To be a successful father ... there’s one absolute rule: When you have a kid, don’t look at it for the first two years.


~Ernest Hemingway


作为一个成功的父亲……有一个绝对遵守的原则：当你有了小孩的时候，头两年里不要给他们太大的压力。


——欧内斯特·海明威
 

















亲爱的爸爸：


今天我在商场购物的时候，花了好长时间阅读有关“父亲节”的贺卡。那些卡片上的文字很特别，也或多或少地表达出了我对您的感受。我挑选着读过一次后，又挑选读了一遍，这才意识到，我想对您说的话，并不是一张贺卡就能表达出来的。

爸爸，很快您就要84岁了，您和我也将度过这第55个“父亲节”。“父亲节”的那天，我总是不能和您在一起，连您过生日的时候我也是这样。但这并不是因为我不想陪在您身边。其实，在我心里，我总是和您在一起。不过，有的时候，生活也会有差错。


爸爸，您也知道，曾有一段时间，我们父女俩因为代沟不在一起生活，
 比如年龄、个人阅历、观点、发型、化妆品、服装、音乐、作息时间以及男朋友，因为这些，我们的观点也非常对立。您站在“大分离”的一端，我站在“大分离”的另一端。




























■ 爸爸，父亲节快乐　Happy Father’s Day, Dad


◎
 Lynne Wisman










Dear Dad,


Today I was at the shopping mall and I spent a lot of time reading the Father’s Day cards. They all had a special message that in some way or another reflected how I feel about you. Yet as I selected and read, and selected and read again, it occurred to me that not a single card said what I really want to say to you.

You’ll soon be 84 years old, Dad, and you and I will have had 55 Father’s Days together. I haven’t always been with you on Father’s Day nor have I been with you for all of your birthdays. It wasn’t because I didn’t want to be with you. I’ve always been with you in my heart but sometimes life gets in the way.

You know, Dad, there was a time when we were not only separated by the generation gap but completely polarized by it. You stood on one side of the Great Divide and I on the other, father and daughter split apart by age and experience, opinions, hairstyles, cosmetics[26]

 , clothing, music,curfews, and boys.





那时，您教我学开那部道奇旧车，可我却不管您喜不喜欢，执意要开雪佛兰54那辆车。当时，我们父女俩关于雪佛兰汽车的争执也调到了最高挡。可那天晚上，您却报警说雪佛兰车被盗。之后，一位警官护送我回家，可他太年轻了，根本不明白我们父女俩之间的政治斗争，但他也不小了，对一个16岁的流鼻涕的小孩没有足够的宽容心。爸爸，您对这件事倒是处理得很体面，可我觉得那是我一生中最糟糕的一个夜晚
 。

在我嫁给了一个您喜欢的女婿后，我们俩的关系才缓和了很多。后来，我和您的女婿为了好好生个孩子，就转身离开了，我们之间的那些事情也就结束了。您也知道，我和您的女婿没有电视机，只能自娱自乐。我不知道，作为外公外婆的您和妈妈还有什么可期待的，但是，没过多久我就找到了答案。过去那些孩子崇拜您，现在他们还像以前那样爱慕您。当我看见您和您的外孙在一起的时候，我知道您已经给了他们最好的礼物，您把心都掏给了他们。

就是这样，我们之间的代沟慢慢消失了。现在，年龄和其他问题的差异把您和我分开，可我们在大多数事情上的看法都是一样的，这可能是因为我们明白了没什么值得争辩吧。无论如何，我想提示一下，爸爸，飞蝇钓鱼是您最喜欢的一种钓法，关于手腕动作和站姿您爱怎么说就怎么说，以及那些没用的话……

爸爸，虽然我已经漂泊了很多年，但我很快乐。然而，我发现您没有变老。

随着年龄的增长，我认为我们之间的关系慢慢地融洽了很多，像一瓶美酒，越陈越香。家人看起来好像没有一点意义似的。但是，上周发生了一件最不寻常的事情。我站在停车标志旁，看见您开着车要拐弯。可我并没有立刻反应过来那是您，因为那个男人开着车，又在那部大车的车轮后面，就显得他岁数很大、身体也很虚弱的样子。可我却感到，仿佛从哪儿飞来一记耳光重重地打在我脸上。也许，那是我第一次“看见”您的年龄。也许，只有我自己看见罢了。




The Father-Daughter Duel of ‘54 shifted into high gear when you taught me to drive the old Dodge and I decided I would drive the ‘54 Chevy whether you liked it or not. The police officer who escorted[27]

 me home after you reported the Chevy stolen late one evening was too young to understand father-daughter politics and too old to have much tolerance for a snotty 16 year old. You were so decent about it, Dad, and I think that was probably what made it the worst night of my life.

Our relationship improved immensely when I married a man you liked, and things really turned around when we begin making babies right and left. We didn’t have a television set, you know, and we had to entertain ourselves somehow. I didn’t know what to expect of you and Mom as grandparents but I didn’t have to wait long to find out. Those babies adored you then just as they adore you now. When I see you with all your grandchildren, I know you’ve given them the finest gift a grandparent can give. You’ve given them yourself.

Somewhere along the line, the generation gap evaporated[28]

 . Age separates us now and little else. We agree on most everything, perhaps because we’ve learned there isn’t much worth disagreeing about. However, I would like to mention that fly fishing isn’t all you’ve cracked it up to be, Dad. You can say what you want about wrist action and stance and blah, blah, blah ...

I’ve been happily drifting for a lot of years, Dad, and I didn’t see you getting older.

I suppose I saw us and our relationship as aging together, rather like a fine wine. Numbers never seemed important. But the oddest thing happened last week. I was at a stop sign and I watched as you turned the corner in your car. It didn’t immediately occur to me that it was you because the man driving looked so elderly and fragile behind the wheel of that huge car. It was rather like a slap in the face delivered from out of nowhere. Perhaps I saw your age for the first time that day. Or maybe I saw my own.




50年前的一个春天，我们在艾奥瓦州查尔斯市的一个花园里，一起栽下苤蓝菜。

当时我并不知道，我一辈子也不会忘记那一天。这一周，我们还要在一起栽苤蓝菜，这是第二次。也许这是最后一次，可我并不希望那样。我不明白为什么和您一起栽苤蓝菜让我感到很有意义，但对我来说实在是太重要了。而且，有意思的地方是，我不知道该怎么和您说这事，爸爸……我甚至不喜欢苤蓝菜……但是，我喜欢和您一起栽苤蓝菜的感觉。

爸爸，我想，我要说的话，就是每个做儿女的今天想要和他们的爸爸说的话。过“父亲节”，尊重一位父亲，绝不仅仅是因为爸爸给家里挣多少钱、和家人一起共进晚餐、参加学校活动、参加毕业典礼和婚礼的原因，也不止是一起栽苤蓝菜、开雪佛兰54车和飞蝇钓鱼的事，也不止是您无条件地爱那些流鼻涕又很淘气，而且什么都懂，就是不听话的孩子。这就是尊重对方、分享快乐、接纳和宽容、给予和接受吧。爱一个人是言语表达不了的，希望这些永不终止，从未结束。

我也爱您，爸爸。


















Fifty years ago this spring we planted kohlrabi together in a garden in Charles City, Iowa.

I didn’t know then that I would remember that day for the rest of my life. This week, we’ll plant kohlrabi together again, perhaps for the last time but I hope not. I don’t understand why planting kohlrabi with you is so important to me but it is. And the funny thing about it is, well, I don’t know quite how to tell you this, Dad ... I don’t even like kohlrabi ... but I like planting it with you.

I guess what I’m trying to say, Dad, is what every son and daughter wants to say to their Dad today. Honoring a Father on Father’s Day is about more than a Dad who brings home a paycheck, shares a dinner table, and attends school functions, graduations, and weddings. It isn’t even so much about kohlrabi, ‘54 Chevrolets, and fly-fishing. It’s more about unconditionally loving children who are snotty and stubborn, who know everything and won’t listen to anyone. It’s about respect and sharing and acceptance and tolerance and giving and taking. It’s about loving someone more than words can say and it’s wishing that it never had to end.

I love you, Dad.
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Blessed indeed is the man who hears many gentle voices call him father!


~Lydia M. Child


幸福，事实上就是一个男人听到许多温柔的声音叫他爸爸！


——莉迪亚


















1989年，一场6.9级的地震几乎铲平美国，在短短不到4分钟的时间里，夺去了270余人的生命！

在彻底的破坏与混乱之中，有位父亲将他的妻子安顿在家后，跑到他儿子就读的学校，却发现这所学校已经被夷为平地。

看到这令人震惊的一幕，他想起了曾经对儿子做出的承诺：“不论发生什么事，我都会在你身边。”至此，父亲热泪盈眶。目睹曾经的学校成为一堆废墟，真叫人绝望。但父亲的脑中仍然牢记着他对儿子的诺言。

他开始努力回忆每天早上送儿子上学的必经之路，终于记起儿子的教室应该就在那幢建筑物后面，位于右边的角落里。他急急忙忙地跑到那儿，开始在废墟中挖掘。

当这位父亲正在挖掘时，其他束手无策的学生家长赶到现场，揪心地叫着：“我的儿子呀！”“我的女儿呀！”一些善意的家长试图把这位父亲拉开，告诉他：“一切都太迟了！他们全死了！这样做没用的！回家去吧，面对现实，你也无能为力啊！”




























■ 我永远都在你身边　I’ll Always Be There for You


◎
 Jim Burns












In 1989 an 6.9 earthquake almost flattened America, killing over 270 people in less than four minutes.

In the midst of utter devastation and chaos[29]

 , a father left his wife safely at home and rushed to the school where his son was supposed to be, only to discover that the building was as flat as a pancake.

After the unforgettably initial shock, he remembered the promise he had made to his son: “No matter what, I’ll always be there for you!” And tears began to fill his eyes. As he looked at the pile of ruins that once was the school, it looked hopeless, but he kept remembering his commitment to his son.

He began to direct his attention towards where he walked his son to class at school each morning. Remembering his son’s classroom would be in the back right corner of the building, he rushed there and started digging through the ruins.




面对种种劝告，这位父亲的回答只有一句话：“你们愿意帮我吗？”然后继续进行挖掘工作，在废墟中寻找他的儿子，一块石头也不放过。

消防队长出现了，他也试图把这位父亲劝走，对他说：“火灾频现，四处都在发生爆炸，你在这里太危险了。这边的事我们会处理，你回家吧！”对此，这位慈爱关切的父亲仍然回答：“你们愿意帮我吗？”

警察赶到现场，对他说：“你现在又气又急，该结束了，你在危及他人，回家吧！我们会处理的！”这位父亲依旧回答：“你们愿意帮我吗？”然而，人们无动于衷。

为了弄清楚儿子是死是活，这位父亲鼓起勇气，独自一人继续进行他的工作。

他挖掘了8小时，12小时，24小时，36小时，38小时后，父亲推开了一块巨大的石头，听到了儿子的声音。父亲尖叫着：“阿曼德！”他听到了儿子的回音：“爸爸吗？是我，爸爸！我告诉其他的小朋友不要担心。我告诉他们，如果你活着，你会来救我的。如果我获救了，他们也就获救了。你答应过我，不论发生什么，你永远都会在我的身边。你做到了，爸爸！”

“你那里的情况怎样了？”父亲问。

“我们有33个，只有14个活着。爸爸，我们好害怕，又渴又饿，谢天谢地，你在这儿。教室倒塌时，刚好形成一个三角形的洞，救了我们。”




As he was digging, other helpless parents arrived, clutching[30]

 their hearts, saying: “My son!” “My daughter!” Other well-meaning parents tried to pull him off what was left of the school, saying: “It’s too late! They’re all dead! You can’t help! Go home! Come on, face reality, there’s nothing you can do!”

To each parent he responded with one line: “Are you going to help me now?” And then he continued to dig for his son, stone by stone.

The fire chief showed up and tried to pull him off the school’s ruins saying, “Fires are breaking out, explosions are happening everywhere. You’re in danger. We’ll take care of it. Go home.” To which this loving, caring American father asked, “Are you going to help me now?”

The police came and said, “You’re angry, anxious and it’s over. You’re endangering others. Go home. We’ll handle it!” To which he replied, “Are you going to help me now?” No one helped.

Courageously he went on alone because he needed to know for himself, “Is my boy alive or is he dead?”

He dug for 8 hours, 12 hours, 24 hours, 36 hours, then, in the 38th hour, he pulled back a large stone and heard his son’s voice. He screamed his son’s name, “Armand!” He heard back, “Dad? It’s me, Dad! I told the other kids not to worry. I told them that if you were alive, you’d save me and when you saved me, they’d be saved. You promised, No matter what happens, I’ll always be there for you! You did it, Dad!”




“快出来吧，孩子！”

“不，爸爸！让其他小朋友先出来吧！因为我知道你会接我的！不管发生什么事，我知道你永远都会来到我的身边！”














“What’s going on in there? How is it?” the father asked.

“There are 14 of us left out of 33, Dad. We’re scared, hungry, thirsty and thankful you’re here. When the building collapsed[31]

 , it made a triangle, and it saved us.”

“Come out, boy!”

“No, Dad! Let the other kids out first, because I know you’ll get me! No matter what happens, I know you’ll always be there for me!”


















美 丽 语 录

A man knows when he is growing old because he begins to look like his father.

我们知道，当一个人慢慢长大成人的时候，他开始慢慢变得像他的父亲。








很多年前，一个男婴来到了这个世界。但遗憾的是，他没有“呱呱落地”，从医学角度来说，这是一个很大的问题！好在医生当时反应很快，也很强悍，一下子把男婴倒提起来，对着屁股一阵狂打。男婴终于哭了，脱离了生命危险。在那一刻，父亲对着医生吼道：“你为什么打我的孩子啊？”他并没有意识到医生救了这孩子的命。男婴不停地哭闹着，这位父亲面带微笑，默默地流着幸福的眼泪。他把婴儿紧紧地抱在怀里，再也没有让医生碰一下。

大会主持人，女士们先生们，那个婴儿就是我，那个男人就是我的老爸。每当妈妈告诉别人这个故事时，我总会放声大笑，而老爸则一边摇头一边默默微笑。

在我很小的时候，老爸从来不抱我，也从来不亲吻我。当然，他也从来不说“我爱你”这三个字。也许这是中国文化的问题，也许老爸就是这种人。但每当我受挫、伤心或孤独无助时，老爸总会在那里。他的话不多，但我总喜欢有什么话都对他说，我总能感到和他之间那种无法言喻的特殊关系。

等大一些的时候，我疯狂地爱上了一个女孩子。她又高又漂亮，还有一头长发。有一天，我终于忍不住了，走到她面前脱口而出：“亲爱的，你太漂亮了！我太爱你了！请你做我的老婆吧！”没想到她吓坏了，抹着眼泪跑开了，然后就告诉了老师。老师很生气，放学后没让我回家，并给老爸打电话，让他过来领人。我的初恋就这样夭折了，那年我7岁。




























■ 无言的父爱　Silent Love from a Quiet Dad


◎
 Adam












Many years ago, a baby boy came into this world. But unfortunately, he didn’t come with a cry, which was a big problem from the medical point of view. The doctor, tough and quick, turned the baby upside down and slapped his bottom sharply. The baby cried, and he survived. At that moment, the father yelled at the doctor, “Why did you hit my baby?” He did not realize that the doctor had saved the baby’s life. The baby cried and cried, and the father smiled and silently cried as well. He held the baby in his arms and did not allow the doctor to touch the baby anymore.

Contest chair, ladies and gentlemen, that baby was me, and that man was my dad. Whenever my mom told people this story, I would always laugh aloud, and my dad would just shake his head and smile quietly.

Dad never tried to hug or kiss me when I was a child. And of course, he never said “I love you” to me, either. Maybe it’s a Chinese cultural thing, or maybe that’s the way my dad was. But whenever I felt defeated[32]

 , sad or lonely, dad was always there. Dad was a man of few words, but I always liked to talk to him, and I could always feel a very special connection to him.




回家的路上，老爸非常沉默，好像什么事都没发生。最后，我打破沉默，问道：“爸爸，我做错什么了吗？”和往常一样，老爸沉默了一下，平静地说道：“儿子，你没做错什么，只是你这个年龄追女孩子还太早。”“爸爸，你觉得我长大以后，能娶一个又高又漂亮、头发很长的老婆吗？”我又问道。老爸听了，难得地大笑了一声，说：“当然能了！你那么帅！跟你老爸一样帅！”我第一次感觉到，老爸虽然话不多，但还是有幽默感的。

等我上高中的时候，老爸退休了，在离我学校不远的街边摆起了面摊儿。老爸很擅长做炒面，当时很多人都很喜欢他做的面。每天放学回家，我和同学们都要路过老爸的面摊。但那时候，我真的不喜欢站在小吃摊前和他说话，因为我不想让同学们知道，我有一个在大街上摆摊卖面条的老爸。

一天晚上，我再也忍不住了，朝老爸吼道：“爸爸，你能不能不再去卖面条？我不需要一个在大街上卖面条的父亲！”在那一刻，老爸惊呆了。他想要说点什么，但最终什么也没说。当他扭过头的时候，发生了一件事，我还从来没有见过这样的情形，我想我一辈子也不会忘记。他的眼里充满了泪水和哀伤。这是我第一次看到老爸流泪。后来妈妈告诉我，老爸摆摊卖面条是在为我上大学攒学费。我简直就是个白痴！即使到了今天，我仍然为那天晚上的所作所为感到内疚。

时间飞逝，大学毕业后我就离开了家乡。在过去的10年中，每当我回老家时，老爸总会默默地在火车站接我，之后再送我。每当他在车站送我时，他从来不会拥抱我，也从来不碰我一下，虽然我总是期待他能抱我一下。当我远在他乡时，老爸从来不写信给我，也从来不给我打电话。但他总会催妈妈给我打电话。每当妈妈给我打电话时，老爸就会坐在她身边，准备好一系列问题，然后让妈妈帮他传话。老爸就是这样，这就是他表达爱的方式。




As I got older, I had a huge crush on a girl. She was tall and beautiful, with long hair. One day, I walked up to her and blurted out, “You are so beautiful baby. I love you so much. Please be my wife!” She was afraid and ran away with tears in her eyes. She told my teacher, and my teacher was so angry that she made me stay after school, and called my dad to take me home. My first love was over, and that year I was 7 years old.

On the way home, dad was very quiet. It seemed that nothing had happened. Finally I broke the silence and asked him, “Daddy, did I do something wrong?” Dad paused for a while as he always did and said quietly, “Son, you did nothing wrong, except that it’s too early for you to pursue[33]

 girls.” “Daddy, do you think I could marry a tall and beautiful girl with long hair when I grow up?” I asked. Dad gave me one of his rare laughs and said, “Of course you could. You are so handsome! Just like your handsome father.” For the first time, I realized that dad had a sense of humor, although he was always quiet.

When I was in high school, dad retired and set up a food stand on the street near my school. Dad was very good at making fried noodles, and a lot of people liked his noodles. Every day when I finished school, my classmates and I would pass his food stand. But I really hated talking to dad in front of his food stand, because I did not want my classmates to know that my dad was selling noodles on the street!




3年前我结婚了，老爸很为我感到高兴。现在他喜欢告诉别人，他的儿媳妇又高又漂亮，还留着一头长发。


老爸还是话不多，但我仍能感觉到和他之间那种特殊的密切关系。女士们，先生们，当这种关系变得如此深厚、如此强烈时，它会根植于某处，再也无法用语言表达；它会变成一种特殊的情感——“无言的父爱
 ”。


















One night, I couldn’t stand it any more and shouted, “Dad, could you stop selling your stupid noodles? I don’t need a father who sells noodles on the street!” At that moment, dad was shocked. He tried to say something but he didn’t. When he turned his head away, something happened that I had never seen and would never forget for the rest of my life. His eyes were filled with tears and sadness. It was the first time that I saw dad crying. My mom later told me that dad was selling noodles to save money for my college education. I was such an idiot, and even today I still feel guilty for that night.

Time really flies. I finished college and then left my home city. For the past ten years, whenever I’ve visited home, dad was always there meeting me and seeing me off quietly at the railway station. Whenever he saw me off, he never tried to hug me or touch me, although I always expected a father’s hug. When I was away from home, dad never wrote or called me, but he always pushed my mom to call me. Whenever mom was calling me, dad would sit beside her with a list of questions. He would instruct mom to talk to me for him. That’s the way dad is, and that’s how dad shows his love to me.

I was married three years ago. Dad was very happy for me. And now he likes to tell people that his daughter-in-law is tall and beautiful, with long hair.




Dad is still quiet, but I still feel a connection. Ladies and gentlemen, when a connection is deep and powerful, it lives in a place far beyond words, and it becomes something special—“a silent father’s love”.


















Chapter 3 Home Is One’s Castle　家是永远的港湾

















Not to mean a greeting, not to shy a hug, get close to our families, cherish this extraordinary and noble affection, and that is the most timeless really the most appropriate.



不要吝啬一个祝福，不要害羞一个拥抱，亲近我们的家人，珍视这平凡而又高贵的亲情，那是此生此世最真最切的永恒。

























■ 家的等式　The Paradox of Our Time


◎
 George Carlin









The paradox of our time in history is that we have taller buildings, but shorter tempers; wider freeways, but narrower viewpoints; we spend more, but have less; we buy more but enjoy less.

We have bigger houses and smaller families; more conveniences, but less time; we have more degrees, but less sense; more knowledge, but less judgment; more experts, but more problems; more medicine, but less wellness.

We drink too much, spend too recklessly, laugh too little, drive too fast, get too angry too quickly, stay up too late, get up too tired, read too little, watch TV too much, and pray too seldom.

We talk too much, love too seldom, and hate too often. We’ve learned how to make a living, but not a life; we’ve added years to life, not life to years.

We’ve been all the way to the moon and back, but have trouble crossing the street to meet the new neighbor. We’ve conquered outer space, but not inner space; we’ve done larger things, but not better things.

We’ve cleaned up the air, but polluted the soul; we’ve split the atom, but not our prejudice. We write more, but learn less; we plan more, but accomplish less.




美 丽 语 录

Where we love is home, home that our feet may leave, but not our hearts.

家是我们所爱的地方，双脚可以离开，心却不能。
















我们处于历史上的矛盾时代：我们拥有更高的建筑，却有更暴的脾气；我们拥有更宽阔的高速公路，却有更狭隘的观点；我们花费得更多，却拥有得更少；我们购买得更多，却享受得更少。

我们的房子越来越大，家庭却越来越小；便利越来越多，时间却越来越少；学位越来越多，感觉却越来越少；知识越来越多，观点却越来越少；专家越来越多，问题也越来越多；药物越来越多，健康却越来越少。

我们喝得太多，花钱大手大脚，笑得太少，开车太快，易怒，熬夜，赖床，书读得太少，电视看得太多，并很少向上帝祈祷。

我们常常夸夸其谈，却很少付出爱心，并仇恨得太多。我们掌握了谋生手段，却不懂得生活的真谛；我们延长了生命的期限，而不是生活的期限。

我们登上了月球并成功返回，却不能穿过街道去拜访新邻居。我们开始探索太空，却发现不了自己的内心；我们的事业越做越大，质量却没有提高。

我们清洁了空气，却污染了灵魂；我们分离了原子，却无法去除自己的偏见；我们写得更多，学到的却更少；我们的计划更多，完成的却更少。




We’ve learned to rush, but not to wait; we have higher incomes, but, lower morals.

We build more computers to hold more information to produce more copies than ever, but have less communication; we’ve become long on quantity, but short on quality.

These are the days of two incomes, but more divorce; of fancier houses, but more broken homes.

These are the days of quick trips, disposable diapers, throw away morality, one night stands, overweight bodies, and pills that do everything from cheer, to quiet, to kill. Where are we heading ...?

If we die tomorrow, the company that we are working for could easily replace us in a matter of days. But the family we left behind will feel the loss for the rest of their lives.

And come to think of it, we pour ourselves more into work than to our family an unwise investment indeed.

So what is the morale of the story?

Don’t work too hard ... and you know what’s the full word of family?

FAMILY = (F) ATHER (A) ND (M) OTHER, (I) (L) OVE (Y) OU.


















我们学会了追赶时间，却忘记了如何等待；我们的收入越来越高，道德水平却越来越低。

我们制造了更多的计算机来存储更多的信息，制造了最多的副本却减少了交流；我们开始注重数量，但忽视了质量。

这个时代有双收入，但也有更高的离婚率；有更华丽的房屋，却有更多破碎的家庭。

这个时代有快速旅游、免洗尿布、道德的缺失、一夜情、超重的身体，以及可以从快乐中走向静止和自杀的药物。我们将走向何方？

如果我们明天就死去，我们为之工作的公司可能在几天内很轻易地找人代替我们的位置。但当我们离开家人后，他们的余生将会在失落中度过。

考虑一下吧，我们将自己的时间更多地投入到工作中，而放弃与家人在一起的时光，实在不是明智之举。

那么，这则故事的主旨是什么？

不要工作得太辛苦，你知道家的全称吗？

家＝爸爸妈妈，我爱你们。










































■ 回家　Go Back Home


◎
 Teresa Strasser









“They say you can never go home again.”

Well, you can. Only you might find yourself staying at a Trave Lodge, driving a rented Ford Contour and staking out your childhood home like some noir private eye just trying to catch a glimpse of the Johnny—come—lately that are now living in your house.

It’s a familiar story. Kids grow up, parents sell the family home and move to some sunnier climate, some condo somewhere, some smaller abode. We grown up kids box up all the junk from our childhoods—dusty ballet shoes, high school text books, rolled up posters of Adam Ant—and wonder where home went.

I’m not a sentimental person, I told myself. I don’t need to see old 3922 26th Street before we sell the place. I even skipped the part where I return home to salvage my mementos from the garage. I let my parents box up the stuff which arrived from San Francisco like the little package you get when released from jail. You know, here’s your watch, the outfit you wore in here, some cash. Here’s the person you once were.




美 丽 语 录

A man’s home is his castle.

一个人的家就是他的城堡。




















“人们说你再也回不了家了。”

其实你是可以的。这样的话，你会发现自己将住进寒酸的汽车旅馆，开着租来的廉价福特康拓车，在你童年的家门口久久徘徊，就像黑色电影里的私家侦探一样。你总想一眼窥探——最近占据你的“窝”的到底是些什么样的人。

这样的故事让你觉得似曾相识。孩子长大了，父母便要把老家卖掉，搬到气候更宜人、阳光更充足的地方去，住公寓或更小的房子。而我们这些长大的孩子，将所有童年时期的破烂玩意儿打包收拾好——满是灰尘的芭蕾舞鞋、高中时期的课本、卷起的歌手亚当·恩特的海报——可当我们收拾好之后，才惊奇地发现家不见了！

我对自己说，我并不是个多愁善感的人。在我们老家26街3922号卖掉之前，我并没有要去多看一眼的冲动。我甚至没有回老家，亲自打捞车库里的那些纪念品，而是让父母帮我打包后从旧金山寄了过来。收到那包裹的时候，感觉就像出狱一样——这是你的手表，这是你在这里穿过的，这里还有些现金……你可以从这包东西中看到自己的过去。




After a year, San Francisco called me home again. I missed it. High rents had driven all my friends out of the city to the suburbs so I made myself a reservation at a motel and drove there in a rented car.

The next day, I cruised over to my old neighborhood. There was the little corner store my mom used to send me to for milk, the familiar fire station, the Laundromat ...

I cried like the sap I never thought I’d be. I sat in the car, staring at my old house, tears welling up. It had a fresh paint job, the gang graffiti erased from the garage door. New curtains hung in the window.

I walked up and touched the doorknob like it was the cheek of a lover just home from war. I noticed the darker paint where our old mezuzah used to be. I sat on our scratchy brick stoop, dangling my legs off the edge, feeling as rootless as I’ve ever felt.

You can’t go home in a lot of ways, I discovered that night, when I met up with an ex-boyfriend.

“Great to see you.” he said, giving me a tense hug. “The thing is, I only have an hour.”

What am I, the Lens Crafters of social engagements?

As it happens, his new girlfriend wasn’t too keen on my homecoming. We had a quick drink and he dropped me back off at my motel where I scrounged up my change to buy some Whoppers from the vending machine for dinner. I settled in for the evening to watch “Three to Tango
 ” on HBO.

“You had to watch a movie with a Friends
 ’ cast member,” said my brother, nodding empathetically. “That’s sad.”

My brother and I met up at our old house, like homing pigeons. We walked down the street for some coffee and I filled him in on my trip. He convinced me to stay my last night at his new place in San Bruno, just outside the city. I’ll gladly pay $98 a night just for the privilege of not inconveniencing anyone, but he actually seemed to want me.




一年后，出于对家乡的想念，我回了趟旧金山。当时因为房租太高，朋友们都搬到市郊住了。我无处可投，便向当地一家汽车旅馆订了间房，租了辆车开过去。

第二天，我便到处走访那些老邻居。街道拐角的那家小店——当年妈妈经常打发我去买牛奶，还有那熟悉的消防局、洗衣店……

我坐在车里，直直地盯着老家看。此时的我，从没有想到过会哭得像个傻瓜一样。此刻的老屋，里里外外都被重新粉刷了一遍，车库门上的涂鸦作品也被抹去，窗上还挂起了新窗帘。

我走到门前，轻轻地碰了碰门把手，就像轻抚从战场归来的爱人的脸一样。门上那块颜色暗淡的漆，正是我们以前贴平安符的地方。我在砖面粗糙的门廊上坐下，双脚悬荡着，一种前所未有的无根感涌上心头。

是啊！很多时候你是回不了家的。那天晚上，当我遇上了前男友时，我终于明白了这一点。

“见到你真是太好了，”他见面就说，然后紧紧地拥抱了我，“问题是，我只有1个小时的时间。”他接着说。

他把我当成什么了？听起来像是1小时快速配眼镜一样！

可想而知，他的新女友并不怎么欢迎我的突然造访。我们随便喝了点东西，然后他就把我送回了旅馆。我凑了点零钱，找个自动贩卖机买了些汉堡包，晚餐就这么打发了。晚上将就着住在旅馆里，看了电影台播放的《三人探戈》。

“你应该看一部由《老友记》那帮演员演的一部片子，”电话那边，哥哥同情地劝我说，“你现在看的那部太悲了。”

我和哥哥在老屋门口见了面，就像两只归家的鸽子。我们沿着街道找了一家咖啡店，我把这几天发生的事情告诉了他。哥哥说最后一天去他的新家住吧，就在市郊的圣布鲁诺城。其实我很乐意一晚付98美金住旅馆，只要能不麻烦别人，但哥哥似乎真的很想让我过去住。




“I love having guests.” he insisted. So I went.

It’s surprising how late in life you still get that “I can’t believe I’m a grown-up feeling”, like when your big brother, the guy who used to force you to watch “Gomer Pyle
 ” reruns, owns his own place. It was small and sparse and he had just moved in but it was his. The refrigerator had nothing but mustard, a few cheese slices and fourteen cans of Diet 7-Up.

We picked up some Taco Bell, rented a movie, popped some popcorn and I fell asleep on his couch.

Insomniacs rarely fall asleep on people’s couches, I assure you. I don’t know why I slept so well after agonizing all weekend over the question of home, if I had one anymore, where it was. I only know that curled up under an old sleeping bag, the sound of some second-rate guy movie playing in the background, my brother in a chair next to me, I felt safe and comfortable and maybe that’s part of what home is.

But it’s not the whole story. As much as I’d like to buy the cliches about home being where the heart is, or as Robert Frost put it, “The place where when you have to go there, they have to take you in”, a part of me thinks the truth is somewhere between the loftiness of all those platitudes and the concreteness of that wooden door on 26th street.

I’ll probably be casing that joint from time to time for the rest of my life. I’ll sit outside, like a child watching someone take away a favorite toy, and silently scream, “Mine!”


















“我喜欢家里有客人来住！”哥哥强调着。于是我便跟着去了。

很奇怪为什么人们总是不愿意承认自己已经成年了。看看哥哥，我还记得他以前一遍一遍地强迫我看那部老掉牙的电影《傻子格麦派》，而现在，他居然有了自己的房子。哥哥刚搬来不久，地方不大，摆设也少，但那是他自己的家。冰箱里的东西很少，只有芥末、几片芝士切片和14罐健怡七喜。

我们在一家墨西哥速食店买了些食物，又去租了部电影，吃了点爆米花。后来，我就在哥哥的沙发椅上睡着了。

我敢保证，常失眠的人是很难在别人家的沙发上睡着的。可是，不知道为什么，这次我却睡得很好，尽管我整个周末都在苦苦思考一个问题——如果我有家的话，那么它究竟在哪里？我只知道，当我蜷缩在旧的睡袋里头，哥哥坐在椅子上看着蹩脚演员主演的电影，就在我的身旁时，我觉得既安全又舒适——或许家的一部分就应该是这样。

但这些并不是全部。正如我可以相信“家就在心中”这样的陈词滥调，或者欣赏诗人罗伯特·莱特所说的：“家就是当你想去，人家就得让你进去的地方。”但同时我也坚信，真正的家，既可以如陈词滥调所形容的那般飘渺，也可以跟26街那扇木门一样坚实。

在以后的日子里，我可能还会不止一次地回到老屋门前徘徊。我会坐在屋子外面，像个小孩看到有人拿走了他心爱的玩具那样，默默地在心底大喊：“那是我的！”






































■ 如水一般的爱　Such Is Love, Plain Like Water


◎
 Jason












Every once in a while I will dial the familiar number.

It is usually he that picks up the phone. She will come up to him asking who the caller is. Knowing it’s me, she will grab the phone, say a few greeting words, and then start talking bad of him, complaints flooding out, all about chores and minor superficial details.

As always, he argues, and through the long-distance call I hear them quarreling seriously.

Quarreling seems to be bound with their life. He seems like a capricious[34]

 boy, and she a little girl who cannot bear with even a small grievance. It is common that they fight each other half a day over minor issues. Over and over again, they will quarrel—they are born to disagree with each other.

Bored sometimes, I pretend to be very unhappy and yell, “Couldn’t you stop arguing and let my ears have a quiet moment?”

She pauses two seconds, and mumbles, “He always bullies me.” I almost see her, pitiful as she is.




美 丽 语 录

They knew that they had moved many people with their love, and they had been given the greatest gift of all. They had the gift of love. And it’s never known where it will land.

他们知道，他们真挚的爱情打动了许多人，他们也因此收获了最珍贵的礼物——爱情。爱情会在哪里停歇，你永远都不知道。
























每隔一段时间，我都要拨打一个熟悉的电话号码。

每次总是他接起电话。然后她问他，这是谁打来的。知道是我的电话时，她抢过电话，说几句简单的问候，然后就开始抱怨他的坏处。接着就开始投诉，例如地板被水淹了之类鸡毛蒜皮的小事。

一如往常，通过长途电话，我能听到他们很严肃地在争吵着。

争吵似乎成了他们生活中不可缺少的一部分。他看起来像个反复无常的孩子，而她像一个不能忍受丁点委屈的小女孩。他们经常为生活中的小问题吵上半天。他们一遍又一遍地争吵——好像生来就意见不和。

有时我觉得无聊了，就假装很不高兴，大喊道：“你们能不能停止争论，让我的耳朵安静一小会？”




Then I turn soft, and try to find faults in him.

“Why did you bully her?”

He listens to me, irritated, “Who bullies her? It is she that bullies me!”

Just as the saying goes, a righteous[35]

 judge is never able to decide who is right and who is wrong in an argument between a couple. I tried to intervene, only to get them into more serious debate.

Like an actor and an actress, they are indulged in acting. With me watching, they end up in more heated disagreements. So I don’t want to bother any more. I just stand by when they quarrel.

In the end, she will find her eyes red, and wipe tears off her cheeks. He gets upset and attempts to soothe her. He looks funny—staring at her like a mad frog with two eyes open wide, he yells with determination,

“From now on I will wash all the dishes.” He seems to be swearing. And she weeps and smiling flowers bloom on her face.

One day he got bit by a snake while working in the farmland, one leg swelling furiously. He was then rushed to hospital where he went through a series of torment—he got injected to let the contaminated blood out.

Seeing the blood, she was scared to big tears, crying loud.

“Stop it. That’s enough. You are getting on my nerves. I am not gonna die.” He shouted, frowning.

She got mad at the word “die” that he had mentioned.

“Why did you say that?” She immediately quarreled hard with him, not to stop for a long while.

Doctors were watching on, amused.

“Isn’t quarreling more effective than pain-killing pills?” The doctors teased.




她会停顿2秒钟，然后喃喃自语：“他总是欺负我。”我几乎可以想象到她装可怜的样子。

然后我的语气就会变得轻柔，并想办法找到他的错误。

“你为什么要欺负她？”

他听到我的质问，恼火道：“谁欺负她？这是她在欺负我！”

正如俗话所说，一个正直的法官也无法判决一对夫妇之间的矛盾，无法决定到底谁对谁错。我试图干预他们，但只会使他们陷入更严肃的辩论中。

就像演员，他们沉迷于这样的剧情。我看，结局只会是更加激烈的分歧。所以，我不想打扰他们了。作为旁观者，我只是在争吵的时候看着他们。

最后，她的眼睛开始泛红，擦去脸颊上的泪水。他开始不安，并试图安慰她。他盯着她哭得红肿的眼睛，就像是只生气的青蛙。他妥协了。

“从现在开始，我会洗干净所有的盘子。”他信誓旦旦地说。而她也相信他，抹掉眼泪，微笑，顿时她的脸上绽放出花朵来。

有一天，他在田里劳作时被蛇咬了，一条腿肿得厉害。他立即被送往医院抢救，经过及时的救治——他被注射了一针可以让污血流出来的药剂。

看到血，她吓得大哭起来，落下大滴的眼泪。

“别哭了。够了。让我烦死了，放心好了，我不会死的。”他大叫着，皱着眉头。

她生气了，不准他说“死”这个词。

“你为什么这样说？”她立即同他争辩了很长一段时间。

医生们看他们斗嘴，笑了。




They looked at each other, embarrassed and laughing. That finally stopped their quarreling.

In order to save hospital expenses, he insisted on going home despite her mad disagreements.

Lying in bed, he was having an intravenous[36]

 drip for a continuous period of 12 days. She was busy dealing with housework and everything else out of home. She was weak and thin, and too much work had made her even more skinny.

Witnessing her change, he hurt in the heart. One night he wanted to drink water. He did not wake her up, pulled himself out of the bed, and fell over because his legs were too weak.

His fall actually woke her up. She rushed to support him to stand up. She scolded him for not having waken her up. He said that he could manage. A serious quarrel was about to burst out again.

I called them from Zhuhai, the beautiful city of relaxation and exciting views. I wanted to depict to them how pretty a city Zhuhai is. He was surprised that I had travelled such a great distance, to where he and she had never been all their life. He then believed that I had accomplished a big success, and that I had significantly broadened my horizons. He went on talk in honor of me, voice trembling with pride; she was beside him, excited all the same. They did not mention anything about the family change and their suffering.

I had not heard about his being bit by a snake until she told me her grievance[37]

 .




“吵架不是比止痛药更有效吗？”医生们取笑道。

他们面面相觑，不好意思地笑了起来，终于停止了争吵。

为了节省住院费，他坚持要回家，尽管她极力反对。

他躺在床上连续注射了12天点滴。这些天，都是她在处理家里家外的事情，本来身体单薄的她，愈发显得骨瘦如柴。

看着她每天忙碌，他觉得心里很愧疚。有天夜里，他想要喝水。他没有叫醒她，而是打算自己去喝水。当他下床的时候，因为腿上的伤痛，从床上跌了下来。

她被惊醒了，赶紧起床冲过去扶着他。她责备他：“喝水怎么不叫我来倒！”“我自己可以！”一场激烈的争吵又迸发了。

当我从珠海给他们打电话，向他们描绘这个美丽休闲且适合居住的城市时，他感到非常惊讶。我到了这么好的地方，而他和她从没有来过。他很高兴，觉得我现在非常成功，又显著地拓宽了自己的视野。然后，他用十分自豪的语气夸奖我从小大到的荣耀，她也在他身边同他一起高兴着。他们从不提及任何关于家庭的变化和他们的困难。




“He treated me bad again. He could not get out of bed by himself, but he wanted to be strong, and so he fell. I was trying to pull him up on his feet, and I just told a few words of complaints when he got out of bed, yelling that I was clumsy.”

“No, no, no, she was not telling the truth.”

He was eager to tell me that she was really silly, that she did not know how to change the intravenous drip bottle. Then they started it over again quarreling. And this time I was listening to them in good patience, holding the telephone receiver.

Water was roaring in the sea out the window, waves climbing up and falling down, just like what I was feeling at the bottom of my heart.

He suddenly realized that they should stop. He said that it was a long-distance call. She immediately stopped arguing.

“Why didn’t you remind me earlier? How much money have we wasted her?”

She hangs up before I had a chance to talk. I know they would have a good fight again.

They are my father and mother. He is 66, and she is 64.


















如果她不告诉我，我还不知道他被蛇咬伤了。

“你知道吗，他对我可坏了。他不能从床上下来，还非要逞强，就跌倒了。我只是想去扶他，就说了几句，他就开始骂我，对我大喊大叫。”

“不，不，不是，事实不是这样的。”

他急切地想告诉我：“她真的很傻，也不知道拿着点滴瓶。”话音刚落，他们又开始斗嘴了。这一次，我只是拿着听筒，很耐心地听他们争吵。

看着窗外，海水在大海里翻滚，海浪连绵起伏，就像此刻我心底最深处的感受一样。

他突然意识到，他们应该停止。他说，这是长途电话。她立即停止了争吵。

“你为什么不早一点提醒我？多少钱，我们浪费了她多少钱？”

其实，在她挂电话之前，我就很想说——我知道他们又将开始另一次斗争了。

他们是我的父亲和母亲。他66岁，她64岁。










































■ 你所记得的一切　All You Remember


◎
 Debbie Farmer












All you remember about your child being an infant is the incredible awe you felt about the precious miracle you created. You remember having plenty of time to bestow all your wisdom and knowledge. You thought your child would take all of your advice and make fewer mistakes, and be much smarter than you were. You wished for your child to hurry and grow up.

All you remember about your child being two is never using the restroom alone or getting to watch a movie without talking animals. You recall afternoons talking on the phone while crouching in the bedroom closet, and being convinced your child would be the first Ivy League college student to graduate wearing pullovers at the ceremony. You remember worrying about the bag of M&
 M’s melting in your pocket and ruining your good dress. You wished for your child to be more independent.

All you remember about your child being five is the first day of school and finally having the house to yourself. You remember joining the PTA and being elected president when you left a meeting to use the restroom. You remember being asked “Is Santa real?” and saying “yes” because he had to be for a little bit longer. You remember shaking the sofa cushions for loose change, so the tooth fairy could come and take away your child’s first lost tooth. You wished for your child to have all permanent teeth.




美 丽 语 录

From your parents you learn love and laughter and how to put one foot before the other.

是父母教会了你如何去爱，如何去笑，如何走路。




























你所记得的，是当你的孩子是个婴儿时，你对自己创造出的堪称完美奇迹的作品，感到不可思议的敬畏。你记得你有大量的时间去传授你所有的智慧和知识。你认为你的孩子将会接受你所有的忠告而少犯错误，将会比孩提时代的你聪明许多。你多么希望你的孩子快快长大。

你所记得的，是孩子2岁时，从不能独自使用卫生间，从不看一部与动物无关的电影。你记得那些蜷缩在卧室的壁橱里与朋友通电话的下午，深信你的孩子将是第一个身着套头衫出席毕业典礼的常春藤名牌大学毕业生。你记得你担心那袋M＆M巧克力糖会在你的衣兜里融化，毁了你体面的衣服。你多么希望你的孩子更独立些。

你所记得的，是孩子5岁时，他开学的第一天，你终于独自拥有整座房子了。你记得参加家长教师联系会，在你离开会议室去洗手间时，你当选为会长。你记得孩子问你“圣诞老人是真的吗？”你回答“是的”，因为他还需要你的肯定回答，尽管不久他就能自己判断了。你记得在沙发垫下面一通翻腾，要找出些零钱，这样牙齿仙女就会带走你孩子掉的第一颗牙。你多么希望孩子的牙都换成了恒牙。




All you remember about your child being seven is the carpool schedule. You learned to apply makeup in two minutes and brush your teeth in the rearview mirror because the only time you had to yourself was when you were stopped at red lights. You considered painting your car yellow and posting a “taxi” sign on the lawn next to the garage door. You remember people staring at you, the few times you were out of the car, because you kept flexing your foot and making acceleration noises. You wished for the day your child would learn how to drive.

All you remember about your child being ten is managing the school fund-raisers. You sold wrapping paper for paint, T-shirts for new furniture, and magazine subscriptions for shade trees in the school playground. You remember storing a hundred cases of candy bars in the garage to sell so the school band could get new uniforms, and how they melted together on an unseasonably warm spring afternoon. You wished your child would grow out of playing an instrument.

All you remember about your child being twelve is sitting in the stands during baseball practice and hoping your child’s team would strike out fast because you had more important things to do at home. The coach didn’t understand how busy you were. You wished the baseball season would be over soon.

All you remember about your child being fourteen is being asked not to stop the car in front of the school in the morning. You had to drive two blocks further and unlock the doors without coming to a complete stop. You remember not getting to kiss your child goodbye or talking to him in front of his friends. You wished your child would be more mature.




你所记得的，是孩子7岁时，对于合伙用车的时间安排。你学会了在2分钟内化完妆，照着汽车的后视镜刷牙，因为你能给自己找出的时间只有汽车停在红灯前的那一小段。你想过把你的车子漆成黄色，并在车库门旁的草坪上立一个“出租车”的标志牌。你记得有几次在你下车后，人们盯着你，因为你不断地用脚踩油门加速，制造噪音。你多么希望孩子有一天能学会开车。

你所记得的，是孩子10岁时，如何组织学校的募捐者。你们为重新粉刷学校兜售包装纸，为购置新家具兜售T恤衫，为在学校操场上种植遮阳树劝人订阅各种杂志。你还记得你在车库里存放了上百盒糖果等待出售，得到钱后学校的乐队就可以购置新制服，可那些糖果竟在一个暖和过头的春天下午全部融化在一起。你多么希望孩子长大，不再演奏什么乐器了。

你所记得的，是孩子12岁时，在体育场打棒球练习赛时，你坐在看台上，希望孩子所在的队很快三击不中出局，因为家里还有更重要的事等你去做。教练不明白你为什么那么忙。你多么希望棒球赛季能尽快结束。

你所记得的，是孩子14岁时，他不让你早晨把汽车停在校门口。你不得不开过两个街区，车还没停稳就赶紧打开车门。你记得没能在他的朋友面前跟他吻别或说话。你多么希望孩子能更成熟些。
















你所记得的，是孩子16岁时，用吵闹的音乐和富有节奏的拍子尖声唱出难以听懂的歌词。你多么希望孩子快点长大成人，带着音响离开家。

你所记得的，是孩子18岁时，他们出生的那一天，拥有世间所有的时光。

当你穿过寂静的房子时，你不知道他们去了哪里——你多么希望，孩子别这么快就长大。






































■ 半床毛毯　The Blanket


◎
 Floyd Dell












Petey hadn’t really believed that Dad would be doing it—sending Granddad away. “Away” was what they were calling it. Not until now could he believe it of his father.

But here was the blanket that Dad had bought for Granddad, and in the morning he’d be going away. This was the last evening they’d be having together. Dad was off seeing that girl he was to marry. He would not be back till late, so Petey and Granddad could sit up and talk.

It was a fine September night, with a silver moon riding high. They washed up the supper dishes and then took their chairs out onto the porch. “I’ll get my fiddle,” said the old man, “and play you some of the old tunes.”

But instead of the fiddle he brought out the blanket. It was a big double blanket, red with black stripes.

“Now, isn’t that a fine blanket!” said the old man, smoothing it over his knees. “And isn’t your father a kind man to be giving the old fellow a blanket like that to go away with? It cost something, it did—look at the wool of it! There’ll be few blankets there the equal of this one!”

It was like Granddad to be saying that. He was trying to make it easier. He had pretended all along that he wanted to go away to the great brick building—the government place. There he’d be with so many other old fellows, having the best of everything ... But Petey hadn’t believed Dad would really do it, not until this night when he brought home the blanket.




名 人 语 库

I don’t know who my grandfather was. I’m much more concerned to know what his grandson will be.


~Abraham Lincoln


我不知道我爷爷是什么样的人，我更关心的是，他的孙子会成为什么样的人。


——亚伯拉罕·林肯
 












彼得不相信爸爸真的会这么做——把爷爷送走。“送走”是他们的说法。现在他相信了爸爸的话。

但是，这个毛毯是爸爸前日就买好了送给爷爷的，第二天早晨爷爷就会离开。今晚是他和爷爷在一起的最后一个晚上。爸爸走了，和那个就要与他结婚的女人一起走的，他不到深夜是不会回来的。于是，彼得可以和爷爷坐起来说话。

那是个晴朗的9月夜晚，银色的月光洒落在溪谷上。吃完晚饭后，爷孙俩一起洗碗碟，然后把椅子搬到屋外的走廊上，坐在月光下。“我去拿口琴来，”爷爷说，“给你吹几支老曲子。”

一会儿，爷爷从屋里走出来，拿来的不是口琴，而是那床毛毯。那是条大大的双人毛毯。红色与黑色条纹相间。

“多好的毛毯啊！”老人轻抚着膝头的毛毯，说，“你爸真孝顺，给我这老家伙带这么一条高级毛毯走。你看这毛，一定很贵的。以后冬天的晚上不会冷了。那里不会有这么好的毛毯的！”

爷爷总是这么说。为了避免难堪，他一直假装很想去政府办的养老院，去那个地方与其他老家伙共度晚年，拥有最好的一切……可彼得当时并没想到爸爸真的会这么做，直到这个夜晚看到爸爸带回这床毛毯。




“Oh, yes, it’s a fine blanket.” said Petey. He got up and went into the house. He wasn’t the kind to cry and, besides, he was too old for that. He’d just gone in to fetch Granddad’s fiddle.

The blanket slid to the floor as the old man took the fiddle and stood up. He tuned up for a minute, and then said, “This is one you’ll like to remember.”

Petey sat and looked out over the gully. Dad would marry that girl. Yes, that girl who had kissed Petey and fussed over him, saying she’d try to be a good mother to him, and all ...

The tune stopped suddenly. Granddad said, “It’s a fine girl your father’s going to marry. He’ll be feeling young again with a pretty wife like that. And what would an old fellow like me be doing around their house, getting in the way? An old nuisance, what with my talks of aches and pains. It’s best that I go away, like I’m doing. One more tune or two, and then we’ll be going to sleep. I’ll pack up my blanket in the morning.”

They didn’t hear the two people coming down the path. Dad had one arm around the girl, whose bright face was like a doll’s. But they heard her when she laughed, right close by the porch. Dad didn’t say anything, but the girl came forward and spoke to Granddad prettily: “I won’t be here when you leave in the morning, so I came over to say good-bye.”

“It’s kind of you.” said Granddad, with his eyes cast down. Then, seeing the blanket at his feet, he stooped to pick it up. “And will you look at this,” he said. “The fine blanket my son has given me to go away with.”

“Yes,” she said. “It’s a fine blanket.” She felt the wool and repeated in surprise, “A fine blanket—I’ll say it is!” She turned to Dad and said to him coldly, “That blanket really cost something.”




“哦，是的，是床好毛毯。”彼得附和着走进小屋。他不是个好哭的孩子，况且，他早已过了好哭鼻子的年龄。他走进屋去，要给爷爷拿口琴。

爷爷凑合着站起来接过口琴时，毛毯滑落到了地板上。他调整了好一会儿，然后说：“你会记住这支曲子的。”

彼得坐在那里，怔怔地望着远方。爸爸就要娶那个姑娘了。是的，那个姑娘亲过他了，还发誓要对他好，说她会努力做个好妈妈……

曲子突然停了下来。爷爷说：“你爸要娶的这个姑娘不错。有这么漂亮的妻子，他会感觉又变年轻了。我这个老头儿何必待在这儿碍事呢？我一会儿这病、一会儿那疼，讨人嫌呢。还是走为好啊，这样才像我做的事。再吹一两支曲子吧，然后我们就上床睡觉。睡到明天早晨，我就带上我的毛毯走人。”

他们没有听到爸爸和那个美人正沿着乡间小道走来的声音。父亲一只手臂搂着那个姑娘，她就像个瓷娃娃一样。直到走近门廊，爷孙俩才听到她的笑声，琴声便戛然而止。爸爸什么也没说，那个女孩走到爷爷面前，恭敬地对爷爷说：“明天早晨不能来送您了，我现在是来跟您告别的。”

“谢谢。”爷爷说。然后，爷爷低头看到脚边的毛毯，弯下腰把它拾起来。“你看，”爷爷局促地说，“这是儿子送我的离别礼物。多好的毛毯！”


“是不错。”她摸了一下毛毯，感觉着这上好的呢绒而惊叹了一番，“好高级呀——我就说它呢！”她转向爸爸，冷冷地说，“一定花了不少钱吧。”

爸爸清了清嗓子，说道：“我想给他一床最好的毛毯……”

“还是双人的呢。”她说道，像是在指责爸爸。

“是啊，”爷爷说，“是床双人毛毯——一床一个老家伙即将带走的毛毯。”




Dad cleared his throat and said, “I wanted him to have the best ...”

“It’s double, too.” she said, as if accusing Dad.

“Yes,” said Granddad, “it’s double—a fine blanket for an old fellow to be going away with.”

The boy went suddenly into the house. He was looking for something. He could hear that girl scolding Dad. She realized how much of Dad’s money—her money, really—had gone for the blanket. Dad became angry in his slow way. And now she was suddenly going away in a huff...

As Petey came out, she turned and called back, “All the same, he doesn’t need a double blanket!” And she ran off up the path.

Dad was looking after her as if he wasn’t sure what he ought to do.

“Oh, she’s right,” Petey said. “Here, Dad,”—and he held out a pair of scissors. “Cut the blanket in two.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Granddad gently. “I don’t need so much of a blanket.”

“Yes,” the boy said harshly, “a single blanket’s enough for an old man when he’s sent away. We’ll save the other half, Dad. It’ll come in handy later.”

“Now what do you mean by that?” asked Dad.

“I mean,” said the boy slowly, “that I’ll give it to you, Dad—when you’re old and I’m sending you—away.”

There was a silence. Then Dad went over to Granddad and stood before him, not speaking. But Granddad understood. He put out a hand and laid it on Dad’s shoulder. And he heard Granddad whisper, “It’s all right, son. I knew you didn’t mean it ... ” And then Petey cried.

But it didn’t matter—because they were all crying together.














彼得突然转身跑进了房间。他在找什么东西。他可以听到那女孩还在责备爸爸。她意识到爸爸花了多少钱——实际上是她的钱——花在这个毛毯上。爸爸似乎有点动怒。现在，她怒气冲冲地掉头就走……

彼得出来的时候，她正回头冲爸爸喊道：“甭解释，他根本用不着双人毛毯。”然后她又跑上了小径。

爸爸看着她，仿佛不确定自己应该做些什么。

“哦，她说得对，”彼得说，“这儿，爸爸，给”——他伸出手，递给爸爸一把剪刀，“把毛毯剪成两块。”

“这倒是个好主意，”爷爷温和地说，“我用不着这么大的毛毯。”

“是的，”男孩说，“把老人家送走时，给一床单人毛毯就不错了。我们还能留下一半，以后迟早总有用处的，爸爸。”

“你这是什么意思？”爸爸问道。

“我的意思是，”彼得一字一句地说道，“那我就等你老了，送你走时，给你这一半，也要把你送走。”

一片沉寂的声音。好半天，爸爸走到爷爷面前，呆呆地，没有一句话。但爷爷理解。他伸出一只手来，放在爸爸的肩膀上。爸爸听到爷爷喃喃地说：“没关系，孩子。我知道你不是这么想的……”然后，彼得哭了。

但这没什么……因为他们都哭了，哭成了一团。






































■ 哥哥歌唱的奇迹　The Miracle of a Brother’s Song


◎
 Henry Clarke












Like any good mother, when Karen found out that another baby was on the way, she did what she could to help her 3-year-old son, Michael, prepare for a new sibling. They find out that the new baby is going to be a girl, and day after day, night after night, Michael sings to his sister in Mommy’s tummy.

The pregnancy progresses normally for Karen, an active member of the Panther Creek United Methodist Church in Morristown, Tennessee. Then the labor pains come. Every five minutes ... every minute. But Complications arise during delivery. Hours of labor. Would a C-section be required? Finally, Michael’s little sister is born. But she is in serious condition. With siren[38]

 howling in the night, the ambulance rushes the infant to the neonatal[39]

 intensive care unit at St. Mary’s Hospital in Knoxville, Tennessee.

The days inch by. The little girl gets worse. The pediatric specialist tells the parents, “There is very little hope. Be prepared for the worst.” Karen and her husband contact a local cemetery about a burial plot. They have fixed up a special room in their home for the new baby—now they plan a funeral.




名 人 语 库

The sooner you treat your son as a man, the sooner he will be one.


~William John Locke


越早把你的儿子当成男人，他就越早成为男人。


——洛克·W.J.
 
















像其他的好妈妈一样，当卡伦发现自己又怀孕时，她就尽力帮她3岁的儿子迈克尔做好准备，迎接这个新生儿的到来。他们知道这是个女孩，于是，日复一日，夜复一夜，迈克尔趴在妈妈的肚子上，为他的小妹妹唱歌。

卡伦是田纳西州莫里森市卫理公会教堂的活跃分子，她的怀孕期进展正常。接着产前阵痛就来临了。每5分钟一次……每分钟一次。但在分娩过程中出现了并发症，阵痛持续了几个小时。是不是需要剖腹产？最终，迈克尔的小妹妹降生了，但她的情况很糟糕。伴着夜间警报器的鸣叫声，救护车把婴儿送到田纳西州诺克斯维尔市的圣玛丽医院，新生儿重症监护病房。

日子一天天过去了。这个小女儿的情况愈来愈糟。小儿科专家告诉这对父母：“希望非常渺茫。请做好最坏的打算吧。”卡伦和她的丈夫联系了当地一家公墓，安排了葬礼的计划。他们曾在家里布置好一间特别的婴儿房——现在却要计划一个葬礼。




Michael, keeps begging his parents to let him see his sister, “I want to sing to her.” he says. Week two in intensive care. It looks as if a funeral will come before the week is over. Michael keeps nagging[40]

 about singing to his sister, but kids are never allowed in Intensive Care. But Karen makes up her mind. She will take Michael whether they like it or not.

If he doesn’t see his sister now, he may never see her alive. She dresses him in an oversized scrub suit and marches him into ICU. He looks like a walking laundry basket, but the head nurse recognizes him as a child and bellows, “Get that kid out of here now! No children are allowed.” The mother raises up strong in Karen, and the usually mild-mannered lady glares steel-eyed into the head nurse’s face, her lips a firm line. “He is not leaving until he sings to his sister!” Karen tows Michael to his sister’s bedside. He gazes at the tiny infant losing the battle to live. And he begins to sing. In the pure hearted voice of a 3-year-old, Michael sings:

“You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, you make me happy when skies are gray—”

Instantly the baby girl responds. The pulse rate becomes calm and steady.

Keep on singing, Michael. “You never know, dear, how much I love you. Please don’t take my sunshine away—” The ragged, strained breathing becomes as smooth as a kitten’s purr.

Keep on singing, Michael. “The other night, dear, as I lay sleeping, I dreamed I held you in my arms ...” Michael’s little sister relaxes as rest, healing rest, seems to sweep over her.




迈克尔一直乞求父母，让他进去看看小妹妹。“我想唱歌给她听。”他说。这是重病特护的第二周了。看来好像到不了这周结束，葬礼就要来临了。迈克尔不断地缠着要给小妹妹唱歌听，然而重病特护区不允许儿童入内。不过卡伦下定了决心，不管他们愿不愿意，她都要带迈克尔进去。

如果现在他看不到他的小妹妹，就再也没机会见到她了。卡伦给儿子穿了一身特大型的洗刷服，带他走进加护病房。他看起来就像一个行走的洗衣篮，不过护士长认出来这是一个孩子，便吼道：“马上带那个孩子离开这儿！小孩禁止入内。”卡伦的母性变得坚强起来，这位平日里温柔的女士用坚毅的目光盯着护士长的脸，坚定地说：“他不会离开的，除非给他的妹妹唱首歌。”卡伦拉着迈克尔走到他小妹妹的床前。他凝视着这个不再为生存挣扎的小婴儿，开始唱歌。用3岁孩子单纯的心声，迈克尔唱道：

“你是我的阳光，我唯一的阳光，当天空灰暗时，你能让我快乐——”

女婴立刻有了反应。脉搏的跳动开始变得平稳起来。

迈克尔继续唱着：“亲爱的，你从不知道我有多么爱你。请不要把我的阳光带走——”不规则的、紧张的呼吸开始变得平滑，像小猫的呼噜声那般安稳。

迈克尔继续唱着：“亲爱的，那天晚上当我睡着，我梦到我把你抱在怀中……”他的小妹妹仿佛休息般地放松下来，复原般的休息似乎在她身上扩展开来。
















迈克尔还在唱着。泪水在护士长的脸上肆意流着。卡伦变得容光焕发。“你是我的阳光，我唯一的阳光。请别把我的阳光带走。”

葬礼计划取消了。第二天——就在第二天——小女孩好了起来，可以回家了！

《妇女日》杂志称之为“哥哥歌唱的奇迹”。医护人员说这就是一个奇迹。卡伦说它是上帝之爱的奇迹。










































■ 装满吻的匣子　A Box Full of Kisses


◎
 CaveHermit












Once upon a time, a man punished his 5-year-old daughter for using up the family’s only roll of expensive gold wrapping paper. Money was tight[42]

 , and he became even more upset when on Christmas Eve, he saw that the child had pasted the gold paper so as to decorate a shoebox to put under the Christmas tree.

Nevertheless, the next morning the little girl, filled with excitement, brought the gift box to her father and said, “This is for you, Daddy!”

As he opened the box, the father was embarrassed by his earlier overreaction.

But when he opened it, he found it was empty and again his anger flared[43]

 . “Don’t you know, young lady,” he said harshly, “when you give someone a present there’s supposed to be something inside the package!”

The little girl looked up at him with tears rolling from her eyes and said: “Daddy, it’s not empty. I blew kisses into it until it was all full.”




美 丽 语 录

When the door of happiness closes, another opens, but often times we look so long at the closed door that we don’t see the one which has been opened for us.

一扇幸福之门关闭时，另一扇就会打开。我们经常只看见关闭的门，而对开启的门熟视无睹。












从前，一位父亲惩罚了自己5岁的女儿，因为她用光了家里仅有的一卷昂贵的金色包装纸。家里用钱紧张，在圣诞节前夜，父亲变得更加心烦意乱。他看到圣诞树下的一个鞋盒，明白了女儿原来是把金纸贴在这个鞋盒上做装饰。

然而，圣诞日的早上，小女孩满是兴奋地把这个圣诞礼盒拿给了父亲，说道：“爸爸，这个送给你！”

当父亲打开礼盒时，他为自己先前的过激反应而倍感尴尬。

但是，当他打开盒子后，发现里面空空如也，他的怒火再次爆发。“你不知道吗，小姐，”他严厉地说，“当你送礼物给别人时，盒子里面应该是有东西的！”

小女孩抬头看着气头上的父亲，泪水在眼眶中打圈：“爸爸，它不是空的。我的吻，它里面装满了我的吻。”




The father was crushed. He fell on his knees and put his arms around his precious little girl. He begged her to forgive him for his unnecessary anger.

An accident took the life of the child only a short time later. It is told that the father kept that little gold box by his bed for all the years of his life. Whenever he was discouraged or faced difficult problems he would open the box, take out an imaginary kiss, and remember the love of this beautiful child who had put it there.

In a very real sense, each of us as human beings have been given an invisible golden box filled with unconditional love and kisses from our children, family, friends and God.

There is no more precious possession anyone could hold.


















父亲顿时被击垮了。他跪下双膝，张开双臂拥抱着自己珍爱的小女孩，祈求她的原谅。

不久之后，一场事故夺走了小女孩的生命。据说，父亲便将那个小金盒子放在床头，一直陪伴着他度过余生。无论何时他感到气馁或遇到困难，他就会打开礼盒，取出一个假想的吻，记起美丽的女儿给予自己的特殊的爱。

从一个非常真实的意义上说，我们每个人都曾被赠予一个无形的金色礼盒，那里装满了来自孩子、家人、朋友和上帝无条件的爱和吻。

人们所能拥有的最珍贵的礼物，也就莫过于此。










































■ 奇迹的价值　The Price of Miracle


◎
 A.A. Allen









Tess was a precocious 8-year-old girl when she heard her Mom and Dad talking about her little brother, Andrew. All she knew was that he was very sick and they were completely out of money. They were moving to an apartment complex next month because Daddy didn’t have the money for the doctor’s bills and their house.

“Only a very costly surgery could save him now and it was looking like there was noone to loan us the money.” She heard Daddy say to her tearful Mother with whispered desperation, “Only a miracle can save him now.”

Tess went to her bedroom and pulled a glass jelly jar from its hiding place in the closet. She poured all the change out on the floor and counted it carefully. Three times, even. The total had to be exactly perfect. No chance here for mistakes.

Carefully placing the coins back in the jar and twisting on the cap, she slipped out the back door and made her way 6 blocks to Rexall’s Drug Store with the big red Indian Chief sign above the door.

She waited patiently for the pharmacist to give her some attention but he was too busy at this moment. Tess twisted her feet to make a noise. Nothing. She cleared her throat with the most disgusting sound she could muster.




美 丽 语 录

Giving someone all your love is never an assurance that they’ll love you back! Don’t expect love in return; just wait for it to grow in their heart but if it doesn’t, be content it grew in yours.

将爱全部付出，并不能确保一定会得到回报。别指望爱有什么回报，耐心地等待它在你所爱的人心里生根发芽、成长壮大。即使不会那样，也要感到满足，相信爱在自己心里成长。
















听爸爸妈妈谈起小弟安德鲁的事情时，苔丝已是一个早熟的8岁小女孩。她只知道弟弟病得很厉害，父母却无钱给他医治。下个月他们要搬到一个公寓房，因为爸爸已经无力支付医药费和房款。

“现在唯一可以救他的办法就是做手术，但手术费非常昂贵，没人肯借钱给我们。”她听到爸爸对满含泪水的妈妈低声而绝望地说道，“现在只有奇迹可以救他。”

苔丝回到卧室里，从壁橱里隐蔽的地方拿出一个玻璃罐子，把里面所有的零钱倒在地上，仔细地数了三遍，直到确定无误。

她小心地把硬币放回瓶子，把盖子拧好，然后悄悄地从后门溜出去，穿过六条街区，来到门上有红色印地安语标志的药店。

她耐心地等待着药剂师，可是药剂师非常忙，并没有注意到她。苔丝扭动着她的脚，弄出摩擦的声音——没有反应。她鼓起勇气大声地清嗓子——还是没反应。




No good. Finally she took a quarter from her jar and banged it on the glass counter. That did it! “And what do you want?” the pharmacist asked in an annoyed tone of voice. “I’m talking to my brother from Chicago whom I haven’t seen in ages. ” he said without waiting for a reply to his question.

“Well, I want to talk to you about my brother,” Tess answered back in the same annoyed tone, “he’s really, really sick ... and I want to buy a miracle.”

“I beg your pardon?” said the pharmacist. “His name is Andrew and he has something bad growing inside his head and my Daddy says only a miracle can save him now. So how much does a miracle cost?”

“We don’t sell miracles here, little girl. I’m sorry but I can’t help you.” the pharmacist said, softening a little.

“Listen, I have the money to pay for it. If it isn’t enough, I will get the rest. Just tell me how much it costs.”

The pharmacist’s brother was a well-dressed man. He stooped down and asked the little girl, “What kind of a miracle does your brother need?” “I don’t know.” Tess replied with her eyes welling up.

“I just know he’s really sick and Mommy says he needs an operation. But my Daddy can’t pay for it, so I want to use my money.”

“How much do you have?” asked the man from Chicago.

“One dollar and eleven cents,” Tess answered barely audibly, “and it’s all the money I have, but I can get some more if I need to.”

“Well, what a coincidence,” smiled the man, “a dollar and eleven cents—the exact price of a miracle for little brothers.” He took her money in one hand and with the other hand he grasped her mitten and said, “Take me to where you live. I want to see your brother and meet your parents. Let’s see if I have the kind of miracle you need.”




不行。最后，她从瓶子里拿出个2角5分的硬币摔在玻璃柜台上，“砰”的一声发出清脆的响声。成功了！“那么你需要点什么？”药剂师不耐烦地问，“我要去接我的弟弟，他从芝加哥来，我们很多年没见了。”他没等苔丝说话，就接着说起来。

“我想跟你说下我弟弟的事情，”苔丝用同样生气的语调回答他，“他真的病得很严重……我想为他买个奇迹。”

“你说什么？”药剂师问道。“他叫安德鲁，他病得很厉害，爸爸说现在只有奇迹能救他。所以，请问奇迹多少钱？”

“我们这里不卖奇迹，小女孩，很抱歉，我帮不了你。”药剂师稍微温和地说。

“听着，我付得起钱。如果这些不够的话，我就回去取剩下的。这样，那请告诉我奇迹多少钱？”

这时，药剂师的弟弟来了，他是个穿着讲究的男人。他弯下腰，问这个小女孩：“你弟弟需要什么样的奇迹呢？”“我不知道。”苔丝的眼泪涌了上来。

“我只知道他病得非常厉害，妈妈说他需要做手术。但是爸爸支付不起手术费，所以我想用我自己的钱。”

“你有多少钱？”这个从芝加哥来的男人问。

“1美元11美分，”苔丝用很勉强才能听到的声音回答，“这是我所有的钱，但是，如果不够的话我再想办法。”

“哇，真是太巧了，”男人笑着说，“1美元11美分——正好可以为你弟弟买个奇迹。”他一手拿着小女孩的钱，一手紧紧握住她的手，说：“带我去你住的地方。我想看看你弟弟和你的父母。让我们来看看是不是有你需要的那种奇迹。”




That well-dressed man was Dr. Carlton Armstrong, a surgeon, specializing in neurosurgery. The operation was completed without charge and it wasn’t long until Andrew was home again and doing well. Mom and Dad were happily talking about the chain of events that had led them to this place.

“That surgery,” her Mom whispered, “was a real miracle. I wonder how much it would have cost?” Tess smiled. She knew exactly how much a miracle cost ... one dollar and eleven cents ... plus the faith of a little child.


















这个穿着得体的男人就是卡尔顿·阿姆斯壮，著名的神经外科医生。在手术完成且不需支付任何费用后，安德鲁回家后不久就康复了。爸爸和妈妈高兴地谈论着这一连串事情的发生。

“这个手术，”母亲低声自语道，“真是个奇迹。我想知道，奇迹到底需要多少钱呢？”苔丝笑了，她清楚地知道一个奇迹的真正价值——1美元11美分，再加上一个小女孩坚强的信念。










































■ 父亲、儿子与答案　A Father, a Son and an Answer


◎
 Bob Greene












Passing through the Atlanta airport one morning, I caught one of those trains that take travelers from the main terminal to their boarding gates. Free, sterile[44]

 and impersonal, the trains run back and forth all day long. Not many people consider them fun, but on this Saturday I heard laughter.

At the front of the first car—looking out the window at the track that lay ahead—were a man and his son.

We had just stopped to let off passengers, and the doors wee closing again. “Here we go! Hold on to me tight!” the father said. The boy, about five years old, made sounds of sheer[45]

 delight.

I know we’re supposed to avoid making racial distinctions these days, so I hope no one will mind if I mention that most people on the train were white, dressed for business trips or vacations—and that the father and son were black, dressed in clothes that were just about as inexpensive as you can buy.

“Look out there!” the father said to his son. “See that pilot? I bet he’s walking to his plane.” The son craned his neck to look.




名 人 语 库

If you want your children to keep their feet on the ground, put some responsibility on their shouldres.


~ Brnyan


你若希望你的孩子总是脚踏实地， 就要让他们负些责任。


——班扬
 












一天早晨，在去亚特兰大机场时，我看见一辆列车载着旅客从航空集散站抵达登记处。这类免费列车每天单调无味地往返其间，没人觉得有趣。但在这个周六，我听到了笑声。

头节车厢的最前面，坐着一个男人和他的儿子。他们正透过窗户观赏着一直往前延伸的铁道。

我们停下来等候旅客下车。之后，车门再次关闭。“我们走吧。拉紧我！”父亲说。那个男孩大约5岁模样，一路上都喜不自禁。

车上坐的多半是衣冠楚楚，或公差或度假的白人，只有这对黑人父子穿着朴素简单。我知道如今我们不该种族歧视，所以我希望我这样描述没人会介意。

“快看！”父亲对儿子说，“看见那位飞行员了吗？我敢肯定是去开飞机的。”儿子伸长脖子看。

下车后，我突然想起一些事：我还得在航空集散站买点东西。离起飞时间还早，于是我决定再乘车回去。




As I got off, I remembered some thing I’d wanted to buy in the terminal. I was early for my flight, so I decided to go back.

I did—and just as I was about to reboard the train for my gate, I saw that the man and his son had returned too. I realized then that they hadn’t been heading for a flight, but had just bee riding the shuttle.

“I want to ride some more!”

“More?” the father said, mock-exasperated but clearly pleased. “You’re not tired?”

“This is fun!” his son said.

“All right.” the father replied, and when a door opened we all got on.

There are parents who can afford to send their children to Europe or Disneyland, and the children turn out rotten[46]

 . There are parents who live in million-dollar houses and give their children cars and swimming pools, yet something goes wrong. Rich and poor, black and white, so much goes wrong so often.

“Where are all these people going, Daddy?” the son asked.

“All over the world.” came the reply. The other people in the air port wee leaving for distant destinations or arriving at the ends of their journeys. The father and son, though, were just riding this shuttle together, making it exciting, sharing each other’s company.

So many troubles in this country—crime, the murderous soullessness that seems to be taking over the lives of many young people, the lowering of educational standards, the increase in vile obscenities in public, the disappearance of simple civility. So many questions about what to do. Here was a father who cared about spending the day with his son and who had come up with this plan on a Saturday morning.




正准备上车的时候，我看到那对父子也来了。我意识到他们不是来乘飞机的，而是特意来坐区间列车的。

“我还想再坐一会儿！”

“再坐一会儿！”父亲嗔怪地模仿着儿子的语调，“你还不累？”

“这太好玩了！”儿子说。

“好吧。”父亲回答说。车门开了，我们都上了车。

很多父母有能力送孩子去欧洲、去迪斯尼乐园，可他们还是堕落了。很多父母住豪华别墅，孩子有车、有游泳池，可他们还是学坏了。富人和穷人，黑人和白人，那么多人都轻易学坏了。

“爸爸，这些人去哪儿？”儿子问。

“世界各地。”父亲回答。机场来来往往的人流，或准备远行，或刚刚归来。这对父子却在乘坐区间列车，享受着父子间的亲情与陪伴，分享着彼此的兴奋。

我们正面临各种各样的问题：犯罪，越来越多的年轻人变得冷漠无情，教育水平下降，公共场合卑劣淫秽上升，起码的礼貌丧失等。我们有那么多的问题要处理。而在这里，这位父亲却很在意花上一天陪伴儿子，并在这样一个星期六的早上，想出这个计划。

其实，答案很简单：父母愿意花时间，愿意关注，愿意尽心尽职。这不用花一分钱，却是世间的无价之宝。
















火车加速了。父亲指着窗外说着什么，儿子又笑了。是的，答案就是这么简单。










































■ 一个男孩的使命　A Boy With a Mission


◎
 Indra Sharma












In 1945, a 12-year-old boy saw something in a shop window that set his heart racing. But the price—five dollars—was far beyond Reuben Earle’s means. Five dollars would buy almost a week’s groceries for his family.

Reuben couldn’t ask his father for the money. Everything Mark Earle made through fishing in Bay Roberts, Newfoundland, Canada. Reuben’s mother, Dora, stretched like elastic to feed and clothe their five children.

Nevertheless, he opened the shop’s weathered door and went inside. Standing proud and straight in his flour-sack shirt and washed-out trousers, he told the shopkeeper what he wanted, adding, “But I don’t have the money right now. Can you please hold it for me for some time?”

“I’ll try,” the shopkeeper smiled, “folks around here don’t usually have that kind of money to spend on things. It should keep for a while.”

Reuben respectfully touched his worn cap and walked out into the sunlight with the bay rippling in a freshening wind. There was purpose in his loping stride. He would raise the five dollars and not tell anybody.

Hearing the sound of hammering from a side street, Reuben had an idea.




美 丽 语 录

You’re never too heavy for your mother to bear. But try, as you get older, to swap roles once in a while.

母亲从不觉得孩子是负累。不过，在你长大以后，不妨偶尔试着交换一下角色。












1945年，一个12岁的男孩在一家商店橱窗里看到一样令他心动的东西。但是——5美元——远远超出了鲁本·厄尔的支付能力。5美元几乎够买全家一周的食品呢。

鲁本不能向父亲要钱。马克·厄尔的每一分钱都是靠在加拿大纽芬兰的罗伯茨湾捕鱼挣来的。鲁本的母亲多拉，为了不让5个孩子挨饿受冻，差不多是一个钱当两个钱用。

尽管如此，鲁本还是推开商店那扇久经风雨的门走了进去。他穿着面粉袋改做的衬衫和洗得褪色的裤子，站得笔直，丝毫不觉得困窘。他告诉店主他想要的东西，又加上一句：“可我现在还没钱买它，您能为我预留一段时间吗？”

“我尽量吧，”店主微笑着说，“这儿的人买起东西来，一般不会花那么大一笔钱的，它应该还能保留一段时间。”

鲁本很有礼貌地碰了碰自己的旧帽沿儿，走出店外。阳光下清新的微风吹得罗伯茨湾的海水泛起阵阵涟漪。鲁本迈着大步，下定决心：他要凑齐那5美元，而且不告诉任何人。




He ran towards the sound and stopped at a construction site. People built their own homes in Bay Roberts, using nails purchased in Hessian sacks from a local factory. Sometimes the sacks were discarded in the flurry of building, and Reuben knew he could sell them back to the factory for five cents a piece.

That day he found two sacks, which he took to the rambling wooden factory and sold to the man in charge of packing nails.

The boy’s hand tightly clutched the five-cent pieces as he ran the two kilometers home.

Near his house stood the ancient barn that housed the family’s goats and chickens. Reuben found a rusty soda tin and dropped his coins inside. Then he climbed into the loft of the barn and hid the tin beneath a pile of sweet smelling hay.

It was dinnertime when Reuben got home. His father sat at the big kitchen table, working on fishing net. Dora was at the kitchen stove, ready to serve dinner as Reuben took his place at the table.

He looked at his mother and smiled. Sunlight from the window gilded her shoulder-length blonde hair. Slim and beautiful, she was the center of the home, the glue that held it together.

Her chores were never-ending. Sewing clothes for her family on the old Singer treadle machine, cooking meals and baking bread, planting and tending a vegetable garden, milking the goats and scrubbing soiled clothes on a washboard. But she was happy. Her family and their well-being were her highest priority.

Every day after chores and school, Reuben scoured the town, collecting the hessian nail bags. On the day the two-room school closed for the summer, no student was more delighted than Reuben. Now he would have more time for his mission.




听到街边传来的铁锤声，鲁本有了主意。

他循声跑过去，来到一处建筑工地。罗伯茨湾的人喜欢自己建房，用的钉子是从本地一家工厂买的，都用麻袋来装。有时忙碌不停，麻袋就会被随手丢弃，而鲁本知道，他可以5分钱一条把麻袋再卖给工厂。

那天，他找了两条麻袋，拿到杂乱的木材厂，卖给负责为钉子装袋的人。

手里紧紧攥着两个5分硬币，2公里的路程，他一路跑着回到家。

他家旁边有个颇有年头的谷仓，里面圈着家里的山羊和鸡。鲁本在那里找到一个生锈的装苏打的铁罐，把两枚硬币放了进去。然后，他爬上谷仓的阁楼，把铁罐藏在一堆散发着甜香味的干草下面。

晚饭时分，鲁本跨进家门。父亲正坐在厨房的大餐桌旁摆弄渔网。多拉在灶台边忙碌着，准备开饭。鲁本就在桌边的位置上坐下来。

他看着妈妈，笑了。窗户透进的夕阳将她棕褐的披肩发染成了金色。苗条、美丽的母亲是这个家的中心，她像胶水一样使这个家紧紧黏合在一起。

母亲的家务活没完没了。用老式的“胜家”缝纫机为一家人缝缝补补；做饭、烤面包；照料菜园；挤羊奶；还要在洗衣板上洗脏衣服。但母亲是快乐的。全家人的幸福和健康在她心中占有最重要的地位。

每天放学，做完家务后，鲁本就在镇上搜寻装钉子的麻袋。从只有两间教室的学校开始放暑假的那天起，没人比鲁本更高兴了。现在他有更多的时间去完成他的使命。




All summer long, despite chores at home weeding and watering the garden, cutting wood and fetching water—Reuben kept to his secret task.

Then all too soon the garden was harvested, the vegetables canned and stored, and the school reopened. Soon the leaves fell and the winds blew cold and gusty from the bay. Reuben wandered the streets, diligently searching for his hessian treasures.

Often he was cold, tired and hungry, but the thought of the object in the shop window sustained him. Sometimes his mother would ask: “Reuben, where were you? We were waiting for you to have dinner.”

“Playing, Mum. Sorry.”

Dora would look at his face and shake her head. Boys.

Finally spring burst into glorious green and Reuben’s spirits erupted. The time had come! He ran into the barn, climbed to the hayloft and uncovered the tin can. He poured the coins out and began to count.

Then he counted again. He needed 20 cents more. Could there be any sacks left any where in town? He had to find four and sell them before the day ended.

Reuben ran down Water Street.

The shadows were lengthening when Reuben arrived at the factory. The sack buyer was about to lock up.

“Mister! Please don’t close up yet.”

The man turned and saw Reuben, dirty and sweat stained.

“Come back tomorrow, boy.”

“Please, Mister. I have to sell the sacks now—please.” The man heard a tremor in Reuben’s voice and could tell he was close to tears.

“Why do you need this money so badly?”

“It’s a secret.”




整整一个夏天，鲁本除了干家务——给菜园锄草、浇水、砍柴和打水外，始终进行着他的秘密任务。

转眼菜园里该采收了，蔬菜被装罐腌制后储藏，学校也开学了。再不久，树叶也开始飘零，海湾吹起阵阵冷风。鲁本在街头徘徊，努力寻找着被他视为宝物的麻袋。

他经常饥寒交迫，疲惫不堪，但一想到商店橱窗里的那样东西，他就又有劲儿坚持下去了。有时妈妈会问：“鲁本，你上哪儿去了？我们都在等你吃晚饭呢！”

“玩去啦，妈妈。对不起。”

这时候，多拉总会瞧着他的脸，无奈地摇摇头，心想：男孩就是男孩。

春天终于来了，带来片片绿意，鲁本的精神也随之振奋。是时候了！他跑到谷仓，爬上草垛，揭开铁罐，倒出所有硬币清点起来。

他又数一遍，还差20美分。镇上哪儿还会有丢弃的麻袋？他必须在今天结束之前再找4条卖掉。

鲁本沿着沃特街走着。

鲁本赶到工厂，厂房的影子已被夕阳拉得很长。收购麻袋的人正要锁门。

“先生！请先不要关门。”

那人转过身来，看到了脏兮兮、汗涔涔的鲁本。

“明天再来吧，孩子。”

“求您了，先生。我必须现在把麻袋卖掉——求您啦。”那人感觉到鲁本的声音在颤抖，知道他快要哭了。

“你为什么这么急着要这点儿钱？”




The man took the sacks, reached into his pocket and put four coins in Reuben’s hand. Reuben murmured a thank you and ran home.

Then, clutching the tin can, he headed for the shop.

“I have the money.” he solemnly told the owner.

The man went to the window and retrieved Reuben’s treasure.

He wiped the dust off and gently wrapped it in brown paper. Then he placed the parcel in Reuben’s hands.

Racing home, Reuben burst through the front door. His mother was scrubbing the kitchen stove. “Here, Mum! Here!” Reuben exclaimed as he ran to her side. He placed a small box in her work roughened hand.

She unwrapped it carefully, to save the paper. A blue-velvet jewel box appeared. Dora lifted the lid, tears beginning to blur her vision.

In gold lettering on a small, almond-shaped brooch was the word Mother.

It was Mother’s Day, 1946.

Dora had never received such a gift; she had no finery except her wedding ring. Speechless, she smiled radiantly and gathered her son into her arms.


















“这是一个秘密。”

那人接过麻袋，伸进口袋，掏出4个硬币放在鲁本手里。鲁本轻轻说了声“谢谢”，就往家跑。

接着，他紧紧地搂着铁罐，直奔那家商店。

“我有钱啦！”他一本正经地告诉店主。

店主走向橱窗，取出鲁本梦寐以求的东西。

他掸去灰尘，用棕色的牛皮纸把它小心包好，然后把这个小包放到鲁本手上。

鲁本一路狂奔到家，冲进前门。妈妈正在厨房擦洗灶台。“瞧，妈妈！看这里！”鲁本一边跑着，一边高声喊道。他把一个小盒子放在她因劳作而变得粗糙的手上。

为了不损坏包装纸，她小心翼翼地拆开，一个蓝色天鹅绒的首饰盒映入眼帘。多拉打开盒盖，泪水顿时模糊了她的双眼。

一个小巧的心形胸针上刻着两个金字：母亲。

那是1946年的母亲节。

多拉从未收到过这样的礼物；除了结婚戒指以外，她没有别的饰物。多拉哽咽无语，脸上洋溢着动人的喜悦，一把将儿子揽入怀中。










































■ 当一个人仰望天空　Affection


◎
 Gail Harmer









When a person is looking at the sky and imaging his own future, the first thought should be his future home. This is like people desperately saving money to buy a house now, in fact, people want more than just a simple “nests”, but rather a warm home. This house is a load-bearing, it is not the external show of its meaning, and the important thing is that one of the strong affection rather than greasy.

When suddenly from the cool breeze, there is always someone quietly shutting the doors and windows; quilts dropped, there is always someone to help gently starnpe. Worry, we will console someone patient; pleasure jubilation when will the blessings of knowing someone. When a glory fell upon us, the first one must be glad are family members; when invasion of out lonely hearts, the first one to conswlt us also must be our family.

These seem small non-small, underestimate the importance of non-light none originated from a constant mind, it is affection. Love this priceless, and the most real pro. That affection is like a touch of green tea, refreshing eye-catching, fresh. Cold, the drink can be a warm-up; heat when the goods can be a cool-heart. Affection of the blood concentration and elegant are born with no result has no roots, no grudges, be they from. We are relatives, close relatives does not require any rendering, without any reason, even without any deliberate cover up and maintain, it seems that this is a money situation unchanged. Suand indeed, near the temperature, touch and feel more tired, so tired of fan without a sense of redundancy. It is often of a most unusual flower, did not struggle with the peony show, and rose never doo-yan, but also inadvertent on the plum of the arrogance, have no intention in the heroic epiphyllum. It side pure land, clear voice uttered a sound of dull, people do not faint, not significant vulgar.




名 人 语 库

The family is one of nature’s masterpieses.


~George Santayana


家庭是大自然创造的杰作之一。


——桑塔亚那
 
















当一个人仰望天空，畅想自己的未来时，他的第一个念头最应该是自己未来的家。这就像现在人们拼命攒钱买房一样，事实上，人们想要的不仅是一个单纯的“巢穴”，更是一个温暖的家。这套房子是家的承载，它的外在显现不出它的深意，重要的是，其中那浓而不腻的亲情。

凉风忽起的时候，总会有人把门窗悄悄地关上；棉被翻掉的时候，总会有人轻轻地帮你盖上。烦恼忧心的时候，会有人耐心地劝慰；欢呼雀跃的时候，会有人会心地祝福。当荣耀降临我们身上的时候，第一个为之欢喜的必是我们的家人；当孤独落寞侵袭我们的心灵的时候，第一个抚慰我们的也必是我们的家人。

这些似小非小、似轻实重的点点滴滴，都源于一个不变的信念，那就是亲情。情本无价，而亲最真实。亲情就好比那一杯淡淡的清茶，提神醒目，沁人心脾。清冷之时，饮一口可以暖身；燥热之时，品一口可以爽心。亲情的血浓与淡雅是与生俱来的，无因无根，无怨无由。我们对于亲人，亲人对于我们的亲近不需要任何渲染，不需要任何理由，更不需要任何刻意的掩饰与维持，这似乎就是金钱也改变不了的亲情。素而实，近而温，触多而不觉厌倦，话繁而不感冗烦。那是一朵最为平常多见的花，不曾与牡丹争秀，不曾和玫瑰斗艳，又无心与梅花比清高，更无意于昙花的壮烈。它独守一方净土，发出一声声清清的平淡之音，不令人灰心，不显得庸俗。




Remember there is such a touching story of a disabled old man to take three orphans, for children’s school, he even go to sell blood to manufacture its own car accident. This source is not from the affection from the blood. Forward and those who put their own biological parents or children of people who disregard the difference is really. Money and status of conscience tend to degenerate, and if we do not even have to give up affection, then we really have nothing. Since the hand of affection has always been warm, and she always put us to hold fast to provide us with peace of mind safe place, and we abandon it once and those who do not clean into place, it will never feel the warmth and satisfied. Where there is only indifference and because, while it remains the same affection for you wait for the return. Each family would have no reason to forgive you of the past, even if they hurt you once.

This affection is the tolerance and support for the key link of the article, all the sin and suffering always willing to relatives under the tam. Also remember that a novel has an old Chinese medicine, he can cure all diseases, and there is a disease that only he can cure. Ancestors may have training: dead evil, do not save the greedy. He has broken the rules are broken for his son, when he knows his own son, of corruption, he a people kneel at the graves before the suicide. This is a caring father, but also a filial descendants, he did not insist the loss of conscience. Affection, conscience, he would hold an ordinary disclosed in a noble, sad sigh are filled with, let us have to give birth to such a father means respect.




记得这样一个感人的故事，一个残疾老人收留了三个孤儿，为了孩子们的学费，他甚至去卖血，去制造自己的车祸。这源自亲情而非血缘。和那些把亲生父母或子女弃之不顾的人相比，真有天壤之别。金钱和地位往往会使人良心退化，而如果连亲情都放弃的话，我们就真的什么都没有了。因为亲情的手始终是暖的，它总是把我们抱紧，为我们提供安身安心之地，而我们一旦放弃它，投向那些不干净的地方，就再也不会感到温暖与满足。那里有的只是冷漠与暗算，而亲情却一如既往地等待你的回归。每一个亲人会毫无理由地原谅你的过去，即使你曾经伤害他们。

亲情本就是以宽容和支持为条纲的篇章，所有的罪过和痛苦总让人愿意为亲人担下。还记得一篇小说中有一位年迈的中医，他能治百病，并且有一种病只有他能治好。祖上有训：不治恶，不救贪。可他打破了这个规矩，是为他的儿子。当知道自己的儿子贪污腐败之时，他跪倒在祖坟前自杀了。这是一个仁爱的父亲，更是一个孝顺的后人，他没有失去对良心的坚持。亲情和良心，他都守住了。平凡之中透露着一种高贵，悲惋叹息之中洋溢着豪壮，让我们不得不对这样一位父亲心生敬佩。

这也许是文人杜撰的，却又让人们感到它确实是感人的。亲情更多时候表现在生活的细微之处，而遭遇重大变故时，留下的也只有亲情。我们往往会忽视这份珍贵的东西，因为它的永恒，还是因为它的普通常见？我们每个人都拥有这份宝贝，却从不把它当作宝贝，到失去之时已是无法挽回。




This may be fabricated out of the literati are, but let people feel that it is indeed touching. More affection in life are subtle, but significant changes in his time, leaving only affection but. We tend to neglect this precious thing, because it eternity, or because it’s common? Each of us has a baby with this, but never put it as a baby to lose the time, they are irreparable.

Not to mean a greeting, not to shy a hug, get close to our families, cherish this extraordinary and noble affection, and that is the most timeless really the most appropriate.


















不要吝啬一个祝福，不要害羞一个拥抱，亲近我们的家人，珍视这平凡而又高贵的亲情，那是今生今世最真最切的永恒。


















Chapter 4 Romances of Sweet Hearts　爱因甜蜜而美丽

















Once I thought love meant flowers, gifts and sweet kisses. But from this experience, I understand that love is inside, making life strong and warm.









曾经我认为爱情就是鲜花、礼物和甜蜜的亲吻。可这件事让我明白，爱是内在的，它让生活变得更加坚固和温暖。

























■ 爱只是一根线　Love Is Just a Thread


◎
 Cathyma









Sometimes I really doubt whether there is love between my parents. Every day they are very busy trying to earn money in order to pay the high tuition for my brother and me. They don’t act in the romantic ways that I read in books or I see on TV. In their opinion, “I love you” is too luxurious[47]

 for them to say. Sending flowers to each other on Valentine’s Day is even more out of the question. Finally my father has a bad temper. When he’s very tired from the hard work, it is easy for him to lose his temper.

One day, my mother was sewing a quilt[48]

 . I silently sat down beside her and looked at her.

“Mom, I have a question to ask you,” I said after a while.

“What?” she replied, still doing her work.

“Is there love between you and Dad?” I asked her in a very low voice.

My mother stopped her work and raised her head with surprise in her eyes. She didn’t answer immediately. Then she bowed her head and continued to sew the quilt.




美 丽 语 录

Happiness is to look for a warm person for a lifetime.

幸福，就是找一个温暖的人过一辈子。




















有时候，我真怀疑父母之间是否还有爱。他们每天都忙着给我和弟弟挣那高昂的学费。他们从未像我从书中读到，或在电视上看到的那样互诉衷肠。在他们看来，“我爱你”太奢侈了，他们说不出口。在情人节给彼此送一束花就更不可能了。我的父亲脾气不好，他常常会在劳累一天之后乱发脾气。

一天，母亲正在缝被子。我静静地坐在她旁边，看着她。

“妈，我有个问题想问你。”过了一会儿，我说道。

“什么？”她一边继续缝着，一边答道。

“您跟爸爸之间还有没有爱情啊？”我低声问她。

母亲停下手中的活，满眼诧异地抬起头。她没有立刻回答，而是低下头继续缝被子。

我担心我伤害了她。我尴尬极了，不知道该如何是好。不过，随后我听见母亲说：




I was very worried because I thought I had hurt her. I was in a great embarrassment and I didn’t know what I should do. But at last I heard my mother say the following words:

“Susan,” she said thoughtfully, “Look at this thread. Sometimes it appears, but most of it disappears in the quilt. The thread really makes the quilt strong and durable. If life is a quilt, then love should be a thread. It can hardly be seen anywhere or anytime, but it’s really there. Love is inside.”

I listened carefully but I couldn’t understand her until the next spring. At that time, my father suddenly got sick seriously. My mother had to stay with him in the hospital for a month. When they returned from the hospital, they both looked very pale. It seemed both of them had a serious illness.

After they were back, every day in the morning and dusk, my mother helped my father walk slowly on the country road. My father had never been so gentle. It seemed they were the most harmonious couple. Along the country road, there were many beautiful flowers, green grass and trees. The sun gently glistened[49]

 through the leaves. All of these made up the most beautiful picture in the world.


The doctor had said my father would recover in two months. But after two months he still couldn’t walk by himself. All of us were worried about him
 .

“Dad, how are you feeling now?” I asked him one day.

“Susan, don’t worry about me.” he said gently. “To tell you the truth, I just like walking with your mom. I like this kind of life.” Reading his eyes, I know he loves my mother deeply.

Once I thought love meant flowers, gifts and sweet kisses. But from this experience, I understand that love is just a thread in the quilt of our life. Love is inside, making life strong and warm ...














“苏珊，”她若有所思地说道，“看看这些线。有的时候，你能看得见它们，但大多时候它们都隐藏在被子里。这些线的确让被子变得更加耐用。如果生活是床被子的话，那么爱就是其中的线。你不可能随时随地看到它，但它却是真实存在的。爱是内在的。”

我听得很仔细，但直到来年春天，我才真正理解她的这番话。那时，我的父亲突然得了重病，母亲需要在医院里照顾他一个月。当他们从医院回家时，两个人看上去都十分苍白，好像他们俩都得了重病一样。

他们回来之后，每个清晨和黄昏，母亲都要搀扶着父亲在乡间小路上散步。我的父亲从未如此温柔过。他们就像是天作之合。小路两旁点缀着许多美丽的鲜花、绿草和树木。阳光透过树叶的缝隙，温柔地洒在地面上。这一切组成了一幅世间最美好的画。

医生说父亲将在两个月内康复。可两个月后，他仍然无法独立行走，我们都很替他担心。

“爸爸，你现在感觉怎么样？”一天，我问他道。

“苏珊，别为我担心。”他温和地说，“实话告诉你吧，我只是喜欢和你妈妈一起散步的感觉。我喜欢这种生活。”从他的眼神里，我读到他对母亲深深的爱。

曾经我认为爱情就是鲜花、礼物和甜蜜的亲吻。可这件事让我明白，爱就像是隐藏在生活这床被子里的线。爱是内在的，它让生活变得更加坚固和温暖……






































■ 两个人的早餐　Just Two for Breakfast


◎
 Joe












When my husband and I celebrated our 38th wedding anniversary[50]

 at our favorite restaurant, Lenny, the piano player, asked, “How did you do it?”

I knew there was no simple answer, but as the weekend approached, I wondered if one reason might be our ritual of breakfast in bed every Saturday and Sunday.

It all started with the breakfast tray my mother gave us as a wedding gift. It had a glass top and slatted wooden side pockets for the morning paper the kind you used to see in the movies. Mother loved her movies, and although she rarely had breakfast in bed, she held high hopes for her daughter. My adoring[51]

 bridegroom took the message to heart.

Feeling guilty, I suggested we take turns. Despite grumblings—“hate crumbs in my bed”—Sunday morning found my spouse eagerly awaiting his tray. Soon these weekend breakfasts became such a part of our lives that I never even thought about them. I only knew we treasured this separate, blissful time read, relax, forget the things we should remember.




美 丽 语 录

Love is when you take away the feelings, the passion, the romance, you find out you still care for that person.

所谓爱，就是当感觉、热情和浪漫统统拿掉之后，你仍然珍惜对方。




















当我和丈夫在我们最喜欢的饭馆庆祝结婚38周年纪念日时，那个钢琴手莱尼过来问道：“你们是怎么过来的？”

我知道，这个问题无法简简单单地回答。但是，随着周末的临近，我开始想：或许其中一个原因就是我们每个星期六和星期天都在床上吃早餐。

这一切都是从那个早餐托盘开始的，它是妈妈送给我们的结婚礼物。它有一个玻璃盘面，两边各有一个放早报用的细长的木制侧袋，就像过去在电影中见到的那样。我妈很喜欢那些电影，虽然她自己很少在床上用早餐，却非常希望她的女儿能这样。深爱着我的新郎把我母亲的话牢记在心。

出于心里的愧疚感，我提议我们俩轮流准备早餐。星期天早上，虽然他嘴上嘟嘟囔囔地抱怨着——“我讨厌面包屑弄到床上”——但我还是见到丈夫在急切地等候他的早餐。不久，周末早餐就成为我们生活的一部分，习以为常也就不去想它了。我只知道我俩都很珍视这段与其他时间有别的幸福时光——看看报，放松放松，忘记那些本该记在心里的事情。




Sifting through the years, I recalled how our weekends changed, but that we still preserved the ritual. We started our family (as new parents, we slept after breakfast more than we read), but we always found our way back to where we started, just two for breakfast, one on Saturday and one on Sunday.

When we had more time, my tray became more festive. First it was fruit slices placed in geometric[52]

 pattern; then came flowers from our garden, sometimes just one blossom sprouting from a grapefruit half. This arranger of mine had developed a flair for decorating, using everything from amaryllis to the buds of a maple tree. My husband said my cooking inspired him. Mother would have approved. Perhaps it was the Saturday when the big strawberry wore a daisy hat that I began to think, how can I top this? One dark winter night I woke with a vision of a snowman on a tray. That Sunday I scooped a handful of snow and in no time had my man made. With a flourish I put a miniature pinecone on his head.

As I delivered the tray, complete with a nicely frozen snowman, I waited for a reaction. There was none but as I headed down the stairs I heard a whoop of laughter and then, “You’ve won! Yes, sir, you’ve won the prize!”


















细想逝去的岁月，我回忆起我们周末生活的诸多变化，但这个老习惯依然保留了下来。我们建立起我们的家庭（初为父母时，早饭后我们更多是睡一会儿，而不是阅读），但是我们总能够找到归路，返回原点——只是两个人的早餐，星期六一次，星期天一次。

当我们有了更多的时间，我的早餐托盘上就变得更加具有喜庆色彩。开始时是以几何图形排列的水果片，随后是从自家花园里摘来的鲜花——有时候只是一朵，开在一半的葡萄柚当中。没想到这竟激发出我在装饰、点缀方面的天赋，各种各样的东西，从孤挺花到枫树的叶芽，都成为我手下的装饰材料。丈夫说我做的早餐启发了他，妈妈也会赞同他的说法。或许是在那个星期六，在一个大草莓上放一个雏菊做帽子之后，我开始想，我怎么才能够超过它？在一个漆黑的冬夜，我从梦中醒来，仿佛看到眼前有一个雪人站在托盘上。就在那个星期天，我铲来了一捧雪，很快就做好了一个雪人。我轻轻地把一个微型松果按在雪人的头上。

我端着早餐上楼，盘面上放着那个冻结实的小雪人，我期待着他的反应——什么也没有——但就在我下楼时，我听到他的大笑声：“你赢了！毫无疑问，你得奖了！”










































■ 男人的浪漫　Men’s Romantic


◎
 Dr. Nancy kalish












We too often define “romantic” in women’s terms— sending flowers and cards, saving mementos[53]

 and putting them in a box or scrapbook, gushing over chick romance movies, or listening to romantic songs all day.

Men may not do these things, but many men do something more romantic than all that: they keep their love in their hearts forever.

My survey of 3000 men and women worldwide who tried reunions[54]

 with lost loves asked, “How long did it take for you to get over your lost love?” Responses from the men indicated that they took significantly longer to get over their lost loves than the women. Some of the men were not satisfied with the survey choices: the last choice listed was, “Over 10 years.” Only men crossed out all the choices and wrote, “I never got over her!” While no doubt some women never got over their lost loves, either, only men wrote this comment on the survey.

Adolescent boys are “not supposed” to cry over lost loves. But many of my male participants reported that, after their high school girlfriends broke up with them, they cried in private, every night, for months.




美 丽 语 录

In this world, only those men who really feel happy can give women happiness.

在这个世界上，只有真正快乐的男人，才能带给女人真正的快乐。
















我们常常太过于将“浪漫”定义为女人的专属名词——送鲜花和贺卡，在盒子或剪贴簿中收藏纪念品，滔滔不绝地谈论少女类的爱情电影，或者整天听情歌。

男人大概不会做这些事，但很多男人会做比这更浪漫的事：他们将爱永存心中。

我在调查里问那些想重归于好的3000名男士和女士：“你要花多长时间从失恋中走出来？”男人们的回答表明，他们比女人要花更长的时间才能恢复。有些男人不满意调查的选项，最后一个选项为“超过10年”。只有男人划了所有的选项，并写道：“我绝不会忘记她！”毫无疑问，有些女士也会对失去的爱无法忘怀，然而只有男士在调查中写了这项意见。

青春期男生“不应该”在失恋后哭泣。但是我的很多男性受访者表示，他们在高中时期与女友分手后，好几个月里每天夜晚都会独自流泪。




My lost love reunion findings about romantic men paralleled results of my survey of adults who never tried lost love reunions. There were significantly more men than women who chose to fill out the survey, and they expressed strong feelings for their first loves, even though they had not contacted these women (and may never do so).

Posts on the Message Board of my web site (Lostlovers.com), are more represented by women than men. But appearances are misleading[55]

 . Actually, there are more men who are members of my site than women. The men don’t post as often as the women, but they are reading!

Men more often sign up for private phone consultations to talk about their lost loves than women.

But it is a rare men’s magazine that will print a story about love and romance. The editors tell me that they think men are uninterested. Not so! When my research was quoted in Playboy
 , it generated a lot of responses.

On occasions where romance is expected (such as Valentine’s Day, birthdays or anniversaries), we should all remember to separate emotions from behaviors. Men may not make scrapbooks of mementos of their love experiences, but they are every bit as loving, loyal, and yes, romantic, as women—and sometimes more so!


















在调查报告中，那些想重归于好的人和那些不再试图找回失去的爱恋的人相比，均衡结果显示，更多的男士比女士选择填写这项调查，并且表达了对初恋的强烈感情，即使他们已经和这些女人没有任何接触了（而且可能永远都不会再有接触）。

我的网站（Lostlovers.com）留言板上的留言更多则是女士发表的言论，但这只是表面现象。实际上，在我的网站上，男士会员要多过女士。男人们不会像女人那样经常回应，但是他们会去阅读留言。

与女士相比，男士更愿意参加私下的电话咨询谈论他们失去的爱情。

但是，男性杂志很少会刊登关于爱情或浪漫的故事。编辑告诉我，他们认为男士对这些不感兴趣。绝不是！当我的研究被《花花公子》引用时，它得到了大量的回应。

有时，浪漫是令人期待的（比如情人节、生日或纪念日），我们应该记住把情感和行动区分开来。男人也许不会做纪念品剪贴簿等留下爱情历程中令人回忆的东西，但是他们和女人一样爱着，一样忠诚。是的，他们同女人一样浪漫——有时，甚至比女人更浪漫！
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 为什么我们爱上

  我们爱的人

Why We Love Who We Love


◎
 Joyce Brothers









Have you ever known a married couple that just didn’t seem as though they should fit together—yet they are both happy in the marriage, and you can’t figure out why?

I know of one couple: He is a burly[56]

 ex-athlete who, in addition to being a successful salesman, coaches Little League, is active in his Rotary Club and plays golf every Saturday with friends. Meanwhile, his wife is petite, quiet and a complete Homebody. She doesn’t even like to go out to dinner.

What mysterious force drives us into the arms of one person, while pushing us away from another who might appear equally desirable to any unbiased[57]

 observer?

Of the many factors influencing our idea of the perfect mate, one of the most telling, according to John Money, professor emeritus of medical psychology and pediatrics at Johns Hopkins University, is what he calls our “love map”—a group of messages encoded in our brains that describes our likes and dislikes. It shows our preferences in hair and eye color, in voice, smell, and body build. It also records the kind of personality that appeals to us, whether it’s the warm and friendly type or the strong, silent type.




美 丽 语 录

Just be yourself and one day you will find someone who loves you for everything you are.

做最真实的自己就好，总有一天你会找到一个人，他（她）会爱上你的一切。
















你是否听说过这样一对夫妻，他们看起来并不般配——却婚姻幸福，家庭美满，令人百思不得其解？

我就知道这样一对夫妻：他是一名身材魁梧的退役运动员，还是一个成功的销售员，另外还在一家俱乐部当教练；除此之外，他还热心于扶轮社的各项事务，每周六都要和朋友打高尔夫。然而，他的妻子天生娇小柔弱，喜欢安静，完全一副以家庭为中心的样子，甚至最好连外出吃饭都别叫上她。

那么，当我们遇上在外人看来同样出色的两个人时，是什么样的神秘力量让我们对一个人投怀送抱，而对另一个人敬而远之呢？

约翰·霍普金斯大学临床医学小儿科的荣誉退休教授约翰·莫尼认为，在影响我们择偶的众多因素中，最重要的因素之一就是所谓的“爱的蓝图”——一组在大脑中描述我们喜好的编码信息，它显示了我们多方面的偏好，如头发、眼球颜色、声音、气味、体格等，同时，它也记录了对我们有吸引力的性格特征——是热情友好，还是刚强内敛。




In short, we fall for and pursue those people who most clearly fit our love map. And this love map is largely determined in childhood. By age eight, the pattern for our ideal mate has already begun to float around in our brains.

When I lecture, I often ask couples in the audience what drew them to their dates or mates. Answers range from “She’s strong and independent” and “I go for redheads” to “I love his sense of humor” and “That crooked smile, that’s what did it.”

Robert Winch, a longtime sociology professor at Northwestern University, stated in his research that our choice of a marriage partner involves a number of social similarities. But he also maintained that we look for someone with complementary needs. A talker is attracted to someone who likes to listen, or an aggressive personality may seek out a more passive partner.

However, there are instances where people of different social backgrounds end up getting married and being extremely happy. I know of one man, a factory worker from a traditional Irish family in Chicago, who fell in love with an African American Baptist. When they got married, their friends and relatives predicted a quick failure. But 25 years later, the marriage is still strong.

It turns out that the woman was like her mother-in-law—a loving and caring person, the type who rolls up her sleeves and volunteers to work at church or help out people in need. This is the quality that her husband fell for, and it made color and religion and any other social factors irrelevant to him.

Or as George Burns, who was Jewish and married the Irish Catholic Gracie Allen, used to say: his marriage was his favorite gig, even though it was Gracie who got all the laughs. The two of them did share certain social similarities—both grew up in the city, in large but poor families. Yet what really drew them together was evident from the first time they went onstage together. They complemented each other perfectly: he was the straight man, and she delivered the punch lines.




简言之，我们常常会倾心于并强烈追求那些与我们的“爱的蓝图”相吻合的人。我们的“爱的蓝图”早在童年时期就基本成型了。8岁时，我们的脑中就会开始浮现理想伴侣的形象。

开讲座时，我常常问台下的夫妻听众们，到底是什么让他们开始约会，并最终走到一起的。我得到的答案五花八门、千奇百怪，从“她很坚强、独立”到“我喜欢红头发的人”，从“我喜欢他的幽默感”到“就是他那坏坏的微笑。”

西北大学的资深社会学教授罗伯特·威奇，曾经在他的研究报告中说道，我们对婚姻伴侣的选择涵盖了一系列社会共性。然而，他也坚持，我们在寻找伴侣时也是为了满足互补的需求。善于聆听的人钟情于能说会道的人，个性好强的人则会寻找性格温婉的人。

然而，也不乏一些社会背景相差悬殊，却能喜结连理、幸福美满的人。我就认识这样一个男人。他是一名工厂工人，来自芝加哥一个传统的爱尔兰家庭。他爱上了一位非裔美国浸礼会教徒。当他们结婚时，亲朋好友都觉得他们的婚姻不会长久。但是，如今25年过去了，他们的婚姻依旧那样牢不可破。

原来，那个女人像她的婆婆一样，善解人意、温婉可人、富有同情心。她甘愿挽起衣袖在教堂里干活，或者为那些有需要的人们伸出援手。这就是她的丈夫觉得她的可爱之处。肤色、宗教以及其他一些社会因素之类，在他的眼中都不算什么。

又比如说乔治·伯恩斯，他是犹太人，却和天主教徒格雷西·艾伦结婚。过去他常说，就算格雷西骑在自己头上，婚姻也是他最宝贵的财富。他们俩的确有一些共同的社会经历：他们都在大城市长大，都来自穷苦的大家庭。然而，真正让他们走到一起的是他们第一次一起登上舞台的经历。他们的性格互补得恰到好处：乔治性格直率，格雷西则妙语连珠。




There are certainly such “odd couples” who could scarcely be happier. We all know some drop-dead beautiful person married to an unusually plain wallflower. This is a trade-off some call the equity theory.

When men and women possess a particular asset, such as high intelligence, unusual beauty, a personality that makes others swoon, or a hefty bankroll that has the same effect, some decide to trade their assets for someone else’s strong points. The raging beauty may trade her luster for the power and security that come with big bucks. The not-so-talented fellow from a good family may swap his pedigree for a poor but brilliantly talented mate.

Indeed, almost any combination can survive and thrive. Once, some neighbors of mine stopped by for a friendly social engagement. During the evening Robert, a man in his 50s, suddenly blurted out, “What would you say if your daughter planned to marry someone who has a ponytail and insisted on doing the cooking?”

“Unless your daughter loves cooking,” I responded, “I’d say she was darn lucky.”

“Exactly,” his wife agreed. “It’s really your problem, Robert—that old macho thing rearing its head again. The point is, they’re in love.”

I tried to reassure Robert, pointing out that the young man their daughter had picked out seemed to be a relaxed, nonjudgmental sort of person—a trait he shared with her own mother.




当然，也有一些例外，这类“不般配的夫妻”生活得并不幸福。我们都知道，有些光彩照人的“白天鹅”和平平无奇的“丑小鸭”步入婚姻殿堂，这也许就是人们所说的等价平衡理论吧！

当男人和女人们拥有某种过人之处时，比如聪明绝顶、相貌出众、个性独具魅力、财力雄厚，那么，他们中的有些人就会用自己的优点来换取别人的长处。出众的美貌可能成为她换取权势、金钱和安全感的资本。家底殷实却不出众的小伙子，则可以用他的富贵出身虏获一位贫寒但聪慧的女孩的芳心。

诚然，几乎任何一种结合都存在幸福的可能。一次，邻居们过来串门。晚上的时候，50多岁的罗伯特突然脱口而出：“如果你们的女儿嫁给一个绑着马尾、并执意要下厨房的人，你们会怎么样？”

“除非你的女儿酷爱美食，”我答道，“否则我会说她走了狗屎运。”

“没错，”他的妻子同意我的说法，“那就是你的问题咯，罗伯特！——你的大男子主义又来了，关键是他们彼此相爱。”

我试着让罗伯特放宽心，对他说，他女儿选择的那个年轻小伙子为人随和，不专制，就像她妈妈一样。




Is there such a thing as love at first sight? Why not? When people become love-struck, what happens in that instant is the couple probably discover a unique something they have in common. It could be something as mundane[58]

 as they both were reading the same book or were born in the same town. At the same time they recognize some trait in the other that complements their own personality.

I happen to be one of those who were struck by the magic wand. On that fateful weekend, while I was a sophomore at Cornell University, I had a terrible cold and hesitated to join my family on vacation in the Catskill Mountains. Finally I decided anything would be better than sitting alone in my dormitory room.

That night as I was preparing to go to dinner, my sister rushed up the stairs and said, “When you walk into that dining room, you’re going to meet the man you’ll marry.”

I think I said something like “Buzz off!” But my sister couldn’t have been more right. I knew it from the moment I saw him, and the memory still gives me goose flesh. He was a premed student, also at Cornell, who incidentally also had a bad cold. I fell in love with Milton the instant I met him.

Milt and I were married for 39 years, until his death in 1989. And all that time we experienced a love that Erich Fromm called a “feeling of fusion, of oneness,” even while we both continued to change, grow and fulfill our lives.


















真的有一见钟情这回事吗？为什么没有呢？当爱情来临的时候，那一刻无论如何，爱侣们总能找到让他们惺惺相惜的地方。这些地方可能很平常：比如他们曾经读过同一本书，或者他们出生在同一个小镇。与此同时，他们还会看到双方性格的互补之处。

巧的是，我也曾经被爱情魔棒击中。那时我还是康奈尔大学二年级的学生，在那个命中注定的周末，我得了重感冒，正犹豫着要不要随家人一起去卡茨基尔山度假。最后，我还是决定去了，因为无论怎样总比一个人待在宿舍里强。

那天晚上，我正要去赴宴的时候，妹妹冲上楼对我说：“当你走进那家餐厅的时候，你就会看到你的白马王子。”

我想我当时说了句“走开”之类的话。可是，果然被她说中了。当我见到他的那一刻，我就知道是他了。这样的记忆至今回想起来仍会让我浑身起鸡皮疙瘩。他是医科大的预科生，也在康奈尔大学，更巧的是，他也得了重感冒。从我第一眼看到米尔顿，我就爱上了他。

到1989年米尔特去世，我们结婚39年了。一直以来，我们共同经历着艾瑞克·弗洛姆所说的那份融合之情，合二为一的爱恋。甚至当我们不断蜕变、共同成长时，仍旧一起履行着我们的生命之约。










































■ 让爱重温的小港湾　A Small Harbor of Reconnection





◎
 Karen Scalf Linamen









It was December in California, and we had flown in from Texas to visit our families for the holidays. The days between our arrival and Christmas Eve brimmed with a flurry[59]

 of last minute activities.

One evening we all hustled into the car to drive to a Christmas party at the home of family friends. We were a little behind schedule because my mom, sister, and I had gotten home late after spending a long day writing checks, signing charge slips, and bringing hysterical[60]

 grins of joy to the faces of local merchants at a nearby mall.

My mom looked across the front seat at my dad and said, “Whew! What a busy day! I feel like I haven’t seen you in a week!”

My dad grunted, checked the rearview mirror, and changed lanes at something approximating[61]

 the speed of light.

My mom reached over and twirled a lock of my dad’s hair around her finger. “I know! Let’s look at each other. For just a minute. In the eyes.”




美 丽 语 录

Love me little and love me long.

不求情意绵绵，但求天长地久。












加利福利亚的12月，我们从得克萨斯州乘飞机来到这里和家人一起过圣诞节。从我们到达的那天起直到平安夜，时间都被名目繁多的岁末活动挤得满满当当。

一天晚上，我们挤上一辆车，去亲戚朋友家参加圣诞晚会。因为妈妈、姐姐和我在附近的商场疯狂购物了一整天，不停地填支票、签交费单，让附近购物中的商人们笑开了花，直到很晚才回家，所以我们出发的时间已经比原计划晚了一些。

妈妈看着在前排开车的爸爸，说：“哎呀，今天真是繁忙的一天啊！我感觉有一个星期没见到你了！”

爸爸嘴里咕哝了几句，一边看后视镜，一边转换车道，车速已经接近光速了。

妈妈伸出手缠绕着爸爸的一捋头发，说道：“我知道了！我们互相注视着对方吧，就一会儿，看着对方的眼睛。”

爸爸这次说话了，他咕哝道：“亲爱的，我在开车呢！”

“就看10秒钟。5秒！我已经一整天没看见你了。我需要注视你的眼睛。准备好了吗？”




My dad responded this time. He groaned. “Honey, I’m driving.”

“Ten seconds. Five! I haven’t seen you all day. I need to look into your eyes. Are you ready?”

He shook his head. “I can’t look right now. We’ll have a wreck!”

“At the next light.”

At the speed we were traveling, we hit the next red light in no time. And sure enough, holding hands across the front seat, my parents turned and gazed into each other’s eyes. “Hi,” my mom said. “Hi,” my dad said warmly back.

Then the light changed, the gas pedal hit the floor, and the race was on again. Nothing had changed, and yet everything had changed. Most of all, I was silently moved by what I had witnessed: a small harbor of reconnection in a raging hurricane of activity and distraction.


















爸爸摇了摇头：“我现在不能看你。否则我们会撞车的。”

“那就等下一个红灯的时候！”

我们的车飞快地行驶着，不一会儿就赶上了红灯。果然，父亲转过身，隔着前座和母亲手握着手，深情地注视着对方的眼睛。“嗨！”妈妈说。“嗨！”爸爸热情地回应道。

这时，绿灯亮了，油门踩到底，赛车又开始了。好像一切都没有改变，又好像一切都变了。最重要的是，刚刚亲眼看到的那一幕已经悄悄打动了我：在这手忙脚乱、焦头烂额的日子里，居然还有这样让爱重温的小港湾。










































■ 滚轴浪漫曲　Roller Romance


◎
 Stephenie Ray Brown









In the spring of 1980, I had been following one particular guy around school for a month. I just did not have the nerve to go up and talk to him. An embarrassing situation, from that winter, truly prevented me from approaching him.

He had been a starter for the junior varsity basketball team and I was a cheerleader, I had many opportunities to see this gorgeous guy in action. That is, if I wore my glasses. You see, I am as blind as a bat and was too vain[62]

 to wear them.

As Terry sank a half court shot at the last second, this extremely near-sighted cheerleader, misidentified the hero and began cheering for the wrong guy. As the crowd started chuckling, my face turned crimson as Terry walked by me to get to the locker room. Months later, he only knew me as the dingy cheerleader who could not even get his name right when he hit a great shot!

However, my best friend attended church with Terry. Shirley decided to play matchmaker. She not only invited me to a church-sponsored skating party, but also literally pushed me in his parents’ car to ride to the skating rink. Although the skating rink was 15 miles away, very few words were spoken. As I sank down in that backseat, I just wanted to keep sinking. This had truly been a huge mistake.




美 丽 语 录

Destiny determines who comes into our lives but it’s the heart that decides who stays inside.

命运决定谁会进入我们的生活，内心决定我们与谁并肩。




















1980年的春天，我已经在学校内外追随那个男孩整整一个月了。我只是没勇气走上前和他说话。自从那个冬天发生了一件令人尴尬的事情之后，我就更加没有勇气接近他了。

当时，他是学校篮球二对三年级的队员，而我是啦啦队队长，所以我有很多机会欣赏这个球艺精湛的男孩的表演。只是，我需要戴上眼镜。你也知道，我视力不好，就像蝙蝠那样瞎，但是虚荣心使我不想戴眼镜。

半决赛中，特里在最后一秒投篮命中，我这个视力差到极点的啦啦队队长却把英雄认错了，一个劲地为另一个人喝彩。在场的观众开始轻声讥笑，我的脸涨得通红。特里从我身边走过，进了更衣室。于是，接下来的几个月，他对我的印象都只是那个在他投中好球时，却把他的名字弄错的糟糕的啦啦队队长。

然而，我最好的朋友常常和特里一起去教堂做礼拜。雪莉决定充当我们俩的媒人。她不仅邀请我参加教堂组织的溜冰派对，还把我推进特里父母的车，接着车就这样向溜冰场开去。虽然溜冰场离这儿有15英里远，可我们谁也没有说话。我坐在车的后排，一心想钻进座位里去。这真是一个巨大的错误。




After we arrived at the skating rink, things did not get any better. Each couple skate I hoped and prayed that Terry would ask me. He didn’t! After about three couple skates, I decided enough was enough! So I took turns skating with his two best friends. As the last call for a couple skate came over the rink’s loud speakers, Terry finally skated somewhat awkwardly and stood beside the rails with me.

“I guess you wonder why I have not asked you to couple skate?” were his first words to me. Trying ever so hard not to look in those big beautiful brown eyes that made me melt, I answered nonchalantly[63]

 and dishonestly, “No, not really.”

This guy not only ignored my tart reply, but would also win my heart with the following reply. Casting those beautiful eyes down at his skates, he humbly remarked, “I didn’t ask because I do not skate very well. If you are not afraid that I will make you fall, would you please skate with me?” This time I did look into those eyes and did melt.

As we skated hand in hand to Always and Forever, I knew my life would never be the same. I never knew a guy that actually would admit any of his faults, let alone worry about a girl to boot! I had first been attracted to his beauty on the outside (who wouldn’t notice those beautiful brown eyes), but it would be his beautiful heart that made me realize how truly special he was.

I had actually found my Prince Charming.

Even though he was not riding on a handsome steed (but rented roller skates), he made me feel like Cinderella at the ball as we skated around the rink. I clung tightly to his hand—not because I was afraid of midnight—but to help keep him from falling. When I look at our wedding pictures, my favorite is walking down the aisle as husband and wife. Most couples walk down the aisle with the bride’s hand tucked neatly[64]

 in the crook of her husband’s arm. Not us! We walked down the aisle, after being pronounced man and wife, just like we had done seven years before at that skating rink—hand-in-hand with the promise of helping keep the other one from falling.




我们到达溜冰场后，情况并没有好转。每当有双人滑的时候，我都企盼特里能过来邀请我。可他却没有那样做！大约三场双人滑结束后，我实在忍无可忍了！于是，我和他最好的两个朋友轮流滑着。当溜冰场的喇叭里响起最后一场双人滑即将开始时，特里终于笨拙地溜到栏杆旁，和我站在了一起。

“我猜你肯定很奇怪我为什么不邀请你和我一起双人滑。”这是他第一次对我说话。我试着不去看他那双可以将我融化的美丽的棕色眼睛。我假装镇定，还对他撒了谎：“不，我并没有那么想。”

这个家伙不但不把我刻薄的回答放在心上，还用下面这些回答俘虏了我的心。他那漂亮的双眼盯着自己的溜冰鞋，谦虚地说道：“我之所以没有邀请你，是因为我滑得不好。如果你不怕我会让你摔倒的话，你愿意和我一起滑吗？”这一次，我看了那双眼睛，我真的被他融化了。

就在我们手牵手向着“永远”滑去的时候，我知道我的生活将从此刻开始改变。我从来没见过一个会承认自己缺点的男孩，更别说还会为一个女孩担心。刚开始，我只是被他英俊的外表吸引（有谁能不注意到那双美丽的棕色眼睛呢），但是，他那颗美丽的心灵让我真正明白他有多特别。

我终于找到我的白马王子了。

即使他并没有骑着骏马（只是穿着租来的溜冰鞋），然而，当我们绕着溜冰场滑行时，他给我的感觉就仿佛我是舞会上的灰姑娘。我紧紧地拉住他的手——并不是因为我害怕午夜——而是为了帮助他，不让他摔倒。当我看着我们的结婚照时，我最喜欢的一张是夫妻二人沿着教堂过道向外走去。大多数夫妻从过道走过时，都是妻子把手优雅地放在丈夫的臂弯里。我们可不是这样的！在宣布成为夫妻后，我们走过道时就像是7年前在溜冰场上那样——手牵着手，许下诺言不让对方摔倒。




Our children love to hear the story of how their dad did not know how to skate and asked me to hold his hand to help us keep from tumbling. But it had already been too late for their mother. Only after one look into those eyes, she had fallen—fallen in love with Prince Charming.


















我们的孩子最喜欢听的故事，就是他们的爸爸不知道怎么滑冰，让我牵着他的手防止摔倒的事。可是那时候，对他们的妈妈来说为时已晚，因为她只是看了那双眼睛一眼，就已经深陷其中，深深地爱上了她的白马王子。










































■ 说出心里话　Words from the Hearts


◎
 Ellen Frankenstein












Most people need to hear those “three little words” I love you. Once in a while, they hear them just in time.

I met Connie the day she was admitted to the hospice[65]

 ward, where I worked as a volunteer. Her husband, Bill, stood nervously nearby as she was transferred from the gurney to the hospital bed. Although Connie was in the final stages of her fight against cancer, she was alert and cheerful. We got her settled in. I finished marking her name on all the hospital supplies she would be using, and then asked if she needed anything.

“Oh, yes,” she said, “would you please show me how to use the TV? I enjoy the soaps so much and I don’t want to get behind on what’s happening.” Connie was a romantic. She loved soap operas, romance novels and movies with a good love story. As we became acquainted, she confided how frustrating it was to be married 32 years to a man who often called her “a silly woman.”

“Oh, I know Bill loves me,” she said, “but he has never been one to say he loves me, or send cards to me.” She sighed and looked out the window at the trees in the courtyard. “I’d give anything if he’d say ‘I love you,’ but it’s just not in his nature.”




美 丽 语 录

I will grow old, so will you. But those love words I say to you will never get old.

我会老，你会老，可是那些我说给你的情话不会老。




















大多数人需要听到那“三个小字”——我爱你。每隔一段时间，他们就会在最需要的时候听到。

我在康尼住进收容所病房的那天见到她。我在那儿当志愿者。把她从轮床抬上病床时，她的丈夫比尔紧张地站在旁边。虽然康尼处于和癌症搏斗的晚期，但她仍然神智清醒、精神愉快。我们把她安顿好后，我在她要使用的所有住院用品上标上她的名字，然后问她是否需要什么。

“啊，是的，”她说，“请告诉我怎么用电视，好吗？我非常喜欢连续剧，想随时跟进剧情进展。”康尼是个浪漫的人。她酷爱肥皂剧、言情小说和描述美好爱情故事的电影。随着我们越来越熟，她向我吐露道，跟一个经常叫她“傻女人”的男人生活了32年有多么沮丧。

“唉，我知道比尔爱我，”她说道，“可是他从来不说他爱我，或者寄贺卡给我。”她叹了口气，朝窗外庭院里的树望去。“如果他说声‘我爱你’，我愿意付出一切，可这根本不是他的性格。”




Bill visited Connie every day. In the beginning, he sat next to the bed while she watched the soaps. Later, when she began sleeping more, he paced up and down the hallway outside her room. Soon, when she no longer watched television and had fewer waking moments, I began spending more of my volunteer time with Bill.

He talked about having worked as a carpenter and how he liked to go fishing. He and Connie had no children, but they’d been enjoying retirement by traveling, until Connie got sick. Bill could not express his feelings about the fact that his wife was dying.

One day, over coffee in the cafeteria, I got him on the subject of women and how we need romance in our lives; how we love to get sentimental cards and love letters.

“Do you tell Connie you love her?” I asked (knowing his answer), and he looked at me as if I was crazy.

“I don’t have to,” he said. “She knows I do!”

“I’m sure she knows,” I said, reaching over and touching his hands rough, carpenter’s hands that were gripping the cup as if it were the only thing he had to hang onto “but she needs to hear it, Bill. She needs to hear what she has meant to you all these years. Please think about it.”

We walked back to Connie’s room. Bill disappeared inside, and I left to visit another patient. Later, I saw Bill sitting by the bed. He was holding Connie’s hand as she slept. The date was February 12.

Two days later, I walked down the hospice ward at noon. There stood Bill, leaning up against the wall in the hallway, staring at the floor. I already knew from the head nurse that Connie had died at 11 a.m.




比尔每天都来探望康尼。起初，康尼看肥皂剧，他就坐在床旁。后来，她睡的时候多了，比尔就在屋外的走廊里踱来踱去。不久，康尼不再看电视了，醒的时候也少了，我开始花更多的义工时间和比尔在一起。

他谈到他一直是个木工，他多么喜欢钓鱼。他和康尼没有孩子，但他们四处旅游，享受着退休生活，直到康尼得病。对他妻子病危这一事实，比尔无法表达他的感受。

一天，在自助餐厅喝咖啡时，我设法和比尔谈起女人这个话题，谈到生活中我们多么需要浪漫，多想收到充满柔情蜜意的卡片和情书。

“你会跟康尼说你爱她吗？”我明知故问。他瞧着我，就好像我有神经病一样。

“我没必要说，”他说道，“她知道我爱她！”

“我肯定她知道。”我说。我伸出手，触摸着他那双粗糙的木工的手。这双手紧握着杯子，似乎那是他需要依附的唯一东西——“可是她需要听到，比尔。她需要听到所有这些年来她对你的意义。请你考虑考虑。”

我们走回康尼的房间。比尔进了屋，我走开去看望另一个病人。后来，我看见比尔坐在床边。康尼入睡了，他握着她的手。那天是2月12日。

两天后的中午时分，我顺着收容所病房过道向前走着。比尔站在那里，靠着墙，凝视着地面。护士长已经告诉我，康尼在上午11点故去了。

比尔看见我后，让我拥抱了他许久。他满脸泪水，浑身颤抖着。最后，他向后靠在墙上，深深地吸了一口气。
















“我必须得说点什么，”他说道，“我得说，对她说出来，感觉真是好极了。”他停下来擤鼻子。“你说的话我想了很多；今天早上我对她说，我是多么爱她……我多么珍惜和她结为夫妻。你真该看看她的笑容！”

我走进康尼的房间，亲自去和她告别。我看见，床头桌上放着一张比尔给她的大大的情人节贺卡——你知道，就是那种充满柔情蜜意的贺卡，上面写着：“给我可爱的妻子……我爱你。”










































■ 遥望着你的爱慕者　Distant Admirer


◎
 Kevin Carey












Cary is very popular in his college and nearly everybody knows him. He is a basketball star. And for this reason, he has become the pride of the college, envy of the boys, and hero of the girls. Among his many admirers is a girl called Nola.

Nola is Cary’s classmate, and Professor Johnson’s daughter. Mr. Johnson is a strict father, and in a family where a sports star is not so highly regarded, Nola never dares to mention Gary’s name. In the school, they seldom speak to each other and always keep a certain distance.

Nola’s family lives on the campus and there is a big sports ground near their house. Every afternoon, after school, Cary would spend at least one hour practicing basketball before returning home. Nola lives on the third floor, and from their balcony[66]

 she can see the sports ground. As a habit, Nola would sit in a chair on the balcony, reading or doing her homework every day when she comes home. Sometimes she would raise her head to watch Gary shoot or count how many times he can hit the basket.




美 丽 语 录

Action may not always bring happiness, but there is no happiness without action.

行动不一定带来幸福，不行动就肯定没幸福。
















凯里在大学时是个十分受欢迎的篮球明星，几乎人人都知道他。正因为如此，他成了学院的骄傲，男同学嫉妒他，女同学则把他当成英雄。有一个名叫诺拉的女孩，是众多仰慕者中的一个。

诺拉是约翰逊教授的女儿，凯里的同班同学。在家里，约翰逊先生是一个很严厉的父亲，而一个体育明星在这样的家庭是得不到太高评价的。因此，诺拉在家中从未提过凯里的名字。在学校里，两个人几乎很少说话，而且彼此之间总是保持一定的距离。

诺拉的家就在大学校园里，她家附近有一个很大的操场。每天下午放学以后，凯里都会在那里至少练习一个小时的篮球，然后才回家。诺拉的家住在三楼，她从阳台上就能够看到操场。每天放学回家后，诺拉总是习惯坐在阳台的椅子上，读书或者写作业。有时，她会抬起头，看着凯里投篮，或者数他进了多少次球。

然而，凯里似乎没有注意到阳台上的诺拉。

一天下午，外面起风了，诺拉便把椅子搬进了房间。但是，她仍然能够听到操场上传来的球声。突然，球声消失了，操场变得非常安静。诺拉觉得有点反常，便透过窗子向外看去。




Cary doesn’t seem to pay any attention to Nola on the balcony.

One afternoon, Nola moved her chair into the room to avoid[67]

 the breeze outside. But she could still hear the noise from the sports ground. The noise suddenly stopped and the sports ground became very quiet. Nola thought it strange and looked through the window.

She saw Cary bending down[68]

 there and writing something on the ground with a piece of chalk. What was he writing? She wondered. Cary finished writing and stood up, he picked up his bag and dragged his way home.

After Cary left, Nola went down quickly and walked quietly to the sports ground. When she got to the place where Cary had just stayed, she found these words, “Nola, why didn’t you watch me play?”

She picked up the chalk end on the ground and added below the line, “But yes, I did.”


















她看见，凯里蹲在操场上，拿着一支粉笔在地上写着什么。诺拉很好奇：“他在写些什么呢？”写完之后，凯里站起身，背起书包，拖着沉重的步伐回家了。

见凯里离开了，诺拉迅速地跑下楼，悄悄来到了操场上。当走到凯里刚才待的地方时，她看到地上写着这样的话：“诺拉，你为什么不看我打球呢？”

诺拉拾起地上的粉笔头，在那句话的后面加上了这样一句：“可是，我真的看了呀。”










































■ 爱的最大限度　Love without Measure


◎
 Steve Goodier









Freda Bright says, “Only in opera do people die of love.” It’s true. You really can’t love somebody to death. I’ve known people to die from no love, but I’ve never known anyone to be loved to death. We just can’t love one another enough.

A heart-warming story tells of a woman who finally decided to ask her boss for a raise in salary. All day she felt nervous and apprehensive. Late in the afternoon she summoned the courage to approach her employer. To her delight, the boss agreed to a raise.

The woman arrived home that evening to a beautiful table set with their best dishes. Candles were softly glowing. Her husband had come home early and prepared a festive meal. She wondered if someone from the office had tipped him off, or ... did he just somehow know that she would not get turned down?

She found him in the kitchen and told him the good news. They embraced and kissed, then sat down to the wonderful meal. Next to her plate the woman found a beautifully lettered note. It read, “Congratulations, darling! I knew you’d get the raise! These things will tell you how much I love you.”




美 丽 语 录

Maybe God wants us to meet a few wrong people before meeting the right one so that when we finally meet the right person, we will know how to be grateful for that gift.

或许是上帝的安排，在最终找到知音之前，我们总要遇到一些不尽如意的人，只有这样，我们才能对这份礼物心怀感激。









弗雷德·布莱特说过：“只有在歌剧中，人们才会为爱而死。”这是真的。的确，你不能因为爱一个人而死。我也知道有人死于缺失爱，但我从没听说过谁因被爱而死。我们恰好只是彼此之间爱也爱不够。

有一个感人的故事，讲一个女人最终决定向她的老板提出加薪。她一整天都焦虑不安。接近傍晚时，她鼓起勇气向老板提议。令她高兴的是，老板同意给她加薪。

傍晚，女人回到家，发现漂亮的餐桌上摆满了丰盛的菜肴。烛光轻轻地摇曳着。她的丈夫提早回家，准备了一顿庆祝宴。她觉得很疑惑，难道有人从办公室里向他通风报信，或者还是……他不知怎么，竟知道她不会被拒绝？

她在厨房里找到了他，告诉他这个好消息。他们拥抱亲吻，然后坐下来共享美餐。在她的盘子旁边，女人发现了一个便条，上面用漂亮的字体写着：“祝贺你，亲爱的！我就知道你会加薪的！这一切会告诉你我有多么爱你。”




Following the supper, her husband went into the kitchen to clean up. She noticed that a second card had fallen from his pocket. Picking it off the floor, she read, “Don’t worry about not getting the raise! You deserve it anyway! These things will tell you how much I love you.”

Someone has said that the measure of love is when you love without measure. What this man feels for his spouse is total acceptance and love, whether she succeeds or fails. His love celebrates her victories and soothes her wounds. He stands with her, no matter what life throws in their direction.

Upon receiving the Nobel Peace Prize, Mother Teresa said, “What can you do to promote world peace? Go home and love your family.” And love your friends. Love them without measure.


















晚餐后，丈夫到厨房洗碗。她注意到，又有卡片从他的口袋里掉出来。她从地上捡起卡片，上面写着：“不要因为没有加薪而烦恼！这也是你应得的！不管怎样，这一切会告诉你我有多么爱你。”

有人曾经说过，爱的限度就是无限度地去爱。这个男人给予了她完全的包容和爱，不管她成功与否。他的爱在她胜利时为她庆祝，在她失败时为她抚平创伤。他与她同在，无论生活怎样，他们始终同舟共济。

在接受诺贝尔和平奖时，特蕾莎修女说：“我们能做些什么来促进世界和平？那就是回家爱你的家人吧。”还要爱你的朋友。无止境地爱他们。
















Chapter 5 Love Values for Its Twists and Turns　爱因艰难而珍贵





















Love triumphs over everything. Love has no age, no limit and no death. Never give up on the people you love. Love is so incredibly powerful.









爱可以战胜一切。爱没有寿命，没有极限，也不会死亡。绝不要放弃你爱的人。爱有着无与伦比的强大力量。





























■ 爱的港湾


　Where Love Lands


◎
 Diana Chapman












No one knows where love’s wings will land. At times, it turns up in the most unusual spots. There was nothing more surprising than when it descended upon a rehabilitation[69]

 hospital in a Los Angeles suburb—a hospital where most of the patients can no longer move of their own accord.

When the staff heard the news, some of the nurses began to cry. The administrator was in shock, but from then on, Harry MacNarama would bless it as one of the greatest days in his entire life.

Now the trouble was, how were they going to make the wedding dress? He knew his staff would find a way, and when one of his nurses volunteered, Harry was relieved. He wanted this to be the finest day in the lives of two of his patients—Juana and Michael.

Michael strapped in his wheelchair and breathing through his ventilator[70]

 , appeared at Harry’s office door one morning.

“Harry, I want to get married,” Michael announced.




美 丽 语 录

A person who truly loves you will never let you go, no matter how hard the situation is.

真心爱你的人永远不会放你走，不管遇到多大的困境。
















爱的羽翼会在哪里停歇，没有人知道。偶尔，它会出现在最不寻常的地方。最令人难以置信的是，它出现在洛杉矶郊区的一家康复医院里——那儿的大多数病人都丧失了最基本的身体机能。

当医院的工作人员听到这个消息时，有几个护士哭了。院长震惊了，从那一刻开始，哈利把它当作人生中最伟大的日子，并为它祈祷。

现在的问题是，怎么给他们缝制结婚礼服呢？他知道他的员工会找到办法的。一个护士提出自愿效劳时，哈利放心了。他希望这将是两位病人——朱安娜和迈克一生中最美好的时光。

一天早上，迈克出现在哈利的办公室门口，他的身体用带子缚在轮椅上，还需要借助呼吸器呼吸。

“哈利，我想结婚。”迈克大声宣布。

“结婚？”哈利张大了嘴巴，他说这话是认真的吗？他接着问道：“跟谁呢？”

“跟朱安娜，我们相爱了。”迈克答道。




“Married?” Harry’s mouth dropped open. How serious was this? “To whom?” Harry asked.

“To Juana,” Michael said. “We’re in love.”

Love. Love had found its way through the hospital doors, over two bodies that refused to work for their owners and penetrated their hearts—despite the fact that the two patients were unable to feed or cloth themselves, required ventilators just to breath and could never walk again. Michael had spinal muscular atrophy; Juana had multiple sclerosis.

Just how serious this marriage idea was, became quite apparent when Michael pulled out the engagement ring and beamed as he hadn’t done in years. In fact, the staff had never seen a kinder, sweeter Michael, who had been one of the angriest men Harry’s employees had ever worked with.

The reason for Michael’s anger was understandable. For twenty-five years, he had lived his life at a medical center where his mother had placed him at age nine and visited him several times a week until she died. He was always a raspy sort of guy, who cussed out his nurses routinely, but at least he felt he had family at the hospital. The patients were his friends.

There even had been a girl once who went about in a squeaky wheelchair who he was sure had eyed him. But she hadn’t stayed long at the center. And after spending more than half his life there, now Michael wasn’t going to get to stay either.

The center was closing, and Michael was shipped to live at the rehabilitation hospital, far from his friends and worse, far from Juana.

That’s when Michael turned into a recluse. He wouldn’t come out from his room. He left it dark. His friends drove more than two hours to see him. But Michael’s spirits sagged so low, no one could reach him.

And then, one day, he was lying in bed when he heard a familiar creaking sound coming down the hall. It sounded like that same, ancient, squeaky wheelchair that girl, Juana, had used at the center where he used to live.




爱情。爱情穿越了医院的大门，降临在两个瘫痪的人身上，并住进他们的心里——虽然这两位病人衣食无法自理，需要借助呼吸器呼吸，再也无法行走。迈克得了骨髓肌肉萎缩症，朱安娜患了多发性硬化病。

结婚的念头究竟有多认真，当迈克拿出订婚戒指，露出多年不见的笑容时，态度就更加明显了。其实，此时的迈克是工作人员见过的最和善、最温柔的时刻。之前他一直是公认的脾气最暴躁的人。

迈克的暴躁是可以理解的。25年来，他一直生活在医疗中心。9岁时，他妈妈将他送到那儿后，每周来看几次，直到她去世。他经常大发雷霆，常把护士赶走。但是，他始终觉得医院是他的家，病人们都是他的朋友。

曾经有个女孩，坐在咯吱作响的轮椅上，迈克以为她注意到自己了，可是她并没有在那儿待多久。迈克在那儿度过了大半辈子后，现在也不想待下去了。

医疗中心要关门了，他被转到康复医院，远离了那些朋友。更糟糕的是，他远离了朱安娜。

迈克开始变得孤僻，喜欢待在黑暗的房间里，整天足不出户。他的朋友驱车2个多小时来看他，但迈克依旧情绪低落，没有人能走进他的心。

有一天，他躺在床上，走廊传来一阵熟悉的吱吱声。古老的轮椅咯吱作响，就像以前他住的那个医疗中心遇见的女孩——朱安娜所坐的轮椅发出的声音。

那个吱吱声在他的门口停住了，朱安娜盯着他，问他能否和她一起外出。他立即兴奋起来，再次见到她的那一刻，他的生命似乎重新被她带了回来。




The squeaking stopped at his door, and Juana peered in and asked him to come outdoors with her. He was intrigued and from the moment he met Juana again, it was as though she breathed life back into him.

He was staring at the clouds and blue skies again. He began to participate in the hospital’s recreation programs. He spent hours talking with Juana. His room was sunny and light. And then he asked Juana, who’d been living in a wheelchair since age twenty-four, if she would marry him.

Juana had already had a tough life. She was pulled out of school before finishing the third grade, because she collapsed and fell a lot. Her mother, thinking she was lazy, slapped her around. She lived in terror that her mother wouldn’t want her anymore, so on the occasions when she was well enough, she cleaned house “like a little maid”.

Before the age of twenty-four, like Michael, she had a tracheotomy just to breathe and that was when she was officially diagnosed with multiple sclerosis. By the time she was thirty, she had moved into a hospital with round-the-clock care.

So when Michael asked her the big question, she didn’t think she could handle the pain if he was teasing.

“He told me he loved me, and I was so scared,” she said. “I thought he was playing a game with me. But he told me it was true. He told me he loved me.”

On Valentine’s Day, Juana wore a wedding dress made of white satin, dotted with pearl beads and cut loose enough to drape around a wheelchair and a ventilator. Juana was rolled to the front of the room, assisted by Harry, who proudly gave the bride away. Her face streamed with tears.




他再次仰望蓝天白云，参加医院的娱乐活动。他会花好几个小时和朱安娜聊天。他的房间充满了阳光和欢笑。于是，他向从24岁起就在轮椅上生活的朱安娜求婚，问她是否愿意和自己一起生活。

朱安娜也曾有过一段艰辛的日子。还没念完三年级，她就被赶出了学校，只因为她身体虚弱，很容易晕倒。妈妈以为她偷懒，老是打她。她生活在恐惧中，总是担心妈妈会抛弃自己。所以，身体好些时，她就“像个小女佣似的”打扫房间。

24岁之前，她和迈克一样经历过一次气管切开手术，只是为了让呼吸更顺畅。也就是在那个时候，她被确诊为患有多发性硬化症。30岁时，她被送进医院里接受全天24小时的护理。

所以，当迈克问她这个“重大”问题时，她想，如果他只是戏弄自己的话，对她来说那将是无法忍受的痛苦。

“他说爱我时，我非常害怕，”她说，“我以为他是跟我开玩笑。但是他告诉我，他是认真的，他爱我。”

情人节那天，朱安娜穿着一件白色的绸缎婚纱，上面缀着珍珠。婚纱很大，足以盖住轮椅和呼吸器。哈利自豪地把她推到房门前，她激动地泪流满面。

迈克穿着笔挺的白衬衣和黑夹克，动了手术的脖子上还打了一个精美的蝴蝶结，脸上洋溢着幸福的微笑。

护士和病人挤满了走廊和房间，甚至连医院的大厅都挤满了医护人员。房间的每个角落里都能听到哽咽声。有史以来，医院还没有两个生活在轮椅上的人结合的先例。




Michael wore a crisp white shirt, black jacket and a bow tie that fit neatly over his tracheotomy. He beamed with pleasure.

Nurses filled the doorways. Patients filled the room. An overflow of hospital employees spilled into the halls. Sobs echoed in every comer of the room. In the hospital’s history, no two people—living their lives bound to wheelchairs—had ever married.

Janet Yamaguchi, the hospital’s recreation leader, had planned everything. Employees had donated their own money to buy the red and white balloons, matching flowers, and an archway dotted with leaves. Janet had the hospital chef make a three-tiered, lemon-filled wedding cake. A marketing consultant hired a photographer.

Janet negotiated with family members. It was one of the most trying and satisfying times of her life to watch the couple get married.

She thought of everything.

The final touch—the kiss—could not be completed. Janet used a white satin[71]

 rope to tie the couple’s wheelchairs to symbolize the romantic moment.

After the ceremony, the minister slipped out trying to hold back her tears. “I’ve performed thousands of weddings, but this is the most wonderful one I’ve done so far,” the minister said. “These people have passed the barriers and showed pure love.”

That evening, Michael and Juana rolled into their own room for the first time together. Michael and Juana knew they had moved many people with their love, and they had been given the greatest gift of all. They had the gift of love. And it’s never known where it will land.


















医院的娱乐带头人珍妮特早已安排好了一切活动。医护人员用捐来的钱买了红色和白色的气球，树叶缠绕的拱门上插满了鲜花。珍妮特请医院的厨师做了一个三层高的柠檬味的婚礼蛋糕。一位市场营销顾问还请来了摄影师。

珍妮特和家人谈起这件事情。看着这对有情人终成眷属，这是她这辈子最下功夫、最满意的时刻。

她考虑到了所有事情。

最后的程序——接吻——无法完成。珍妮特用一根白色绸缎将两人的轮椅绑在一起，以象征这个浪漫时刻。

婚礼结束后，牧师强忍着泪水走了出去。“我主持过成千上万次的婚礼，但这次是最激动人心的。”牧师说，“这些人跨过了障碍，寻得了最纯洁的爱情。”

那天晚上，迈克和朱安娜一齐步入他们的新房。他们知道，他们真挚的爱情打动了许多人，他们也因此收获了最珍贵的礼物——爱情。爱情会在哪里停歇，你永远都不会知道。










































■ 我的唯一　My One and Only


◎
 Keith Green









It was all started when I was in high school, I still remember my love one. I am not sure if it is puppy love or first love, but I know deep inside my heart that I still remember him.

At first we were bus mate, and schoolmate too. I was in 1st year high school and he was in second. We still don’t know each other before, but later on when I was sitting in front of him in the bus, he used to talk and tease me, which makes me angry with him. I used to say that I hate him but later on ... I only eat my words. One day when my best friend wanted to see what I wrote in my diary, I was reading it in the bus and without noticing the guy whom I hate was sitting back of me with his buddies. He was peeping and reading the things what I wrote in the diary. I looked sharply at him and put the book down, then my friend who was in front of me that she has read what I wrote there that love is BOG, BOG, BOG in my heart. He was hearing it and suddenly without my knowledge he stood and snatched the diary from me! Whew! What he did was to read the book so loudly where everything was written there about love! Goodness! I was so shocked that I was screaming just to get it back. I couldn’t believe it, because he’s the most intelligent student in my school and he’s the representative[72]

 of our school too. Then after the bus dropped me to my house there I felt that I was so flushing hotly that my cheeks were so red! There, I realized that I have a crush on him!




美 丽 语 录

Grasp the happiness around it, don’t let it slip away.

把握身边的幸福吧，不要让它擦肩而过。
























一切开始于我的高中时代，直到现在我还记得他。我无法确定那是孩子间不成熟的恋情，还是我的初恋。但我知道，在我的内心深处，我依然无法将他忘记。

起初，我们只是同校生，以及搭乘同一路公车的路友。我上高一，他上高二。之前，我们并不认识对方。但是后来，坐在公车上，我坐在他的前面，他经常会拿话题取笑我，这让我十分气恼。我曾经说过讨厌他，不过后来……我食言了。一天，我最好的朋友想要看看我的日记里都写些什么，于是我就在公车上读起了我在日记本里写的东西。当然，我不知道我厌恶的那个男孩和他的一群兄弟就坐在我的后面。他偷看我写的内容。我狠狠地瞪了他一眼，赶快把日记本放下。这时，坐在我前面的好友说，她读完我写的东西后觉得爱情在我心中就是“泥潭、沼泽、令人动弹不得”。那个男孩听到这句话，在我不知道的情况下，突然站起来把我的日记本抢走了！天呐！他正在大声朗读我写的内容，日记本上写的都是关于爱情的内容！天啊！我太震惊了，尖叫着把日记本抢了回来。我简直不敢相信，因为他就是全校最聪明的学生，并且还是学校的学生代表。汽车停下后，我连忙赶回家；我浑身发热，两颊也变得通红。就在那个时候，我意识到自己有点儿喜欢他！




Sports date came, and he was the champion for C group boys for running. Whew! Wow! I was really amazed when he runs, because he always come first in running and he runs like a wind. That day I felt more feelings for him. I used to write him always in my diary, but mostly he always went to another place because of interschool quiz[73]

 .

I cried that time, because I was missing him so much, that I wish one day he’ll like me too. Then one day I just heard that he likes me! My god, I nearly faint! Rumors spread that in the bus we always fights for simple things like teasing, because I use to call him nutcracker which makes him so mad at me, and I always teased him for his pimples and about his using facial cleanser which made my whole bus mates burst out laughing, and he was blushing, and then one fine day the rumors spread that we both are loving each other! Whenever we cross our paths we just look each other casually, but my hearts beats fast because he looks at me so intensely which makes my heart tremble. I used to be always so naughty that time. One day I decided to ask my friend to write a love letter in language of German I loved, since we both are from different nations.

My friend wrote it, and in the bus I asked him to read the letter for me. He read it and explained what was written, and I know the last word written there was just I love you, but he told me that the last word means “I love you” which makes me blushed! Oh even though I know that he wasn’t the one who wrote it, but it seems like he is telling it from his heart!




运动会开始了，他获得了C组男子组短跑冠军。天啊！哇！他经常获得跑步冠军，他的跑步速度飞快，就像一阵风似的，这点真的让我很惊奇。那天，我对他又多了一些感觉。我还常常在日记中提到他。可他经常不在学校，因为他参加了许多校际竞赛。

有一次，我因为太想他而哭了起来。我多么希望有一天他也会喜欢上我。一天，我居然听别人说他喜欢我！我的天啊，我差点晕了过去！以前，大家总说我们因为一些鸡毛蒜皮的小事——比如讥讽而在公车上大声争吵。因为我常常叫他“坚果钳”，这让他很不高兴。我常常取笑他因为脸上的粉刺而用洗面奶，这使得全车的人听后都捧腹大笑，他的脸唰的一下就红了。突然有一天，居然传出了我们彼此喜欢对方的谣言！无论什么时候走过街头，我们也只是偶尔互望一下，但是我的心跳加速了，因为他正用一种强烈的目光看着我，这也让我的心开始颤抖。那时，我一直很调皮。有一天，我决定让我的朋友用我喜欢的德语写一封情书，因为，我们俩不是来自同一个国家。

我的朋友真的写了一封情书。于是，在公车上，我让他把这封情书念给我听。他读了，并向我解释了信的内容。我知道情书的最后一句话写的是“我爱你”。他念到那儿时，他就告诉我那几个字的意思是“我爱你”。这句话让我面红耳赤！虽然我知道这封情书不是他写的，但那仿佛就是他的心声！










然而，不是所有的爱情故事都能有个美好的结局……

一天，我听说他喜欢上了另一个女孩，我的心碎了！在公车上，为了让他嫉妒，我撒谎说自己有个男朋友。我撒了谎，他真的嫉妒了！接下来，又该考试了。当我看见他在学校门口等一个女孩时，我的心彻底地碎了！我哭了，因为他那么在乎和他约会的女孩。考试开始的5天前，他在公车上告诉我，他很快就要回国了！天呐！我简直不敢相信他要离开我了！最后一天在学校和公车上遇见他时，我用自己的相机拍下了他的照片！当他下车时，我只说了声“再见”……我还是无法相信他要离开了。

告诉你们吧！我们上同一所学校，坐同一路公交，在同一年出生。他就是哈姆雷特！在莎士比亚的作品中，我是那位舞者，他就是哈姆雷特。我永远不会忘记我的唯一。他也曾多次梦见我！甚至那首诗《雨中一吻》也在他的梦中出现。我们为彼此写了一首诗：我给他写了一首诗，题为《唯一》；他为我写了一首诗，名为《她是我的》。我依旧无法忘记那些幸福的、难以忘怀的、我们一起度过的美好时光。噢！怀念美好的往昔——






































■ 爱的约会　Appointment with Love


◎
 S. L Kishor












Six minutes to six, said the clock over the information booth in New York’s Grand Central Station. The tall, young Army lieutenant[75]

 lifted his sunburned face and narrowed his eyes to note the exact time. His heart was pounding with a beat. In six minutes he would see the woman who had filled such a special place in his life for the past 13 months, the woman he had never seen, yet whose written words had sustained him unfailingly.

Lieutenant Blandford remembered one day in particular, during the worst of the fighting, when his plane had been caught in the midst of a pack of enemy planes. In one of his letters he had confessed to her that he often felt fear, and only a few days before this battle he had received her answer, “Of course you fear ... all brave men do. Next time you doubt yourself, I want you to hear my voice reciting to you, ‘yeah, though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me.’...” He had remembered, and it had renewed his strength.

Now he was going to hear her real voice. Four minutes to six.

A girl passed close to him, and Lieutenant Blandford stared. She was wearing a flower, but it was not the little red rose they had agreed upon. Besides, this girl was only about 18, and Hollis Meynell had told him she was 30. “What of it?” he had answered. “I’m 32.” He was 29.




美 丽 语 录

With the most true to myself, to meet the most should be that person.

用最真实的自己，才能遇见最应该的那个人。
















在纽约的地铁中心总站，问讯处上方的时钟显示着5点54分。年轻高大的陆军中尉抬起黝黑的脸庞，眯起眼睛注意着那上面的确切时间。他的心激动地怦怦直跳。再过6分钟，他就能见到那个女人了——一个在过去的13个月占据了他心中某个特殊位置的女人。虽然他们素未谋面，但是她的信一直是支撑他的精神支柱。

布兰德福中尉还记得那一天，那是战斗最艰苦的时刻，他的飞机被敌机重重包围着。他曾在一封信中向她坦白，他经常感到畏惧。就在战斗打响的前几天，他收到了她的回信：“当然你会感到畏惧……所有勇敢的人都会那样。下次你再怀疑自己的时候，我希望你能听到我为你朗诵的声音：‘啊，虽然我要走过死亡之谷，但是我将勇往直前，因为你与我同在。’……”他记得，就是这封信让他重新振作起来的。

现在，他很快就能听到她真实的声音，还差4分钟就6点了。

一个女孩朝他走来，布兰德福中尉一惊。女孩戴着一朵花，但不是他们约定好的那种红色玫瑰花。她只有18岁的样子，而霍丽斯·梅内尔告诉过他，她已经30岁了。“有什么关系呢？”他还回信说，“我已经32岁。”其实他才29岁。




His mind went back to that book he had read in the training camp. Of Human Bondage
 it was; and throughout the book were notes in a woman’s handwriting. He had never believed that a woman could see into a man’s heart so tenderly[76]

 , so understandingly. Her name was on the book plate: Hollis Meynell. He had got hold of a New York City telephone book and found her address. He had written; she had answered. Next day he had been shipped out, but they had gone on writing.


For 13 months she had faithfully replied. When his letters did not arrive, she wrote anyway, and now he believed that he loved her and that she loved him
 .

But she had refused all his pleas to send him her photograph. She had explained, “If your feeling for me has any reality, what I look like won’t matter. Suppose I’m beautiful. I’d always be haunted by the feeling that you had been taking a chance on just that, and that kind of love would disgust me. Suppose I’m plain (and you must admit that this is more likely), then I’d always fear that you were only going on writing because you were lonely and had no one else. No, don’t ask for my picture. When you come to New York, you shall see me and then you shall make your decision.”

One minute to six ... he pulled hard on a cigarette. Then Lieutenant Blandford’s heart leaped.

A young woman was coming toward him. Her figure was long and slim; her blond hair lay back in curls over her delicate ears. Her eyes were as blue as flowers, her lips and chin had a gentle firmness. In her pale-green suit, she was like springtime come alive.




他想起了在训练营里看过的一本书——《人性的枷锁》，书里有一个女人写满了批注。他简直不敢相信，一个女人能如此温和、如此透彻地读懂男人的心。她的名字就写在书签上——霍丽斯·梅内尔。于是，他找来一本纽约市的电话簿，查到了地址，给她写了信，并收到了回信。因为第二天他要执行任务，就乘船离开了，可他们还是保持通信。

在过去的13个月里，她始终真挚地给他回信。常常他的信还没到，她的信就来了。因此，他相信，他们彼此深爱着对方。

可是，她一直拒绝送他照片，并曾解释道：“如果你是真心爱我，那我的外表就不再重要了。如果我长得很漂亮，我会认为，你爱的只是我的外表，那会令我很反感。如果我相貌平平（你必须承认这一点的可能性更大），那我便会担心，你和我通信只是因为内心孤独、无人倾诉。别向我要照片。你来纽约时就能见到我了，到时再做决定也不迟。”

还差1分钟就6点了，布兰德福猛吸了一口烟，心跳得更快了。

一位年轻的女士向他走来，她身材苗条，金黄的卷发散落在小巧的耳朵旁。她的双唇红润，下巴精致，一双蓝色的眼眸像花儿一样美丽。她穿着淡绿色的西装，浑身散发出一股青春的气息。

他朝她看去，一时忘了她并没有戴红色玫瑰花。他走近，发现她的嘴角露出动人的微笑。










“问路吗，军人？”她嘀咕着说。他又走近了一步，这时，他看到了霍丽斯·梅内尔。

霍丽斯·梅内尔就站在这位年轻女士的身后，一个40多岁的女人，灰白的头发塞在一顶破旧的帽子下面，很胖，厚实的双脚穿着一双低跟鞋。

可是她那皱巴巴的外套上别了一朵红色玫瑰花。穿着淡绿色西装的年轻女孩匆匆离去了。布兰德福感到自己的心被撕成了两半，他多想跟着那个年轻的女孩啊，可是他又渴望见到这个女人，毕竟是她的精神一直陪伴着他，鼓励着他。现在，她就站在那儿，苍白丰满的面庞，温柔而理性，灰色的眼里闪烁着温和的光芒。

布兰福德中尉没有犹豫，他抓紧那本破旧的《人性的枷锁》，那是向她表明身份用的。尽管这不会是爱，却是一种珍贵的东西，是他曾经拥有并要感激的友情。

尽管因为深深的失望而痛苦，他还是摆正双肩，敬了个礼，然后把那本书递给她：“我是约翰·布兰德福，您——您是梅内尔小姐吧？我能——能请你吃顿饭吗？”

那个女人笑着答道：“孩子，我不知道这是怎么回事，那位穿绿西装的年轻小姐请求我把这朵红色的玫瑰花戴在外套上。她说如果你邀请我一起出去，就告诉你，她在街对面的那家餐厅等着你。她说，这是一种考验。”






































■ 爱情不关机　Late at Night


◎
 Anonywous
















Today, my friend asked me a question. At night, do you turn off[78]

 your cell phone? If you don’t, whom do you leave it on for?

I usually do not turn off my cell phone. Why? I have no idea. After reading an article, I seemed to understand a little bit: for that little bit of caring. I am now sharing this story with you.

The girl would turn her cell phone off and put it by her photo on the desk every night before going to bed. This habit had been with her ever since she bought the phone.

The girl had a very close boyfriend. When they couldn’t meet, they would either call or send messages to each other. They both liked this type of communication.

One night, the boy really missed the girl. When he called her, however, the girl’s cell phone was off because she was already asleep. The next day, the boy asked the girl to leave her cell phone on at night because when he needed to find her and could not, he would be worried.




美 丽 语 录

A person, be good to yourself; Two person, treat each other.

一个人时，善待自己；两个人时，善待对方。
























朋友今天问了我一个问题。深夜，你的手机会关机吗？如果不关，那是为谁而开呢？

我通常都不关机。为什么？我不清楚。但读完这篇文章后，我似乎有所了解：只为那一丝牵挂。现在，就让我与你一起分享这个故事。

每晚睡觉前，女孩都会关掉手机，把它放在桌上的照片旁。从她买手机起，就一直保持着这个习惯。

女孩有个亲密的男朋友。不见面时，他们会打电话或发信息给对方。他们都喜欢这种交流方式。

一天晚上，男孩很挂念女孩。但他给她打电话时，女孩关机了，因为她已经睡着了。次日，男孩对女孩说，希望她晚上不要关机，因为他想找她时却找不到，他会很担心。

从那天起，女孩开始了新的习惯，晚上不关手机。因为她害怕他打来电话，而自己睡觉又听不到，于是女孩经常保持警惕。日子一天天过去了，她也日渐消瘦。渐渐地，他们之间出现了隔阂。




From that day forth, the girl began a new habit. Her cell phone never shut down at night. Because she was afraid that she might not be able to hear the phone ring in her sleep, she tried to stay very alert[79]

 . As days passed, she became thinner and thinner. Slowly, a gap began to form between them.

The girl wanted to revive[80]

 their relationship. One night, she called the boy. However, what she got was a sweet female voice, “Sorry, the subscriber you dialed is power off.”

The girl knew that her love had just been turned off.

After a long time, the girl had a new love. No matter how well they got along, the girl, however, refused to get married. In the girl’s heart, she always remembered that boy’s words and the night when that phone was power off.

The girl still kept the habit of leaving her cell phone on all throughout the night, but not expecting that it would ring.

One night, the girl caught ill. In a moment of fluster, instead of calling her parents, she dialed the new boyfriend’s cell phone. The boy was already asleep but his cell phone was still on.

Later, the girl asked the boy, “Why don’t you turn your cell phone off at night?”

The boy answered, “I’m afraid that if you need anything at night and aren’t able to find me, you’ll worry.”

The girl finally married the boy.

Late at night, do you turn off your cell phone?


















女孩想要维系他们的关系。一天晚上，她给男孩打电话，却听到了一个甜美的女声：“对不起，您所拨打的电话已关机。”

女孩明白了，她的爱也关机了。

很久以后，女孩有了新的爱情。但无论他们相处得有多好，女孩还是拒绝结婚。在她心中，还会时常想起那个男孩的话，还有那个关机的夜晚。

女孩仍然保持着整夜开机的习惯，但是不再期待它会响起。

一天晚上，女孩生病了。慌乱中，本想给父母打电话，却打到了新男友那里。男孩已经睡了，但手机依旧开着。

后来，女孩问男孩：“为什么整晚开着手机？”

男孩回答说：“我担心你晚上有需要时找不到我，会着急。”

最终，女孩嫁给了这个男孩。

深夜，你的手机开着吗？










































■ 爱是艰难的　Love Is Difficult


◎
 Rainer Maria Rilke












It is also good to love: because love is difficult. For one human being to love another human being: that is perhaps the most difficult task that has been entrusted[81]

 to us, the ultimate task, the final test and proof, the work for which all other work is merely preparation. That is why young people, who are beginners in everything, are not yet capable of love: it is something they must learn. With their whole being, with all their forces, gathered around their solitary, anxious, upward-beating heart, they must learn to love. But learning-time is always a long, secluded time ahead and far on into life, is solitude, a heightened and deepened kind of aloneness for the person who loves. Loving does not at first mean merging[82]

 , surrendering, and uniting with another person (for what would a union be of two people who are unclarified, unfinished, and still incoherent). It is a high inducement[83]

 for the individual to ripen, to become something in himself, to become world, to become world in himself for the sake of another person; it is a great, demanding claim on him, something that chooses him and calls him to vast distances. Only in this sense, as the task of working on themselves (“to hearken and to hammer day and night”), may young people use the love that is given to them. Merging and surrendering and every kind of communion is not for them (who must still, for a long, long time, save and gather themselves); it is the ultimate, is perhaps that for which human lives are as yet barely large enough.




美 丽 语 录

Be careful ... When you give your heart to someone, you also give that person the power to hurt you.

谨慎一点吧……当你把你的心给某个人，你也给了这个人伤害你的能力。
















这对爱来说是件好事：因为爱也是艰难的。因为让一个人去爱另一个人，这也许是上帝指派给我们的最重大、最艰巨的首要任务，是最后的考验和证明，别的工作只不过是为此而做的准备罢了。这就是为什么一切才刚刚开始的年轻人无法去爱。他们必须先学习什么是爱，用他们的整个生命，用他们的所有力量，用积聚了他们的孤独、焦虑和充满荣誉感的心去学习爱。然而，在这个长久且专注的学习过程中，爱会永远镌刻在你的生命里——在深深的寂寞里孤独地等待，只是为了那个所爱的人。爱的涵义不是倾心、献身以及与他人结合（对于一个懵懂的、涉世不深的、办事无条理的人来说，那会是怎样的一种结合呢）。爱是一种诱惑力，它吸引着人们去变得成熟，去完善自己，去成就世界，为了另一个人去充实自己；爱是一种伟大且艰巨的要求，是它选择了一个人，并呼唤着他走向远方。如此看来，年轻人必须把爱看作他们的工作（“日夜不分的敲打、锤炼”），希望他们能够善用那些赐予他们的爱。倾心、献身以及每一种结合都不是为他们而准备的（他们还需要很长很长时间的克制和积累）；因为那是爱的最高境界，是人类目前几乎无法达到的境界。












































■ 写给在天堂的妻子　A Moving Letter to My Wife


◎
 Frank Fields












When Christian Spragg’s wife Joanne gave birth they were full of excitement ... until she died just hours later. In a moving letter, Christian tells why he’ll make sure their daughter Ilaria knows all about her mum.

My darling Joanne,

I still remember the conversation we had just a month before our baby daughter Ilaria was born.

Out of the blue you asked me how I’d look after her if anything happened to you. I remember telling you not to be silly but you were serious. “I’d just want you to tell her often how much her mummy loved her,” you said.

“And to tell her what sort of person I was. And make sure she’s clean and tidy and eats her vegetables!” Now I’m so glad we had that conversation. And I hope I’ve done things as you wanted.

I just wish with all my heart that you were here to enjoy all the special moments we’ve shared since you were taken from us.

The memories of our time together are so treasured for me now.




美 丽 语 录

Relationships don’t need promises, terms and conditions. It just needs two people: who can trust and who can understand.

感情不需要诺言、协议与条件。它只需要两个人：一个能够信任的人，与一个愿意理解的人。

















克里斯琴·斯普拉格的妻子乔安娜生下女儿的那一刻，夫妻俩都十分激动……直到几个小时后他的妻子去世。在这封感人的信中，克里斯琴讲述了为什么一定要把关于她妈妈的一切告诉他们的女儿伊拉里娅。

我亲爱的乔安娜：

我还记得我们的宝贝女儿伊拉里娅出生前一个月我们的对话。

你突然问我，如果你出了什么事，我该如何照顾我们的女儿。我记得我叫你别说傻话，可你还是一脸严肃地对我说：“我只要你时常告诉她，她的妈妈有多爱她。”

“还要告诉她我是一个怎样的人。要保证她每天都是干净整洁的，还要多吃蔬菜！”现在，我很庆幸我们有过那样的对话，我希望我能做到你要我做的事。

我衷心地希望你能和我们一起分享这些特殊时刻，那些你走之后我们一起分享的时刻。




You used to laugh when I said I fell in love with you the moment we met but I did. I saw you in a nightclub and finally gathered the courage to ask if you’d like a drink. I couldn’t believe my luck when you said yes.

I asked you to be my wife in Venice.

We splashed out on a gondola ride, giggling[84]

 to ourselves. I remember you tilted your head up to the sun and told me that this was one of the best days of your life. And when you walked down the aisle I knew I’d married my soulmate, “the one”.

When we found out you were pregnant we were ecstatic[85]

 and soon we discovered it was a girl and spent the months running up to the birth getting the nursery ready.

Every time our baby kicked you’d grab my hand, put it on your tummy and say, “Can you feel her, Christian? She’s so lively!”

You wanted to call our daughter Ilaria after a family friend you’d met in Venice. You found out that in Latin it meant “always happy.”

We saw Ilaria before she was born. We had a 3D scan where you can see your baby’s face—she was beautiful.

I am so thankful we did that now. When you went two weeks past your due date the hospital near our home in Bolton wanted to induce you. It’s hard for me to think straight about what happened next.

When Ilaria was ready to come the midwife told you to push but Ilaria’s heartbeat dropped—she was in distress.

You looked at me in terror as we were surrounded by doctors trying to get Ilaria out. When she was born she was blue and nurses rushed her to the special care baby unit. You screamed, “Is she OK?” and all I could say was, “Yes, she’s beautiful, just like you.”




现在，我们的那些共同记忆对我来说是多么珍贵啊！

当我说我对你一见钟情时，你总是哈哈大笑，但我确实是那样的。我在一家夜店见到你，最后，我终于鼓起勇气问你可否请你喝一杯。当你说愿意时，我简直不敢相信，自己居然这么幸运。

我是在威尼斯向你求婚的。

我们驾着尖尖的小船行驶在威尼斯，我们尽情挥霍，开怀大笑。我记得你昂着头看着太阳，说这是你一生中最美好的日子。当你走下走廊时，我知道自己娶的是一个灵魂伴侣，“我的唯一”。

当我们发现你怀孕了时，我们是那样的狂喜。不久后，我们发现是个女儿，于是我们花了好几月的时间为分娩做准备，甚至都把托儿所安排好了呢！

每一次我们的宝宝踢你的时候，你都会把我的手放在你的肚子上，并对我说：“克里斯琴，你能感觉得到她吗？她是那么的活泼！”

自从你在威尼斯见了你家里的一个朋友之后，你就想为我们的女儿取名为伊拉里娅，因为你发现这个名字在拉丁语里的意思是“永远快乐”。

在伊拉里娅出生前我们就见过她。我们做了3D扫描，能看到宝宝的脸盘——她很漂亮。

现在，我是如此感激我们曾用扫描仪看过我们的女儿。当预产期错过两周后，离博尔顿家很近的医院决定对你实施引产。我简直无法想象接下来要发生的事情。

伊拉里娅准备出来时，助产士让你使劲用力，可伊拉里娅的心跳在减速——她处在危险中。

医生们围在我们身边想方设法取出伊拉里娅时，你用恐慌的眼神看着我。终于，她被取出来了，可是她浑身青紫。护士赶紧把她送到婴儿特别护理病房。这时，你尖叫着说：“她还好吗？”可我只能说：“是的，她很漂亮，就像你一样。”




It breaks my heart you never even saw your daughter, let alone held her. Then your heart rate started going up and your blood pressure started going down. Doctors said they had to get you into theatre straight away.

As they wheeled you out I grabbed your foot and said “I love you”. It was the last time I saw you alive.

Minutes later a doctor took me aside and told me Ilaria was showing signs of major brain damage and they didn’t expect her to live. I didn’t know which of you to turn to first.

I went to see Ilaria in her incubator. Half an hour later doctors told me the news that would change my life forever. There had been massive bleeding and as they tried to operate you’d had a cardiac arrest.

My world fell apart. I remember shouting, “Why?”

You were just 27, healthy as can be, and now you were gone. An aneurysm had caused the bleeding.

No one could have foreseen it; the doctors did all they could. In the chapel of rest you looked like you were sleeping peacefully. I kissed your face and stroked your hair as I sobbed.

I felt totally lost. Then a nurse came to find me and said something amazing had happened and led me to Ilaria. She’d pulled all the tubes out of her chest and nose and was breathing on her own. The nurses said it was a miracle.

It seemed our Ilaria was determined to stay alive. A nurse laid her in my arms and she began to cry. “Don’t worry, Daddy’s here,” I told her, and she immediately stopped crying.

Our daughter was going to live.

It was as if you’d said, “God, you can have me, but you’re not having my daughter.”




你从来没有亲眼见到我们的女儿，更别说抱一抱她了，这让我无比心碎。接着，你的心率开始升高，血压开始降低。医生说要把你直接转移到手术室。

当你被他们推走的时候，我抓住你的腿说：“我爱你。”那是我最后一次见你。

几分钟过后，一位医生把我拉到旁边跟我说，伊拉里娅的大脑有受损的迹象，他们不指望她能活下来。我不知道，在你和女儿之间，我该先照顾谁。

我去看了躺在恒温箱里的伊拉里娅。半小时后，医生告诉我一个足以永远改变我命运的消息：当他们给你注射强心剂后，想要为你做手术的时候，你大出血。

我的世界天崩地裂了，记得那时我大叫着：“为什么？”

你才27岁啊，曾经的你是那么健康，如今却这样走了。动脉瘤导致了大出血。

没人能够预料到，医生也尽力了。在医院的小礼堂里，你看上去好像只是静静地睡着了。我亲吻着你的脸颊，抚摸着你的头发，泪水浸湿了你的脸颊和头发。

我完全丧失了自我。这时，来了一个护士，她跟我说奇迹出现了，她带我去看伊拉里娅。他们已经把她的胸腔和鼻子里的导管取出来了，她正自由地呼吸着。护士们都说这是一个奇迹。

看样子我们的伊拉里娅决定要坚强地活着。一位护士把她放在我的手上，她立刻大哭起来。“别哭，爸爸在这儿呢！”我这样对她说，她马上停止了哭泣。

我们的女儿活了下来。




Suddenly, from feeling I had nothing left to live for, I had Ilaria. I changed her first nappy, gave her first bottle—I thought about how you’d have done it and tried to do it the same way.

But then it was back to the terrible reality—your funeral.

Four hundred people attended as the vicar who’d married us buried you just three years later.

And then, two days later I brought Ilaria home from the hospital.

That first night I lay in our bed, Ilaria beside me in her cot and I talked to you. “Jo, you should be here, I need you,” I said. I so desperately wished you were lying beside me.

I spent my days in tears. At night I’d lay Ilaria next to me and tell her about you—how, beautiful, good and kind you were.

Photos of you were all over the house and I’d hold Ilaria close to them so she could see you.

And as she gets older, I do other things to bring you into her life. I try to cook things I know you’d have made to make our beautiful Ilaria know her mum, even if she doesn’t remember you.

I hope you can hear me when I say: “I miss you Joanne but thank you for our wonderful daughter.” I just wish you were here to enjoy her.

When Ilaria was a year old she was diagnosed with cerebral palsy which means she is unlikely to walk. She’ll never speak properly and will require constant care. That’s when I pulled myself together. I needed to, to give Ilaria the best life I can.

Although it’s hard it’s wonderful too, we’re like two little mates. She’s nearly four now and looks just like you.

And what a personality. Although she can only say a few words—“Hiya!” is her favorite—she gives me so much love and affection. She’s a real cheeky little thing, and can wrap me right round her little finger.




就好像是你跟上帝说：“上帝啊，你可以带走我，但请别带走我的女儿。”

突然间，我从不知道为什么而活着的情绪里走了出来，因为我有了伊拉里娅。我为她换下第一块尿布，我给她第一个奶瓶——我总会想着你是怎么做的，然后用同样的方式做这些事。

但是，我仍旧逃脱不了残酷的现实——你的葬礼。

400人参加了你的葬礼。时隔3年，曾经为我们主持婚礼的牧师现在正主持着你的葬礼。

两天后，我把伊拉里娅从医院抱回了家。

第一天晚上，我躺在我们的床上，伊拉里娅就在我的身旁，她睡在自己的婴儿床上，而我在和你聊天。“乔，你应该在这里的，我需要你。”我说着，我是如此希望你能躺在我的身旁。

我终日以泪洗面。晚上的时候，我把伊拉里娅放在我的身旁，告诉她关于你的事——告诉她你是一个美丽、善良、贤惠的人。

房间里到处都是你的照片。我抱着她凑近这些照片，好让她能看见你。

随着她慢慢地长大，我又做了其他的事情，为的是把你带进她的生活。我试着做一些我知道你会为她做的食物给伊拉里娅，让我们的漂亮女儿知道她的妈妈，就算她不记得你。

我希望你能听到我说：“我想你，乔安娜，谢谢你给我一个这么漂亮的女儿。”我只希望你能在我身旁与我分享她的一切。

伊拉里娅1岁的时候被诊断患有大脑麻痹症，这意味着她不能走路，也无法正常地说话，而且一直需要别人的照顾。就是从那时起，我振作起来，因为我要给伊拉里娅最好的生活。

生活虽然很艰苦，可也很美好。我们俩就像是两个小伙伴一样。现在，她快4岁了，长得几乎跟你一模一样。




I gave up my job as an area sales manager so that I could devote my time to Ilaria. Every morning she attends Rainbow House, where they specialize in helping children like her.

Every time I look at her I get comfort because she’s a living part of you Joanne, your legacy.

I just want you to know that whatever happens I will bring up Ilaria in a way you would have been proud of—and she will always know how special her mummy was.

I love you my darling,






Christian
 





















多可爱的小人儿啊！虽然她只能说一些单词——“你好！”是她最爱说的——可她给了我许多的爱和欢喜。她真的是个十足厚脸皮的小家伙，她能用她的小手指把我抓个正着。

我辞去了地区销售经理的工作，这样才能把全部的时间放在伊拉里娅身上。她每天早上都会去彩虹之家，那里专门帮助像她一样的小孩。

每一次看到她的时候，我都深感安慰，因为她是你——乔安娜的生命的延续，是你留给我的宝贵遗产。

我只是想让你知道，无论发生什么事情，我都会用一种让你骄傲的方式把伊拉里娅抚养成人——她永远都会记住她的妈妈是多么的特别。

我爱你，亲爱的。






克里斯琴
 













































■ 咸咖啡　Salty Coffee


◎
 Trinity Bluce












He met her at a party. She was outstanding, many guys were after her; but nobody paid any attention to him. After the party, he invited her for coffee. She was surprised, so as not to appear rude, she went along. As they sat in a nice coffee shop, he was too nervous to say anything and she felt uncomfortable. Suddenly, he asked the waiter, “Could you please give me some salt? I’d like to put it in my coffee.”

They stared at him. He turned red, but when the salt came, he put it in his coffee and drank. Curious[86]

 , she asked, “Why salt with coffee?” He explained, “When I was a little boy, I lived near the sea. I liked playing on the sea ... I could feel its taste salty, like salty coffee. Now every time I drink it, I think of my childhood and my hometown. I miss it and my parents, who are still there.”

She was deeply touched. A man who can admit that he’s homesick[87]

 must love his home and care about his family. He must be responsible.




美 丽 语 录

Love is not the strong vow but the simple accompany.

爱情不是轰轰烈烈的誓言，而是平平淡淡的陪伴。




















他在一个聚会上遇见了她。她如此出众，许多人都追随她左右，而他又是如此普通，没人注意到他。聚会结束后，他邀请她喝咖啡，她很惊讶，但出于礼貌她还是应允了。他们坐在一家很不错的咖啡店里，他紧张地说不出话来，她感到很不舒服。突然，他问服务员：“你能给我一些盐吗？我想往咖啡里加点盐。”

每个人都很诧异地盯着他，这人太奇怪了。他的脸红了，但是服务生把盐送来时，他还是把盐加进咖啡里，喝了起来。她很好奇，便问道：“你为什么有这个嗜好？”他解释说：“当我还是一个小男孩的时候，我住在海边。我喜欢在海边玩耍……我可以感觉到海水的味道，就像加盐的咖啡一样。现在每次喝咸咖啡的时候，我总会想起我的童年、我的故乡。我很想念我的家乡、我的父母，他们还在那里。”

她被深深地感动了。那是他的真情流露。一个能告诉别人乡愁的男人，一定是一个爱家、关心家人、有家庭责任感的男人。

接着，她也开始说起了她遥远的家乡、她的童年、她的家人。那真是一次温馨的谈话，也是他们之间故事的开端。




She talked too, about her faraway hometown, her childhood, her family. That was the start to their love story.

They continued to date. She found that he met all her requirements. He was tolerant, kind, warm and careful. And to think she would have missed the catch if not for the salty coffee!

So they married and lived happily together. And every time she made coffee for him, she put in some salt, the way he liked it.

After 40 years, he passed away and left her a letter which said:

My dearest, please forgive my life-long lie. Remember the first time we dated? I was so nervous I asked for salt instead of sugar.

It was hard for me to ask for a change, so I just went ahead. I never thought that we would hit it off. Many times, I tried to tell you the truth, but I was afraid that it would ruin everything.

Sweetheart, I don’t exactly like salty coffee. But as it mattered so much to you, I’ve learnt to enjoy it. Having you with me was my greatest happiness. If I could live a second time, I hope we can be together again, even if it means that I have to drink salty coffee for the rest of my life.


















接着他们又开始约会。她发现他真是一个能够满足自己所有要求的男人。他耐心、善良、热心、细心。这是一个好男人，可她差点错过了。多亏了那杯咸咖啡！

他们结婚了，幸福地生活在一起。每次她为他煮咖啡，都会往里面放些盐，因为他喜欢。

40年后，他去世了，留给她一封信：

我最亲爱的，请原谅我一生的谎言。记得我们的第一次约会吗？我很紧张，紧张到问服务员要了盐而不是糖。

我很难要求更改，所以我就这样喝了。我从没想到我们会合得来。很多次，我想告诉你真相，但我怕那样会毁了一切。

亲爱的，我不喜欢咸咖啡。但这对你来说那么重要，我已经学会了享受它。拥有你是我最大的幸福。如果我能再活一次，我希望我们还能在一起，即使这意味着我的余生都要品尝咸咖啡。










































■ 为爱不分手　Never Say Goodbye


◎
 Crystal Kanone









If I could take this moment forever,

Turn the pages of my mind

To another place and time,

We would never say goodbye.





If I could find the words, I would speak them,

Then I wouldn’t be tongue-tied,

When I looked into your eyes,

We would never say goodbye.





If I could stop the moon ever rising,

Day would not become the night,

I wouldn’t feel this cold inside,

And we would never say goodbye.





I wish that our dreams were frozen,
































如果我可以永远拥有这一刻，

将我心中的记忆

带回到另一个时间和地点，

我们永远不会说再见。





如果我可以找到这些话，我一定把它们说出来，

这样我的舌头就不会打结，

当我注视着你的眼睛，

我们永远不会说再见。





如果我可以永远地阻止月亮升起来，

白天就不会变成黑夜，

我就不会感到内心的寒冷，

我们也永远不会说再见。





我希望我们的梦可以冻结，




Then our hearts would not be broken,

When we let each other go ...

If I could steal this moment forever,

Paint a picture—perfect smile,

So our story stayed alive,

We would never say goodbye.


















那么我们的心也就不会破碎，

当我们放开彼此的手时……

如果我可以永远的偷走这一刻，

画一幅图画——完美的微笑，

那么我们的故事将会继续上演，

我们永远不会说再见。










































■ 爱情与时间　Love and Time


◎
 Tom Farley












Once upon a time, there was an island where all the feelings lived: Happiness, Sadness, Knowledge and all of the others, including Love. One day, it was announced to the feelings that the island would sink, so all constructed[88]

 boats and left, except for Love.

Love was the only one who stayed. Love wanted to hold out until the last possible moment.

When the island had almost sunk, Love decided to ask for help.

Richness was passing by Love in a grand boat. Love said, “Richness, can you take me with you?” Richness answered, “No, I can’t. There is a lot of gold and silver in my boat. There is no place here for you.”

Love decided to ask Vanity[89]

 who was also passing by in a beautiful vessel[90]

 . “Vanity, please help me!” “I can’t help you, Love. You are all wet and might damage my boat,” Vanity answered.

Sadness was closed by, so Love asked, “Sadness, Let me go with you.” “Oh ... Love, I am so sad that I need to be myself!”




美 丽 语 录

It’s true that we don’t know what we’ve got until we lose it, but it’s also true that we don’t know what we’ve been missing until it arrives.

无疑，一件东西只有失去时，我们才会懂得其真正的价值。同样，一件东西在得到之前，我们并不会意识到它的缺少。













很久以前，一个小岛上住着所有的情感：快乐、悲伤、智慧以及其他一切情感，当然还有爱情。有一天，突然有消息声称这座小岛将会沉没，所有的情感都造好了船准备离开，除了爱情。

爱情是唯一一个留下来的，爱情希望能够坚持到最后一刻。

当小岛即将没顶之际，爱情决定寻求帮助。

财富开着一条大船经过。爱情问：“财富，你可以带上我吗？”财富答道：“不，我不能。我的船上装满了金银财宝，装不下你了。”

爱情决定问开着漂亮的船从旁边经过的虚荣。“虚荣，请你救救我吧！”“我帮不了你，爱情，你浑身湿透了，会弄脏我的船的！”

悲伤也在附近，于是爱情问：“悲伤，带我一起走吧。”“噢……爱情，我是那么痛苦，痛苦得只想一个人待着！”




Happiness passed by Love, too. But she was so happy that she did not even hear when Love called her.

Suddenly, there was a voice, “Come, Love, I will take you.” It was an elder. So blessed and overjoyed, Love even forgot to ask the elder where they were going. When they arrived at dry land, the elder went her own away.

Realizing how much was owed the elder, Love asked Knowledge, another elder, “Who helped me?”

“It was Time,” Knowledge answered.

“Time?” asked Love. “But why did Time help me?”

Knowledge smiled with deep wisdom and answered, “Because only Time is capable of understanding how valuable Love is.”


















快乐也经过了爱情，可是她快乐过头了，没有听见爱情的呼唤。

突然，一个声音响起：“来吧，爱情，我来帮你。”那是一位长者。爱情十分高兴，甚至忘了问这位长者要去哪儿。当他们抵达陆地时，老人独自离开了。

爱情意识到自己亏欠老人很多，于是问身边的另一个长者智慧：“帮我的那个是谁？”

智慧老人答道：“是时间。”

“时间？可是时间为什么要帮助我？”爱情不解。


智慧意味深长地笑着，答道：“因为只有时间才能理解爱是多么宝贵
 。”










































■ 倘若鸟儿回还　If It Comes Back


◎
 Charle Eastman









Charles saw them both at the same time: a small white bird and the girl wheeling down the walk. The bird glided downward and rested in the grass; the girl directed the chair smoothly along the sunlit, shadowy walk. She stopped to watch the ducks on the pond and when she shoved the wheels again, Charles stood up. “May I push you?” he called, running across the grass to her. The white bird flew to the top of a tree.

It was mostly he who talked and he seemed afraid to stop for fear she’d ask him to leave her by herself. Nothing in her face had supported the idea of helplessness conveyed by the wheelchair, and he knew that his assistance[91]

 was not viewed as a favor. He asked the cause of her handicap.

“It was an automobile accident when I was 12,” Amy explained.

They went for lunch, and he would have felt awkward[92]

 except that she knew completely how to take care of herself.

“Do you live with someone?” he asked the next day when they met.




美 丽 语 录

Eternity is not a distance but a decision.

永远不是一种距离，而是一种决定。

















查尔斯是在同一时刻看到他们的：一只白色的小鸟和坐着轮椅漫步而来的女孩。小鸟向下滑翔而来，栖息在草丛中；女孩则缓缓地驾着轮椅，走在阳光照射下婆娑的树影间。她停下来看了看池塘里的鸭子，当她再次用手推动轮椅时，查尔斯一下子站了起来。“我来推你，好吗？”他一面喊着，一面穿过草地朝她跑去。那只小白鸟嗖地一下飞上了树梢。

大多数时间都是他在不停地说话，他似乎担心话一停，她就会请他离开，好让她一个人呆着。她的脸上根本看不到任何因为轮椅而存在的无助表情，因此他知道，自己的帮助并没有被看作一种恩惠。他问起了导致她残疾的原因。

“我12岁那年出了一场车祸。”艾米解释道。

接着，他们一起去吃了午餐。幸好她能完全自理，不然他可就尴尬了。

第二天见面时，他问道：“你和什么人住在一起吗？”

“就我自己。”她答道。尽管这正是他希望得到的答案，但是，提出这个问题还是让他有些不安，因为他自己也过得很孤独。




“Just myself,” she answered. Asking the question made him feel uneasy because of his own loneliness even though he was hoping for this answer.

He came to like to feel the white handles in his grasp, to walk between the two white-rimmed metal wheels. And he grew almost more familiar with the slight wave at the back of her hair than with her eyes or her mouth. Once, he said to the wave at the back of her hair, “I hope I’m the only chair-pusher in your life,” but she had only smiled a little and her eyes had admitted nothing.

She cooked dinner for him once in June. He expected her to be proud of her ability to do everything from her seat in the wheelchair—and was faintly disappointed to see that she would not feel pride at what was, for her, simply a matter of course. He watched his own hand pick up the salt shaker and place it on one of the higher unused shelves, and awaited her plea for[93]

 assistance. He didn’t know why he’d done it, but the look in her eyes made him realize how cruel his prank was. To make her forget what he’d done, he told her about the little white bird in the park.

“I’ve seen it, too,” she said. “I read a poem once about a little white bird that came to rest on a windowsill and the lady who lived in the house began to put out food for it. Soon the lady fell in love, but it was a mismatched love. Every day the little bird came to the window and the lady put out food. When the love affair was over, the little white bird never returned, but the woman went on putting out the crumbs every day for years and the wind just blew them away.”

In July he took her boating frequently. The most awkward event, she felt, was getting in and out of the boat. For Charles, however, these “freight[94]

 handlings,” as she came to call it, seemed to be the highlight of the outings. In the boat she felt helpless, unable to move around, sitting in one spot. Also, she was unable to swim, should the boat turn over. Charles didn’t observe her discomfort; she did note how much he enjoyed being in control. When he called for her one day in early August, she refused to.




他开始喜欢把轮椅的白色手柄握在手里的感觉，喜欢在那两只镶有白边的金属轮子中间推车行走。他越来越熟悉她那披在身后的、微微起伏的长发，甚至超过了对她的眼睛和嘴唇的熟悉程度。有一次，他对着她波浪一般起伏的长发说：“真希望我是你生命中唯一为你推轮椅的人。”但她只是浅浅一笑，眼里没有任何表示。

6月的时候，她曾为他做过一顿晚餐。她能坐在轮椅上做任何事情，他以为她会引以为豪——可她仅仅把这当作一件理所当然的事，并无自豪感可言，这让他有些失落。他亲手拿起盐瓶，把它放到一块较高的、不常用的碗柜搁板上，然后等着她请求帮助。他不明白自己为什么要这么做，但她的眼神让他意识到，他的恶作剧有多么残酷。为了让她忘掉自己刚才的愚蠢行为，他跟她说起了公园里的那只小白鸟。

“我也看见过那只小白鸟，”她说，“我曾经读过一首诗，诗中的小白鸟经常栖息在一户人家的窗台上，女主人开始拿出食物喂它。很快，女主人便爱上了这只鸟儿，可这场爱恋并不般配。小鸟每天飞到窗前，女主人便每天捧出食物。恋情结束之后，小白鸟一去不复返，可女主人连着几年日复一日地把面包屑放到窗台上，任风把它们吹走。”

7月的时候，他常常带她去划船。最令她尴尬的是，自己只能由查尔斯抱上抱下，她称这个为“货物装卸”。然而，对查尔斯来说，那些时刻好像就是他们户外活动最精彩的部分。在船上她感到很无助，没法四处活动，只能坐在一个地方。而且一旦船翻了，她也不会游泳。查尔斯完全没注意到她的不安；而她发现了他是那么喜欢控制别人。8月初的一天，他邀请她去划船，她拒绝了。




They would, instead, she said, go for a walk in which she would move herself by the strength of her own arms and he would walk beside her.

“Why don’t you just rest your arms and let me push you?”

“No.”

“Your arms will get sore. I’ve been helping you do it for three months now.”

“I wheeled myself for 12 years before you came along.”

“But I don’t like having to walk beside you while you push yourself!”

“Do you think I liked sitting helpless in your boat every weekend for the past two months?”

He never considered this and was shocked into silence. Finally he said quietly, “I never realized that, Amy. You’re in a wheelchair all the time—I never thought you’d mind sitting in the boat. It’s the same thing.”

“It is not the same thing. In this chair, I can move by myself; I can go anywhere I need to go. That boat traps me so I can’t do anything—I couldn’t even save myself if something happened and I fell out.”

“But I’m there. Don’t you think I could save you or help you move or whatever it is you want?”

“Yes, but Charles—the point is I’ve spent 12 years learning to manage by myself. I even live in a city that’s miles from my family so I’ll have to be independent and do things for myself. Being placed in the boat takes all that I’ve won away from me. Can’t you see why I object to it? I don’t want to feel helpless.”




她建议他们出去散步，这样她可以凭自己的手臂力量推动轮椅，他就可以走在她的身边。

“你为什么不让自己的胳膊休息一下，让我来推你呢？”

“不用。”

“你的胳膊会酸的，3个月以来一直是我在推你的呀！”

“可在你出现之前，我推了自己12年。”

“可我不愿让你自己推轮椅，而我只是个旁观者！”

“你以为过去2个月的每个周末，我就喜欢无可奈何地坐在你的船上吗？”

他一时间惊讶得说不出话，因为他从未考虑过这点。最后，他平静地说道：“我从未意识到这一点，艾米。你一直坐在轮椅上——我没想过你会介意我让你坐在船上。我以为这是一码事。”

“这不是一回事。坐在轮椅上，我还能行动自如，想去哪里就能去哪里；而那条船却把我困住了，它让我感到无奈——万一发生了意外，我掉进水里，我甚至都无法自救。”

“可是有我在啊！难道你觉得我救不了你，不能帮你活动或是干你任何想干的事吗？”

“你能。可是，查尔斯——关键是我花了12年的时间才学会自理。我甚至搬到离家几英里远的城市，就是为了让自己独立，一切都由自己动手。把我放在船上等于剥夺了我所获得的一切。难道你不明白我为什么反对你那样做吗？我不想让自己感到无助。”




As they went down the path Charles selfishly only thought of his own needs, finally he lost control and said, “Amy, I need to have you dependent upon me.” He grabbed the wheelchair and pushed her along. She had to let go of the wheels or injure herself. He could not see the anger in her eyes, and it was just as well for it was an anger he would not have understood.

She would not answer her telephone the next morning but in his mail that afternoon came an envelope that he knew had come from Amy. The handwriting was not beautiful, but it was without question hers. Inside was only a card on which she had written:


If you want something badly enough,



You must let it go free.



If it comes back to you,



It’s yours.



If it doesn’t,



You really never had it anyway.



(Anonymous)


He ran out of his apartment, refusing to believe that Amy might no longer be in her home. As he was running towards her apartment, he kept hearing a roar in his ears: “You must let it go free; you must let it go free.”

But he thought: I can’t risk it, she is mine, can’t give her a chance not to belong to me, can’t let her think she doesn’t need me, she must need me. Oh God, I have to have her.

But her apartment was empty. Somehow in the hours overnight, she had packed—by herself—and moved by herself. The rooms were now impersonal; their cold stillness could not respond when he fell to the floor and sobbed.

By the middle of August he had heard nothing from Amy. He went often to the park but avoided looking for the white bird.




他们沿着小路继续往前走着，自私的查尔斯只顾自己的需求，最后他失去了控制，说道：“艾米，我需要你依赖着我。” 他一把抓过轮椅，推着她飞跑起来。无奈，她只好放开轮子，免得伤到自己。他看不到她眼中的愤怒，这样也好，因为那种愤怒不是他所能理解的。

第二天清晨，她没有接他打来的电话。可下午的时候，查尔斯收到的信件中有一封信，他知道那一定是艾米写给自己的。字写得虽不漂亮，但可以肯定那就是她的笔迹。信封里只有一张卡片，上面写着：


如果你渴望爱情，



就必须给它自由。



倘若鸟儿回还，



它就不再飞走。



若它去无影踪，



你从未真正拥有。



（无名氏）


他冲出公寓，不肯相信艾米会搬家。他朝她的公寓狂奔而去，一路上只有一个声音在他耳边萦绕：“给它自由；你必须给它自由！”

可他心想：我不能冒这个险，她是我的，我绝不允许她不再属于我，绝不允许她有不再需要我的想法，她一定需要我。噢，上帝，我必须得到她！

然而，她的公寓早已人去楼空。她一定是在头天夜里花了几个小时收拾好行李——自己动手——然后离开的。此时此刻，房间里再也找不到任何生命的气息。他倒在地板上啜泣，回答他的只有一片阴冷的寂静。

到了8月中旬，他依然没收到艾米的任何消息。他还是常常去公园，但总是刻意地不愿看见那只白色的小鸟。




September came and had almost gone before he finally received a letter. The handwriting was without question hers. The postmark was that of a city many miles distant. He tore open the envelope and at first thought it was empty. Then he noticed a single white feather had fallen from it. In his mind, the white bird rose in flight and its wings let fly one feather. Were it not for the feather, no one would have known that the white bird had ever been. Thus he knew Amy would not be back, and it was many hours before he let the feather drop out of his hand.


















来也匆匆去也匆匆的9月，他终于收到了一封熟悉的来信，毫无疑问，那就是她的笔迹。邮戳表明这封信来自另一个遥远的城市。他撕开信封，最初以为里面什么也没有，后来才发现那根从信封中飘落的洁白羽毛。他的脑海里浮现出那只小白鸟，它展翅高飞，一片羽毛从它的翅膀上飘落。若不是小白鸟离去时留下了这片羽毛，试问有谁会知道它曾经来过呢？于是，他终于明白：艾米再也不会回来了。好几个钟头之后，那根羽毛才从他的手中悄然滑落。










































■ 真爱　True Love


◎
 Julie Parker









An ancient Hebraic text says: “love is as strong as death”. It seems that not everyone experiences this kind of strong love. The increasing poverty, crime and war tells us that the world is in indispensable need of true love. But what is true love?

Love is something we all need. But how do we know when we experience it?

True love is best seen as the devotion and action, not an emotion. Love is not exclusively based how we feel. Certainly our emotions are involved. But they cannot be our only criteria for love. True love is when you care enough about another person that you will lay down your life for them. When this happens, then love truly is as strong as death.

How many of you have a mother, or father, husband or wife, son or daughter or friend who would sacrifice his or her own life on yours? Those of you who truly love your spells but unchildren, would unselfishly lay your life on the line to save them from death? Many people in an emergency room with their loved ones and prayed “please, God, take me instead of them”.




美 丽 语 录

Love is not counting the days but to make every day meaningful.

爱情不是数着日子过去，它让每个日子都变得有意义。




















一篇古代希伯来文说：“爱和死一样强烈”。好像不是每个人都经历过这种强烈的爱。日益增加的贫穷、犯罪和战争告诉我们，这个世界极度需要真爱。 但是，什么又是真爱？

爱是我们都需要的东西，但是，我们怎么知道什么时候经历了爱？

真爱最好被看成奉献和行动，而不是情感。爱不完全基于我们的感觉。当然，我们的情感也参与其中，但是，情感不能成为我们对爱的唯一标准。真爱是当你足够关心在乎另一个人，你愿意为他们放弃自己的生命。当这一切发生时，那么爱的确是和死亡一样强烈。

你们当中有多少人的父亲或母亲、丈夫或妻子、儿女或朋友愿意为你牺牲自己的生命？你们当中谁愿意无私地放弃生命来拯救你真正爱着的配偶和孩子，拯救他们脱离死亡？许多人在急救室为他们所爱的人祈祷：“上帝，请让我来代替他们”。




Find true love and be a true lover as well. May you find a love which is not only strong as death, but to leave to a truly for feeling life.


















找到真爱，并成为一个真正的爱人。祝愿你找到一种爱——不仅和死亡一样强烈，而且让你真正地感受生命。


















Chapter 6　Love Grows in Our Hearts　爱是最美的拥有

















I’d rather hold you for a minute than live the rest of life knowing I never could.









我宁愿牵着你的手，走过最后一分钟，也不愿在没有你的世界虚度此生。





























■ 幸福之道　The Road to Happiness


◎
 Bertrand Russell








It is a commonplace among moralists that you cannot get happiness by pursuing it. This is only true if you pursue it unwisely. Gamblers at Monte Carlo are pursuing money, and most of them lose it instead, but there are other ways of pursuing money, which often succeed. So it is with happiness. If you pursue it by means of drink, you are forgetting the hang-over. Epicurus pursued it by living only in congenial society and eating only dry bread, supplemented by a little cheese on feast days. His method proved successful in his case, but he was a valetudinarian[95]

 , and most people would need something more vigorous. For most people, the pursuit of happiness, unless supplemented in various ways, is too abstract and theoretical to be adequate as a personal rule of life. But I think that whatever personal rule of life you may choose it should not, except in rare and heroic cases, be incompatible with happiness.

There are a great many people who have all the material conditions of happiness, i.e. health and a sufficient income, and who, nevertheless, are profoundly unhappy. In such cases it would seem as if the fault must lie with a wrong theory as to how to live. In one sense, we may say that any theory as to how to live is wrong. We imagine ourselves more different from the animals than we are. Animals live on impulse, and are happy as long as external conditions are favorable. If you have a cat it will enjoy life if it has food and warmth and opportunities for an occasional night on the tiles. Your needs are more complex than those of your cat, but they still have their basis in instinct. In civilized societies, especially in English-speaking societies, this is too apt to be forgotten. People propose to themselves some one paramount objective, and restrain all impulses that do not minister to it. A businessman may be so anxious to grow rich that to this end he sacrifices health and private affections. When at last he has become rich, no pleasure remains to him except harrying other people by exhortations[96]

 to imitate his noble example. Many rich ladies, although nature has not endowed them with any spontaneous pleasure in literature or art, decide to be thought cultured, and spend boring hours learning the right thing to say about fashionable new books that are written to give delight, not to afford opportunities for dusty snobbism.




美 丽 语 录

Remember that happiness is a way of travel, not a destination.

记住幸福是行进中的旅程，而不是目的地。

















道德家们常说：幸福是不可追求的。其实，只有用不明智的方式追求才会如此。蒙特卡洛城的赌徒们追求的是金钱，但多数人却把钱输光了；而另外一些追求金钱的方法却常常能够成功。追求幸福也是如此。如果你通过豪饮来追求幸福，那你便忘记了醉酒之后的不适。埃毕丘鲁斯追求幸福的方法就是和意气相投的人住在一起，只吃不涂黄油的面包，只在节日时才涂上一点奶酪。对他来说，他的方法是成功的。可不幸的是，他体弱多病，而大多数人需要的是精力充沛。对多数人来说，除非你有别的补充方法，否则这种追求幸福的方式太过抽象和脱离实际，不太适合作为个人的生活准则。不过，在我看来，无论你选择何种生活准则，除了一些少数的英雄人物的例子，都必须和幸福相容。

很多人拥有获得幸福的所有条件，如健康的体魄和充足的收入，可他们却非常不快乐。这种情况下，似乎是生活的理论出错了。从某种意义上来讲，我们可以说，所有关于生活的理论都是错误的。我们总以为我们和动物之间的区别很大。动物仰仗冲动而活，只要客观条件有利，它们就会快乐。如果你养了一只猫，它只要有东西可吃、感觉到温暖，偶尔还能在晚上的时候去寻欢，它就会很快乐。你的需求比猫的要来得复杂些，但它们仍然是以本能为基础的。在文明社会中，特别是在讲英语的国家，这一点很容易被遗忘。人们为自己制订了一个最高目标，尽力克制不利于实现这个目标的所有冲动。商人可能因为想要发财而最终失去健康和爱情。当他最终成为富翁时，除了苦心劝导别人效仿自己而让别人感到心烦，他并没有得到快乐。那些有钱的贵妇，即便她们天生没有欣赏文学和艺术的细胞，她们也执意要让别人觉得自己很有教养，花费大量的时间学习如何谈论流行的新书。这些书是为了给人以快乐而写的，而不是为人们提供一个附庸风雅的机会。




If you look around at the men and women whom you can call happy, you will see that they all have certain things in common. The most important of these things is an activity which at most gradually builds up something that you are glad to see coming into existence. Women who take an instinctive pleasure in their children can get this kind of satisfaction out of bringing up a family. Artists and authors and men of science get happiness in this way if their own work seems good to them. But there are many humbler forms of the same kind of pleasure. Many men who spend their working life in the city devote their weekends to voluntary and unremunerated toil in their gardens, and when the spring comes, they experience all the joys of having created beauty.




如果你仔细观察身边那些你认为幸福的男男女女，你会发现他们身上有着某些共同点，其中最重要的一点就是：追求幸福本身。在大多数情况下，它本身就是一个很有趣的活动，并能逐渐地让你的愿望得以实现。生性喜欢孩子的妇女可以从养育孩子的过程中得到满足。艺术家、作家和科学家如果对自己的工作感到满意，他们也可以用同样的方式获得幸福。不过，也有一些较低层次的快乐。许多在大城市工作的人们，周末时也愿意在自家花园里进行一些无偿的劳作，等到春天时，他们就可以尽情享受亲自创造的美景所带来的快乐。




The whole subject of happiness has, in my opinion, been treated too solemnly. It had been thought that man cannot be happy without a theory of life or a religion. Perhaps those who have been rendered unhappy by a bad theory may need a better theory to help them to recovery, just as you may need a tonic when you have been ill. But when things are normal a man should be healthy without a tonic and happy without a theory. It is the simple things that really matter. If a man delights in his wife and children, has success in work, and finds pleasure in the alternation of day and night, spring and autumn, he will be happy whatever his philosophy may be. If, on the other hand, he finds his wife fateful, his children’s noise unendurable, and the office a nightmare; if in the daytime he longs for night, and at night sighs for the light of day, then what he needs is not a new philosophy but a new regimen—a different diet, or more exercise, or what not.

Man is an animal, and his happiness depends on his physiology more than he likes to think. This is a humble conclusion, but I cannot make myself disbelieve it. Unhappy businessmen, I am convinced, would increase their happiness more by walking six miles every day than by any conceivable change of philosophy.


















在我看来，关于幸福的整个话题都被过于严肃地对待了。过去，人们一直觉得，没有生活理论和宗教信仰的人是不会幸福的。也许那些因为生活理论不好而导致不快乐的人，需要一种较好的理论让他们重新快乐起来，就像你生病之后需要补药来帮助恢复一样。但是，正常情况下，一个人不吃补药也应当是健康的，没有理论也应当是幸福的。真正起作用的是一些简单的事情。如果一个男人喜爱他的妻儿，事业有成，而且不论白天黑夜、春去秋来，总是很快活；那么，不管他的生活理论是什么，他都是幸福的。相反，如果他讨厌自己的妻子，忍受不了孩子的吵闹，并且讨厌上班；如果他白天时盼望夜晚，而到了晚上又渴望天明，那么他需要的就不是理论，而是一种新的生活——改变饮食习惯，多锻炼自己等。

人类也是动物，人的幸福更多时候取决于其生理状况而非思想状况。虽然这是一个庸俗的结论，但我对此深信不疑。我相信，不幸福的商人与其寻找其他理论让自己幸福，倒不如每天步行6公里，也许后者更有效。










































■ 蝶吻　Butterfly Kisses


◎
 Ronit Baras









My newlywed husband said the same thing every morning, “You’re beautiful today.”

One glance in the mirror revealed[97]

 that it was far from the truth.

A skinny girl with mashed hair on one side of her head and no makeup smiled back at me. I could feel my sticky morning breath.

“Liar,” I shot back with a grin.

It was my usual response. My mother’s first husband was not a kind man and his verbal[98]

 and physical abuse forced her and her two children to find a safe place. He showed up on her doorstep one day with roses. She let him in and he beat her with those roses and took advantage of her. Nine months later she gave birth to a 9 lb. 13 oz. baby girl—me.

The harsh words we heard growing up took root. I had trouble seeing myself as someone of value. I had been married two years when I surprised myself. My husband wrapped his arms around me and told me I was beautiful.




美 丽 语 录

When I wake up every morning, the greatest joy is gazing upon you and sunshine, that is the future I desire.

每天早上醒来，最大的愉悦就是看到你和阳光都在，这就是我想要的未来。

















我的新婚丈夫每天早晨都会对我说同样的话：“你今天真美！”

我只要往镜子里一瞥，就知道他说的根本不是事实。

镜子里有一个瘦瘦的、没化妆的女孩，她那乱乱的头发倒向一边，正微笑地望着我。我还能感觉到早晨起来时嘴里那股难闻的气味。

“撒谎。”我咧嘴笑着答道。

我总是这样回敬我的丈夫。我母亲的第一个丈夫不是一个善良的男人，他粗暴的言语攻击和身体虐待迫使我母亲带着两个孩子去寻找一个安全的地方。有一天，他出现在我母亲的门前，手捧着一束玫瑰花。她让他进了门，他却用那些玫瑰花打了她，还强行占了她的便宜。于是，9个月后，她生下了一个9磅13盎司重的女孩——就是我。

成长过程中，我所听到的那些刺耳的话语深深地埋藏在我心中。我无法将自己看成一个有价值的人。可结婚两年后，我简直惊呆了，因为我的丈夫双手拥着我，告诉我我是美丽的。




“Thank you,” I said.

The same thin girl with the mousy brown hair still stared back at me in the mirror, but somehow the words had finally blossomed in my heart.

A lot of years have passed. My husband has grey in his hair. I’m no longer skinny. Last week I woke up and my husband’s face was inches from mine.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

I covered my mouth, trying to hide my morning breath. He reached down and kissed my face.

“What I do every morning,” he said.

He leaves in the early hours of the morning while I sleep. I miss our morning conversations, but I had not realized that he continued to tell me that he loved me even while I slept. When he left, I rolled over and hugged my pillow. I envisioned the picture of me lightly snoring with my mouth open and giggled.

What a man! My husband understands my past. He’s been beside me as I’ve grown from an unsure young girl to a confident woman, mother, speaker and author.

But I’m not sure that he understands the part he played in that transition[99]

 . The words I heard growing up pierced my soul, yet his words pierced even deeper.

This Anniversary Day I plan to wake early. I want to tell Richard how much I love him. He may look in the mirror and see an extra pound or two, or wish for the day when his hair was dark and curly, but all I’ll see is the man who saw something in me when I couldn’t see it myself, and who leaves butterfly kisses, even after twenty-three years of marriage.














“谢谢。”我说。

镜子里，同样瘦弱、一头灰褐色头发的女人正盯着我，可那温柔的话语终于让我心花怒放。

许多年过去了。我的丈夫已经长出了灰白色的头发，我也不再骨瘦如柴。上周的一天早晨，我醒来时，发现丈夫的脸离我只有几英寸的距离。

“你在干什么？”我问。

我掩住了自己的嘴，免得让他闻到嘴里的味道。他俯身过来，亲吻了我的脸。

“做我每天早晨做的事啊！”他说。

他总是在清晨时就得出门，那时我还在睡觉。我很想念我们之间久违的晨间对话，可我还未意识到他一直在告诉我他爱我，即使在我熟睡的时候。他离开后，我便会转个身，抱着一个枕头。我想象着自己睡觉时打鼾、嘴巴微张的样子，不禁笑出了声。

他就是这样一个男人！我的丈夫知道我的过去。在我从一个不自信的年轻女子变成一个成熟自信的女人、母亲、演讲者和作家的过程中，他一直在我身边。

可我不确定他是否明白在这个转变过程中他所扮演的角色。伴我长大的话语曾那样刺痛我的灵魂，然而，他的话语更是深深地感动了我的灵魂。

今天是结婚周年纪念日，我决定早点起来。我想告诉理查德我有多爱他。照镜子时，他也许会发现自己又发福了，或者期盼着有一天他的头发又变得乌黑鬈曲。可是，在我眼中他是这样一个男人：是他发现了我身上的那些东西，而我未能发现；即便是在结婚23年后，他还是天天给我留下蝶吻。






































■ 罗素论爱　Russell on Affection


◎
 Russell









The best type of affection is reciprocally[100]

 life-giving; each receives affection with joy and gives it without effort, and each finds the whole world more interesting in consequence of the existence of this reciprocal happiness. There is, however, another kind, by no means uncommon, in which one person sucks the vitality of the other, one receives what the other gives, but gives almost nothing in return.

Some very vital people belong to this bloodsucking type. They extract the vitality from one victim after another, but while they prosper and grow interesting, those upon whom they live grow pale and dim[101]

 and dull. Such people use others as means to their own ends, and never consider them as ends in themselves. Fundamentally[102]

 they are not interested in those whom for the moment they think they love; they are interested only in the stimulus to their own activities, perhaps of a quite impersonal sort.

Evidently this springs from some defect in their nature, but it is one not altogether easy either to diagnose or to cure. It is a characteristic frequently associated with great ambition, and is rooted, I should say, in an unduly one-sided view of what makes human happiness. Affection in the sense of a genuine reciprocal interest of two persons in each other, not solely as means to each other’s good, but rather as a combination having a common good, is one of the most important elements of real happiness, and the man whose ego is so enclosed within steel walls that this enlargement of it is impossible misses the best that life has to offer, however successful he may be in his career. A too powerful ego is a prison from which a man must escape if he is to enjoy the world to the full. A capacity for genuine affection is one of the marks of the man who has escaped from this prison of self. To receive affection is by no means enough; affection which is received should liberate the affection which is to be given, and only where both exist in equal measure does affection achieve its best possibilities.




美 丽 语 录

Don’t promise me forever, just love me day by day.

不必承诺永远，只要爱我一天又一天。

















最好的那种爱是能让彼此愉快的爱；彼此很愉快地接受，很自然地给予，并且因为有了这种互利互惠的快乐，彼此都觉得这个世界变得更加有趣。然而，还有一种并不罕见的爱，那就是一方吸收着另一方的活力，接受着另一方的给予，而对另一方却毫无回报。

那些生命力极其旺盛的人就属于这吸血的一类。他们把一个又一个受害者的活力吸尽，然而，当他们越发生机勃勃、兴致盎然的时候，那些受害者却变得越来越苍白、黯淡和迟钝。这些人将他人当成自己实现最终目标的工具，却从不考虑他人也有自己的目标。他们一时以为自己很爱那些人，但其实他们根本就对那些人不感兴趣；他们感兴趣的是给自己的活动添加的刺激，而他们的活动可能也是属于毫无人情味可言的。

显然，这种情况源于他们本性上的某种缺陷，但这种缺陷不容易诊断或治愈。它往往和野心有关，我必须说，同时也是由于总是不恰当地从单方面考虑世间幸福的缘故。两个人相互关心意义上的爱，不仅是促进彼此幸福的手段，还是促进共同幸福的手段，是影响真正幸福的最重要因素之一。凡是把自己禁锢起来的人，无论他在事业上取得了多大的成功，他都必将错失人生中最好的东西。太强的自我就如一座监狱，如果你想充分地享受人生，那就必须先从那座监狱中逃脱。仅仅接受爱是远远不够的；接受的爱应该是能激发你也献出自己的爱，只有接受的爱和释放的爱等量存在时，爱才能达到它的最佳状态。
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■ 追忆似水年华　Hanover Square


◎
 Marcel Proust












Can it really be sixty-two years ago that I first saw you?

It is truly a lifetime, I know. But as I gaze into your eyes now, it seems like only yesterday that I first saw you, in that small café in Hanover Square.

From the moment I saw you smile, as you opened the door for that young mother and her newborn baby. I knew. I knew that I wanted to share the rest of my life with you.

I still think of how foolish I must have looked, as I gazed at you, that first time. I remember watching you intently, as you took off your hat and loosely shook your short dark hair with your fingers. I felt myself becoming immersed[103]

 in your every detail, as you placed your hat on the table and cupped your hands around the hot cup of tea, gently blowing the steam away with your pouted lips.

From that moment, everything seemed to make perfect sense to me. The people in the café and the busy street outside all disappeared into a hazy blur. All I could see was you.




美 丽 语 录

I enjoy every second of my life because you’re in it.

我珍惜生命中的每一秒，因为你在里面。





















难道我们的初次相遇，真的发生在62年前吗？

我知道，年华似水，转眼间已是一生。如今，我望着你的眼睛时，当年的初次相遇——就在汉诺广场的那间小咖啡屋里——仿若昨日。

从我见到你迷人微笑的那一刻起——那一刻你正在为一位年轻母亲和她的小宝宝开门。那一刻我就知道，我想与你共度余生。

现在我还会想起来，第一次我那样盯着你时，样子看起来一定很傻。我就那样目不转睛地看着你；我的目光追随你脱下小黑帽，用手指轻轻拨弄你的黑色短发；追随你把帽子放在桌前，双手举起热气腾腾的茶杯，用你那樱桃小嘴轻轻吹走飘腾的热气。我发觉自己早已被你温柔的举止融化了。

从那一刻起，一切的意义都鲜明起来。小咖啡屋里的人和屋外繁忙的街道都变得模糊了，我能看到的，只有你。

光阴似箭，可那天的情景不断地在我的记忆里重演，历历在目。多少次我重新坐下，不断追忆着那天的一切，不断回味着那些稍纵即逝的瞬间，重新体味一见钟情的美丽。消逝的岁月没有把我的爱恋感觉带走，这些感觉会永远陪伴着我，安抚我那短暂的余生。




All through my life I have relived that very first day. Many, many times I have sat and thought about that the first day, and how for a few fleeting moments I am there, feeling again what is like to know true love for the very first time. It pleases me that I can still have those feelings now after all those years, and I know I will always have them to comfort me.

Not even as I shook and trembled uncontrollably in the trenches, did I forget your face. I would sit huddled into the wet mud, terrified, as the hails of bullets and mortars crashed down around me. I would clutch my rifle[104]

 tightly to my heart, and think again of that very first day we met. I would cry out in fear, as the noise of war beat down around me. But, as I thought of you and saw you smiling back at me, everything around me would be become silent, and I would be with you again for a few precious moments, far from the death and destruction. It would not be until I opened my eyes once again, that I would see and hear the carnage of the war around me.

I cannot tell you how strong my love for you was back then, when I returned to you on leave in the September, feeling battered, bruised and fragile. We held each other so tight I thought we would burst. I asked you to marry me the very same day and I whooped with joy when you looked deep into my eyes and said “yes” to being my bride.

I’m looking at our wedding photo now, the one on our dressing table, next to your jeweler box. I think of how young and innocent we were back then. I remember being on the church steps grinning like a Cheshire cat, when you said how dashing and handsome I looked in my uniform. The photo is old and faded now, but when I look at it, I only see the bright vibrant[105]

 colors of our youth. I can still remember every detail of the pretty wedding dress your mother made for you, with its fine delicate lace and pretty pearls. If I concentrate hard enough, I can smell the sweetness of your wedding bouquet as you held it so proudly for everyone to see.




即使当我在战壕中控制不住地颤抖时，我也不曾忘却你的容颜。我蜷缩在烂泥中，身边是枪林弹雨，硝烟弥漫，我把步枪紧紧地揣在胸前，尽管一颗心惶恐不安，我还是想起了我们初次相遇的那一天。身旁战火呼啸，恐惧让我想要大声呼叫。然而，我想起了你，仿佛看见你在朝我微笑着。这时，周围忽然安静了下来，在这珍贵的瞬间，我觉得自己就在你的身边，远离那些死亡和恐惧。我拼命想要留住这份美好。然而，当我睁开眼时，身旁却依旧是那个血与火的生死战场。

9月休假回到你身边时，疲惫、脆弱的我没能告诉你在战火纷飞时我对你的爱有多深。我们紧紧地拥抱在一起，仿佛要把对方挤碎。也就在那天，我向你求婚了。当你深深地凝望着我的眼睛，说着“我愿意”时，我欣喜地大喊大叫着。

现在我正看着我们的结婚照，就是放在梳妆台上的那张，就在你的首饰盒旁。那时的我们是那样的年轻、天真。我还记得，当你说我穿西装很帅气的时候，我站在教堂的台阶上，开心得就像一只露出牙齿嬉笑的猫。如今，照片已经旧得泛黄了，可当我看见它时，我看到的只是色彩斑斓的青春。至今我还清晰地记得你母亲亲手为你缝制的那件婚纱，那些精致的蕾丝花边和漂亮的珍珠配饰。如果我能专心致志地回想，我还能闻到婚礼捧花的甜香。你是那么自豪地捧着那束花，让每个人都能亲眼见证你的幸福。




I remember being so over enjoyed, when a year later, you gently held my hand to your waist and whispered in my ear that we were going to be a family.

I know both our children love you dearly; they are outside the door now, waiting.

Do you remember how I panicked like a mad man when Jonathon was born? I can still picture you laughing and smiling at me now, as I clumsily held him for the very first time in my arms. I watched as your laughter faded into tears, as I stared at him and cried my own tears of joy.

Sarah and Tom arrived this morning with little Tessie. Can you remember how we both hugged each other tightly when we saw our tiny granddaughter for the first time? I can’t believe she will be eight next month. I am trying not to cry, my love, as I tell you how beautiful she looks today in her pretty dress and red shiny shoes, she reminds me so much of you that first day we met. She had her hair cut short now, just like yours was all those years ago. When I met her at the door her smile wrapped around me like a warm glove, just like yours used to do, my darling.

I know you are tired, my dear, and I must let you go. But I love you so much and it hurts to do so.

As we grew old together, I would tease you that you had not changed since we first met. But it is true, my darling. I do not see the wrinkles and grey hair that other people see. When I look at you now, I only see your sweet tender lips and youthful sparkling eyes as we sat and had out first picnic next to that small stream, and chased each other around that big old oak tree. I remember wishing those first few days together would last forever. Do you remember how exciting and wonderful those days were?




一年后，你轻轻地把我的手放到你的腹前，并在我的耳边悄悄告诉我那个让我欣喜若狂的好消息：我们就快有宝宝啦！

我知道我们的孩子都深深地爱着你，他们现在就等候在门外。

你还记得乔纳森出生那天，我手足无措的慌张样子吗？当我第一次笨拙地把他抱在怀里时，你冲着我微笑，至今我还记得你笑话我的样子。我看着他，我们都不由自主地流下了喜悦的泪水。

今天早晨，撒拉和汤姆带着小缇西也赶到了。你还记得吗？当我们第一次见到这个可爱的小孙女时，我们紧紧地拥抱在一起。简直不敢相信，她下个月就8岁了。亲爱的，我正强忍着眼泪告诉你，小家伙今天穿着漂亮的裙子、闪亮的红鞋，她让我立刻想起当年初次相遇时的你。现在，小家伙还剪了短发，像极了多年前的你。亲爱的，当我在门口看到她的时候，她的笑容就像一幅温暖的手套将我裹住，这竟然也和年轻时的你一样。

亲爱的，我知道你累了，我必须放手让你离开。然而，我有多爱你，就有多心痛。

这些年，我们携手一起变老，我总是逗你，说你一点都没变，还和当初第一次见面时一模一样。可这些都是真的，亲爱的。我真的看不到他人眼里的皱纹和灰发。现在，当我看着你，我也只能看到红嫩温柔的双唇和年轻有神的眼神，就和我们第一次在小溪边野餐、在巨大的老橡树旁追逐嬉戏时一样。我记得，我们曾期盼，那些刚开始时一起度过的时光能够永不消逝。你还记得那些日子是多么美好、多么令人激动吗？




I must go now, my darling. Our children are waiting outside. They want to say goodbye to you.

I wipe the tears away from my eyes and bend my frail old legs down to the floor, so that I can kneel beside you. I lean close to you and take hold of your hand and kiss your tender lips for the very last time.

Sleep peacefully, my dear.

I am sad that you had to leave me, but please don’t worry. I am content, knowing I will be with you soon. I am too old and too empty now to live much longer without you.

I know it won’t be long before we meet again in the small café in Hanover Square.

Goodbye, my darling wife.


















亲爱的，我该走了。我们的孩子就在外面等着。他们想和你说声再见。

我拭去眼角的泪，跪在你的身边，轻轻地靠近你，握住你的双手，最后一次吻你。

亲爱的，安心地睡吧！

分离让我心碎。但是，不要担心，不久之后我们就能重逢，这让我心满意足。如今，我已然老去，世间已没有那个与我生活一生的你，变得如此空洞、毫无意义。

我知道，很快，我们就能在汉诺威广场的那间小咖啡屋里重逢。

再见了，我的爱妻。










































■ 迟到的情书　The Love Letter


◎
 Any Joystiq












I was always a little in awe of Great-aunt Stephina Roos. Indeed, as children we were all frankly terrified of her. The fact that she did not live with the family, preferring her tiny cottage and solitude[106]

 to the comfortable but rather noisy household where we were brought up—added to the respectful fear in which she was held.

We used to take it in turn to carry small delicacies[107]

 which my mother had made down from the big house to the little cottage where Aunt Stephia and an old colored maid spent their days. Old Tnate Sanna would open the door to the rather frightened little messenger and would usher him—or her—into the dark voor-kamer, where the shutters were always closed to keep out the heat and the flies. There we would wait, in trembling but not altogether unpleasant.

She was a tiny little woman to inspire so much veneration. She was always dressed in black, and her dark clothes melted into the shadows of the voor-kamer and made her look smaller than ever. But you felt the moment she entered that something vital and strong and somehow indestructible had come in with her, although she moved slowly, and her voice was sweet and soft.




美 丽 语 录

Life has taught us that love does not consist in gazing at each other but in looking outward together in the same direction.

生活告诉我们，爱不在于朝夕相伴，而应能风雨同舟。

















我对斯蒂菲娜老姑总是怀着些许敬畏之情。说实话，我们几个孩子都很怕她。她不和家人住在一起，她宁愿住在她的小屋里，也不愿住在舒适、热闹的家里——我们都是在家里长大的——这更加重了我们对她的敬畏之情。

我们经常轮流从我们住的大房子里带些母亲亲手为她做的可口食物到那间小屋去，她和一名黑人女仆就住在那儿。桑娜老姨会为每一个上门的胆小的小使者开门，将他——或她——领进昏暗的客厅。那里的百叶窗总是关着的，以防热气和苍蝇跑进来。我们总是在那里颤抖着、但又不是完全不高兴地等待着斯蒂菲娜老姑。

虽然她身材纤细，但赢得了我们如此的尊敬。她总是穿着黑衣服，暗色的衣服和客厅里的暗影融为一体，把她的身材衬得更加娇小。但她进门的那一刻，我们立即就能感到一种莫名的、充满活力和刚毅的气息，尽管她的步调缓慢，声音甜美轻柔。




She never embraced us. She would greet us and take out hot little hands in her own beautiful cool one, with blue veins standing out on the back of it, as though the white skin were almost too delicate to contain them.

Tante Sanna would bring in dishes of sweet, sweet, sticky candy, or a great bowl of grapes or peaches, and Great-aunt Stephina would converse gravely about happenings on the farm, and, more rarely, of the outer world.

When we had finished our sweetmeats or fruit she would accompany us to the stoep, bidding us thank our mother for her gift and sending quaint[108]

 , old-fashioned messages to her and the Father. Then she would turn and enter the house, closing the door behind, so that it became once more a place of mystery.

As I grew older I found, rather to my surprise, that I had become genuinely fond of my aloof old great-aunt. But to this day I do not know what strange impulse made me take George to see her and to tell her, before I had confided in another living soul, of our engagement. To my astonishment, she was delighted.

“An Englishman,” she exclaimed. “But that is splendid, splendid. And you,” she turned to George, “you are making your home in this country? You do not intend to return to England just yet?”

She seemed relieved when she heard that George had bought a farm near our own farm and intended to settle in South Africa. She became quite animated, and chattered away to him.

After that I would often slip away to the little cottage by the mealie lands. Once she was somewhat disappointed on hearing that we had decided to wait for two years before getting married, but when she learned that my father and mother were both pleased with the match she seemed reassured.




她从来不拥抱我们，但她会和我们寒暄，用她那双漂亮却冷冰冰的手握住我们热乎乎的小手。她的手背上有一些青筋，好像手上白嫩的皮肤细薄得遮不住它们似的。

桑娜老姨每次都会端出几碟黏乎乎的糖果，或者一碗葡萄或桃子给我们吃。斯蒂菲娜老姑则一本正经地说着那些发生在农场里的事，偶尔也谈些外面世界发生的事。

等我们吃完糖果或水果后，她会送我们到屋前的门廊，并且叮嘱我们要代她感谢母亲给她送食物，还要我们给父母带去一些奇怪的老式祝愿。接着她就转身回屋，随手关上门，让那里再次成为神秘世界。

等我慢慢长大后，我惊奇地发现，我打心眼里开始喜欢我那位孤伶伶的老姑了。至今我仍不知道，是什么样的奇异动力，让我在还没告诉别人之前就把乔治领去看望老姑，并告诉她我们已经订婚的消息。让我感到意外的是，她听到这个消息后，竟非常高兴。

“是英国人！”她大声喊道，“太好了，真的太好了。你，”她转向乔治，“你要在这儿定居吗？你还不打算回国吧？”

当她听说乔治已经买下我们农场附近的一片农场，并打算在南非定居下来时，她好像松了一口气，接着开始兴致勃勃地和乔治攀谈起来。

从此以后，我便成了玉米地边那间小屋的常客。有一次，当她听说我们决定再过两年结婚时，脸上露出了失望的表情，但一听说我的父母都很满意这门亲事时，她就放心了。




Still, she often appeared anxious about my love affair, and would ask questions that seemed to me strange, almost as though she feared that something would happen to destroy my romance. But I was quite unprepared for her outburst when I mentioned that George thought of paying a lightning visit to England before we were married.“He must not do it,” she cried.“Ina, you must not let him go. Promise me you will prevent him.” she was trembling all over. I did what I could to console her, but she looked so tired and pale that I persuaded her to go to her room and rest, promising to return the next day.

When I arrived I found her sitting on the stoep. She looked lonely and pathetic, and for the first time I wondered why no man had ever taken her and looked after her and loved her. Mother had told me that Great-aunt Stephina had been lovely as a young girl, and although no trace of that beauty remained, except perhaps in her brown eyes, yet she looked so small and appealing that any man, one felt, would have wanted to protect her.

She paused, as though she did not quite know how to begin.

Then she seemed to give herself, mentally, a little shake. “You must have wondered,” she said, “Why I was so upset at the thought of young George’s going to England without you. I am an old woman, and perhaps I have the silly fancies of the old, but I should like to tell you my own love story, and then you can decide whether it is wise for your man to leave you before you are married.”

“I was quite a young girl when I first met Richard Weston. He was an Englishman who boarded with the Van Rensburgs on the next farm, four or five miles from us. Richard was not strong. He had a weak chest, and the doctors had sent him to South Africa so that the dry air could cure him. He taught the Van Rensburg children, who were younger than I was, though we often played together, but he did this for pleasure and not because he needed money.




但她还是经常把我的婚姻大事挂在嘴边，还常常问一些对我而言很奇怪的问题，就好像深怕我的婚事会告吹一样。当我提到乔治打算在结婚之前回国一趟时，她竟激动起来，这完全出乎我的意料。只见她大声嚷道：“他不能回去！爱娜！你不能放他走，你得答应我不放他走！”她整个人都在颤抖。我尽力安慰她，但她还是显得疲乏苍白。我只好劝她回屋休息，并答应第二天再来看她。

当我第二天去看她的时候，她正坐在屋前的门廊上。她看上去很孤单、很可怜。我第一次感到纳闷：以前怎么没人娶她、照顾她、疼爱她呢？记得母亲曾经说过，斯蒂菲娜老姑曾是一个楚楚动人的年轻姑娘，尽管她的美貌早已消逝不见，除了那双褐色眼睛还残留着些许昔日的风韵。不过，她看上去还是那样娇小玲珑、惹人爱怜，让男人们忍不住想要保护她。

她欲言又止，好像不知该从何说起。

接着，她仿佛振作了起来，颤抖着说道：“听你说乔治要回国，却不带着你，我心里非常不安。你肯定很想知道原因吧！我是一个老太婆了，但我大概还怀着老人的那颗痴心。不过，我想把我的爱情故事讲给你听，这样，你就能明白该不该在结婚之前让你的未婚夫离开你。”

“我第一次遇见理查德·威斯顿时，还是一个很年轻的姑娘。他是英国人，寄宿在范·伦斯堡家里，离我家四五英里远的一个农场上。他身体不好，胸闷气短。医生让他去南非，利用干燥的气候来治病。他给伦斯堡的孩子们上课，那些孩子的年纪都比我小。尽管我们经常玩在一起，但理查德是以教书为乐，而不是为了赚钱。”




“We loved one another from the first moment we met, though we did not speak of our love until the evening of my eighteenth birthday. All our friends and relatives had come to my party, and in the evening we danced on the big old carpet which we had laid down in the barn. Richard had come with the Van Rensburgs, and we danced together as often as we dared, which was not very often, for my father hated the Uitlanders. Indeed, for a time he had quarreled with Mynheer Van Rensburg for allowing Richard to board with him, but afterwards he got used to the idea, and was always polite to the Englishman, though he never liked him.

“That was the happiest birthday of my life, for while we were resting between dances Richard took me outside into the cool, moonlit night, and there, under the stars, he told me he loved me and asked me to marry him. Of course I promised I would, for I was too happy to think of what my parents would say, or indeed of anything except Richard was not at our meeting place as he had arranged. I was disappointed but not alarmed, for so many things could happen to either of us to prevent out keeping our tryst. I thought that next time we visited the Van Ransburgs, I should hear what had kept him and we could plan further meetings ...

“So when my father asked if I would drive with him to Driefontein I was delighted. But when we reached the homestead and were sitting on the stoep drinking our coffee, we heard that Richard had left quite suddenly and had gone back to England. His father had died, and now he was the heir and must go back to look after his estates.




“我和理查德是一见钟情，尽管直到我18岁生日那晚，我们才表示对彼此的爱慕之情。那天，我们的所有亲友都来参加我的生日舞会。那晚，理查德也同伦斯堡先生来了，我们就在仓房里铺上一条宽大的旧毛毯，翩翩起舞。我和他鼓起勇气一起跳了好多次，可其实也没多少次，因为我父亲很讨厌外国人。有一次，他还抱怨说伦斯堡先生不应该让理查德住在他家里，为此还吵了一架，不过他后来也习惯了。虽说一直不喜欢，但他对这个英国人还是以礼相待。

“那是我一生中最快乐的一个生日，因为在跳舞间歇时，理查德把我带到室外；沐浴着清凉的月光，在点点繁星之下，他对我倾诉爱慕之情，并向我求婚。我二话没说就答应了他的请求，因为我早已心花怒放，甚至来不及考虑父母会说些什么。有一次约会，理查德没有出现在约定地点。我很失落，但没有觉得奇怪，因为我们的约会经常会被许多事情耽搁。我想下一次我们拜访伦斯堡家时，我就能知道他失约的原因，这样我们就能安排接下来的约会了……

“所以，当我的父亲叫我开车送他去德里方丹时，我高兴极了。可当我们到达伦斯堡家的农场，坐在他们屋前的门廊上喝咖啡时，却听说理查德已经不辞而别，回英国去了。他的父亲去世了，他是继承人，所以必须回国处理那些遗产。

“我已经记不清那天的情形了，只记得那天的阳光显得暗淡，田野也不再美丽、不再充满海誓山盟，萧瑟凄凉得如同冬日或大旱时期。那天下午晚些时候，霍但托特族的小牧童詹杰交给我一封信，他说是那位英国先生留给我的。这是我收到的唯一一封情书，可它把我的忧伤一扫而光，让我的心平静下来，可以说是一种类似幸福的平静。我知道理查德还爱着我，不知道为什么，自从我收到他的信之后，我觉得我们不会真正分手，即使他身在英国，而我却只能待在这里。这封信我保留至今，虽然我已是一个年老体衰的老太婆，但它仍旧能给我带来勇气和希望。”




“I do not remember very much more about that day, except that the sun seemed to have stopped shining and the country no longer looked beautiful and full of promise, but bleak and desolate as it sometimes does in winter or in times of drought. Late that afternoon, Jantje, the little Hottentot herd boy, came up to me and handed me a letter, which he said the English baas had left for me. It was the only love letter I ever received, but it turned all my bitterness and grief into a peacefulness which was the nearest I could get, then, to happiness. I knew Richard still loved me, and somehow, as long as I had his letter, I felt that we could never be really parted, even if he were in England and I had to remain on the farm. I have it yet, and though I am an old, tired woman, it still gives me hope and courage.”

“I must have been a wonderful letter, Aunt Stephia,” I said.

The old lady came back from her dreams of that far-off romance. “Perhaps,” she said, hesitating a little, “perhaps, my dear, you would care to read it?”

“I should love to, Aunt Stephia,” I said gently.

She rose at once and tripped into the house as eagerly as a young girl. When she came back she handed me a letter, faded and yellow with age, the edges of the envelope worn and frayed as though it had been much handled. But when I came to open it I found that the seal was unbroken.

“Open it, open it,” said Great-aunt Stephia, and her voice was shaking.

I broke the seal and read.

It was not a love letter in the true sense of the word, but pages of the minutest directions of how “my sweetest Phina” was to elude her father’s vigilance, creep down to the drift at night and there meet Jantje with a horse which would take her to Smitsdorp. There she was to go to “my true friend, Henry Wilson”, who would give her money and make arrangements for her to follow her lover to Cape Town and from there to England,“ where, my love, we can be married at once. But if, my dearest, you are not sure that you can face lift with me in a land strange to you, then do not take this important step, for I love you too much to wish you the smallest unhappiness. If you do not come, and if I do not hear from you, then I shall know that you could never be happy so far from the people and the country which you love. If, however, you feel you can keep your promise to me, but are of too timid and modest a journey to England unaccompanied, then write to me, and I will, by some means, return to fetch my bride.”




“斯蒂菲娜老姑，那封信一定很美吧！”我说。

老太太从她那久远的爱之梦中醒过神来。“也许，”她带着忧郁说道，"也许，亲爱的，你想看看那封信吧？"

“我很想看，斯蒂菲娜老姑。”我轻声说道。

她猛地一下站起来，奔进屋里，急切得像个年轻姑娘。她从屋里出来后，递给我一封信。岁月已让那封信褪色发黄，信封边也已经磨损，看上去好像被摩挲过无数次。但在启信时，我发现封口还没有拆开。

“打开它，打开它。”斯蒂菲娜老姑说道，她的声音在颤抖。

我撕开封口，开始念信。

严格说来，它算不上一封情书，只是几页内容详尽的行动指南。信中交代了“我最亲爱的菲娜”该如何摆脱她父亲的监视，在夜间时分逃出家门，詹杰会在浅滩上牵马等着她，然后将她驮到史密斯多普，到了那里再去找理查德的“知心朋友亨利·威尔逊”，他会给她钱为她做好安排，让她能跟随她的情人到开普敦，随后转道英国。“亲爱的，这样我们就可以在英国结婚了。但是我的至爱，如果你不能保证你能在一个陌生的地方和我一起生活，你就不必采取这个重大行动，因为我太爱你了，不能让你感到丝毫不快。如果你不来，如果我听不到你的回音，我就会知道，如果你离开你挚爱的亲人和乡土，你是不会幸福的。但如果你能实践你对我的承诺，而由于你生性持重胆怯，不愿单身前往英国，就来信告诉我，那我就会想方设法回南非来迎接我的新娘。”




I read no further.

“But Aunt Phina!” I gasped. “Why ... why ...?”

The old lady was watching me with trembling eagerness, her face flushed and her eyes bright with expectation. “Read it aloud, my dear,” she said. “I want to hear every word of it. There was never anyone I could trust ... Uitlanders were hated in my young days ... I could not ask anyone.”

“But, Auntie, don’t you even know what he wrote?”

The old lady looked down, troubled and shy like a child who has unwittingly done wrong.

“No, dear,” she said, speaking very low. “You see, I never learned to read.”


















我没有继续念下去。

“可是，菲娜老姑！”我气喘吁吁地问道：“为什么……为什么……？”

老太太的身体颤抖着，她渴望知道信的内容，她的双眼炯炯有神地凝视着我，急切的期待让她脸颊泛红。“亲爱的，大声念吧！”她说，“信里的每句话，我都要听！当时我找不到可靠的人给我念……在我年轻时，外国人是遭人深恶痛绝的……我找不到人给我念啊！”

“可是老姑，难道你一直不知道信的内容吗？”

 老太太低下了头，像一个无心犯了错的孩子那样怯生生的，不知道该说些什么。

“我不知道，亲爱的，”她低声说道，“你也知道，我从来没念过书啊！”










































■ 爱情比忘却厚　Love Is More Thicker Than Forget


◎
 E.E. Cummings









Love is more thicker than forget

More thinner than recall

More seldom than a wave is wet

More frequent than to fail





It is most mad and moonly

And less it shall unbe

Than all the sea which only

Is deeper than the sea





Love is less always than to win

Less never than alive

Less bigger than the least begin

Less littler than forgive








































爱情比忘却厚

比回忆薄

比潮湿的波浪多

比失败少





它最痴最癫最疯狂

但和所有

海洋深处的海洋相比

却更加长久





爱情总是比胜利少见

比活着多见

不比无法理解大

不比原谅小












It is most sane and sunly

And more it cannot die

Than all the sky which only

Is higher than the sky.


















它最明朗最清晰

但和所有

比天空更高的天空相比

却更加不朽










































■ 我爱你胜过爱自己　I Love You More Than Myself


◎
 Christie A. Hansen













It all began as we were standing in front of the bathroom mirror, me fixing Amanda's blonde hair. I said, “I love you, Amanda.” “And, I love you,” she replied. “Oh, yeah,” I taunted. “Well, I love you more.” Her eyes lit up as she recognized the cue for the start of another “I love you more” match.



“Nuh-uh,” she laughed, “I love you the most.” “I love you bigger than a volcano!” I countered—a favorite family phrase in these battles of love. “But, Mom, I love you from here to China.” A country she's learning about from our new neighbors up the street. We volleyed back and forth a few favorite lines. “I love you more than peanut butter.” “Well, I love you more than television.” “I even love you more than bubble gum.” It was my turn again, and I made the move that usually brings victory. “I love you bigger than the universe!” On this day, however, Amanda was not going to give up. I could see she was thinking. “Mom,” she said in a quiet voice, “I love you more than myself.” I stopped. Dumbfounded, overwhelmed by her sincerity. Here I thought I knew more than she did. I thought I knew at least everything that she knew. However, my four-year-old daughter knows more about love than her 28-year-old mom
 .




美 丽 语 录

Never give up on the people you love. Love is so incredibly powerful.

绝不要放弃你所爱的人。爱的力量其大无比。

















事情发生时，我们俩正站在浴室的镜子前，我替阿曼达梳理她的一头金发。我说：“我爱你，阿曼达。”“我也爱你。”她回答。“噢，是的。”我嘲弄她。“好吧，我爱你更多。”当她意识到另一场关于“我爱你”的口舌之争拉开帷幕时，她的眼睛闪闪发亮。

“呐，”她大笑着说，“我最爱你。”我回敬道：“我对你的爱比一座火山还要大！”这句话是我们爱的争夺战中最受欢迎的家庭用语。“可，妈妈，我对你的爱从这里一直延伸到中国。”这是她从我们街那头新来的邻居那儿学到的国家名称。我们用这些美言你来我往地斗了几个回合。“我爱你胜过爱花生酱。”“噢，我爱你胜过爱电视机。”“我爱你甚至超过爱泡泡糖。”又轮到我了，我决定使出杀手锏：“我对你的爱超越整个宇宙！”每次用这招都会胜出的。可今天，阿曼达不打算“善罢甘休”。我看得出她正绞尽脑汁。“妈妈，”她平静地说，“我爱你胜过爱我自己。”我顿时无言以对，目瞪口呆。女儿的真诚让我折服。我原以为，我比她懂得更多。我以为，至少她知道的事情我都知道。可是，我那4岁的宝贝女儿，比她28岁的妈妈更懂得爱。








































 ■
 和生命中

  另一个女人约会

The Other Woman in My Life


◎
 David Farrell









After 21 years of marriage, I discovered a new way of keeping alive the spark of love. I started to go out with another woman. It was really my wife’s idea.

“I know that you love her.” she said one day, taking me by surprise. “But I love you.” I protested. “I know, but you also love her.”

The other woman that my wife wanted me to visit was my mother, who has been a widow for 19 years, but the demands of my work and my three children had made it possible to visit her only occasionally. That night I called to invite her to go out for dinner and a movie. “What’s wrong, are you well?” she asked. My mother is the type of woman who suspects that a late night call or a surprise invitation is a sign of bad news. “I thought that it would be pleasant to pass some time with you,” I responded, “just the two of us.” She thought about it for a moment, then said, “I would like that very much.”

That Friday after work, as I drove over to pick her up I was a bit nervous. When I arrived at her house, I noticed that she, too, seemed to be nervous about our date. She waited in the door with her coat on. She had curled her hair and was wearing the dress that she had worn to celebrate her last wedding anniversary. She smiled from a face that was as radiant as an angel’s. “I told my friends that I was going to go out with my son, and they were impressed,” she said, as she got into the car, “they can’t wait to hear about our meeting.”




美 丽 语 录

Don’t go for looks; they can deceive. Don’t go for wealth; even that fades away. Go for someone who makes your heart smile.

不要追求华丽的外表，外表常具有欺骗性；不要追求万贯家产，财富也会散尽；寻找那个可以让你的心灵微笑的人。

















结婚20年后，我发现了保持爱之火花的一种新方法。我开始与另一个女人出去约会。其实，这还是我妻子的主意呢。

“我知道你爱她。”有一天妻子对我说，这令我感到十分惊讶。“但我也爱你。”我抗议道。“我知道，不过，你也爱她。”

我妻子想让我去拜访的另一个女人，就是我的妈妈，她守寡,19年了，但由于工作需要以及有三个孩子要抚养，我很少有机会看望她。那天晚上，我打电话约她吃饭看电影。“出什么事了？你还好吧？”她问。我妈妈是那种认为深夜电话或出其不意的邀请代表坏消息征兆的女人。“我觉得，与您共度一段时间将是一件愉快的事，”我这样回答，“就我们两个人。”她想了一想，然后说：“其实我很喜欢这样。”

周五下班后，我开车去接她。我有点儿紧张。到了她的住所，我注意到，她对我们的约会好像也有些紧张。她穿着外套在门口等我。她将头发盘了起来，并且穿着最后一次结婚纪念日那天穿的套装，天使般容光焕发的脸上带着笑容。“我告诉朋友们我要跟儿子出去约会，他们都很感动，”上车时她对我说，“他们迫不及待地想了解我们约会的情况。”




We went to a restaurant that, although not elegant, was very nice and cozy[109]

 . My mother took my arm as if she were the First Lady. After we sat down, I had to read the menu. Her eyes could only read large print. Half way through the entries, I lifted my eyes and saw Mom sitting there staring at me. A nostalgic[110]

 smile was on her lips. “It was I who used to have to read the menu when you were small.” she said. “Then it’s time that you relax and let me return the favor.” I responded.

During the dinner we had an agreeable conversation—nothing extraordinary—but catching up on recent events of each other’s life. We talked so much that we missed the movie. As we arrived at her house later, she said, “I’ll go out with you again, but only if you let me invite you.” I agreed.

“How was your dinner date?” asked my wife when I got home. “Very nice. Much more so than I could have imagined.” I answered.

A few days later my mother died of a massive heart attack. It happened so suddenly that I didn’t have a chance to do anything for her. At that moment I understood the importance of saying in time: “I love you” , and to give our loved ones the time that they deserve. Nothing in life is more important than your family. Give them the time they deserve, because these things cannot be put off till “some other time”.




我们去了一家饭店，虽不是一流的，却很优雅舒适。妈妈挽着我的手臂，宛如第一夫人。我们坐下后，我开始看菜单。她的眼睛现在只能看清一些大字。透过条目的缝隙，我抬眼看到妈妈正坐在那儿盯着我，嘴上带着怀旧的笑容。“你小的时候，都是我看菜单。”她说。“现在轮到您休息了，该我回报您了。”我答道。

吃饭的时候，我们谈得很愉快——也没什么特别的事——只是简单描述一下彼此生活中最近发生的事。我们谈得太尽兴，以至于错过了看电影。当我送她回到家时，她说：“我会再跟你出去约会，但前提是我邀请你。”我同意了。

“饭吃得怎么样啊？”回到家时我妻子问。“非常好。比我想象中要好得多。”我回答。

几天后，妈妈由于严重的心脏病发作去世了。发生的如此突然，以至于我没机会为她做任何事。那一刻，我明白了及时说出“我爱你”，以及给予我们所爱的人他们应该得到的时间的重要性。生命中没什么比你的家庭更重要。多花些时间陪陪你的家人，因为这些事情不能被推迟到“改天”。





I’ve learned ... that love, not time, heals all wounds.






我懂了……治愈一切创伤的并非是时间，而是爱啊。






紫云文心·魁文馆
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每一篇美文，都是一次成长的机会；每一句名言，都是一场美丽的遇见。我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一座美丽的英文殿堂……
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[1]
 wannabe ['wɔnəˌbi]
 n. 想达到目标的人





[2]
 jolt [dʒəult]
 v. 震惊；
 摇动，
 颠簸





[3]
 swat [swɔt]
 v. 拍打，
 用劲打





[4]
 offspring ['ɔ:fspriŋ]
 n. 儿女，
 后代





[5]
 neutral ['nju:trəl]
 a. 中立的，
 客观的；
 模糊的





[6]
 vulnerable ['vʌlnərəbl]
 a. 易受伤的；
 脆弱的





[7]
 derail [di'reil]
 v. 出轨；
 脱轨





[8]
 dilemma [di'lemə]
 n. 困境，
 进退两难





[9]
 rejection [ri'dʒekʃən]
 n. 拒绝，
 退回；
 摒弃，
 厌弃





[10]
 fatigue [fə'ti:g]
 n. 疲劳，
 劳累；
 杂役





[11]
 unfaltering [ʌn'fɔ:ltəriŋ]
 a. 不晃晃摇摇的；
 坚定的





[12]
 extraordinary [iks'trɔ:dnri]
 a. 特别的，
 非凡的





[13]
 toddler ['tɔdlə]
 n. 学步的小孩





[14]
 utter ['ʌtə]
 v. 说出，
 讲，
 表达





[15]
 portion of 一部分，
 一份





[16]
 dim [dim]
 a. 暗淡的，
 微暗的





[17]
 crack [kræk]
 v. （
 使）
 开裂，
 破裂





[18]
 poise [pɔiz]
 v. （
 使）
 平稳，
 平衡





[19]
 consolation [ˌkɔnsə'leiʃən]
 n. 安慰，
 慰藉





[20]
 flawlessly ['flɔ:lisli]
 ad. 完美无瑕地





[21]
 stiffly ['stifli]
 ad. 僵硬地；
 生硬地；
 拘谨地





[22]
 bozo ['bəuzəu]
 n. 家伙，
 笨蛋





[23]
 rinse [rins]
 v. 冲洗；
 涮，
 漱





[24]
 corral [kɔ:'rɑ:l]
 v. 把……
 关进围栏；
 捕捉，
 包围





[25]
 skewer [skjuə]
 v. 用（
 针）
 串起





[26]
 cosmetic [kɔz'metik]
 n. 化妆品；
 美容品





[27]
 escort ['eskɔ:t]
 v. 护送；
 陪同





[28]
 evaporate [i'væpəreit]
 v. 消散；
 消失





[29]
 chaos ['keiɔs]
 n. 混乱，
 杂乱一团





[30]
 clutch [klʌtʃ]
 v. 抓住，
 攫住





[31]
 collapse [kə'læps]
 v. 倒塌，
 瓦解；
 崩溃





[32]
 defeat [di'fi:t]
 v. 失败，
 挫败





[33]
 pursue [pəˈsu:]
 v. 追赶；
 追求，
 求爱





[34]
 capricious [kə'priʃəs]
 a. 善变的；
 任性的





[35]
 righteous ['raitʃəs]
 a. 公正的，
 正直的





[36]
 intravenous [ˌintrə'vi:nəs]
 a. 静脉内的





[37]
 grievance ['gri:vəns]
 n. 不满，
 不平，
 抱怨，
 牢骚





[38]
 siren ['saiərin]
 n. 汽笛；
 警报声





[39]
 neonatal [ˌni:əu'neitəl]
 a. 新生儿的，
 初生的





[40]
 nag [næɡ]
 v. 不断唠叨；
 纠缠





[41]
 conquer [ˌkɔŋkə]
 v. 攻克，
 占领，
 征服





[42]
 tight [tait]
 a. 紧的；
 牢固的；
 难得到的





[43]
 flare [flɛə]
 v. 突然发怒；
 激动；
 闪耀





[44]
 sterile ['sterail]
 a. 枯燥乏味的，
 无生气的





[45]
 sheer [ʃiə]
 a. 全然的，
 纯粹的





[46]
 rotten ['rɔtn]
 a. 腐化的，
 堕落的；
 腐烂的





[47]
 luxurious [lʌg'ʒu:riəs]
 a. 奢华的；
 舒适的





[48]
 quilt [kwilt]
 n. 被子，
 被褥





[49]
 glisten ['glisn]
 v. 闪耀，
 发光





[50]
 anniversary [ˌæni'və:səri]
 n. 周年纪念；
 结婚纪念日





[51]
 adoring [ə'dɔ:riŋ]
 a. 崇拜的；
 爱慕的





[52]
 geometric [dʒiə'metrik]
 a. 几何图案的；
 成几何级数增加的





[53]
 memento [mi'mentəu]
 n. 纪念物；
 引起回忆的东西





[54]
 reunion [ri:'ju:njən]
 n. 再会合；
 团聚，
 重聚





[55]
 misleading [mis'li:diŋ]
 a. 使人误解的；
 骗人的，
 迷惑人的





[56]
 burly ['bə:li]
 a. 魁梧的，
 强壮的；
 粗鲁的；
 率直的





[57]
 unbiased [ʌn'baiəst]
 a. 无偏见的；
 不偏不倚的；
 公正的





[58]
 mundane ['mʌndein]
 a. 世俗的；
 世界的；
 平凡的





[59]
 flurry ['flʌri]
 n. 阵风，
 小阵雪；
 慌张，
 混乱





[60]
 hysterical [his’terikəl]
 a. 歇斯底里的；
 情绪异常激动的





[61]
 approximate [ə'prɔksimit]
 a. 近似的，
 接近的；
 大约的





[62]
 vain [vein]
 a. 爱虚荣的，
 自负的；
 徒然的，
 无益的





[63]
 nonchalantly ['nɔnʃələntli]
 ad. 漠不关心地；
 冷淡地





[64]
 neatly ['ni:tli]
 ad. 整洁地；
 灵巧地，
 利索地；
 恰好地越的





[65]
 hospice ['hɔspis]
 n. 旅客住宿处；
 收容所





[66]
 balcony ['bælkəni]
 n. 阳台, 露台；
 包厢





[67]
 avoid [ə'vɔid]
 v. 避开；
 避免





[68]
 bend down 深深地弯下腰，
 深鞠一躬





[69]
 rehabilitation [ˌri:hə,bili’teiʃən]
 n. 修复；
 恢复名誉；
 (病残人的)康复





[70]
 ventilator [ˈventileitə]
 n. 通风机，
 通风口；
 通风管





[71]
 satin [ˈsætin]
 n. 缎；
 缎子衣服





[72]
 representative [repri'zentətiv]
 a. 典型的，
 代表的；
 代理的





[73]
 quiz [kwiz]
 n. 考查，
 测验；
 挖苦，
 戏弄者





[74]
 nostalgia [nɔs'tældʒiə]
 n. 乡愁；
 怀旧之情





[75]
 lieutenant [lefˈtenənt]
 n. （
 美国）
 陆军中尉，
 少尉；
 副职官员





[76]
 tenderly [ˈtendəli]
 ad. 温和地，
 柔和地；
 可怜地





[77]
 plump [plʌmp]
 a. 丰满的；
 多肉的；
 凸起的





[78]
 turn off 关掉





[79]
 alert [ə'lə:t]
 a. 警觉的；
 留神的；
 机敏的





[80]
 revive [ri'vaiv]
 v. 苏醒，
 复苏；
 恢复精力





[81]
 entrust [in'trʌst]
 v. 委托；
 托管





[82]
 merge [mə:dʒ]
 v. 使合并；
 使融合





[83]
 inducement [in'dju:smənt]
 n. 引诱，
 劝诱；
 诱因，
 动机





[84]
 giggle ['gigl]
 v. 咯咯地笑；
 傻笑





[85]
 ecstatic [ek'stætik]
 a. 狂喜的；
 着迷的；
 入神的





[86]
 curious ['kjuəriəs]
 a. 好奇的，
 渴望知道的；
 稀奇古怪的





[87]
 homesick ['həumsik]
 a. 怀乡病的，
 思家的





[88]
 construct [kən'strʌkt]
 v. 建造，
 构成；
 创立





[89]
 vanity ['væniti]
 n. 自负；
 虚荣；
 无价值





[90]
 vessel ['vesl]
 n. 船，
 舰





[91]
 assistance [ə'sistəns]
 n. 援助，
 帮助





[92]
 awkward ['ɔ:kwəd]
 a. 笨拙的；
 不灵巧的；
 难操纵的，
 难对付的





[93]
 plea for 恳求，
 请求





[94]
 freight [freit]
 n. （
 船运）
 货物；
 运费





[95]
 valetudinarian [ˌvæli,tu:dn'ɛəriən]
 n. 体弱多病的人；
 过分担心自己健康的人





[96]
 exhortation [ˌegzɔ:'teiʃən]
 n. 规劝；
 告诫





[97]
 reveal [ri'vi:l]
 v. 展现，
 揭露；
 暴露，
 泄露





[98]
 verbal ['və:bəl]
 a. 言语的；
 口头上的；
 逐字的，
 照字面的





[99]
 transition [træn'ziʃən]
 n. 过渡，
 过渡期；
 转变；
 变革





[100]
 reciprocally [ri'siprəkli]
 ad. 相互地；
 互惠地；
 相反地





[101]
 dim [dim]
 a. 暗淡的；
 模糊的；
 看不清楚的





[102]
 fundamentally [ˌfʌndə'mentli]
 ad. 基础地；
 根本地；
 重要地





[103]
 immersed [i'mə:st]
 a. 浸入的；
 受浸礼的；
 专注的





[104]
 rifle ['raifl]
 n. 步枪，
 来福枪；
 步枪队





[105]
 vibrant ['vaibrənt]
 a. 振动的，
 颤动的；
 响亮的；
 活跃的





[106]
 solitude ['sɔlitju:d]
 n. 孤独；
 隐居；
 荒凉（
 之地）






[107]
 delicacy ['delikəsi]
 n. 精美，
 娇嫩，
 优雅；
 敏感；
 微妙；
 棘手





[108]
 quaint [kweint]
 a. 古雅的；
 奇特而有趣的；
 古怪的





[109]
 cozy ['kəuzi]
 a. 舒适的，
 惬意的





[110]
 nostalgic [nɔs'tældʒik]
 a. 怀旧的；
 乡愁的
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我们总以为生命中有些东西永远不会消失，可它总是在我们意识到之前便转瞬即逝了……这就是青春。而我们要记住的是，幸福只是行进中的旅程，不是目的地。













Something that we used to think would last forever in our lives, had actually vanished in a second before we realized it... This is youth, and we should remember that happiness is a way of travel, not a destination.
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青春是华丽的旅行

Youth Is a Journey Full of Flowers





























青春的旅途不一定始终是美好的，

但是那些挣扎可以让你变得更加坚强，

那些改变可以让你变得更有智慧。






















前言













Youth　青 春

◎ Samuel Ullman









Youth is not a time of life; it is a state of mind; it is not a matter of rosy cheeks, red lips and supple knees; it is a matter of the will, a quality of the imagination, a vigor of the emotions; it is the freshness of the deep springs of life.

Youth means a tempera-mental predominance of courage over timidity, of the appetite for adventure over the love of ease. This often exists in a man of 60 more than a boy of 20. Nobody grows old merely by a number of years. We grow old by deserting our ideals.

Years may wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul. Worry, fear, self-distrust bows the heart and turns the spring back to dust.

Whether 60 or 16, there is in every human being’s heart the lure of wonder, the unfailing childlike appetite of what’s next and the joy of the game of living. In the center of your heart and my heart there is a wireless station: so long as it receives messages of beauty, hope, cheer, courage and power from men and from the Infinite, so long are you young.




When the aerials are down, and your spirit is covered with snows of cynicism and the ice of pessimism, then you are grown old, even at 20, but as long as your aerials are up, to catch waves of optimism, there is hope you may die young at 80.





青春不是年华，而是一种心态；青春不是红润的双颊、鲜红的双唇、柔软的双膝，而是坚忍的意志、丰富的想象、炽热的情感；青春是生命之泉在喷涌。

青春是气贯长虹的勇气，它能战胜怯弱；青春是勇于冒险的渴望，它打败苟安。这股精神，二十岁的人身上有，但六十岁的人身上更多见。年岁的增加，并非真正的衰老。真正的衰老始于放弃理想的那一刻。

悠悠岁月，老去的只是容颜；抛弃激情，衰败的却是灵魂。忧心、恐惧、缺乏自信会使心灵扭曲，意气如灰。

不论花甲之年，还是芳龄十六，奇迹的诱惑、生命的欢乐和孩童般的天真都永存心间。你我心中，都有一台天线：只要你从天地间接收美好、希望、快乐、勇气和力量，你便会青春永驻。

一旦天线掉下来，这股精神就会被冰雪覆盖，变得玩世不恭。即便你芳龄二十，实则早已老去。然而，只要你竖起天线，接收乐观的信号，即使在八十岁时告别尘世，你仍会觉得年轻。


























Chapter 1 From the Beginning of Youth　站在青春的起点













Leave the excess baggage of yesterday’s mistakes and dare to enter into all the tomorrow. Leave yesterday to history and resolve to begin fresh each new day daring to make dreams become a reality.

















放下昨日错误的重负，勇敢融入明日的生活。将昨日留给历史，满怀信心地迎接每个新日子的到来，努力将梦想变为现实。






















The Beginning　起 点

◎ Deng M. T.













In the beginning, all things are hopeful. We prepare ourselves to start a new. Though we may be intent on the magnificent journey ahead, all things are contained in the first moment: our optimism, our faith, our resolution, our innocence.

In order to start, we must make a decision. The decision is a commitment to daily self-cultivation. We must make a strong connection to our inner selves. Outside matters are superfluous[1]

 . Alone and naked, we negotiate all of life’s travails. Therefore, we alone must make something of ourselves, transforming ourselves into the instruments for experiencing the deepest spiritual essence of life.

Once we make our decision, all things will come to us. Auspicious[2]

 signs are not a superstition, but a confirmation. They are a response. It is said that if one chooses to pray to a rock with enough devotion, even that rock will come alive. In the same way, once we choose to commit ourselves to spiritual practice, even the mountains and valleys will reverberate[3]

 to the sound of our decision.








在起点，所有的一切都充满希望。我们准备重新开始。虽然我们的目的是前方奇妙的旅程，但我们的一切希望——乐观、信念、决心和纯真，却都包含在开始的那一刻。

为了开始，我们必须作好决定。这一决定是我们日常自我修养的一种承诺。我们要将它与自己的内心建立一种密切的关联。除此之外的事都是多余的。我们终生劳碌，最终孤独而赤裸地离去。因此，我们必须有所作为，那样可以引导我们去体会生活中最深层的精神实质。

一旦我们下定决心，所有的事情就会接连不断地发生。吉兆并非迷信，而是对事情的肯定预测，是事物的反应。据说，若有人虔诚地向岩石祈祷，岩石都会被赋予生命。同样，若我们坚定自己的精神之旅，即使高山和峡谷也会回应我们坚定的呼声。





美丽语录

It’s time to start living the life you’ve imagined.

是时候开始过自己想要的生活了。


















Youth　年轻人

◎ Aristotle









To begin with the Youthful type of character. Young men have strong passions, and tend to gratify them indiscriminately[4]

 . They are changeable and fickle in their desires, which are violent while they last, but quickly over: their impulses are keen but not deep-rooted, and are like sick people’s attacks of hunger and thirst. They are hot-tempered, and quick-tempered, and apt to give way to their anger; bad temper often gets the better of them, for owing to their love of honour they cannot bear being slighted, and are indignant if they imagine themselves unfairly treated. While they love honour, they love victory still more; for youth is eager for superiority over others, and victory is one form of this. They love both more than they love money, which indeed they love very little, not having yet learnt what it means to be without it—this is the point of Pittancus, remark about Amphiaraus. They look at the good side rather than the bad, not having yet witnessed many instances of wickedness. They trust others readily, because they have not yet often been cheated.

They are sanguine[5]

 ; nature warms their blood as though with excess of wine; and besides that, they have as yet met with few disappointments. Their lives are mainly spent not in memory but in expectation; for expectation refers to the future, memory to the past, and youth has a long future before it and a short past behind it: on the first day of one’s life one has nothing at all to remember, and can only look forward.




They are easily cheated, owing to the sanguine disposition just mentioned. Their hot tempers and hopeful dispositions make them more courageous than older men are; the hot temper prevents fear, and the hopeful disposition creates confidence; we cannot feel tear so long as we are feeling angry, and any expectation of good makes us confident.

They are shy, accepting the rules of society in which they have been trained, and not yet believing in any other standard of honor. They have exalted notions, because they have not yet been humbled by life or learnt its necessary limitations; moreover, their hopeful disposition makes them think themselves equal to great things and that means having exalted notions. They would always rather do noble deeds than useful ones: their lives are regulated more by moral feeling than by reasoning; and whereas reasoning leads us to choose what is useful, moral goodness leads us to choose what is noble.

They are fonder of their friends, intimates, and companions than older men are, because they like spending their days in the company of others, and have not yet come to value either their friends or anything else by their usefulness to themselves. All their mistakes are in the direction of doing things excessively and vehemently[6]

 . They disobey Chilon’s precept by overdoing everything, they love too much and hate too much, and the same thing with everything else. They think they know everything, and are always quite sure about it; this, in fact, is why they overdo everything... They are ready to pity others, because they think everyone an honest man, or anyhow better than he is: they judge their neighbor by their own harmless natures, and so cannot think he deserves to be treated in that way. They are fond of fun and therefore witty, wit being well-bred insolence.








首先讨论一下年轻人的性格特征。年轻人激情似火，而且经常不加思索就予以满足。他们的愿望变化莫测、反覆无常，来时强烈无比，去时转瞬即逝。他们极易冲动，但并非根深蒂固，就像病人遭到饥渴的侵袭一样。他们热情似火、性情暴躁，常常管不住自己的脾气。他们珍惜荣誉，他们无法忍受被人忽视，因此，一旦发现自己遭遇不公平的对待，便会义愤填膺。他们珍惜荣誉，但他们更爱胜利。因为年轻人总喜欢胜人一筹，而胜利就是一种绝好的表现方式。他们钟爱荣誉和胜利要多过金钱，他们之所以不在意金钱，是因为他们还未明白缺少金钱意味着什么——庇塔喀斯就是这样评论安菲阿劳斯的。他们未曾亲眼目睹过多少邪恶之事，所以他们总是看到事物好的一面，而非不好的那一面。他们全心全意相信别人，只因为他们很少上当受骗。




他们面色红润，大自然好像用了过多的葡萄酒来温暖他们的血液；除此之外，他们没有遇过多少挫折。他们总是在期盼中度日，而不是在回忆中缅怀；因为期盼意味着未来，而回忆意味着过去。未来还有很长的日子等着年轻人，过去的岁月只是微小的一部分。一个人来到世上的第一天，他没有什么能回忆的事情，他能做的只有期盼未来。

他们容易上当受骗，只因上面提到的精力旺盛的脾性。火一般的热情、满怀希望的天性让他们比老年人更有胆量。如火的热情让他们不知恐惧，希望的天性让他们自信满满。我们感到愤怒的时候，便全然不知泪水，而对美好事物的憧憬又让我们充满自信。

他们是害羞的，顺其自然地遵守社会惯例，却不相信任何荣誉标准。他们有着崇高的理想，因为生活还未教会他们如何谦卑，如何理解那些必要的束缚。再者，他们满怀希望的天性，让他们以为自己和日月无异——这就是他们所谓的崇高理想。他们宁可做一些高尚之事，也不做有用之事。他们的生活多由道德感观操控，而非理智。尽管理智指引我们去做有用之事，而道德品质则指引我们去做高尚之事。

和老年人相比，他们更喜欢自己的朋友、密友和伙伴，因为有人相伴的日子才是他们的最爱，而且不论是朋友或是其他东西，都不以其实用性作为价值的判断标准。他们所犯的错，都是因为做事过度或者过猛。他们不遵守齐隆法则，凡事做得太过头，他们不是爱得太深，就是恨得太多，做其他事也是如此。他们总觉得自己无所不知，而且自信满满。实际上，这就是他们行事过头的症结所在……他们随时准备着同情别人，因为他们觉得每个人都是诚实的，或者要比自己的为人好——他们用自己的善良本性来判断邻里，总觉得自己不该得到这样的对待。他们喜欢玩乐，因而非常机智幽默——这就是一种低调的傲慢。




















A Lesson of Life　生活的一课

◎ Ronald Reagan









“Everything happens for the best.” my mother said whenever I faced disappointment. “If you can carry on, one day something good will happen. And you’ll realize that it wouldn’t have happened if not for that previous disappointment.”

Mother was right, as I discovered after graduating from college in 1932. I had decided to try for a job in radio, then work my way up to sports announcer. I hitchhiked[7]

 to Chicago and knocked on the door of every station—and got turned down every time.

In one studio, a kind lady told me that big stations couldn’t risk hiring inexperienced person—“Go out in the sticks and find a small station that’ll give you a chance.” she said.

I thumbed home to Dixon, Illinois. While there was no radio-announcing jobs in Dixon, my father said Montgomery Ward had opened a store and wanted a local athlete to manage its sports department. Since Dixon was where I had played high school football, I applied. The job sounded just right for me. But I wasn’t hired.




My disappointment must have shown. “Everything happens for the best.” Mom reminded me. Dad offered me the car to job hunt. I tried WOC Radio in Davenport, Iowa. The program director, a wonderful Scotsman named Peter MacArthur, told me they had already hired an announcer.

As I left his office, my frustration[8]

 boiled over. I asked a1oud, “How can a fellow get to be a sport announcer if he can’t get a job in a radio station?”

I was waiting for the elevator when I heard MacArthur calling, “What was that you said about sports? Do you know anything about football?” Then he stood me before a microphone and asked me to broadcast an imaginary game.

On my way home, as I have many times since, I thought of my mother’s words: “If you carry on, one day something good will happen. Something wouldn’t have happened if not for that previous disappointment.” I often wonder what direction my life might have taken if I’d gotten the job at Montgomery Ward.





每当我遇到挫折时，母亲就会说：“一切都会好的。只要你坚持下去，总有一天会有好事发生。你会认识到，如果没有以前的挫折，就不会有现在的一切。”

母亲是对的，我是在1932年大学刚毕业的时候发现了这一点。我已决定试着在电台找个事儿做，然后争取做体育节目的播音员。我搭便车到了芝加哥，挨个敲电台的门推销自己——但每次都被拒绝了。




在一个播音室里，一位好心的女士告诉我，大的广播电台是不会冒险雇用没经验的新手的——“去乡下找一家给你机会的小电台吧。”她说。

我搭车来到我的家乡，那是伊利诺斯州的迪克森。在迪克森当时还没有电台播音员这样的工作，父亲说，蒙哥马利·沃德开了一家新商店，想雇请一个本地的运动员管理店里的体育部。我中学时曾在迪克森打过橄榄球，所以我去申请了这份工作。工作听起来挺适合我的，但是我没被聘用。

我的沮丧心情一定表现出来了。“一切总会好的。”母亲提醒我说。爸爸给了我一辆汽车找工作用。我试着到爱荷华州达文波特的WOC电台去求职。那里的电台节目总监是一个很棒的苏格兰人，名叫彼得·麦克阿瑟，他告诉我他们已经雇到播音员了。

离开他的办公室时，我的挫折感达到了极点。我大声地说：“一个连在电台都找不到工作的家伙又怎么能成为体育节目的播音员呢？”

等电梯时，我听到麦克阿瑟喊道：“你说什么体育？你懂橄榄球吗？”接着他让我站到麦克风前面，请我解说一场想象中的比赛。

在回家的路上——以后也有很多次，我思考着母亲的那句话：“只要你坚持下去，总要一天会有好事发生。如果没有以前的挫折，就不会有现在的一切。”我常想，如果当年我得到蒙哥马利·沃德的那份工作，我的人生之路又会怎样走呢？





美丽语录




When your day has been like a hurricane, all you can do is looking forward to the rainbow that follows.

如果你的生活经历了一场暴风雨，你要做的就是期待雨后的那缕彩虹。






























Thinking Is the Premise of Success　思考是成功的前提

◎ Harv Eker













Thinking is necessary if you want to succeed in life. People fear that thinking may upset their comfort and self-satisfaction. Thinking needs constant practice with enthusiasm, enthusiasm generates interest and sustains thinking. And concentration will help us form a clear picture in our minds of the ultimate objective.

Thinking should be constant and continuous. With concentration, we can arrange thoughts in order and become a rapid thinker. It is also important to develop organized thinking learning to think of different things one by one in order. We can stimulate[9]

 thinking power by taking part in serious conversations or discussion and defending our positions so that it will drive us to think more clearly and objectively. Reading books and magazines will also help us in the process of formulating ideas.

Positive thinking has a tremendous[10]

 influence over others with whom we come into contact; people who succeed improving their thinking power enrich themselves.








如果你想获得人生的成功，思考是必要的。人们害怕思考会扰乱自己的安逸和自我满足感。思考需要在热情中持续进行，而热情会激发人的兴趣，使思考维持下去。专心致志将有助于我们在脑海中形成有关终极目标的清晰画面。

思考应该是持续不断的。如果集中精力，我们就能理清思绪，成为反应敏捷的思想者。培养清晰有条理的思考习惯，学会依次考虑不同的事情，这也同样重要。我们可以通过参加认真严谨的谈话或讨论来提高思考能力，也可以进行辩论，这将会促使我们进行更清晰、更客观地思考。阅读书籍和杂志也有助于我们思维的构建。

积极主动的思考对我们接触到的其他人具有巨大的影响力。那些成功提高思考能力的人会充实自己，丰富自己的人生。









美丽语录

If you do not learn to think when you are young, you may never learn.

如果你年轻时不学会思考，那就可能永远不会。


























To Love Oneself Is the Beginning　爱自己是一场毕生浪漫的开始

◎ Oscar Wilde













To love oneself is the beginning of a lifelong romance.

Love yourself. Love the things that make you you. Your values and talents and memories. Your clothes, your nose, your woes[11]

 . If you love yourself, you can jump into your life from a springboard of self-confidence. If you love yourself, you can say what you want to say, go where you want to go. The world can be a tough place, and some of the billions of people out there will try to knock you down. Don’t join them.

Do things that make you proud, then take pride in what you do. And in who you are.

Who are you anyway? What makes you you? How are you like your siblings[12]

 and neighbors and friends? How are you different? If you were your own secret admirer, what would you most admire?

“My great mistake, the fault for which I can’t forgive myself,” Oscar Wilde wrote, “is that one day I ceased my obstinate[13]

 pursuit of my own individuality.” Keep pursuing your individuality. Keep being yourself. Becoming yourself. It can be comforting to dress and act like everyone else. But it is grander to be different, to be unique, to be you. I’m the only me in the whole wide world.




There is always one true inner voice. Trust it.

~ Gloria Steinem

Sometimes it’s hard to know who you are and what you want and whom you like and why you like that person. The answers change because you’re changing. Growing. But deep inside, you are you. You were you as a baby, you were you as a kid, and you are you right now. “Let me listen to me and not to them.” wrote Gertrude Stein.

It makes sense to consider the advice and opinions of other people. But don’t let their noise drown out your inner voice. And don’t let the way you sometimes talk or behave in front of others make you lose sight of who you are when you are alone, when you are most you.

“You can live a lifetime and, at the end of it, know more about other people than you know about yourself,” aviator Beryl Markham cautioned. Get acquainted with yourself.Tune in to the dreams you have by day and by night. Blend in when you choose to, but appreciate what sets you apart. “The more I like me, the less I want to pretend to be other people.” said Jamie Lee Curtis.





爱自己是一场毕生浪漫的开始。




爱自己。热爱一切让你成为你自己的事物。你的价值，你的才能，你的回忆。你的衣服，你的鼻子，你的悲伤。如果你爱自己，你就能在自信的跳板上跃入生活。如果你爱自己，你就能畅所欲言，所向披靡。这个世界是冷酷无情的，成千上亿的人等着将你打倒。不要和他们同流合污。

做能让你自豪的事，然后为你所做的事自豪，为自己自豪。

那么，你究竟是谁呢？是什么让你成为你自己呢？你和你的兄弟姐妹、邻居好友又有什么相同点？你有什么与众不同的地方？如果你是自己的秘密崇拜者，那么你最崇拜自己的又是哪一点呢？

“我犯了一个大错，因此我无法原谅我自己，”奥斯卡·王尔德写道，“就是有一天我停止追求自己的个性。”继续追求你的个性。继续做你自己。成为你自己。穿衣和举止与别人一样是件容易的事情。但是，更值得骄傲的事是：让自己与众不同，让自己特别，让自己成为你自己。世界之大，唯我是我。

总有一个来自内心的真实之声。听从它吧！

——葛萝莉亚·史丹能

有时，你很难弄清你是谁，你想做什么，你喜欢谁，你又为什么喜欢这个人。你在变，在成长，所以答案也在变。然而，在你内心深处，总有一个声音告诉你：你就是你。不论婴儿还是孩童，你就是现在的你。“让我听从自己的，而不是他们的意见。”葛楚德·史坦写道。

你可以参考别人的意见和看法。但是别让他们的想法淹没你内心的声音。不要因为偶尔出现在人前的谈吐、举止，而忘记独处时的你，那才是最真的自己。




“人活一世，不要临了时才发现，你了解别人要胜过了解自己。”飞行员贝丽尔·马卡姆劝诫道。认识自己。走入你的梦境，不论白天还是黑夜。当你选择走入人群时，那就去做吧！但是，别忘了感谢那些让你与众不同的东西。“我越发爱自己，我就越发不会把自己伪装成别人。”杰米·李·柯蒂斯说道。





美丽语录

Best case scenario: I love myself; I enjoy living; I smile because I’m happy not because I have to.

最好的情景：爱自己；享受生活；发自内心地微笑。






































Man’s Youth　青春物语

◎ Thomas Wolfe













Man’s youth is a wonderful thing: it is so full of anguish[14]

 and of magic and he never comes to know it is, until it has gone from him forever. It is the thing he can’t bear to lose, it is the thing whose passing he watches with infinite sorrow and regret, it is the thing whose loss he must lament forever, and it is the thing whose loss he really welcomes with a sad and secret joy, the thing he would never willingly relive again, if it could be restored to him by any magic.

Why is this? The reason is that the strange and bitter miracle of life is nowhere else so evident as in our youth. And what is the essence of that strange and bitter miracle of life which we feel so poignantly[15]

 , so unutterably, with such a bitter pain and joy, when we are young? It is this: that being rich, we are so poor; that being mighty, we can yet have nothing; that seeing, breathing, smelling, tasting all around us the wealth and glory of this earth, feeling with an intolerable certitude that the whole structure of the enchanted life—the most fortunate, wealthy, good, and happy life that any man has ever known—is ours—is ours at once, immediately and forever, the moment that we choose to take a step, or stretch a hand—we yet know that we can really keep, hold, take, and possess forever—nothing. All passes; nothing lasts: the moment that we put our hand upon it, it melts away like smoke, is gone forever, and the snake is eating at our heart again; we see then what we are and what our lives must come to.




A young man is so strong, so mad, so certain, and so lost. He has everything and he is able to use nothing. He hurls the great shoulder of his strength forever against phantasmal[16]

 barriers, he is a wave whose power explodes in lost mid-oceans under timeless skies, he reaches out to grip a fume of painted smoke; he wants all, feels the thirst and power for everything, and finally gets nothing. In the end, he is destroyed by his own strength, devoured by his own hunger, impoverished by his own wealth. Thoughtless of money or the accumulation of material possessions, he is none the less defeated in the end by his own greed.

And that is the reason why, when youth is gone, every man will look back upon that period of his life with infinite sorrow and regret. It is the bitter sorrow and regret of a man who knows that once he had a great talent and wasted it, of a man who knows that once he had a great treasure and got nothing from it, of a man who knows that he had strength enough for everything and never used it.












人的青春奇妙无穷，充满痛楚，充满魔力。青春年少时不知青春为何物，无奈青春一去不复返时才恍然醒悟：青春是谁也不愿失去的东西；眼睁睁看着青春流逝，无限的感伤和遗憾涌上心头；青春的流逝是人们心中永远的痛；青春的流逝让人们或大悲或窃喜；即便魔力可以还以青春，人们也不愿再次经历那些流逝的青春岁月。

为何如此呢？因为青春时代的生活充满了奇特的、心酸的、不平凡的事。青春年少的我们怀着或悲或喜的心情，强烈而又不可名状地体味着那些生活的奇特辛酸史时，我们可曾想过它的本质？它的本质就是：我们富足殷实，却无比贫穷；我们力大无穷，却一无所有；世间的富贵荣华比比皆是，看到，闻到，尝到，甚至可以呼吸到。那份坚信再也无法隐藏了，真真切切感受到整个生活都已陶醉……只要我们向前迈步，努力奋斗，那么人类所知道的最幸运、最富有、最美好、最幸福的生活便立刻属于我们了，而且将永远属于我们，虽然我们知道，其实我们留不住、抓不着、拿不走也无法占有什么。一切就如过眼云烟，转瞬即逝。我们一伸手，它便像云烟般消失不见了。于是，痛苦再一次啃噬我们的心，我们看到了自己的真面目，明白了未来的生活将何去何从。

青年人非常强壮、狂热、自信，却很容易迷失茫然；他拥有一切，却又无法把握；他身强体壮，想要冲破虚幻的障碍，却像海浪般无力地消失在无边无际的大海中央；他伸出双手想要抓住色彩斑斓的云烟，他想得到一切，渴望主宰一切，可到头来依旧两手空空，一无所获；最后，他被自己的力量打败，被自己的饥饿吞噬，因自己的财富而穷困。他对金钱和财富的积累不以为意，最终必将因为贪念而毁。




这就是为什么当青春消逝，回首过往时，每个人的心中总会充满无限的忧伤和遗憾。曾经杰出的才能，却白白浪费了；曾经殷实的财富，却被挥霍一空；曾经满身的本领，却未好好利用——一个明白了这些道理的人，回忆起青春时代，总会充满忧伤和懊悔。





美丽语录

After all your pains and tears, look at the rainbow of your life. It’s totally worth it.

所有的伤痛、眼泪过后，看看生命中的彩虹，一切的一切都是那么的值得。






















I Will Persist Until I Succeed　坚持不懈，勇往直前

◎ Og Mandino









In the Orient young bulls are tested for the fight arena in a certain manner. Each is brought to the ring and allowed to attack a picador[17]

 who pricks them with a lance. The bravery of each bull is then rated with care according to the number of times he demonstrates his willingness to charge in spite of the sting of the blade. Henceforth will I recognize that each day I am tested by life in like manner. If I persist, if I continue to try, if I continue to charge forward, I will succeed.

I was not delivered unto this world in defeat, nor does failure course in my veins. I am not a sheep waiting to be prodded by my shepherd. I am a lion and I refuse to talk, to walk, to sleep with the sheep. I will hear not those who weep and complain, for their disease is contagious. Let them join the sheep. The slaughterhouse of failure is not my destiny.

The prizes of life are at the end of each journey, not near the beginning; and it is not given to me to know how many steps are necessary in order to reach my goal. Failure I may still encounter at the thousandth step, yet success hides behind the next bend in the road. Never will I know how close it lies unless I turn the corner.




Always will I take another step. If that is of no avail I will take another, and yet another. In truth, one step at a time is not too difficult.

Henceforth, I will consider each day’s
 effort as but one blow of my blade against a mighty oak. The first blow may cause not a tremor in the wood, nor the second, nor the third. Each blow, of itself, may be trifling, and seem of no consequence. Yet from childish swipes the oak will eventually tumble. So it will be with my efforts of today.

I will be likening to the raindrop which washes away the mountain; the ant who devours a tiger; the star which brightens the earth; the slave who builds a pyramid. I will build my castle one brick at a time for I know that small attempts, repeated, will complete any undertaking.

I will never consider defeat and I will remove from my vocabulary such words and phrases as quit, cannot, unable, impossible, out of the question, improbable, failure, unworkable, hopeless, and retreat; for they are the words of fools. I will avoid despair but if this disease of the mind should infect me then I will work on in despair. I will toil and I will endure. I will ignore the obstacles at my feet and keep my eyes on the goals above my head, for I know that where dry desert ends, green grass grows.

I will remember the ancient law of averages and I will bend it to my good. I will persist with knowledge that each failure to sell will increase my chance for success at the next attempt. Each nay I hear will bring me closer to the sound of yea. Each frown I meet only prepares me for the smile to come. Each misfortune I encounter will carry in it the seed of tomorrow’s good luck. I must have the night to appreciate the day. I must fail often to succeed only once.




I will try, and try, and try again. Each obstacle[18]

 I will consider as a mere detour to my goal and a challenge to my profession. I will persist and develop my skills as the mariner develops his, by learning to ride out the wrath of each storm.

Henceforth, I will learn and apply another secret of those who excel in my work. When each day is ended, not regarding whether it has been a success or a failure, I will attempt to achieve one more sale. When my thoughts beckon my tired body homeward I will resist the temptation to depart. I will try again. I will make one more attempt to close with victory, and if that fails I will make another. Never will I allow any day to end with a failure. Thus will I plant the seed of tomorrow’s success and gain an insurmountable[19]

 advantage over those who cease their labor at a prescribed time. When others cease their struggle, the mine will begin, and my harvest will be full.

Nor will I allow yesterday’s success to lull me into today’s complacency, for this is the great foundation of failure. I will forget the happenings of the day that is gone, whether they were good or bad, and greet the new sun with confidence that this will be the best day of my life.




So long as there is breath in me, that long will I persist. For now I know one of the greatest principles of success; if I persist long enough I will win.

I will persist. I will win.





在古老的东方，挑选小公牛竞技场格斗有一定的程序。它们被带进场地，向手持长矛的斗牛士攻击。裁判以它受激后再向斗牛士进攻的次数多少，来评定这只公牛的英勇程度。从今往后，我必须承认，我生命的每一天都在接受这样的考验。如果我坚持不懈，如果我不断尝试，如果我勇往直前，我就一定会成功。

我不是为了失败才来到这个世界上的，我的血管里也没有失败的血液流动。我不是任人驱赶的羔羊。我是猛狮，拒绝与羊群为伍。我不想听失意者的哭泣、抱怨，他们是羊群中的瘟疫。我不能被它传染。失败者的屠宰场不是我命运的归宿。

生命的奖赏远在旅途的终点，而非起点附近。我不知道要走多少步才能达到目标。踏上第一千步的时候，仍可能失败，但成功就隐藏在下一个拐角处，除非我转过拐角，否则永远不知道它是如此接近。

再前进一步。如果没有用，就再向前一步。事实上，每次进步一点点并不太难。

今后，我承认每一天的努力就像对参天大树的一次砍击。头几刀可能在树林里了无痕迹。每一击本身看似都是微不足道的，似乎毫无结果。然而，累积起来，巨树终会倒下。这恰如我今天的努力。




就像冲洗高山的雨滴，吞噬猛虎的蚂蚁，照亮大地的星辰，建起金字塔的奴隶，我也要一砖一瓦地建造起自己的城堡，因为我深知水滴石穿的道理，只要持之以恒，什么事都可以做到。

我绝不考虑失败，我的字典里不再有放弃、不可能、办不到、没法子、成问题、不大可能、失败，行不通、没希望、退缩……这类愚蠢的字眼。我要尽量避免绝望这种疾病，一旦受到它的威胁，我会立刻设法向它挑战。我要辛勤耕耘，忍受苦楚。我放眼未来，勇往直前，不再理会脚下的障碍。我坚信，沙漠尽头必是绿洲。

我要记住古老的平衡法则，并将其作为我的行为准则。我会牢记每一次的失败都会增加下一次成功的机会。这一次的拒绝就是下一次的赞同，这一次的皱眉就是下一次的笑容。我遭遇的每一个不幸，都预示着明天的好运。夜幕降临，回想一天的遭遇，我总是心存感激。我深知，只有失败多次，才能成功。

我要尝试，尝试，再尝试。每一个障碍都是我成功之路上的弯道，是对我的挑战。我会坚持和提升自己的能力，像水手一样乘风破浪，渡过每一次暴风雨。

今后，我要学习和借鉴别人成功的秘诀。当每一天结束时，不论是非成败，我全不计较，只坚信明天会更好。当我精疲力竭时，我要抵制回家的诱惑，再试一次。我一试再试。我不会允许任何一天以失败收场。我要为明天的成功播种，超过那些按部就班的人。在别人停滞不前时，我会继续拼搏，终有一天我会丰收。

我不因昨日的成功而自满，因为这是失败的先兆。我要忘却昨日的一切，无论是好是坏，都让它随风而去。我信心百倍，迎接新的太阳，相信今天是我生命中最好的一天。




只要我一息尚存，就要坚持到底。现在我已深知成功的秘诀。如果我坚持不懈，我就有足够的时间赢得胜利。

坚持不懈，终会成功。





美丽语录

Millions of failures are caused by people who do things not thoroughly. It happens that some people cease or give up when it is just one step before success.

世界上千万人的失败，都是失败在做事不彻底，往往做到离成功尚差一步就终止不做了。














































The Mirror　镜子的人生哲理

◎ Robert Fulghum









“Dr. Papaderos, what is the meaning of life?”

The usual laughter followed, and people stirred to go.

Papaderos held up his hand and stilled the room and looked at me for a long time, asking with his eyes if I was serious and seeing from my eyes that I was.

“I will answer your question.”

Taking his wallet out of his hip pocket, he fished into a leather billfold[20]

 and brought out a very small round mirror, about the size of a quarter.

And what he said went like this:

“When I was a small child, during the war, we were very poor and we lived in a remote village. One day, on the road, I found the broken pieces of a mirror. A German motorcycle had been wrecked in that place.

“I tried to find all the pieces and put them together, but it was not possible, so I kept only the largest, and, by scratching it on a stone, I made it round. I began to play with it as a toy and became fascinated by the fact that I could reflect light into dark places where the sun would never shine—in deep holes and crevices and dark closets. It became a game for me to get light into the most inaccessible places I could find.




“I kept the little mirror, and, as I went about nay growing up, I would take it out in idle moments and continue the challenge of the game. As I became a man, I grew to understand that this was not just a child’s game but a metaphor for what I might do with my life. I came to understand that I am not the light or the source of light. But light—truth, understanding, knowledge—is there, and it will shine in many dark places only if I reflect it.

“I am a fragment[21]

 of a mirror whose whole design and shape I do not know. Nevertheless, with what I have I can reflect light into the dark places of this world—into the black places in the hearts of men—and change some things in some people. Perhaps others may see and do likewise. This is what I am about. This is the meaning of my life.”





“帕帕德罗斯博士，生命的价值是什么？”

嘲笑者们又像往常一样笑了起来，人们喧闹着要走。

帕帕德罗斯举起手，示意教室里的人安静。然后，他久久地凝视着我，似乎在审查我是不是认真的。从我的眼神中，他看出我并不是在开玩笑。

“我会回答你的问题。”

他从裤子后面的口袋里掏出皮夹子，从里面拿出一块小圆镜，大小与一个2角5分的硬币差不多。




而后，他这样说道：

“在战争时期，我还是个小男孩，那时家里很穷，我们住在一个偏僻的小村庄里。有一天，我在马路上发现了许多镜子碎片。曾有一辆德国摩托车在那里发生了事故。

“我试着找到所有的碎片，把它们拼起来，但这是不可能做到的，所以我只留下了那块最大的碎片。在石头上打磨成圆形以后就成了这个样子。我开始拿着它当玩具，发现自己能用它把光线反射到黑暗的地方：深洞、裂缝、漆黑的壁橱等太阳无法照亮的地方。所以，我非常喜欢它，把它当成一种游戏——让光线进入我能找到的最隐蔽的地方。

“这块小镜子我至今仍保留着，并且，随着自己慢慢地成长，空闲的时候，我还会把它拿出来，继续这种富于挑战的游戏。等我长大成人后，便逐渐明白了，这不仅是一个孩子的游戏，更暗示着我的人生价值。我开始知道自己不是光芒，也不能发出光芒。但是真理、理解和知识这些光芒就在那里，它会照亮许多黑暗的地方，只要我去反射的话。

“我是一面镜子的一块碎片，尽管整个镜子的式样和形状我并不知道。但是，我竭尽所能地反射光芒，照亮世界上那些黑暗的地方——照亮人们心灵的黑暗处——让一些人有所改变。也许有人看到后也会跟我做同样的事。这就是我，这就是我的人生价值。”





美丽语录

You’ve got a smile that could light up this whole world.




你有一种笑容，可以照亮整个世界。






































Growth That Starts from Thinking　在思考中成长

◎ Eleanor Roosevelt





It seems to me a very difficult thing to put into words the beliefs we hold and what they make you do in your life. I think I was fortunate because I grew up in a family where there was a very deep religious feeling. I don’t think it was spoken of a great deal. It was more or less taken for granted that everybody held certain beliefs and needed certain reinforcements[22]

 of their own strength and that came through your belief in God and your knowledge of prayer.

But as I grew older I questioned a great many of the things that I knew very well my grandmother who had brought me up had taken for granted. And I think I might have been quite a difficult person to live with if it hadn’t been for the fact that my husband once said it didn’t do you any harm to learn those things, so why not let your children learn them? When they grow up they’ll think things out for themselves.

And that gave me a feeling that perhaps that’s what we all must do—think out for ourselves what we could believe and how we could live by it. And so I came to the conclusion that you had to use this life to develop the very best that you could develop.




I don’t know whether I believe in a future life. I believe that all that you go through here must have some value, therefore there must be some reason. And there must be some “going on”. How exactly that happens I’ve never been able to decide. There is a future—that I’m sure of. But how, that I don’t know. And I came to feel that it didn’t really matter very much because whatever the future held you’d have to face it when you came to it, just as whatever life holds you have to face it in exactly the same way. And the important thing was that you never let down doing the best that you were able to do—it might be poor because you might not have very much within you to give, or to help other people with, or to live your life with. But as long as you did the very best that you were able to do, then that was what you were put here to do and that was what you were accomplishing by being here.

And so I have tried to follow that out—and not to worry about the future or what was going to happen. I think I am pretty much of a fatalist[23]

 . You have to accept whatever comes and the only important thing is that you meet it with courage and with the best that you have to give.





对我来说，用言语表达我的信仰以及它在我的人生中起到什么作用是一件很难的事情。我想我是幸运的，因为自己成长在一个笃信宗教的家庭里。可我并不觉得家人在时常谈论宗教。每个人心中都有某种信仰，都希望通过自己的力量将其实现，而这种力量就来自对上帝的信仰和懂得如何祈祷。




然而，随着年龄的增长，在祖母身边长大的我也开始质疑那些在她眼中理所应当的东西。我甚至将这些东西拒之门外，仿佛自己成了一个很难相处的人。直到有一次，我的丈夫劝我，这些东西你也学过，对你并无害处，为什么不让孩子们接触呢？他们长大后会懂得如何独立思考这些问题。

丈夫的一番话让我觉得，或许我们每个人都应该这么做——独立思考自己的信仰以及如何在生活中坚守这些信仰。于是，我意识到，人的一生就应该尽力让自己做到最好。

我不知道自己是否相信未来。我相信的是，你所经历的一切都是有价值的，因此也必定是有道理的，必定预示着某些事情即将到来。至于这些事情是如何发生的，我无法决定。但我深信，一定会有未来。至于未来会如何来临，我无从所知。可我开始觉得这一点并不重要，因为无论未来如何，我们都要面对。那么真正重要的是——倾尽全力做到最好。也许你能力有限，帮不上什么大忙，或者无法让自己的生活精彩。但是，只要你倾尽全力，完成自己来到世上的使命，那你就不枉此生了。

我就是这样听从自己的信仰，不再担心未来，不再为即将发生的事情忧心。我想我是一个十足的宿命论者。无论发生什么，你都要勇敢面对。最重要的是，面对的时候别忘了要勇敢，要倾尽全力。








美丽语录

Just keep your mind open and suck in the experience and if it hurts, it’s probably worth it.

只要你敞开心扉去迎接新的经历，哪怕有所疼痛都是值得的！






























Youth and Age　年轻与年老

◎ Robert Louis Stevenson













As we grow old, a sort of equable jog-trot of feeling is substituted for the violent ups and downs of passion and disgust; the same influence that restrains our hopes, quiets our apprehensions[24]

 ; if the pleasures are less intense, the troubles are milder and more tolerable; and in a word, this period for which we are asked to hoard up everything as for a time of famine, is, in its own right, the richest, easiest, and happiest of life. Nay, by managing its own work and following its own happy inspiration, youth is doing the best it can to endow the leisure of age. A full, busy youth is your only prelude to a self-contained and independent age; and the muff inevitably develops into the bore. There are not many Doctor Johnsons, to set forth upon their first romantic voyage at sixty-four. If we wish to scale Mont Blanc or go down in a diving dress or up in a balloon, we must be about it while we are still young. It will not do to delay until we are clogged with prudence and limping with rheumatism[25]

 and people begin to ask us: “What does Gravity out of bed?” Youth is the time to go flashing from one end of the world to the other both in mind and body; to try the manners of different nations; to hear the chimes at midnight; to see sunrise in town and country; to be converted at a revival; to circumnavigate the metaphysics, write halting verses, run a mile to see a fire, and wait all day long in the theatre to applaud HERNANI.
















当我们慢慢变老时，一种平淡而缓慢的感觉代替了强烈的爱憎沉浮。同样，这种感觉让我们克制自己的希望，消除心中的忧虑。如果快乐不再那么热烈，那么烦恼就能变得微不足道，更容易忍受。总而言之，在这段时间里，我们必须备好一切，以备不时之需。这段时间是整个生命中最丰富多彩、最轻松、最幸福的。不但如此，通过管理自己的行为，随着快乐的灵感律动，年轻人尽力让自己的时代变得闲适安逸。充实忙碌的年轻时代是独立自主的老年生活的唯一前奏。而那些年轻时碌碌无为的人，他们的晚年注定是沉闷无聊的。世上的约翰逊博士并不多——在64岁那年才开启人生中的首次浪漫之旅。如果我们想要丈量勃朗峰，或者穿上潜水衣潜水，或者坐着热气球飞上高空，我们必须趁年轻时去做，不要拖到自己变得小心谨慎、腿脚不便时才去。那时，人们就会问我们：“为何如此不安分？”年轻时代就是周游世界的时代，不论是精神游历还是身体力行；去体验不同国家的不同风情；去聆听午夜的钟声；去欣赏城市和乡间的日出；去为了重生而虔诚悔过；去博览玄学，写一些差强人意的诗句，跑一英里的路看篝火，等上一整天只是为了给《艾那尼》喝彩。








美丽语录

Go for the happy endings, because life doesn’t have any sequels.

为了一个美丽的结果而努力吧，因为人生没有续集。






















































Chapter 2 Footprint of Our Adnascent Years　镌刻成长的印记













Life is tough, whether we want it to be or not. What we need to do is pray for roots that reach deep into the Eternal, so when the rains fall and the winds blow, we won’t be swept asunder.

















不管我们愿不愿意，生活总是艰难的。我们需要做的是祈祷深植我们的信念之根，这样，当面对风吹雨打时，我们就不会被伤害。














































We’e Just Beginning　从零开始

◎ Charles F. Kattering









“We are reading the first verse of the first chapter of a book whose pages are infinite...”

I do not know who wrote these words, but I have always liked them as a reminder that the future can be anything we want to make it. We can take the mysterious, hazy future and carve out of it anything that we can imagine, just as a sculptor carves a statue from a shapeless stone.

We are all in the position of the farmer. If we plant a good seed, we reap a good harvest. If our seed is poor and full of weeds, we reap a useless crop. If we plant nothing at all, we harvest nothing at all.

I want the future to be better than the past. I don’t want it contaminated by the mistakes and errors with which history is filled. We should all be concerned about the future because that is where we will spend the remainder of our lives.

The past is gone and static. Nothing we can do will change it. The future is before us and dynamic. Everything we do will affect it. Each day brings with it new frontiers, in our homes and in our businesses, if we will only recognize them. We are just at the beginning of the progress in every field of human endeavor.








“我们正在读一本书的第一章第一行，而这本书有无数页……”

我不知道这句话是谁写的，可我很喜欢。它提醒着我们，未来是由自己创造的，一切皆有可能。我们可以把神秘的、不可知的未来塑造成我们想象中的任何一种样子，就像雕塑家把一尊未成形的石头刻成雕像。

我们就像是农夫。如果我们播下良种，必将获得丰收。然而，如果播下劣种，或田间杂草丛生，我们收获的就是无用的庄稼。没有耕耘就不会有收获。

我希望未来比过去更加美好。我希望未来不再重蹈历史的错误与过失。我们应该专注于未来，因为我们的余生都将在未来中度过。

往昔已逝，静如止水，我们无力改变它。未来就在眼前，生机勃勃，我们所做的一切都会影响它。如果我们意识到这些，无论工作还是家庭，我们都能开拓一片新天地。在人类致力开拓的每一个领域里，我们正好站在进步的起跑点上。





美丽语录

I am not afraid of tomorrow, for I have seen yesterday and love today.

我不害怕明天，因为我经历过昨天，又热爱今天。


























What I Have Lived for　我为什么而活

◎ Bertrand Russell









Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable[26]

 pity for the suffering of mankind. These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a wayward course, over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the very verge of despair.

I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy—ecstasy so great that I would often have sacrificed all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought it, next, because it relieves loneliness—that terrible loneliness in which one shivering consciousness looks over the rim of the world into the cold unfathomable lifeless abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the union of love I have seen, in a mystic miniature[27]

 , the prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have imagined. This is what I sought, and though it might seem too good for human life, this is what—at last—I have found.

With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand the hearts of men. I have wished to know why the stars shine. And I have tried to apprehend the Pythagorean power by which number holds sway above the flux. A little of this, but not much, have achieved.




Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of pain reverberate[28]

 in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old people a hated burden to their sons, and the whole world of loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what human life should be. I long to alleviate the evil, but I can’t, and I too suffer.

This has been my life. I have found it worth living, and would gladly live it again if the chance were offered me.





对爱情的渴望，对知识的探寻，对人类苦难无法遏制的同情，是支配我一生的单纯而强烈的三种情感。这些情感就像阵阵狂风，吹拂着四处飘零的我，有时甚至拂过痛苦的海洋，直抵绝望的边缘。

我渴望爱情，有三个原因。首先，爱情给我带来狂喜。这种狂喜是那样有力，我不惜抛弃余下的光阴，只为享受几个小时的爱给我带来的喜悦。其次，我一直在寻找它，因为爱情让我不再孤独。那个经历过可怕孤独的人，他总能穿过世界的边缘，看到冰冷的、无趣的、深不见底的深渊。最后，在我见过的爱的结合中，圣人和诗人所幻想的便是神秘的天堂缩影，这也正是我所追求的。虽然对一般人的生活而言，它有点太美好了，但这就是爱情最终帮我找到的东西。




我带着同样的情感探寻知识。我渴望读懂人类的心。我渴望知道为什么星星会发光。而且我还渴望了解毕达哥拉斯的力量。目前，我掌握的不多，就只有一些。

爱和知识尽可能地把我带上天堂，可我对人类的怜悯又将我拉回现实世界。痛苦的哭喊声时刻回荡在我的心间。饥荒中的孩童，受统治者压迫的受害者，被儿女视为负担的无助老人，还有全球普遍存在的孤单、贫困和痛苦，这一切的存在都是对人类理想生活的嘲讽。我希望自己有力量减轻这些痛苦，可我无能为力，因为我也是受害者之一。

也许这就是我的生活吧！我觉得活着是有意义的。如果再给我一次机会，我会欣然接受这个来之不易的重生的机会。





美丽语录

Nobody can go back and start a new beginning, but anyone can start now and make a new ending.

没有人可以回到过去重新开始，但谁都可以从现在开始，书写一个全然不同的结局。






















Kobe Bryant’s Growing Road　科比·布莱恩特的成长之路

◎ Jr. Wall









Kobe Bryant first started turning heads on the basketball court when he was in middle school. His talents dominated the game so much that high schools from all over the Philadelphia area watched him grow up. The almost six-foot tall seventh grader definitely had the make-up and genes for the game, as his dad was former NBA forward, Joe Bryant. Kobe developed his basketball skills under the watchful eye of his father, helping his mission to become a professional basketball player. He worked daily on his game, watching video, playing in the playgrounds and listening to his father. When he entered high school at Lower Marion in Philadelphia, Kobe was a highly touted recruit[29]

 . He proved that he had the skills and work ethic to be a star at the next level and the scouts noticed this. Kobe didn’t let anybody down either, as he played on the varsity basketball team his freshman year. He wouldn’t immediately be a superstar, though. Rather it was the countless hours of early morning workouts by himself in the gymnasium that escalated Kobe’s talents.

Kobe became a better player every year he played at Lower Marion and soon enough, he had developed into one of the premier[30]

 talents at the high school level. He sold out the games everywhere he played during his junior and senior years and he didn’t disappoint anyone. He once packed the school gym so much that it caused a traffic jam on the main highway just outside the school.




He went on to finish his high school career as the all-time leading point scorer in Pennsylvania history with a total of 2,883 points. Kobe’s highly decorated high school career made him the 13th overall choice by the Charlotte Hornets in the 1996NBA draft.





科比•布莱恩特上中学的时候才真正在篮球场上崭露头角。他有着惊人的篮球天赋，所以费城所有高中都在关注他的成长。这个七年级时就长到近6英尺的小学生，毫无疑问就是为篮球而生的，就像他的爸爸乔伊•布莱恩特——曾经在NBA征战数年的前锋一样。科比在父亲的关注下训练篮球技巧，并在父亲的帮助下完成了自己的使命——成为一个职业篮球运动员。他每天都在为比赛做准备：看录像、到球场上练球、聆听父亲的教诲。当他进入费城的一所高中——劳尔梅里恩时，他就成了最受瞩目的新生。他证明了自己拥有成为下一颗新星的实力和职业道德，并且球探也发现了这一点。科比高中一年级时就加入了学校代表队，虽然他无法一夜之间成为一个超级巨星，但他不会让任何人失望。每天清晨，健身房里那无数个小时的体能测验，让他能够更好地施展自己的才华。




科比在劳尔梅里恩打球的那几年，他就是一个出色的球员，并且很快成为高中时代最具才华的球员之一。大学三年级和四年级时，凡是他参加的球赛，场场爆满。当然，他也没有让任何人失望。有一次，学校体育馆内挤满了来看他比赛的人，因此造成了学校外主要高速公路的交通堵塞。

高中毕业时，他以惊人的2883分创造了宾州高校的得分纪录。科比充满荣誉的高中时代让他成为了第13位被夏洛特黄蜂队挑中的球员，直接从高中进入了1996年NBA选秀。





美丽语录

I can accept failure but I can’t accept not trying.

我可以接受失败，但绝对不能接受自己都未曾奋斗过。


























The Road Not Taken　未选择的路

◎ Robert Frost









Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;





Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,





And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.





I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—




I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.





黄色的树林里分出两条路

可惜我无法同时走过

独自旅行，我久久伫立于路口

我向着一条路极目望去

直到它消失在丛林深处

可我选择了另外一条路

它荒草丛生，寂静悠远

显得更美丽诱人

虽然这两条路上

都很少留下旅人的足迹

那天清晨，落叶飘满地

但两条路上都未见脚印

噢！另一条路，改日再见

我深知道路绵延无尽头

恐怕我难以重返

我想我会在多年以后

一边叹息，一边回忆

树林里分出两条路——

我选了人迹罕至的那条

从此有了不同的人生





美丽语录

I don’t regret the things I’ve done, I regret the things I didn’t do when I had the chance.




我不为做过的事而懊悔。我只是遗憾，有些事，有机会却没有去做。






















Flying Youth　转眼青春的散场

◎ Doris









“Youth” seems to be fading away in my life, only leaving me some unforgettable and cherished memories. Something that we used to think would last forever in our lives, had actually vanished in a second before we realized it. Those who we used to deeply love or miss, have now become the most acquainted strangers. Our once pure and beautiful dream, is gradually fading away with time passing by... This is youth, which is indeed an endless cycle from familiarity to strangeness, and from strangeness to familiarity, until the curtain of our youth is closing off little by little, along with our childish fantasies.

Human is such a strange animal that when we mostly did not cherish something until we lost it. We have gained a lot of things, but also lost a lot. What we want is merely getting the peace of mind. We care for children because they are the most pure-minded and kind-hearted among human beings. We are fond of staying with the old, because we can sense their inner peace from their serene faces. Maybe for them, the essence of life is to live it in the most comfortable way they deem. We may also love cats because their relaxation renders us a substantive sense of life.




There are many things in our lives that are easily gone or broken. Therefore, we will gradually learn to become apathetic[31]

 and indifferent towards everything. Maybe oftentimes, we are inclined to believe in ourselves rather than trust and rely on others, because in our lives, nothing will stay with us eternally and all will be gone one day eventually. Sometimes it is not the world that abandons us, but we who abandon the world. It can be evidenced by the fact that we have learnt to deny something habitually and therefore lost a lot of things. More often than not, we would believe that it is life that hurts us rather than believe that it is our personality flaw that hurts ourselves.

We are in strenuous[32]

 effort in changing our fate, bringing more happiness to people around us, realizing our dreams and reaching the love we are anticipating. However, we soon realize it is by no means easy to achieve any of them. It is a lifelong commitment and many things would alter with time and no one can guarantee eternity. Hence, silence becomes the best solution to all difficulties and hardships. Since we cannot make a for-sure promise, why do we still bother to boast too much about it? We still need to get down to our business with our own effort.

The flying youth has deposited too many things in our heart. Life should be treated with special care like an egg in your hands. We should treasure every moment of sincerity and gratefulness because the best things will be gone very easily. Try to forgive every lie simply because everyone has ever lied sometime. If you do not want to have tearing eyes, then just try to smile and hold a positive attitude towards your life every day!








“青春”这个字眼仿佛在我的生命中消失了，只留下一些难忘的美好回忆。我们总以为青春是生命中永远不会消失的东西，可它总是在我们意识到之前便转瞬即逝了。那些我们曾经深爱过或思念过的人，已经变成了最熟悉的陌生人。我们曾经拥有的纯洁而美好的梦，随着时间的推移，也慢慢地消失了……这就是青春，一个从熟悉到陌生，又从陌生到熟悉的无限循环，直到你的青春伴随着孩童的幻想一点一点消失。

人类是种很奇怪的动物，我们总是在失去之后才懂得珍惜。我们获得了许多，也失去了许多。我们渴望的仅仅是心灵的平静。我们喜爱孩子，因为他们是最纯真、最善良的人。我们享受和老人共度的时光，因为他们安祥的脸庞让你感觉到他们内心的平静。也许对他们来说，生活的本质就是用最舒心的方式热爱生活。也许我们也会喜欢猫，因为它们悠闲自在，有一份真实感。

生命里有太多容易消失和破碎的东西。因此，我们要逐渐学会淡然地面对一切。也许，我们时常更愿意相信自己，而非相信或依靠别人，因为在我们的生命中，没有什么会永远追随我们，最终，一切都将离我们而去。有时，不是世界抛弃了我们，而是我们抛弃了世界。我们学会了习惯性地说不，从而与许多东西擦肩而过。很多时候，我们宁愿相信是生活伤害了我们，也不愿相信是我们的个性缺失伤害了自己。




我们千方百计地想要改变命运，想要给周遭的人带来更多的快乐，想要实现我们的梦想，想要拥有一份期盼已久的感情。然而我们很快就意识到，实现以上任何一点都不是件简单的事。这是一件需要努力一辈子的事情，因为很多东西会随着时间而改变，没有人能够保证永恒。所以，有的时候，沉默便是战胜困难艰辛的最好方式。既然我们承诺不了，又何必多说呢？实现一切靠的还是自己的努力。

飞逝的青春留给我们太多的东西。生活就像是捧在手心里的鸡蛋，需要特别的照料。我们要珍惜每一份真诚和感动，因为最好的东西总是很容易流逝。试着原谅每一个谎言吧！因为每个人都曾在某时说过谎。如果你不忍心看到一双噙满泪水的双眼，那就微笑吧！抱着一种乐观向上的态度对待生命中的每一天！





美丽语录

Life isn’t always beautiful, but the struggles make you stronger, the changes make you wiser.

生活不一定是一直美好的，但是那些挣扎可以让你变得更坚强，那些改变可以让你变得更有智慧。






















The Boy Under the Tree　树下的男孩

◎ David Coleman & Kevin Randall









In the summer recess between freshman and sophomore[33]

 years in college, I was invited to be an instructor at a high school leadership camp hosted by a college in Michigan. I was already highly involved in most campus activities, and I jumped at the opportunity.

About an hour into the first day of camp, amid the frenzy of icebreakers and forced interactions, I first noticed the boy under the tree. He was small and skinny, and his obvious discomfort and shyness made him appear frail and fragile. Only fifty feet away, two hundred eager campers were bumping bodies, playing, joking and meeting each other, but the boy under the tree seemed to want to be anywhere other than where he was. The desperate loneliness he radiated almost stopped me from approaching him, but I remembered the instructions from the senior staff to stay alert for campers who might feel left out.

As I walked toward him, I said, “I, my name is Kevin, and I’m one of the counselors. It’s nice to meet you. How are you?” In a shaky, sheepish voice he reluctantly answered, “Okay, I guess.” I calmly asked him if he wanted to join the activities and meet some new people. He quietly replied, “No, this is not really my thing.”




I could sense that he was in a new world, that this whole experience was foreign to him. But I somehow knew it wouldn’t be right to push him, either. He didn’t need a pep talk; he needed a friend. After several silent moments, my first interaction with the boy under the tree was over.

At lunch the next day, I found myself leading camp songs at the top of my lungs for two hundred of my new friends. The campers eagerly participated. My gaze wandered over the mass of noise and movement and was caught by the image of the boy from under the tree, sitting alone, staring out the window. I nearly forgot the words to the song I was supposed to be leading. At my first opportunity, I tried again, with the same questions as before, “How are you doing? Are you okay?” To which he again replied, “Yeah, I’m all right. I just don’t really get into this stuff.” As I left the cafeteria, I realized this was going to take more time and effort than I had thought—if it was even possible to get through to him at all.

That evening at our nightly staff meeting, I made my concerns about him known. I explained to my fellow staff members my impression of him and asked them to pay special attention and spend time with him when they could.

The days I spend at camp each year fly by faster than any others I have known. Thus, before I knew it, mid-week had dissolved into the final night of camp, and I was chaperoning[34]

 the “last dance”. The students were doing all they could to savor every last moment with their new “best friends”—friends they would probably never see again.




As I watched the campers share their parting moments, I suddenly saw what would be one of the most vivid memories of my life. The boy from under the tree, who had stared blankly out the kitchen window, was now a shirtless dancing wonder. He owned the dance floor as he and two girls proceeded to cut a rug. I watched as he shared meaningful, intimate time with people at whom he couldn’t even look just days earlier. I couldn’t believe it was the same person.

In October of my sophomore year, a late-night phone call pulled me away from my chemistry book. A soft-spoken, unfamiliar voice asked politely, “Is Kevin there?”

“You’re talking to him, who’s this?”

“This is Tom Johnson’s mom. Do you remember Tommy from leadership camp?”

The boy under the tree. How could I not remember?

“Yes, I do.” I said. “He’s a very nice young man. How is he?”

An abnormally long pause followed, then Mrs. Johnson said, “My Tommy was walking home from school this week when he was hit by a car and killed.” Shocked, I offered my condolences[35]

 .




“I just wanted to call you,” she said, “because Tommy mentioned you so many times. I wanted you to know that he went back to school this fall with confidence. He made new friends. His grades went up. And he even went out on a few dates. I just wanted to thank you for making a difference for Tom. The last few months were the best few months of his life.”

In that instant, I realized how easy it is to give a bit of yourself every day. You may never know how much each gesture may mean to someone else. I tell this story as often as I can, and when I do, I urge others to look out for their own “boy under the tree”.





在大一生活结束的那个暑假，我受邀到密歇根州一所大学主办的高中领导才能夏令营担任辅导员一职。我参加过许多大学举办的活动，于是便欣然接受了这次邀请。

夏令营的第一天，我花了一个小时来缓和气氛，强迫大家进行互动。那时我第一次注意到那个树下的男孩。他又小又瘦，明显的不安和羞怯让他看起来更加弱不经风。离他只有50英尺远的地方，两百个狂热的露营爱好者正在蹦蹦跳跳地闹着说着，互相结识。可那个树下的男孩看样子只要不待在这里，去哪儿都可以。他表现出令人绝望的孤寂，仿佛要拒我于之千里之外。这时，我想起那些资深辅导员给我的提醒——给那些可能感到被忽略的队员一些特殊关注。




我朝他走去，说道：“你好，我叫凯文，我是夏令营的辅导员。很高兴见到你。你好吗？”他用颤抖羞怯的声音不情愿地回答道，“还好吧。”我冷静地问他是否愿意参加一些活动，结交一些新朋友。他静静地答道：“不，这真的不是我想做的事情。”

我能感觉到，他处在一个崭新的世界里，这里的一切对他来说都是陌生的。可是，我有时觉得强迫他也不是什么好办法。他需要的不是鼓励的话语，而是一位朋友。一段沉默过后，我和树下男孩的第一次互动也宣告结束了。

第二天午餐的时候，我为两百位新朋友高声唱起了夏令营之歌。队员们兴高采烈地跟着我一起唱。我的目光穿过嘈杂流动的人群，停在了那个单独坐在树下凝望着窗外的男孩身上。我差点忘了正在领唱的歌词。我又抓住机会试着再一次接近他，我像上一次那样问道：“你感觉怎么样？你还好吗？”他还是那样回答我：“是的，我还好。我只是不太想做这些事情。”从餐厅走出来的时候，我明白了，要想打开他的心扉，需要的时间和精力比我之前预计的还要多。

那天晚上，在全体工作人员例行会议上，我说出了对他的忧虑。我向我的同事说明了我对他的印象，并且请他们多留意他，多抽点时间陪他。

每一年我在夏令营的日子，比我所知道的其他任何时候都要过得快。于是不知不觉，周三成为了此次夏令营的最后一夜，我陪伴着他们跳最后一支舞。学生们和新交的“挚友”——或许今后再也无法相见的朋友——尽情享受这最后时刻。




正当我看着队员们共享临别时刻时，我突然看见了生命中最动人的一幕：那个曾经茫然凝望着厨窗外的树下男孩，此时早已脱去外上衣，正在热情地舞蹈着。当他和两个女孩一起热舞时，他吸引了全场的目光。我看着他与人分享着意义深长又亲密无间的时光。可就在几天前，他甚至都不愿意看这些人一眼，我简直不敢相信这是同一个人。

大二那年10月的一个深夜，我放下手中的化学书，接了一个电话。听筒里传来一个陌生、温柔、彬彬有礼的声音：“您是凯文吗？”

“我是。请问哪位？”

“我是汤姆·约翰逊的妈妈。您还记得参加过领导才能夏令营的汤米吗？”

那个树下男孩，我怎么会不记得呢？

“当然，”我说，“他是个非常不错的年轻人。他还好吗？”

很长的停顿后，约翰逊夫人接着说：“这周我的汤米在回家的路上被车撞了，就那样走了。”我震惊极了，并请她节哀。

“我只是想打个电话给你，”她说，“因为汤米曾多次向我提起你。我想让你知道，这个秋天，他信心满满地回到学校，结交了新朋友，学习成绩也提高了，甚至还和女孩子约会了几次。我想谢谢你，是你改变了汤姆。这最后几个月是他生命里最灿烂的时光。”

刹那间，我明白了：每天奉献一点点是件很容易的事，可你也许永远不会知道，每一个善意的小举动会给别人带来多大的影响。我无数次说起这个故事，我这么做就是为了让更多的人留意他们自己的那个“树下男孩”。








美丽语录

You make millions of decisions that mean nothing and then one day your order takes out and it changes your life.

你每天都在做很多看起来毫无意义的决定，但某天你的某个决定就能改变你的一生。


























Growing in the Middle Ground　在探索中成长

◎ Anne Phipps









I believe that my beliefs are changing. Nothing is positive. Perhaps I am in a stage of metamorphosis which will one day have me emerging complete, sure of everything. Perhaps I shall spend my life searching.

Until this winter, I believed in outward[36]

 things, in beauty as I found it in nature and art. Beauty passed, swift and sure, from the outside to the inside, bringing intense emotion. I felt a formless faith when I rode through summer woods, when I heard the counterpoint of breaking waves, when I held a flower in my hand. There was the same inspiration from art—here and there, in flashes—in seeing for the first time the delicacy of a white jade vase, or the rich beauty of a rug, in hearing a passage of music played almost perfectly, in watching Markova dance Giselle, most of all in reading. Other people’s consciousness, their sensitivity to emotion, color, sound, their feeling for form, instructed me. The necessity for beauty I found to be the highest good, the human soul’s greatest gift. It was not, I felt, all.

This winter I came to college. The questions put to me changed. Lists of facts and “who dragged whom how many times around the walls of what?” lost importance. Instead I was asked eternal questions: What is Beauty? What is Truth? What is God? I talked about faith with other students. I read St. Augustine and Tolstoy. I wondered if I hadn’t been worshiping[37]

 around the edges. Nature and art were the edges, an inner faith was the center. I discovered, really discovered, that I had a soul. Just sitting in the sun one day, I realized the shattering meaning of St. Augustine’s statement that the sun and the moon, all the wonders of nature, are not God’s “first works”, but second to the spiritual works.




I had, up till then, perceived spiritual beauty, only through the outward; it had come into me. Now, I am groping[38]

 towards an inner spiritual consciousness that will be able to go out from me. I am lost in the middle ground; I am learning.





我坚信自己的信仰一直在改变。凡事无绝对。或许，我还在发育阶段，总有一天我会发育完全，从而坚信一切。或许，我将要用一生的时间去探寻。

这个冬季以前，我信仰外界的事物，相信从大自然和艺术中发现的美。可美总是转瞬即逝，留下的只是无尽感伤。当我骑马穿过夏日的丛林，当我侧耳倾听浪花翻滚的声音，当我手持一朵鲜花时，我就能感觉到一种无形的信念。艺术也能带来同样的灵感，它无所不在，稍纵即逝——就像我第一次看见一个精美的白玉花瓶或一块华丽的地毯，听到一段演奏得近乎完美的音乐，看到马尔科娃在《吉赛尔》中的优美舞姿，我都能感觉到这种灵感。然而，这种灵感绝大部分源自阅读。他人的思想，他们对于情感、颜色、声音的敏感，以及对形式的感知，都能给我以启迪。我发现，对美的需求是人类最崇高的举动，是人类灵魂最伟大的天赋。可我觉得，它并非一切。




今年冬天，我上大学了。我所面临的问题也改变了。很多事实和那些“多少次谁拉着谁围绕着哪面墙徘徊？”早已不再重要。相反，一些永恒的问题开始困扰着我：什么是美？什么是真理？什么是上帝？我曾和其他学生讨论过信仰的问题。我读过圣·奥古斯丁与托尔斯泰的著作。我想知道，自己是否一直徘徊在信仰的边缘。自然和艺术都是边缘，内心的信仰才是核心。我发现了，真的发现了，自己拥有一个灵魂。有一天，当我坐在阳光下时，我终于明白了圣·奥古斯丁说过的那句话：太阳和月亮，所有自然界的奇迹，都不是上帝的“初作”，而是精神上的二次创造。

直到那一刻，我才能看透外界事物，欣赏到精神上的美。那种美已然住进我心里。现在，我正在通往内心精神世界的道路上摸索前行着。我迷失在探索之中。我正在学习。





美丽语录

Life is not always what we want it to be. We fight. We cry. And sometimes, we give up. But in our hearts, we know it’s still love.




生活有时不尽如人意。我们挣扎、哭泣，有时甚至放弃。但内心始终要充满爱。


























Brush Past the Death　与死神擦肩而过

◎ Steve Jobs









When I was 17, I read a quote that went something like: “If you live each day as if it was your last, someday you’ll most certainly be right.” It made an impression on me, and since then, for the past 33 years, I have looked in the mirror every morning and asked myself: “If today were the last day of my life, would I want to do what I am about to do today?” And whenever the answer has been “No” for too many days in a row, I know I need to change something.

Remembering that I’ll be dead soon is the most important tool I’ve ever encountered to help me make the big choices in life. Because almost everything—all external expectations, all pride, all fear of embarrassment or failure—these things just fall away in the face of death, leaving only what is truly important. Remembering that you are going to die is the best way I know to avoid the trap of thinking you have something to lose. You are already naked. There is no reason not to follow your heart.

About a year ago, I was diagnosed[39]

 with cancer. I had a scan at 7:30 in the morning, and it clearly showed a tumor on my pancreas. I didn’t even know what a pancreas was. The doctors told me this was almost certainly a type of cancer that is incurable, and that I should expect to live no longer than three to six months. My doctor advised me to go home and get my affairs in order, which is doctor’s code for preparing yourself to die. It means to try to tell your kids everything you thought you’d have the next 10 years to tell them in just a few months. It means to make sure everything is buttoned up so that it will be as easy as possible for your family. It means to say your goodbyes.




I lived with that diagnosis all day. Later that evening I had a biopsy, where they stuck an endoscope down my throat, through my stomach and into my intestines, put a needle into my pancreas and got a few cells from the tumor. I was sedated[40]

 , but my wife, who was there, told me that when they viewed the cells under a microscope the doctors started crying because it turned out to be a very rare form of pancreatic cancer that is curable with surgery. I had the surgery and I’m fine now.

This was the closest I’ve been to facing death, and I hope it’s the closest I get for a few more decades. Having lived through it, I can now say this to you with a bit more certainty than when death was a useful but purely intellectual concept:

No one wants to die. Even people who want to go to heaven don’t want to die to get there. And yet death is the destination we all share. No one has ever escaped it. And that is as it should be, because Death is very likely the single best invention of Life. It is Life’s change agent. It clears out the old to make way for the new. Right now the new is you, but someday not too long from now, you will gradually become the old and be cleared away. Sorry to be so dramatic, but it is quite true.




Your time is limited, so don’t waste it living someone else’s life. Don’t be trapped by dogma—which is living with the results of other people’s thinking. Don’t let the noise of others’ opinions drown out[41]

 your own inner voice. And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition. They somehow already know what you truly want to become. Everything else is secondary.





我17岁的时候，读过一句格言，好像是这样说的：“如果你把每一天都当作最后一天去生活的话，总有一天，你会觉得自己这么做是正确的。”这句话给我留下了深刻印象。从那以后，在过去的33年中，每天清晨我都会对着镜子问自己：“如果今天是我生命中的最后一天，那我还会去做原先计划好的那些事情吗？”可连续多日我得到的答案都是“不会”。于是，我明白我该做些改变了。

时刻提醒自己我即将死去，是帮我做出人生许多重大抉择的重要工具。因为几乎所有的一切——一切外来的期望、一切骄傲、一切关乎面子和失败的恐惧——在死亡面前，这些东西都将消失殆尽，留下的只是真正重要的东西。时刻提醒自己我即将死去，是不让自己陷入患得患失的最好办法。因为此时的你已然一无所有了，就没有理由不顺从你的心。




大约在一年前，我被诊断出患有癌症。我在早上7点半做了扫描，扫描结果清楚地显示我的胰腺上长了一个肿瘤。当时，我甚至都不知道胰腺是什么东西。医生很肯定地告诉我，我得的是一种基本上无法治愈的癌症。我活在世上的日子可能不会超过3到6个月。我的医生建议我回家，安排好后事，这是医生们专门对等死的病人说的话。这也就是意味着，你要把本来打算在未来10年内对孩子们说的话，在这几个月里说完；意味着你要把一切安排妥当，让你的家人尽可能地轻松些；意味着你就要说“再见”了。

那一整天我都在想着我的诊断结果。那天夜里晚些时候，我做了活组织切片检查。医生把一个内窥镜从我的喉咙伸进去，通过我的胃，进入我的肠子，然后用一根针刺进我的胰腺，在肿瘤上取出一些细胞。我被注射了镇定剂。可当时也在场的妻子后来告诉我，当医生用显微镜观察这些细胞时，突然大叫了起来。原来我患的是一种罕见的、可以用手术治愈的胰腺癌。于是，我做了手术，现在痊愈了。

那就是我和死神擦肩而过的一次，我希望这也是接下来几十年最接近死神的一次。以前死亡对我来说只是一个有用却纯粹是理论上的概念，可有了这次经历之后，我可以更加确信地对你们说：

没有人会想死，即使人们想上天堂，也不会为了去那儿而去死。然而，死亡是我们的最终归宿，没有人能够逃脱。也许就该如此，因为死亡是生命唯一的最好发明。它是生命不断变化的源动力。它除旧呈新。如今，你们是新人，然后不久之后，你们也会慢慢变老，接着被淘汰。我很抱歉如此戏剧性，但事实就是如此。




















The Fork in the Road　面对人生的十字路口

◎ Florence Scovel Shinn









Every day there is a necessity of choice (a fork in the road). “Shall I do this, or shall I do that? Shall I go, or shall I stay?” Many people do not know what to do. They rush about letting other people make decisions for them, then regret having taken their advice.

There are others who carefully reason things out. They weigh and measure the situation like dealing in groceries[42]

 , and are surprised when they fail to obtain their goal.

There are still other people who follow the magic path of intuition and find themselves in their Promised Land in the twinkling of an eye.

Intuition is a spiritual faculty high above the reasoning mind, but on the path is all that you desire or require. So choose ye this day to follow the magic path of intuition.

In most people it is a faculty which has remained dormant. So we say, “Awake though that sleeps. Wake up to your leads and hunches[43]

 !”

Now it is necessary for you to make a decision, you face a fork in the road. Ask for a definite unmistakable lead, and you will receive it.




So we find we have success through being strong and very courageous in following spiritual law.

A well-known man, who has become a great power in the financial world, said to a friend, “I always follow intuition and I am luck incarnate.”

Inspirations are the most important thing in life. People come to truth meetings for inspiration. I find the right word will start divine[44]

 activity operating in their affairs.

In every act prompted by fear lies the germ of its own defeat.





我们每天都要面临不同的选择（面对人生的十字路口）。“是该这样，还是该那样？我是该走还是该留？”许多人都很茫然不知所措，所以他们急着让别人为自己拿主意，接着再为听了他人的意见而后悔。

一些人总是小心翼翼地为未来计划着。他们就像经营杂货店那样经营着自己的未来。可是，当他们无法达到自己的目标时，往往又会惊叹不已。

还有一些人会跟着直觉走，发现自己转眼之间就到了梦想中的天堂。

直觉，是一种高于理性思想的本能。然而，只有当你充满强烈欲望或迫切需求时，这种本能才会显现出来。所以，相信你的直觉，跟着感觉走吧！

但是，大多数人身上的这种本能都还未被唤醒。所以，我们要说：“唤醒沉睡的直觉吧，唤醒心中的巨人吧！”




现在，你必须作出选择，你面对着人生的十字路口。向你的直觉索要一个确定答案吧！然后，勇敢地接受它！

于是我们发现，成功路上有了直觉相伴，我们变得更加强大，更加勇敢了。

一位金融界的知名成功人士对他的朋友说：“我一直跟着感觉走，我是一个幸运儿。”

灵感是人的一生中最重要的东西。人们往往会产生灵感。有了灵感，人们在工作时就能如鱼得水，得心应手了。

无论何时，都不要惧怕，因为它会在你心底生根发芽。





美丽语录

Make up your mind to act decidedly and take the consequences. No good is ever done in this world by hesitation.

下定决心，果断行动，并承担后果。在这世界上犹豫不决成就不了任何事。






















Growing Roots　成长的树根

◎ Philip Gulley









When I was growing up, I had an old neighbor named Dr. Gibbs. He didn’t look like any doctor I’d ever known. He never yelled at us for playing in his yard. I remember him as someone who was a lot nicer than circumstances warranted.

When Dr. Gibbs wasn’t saving lives, he was planting trees. His house sat on ten acres, and his life’s goal was to make it a forest.

The good doctor had some interesting theories concerning plant husbandry. He came from the “No pain, no gain” school of horticulture[45]

 . He never watered his new trees, which flew in the face of conventional wisdom. Once I asked why. He said that watering plants spoiled them, and that if you water them, each successive tree generation will grow weaker and weaker. So you have to make things rough for them and weed out the weenie trees early on.

He talked about how watering trees made for shallow roots, and how trees that weren’t watered had to grow deep roots in search of moisture. I took him to mean that deep roots were to be treasured.




So he never watered his trees. He’d plant an oak and, instead of watering it every morning, he’d beat it with a rolled-up newspaper. Smack! Slap! Pow! I asked him why he did that, and he said it was to get the tree’s attention.

Dr. Gibbs went to glory a couple of years after I left home. Every now and again, I walked by his house and looked at the trees that I’d watched him plant some twenty-five years ago. They’re granite strong now. Big and robust. Those trees wake up in the morning and beat their chests and drink their coffee black.

I planted a couple of trees a few years back. Carried water to them for a solid summer. Sprayed them. Prayed over them. The whole nine yards. Two years of coddling has resulted in trees that expect to be waited on hand and foot. Whenever a cold wind blows in, they tremble and chatter their branches. Sissy trees.

Funny things about those trees of Dr. Gibbs’. Adversity and deprivation[46]

 seemed to benefit them in ways comfort and ease never could.

Every night before I go to bed, I check on my two sons. I stand over them and watch their little bodies, the rising and falling of life within. I often pray for them. Mostly I pray that their lives will be easy. But lately I’ve been thinking that it’s time to change my prayer.

This change has to do with the inevitability of cold winds that hit us at the core. I know my children are going to encounter hardship, and I’m praying they won’t be naive. There’s always a cold wind blowing somewhere.




So I’m changing my prayer. Because life is tough, whether we want it to be or not. Too many times we pray for ease, but that’s a prayer seldom met. What we need to do is pray for roots that reach deep into the Eternal, so when the rains fall and the winds blow, we won’t be swept asunder.





在我还是孩子的时候，我有一个老邻居叫吉布斯医生。他不像我认识的任何一个医生。我们在他的院子里玩耍，他从来不骂我们。我记得他是一个非常和蔼的人。

吉布斯医生不去拯救生命的时候，就会去种植树木。他的住所占地10英亩，他的人生目标就是将它变成一片森林。

这个好心的医生对于植物畜牧业有一番有趣的理论。他来自一个“不劳无获”的园艺学校。他从不给他新种的树浇水，这显然有悖于常理。有一次我问为什么，他说浇水会宠坏了它们，如果浇水，每一棵成活的树的后代会变得越来越娇弱。所以，你必须让它们的生长环境变得艰苦些，尽早淘汰那些弱不禁风的树。

他还告诉我用水浇灌的树的根是如何浅，而那些没有浇水的树的根就必须深深扎进泥土深处搜寻水分。我将他的话理解为：深根是十分宝贵的。

所以他从不给他的树浇水。他种了一棵橡树，每天早上，非但不给它浇水，还用一张卷起的报纸抽打它。“啪！噼！砰！”我问他为什么这样做，他说这是为了引起树的注意。




在我离开家两年后，吉布斯医生就去世了。每一次，我走过他的房子时，就会看看那些25年前我曾看着他种下的那些树。如今它们已像岩石般硬朗了。枝繁叶茂，生气勃勃。这些树在早晨醒过来，拍打着胸脯，啜饮着苦难的汁水。

几年前，我也曾种下两三棵树。整整一个夏天我都坚持为它们浇水。给它们喷杀虫剂，为它们祈祷。整整九平方码大的地方。结果，两年的溺爱使这两棵树弱不禁风。每当寒风吹起，它们就颤抖起来，枝叶直打颤。娇里娇气的树。

吉布斯医生的树真是有趣。逆境和折磨带给它们的益处，似乎是舒适和安逸永远都无法给予的。

每天晚上睡觉前，我都要看看两个儿子。我俯视着他们那幼小的身体，生命就在其中起落沉浮。我经常为他们祈祷，祈祷他们的生活能一帆风顺。但近来，我想是时候该改变我的祈祷词了。

这种改变与寒风将不可避免地直击我们的要害。我知道我的孩子们会遇到困难，我祈祷他们不会幼稚而脆弱。某些地方总会有寒风吹过。

所以，我改变了我的祈祷词。因为无论我们愿不愿意，生活总是艰难的。我们已祈祷了太多的安逸，但却少有实现。我们所要做的是祈祷深植我们的信念之根，这样，当雨落风吹时，我们就不会被伤害。





美丽语录

Don’t pray for easy lives. Pray to be stronger men.




不要祈祷生活的舒适，应该祈祷自己变得更加坚强。






















Chapter 3 Come On the Stage of Dreams　踏上梦想的舞台

















⊙ There’s never a perfect age to live your

  dreams. The perfect age is right now.

⊙ Make your goal known. Travel one step

  at a time.

⊙ Keep your dream alive. Long-term goals

  exist because they take a long time.













⊙ 根本没有所谓的实现梦想的理想年龄。最佳时机就是立刻开始。

⊙ 明确你的目标，一步一个脚印。

⊙ 让你的梦想永远充满活力。长期的目标需要长时间的努力。






















It’s Never Too Late For Success　成功之路，永不言迟

◎ Charles D. Rice













You and your parents can stop worrying—Edison, Darwin and lots more were far from being geniuses in their teens.

History books seldom mention it, but the truth is that many of our greatest figures were practically “beatniks” when they were teenagers. They were given to daydreaming, indecision, hebetude[47]

 (plain dullness), and they showed no promise of being a doctor, lawyer or teacher.

So, young men and women, if you suffer from the same symptoms, don’t despair. The world was built by men and women whose parents worried that they would “never amount to a hill of beans”. You don’t hear too much about their early failures because parents prefer to cite more inspiring examples.





A MAN THEY DON’T TELL YOU ABOUT

If you take piano lessons and your attitude towards practicing is marked by laziness, your parents might justly complain and flaunt before you the famous picture of little Mozart in his ruffled night-shirt, playing the piano at midnight in the attic. But the point is, your parents would not show you a picture of a certain part who never showed a whit of interest in music during his formative years. In fact he never showed talent in any direction whatever. Finally put to studying law, he barely passed his final exams. It was not until he was 22 that he suddenly became fired with a great passion for music and his name was Peter Ilyich Tchaikovsky.








EDISON WAS “ADDLED”

In the sciences, there have been hundreds of geniuses who aimed straight at the goal from their earliest years, and hundreds who showed no aptitude at all. So it goes. You have the Wright Brothers, who were brilliant in engineering in their early teens, and you have Thomas Alva Edison, whose teacher tried to get him out of the class because his brain was “addled”. You have the Nobel Prize physicist Enrico Fermi, who at 17 had read enough mathematics to qualify for a doctor’s degree. And you have the great Albert Schweitzer, who wavered between music and the church until he was 30. Then he started his medical studies. 





DARW IN HATED SCHOOL

Charles Darwin’s early life was a mess. He hated school, and his father once shouted, “You care for nothing but shooting dogs and rat catching, and you will be a disgrace[48]

 to yourself and all your family!” He was sent to Glasgow to study medicine, but he couldn’t stand the sight of blood. He was sent to divinity school and barely managed to graduate. Whereupon he chucked the whole business and shipped out to the South Seas on the famous exploring ship Beagle. On that voyage, one of history’s greatest scientists was born. It was here that he collected the material for the book that would revolutionize biological science—The Origin of the Species.








FAULKNER FAILED IN ENGLISH

Politics offers a familiar example of contrast. Herbert Hoover must have learned administration in the cradle. When he was at school he was drafted as football manager, though he didn’t know the game, and the glee club manager, though he couldn’t sing a note. Whatever he touched went smoothly, glee club or food for a starving Europe.

But one of his successors in the White House had about as checkered a youth as can be imagined. Turned down by West Point because of poor vision, Harry Truman tried a dozen jobs, including in a drugstore, a bank, a bottling works, and a railroad yard. But he got there just the same.

Great writers are supposed to be born, not made, but here again there are many fascinating exceptions. William Faulkner quit school in the fifth grade and rattled around the country as a house painter and a dishwasher.




Once he tried attending college, but failed in freshman English and quit. He wangled a postmaster’s job in a small Mississippi town, and infuriated the populace by getting the mail all mixed up and closing the office whenever he felt like it. Faulkner was 25 before he started the writing career that won him a Nobel Prize.





HOW ABOUT THOSE PRODIGIES

And added to all the aforementioned paradoxes[49]

 you have a small army of child prodigies who were graduated from college when they were 15, and are now obscure clerks in accounting departments. And you have a small army of men who were too stupid or indolent to get into or finish college and who are today presidents of the firms that hire the prodigies.

So who’s to say what about youth? Any young boy or girl who knows what he wants to do in life is probably the better off for it. But no teenager needs despair of the future. He has that one special advantage over the greatest man alive—time! If you don’t think time counts, look at Grandma Moses, she never sold a painting till she was 80.
















你和你的父母可以不必担忧了——爱迪生、达尔文还有许多其他人在他们年少时远非天才。

历史书上很少提到这些，但事实是：我们许多伟人在他们青少年时是“垮掉的一代”。他们也会做白日梦，也会优柔寡断，也会犯傻。而且，他们身上也没有显现出能够成为医生、律师或教师的潜质。

所以，年轻的男女们，如果你们遇到了同样的状况，不必绝望。这个世界就是由那些父母担心会一事无成的男男女女创造的。他们早年失败的事情，想必你很少听说，因为父母更喜欢引用更多鼓舞人心的例子。





他们不向你谈起的一个人

如果你正在学钢琴，可你并不勤于练习。这时，你的父母可能会一边指责你，一边在你面前对着一张著名的画尽情夸耀——穿着睡袍的小莫扎特大半夜还在阁楼上练钢琴。可关键是，你的父母不会给你看另外一副画——少年时期对音乐不感兴趣的那些人。准确地说，他从未在任何领域表现出超凡的天赋。最终，他选择了法律，但期末考试门门不及格。直到22岁那年，他突然对音乐有了强烈的兴趣。他的名字就叫彼得·伊里奇·柴科夫斯基。





爱迪生是“愚蠢”的

在科学领域里，有许多天才在早年时便瞄准了自己的目标，而有的却从未显露过自己的天赋。就是因为这样，我们才有了从小擅长机械引擎的莱特兄弟；有了因为“愚蠢”而差点被老师赶出教室的托马斯·阿尔瓦·爱迪生；有了17岁便博览数学类书籍并获得博士学位的诺贝尔物理学奖获得者恩里科·费米；有了30岁之前还在音乐和牧师之间犹豫不决，之后才开始学医的伟大的埃博特·施威茨。 








达尔文讨厌上学

查尔斯·达尔文早年的生活就像一团乱麻。他讨厌上学。有一次，父亲冲他大声喊道：“除了打狗和追老鼠，你什么都不会。你会成为你自己和家人的耻辱！”就这样，他被送到格拉斯哥学医，可是他一见到血就晕。无奈之下，他又被送到神学院，可是他却无法毕业。于是他抛下一切，乘坐著名的探险之船——比格——来到南海。历史上最伟大的科学家之一就在此次航海中诞生了。《物种起源》——这本足以引发一场生物科学变革的书，它的素材就是在这次航海中搜集到的。





福克纳英语考试不及格

政界为我们提供了一个熟悉的反例。赫伯特·胡佛一定在婴儿时期便学会了行政管理。在学校，他是校足球队队长，尽管他对足球一窍不通；他也是校合唱队的队长，尽管他对唱歌也是一无所知。凡是他参加的活动总能顺利开展，不论是组织合唱队，还是为欧洲筹集食物。

然而，在白宫，他的一位接班人的青年时代却充满了艰辛。因为视力不佳未被西点军校录取的哈里·杜鲁门试着做过许多工作，包括在药店、银行、装瓶厂和铁路换装场上班。可他终究还是坐上了总统的宝座。




伟大的作家照理说应是天生的，而非后天塑造的。可这儿有许多典型的例外。威廉·福克纳五年级时便辍学了，从此他就穿梭在全国各地，靠给别人油漆房子和洗碗为生。

他曾经上过大学，可在大一的英语考试中，他就考了个不及格，于是他便辍学不上了。他用诈骗手段在密西西比亚的小镇上找到了一份邮递员的工作。可是他把邮件弄得一团糟，令民众激怒不已，并且由着自己的性子想什么时候收工就什么时候收工。在福克纳开始那段给自己带来诺贝尔奖的写作生涯时，他已经25岁了。





如何解释这些神童呢？

除了前面提到的那些怪才，你也知道不少神童。他们有的15岁便大学毕业，可最后却沦为财务部的一名小职员。也有一些孩子，因为当年太笨或太懒而放弃了大学，如今却成了聘请昔日神童的那些公司的总裁。

那么，关于青春，到底谁说了算呢？任何心中拥有人生目标的少男少女都可能处于优势地位。但任何青少年都无需对未来感到绝望。和一位尚在人间的伟人相比，他拥有一个特别的优势——时间！如果你觉得时间算不上什么，那就请你看看摩西奶奶吧！直到80岁她才卖出第一幅画。





美丽语录

You got a dream, you gotta protect it. People can’t do something themselves, they wanna tell you that you can’t do it. If you want something, go get it.




如果你有梦想，守护它。 当人们做不到一些事情的时候，他们就会说你也同样不能。既然有了目标，你就要努力实现。






















From Dreamers to Doers　与其做梦不如行动

◎ Allison Burgess





Most potential entrepreneurs dream of breakthrough businesses all their lives and never get started. On the other hand, those who have listened to their intuition often wish they took the plunge earlier.

When surveyed, entrepreneurs[50]

 say 29 is the ideal age to start a business. The average age that entrepreneurs actually start a business is 35. They wish they’d started earlier.

There’s no perfect age to start living your dreams. Being too young or too old is no excuse. The perfect time to start is right now.

These people did.





Nola Ochs—the Energizer Student

1972. Nola Ochs is widowed on her wheat farm in the town of Jetmore, Kansas (population 1000). She tends to her farm with the help of her children. In 1978, she realizes she wants more from life. Age 68, she signs up for a tennis class at the nearest community college.

Years pass. Nola works full-time on her farm and occasionally drives into town to attend a class. After ten years studying everything from agribusiness to the Bible, she’s told that she is one class away from an associate’s degree. All she must do is complete college algebra[51]

 .




With an associate’s degree she is pleased but not fulfilled. College algebra will not be the end of her scholarly career. Several years later she decides to make the two- hour trek to Fort Hays State University. Enrolling at age 94, she lacks only 30 class hours to earn a bachelor’s degree. In May 2007, at 95, she becomes the world’s oldest college graduate.

Is it time to sit back and enjoy the framed diploma on the farmhouse wall? Not yet. She’s started a Masters Degree.





Cliff Burgess—the Marathon Man

1993. Cliff Burgess is 55. He’s tired of his potbelly and vows to start walking.

Cliff hits the pavement in his suburban Texas town. A walk around the block turns into twice around the block. Walking feels good, but he knows he can pick up some speed. The weight starts to come off as he signs up for 5km and 10km races. In less than a year, he enters in the San Antonio marathon thinking of it as a training run in preparation for his first marathon—42km (26.2 miles). He feels good during the race, and he crosses the finish line faster than expected.




Averaging 15 marathons[52]

 per year, he completes his 100th marathon six years later at the age of 62.

Reaching 100 marathons isn’t the final goal. His running gives him an excuse to travel the world to add to his marathon list. He finds himself in Finland, France, Romania, China, Argentina, Brazil, 25 other countries, and nearly all of the 50 states of the USA in a record 15 years.

At age 70, he’s at Marathon #226 and counting. One of his finest highlights is qualifying multiple times for the runner’s dream: a bib number in the Boston Marathon. In April 2009, he will travel to Boston, Massachusetts for the fourth time to take part yet again in all the running glory.

“Nothing happens unless first we dream.”

~ Carl Sandburg

Action summary

● Make your goal known. Travel one step at a time.

● Keep your dream alive. Long-term goals exist because they take a long time.

● Success and determination are intimate siblings. Talent is merely success’s distant cousin.





世界上很多人都有成为创业家的潜力，可惜他们一生都在蹉跎中度过了，从未实现自己的创业梦想。另一方面，那些听从了直觉的企业家也常常感叹自己没有早点放手一搏。

调查结果显示，企业家们认为29岁是创业的理想年龄。然而，企业家真正开始创业的平均年龄却是35岁。他们都希望自己能早点开始创业。




其实根本没有所谓的实现梦想的理想年龄。年纪太小或太大都不是理由。最佳时机就是立刻开始。

这些企业家就是这样做的。





诺拉·奥克斯——不安分的学生

1972年，诺拉·奥克斯独自一人居住在堪萨斯州杰特摩尔镇（人口1000）一个种植小麦的农场上。她在子女的帮助下照管农场。1978年，她意识到自己的生活应该是丰富多彩的。68岁时，她到最邻近的社区大学报名参加了一个网球班。

多年后，诺拉全身心投入到农场上，只是偶尔开车到镇上上课。10年间，从农业综合业到圣经，她学了一样又一样。拿大专学位的话，她只剩代数一门课程未学完。她要做的就是修完大学代数。

获得大专学位，她很高兴，但不满足。学完代数这门课并不意味着她的学涯就此结束。多年后，她决定花两小时开车到富特海斯州立大学上课。入学时，她已经94岁了。她还差30个课程才能获得学士学位。2007年的5月，95岁的她成为了世界上最年长的大学毕业生。

她是不是应该坐下欣赏挂在农舍墙上的那张裱起来的文凭呢？还是不行。她又开始攻读硕士学位了。





克里夫·伯吉斯——参加马拉松的老汉

1993年，克里夫·伯吉斯55岁。他厌倦了自己的啤酒肚，于是决定开始散步。




克里夫看上了德州小镇郊外的那条柏油马路。在街区行走一圈慢慢变成了两圈。散步让他觉得很舒服，可他知道自己应该走得更快一些。体重开始减少了，他报名参加了5公里和10公里的赛跑。不到一年时间，他进入了圣·安东尼奥马拉松队。他把平时跑步当作是自己首次参加马拉松比赛——42公里（26.2英里）的赛前训练。比赛时，他感觉良好，冲过终点的速度比他预想的还要快。

他平均每年参加15场马拉松比赛。6年后，62岁的他跑完了100场马拉松赛。

跑完100场马拉松赛并非他的终极目标。他的长跑经历让他有了充分的理由，把跑遍全世界列入自己的马拉松计划中。15年来，他发现自己的马拉松参赛记录遍布芬兰、法国、罗马尼亚、中国、阿尔及利亚、巴西等25个国家，还几乎跑遍了了美国50个州。

70岁时，他总计参加了226场马拉松赛。他最引以自豪的一样东西，就是多次取得赛跑者梦寐以求的参赛资格——他拿到了波士顿马拉松赛的参赛选手编号。2009年4月，他将第四次到马萨诸塞州的波士顿参赛，一展自己的长跑辉煌。

“除非我们梦想在先，否则只能一事无成。”

——卡尔·桑德伯格

行动总结

● 明确你的目标，一步一个脚印。

● 让你的梦想永远充满活力。长期的目标需要长时间的努力。

● 成功和决心是最亲的兄弟姐妹。天赋只是成功的远房亲戚。








美丽语录

There’s never a perfect age to live your dreams. The perfect age is right now.

根本没有所谓的实现梦想的理想年龄。最佳时机就是立刻开始。






















Young People Should Have Ideals　年轻人应该有理想

◎ Paul Angone









To different people, the word “ideal” may mean different things. To some, it may mean success and fame in their career; to others, a peaceful life. Very often, we have ideals for the “self” and no ideal for society, not to mention the people of the world. Is it a sound attitude towards life?

In my opinion, a youth should have ideals. But it is more important that these ideals are not merely centered on[53]

 the “self”. They should be also the ideals of the majority of people. Then you would get strength and confidence towards life.

The setting up of an ideal does not merely mean to go without doing anything. Real and concrete action should be taken. For us students, the most important thing to do is to study both inside and outside school. We study not to become bookworms but to be well-equipped[54]

 and prepared for the pursuit[55]

 of our ideals.

Sometimes, in striving toward our ideals, we may encounter certain difficulties and failures. But we should not give up or lose hope, for as long as we try, there is always a way out. We will not lose heart if our ideals are the wish of the many!








“理想”一词对于不同的人可能有着不同的含义。在一些人看来，它可能意味着事业上的成功和名誉；而在另一些人看来，它可能意味着平静的生活。一般情况下，我们有为“自我”的理想，却没有为社会的理想，至于为全人类的理想就更不用提了。这是一种健康的人生态度吗？

我认为年轻人应该有理想。然而，更为重要的是，这些理想不能仅仅以“自我”为中心，而应以大多数人的理想为中心。这样，你才能得到力量，并对生活充满信心。

确立一个理想不能夸夸其谈，而应该采取真正的、具体的行动。对于我们学生来说，最重要的事不仅是在校内学习，还要在校外学习。我们学习的目的不是为了学成书呆子，而是为了好好地武装自己，为了作好准备去追求我们的理想。

有时，在向着理想前进的时候，我们可能会经历一些困难和失败。然而，我们不应该放弃或丧失希望，因为只要我们尝试了，终究会有摆脱困境的办法。假如我们的理想正是许多人的愿望，我们就不会丧失勇气！





美丽语录

If you identify your way, the world is gonna give way to you.




如果你明确自己的方向，世界也会为你让路。






















A Time to Awake　觉醒时分

◎ Dawn













What has become of your fondest dreams? If you were guaranteed[56]

 success, what would you dare to attempt?

We all have dreams, deep inside... Those moments when we take a voyage in our imagination, into a world where everything was possible, a world where fear is a strange concept, limits are non-existent and we are at peace with ourselves.

How come our dreams remain just those dreams? Why are we stuck in jobs we hate, held bound by the fear of the unknown, if we dare to stand up and walk away?

Every new day seems to take us farther away from our dream. Sometimes we get so caught up in the rat race; our dreams seem like a distant memory. Little by little we let our dreams die.

How come our biggest dreams don’t come true? The answer is not a profound revelation from the east, culled from wisdom of the ancients. It is so simple, you begin to wonder why it skipped you all these years.

Our dreams simply don’t come true because we keep on sleeping after dreaming. We don’t wake up, get out of bed, and do something about it. The best dreams come to pass when you are awake.




Sometimes we actually wake up and take one giant leap for mankind. Then we plummet[57]

 back to earth, lick our wounds, and convince ourselves that it is not feasible and promptly go back to sleep. Sometimes we give it a second or third shot, before we say goodbye and return to Status Quo Avenue. Well, we gave our best shot...

The only way our dreams can come true is when we start doing something about it. Start with a baby step, one tiny step after another. With time, you will be amazed by how far you had gone. The more steps you take in the direction of your dreams, the bolder you become. Soon you start seeing shafts of light at the end of the tunnel. The closer you get, the more feasible it becomes. Gradually, your fears begin to ebb away. Taking the first step is a scary business. You can determine the magnitude[58]

 and direction of that first step. Some folks take the bull by the horn, quit their day jobs, and go for it. Others keep their day jobs, and moonlight at sun down, till they get to the point they can comfortably fire their boss. For others still, it means a change of career.

Whichever route you take to the land of your dreams, the starting point is waking up, and doing something. Then keep on keeping on. It is only a matter of time. You will get there.








你最渴望的梦想怎么样了？如果你注定会成功，那么你还敢尝试些什么呢？

我们都有梦想，深深地埋藏在心里……带着梦想，我们乘着想象之翼，进入一个一切皆有可能的世界。那是一个没有恐惧、没有限制、人人心境宁静的世界。

为何我们的梦想依旧只是梦想呢？假如我们勇敢地站起来走开，那我们是不是就不会陷入厌恶的工作中，被莫名其妙的恐惧困扰呢？

每个崭新的一天都好像让我们离梦想越来越远。有时，我们被毫无意义的竞争困扰着；有时，我们的梦想就像是一段遥不可及的回忆。渐渐地，我们的梦想幻灭了。

为何我们最大的梦想无法实现？答案并不是从东方古人的智慧中领悟出的深刻启迪。它其实十分简单，你甚至会开始思考，为什么这么多年自己却都没有发现。

我们的梦想无法实现的原因其实很简单，那就是：我们做完梦便又再次沉沉地睡着了。我们没有立刻醒来，起床，然后将它实现。等你醒来时，最好的梦想都已消失不见。

有时，我们的确醒来了，还为全人类的进步迈出了一大步。接着，我们便摔倒在地，只顾舔舐伤口，劝自己说这是不可行的，不一会儿便又回到了梦乡。有时，在彻底放弃和安于现状之前，我们会象征性地尝试一两次。那么，我们真的尽力了吗？

让梦想实现的唯一方法就是：动起来。先迈一小步，接着再迈一小步。随着时间的推移，你会惊奇地发现自己已经走了很远。你朝着梦想的方向迈的步子越多，你就会越勇敢。很快，你就能看见隧道另一端的光亮了。你越靠近它，就越可能实现梦想。慢慢地，你的恐惧消失不见了。迈出第一步是一件让人恐慌的事情。但是，第一步的大小和方向全都掌握在你的手中。有些人勇敢地面对困难，辞去工作，去追逐梦想；而另一些人则选择留在原地，继续着从前那起早贪黑的日子，直到自己也有勇气炒老板鱿鱼的那一天。毕竟对这些人来说，这意味着要转变职业道路。




无论你选择以哪种方式实现自己的梦想，起点永远都是：醒过来，动起来，然后继续下去。能否实现梦想，这只是时间问题。你终将到达目的地。





美丽语录

Re a long way, a step by step can be completed, and then a short road, do not stride feet cannot be reached.

再长的路，一步步也能走完；再短的路，不迈开双脚也无法到达。






















The Strenuous Life　艰辛的人生

◎ Theodore Roosevelt









A life of slothful ease, a life of that peace which springs merely from lack either of desire or of power to strive after great things, is as little worthy of a nation as an individual.

We do not admire the man of timid peace. We admire the man who embodies victorious efforts, the man who never wrongs his neighbor, who is prompt to help a friend, but who has those virile qualities necessary to win in the stern[59]

 strife of actual life. It is hard to fail, but it is worse never to have tried to succeed. In this life we get nothing save by effort. Freedom from effort in the present merely means that there has been effort stored up in the past. A man can be free from the necessity of work only by the fact that he or his fathers before him have worked to good purpose. If the freedom thus purchased is used aright, and the man still does actual work, though of a different kind, whether as a writer or a general, whether in the field of politics or in the field of exploration and adventure, he shows he deserves his good fortune.

But if he treats this period of freedom from the need of actual labor as a period, not of preparation, but of mere enjoyment, even though perhaps not of vicious enjoyment, he shows that he is simply a cumberer on the earth’s surface; and he surely unfits himself to hold his own place with his fellows, if the need to do so should again arise. A mere life of ease is not in the end a very satisfactory life, and, above all, it is a life which ultimately unfits those who follow it for serious work in the world.




As it is with the individual, so it is with the nation. It is a base untruth to say that happy is the nation that has no history. Thrice happy is the nation that has a glorious history. Far better it is to dare mighty things, to win glorious triumphs[60]

 , even though checkered by failure, than to take rank with those poor spirits who neither enjoy much nor suffer much, because they live in the gray twilight that knows neither victory nor defeat.





一种慵懒安逸的生活，一种仅仅是因为缺少追寻伟大事物的渴望或能力而引起的悠闲，这样的个人对国家来说是毫无价值的。

我们不会羡慕那些怯懦安逸的人。我们只会欣赏那种奋力向上的人；那种永不错怪邻里，乐于帮助朋友，而且很有男子气概，能够战胜现实生活的残酷竞争的人。失败是痛苦的，可从来没为成功放手一搏则更糟糕。在人的一生中，任何收获都是通过努力得到的。现在不用努力，只是意味着过去积攒的努力尚有余留。一个人不必工作，除非他或他的祖先曾经努力工作过，并取得了丰厚的收获。如果他能利用换取到的自由做些实际的工作，尽管那是一份不同的工作，不论是成为作家或将军，不论是在政治领域或是探险和冒险方面，都表明他值得拥有这份财富。




然而，如果在这段不用工作的时间里，他不知“未雨绸缪”，只知享乐（尽管他所从事的或许并非邪恶的享乐），那就表明了他只是地球表面上的一个赘疣。当他再次需要在伙伴面前维持自己昔日的地位时，他就注定会失败。安逸的生活终究不会是令人满意的生活。更重要的是，过着安逸生活的那些人，肯定无力担当世间的重任。

这对国家和个人来说，都是一样的。没有历史的国家是一个幸福的国度，这简直就是最可耻的谎言。拥有光辉历史的国家才是最幸福的国度。为了伟大事业而身陷险境，为了赢得光荣胜利而吃尽失败之苦，那也胜过与没有享受过多大快乐、也没有遭受过多大苦的平庸之人为伍（因为他们生活在一个个既享受不到胜利，也遭遇不到失败的灰暗世界里）。





美丽语录

Miracles sometimes occur, but you have to work terribly for them.

奇迹有时候是会发生的，但是你得为之拼命努力。






















Universities and Their Function　大学的意义

◎ Alfred North Whitehead









The justification for a university is that it preserves the connection between knowledge and the zest of life, by uniting the young and the old in the imaginative consideration of learning. The university imparts information, but it imparts it imaginatively. At least, this is the function which it should perform for society. A university which fails in this respect has no reason for existence. This atmosphere of excitement, arising from imaginative consideration, transforms knowledge. A fact is no longer a bare fact: it is invested with all its possibilities. It is no longer a burden on the memory: it is energizing as the poet of our dreams, and as the architect[61]

 of our purposes.

Imagination is not to be divorced from the facts: it is a way of illuminating[62]

 the facts. It works by drawing the general principles which apply to the facts, as they exist, and then by an intellectual survey of alternative possibilities which are consistent with those principles. It enables men to construct an intellectual vision of a new world, and it preserves the zest of life by the suggestion of satisfying purposes.




Youth is imaginative, and if the imagination be strengthened by discipline this energy of imagination can in great measure be preserved through life. The tragedy of the world is that those who are imaginative have but slight experience, and those who are experienced have feeble[63]
 imaginations. Fools act on imagination without knowledge; pedants act on knowledge without imagination. The task of a university is to weld together imagination and experience.





大学存在的理由在于它让新老两代人在想象中学习，从而让知识和生活的热情连结起来。大学是传授知识的，但它是以一种富有想象力的方式进行传授。至少，这是它应该为社会发挥的作用。一所大学若连这点都无法做到，那它就毫无存在的理由。一个富于想象的人很容易感到兴奋激动，从而使知识得以彻底转化。事实也远非事实本身，它具有了所有潜在的可能。它不再是记忆的负担，而是像描绘我们美梦的诗人和实现我们心愿的设计师那样充满活力。 想象与事实不可分离：是它让事实变得鲜明。它让人们获得与存在的事实相一致的一般原则，让人们能够理性地审视那些和一般原则相一致的各种可能性。它让人们构建出一个关于新世界的理性视觉。它用一些令人满意的方法让生活的激情得以持续。

青年是富有想象力的。假使加强想象的训练，那么它就能在生活中得以完好地保存。这个世界的悲剧在于：那些富有想象力的人却经验不足，而那些富有经验的人却缺乏想象。没有知识的傻瓜全凭想象办事，没有想象力的书呆子则只凭知识办事。大学的任务就是让想象和经验结合在一起。








美丽语录

A soul without imagination is like an observatory without the telescope.

没有想象力的灵魂，就像没有望远镜的天文台。






















The Shoe Tacks　鞋钉

◎ Tom Cawley









The hardworking blacksmith Jones used to work all day in his shop and so hard working was he that at times he would make the sparks fly from his hammer. The son of Mr. Smith, a rich neighbor, used to come to see the blacksmith everyday and for hours and hours he would enjoy himself watching how the tradesman[64]

 worked.

“Young man, why don’t you try your hand to learn to make shoe tacks, even if it is only to pass the time?” said the blacksmith. “Who knows, one day, it may be of use to you.” The lazy boy began to see what he could do. But after a little practice he found that he was becoming very skilled and soon he was making some of the finest tacks.

Old Mr. Smith died and the son on account of the war lost all his goods. He had to leave home and was forced to take up residence in another country. It so happened that in this village there were numerous[65]

 shoemakers who were spending a lot of money to buy tacks for their shoes and even at times when they paid high prices they were not always able to get what they wanted, because in that part of the country there was a high demand for soldiers’ shoes.




Our young Mr. Smith, who was finding it difficult to earn his daily bread, remembered that once upon a time he had learned the art of making tacks and had the sudden idea of making a bargain[66]

 with the shoemakers. He told them that he would make the tacks if they would help to get him settled in his workshop. The shoemakers were only too glad of the offer. And after a while, Mr. Smith found that he was soon making the finest tacks in the village. “How funny it seems,” he used to say, “Even making tacks can bring a fortune. My trade is more useful to me than were all my former riches.”





琼斯是个勤劳的铁匠，常常一整天都在他的店里工作。他工作非常努力，他的锤子时常会火花四溅。史密斯先生的儿子，一个很有钱的邻居，几乎每天都来看铁匠工作。他喜欢观看这位工匠工作，而且一看就是几小时。

“年轻人，你为什么不尝试一下如何制作鞋钉呢，哪怕只是用来消磨时间？”铁匠说，“谁知道呢，有一天，它或许就会对你有用呢。”那个懒孩子开始想看看自己到底能做什么。但是，仅仅经过小小的实践练习，他就发现自己变得非常熟练，很快他就做出了最好的鞋钉。

老史密斯先生去世了，他的儿子则因为战争而失去了所有的财产。他不得不离开家园，被迫住在了另一个国家。事情就是这样巧合，这个国家的这个地区急需大量军鞋，所以这个村子里有很多鞋匠，而他们总是花费很多钱购买鞋钉。甚至有时即使付了很高的价钱，也买不到他们想要的鞋钉。




在这食不果腹的艰难时刻，我们的小史密斯先生想起了自己从前学过制鞋钉这门手艺，突然冒出了一个想法，和这些鞋匠们做一个交易。他告诉他们，如果他们帮他成立一个店铺，他就可以做鞋钉。结果，鞋匠们对他的这一提议欣喜若狂。过了不久，史密斯先生发现他做的鞋钉是村里最好的。“看起来可真有意思，”他常常会说，“即便是做鞋钉也会带来财富。与我以前所有的财富相比，我现在的生意更有益。”





美丽语录

Give everything a shot. You never know what (or who) is going to change your life.

任何事情都应该去尝试一下，因为你无法知道，什么样的事或人将会改变你的一生。






















Of Youth and Age　论青年与老年

◎ Francis Bacon









As we grow old, a sort of equable jog-trot of feeling is substituted for the violent ups and downs of passion and disgust; the same influence that restrains our hopes, quiets our apprehensions[67]

 ; if the pleasures are less intense, the troubles are milder and more tolerable; and in a word, this period for which we are asked to hoard up everything as for a time of famine, is, in its own right, the richest, easiest, and happiest of life. Nay, by managing its own work and following its own happy inspiration, youth is doing the best it can to endow the leisure of age. A full, busy youth is your only prelude to a self-contained and independent age; and the muff inevitably develops into the bore. There are not many Doctor Johnsons, to set forth upon their first romantic voyage at sixty-four. If we wish to scale Mont Blanc or go down in a diving dress or up in a balloon, we must be about it while we are still young. It will not do to delay until we are clogged with prudence and limping with rheumatism[68]

 and people begin to ask us: “What does Gravity out of bed?” Youth is the time to go flashing from one end of the world to the other both in mind and body; to try the manners of different nations; to hear the chimes at midnight; to see sunrise in town and country; to be converted at a revival; to circumnavigate the metaphysics, write halting verses, run a mile to see a fire, and wait all day long in the theatre to applaud HERNANI.








当我们慢慢变老时，一种平淡而缓慢的感觉代替了强烈的爱憎沉浮。同样，这种感觉让我们克制自己的希望，消除心中的忧虑。如果快乐不再那么热烈，那么烦恼就能变得微不足道，更容易忍受。总而言之，在这段时间里，我们必须备好一切，以备不时之需。这段时间是整个生命中最丰富多彩、最轻松、最幸福的。不但如此，通过管理自己的行为，随着快乐的灵感律动，年轻人尽力让自己的时代变得闲适安逸。充实忙碌的年轻时代是独立自主的老年生活的唯一前奏。而那些年轻时碌碌无为的人，他们的晚年注定是沉闷无聊的。世上的约翰逊博士并不多——在64岁那年才开启人生中的首次浪漫之旅。如果我们想要丈量勃朗峰，或者穿上潜水衣潜水，或者坐着热气球飞上高空，我们必须趁年轻时去做，不要拖到自己变得小心谨慎、腿脚不便时才去。那时，人们就会问我们：“为何如此不安分？”年轻时代就是周游世界的时代，不论是精神游历还是身体力行；去体验不同国家的不同风情；去聆听午夜的钟声；去欣赏城市和乡间的日出；去为了重生而虔诚悔过；去博览玄学，写一些差强人意的诗句，跑一英里的路看篝火，等上一整天只是为了给《艾那尼》喝彩。








美丽语录

Learn from yesterday, live for today, hope for tomorrow.

学习昨天，活在今天，期待明天。






















Chapter 4 Start the Gorgeous Journey　走向最美的旅行

















In life, there is no station, no one place to arrive at once and for all. The true joy of life is the trip. The station is only a dream.













人生的旅途中并没有车站，也没有一个一劳永逸的地方。生活的真正乐趣在于旅行的过程，而车站只是一个梦。


























Feed Your Mind　充实你的思想

◎ Deepak Chandrase karan









Since the pre-historic times, man has had an urge to satisfy his needs. Be it hunger, shelter or search for a mate, he has always manipulated[69]
 the circumstances to the best of his advantages. Probably this might be the reason why we human are the most developed of all living species on the earth, and probably also in the universe. As we climbed the steps of evolution with giant leaps, we somehow left behind common sense and logical thinking—we forgot that we have stopped thinking ahead of times.

If you are hungry, what do you do? Grab a piece of your favorite meal and stay quiet after that? Just like your stomach, even your mind is hungry. But it never lets you know, because you keep it busy thinking about your dream lover, favorite star and many such absurd things. So it silently began to heed to your needs and never let itself grow. When mind looses its freedom to grow, creativity gets a full stop. This might be the reason why we all sometimes think “What happens next?”, “Why can’t I think?”, “Why am I always given the difficult problems?” Well this is the aftermath[70]
 of our own karma of using our brain for thinking of not-so-worthy things.




Hunger of the mind can be actually satiated through extensive reading. Now why reading and not watching TV? Because reading has been the most educative tool used by us right from the childhood. Just like that to develop other aspects of our life, we have to take help of reading. You have innumerable number of books in this world which will answer all your “How to?” questions. Once you read a book, you just don’t run your eyes through the lines, but even your mind decodes it and explains it to you. The interesting part of the book is stored in your mind as a seed. Now this seed is unknowingly used by you in your future to develop new ideas. The same seed if used many times can help you link and relate a lot of things, of which you would have never thought of in your wildest dreams! This is nothing but creativity. More the number of books you read, your mind will open up like never before. Also this improves your oratory skills to a large extent and also makes a significant contribution to your vocabulary. Within no time you start speaking English or any language fluently with your friends or other people and you never seem to run out of the right words at the right time.

Actually, I had a problem in speaking English fluently, but as I read, I could improve significantly. I am still on the path of improvement to quench[71]
 my thirst for satisfaction. So guys do join me and give food for your thoughts by reading, reading and more reading. Now what are you waiting for? Go, grab a book, and let me know!








自史前时代起，人类就已有满足自己需求的强烈欲望。无论是饥饿、避难或寻觅配偶，人类总是操纵着环境使其达到最利于自己的状态。这或许解答了为什么我们人类是地球上甚至是宇宙中最发达的现存物种。然而在进化的阶梯上取得巨大飞跃之时，我们却不知何故将一些常识和逻辑思维抛诸脑后了——我们忘记了自己已经停止了超前思维。

如果你饿了，你会怎么做？抓起你最喜爱的美食饱餐一顿，然后静静呆在那里？就像你的胃一样，你的大脑也会感到饥饿。但它却从不让你知道，因为你让它一直忙着想你的梦中情人、你最喜爱的明星和许多荒谬的事情。所以，它只是静静地留意着你的需求，却从不让它自己成长。当思维恣意成长时，创造力会就此画上句号。这也许就是为什么我们有时会想“接下来该如何？”“为什么我想不到？”“为什么我总是碰到难题？”的原因吧。对了，这也是我们的大脑总在考虑那些毫无价值的事情所产生的后果。

事实上，思维的饥荒可以通过广泛的阅读得到满足。那么，为什么是阅读而不是看电视呢？因为自孩提时代起，阅读就已经是最具教育性的工具了。正如人生发展的其他方面一样，我们不得不求助于阅读。世界上有无数的书籍可以回答你“如何做”的问题。读书时，不仅只是让你的眼睛扫过文字，还要用你的脑子去解读、诠释。书中有趣的部分就会像种子一样贮存在你的脑海里。将来你会不自觉地运用这粒种子引发新的思路。多次运用这粒种子，这将有助于你把许多事情联系起来，即使你连做最夸张的梦都想不到这些！这不是别的，就是创造力！你读的书越多，你的头脑就会前所未有的开阔。这也在很大程度上提高了你的演讲水平，极大地丰富了你的词汇量。你很快就能用流利的英语或其他语言与你的朋友或其他人交谈，而且你再也不会在合适的时间缺少合适的词语。




事实上，我的英语还是不够流利，但只要我阅读，我就可以大大改善。现在我仍在“自我提高”、为头脑“解渴”的长路上跋涉。加入我的行列吧！通过阅读、阅读、再阅读来为你的思想“喂食”。现在，你还在犹豫什么呢？去，拿起一本书，让我瞧瞧！





美丽语录

You can either travel or read, and either your body or soul must be on the way.

要么旅行，要么读书，身体和灵魂，必须有一个在路上。


























The Two Roads　两条路

◎ John Ruskin









It was New Year’s Night. An aged man was standing at a window. He raised his mournful eyes towards the deep blue sky, where the stars were floating like white lilies on the surface of a clear calm lake. Then he cast them on the earth, where few more hopeless people than himself now moved towards their certain goal—the tomb[72]

 . He had already passed sixty of the stages leading to it, and he had brought from his journey nothing but errors and remorse. Now his health was poor, his mind vacant, his heart sorrowful, and his old age short of comforts.

He looked towards the sky and cried painfully, “O youth, return! O my father, place me once more at the entrance to life, and I’ll choose the better way!” But both his father and the days of his youth had passed away.

The days of his youth appeared like dreams before him, and he recalled the serious moment when his father placed him at the entrance of the two roads—one leading to a peaceful, sunny place, covered with flowers, fruits and resounding with soft, sweet songs; the other leading to a deep, dark cave, which was endless, where poison flowed instead of water and where devils and poisonous snakes hissed and crawled.




He saw the lights flowing away in the darkness. These were the days of his wasted life; he saw a star fall from the sky and disappeared, and this was the symbol of himself. His remorse, which was like a sharp arrow, struck deeply into his heart. Then he remembered his friends in his childhood, who entered on life together with him. But they had made their way to success and were now honored and happy on this New Year’s night.

The clock in the high church tower struck and the sound made him remember his parents’ early love for him. They had taught him and prayed to God for his good. But he chose the wrong way. With shame and grief he dared no longer look towards that heaven where his father live. His darkened eyes were full of tears, and with a despairing[73]

 effort, he burst out a cry: “Come back, my early days! Come back!” And his youth did return, for all this was only a dream which he had on New Year’s Night. He was still young though his faults were real; he had not yet entered the deep, dark cave, and he was still free to walk on the road which leads to the peaceful and sunny land.

Those who still linger[74]

 on the entrance of life, hesitating to choose the bright road, remember that when years are passed and your feet stumble on the dark mountains, you will cry bitterly, but in vain: “O youth, return! Oh give me back my early days!”








那是一个新年夜。一位老人站在窗前，他那忧伤的双眼眺望着深远蔚蓝的天空。繁星就像是漂浮在平静、清澈湖面上的朵朵白百合。接着他的目光投向地面，此刻，没有人比他更绝望，因为他正一步步迈向自己的最终归宿——坟墓。他已经走过通向坟墓的六十级台阶，除了过错和悔恨，他什么都没有得到。如今，他体弱多病，精神空虚，心情沮丧，人到晚年无所慰藉。

他仰望星空，痛苦地大声喊道：“噢，回来吧，青春！噢，父亲，请再次把我带到人生的岔路口吧！我会选择一条更好的道路！”然而，他的父亲和他的青春一起消逝不见了。

青春的日子如梦一般出现在他眼前。老人想起了父亲将他带到人生岔路口的庄严时刻——一条路通往宁静的、阳光明媚的世界，那里满是鲜花和水果，还有甜美轻柔的歌声回荡在空中；另一条路通往一个深沉、黑暗、看不到尽头的洞穴，那里流淌着的不是水，而是毒液，毒蛇一边爬一边发出嘶嘶声。

他看见黑暗中掠过缕缕亮光，就像是自己挥霍掉的往昔。他看见一颗星星从天边陨落，消失不见，那就是他的化身。他的悔恨，就像是一把利箭，深深地刺进他的心脏。于是，他想起了和自己一同迈入人生的儿时好友。可是，他们找到了通往成功的道路。在这个新年夜，他们备受尊敬，幸福无比。

高高的教堂钟楼上传来了钟声，这声音让他回想起父母早年对他的疼爱。他们教育他，祈求上帝保佑他。可是，他选择了一条错误的路。羞愧和悲伤让他不敢仰望父亲所在的天堂。他那双黯淡的双眼噙满了泪水，他绝望地嘶喊道：“回来吧！我的往昔！回来吧！”




他的青春真的回来了，所有的这一切只是一个梦，一个在新年夜所做的梦。他依旧年轻，虽然他犯的错是真实存在的；他也没有走进那个深幽、黑暗的洞穴；他依旧可以自由行走在那条通往宁静的、阳光明媚的世界的道路上。

那些仍旧徘徊在人生岔路口，犹豫着该不该选择光明之路的人们，请你们记住，当青春不再，你的双脚跌绊在黑暗的山间时，你会痛苦地呼喊着：“噢，青春，回来吧！把我的往昔还给我！”但这一切已是徒然。





美丽语录

Life’s greatest regret, than the wrong insist, and easily give up.

人生最大的遗憾，莫过于错误的坚持，和轻易的放弃。






















On the Feeling of Immortality in Youth　有感于青春常在

◎ William Hazilitt













No young man believes he will ever die. It was a saying of my brother’s, and a fine one.

There is a feeling of eternity in youth, which makes us amend for everything.

To be young is to be as one of the immortal Gods.

One half of time indeed is flown—the other half remains in store for us with all its countless treasures, for there is no line drawn, and we see no limit to our hopes and wishes.

We make the coming age our own—the vast, the unbounded[75]

 prospect lies before us.

Death, old age is words without a meaning that pass by us like the idea air which we regard not.

Others may have undergone, or may still be liable to them—we “bear a charmed life”, which laughs to scorn all such sickly fancies. As in setting out on delightful journey, we strain our eager gaze forward—bidding the lovely scenes at distance hail!

And see no end to the landscape, new objects presenting themselves as we advance.




So, in the commencement of life, we set no bounds to our inclinations, nor to the unrestricted opportunities of gratifying them.

We have as yet found no obstacle, no disposition to flag; and it seems that we can go on so forever.

We look round in a new world, full of life, and motion, and ceaseless progress; and feel in ourselves all the vigor and spirit to keep pace with it, and do not foresee from any present symptoms how we shall be left behind in the natural course of things, decline into old age, and drop into the grave.

It is the simplicity, and as it were abstractedness of our feelings in youth, that identifies us with nature, and deludes us into a belief of being immortal like it.

Our short lives connexion with existence we fondly flatter ourselves is an indissoluble and lasting union—a honeymoon that knows neither coldness, jar, nor separation.

As infants smile and sleep, we are rocked in the cradle of our wayward fancies, and lulled into security by the roar of the universe around us—we quaff[76]

 the cup of life with eager haste without draining it, instead of which it only overflows the more objects press around us, filling the mind with their magnitude and with the strong of desires that wait upon them, so that we have no room for the thoughts of death.








年轻人不相信自己会死。这是我哥哥说的一句话，也算得上一句金玉良言。

青春有种永生之感，它能弥补一切。

永葆年轻就像是成为一尊不朽的神明。

诚然，生命的一半已然消逝——而保留下的另一半将给我们带来无尽的财富，对此我们怀着无限的希望和企盼。

未来的日子掌握在我们自己手中——眼前展现一片无限辽阔的前景。

死亡，衰老，这些毫无意义的字眼，我们只当耳旁风那样听过便忘了。

这一切，也许其他人早已经历，亦或正在承受——我们的生活备受祝福，所以面对这些脆弱的想法，只需一笑置之。就像踏上一段愉快的旅程，我们极目远眺——向着远处的美景欢呼。

前进的路上，看见的是无限的山水美景和不断涌现的新目标。

因此，生命伊始，让我们的志趣自由驰骋，自由寻求一切满足的机会。

然而，我们未曾碰上障碍，也未曾感到疲惫。看样子我们可以永远前进，直到永远。

我们环视这个崭新的世界——生机盎然、日新月异、进取不断。我们深感自己活力四射、精神奕奕，可以跟上宇宙的脚步。眼前也没有迹象表明，在大自然的发展过程中，我们会落伍，会老去，会死去。

年轻时单纯率真，也就是天真无知，让我们误以为自己与大自然无异，并相信自己能和它一样永恒不朽。




我们一厢情愿地把自己在世上的短暂停留当作永恒不变、千古永存的结合——就像没有冷淡、争执和离别的蜜月。

我们就躺在自己用幻想编织而成的摇篮里，像婴儿那般微笑入睡。世间万物发出的声音就像是催眠曲般哄着我们安然入眠。我们渴望地、急切地饮着生命之杯里的美酒，可杯中的美酒怎么也喝不干，反而永远那样满满欲溢。森罗万象和种种欲望占据了一切，就连死亡我们都无暇去想。





美丽语录

Don’t let the sadness of your past and the fear of your future ruin the happiness of your present.

别让过去的悲催和未来的忧虑，毁掉自己当下的快乐。






















Enthusiasm Takes You Further　热情带你前进

◎ Marcus Sheridan









Years ago, when I started looking for my first job, wise advisers urged, “Barbara, be enthusiastic! Enthusiasm will take you further than any amount of experience.”

How right they were. Enthusiastic people can turn a boring drive into an adventure, extra work into opportunity and strangers into friends.

“Nothing great was ever achieved without enthusiasm,” wrote Ralph Waldo Emerson. It is the paste[77]

 that helps you hang in there when the going gets tough. It is the inner voice that whispers, “I can do it!” when others shout, “No, you can’t.”

It took years and years for the early work of Barbara McClintock, a geneticist who won the 1983 Nobel Prize in medicine, to be generally accepted. Yet she didn’t let up on her experiments. Work was such a deep pleasure for her that she never thought of stopping.

We are all born with wide-eyed, enthusiastic wonder as anyone knows who has ever seen an infant’s delight at the jingle of keys or the scurrying of a beetle.

It is this childlike wonder that gives enthusiastic people such a youthful air, whatever their age.




At 90, cellist Pablo Casals would start his day by playing Bach. As the music flowed through his fingers, his stooped shoulders would straighten and joy would reappear in his eyes. Music, for Casals, was an elixir[78]

 that made life a never ending adventure. As author and poet Samuel Ullman once wrote, “Years wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul.”

How do you rediscover the enthusiasm of your childhood? The answer, I believe, lies in the word itself. “Enthusiasm” comes from the Greek and means “God within.” And what is God within is but an abiding sense of love—proper love of self (self-acceptance) and, from that, love of others.

Enthusiastic people also love what they do, regardless of money or title or power. If we cannot do what we love as a full-time career, we can as a part-time avocation, like the head of state who paints, the nun who runs marathons, the executive who handcrafts furniture.

Elizabeth Layton of Wellsville, Kan, was 68 before she began to draw. This activity ended bouts of depression that had plagued her for at least 30 years, and the quality of her work led one critic to say, “I am tempted to call Layton a genius.” Elizabeth has rediscovered her enthusiasm.

We can’t afford to waste tears on “might-have-beens.”We need to turn the tears into sweat as we go after “What-can-be.”




We need to live each moment wholeheartedly, with all our senses—finding pleasure in the fragrance of a back-yard garden, the crayoned picture of a six-year-old, the enchanting beauty of a rainbow. It is such enthusiastic love of life that puts a sparkle in our eyes, a lilt in our steps and smooths the wrinkles from our souls.





多年前，当我开始寻找我的第一份工作时，我聪明的指导员敦促我：“芭芭拉，一定要充满热情！热情带给你的东西将远远胜过任何经验带给你的。”

他说得很对。热情似火的人们能把无趣的事情变成一次冒险，把额外的工作变成机会，把陌生人变成好朋友。

“没有热情，再伟大的事情也无法完成。”拉尔夫·瓦尔多·爱默生这样写道。当事情变得棘手时，是浆糊般的韧劲让你坚持下来；当别人冲你高声喊着“不，你做不到”时，是你内心的声音轻声对你说：“我能做到。”

这就是遗传学家芭芭拉·麦克林托克——1983年诺贝尔医学奖的获得者——早年所从事的工作，她花了好几年的时间才使大家普遍接受这个事实。至今，她仍旧一心扑在实验上。对她来说，工作就是一种深入内心的享受。因此，她从未想过要停止工作。

我们生来就有一双大眼睛，天性激情似火。任何一个见过婴儿听到钥匙声或看见乱爬的甲虫就兴奋不已的人，都会明白这一点。

正是这种孩子般的好奇心，让热情似火的人们（不论何种年龄）有一种青春的气息。




大提琴演奏家帕布罗·卡萨尔斯90岁时还坚持以演奏巴赫开始他一天的生活。音乐从他的指尖流出，他弯着的背都挺直了，欢乐再一次溢满他的双眼。对卡萨尔斯来说，音乐是让人生变成一次无止尽的冒险的灵丹妙药。就像作家兼诗人塞缪尔·厄尔曼曾经写道：“悠悠岁月，老去的只是容颜；抛弃激情，衰败的就是灵魂！”

你怎样才能重拾孩提时的那份热情呢？我相信答案就在于“热情”这个词本身。“热情”一词源于希腊，它的原意是”内心的上帝”。“内心的上帝”其实不是别的，就是一种亘古不变的爱——适度地爱自己（自我接纳）以及缘于此的爱别人。

热情似火的人同样深爱着他们所做的事，而不会考虑金钱、地位和权力。如果我们不能将自己所钟爱的事情作为自己的正式职业，那么我们可以把它当作业余爱好，就像爱好画画的国家元首，参加马拉松比赛的修女和自己亲手制作家具的行政官员。

堪萨斯州韦尔斯维尔市的伊丽莎白·莱顿68岁时才开始画画。这个爱好消除了纠缠她长达30年之久的忧郁症，而她的作品也因画技精湛而深获一位评论家的好评：“我忍不住要称莱顿为天才。”伊丽莎白又找回了她的热情。

我们不该把眼泪浪费在“早该……”这类忏悔上。我们应该把眼泪化为汗水，去追寻“可能”的东西。

我们应该全心全意地度过生命中的每一分钟——在后花园的芬芳中，在6岁小孩的蜡笔画中，在彩虹迷人的美中寻找快乐，打开所有的感知，这才是对生活的热爱。正是这种热爱让我们双目有神，让我们步履轻盈，让我们灵魂的褶皱不再。








美丽语录

Enjoy the little things in life, for one day you may look back and realize they were the big things.

享受生命中的每一个细节，因为当你回首往事时可能会发现，原来那些所谓的小事是多么的重要。






























Keep Walking in Sunshine　一直走在阳光里

◎ Juliet N.









Years of storms had taken their toll on the old windmill. Its wheel, rusted and fallen, lay silent in the lush[79]

 bluegrass. Its once animated silhouette was now a tall motionless steeple in the twilight sun.

I hadn’t walked across our old farm in fifteen years. Yet the sensations came flooding back. I could smell the freshness of new mown alfalfa. I could feel the ping of the ice cold summer rain, and the sun’s sudden warmth on my wet shoulders when it reappeared after a brisk July thunderstorm.

Rain or shine, I used to walk this path each day to see Greta. She always made me smile, even after Sis and I had just had a big squabble[80]

 . I would help Greta with her chores. Then we would visit over a generous helping of her delicious homemade chocolate cookies and ice cream. Being confined to a wheel chair didn’t stop Greta from being a fabulous cook.

Greta gave me two of the greatest gifts I’ve ever received. First, she taught me how to read. She also taught me that when I forgave Sis for our squabbles, it meant I wouldn’t keep feeling like a victim. Instead, I would feel sunny.




Mr. Dinking, the local banker, tried to foreclose on Greta’s house and land after her husband passed away. Thanks to Pa and Uncle Johan, Greta got to keep everything. Pa said that it was the least he could do for someone talented enough to teach me to read!

Soon folks were coming from miles around to buy Greta’s homemade cakes, pies, breads, cookies, cider, and ice cream. Hank, the grocery store man, came each week to stock his shelves and bring Greta supplies.

Greta even had me take a big apple pie to Mr. Dinking who became one of her best customers and friends. That’s just how Greta was. She could turn anyone into a friend!

Greta always said, “Dear, keep walking in sunshine!”No matter how terrible my day started, I always felt sunny walking home from Greta’s house—even beneath the winter starlight.

I arrived at Greta’s house today just after sunset. An ambulance had stopped a few feet from her door, it’s red lights flashing. When I ran into the old house, Greta recognized me right away.

She smiled at me with her unforgettable twinkling blue eyes. She was almost out of breath when she reached out and softly touched my arm. Her last words to me were “Dear, keep walking in sunshine!”

I’m sure that Greta is walking in the brightest sunshine she’s ever seen. And, I’m sure that she heard every word I read at her memorial service.




I chose a beautiful verse by Leo Buscaglia. It’s one that Greta taught me to read many years ago...

“Love can never grow old. Locks may lose their brown and gold. Cheeks may fade and hollow grow. But the hearts that love will know, never winter’s frost and chill, summer’s warmth is in them still.”





多年的风雨毁坏了古老的风车。它的轮子锈了，倒了，静静地躺在葱翠的早熟禾丛中。在夕阳的映衬下，曾经栩栩如生的风车如今像高耸的塔尖那般毫无生气。

我已经有15年没有走过我们的农场了。然而，昔日的感觉再次涌现。我仿佛闻到了刚刚修剪过的苜蓿的清新气息；感觉到了冰冷的夏雨打在我的身上；还有7月的雨后太阳照耀在湿漉漉的身上时那股突如其来的暖意。

无论晴天或雨天，曾经我每天都会走过这条小道去探望格丽塔。她总能逗得我开怀一笑，即使我刚和姐姐大吵了一架。我会帮助格丽塔做些家务活。接着，我们会大口大口地吃着她亲手制作的巧克力曲奇饼干和冰淇淋。即使只能靠轮椅行走，也无法阻挡格丽塔成为一个出色的厨师。

格丽塔送给我两份最好的礼物。首先，她教会了我认字。除此之外，她还教我原谅同我争吵的姐姐，让我不再觉得委屈，我的心情也跟着开朗起来。

格丽塔的丈夫去世后，当地的银行家丁肯先生试图想要收取她抵押给银行的房子。多亏了爸爸和约翰叔叔的帮忙，格丽塔才保住了一切。爸爸说过，那是他为一位聪明得能教我识字的人做的力所能及的一件小事。




不久，方圆数英里的人们都来买格丽塔亲手做的蛋糕、馅饼、面包、曲奇饼、苹果酒和冰淇淋。杂货店的老板汉克每周都要给她送材料，并从她那儿进货。

格丽塔甚至曾经让我给丁肯先生送去一个大苹果馅饼。他也成为了她的顾客和朋友。这就是格丽塔，她可以和任何人成为朋友。

格丽塔常说：“亲爱的，记得要一直走在阳光里！”无论每天一开始时有多糟糕，可是当我从格丽塔的小屋走出来之后，即使是在洒满星光的冬日，我都会觉得心情舒畅。

今天，太阳一下山，我就来到了格丽塔的家。一辆救护车正停在她家门前，车上的红灯不停地闪烁着。当我跑进那间破旧的房子时，格丽塔立刻认出了我。

她冲我微笑着，那双令人难忘的蓝眼睛闪烁着光芒。当她伸手轻轻抚摸着我的手时，她已经奄奄一息了。她对我说的最后一句话就是：“亲爱的，记得要一直走在阳光里！”

我相信格丽塔此时一定漫步在她所见过的最明媚的阳光里。而且，我也相信她听见了我在她的追悼会上念的每一个字。

我选了利奥·巴斯卡格里亚的一首优美的诗歌，正是格丽塔多年前教我念的……

“爱能经久不衰。华发或许会失去原有的光彩。双颊或许会日显消瘦黯淡。然而，有爱的心中，从无寒冬霜冰，只有夏之温热。”








美丽语录

When life gives you a hundred reasons to cry, show life that you have a thousand reasons to smile.

当生活给你一百个理由哭泣时，你就拿出一千个理由笑给它看。






























Advice to Youth　马克·吐温致青年人的忠告

◎ Mark Twain









Being told I would be expected to talk here, I inquired what sort of talk I ought to make. They said it should be something suitable to youth—something didactic, instructive, or something in the nature of good advice. Very well. I have a few things in my mind which I have often longed to say for the instruction of the young; for it is in one’s tender early years that such things will best take root and be most enduring and most valuable, First, then. I will say to you my young friends—and I say it beseechingly, urgingly—

Always obey your parents, when they are present. This is the best policy in the long run, because if you don’t, they will make you. Most parents think they know better than you do, and you can generally make more by humoring that superstition[81]

 than you can by acting on your own better judgment.

Be respectful to your superiors, if you have any, also to strangers, and sometimes to others. If a person offend you, and you are in doubt as to whether it was intentional or not, do not resort to extreme measures; simply watch your chance and hit him with a brick. That will be sufficient. If you shall find that he had not intended any offense, come out frankly and confess yourself in the wrong when you struck him; acknowledge it like a man and say you didn’t mean to. Yes, always avoid violence; in this age of charity and kindliness, the time has gone by for such things. Leave dynamite to the low and unrefined[82]

 .




Go to bed early, get up early—this is wise. Some authorities say get up with the sun; some say get up with one thing, others with another. But a lark is really the best thing to get up with. It gives you a splendid reputation with everybody to know that you get up with the lark; and if you get the right kind of lark, and work at him right, you can easily train him to get up at half past nine, every time—it’s no trick at all.

Now as to the matter of lying, you want to be very careful about lying; otherwise you are nearly sure to get caught. Once caught, you can never again be in the eyes to the good and the pure, what you were before. Many a young person has injured himself permanently through a single clumsy and ill finished lie, the result of carelessness born of incomplete training. Some authorities hold that the young out not to lie at all. That of course, is putting it rather stronger than necessary; still while I cannot go quite so far as that, I do maintain, and I believe I am right, that the young ought to be temperate in the use of this great art until practice and experience shall give them that confidence, elegance, and precision which alone can make the accomplishment graceful and profitable. Patience, diligence, painstaking attention to detail—these are requirements; these in time, will make the student perfect; upon these only, may he rely as the sure foundation for future eminence. Think what tedious years of study, thought, practice, experience, went to the equipment of that peerless old master who was able to impose upon the whole world the lofty and sounding maxim that “Truth is mighty and will prevail”—the most majestic[83]

 compound fracture of fact which any of woman born has yet achieved. For the history of our race, and each individual’s experience, are sewn thick with evidences that a truth is not hard to kill, and that a lie well told is immortal. There is in Boston a monument of the man who discovered anesthesia; many people are aware, in these latter days, that that man didn’t discover it at all, but stole the discovery from another man.




Is this truth mighty, and will it prevail? Ah no, my hearers, the monument is made of hardy material, but the lie it tells will outlast it a million years. An awkward, feeble, leaky lie is a thing which you ought to make it your unceasing study to avoid; such a lie as that has no more real permanence than an average truth. Why, you might as well tell the truth at once and be done with it. A feeble, stupid, preposterous lie will not live two years—except it be a slander upon somebody. It is indestructible, then of course, but that is no merit of yours. A final word: begin your practice of this gracious and beautiful art early—begin now. If I had begun earlier, I could have learned how.








听说期望我来谈谈，我便想要知道应该发表怎样的谈话。他们说应该是适合于青年人的话题，比如教育性的、启发性的，或者是一些本质上是金玉良言那类的话题。好吧！关于指导青年人，我心里其实有几件时常想要说的事。因为就是在人的幼年时期，这些事情才更容易扎根，更能持久和最有价值。那么，首先，我要对青年朋友们说的是——我诚恳地、迫切地想要说的是——

父母在场的时候，要永远服从他们。长远看来这是上策，因为如果你不服从他们的话，他们也会想方设法让你服从。大多数父母觉得他们比你懂得多，一般来说，你们相信这种迷信的说法，要比根据自以为是的判断行事来得好。

尊重你的上司，在你有了上司之后。尊重陌生人，有时也要尊重其他人。如果一个人冒犯了你，你要稍微怀疑一下，看看他们是存心的还是无心的，不要采取极端的方法。如果你发现他并无心要冒犯你，那就坦白承认自己打他是不对的。像个男子汉那样承认错误，并说声不是故意的。是的，永远都不要采用暴力。身在这个充满仁慈善意的时代里，暴力的时代已然远去。把“炸药”留给低俗又无教养的人吧！

早睡早起——这是一种明智之举。有些权威人士说要跟着太阳起床；而有些则说跟着这个东西起床，其他人说跟着那个东西起床。然而，跟着云雀起床是最好不过了。你因此获得好名声，人人都知道你跟着云雀起床。如果你有幸找到一只好的云雀，在它身上花点功夫，你能很容易地把它训练成每天九点半起床——这可不是骗人的把戏。




现在来谈谈说谎的问题。你要小心应付说谎，否则你被揭穿的机会十有八九。一旦被揭穿，在善良和纯洁的目光中，你再也不是以前的你了。许多青年人，由于接受的教育不完整而导致处事轻率，从而编造了一个难以自圆其说的笨拙谎言，最后伤害了自己。一些权威人士认为青年人根本不该说谎。当然，这种说法有点过于偏激，或者说情况并非真的如此。虽然我无法把话说得太过，但我仍然坚信自己的观点是正确的。我认为青年人应该适当地运用这门伟大的艺术，当然前提条件是他们从实践和经验身上获得了信心、高雅和严谨。因为这三点中的任何一点都能让谎言变得高雅、有益。耐心、勤奋和细致入微——这些都是必要的素质。随着时间的推移，这些素质能够让学生变得完美。有了这些，只要有了这些，他才能为以后的功成名就打下坚实的基础。试想一下，通过多年乏味的学习、思考、实践、亲身体验，那位盖世无双的大师才能拥有这些素质，才能强迫整个世界接受“真理是强大的，而且终将取得胜利！”这句崇高而掷地有声的格言——这句关于事实的复杂层面说出的最崇高的话，任何一个女人都未曾获得过。因为人类的历史和每个个人的经验都深深地将这样的证据埋藏起来：一个真理不难抹杀，可一个巧妙的谎言却能经久不衰。波士顿有个纪念碑，专门为发现麻醉法的人而立的。后来人们才知道，那个人根本就没有发现麻醉法，他只是盗取了另一个人的发现。




这个真理强大吗？它能最终取得胜利吗？唉，不会的。听众们，纪念碑是用坚硬的材料建成的，但它向世人说的谎却比它持久百万年。一个笨拙的、不攻自破的、漏洞百出的谎言是你应该不断学会避免的东西。这样的谎言甚至不比一个普通的事实来得更具真实的永恒性。那你为何不既讲真话又相信真理呢？一个不攻自破的、愚蠢的、荒谬的谎言持续不了两年——除非是对某人的诽谤。因为那种谎言是牢不可破的，当然那也不是你值得夸耀的东西。最后说一句：早点开始实践这门高雅美妙的艺术——立刻开始吧！如果我能早点开始实践，我想我已经学会这门艺术了。





美丽语录

If you want to make your dreams come true, the first thing you have to do is wake up.

想要实现梦想，就先从梦中醒来。


























Walking Tours　徒步旅行

◎ Robert Louis Stevenson









It must not be imagined that a walking tour, as some would have us fancy, is merely a better or worse way of seeing the country. There are many ways of seeing landscape quite as good; and none more vivid, in spite of canting dilettantes[84]

 , than from a railway train. But landscape on a walking tour is quite accessory. He who is indeed of the brotherhood does not voyage inquest of the picturesque, but of certain jolly humors of the hope and spirit with which the march begins at morning, and the peace and spiritual repletion of the evening’s rest. He cannot tell whether he puts his knapsack on, or takes it off, with more delight. The excitement of the departure[85]

 puts him in key for that of the arrival. Whatever he does is not only a reward in itself, but will be further rewarded in the sequel; and so pleasure leads on to pleasure in an endless chain. It is this that so few can understand; they will either be always lounging or always at five miles an hour; they do not play off the one against the other, prepare allay for the evening, and all evening for the next day. And, above all, it is here that your overwalker fails of comprehension. His heart rises against those who drink their curacaos in liqueur glasses, when he himself can swill it in a brown John. He will not believe that the flavor is more delicate in the smaller dose. He will not believe that to walk this unconscionable distance is merely to stupefy and brutalize himself, and come to his inn, at night, with a sort of frost on his five wits, and a starless night of darkness in his spirit. Not for him the mild luminous evening of the temperate walker! He has nothing left of man but a physical need for bed-time and a double nightcap; and even his pipe, if he be a smoker, will be savorless and disenchanted. It is the fate of such a one to take twice as much trouble as is needed to obtain happiness, and miss the happiness in the end; he is the man of the proverb, in short, who goes farther and fares worse.




Now, to be properly enjoyed, a walking tour should beg one upon alone. If you go in a company, or even in pairs, it is no longer a walking tour in anything but name; it is something else and more in the nature of a picnic. A walking tour should be gone upon alone, because freedom is of the essence; because you should be able to stop and go on, and follow this way or that, as the freak takes you; and because you must have your own pace, and neither trot alongside a champion walker, nor mince in time with a girl. And then you must be open to all impressions and let your thoughts take color from what you see. You should be as a pipe for any wind to play upon. “I cannot see the wit,” says Hazlitt, “of walking and talking at the same time. When I am in the country I wish to vegetate like the country,” which is the gist of all that can be said upon the matter. There should be no cackle of voices at your elbow, to jar on the meditative silence of the morning. And so long as a man is reasoning he cannot surrender himself to that fine intoxication[86]

 that comes of much motion in the open air, that begins in a sort of dazzle and sluggishness of the brain, and ends in a peace that passes comprehension.




During the first day or so of any tour there are moments of bitterness, when the traveler feels more than coldly towards his knapsack, when he is half in a mind to throw it bodily over the hedge and, like Christian on a similar occasion, “give three leaps and go on singing”. And yet it soon acquires a property of easiness. It becomes magnetic; the spirit of the journey enters into it. And no sooner have you passed the straps over your shoulder than the lees of sleep are cleared from you, you pull yourself together with a shake, and fall at once into your stride. And surely, of all possible moods, this, in which a man takes the road, is the best. Of course, if he will keep thinking of his anxieties, if he will open the merchant Abudah’s chest and walk arm-in-arm with the hag—why, wherever he is, and whether he walks fast or slow, the chances are that he will not be happy. And so much the more shame to himself! There are perhaps thirty men setting forth at that same hour, and I would lay a large wager there is not another dull face among the thirty. It would be a fine thing to follow, in a coat of darkness, one after another of these wayfarers, some summer morning, for the first few miles upon the road. This one, who walks fast, with a keen look in his eyes, is all concentrated in his own mind; he is up at his loom, weaving and weaving, to set the landscape to words. This one peers about, as he goes, among the grasses; he waits by the canal to watch the dragonflies; he leans on the gate of the pasture, and cannot look enough upon the complacent kine. And here comes another, talking, laughing, and gesticulating to himself. His face changes from time to time, as indignation flashes from his eyes or anger clouds his forehead. He is composing articles, delivering orations, and conducting the most impassioned interviews, by the way. A little farther on, and it is as like as not he will begin to sing.




And well for him, supposing him to be no great master in that art, if he stumbles across no stolid peasant at a corner; for on such an occasion, I scarcely know which is the more troubled, or whether it is worse to suffer the confusion of your troubadour[87]

 , or the unfeigned alarm of your clown. A sedentary population, accustomed, besides, to the strange mechanical bearing of the common tramp, can in no wise explain to itself the gaiety of these passers-by. I knew one man who was arrested as a runaway lunatic, because although a full-grown person with a red beard, he skipped as he went like a child. And you would be astonished if I were to tell you all the grave and learned heads who have confessed to me that, when on walking tours, they sang—and sang very ill—and had a pair of red ears when, as described above, the inauspicious peasant plumped into their arms from round a corner.








无法想象一些人只是把徒步旅行看成是一种观赏乡村风景的还行或糟糕的方式。其实观赏山水风景的方式很多，而且都还不错，只是没有一种比坐火车观赏来得生动有趣——只有那些附庸风雅的人不赞同这个观点。但是，徒步观赏山水美景真的是一个不错的选择。一个真正懂得兄弟情怀的人乘船出游时，他所追求的并非是沿途秀丽的风光，而是一种欢愉之情——从清晨满怀希望、精神抖擞地出航，到夜晚平安、充实地归航。他说不出是背上行囊时更快乐，还是卸下行囊时更快乐。出航时的兴奋预示了他归航时的喜悦。无论他做了什么，都不仅仅是对其本身的奖赏，也将在接下来的日子里获得更丰厚的奖赏。所以，快乐带来快乐，源源不断。但是，只有少数的人明白这一点。大多数的人们不是原地不动，就是顷刻数里。他们不懂得如何将这两者折中，只知道昼夜不分地忙碌着。最重要的是，赶路人无法体会旅行带来的乐趣。他只许自己举杯畅饮，却看不得别人小酌一杯。他不相信，小酌才能品出真正的酒香。他不会相信，拼命赶路只会让自己变得呆板、冷酷。晚上回到旅馆，只会感觉疲惫不堪、昏昏沉沉。夜晚对他来说，并不像悠闲的漫步者眼中那样温和醉人。他唯一的需求就是睡帽和上床睡觉。如果他是一个吸烟的人，甚至就连他的烟斗也会变得索然无味，没有任何吸引力。这种人注定会在追求幸福的过程中事倍功半，而且，他最终还是和幸福擦肩而过了。总之，他就如同谚语里所说的那种人——走得越远越糟糕。




现在，好好地享受旅行吧！徒步旅行者必须力求独自前行。如果结伴而行抑或成双成对，那就不再是徒步旅行了，只是徒有虚名罢了；它就更像是在大自然中举行的一场野餐。徒步旅行者必须力求独自前行，因为自由就是独自徒步旅行的；因为你能随时停下或继续前进，随心所欲地选择这条路或那条路；因为你必须要有自己的步调，既不需要跟随拼命赶路的人，也不需要在一个女孩身上浪费时间。然而，你必须敞开心扉接受所有的情感，让你所见到的东西为思想添彩。你应该做一支随风飘零的笛子。哈兹里特曾经这样说道：“我无法体会行走和谈论同时进行的乐趣。当我身在乡村时，我渴望过着简单淳朴的乡村生活。”这就是徒步旅行的真正涵义了。你身边不该有类似咯咯叫的嘈杂声，打破了清晨冥想时的宁静。只要一个人无法停止思考，那他就无法全身心陶醉在户外的美景中。陶醉始于意乱眼迷、思维停滞，并最终进入一种超凡的平和境界。

任何形式的旅行，第一天总会有些酸楚的瞬间。当旅行者厌倦了自己的行囊，甚至想要把它扔到篱笆外时，他就会像基督徒处于类似情况那样，“跳三跳，接着唱”。不过，你很快就能获得出游时的舒适感。它会变得十分有吸引力；出游时的那份精神也会与其融合在一起。于是，当你将行囊背在肩上时，你残留的睡意瞬间消失不见，你将精神抖擞地大踏步开始自己的新旅行。当然，在所有心情中，选择道路时的心情是最好的。当然，如果他继续思考着自己的烦心事，如果他像阿布达的箱子那样敞开着跟随女巫同行，那么，无论他身在哪里，不论他是匆匆赶路还是悠闲漫步，他都不会快乐的。而且，这让他的人生蒙羞。如果现在有30个人同时出发，我敢保证，在这30人当中，你再也看不到一张忧郁的脸。这是一件值得去做的事情。试想一下，一个夏日的清晨，这些徒步旅行者披着夜色，一个接一个地上路了。他们当中有个步调很快的人，他的眼中充满渴望，全神贯注于自己的思绪，原来他正在自出机杼，斟字酌句，把山水美景写成文字。有一个人一边走一边眯着眼睛看着草丛；他在小河边停下了，他想要看看飞舞的蜻蜓；他倾着身子靠在牧场的门边，看不够那怡然自得的老黄牛。另一个人则说着，笑着，冲着自己手舞足蹈。他的脸色随着眼中闪现的怒火或是额头上出现的阴云而不断地变化着。他正在路边构思文章，发表演说，进行最富激情的面谈。他很有可能过一会就开始高歌一曲了。




对他而言，假使他并不擅长这门艺术，又碰巧在拐角处碰见一个感觉并不迟钝的农民，我想不出还有什么是比这样的情形来得糟糕，我不知道是这位年轻的民谣歌手更尴尬，还是那位农民更难受。还有一类人，他们久居室内，而且不喜欢去陌生的地方，所以这些人也无法体会旅行者的快乐。我认识一个人，他曾经被当作疯汉抓起来，只因为他看上去像个蓄着红胡子的成年人，走路却像小孩那样蹦蹦跳跳。当我告诉你下面这些事时，你肯定会很吃惊，那就是：很多学识渊博的人向我坦白，他们徒步旅行时也会唱歌，而且唱得十分难听，当他们遇到上面提到的情形——和一个倒霉的农民在拐角相遇时，他们也会羞愧难当。








美丽语录

I am a slow walker, but I never walk backwards.

虽然我走得很慢，但是我从来不后退。






































Finding What You Do Not Seek　探寻未知的美好

◎ Orison Marden













Dining one day with Baron James Rothschild, Eugene Delacroix, the famous French artist, confessed that, during some time past, he had vainly sought for a head to serve as a model for that of a beggar in a picture which he was painting; and that, as he gazed at his host’s features, the idea suddenly occurred to him that the very head he desired was before him. Rothschild, being a great lover of art, readily consented to sit as the beggar. The next day, at the studio, Delacroix placed a tunic around the baron’s shoulders, put a stout staff in his hand, and made him pose as if he were resting on the steps of an ancient Roman temple. In this attitude he was found by one of the artist’s favorite pupils, in a brief absence of the master from the room. The youth naturally concluded that the beggar had just been brought in, and with a sympathetic[88]

 look quietly slipped a piece of money into his hand. Rothschild thanked him simply, pocketed the money, and the student passed out. Rothschild then inquired of the master, and found that the young man had talent, but very slender means.




Soon after, the youth received a letter stating that charity bears interest, and that the accumulated interest on the amount he had given to one he supposed to be a beggar was represented by the sum of ten thousand francs, which was awaiting his claim at the Rothschild office.

This illustrates well the art to cheerful amusement even if one has great business cares—the entertainment of the artist, the personation of a beggar, and an act of beneficence toward a worthy student.

It was said by Wilhelm von Humboldt, that “it is worthy of special remark that when we are not too anxious about happiness and unhappiness, but devote ourselves to the strict and unsparing performance of duty, then happiness comes of itself.”

Are not buoyant spirits like water sparkling when it runs? “I have found my greatest happiness in labor,” said Gladstone. “I early formed a habit of industry, and it has been its own reward. The young are apt to think that rest means a cessation from all effort, but I have found the most perfect rest in changing effort. If brain-weary over books and study, go out into the blessed sunlight and the pure air, and give heartfelt exercise to the body. The brain will soon become calm and rested. The efforts of Nature are ceaseless[89]

 . Even in our sleep the heart throbs on. I try to live close to Nature, and to imitate her in my labors. The compensation is sound sleep, a wholesome digestion, and powers that are kept at their best; and this, I take it, is the chief reward of industry.”




Those only are happy who have their minds fixed on some object other than their own happiness. “The most delicate, the most sensible of all pleasures,” says La Bruyre, “consists in promoting the pleasures of others.”

And Hawthorne has said that the inward pleasure of imparting pleasure is the choicest of all.

There was once a king who loved his little boy very much, and took a great deal of pains to please him. So he gave him a pony to ride, beautiful rooms to live in, pictures, books, toys without number, teachers, companions, and everything that money could buy or ingenuity devise; but for all this, the young prince was unhappy. He wore a frown wherever he went, and was always wishing for something he did not have. At length a magician came to the court. He saw the scowl on the boy’s face, and said to the king: “I can make your son happy, and turn his frowns into smiles, but you must pay me a great price for telling him this secret.”

“All right,” said the king, “whatever you ask I will give.” The magician took the boy into a private room. He wrote something with a white substance on a piece of paper. He gave the boy a candle, and told him to light it and hold it under the paper, and then see what he could read. Then the magician went away. The boy did as he had been told, and the white letters turned into a beautiful blue. They formed these words: “Do a kindness to some one every day.” The prince followed the advice, and became the happiest boy in the realm.




Happy is he who has no sense of discord with the harmony of the universe, who is open to the voices of nature and of the spiritual realm, and who sees the light that never was on sea or land. Such a life can but give expression to its inward harmony. Every pure and healthy thought, every noble aspiration for the good and the true, every longing of the heart for a higher and better life, every lofty purpose and unselfish endeavor, makes the human spirit stronger, more harmonious, and more beautiful.





一天，在詹姆士·罗斯柴尔德爵士家的宴会上，法国著名艺术家欧仁·德拉克洛瓦当场向我袒露心声：在过去的一段时间里，他一直苦苦地为自己正在创作的画作找寻一位乞丐模特。当他的目光停在爵士的身上时，脑中突然闪现一个灵感——他梦寐以求的模特就在眼前。作为一个狂热的艺术爱好者，罗斯柴尔德欣然答应了扮演一名乞丐模特。第二天，在画室里，德拉克洛瓦拿了一件束腰外套披在爵士的肩上，让爵士手拿一根短棍，并摆出一个造型，就像是正在一座古罗马神庙前的阶梯上休息一样。接着，德拉克洛瓦便离开了画室一小会儿。这时，他最得意的一名学生进来看到了爵士的乞丐造型。这位年轻人自然而然地认为这个乞丐是刚来到画室的，于是，他显现出充满同情的表情，一声不响地把一些钱塞进他的手里。罗斯柴尔德只是轻轻地道了一声谢谢，就把钱放进兜里。那个学生走出了画室。后来，罗斯柴尔德从画家那儿得知，这个年轻人其实很有绘画天赋，但就是缺少处世经验。




不久，那个年轻人就收到了一封信，信的内容大概是这样的：由于他的善良本性，把钱给了一个他认为是乞丐的人。为此，他将得到一万法郎的奖赏，他可以随时到罗斯柴尔德的办公室领取。

这件事充分说明了艺术有着令人愉快的魅力，即使是富人也不另外——画家的灵感、假扮的乞丐和可敬的学生的善意之举。

威廉·冯·洪堡曾经说过：“当我们不再为是否快乐而忧心，而是全心全意地严格履行自己的职责时，快乐自然就会来临。”

快乐的感觉不就像是水光荡漾的河水吗？格拉德斯顿曾经说过：“劳作给了我最大的快乐。我从小就养成了勤奋的习惯，并因此受益匪浅。年轻人总是觉得休息就意味着停止一切努力，但我认为最好的休息就是转变成为另一种努力。如果过重的学习压力使你头昏脑胀，那就出去晒一些温暖的阳光，呼吸一下新鲜的空气，好好放松放松身心。那样的话，大脑就能很快恢复平静并得到充足的休息。天性的努力是永无休止的，即使睡觉时，我们的心脏也会不停地跳动着。我试着让自己的生活顺应天性，并在劳动中尽力模仿。于是，我得到了：舒适的睡眠、健康的消化能力和旺盛的精力。而我所得到的这些都是勤奋的主要回报。”

只有那些把精力集中在某个目标上，而不是执著于个人幸福的人，才能获得真正的快乐。拉·布鲁耶尔曾经说过：“最美妙、最明智的快乐是和他人共同分享快乐。”




霍桑也曾经说过，与人分享的快乐才是最顶级的快乐。

从前有个国王，他十分宠爱自己的小儿子，他想尽办法让小儿子开心。因此，国王买来小马给小儿子骑；建造漂亮的房间给他住；还有图画、书本、数不清的玩具、给他上课的老师、玩伴和其他一切可以用钱能做得到的事情。可这一切都无法让小王子感到快乐。无论走到哪，他总是一副愁眉苦脸的样子，他总想着得到自己没有的东西。直到一位魔术师来到宫里，这一切才有所改变。魔术师看到愁眉苦脸的小男孩后，他对国王说道：“我能让您的儿子快乐起来，将他的苦脸变成笑脸。但你必须用大笔的钱向我买下这个秘密。”

“好吧，”国王答道，“不管你要什么，我都会答应的。”于是，魔术师把小男孩带到一个单独的房间里。他用一个白色的东西在一张纸上写了些东西。然后，他递给小男孩一根蜡烛，并叫他把这张纸点燃后，再放到蜡烛的上方，看看能读到什么东西。说完这些话，魔术师就离开了房间。小男孩照他说的话做了，只见白色的字母变成了美丽的蓝色，并组成了一句话：“每天为他人做一件好事。”小王子接受了这个建议，成了王国里最快乐的人。

真正快乐的人，他丝毫不会觉得自己和宇宙之间是不和谐的；他会敞开心扉倾听来自天性和精神世界里的声音；他能看见天地间从未展现过的光芒。只有这样的生命才能表达出内心的和谐。每一个纯洁健康的思想，每一种对善良和真理的崇高向往，每一颗渴望更高尚、更美好生活的心，每一个崇高的目标和每一次无私的努力，都让人类的精神变得更坚强、更和谐、更美好。








美丽语录

If you want a happy life, tie it to a goal, not to people or things.

如果你想过得快乐，把生活跟目标联系在一起，而不是跟某个人或某些事。


























Go Easy and Enjoy Yourself in Harmony　飘逸而行

◎ Karen Rohlf









To go on a journey is often worrisome[90]

 , but so long as one lives he proceeds on his life’s journey. Different people go along differently. Some take hasty steps in anxiety. Obsessed with reaching the next goal in time, they spare no time for sight-seeing along the way, nor do they have a clear view where their long roads end. Others travel leisurely[91]

 like tourists. They would take time off now and then for a look at blooming flowers or fallen petals. They would stop to admire clouds gathering and dispersing. Even when they go against the wind or are caught in the rain, they never get annoyed, for worries slip off their minds as if from an open net.

Cramped is one’s workplace. Narrow is one’s residence and small is the social circle one moves about—such limitedness in space entail lack of variety which is the source of some people’s complaint. But a person is always able to find space and comfort if he takes things as they are... Compared with the nastness of the universe it is only a tiny spot one occupies on earth. However, though larger than the ocean is the sky, even larger is the human mind, for in it imagination would come and go on the wing without limitations.




One may eventually win what he has set his mind to, only to find that he has lost quite a lot. Perhaps what he loses is even better than what he gains.

On one’s journey of life some people hurry on with a heavy heart in pursuit of fame and wealth while others go easy and enjoy themselves in harmony with nature.





人在旅途，不安和困惑在所难免，但只要你活着，你就要继续你的人生之旅。不同的人有着不同的行进方式。有些人步履匆忙，焦虑不安，只盼着能及时完成下一个目标，他们根本无暇观赏路边的风景，也不知道茫茫路途何处是终点。另一些人则像旅游那般不紧不慢，时而停下赏花谢花开，看云卷云舒；时而逆风而行，在雨中前行，他们从不苦恼，因为忧虑已从敞开的心网中被过滤掉了。

狭小的办公场所，拥窄的居住空间，局限的社交圈——人们对这些一成不变的“有限”感到不满。然而，如果一个人随遇而安，总能找到安宁与舒适。浩瀚的大千世界，一个人只能占据其中微小的一个位置。可比海洋更宽广的是天空，比天空更宽广的是人的胸怀，因为小小心灵有一对想象的翅膀，它可以尽情翱翔。

只有当一个人发觉自己失去了许多时，他才能最终得到他想要的东西，不过也有可能是得不偿失。

人生旅途上，一些人带着重重的追求名利之心前行，而另一些人则逍遥自在地和大自然和谐相处，飘逸而行。








美丽语录

The simple diet can protect the stomach; the fresh air can wash the lung. We should enjoy the sunshine, spend more time with friends and forget the tiredness in the world.

用粗茶淡饭养胃，用清新空气洗肺，让灿烂阳光晒背，得空和朋友聚聚会，忘却辗转尘世的累。


































How to Stay Young　让青春常驻

◎ Harvey Bingham





Throw out nonessential[92]

 numbers. This includes age, weight and height. Let the doctor worry about them. That’s why you pay him/her.

Keep only cheerful friends. The grouches pull you down.

Keep learning. Learn more about the computer, crafts, gardening, whatever. Never let the brain idle. “An idle[93]

 mind is the devil’s workshop. And the devil’s name is Alzheimer’s.”

Enjoy the simple things.

Laugh often, long and loud. Laugh until you gasp for breath.

The tears happen. Endure, grieve, and move on. The only person who is with us our entire life, is ourselves. Be alive while you are alive.

Surround yourself with what you love, whether it’s family, pets, keepsakes, music, plants, hobbies, whatever. Your home is your refuge[94]

 .

Cherish your health: If it is good, preserve it. If it is unstable, improve it. If it is beyond what you can improve, get help.




Don’t take guilt trips. Take a trip to the mall, to the next country, to a foreign country, but not to where the guilt is.

Tell the people you love that you love them, at every opportunity.

And always remember: Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take, but by the moments that take our breath away.





扔掉那些无关紧要的数字。包括你的年龄、体重和身高。让医生去操心吧。因为你给了他们报酬。

结交乐观的朋友。那些满腹牢骚的人只能让你雪上加霜。

学无止境。多了解计算机、手艺、园艺等知识。不要让你的大脑闲置下来。“无所事事的大脑是魔鬼的加工厂。魔鬼的名字叫痴呆症。”

享受简单事物。

多笑，开怀大笑。上气不接下气地笑。

有泪就流。忍受和悲伤过后，要继续前行。陪伴我们度过一生的惟一的人——就是我们自己。让生命鲜活起来。

让你的所爱环绕着你，无论是家人、宠物、纪念品、音乐、植物、爱好，什么都好。你的家就是你的避风港。

珍惜健康：如果它很好，就好好地保护它。如果它反复无常，就改善它。如果你已无力改善它了，就请别人帮忙吧。




别踏上犯罪的道路。你可以去商场闲逛，可以去邻县游荡，可以出国旅行，但不要踏上犯罪之路。

告诉你所爱的人们，你爱他们，把握每一个表达的机会。

永远记住：度量生命的不是我们呼吸的次数，而是那些最最难忘的时刻。





美丽语录

Remember these simple guidelines for happiness: 1. Free your heart from hate; 2. Free your mind from worry; 3. Live simply; 4. Give more; 5. Expect less.

幸福五大原则：1. 心中无恨；2. 脑中无忧；3. 生活简单；4. 多些付出；5. 少些期待。


















































If you want something, don’t wish for it. Life is too short to wait.









如果你想要某样东西，别等着有人会送给你。生命太短，等不得。

























[1]
 superfluous [sju'p:flus]
 a. 过剩的；
 多余的，
 不必要的





[2]
 auspicious [
 ɔ
 :'spiʃəs]
 a. 吉兆的，
 吉利的；
 兴盛的，
 幸运的





[3]
 reverberate [ri'və:bəreit]
 v. （
 使）
 回响，（
 使）
 反射





[4]
 indiscriminately [indi'skrimənitli]
 adv. 不加选择地；
 随意地





[5]
 sanguine ['sæŋɡwin]
 a. 乐观的；
 血色好的，
 红润的





[6]
 vehemently ['vi:iməntli]
 ad. 激烈地，
 强烈地；
 热切地





[7]
 hitchhiked ['hitʃ,haikt]
 v. 搭便车（
 旅行 ）（
 hitchhike的过去式和过去分词）






[8]
 frustration [frʌs'treiʃən]
 n. 挫折，
 失败，
 挫败





[9]
 stimulate ['stimjuleit]
 v. 刺激，
 促使，
 使兴奋





[10]
 tremendous [tri'mendəs]
 adj. 巨大的，
 惊人的，
 极度的





[11]
 woes [wəuz]
 n. 悲痛，
 灾难，
 不幸；
 困境（
 woe的名词复数）






[12]
 siblings ['sibliŋz]
 n. 兄弟姐妹 （
 sibling的名词复数）






[13]
 obstinate ['ɔbstinit]
 a. 固执的，
 顽固的，
 顽强的





[14]
 anguish [ˈæŋɡwi
 ʃ
 ]
 n. 极度的痛苦；
 苦恼





[15]
 poignantly ['p
 ɔ
 ignəntli]
 ad. 令人辛酸地；
 强烈地；
 尖刻地





[16]
 phantasmal [fæn'tæ
 z
 məl]
 a. 幻影的；
 幽灵的；
 空想的





[17]
 picador ['pikə
 dɔ
 :] n. 骑马斗牛士





[18]
 obstacle ['ɔ
 bstə
 kl] n. 障碍(物)；
 妨碍





[19]
 insurmountable [,insə'mauntəbl]
 a. 不能克服的；
 不能超越的





[20]
 billfold ['bilfəuld]
 n. 皮夹子





[21]
 fragment ['fræɡmənt]
 n. 碎片，
 破片；
 断片





[22]
 reinforcements [,ri:in'fɔ:smənts]
 n. 加固，
 强化；
 加固物（
 reinforcement的名词复数）






[23]
 fatalist ['feitəlist]
 n. 宿命论者





[24]
 apprehension [,æpri'henʃən]
 n. 恐惧，
 忧虑，
 担心，
 挂念





[25]
 rheumatism ['ru:mətizəm]
 n. 风湿病





[26]
 unbearable ['n'bɛərəbl]
 a. 不能忍受的；
 令人不能容忍的





[27]
 miniature ['miniətʃə]
 n. 缩样；
 小型物；
 小画像





[28]
 reverberate [ri'və:bəreit]
 v. （
 使）
 回响；（
 使）
 反射；（
 使）
 弹回





[29]
 recruit[ri'kru:t]
 v. 征募（
 新兵）；
 吸收（
 新成员）；
 雇用





[30]
 premier['premjə]
 a. 第一的，
 首要的





[31]
 apathetic [,æpə'θtik]
 a. 冷淡的；
 无动于衷的





[32]
 strenuous ['strenjuəs]
 a. 费劲的；
 奋发的；
 强烈的；
 紧张的





[33]
 sophomore ['sɔfəmɔ:]
 n. (大学，
 高中的)二年级学生





[34]
 chaperoning ['ʃæpərəunɪŋ]
 v. 陪伴；
 护送（
 chaperon的现在分词）






[35]
 condolence [kən'dəuləns]
 n. 吊辞；
 慰问





[36]
 outward ['autwəd]
 a. 外表的，
 表面的；
 外界的





[37]
 worshiping [‘wə:ʃipɪŋ]
 v. 崇拜（
 worship的现在分词）；
 做礼拜；
 热爱；
 爱慕





[38]
 groping [grəupɪŋ]
 v. 探索，
 探求（
 grope的现在分词）






[39]
 diagnosed ['daiəgnəuzd]
 v. 诊断（
 diagnose的过去式和过去分词）






[40]
 sedated [si'deitid]
 v. 使昏昏入睡，
 使镇静（
 sedate的过去式和过去分词）






[41]
 drown out 压过，
 盖过





[42]
 groceries ['grəusər:z]
 n. 杂货店（
 grocery的名词复数）






[43]
 hunches [hʌntʃiz]
 n. 直觉，
 预感（
 hunch的名词复数）






[44]
 divine [di'vain]
 a. 天赐的；
 神圣的；
 非凡的，
 天才的





[45]
 horticulture ['hɔ:tikʌltʃə]
 n. 园艺；
 园艺术





[46]
 deprivation [,depri'veiʃən]
 n. 剥夺；
 免职；
 损失





[47]
 hebetude ['hebitju:d]
 n. 迟钝；
 愚钝





[48]
 disgrace [dis'greis]
 n. 丢脸，
 耻辱；
 失宠；
 丢脸的事或人





[49]
 paradoxes ['pærədɔksiz]
 n. 自相矛盾的议论/人/事（
 paradox的名词复数）






[50]
 entrepreneurs [,ɔntrəprə'nə:z]
 n. 企业家（
 entrepreneur的名词复数）；
 事业创办者；
 承包人





[51]
 algebra ['ældʒibrə]
 n. 代数学





[52]
 marathons ['mærəθɑnz]
 n. 马拉松赛跑（
 marathon的名词复数）；
 长距离比赛；
 耐力比赛





[53]
 center on 把……
 集中在，
 以……
 为中心





[54]
 well-equipped ['welɪkw'ɪpt]
 a. 设备精良的





[55]
 pursuit [pə'sju:t]
 n. 追踪，
 追击





[56]
 guaranteed ['gærən'ti:d]
 a. 必定的，
 肯定的





[57]
 plummet ['plʌmit]
 n. 坠子，
 测铅；
 重压





[58]
 magnitude ['mæɡnitju:d]
 n. 巨大，
 广大；
 大小





[59]
 stern[stə
 :n] a. 严峻的，
 苛刻的；
 不动摇的





[60]
 triumph[ˈtraiəmf] n.
 （
 大
 ）
 胜利
 ；
 成功
 ，
 业绩






[61]
 architect[ˈakitekt] n. 建筑师
 ，
 设计师
 ；
 缔造者
 ，
 创造者






[62]
 illuminating[iˈlju:mineit] v. 照亮
 ，
 照射
 ；
 启发






[63]
 feeble[fi:bl] v. 照亮
 ，
 照射
 ；
 启发






[64]
 tradesman [treidzmən]
 n. 零售商，
 店主；
 手艺人，
 技工





[65]
 numerous ['nju:mərəs]
 a. 许多的；
 为数众多的





[66]
 bargain ['bɑ:gin]
 n. 协议；
 买卖，
 交易





[67]
 apprehension [,æpri'henʃən]
 n. 恐惧，
 忧虑，
 担心，
 挂念





[68]
 rheumatism ['ru:mətizəm]
 n. 风湿病





[69]
 manipulate[məˈnipjuleit] v.
 （
 熟练地
 ）
 操作
 ，
 运用
 ；
 巧妙处理






[70]
 aftermath[ˈa:ftəmæθ] n. 后果
 ，
 余波
 ；
 事件结束后的一段时期






[71]
 quench[kwentʃ] v. 压制
 （
 欲望等
 ）
 抑制
 ；
 熄灭
 ；
 平息






[72]
 tomb [tu:m]
 n. 墓；
 葬身之地；
 死亡





[73]
 despairing [di'spɛəriŋ]
 a. 感到绝望的；
 表现绝望的





[74]
 linger ['liŋgə]
 v. 徘徊；
 缓慢消失；
 磨蹭；
 苟延残喘





[75]
 unbounded [ʌn'baundid]
 a. 无限的；
 无节制的；
 不受控制的





[76]
 quaff [kwɑ:f]
 v. 狂饮，
 痛饮





[77]
 paste [peist]
 n. 浆糊，
 面团，
 糊状物





[78]
 elixir [i'liksə]
 n. 炼金药，
 不老长寿药；
 万能药





[79]
 lush [lʌʃ]
 a. 苍翠繁茂的；
 多汁的；
 丰富的





[80]
 squabble ['Skwɔbl]
 n. 争吵，
 口角





[81]
 superstition [,sju:pə'stiʃən]
 n. 迷信；
 盲目崇拜；
 盲目恐惧





[82]
 unrefined ['
 ʌ
 nri'faind]
 a. 未提炼的；
 不高尚的；
 粗俗的





[83]
 majestic [mə'dʒestik]
 a. 雄伟的，
 威严的，
 崇高的





[84]
 dilettante [,dili'tænti]
 n. （
 艺术等的）
 一知半解者；
 业余爱好者





[85]
 departure [di'pɑ:tʃə]
 n. 离开；
 出发，
 起程；
 违背，
 变更





[86]
 intoxication [in,tɔksi'keiʃən]
 n. 醉；
 陶醉；
 极度兴奋





[87]
 troubadour ['tru:bəduə]
 n. 吟游诗人





[88]
 sympathetic [,simpə'θtik]
 a. 有同情心的；
 赞同的，
 支持的；
 和谐的





[89]
 ceaseless ['si:slis]
 a. 不停的，
 不间断的





[90]
 worrisome ['wʌrisəm]
 a. 令人烦恼的；
 闷闷不乐的





[91]
 leisurely ['li:ʒəli]
 ad. 从容不迫地，
 慢慢地





[92]
 nonessential [,nɔni'senʃəl]
 a. 非本质的；
 不重要的





[93]
 idle ['aidl]
 a. 空闲的；
 懒惰的；
 无所事事的





[94]
 refuge ['refju:dʒ]
 n. 躲避；
 避难所，
 藏身处
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未选择的路



前 言



Chapter 1 站在青春的起点，抬头仰望










■ 起点



■ 青春物语



■年轻人



■ 在探索中成长



■ 面对人生的十字路口



■ 生活的不确定性



■ 人生如筷



■从零开始



■两条路



■ 有感于青春常在



■人生处处是转角





Chapter 2 镌刻成长的印记，记忆永恒










■转眼青春的散场



■ 生活的一课



■ 树下的男孩



■与死神擦肩而过



■ 成长的树根



■ 别让蜡烛熄灭



■ 记忆留痕



■ 我的动力



■ 一次难忘的邂逅



■ 遗留在时光背后的思念



■ 美好的记忆——永恒的礼物





Chapter 3 和自己谈场恋爱，寂寞也美










爱自己是一场毕生浪漫的开始



■ 送给自己的圣诞礼物



■ 十五句最暖心的话



■ 乐观人群的十个好习惯



■ 怎样爱自己，即使没人爱



■ 郁闷时让自己振作的十种方法



■ 开心玩瑜伽，减压好方法



■ 和自己谈场恋爱



■ 让青春常驻



■ 放松，微笑，创造



■ 寂寞也美





Chapter 4 踏上梦想的舞台，书写精彩










■ 鞋钉



■ 每个人都有梦想



■ 年轻与年老



■ 让计划动起来



■ 觉醒时分



■梦想照进现实



■ 年轻人应该有理想



■ 坚持不懈，勇往直前



■ 成功之路，永不言迟



■ 与其做梦，不如行动



■ 马克·吐温致青年人的忠告





Chapter 5 倾听内心的声音，发现幸福










■ 清晨许愿



■ 窗外的风景



■ 镜子的人生哲理



■ 在思考中成长



■ 我为什么而活



■ 瞬间之美



■ 雷雨中的醒悟



■ 学会在不满意中成长



■ 彼岸无尽头，知足才长乐



■ 思考是成功的前提



■ 夕阳无限好



■ 倾听你内心的声音





Chapter 6 走向最美的旅程，飘逸而行










■ 热情带你前进



■ 简单一小步，丰富每一天



■ 海边漫步



■ 着装和微笑带来的改变



■丑八怪



■ 选择你的生活



■ 一直走在阳光里



■ 徒步旅行



■ 完美人生四大梦



■ 探寻未知的美好



■人生中的蝴蝶效应



■ 飘逸而行










我祈望简单、诚实、率真，自然天成、身心洁净、不加矫饰——泰然自若、无所畏惧地去面对任何阻碍，去迎接每一个困难。






I wish to be simple, honest, frank, natural, clean in mind and clean in body, unaffected—to face any obstacle and meet every difficulty unabashed and unafraid.






美丽英文






Enjoy the Loneliness Alone






一个人，也能有好时光






一个人的人生旅途不一定始终是美好的， 但是那些挣扎可以让你变得更加坚强， 那些改变可以让你变得更有智慧。

















未选择的路

The Road Not Taken


◎
 Robert Frost









Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;





Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,





And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.





前 言





PREFACE







美 丽 语 录


I don’t regret the things I’ve done, I regret the things I didn’t do when
 I had the chance.

我不为做过的事而懊悔。我只是遗憾，有些事，有机会却没有去做。














黄色的树林里分出两条路


可惜我无法同时走过

独自旅行，我久久伫立于路口

我向着一条路极目望去

直到它消失在丛林深处





可我选择了另外一条路

它荒草丛生，寂静悠远

显得更美丽诱人

虽然这两条路上

都很少留下旅人的足迹





那天清晨，落叶飘满地

但两条路上都未见脚印

噢！另一条路，改日再见








I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.




我深知道路绵延无尽头

恐怕我难以重返





我想我会在多年以后

一边叹息，一边回忆

树林里分出两条路——

我选了人迹罕至的那条

从此有了不同的人生




Chapter 1　站在青春的起点，抬头仰望















From the Beginning of Youth






Leave yesterday to history and resolve to begin fresh each new day daring to make dreams become a reality.






将昨日留给历史，满怀信心地迎接每个新日子的到来，努力将梦想变为现实。











美 丽 语 录

It’s time to start living the life you’ve imagined.

是时候开始过自己想要的生活了。




















在起点，所有的一切都充满希望。我们准备重新开始。虽然我们的目的是前方奇妙的旅程，但我们的一切希望——乐观、信念、决心和纯真，都包含在开始的那一刻。

为了开始，我们必须做好决定。这一决定是我们日常自我修养的一种承诺。我们要将它与自己的内心建立一种密切的关联。除此之外的事都是多余的。我们终生劳碌，最终孤独而赤裸地离去。因此，我们必须有所作为，那样可以引导我们去体会生活中最深层的精神实质。

一旦我们下定决心，所有的事情就会接连不断地发生。吉兆并非迷信，而是对事情的肯定预测，是事物的反应。据说，若有人虔诚地向岩石祈祷，岩石都会被赋予生命。同样，若我们坚定自己的精神之旅，即使高山和峡谷也会回应我们坚定的呼声。







































■ 青春物语

Man’s Youth


◎
 Thomas Wolfe









Man’s youth is a wonderful thing: it is so full of anguish[4]

 and of magic and he never comes to know it is, until it has gone from him forever. It is the thing he can’t bear to lose, it is the thing whose passing he watches with infinite sorrow and regret, it is the thing whose loss he must lament forever, and it is the thing whose loss he really welcomes with a sad and secret joy, the thing he would never willingly relive again, if it could be restored to him by any magic.

Why is this? The reason is that the strange and bitter miracle of life is nowhere else so evident as in our youth. And what is the essence of that strange and bitter miracle of life which we feel so poignantly[5]

 , so unutterably, with such a bitter pain and joy, when we are young? It is this: that being rich, we are so poor; that being mighty, we can yet have nothing; that seeing, breathing, smelling, tasting all around us the wealth and glory of this earth, feeling with an intolerable certitude that the whole structure of the enchanted life—the most fortunate, wealthy, good, and happy life that any man has ever known—is ours—is ours at once, immediately and forever, the moment that we choose to take a step, or stretch a hand—we yet know that we can really keep, hold, take, and possess forever—nothing. All passes; nothing lasts: the moment that we put our hand upon it, it melts away like smoke, is gone forever, and the snake is eating at our heart again; we see then what we are and what our lives must come to.




美 丽 语 录

After all your pains and tears, look at the rainbow of your life. It’s totally worth it.

所有的伤痛、眼泪过后，看看生命中的彩虹，一切的一切都是那么的值得。
















人的青春奇妙无穷，充满痛楚，充满魔力。青春年少时不知青春为何物，无奈青春一去不复返时才恍然醒悟：青春是谁也不愿失去的东西；眼睁睁看着青春流逝，无限的感伤和遗憾涌上心头；青春的流逝是人们心中永远的痛；青春的流逝让人们或大悲或窃喜；即便魔力可以还以青春，人们也不愿再次经历那些流逝的青春岁月。

为何如此呢？因为青春时代的生活充满了奇特的、心酸的、不平凡的事。青春年少的我们怀着或悲或喜的心情，强烈而又不可名状地体味着那些生活的奇特辛酸史时，我们可曾想过它的本质？它的本质就是：我们富足殷实，却无比贫穷；我们力大无穷，却一无所有；世间的富贵荣华比比皆是，看到，闻到，尝到，甚至可以呼吸到。那份坚信再也无法隐藏了，真真切切感受到整个生活都已陶醉……只要我们向前迈步，努力奋斗，那么人类所知道的最幸运、最富有、最美好、最幸福的生活便立刻属于我们了，而且将永远属于我们，虽然我们知道，其实我们留不住、抓不着、拿不走也无法占有什么。一切就如过眼云烟，转瞬即逝。我们一伸手，它便像云烟般消失不见了。于是，痛苦再一次啃噬我们的心，我们看到了自己的真面目，明白了未来的生活将何去何从。




A young man is so strong, so mad, so certain, and so lost. He has everything and he is able to use nothing. He hurls the great shoulder of his strength forever against phantasmal[6]

 barriers, he is a wave whose power explodes in lost mid-oceans under timeless skies, he reaches out to grip a fume of painted smoke; he wants all, feels the thirst and power for everything, and finally gets nothing. In the end, he is destroyed by his own strength, devoured by his own hunger, impoverished by his own wealth. Thoughtless of money or the accumulation of material possessions, he is none the less defeated in the end by his own greed.

And that is the reason why, when youth is gone, every man will look back upon that period of his life with infinite sorrow and regret. It is the bitter sorrow and regret of a man who knows that once he had a great talent and wasted it, of a man who knows that once he had a great treasure and got nothing from it, of a man who knows that he had strength enough for everything and never used it.














青年人非常强壮、狂热、自信，却很容易迷失茫然；他拥有一切，却又无法把握；他身强体壮，想要冲破虚幻的障碍，却像海浪般无力地消失在无边无际的大海中央；他伸出双手想要抓住色彩斑斓的云烟，他想得到一切，渴望主宰一切，可到头来依旧两手空空，一无所获；最后，他被自己的力量打败，被自己的饥饿吞噬，因自己的财富而穷困。他对金钱和财富的积累不以为意，最终必将因为贪念而毁。

这就是为什么当青春消逝，回首过往时，每个人的心中总会充满无限的忧伤和遗憾。曾经杰出的才能，却白白浪费了；曾经殷实的财富，却被挥霍一空；曾经满身的本领，却未好好利用——一个明白了这些道理的人，回忆起青春时代，总会充满忧伤和懊悔。






































■年轻人

Youth


◎
 Aristotle









To begin with the Youthful type of character. Young men have strong passions, and tend to gratify them indiscriminately[7]

 . They are changeable and fickle in their desires, which are violent while they last, but quickly over: their impulses are keen but not deep-rooted, and are like sick people’s attacks of hunger and thirst. They are hot-tempered, and quick-tempered, and apt to give way to their anger; bad temper often gets the better of them, for owing to their love of honour they cannot bear being slighted, and are indignant if they imagine themselves unfairly treated. While they love honour, they love victory still more; for youth is eager for superiority over others, and victory is one form of this. They love both more than they love money, which indeed they love very little, not having yet learnt what it means to be without it—this is the point of Pittancus, remark about Amphiaraus. They look at the good side rather than the bad, not having yet witnessed many instances of wickedness. They trust others readily, because they have not yet often been cheated.




美 丽 语 录


Something that we used to think would last forever in our lives, had
 actually vanished in a second before we realized it ... This is youth.

我们总以为生命中有些东西永远不会消失，可它总是在我们意识到之前便转瞬即逝了……这就是青春。












首先讨论一下年轻人的性格特征。年轻人激情似火，而且经常不假思索就予以满足。他们的愿望变化莫测、反复无常，来时强烈无比，去时转瞬即逝。他们极易冲动，但并非根深蒂固，就像病人遭到饥渴的侵袭一样。他们热情似火、性情暴躁，常常管不住自己的脾气。他们珍惜荣誉，他们无法忍受被人忽视，因此，一旦发现自己遭遇不公平的对待，便会义愤填膺。他们珍惜荣誉，但他们更爱胜利。因为年轻人总喜欢胜人一筹，而胜利就是一种绝好的表现方式。他们钟爱荣誉和胜利要多过金钱，他们之所以不在意金钱，是因为他们还未明白缺少金钱意味着什么——庇塔喀斯就是这样评论安菲阿劳斯的。他们未曾亲眼目睹过多少邪恶之事，所以他们总是看到事物好的一面，而非不好的那一面。他们全心全意相信别人，只因为他们很少上当受骗。

他们面色红润，大自然好像用了过多的葡萄酒来温暖他们的血液；除此之外，他们没有遇过多少挫折。他们总是在期盼中度日，而不是在回忆中缅怀；因为期盼意味着未来，而回忆意味着过去。未来还有很长的日子等着年轻人，过去的岁月只是微小的一部分。一个人来到世上的第一天，他没有什么能回忆的事情，他能做的只有期盼未来。




They are sanguine[8]

 ; nature warms their blood as though with excess of wine; and besides that, they have as yet met with few disappointments. Their lives are mainly spent not in memory but in expectation; for expectation refers to the future, memory to the past, and youth has a long future before it and a short past behind it: on the first day of one’s life one has nothing at all to remember, and can only look forward.

They are easily cheated, owing to the sanguine disposition just mentioned. Their hot tempers and hopeful dispositions make them more courageous than older men are; the hot temper prevents fear, and the hopeful disposition creates confidence; we cannot feel tear so long as we are feeling angry, and any expectation of good makes us confident.

They are shy, accepting the rules of society in which they have been trained, and not yet believing in any other standard of honor. They have exalted notions, because they have not yet been humbled by life or learnt its necessary limitations; moreover, their hopeful disposition makes them think themselves equal to great things and that means having exalted notions. They would always rather do noble deeds than useful ones: their lives are regulated more by moral feeling than by reasoning; and whereas reasoning leads us to choose what is useful, moral goodness leads us to choose what is noble.

They are fonder of their friends, intimates, and companions than older men are, because they like spending their days in the company of others, and have not yet come to value either their friends or anything else by their usefulness to themselves. All their mistakes are in the direction of doing things excessively and vehemently[9]

 . They disobey Chilon’s precept by overdoing everything, they love too much and hate too much, and the same thing with everything else. They think they know everything, and are always quite sure about it; this, in fact, is why they overdo everything ... They are ready to pity others, because they think everyone an honest man, or anyhow better than he is: they judge their neighbor by their own harmless natures, and so cannot think he deserves to be treated in that way. They are fond of fun and therefore witty, wit being well-bred insolence.










































 ■
 在探索中成长

Growing in the Middle Ground


◎
 Anne Phipps









I believe that my beliefs are changing. Nothing is positive. Perhaps I am in a stage of metamorphosis which will one day have me emerging complete, sure of everything. Perhaps I shall spend my life searching.

Until this winter, I believed in outward[10]

 things, in beauty as I found it in nature and art. Beauty passed, swift and sure, from the outside to the inside, bringing intense emotion. I felt a formless faith when I rode through summer woods, when I heard the counterpoint of breaking waves, when I held a flower in my hand. There was the same inspiration from art—here and there, in flashes—in seeing for the first time the delicacy of a white jade vase, or the rich beauty of a rug, in hearing a passage of music played almost perfectly, in watching Markova dance Giselle
 , most of all in reading. Other people’s consciousness, their sensitivity to emotion, color, sound, their feeling for form, instructed me. The necessity for beauty I found to be the highest good, the human soul’s greatest gift. It was not, I felt, all.

This winter I came to college. The questions put to me changed. Lists of facts and “who dragged whom how many times around the walls of what” lost importance. Instead I was asked eternal questions: What is Beauty? What is Truth? What is God? I talked about faith with other students. I read St. Augustine and Tolstoy. I wondered if I hadn’t been worshiping[11]

 around the edges. Nature and art were the edges, an inner faith was the center. I discovered, really discovered, that I had a soul. Just sitting in the sun one day, I realized the shattering meaning of St. Augustine’s statement that the sun and the moon, all the wonders of nature, are not God’s “first works”, but second to the spiritual works.




美 丽 语 录


Life is not always what we want it to be. We fight. We cry. And
 sometimes, we give up. But in our hearts, we know it’s still love.

生活有时不尽如人意。我们挣扎、哭泣，有时甚至放弃。但内心要始终充满爱。
















我坚信自己的信仰一直在改变。凡事无绝对。或许，我还在发育阶段，总有一天我会发育完全，从而坚信一切。或许，我将要用一生的时间去探寻。

这个冬季以前，我信仰外界的事物，相信从大自然和艺术中发现的美。可美总是转瞬即逝，留下的只是无尽感伤。当我骑马穿过夏日的丛林，当我侧耳倾听浪花翻滚的声音，当我手持一朵鲜花时，我就能感觉到一种无形的信念。艺术也能带来同样的灵感，它无所不在，稍纵即逝——就像我第一次看见一个精美的白玉花瓶或一块华丽的地毯，听到一段演奏得近乎完美的音乐，看到马尔科娃在《吉赛尔》中的优美舞姿，我都能感觉到这种灵感。然而，这种灵感绝大部分源自阅读。他人的思想，他们对于情感、颜色、声音的敏感，以及对形式的感知，都能给我以启迪。我发现，对美的需求是人类最崇高的举动，是人类灵魂最伟大的天赋。可我觉得，它并非一切。




I had, up till then, perceived spiritual beauty, only through the outward; it had come into me. Now, I am groping[12]

 towards an inner spiritual consciousness that will be able to go out from me. I am lost in the middle ground; I am learning.














今年冬天，我上大学了。我所面临的问题也改变了。很多事实和那些“多少次谁拉着谁围绕着哪面墙徘徊”早已不再重要。相反，一些永恒的问题开始困扰着我：什么是美？什么是真理？什么是上帝？我曾和其他学生讨论过信仰的问题。我读过圣·奥古斯丁与托尔斯泰的著作。我想知道，自己是否一直徘徊在信仰的边缘。自然和艺术都是边缘，内心的信仰才是核心。我发现了，真的发现了，自己拥有一个灵魂。有一天，当我坐在阳光下时，我终于明白了圣·奥古斯丁说过的那句话：太阳和月亮，所有自然界的奇迹，都不是上帝的“初作”，而是精神上的二次创造
 。

直到那一刻，我才能看透外界事物，欣赏到精神上的美。那种美已然住进我心里。现在，我正在通往内心精神世界的道路上摸索前行着。我迷失在探索之中。我正在学习。


































■ 面对人生的十字路口

The Fork in the Road


◎
 Florence Scovel Shinn











Every day there is a necessity of choice (a fork in the road). “Shall I do this, or shall I do that? Shall I go, or shall I stay?” Many people do not know what to do. They rush about letting other people make decisions for them, then regret having taken their advice.

There are others who carefully reason things out. They weigh and measure the situation like dealing in groceries[13]

 , and are surprised when they fail to obtain their goal.

There are still other people who follow the magic path of intuition and find themselves in their Promised Land in the twinkling of an eye.

Intuition is a spiritual faculty high above the reasoning mind, but on the path is all that you desire or require. So choose ye this day to follow the magic path of intuition.

In most people it is a faculty which has remained dormant. So we say, “Awake though that sleeps. Wake up to your leads and hunches[14]

 !”




美 丽 语 录

Make up your mind to act decidedly and take the consequences. No good is ever done in this world by hesitation.

下定决心，果断行动，并承担后果。在这个世界上，犹豫不决成就不了任何事。
















我们每天都要面临不同的选择（面对人生的十字路口）。“是该这样，还是该那样？我是该走还是该留？”许多人都很茫然不知所措，所以他们急着让别人为自己拿主意，接着再为听了他人的意见而后悔。

一些人总是小心翼翼地为未来计划着。他们就像经营杂货店那样经营着自己的未来。可是，当他们无法达到自己的目标时，往往又会惊叹不已。

还有一些人会跟着直觉走，发现自己转眼之间就到了梦想中的天堂。

直觉，是一种高于理性思想的本能。然而，只有当你充满强烈欲望或迫切需求时，这种本能才会显现出来。所以，相信你的直觉，跟着感觉走吧！

但是，大多数人身上的这种本能都还未被唤醒。所以，我们要说：“唤醒沉睡的直觉吧，唤醒心中的巨人吧！”




Now it is necessary for you to make a decision, you face a fork in the road. Ask for a definite unmistakable lead, and you will receive it.

So we find we have success through being strong and very courageous in following spiritual law.

A well-known man, who has become a great power in the financial world, said to a friend, “I always follow intuition and I am luck incarnate.”

Inspirations are the most important thing in life. People come to truth meetings for inspiration. I find the right word will start divine[15]

 activity operating in their affairs.

In every act prompted by fear lies the germ of its own defeat.


















现在，你必须做出选择，你面对着人生的十字路口。向你的直觉索要一个确定答案吧！然后，勇敢地接受它！

于是我们发现，成功路上有了直觉相伴，我们变得更加强大，更加勇敢了。

一位金融界的知名成功人士对他的朋友说：“我一直跟着感觉走，我是一个幸运儿。”

灵感是人的一生中最重要的东西。人们往往会产生灵感。有了灵感，人们在工作时就能如鱼得水，得心应手了。

无论何时，都不要惧怕，因为它会在你心底生根发芽。










































 ■
 生活的不确定性

The Uncertainty Principle


◎
 Adam Khan












Two sailors ran into each other in a pub. Over a few beers, one of the men told the other about his last voyage: “After a month at sea,” he said, “we discovered our masts had been eaten through by termites! Almost nothing left of them.”

“That’s terrible,” said the second sailor.

“That’s what I thought at first too,” the first sailor said, “but it turned out to be good luck. As soon as we took the sails down to fix the masts, we were hit by a squall so suddenly and so hard, it would surely have blown us over if our sails were up at the time.”

“How lucky!”

“That’s exactly what I thought at the time, too. But because our sails were down, we couldn’t steer ourselves, and because of the wind, we were blown onto a reef. The hole in the hull was too big to fix. We were stranded.”

“That is bad luck indeed.”

“That’s what I thought, too, when it first happened. But we all made it to the beach alive and had plenty to eat. But now here’s the real kicker: while we were on the island whining about our terrible fate, we discovered a buried treasure!”




名 人 语 库


We must accept finite disappointment, but we must never lose infinite
 hope.


~Martin Luther King


我们必须接受失望，因为它是有限的；但千万不可失去希望，因为它是无穷的。


——马丁·路德·金
 








两名水手在一间酒吧里偶遇对方。几瓶啤酒下肚后，其中一个人向另一个说起了他的最后一次航行：“在海上的一个月后，”他说，“我们发现我们的桅杆都被白蚁啃透了！它们几乎啃得一干二净，什么都没有留下。”

“这真是太可怕了。”另一个水手说。

“我最开始也是这么想的，”第一个水手说，“但它原来却是幸运的事儿呢。正当我们把帆拿下来，准备修复桅杆时，突然遭受到一股强劲的阵风，如果我们的帆当时还挂在上面的话，它肯定会将我们都吹走的。”

“多么幸运啊！”

“我当时也是这么想的。但因为我们的帆都取下来了，我们不能引导自己的方向，而且因为这阵大风，我们都被吹到了礁石上。船体上的洞太大而无法修复。所以我们被困住了。”

“那还是运气不好。”

“那时我也是这么想的。但我们到海滩上的所有人都活着，还有足够的东西吃。而这里才是真正棒的地方：当我们在岛上抱怨命运的可怕时，我们却发现了埋藏的宝藏！”




As this story illustrates, you don’t know if an event is “good” or “bad” except maybe in retrospect, and even then you don’t really know because life keeps going. The story’s not over yet. Just because something hasn’t turned out to be an advantage yet doesn’t mean it is not ever going to.

Therefore, you can simply assume whatever happens is “good”.

I know that sounds awfully airy-fairy, but it’s very practical. If you think an event is good, it’s easy to maintain a positive attitude. And your attitude affects your health, it affects the way people treat you and how you treat others, and it affects your energy level. And those can help pave the way for things to turn out well. A good attitude is a good thing. And a bad attitude does you no good at all.

So get in the habit of saying “That’s good!” Since you don’t know for sure whether something will eventually work to your advantage or not, you might as well assume it will. It is counterproductive to assume otherwise. Think about it.

If someone ahead of you in line at a store is slowing everything down, say to yourself, “That’s good!” They may have saved you from getting into an accident when you get back in your car. Or maybe, because you slowed down, you might meet a friend you would have missed. You never know.

The truth is, life is uncertain. And even that can work to your advantage.


















这个故事说明，一个事件是“好事”还是“坏事”你并不知道，也许只有在回想起来时才明白；因为生活总会继续下去，所以你根本无从得知它的好坏。这个故事还没有结束。因为有些事情还没有被证明是好事，但这并不意味着它永远都不是好事。

因此，你可以简单地假设，无论发生什么，它都是“好事”。

我知道这听起来像是空谈，但它的确很奏效。如果你认为一件事是好事，你就很容易保持积极的态度。你的态度会影响你的健康，会影响人们对你的方式以及你对待他人的方式，它会影响你的能量高度。那些能帮你铺平道路，让事情变好。一个好态度是件好事。糟糕的态度对你毫无益处。

所以，养成说“那很好”的习惯。既然你不确定某件事是否最终会对你有利，你不妨假设它会。否则的话，它会适得其反。想一想。

如果商店里排在你前面的人慢下来时，对自己说：“那很好！”他们可能因此在你返回车里时救你脱离一场交通意外。或者，因为你放慢速度，你可能会遇到一个本会错过的朋友。你永远不知道会发生什么。

事实是，生活是不确定的。而且甚至常常充满了好运。










































  ■
 人生如筷

Life as Chopsticks


◎
 Steven Porter










Chopsticks
 .
 Right now, millions of people are digging into their food with two sticks that have stood the test of time as a utensil for humans, even when countless thousands of other tools, gadgets and products haven’t. But what’s so special about them?

What can we learn from mere chopsticks?

Personally, I have used them all my life, but it was only recently I realized the depth of influence they had in many people’s way of life. They teach us the importance of:


Simplicity.
 They can come in all kinds of colors and sizes but essentially they are just two long sticks. There’s hardly anything more simple than two bits of wood being pushed together. With new technology being released everyday and adverts bombarding us with the need to be able to do more with less, multi-tasking and multiple-use devices, it is sort of refreshing to still have something which has just one use—simply to eat. Chopsticks are a living example that simplicity simply works, and we don’t need to keep developing, improving and fixing things all the time.




名 人 语 库

Habit is habit, and not to be flung out of the window by any man, but coaxed downstairs a step a time.


~Mark Twain


习惯就是习惯，谁也不能将其扔出窗外，只能一步一步地引它下楼。


——马克·吐温
 

















筷子。
 现如今，当无数的工具、器具和产品都已被时间淘汰时，只有筷子经受住了时间的考验，成千上万的人用它来夹取食物。然而，它究竟有什么特别之处？

从这简单的筷子中，我们可以学到什么？

就我个人而言，我一生都在使用筷子，但直到最近，我才意识到它深深地影响了许多人的生活方式。它教会了我们许多重要的事：


简单。
 虽然筷子颜色各异，长短不同，但实质上它们就是两根长棍。没有什么比两根靠在一起就能使用的木棍更简单的东西了。在科技日新月异的今天，铺天盖地的广告告诉我们应该使用那些事半功倍的多功能设备，筷子却仍旧保持着单一的用途——只是用来吃饭，这真是让人觉得不同寻常啊。筷子这个活生生的例子说明：简简单单的东西照样能派上用场，我们并不需要总是不断地改善、发展、革新。





Versatility.
 Chopsticks can be used for picking up all kinds of food; meat, vegetable, rice, even the bones from fish, because by nature, their simplicity means that they are adaptable. Instead of aiming for a niche in an attempt to find a “gap in the market”, or to fill a hole that probably doesn’t need filling, they cater to a wide range purposes. Imagine being like chopsticks in this way, able to appeal to many people because you are useful, without worrying about being “more innovative” or “better” in anyway. They just do what they are made to do; they just are.


Aim.
 If you’ve ever tried using them, you know that you can’t get what you want by just haphazardly stabbing at the plate. To be able to get what you want, you have to aim for it. There’s no way you can pick up everything in one go. Know what you want, and just do it. Sometimes, a little bit of focus makes the difference between failure and success.


Practice.
 Using chopsticks doesn’t come naturally. You have to learn to use them and practice it. But how will you learn? Should you just read about it? Most would agree that there’s no better way to practice than to look at the delicious food in front of you and tell yourself that you can’t have any until you can use the chopsticks to get it. In real life, you can read in books as much as you like about all the things you want to do, but it will just amount to dreams and theory if you don’t try actually doing it. Don’t just watch others eating, put yourself out there and give the chopsticks a go.


Slowing Down.
 A common health tip is to try to eat with chopsticks when you can. Why? Because it slows you down and allows your stomach to tell your brain you’re full before you overeat. Eating with chopsticks is a slower process, but that is not necessarily a bad thing. Sometimes we need to slow down and take things one step at a time, break it down at each stage so that we have time to think, to realize that we’re actually full and that we don’t have to keep charging full speed through life.





多样化。
 筷子可以用来夹取各种各样的食物，如肉类、蔬菜、米饭，甚至是鱼骨头，因为它们简单的本质就意味着它们的适应性够强。它们能满足各种广泛的要求，而不是只瞄准于弥补某些“市场空白”，或者填充那些可能没必要填充的空洞。想象一下筷子的哲学：有自己的用途且无须担心被“革新”或被“改善”，所以深受人们喜爱。筷子只是做了它应该做的，筷子就是筷子。


目标。
 如果你曾试过用筷子吃饭，你就知道在餐盘上随意乱戳是夹不到你想要的东西的。你必须瞄准目标。你不可能一次性夹到所有东西。认清你要什么，然后去做。有时，成功与失败的区别就在于那一点点的准确性。


不断实践。
 没人生来就会使用筷子。你必须学着使用它们并不断练习。然而，你该怎样学呢？仅仅只是阅读说明书吗？绝大多数人都认可，最好的练习方法是盯着你面前的美食，然后告诉自己不用筷子夹到它就没法吃。在我们的现实生活中，你可以从书中阅读到任何你想要做的事情，但是如果你不试着将其付诸实践，它也就仅仅只是梦想和理论。不要只是看着别人吃，自己也要去拿双筷子，自己去试试。


放慢节奏。
 一个众所周知的健康秘诀就是尽可能使用筷子吃饭。为什么？因为它会让你放慢节奏，在你吃撑之前，你的胃会告诉你的大脑你已经吃饱了。用筷子吃饭是个缓慢的过程，但这未必是一件坏事。有时候，我们需要放慢脚步，凡事要一步一步，在每个阶段停顿一下，这样我们就有时间去思考，意识到我们其实已经饱了，我们不应该总是保持高速度的生活。




Sometimes it’s nice to enjoy each morsel of life as it comes.














有时候，享受生活的一点一滴是很美好的事。










































■从零开始


We’e Just Beginning





◎
 Charles F. Kattering










“We are reading the first verse of the first chapter of a book whose pages are infinite ...”



I do not know who wrote these words, but I have always liked them as a reminder that the future can be anything we want to make it. We can take the mysterious, hazy future and carve out of it anything that we can imagine, just as a sculptor carves a statue from a shapeless stone.



We are all in the position of the farmer. If we plant a good seed, we reap a good harvest. If our seed is poor and full of weeds, we reap a useless crop. If we plant nothing at all, we harvest nothing at all.



I want the future to be better than the past. I don’t want it contaminated by the mistakes and errors with which history is filled. We should all be concerned about the future because that is where we will spend the remainder of our lives.


The past is gone and static. Nothing we can do will change it. The future is before us and dynamic. Everything we do will affect it. Each day brings with it new frontiers, in our homes and in our businesses, if we will only recognize them. We are just at the beginning of the progress in every field of human endeavor.














美 丽 语 录

I am not afraid of tomorrow, for I have seen yesterday and love today.

我不害怕明天，因为我经历过昨天，又热爱今天。




















“我们正在读一本书的第一章第一行，而这本书有无数页……”

我不知道这句话是谁写的，可我很喜欢。它提醒着我们，未来是由自己创造的，一切皆有可能。我们可以把神秘的、不可知的未来塑造成我们想象中的任何一种样子，就像雕塑家把一尊未成形的石头刻成雕像。

我们就像是农夫。如果我们播下良种，必将获得丰收。然而，如果播下劣种，或田间杂草丛生，我们收获的就是无用的庄稼。没有耕耘就不会有收获。

我希望未来比过去更加美好。我希望未来不再重蹈历史的错误与过失。我们应该专注于未来，因为我们的余生都将在未来中度过。

往昔已逝，静如止水，我们无力改变它。未来就在眼前，生机勃勃，我们所做的一切都会影响它。如果我们意识到这些，无论是工作还是家庭，我们都能开拓一片新天地。在人类致力开拓的每一个领域里，我们正好站在进步的起跑点上。






































■两条路


The Two Roads





◎
 John Ruskin










It was New Year’s Night. An aged man was standing at a window. He raised his mournful eyes towards the deep blue sky, where the stars were floating like white lilies on the surface of a clear calm lake. Then he cast them on the earth, where few more hopeless people than himself now moved towards their certain goal—the
 tomb[16]

 . He had already passed sixty of the stages leading to it, and he had brought from his journey nothing but errors and remorse. Now his health was poor, his mind vacant, his heart sorrowful, and his old age short of comforts.



He looked towards the sky and cried painfully, “O youth, return! O my father, place me once more at the entrance to life, and I’ll choose the better way!” But both his father and the days of his youth had passed away.



The days of his youth appeared like dreams before him, and he recalled the serious moment when his father placed him at the entrance of the two roads—one leading to a peaceful, sunny place, covered with flowers, fruits and resounding with soft, sweet songs; the other leading to a deep, dark cave, which was endless, where poison flowed instead of water and where devils and poisonous snakes hissed and crawled.





美 丽 语 录

Life’s greatest regret, than the wrong insist, and easily give up.

人生最大的遗憾，莫过于错误的坚持和轻易的放弃。




















那是一个新年夜。一位老人站在窗前，他那忧伤的双眼眺望着深远蔚蓝的天空。繁星就像是漂浮在平静、清澈湖面上的朵朵白百合。接着他的目光投向地面，此刻，没有人比他更绝望，因为他正一步步迈向自己的最终归宿——坟墓。他已经走过通向坟墓的六十级台阶，除了过错和悔恨，他什么都没有得到。如今，他体弱多病，精神空虚，心情沮丧，人到晚年无所慰藉。

他仰望星空，痛苦地大声喊道：“噢，回来吧，青春！噢，父亲，请再次把我带到人生的岔路口吧！我会选择一条更好的道路！”然而，他的父亲和他的青春一起消逝不见了。

青春的日子如梦一般出现在他眼前。老人想起了父亲将他带到人生岔路口的庄严时刻——一条路通往宁静的、阳光明媚的世界，那里满是鲜花和水果，还有甜美轻柔的歌声回荡在空中；另一条路通往一个深沉、黑暗、看不到尽头的洞穴，那里流淌着的不是水，而是毒液，毒蛇一边爬，一边发出嘶嘶声。





He saw the lights flowing away in the darkness. These were the days of his wasted life; he saw a star fall from the sky and disappeared, and this was the symbol of himself. His remorse, which was like a sharp arrow, struck deeply into his heart. Then he remembered his friends in his childhood, who entered on life together with him. But they had made their way to success and were now honored and happy on this New Year’s night.



The clock in the high church tower struck and the sound made him remember his parents’ early love for him. They had taught him and prayed to God for his good. But he chose the wrong way. With shame and grief he dared no longer look towards that heaven where his father live. His darkened eyes were full of tears, and with a
 despairing[17]

 effort, he burst out a cry: “Come back, my early days! Come back!” And his youth did return, for all this was only a dream which he had on New Year’s Night. He was still young though his faults were real; he had not yet entered the deep, dark cave, and he was still free to walk on the road which leads to the peaceful and sunny land.



Those who still
 linger[18]

 on the entrance of life, hesitating to choose the bright road, remember that when years are passed and your feet stumble on the dark mountains, you will cry bitterly, but in vain: “O youth, return! Oh give me back my early days!”















他看见黑暗中掠过缕缕亮光，就像是自己挥霍掉的往昔。他看见一颗星星从天边陨落，消失不见，那就是他的化身。他的悔恨，就像一把利箭，深深地刺进他的心脏。于是，他想起了和自己一同迈入人生的儿时好友。可是，他们找到了通往成功的道路。在这个新年夜，他们备受尊敬，幸福无比。

高高的教堂钟楼上传来了钟声，这声音让他回想起父母早年对他的疼爱。他们教育他，祈求上帝保佑他。可是，他选择了一条错误的路。羞愧和悲伤让他不敢仰望父亲所在的天堂。他那双黯淡的眼睛噙满了泪水，他绝望地嘶喊道：“回来吧！我的往昔！回来吧！”

他的青春真的回来了，所有的这一切只是一个梦，一个在新年夜所做的梦。他依旧年轻，虽然他犯的错是真实存在的；他也没有走进那个深幽、黑暗的洞穴；他依旧可以自由行走在那条通往宁静的、阳光明媚的世界的道路上。

那些仍旧徘徊在人生岔路口，犹豫着该不该选择光明之路的人们，请你们记住，当青春不再，你的双脚跌绊在黑暗的山间时，你会痛苦地呼喊着：“噢，青春，回来吧！把我的往昔还给我！”但这一切已是徒然。






































■ 有感于青春常在

On the Feeling of



 Immortality in Youth


◎
 William Hazilitt









No young man believes he will ever die. It was a saying of my brother’s, and a fine one.

There is a feeling of eternity in youth, which makes us amend for everything.

To be young is to be as one of the immortal Gods.

One half of time indeed is flown—the other half remains in store for us with all its countless treasures, for there is no line drawn, and we see no limit to our hopes and wishes.

We make the coming age our own—the vast, the unbounded[19]

 prospect lies before us.

Death, old age is words without a meaning that pass by us like the idea air which we regard not.

Others may have undergone, or may still be liable to them—we “bear a charmed life”, which laughs to scorn all such sickly fancies. As in setting out on delightful journey, we strain our eager gaze forward—bidding the lovely scenes at distance hail!




美 丽 语 录

Don’t let the sadness of your past and the fear of your future ruin the happiness of your present.

别让过去的悲催和未来的忧虑，毁掉自己当下的快乐。




















年轻人不相信自己会死。这是我哥哥说的一句话，也算得上一句金玉良言。

青春有种永生之感，它能弥补一切。

永葆年轻就像是成为一尊不朽的神明。

诚然，生命的一半已然消逝——而保留下的另一半将给我们带来无尽的财富，对此我们怀着无限的希望和企盼。

未来的日子掌握在我们自己手中——眼前展现一片无限辽阔的前景。

死亡，衰老，这些毫无意义的字眼，我们只当耳旁风那样听过便忘了。

这一切，也许其他人早已经历，抑或正在承受——我们的生活备受祝福，所以面对这些脆弱的想法，只须一笑置之。就像踏上一段愉快的旅程，我们极目远眺——向着远处的美景欢呼。

前进的路上，看见的是无限的山水美景和不断涌现的新目标。

因此，生命伊始，让我们的志趣自由驰骋，自由寻求一切满足的机会。




And see no end to the landscape, new objects presenting themselves as we advance.

So, in the commencement of life, we set no bounds to our inclinations, nor to the unrestricted opportunities of gratifying them.

We have as yet found no obstacle, no disposition to flag; and it seems that we can go on so forever.

We look round in a new world, full of life, and motion, and ceaseless progress; and feel in ourselves all the vigor and spirit to keep pace with it, and do not foresee from any present symptoms how we shall be left behind in the natural course of things, decline into old age, and drop into the grave.

It is the simplicity, and as it were abstractedness of our feelings in youth, that identifies us with nature, and deludes us into a belief of being immortal like it.

Our short lives connexion with existence we fondly flatter ourselves is an indissoluble and lasting union—a honeymoon that knows neither coldness, jar, nor separation.

As infants smile and sleep, we are rocked in the cradle of our wayward fancies, and lulled into security by the roar of the universe around us—we quaff[20]

 the cup of life with eager haste without draining it, instead of which it only overflows the more objects press around us, filling the mind with their magnitude and with the strong of desires that wait upon them, so that we have no room for the thoughts of death.














然而，我们未曾碰上障碍，也未曾感到疲惫。看样子我们可以永远前进，直到永远。

我们环视这个崭新的世界——生机盎然、日新月异、进取不断。我们深感自己活力四射、精神奕奕，可以跟上宇宙的脚步。眼前也没有迹象表明，在大自然的发展过程中，我们会落伍，会老去，会死去。

年轻时单纯率真，也就是天真无知，让我们误以为自己与大自然无异，并相信自己能和它一样永恒不朽。

我们一相情愿地把自己在世上的短暂停留当作永恒不变、千古永存的结合——就像没有冷淡、争执和离别的蜜月。

我们就躺在自己用幻想编织而成的摇篮里，像婴儿那般微笑入睡。世间万物发出的声音就像是催眠曲般哄着我们安然入眠。我们渴望地、急切地饮着生命之杯里的美酒，可杯中的美酒怎么也喝不干，反而永远那样满满欲溢。森罗万象和种种欲望占据了一切，就连死亡我们都无暇去想。






































■人生处处是转角

Always Changing


◎
 Anonymous












Please excuse me if I’m a little pensive today.

Mark is leaving, and I’m feeling kind of sad.

You probably don’t know Mark, but you might be lucky enough to know someone just like him. He’s been the heart and soul of the office for a couple of year combining exemplary[21]

 professional skills with a sweet nature and gentle disposition. He’s never been all that interested in getting credit for the terrific work he does. He just wants to do his job, and to do it superbly[22]

 well.

And now he’s moving on to an exciting new professional opportunity. It sounds like it could be the chance of a lifetime, and we’re genuinely, sincerely pleased for him. But that doesn’t make it any easier to say goodbye to a dear friend and trusted colleague.

Life has a way of throwing these curve balls at us. Just when we start to get comfortable with a person, a place or a situation, something comes along to alter the recipe. A terrific neighbor moves away. Someone in the family graduates. A child finds new love and loyalties through marriage. The family’s principle bread-winner[23]

 is laid off.




名 人 语 库

Growth and change are the law of all life. Yesterday’s answers are inadequate for today’s problems—just as the solutions of today will not fill the needs of tomorrow.


~Franklin Roosevelt


生长与变化是一切生命的法则。昨日的答案不适用于今日的问题——正如今天的方法不能解决明天的需求。


——富兰克林·罗斯福
 
















如果我今天有点忧郁，请原谅我。

马克要走了，我感到有些难过。

你可能不认识马克，但如果你认识像他那样的人，你可就走运了。好几年来，他都是办公室里的核心和灵魂人物，专业技能堪称模范，态度和蔼，性格温和。他的工作表现十分出色，却对于争风邀功从无兴趣。他只想做他的工作，并能出色地完成。

而现在，他要向一份令人振奋的新职迈进。这听起来就像一个千载难逢的机会，我们也真心诚挚地替他高兴。但是，那并没使我们跟这样一位亲爱的朋友、信任的同事告别来得容易些。

生活用它的方式不断向我们抛出曲线球。当我们刚开始与某人融洽相处，或是适应一个地方或一种情境时，某事就发生了，并改变了这种境况。很棒的邻居要搬家了。某个家庭成员要毕业了。孩子们找到新欢，通过婚姻找到忠诚。家庭的支柱失业了。




Our ability to cope with change and disruption determine to a great degree, our peace, happiness and contentment in life.

But how do we do that? Philosophers have considered the question for centuries and their responses have been varied. According to the author of the Biblical book of Ecclesiaste
 , comfort can be found in remembering that “to every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under heaven.” Kahlil Gibran urged his listeners to “let today embrace the past with remembrance, and the future with longing”.

A friend of mine who works for the government is fond of reminding his fellow bureaucrats that “survivabi-lity depends upon adaptability”. And then there’s Chris, the California surf-rat, who once told me that the answer to life’s problems can be summed up in four words: “Go with the flow”.

“It’s like surfing,” Chris explained. “You can’t organize the ocean. Waves just happen. You ride ’em where they take you, then you paddle back out there and catch the next one. Sure, you’re always hoping for the perfect wave where you can get, like, you know, totally tubular. But mostly you just take ’em the way they come. It’s not like you’re trying to nail Jell-O to a tree, you know?”

I’m not exactly sure, but I think Chris was saying that life is a series of events—both good and bad. No matter how deft[24]

 your organizational skill there will always be life-influencing factors over which you have no control. The truly successful person expects the unexpected, and is prepared to make adjustments should the need arise—as it almost always does.




我们应付变化和混乱的能力，在很大程度上决定了我们生活的安宁、幸福和满意度。

但我们应该怎么做？哲学家们已经思考这个问题好几个世纪了，而他们的回答各有不同。根据《圣经·旧约全书·传道书》的作者，人们可以通过记住“大千世界，万物皆有时”来获得安慰。而卡里·纪伯伦也曾敦促他的听众去“让今日用记忆拥抱过去，用渴望拥抱未来”。

我一个在政府工作的朋友喜欢提醒他那帮官僚同事“生存取决于适应性”。还有克里斯，加利福尼亚州的一位冲浪爱好者，他曾告诉我说，生活中所有问题的答案都可以总结为四个字——“顺其自然”。

“就像冲浪，”克里斯解释道，“你无法掌控大海。波浪随时都可能荡起。你乘浪而行，任随它领你前行，然后，你伏身于冲浪板往回，接而踏乘下一个浪。当然，你总会希望等到那个完美的浪头，就像你知道的那种滚筒浪。但大多数情况，也就是随波逐流，这并不是什么登天难事，知道吗？”

我不太确定，但我想克里斯是在说生活是由一连串事件组成的——其中有好也有坏。无论你的组织技能有多娴熟，总会有些你无法控制的因素在影响你的生活。真正的成功者能够预计意料之外的事，并准备好在必要时做出调整——这种情况总是发生。




That doesn’t mean you don’t keep trying to make all your dreams come true. It just means that when things come up that aren’t exactly in your plan, you work around them—and then you move on. Of course, some bumps along the road of life are easier to take than others. A rained-out picnic, for example, is easier to cope with than the sudden death of a loved one. But the principle is the same.

“Change, indeed, is painful, yet ever needful,” said philosopher Thomas Carlyle. “And if memory have its force and worth, so also has hope.”

We’re going to miss Mark, just like you’ll miss that graduate, that neighbor or that newlywed[25]

 . But rather than dwell on the sadness of our parting, we’ll focus on our hopes for a brighter future—for him, and for us. And then we’ll go out and do everything we can to make that future happen.

Until our plans change—again.


















那并不意味着你不需要不断努力使你的梦想成真。它只是说，当计划之外的事发生时，你得去应付，然后继续前行。当然，人生沿途出现的一些波折要比另一些容易处理。比如，因为下雨要取消野餐，总比自己所爱的人突然去世更容易应付。但原则是相同的。

“的确，改变会给人带来痛苦，但改变却是永远必需的。”哲学家托马斯·卡莱尔说道，“而且，如果记忆拥有力量和价值，那么希望也同样拥有。”

我们会想念马克，就像你会想念毕业离家的孩子、那位搬走的邻居或那新婚的儿女一样。但我们与其沉湎于离别带来的悲伤，不如把期望专注于一个更光明的未来——为他，也为我们自己。然后，我们将走出去，尽我们所能，去实现梦想中的未来。

直到我们的计划——再次改变。






















Chapter 2　镌刻成长的印记，记忆永恒















Footprint of Our Adnascent Years






Don’t forget the things you once owned. Treasure the things you can’t get. Don’t give up the things that belong to you and keep those lost things in memory.






曾经拥有的，不要忘记。不能得到的，更要珍惜。属于自己的，不要放弃。已经失去的，留作回忆。
 







































■转眼青春的散场

Flying Youth


◎
 Doris









“Youth” seems to be fading away in my life, only leaving me some unforgettable and cherished memories. Something that we used to think would last forever in our lives, had actually vanished in a second before we realized it. Those who we used to deeply love or miss, have now become the most acquainted strangers. Our once pure and beautiful dream, is gradually fading away with time passing by ... This is youth, which is indeed an endless cycle from familiarity to strangeness, and from strangeness to familiarity, until the curtain of our youth is closing off little by little, along with our childish fantasies.

Human is such a strange animal that when we mostly did not cherish something until we lost it. We have gained a lot of things, but also lost a lot. What we want is merely getting the peace of mind. We care for children because they are the most pure-minded and kind-hearted among human beings. We are fond of staying with the old, because we can sense their inner peace from their serene faces. Maybe for them, the essence of life is to live it in the most comfortable way they deem. We may also love cats because their relaxation renders us a substantive sense of life.




美 丽 语 录


Life isn’t always beautiful, but the struggles make you stronger, the
 changes make you wiser.

生活不一定是一直美好的，但是那些挣扎可以让你变得更坚强，那些改变可以让你变得更有智慧。
























“青春”这个字眼仿佛在我的生命中消失了，只留下一些难忘的美好回忆。我们总以为青春是生命中永远不会消失的东西，可它总是在我们意识到之前便转瞬即逝了。那些我们曾经深爱过或思念过的人，已经变成了最熟悉的陌生人。我们曾经拥有的纯洁而美好的梦，随着时间的推移，也慢慢地消失了……这就是青春，一个从熟悉到陌生，又从陌生到熟悉的无限循环，直到你的青春伴随着孩童的幻想一点一点消失。

人类是种很奇怪的动物，我们总是在失去之后才懂得珍惜。我们获得了许多，也失去了许多。我们渴望的仅仅是心灵的平静。我们喜爱孩子，因为他们是最纯真、最善良的人。我们享受和老人共度的时光，因为他们安详的脸庞让你感觉到他们内心的平静。也许对他们来说，生活的本质就是用最舒心的方式热爱生活。也许我们也会喜欢猫，因为它们悠闲自在，有一份真实感。




There are many things in our lives that are easily gone or broken. Therefore, we will gradually learn to become apathetic[26]

 and indifferent towards everything. Maybe oftentimes, we are inclined to believe in ourselves rather than trust and rely on others, because in our lives, nothing will stay with us eternally and all will be gone one day eventually. Sometimes it is not the world that abandons us, but we who abandon the world. It can be evidenced by the fact that we have learnt to deny something habitually and therefore lost a lot of things. More often than not, we would believe that it is life that hurts us rather than believe that it is our personality flaw that hurts ourselves.

We are in strenuous[27]

 effort in changing our fate, bringing more happiness to people around us, realizing our dreams and reaching the love we are anticipating. However, we soon realize it is by no means easy to achieve any of them. It is a lifelong commitment and many things would alter with time and no one can guarantee eternity. Hence, silence becomes the best solution to all difficulties and hardships. Since we cannot make a for-sure promise, why do we still bother to boast too much about it? We still need to get down to our business with our own effort.

The flying youth has deposited too many things in our heart. Life should be treated with special care like an egg in your hands. We should treasure every moment of sincerity and gratefulness because the best things will be gone very easily. Try to forgive every lie simply because everyone has ever lied sometime. If you do not want to have tearing eyes, then just try to smile and hold a positive attitude towards your life every day!














生命里有太多容易消失和破碎的东西。因此，我们要逐渐学会淡然地面对一切。也许，我们时常更愿意相信自己，而非相信或依靠别人，因为在我们的生命中，没有什么会永远追随我们，最终，一切都将离我们而去。有时，不是世界抛弃了我们，而是我们抛弃了世界。我们学会了习惯性地说不，从而与许多东西擦肩而过。很多时候，我们宁愿相信是生活伤害了我们，也不愿相信是我们的个性缺失伤害了自己。

我们千方百计地想要改变命运，想要给周遭的人带来更多的快乐，想要实现我们的梦想，想要拥有一份期盼已久的感情。然而我们很快就意识到，实现以上任何一点都不是件简单的事。这是一件需要努力一辈子的事情，因为很多东西会随着时间而改变，没有人能够保证永恒。所以，有的时候，沉默便是战胜困难艰辛的最好方式。既然我们承诺不了，又何必多说呢？实现一切靠的还是自己的努力。

飞逝的青春留给我们太多的东西。生活就像是捧在手心里的鸡蛋，需要特别的照料。我们要珍惜每一份真诚和感动，因为最好的东西总是很容易流逝。试着原谅每一个谎言吧！因为每个人都曾在某时说过谎。如果你不忍心看到一双噙满泪水的眼睛，那就微笑吧！抱着一种乐观向上的态度对待生命中的每一天！










































  ■
 生活的一课

A Lesson of Life


◎
 Ronald Reagan









“Everything happens for the best.” my mother said whenever I faced disappointment. “If you can carry on, one day something good will happen. And you’ll realize that it wouldn’t have happened if not for that previous disappointment.”

Mother was right, as I discovered after graduating from college in 1932. I had decided to try for a job in radio, then work my way up to sports announcer. I hitchhiked[28]

 to Chicago and knocked on the door of every station—and got turned down every time.

In one studio, a kind lady told me that big stations couldn’t risk hiring inexperienced person—“Go out in the sticks and find a small station that’ll give you a chance,” she said.

I thumbed home to Dixon, Illinois. While there was no radio-announcing jobs in Dixon, my father said Montgomery Ward had opened a store and wanted a local athlete to manage its sports department. Since Dixon was where I had played high school football, I applied. The job sounded just right for me. But I wasn’t hired.




美 丽 语 录

When your day has been like a hurricane, all you can do is looking forward to the rainbow that follows.

如果你的生活经历了一场暴风雨，你要做的就是期待雨后的那缕彩虹。




















每当我遇到挫折时，母亲就会说：“一切都会好的。只要你坚持下去，总有一天会有好事发生。你会认识到，如果没有以前的挫折，就不会有现在的一切。”

母亲是对的，我是在1932年大学刚毕业的时候发现了这一点。我已决定试着在电台找个事儿做，然后争取做体育节目的播音员。我搭便车到了芝加哥，挨个敲电台的门推销自己——但每次都被拒绝了。

在一个播音室里，一位好心的女士告诉我，大的广播电台是不会冒险雇佣没经验的新手的——“去乡下找一家给你机会的小电台吧。”她说。

我搭车来到我的家乡，那是伊利诺伊州的迪克森。在迪克森当时还没有电台播音员这样的工作，父亲说，蒙哥马利·沃德开了一家新商店，想雇请一个本地的运动员管理店里的体育部。我中学时曾在迪克森打过橄榄球，所以我去申请了这份工作。工作听起来挺适合我的，但是我没被聘用。




My disappointment must have shown. “Everything happens for the best.” Mom reminded me. Dad offered me the car to job hunt. I tried WOC Radio in Davenport, Iowa. The program director, a wonderful Scotsman named Peter MacArthur, told me they had already hired an announcer.

As I left his office, my frustration[29]

 boiled over. I asked a1oud, “How can a fellow get to be a sport announcer if he can’t get a job in a radio station?”

I was waiting for the elevator when I heard MacArthur calling, “What was that you said about sports? Do you know anything about football?” Then he stood me before a microphone and asked me to broadcast an imaginary game.

On my way home, as I have many times since, I thought of my mother’s words: “If you carry on, one day something good will happen. Something wouldn’t have happened if not for that previous disappointment.” I often wonder what direction my life might have taken if I’d gotten the job at Montgomery Ward.














我的沮丧心情一定表现出来了。“一切总会好的。”母亲提醒我说。爸爸给了我一辆汽车找工作用。我试着到爱荷华州达文波特的WOC电台去求职。那里的电台节目总监是一个很棒的苏格兰人，名叫彼得·麦克阿瑟，他告诉我他们已经雇到播音员了。

离开他的办公室时，我的挫折感达到了极点。我大声地说：“一个连在电台都找不到工作的家伙又怎么能成为体育节目的播音员呢？”

等电梯时，我听到麦克阿瑟喊道：“你说什么体育？你懂橄榄球吗？”接着他让我站到麦克风前面，请我解说一场想象中的比赛。

在回家的路上——以后也有很多次，我思考着母亲的那句话：“只要你坚持下去，总要一天会有好事发生。如果没有以前的挫折，就不会有现在的一切。”我常想，如果当年我得到蒙哥马利·沃德的那份工作，我的人生之路又会怎样走呢？










































  ■
 树下的男孩

The Boy Under the Tree


◎
 David Coleman & Kevin Randall









In the summer recess between freshman and sophomore[30]

 years in college, I was invited to be an instructor at a high school leadership camp hosted by a college in Michigan. I was already highly involved in most campus activities, and I jumped at the opportunity.

About an hour into the first day of camp, amid the frenzy of icebreakers and forced interactions, I first noticed the boy under the tree. He was small and skinny, and his obvious discomfort and shyness made him appear frail and fragile. Only 50 feet away, two hundred eager campers were bumping bodies, playing, joking and meeting each other, but the boy under the tree seemed to want to be anywhere other than where he was. The desperate loneliness he radiated almost stopped me from approaching him, but I remembered the instructions from the senior staff to stay alert for campers who might feel left out.

As I walked toward him, I said, “Hi, my name is Kevin, and I’m one of the counselors. It’s nice to meet you. How are you?” In a shaky, sheepish voice he reluctantly answered, “Okay, I guess.” I calmly asked him if he wanted to join the activities and meet some new people. He quietly replied, “No, this is not really my thing.”




美 丽 语 录

You make millions of decisions that mean nothing and then one day your order takes out and it changes your life.

你每天都在做很多看起来毫无意义的决定，但某天你的某个决定就能改变你的一生。
























在大一生活结束的那个暑假，我受邀到密歇根州一所大学主办的高中领导才能夏令营担任辅导员一职。我参加过许多大学举办的活动，于是便欣然接受了这次邀请。

夏令营的第一天，我花了一个小时来缓和气氛，强迫大家进行互动。那时我第一次注意到那个树下的男孩。他又小又瘦，明显的不安和羞怯让他看起来更加弱不禁风。离他只有50英尺远的地方，两百个狂热的露营爱好者正在蹦蹦跳跳地闹着说着，互相结识。可那个树下的男孩看样子只要不待在这里，去哪儿都可以。他表现出令人绝望的孤寂，仿佛要拒我于千里之外。这时，我想起那些资深辅导员给我的提醒——给那些可能感到被忽略的队员一些特殊关注。

我朝他走去，说道：“你好，我叫凯文，我是夏令营的辅导员。很高兴见到你。你好吗？”他用颤抖羞怯的声音不情愿地回答道：“还好吧。”我冷静地问他是否愿意参加一些活动，结交一些新朋友。他静静地答道：“不，这真的不是我想做的事情。”




I could sense that he was in a new world, that this whole experience was foreign to him. But I somehow knew it wouldn’t be right to push him, either. He didn’t need a pep talk; he needed a friend. After several silent moments, my first interaction with the boy under the tree was over.

At lunch the next day, I found myself leading camp songs at the top of my lungs for two hundred of my new friends. The campers eagerly participated. My gaze wandered over the mass of noise and movement and was caught by the image of the boy from under the tree, sitting alone, staring out the window. I nearly forgot the words to the song I was supposed to be leading. At my first opportunity, I tried again, with the same questions as before, “How are you doing? Are you okay?” To which he again replied, “Yeah, I’m all right. I just don’t really get into this stuff.” As I left the cafeteria, I realized this was going to take more time and effort than I had thought—if it was even possible to get through to him at all.


That evening at our nightly staff meeting, I made my concerns about him known. I explained to my fellow staff members my impression of him and asked them to pay special attention and spend time with him when they could.




The days I spend at camp each year fly by faster than any others I have known. Thus, before I knew it, mid-week had dissolved into the final night of camp, and I was chaperoning[31]

 the “last dance”. The students were doing all they could to savor every last moment with their new “best friends”—friends they would probably never see again.

As I watched the campers share their parting moments, I suddenly saw what would be one of the most vivid memories of my life. The boy from under the tree, who had stared blankly out the kitchen window, was now a shirtless dancing wonder. He owned the dance floor as he and two girls proceeded to cut a rug. I watched as he shared meaningful, intimate time with people at whom he couldn’t even look just days earlier. I couldn’t believe it was the same person.




我能感觉到，他处在一个崭新的世界里，这里的一切对他来说都是陌生的。可是，我有时觉得强迫他也不是什么好办法。他需要的不是鼓励的话语，而是一位朋友。一段沉默过后，我和树下男孩的第一次互动也宣告结束了。

第二天午餐的时候，我为两百位新朋友高声唱起了夏令营之歌。队员们兴高采烈地跟着我一起唱。我的目光穿过嘈杂流动的人群，停在了那个单独坐在树下凝望着窗外的男孩身上。我差点忘了正在领唱的歌词。我又抓住机会试着再一次接近他，我像上一次那样问道：“你感觉怎么样？你还好吗？”他还是那样回答我：“是的，我还好。我只是不太想做这些事情。”从餐厅走出来的时候，我明白了，要想打开他的心扉，需要的时间和精力比我之前预计的还要多。

那天晚上，在全体工作人员例行会议上，我说出了对他的忧虑。我向我的同事说明了我对他的印象，并且请他们多留意他，多抽点时间陪他。

每一年我在夏令营的日子，比我所知道的其他任何时候都要过得快。于是不知不觉，周三成了此次夏令营的最后一夜，我陪伴着他们跳最后一支舞。学生们和新交的“挚友”——或许今后再也无法相见的朋友——尽情享受这最后时刻。

正当我看着队员们共享临别时刻时，我突然看见了生命中最动人的一幕：那个曾经茫然凝望着橱窗外的树下男孩，此时早已脱去外上衣，正在热情地舞蹈着。当他和两个女孩一起热舞时，他吸引了全场的目光。我看着他与人分享着意义深长又亲密无间的时光。可就在几天前，他甚至都不愿意看这些人一眼，我简直不敢相信这是同一个人。




In October of my sophomore year, a late-night phone call pulled me away from my chemistry book. A soft-spoken, unfamiliar voice asked politely, “Is Kevin there?”

“You’re talking to him, who’s this?”

“This is Tom Johnson’s mom. Do you remember Tommy from leadership camp?”

The boy under the tree. How could I not remember?

“Yes, I do.” I said. “He’s a very nice young man. How is he?”

An abnormally long pause followed, then Mrs. Johnson said, “My Tommy was walking home from school this week when he was hit by a car and killed.” Shocked, I offered my condolences[32]

 .

“I just wanted to call you,” she said, “because Tommy mentioned you so many times. I wanted you to know that he went back to school this fall with confidence. He made new friends. His grades went up. And he even went out on a few dates. I just wanted to thank you for making a difference for Tom. The last few months were the best few months of his life.”

In that instant, I realized how easy it is to give a bit of yourself every day. You may never know how much each gesture may mean to someone else. I tell this story as often as I can, and when I do, I urge others to look out for their own “boy under the tree”.














大二那年10月的一个深夜，我放下手中的化学书，接了一个电话。听筒里传来一个陌生、温柔、彬彬有礼的声音：“您是凯文吗？”

“我是。请问哪位？”

“我是汤姆·约翰逊的妈妈。您还记得参加过领导才能夏令营的汤米吗？”

那个树下男孩，我怎么会不记得呢？

“当然，”我说，“他是个非常不错的年轻人。他还好吗？”

很长的停顿后，约翰逊夫人接着说：“这周我的汤米在回家的路上被车撞了，就那样走了。”我震惊极了，并请她节哀。

“我只是想打个电话给你，”她说，“因为汤米曾多次向我提起你。我想让你知道，这个秋天，他信心满满地回到学校，结交了新朋友，学习成绩也提高了，甚至还和女孩子约会了几次。我想谢谢你，是你改变了汤姆。这最后几个月是他生命里最灿烂的时光。”

刹那间，我明白了：每天奉献一点点是件很容易的事，可你也许永远不会知道，每一个善意的小举动会给别人带来多大的影响。我无数次说起这个故事，我这么做就是为了让更多的人留意他们自己的那个“树下男孩”。






































■与死神擦肩而过

Brush Past the Death


◎
 Steve Jobs









When I was 17, I read a quote that went something like: “If you live each day as if it was your last, someday you’ll most certainly be right.” It made an impression on me, and since then, for the past 33 years, I have looked in the mirror every morning and asked myself: “If today were the last day of my life, would I want to do what I am about to do today?” And whenever the answer has been “No” for too many days in a row, I know I need to change something.

Remembering that I’ll be dead soon is the most important tool I’ve ever encountered to help me make the big choices in life. Because almost everything—all external expectations, all pride, all fear of embarrassment or failure—these things just fall away in the face of death, leaving only what is truly important. Remembering that you are going to die is the best way I know to avoid the trap of thinking you have something to lose. You are already naked. There is no reason not to follow your heart.

About a year ago, I was diagnosed[33]

 with cancer. I had a scan at 7:30 in the morning, and it clearly showed a tumor on my pancreas. I didn’t even know what a pancreas was. The doctors told me this was almost certainly a type of cancer that is incurable, and that I should expect to live no longer than three to six months. My doctor advised me to go home and get my affairs in order, which is doctor’s code for preparing yourself to die. It means to try to tell your kids everything you thought you’d have the next 10 years to tell them in just a few months. It means to make sure everything is buttoned up so that it will be as easy as possible for your family. It means to say your goodbyes.




美 丽 语 录

Never underestimate your power to change yourself.

永远不要低估你改变自我的能力！
























我17岁的时候，读过一句格言，好像是这样说的：“如果你把每一天都当作最后一天去生活的话，总有一天，你会觉得自己这么做是正确的。”这句话给我留下了深刻的印象。从那以后，在过去的33年中，每天清晨我都会对着镜子问自己：“如果今天是我生命中的最后一天，那我还会去做原先计划好的那些事情吗？”可连续多日我得到的答案都是“不会”。于是，我明白我该做些改变了。

时刻提醒自己我即将死去，是帮我做出人生许多重大抉择的重要工具。因为几乎所有的一切——一切外来的期望、一切骄傲、一切关乎面子和失败的恐惧——在死亡面前，这些东西都将消失殆尽，留下的只是真正重要的东西。时刻提醒自己我即将死去，是不让自己陷入患得患失的最好办法。因为此时的你已然一无所有了，就没有理由不顺从你的心。

大约在一年前，我被诊断出患有癌症。我在早上7点半做了扫描，扫描结果清楚地显示我的胰腺上长了一个肿瘤。当时，我甚至都不知道胰腺是什么东西。医生很肯定地告诉我，我得的是一种基本上无法治愈的癌症。我活在世上的日子可能不会超过3—6个月。我的医生建议我回家，安排好后事，这是医生们专门对等死的病人说的话。这也就意味着，你要把本来打算在未来10年内对孩子们说的话，在这几个月里说完；意味着你要把一切安排妥当，让你的家人尽可能地轻松些；意味着你就要说“再见”了。




I lived with that diagnosis all day. Later that evening I had a biopsy, where they stuck an endoscope down my throat, through my stomach and into my intestines, put a needle into my pancreas and got a few cells from the tumor. I was sedated[34]

 , but my wife, who was there, told me that when they viewed the cells under a microscope the doctors started crying because it turned out to be a very rare form of pancreatic cancer that is curable with surgery. I had the surgery and I’m fine now.

This was the closest I’ve been to facing death, and I hope it’s the closest I get for a few more decades. Having lived through it, I can now say this to you with a bit more certainty than when death was a useful but purely intellectual concept:

No one wants to die. Even people who want to go to heaven don’t want to die to get there. And yet death is the destination we all share. No one has ever escaped it. And that is as it should be, because Death is very likely the single best invention of Life. It is Life’s change agent. It clears out the old to make way for the new. Right now the new is you, but someday not too long from now, you will gradually become the old and be cleared away. Sorry to be so dramatic, but it is quite true.










Your time is limited, so don’t waste it living someone else’s life. Don’t be trapped by dogma—which is living with the results of other people’s thinking. Don’t let the noise of others’ opinions drown out[35]

 your own inner voice. And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition. They somehow already know what you truly want to become. Everything else is secondary.








































  ■
 成长的树根

Growing Roots


◎
 Philip Gulley









When I was growing up, I had an old neighbor named Dr. Gibbs. He didn’t look like any doctor I’d ever known. He never yelled at us for playing in his yard. I remember him as someone who was a lot nicer than circumstances warranted.

When Dr. Gibbs wasn’t saving lives, he was planting trees. His house sat on ten acres, and his life’s goal was to make it a forest.


The good doctor had some interesting theories concerning plant husbandry. He came from the “No pain, no gain” school of
 horticulture[36]

 . He never watered his new trees, which flew in the face of conventional wisdom. Once I asked why. He said that watering plants spoiled them, and that if you water them, each successive tree generation will grow weaker and weaker. So you have to make things rough for them and weed out the weenie trees early on
 .

He talked about how watering trees made for shallow roots, and how trees that weren’t watered had to grow deep roots in search of moisture. I took him to mean that deep roots were to be treasured.




美 丽 语 录

Don’t pray for easy lives. Pray to be stronger men.

不要祈祷生活的舒适，应该祈祷自己变得更加坚强。




















在我还是孩子的时候，我有一个老邻居叫吉布斯医生。他不像我认识的任何一个医生。我们在他的院子里玩耍，他从来不骂我们。我记得他是一个非常和蔼的人。

吉布斯医生不去拯救生命的时候，就会去种植树木。他的住所占地10英亩，他的人生目标就是将它变成一片森林。

这个好心的医生对于植物畜牧业有一番有趣的理论。他来自一个“不劳无获”的园艺学校。他从不给他新种的树浇水，这显然有悖于常理。有一次我问为什么，他说浇水会宠坏了它们，如果浇水，每一棵成活的树的后代会变得越来越娇弱。所以，你必须让它们的生长环境变得艰苦些，尽早淘汰那些弱不禁风的树。

他还告诉我用水浇灌的树的根是如何浅，而那些没有浇水的树的根就必须深深扎进泥土深处搜寻水分。我将他的话理解为：深根是十分宝贵的。

所以他从不给他的树浇水。他种了一棵橡树，每天早上，非但不给它浇水，还用一张卷起的报纸抽打它。“啪！噼！砰！”我问他为什么这样做，他说这是为了引起树的注意。




So he never watered his trees. He’d plant an oak and, instead of watering it every morning, he’d beat it with a rolled-up newspaper. Smack! Slap! Pow! I asked him why he did that, and he said it was to get the tree’s attention.

Dr. Gibbs went to glory a couple of years after I left home. Every now and again, I walked by his house and looked at the trees that I’d watched him plant some 25 years ago. They’re granite strong now. Big and robust. Those trees wake up in the morning and beat their chests and drink their coffee black.

I planted a couple of trees a few years back. Carried water to them for a solid summer. Sprayed them. Prayed over them. The whole nine yards. Two years of coddling has resulted in trees that expect to be waited on hand and foot. Whenever a cold wind blows in, they tremble and chatter their branches. Sissy trees.

Funny things about those trees of Dr. Gibbs’. Adversity and deprivation[37]

 seemed to benefit them in ways comfort and ease never could.

Every night before I go to bed, I check on my two sons. I stand over them and watch their little bodies, the rising and falling of life within. I often pray for them. Mostly I pray that their lives will be easy. But lately I’ve been thinking that it’s time to change my prayer.

This change has to do with the inevitability of cold winds that hit us at the core. I know my children are going to encounter hardship, and I’m praying they won’t be naive. There’s always a cold wind blowing somewhere.

So I’m changing my prayer. Because life is tough, whether we want it to be or not. Too many times we pray for ease, but that’s a prayer seldom met. What we need to do is pray for roots that reach deep into the Eternal, so when the rains fall and the winds blow, we won’t be swept asunder.














在我离开家两年后，吉布斯医生就去世了。每一次，我走过他的房子时，就会看看那些25年前我曾看着他种下的那些树。如今它们已像岩石般硬朗了。枝繁叶茂，生机勃勃。这些树在早晨醒过来，拍打着胸脯，啜饮着苦难的汁水。

几年前，我也曾种下两三棵树。整整一个夏天我都坚持为它们浇水。给它们喷杀虫剂，为它们祈祷。整整九平方码大的地方。结果，两年的溺爱使这两棵树弱不禁风。每当寒风吹起，它们就颤抖起来，枝叶直打颤。娇里娇气的树。

吉布斯医生的树真是有趣。逆境和折磨带给它们的益处，似乎是舒适和安逸永远都无法给予的。

每天晚上睡觉前，我都要看看两个儿子。我俯视着他们那幼小的身体，生命就在其中起落沉浮。我经常为他们祈祷，祈祷他们的生活能一帆风顺。但近来，我想是时候该改变我的祈祷词了。

这种改变与寒风将不可避免地直击我们的要害。我知道我的孩子们会遇到困难，我祈祷他们不会幼稚而脆弱。某些地方总会有寒风吹过。

所以，我改变了我的祈祷词。因为无论我们愿不愿意，生活总是艰难的。我们已祈祷了太多的安逸，却少有实现。我们所要做的是祈祷深植我们的信念之根，这样，当雨落风吹时，我们就不会被伤害。






































■ 别让蜡烛熄灭

Let the Candle Relight


◎
 Odain









A man had a little daughter—an only and much-loved child. He lived for her—she was his life. So when she became ill, he became like a man possessed, moving heaven and earth to bring about her restoration to health.

His best efforts, however, proved unavailing[38]

 and the child died. The father became a bitter recluse, shutting himself away from his many friends and refusing every activity that might restore his poise[39]

 and bring him back to his normal self. But one night he had a dream.

He was in heaven, witnessing a grand pageant of all the little child angels. They were marching in a line passing by the Great White Throne. Every white-robed angelic child carried a candle. He noticed that one child’s candle was not lighted. Then he saw that the child with the dark candle was his own little girl. Rushing to her, he seized her in his arms, caressed her tenderly, and then asked, “How is it, darling, that your candle alone is unlighted?”




名 人 语 库

There is no such thing as darkness; only a failure to see.


~Malcolm Muggeridge


没有黑暗这种东西，只有看不见而已。


——马尔科姆·马格里奇
 




















一个男人有一个小女儿——他唯一的、深深爱着的孩子。他为了她而活着——她是他的整个生命。所以，当女儿生病时，他像疯了似的竭尽全力想让她恢复健康。

他尽了最大的努力，但是一切都无济于事，女儿还是死了。父亲变得痛苦遁世，远离了许多朋友，拒绝参加一切能使他恢复平静、回到正常自我的活动。然而有一天晚上，他做了一个梦。

他来到了天堂，看到了一场盛大的小天使盛会。他们走成一条直线，经过白色大宝座。每个白衣小天使都拿着一支蜡烛。他注意到，有一个小天使的蜡烛没有点亮。然后，他看到那个蜡烛灭了的小女孩正是他的女儿。他冲过去，一把把她搂在怀里，温柔地抚摸着她，然后问道：“亲爱的，怎么会这样，只有你的蜡烛没有点亮？”

“爸爸，他们经常重新点亮它，只是你的眼泪总是把它熄灭。”




“Daddy, they often relight it, but your tears always put it out.”

Just then he awoke from his dream. The lesson was crystal clear, and its effects were immediate. From that hour on he was not a recluse, but mingled freely and cheerfully with his former friends and associates. No longer would his darling’s candle be extinguished by his useless tears.

Don’t cry because it is over, smile because it happened.


















就在这时，他从梦中醒来。这一课的启发是显而易见的，而且立竿见影。从那个时刻起，他不再把自己封闭起来，而是自由自在、轻松愉快地回到他从前的朋友和同事中间。宝贝女儿的蜡烛再也没有被他无用的泪水熄灭过。

不要因为结束而哭泣，微笑吧，为你的曾经拥有。










































  ■
 记忆留痕

Sometimes Happiness

Requires Nail Holes in Life


◎
 Roger Dean Kiser









Finally, for the first time in my life, I was going to move into brand-new house and it was an absolute beauty.

I spent hours upon hours walking up and down the hallway just looking at that sunken living room. I had never actually seen one of those before and always thought they were only for rich people. It sure made me proud to now have one for my very own. I smiled real big and then put a foot down onto the first step, which led down onto the beautifully carpeted living room. Then I carefully looked to make sure I did not get any dirt on the golden colored carpet. Then I removed my shoes and walked all around the living room, feeling the soft, new, thick carpet beneath my feet.

I met the real estate agent for the last time, signed the final papers and he handed me the keys. I jumped into my car and rushed as fast as I could to my rented mobile home to get the family and start the moving-in process. That was a very good day in my life, because no one in my family would ever have to live on the streets like I did as a young boy when running away from that abusive Florida orphanage. This house would be kept in brand-new condition, and would last forever and ever—so that all my children, grandchildren and great grandchildren would always have a nice, new looking place to live, no matter what.
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Life is ten percent what you make it and ninety percent how you take it.



~Irving Berlin


生活有百分之十在于你如何塑造它，有百分之九十在于你如何对待它。


——欧文·柏林
 




















终于，我人生中第一次即将要搬进新家，这所房子绝对称得上美妙至极。

我来来回回地在走廊上溜达了几个小时，就为了观看那沉降式的客厅。我以前从没见过这些，也总认为那只是属于有钱人的。现在，我真的感到自豪，因为我也拥有了这样一个客厅。我笑容满面，伸出一只脚踏在第一级台阶上，台阶下面是铺着精美地毯的客厅。我小心翼翼地观看着，确保我没有把一丁点尘土留在金色的地毯上。然后我脱掉了鞋子，在客厅里来回地走，尽情感受着脚底下那柔软、厚实的新地毯。

我与房地产经纪人见了最后一次面，签署了最终的文件后，他把房子钥匙递给了我。我跳进车里，用我最快的速度驶到我租来的房屋，去那里接我的家人，并开始着手搬家。 这是我生命中特别美好的一天，因为从此以后，我的家人再也不会像童年的我那样流落街头——小时候，我在逃离那个备受虐待的佛罗里达孤儿院后，就住在大街上。我要让这所房子始终保持崭新的状态，让它永久长存——这样一来，不管怎样我所有的孙子和曾孙们，就可以一直住在一个崭新而漂亮的地方。




That held true year after year and about five years later, we sold that immaculate house for top dollar. There was not a spot or smear or hole anywhere in that beautiful house. Not even on the walls could you find a small nail hole that would have held a picture. I was supposed to meet with the real estate agent who was selling our house later that evening and when I arrived, I was surprised to find the new owners of the house standing in the driveway. I parked my car, walked up and began talking with the older couple.

“This house is in perfect condition,” said the old man.

“Perfect in every way. Not even a nail hole in any of the wall.” I told him proudly.

“It’s really too bad that nobody lived here,” said the old woman.

“I lived here for five whole years.” I said with a great big smile on my face.

“No. You didn’t live here for five years. You just stayed here for five years,” said the old lady.

All the way home I thought about what she said. What did she mean? How could they not be happy about buying a house in perfect condition and without any holes in the walls? I was very puzzled. Then it hit me like a ton of bricks. I quickly pulled over to the side of the road and just sat there thinking. The old lady was absolutely right.

Just because you stay in a house, it doesn’t mean you really lived in it. Not unless you put your heart into it, enjoy it and do the things that make you happy while you are there—like walking into the living room and seeing pictures of the kids and the smiling faces of the grandchildren or watching them yelling their little lungs out under the sprinkler in your front yard, and yes maybe even a picture of the old dog who decided to go to the bathroom on that beautiful carpet.




年复一年，事情就如我想象中一样发展着。大约五年后，我们以最高的价格卖掉了这所完美的房子。这所美丽的房子里没有留下任何一处斑点、污渍或是小洞，甚至你在墙上也找不到一个曾因为挂画而留下的小钉孔！那晚稍晚些时候，我约了正在帮我们卖房子的房地产经纪人见面，当我到达的时候，惊讶地发现这所房子的新主人正站在车道上。我停下车子，走上前去，开始和这对老夫妇攀谈起来。

“这所房子堪称完美。”老先生说。

“一切都非常完美。甚至连任何一面墙上都找不到一个钉孔。”我很自豪地告诉他。

“这真是太糟糕了，没有人住过！”老太太说。

“我在这里住了整整五年呢。”我大笑着告诉她。

“不，你并没有在这里‘住’了五年，你只是在这里‘待’了五年而已。”老太太回应道。

回家的路上，我一直在思索着老太太的话。她说的是什么意思呢？他们能买到条件如此完美、墙上连一个小洞都没有的房子，怎么可能不高兴呢？我百思不得其解。突然，答案像砖头一样砸醒了我。我赶紧把车停在路边，坐在那里思考起来。老太太的话是完全正确的！

仅仅因为你搬进了一所房子里，并不意味着你真正在那里安家。除非你住在房子里的时候，全身心投入、乐在其中，并做着令自己快乐的事情——比如，走进客厅，看看墙上那些记录着子女孙辈们灿烂笑容的照片，或者看看他们在前院的喷水头下扯着嗓子大喊的照片，甚至还可以看看一张老狗在那美丽的地毯上撒尿的照片。




I sat there alone biting my bottom lip and feeling very much ashamed of what I had done by having lost five years of my life, not to mention what I had taken from my family without even realizing it. Living really is much more than just remembering yesterday with only your mind. It is walking into your home and living for today with your heart and your eyes. Those holes in the wall, when all the furniture is gone and the house is completely bare, are memory holes and without any memories “You didn’t really live there. You just stayed there.”

Today, our home in Brunswick, Georgia has so many darn pictures of kid, grandkid, friends and dogs on the walls that it might collapse one day. And if it does that will be very sad for me. But today I’m living a happy life with everything around me.


















我独自坐在那里，紧咬着下唇，感到很惭愧，我浪费了生命中的五年时光，更不用说我从家人那里剥夺了许多快乐，而自己却根本没意识到。生活，不仅仅意味着将昨日的印记留在脑海里，还意味着走进家里，用你的真心、你的双眼度过每一个今天。有一天，当所有的家具都移走了，这所房子也变得空荡荡时，房子墙上的那些孔洞就是记忆的痕迹。没有任何记忆，那就会像老太太所说的“你并不曾真正‘住’在那里，你只是在那里‘待’过而已。”

现在，我们的新家位于佐治亚州的布伦瑞克。家里的墙上挂满了照片，有子女们的、孙辈的、朋友的，还有小狗的，我真担心钉了那么多钉子后，墙壁也许有一天会坍塌。如果真的发生那样的事，我会非常伤心的。但是现在，我和我身边的所有人都过得非常快乐。










































  ■
 我的动力

My Motivation


◎
 Erin E.












I used to feel like my life was stressful and hard until a life-changing event happened to my mom’s best friend, Anna. She was put in a life-or-death situation and remained strong. Her strength made me want to be like that in my daily life.

One night Anna was coming out of her office building when a man attacked her. He beat her with a rock, took her car keys, and threw her in her car. She told me that she was praying for God to help her the whole time. She knew she would not give up easily, but she also knew they were driving toward the river. The man didn’t stop until he absolutely had to. With God’s strength, she jumped out of the car and got help.

Anna is not only my mom’s friend but also like another mother to me and my sister and brother. When we heard about the attack, we were devastated but so relieved she was alive. My mom became more protective of me, always wanting to know where I was going. I’d never worried about someone attacking or kidnapping me, but now I am more aware of my surroundings and realize that not everyone is as nice as I might think.
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Courage is the ladder on which all the other virtues mount.


~Clare Boothe Luce


勇气是一架梯子，其他美德全靠它爬上去。


—— C.B.卢斯
 




















我以前觉得我的生活充满了压力和困难，直到我妈妈最好的朋友——安娜身上发生了一件改变人生的事——在一个生死攸关的境况下，她还仍然保持着坚强。她的力量让我想在日常生活中也变得一样坚强
 。

一天晚上，安娜走出办公大楼，一个男人袭击了她。他用一块石头打她，抢走了她的车钥匙，并把她扔在她的车上。她告诉我说，她从头到尾一直在祈祷着上帝能给予帮助。她知道她不会轻易放弃，但她也知道他们正在朝河边驶去。这个男人不到必须停车时是不会停下来的。在上帝的力量下，她从车里跳了出来，得到了帮助。

安娜不仅是我妈妈的朋友，对我和我的弟弟妹妹们来说，也像是我们的另一个妈妈。当我们听说了她遭受的攻击时，简直惊呆了，但是她还活着，我们也就放下心来。我妈妈变得更加保护我，时时刻刻都要知道我去了哪里。我从未担心过有人攻击或绑架我，但是现在我更清楚我身边的处境，而且我也意识到，不是每个人都像我想象得那样好。




Anna stayed strong and optimistic during one of the worst possible situations. Many would have given up, but she didn’t. I have so much respect for her and wish I could be more like her. I have never been through anything like that, but seeing how she responded gave me a desire to be strong and optimistic in my life.

Now, when I think of stress and difficulties, it is not about little everyday problems. Anna truly inspired me not to worry about the small things. She may not know it, but she made me want to be a better person. That is what matters to me: motivation to become a stronger, better individual.


















安娜在最恶劣的情况下，始终保持着坚强、乐观的态度。许多人可能会放弃，但是她没有。我对她是如此尊重，而且希望我能更像她。我从来没有经历过像那样的事情，但看到她的经历所给予我的期望就是，让我在生活中变得坚强、乐观。

现在，每当我想起压力和困难时，它不是关于日常生活的小问题。安娜真正鼓舞我的是不要担心小事情。她可能不知道，是她让我想成为更好的人。这是我所在乎的：拥有动力，成为一个更强大、更完善的人。














































 ■
 一次难忘的邂逅

An Encounter


◎
 Megan C












As the hot tears rolled down her cheeks, I knew I had asked the wrong question. The words reverberated in my mind: widowed or divorced? I looked into the lady’s eyes, now dampened with the miserable tears my words had caused.

“Well, you could call me widowed,” she replied. “My husband died five months ago today.”

Her face, a haunted mask as she looked away, searched the racks as if he might appear. Tears again welled in her eyes, when she didn’t find him, and she was unable to blink them back.

“I am so sorry,” I mumbled. “I needed it to fill out your credit application.” I wished I had allowed her to check the box herself. I knew well enough that words spoken aloud hold more pain than those unspoken.

“Don’t worry about it, honey,” she soothed. “If I never thought about it, I would not remember the love and the memories we shared. Even after 50 years of marriage, each passing moment would bring a deeper meaning to the word love. Now, trust me, I know how foolish that sounds. We had our share of challenging times, but in the end none of that mattered.”
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The miracle is this—the more we share, the more we have.


~Leonard Nimoy


神奇的是我们分享得越多，我们拥有的也越多。


——伦纳德·尼莫伊
 




















当热泪顺着她的脸颊流下来时，我知道我问错了问题。这个词在我心中回响：丧偶还是离婚？我看着那位女士的眼睛，现在我的话引起了她悲痛的泪水。

“好吧，你可以说我寡居，”她回答说，“今天是我丈夫去世后的整整五个月。”

她的脸现出愁容，像寻找鬼魂一般向四处搜寻，仿佛他可能会出现。当她没有找到他时，眼泪在她的眼中再一次涌出，她眨着眼睛，无法把眼泪憋回去。

“很抱歉，”我咕哝着，“我需要信息来填写你的信贷申请表。”我真希望我能让她自己检查表格。我知道得很清楚，大声说出来比沉默不语让人更加痛楚。

“别担心，亲爱的，”她安慰我道，“如果我从没想过这些，我就不会记得我们曾共有的爱和回忆。即使在我们的50年婚姻之后，每一时刻还是会赋予爱这个词更深层的含义。现在，相信我——我知道这听起来多么愚蠢——我们曾共同承担艰难困苦，但最终都挺过来了。”




Unsure of what to say, I laughed nervously, not yet aware of the impact those words would have on me. I picked up the phone to relay her information; words hung in the air. My mind was not focused on the current task, and I was unsuccessful in my first few attempts. After finally completing the credit application, I turned to find myself riveted to the lady’s face again.

Her eyes began to sparkle as she proceeded in a heart-to-heart. I couldn’t believe someone could open up to a perfect stranger, but it was not my place to criticize. I enjoyed listening to her just as much as she appreciated having somebody to talk to.

“Have you ever been married?” she asked.

I couldn’t help but laugh. I hadn’t even thought about getting married. Besides, I looked nothing like a married woman—my braces stuck out from my mouth, and my frizzy hair was thrown back into a messy bun.

“Ah, no.” I replied. “I’m only 16.”

“16?” she murmured, eyes alight with the mystery of shrouded memories. “That’s a great age, an age of lessons. There’s so much worth learning.”

She then spoke in a hushed whisper, sharing the one lesson that I will carry with me the rest of my life. “Never, ever take anyone for granted. If you are in love with someone, let it be known as often as you feel it. Otherwise, life may pass you by. Don’t spend your life angry. The ridiculous arguments you think are important won’t even be remembered in a short time.”

Then, she hugged me and thanked me for letting her talk. As she turned to walk away, I could see that tears still hung in her eyes, but the smile that lit her face was amazing. After she left, I stood there replaying the conversation in my mind and letting her words sink in. Never, ever take anyone for granted. If you are in love with someone, let it be known as often as you feel it.




不知道该说什么，我紧张地笑了笑，没有意识到这些话会对我产生影响。我拿起电话来汇报她的信息；言语就这样回荡在空中。我的头脑无法专注于当前的任务，这是我第一次尝试好几次专注却都失败了。在最后完成信贷申请程序后，我发现自己再一次不自觉关注起那位女士的脸。

在她继续和我谈心时，她的眼睛开始闪耀着光亮。我不敢相信有人会对一个完全陌生的人打开心扉。但这不是我该指责的地方。我很喜欢听她说话，正如她十分感激有人可以聆听她的言语一样。

“你结婚了吗？”她问。

我忍不住笑了。我还没想过结婚。此外，我一点都不像已婚女人——我的牙套从我嘴里露出来，我卷曲的头发盘成一个凌乱的髻。

“啊，没有。”我回答说，“我还只有16岁。”

“16岁吗？”她喃喃地说，眼神仿佛笼罩在记忆的神秘面纱下，“这个年岁棒极了，一个适合学习的最佳年龄。有这么多的事值得学习呢。”

然后，她安静地低语着，与我分享了一个我余生都会时刻谨记的教导。“永远不要把任何人的爱视为理所当然。如果你爱上某人，让他像你一样常常感受到爱。否则，你可能就会错过属于你的人生。不要让自己活在懊恼之中。有些你认为很重要的荒谬言论，甚至并不会在短时间内被人记住。”

然后，她拥抱了我，并感谢我让她说了这么多。当她转身走开时，我看到眼泪仍挂在她的眼角，但她脸上的微笑却让她的脸显得如此迷人。她离开后，我站在那里回想着我们的谈话，在脑海里重复着她的言语。永远不要把任何人的爱视为理所当然。如果你爱上某人，让他像你一样常常感受到爱。




I have never seen that woman again, but her words of inspiration still live in me. At that time, the words were only little bits of advice. Now, however, they are the words which I try to live by, words that will always remind me of my special friend.


















我再未见过那个女人，但她的话语仍然伴随着我。当时，这些话仅仅只是一个微不足道的小建议。然而现在，我却靠着这些话而生活着，它总是让我记起我特别的朋友。






































■ 遗留在时光背后的思念


Left Behind





◎
 Pamela Perry Blaine












They’re gone now.

I stood in the driveway and watched my grown children drive off into the distance. I looked down the road until I could no longer see their vehicles.

“They live way too far away from me,” I said to myself. “When did they grow up and become parents of small children? Shouldn’t that be me?”

I slipped back inside the house and just walked through the rooms for no reason in particular. I was just missing them already and looking for signs of their having been here. There were pillows on the floor where they had been tossed from the couch and a few stuffed animals lying around where the children had been playing.

I smiled at the little fingerprints on my mirror. I didn’t wipe them off. I thought back to the time when I tried so hard to keep the fingerprints off the mirrors and doors when my children were small. Now, I wanted the tiny fingerprints to stay so that I could see them there just a little longer.

As I walked around the house, I picked up a few items on the floor and straightened a chair. I decided to sort through the toy box and I found a flying dinosaur, a skeleton, and a Frankenstein that had mysteriously taken up residence in my box of toys.
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To have a child is to decide forever to have your heart go walking around outside your body.



~Elizabeth Stone


有了孩子，就永远注定你的心将游离体外。


——伊丽莎白·斯通
 
















现在他们走了。

我站在车道上，看着我那已长大的孩子渐渐驶远。我凝视着路的尽头，直到再也看不见他们的身影。

“他们住得离我太远了，”我自言自语道，“他们什么时候长大并为人父母的？我不是才长大，才为人父母吗？”

我回到屋里，只是在各个房间里漫无目的地游荡。他们刚刚离去，我的思念就开始蔓延了，我只好在屋里寻找着他们曾逗留的痕迹。地板上散落着孩子们从沙发上扔下来的枕头，一些布绒玩具动物正躺在孩子们之前玩耍的地方。

我对着镜子上的小指印微笑，没有将它们擦去。回想起当我的孩子还小时，我都尽力不让镜子和房门沾上指印。现在，我希望这些小指印都留在上面，这样我就能看久一点。

当我在房间里游荡时，我捡起地上的一些物品，并把一张椅子拉正。我决定整理一下玩具箱里的玩具。而我发现了一只会飞的恐龙、一个动物骨架，连弗兰肯斯坦这个小怪人也不知怎么就神秘地跑到玩具箱里了。




I walked into the kitchen and there on the back of the sink was a bottle brush that had been left behind. “Ah, even Tessa left something behind,” I announced. Well, I suppose she had help since she was just four months old.

“I wonder what else has been left behind,” I said out loud to no one in particular. My husband heard me and joined the search for things left behind.

It seems like every time our family gets together something is left behind. When I call my children to tell them what they have left behind I am usually told, “Oh, just bring it when you come,” “Keep it for me until I come back the next time,” or “Hey, I really need that, would you mind mailing it to me?”

“Oh look! Here’s Tegan’s tooth,” I said to my husband as I picked up a ziplock bag with her name engraved on it. Tegan had a loose tooth and had managed to wiggle it out earlier in the day. “Now, she can’t put it under her pillow. I wonder if it will work if I put it under my pillow. The Tooth Fairy is going to be so confused!” I laughed.

I walked on around the house finding more things that had been left behind: a toothbrush, a ponytail band, an angel figurine, a pie pan, a frozen teething ring in the freezer, and last but not least the insides of a turkey fryer.

I was really kind of enjoying myself. It gave me something to do, after they left, to take my mind off of missing them.

Then my eyes teared up as I noticed the baby outfit beside the sink where it had been left to dry after spots had been scrubbed out of it. The little outfit, now stain free, reminded me of the trip to the emergency room with Rowan due to a gash on her head that was caused from a flower pot pulled over by her curious little fingers.




我走进厨房，水槽后面有一个落下的洗瓶刷。“啊，连特莎也落下了一个东西。”我说道。噢，肯定是有人帮她刷瓶子才落下的，因为她只有四个月大呢。

“还落下了些什么东西呢。”我大声地自言自语道。我丈夫听见了我的话，也和我一块搜寻那些落下的物品。

似乎每次我们家庭聚会，他们总会落下一些东西。每次我打电话给我的孩子，告诉他们落下了些什么时，他们通常都会跟我说：“噢，下次你来时给我们带上吧。”或者“帮我留着，下次我回去再拿。”又或者“嗨，我急需要用，能帮我邮寄过来吗？”

“嘿，你看！这是泰根的牙齿。”我捡起一个写着她名字的自封袋，对丈夫说道。泰根先前有一颗牙齿松了，今早她设法把它拽了下来。“现在，她没法把牙放在她的枕头下了。不知道如果把它放在我的枕头下，那传说是否会奏效。牙仙子会很困惑的！”我笑了。

我在房间里四处游走，发现了更多落下的东西：一把牙刷、一根发带、一个天使小雕像、一个烙饼平底锅、一个放在冰箱里冷藏给婴儿长牙时咬的橡皮环，最后还有一个同样重要的火鸡油炸锅内胆。

这还真是让我乐在其中。这让我在他们离开后有事可做，从而暂时摆脱对他们的思念。

然后，当我留意到水槽旁晾着的那件已被洗净的婴儿服时，我的泪水涌了上来。那件干净的小衣服让我想起了我与罗温的急诊室之行。那次，她用好奇的小手指拉倒了一个花瓶，碎片在她头上划开了一道很深的伤口。




“Hmmm, things left behind …” I pondered to myself. It seems there is one thing that is left behind on every occasion. Memories are always left behind, I reasoned, and what a precious thing good memories are to us. I thought how each item left behind reminded me of the person it belonged to and the story surrounding it. The insides of the turkey fryer that was left behind reminded me of the delicious Thanksgiving meal that we all enjoyed. The empty pie pan reminded me of Katie’s delicious pies. The angel figurine reminded me of the white elephant gift exchange game that we play every year. Even the bad memory of Rowan’s injury reminded me of how frightened I was at the sound of her cry. It is a bad memory that turned into a good one as it reminded us of how precious little Rowan is to us.

Memories happen even if we aren’t aware of it. The stressful and difficult moments often become memories that we look back on later with laughter and joy. They are the stories of the future when one day someone will say, “Remember when ...?”, and everyone laughs.

Then, of course, there are some memories that need to be left behind. The memories of past hurts, unforgiveness, bitterness, and anger should be left behind forever. These are the things that we should never keep until the next time, mail back, or bring with us to our next visit.

Yes, I stood in the driveway and watched my grown children drive off into the distance and I remembered my own parents once doing the same thing. I never knew then that I would one day be the one waving from the driveway and feeling my heart drive off down the road. That’s because there is one more thing besides memories left behind ... and that is love.


















“嗯，落下的东西……”我陷入一片沉思之中。似乎有一样东西每次都会被落下。记忆，我寻思着，美好的记忆对我们来说是如此珍贵。我想着，每一件落下的物品都使我回想起对物主和相关故事的追忆。那个火鸡油炸锅内胆，使我想起了我们都很享受的那顿美味的感恩节大餐；空空的烙饼平底锅，使我想起了卡蒂的美味馅饼；天使小雕像，使我想起了我们每年都会玩的“白象礼物交换游戏”。甚至关于罗温受伤的那段不好的记忆，也使我想起了听到她的哭喊声时，我有多么害怕。这个糟糕的记忆之所以变得美好，是因为它提醒了我，小罗温对我们来说是多么珍贵。

即便是在我们毫不知情的时刻，记忆也总是在不断发生。当我们回顾往事时，我们会对那些充满压力和困难的时刻报以微笑和喜悦。未来的某天里，有人会问：“还记得……那个时候吗？”这时，大家都会会心大笑起来。

接下来，当然，也有一些需要被放下的记忆。过去的一些伤害、怨恨、痛苦或愤怒的记忆，应该永远放下。我们永不该把这些记忆留存至下次见面的时候，不该用以回敬他人，也不要带到他人面前。

是的，我站在车道上，看着我那已长大的孩子渐渐驶远。我想起了我的父母也曾做过同样的事。我从不知道，有一天，我也会在车道上向远方挥手，感受着自己的心在那条路上驶远。那是因为，除了留下的记忆以外，还有一样东西也留下了……那就是爱。






































■ 美好的记忆——永恒的礼物

Good Memories

—the Gift That Keeps on Giving


◎
 Michael Josephson









In a world preoccupied with[40]

 the quest for material possessions, it’s easy to overlook the fact that the most valuable things we own are our best memories. Good memories are the gift that keeps on giving. They make us smile, feel proud, and re-experience the pleasure of past times.

Looked at through the soft lens[41]

 of sentiment, even the memory of cranky[42]

 relatives and family traditions that bored or annoyed us at the time can be heart warming links with our past.

But whether your memories of the holiday season conjure up[43]

 good feelings and happy sounds, smells, and tastes or negative feelings filled with disappointments, resentments, and grudges, I hope you’ll resolve this year to consciously create lasting good memories for yourself and those you care about.




名 人 语 库

The supreme happiness of life is the conviction that we are loved.


~V. Hugo


生活中最大的幸福是坚信有人爱我们。


——雨果
 












在这个世界上，一心只忙于追求物质财富，就很容易忽视这样一个事实：我们所拥有的最珍贵的东西是我们最美好的回忆。美好的记忆是赐予我们的礼物。它让我们面带笑容，心生自豪，并重温过去的愉快时光。

透过那些多愁善感的记忆镜头，甚至某些时刻偏执的亲人、无聊而恼人的家庭传统，这些记忆与我们过去的时光相连，也会变得温暖人心。

但是，不管这些记忆节日是充满愉悦的心境和快乐的声音、味道、气息，还是充斥着失望、愤怒和怨恨，我希望你今年能下意识地去创造持久而美好的回忆，为你自己，也为你所在乎的人。

尽管很少有人记得我们在去年或前年收到了什么，送出了什么，但我们更应该注重给予或获得礼物的美好过程。

不要太担心你要给家人和朋友买些什么；多想想你希望给予他们什么。




Although few of us remember what we gave or got last year or the year before, the tendency is to put too much emphasis on the process of giving and getting gifts.

Don’t worry so much about what to buy your family and friends; think more about what you want to give them.

Think beyond the synthetic atmosphere of the mall. Prefabricated[44]

 decorations and gift certificates are not the stuff of lasting recollections. Think about the feelings you want to create.

The best memories are made out of simple stuff—homemade food, handmade gifts, heartfelt letters, good conversations, games, and heirlooms[45]

 .

Highlight and celebrate old traditions and consciously create new ones. You’ll be glad you did—for a long time.


















多想想大型商场氛围以外的东西。订制的装饰品和礼品单据并不属于永久的回忆。多想想你想要创造什么样的感觉。

最好的回忆都是由最简单的东西组成——自制食品，手工礼品，用心的信件，愉快的聊天，游戏以及祖传遗物。

重视并庆祝一些古老的传统日，并有意创造一些新的纪念。你会为你这么做了而感到高兴——久久地因此而快乐着。


















Chapter 3　和自己谈场恋爱，寂寞也美















Fall in Love With Youself






I desire to radiate health, cheerfulness, calm courage and good will. Leave the excess baggage of yesterday’s mistakes and dare to enter into all the tomorrow.






我渴望发出健康之光、愉悦之光、沉静的勇气之光、美好的愿望之光。放下昨日错误的重负，勇敢融入明日的生活。

























爱自己是一场毕生浪漫的开始

To Love Oneself Is


 
 the Beginning


◎
 Oscar Wilde









To love oneself is the beginning of a lifelong romance.

Love yourself. Love the things that make you you. Your values and talents and memories. Your clothes, your nose, your woes[46]

 . If you love yourself, you can jump into your life from a springboard of self-confidence. If you love yourself, you can say what you want to say, go where you want to go. The world can be a tough place, and some of the billions of people out there will try to knock you down. Don’t join them.

Do things that make you proud, then take pride in what you do. And in who you are.

Who are you anyway? What makes you you? How are you like your siblings[47]

 and neighbors and friends? How are you different? If you were your own secret admirer, what would you most admire?

“My great mistake, the fault for which I can’t forgive myself,” Oscar Wilde wrote, “is that one day I ceased my obstinate[48]

 pursuit of my own individuality.” Keep pursuing your individuality. Keep being yourself. Becoming yourself. It can be comforting to dress and act like everyone else. But it is grander to be different, to be unique, to be you. I’m the only me in the whole wide world.




美 丽 语 录

Best case scenario: I love myself; I enjoy living; I smile because I’m happy not because I have to.

最好的情景便是：爱自己；享受生活；发自内心地微笑。
















爱自己是一场毕生浪漫的开始。

爱自己。热爱一切让你成为你自己的事物。你的价值，你的才能，你的回忆。你的衣服，你的鼻子，你的悲伤。如果你爱自己，你就能在自信的跳板上跃入生活。如果你爱自己，你就能畅所欲言，所向披靡。这个世界是冷酷无情的，成千上亿的人等着将你打倒。不要和他们同流合污。

做能让你自豪的事，然后为你所做的事自豪，为自己自豪。

那么，你究竟是谁呢？是什么让你成为你自己呢？你和你的兄弟姐妹、邻居好友又有什么相同点？你有什么与众不同的地方？如果你是自己的秘密崇拜者，那么你最崇拜自己的又是哪一点呢？

“我犯了一个大错，因此我无法原谅我自己，”奥斯卡·王尔德写道，“就是有一天我停止追求自己的个性，”继续追求你的个性，继续做你自己。成为你自己。穿衣和举止与别人一样是件容易的事情。但是，更值得骄傲的事是：让自己与众不同，让自己特别，让自己成为你自己。世界之大，唯我是我。





There is always one true inner voice. Trust it.



~ Gloria Steinem


Sometimes it’s hard to know who you are and what you want and whom you like and why you like that person. The answers change because you’re changing. Growing. But deep inside, you are you. You were you as a baby, you were you as a kid, and you are you right now. “Let me listen to me and not to them.” wrote Gertrude Stein.

It makes sense to consider the advice and opinions of other people. But don’t let their noise drown out your inner voice. And don’t let the way you sometimes talk or behave in front of others make you lose sight of who you are when you are alone, when you are most you.

“You can live a lifetime and, at the end of it, know more about other people than you know about yourself,” aviator Beryl Markham cautioned. Get acquainted with yourself. Tune in to the dreams you have by day and by night. Blend in when you choose to, but appreciate what sets you apart. “The more I like me, the less I want to pretend to be other people.” said Jamie Lee Curtis.



















总有一个来自内心的真实之声。听从它吧！



——葛萝莉亚·史丹能


有时，你很难弄清你是谁，你想做什么，你喜欢谁，你又为什么喜欢这个人。你在变，在成长，所以答案也在变。然而，在你内心深处，总有一个声音告诉你：你就是你。不论婴儿还是孩童，你就是现在的你。“让我听从自己的，而不是他们的意见。”葛楚德·史坦写道。

你可以参考别人的意见和看法。但是别让他们的想法淹没你内心的声音。不要因为偶尔出现在人前的谈吐、举止，而忘记独处时的你，那才是最真的自己。

“人活一世，不要临了时才发现，你了解别人要胜过了解自己。”飞行员贝丽尔·马卡姆劝诫道。认识自己。走入你的梦境，不论白天还是黑夜。当你选择走入人群时，那就去做吧！但是，别忘了感谢那些让你与众不同的东西。“我越发爱自己，我就越发不会把自己伪装成别人。”杰米·李·柯蒂斯说道。


































■ 送给自己的圣诞礼物

The Gift of Possibility


◎
 Esmeralda Santiago












That Christmas Eve, the streets of Boston were clogged with tourists and locals bundled in wool and flannel. Shoppers, hawkers, and gawkers whirled and swirled around me. “Frosty the Snowman
 ”, “Let It Snow
 ” and “Jingle Bells
 ” played in stores; on the sidewalks, the street musicians did their best. Everyone, it seemed, was accompanied by someone else smiling or laughing. I was alone.

The eldest of a Puerto Rican family of 11 children growing up in New York’s crowded tenements, I’d spent much of my life seeking solitude. Now, finally, at 27, a college student in the midst of a drawn-out breakup of a seven-year relationship, I contemplated what I’d so craved, but I wasn’t quite sure I liked it. Every part of me wanted to be alone, but not at Christmas.

My family had returned to Puerto Rico, my friends had gone home during the holiday break, and my acquaintances were involved in their own lives. Dusk was falling, and the inevitable return to my empty apartment brought tears to my eyes. Blinking lights from windows and around doors beckoned, and I wished someone would emerge from one of those homes to ask me inside to a warm room with a Christmas tree decorated with tinsel, its velvet skirt sprinkled with shiny fake snow and wrapped presents.
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Life can only be understood backwards, but it must be lived forwards.





~Kierkergaard


只有向后才能理解生活；但要生活好，则必须向前看。


——克尔凯郭尔
 












那年圣诞前夕，波士顿的街道上满是熙熙攘攘的游客，当地人裹着羊毛和法兰绒打扮得光鲜靓丽。购物者、小贩和路人把我围在中间。商店里播放着《结霜的雪人》《下雪吧》和《铃儿响叮当》；人行道上，街头音乐家卖力地表演着。看起来似乎每个人都有人陪伴，脸上绽放出幸福的笑容。只有我是独自一人。

我家是一个波多黎各大家庭，一共有11个孩子，我是家里的长子，我们从小生活在纽约城拥挤的租住房里。在一生的大部分时间，我都在寻求片刻的孤独。此时此刻，终于，我这个27岁的大学生，结束了一段7年的漫长恋情，得到了我想要的孤独，可我却并不觉得开心。我想一个人静一静，但不是在圣诞节这样的日子。

我的家人已经回到了波多黎各，我的朋友都在假期回家了，我认识的人都忙于自己的生活。夜幕降临，想着还得回到那空荡荡的宿舍，眼泪就涌了出来。城市住家的灯火点亮起来，从门窗透出的闪烁灯光仿佛在召唤着我，我多希望有人会打开房门，邀请我走进那温暖的房间，房间一角是一株圣诞树，圣诞彩条将它装饰得绚烂华丽，天鹅绒的树摆上点缀着闪亮的人造雪花和包装好的礼物。




I stopped at the local market, feeling even more depressed as people filled their baskets with goodies. Dates and dried figs, walnuts, pecans, and hazelnuts in their shells reminded me of the gifts we received as children in Puerto Rico on Christmas Day, because the big gifts were given on the morning of the Feast of the Epiphany, on January 6. I missed my family: their rambunctious parties; the dancing; the mounds of rice with pigeon peas; the crusty, garlicky skin on the pork roast; the plantain and yucca pasteles wrapped in banana leaves. I wanted to cry for wanting to be alone and for having achieved it.

In front of the church down the street, a manger had been set up, with Mary, Joseph, and the barn animals in expectation of midnight and the arrival of baby Jesus. I stood with my neighbors watching the scene, some of them crossing themselves, praying. As I walked home, I realized that the story of Joseph and Mary wandering from door to door seeking shelter was much like my own history. Leaving Puerto Rico was still a wound in my soul as I struggled with who I had become in 15 years in the United States. I’d mourned the losses, but for the first time, I recognized what I’d gained. I was independent, educated, healthy, and adventurous. My life was still before me, full of possibility.

Sometimes the best gift is the one you give yourself. That Christmas, I gave myself credit for what I’d accomplished so far and permission to go forward, unafraid. It is the best gift I’ve ever received, the one that I most treasure.


















我在集市边停下脚步，看到人们提着装满美食的篮子，心中感到更加沮丧。椰枣、无花果干、核桃和山核桃，还有带壳的榛子，让我想起小时候在波多黎各收到的圣诞礼物——1月6日主显节上午，我们才能收到圣诞大礼。我想念我的家人：想念他们喧闹的派对，想念他们多姿的舞蹈，想念香喷喷的木豆米饭，想念烤乳猪的蒜味脆皮，想念芭蕉叶包裹的大蕉丝兰根。我得到了我想要的孤独，却忍不住想哭。

在街道尽头的教堂前，布置好了一个马槽，玛丽、约瑟夫和马厩里的动物们都在期待着午夜到来，耶稣降临。我和邻居站在那里看着这幅场景，有些人手画十字、低头祈祷。在回家路上，我意识到，约瑟夫和玛丽挨家挨户寻求庇护的故事，就如同我自己的经历。离开波多黎各始终是我心头难以化解的伤痛，我一直在想，15年的美国生活让我变成了一个什么样的人。我本应为我所失去的感到悲伤，但那一刻，我第一次认识到我获得了什么。我是一个独立的、受过良好教育的、健康的、富有冒险精神的青年。我的生活就在我的面前，充满了无尽的可能性。

有时候，你送给自己的礼物才是最好的礼物。那年圣诞节，我送给自己的是肯定和许诺，肯定自己过去的努力，许诺自己奋勇向前，无所畏惧。这是我收到的最好的礼物，我最珍惜的圣诞礼物。
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 十五句最暖心的话

Think About This


◎
 Jeanne












1. At least 2 people in this world love you so much they would die for you.

2. At least 15 people in this world love you in some way.

3. The only reason anyone would ever hate you is because they want to be just like you.

4. A smile from you can bring happiness to anyone, even if they don’t like you.

5. Every night, someone thinks about you before they go to sleep.

6. You mean the world to someone.

7. If not for you, someone may not be living.

8. You are special and unique.

9. Someone that you don’t even know exists, loves you.

10. When you make the biggest mistake ever, something good always comes from it.

11. When you think the world has turned its back on you, take a look: you most likely turned your back on the world.
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Happiness is a perfume you cannot pour on others without getting a few drops on yourself.


~Ralph Waldo Emerson


幸福犹如香水，在你将它洒向别人的时候，自己也会沾染点滴。


——拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生
 




















1. 在这个世界上至少有2个人很爱你，他们愿意为你而死。

2. 在这个世界上至少有15个人以某种方式爱着你。

3. 有人会恨你的唯一原因就是因为他们想变得和你一样。

4. 你的微笑可以给每一个人带来快乐，即使他们不喜欢你。

5. 每个夜晚，都有人会在入睡前想着你。

6. 对某个人来说，你就是全世界。

7. 如果不是因为你，某个人可能活不下去。

8. 你是独一无二的。

9. 有人爱着你，而你甚至都不知道他的存在。

10. 当你犯了天大的错误时，总有一些好事及时到来。

11. 如果你认为全世界都背弃了你，好好看看：最有可能的是你背弃了全世界。




12. When you think you have no chance of getting what you want, you probably won’t get it, but if you believe in yourself, probably, sooner or later, you will get it.

13. Always remember the compliments you received. Forget about the rude remarks.

14. Always tell someone how you feel about them; you will feel much better when they know.

15. If you have a great friend, take the time to let them know that they are great before it’s too late.


















12. 当你认为你没机会得到你想要的东西时，你可能得不到它，但如果你相信自己，也许迟早你都会得到它。

13. 永远记住你所收获的赞美，忘掉那些粗鲁的言语。

14. 要告诉别人你对他们的感觉；当他们了解以后，你会感觉更棒。

15. 如果你有很棒的朋友，花点时间让他们知道他们有多棒——趁一切还来得及。










































■ 乐观人群的十个好习惯

The 10 Essential Habits


 
 of Positive People


◎
 Judy Belmont












Are you waiting for life events to turn out the way you want so that you can feel more positive about your life? Do you find yourself having pre-conditions to your sense of well-being, thinking that certain things must happen for you to be happier? Do you think there is no way that your life stresses can make you anything other than “stressed out” and that other people just don’t understand?

If your answer is “yes” to any of these questions, you might find yourself lingering in the land of negativity for too long!

The following are some tips to keep positive no matter what comes your way. This article will help you stop looking for what psychologists call “positivity” in all the wrong places! Here are the ten essential habits of positive people.

1. Positive people don’t confuse quitting with letting go

Instead of hanging on to ideas, beliefs, and even people that are no longer healthy for them, they trust their judgment to let go of negative forces in their lives. Especially in terms of relationships, they subscribe to the phinciples which goes:




名 人 语 库

Optimist: A man who gets treed by a lion but enjoys the scenery.


~Walter Winchell


乐观主义者：被狮子逼上了树但仍能欣赏风景的人。


——华尔特·温切尔
 
















你是否在等待发生什么可以改变命运的大事件，借此过上自己想要的生活，这样你才能更积极地对待生活？你是否发现自己的幸福感是有条件的，认为必须发生某些事才能让你更快乐？你是否认为自己的生活压力过大，除了“紧张”以外别无他法，而其他人都无法理解？

如果你对以上任何一个问题回答了“是”，你可能已经在消极情绪中沉溺太久！

以下是一些无论遇到何事都能保持乐观的小窍门。这篇文章将帮助你避免不当地寻找心理学家所说的“积极性”。来看看乐观人群必有的10个好习惯。

1. 乐观人群懂得放手与顺其自然的区别

乐观人群不会纠结于那些会给他们带来负面影响的思想、信仰，甚至是人，他们相信自己的判断，会让生活中的负面压力顺其自然。尤其是在人际关系方面，他们认可这样的原则：




I will grant myself the ability to trust the healthy people in my life;

To set limits with, or let go of, the negative ones;

And to have the wisdom to know the difference!

2. Positive people don’t just have a good day—they make a good day

Waiting, hoping and wishing seldom have a place in the vocabulary of positive individuals. Rather, they use strong words that are pro-active and not reactive. Passivity leads to a lack of involvement, while positive people get very involved in constructing their lives. They work to make changes to feel better in tough times rather than wish their feelings away.

3. For the positive person, the past stays in the past

Good and bad memories alike stay where they belong—in the past where they happened. They don’t spend much time pining for the good old days because they are too busy making new memories now. The negative pulls from the past are used not for self-flagellation or unproductive regret, but rather productive regret where they use lessons learned as stepping stones towards a better future.

4. Show me a positive person and I can show you a grateful person

The most positive people are the most grateful people. They do not focus on the potholes of their lives. They focus on the pot of gold that awaits them every day, with new smells, sights, feelings and experiences. They see life as a treasure chest full of wonder.

5. Rather than being stuck in their limitations, positive people are energized by their possibilities

Optimistic people focus on what they can do, not what they can’t do. They are not fooled to think that there is a perfect solution to every problem, and are confident that there are many solutions and possibilities. They are not afraid to attempt new solutions to old problems, rather than spin their wheels expecting things to be different this time.




对于给我的生活带来积极影响的人，我会尽我所能去信任他们；

对于给我带来消极影响的人，我会保持距离，或者任由他们而去；

而且，我有分辨这两种人之间不同的智慧！

2. 乐观人群不仅会享受美好的一天——还会创造美好的一天

乐观人群的字典里很少会有“等待”“希望”“企盼”这样的词汇。反之，他们总是用那些强而有力、积极主动的字眼，而不会用那些被动的字眼。被动性会导致人缺乏参与精神，而乐观人群会积极参与到自己的人生规划中。在艰难时期，他们会用行动来改善自己的感受，而不是仅仅盼着坏情绪消失。

3. 对于乐观人群来说，过去只停留在过去

好的和坏的回忆都应该留在原地——也就是事情发生的过去。乐观人群不会花很多时间来怀念美好的旧时光，因为他们正忙着创造新的回忆。过去那些负面回忆不是用来让你自责不已的，也不是让你毫无意义地后悔，而是让你在后悔中吸取经验教训，然后让其成为走向更美好未来的垫脚石。

4. 乐观人群都是懂得感恩的人

最乐观的人往往也是最懂得感恩的人。他们不会揪着生活中的坎坷不放，而会用全新的感官和体验，去关注生活中每天都在等待着他们的宝藏。在他们眼中，生活就是一个充满了传奇的宝库。

5. 乐观人群不会为自己的局限所困，而会被自己的潜能所激励

乐观人群会关注自己所能做的，而不是他们所不能做的。他们不会愚钝地相信每个问题都会有完美的解决办法，他们只是确信每个问题都有许多解决办法和可能性。他们绝不会原地祈祷事情出现转机，而会毫无畏惧地尝试用新办法解决老问题。




6. Positive people do not let their fears interfere with their lives

Positive people have observed that those who are defined and pulled back by their fears never really truly live a full life. While proceeding with appropriate caution, they do not let fear keep them from trying new things. They realize that even failures are necessary steps for a successful life. They have confidence that they can get back up when they are knocked down by life events or their own mistakes, due to a strong belief in their personal resilience.

7. Positive people smile a lot

When you feel positive on the inside it is like you are smiling from within, and these smiles are contagious. Furthermore, the more others are with positive people, the more they tend to smile too! They see the lightness in life, and have a sense of humor even when it is about themselves. Positive people have a high degree of self-respect, but refuse to take themselves too seriously!

8. People who are positive are great communicators

They realize that assertive, confident communication is the only way to connect with others in everyday life. They avoid judgmental, angry interchanges, and do not let someone else’s blow up give them a reason to react in kind. Rather, they express themselves with tact and finesse. They also refuse to be non-assertive and let people push them around. They refuse to own problems that belong to someone else.

9. Positive people realize that if you live long enough, there are times for great pain and sadness

One of the most common misperceptions about positive people is that to be positive, you must always be happy. This can not be further from the truth. Anyone who has any depth at all is certainly not happy all the time. Being sad, angry, disappointed are all essential emotions in life. How else would you ever develop empathy for others if you lived a life of denial and shallow emotions? Positive people do not run from the gamut of emotions, and accept that part of the healing process is to allow themselves to experience all types of feelings, not only the happy ones. A positive person always holds the hope that there is light at the end of the darkness.




6. 乐观人群不会让恐惧妨碍他们的生活

乐观人群明白，那些被恐惧所束缚和牵绊的人永远无法真正活出自己的人生。他们也会保持适当的谨慎，但不会让恐惧阻止他们对新事物的尝试。他们深知，失败也是通往成功的必经之路。他们坚信，哪怕被生活中的挫折或自己犯下的错误所打倒，他们也可以重新站起来，因为他们对于自己的复原能力有着强烈的信念。

7. 乐观人群常常微笑

如果你感到积极乐观，你也会发自内心地微笑，而且这种微笑是具有传染性的。此外，和乐观人群相处越久的人，就越容易微笑！乐观人群能够发现生活的闪光点，而且富有幽默感，即便是拿自己开玩笑也毫不介意。他们有很强的自尊，但不会把自己太当回事儿！

8. 乐观人群十分善于交流

乐观人群明白，积极自信的交流是日常生活中与他人沟通的唯一方式。他们会避免批判性的、愤怒的交谈，也不会因为他人出言不逊就以牙还牙。相反，他们在自我表达时善于运用机智和策略。他们还充满自信，绝不会任人摆布，也不会亦步亦趋地跟着别人犯错误。

9. 乐观人群明白，你活得越长，痛苦和悲伤也会越多

对乐观人群一个最常见的误解就是，他们每时每刻都是快乐的。这简直是大错特错。任何一个头脑正常的人都不可能永远快乐。悲伤、愤怒和失望也是生命中非常重要的情绪。如果你只拥有否定和肤浅的情绪，如何能做到对他人感同身受呢？乐观人群在面对各种情绪时不会逃避，他们认为情绪上的治愈过程会让他们体验多种情感，而不仅仅是快乐这一种。一个乐观的人总是相信，黑暗的尽头必有光明。




10. Positive person are empowered people—they refuse to blame others and are not victims in life

Positive people seek the help and support of others who are supportive and safe. They have identified their own basic human rights, and they respect themselves too much to play the part of a victim. There is no place for holding grudges with a positive mindset. Forgiveness helps positive people become better, not bitter.

How about you? How many habits of positive people do you personally find in yourself? If you lack even a few of these 10 essential habits, you might find that the expected treasure at the end of the rainbow was not all that it was cracked up to be. How could it—if you keep on bringing a negative attitude around?


















10. 乐观人群善于掌控自己的人生——他们不会责怪他人，也不会做生活的受害者

乐观人群会向有能力且可靠的人寻求帮助和支持。他们很明确自己的基本人权，而且非常维护自己的尊严，因此不会扮演受害者的角色。乐观人群拥有积极的心态，绝不会心存怨恨。宽容有助于乐观人群抛弃愁苦，让他们的生活变得更美好。

那么，你呢？你在自己身上找到了多少积极人群的习惯呢？如果你仅仅是缺乏这10种习惯中的几条，你可能就会发现，你所期待的彩虹尽头的宝藏也不像传说中的那样。它怎么可能如你所期——如果你还继续保持一种消极的态度？










































■ 怎样爱自己，即使没人爱

How to Love Yourself,



 Even if No One Else Does


◎
 Torley









First, the second part of that title isn’t true. You either forgot who loves you, or need to find more people who do.

But there may be times where you feel alone and depressed—just about everyone has spells like that, or is strong enough to admit it. It’s not easy to talk about, but loneliness, feeling unwanted, and even self-hate from time to time is extremely common. If your hermiting drags on for weeks, you’ll want the help of healthcare experts, but if it’s not so severe and happens on occasion, here’s some vibrant and practical suggestions for you:

Gather a “praise pile”

Ideally, you’ll want to do this before you’re in a downer—it serves as a life preserver when you’re in the “eye of the storm”.

Compile the love you’ve felt: a handwritten note from your Mom, a photo of you and your best buds at the lake together, and awards you’ve won. They don’t have to be recent—recognition spans your whole life. And they don’t have to be physical, either; I’ve used the Firefox ScrapBook add-on to do what its offline analogue does: clip and save kind words from others.




名 人 语 库


A man is not old as long as he is seeking something. A man is not old
 until regrets take the place of dreams.


~J. Barrymore


只要一个人还有追求，他就没有老。直到后悔取代了梦想，一个人才算老。


——巴里摩尔
 












首先，标题的第二部分是不对的。你不会忘记那些爱你的人，也不需要找更多爱你的人。

但有些时候你可能会感觉孤独和沮丧——几乎每个人都这样说过，或者这么承认过。说这些并不容易，但经常孤独、感觉不被需要，甚至自厌都是很常见的。如果你的孤独症状拖上了好几周，你可能需要健康护理专家的帮助了，但如果没有那么严重，只是偶尔才发生，这里有一些实用的好建议：

收集“赞美集册”

理想情况下，你会想在服用镇静剂之前做这些——在你处于“暴风之眼”时，它会充当救生工具。

收集你所感觉到的关爱：妈妈手写的函件，你和最好的朋友在湖边的合影，你所赢得的所有奖励。这些不必是最近发生的，你整个一生中的都行。此外，也没必要是物质上的。我通常使用火狐软件的剪贴簙来添加离线消息：点击并保存别人给我的友好话语。




So when I feel like I’m not being cared about, I take a quick look at the “praise pile”, and put what’s happening in perspective: others have cared about me before, and they will again. And perhaps most importantly, by realizing this, I care about myself. This is a process and never happens immediately. One can’t instantly “snap out of it”. It “takes time”, as the trite-but-true saying goes. But oh, how true it is.

Give up on something worth dropping

Burdens are bedfellows with loneliness. Some people who’d like to have more of a social life are crushed by the rat race, or their own compounded fears which hold them back. By dropping what I often call “slop” (waste unnecessary to your enjoyment of life), it frees you to take on more meaningful things (keep reading). Less worry means more freedom to self-explore and pursue interests.

Why does this sound so obvious? Because it is. But it may only be during a time of emotional inner turbulence that you can summon the strength to unchain yourself.

Don’t overthink—that makes it worse. As any great performer knows, and as controversial as “muscle memory” may be, repeated practice leads to what’s dubbed “second nature”, or a threshold surpassed in which analyzing evolves to intuition based on past experiences.

When you find yourself especially stressed or anxious, those are otherwise-unpleasant moments you can use to your advantage. Especially if you’re crying and in a lot of anguish, determine in a flash what’s worth keeping, and visualize it like this: you are a burning building. If you could rush into yourself and save only a handful of things to take to a new you, what will they be?




所以，当我觉得不被人关心时，我会迅速浏览一下“赞美集册”，并把所发生的事情记在脑海里：以前有人关心我，他们还会继续关心我。也许最重要的是，通过意识到这一点，我也开始关心我自己。这个过程从未能立马奏效。正如老生常谈但又真实的谚语所说，一个人不会突然间“重新振作起来”，这“需要时间”。不过，事实就是这样。

放弃值得丢弃的东西

负担是孤独的同伴。一些人想拥有更多的社会生活，但这些都被激烈的竞争破坏了，或者因自身产生的恐惧而望而却步。丢弃我通常所说的“废物”（享受生活所不必要的废物），你就会有空闲去做更有意义的事情（保持阅读）。少些担忧意味着有更多自由，来探索自我和从事自己的兴趣所在。

为什么听起来是这么显而易见的事？因为事实本就如此。但它可能只在感情波动的某一时期如此，这样你就能集中力量来解放你自己。

不要过度地思考——那会使事情变得更糟。正如许多杰出的演员所知，反复锻炼被谐称为“第二天性”，或者即将在过往经验的基础上有所超越，这和“肌肉记忆”一样富有争议。

当你发现自己特别紧张或忧虑时，除了不愉快的时刻，你可以使用你的一切来改善自己的状况。特别是当你在哭泣和特别痛苦时，找出值得保留的瞬间，像这样来想象：你是一栋正在燃烧的大楼。如果你能冲入自己的内心，并只能拯救少数东西来成就一个崭新的自己，它们会是什么？
















把它们写下来，并且把清单放在一旁，直到你感觉更加理性。然后再看一遍，把你现在的思想和当时的感觉集中起来。这会是一个强有力的锻炼，它会让你走上正确的轨道。

找出一些新的值得奋斗的事

“奋斗”，我指的不是暴力。相反，我说的是你能为之奋斗和坚持的目标。这里的“奋斗”是针对逆境而言的。你的目标可能是改善他人生活的宽容，甚至是保存一份电视节目的活动。注意这些目标是怎样要求他人的参与——他们的本质是社会性的，即使你可能没有（也不该）想这么多，但它们会让你和其他人交流配合，让你感觉不那么孤独。

被视为标新立异的人和领导者不是一个审慎的过程，你不必设立一个像这样的目标。在一定程度上，这里的目标更多是你所感觉到的满意度和幸福感。






































■ 郁闷时让自己振作的十种方法

10 Ways to Cheer Up


◎
 Anonymous









Feeling a little blue? 10 Ways to Cheer Up. Here are ten fast and easy ways to smile.

1. Play outside

Leave your apartment and go outside. Sun and fresh air are good for you.

2. Exercise

When you exercise, your brain releases a chemical called endorphins. This chemical makes you feel happier. That is just another reason why exercise is good for you.

3. Have a Heart-to-Heart

If something is bothering you, it is a good idea to talk about it. Call a friend or relative. A good chat is great way to feel better fast.

4. Play Pop Music

Westlife, Backstreet Boys, S.H.E … who doesn’t like a little mindless pop? Listening to upbeat, happy music will make you smile. Singing along won’t hurt either.




名 人 语 库

Growing old is not upsetting; being perceived as old is.


~Kenny Rogers


越来越老并不可怕，可怕的是让人觉得越来越老。


——肯尼·罗杰斯
 




















感觉有些郁闷吗？以下10种方法可以让你振作起来。快速又简单，让你顷刻露出微笑。

1．外出游玩

离开你的房间，去外面走走吧。享受阳光和新鲜空气，这对你大有好处。

2．运动

运动时，你的大脑会释放一种叫作内啡肽的化学元素。这种物质会让你感觉更愉悦。这仅仅只是运动对你有好处的原因之一。

3．促膝谈心

如果你正因什么事而烦恼，有个好建议就是大声把它说出来。给你的某个亲朋好友打电话。一次好的谈心可以让你迅速好起来。

4．演奏流行音乐

西城男孩、后街男孩、S.H.E……谁不喜欢点儿轻松的流行乐呢？听听那些欢快的音乐吧，这些欢快之音能让你快乐起来。跟着歌儿哼唱可不会有任何伤害。




5. Laughter is the best medicine

Laughing is the best way to improve your mood. Children laugh around 400 times a day. Adults only laugh about 20 times a day. What happened? Be a kid for a day: play games, watch funny movies, or read jokes online.

6. Power of Chocolate

Chocolate has special natural chemicals that make you happy. Plus, it tastes so good!

7. Draw

Be an artist! Draw, paint, or make something. Even if it is not perfect, being creative relieves stress.

8. Get a dog

Dogs are cute, energetic, and fun. Plus, studies show that people with pets live longer and people with dogs live the longest!

9. Breathe

If you can’t go to the gym, try taking deep breaths. Breathing deeply will relax your muscles and give you energy.

10. Think positive

Close your eyes and think of a beautiful scene or a time when you were happy and feeling good.


















5．开怀大笑是一剂良药

大笑是改善心情最好的办法。孩子一天大约要笑400次。成人一天却只笑20次。为什么会这样？做一天的孩子吧：玩玩游戏，看看喜剧，或者上网读读笑话。

6．巧克力的力量

巧克力含有一种可以让人快乐的天然化学物质。另外，它也很美味！

7．画画

做一回艺术家！画画，涂鸦，或者做点手工。就算做得不那么完美，但创作可以缓解压力。

8．养一条小狗

狗狗既可爱，又充满活力，而且有趣至极！此外，研究显示养宠物的人活得更长，养狗的人是活得最长的！

9．呼吸

如果你不能去健身房，那就试试深呼吸。深呼吸可以放松你的肌肉，为你提供能量。

10．乐观地思考

闭上眼睛，想想那些美丽的画面，或者你感觉最棒的开心时刻。










































■ 开心玩瑜伽，减压好方法

Yoga for Lowering Stress


◎
 Mary L. Gavin












Yoga and You

When you hear the word “yoga”, do you think of a person with his legs twisted up like a pretzel? If so, it may seem like yoga is very complicated or just for adults. Not true! Kids and teens can do yoga for the same reasons grown-ups do: because it feels good to stretch out your body, slow down your breathing, and relax your mind. Yoga can help you feel calmer when life is busy and stressful.

What You Need

Any time you start a new exercise routine it’s a good idea to check with a parent. A yoga class can be a great way to get started because the instructor can teach you how to get into the poses. Find a large enough space with few distractions. No TV or people, if possible. Wear comfortable workout clothes and no shoes or socks. A yoga mat can be helpful because it cushions a bit and keeps your feet from slipping. Yoga should not hurt, so go slow and ease into position. Go only as far as you comfortably can.








名 人 语 库


People who can not find time for recreation are obliged sooner or later
 to find time for illness.


~John Wanamaker


腾不出时间娱乐的人，早晚会被迫腾出时间生病。


——霍梅克
 




















你与瑜伽

当你听到“瑜伽”这个词时，你是否会想到一个人将自己的大腿扭曲成卷饼那样？如果是这样，瑜伽看起来就似乎很复杂，像专门给成人练习的。但事实并非如此！儿童和青少年也可以因为同样的理由练习瑜伽：伸展身体、放慢呼吸、放松思想的感觉很棒。当你感到生活忙碌、压力重重时，瑜伽可以帮助你平静下来。

你需要

无论任何时候，当你开始一项新的锻炼安排时，和家长谈谈总是好的。上瑜伽课程是个不错的开始，因为教练会教你怎样做动作。找一个足够大且很少让你分心的地方。最好不要有电视或其他人。穿上舒适的运动服，不要穿鞋袜。瑜伽垫很有用，因为它有一定的缓冲作用，而且会防止出现脚滑。瑜伽不应该让你感到疼痛，所以你要慢慢地、舒服地摆正姿势。尽量做，舒服就行。




Why Yoga for Stress

When you get stressed or nervous, many things can help you feel better. Talking with someone—a parent or friend—is a great idea because they can help you figure out what’s wrong and start coming up with solutions. In addition, you can ease stress through exercise. You probably know exercise is good for your health, but it’s also a proven way to put you in a better mood. So it makes sense that yoga is a favorite activity among people who want to feel stronger and more relaxed. Yoga includes a lot of stretching, but that’s not all—yoga also focuses on breathing and meditation, which means thinking calm thoughts. Practicing yoga is a chance to learn stretching/breathing/thinking skills that you can use to calm yourself down the next time you feel worried. In other words, yoga can help your body stay loose and relaxed when things heat up!

Think Good Thoughts

Meditation is the first part of a stress-relieving yoga routine. Meditation means being calm, quiet, and focused. Some people call this “feeling centered”. When you’re feeling centered, you can do your best in stressful situations such as taking a test or working through a disagreement with a friend. Try these meditation exercises: Take a yoga vacation: Find a quiet, private place, like your bedroom. Sit in a comfortable position and close your eyes. Imagine a place where you feel safe and relaxed. Is it your best friend’s backyard? Your grandma’s house? Camping in the woods? Imagine yourself in this place for three to five minutes. You’ll feel much calmer after your “yoga vacation”. Positive pictures: When you’re feeling stressed about a big test or game, it can help to imagine it going really well. Sit in a comfortable position and close your eyes. Picture yourself feeling prepared for your test or kicking the winning goal in soccer. Of course, positive pictures can’t take the place of actual preparation, but they can help you feel more confident.




为什么选择瑜伽减压

当你感到压力或紧张时，很多事都可以让你放松下来。同别人聊聊天——父母或朋友——这方法就很不错，因为他们可以帮你发现问题所在，找出解决方案。此外，你还可以通过体育锻炼减轻压力。你也许知道运动对身体有好处，但它也是一个可以令人心情愉悦的行之有效的办法。所以，对于那些希望变得更强壮、渴望放松下来的人来说，瑜伽就是最受欢迎的运动了。瑜伽包括大量的伸展动作，但它远不止如此——瑜伽还注重呼吸和冥想，也就是平心静气地思考。练习瑜伽让你有机会学习伸展、呼吸以及思考的技巧，下次当你感到忧虑的时候，便可以通过这些让自己冷静下来。换句话说，在事情一团糟的时候，瑜伽可以帮助你舒展和放松身体。

积极的想法

冥想是减压瑜伽训练的第一部分。冥想就是保持平静、安静和专注。有些人称之为“感受中心”。当你感受到自己的中心，在紧张的情况下——比如考试或处理与朋友的分歧等——就能发挥最好状态。试试以下的冥想练习：进行一次瑜伽旅行，找一个安静、私人的地方，比如你的卧室。以舒服的姿势坐下来，闭上双眼，想象一个让你感到安全和放松的地方——挚友的后院？奶奶的房子？还是森林里的露营？用三到五分钟想象你身处这个地方。完成“瑜伽旅行”之后，你会感觉平静多了。积极的画面：当你因为一场大考或比赛而倍感压力时，想象它们进展得十分顺利。舒服地坐下，闭上眼睛。想象那些画面：你已经做好了应考准备，或者有信心在足球赛中踢入制胜一球。当然，想象积极画面不能代替真正的准备工作，但它们能让你更有信心。










深呼吸

一方面，你已经知道如何呼吸，因为你此刻就在呼吸！但是，学习如何在瑜伽练习中呼吸，能助你在焦虑不安时发觉呼吸的变化。通常，当你开始感觉紧张不安时，你的呼吸会变得急促，而且呼吸的深度不够。一旦了解自己的呼吸变化，你可以尝试腹部式呼吸。

动起来

瑜伽有许多不同的姿势。有些可以让你伸展颈部、肩膀和背部，这些部位在你紧张或感到压力时通常会绷得很紧。当你想放松自己时，试试以下两个瑜伽姿势：惊讶/怒容：张大嘴巴，瞪大双眼，然后紧紧地闭上眼睛，噘起嘴唇。来回交替做“惊讶”和“怒容”这两个动作。学习时，你的脸部和下巴会绷紧，这套动作能帮你放松这两个部位。如果你跟同伴一起学习，还可以当游戏来玩！谁的鬼脸更傻呢？肩操：考试前适当摆动肩膀和颈部，这能让你的肩部放松下来。如果想休息一下让自己清醒清醒，你甚至可以在考试中途做这个动作。

开心自在玩瑜伽

瑜伽既可以严肃对待，也可以趣味横生。练习瑜伽时你可以面带笑容，甚至放声大笑，这也是个不错的减压方式。你可以独自练习瑜伽，也可以结伴练习。瑜伽可以在家、瑜伽室或公园里进行。我们将以一句特别的梵文问候语结束——“双手合十”。通常，在瑜伽练习结束时都会说这句话，意思是，我体内的光芒向你体内的光芒鞠躬。双手合十。










































 ■
 和自己谈场恋爱

How to Fall in Love


 
 With Yourself


◎
 Sherri









How to fall in love with yourself? Here are a few ideas you can try to build yourself up and fall in love with yourself all over again.


1. Focus on your strengths.
 We all have strengths and luckily they are not all the same. Do things you are naturally good at and enjoy and you will build self confidence, efficiency and pride.


2. Be proud of your accomplishments.
 No matter how big or seemingly small your accomplishments are you should be very proud of each and every one of them. Whether it’s completing high school, university, starting your own company, having kids and raising a family, completing a project that’s hanging around for far too long, be proud. Celebrate the small and large accomplishments and everything in between.


3. Get excited about who you are.
 Celebrate your uniqueness. Maybe you’re a very caring individual, efficient, or adept to solving problems. Embrace it. Be proud that you’re not like everyone else in your social circle. People love you for being you.




名 人 语 库

Behavior is a mirror in which every one shows his image.


~Johann Wolfgang von Goethe


行为是一面镜子，每个人都把自己的形象显现于其中。


——歌德
 












如何爱上你自己？这里有一些小贴士，你可以试着振作起来，重新爱上你自己。


1. 专注于自己的强项。
 我们都有强项，幸运的是，每个人的强项各有千秋。做那些你天生擅长的事情，享受这个过程，你将建立起自信心、高效率和骄傲感。


2. 为自己的成功感到骄傲。
 不管是大的还是小的成就，你都应该为每一次成就而感到自豪。无论是完成高中学业，大学顺利毕业，还是开了自己的公司，有了孩子，开始扶养家庭，或者是完成了一个拖延已久的项目，这些都值得自豪。庆祝这些大大小小的成就吧。


3. 为你就是你自己而高兴。
 庆祝你的独一无二。也许你富有爱心，也许你做事高效，又或者你解决问题很老到。拥抱你的独特吧。为此而感到自豪，因为你与你的社交圈里的其他人不同。正因为你就是你，所以大家才会爱你。


4. 分享你的才华。
 如果你有独特的禀赋，与世界分享它吧。如果你文笔很好——写作吧；如果你舞姿轻盈——跳舞吧；如果你组织能力很强……嗯，你懂的。不管你相信与否，还有人会因为分享你的才能而大大获益。你有没有注意到，与别人分享的这个过程，会让你感觉如此地奇妙和难以置信？





4. Share your talent.
 If you’ve got a talent share it with the world. If you can write—write, if you can dance—dance, if you can organize…well you get the picture. Believe it or not there are people out there who could benefit greatly from you sharing your talents. Ever notice how giving to others makes you feel so incredible about yourself?


5. Forgive yourself.
 Guilt is a weird thing. All guilt does is hold us in the past reliving something we wish we could change. Not going to happen I’m afraid. Forgiveness is a choice. Forgive yourself. The past is the past (I know you’ve heard this before but the more you hear it the more you may start to believe it). Forgive yourself, apologize and move on.


6. Do something just for you.
 Take time for yourself and just relax. Rest both your mind and your body. Rejuvenate by sitting quietly listen to soft soothing music or watch the wonders of nature from your own backyard, balcony or window. Treat yourself to a massage or spa day. Whatever it is that makes you feel special and relaxed … do it.

Love yourself. Take pride in all your unique glory. Maybe you’re quirky and have a very different talent. Embrace it. Flaunt it and share it with the world!





















5. 原谅你自己。
 内疚是件很奇怪的事情。内疚感只会让我们纠缠于过去不放手，总想着重来一遍，希望可以改变一切。不过这恐怕不会发生。宽恕是一种选择。原谅你自己。过去的已经过去（我知道这句话已经是老生常谈了，但你听到的次数越多，你会越应该相信它）。原谅自己，道歉，然后继续向前。


6. 为自己做些事情。
 给自己留点时间，只是为了放松一下。让你的身心都好好休息。静静地坐着，听着舒缓的音乐，或从后院、阳台或窗口，欣赏大自然的奇迹。做做按摩或泡泡温泉。不管是什么让你觉得很特别、很放松的事……去做就好。

爱自己，为自己所有独一无二的魅力感到骄傲。也许你有点奇特，有些不同常人的才华，那么，拥抱你的特别吧。要炫耀，然后跟全世界分享。
















































  ■
 让青春常驻

How to Stay Young


◎
 Harvey Bingham









Throw out nonessential[49]

 numbers. This includes age, weight and height. Let the doctor worry about them. That’s why you pay him/her.

Keep only cheerful friends. The grouches pull you down.

Keep learning. Learn more about the computer, crafts, gardening, whatever. Never let the brain idle. “An idle[50]

 mind is the devil’s workshop. And the devil’s name is Alzheimer’s.”

Enjoy the simple things.

Laugh often, long and loud. Laugh until you gasp for breath.

The tears happen. Endure, grieve, and move on. The only person who is with us our entire life, is ourselves. Be alive while you are alive.

Surround yourself with what you love, whether it’s family, pets, keepsakes, music, plants, hobbies, whatever. Your home is your refuge[51]

 .

Cherish your health: If it is good, preserve it. If it is unstable, improve it. If it is beyond what you can improve, get help.




美 丽 语 录

Remember these simple guidelines for happiness: 1. Free your heart from hate; 2. Free your mind from worry; 3. Live simply; 4. Give more;



5. Expect less.



幸福五大原则：1. 心中无恨；2. 脑中无忧；3. 生活简单；



4. 多些付出；5. 少些期待。
 




















扔掉那些无关紧要的数字。包括你的年龄、体重和身高。让医生去操心吧。因为你给了他们报酬。

结交乐观的朋友。那些满腹牢骚的人只能让你雪上加霜。

学无止境。多了解计算机、手艺、园艺等知识。不要让你的大脑闲置下来。“无所事事的大脑是魔鬼的加工厂。魔鬼的名字叫痴呆症。”

享受简单事物。

多笑，开怀大笑。上气不接下气地笑。

有泪就流。忍受和悲伤过后，要继续前行。陪伴我们度过一生的唯一的人——就是我们自己。让生命鲜活起来。

让你的所爱环绕着你，无论是家人、宠物、纪念品、音乐、植物、爱好，什么都好。你的家就是你的避风港。




Don’t take guilt trips. Take a trip to the mall, to the next country, to a foreign country, but not to where the guilt is.

Tell the people you love that you love them, at every opportunity.

And always remember: Life is not measured by the number of breaths we take, but by the moments that take our breath away.














珍惜健康：如果它很好，就好好地保护它。如果它反复无常，就改善它。如果你已无力改善它了，就请别人帮忙吧。

别踏上犯罪的道路。你可以去商场闲逛，可以去附近地区旅行，可以出国旅行，但不要踏上犯罪之路。

告诉你所爱的人们，你爱他们，把握每一个表达的机会。

永远记住：度量生命的不是我们呼吸的次数，而是那些最最难忘的时刻。






































■ 放松，微笑，创造

Relax, Smile, and Create


◎
 Jessie 












Relax

Don’t take yourself too seriously.

Happiness is largely a choice.

Feel gratitude for all of the good in your life.





Smile

Once you have enough to pay for life’s basics think to yourself: “I’ve won.”

Happiness is contagious: find someone who is happy and stand close to them.





Play, Create

Happiness is attainable.

Slow down and enjoy the scenery. Be spontaneous.

Happiness is perched on your windowsill, invite it in.

Success is not the key to happiness; happiness is the key to success.




美 丽 语 录

It is better to waste one’s youth than to do nothing with it at all.

年轻时做一点儿事，要比什么事也不做好。




















放松

不要把自己看得太重。

快乐在很大程度上，是一种选择。

为你生命中的所有美好而心存感激。





微笑

一旦你能满足自己的基本生活需求了，就对自己说：“我赢了。”

快乐是会传染的：找到那些快乐的人，和他们并肩前行。





玩，创造

快乐是可以获得的。

慢下来，去欣赏沿途的风景。要发自内心。

快乐就栖息在你的窗台，邀请它进来吧。

成功不是快乐的必然；而快乐却是成功的关键。




Surround yourself with positive, life-affirming people.





Make others happy

Have big dreams.

Enjoy the journey.

Grab every single morsel of happiness which comes your way.

Be on the look out for moments of pleasure and wonder.


















争取让你身边环绕着那些积极而又生活乐观的人。





带给别人快乐

拥有大大的梦想。

享受旅途。

抓住沿途中点点滴滴的快乐。

珍惜每个开心和奇迹的瞬间。










































  ■
 寂寞也美

Loneliness


◎
 Deepak Chandrasekaren









“A man is known by the company he keeps.” If it is so, then everyone is bound to have their baggage of loneliness with them as companions. Loneliness is not something that doesn’t exist at all with any human being on earth. Every human being feels lonely in his life at some point or other. It’s but natural to have such feeling, because that’s what makes us all human and that is why we are as we are now.

If we shed some light on why we feel aloof or lonely at times, we would be very much astonished or even probably surprised by the results. We ourselves are responsible for our self-defined gloominess. This is because at times we really feel that we are un-cared for or feel someone doesn’t understand us.

Sometimes we over analyze real life situations and have this growing sense of self pity inside us. This feeling always gives us thoughts which picturise us always receiving the wrong end of the stick in life. The truth might not always be true if we touch our heart and see. It’s just that our expectations in life and from people around us or circumstances that we are facing have got the better of us. Expectation is the silent killer which murders millions of mushy[52]

 and time tested relationships. If there would have been no expectations from anyone, the world would have been a much better place to be. If there would have been no expectations, not many people would have had an aching heart and a life long grouse against there would have been better haves. If it wouldn’t have been for unreasonable expectations not many couples would have divorced each other.




名 人 语 库


The main dangers in this life are the people who want to change
 everything—or nothing.


~Lady Astor


生活中的主要危险来自那些想要改变一切或什么也不想改变的人。


——阿斯特子爵夫人
 




















“观其友，知其人。”如果的确如此，那么每个人都注定要与孤独为伴。在这个世界上，孤独感与每个人相生相伴。人们都会在某些特定的时刻感到孤独。这是十分自然的感觉，因为孤独感使我们成为人，并让我们成为现在的自己。

如果我们要阐明为什么有时会感到冷漠或孤独，我们会对得出的结果感到十分吃惊。我们应该对我们自定义的忧郁负责。这是因为，在有些时候，我们真的觉得自己被忽视或不被理解。

有时候我们过度地分析了自己的真实生活状况，这令我们在内心产生了一种自我怜悯的感觉。这种感觉经常会带给我们一种生活的错觉。如果我们扪心自问，真相并不总是真实的，它只是我们对于身边的人和环境过高的期待。期待是一个沉默的杀手，谋杀了无数亲密的、经过时间考验的关系。如果我们不再总是对他人抱有期待，这个世界将会变得更好。如果不再有那么多期待，就不会有那么多人感到心痛，而对于有些人，一生也就不会有那么长的埋怨了。如果没有那些不合理的期待，也就不会有那么多夫妻离婚了。




How to come out of expectations then? Good question. The answer is when you give something, don’t always expect anything in return. When our mother gave birth to us, she never expected that we will give birth to her. She has just fulfilled her desire to raise a family and live for them. In the same way, let our actions make us live for our self and let not expectation screw up the major portion of your lives. Let us have the freedom and will power to express our love, affection and longingness for people whenever we feel. Let us not restrict our freedom of expression just because he or she is not responding the way we want them to.

Well, all in all a little bit of loneliness is good for a self-analysis[53]

 to keep a check over your actions. Introspection always makes you communicate with the inner self, but too much of introspection can make you scale the altitude of self pity. So show restrain at the right time.


















那么怎样才能跳出期待呢？问得好。答案是，当我们给予的时候，不要总是期待有所回报。当我们的妈妈给予我们生命时，她从没有期望我们也给予她生命。她仅仅是完成了她拥有一个家庭并为之而活的理想。同样，让我们为自己而活，不要让期待占据你生命中的一大部分。让我们自由地、大声地表达我们的爱、感动和渴望。当别人没有像我们期待的那样回应时，我们也不要失去表达感情的自由。

当然，总的来说，一点点的孤独对一个人审视自己的行为是有好处的。自省总是会让你与你的心灵有所交流，但是过度的自省会使我们产生高度的自我怜悯感。因此，适当克制自己，要适可而止。


















Chapter 4　踏上梦想的舞台，书写精彩















Come On the Stage of Dreams






Life is tough, whether we want it to be or not. What we need to do is pray for roots that reach deep into the Eternal, so when the rains fall and the winds blow, we won’t be swept asunder.






不管我们愿不愿意，生活总是艰难的。我们需要做的是祈祷深植我们的信念之根，这样，当面对风吹雨打时，我们就不会被伤害。





























   ■
 鞋钉


The Shoe Tacks





◎
 Tom Cawley









The hardworking blacksmith Jones used to work all day in his shop and so hard working was he that at times he would make the sparks fly from his hammer. The son of Mr. Smith, a rich neighbor, used to come to see the blacksmith everyday and for hours and hours he would enjoy himself watching how the tradesman[54]

 worked.

“Young man, why don’t you try your hand to learn to make shoe tacks, even if it is only to pass the time?” said the blacksmith. “Who knows, one day, it may be of use to you.” The lazy boy began to see what he could do. But after a little practice he found that he was becoming very skilled and soon he was making some of the finest tacks.

Old Mr. Smith died and the son on account of the war lost all his goods. He had to leave home and was forced to take up residence in another country. It so happened that in this village there were numerous[55]

 shoemakers who were spending a lot of money to buy tacks for their shoes and even at times when they paid high prices they were not always able to get what they wanted, because in that part of the country there was a high demand for soldiers’ shoes.




美 丽 语 录

Give everything a shot. You never know what (or who) is going to change your life.

任何事情都应该去尝试一下，因为你无法知道，什么样的事或人将会改变你的一生。
















琼斯是个勤劳的铁匠，常常一整天都在他的店里工作。他工作非常努力，他的锤子时常会火花四溅。史密斯先生的儿子，一个很有钱的邻居，几乎每天都来看铁匠工作。他喜欢观看这位工匠工作，而且一看就是几小时。

“年轻人，你为什么不尝试一下如何制作鞋钉呢，哪怕只是用来消磨时间？”铁匠说，“谁知道呢，有一天，它或许就会对你有用呢。”那个懒孩子开始想看看自己到底能做什么。但是，仅仅经过小小的实践练习，他就发现自己变得非常熟练，很快他就做出了最好的鞋钉。

老史密斯先生去世了，他的儿子则因为战争而失去了所有的财产。他不得不离开家园，被迫住在了另一个国家。事情就是这样巧合，这个国家的这个地区急需大量军鞋，所以这个村子里有很多鞋匠，而他们总是花费很多钱购买鞋钉。甚至有时即使付了很高的价钱，也买不到他们想要的鞋钉。




Our young Mr. Smith, who was finding it difficult to earn his daily bread, remembered that once upon a time he had learned the art of making tacks and had the sudden idea of making a bargain[56]

 with the shoemakers. He told them that he would make the tacks if they would help to get him settled in his workshop. The shoemakers were only too glad of the offer. And after a while, Mr. Smith found that he was soon making the finest tacks in the village. “How funny it seems,” he used to say. “Even making tacks can bring a fortune. My trade is more useful to me than were all my former riches.”














在这食不果腹的艰难时刻，我们的小史密斯先生想起了自己从前学过制鞋钉这门手艺，突然冒出了一个想法，和这些鞋匠做一个交易。他告诉他们，如果他们帮他成立一个店铺，他就可以做鞋钉。结果，鞋匠们对他的这一提议欣喜若狂。过了不久，史密斯先生发现他做的鞋钉是村里最好的。“看起来可真有意思，”他常常会说，“即便是做鞋钉也会带来财富。与我以前所有的财富相比，我现在的生意更有益。”










































 ■
 每个人都有梦想

Everybody Has a Dream


◎
 Virginia Satir









Some years ago I took on an assignment in a southern county to work with people on public welfare. What I wanted to do was show that everybody has the capacity to be self-sufficient and all we have to do is to activate them. I asked the county to pick a group of people who were on public welfare, people from different racial groups and different family constellations. I would then see them as a group for three hours every Friday. I also asked for a little petty cash to work with, as I needed it.

The first thing I said after I shook hands with everybody was, “I would like to know what your dreams are.” Everyone looked at me as if I were kind of wacky.

“Dreams? We don’t have dreams.”

I said, “Well, when you were a kid what happened? Wasn’t there something you wanted to do?”

One woman said to me, “I don’t know what you can do with dreams. The rats are eating up my kids.”

“Oh,” I said. “That’s terrible. No, of course, you are very much involved with the rats and your kids. How can that be helped?”




名 人 语 库

No man is useless in this world who lightens the burden of someone else.


~Charles Dickens


在这个世界上能为别人减轻负担的人都是有用的。


——查尔斯·狄更斯
 




















几年前，我被派遣到南部的一个镇上去指导依靠公共福利生活的人。我想做的就是告诉每个人，他们都有自给自足的能力，我们要做的就是激励他们。我让镇里挑选一批靠公共福利生活的人，他们应来自不同的种族和不同的家庭出身。然后，我会在每星期五与这些人待上3个小时。我还申请了一小笔工作资金，以备不时之需。

在同每个人一一握手之后，我说的第一句话就是：“我想知道你们的梦想都是什么。”每个人都用异样的眼光看着我，好像我是一个怪人。

“梦想？我们没有梦想。”

我说：“好吧，当你们还是个孩子的时候呢？你们没有什么想做的事吗？”

一位女士对我说：“我不知道有了梦想又能做什么。老鼠就要吃掉我的孩子了。”




“Well, I could use a new screen door because there are holes in my screen door.”

I asked, “Is there anybody around here who knows how to fix a screen door?”

There was a man in the group, and he said, “A long time ago I used to do things like that but now I have a terribly bad back, but I’ll try.”

I told him I had some money if he would go to the store and buy some screening and go and fix the lady’s screen door.

“Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, I’ll try.”

The next week, when the group was seated, I said to the woman, “Well, is your screen door fixed?”

“Oh, yes,” she said.

“Then we can start dreaming, can’t we?” She sort of smiled at me.

I said to the man who did the work, “How do you feel?”

He said, “Well, you know, it’s a very funny thing. I’m beginning to feel a lot better.”

That helped the group to begin to dream. These seemingly small successes allowed the group to see that dreams were not insane. These small steps began to get people to see and feel that something really could happen.

I began to ask other people about their dreams. One woman shared that she always wanted to be a secretary. I said, “Well, what stands in your way?” (That’s always my next question.)

She said, “I have six kids, and I don’t have anyone to take care of them while I’m away.”

“Let’s find out,” I said.




“哦，”我说，“那可真糟糕。你老是想着老鼠和你的孩子，那梦想当然没什么用。怎样才能帮到你呢？”

“嗯……我也许需要一扇新的纱门，我的纱门洞太多了。”

我问：“这里有没有谁知道怎么安装纱门？”

这时，人群里有个男人说道：“很久以前，我常做那样的工作，但现在我的背痛得厉害，不过我会试试。”

我告诉他我有些钱，问他能否去商店买些网眼纱，然后去帮那位女士安装纱门。

“你认为你能做到这些吗？”

“是的，我试试。”

一周以后，当小组成员都坐好后，我对那位女士说：“好吧，你的纱门安装好了吗？”

“哦，是的。”她说。

“那么我们可以开始梦想了，不是吗？”她对我笑了笑。

我对那个安装纱门的男人说：“你感觉如何？”

他说：“噢，你知道，这是件很有趣的事。我现在感觉好多了。”

这件事使得整组人开始梦想起来。这些看似微不足道的成功让他们领会到，梦想并不愚蠢。这些小小的步骤开始让人们看见并感受到，有些事情真的会发生。

我开始询问其他人的梦想。一位女士分享道，她一直想做一个秘书。我说：“嗯，那么是什么阻碍了你的梦想呢？”（这总是我下一个要问的问题。）

她说：“我有6个孩子，当我外出的时候，我找不到人去照顾他们。”
















“让我们来看看有没有办法。”我说。

“这位女士每周在社区大学接受培训的一两天里，这个小组里有人能照顾一下她的6个孩子吗？”

一位女士说道：“我也有孩子，但我可以帮忙。”

“那就这么办。”我说。于是一个计划出炉了，那位女士去上课了。

每个人都有所领悟。那位安装纱门的男人成了一名杂务工。这位帮忙照看孩子的女人成了一名有执照的看护师。12周后，我使得这组人都不再依靠公共福利而生活。这样的事，我不仅只成功了一次，而是已经帮助了更多的人自食其力。










































  ■
 年轻与年老

Youth and Age


◎
 Robert Louis Stevenson












As we grow old, a sort of equable jog-trot of feeling is substituted for the violent ups and downs of passion and disgust; the same influence that restrains our hopes, quiets our apprehensions[57]

 ; if the pleasures are less intense, the troubles are milder and more tolerable; and in a word, this period for which we are asked to hoard up everything as for a time of famine, is, in its own right, the richest, easiest, and happiest of life. Nay, by managing its own work and following its own happy inspiration, youth is doing the best it can to endow the leisure of age. A full, busy youth is your only prelude to a self-contained and independent age; and the muff inevitably develops into the bore. There are not many Doctor Johnsons, to set forth upon their first romantic voyage at sixty-four. If we wish to scale Mont Blanc or go down in a diving dress or up in a balloon, we must be about it while we are still young. It will not do to delay until we are clogged with prudence and limping with rheumatism[58]

 and people begin to ask us: “What does Gravity out of bed?” Youth is the time to go flashing from one end of the world to the other both in mind and body; to try the manners of different nations; to hear the chimes at midnight; to see sunrise in town and country; to be converted at a revival; to circumnavigate the metaphysics, write halting verses, run a mile to see a fire, and wait all day long in the theatre to applaud HERNANI.
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Go for the happy endings, because life doesn’t have any sequels.

为了一个美丽的结果而努力吧，因为人生没有续集。
























当我们慢慢变老时，一种平淡而缓慢的感觉代替了强烈的爱憎沉浮。同样，这种感觉让我们克制自己的希望，消除心中的忧虑。如果快乐不再那么热烈，那么烦恼就能变得微不足道，更容易忍受。总而言之，在这段时间里，我们必须备好一切，以备不时之需。这段时间是整个生命中最丰富多彩、最轻松、最幸福的。不但如此，通过管理自己的行为，随着快乐的灵感律动，年轻人尽力让自己的时代变得闲适安逸。充实忙碌的年轻时代是独立自主的老年生活的唯一前奏。而那些年轻时碌碌无为的人，他们的晚年注定是沉闷无聊的。世上的约翰逊博士并不多——在64岁那年才开启人生中的首次浪漫之旅。如果我们想要丈量勃朗峰，或者穿上潜水衣潜水，或者乘坐热气球飞上高空，我们必须趁年轻时去做，不要拖到自己变得小心谨慎、腿脚不便时才去。那时，人们就会问我们：“为何如此不安分？”年轻时代就是周游世界的时代，不论是精神游历还是身体力行；去体验不同国家的不同风情；去聆听午夜的钟声；去欣赏城市和乡间的日出；去为了重生而虔诚悔过；去博览玄学，写一些差强人意的诗句，跑一英里的路看篝火，等上一整天只是为了给《艾那尼》喝彩。














































  ■
 让计划动起来

Make a Plan and


 
 Make It Work


◎
 Douglas Lurton












When you determine what you want you have made the most important decision of your life. To attain what you want you must have a plan. Actually, planning is a simple process, but it is amazing how many persons survive without planning. They survive but they do not attain the full richness that life has to offer.

Most of the failures in life are due to lack of planning or to faulty planning. Whatever you may want to accomplish, whether it be the building of a boat, a rise in pay, or the building of a successful career, your chances of success are immeasurably increased by observing these underlying principles of planning.

1. Determine your objective and visualize it. Picture what you want and the kind of person you want to be. Visualize yourself in the boss’s private office; in that full professorship; as the president of the bank or factory; as the surgeon performing the miracle of saving life.

2. Get the facts. Get all the facts about what will be required to attain the objective you have determined upon and visualized.
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If you wish to succeed, you should use persistence as your good friend
 , experience as your reference, prudence as your brother and hope as your sentry.


~Thomas Edison


如果你希望成功，当以恒心为良友，以经验为参谋，以谨慎为兄弟，以希望为哨兵。


——托马斯·爱迪生
 












当你明确自己想要什么时，你已经做出了人生中最重大的决定。为了实现这个目标，你必须有一个计划。事实上，制订计划是个简单的过程，然而令人吃惊的是，竟然有很多人在毫无计划地活着。他们活着，却没有充分领悟生活所能给予的充实和丰盛。

人生中大多数的失败都源于缺乏计划或计划不当。无论你想实现什么——是造一条小船，是涨工资，还是开创一项成功的事业——只要你能遵循计划背后的种种规则，成功的机会就会大大增加。

1．确定你的目标，并想象目标实现时的情景。确定你想要什么，以及你想要成为什么样的人。想象自己坐在老板的办公室里；想象自己成为大学教授；想象自己成为银行家或工厂老板；想象自己成为创造挽救生命奇迹的医生。

2．收集基本信息。弄清楚实现自己的目标有哪些要求。




3. Analyze, evaluate, group those facts. Put them in logical order of importance of accomplishment. Put them in a flexible order of accomplishment, be sure they are attainable in order, make certain they are practical.

4. Adopt a timetable for the accomplishment of your objective and cleave to that timetable.

5. Have faith, clear, abiding faith, in the ultimate attainment of your objective and the minor objectives that contribute to the whole program of accomplishment. Don’t let anyone—friend, relative, or foe—divert you for long from the way in which you know you must go.

6. Take action today to put your plan into effect. A plan without action is a futile dream. Let go of the ball. Don’t be content to be continually winding up; you have to let go of the ball to make a strike.

7. Persistently take steps to further your plans. Don’t let obstacles get you down. Washouts on the way may delay you, but you can go around or over if you refuse to surrender.

8. Concentrate on one good step at a time and don’t walk in more than one direction.

9. Regularly check up on yourself and others assisting you on the way. Adjust your plans as required by circumstances you can’t control. Study and follow your timetable.

10. Put your plan and timetable on paper.

Men without plans are at the mercy of the vagrant winds of fortune. Men with plans and determination to follow them have control of their destiny. The choicest prizes that life has to offer go to those who make plans. The leftovers go to the aimless.














3．分析和评估这些信息，并将其分类。将这些要求按照实现的重要程度进行逻辑排序，按照实现的先后灵活排序；同时，还要确保这个顺序符合实际。

4．为实现目标制定时间表，并恪守这个时间表。

5．在实现终极目标和组成它的小目标的过程中心存信念，此信念务必清晰而持久。不要让任何人——朋友、亲戚或敌人——分散你的注意力，令你心猿意马。

6．今天就采取行动，将你的计划付诸实践。没有行动的计划无异于白日梦。放手去干吧，不要满足于来回兜圈子，放手一搏才能给予最有力的一击。

7．坚持不懈，步步为营，让计划越走越长远。不要让任何障碍阻挡你前进的步伐。也许你会在路上遭遇挫折，但如果不想投降，就必须绕过它或跨越它。

8．每次只专注于一个方面，不要同时进行几项工作。

9．定期对自己和一路上帮助你的人进行反思。根据实际情况调整计划。研究并遵循你的时间表。

10．将你的计划和时间表写在纸上。

没有计划的人总是受制于无常的命运，有计划、有决心的人才能掌握自己的人生。生命中最好的奖品总是奖励给那些制订计划并实施计划的人，剩下的人只是漫无目的地游荡。










































   ■
 觉醒时分

A Time to Awake


◎
 Dawn









What has become of your fondest dreams? If you were guaranteed[59]

 success, what would you dare to attempt?

We all have dreams, deep inside ... Those moments when we take a voyage in our imagination, into a world where everything was possible, a world where fear is a strange concept, limits are non-existent and we are at peace with ourselves.

How come our dreams remain just those dreams? Why are we stuck in jobs we hate, held bound by the fear of the unknown, if we dare to stand up and walk away?

Every new day seems to take us farther away from our dream. Sometimes we get so caught up in the rat race; our dreams seem like a distant memory. Little by little we let our dreams die.

How come our biggest dreams don’t come true? The answer is not a profound revelation from the east, culled from wisdom of the ancients. It is so simple, you begin to wonder why it skipped you all these years.
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Re a long way, a step by step can be completed, and then a short road,
 do not stride feet cannot be reached.

再长的路，一步步也能走完；再短的路，不迈开双脚也无法到达。
























你最渴望的梦想怎么样了？如果你注定会成功，那么你还敢尝试些什么呢？

我们都有梦想，深深地埋藏在心里……带着梦想，我们乘着想象之翼，进入一个一切皆有可能的世界。那是一个没有恐惧、没有限制、人人心境宁静的世界。

为何我们的梦想依旧只是梦想呢？假如我们勇敢地站起来走开，那我们是不是就不会陷入厌恶的工作中，被莫名其妙的恐惧困扰呢？

每个崭新的一天都好像让我们离梦想越来越远。有时，我们被毫无意义的竞争困扰着；有时，我们的梦想就像是一段遥不可及的回忆。渐渐地，我们的梦想幻灭了。

为何我们最大的梦想无法实现？答案并不是从东方古人的智慧中领悟出的深刻启迪。它其实十分简单，你甚至会开始思考，为什么这么多年自己却没有发现。




Our dreams simply don’t come true because we keep on sleeping after dreaming. We don’t wake up, get out of bed, and do something about it. The best dreams come to pass when you are awake.

Sometimes we actually wake up and take one giant leap for mankind. Then we plummet[60]

 back to earth, lick our wounds, and convince ourselves that it is not feasible and promptly go back to sleep. Sometimes we give it a second or third shot, before we say goodbye and return to Status Quo Avenue. Well, we gave our best shot ...

The only way our dreams can come true is when we start doing something about it. Start with a baby step, one tiny step after another. With time, you will be amazed by how far you had gone. The more steps you take in the direction of your dreams, the bolder you become. Soon you start seeing shafts of light at the end of the tunnel. The closer you get, the more feasible it becomes. Gradually, your fears begin to ebb away. Taking the first step is a scary business. You can determine the magnitude[61]

 and direction of that first step. Some folks take the bull by the horn, quit their day jobs, and go for it. Others keep their day jobs, and moonlight at sun down, till they get to the point they can comfortably fire their boss. For others still, it means a change of career.

Whichever route you take to the land of your dreams, the starting point is waking up, and doing something. Then keep on keeping on. It is only a matter of time. You will get there.














我们的梦想无法实现的原因其实很简单，那就是：我们做完梦便又再次沉沉地睡着了。我们没有立刻醒来，起床，然后将它实现。等你醒来时，最好的梦想都已消失不见。

有时，我们的确醒来了，还为全人类的进步迈出了一大步。接着，我们便摔倒在地，只顾舔舐伤口，劝自己说这是不可行的，不一会儿便又回到了梦乡。有时，在彻底放弃和安于现状之前，我们会象征性地尝试一两次。那么，我们真的尽力了吗？

让梦想实现的唯一方法就是：动起来。先迈一小步，接着再迈一小步。随着时间的推移，你会惊奇地发现自己已经走了很远。你朝着梦想的方向迈的步子越多，就会越勇敢。很快，你就能看见隧道另一端的光亮了。你越靠近它，就越可能实现梦想。慢慢地，你的恐惧消失不见了。迈出第一步是一件让人恐慌的事情。但是，第一步的大小和方向全都掌握在你的手中。有些人勇敢地面对困难，辞去工作，去追逐梦想；而另一些人则选择留在原地，继续着从前那起早贪黑的日子，直到自己也有勇气炒老板鱿鱼的那一天。毕竟对这些人来说，这意味着要转变职业道路。

无论你选择以哪种方式实现自己的梦想，起点永远都是：醒过来，动起来，然后继续下去。能否实现梦想，这只是时间问题。你终将到达目的地。






































■梦想照进现实

Make It Come True


◎
 Dan Clark












In 1957, a ten years old boy in California set a goal. At that time Jim Brown was the greatest running back ever to play pro football and this tall, skinny boy wanted his autograph. In order to accomplish his goal, the young boy had to overcome some obstacles.

He grew up in the ghetto[62]

 , where he never got enough to eat. Malnutrition took its toll and a disease called rickets forced him to wear steel splints[63]

 to support his skinny bow out legs. He had no money to buy a ticket to get into the game, so he waited patiently near the locker room until the game ended and Jim Brown left the field. He politely asked Brown for his autograph. As Brown signed, the boy explained, “Mr. Brown, I have all your pictures on my wall. I know you hold all the records. You are my idol.”

Brown smiled and began to leave, but the young boy was not finished. He proclaimed[64]

 , “Mr. Brown, one day I am going to break every record you hold!” Brown was impressed and asked, “What’s your name, son?”
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Don’t believe that winning is really everything. It’s more important to stand for something. If you don’t stand for something, what do you win?



~Lane Kirkland


不要认为取胜就是一切，更重要的是要有信念。倘若你没有信念，那胜利又有什么意义呢？


——莱恩·柯克兰
 




















1957年，加利福尼亚有一个10岁小男孩立下了目标。当时，吉姆·布朗是最有名的职业足球运动员，而这个高高瘦瘦的小男孩很想要他的签名。为了实现愿望，这个年轻的小男孩必须战胜种种阻碍。

他在贫民窟里长大，在那儿始终都吃不饱。营养不良导致他患上“佝偻病”，这使他不得不带上钢夹板以支撑那瘦弱弯曲的腿。他没钱买票去看比赛，所以他就耐心地待在更衣室里，直到比赛结束、吉姆离场的那一刻。他很礼貌地问吉姆要他的亲笔签名。在吉姆签名时，这个男孩解释道：“布朗先生，我的墙上挂满了你所有的照片。我知道你保持的所有比分纪录。你是我的偶像。”




The boy replied, “Orenthal James Simpson. My friends call me O.J.”  

O. J Simpson went on to break all but three of the rushing records held by Jim Brown before injuries shortened his football career.

Goal setting is the strongest force for human motivation.

Set a goal and make it come true.






















布朗笑了笑，准备离开，但这个年轻的小男孩并没有停下脚步。他向布朗宣称道：“布朗先生，总有一天我要打破你的所有纪录！”这给布朗留下了深刻的印象，他问道：“孩子，你叫什么名字？”

男孩回答道：“O.J. 辛普森。朋友们都叫我O.J.。”

在O.J.辛普森因受伤终止自己的足球生涯之前，除了由吉姆·布朗保持的三项带球冲刺纪录外，他一举打破了其他全部纪录。

设定目标是激励个人动力的最强的力量。

设定目标，然后实现它。














































 ■
 年轻人应该有理想

Young People



 Should Have Ideals


◎
 Paul Angone









To different people, the word “ideal” may mean different things. To some, it may mean success and fame in their career; to others, a peaceful life. Very often, we have ideals for the “self” and no ideal for society, not to mention the people of the world. Is it a sound attitude towards life?

In my opinion, a youth should have ideals. But it is more important that these ideals are not merely centered on[65]

 the “self”. They should be also the ideals of the majority of people. Then you would get strength and confidence towards life.

The setting up of an ideal does not merely mean to go without doing anything. Real and concrete action should be taken. For us students, the most important thing to do is to study both inside and outside school. We study not to become bookworms but to be well-equipped[66]

 and prepared for the pursuit[67]

 of our ideals.




美 丽 语 录

If you identify your way, the world is gonna give way to you.

如果你明确自己的方向，世界也会为你让路。





















“理想”一词对于不同的人可能有着不同的含义。在一些人看来，它可能意味着事业上的成功和名誉；而在另一些人看来，它可能意味着平静的生活。一般情况下，我们有为“自我”的理想，却没有为社会的理想，至于为全人类的理想就更不用提了。这是一种健康的人生态度吗？

我认为年轻人应该有理想。然而，更为重要的是，这些理想不能仅仅以“自我”为中心，而应以大多数人的理想为中心。这样，你才能得到力量，并对生活充满信心。

确立一个理想不能夸夸其谈，而应该采取真正的、具体的行动。对于我们学生来说，最重要的事不仅是在校内学习，还要在校外学习。我们学习的目的不是为了学成书呆子，而是为了好好地武装自己，为了做好准备去追求我们的理想。




Sometimes, in striving toward our ideals, we may encounter certain difficulties and failures. But we should not give up or lose hope, for as long as we try, there is always a way out. We will not lose heart if our ideals are the wish of the many!














有时，在向着理想前进的时候，我们可能会经历一些困难和失败。然而，我们不应该放弃或丧失希望，因为只要我们尝试了，终究会有摆脱困境的办法。假如我们的理想正是许多人的愿望，我们就不会丧失勇气！






































■ 坚持不懈，勇往直前




I Will Persist Until I Succeed


◎
 Og Mandino












In the Orient young bulls are tested for the fight arena in a certain manner. Each is brought to the ring and allowed to attack a picador[68]

 who pricks them with a lance. The bravery of each bull is then rated with care according to the number of times he demonstrates his willingness to charge in spite of the sting of the blade. Henceforth will I recognize that each day I am tested by life in like manner. If I persist, if I continue to try, if I continue to charge forward, I will succeed.

I was not delivered unto this world in defeat, nor does failure course in my veins. I am not a sheep waiting to be prodded by my shepherd. I am a lion and I refuse to talk, to walk, to sleep with the sheep. I will hear not those who weep and complain, for their disease is contagious. Let them join the sheep. The slaughterhouse of failure is not my destiny.

The prizes of life are at the end of each journey, not near the beginning; and it is not given to me to know how many steps are necessary in order to reach my goal. Failure I may still encounter at the thousandth step, yet success hides behind the next bend in the road. Never will I know how close it lies unless I turn the corner.




美 丽 语 录


Millions of failures are caused by people who do things not thoroughly.
 It happens that some people cease or give up when it is just one step before
 success.

世界上千万人的失败，都是失败在做事不彻底，往往做到离成功尚差一步就终止不做了。





















在古老的东方，挑选小公牛竞技场格斗有一定的程序。它们被带进场地，向手持长矛的斗牛士攻击。裁判以它受激后再向斗牛士进攻的次数多少，来评定这只公牛的英勇程度。从今往后，我必须承认，我生命的每一天都在接受这样的考验。如果我坚持不懈，如果我不断尝试，如果我勇往直前，我就一定会成功。

我不是为了失败才来到这个世界上的，我的血管里也没有失败的血液流动。我不是任人驱赶的羔羊。我是猛狮，拒绝与羊群为伍。我不想听失意者的哭泣、抱怨，他们是羊群中的瘟疫。我不能被它传染。失败者的屠宰场不是我命运的归宿。

生命的奖赏远在旅途的终点，而非起点附近。我不知道要走多少步才能达到目标。踏上第一千步的时候，仍可能失败，但成功就隐藏在下一个拐角处，除非我转过拐角，否则永远不知道它是如此接近。




Always will I take another step. If that is of no avail I will take another, and yet another. In truth, one step at a time is not too difficult.

Henceforth, I will consider each day’s effort as but one blow of my blade against a mighty oak. The first blow may cause not a tremor in the wood, nor the second, nor the third. Each blow, of itself, may be trifling, and seem of no consequence. Yet from childish swipes the oak will eventually tumble. So it will be with my efforts of today.

I will be likening to the raindrop which washes away the mountain; the ant who devours a tiger; the star which brightens the earth; the slave who builds a pyramid. I will build my castle one brick at a time for I know that small attempts, repeated, will complete any undertaking.

I will never consider defeat and I will remove from my vocabulary such words and phrases as quit, cannot, unable, impossible, out of the question, improbable, failure, unworkable, hopeless, and retreat; for they are the words of fools. I will avoid despair but if this disease of the mind should infect me then I will work on in despair. I will toil and I will endure. I will ignore the obstacles at my feet and keep my eyes on the goals above my head, for I know that where dry desert ends, green grass grows.

I will remember the ancient law of averages and I will bend it to my good. I will persist with knowledge that each failure to sell will increase my chance for success at the next attempt. Each nay I hear will bring me closer to the sound of yea. Each frown I meet only prepares me for the smile to come. Each misfortune I encounter will carry in it the seed of tomorrow’s good luck. I must have the night to appreciate the day. I must fail often to succeed only once.




再前进一步。如果没有用，就再向前一步。事实上，每次进步一点点并不太难。

今后，我承认每一天的努力就像对参天大树的一次砍击。头几刀可能在树林里了无痕迹。每一击本身看似都是微不足道的，似乎毫无结果。然而，累积起来，巨树终会倒下。这恰如我今天的努力。

就像冲刷掉高山的雨滴，吞噬猛虎的蚂蚁，照亮大地的星辰，建起金字塔的奴隶，我也要一砖一瓦地建造起自己的城堡，因为我深知水滴石穿的道理，只要持之以恒，什么事都可以做到。

我绝不考虑失败，我的字典里不再有放弃、不可能、办不到、没法子、成问题、不大可能、失败、行不通、没希望、退缩……这类愚蠢的字眼。我要尽量避免绝望这种疾病，一旦受到它的威胁，我会立刻设法向它挑战。我要辛勤耕耘，忍受苦楚。我放眼未来，勇往直前，不再理会脚下的障碍。我坚信，沙漠尽头必是绿洲。

我要记住古老的平衡法则，并将其作为我的行为准则。我会牢记每一次的失败都会增加下一次成功的机会。这一次的拒绝就是下一次的赞同，这一次的皱眉就是下一次的笑容。我遭遇的每一个不幸，都预示着明天的好运。夜幕降临，回想一天的遭遇，我总是心存感激。我深知，只有失败多次，才能成功。










我要尝试，尝试，再尝试。每一个障碍都是我成功之路上的弯道，是对我的挑战。我会坚持和提升自己的能力，像水手一样乘风破浪，渡过每一次暴风雨。

今后，我要学习和借鉴别人成功的秘诀。当每一天结束时，不论是非成败，我全不计较，只坚信明天会更好。当我精疲力竭时，我要抵制回家的诱惑，再试一次。我一试再试。我不会允许任何一天以失败收场。我要为明天的成功播种，超过那些按部就班的人。在别人停滞不前时，我会继续拼搏，终有一天我会丰收。

我不因昨日的成功而自满，因为这是失败的先兆。我要忘却昨日的一切，无论是好是坏，都让它随风而去。我信心百倍，迎接新的太阳，相信今天是我生命中最好的一天。

只要我一息尚存，就要坚持到底。现在我已深知成功的秘诀。如果我坚持不懈，我就有足够的时间赢得胜利。

坚持不懈，终会成功。


































■ 成功之路，永不言迟

It’s Never Too Late for Success


◎
 Charles D. Rice









You and your parents can stop worrying—Edison, Darwin and lots more were far from being geniuses in their teens.

History books seldom mention it, but the truth is that many of our greatest figures were practically “beatniks” when they were teenagers. They were given to daydreaming, indecision, hebetude[71]

 (plain dullness), and they showed no promise of being a doctor, lawyer or teacher.

So, young men and women, if you suffer from the same symptoms, don’t despair. The world was built by men and women whose parents worried that they would “never amount to a hill of beans”. You don’t hear too much about their early failures because parents prefer to cite more inspiring examples.





A MAN THEY DON’T TELL YOU ABOUT

If you take piano lessons and your attitude towards practicing is marked by laziness, your parents might justly complain and flaunt before you the famous picture of little Mozart in his ruffled night-shirt, playing the piano at midnight in the attic. But the point is, your parents would not show you a picture of a certain part who never showed a whit of interest in music during his formative years. In fact he never showed talent in any direction whatever. Finally put to studying law, he barely passed his final exams. It was not until he was 22 that he suddenly became fired with a great passion for music and his name was Peter Ilyich Tchaikovsky.




美 丽 语 录


You got a dream, you gotta protect it. People can’t do something themselves, they wanna tell you that you can’t do it. If you want something, go get it.


如果你有梦想，守护它。 当人们做不到一些事情的时候，他们就会说你也同样不能。既然有了目标，你就要努力实现。
























你和你的父母可以不必担忧了——爱迪生、达尔文还有许多其他人在他们年少时远非天才。

历史书上很少提到这些，但事实是：我们许多伟人在他们青少年时是“垮掉的一代”。他们也会做白日梦，也会优柔寡断，也会犯傻。而且，他们身上也没有显现出能够成为医生、律师或教师的潜质。

所以，年轻的男女们，如果你们遇到了同样的状况，不必绝望。这个世界就是由那些父母担心会一事无成的男男女女创造的。他们早年失败的事情，想必你很少听说，因为父母更喜欢引用更多鼓舞人心的例子。





他们不向你谈起的一个人








EDISON WAS “ADDLED”

In the sciences, there have been hundreds of geniuses who aimed straight at the goal from their earliest years, and hundreds who showed no aptitude at all. So it goes. You have the Wright Brothers, who were brilliant in engineering in their early teens, and you have Thomas Alva Edison, whose teacher tried to get him out of the class because his brain was “addled”. You have the Nobel Prize physicist Enrico Fermi, who at 17 had read enough mathematics to qualify for a doctor’s degree. And you have the great Albert Schweitzer, who wavered between music and the church until he was 30. Then he started his medical studies. 





DARWIN HATED SCHOOL

Charles Darwin’s early life was a mess. He hated school, and his father once shouted, “You care for nothing but shooting dogs and rat catching, and you will be a disgrace[72]

 to yourself and all your family!” He was sent to Glasgow to study medicine, but he couldn’t stand the sight of blood. He was sent to divinity school and barely managed to graduate. Whereupon he chucked the whole business and shipped out to the South Seas on the famous exploring ship Beagle. On that voyage, one of history’s greatest scientists was born. It was here that he collected the material for the book that would revolutionize biological science—The Origin of the Species
 .




如果你正在学钢琴，可你并不勤于练习。这时，你的父母可能会一边指责你，一边在你面前对着一张著名的画尽情夸耀——穿着睡袍的小莫扎特大半夜还在阁楼上练钢琴。可关键是，你的父母不会给你看另外一幅画——少年时期对音乐不感兴趣的那些人。准确地说，他从未在任何领域表现出超凡的天赋。最终，他选择了法律，但期末考试门门不及格。直到22岁那年，他突然对音乐有了强烈的兴趣。他的名字就叫彼得·伊里奇·柴可夫斯基。





爱迪生是“愚蠢”的

在科学领域里，有许多天才在早年时便瞄准了自己的目标，而有的却从未显露过自己的天赋。就是因为这样，我们才有了从小擅长机械引擎的莱特兄弟；有了因为“愚蠢”而差点被老师赶出教室的托马斯·阿尔瓦·爱迪生；有了17岁便博览数学类书籍并获得博士学位的诺贝尔物理学奖获得者恩里科·费米；有了30岁之前还在音乐和牧师之间犹豫不决，之后才开始学医的伟大的埃博特·施威茨。 





达尔文讨厌上学

查尔斯·达尔文早年的生活就像一团乱麻。他讨厌上学。有一次，父亲冲他大声喊道：“除了打狗和追老鼠，你什么都不会。你会成为你自己和家人的耻辱！”就这样，他被送到格拉斯哥学医，可是他一见到血就晕。无奈之下，他又被送到神学院，可是他却无法毕业。于是他抛下一切，乘坐著名的探险之船——比格——来到南海。历史上最伟大的科学家之一就在此次航海中诞生了。《物种起源》——这本足以引发一场生物科学变革的书，它的素材就是在这次航海中收集到的。








FAULKNER FAILED IN ENGLISH

Politics offers a familiar example of contrast. Herbert Hoover must have learned administration in the cradle. When he was at school he was drafted as football manager, though he didn’t know the game, and the glee club manager, though he couldn’t sing a note. Whatever he touched went smoothly, glee club or food for a starving Europe.

But one of his successors in the White House had about as checkered a youth as can be imagined. Turned down by West Point because of poor vision, Harry Truman tried a dozen jobs, including in a drugstore, a bank, a bottling works, and a railroad yard. But he got there just the same.

Great writers are supposed to be born, not made, but here again there are many fascinating exceptions. William Faulkner quit school in the fifth grade and rattled around the country as a house painter and a dishwasher.

Once he tried attending college, but failed in freshman English and quit. He wangled a postmaster’s job in a small Mississippi town, and infuriated the populace by getting the mail all mixed up and closing the office whenever he felt like it. Faulkner was 25 before he started the writing career that won him a Nobel Prize.





HOW ABOUT THOSE PRODIGIES

And added to all the aforementioned paradoxes[73]

 you have a small army of child prodigies who were graduated from college when they were 15, and are now obscure clerks in accounting departments. And you have a small army of men who were too stupid or indolent to get into or finish college and who are today presidents of the firms that hire the prodigies.








福克纳英语考试不及格

政界为我们提供了一个熟悉的反例。赫伯特·胡佛一定在婴儿时期便学会了行政管理。在学校，他是校足球队队长，尽管他对足球一窍不通；他也是校合唱队队长，尽管他对唱歌也是一无所知。凡是他参加的活动总能顺利开展，不论是组织合唱队，还是为欧洲筹集食物。

然而，在白宫，他的一位接班人的青年时代却充满了艰辛。因为视力不佳未被西点军校录取的哈里·杜鲁门试着做过许多工作，包括在药店、银行、装瓶厂和铁路换装场上班。可他终究还是坐上了总统的宝座。

伟大的作家照理说应是天生的，而非后天塑造的。可这儿有许多典型的例外。威廉·福克纳五年级时便辍学了，从此他就穿梭在全国各地，靠给别人油漆房子和洗碗为生。

他曾经上过大学，可在大学一年级的英语考试中，他就考了个不及格，于是他便辍学不上了。他用诈骗手段在密西西比亚的小镇上找到了一份邮递员的工作。可是他把邮件弄得一团糟，令民众激怒不已，并且由着自己的性子想什么时候收工就什么时候收工。在福克纳开始那段给自己带来诺贝尔奖的写作生涯时，他已经25岁了。





如何解释这些神童呢




So who’s to say what about youth? Any young boy or girl who knows what he wants to do in life is probably the better off for it. But no teenager needs despair of the future. He has that one special advantage over the greatest man alive—time! If you don’t think time counts, look at Grandma Moses, she never sold a painting till she was 80.














除了前面提到的那些怪才，你也知道不少神童。他们有的15岁便大学毕业，可最后却沦为财务部的一名小职员。也有一些孩子，因为当年太笨或太懒而放弃了大学，如今却成了聘请昔日神童的那些公司的总裁
 。

那么，关于青春，到底谁说了算呢？任何心中拥有人生目标的少男少女都可能处于优势地位。但任何青少年都无须对未来感到绝望。和一位尚在人间的伟人相比，他拥有一个特别的优势——时间！如果你觉得时间算不上什么，那就请你看看摩西奶奶吧！直到80岁她才卖出第一幅画。






































■ 与其做梦，不如行动

From Dreamers to Doers


◎
 Allison Burgess









Most potential entrepreneurs dream of breakthrough businesses all their lives and never get started. On the other hand, those who have listened to their intuition often wish they took the plunge earlier.

When surveyed, entrepreneurs[74]

 say 29 is the ideal age to start a business. The average age that entrepreneurs actually start a business is 35. They wish they’d started earlier.

There’s no perfect age to start living your dreams. Being too young or too old is no excuse. The perfect time to start is right now.

These people did.





Nola Ochs—the Energizer Student

1972. Nola Ochs is widowed on her wheat farm in the town of Jetmore, Kansas (population 1,000). She tends to her farm with the help of her children. In 1978, she realizes she wants more from life. Age 68, she signs up for a tennis class at the nearest community college.




美 丽 语 录


There’s never a perfect age to live your dreams. The perfect age is right
 now.

根本没有所谓的实现梦想的理想年龄。最佳时机就是立刻开始。




















世界上很多人都有成为创业家的潜力，可惜他们一生都在蹉跎中度过了，从未实现自己的创业梦想。另一方面，那些听从了直觉的企业家也常常感叹自己没有早点放手一搏。

调查结果显示，企业家们认为29岁是创业的理想年龄。然而，企业家真正开始创业的平均年龄却是35岁。他们都希望自己能早点开始创业。

其实根本没有所谓的实现梦想的理想年龄。年纪太小或太大都不是理由。最佳时机就是立刻开始。

这些企业家就是这样做的。





诺拉·奥克斯——不安分的学生

1972年，诺拉·奥克斯独自一人居住在堪萨斯州杰特摩尔镇（人口1000）一个种植小麦的农场上。她在子女的帮助下照管农场。1978年，她意识到自己的生活应该是丰富多彩的。68岁时，她到最邻近的社区大学报名参加了一个网球班。




Years pass. Nola works full-time on her farm and occasionally drives into town to attend a class. After ten years studying everything from agribusiness to the Bible, she’s told that she is one class away from an associate’s degree. All she must do is complete college algebra[75]

 .

With an associate’s degree she is pleased but not fulfilled. College algebra will not be the end of her scholarly career. Several years later she decides to make the two- hour trek to Fort Hays State University. Enrolling at age 94, she lacks only 30 class hours to earn a bachelor’s degree. In May 2007, at 95, she becomes the world’s oldest college graduate.

Is it time to sit back and enjoy the framed diploma on the farmhouse wall? Not yet. She’s started a Masters Degree.





Cliff Burgess—the Marathon Man

1993. Cliff Burgess is 55. He’s tired of his potbelly and vows to start walking.

Cliff hits the pavement in his suburban Texas town. A walk around the block turns into twice around the block. Walking feels good, but he knows he can pick up some speed. The weight starts to come off as he signs up for 5km and 10km races. In less than a year, he enters in the San Antonio marathon thinking of it as a training run in preparation for his first marathon—42km (26.2 miles). He feels good during the race, and he crosses the finish line faster than expected.

Averaging 15 marathons[76]

 per year, he completes his 100th marathon six years later at the age of 62.

Reaching 100 marathons isn’t the final goal. His running gives him an excuse to travel the world to add to his marathon list. He finds himself in Finland, France, Romania, China, Argentina, Brazil, 25 other countries, and nearly all of the 50 states of the USA in a record 15 years.




多年后，诺拉全身心投入到农场上，只是偶尔开车到镇上上课。10年间，从农业综合业到圣经，她学了一样又一样。拿大专学位的话，她只剩代数一门课程未学完。她要做的就是修完大学代数。

获得大专学位，她很高兴，但不满足。学完代数这门课并不意味着她的学涯就此结束。多年后，她决定花两小时开车到富特海斯州立大学上课。入学时，她已经94岁了。她还差30个课程才能获得学士学位。2007年5月，95岁的她成为世界上最年长的大学毕业生。

她是不是应该坐下欣赏挂在农舍墙上的那张裱起来的文凭呢？还是不行。她又开始攻读硕士学位了。





克里夫·伯吉斯——参加马拉松的老汉

1993年，克里夫·伯吉斯55岁。他厌倦了自己的啤酒肚，于是决定开始散步。

克里夫看上了德州小镇郊外的那条柏油马路。在街区行走一圈慢慢变成了两圈。散步让他觉得很舒服，可他知道自己应该走得更快一些。体重开始减少了，他报名参加了5公里和10公里的赛跑。不到一年时间，他进入了圣·安东尼奥马拉松队。他把平时跑步当作自己首次参加马拉松比赛——42公里（26.2英里）的赛前训练。比赛时，他感觉良好，冲过终点的速度比他预想的还要快。

他平均每年参加15场马拉松比赛。6年后，62岁的他跑完了100场马拉松赛。










跑完100场马拉松赛并非他的终极目标。他的长跑经历让他有了充分的理由，把跑遍全世界列入自己的马拉松计划中。15年来，他发现自己的马拉松参赛记录遍布芬兰、法国、罗马尼亚、中国、阿尔及利亚、巴西等25个国家，还几乎跑遍了了美国50个州。

70岁时，他总计参加了226场马拉松赛。他最引以为豪的一样东西，就是多次取得赛跑者梦寐以求的参赛资格——他拿到了波士顿马拉松赛的参赛选手编号。2009年4月，他将第四次到马萨诸塞州的波士顿参赛，一展自己的长跑辉煌。


“除非我们梦想在先，否则只能一事无成。”



——卡尔·桑德堡


行动总结

● 明确你的目标，一步一个脚印。

● 让你的梦想永远充满活力。长期的目标需要长时间的努力。

● 成功和决心是最亲的兄弟姐妹。天赋只是成功的远房亲戚。






































■ 马克·吐温致青年人的忠告

Advice to Youth


◎
 Mark Twain









Being told I would be expected to talk here, I inquired what sort of talk I ought to make. They said it should be something suitable to youth—something didactic, instructive, or something in the nature of good advice. Very well. I have a few things in my mind which I have often longed to say for the instruction of the young; for it is in one’s tender early years that such things will best take root and be most enduring and most valuable, First, then. I will say to you my young friends—and I say it beseechingly, urgingly—

Always obey your parents, when they are present. This is the best policy in the long run, because if you don’t, they will make you. Most parents think they know better than you do, and you can generally make more by humoring that superstition[77]

 than you can by acting on your own better judgment.

Be respectful to your superiors, if you have any, also to strangers, and sometimes to others. If a person offend you, and you are in doubt as to whether it was intentional or not, do not resort to extreme measures; simply watch your chance and hit him with a brick. That will be sufficient. If you shall find that he had not intended any offense, come out frankly and confess yourself in the wrong when you struck him; acknowledge it like a man and say you didn’t mean to. Yes, always avoid violence; in this age of charity and kindliness, the time has gone by for such things. Leave dynamite to the low and unrefined[78]

 .




美 丽 语 录

If you want to make your dreams come true, the first thing you have to do is wake up.

想要实现梦想，就先从梦中醒来。




















听说期望我来谈谈，我便想要知道应该发表怎样的谈话。他们说应该是适合于青年人的话题，比如教育性的、启发性的，或者是一些本质上是金玉良言那类的话题。好吧！关于指导青年人，我心里其实有几件时常想要说的事。因为就是在人的幼年时期，这些事情才更容易扎根，更能持久和最有价值。那么，首先，我要对青年朋友们说的是——我诚恳地、迫切地想要说的是——

父母在场的时候，要永远服从他们。长远看来这是上策，因为如果你不服从他们的话，他们也会想方设法让你服从。大多数父母觉得他们比你懂得多，一般来说，你们相信这种迷信的说法，要比根据自以为是的判断行事来得好。

尊重你的上司，在你有了上司之后。尊重陌生人，有时也要尊重其他人。如果一个人冒犯了你，你要稍微怀疑一下，看看他们是存心的还是无心的，不要采取极端的方法。如果你发现他并无心要冒犯你，那就坦白承认自己打他是不对的。像个男子汉那样承认错误，并说声不是故意的。是的，永远都不要采用暴力。身在这个充满仁慈善意的时代里，暴力的时代已然远去。把“炸药”留给低俗又无教养的人吧！




Go to bed early, get up early—this is wise. Some authorities say get up with the sun; some say get up with one thing, others with another. But a lark is really the best thing to get up with. It gives you a splendid reputation with everybody to know that you get up with the lark; and if you get the right kind of lark, and work at him right, you can easily train him to get up at half past nine, every time—it’s no trick at all.

Now as to the matter of lying, you want to be very careful about lying; otherwise you are nearly sure to get caught. Once caught, you can never again be in the eyes to the good and the pure, what you were before. Many a young person has injured himself permanently through a single clumsy and ill finished lie, the result of carelessness born of incomplete training. Some authorities hold that the young out not to lie at all. That of course, is putting it rather stronger than necessary; still while I cannot go quite so far as that, I do maintain, and I believe I am right, that the young ought to be temperate in the use of this great art until practice and experience shall give them that confidence, elegance, and precision which alone can make the accomplishment graceful and profitable. Patience, diligence, painstaking attention to detail—these are requirements; these in time, will make the student perfect; upon these only, may he rely as the sure foundation for future eminence. Think what tedious years of study, thought, practice, experience, went to the equipment of that peerless old master who was able to impose upon the whole world the lofty and sounding maxim that “Truth is mighty and will prevail”—the most majestic[79]

 compound fracture of fact which any of woman born has yet achieved. For the history of our race, and each individual’s experience, are sewn thick with evidences that a truth is not hard to kill, and that a lie well told is immortal. There is in Boston a monument of the man who discovered anesthesia; many people are aware, in these latter days, that that man didn’t discover it at all, but stole the discovery from another man.




早睡早起——这是一种明智之举。有些权威人士说要跟着太阳起床；而有些则说跟着这个东西起床，其他人说跟着那个东西起床。然而，跟着云雀起床是最好不过了。你因此获得好名声，人人都知道你跟着云雀起床。如果你有幸找到一只好的云雀，在它身上花点工夫，你能很容易地把它训练成每天九点半起床——这可不是骗人的把戏。

现在来谈谈说谎的问题。你要小心应付说谎，否则你被揭穿的机会十有八九。一旦被揭穿，在善良和纯洁的目光中，你再也不是以前的你了。许多青年人，由于接受的教育不完整而导致处事轻率，从而编造了一个难以自圆其说的笨拙谎言，最后伤害了自己。一些权威人士认为青年人根本不该说谎。当然，这种说法有点过于偏激，或者说情况并非真的如此。虽然我无法把话说得太过，但我仍然坚信自己的观点是正确的。我认为青年人应该适当地运用这门伟大的艺术，当然前提条件是他们从实践和经验身上获得了信心、高雅和严谨。因为这三点中的任何一点都能让谎言变得高雅、有益。耐心、勤奋和细致入微——这些都是必要的素质。随着时间的推移，这些素质能够让学生变得完美。有了这些，只要有了这些，他才能为以后的功成名就打下坚实的基础。试想一下，通过多年乏味的学习、思考、实践、亲身体验，那位盖世无双的大师才能拥有这些素质，才能强迫整个世界接受“真理是强大的，而且终将取得胜利！”这句崇高而掷地有声的格言——这句关于事实的复杂层面说出的最崇高的话，任何一个女人都未曾获得过。因为人类的历史和每个个人的经验都深深地将这样的证据埋藏起来：一个真理不难抹杀，可一个巧妙的谎言却能经久不衰。波士顿有个纪念碑，专门为发现麻醉法的人而立的。后来人们才知道，那个人根本就没有发现麻醉法，他只是盗取了另一个人的发现。




Is this truth mighty, and will it prevail? Ah no, my hearers, the monument is made of hardy material, but the lie it tells will outlast it a million years. An awkward, feeble, leaky lie is a thing which you ought to make it your unceasing study to avoid; such a lie as that has no more real permanence than an average truth. Why, you might as well tell the truth at once and be done with it. A feeble, stupid, preposterous lie will not live two years—except it be a slander upon somebody. It is indestructible, then of course, but that is no merit of yours. A final word: begin your practice of this gracious and beautiful art early—begin now. If I had begun earlier, I could have learned how.














这个真理强大吗？它能最终取得胜利吗？唉，不会的。听众们，纪念碑是用坚硬的材料建成的，但它向世人说的谎却比它持久百万年。一个笨拙的、不攻自破的、漏洞百出的谎言是你应该不断学会避免的东西。这样的谎言甚至不比一个普通的事实来得更具真实的永恒性。那你为何不既讲真话又相信真理呢？一个不攻自破的、愚蠢的、荒谬的谎言持续不了两年——除非是对某人的诽谤。因为那种谎言是牢不可破的，当然那也不是你值得夸耀的东西。最后说一句：早点开始实践这门高雅美妙的艺术——立刻开始吧！如果我能早点开始实践，我想我已经学会这门艺术了。














Chapter 5　倾听内心的声音，发现幸福















Listen to Your Inner Voice






The reasonable man adapts himself to the world; the unreasonable one persists in trying to adapt the world to himself.






明白事理的人使自己适应世界；不明事理的人想使世界适应自己。





























  ■
 清晨许愿

A Morning Wish


◎
 W.R. Hunt
















The sun is just rising in the morning of another day. What can I wish that this day may bring me? Nothing that shall make the world or others poorer, nothing at the expense of other men; but just those few things which in their coming do not stop me but touch me rather, as they pass and gather strength.

I wish that this day could bring me a mind unafraid to travel, even though the trail be not blazed, and I wish that this day could bring me an understanding heart.

I wish that this day could bring me a sight of the eternal hills, and the blue sea stretching to the horizon, and of something beautiful which the hands of men have made.

I wish that this day could bring me a sense of humor, and the power to laugh, a little leisure with nothing to do.

And I crave for a few moments of quiet, silent meditation in the morning of this day.














名 人 语 库

Fear not that thy life shall come to an end, but rather fear that it shall never have a beginning.


~J. H. Newman


不要害怕你的生活将要结束，应该担心你的生活永远不曾真正开始。


—— J.H.纽曼
 












朝阳照常在又一个清晨缓缓升起。我该期望这一天带给我什么呢？我希望它所带给我的不会让世界或他人更贫穷，不会牺牲他人；而是那些微小的、能触动我的东西，在它们经过时、聚集力量时，不会妨碍我。

我期望这一天能够带给我一颗无畏的远行的心，即使旅途没有光亮的照耀；我期望这一天能够带给我一颗善解人意的心。

我期望这一天能够让我看到永恒的山脉，一望无际的海洋，看到人类亲手创造的美好事物。

我期望这一天能够带给我幽默感，带给我大笑的力量，以及一点点无所事事的闲暇时光。

在这一天的清晨，我渴望得到片刻的宁静和沉思。







































■ 窗外的风景

The Trees Outside My Window


◎
 Bonnie












From the window of my room, I could see a tall cotton-rose hibiscus. In spring, when green foliage[80]

 was half hidden by mist, the tree looked very enchanting dotted with red blossom. This inspiring neighbor of mine often set my mind working. I gradually regarded it as my best friend.

Nevertheless, when I opened the window one morning, to my amazement, the tree was almost bare beyond recognition as a result of the storm ravages the night before. Struck by the plight[81]

 , I was seized with a sadness at the thought “all the blossom is doomed to fall”. I could not help sighing with emotion: the course of life never runs smooth, for there are so many ups and downs, twists and turns. The vicissitudes[82]

 of my life saw my beloved friends parting one after another. Isn’t it similar to the tree shedding its flowers in the wind?

This event faded from my memory as time went by. One day after I came home from the countryside, I found the room stuffy and casually opened the window. Something outside caught my eye and dazzled me. It was a plum tree all scarlet with blossom set off beautifully by the sunset. The surprise discovery overwhelmed me with pleasure. I wondered why I had no idea of some unyielding[83]

 life sprouting over the fallen petals when I was grieving for the hibiscus.




名 人 语 库


As fruit needs not only sunshine but cold nights and chilling showers
 to ripen it, so character needs not only joy but trial and difficulty to mellow
 it.


~Hugh Black


正如水果不仅需要阳光，也需要凉夜一样，寒冷的雨水能使其成熟。人的性格陶冶不仅需要欢乐，也需要考验和困难。


——休·布莱克
 












从我房间的窗户往外看，可以看到一株高大的芙蓉。春天时，绿树在薄雾中若隐若现，点缀着朵朵红花，样子十分迷人。这位邻居总是开启我的灵感，让我思如泉涌。渐渐地，我就把它当成我最好的朋友了。

然而，一天早晨，当我推开窗户时，却惊诧地发现，这株芙蓉已经被前夜的风暴摧残得面目全非，变得叶落枝残。震惊之余，一种“繁花落尽”的悲凉之感在我的心头油然而生。我不禁感慨道：人生从来都不是一帆风顺的，生命中总会有那么多的跌宕起伏、坎坷挫折。我挚爱的朋友一个个离我而去，一切都见证着生命的变化无常。这不正像这随风逝去的花吗？

随着时间的推移，这件事渐渐淡出了我的记忆。一天，当我从郊外回到家后，感觉房间很闷，便推开了窗。就在这一瞬间，窗外一片繁荣的景象让我惊呆了。梅树开满了一簇簇火红的花朵，与落日暮霭相映成趣，格外美丽。这意外的发现让我欣喜不已。我从没想过，当我正因花落叶残而悲伤之时，它竟然还藏着如此顽强的生命。




When the last withered petal dropped, all the joyful admiration for the hibiscus sank into oblivion as if nothing was left, until the landscape was again ablaze with the red plum blossom to remind people of life’s alternation and continuance. Can’t it be said that life is actually a symphony, a harmonious composition of loss and gain.

Standing by the window lost in thought for a long time, I realized that no scenery in the world remains unchanged. As long as you keep your heart basking in the sun, every dawn will present a fine prospect for you to unfold and the world will always be about new hopes.


















当芙蓉的最后一片花瓣枯萎凋零时，人们对它的欣喜和赞美也随之飘散，消逝得无影无踪。而现在，梅树却成长起来，那火红的花儿向人们昭示着生命的更迭与延续。谁能否认生命就是一部得失共存的和谐交响曲呢？

我站在窗前沉思良久，突然意识到，世界上没有一成不变的风景。只要你的心中充满阳光，那么每个黎明都会为你展现出一片由你开启的美好前景，整个世界都将充满新的希望。










































 ■
 镜子的人生哲理

The Mirror


◎
 Robert Fulghum









“Dr. Papaderos, what is the meaning of life?”

The usual laughter followed, and people stirred to go.

Papaderos held up his hand and stilled the room and looked at me for a long time, asking with his eyes if I was serious and seeing from my eyes that I was.

“I will answer your question.”

Taking his wallet out of his hip pocket, he fished into a leather billfold[84]

 and brought out a very small round mirror, about the size of a quarter.

And what he said went like this:

“When I was a small child, during the war, we were very poor and we lived in a remote village. One day, on the road, I found the broken pieces of a mirror. A German motorcycle had been wrecked in that place.

“I tried to find all the pieces and put them together, but it was not possible, so I kept only the largest, and, by scratching it on a stone, I made it round. I began to play with it as a toy and became fascinated by the fact that I could reflect light into dark places where the sun would never shine—in deep holes and crevices and dark closets. It became a game for me to get light into the most inaccessible places I could find.




美 丽 语 录

You’ve got a smile that could light up this whole world.

你有一种笑容，可以照亮整个世界。
















“帕帕德罗斯博士，生命的价值是什么？”

嘲笑者们又像往常一样笑了起来，人们喧闹着要走。

帕帕德罗斯举起手，示意教室里的人安静。然后，他久久地凝视着我，似乎在审查我是不是认真的。从我的眼神中，他看出我并不是在开玩笑。

“我会回答你的问题。”

他从裤子后面的口袋里掏出皮夹子，从里面拿出一块小圆镜，大小与一个2角5分的硬币差不多。

而后，他这样说道：

“在战争时期，我还是个小男孩，那时家里很穷，我们住在一个偏僻的小村庄里。有一天，我在马路上发现了许多镜子碎片。曾有一辆德国摩托车在那里发生了事故。

“我试着找到所有的碎片，把它们拼起来，但这是不可能做到的，所以我只留下了那块最大的碎片。在石头上打磨成圆形以后就成了这个样子。我开始拿着它当玩具，发现自己能用它把光线反射到黑暗的地方：深洞、裂缝、漆黑的壁橱等太阳无法照亮的地方。所以，我非常喜欢它，把它当成一种游戏——让光线进入我能找到的最隐蔽的地方。




“I kept the little mirror, and, as I went about nay growing up, I would take it out in idle moments and continue the challenge of the game. As I became a man, I grew to understand that this was not just a child’s game but a metaphor for what I might do with my life. I came to understand that I am not the light or the source of light. But light—truth, understanding, knowledge—is there, and it will shine in many dark places only if I reflect it.

“I am a fragment[85]

 of a mirror whose whole design and shape I do not know. Nevertheless, with what I have I can reflect light into the dark places of this world—into the black places in the hearts of men—and change some things in some people. Perhaps others may see and do likewise. This is what I am about. This is the meaning of my life.”














“这块小镜子我至今仍保留着，并且，随着自己慢慢地成长，空闲的时候，我还会把它拿出来，继续这种富于挑战的游戏。等我长大成人后，便逐渐明白了，这不仅是一个孩子的游戏，更暗示着我的人生价值。我开始知道自己不是光芒，也不能发出光芒。但是真理、理解和知识这些光芒就在那里，它会照亮许多黑暗的地方，只要我去反射的话。

“我是一面镜子的一块碎片，尽管整个镜子的式样和形状我并不知道。但是，我竭尽所能地反射光芒，照亮世界上那些黑暗的地方——照亮人们心灵的黑暗处——让一些人有所改变。也许有人看到后也会跟我做同样的事。这就是我，这就是我的人生价值。”






































■ 在思考中成长

Growth That Starts


 
 From Thinking


◎
 Eleanor Roosevelt












It seems to me a very difficult thing to put into words the beliefs we hold and what they make you do in your life. I think I was fortunate because I grew up in a family where there was a very deep religious feeling. I don’t think it was spoken of a great deal. It was more or less taken for granted that everybody held certain beliefs and needed certain reinforcements[86]

 of their own strength and that came through your belief in God and your knowledge of prayer.

But as I grew older I questioned a great many of the things that I knew very well my grandmother who had brought me up had taken for granted. And I think I might have been quite a difficult person to live with if it hadn’t been for the fact that my husband once said it didn’t do you any harm to learn those things, so why not let your children learn them? When they grow up they’ll think things out for themselves.

And that gave me a feeling that perhaps that’s what we all must do—think out for ourselves what we could believe and how we could live by it. And so I came to the conclusion that you had to use this life to develop the very best that you could develop.




美 丽 语 录

Just keep your mind open and suck in the experience and if it hurts, it’s probably worth it.

只要你敞开心扉去迎接新的经历，哪怕有所疼痛都是值得的！
























对我来说，用言语表达我的信仰以及它在我的人生中起到什么作用是一件很难的事情。我想我是幸运的，因为自己成长在一个笃信宗教的家庭里。可我并不觉得家人在时常谈论宗教。每个人心中都有某种信仰，都希望通过自己的力量将其实现，而这种力量就来自对上帝的信仰和懂得如何祈祷。

然而，随着年龄的增长，在祖母身边长大的我也开始质疑那些在她眼中理所应当的东西。我甚至将这些东西拒之门外，仿佛自己成了一个很难相处的人。直到有一次，我的丈夫劝我，这些东西你也学过，对你并无害处，为什么不让孩子们接触呢？他们长大后会懂得如何独立思考这些问题。

丈夫的一番话让我觉得，或许我们每个人都应该这么做——独立思考自己的信仰以及如何在生活中坚守这些信仰。于是，我意识到，人的一生就应该尽力让自己做到最好。




I don’t know whether I believe in a future life. I believe that all that you go through here must have some value, therefore there must be some reason. And there must be some “going on”. How exactly that happens I’ve never been able to decide. There is a future—that I’m sure of. But how, that I don’t know. And I came to feel that it didn’t really matter very much because whatever the future held you’d have to face it when you came to it, just as whatever life holds you have to face it in exactly the same way. And the important thing was that you never let down doing the best that you were able to do—it might be poor because you might not have very much within you to give, or to help other people with, or to live your life with. But as long as you did the very best that you were able to do, then that was what you were put here to do and that was what you were accomplishing by being here.

And so I have tried to follow that out—and not to worry about the future or what was going to happen. I think I am pretty much of a fatalist[87]

 . You have to accept whatever comes and the only important thing is that you meet it with courage and with the best that you have to give.














我不知道自己是否相信未来。我相信的是，你所经历的一切都是有价值的，因此也必定是有道理的，必定预示着某些事情即将到来。至于这些事情是如何发生的，我无法决定。但我深信，一定会有未来。至于未来会如何来临，我无从所知。可我开始觉得这一点并不重要，因为无论未来如何，我们都要面对。那么真正重要的是——倾尽全力做到最好。也许你能力有限，帮不上什么大忙，或者无法让自己的生活精彩。但是，只要你倾尽全力，完成自己来到世上的使命，那你就不枉此生了。

我就是这样听从自己的信仰，不再担心未来，不再为即将发生的事情忧心。我想我是一个十足的宿命论者。无论发生什么，你都要勇敢面对。最重要的是，面对的时候别忘了要勇敢，要倾尽全力。










































  ■
 我为什么而活

What I Have Lived for


◎
 Bertrand Russell









Three passions, simple but overwhelmingly strong, have governed my life: the longing for love, the search for knowledge, and unbearable[88]

 pity for the suffering of mankind. These passions, like great winds, have blown me hither and thither, in a wayward course, over a deep ocean of anguish, reaching to the very verge of despair.

I have sought love, first, because it brings ecstasy—ecstasy so great that I would often have sacrificed all the rest of life for a few hours of this joy. I have sought it, next, because it relieves loneliness—that terrible loneliness in which one shivering consciousness looks over the rim of the world into the cold unfathomable lifeless abyss. I have sought it, finally, because in the union of love I have seen, in a mystic miniature[89]

 , the prefiguring vision of the heaven that saints and poets have imagined. This is what I sought, and though it might seem too good for human life, this is what—at last—I have found.

With equal passion I have sought knowledge. I have wished to understand the hearts of men. I have wished to know why the stars shine. And I have tried to apprehend the Pythagorean power by which number holds sway above the flux. A little of this, but not much, have achieved.




美 丽 语 录


Nobody can go back and start a new beginning, but anyone can start
 now and make a new ending.

没有人可以回到过去重新开始，但谁都可以从现在开始，书写一个全然不同的结局。
























对爱情的渴望，对知识的探寻，对人类苦难无法遏制的同情，是支配我一生的单纯而强烈的三种情感。这些情感就像阵阵狂风，吹拂着四处飘零的我，有时甚至拂过痛苦的海洋，直抵绝望的边缘。

我渴望爱情，有三个原因。首先，爱情给我带来狂喜。这种狂喜是那样有力，我不惜抛弃余下的光阴，只为享受几个小时的爱给我带来的喜悦。其次，我一直在寻找它，因为爱情让我不再孤独。那个经历过可怕孤独的人，他总能穿过世界的边缘，看到冰冷的、无趣的、深不见底的深渊。最后，在我见过的爱的结合中，圣人和诗人所幻想的便是神秘的天堂缩影，这也正是我所追求的。虽然对一般人的生活而言，它有点太美好了，但这就是爱情最终帮我找到的东西。

我带着同样的情感探寻知识。我渴望读懂人类的心。我渴望知道为什么星星会发光。而且我还渴望了解毕达哥拉斯的力量。目前，我掌握的不多，就只有一些。




Love and knowledge, so far as they were possible, led upward toward the heavens. But always pity brought me back to earth. Echoes of cries of pain reverberate[90]

 in my heart. Children in famine, victims tortured by oppressors, helpless old people a hated burden to their sons, and the whole world of loneliness, poverty, and pain make a mockery of what human life should be. I long to alleviate the evil, but I can’t, and I too suffer.

This has been my life. I have found it worth living, and would gladly live it again if the chance were offered me.














爱和知识尽可能地把我带上天堂，可我对人类的怜悯又将我拉回现实世界。痛苦的哭喊声时刻回荡在我的心间。饥荒中的孩童，受统治者压迫的受害者，被儿女视为负担的无助老人，还有全球普遍存在的孤单、贫困和痛苦，这一切的存在都是对人类理想生活的嘲讽。我希望自己有力量减轻这些痛苦，可我无能为力，因为我也是受害者之一。

也许这就是我的生活吧！我觉得活着是有意义的。如果再给我一次机会，我会欣然接受这个来之不易的重生的机会。






































■ 瞬间之美

The Instant Beauty


◎
 Craig Wilson












My morning routine varies little from day to day. I walk the dog, eat breakfast at the kitchen counter with Katie and Matt, then settle in for a day at the computer.

And because I work mostly from home, I have learned that little forays into the outside world are imperative for psychological well-being.

So before I begin attempting to put sentences together, I stroll over to a quirky little coffee shop in my neighborhood, chat with the folks behind the counter, and get a large coffee to go. No sugar. No cream.

The coffee shop is on the other side of the historic Chesapeake & Ohio Canal from my house. In season, a mule-drawn barge is docked there, and tourists line up to take a slow boat, if not to Ancient China, at least into the 19th century.

The men who work the boat wear what canal workers might have worn back then—broad-brimmed straw hats and suspenders that pull their scratchy-looking pants high above their boots.

One warm day last fall, I was on my morning outing when I turned the corner to see one of the men sitting alone on the boat, bathed in early-morning light.




名 人 语 库


Human felicity is produced not so much by great pieces of good fortune
 that seldom happen, as by little advantages that occur every day.


~Benjamin Franklin


与其说人类的幸福来自偶尔发生的鸿运，不如说来自每天都有的小实惠。


——本杰明·富兰克林
 
















每天上午，我都要做这几件例行小事：带着小狗散步，在厨房餐桌前陪凯蒂和马特吃早餐，然后一头扎进电脑中开始一天的工作。

我主要在家里工作，但我明白，时不时到外面的世界闯荡一下，对保持良好的心态是必不可少的。

所以，在我推敲语句、下笔成文之前，我会漫步前往附近一间奇特的小咖啡店去，和店里的朋友们在柜台后聊聊天，然后带走一大杯咖啡——不加糖，不加奶。

我家不远处就是历史悠久的切撒皮克·俄亥俄运河，那间小咖啡店就坐落在运河的另一边。每到旺季时，就有一条骡子拉着驳船停靠在河岸边，游客们排着队等着乘坐一艘慢悠悠的船，即使不像是驶往古老的中国，至少也像是驶往19世纪的往日时光。




He was playing a tiny accordion, the kind such canal men squeezed as they floated down the inland waterways of a westward-expanding America. The sound was both melancholy and sweet. It was as if he were alone in the universe.

The scene stopped me in my tracks. What I witnessed could only be described as a perfect moment. Ten seconds at most. But months later I still remember just standing there, watching, listening, taking it all in.

We all have such moments put before us. Little surprises. Whether we’re wise enough to see them is another thing.

I thought of the accordion man Sunday afternoon while reading the biographies of those killed in the Columbia tragedy. Mission specialist Laurel Clark, talking from the shuttle a few days before it was to land, said she was delighted by the simple unexpected wonders of space. Like a sunset.

“There’s a flash; the whole payload bay turns this rosy pink,” she said. “It only lasts about 15 second and then it’s gone. It’s very ethereal and extremely beautiful.”

A moment not lost on her.


In The Hours
 , Meryl Streep and Ed Harris recall a moment they shared years before at a beach house on Cape Cod. It was nothing more than him watching her walk out into the early-morning light. But for that moment, everything was right with their world, everything was possible, everything aligned. They agreed it was the happiest they had ever been.

And in last month’s issue of her magazine, Oprah Winfrey confessed to a “moment” she had last summer. It was a walk down a Santa Barbara lane, a hummingbird and the smell of orange blossoms. She said it was one of those rare times she could say she was truly happy.




船上的工人穿着只有当年运河工人们才有的衣装：宽边草帽和吊带裤，吊带把他们那粗糙的裤子拉起来，露出靴子。

去年秋天一个暖和的早上，我像往日一样外出散步。转过街角时，我看到一个人静静地独自坐在一艘船上，沐浴在一片晨曦之中。

他在船上拉着一个小小的手风琴，正如当年的运河船工一样，抚琴驾舟，沿着这条古老的内陆河道驶往美国西部。琴声忧郁而甜美。仿佛整个宇宙都只有他一个人。

这番美景让我不禁停下了脚步。我所看到的一切，只能用完美时刻来形容。这最多只有十秒的时光。但是几个月后，我还清晰地记得当时我只是站在那儿，静静地注视着，倾听着，把所有的景象都印入脑海里。

我们都曾经历过这样的时刻。小小的惊喜。然而，我们能否拥有发现这种美的智慧，就是另一回事了。

一个周日的下午，当我阅读在哥伦比亚号航天飞机事故中丧生的宇航员的传记时，我又想起了那个拉手风琴的人。执行航天任务的女专家劳雷尔·克拉克，在飞机着陆前的几天曾说过，她能看见太空中那些意想不到的美景奇观，这让她十分开心。比如日落。

“有一道闪光；整个有效载荷舱都被晕染成了这种玫瑰红，”她说，“仅仅持续了15秒便消失了。这过程神奇而美丽。”

她没有错过这一瞬间。

在电影《时时刻刻》里，梅丽尔·斯特里普和埃德·哈里斯回忆起多年前他们在科德角上的沙滩小屋共度的时光。就是他看着她走进晨曦的那一幕。就在那一刻，在他们的二人世界里，一切都刚刚好，一切都变得可能。他们认为，那是他们一生中最幸福的时刻。
















奥普拉·温弗瑞在她上个月出刊的杂志中提到，去年夏天她也有过一次“美妙时刻”。那一刻她正走在圣巴巴拉市的一条小巷子里，突然看见一只蜂鸟，和着一阵扑面而来的橘子花香。她说，这是她一生中难得几次真正感到幸福的时刻之一。

我有个朋友，她有个古怪的习惯，总是让我觉得很好笑，也许是因为我永远都不知道她的怪癖将在何时又逗我开心。

或许在我们静静地坐在阿迪朗达克山下舒伦湖边的码头边上之时，或许在和老朋友那次十分热闹的聚餐之时。

每在这样的时刻，她都会突然说：“停！我要记住这一刻！”

后来在她去世后，我终于意识到，那是多么智慧的言语。










































  ■
 雷雨中的醒悟

Discovery in a Thunderstorm


◎
 Dr. Nelson Glueck









Many years ago I was on a bicycle trip through some exceedingly picturesque countryside. Suddenly, dark clouds piled up overhead and rain began to fall, but strange to relate, several hundred yards ahead of me the sun shone brilliantly. Pedaling, however, as rapidly as I could, I found it impossible to get into the clear. The clouds with their rain kept advancing faster than I could race forward. I continued this unequal contest for an exhausting half hour, before realizing that I could not win my way to the bright area ahead of me.

Then it dawned upon me that I was wasting my strength in unimportant hurry, while paying no attention whatsoever to the landscape for the sake of which I was making the trip. The storm could not last forever and the discomfort was not unendurable. Indeed, there was much to look at which might otherwise have escaped me. As I gazed about with sharpened appreciation, I saw colors and lines and contours that would have appeared differently under brilliant light. The rain mists which now crowned the wooded hills and the fresh clearness of the different greens were entrancing. My annoyance at the rain was gone and my eagerness to escape it vanished. It had provided me with a new view and helped me understand that the sources of beauty and satisfaction may be found close at hand within the range of one’s own sensibilities.




名 人 语 库

Every soil where he is well, is to a valiant man his natural country.


~Masinger Phililp


勇敢的人随遇而安，所到之处都是故乡。


——菲利普·马新杰
 
















许多年前，我曾骑着自行车从一片风景如画的郊野中穿过。突然，乌云密布，大雨滂沱，然而奇怪的是，在前方几百码的地方却是阳光灿烂。我使劲地蹬着踏板往前冲，却发现怎么也到不了那片阳光普照之地。乌云夹着大雨，总是赶在我的前面。半小时后，我累得筋疲力尽，停止了这场不公平的竞赛，才意识到自己根本无法抵达那片明朗天地。

顿时，我豁然开朗，我是在无关紧要的事情上浪费力气，匆忙奔波，却忽略了途中的景致，忘记了旅行的目的。暴风雨不会永不停息，任何不适也并非无法容忍。事实上，我差点错过了途中那无尽的美好景致。我满怀感激地凝视着眼前的景色，我所看见的色彩、线条和轮廓，比起在阳光下则另有一番风味。繁茂的山林烟雨朦胧，别样的绿树清新明朗，令人神迷。大雨带给我的烦恼瞬间消散，渴望逃离的欲望也不复存在。它带给我一种全新的视觉景观，让我认识到，美丽和满足近在咫尺，只要细心发现就能唾手可得。




It made me think, then and later, about other matters to which this incident was related. It helped me realize that there is no sense in my attempting ever to flee from circumstances and conditions which cannot be avoided but which I might bravely meet and frequently mend and often turn to good account. I know that half the battle is won if I can face trouble with courage, disappointment with spirit, and triumph with humility. It has become ever clearer to me that danger is far from disaster, that defeat may be the forerunner of final victory, and that, in the last analysis, all achievement is perilously fragile unless based on enduring principles of moral conduct.

I have learned that trying to find a carefree world somewhere far off involves me in an endless chase in the course of which the opportunity for happiness and the happiness of attainment are all too I often lost in the chase itself. It has become apparent to me that I cannot wipe out the pains of existence by denying them, blaming them largely or completely on others, or running away from them.

The elements of weakness which mark every person cannot absolve me from the burdens and blessings of responsibility for myself and to others. I can magnify but never lessen my problems by ignoring, evading or exercising them. I believe that my perplexities and difficulties can be considerably resolved, if not completely overcome, by my own attitudes and actions. I am convinced that there can be no guarantee of my happiness except that I help evoke and enhance it by the work of my hands and the dictates of my heart and the direction of my striving.














这件事从此也指引着我去思考相关的事情。它让我意识到，对于无法避免的环境与条件，企图逃避没有任何意义，但我可以勇敢地面对它们，并常常进行修补改善。我知道，只要我能勇敢地面对困难、失望而不沮丧，成功而不骄傲，人生之战就取得了一半的胜利。我也更清楚地意识到，危险远非灾难，而失败可能就是最终胜利的先行者。因此，归根结底，所有成就如果不经受道德准则的考验，就会脆弱不堪。

我懂了，当自己无尽地追逐着，试图在遥远之地找到一个无忧无虑的世界时，也常常会在追逐中错过获得幸福与成就的机会。显然，拒绝承认生存的痛苦，将它们多数或全部归咎于他人，或者逃避，都无法将它消除。

每个人都有弱点，但我为自己和他人排忧解难以及祈求祝福的责任并不能因此免除。我可以放大问题，却绝不会为缩小问题而忽视、逃避或求助神灵。我相信，通过自己的态度和行为，我可以很大程度上解决我的疑惑和困难，即使无法克服全部。我相信，要想使幸福有所保障，接受心灵的指引，就必须靠自己的双手，朝着目标努力奋斗，去创造并积累幸福。










































■ 学会在不满意中成长

Growth From Discontent:

Life’s Way of Giving You a Little Push


◎
 Edward B. Toupin









That strange, gut-wrenching feeling you have is not the sushi you had for lunch. It’s your soul trying to give you a nudge to do something. A word for that feeling is “discontent”. Discontent is a state of not being satisfied or fulfilled in your current situation.

Of course, this same feeling can apply to a hundred different situations, from a work-related issue to a personal issue at home. But, the resulting meaning is still the same: “make a change.” Some people listen to that feeling and change their life in such a way as to eliminate that feeling. However, some people that fall into discontent, but tend to remain in that situation as they find it a place of “same-ness” and “safety”.

Souler Greenhouse

Discontent is actually a “souler greenhouse” of change. It is the first warnings you receive that things are not what they should be and that a change is required to correct the situation. Discontent comes when there is juxtaposition between needs and desires. Usually, you’re pursuing a need, achieve it, and then continue to pursue the ideals of the same need. This occurs because you don’t know what to do once you reach the objective. However, once you achieve a need, you need to move on to the next pursuit.




名 人 语 库

A thought which does not result in an action is nothing much, and an action which does not proceed from a thought is nothing at all.


~Georges Bernanos


思想倘若不引发行动则意义不大，而行动倘若不是源于思想则毫无意义。


——乔治斯·贝尔纳诺斯
 




















那个奇怪、挠心的感觉并不是因为你午饭吃的寿司。那是你的灵魂给你一个动力要让你去做某件事。用一个词来概括这种感觉，就是“不满”。不满是对你现状的不满意或不满足。

当然，这同样的感觉也能出现在各种各样的情况下，从工作事宜到家庭个人问题。但是，由此而来的意义都一样：“要做出改变。”有些人会倾听这种感觉，然后去改变他们的生活以消除这种感觉。然而，另一些人会陷入这种不满中，他们往往只是持续这种状况，因为他们感觉在其中“一样”和“安全”。

灵魂温室

不满实际上是一个变相的“灵魂温室”。它是当事情不是应该的样子、需要改变纠正情况时，发给你的最初的警告。当需求和渴求并列出现时，不满就会现身。通常，你在追求一个需求，实现了，然后继续追求同样的需求。之所以会出现这种情况，是因为你不知道达到目标后该做什么。然而，一旦你实现了需求，你就需要继续下一个追求。




Many people find that discontent for a given situation is acceptable. For instance, discontent with your work might feel acceptable because you have to make money and care for your family. In this way, you learn to overcome the discontent by accepting the obligations. However, while this may work, it is not necessarily the route to take. Indeed, you might need the job, but this feeling is calling for an evaluation as some aspect of the situation needs attention.

Discontent can provide you with either a reason to stay right where you are or a fertile environment from which to move forward. While it does provide a way for the universe to bring attention to a situation, we sometimes become so accustomed to the feeling that it becomes part of our life. In such a case, if we adapt and the discontented feeling is resolved, we will miss it.

Growth

Growth from discontent is an amazing change. Again, comparing to the greenhouse, it can either smother you, or help you grow. However, change from discontent is something that you have to execute consciously, because discontent can also provide you with a safety zone. By accepting discontent in one part of your life, it can spread into other areas of your life. You can become satisfied with the feeling because it becomes familiar. However, you end up working on parts of your life in hopes of resolving the feeling when you find that, once that part of your life has changed, you still feel the same.

Growth occurs because you feel a push, or pull, to move in a direction. The objective is to obtain a balance such that the discontent disappears. Once you achieve the necessary change, you will be able to leave the discontented feelings behind you. Focus on the situation that makes you feel the discontent, not on other issues that may, or may not, make you feel better. The contented feeling from “doing busy work” or fixing something that isn’t broken is fleeting, unless you tackle the core issue.




许多人认为对某个处境不满是可以接受的。例如，对工作不满可以让人接受，因为你必须赚钱养家。这样，你学会了通过接受义务来克服不满。然而，尽管这也许奏效，却不一定是一条必选之路。的确，你可能需要这份工作，但是这种感觉是要求你对此做出评估，因为这个处境下的某个方面需要考虑。

不满提供给你的，要么是一个待在原地的理由，要么是一个奋勇直前的丰硕环境。虽然它确实让人们关注一个处境，但是有时候我们对于这种感觉过于习以为常，因此它已经成为我们生活的一部分。在这种情况下，如果我们适应了，而不满感也被解决，那么我们就会失去它。

成长

从不满中成长是一个令人惊奇的改变。同样用温室来比较，它可以令你窒息，又可以帮助你成长。然而，不满带来何种改变是要你有意识去执行的，因为不满还能为你提供一个舒适区。若你已接受生活中的一部分不满，不满就会漫及你生活中的其他方方面面。你可能会对不满的感觉一直感到“满意”，因为它已经变得熟悉。然而，最终你会从生活各个部分去努力解决这种感觉，此时你就会发现当生活的某部分已经改变了，你却还是同样的感受。

当你感觉到朝着某个方向有一个推力或拉力时，你就会成长。目标是要获得一种平衡，这样不满就会消失。一旦你达到必要的改变，你将能把不满情绪抛在身后。关注于让你感觉不满的处境，而不是其他可能或可能不会让你感觉更好的问题上。从“忙于工作”、修理某样没坏的东西中获得的满足感，这是转瞬即逝的，除非你能解决核心问题。




The growth comes in once you embrace the change. When you move from an area of the familiar, you must learn something new or different to adapt to the unfamiliar. However, in this transition, you are putting your life back in balance and moving forward, which eliminates those feelings of discontent.

What’s next

Don’t let discontent drag you down! Listen to your gut! It will always tell you when change is necessary. It might be a simple gnawing feeling or a twisted knot. In either case, be honest with yourself and trust that feeling. Discontent is the universe’s way of telling you that a change is necessary within yourself to resolve the situation. It is there to warn you of situations and guide you when things need to change.

To make the change, you have to know where you are and where you want to be in the near future. However, the one thing to keep in mind is that you want to achieve some type of balance to counter the discontent. Remember that discontent is caused from an imbalance in one or more parts of your life. Ask yourself, and focus on, what it is that is causing you the most concern. Once you are able to determine the issue, only then can you set out on a goal that satisfies the feeling. Such an approach will not only restore balance, but it will also allow you to move forward to a more fulfilling life.


















一旦你成功改变，你也就成长了。当你从一个熟悉的领域走出来时，你必须学习新的或不同的东西来适应陌生感。不过，在这个转变过程中，你会重新让生活恢复平衡，并且向前进，这样就能把不满感消除。

下一步呢

不要让不满拖后腿！听从你的心声！它总会告诉你何时有必要做出改变了。这可能只是一般的痛苦或纠结。不论怎样，对自己诚实，并相信这种感觉。不满是自然在告诉你，你必须要做出改变来解决目前的问题。它是要对你的处境发出警报，引导你做出所需的改变。

想要做出改变，你必须了解你目前的状况，以及不远将来的预想状况。然而，要记住一点，你希望用某种平衡来抵制不满。记住，不满是由于生活中一个或多个部分失衡所引起的。问一问自己，集中精力，什么是你最关心的。一旦你确定了问题所在，你才能开始制定一个满足自己的目标。这个方法不但能恢复平衡，还能让你朝更满意的生活前进。






































■ 彼岸无尽头，知足才长乐


Gratitude to Be Grateful





◎
 Allen Iverson









Many people believe that they will be happy once they arrive at some specific goal they set for themselves. However, more often than not, once you arrive “there” you will still feel dissatisfied, and move your “there” vision to yet another point in the future. By always chasing after another “there”, you are never really appreciating what you already have right “here”. It is important for human beings to keep sober-minded about the age-old drive to look beyond the place where you now stand. On one hand, your life is enhanced by your dreams and aspirations. On the other hand, these drives can pull you farther and farther from your enjoyment of your life right now. By learning the lessons of gratitude and abundance, you can bring yourself closer to fulfilling the challenge of living in the present.

Gratitude

To be grateful means you are thankful for and appreciative of what you have and where you are on your path right now. Gratitude fills your heart with the joyful feeling and allows you to fully appreciate everything that arises on your path. As you strive to keep your focus on the present moment, you can experience the full wonder of “here”.
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Have no fear of perfection—you’ll never reach it.


~Salvador Dali


不要为十全十美担心——你永远做不到十全十美。


——萨尔瓦多·达利
 




















许多人都相信，一旦他们达到了自己所设定的某个特定目标，他们就会快乐。然而，更多的事实往往是，当你到达“彼岸”时，你仍然会感到不满足，并且将你的“彼岸”指向未来的另一个景象。始终追求一个又一个的“彼岸”，你永远都无法欣赏到你已经到达的“此处”。对于人们来说，不安现状的欲望存在已久，但更重要的是应保持头脑清醒。一方面，你的生活因为梦想和渴望而更加精彩；另一方面，这些欲望又使你越来越不懂得珍惜和享受现在所拥有的生活。通过学习感恩和知足这一课，你会离战胜当下生活中的挑战更进一步。

感恩

感恩是指你感谢、珍惜你所拥有的一切，以及你目前所处的人生境遇。心中充满感激之情，你的心灵就会充满愉悦，你就能充分领悟到人生道路上的一切经历。如果你把眼光聚焦在此时此刻，你就能感受到在“此处”的美妙之处。




There are many ways to cultivate gratitude. Here are just a few suggestions you may wish to try:

1. Imagine what your life would be like if you lost all that you had. This will most surely remind you of how much you do appreciate it.

2. Make a list each day of all that you are grateful for, so that you can stay conscious daily of your blessings. Do this especially when you are feeling as though you have nothing to feel grateful for. Or spend a few minutes before you go to sleep giving thanks for all that you have.

3. Spend time offering assistance to those who are less fortunate than you, so that you may gain perspective.

However you choose to learn gratitude is irrelevant. What really matters is that you create a space in your consciousness for appreciation for all that you have right now, so that you may live more joyously in your present moment.

Abundance

One of the most common human fears is scarcity. Many people are afraid of not having enough of what they need or want, and so they are always striving to get to a point when they would finally have enough.

Alan and Linda always dreamed of living “the good life”. Both from poor working-class families, they married young and set out to fulfill their mutual goal of becoming wealthy. They both worked very hard for years, amassing a small fortune, so they could move from their two-bedroom home to a palatial seven-bedroom home in the most upscale neighborhood. They focused their energies on accumulating all the things they believed signified abundance: membership in the local exclusive country club, luxury cars, designer clothing, and high-class society friends. No matter how much they accumulated, however, it never seemed to be enough. They were unable to erase the deep fear of scarcity both had acquired in childhood.




有许多方法可以培养感恩之心，以下这些建议不妨试试看：

1. 想象如果你失去了你所拥有的一切，你的生活将会怎么样。这一定会让你想起，原来你有多么感激现在的一切。

2. 每天列出所有值得你心存感激的事，这样每天你都能意识到自己的幸运。坚持这样做，尤其是当你感觉似乎没什么可感激的时候。或者，在睡觉前花几分钟时间，感谢你所拥有的一切。

3. 花些时间，去帮助那些没你这么幸运的人，这样你或许会对生活有新的认识。

事实上，你选择怎样的方法去学习感恩，这无关紧要。真正重要的是，你应该有意识地去感激你所拥有的一切，这样你就能更快乐地享受当下。

知足常乐

人类最普遍的恐惧之一就是贫穷。许多人担心他们的所需所求不够，所以他们总是努力使自己最终能拥有一切。

艾伦和琳达总是梦想着能过上“好日子”。他们都来自于贫困的工薪阶层家庭，年纪轻轻就早早结了婚，然后开始为共同的致富目标而努力。他们拼命工作了很多年，积累了一些资金，然后就从两居室搬到了一所高档社区的富丽堂皇的七居室大房子。此后，他们把精力都放在那些他们以为是代表富足的事情上：当地唯一的一家乡村俱乐部的会员资格、豪华轿车、名牌服装、上流社会的朋友。但是，无论他们积累了多少财富，似乎都是不足够的。他们无法抹去童年时代因贫穷而产生的深刻恐惧感。
















事实上，他们就需要学会知足常乐这一课。1987年股市暴跌，艾伦和琳达损失了一大笔钱。一场莫名其妙的昂贵的官司又耗尽了他们另一大笔积蓄。这一件接一件的祸事，导致他们陷入了经济危机之中。他们不得不变卖资产，最终失去了乡村俱乐部的会员资格、汽车和房子。他们花了好几年的时间，才努力从困境中走出来，尽管他们现在已经远离奢侈，但他们主宰着自己的生活，感到幸运又知足。只有此刻，他们才掂量着尚未远离的一切——坚固相爱的婚姻、健康的身体、稳定的收入、真正的朋友等——他们终于意识到，真正的富足并非来自财富的积累，而是来自感激和珍惜。

贫穷感产生于“精神空虚综合征”，也就是我们试图用外界之物来填补内心的空虚。但是，就像拼图游戏一样，你不能把它硬放在原本不属于它的位置上。任何身外之物、感情、爱或关注，都无法填补内心的空虚。我们拥有的已经足够，因此，我们应满足于内心世界的丰富与充实。






































■ 思考是成功的前提

Thinking Is the


 
 Premise of Success


◎
 Laurie Granieri









Thinking is necessary if you want to succeed in life. People fear that thinking may upset their comfort and self-satisfaction. Thinking needs constant practice with enthusiasm, enthusiasm generates interest and sustains thinking. And concentration will help us form a clear picture in our minds of the ultimate objective.

Thinking should be constant and continuous. With concentration, we can arrange thoughts in order and become a rapid thinker. It is also important to develop organized thinking learning to think of different things one by one in order. We can stimulate[91]

 thinking power by taking part in serious conversations or discussion and defending our positions so that it will drive us to think more clearly and objectively. Reading books and magazines will also help us in the process of formulating ideas.

Positive thinking has a tremendous[92]

 influence over others with whom we come into contact; people who succeed improving their thinking power enrich themselves.














美 丽 语 录

If you do not learn to think when you are young, you may never learn.

如果你年轻时不学会思考，那就可能永远不会。
























如果你想获得人生的成功，思考是必要的。人们害怕思考会扰乱自己的安逸和自我满足感。思考需要在热情中持续进行，而热情会激发人的兴趣，使思考维持下去。专心致志将有助于我们在脑海中形成有关终极目标的清晰画面。

思考应该是持续不断的。如果集中精力，我们就能理清思绪，成为反应敏捷的思想者。培养清晰有条理的思考习惯，学会依次考虑不同的事情，这也同样重要。我们可以通过参加认真严谨的谈话或讨论来提高思考能力，也可以进行辩论，这将会促使我们更清晰、更客观地思考。阅读书籍和杂志也有助于思维的构建。

积极主动的思考对我们接触到的其他人具有巨大的影响力。那些成功提高思考能力的人会充实自己，丰富自己的人生。










































  ■
 夕阳无限好

Leaving Work to Gaze at Sunsets


◎
 Laurie Granieri









I believe in leaving work at five o’clock.

In a nation that operates on a staunch Protestant work ethic, this belief could be considered radical. Working only 40 hours a week? I just don’t know many people who punch out at five o’clock anymore. It seems downright quaint, like pocket watches and shoe shines.

My father tried to teach me the importance of hard work, long hours and dedication to a career. But then there are the things he taught me unintentionally, like when he arrived home from work for the last time and crawled up the stairs.

My father, a self-employed sales trainer, was that sick, that tired. His body was wracked with liver cancer, and he suffered the effects of a diabetic ulcer. Still, he insisted on traveling to honor his commitment to give a seminar. He probably earned a lot of money that day, and he paid the price: He returned to the hospital soon after and was dead within three months, at age 58.

It’s been 10 years since I saw my father come home that night and since then, I’ve thought a lot about work. I’ve decided something: I will never crawl up the stairs. As much as I love my job as a newspaper reporter, I will never work myself into the ground, literally or figuratively.
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Ordinary people merely think how they shall spend their time; a man
 of talent tries to use it.


~Arthur Schopenhauer


普通人只想到如何度过时间，有才能的人设法利用时间。


——叔本华
 




















我的信念是在5点钟结束每天的工作。

在这个奉行新教徒那套“工作至上”理念的国度，我的这一信念可被视为激进主义了。每周只工作40小时？我认识的人中很少是下午5点打卡下班的。那看起来十足怪异，就跟怀表、鞋油这类古老的东西一样。

我父亲尽力教导我努力工作、超时工作以及献身事业这几点的重要性。但后来，他也无意中教了我一些东西，比如那次——他最后一次下班回家爬上楼梯的时候。

我父亲是一名自由的销售培训师。那时，他病得很厉害，十分疲惫。肝癌拖垮了他的身体，他还饱受糖尿病溃疡的折磨。不过，他为履行承诺仍坚持到外地主持一个研讨会。他那天可能赚了不少钱，但他也付出了代价：不久之后又住进了医院，而且三个月后就去世了，年仅58岁。

从那晚看到父亲回家直到现在，已经过去10年了，自那以后，我对工作做了多番思考。我决定了一件事：我绝不爬楼梯回家。作为一名报社记者，尽管我非常热爱我的工作，但我永远不会因为拼命工作而把自己送进“坟墓”里，无论是字面上还是比喻的意义。




The idea of leaving work at work didn’t come easily to me. After all, I am my father’s daughter. In college, I wasn’t going to keg parties in a frat basement; I was the girl who lingered on the library steps each morning, waiting for the doors to open. I even dreamt about schoolwork.

My dad once told me he was unable to just gaze at a sunset; he had to be doing something as he looked at it—writing, reading, playing chess. You could say he was a success: He was a published author, an accomplished musician, fluent in German and the American Sign Language. That’s an impressive list, but here’s the thing: I want to gaze at sunsets. I don’t want to meet a deadline during them or be writing a column at the same time, or glance at them over the top of a book.

This raises the question: If I leave work at five o’ clock to watch the sunset, what are the consequences? Do I risk not reaching the top of my profession? Maybe, because honestly, knocking off after eight hours probably won’t earn me the corner office or the lucrative promotion.

But hey, leaving work at five o’ clock means I eat dinner with my family. I get to hop on my bike and pedal through the streets of my hometown as the shadows lengthen and the traffic thins. And I get to take in a lot of sunsets. That’s got to be worth something.






















只在工作时间内工作的想法于我并非易事。毕竟，有其父必有其女。读大学时，我不参加在地下室里举办的大学生联谊会，而是每天早上就逗留在图书馆的阶梯上，等着图书馆开门。我甚至做梦都会梦见写作业。

我的父亲曾经告诉我，他没法只是凝视着夕阳；看着夕阳的同时他还得做些别的事——写作、阅读、下棋。你可以称他为成功人士：他是一名出版过作品的作家，一位有成就的音乐家，能说流利的德语，能熟练运用美国手语。这一连串成就看起来让人印象深刻，但问题来了：我想凝视夕阳。我不想边看夕阳边赶在最后期限前完成工作，也不想边看夕阳边给专栏赶稿，又或者是看着书，偶尔才朝那抹夕阳瞥上一眼。

这就引发了一个问题：如果我5点就下班去看夕阳，会有什么后果？我是否就无法爬到职场最高位？也许是，因为老实说，工作8小时就下班，想搬进角落里的高层办公室或升职加薪是不太可能的。

不过，嘿，5点就下班意味着我能和家人共进晚餐。我跳上单车，穿梭在家乡的街道上，一切都被拉长了影子，路上车少人稀。从此，我看了不少夕阳美景。我觉得这样做是值得的。
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 倾听你内心的声音

Listen to Your Inner Voice


◎
 William Howard












Is there inside you? Very much, ever since you were brought into this world. When you couldn’t open your mouth till the first two years on planet earth, inner voice is the one through which you interpreted and understood things.

Inner voice is the voice mouth of the subconscious mind. The subconscious[93]

 mind is always acting as a secondary reflector[94]

 of thoughts and ideas in the body. It justifies and rationalizes what is right and what is wrong. When we go against what the inner voice say we get a guilty conscious and are bothered by it throughout our lives.

At times when we are feeling low or those unforgettable moments when we are let down, we seem to need some kind of emotional or mental support. We usually speak to our closest pal[95]

 or our dearest family member during times of distress to ease the burden[96]

 . At such times we get over the initial drizzle of emotional anxiety and mental restlessness, because of the pepping up by our empathic listener. We suddenly feel rejuvenated[97]

 because our inner voice alerts us to get on with things and leave the things of past on the memory books of our brain.




名 人 语 库

Most folks are about as happy as they make up their minds to be.


~Abraham Lincoln


对于大多数人来说，他们认定自己有多幸福，就有多幸福。


——亚伯拉罕·林肯
 












你的内心深处有呼之欲出的声音吗？是的，自从你来到这个世界上，你的心灵就在不断地诉说。来到世上的最初两年时，你还不能开口说话，而心灵的声音就是你理解这个世界的通道。

内心的声音是潜意识诉说的嘴。潜意识一直是思想和观点的二次映射。它证明且控制着事物的对与错。当我们违背了内心的声音，我们会有一种负罪感，而且在余生中总会因它而困扰。

情绪低落或灰心丧气时，我们似乎就需要某种情绪或精神上的支持。通常在痛苦的时候，我们会向最好的朋友或家人诉说，以此减轻压力。在这样的时刻，我们克服了不安和焦虑的情绪，因为有了为我们打气的听众。我们迅速恢复了活力，因为内心的声音在提醒我们，继续走下去，将过去的那些烦恼都留在回忆里吧。

大多数时候，内心的声音总是对的，因为它比任何人都要了解我们，甚至超过我们自己。它是我们从小就一直伴随我们直觉的冒失小鬼。遵从直觉是有好处的，因为它大多是来自于我们的精神和现实之间同步的反应。




The inner voice is always right most of the times because it knows us better than others and probably even ourselves. It is the dare devil child of the intuitions which we have been having since childhood. It’s good to go by intuitions most of the times because it’s the response provided due to the synchronism[98]

 between our mental and physical being.

Whenever you are trying your first cigarette, or whenever you are asked to take sides in an argument, you are always in a sense of dilemma[99]

 . During these times your inner voice automatically gives its verdict, which when over written, might leave us unhappy in the future. It’s up to us to either ignore the morale[100]

 booster inside us or go out to the world and search for spiritual guru’s and happiness, when all these things are very much present within us.


















当你尝试去抽第一支烟的时候，或者当你被要求在某个争论里站在某一方的时候，你总是会感觉到困扰。在这些时刻，你内心的声音会自动给出裁决，甚至夸大来说，会给我们的将来留下不快。当这些事摆在眼前的时候，我们该决定是忽略内心的冲动，还是走向世界，去寻找精神领袖和幸福。


















Chapter 6　走向最美的旅程，飘逸而行















Start the Gorgeous Journey






In life, there is no station, no one place to arrive at once and for all. The true joy of life is the trip. The station is only a dream.






人生的旅途中并没有车站，也没有一个一劳永逸的地方。生活的真正乐趣在于旅行的过程，而车站只是一个梦。





























  ■
 热情带你前进

Enthusiasm Takes You Further


◎
 Marcus Sheridan









Years ago, when I started looking for my first job, wise advisers urged, “Barbara, be enthusiastic! Enthusiasm will take you further than any amount of experience.”

How right they were. Enthusiastic people can turn a boring drive into an adventure, extra work into opportunity and strangers into friends.

“Nothing great was ever achieved without enthusiasm,” wrote Ralph Waldo Emerson. It is the paste[101]

 that helps you hang in there when the going gets tough. It is the inner voice that whispers, “I can do it!” when others shout, “No, you can’t.”

It took years and years for the early work of Barbara McClintock, a geneticist who won the 1983 Nobel Prize in medicine, to be generally accepted. Yet she didn’t let up on her experiments. Work was such a deep pleasure for her that she never thought of stopping.


We are all born with wide-eyed, enthusiastic wonder as anyone knows who has ever seen an infant’s delight at the jingle of keys or the scurrying of a beetle.
 




美 丽 语 录

Enjoy the little things in life, for one day you may look back and realize they were the big things.

享受生命中的每一个细节，因为当你回首往事时可能会发现，原来那些所谓的小事是多么的重要。












多年前，当我开始寻找我第一份工作时，聪明的指导员敦促我：“芭芭拉，一定要充满热情！热情带给你的东西将远远胜过任何经验带给你的。”

他说得很对。热情似火的人们能把无趣的事情变成一次冒险，把额外的工作变成机会，把陌生人变成好朋友。

“没有热情，再伟大的事情也无法完成。”拉尔夫·瓦尔多·爱默生这样写道。当事情变得棘手时，是糨糊般的韧劲让你坚持下来；当别人冲你高声喊着“不，你做不到”时，是你内心的声音轻声对你说：“我能做到。”

这就是遗传学家芭芭拉·麦克林托克——1983年诺贝尔医学奖的获得者——早年所从事的工作，她花了好几年的时间才使大家普遍接受这个事实。至今，她仍旧一心扑在实验上。对她来说，工作就是一种深入内心的享受。因此，她从未想过要停止工作。

我们生来就有一双大眼睛，天性激情似火。任何一个见过婴儿听到钥匙声或看见乱爬的甲虫就兴奋不已的人，都会明白这一点。




It is this childlike wonder that gives enthusiastic people such a youthful air, whatever their age.

At 90, cellist Pablo Casals would start his day by playing Bach. As the music flowed through his fingers, his stooped shoulders would straighten and joy would reappear in his eyes. Music, for Casals, was an elixir[102]

 that made life a never ending adventure. As author and poet Samuel Ullman once wrote, “Years wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul.”

How do you rediscover the enthusiasm of your childhood? The answer, I believe, lies in the word itself. “Enthusiasm” comes from the Greek and means “God within.” And what is God within is but an abiding sense of love—proper love of self (self-acceptance) and, from that, love of others.

Enthusiastic people also love what they do, regardless of money or title or power. If we cannot do what we love as a full-time career, we can as a part-time avocation, like the head of state who paints, the nun who runs marathons, the executive who handcrafts furniture.

Elizabeth Layton of Wellsville, Kan, was 68 before she began to draw. This activity ended bouts of depression that had plagued her for at least 30 years, and the quality of her work led one critic to say, “I am tempted to call Layton a genius.” Elizabeth has rediscovered her enthusiasm.

We can’t afford to waste tears on “might-have-beens.”We need to turn the tears into sweat as we go after “What-can-be.”

We need to live each moment wholeheartedly, with all our senses—finding pleasure in the fragrance of a back-yard garden, the crayoned picture of a six-year-old, the enchanting beauty of a rainbow. It is such enthusiastic love of life that puts a sparkle in our eyes, a lilt in our steps and smooths the wrinkles from our souls.














正是这种孩子般的好奇心，让热情似火的人们（不论何种年龄）有一种青春的气息。

大提琴演奏家帕布罗·卡萨尔斯90岁时还坚持以演奏巴赫开始他一天的生活。音乐从他的指尖流出，他弯着的背都挺直了，欢乐再一次溢满他的双眼。对卡萨尔斯来说，音乐是让人生变成一次无止境的冒险的灵丹妙药。就像作家兼诗人塞缪尔·厄尔曼曾经写道：“悠悠岁月，老去的只是容颜；抛弃激情，衰败的就是灵魂！”

你怎样才能重拾孩提时的那份热情呢？我相信答案就在于“热情”这个词本身。“热情”一词源于希腊，它的原意是“内心的上帝”。“内心的上帝”其实不是别的，就是一种亘古不变的爱——适度地爱自己（自我接纳）以及缘于此的爱别人。

热情似火的人同样深爱着他们所做的事，而不会考虑金钱、地位和权力。如果我们不能将所钟爱的事情作为正式职业，那么我们可以把它当作业余爱好，就像爱好画画的国家元首，参加马拉松比赛的修女和自己亲手制作家具的行政官员。

堪萨斯州韦尔斯维尔市的伊丽莎白·莱顿68岁时才开始画画。这个爱好消除了纠缠她长达30年之久的忧郁症，而她的作品也因画技精湛而深获一位评论家的好评：“我忍不住要称莱顿为天才。”伊丽莎白又找回了她的热情。

我们不该把眼泪浪费在“早该……”这类忏悔上。我们应该把眼泪化为汗水，去追寻“可能”的东西。

我们应该全心全意地度过生命中的每一分钟——在后花园的芬芳中，在6岁小孩的蜡笔画中，在彩虹迷人的美中寻找快乐，打开所有的感知，这才是对生活的热爱。正是这种热爱让我们双目有神，让我们步履轻盈，让我们灵魂的褶皱不再。


































■ 简单一小步，丰富每一天

A Simple Way to Improve


 
 Your Life Everyday


◎
 Donald Latumahina









I love to have simple ways to improve my life. Everyday is a chance for improving our life, and it’s up to us to best use it. What I want is to have good, balanced progress everyday.

To ensure balance, my favorite way is using the four facets of prosperity: material, spiritual, physical, and social. By achieving material prosperity, spiritual prosperity, physical prosperity, and social prosperity, I believe I can have complete and balanced prosperity in my life.

You may add other facets of prosperity if they work for you, but in my opinion these four facets are easy to remember and already cover practically everything.

To put this concept into practice, what I do is ensuring that I do something to improve each facet everyday. Here is how I do it:

1. Decide on something to do daily in each facet

To keep things simple, choose only one or two tasks to do daily in each facet. More than that, it could be difficult to keep up with them. Of course, you may want to do more than just one or two tasks to improve a facet, but choose only the most important ones to be made daily. In my case, I have just one task for each facet.




名 人 语 库

We have no more right to consume happiness without producing it than to consume wealth without producing it.


~George Bernard Shaw


正像我们无权只享受财富而不创造财富一样，我们也无权只享受幸福而不创造幸福。


——萧伯纳
 








我喜欢用简单的方法提高自己的生活水平。对我们的生命来说，每一天都是一个新的机遇，它则取决于我们如何最有效地利用它。我所希望的，是每天都有良好、平稳的提高。

我最倾向于通过物质生活、精神境界、身体素质、社交活动四个方面的互补来保持生活的平衡。如果可以达到物质富足、精神愉悦、身体健康以及社交活跃，那么我相信，我一定会拥有和谐美妙而精彩纷呈的生活。

当然，你还可以添加一些你认为有用的东西。不过，在我看来，以上四个方面易于记忆，而且基本已经涵盖了一切。

为了将这个观念付诸实践，我每天都会努力来完善这四个方面。下面是我个人的做法：

1. 决定每天在每方面所要做的事

把事情简单化，每天每个方面只选择一两个任务。当然，坚持下来还是有一定难度的。为了提高某方面，你可能每天不止做一两个任务，不过记住，选择最重要的去做。就我的情况而言，每天我只针对一个方面做一项任务。




One thing to remember is each of the tasks should be measurable so that you know for sure whether or not you have done it. Here is an example:


*
 Material: do project for at least 2 hours


*
 Spiritual: meditate for 30 minutes


*
 Physical: exercise for 20 minutes


*
 Social: ping at least one friend

2. Record your performance

After setting the daily tasks for each facet, all you need to do is ensuring that you do them. Recording your performance can greatly help you here. You may use a notebook, a spreadsheet, or any other medium you want. Write down there whether or not you have done a task in a particular day.

3. Adjust accordingly

If you think that you can more effectively improve yourself doing something else, don’t hesitate to change the tasks. For example, maybe you think that reading spiritual text will give you better result than meditation for spiritual prosperity. In that case, you can change your daily task from meditation to reading spiritual text. On the other hand, if you think that they are both necessary, you can decide to do both (though you shouldn’t forget to keep things simple).

Another possibility is increasing the intensity of the tasks to bring you to the next level. For instance, instead of exercising for 20 minutes a day, you could make it 30 minutes a day.

By using this system, you can be sure that you do something everyday to improve yourself in all facets. It’s as if you make balanced progress on autopilot. I’ve used it for some time and—though I miss my daily tasks here and there—I’m glad to see how it helps me have balanced progress to complete prosperity.




还有一点要记住，你所做的每项活动都应当有可衡量的标准，这样你才能确定自己是否已经完成了。下面举个例子：


*
 物质方面：至少工作2小时


*
 精神方面：自我反省30分钟


*
 身体方面：运动20分钟


*
 社交方面：至少和一个朋友闲聊

2. 记录你的进度

在制定每天的各方面任务后，你要做的就是确保自己有所行动。记录每日进度是个很有效的办法。你可以用一个笔记本、电子表格或任何你想用的工具，记录你一天之内是否已经完成任务。

3. 适时调整

如果你能通过其他途径更有效地提升自己，那么不要犹豫，果断调整任务吧。比如，也许你认为品读心灵美文比自我反省能更好地提升思想境界，那么你可以把每日反省调整成阅读有关精神方面的文章。另外，如果你觉得这两项都有必要，你可以两个都选（但记住不要让事情复杂化）。

另一种可能就是增加任务的强度，让自己提升到一个更高的水平上。例如，你可以从每天锻炼20分钟提升到每天锻炼30分钟。

通过实践这套体系，你可以确保每天都在做些提升自己各个方面的事情。稳步提升自我似乎变成了一件驾轻就熟之事。我曾经这样做过一段时间——尽管我时常忘这忘那——但值得高兴的是，在稳步提升自己的生活水平方面，它确实对我有所帮助。




What do you think? Do you have other tips for daily improvement?


















你有什么看法呢？对于改善自己的日常生活，你有其他建议吗？














































   ■
 海边漫步

At the Edge of the Sea


◎
 Rachel Carson









The shore is an ancient world, for as long as there has been an earth and sea there has been this place of the meeting of land and water. Yet it is a world that keeps alive the sense of continuing creation and of the relentless drive of life. Each time that I enter it, I gain some new awareness of its beauty and its deeper meanings, sensing that intricate fabric of life by which one creature is linked with another, and each with its surroundings.

In my thoughts of the shore, one place stands apart for its revelation of exquisite beauty. It is a pool hidden within a cave that one can visit only rarely and briefly when the lowest of the year’s low tides fall below it, and perhaps from that very fact it acquires some of its special beauty. Choosing such a tide, I hoped for a glimpse of the pool.

The ebb was to fall early in the morning. I knew that if the wind held from the northwest and no interfering swell ran in from a distant storm the level of the sea should drop below the entrance to the pool. There had been sudden ominous showers in the night, with rain like handfuls of gravel flung on the roof. When I looked out into the early morning the sky was full of a gray dawn light but the sun had not yet risen. Water and air were pallid. Across the bay the moon was a luminous disc in the western sky, suspended above the dim line of distant shore—the full August moon, drawing the tide to the low, low levels of the threshold of the alien sea world. As I watched, a gull flew by, above the spruces. Its breast was rosy with the light of the unrisen sun. The day was, after all, to be fair.




名 人 语 库

Time is a versatile performer. It flies, marches on, heals all wounds, runs out and will tell.


~Franklin P. Jones


时间是个多才多艺的表演者。它能展翅飞翔，能阔步前进，能治愈创伤，能消逝而去，也能揭示真相。


——富兰克林·P. 琼斯
 












海岸是一个古老的世界，自从有地球和海洋以来，就有这个水陆相接的地方。然而，人们却感觉它是一个总在创造、生机勃勃而又精力充沛的世界。每一次，当我踏入这个世界，感觉到生物之间以及每一个生物与它的环境之间，通过错综复杂的生命结构彼此相连的时候，我对它的美，对它的深层含义，都会产生一些新的认识。

每当我想起海岸，就有一个地方因它所展现出的独特美妙而显得出类拔萃。那就是一个隐匿于洞穴中的水潭。平时，这个洞被海水所淹没，一年之中只有潮汐降落至最低、低于水潭时，人们才能在这罕有的短暂时刻看见它。也许正因如此，它获得了某种特殊的美。我选好这样一个低潮的时机，希望能看一眼水潭。

潮水将在清晨时分退下去。我知道，如果不刮西北风，远处的风暴不再掀起惊涛骇浪进行干扰，海平面就会低于水潭的入口。夜间突然下了几场不祥的阵雨，一把把碎石般的雨点被抛到屋顶上。清晨，我望着天空笼罩着灰蒙蒙的曙光，太阳还没有升起。水和空气一片暗淡。一轮明月挂在海湾对面西边的天空上，月下昏暗的一线就是远方的海岸——8月的望月把海潮吸得很低，直到那与世隔离的海洋世界的门槛。当我观望的时候，一只海鸥飞过云杉之上。呼之欲出的太阳把它的腹部照映成粉色。终于，天晴了。





Later, as I stood above the tide near the entrance to the pool, the promise of that rosy light was sustained. From the base of the steep wall of rock on which I stood, a moss covered ledge jutted seaward into deep water. In the surge at the rim of the ledge the dark fronds of oarweeds swayed smooth and gleaming as leather. The projecting ledge was the path to the small hidden cave and its pool. Occasionally a swell, stronger than the rest, rolled smoothly over the rim and broke in foam against the cliff. But the intervals between such swells were long enough to admit me to the ledge and long enough for a glimpse of that fairy pool, so seldom and so briefly exposed.


And so I knelt on the wet carpet of sea moss and looked back into the dark cavern that held the pool in a shallow basin. The floor of the cave was only a few inches below the roof, and a mirror had been created in which all that grew on the ceiling was reflected in the still water below.

Under water that was clear as glass the pool was carpeted with green sponge. Gray patches of sea squirts glistened on the ceiling and colonies of raft coral were a pale apricot color. In the moment when I looked into the cave a little elfin starfish hung down, suspended by the merest thread, perhaps by only a single tube foot. It reached down to touch its own reflection, so perfectly delineated that there might have been, not one starfish, but two. The beauty of the reflected images and of the limpid pool itself was the poignant beauty of things that are ephemeral, existing only until the sea should return to fill the little cave.




后来，当我站在高于海潮的水潭入口处时，四周已是瑰红色的晨光。从我立脚的峭岩底部，一块被青苔覆盖的礁石伸向大海深处。海水拍击着礁石周围，水藻上下左右地漂动，像皮革般光滑发亮。通往隐藏的小洞和洞中水潭的路径是那些凸现的暗礁。间或一阵强于一阵的波涛悠然地漫过礁石的边缘，并在岩壁上击成水沫。这种波涛间歇的时间足以让我踏上礁石，足以让我瞥见那仙境般的水潭，那平时很少露面、露面也只是一瞬的水潭。

我跪在那海苔铺成的潮湿地毯上，向那些黑洞里窥探，就是这些黑洞把水潭环抱成一个浅盆模样。洞底距离顶部只有几英寸，真是一面天造明镜。洞顶上的一切生物都倒映在底下平静的水中。

清明如镜的水底铺满了一层碧绿的海绵。一片片灰色的海蛸在洞顶上闪闪发光，一堆堆软珊瑚披着淡淡的杏黄色衣裳。就在我朝洞里探望的那一刻，从洞顶上掉下一只小海星，仅仅悬在一条线上，或许就在它的一只管足上。它向下触碰着自己的倒影。多么完美的画面!仿佛不是一只海星，而是一对海星。美丽的倒影，清澈的水潭，这些转眼即逝的事物所体现的强烈而动人的美——一旦海水漫过小洞，这种美便不复存在了。




































■ 着装和微笑带来的改变

Simple Tricks to Boost


  
 Your Confidence


◎
 Judi James









Take all those clothes that are too small for you to the charity shop. Gazing at wannabe smaller sizes every time you open your wardrobe door is like punching yourself in the eye on a daily basis.

Stop keeping clothes for “best”—wear them regularly.

Smile. Whether you feel like smiling or not, it makes you feel and look better, and other people respond better to you as well.

Stop comparing your life with other people, especially celebrities. Most of them are worried about slipping down the charts or not getting offered the best roles. Their self-obsession means that they are rarely capable of holding down a happy and loving relationship.


Write a proper diary, on paper with a pen. Imagine it’s being written for the future you and make it a good account of your life, filled with humor and positive insights. Make your tone brave and optimistic. Adopting this writing style will enable you to change your perspective of what’s happening to you.


Compliment yourself. Out loud. In the mirror.














名 人 语 库

Everything can be taken from a man but one thing; the freedom to choose his attitude in any given set of circumstances.


~Leonhard Frand


我可以拿走人的任何东西，但有一样东西不行，这就是在特定环境下选择自己的生活态度的自由。


——弗兰德
 












把那些太小的衣服都捐给慈善店！每天打开衣橱看着那些小得根本穿不进的衣服，就等于是自己戳自己的眼睛啦。

别总把好衣服留在重要场合穿，时不时拿出来穿一穿。

一定要微笑。不管你是否想要笑对一切，这样不仅让自己看上去形象更好，别人也会对你更和善。

别再拿你的生活和别人攀比，尤其不要和名人比。他们大多数人天天担心自己人气下滑，或者担心自己得不到演主角的机会。这种自恋意味着他们根本无法维持一段幸福温馨的感情。

记日记，要用笔写在纸上。想象是写给未来的你看的，为你的人生留下美好的记录，所以语言要幽默积极，口气要勇敢乐观。这种记录风格也会让你从不同的视角来审视当下。

对着镜子大声赞美自己。






































■丑八怪

Ugly


◎
 Karen G. Stone









Everyone in the apartment complex I lived in knew who Ugly was. Ugly was the resident tomcat. Ugly loved three things in this world: fighting, eating garbage, and, shall we say, love.

The combination of these things combined with a life spent outside had their effect on Ugly. To start with, he had only one eye and where the other should have been was a gaping hole. He was also missing his ear on the same side, his left foot appeared to have been badly broken at one time, and had healed at an unnatural angle, making him look like he was always turning the corner. His tail has long ago been lost, leaving only the smallest stub, which he would constantly jerk and twitch.

Ugly would have been a dark grey tabby, striped-type, except for the sores covering his head, neck, even his shoulders with thick, yellowing scabs. Every time someone saw Ugly there was the same reaction. “That’s one UGLY cat!”

All the children were warned not to touch him, the adults threw rocks at him, hosed him down, squirted him when he tried to come in their home or shut his paws in the door when he would not leave. Ugly always had the same reaction. If you turned the hose on him, he would stand there, getting soaked until you gave up and quit. If you threw things at him, he would curl his lanky body around feet in forgiveness.




名 人 语 库

Only ones among you who will be really happy are those who will have sought and found how to serve.


~A. Schweizer


有一点我是知道的：在你们之中，只有那些愿意寻求发现如何为别人服务的人，才是真正幸福的。


——施韦策
 




















我住的公寓大楼里的每个人都认识这只丑八怪。丑八怪曾经是小区里的流浪猫。在这个世上它只爱做三件事：战斗、吃垃圾，还有，应该说是爱。

这三件事再加上在外的流浪生活，造就了这只丑八怪。第一，它只有一只眼睛，另一只则成了一个大窟窿。另外，它也失去了同一侧的耳朵，它的一只左脚似乎也受过伤，痊愈后形成了个极不自然的斜角，使它看起来像是总在不停转弯。它的尾巴也早已不见了，只留下一个短小的绺，像是始终在不停地抽搐着。

丑八怪应该是一条深灰色的虎斑猫，有条纹的品种，只是头上、颈部和肩膀上长着厚厚的黄痂子。每次有人看到丑八怪都是同样的反应：“真难看的猫！”




Whenever he spied children, he would come running, meowing frantically and bump his head against their hand begging for their love. If you ever picked him, up he would immediately begin suckling on your shirt, earring whatever he could find.

One day Ugly shared his love with the neighbor’s huskies. They did not respond kindly, and Ugly was badly mauled. From my apartment I could hear his scream and I tried to rush to his aid. By the time I got to where he was laying, it was apparent Ugly’s sad life was almost at an end.

Ugly lay in a wet circle, his back legs and lower back twisted grossly out of shape, a gaping tear in the white strip of fur that ran down his front. As I picked him up and tried to carry him home, I could hear him wheezing and gasping, and could feel him struggling. It must be hurting him terribly, I thought.

Then I felt a familiar tugging, sucking sensation on my ear. Ugly, in so much pain, suffering and obviously dying, was trying to suckle my ear. I pulled him closer to me, and he bumped the palm of my hand with his head, then he turned his one golden eye towards me, and I could hear the distinct sound of purring. Even in the greatest pain, that ugly battled-scarred cat was asking only for a little affection, perhaps some compassion.

At that moment I thought Ugly was the most beautiful, loving creature I had ever seen. Never once did he try to bite or scratch me, or even try to get away from me, or struggle in any way. Ugly just looked up at me completely trusting in me to relieve his pain.




所有的孩子们都被警告不要去碰它，大人们朝它扔石头，用水管浇它；当它准备回屋时用水枪射它，当它不肯离开时用门挤它的爪子。但是，丑八怪永远都是同样的反应。如果你用水管浇它，它就站在那儿被淋得浑身湿透，直到你放弃为止。如果你朝它扔东西，它就会把瘦长的身体蜷缩在脚上，带着它那颗早已宽恕的心。

每当它看到孩子时，都会跑过去，喵呜喵呜地疯狂喊叫，并用它的头使劲蹭孩子们的手，乞求他们的怜爱。如果你把它抱起来，它马上就会开始吸吮你的衬衫、耳环，吸吮任何它能找到的东西。

一天，丑八怪将爱分享给了邻居家的哈士奇们。但对方并没有报以友善，小丑被撕咬得很严重。我在公寓里听见了它的尖叫声，便试图去救它。然而，当我到了它躺着的地方，却看到它悲惨的一生似乎走到了尽头。

丑八怪躺在一个湿漉漉的水坑里，它的后腿和下背严重扭曲在一起，皮毛的白色条纹上有一个大口子也被撕到了前身。当我抱起它，试图带它回家时，还可以听到它的喘息，还可以感到它在挣扎。我知道，它一定伤得太重了。

突然，我感到一阵熟悉的拖拽，我的耳朵上有了被吸吮的感觉。丑八怪，正遭受着这么大的痛苦，甚至已经濒临死亡，竟在努力地舔我的耳朵。我让它靠近我，它便开始用它的头蹭我的手掌，然后，用那只金黄色的眼睛看着我，我可以清楚地听到那几近衰竭的呼吸声。尽管遭受着最剧烈的痛苦，这只丑陋的满身战伤的猫，只是在乞求一点点的爱，或者只是一点点的同情。

在那一刻，我觉得丑八怪是我所见过的最美丽、最可爱的家伙。它从来没试图咬过或抓过我，甚至都没有试着躲避我，或者肆意挣扎。它只是抬头看着我以减轻它的痛苦，对我充满了信任。
















在我还没进门时，丑八怪就死在了我的怀里，之后我抱着它坐了很长时间，我在想，一只满身疤痕的畸形小流浪猫，它是如何改变了我对纯净心灵的理解——爱得如此彻底、如此真诚。丑八怪教会我的付出和慈悲胜过读千万本书、听千万次演讲或脱口秀节目，也正因如此，我将永远心存感激。它的伤痕烙在了外表上，而我的内心却早已伤痕累累，是时候忘记过去、往前看，学会爱得真诚、爱得深刻了。我要将我的所有给予那些我在乎的人。

很多人想变得更富有、更成功、更迷人、更美丽；而我，将永远去试着做一个丑八怪。










































  ■
 选择你的生活

Choosing Life


◎
 Michael Murphy









Michael is the kind of guy you love to hate. He is always in a good mood and always has something positive to say. When someone would ask him how he was doing, he would reply, “If I were any better, I would be twins!” He was a natural motivator.

If an employee was having a bad day, Michael was there telling the employee how to look on the positive side of the situation. Seeing his style really made me curious, so one day I went up to Michael and asked him, “I don’t get it. You can’t be a positive person all of the time. How do you do it?”

Michael replied, “Each morning I wake up and say to myself, ‘You have two choices today. You can choose to be in a good mood or you can choose to be in a bad mood.’ I choose to be in a good mood. Each time something bad happens, I can choose to be a victim or I can choose to learn from it. I choose to learn from it. Every time someone comes to me complaining, I can choose to accept their complaining or I can point out the positive side of life. I choose the positive side of life.”

“Yeah, right, it’s not that easy,” I protested.




名 人 语 库

Joys are our wings, sorrows are our spurs.


~Jean Paul Richter


欢乐是我们的双翼，悲痛是我们的动力。


——里克特·J.P.
 
















迈克尔是那种让你又爱又恨的家伙。他总是喜笑颜开的，总是说些积极上进的话。如果有人问他近况如何，他会回答说：“如果我还能再好的话，我就成双胞胎了！”他是个天生的乐天派。

如果哪位雇员某天过得很不顺，迈克尔就会告诉他如何看待事情的光明面。他的这种方式着实让我好奇，所以有一天，我找到迈克尔，问他：“我真弄不明白。你怎么能时时刻刻都那样积极乐观？你是如何做到的？”

迈克尔回答说：“每天早晨醒来时，我对自己说，‘今天你有两种选择。你可以选择心情愉快，你也可以选择心情恶劣。’我选择心情愉快。每次发生什么糟糕的事情时，我可以选择成为一个受害者，也可以选择从中吸取教训。我选择从中吸取教训。每当有人向我抱怨什么时，我可以选择接受他们的抱怨，也可以选择指出生活的积极面。我选择指出生活的积极面。”

“是啊，不错，可它并不那么容易呀。”我表示异议。




“Yes, it is,” Michael said. “Life is all about choices. When you cut away all the junk, every situation is a choice. You choose how you react to situations. You choose how people affect your mood. You choose to be in a good mood or bad mood. The bottom line: It’s your choice how you live your life.”

I reflected on what Michael said. Soon after, I left the Tower Industry to start my own business. We lost touch, but I often thought about him when I decided to choose life instead of reacting to it.

Several years later, I heard that Michael was involved in a serious accident, falling some 60 feet from a communications tower. After 18 hours of surgery and weeks of intensive care, Michael was released from the hospital with rods placed in his back. I saw Michael about six months after the accident. When I asked him how he was, he replied. “If I were any better, I’d be twins. Wanna see my scars?”

I declined to see his wounds, but I did ask him what had gone through his mind as the accident took place. “The first thing that went through my mind was the well-being of my soon to be born daughter,” Michael replied. “Then, as I lay on the ground, I remembered that I had two choices: I could choose to live or I could choose to die. I chose to live.”

“Weren’t you scared? Did you lose consciousness?” I asked.

Michael continued, “The paramedics were great. They kept telling me I was going to be fine. But when they wheeled me into the ER and I saw the expressions on the faces of the doctors and nurses, I got really scared. In their eyes, I read ‘He’s a dead man.’ I knew I needed to take action.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

“Well, there was a big burly nurse shouting questions at me,” said Michael. “She asked if I was allergic to anything. ‘Yes,’ I replied. The doctors and nurses stopped working as they waited for my reply. I took a deep breath and yelled, ‘Gravity.’ Over their laughter, I told them, ‘I am choosing to live. Operate on me as if I am alive, not dead. ’”




“其实很容易，”迈克尔说，“生活就是选择。拨开纷繁的表象来看，生活的每种境遇都是一种选择。你选择如何应付生活中的种种情形。你选择人们怎样影响你的情绪。你选择是心情愉快还是心情恶劣。说到底：如何生活是你自己的选择。”

我琢磨着迈克尔的这席话。不久之后，我离开了大企业的工作岗位，去开创自己的事业。我们失去了联系，但当我决定主动选择生活而非被动应对生活时，我时常想起迈克尔。

几年之后，我听说迈克尔遭遇一场恶性事故，从一座通讯大楼的60英尺高处掉了下来。在经历了18个小时的手术和数周的精心护理之后，迈克尔出院了，他的背部装上了金属杆。大约半年之后，我见到了迈克尔。当我问他怎么样时，他回答说，“如果我还能再好，我就成双胞胎了。想看看我的伤疤吗？”

我拒绝看他的伤痕，但是问了他当事故发生时他是怎么想的。“我首先想到的，就是我那即将出世的女儿——她的幸福，”迈克尔答道，“然后，当我躺在地上时，我记得当时我有两种选择：我可以选择活着，也可以选择死。我选择了活着。”

“你难道不害怕吗？你当时失去知觉了吗？”我问。

迈克尔继续说道：“那些护理人员棒极了。他们不停地告诉我，我会没事的。但当他们把我推进急救室时，我看到医生和护士脸上的表情，还真是吓坏了。在他们的眼里，我读出了‘他是个死人。’我知道我应该有所行动了。”

“你做了什么？”我问道。

“有一位人高马大的护士大声冲我问问题，”迈克尔说，“她问我是否对什么过敏。‘是的。’我回答说。医生和护士都停下手中的工作，等着我回答。我深吸一口气，大声说，‘万有引力！’他们的笑声未了，我便告诉他们，‘我要活下去。把我当成个活人而不是死人来做手术。’”




Michael lived, thanks to the skill of his doctors, but also because of his amazing attitude. I learned from him that every day we have the choice to live fully.



















迈克尔活了下来，这要感谢那些医生的高明医术，但也要归功于他那令人赞叹的态度。我从他那里学会了：我们每天都可以选择充实地活着
 。










































 ■
 一直走在阳光里

Keep Walking in Sunshine


◎
 Juliet N.
















Years of storms had taken their toll on the old windmill. Its wheel, rusted and fallen, lay silent in the lush[103]

 bluegrass. Its once animated silhouette was now a tall motionless steeple in the twilight sun.

I hadn’t walked across our old farm in 15 years. Yet the sensations came flooding back. I could smell the freshness of new mown alfalfa. I could feel the ping of the ice cold summer rain, and the sun’s sudden warmth on my wet shoulders when it reappeared after a brisk July thunderstorm.

Rain or shine, I used to walk this path each day to see Greta. She always made me smile, even after Sis and I had just had a big squabble[104]

 . I would help Greta with her chores. Then we would visit over a generous helping of her delicious homemade chocolate cookies and ice cream. Being confined to a wheel chair didn’t stop Greta from being a fabulous cook.

Greta gave me two of the greatest gifts I’ve ever received. First, she taught me how to read. She also taught me that when I forgave Sis for our squabbles, it meant I wouldn’t keep feeling like a victim. Instead, I would feel sunny.




美 丽 语 录


When life gives you a hundred reasons to cry, show life that you have
 a thousand reasons to smile.

当生活给你一百个理由哭泣时，你就拿出一千个理由笑给它看。




















多年的风雨毁坏了古老的风车。它的轮子锈了，倒了，静静地躺在葱翠的早熟禾丛中。在夕阳的映衬下，曾经栩栩如生的风车如今像高耸的塔尖那般毫无生气。

我已经有15年没有走过我们的农场了。然而，昔日的感觉再次涌现。我仿佛闻到了刚刚修剪过的苜蓿的清新气息；感觉到了冰冷的夏雨打在我的身上；还有7月的雨后太阳照耀在湿漉漉的身上时那股突如其来的暖意。

无论晴天或雨天，曾经我每天都会走过这条小道去探望格丽塔。她总能逗得我开怀一笑，即使我刚和姐姐大吵了一架。我会帮助格丽塔做些家务活。接着，我们会大口大口地吃着她亲手制作的巧克力曲奇饼干和冰淇
 淋。即使只能靠轮椅行走，也无法阻挡格丽塔成为一个出色的厨师。




Mr. Dinking, the local banker, tried to foreclose on Greta’s house and land after her husband passed away. Thanks to Pa and Uncle Johan, Greta got to keep everything. Pa said that it was the least he could do for someone talented enough to teach me to read!

Soon folks were coming from miles around to buy Greta’s homemade cakes, pies, breads, cookies, cider, and ice cream. Hank, the grocery store man, came each week to stock his shelves and bring Greta supplies.

Greta even had me take a big apple pie to Mr. Dinking who became one of her best customers and friends. That’s just how Greta was. She could turn anyone into a friend!

Greta always said, “Dear, keep walking in sunshine!”No matter how terrible my day started, I always felt sunny walking home from Greta’s house—even beneath the winter starlight.

I arrived at Greta’s house today just after sunset. An ambulance had stopped a few feet from her door, it’s red lights flashing. When I ran into the old house, Greta recognized me right away.

She smiled at me with her unforgettable twinkling blue eyes. She was almost out of breath when she reached out and softly touched my arm. Her last words to me were “Dear, keep walking in sunshine!”

I’m sure that Greta is walking in the brightest sunshine she’s ever seen. And, I’m sure that she heard every word I read at her memorial service.




格丽塔送给我两份最好的礼物。首先，她教会了我认字。除此之外，她还教我原谅同我争吵的姐姐，让我不再觉得委屈，我的心情也跟着开朗起来。

格丽塔的丈夫去世后，当地的银行家丁肯先生试图收取她抵押给银行的房子。多亏了爸爸和约翰叔叔的帮忙，格丽塔才保住了一切。爸爸说过，那是他为一位聪明得能教我识字的人做的力所能及的一件小事。

不久，方圆数英里的人们都来买格丽塔亲手做的蛋糕、馅饼、面包、曲奇饼、苹果酒和冰淇淋。杂货店的老板汉克每周都要给她送材料，并从她那儿进货。

格丽塔甚至曾经让我给丁肯先生送去一个大苹果馅饼。他也成了她的顾客和朋友。这就是格丽塔，她可以和任何人成为朋友。

格丽塔常说：“亲爱的，记得要一直走在阳光里！”无论每天一开始时有多糟糕，可是当我从格丽塔的小屋走出来之后，即使是在洒满星光的冬日，我都会觉得心情舒畅。

今天，太阳一下山，我就来到了格丽塔的家。一辆救护车正停在她家门前，车上的红灯不停地闪烁着。当我跑进那间破旧的房子时，格丽塔立刻认出了我。

她冲我微笑着，那双令人难忘的蓝眼睛闪烁着光芒。当她伸手轻轻抚摸着我的手时，她已经奄奄一息了。她对我说的最后一句话就是：“亲爱的，记得要一直走在阳光里！”

我相信格丽塔此时一定漫步在她所见过的最明媚的阳光里。而且，我也相信她听见了我在她的追悼会上念的每一个字。










我选了利奥·巴斯卡格里亚的一首优美的诗歌，正是格丽塔多年前教我念的……

“爱能经久不衰。华发或许会失去原有的光彩。双颊或许会日显消瘦黯淡。然而，有爱的心中，从无寒冬霜冰，只有夏之温热。”






































■ 徒步旅行

Walking Tours


◎
 Robert Louis Stevenson












It must not be imagined that a walking tour, as some would have us fancy, is merely a better or worse way of seeing the country. There are many ways of seeing landscape quite as good; and none more vivid, in spite of canting dilettantes[105]

 , than from a railway train. But landscape on a walking tour is quite accessory. He who is indeed of the brotherhood does not voyage inquest of the picturesque, but of certain jolly humors of the hope and spirit with which the march begins at morning, and the peace and spiritual repletion of the evening’s rest. He cannot tell whether he puts his knapsack on, or takes it off, with more delight. The excitement of the departure[106]

 puts him in key for that of the arrival. Whatever he does is not only a reward in itself, but will be further rewarded in the sequel; and so pleasure leads on to pleasure in an endless chain. It is this that so few can understand; they will either be always lounging or always at five miles an hour; they do not play off the one against the other, prepare allay for the evening, and all evening for the next day. And, above all, it is here that your overwalker fails of comprehension. His heart rises against those who drink their curacaos in liqueur glasses, when he himself can swill it in a brown John. He will not believe that the flavor is more delicate in the smaller dose. He will not believe that to walk this unconscionable distance is merely to stupefy and brutalize himself, and come to his inn, at night, with a sort of frost on his five wits, and a starless night of darkness in his spirit. Not for him the mild luminous evening of the temperate walker! He has nothing left of man but a physical need for bed-time and a double nightcap; and even his pipe, if he be a smoker, will be savorless and disenchanted. It is the fate of such a one to take twice as much trouble as is needed to obtain happiness, and miss the happiness in the end; he is the man of the proverb, in short, who goes farther and fares worse.




美 丽 语 录

I am a slow walker, but I never walk backwards.

虽然我走得很慢，但是我从来不后退。












难以想象有人会把徒步旅行视为一种差强人意的乡村观光方式。其实观赏山水风景的方式很多，而且都还不错，只是没有一种比坐火车观赏来得生动有趣——只有那些附庸风雅的人不赞同这个观点。但是，徒步观赏山水美景真的是一个不错的选择。一个真正懂得兄弟情怀的人乘船出游时，他所追求的并非是沿途秀丽的风光，而是一种欢愉之情——从清晨满怀希望、精神抖擞地出航，到夜晚平安、充实地归航。他说不出是背上行囊时更快乐，还是卸下行囊时更快乐。出航时的兴奋预示了他归航时的喜悦。无论他做了什么，都不仅仅是对其本身的奖赏，也将在接下来的日子里获得更丰厚的奖赏。所以，快乐带来快乐，源源不断。但是，只有少数的人明白这一点。大多数的人们不是原地不动，就是顷刻数里。他们不懂得如何将这两者折中，只知道昼夜不分地忙碌着。最重要的是，赶路人无法体会旅行带来的乐趣。他只许自己举杯畅饮，却看不得别人小酌一杯。他不相信，小酌才能品出真正的酒香。他不会相信，拼命赶路只会让自己变得呆板、冷酷。晚上回到旅馆，只会感觉疲惫不堪、昏昏沉沉。夜晚对他来说，并不像悠闲的漫步者眼中那样温和醉人。他唯一的需求就是睡帽和上床睡觉。如果他是吸烟的人，甚至就连他的烟斗也会变得索然无味，没有任何吸引力。这种人注定会在追求幸福的过程中事倍功半，而且，他最终还是和幸福擦肩而过了。总之，他就如同谚语里所说的那种人——走得越远越糟糕。




Now, to be properly enjoyed, a walking tour should beg one upon alone. If you go in a company, or even in pairs, it is no longer a walking tour in anything but name; it is something else and more in the nature of a picnic. A walking tour should be gone upon alone, because freedom is of the essence; because you should be able to stop and go on, and follow this way or that, as the freak takes you; and because you must have your own pace, and neither trot alongside a champion walker, nor mince in time with a girl. And then you must be open to all impressions and let your thoughts take color from what you see. You should be as a pipe for any wind to play upon. “I cannot see the wit,” says Hazlitt, “of walking and talking at the same time. When I am in the country I wish to vegetate like the country,” which is the gist of all that can be said upon the matter. There should be no cackle of voices at your elbow, to jar on the meditative silence of the morning. And so long as a man is reasoning he cannot surrender himself to that fine intoxication[107]

 that comes of much motion in the open air, that begins in a sort of dazzle and sluggishness of the brain, and ends in a peace that passes comprehension.




现在，好好地享受旅行吧！徒步旅行者必须力求独自前行。如果结伴而行抑或成双成对，那就不再是徒步旅行了，只是徒有虚名罢了；它就更像是在大自然中举行的一场野餐。徒步旅行者必须力求独自前行，因为自由就是独自徒步旅行的；因为你能随时停下或继续前进，随心所欲地选择这条路或那条路；因为你必须有自己的步调，既不需要跟随拼命赶路的人，也不需要在一个女孩身上浪费时间。然而，你必须敞开心扉接受所有的情感，让你所见到的东西为思想添彩。你应该做一支随风飘零的笛子。哈兹里特曾经这样说道：“我无法体会行走和谈论同时进行的乐趣。当我身在乡村时，我渴望过着简单淳朴的乡村生活。”这就是徒步旅行的真正含义了。你身边不该有类似咯咯叫的嘈杂声，打破了清晨冥想时的宁静。只要一个人无法停止思考，那他就无法全身心陶醉在户外的美景中。陶醉始于意乱眼迷、思维停滞，并最终进入一种超凡的平和境界。

任何形式的旅行，第一天总会有些酸楚的瞬间。当旅行者厌倦了自己的行囊，甚至想要把它扔到篱笆外时，他就会像基督徒处于类似情况那样，“跳三跳，接着唱”。不过，你很快就能获得出游时的舒适感。它会变得十分有吸引力；出游时的那份精神也会与其融合在一起。于是，当你将行囊背在肩上时，你残留的睡意瞬间消失不见，你将精神抖擞地大踏步开始自己的新旅行。当然，在所有心情中，选择道路时的心情是最好的。当然，如果他继续思考着自己的烦心事，如果他像阿布达的箱子那样敞开着跟随女巫同行，那么，无论他身在哪里，不论他是匆匆赶路还是悠闲漫步，他都不会快乐。而且，这让他的人生蒙羞。如果现在有30个人同时出发，我敢保证，在这30人当中，你再也看不到一张忧郁的脸。这是一件值得去做的事情。试想一下，一个夏日的清晨，这些徒步旅行者披着夜色，一个接一个地上路了。他们当中有个步调很快的人，他的眼中充满渴望，全神贯注于自己的思绪，原来他正在自出机杼，斟字酌句，把山水美景写成文字。有一个人一边走一边眯着眼睛看着草丛；他在小河边停下了，他想要看看飞舞的蜻蜓；他倾着身子靠在牧场的门边，看不够那怡然自得的老黄牛。另一个人则说着，笑着，冲着自己手舞足蹈。他的脸色随着眼中闪现的怒火或是额头上出现的阴云而不断地变化着。他正在路边构思文章，发表演说，进行最富激情的面谈。他很有可能过一会就开始高歌一曲了。




During the first day or so of any tour there are moments of bitterness, when the traveler feels more than coldly towards his knapsack, when he is half in a mind to throw it bodily over the hedge and, like Christian on a similar occasion, “give three leaps and go on singing”. And yet it soon acquires a property of easiness. It becomes magnetic; the spirit of the journey enters into it. And no sooner have you passed the straps over your shoulder than the lees of sleep are cleared from you, you pull yourself together with a shake, and fall at once into your stride. And surely, of all possible moods, this, in which a man takes the road, is the best. Of course, if he will keep thinking of his anxieties, if he will open the merchant Abudah’s chest and walk arm-in-arm with the hag—why, wherever he is, and whether he walks fast or slow, the chances are that he will not be happy. And so much the more shame to himself! There are perhaps thirty men setting forth at that same hour, and I would lay a large wager there is not another dull face among the thirty. It would be a fine thing to follow, in a coat of darkness, one after another of these wayfarers, some summer morning, for the first few miles upon the road. This one, who walks fast, with a keen look in his eyes, is all concentrated in his own mind; he is up at his loom, weaving and weaving, to set the landscape to words. This one peers about, as he goes, among the grasses; he waits by the canal to watch the dragonflies; he leans on the gate of the pasture, and cannot look enough upon the complacent kine. And here comes another, talking, laughing, and gesticulating to himself. His face changes from time to time, as indignation flashes from his eyes or anger clouds his forehead. He is composing articles, delivering orations, and conducting the most impassioned interviews, by the way. A little farther on, and it is as like as not he will begin to sing.




对他而言，假使他并不擅长这门艺术，又碰巧在拐角处碰见一个感觉并不迟钝的农民，我想不出还有什么比这样的情形来得糟糕，我不知道是这位年轻的民谣歌手更尴尬，还是那位农民更难受。还有一类人，他们久居室内，而且不喜欢去陌生的地方，所以这些人也无法体会旅行者的快乐。我认识一个人，他曾经被当作疯汉抓起来，只因为他看上去像个蓄着红胡子的成年人，走路却像小孩那样蹦蹦跳跳。当我告诉你下面这些事时，你肯定会很吃惊，那就是：很多学识渊博的人向我坦白，他们徒步旅行时也会唱歌，而且唱得十分难听，当他们遇到上面提到的情形——和一个倒霉的农民在拐角相遇时，他们也会羞愧难当。














And well for him, supposing him to be no great master in that art, if he stumbles across no stolid peasant at a corner; for on such an occasion, I scarcely know which is the more troubled, or whether it is worse to suffer the confusion of your troubadour[108]

 , or the unfeigned alarm of your clown. A sedentary population, accustomed, besides, to the strange mechanical bearing of the common tramp, can in no wise explain to itself the gaiety of these passers-by. I knew one man who was arrested as a runaway lunatic, because although a full-grown person with a red beard, he skipped as he went like a child. And you would be astonished if I were to tell you all the grave and learned heads who have confessed to me that, when on walking tours, they sang—and sang very ill—and had a pair of red ears when, as described above, the inauspicious peasant plumped into their arms from round a corner.
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 完美人生四大梦

Four Goals for Perfect Life


◎
 Brian Tracy









Healthy and Fit

The first goal common to all of us is health and energy. We all want to be healthy and fit, to have high levels of energy and to live free of pain and illness. Today, with the incredible advances in medical science, the quality of our health and fitness, and our lifespan, is largely determined by design, not by chance. People with excellent health habits are far healthier, have more energy, and live longer and better than people who have poor health habits.

Excellent Relationships

The second goal that we all have in common is to enjoy excellent relationships—intimate, personal or social—with the people we like and respect, and who like, love and respect us in turn. Fully 85% of your happiness will be determined by the quality of your relationships at each stage, and in each area, of your life. How well you get along with people, and how much they like, love and respect you, has more impact on the quality of your life than perhaps any other factor.








名 人 语 库

A man can succeed at almost anything for which he has unlimited enthusiasm.


~C. M. Schwab


只要有无限的热情，一个人几乎可以在任何事情上取得成功。


——施瓦布
 




















健康有活力

我们的人生第一大梦就是身体健康、精力充沛。我们都希望自己健康，活力无穷，远离痛苦和疾病。今天，医学的进步令人难以置信，我们的身体质量、健康状况、寿命长短，很大程度上取决于良好的规划，而非偶然性。有优良生活习惯的人，比那些糟蹋自己身体的人，能活得更健康、精力更旺盛、寿命更长久。

优秀的人际关系

我们的人生第二大梦，就是完美的人际关系——与亲人、密友、社会上的其他人融洽相处——我们喜爱且尊敬的人，也是喜爱且尊敬我们的人。人们在任何一个人生阶段，或居住在任何一个地区是否觉得幸福快乐，其中85%取决于人际关系的好坏。你与他人相处的情形，他人是否喜欢你、爱你、尊重你，这比其他因素更加影响你的生活质量。




Do What You Love

The third common goal is to do work that we enjoy, to do it well, and to be well paid for it. You want to be able to get and keep the job you want, to get paid more and promoted faster. You want to earn the very most that is possible for you at each stage of your career, whatever you do.

Achieve Financial Independence

The fourth goal we all have in common is to achieve financial independence. You want to reach the point in life where you have enough money so that you never have to worry about money again. You want to be completely free of financial worries. You want to be able to order dinner in a restaurant without using the price listings to determine what you want to eat.

If you can dream it, you can achieve it!


















从事自己喜欢的工作

人生第三大梦，就是做自己喜欢的工作，而且工作出色，薪酬优厚。你希望能够从事自己喜欢的行业，拥有喜欢的工作，可以得到晋升、领取更多的报酬。不论你从事哪一个行业，你都希望在职场生涯的每一个阶段尽可能赚取更多。

财务独立

人生的第四大梦就是达到财务独立。你想要赚取相当数量的财富，这样你一辈子都无须再为钱担忧。你想要完全摆脱财务上的烦恼。走进任何一家餐厅，你希望可以随心所欲地点餐享用，而不用留意价目表上的数字。

只要你敢于梦想，就能实现！
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 探寻未知的美好

Finding What You Do Not Seek


◎
 Orison Marden









Dining one day with Baron James Rothschild, Eugene Delacroix, the famous French artist, confessed that, during some time past, he had vainly sought for a head to serve as a model for that of a beggar in a picture which he was painting; and that, as he gazed at his host’s features, the idea suddenly occurred to him that the very head he desired was before him. Rothschild, being a great lover of art, readily consented to sit as the beggar. The next day, at the studio, Delacroix placed a tunic around the baron’s shoulders, put a stout staff in his hand, and made him pose as if he were resting on the steps of an ancient Roman temple. In this attitude he was found by one of the artist’s favorite pupils, in a brief absence of the master from the room. The youth naturally concluded that the beggar had just been brought in, and with a sympathetic[109]

 look quietly slipped a piece of money into his hand. Rothschild thanked him simply, pocketed the money, and the student passed out. Rothschild then inquired of the master, and found that the young man had talent, but very slender means.




美 丽 语 录

If you want a happy life, tie it to a goal, not to people or things.

如果你想过得快乐，把生活跟目标联系在一起，而不是跟某个人或某些事。




















一天，在詹姆士·罗斯柴尔德爵士家的宴会上，法国著名艺术家欧仁·德拉克洛瓦当场向我袒露心声：在过去的一段时间里，他一直苦苦地为自己正在创作的画作找寻一位乞丐模特。当他的目光停在爵士的身上时，脑中突然闪现一个灵感——他梦寐以求的模特就在眼前。作为一个狂热的艺术爱好者，罗斯柴尔德欣然答应了扮演一名乞丐模特。第二天，在画室里，德拉克洛瓦拿了一件束腰外套披在爵士的肩上，让爵士手拿一根短棍，并摆出一个造型，就像是正在一座古罗马神庙前的阶梯上休息一样。接着，德拉克洛瓦便离开了画室一小会儿。这时，他最得意的一名学生进来看到了爵士的乞丐造型。这位年轻人自然而然地认为这个乞丐是刚来到画室的，于是，他显现出充满同情的表情，一声不响地把一些钱塞进他的手里。罗斯柴尔德只是轻轻地道了一声谢谢，就把钱放进兜里。那个学生走出了画室。后来，罗斯柴尔德从画家那儿得知，这个年轻人其实很有绘画天赋，但就是缺少处世经验。




Soon after, the youth received a letter stating that charity bears interest, and that the accumulated interest on the amount he had given to one he supposed to be a beggar was represented by the sum of ten thousand francs, which was awaiting his claim at the Rothschild office.

This illustrates well the art to cheerful amusement even if one has great business cares—the entertainment of the artist, the personation of a beggar, and an act of beneficence toward a worthy student.

It was said by Wilhelm von Humboldt, that “it is worthy of special remark that when we are not too anxious about happiness and unhappiness, but devote ourselves to the strict and unsparing performance of duty, then happiness comes of itself.”

Are not buoyant spirits like water sparkling when it runs? “I have found my greatest happiness in labor,” said Gladstone. “I early formed a habit of industry, and it has been its own reward. The young are apt to think that rest means a cessation from all effort, but I have found the most perfect rest in changing effort. If brain-weary over books and study, go out into the blessed sunlight and the pure air, and give heartfelt exercise to the body. The brain will soon become calm and rested. The efforts of Nature are ceaseless[110]

 . Even in our sleep the heart throbs on. I try to live close to Nature, and to imitate her in my labors. The compensation is sound sleep, a wholesome digestion, and powers that are kept at their best; and this, I take it, is the chief reward of industry.”

Those only are happy who have their minds fixed on some object other than their own happiness. “The most delicate, the most sensible of all pleasures,” says La Bruyre, “consists in promoting the pleasures of others.”

And Hawthorne has said that the inward pleasure of imparting pleasure is the choicest of all.




不久，那个年轻人就收到了一封信，信的内容大概是这样的：由于他的善良本性，把钱给了一个他认为是乞丐的人。为此，他将得到一万法郎的奖赏，他可以随时到罗斯柴尔德的办公室领取。

这件事充分说明了艺术有着令人愉快的魅力，即使是富人也不例外——画家的灵感、假扮的乞丐和可敬的学生的善意之举。

威廉·冯·洪堡曾经说过：“当我们不再为是否快乐而忧心，而是全心全意地严格履行自己的职责时，快乐自然就会来临。”

快乐的感觉不就像是水光荡漾的河水吗？格拉德斯顿曾经说过：“劳作给了我最大的快乐。我从小就养成了勤奋的习惯，并因此受益匪浅。年轻人总是觉得休息就意味着停止一切努力，但我认为最好的休息就是转变成为另一种努力。如果过重的学习压力使你头昏脑涨，那就出去晒一些温暖的阳光，呼吸一下新鲜的空气，好好放松放松身心。那样的话，大脑就能很快恢复平静并得到充足的休息。天性的努力是永无休止的，即使睡觉时，我们的心脏也会不停地跳动着。我试着让自己的生活顺应天性，并在劳动中尽力模仿。于是，我得到了：舒适的睡眠、健康的消化能力和旺盛的精力。而我所得到的这些都是勤奋的主要回报。”

只有那些把精力集中在某个目标上，而不是执着于个人幸福的人，才能获得真正的快乐。拉·布鲁耶尔曾经说过：“最美妙、最明智的快乐是和他人共同分享快乐。”

霍桑也曾经说过，与人分享的快乐才是顶级的快乐。










从前有个国王，他十分宠爱自己的小儿子，他想尽办法让小儿子开心。因此，国王买来小马给小儿子骑；建造漂亮的房间给他住；还有图画、书本、数不清的玩具、给他上课的老师、玩伴和其他一切可以用钱能做得到的事情。可这一切都无法让小王子感到快乐。无论走到哪里，他总是一副愁眉苦脸的样子，他总想着得到自己没有的东西。直到一位魔术师来到宫里，这一切才有所改变。魔术师看到愁眉苦脸的小男孩后，他对国王说道：“我能让您的儿子快乐起来，将他的苦脸变成笑脸。但你必须用大笔的钱向我买下这个秘密。”

“好吧，”国王答道，“不管你要什么，我都会答应的。”于是，魔术师把小男孩带到一个单独的房间里。他用一个白色的东西在一张纸上写了些东西。然后，他递给小男孩一根蜡烛，并叫他把这张纸点燃后，再放到蜡烛的上方，看看能读到什么东西。说完这些话，魔术师就离开了房间。小男孩照他说的话做了，只见白色的字母变成了美丽的蓝色，并组成了一句话：“每天为他人做一件好事。”小王子接受了这个建议，成了王国里最快乐的人。

真正快乐的人，他丝毫不会觉得自己和宇宙之间是不和谐的；他会敞开心扉倾听来自天性和精神世界里的声音；他能看见天地间从未展现过的光芒。只有这样的生命才能表达出内心的和谐。每一个纯洁健康的思想，每一种对善良和真理的崇高向往，每一颗渴望更高尚、更美好生活的心，每一个崇高的目标和每一次无私的努力，都让人类的精神变得更坚强、更和谐、更美好。






































■人生中的蝴蝶效应




Butterfly Effect


◎
 Erin E.









“Thank you for your application. We would like to congratulate you,” the letter read. Those words can make your heart skip a beat and bring tears to your eyes. The feeling of following your dreams is inexplicable[111]

 and proof that all your hard work was worth it.

It is a signpost[112]

 in life, a trail marker. It is a day you will never forget, the day you opened that envelope and your future was revealed. But what about all those days in-between—the ones that make and break you, the days that are nothing special.

Would you have received that acceptance letter had you not attended the college fair at your school? What if you had forgotten to send an essay with your application, would you have been rejected?

In life, one step creates the next. Each day is of equal importance, no matter how good or bad. There is no moment in life that does not matter. Regardless of how insignificant, each choice, each day, each idea, is the birth of the next. Something simple can completely reshape[113]

 your life. It’s just like the Butterfly Effect and you never know what is at the end. To go back in time and change one moment in the many that create your life could change everything that follows.




名 人 语 库

It never will rain roses. When we want to have more roses we must plant trees.


~G. Eliot


天上永远不会掉下玫瑰来，如果想要更多的玫瑰，必须自己种植。


——艾略特
 












“感谢你的申请。我们要恭喜你。”信上写道。那些话能使你的心为之一颤，让你热泪盈眶。追随梦想的感觉是难以言喻的，而且证明你所有的努力都是值得的。

这是人生路上的一个标记，一个里程碑。这一天你永远都不会忘记，你打开那个信封，你的未来随之展现。但是，在你获得录取信之前的所有日子呢——那些使你成功也使你崩溃的日子，那些平凡的日子。

如果那时你没有参加学校的学院展，你还会收到录取信吗？如果当时在申请书上忘记附上一篇个人陈述，你会被拒绝吗？

人生中，步步相随。无论好与坏，每一天都一样重要。人生中没有一个时刻是无关紧要的。不管如何不值一提，每个选择、每一天、每个想法，都会引出下一步。简单的事情可以完全重塑你的人生。就像是蝴蝶效应，你永远不知道最后的结果是什么。若回顾从前，改变创造你人生众多时刻中的一个，随后的一切也会被改变。




If I’ve learned anything, it is that everything matters. You can struggle through life in an attempt to create the perfect path, but the truth is you will always wonder if it could have been better. Everything is important and nothing need be changed—to climb up the hill may be difficult, but you’ll reach the top no matter which path you choose.


















要是说我悟出什么道理，那就是任何事情都是重要的。你可以奋斗一生，试图创造完美的人生之路，但事实是，你总是怀疑可能还有更好的路可走。每件事情都是重要的，任何事情都无须改变——爬山的过程可能很艰辛，但无论你选择哪条道路，终会到达顶峰。










































  ■
 飘逸而行

Go Easy and Enjoy



 Yourself in Harmony


◎
 Karen Rohlf












To go on a journey is often worrisome[114]

 , but so long as one lives he proceeds on his life’s journey. Different people go along differently. Some take hasty steps in anxiety. Obsessed with reaching the next goal in time, they spare no time for sight-seeing along the way, nor do they have a clear view where their long roads end. Others travel leisurely[115]

 like tourists. They would take time off now and then for a look at blooming flowers or fallen petals. They would stop to admire clouds gathering and dispersing. Even when they go against the wind or are caught in the rain, they never get annoyed, for worries slip off their minds as if from an open net.

Cramped is one’s workplace. Narrow is one’s residence and small is the social circle one moves about—such limitedness in space entail lack of variety which is the source of some people’s complaint. But a person is always able to find space and comfort if he takes things as they are ... Compared with the nastness of the universe it is only a tiny spot one occupies on earth. However, though larger than the ocean is the sky, even larger is the human mind, for in it imagination would come and go on the wing without limitations.




美 丽 语 录

The simple diet can protect the stomach; the fresh air can wash the lung. We should enjoy the sunshine, spend more time with friends and forget
 the tiredness in the world.

用粗茶淡饭养胃，用清新空气洗肺，让灿烂阳光晒背，得空和朋友聚聚会，忘却辗转尘世的累。




















人在旅途，不安和困惑在所难免，但只要你活着，你就要继续你的人生之旅。不同的人有着不同的行进方式。有些人步履匆忙，焦虑不安，只盼着能及时完成下一个目标，他们根本无暇观赏路边的风景，也不知道茫茫路途何处是终点。另一些人则像旅游那般不紧不慢，时而停下赏花谢花开，看云卷云舒；时而逆风而行，在雨中前行，他们从不苦恼，因为忧虑已从敞开的心网中被过滤掉了。

狭小的办公场所，拥窄的居住空间，局限的社交圈——人们对这些一成不变的“有限”感到不满。然而，如果一个人随遇而安，总能找到安宁与舒适。浩瀚的大千世界，一个人只能占据其中微小的一个位置。可比海洋更宽广的是天空，比天空更宽广的是人的胸怀，因为小小心灵有一对想象的翅膀，它可以尽情翱翔。




One may eventually win what he has set his mind to, only to find that he has lost quite a lot. Perhaps what he loses is even better than what he gains.

On one’s journey of life some people hurry on with a heavy heart in pursuit of fame and wealth while others go easy and enjoy themselves in harmony with nature.




只有当一个人发觉自己失去了许多时，他才能最终得到他想要的东西，不过也有可能是得不偿失。

人生旅途上，一些人带着重重的追求名利之心前行，而另一些人则逍遥自在地和大自然和谐相处，飘逸而行。















I desire to be radiant—to radiate life.






我渴望的是发光——让生命放射光芒。
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[1]
 superfluous
 [sju:'pə:fluəs]
 a. 过剩的
 ；
 多余的
 ，
 不必要的






[2]
 auspicious
 [
 ɔ
 :'spiʃəs]
 a. 吉兆的
 ，
 吉利的
 ；
 兴盛的
 ，
 幸运的






[3]
 reverberate
 [ri'və:bəreit]
 v.
 （
 使
 ）
 回响
 ，（
 使
 ）
 反射






[4]
 anguish
 [ˈæŋɡwi
 ʃ
 ]
 n. 极度的痛苦
 ；
 苦恼






[5]
 poignantly
 ['p
 ɔ
 ignəntli]
 ad. 令人辛酸地
 ；
 强烈地
 ；
 尖刻地






[6]
 phantasmal
 [fæn'tæ
 z
 məl]
 a. 幻影的
 ；
 幽灵的
 ；
 空想的






[7]
 indiscriminately
 [indi'skrimənitli]
 ad. 不加选择地
 ；
 随意地






[8]
 sanguine
 ['sæŋɡwin]
 a. 乐观的
 ；
 血色好的
 ，
 红润的






[9]
 vehemently
 ['vi:iməntli]
 ad. 激烈地
 ，
 强烈地
 ；
 热切地






[10]
 outward
 ['autwəd]
 a. 外表的
 ，
 表面的
 ；
 外界的






[11]
 worshiping
 [‘wə:ʃipɪŋ]
 v. 崇拜
 （
 worship的现在分词
 ）；
 做礼拜
 ；
 热爱
 ；
 爱慕






[12]
 groping
 [grəupɪŋ]
 v. 探索
 ，
 探求
 （
 grope的现在分词
 ）






[13]
 groceries
 ['grəusəriz]
 n. 杂货店
 （
 grocery的名词复数
 ）






[14]
 hunches
 [hʌntʃiz]
 n. 直觉
 ，
 预感
 （
 hunch的名词复数
 ）






[15]
 divine
 [di'vain]
 a. 天赐的
 ；
 神圣的
 ；
 非凡的
 ，
 天才的






[16]
 tomb
 [tu:m]
 n. 墓
 ；
 葬身之地
 ；
 死亡






[17]
 despairing
 [di'spɛəriŋ]
 a. 感到绝望的
 ；
 表现绝望的






[18]
 linger
 ['liŋgə]
 v. 徘徊
 ；
 缓慢消失
 ；
 磨蹭
 ；
 苟延残喘






[19]
 unbounded
 [ʌn'baundid]
 a. 无限的
 ；
 无节制的
 ；
 不受控制的






[20]
 quaff
 [kwɑ:f]
 v. 狂饮
 ，
 痛饮






[21]
 exemplary
 [iɡ'zempləri]
 a. 典型的
 ；
 示范的
 ；
 惩戒性的






[22]
 superbly
 [sju:'pɜ:bli]
 ad. 庄重地
 ；
 华美地
 ；
 极好地
 ；
 上等地






[23]
 bread-winner
 ['bredwinə(r)]
 n. 养家糊口的人






[24]
 deft
 [deft]
 a. 灵巧的
 ；
 熟练的
 ；
 巧妙的






[25]
 newlywed
 ['nju:liˌwed]
 n. 新婚的人






[26]
 apathetic
 [,æpə'θtik]
 a. 冷淡的
 ；
 无动于衷的






[27]
 strenuous
 ['strenjuəs]
 a. 费劲的
 ；
 奋发的
 ；
 强烈的
 ；
 紧张的






[28]
 hitchhiked
 ['hitʃˌhaikt]
 v. 搭便车
 （
 旅行
 ）（
 hitchhike的过去式和过去分词
 ）






[29]
 frustration
 [frʌs'treiʃən]
 n. 挫折
 ，
 失败
 ，
 挫败






[30]
 sophomore
 ['sɔfəmɔ:]
 n.
 （
 大学
 ，
 高中的
 ）
 二年级学生






[31]
 chaperoning
 ['ʃæpərəunɪŋ]
 v. 陪伴
 ；
 护送
 （
 chaperon的现在分词
 ）






[32]
 condolences
 [kən'dəulənsiz]
 n. 吊唁
 ；
 慰问
 （
 condolence的名词复数
 ）






[33]
 diagnosed
 ['daiəgnəuzd]
 v. 诊断
 （
 diagnose的过去式和过去分词
 ）






[34]
 sedated
 [si'deitid]
 v. 使昏昏入睡
 ，
 使镇静
 （
 sedate的过去式和过去分词
 ）






[35]
 drown out 压过
 ，
 盖过






[36]
 horticulture
 ['hɔ:tikʌltʃə]
 n. 园艺
 ；
 园艺术






[37]
 deprivation
 [ˌdepri'veiʃən]
 n. 剥夺
 ；
 免职
 ；
 损失






[38]
 unavailing
 [ʌnə'veɪlɪŋ]
 a. 徒劳的
 ，
 无用的






[39]
 poise
 [pɔɪz]
 n. 泰然自若
 ；
 自信
 ；
 体态
 ；
 姿态






[40]
 preoccupied with 全神贯注的






[41]
 lens
 [lenz]
 n. 透镜
 ，
 镜头






[42]
 cranky
 ['kræŋki]
 a. 古怪的






[43]
 conjure up 凭幻想
 （
 或用魔法
 ）
 做出






[44]
 prefabricated
 [ˌpri:'fæbrikeitid]
 a. 预制的






[45]
 heirlooms
 ['eəˌlu:mz]
 n. 祖传遗物
 ，
 传家宝
 （
 heirloom的名词复数
 ）






[46]
 woes
 [wəuz]
 n. 悲痛
 ，
 灾难
 ，
 不幸
 ；
 困境
 （
 woe的名词复数
 ）






[47]
 siblings
 ['sibliŋz]
 n. 兄弟姐妹
 （
 sibling的名词复数
 ）






[48]
 obstinate
 ['ɔbstinit]
 a. 固执的
 ，
 顽固的
 ，
 顽强的






[49]
 nonessential
 [,nɔni'senʃəl]
 a. 非本质的
 ；
 不重要的






[50]
 idle
 ['aidl]
 a. 空闲的
 ；
 懒惰的
 ；
 无所事事的






[51]
 refuge
 ['refju:dʒ]
 n. 躲避
 ；
 避难所
 ，
 藏身处






[52]
 mushy
 ['mʌʃi]
 a. 感情脆弱的
 ；
 感伤的






[53]
 self-analysis
 [ˌselfə'næləsis]
 n. 自我
 （
 心理
 ）
 分析






[54]
 tradesman
 [treidzmən]
 n. 零售商
 ，
 店主
 ；
 手艺人
 ，
 技工






[55]
 numerous
 ['nju:mərəs]
 a. 许多的
 ；
 为数众多的






[56]
 bargain
 ['bɑ:gin]
 n. 协议
 ；
 买卖
 ，
 交易






[57]
 apprehensions
 [,æpri'henʃənz]
 n. 恐惧
 ，
 忧虑
 ，
 担心
 （
 apprehension的名词复数
 ）






[58]
 rheumatism
 ['ru:mətizəm]
 n. 风湿病






[59]
 guaranteed
 ['gærən'ti:d]
 a. 必定的
 ，
 肯定的






[60]
 plummet
 ['plʌmit]
 n. 坠子
 ，
 测铅
 ；
 重压






[61]
 magnitude
 ['mæɡnitju:d]
 n. 巨大
 ，
 广大
 ；
 大小






[62]
 ghetto
 ['getəʊ]
 n. 少数民族的集中住宅区
 ；
 贫民区






[63]
 splints
 [splints]
 n.
 （
 固定骨折的
 ）
 夹板
 （
 splint的名词复数
 ）






[64]
 proclaimed
 [prə'kleimd]
 v. 正式宣布
 （
 proclaim的过去式和过去分词
 ）；
 显示






[65]
 center on 把
 ……
 集中在
 ，
 以
 ……
 为中心






[66]
 well-equipped
 ['welɪkw'ɪpt]
 a. 设备精良的






[67]
 pursuit
 [pə'sju:t]
 n. 追踪
 ，
 追击






[68]
 picador ['pik
 ə
 d
 ɔ
 :] n. 骑马斗牛士






[69]
 obstacle ['
 ɔ
 bst
 ə
 kl] n. 障碍
 （
 物
 ）；
 妨碍






[70]
 insurmountable
 [,insə'mauntəbl]
 a. 不能克服的
 ；
 不能超越的






[71]
 hebetude
 ['hebitju:d]
 n. 迟钝
 ；
 愚钝






[72]
 disgrace
 [dis'greis]
 n. 丢脸
 ，
 耻辱
 ；
 失宠
 ；
 丢脸的事或人






[73]
 paradoxes
 ['pærədɔksiz]
 n. 自相矛盾的议论/人/事
 （
 paradox的名词复数
 ）






[74]
 entrepreneurs
 [,ɔntrəprə'nə:z]
 n. 企业家
 （
 entrepreneur的名词复数
 ）；
 事业创办者
 ；
 承包人






[75]
 algebra
 ['ældʒibrə]
 n. 代数学






[76]
 marathons
 ['mærəθɑnz]
 n. 马拉松赛跑
 （
 marathon的名词复数
 ）；
 长距离比赛
 ；
 耐力比赛






[77]
 superstition
 [,sju:pə'stiʃən]
 n. 迷信
 ；
 盲目崇拜
 ；
 盲目恐惧






[78]
 unrefined
 [
 ʌ
 nri'faind]
 a. 未提炼的
 ；
 不高尚的
 ；
 粗俗的






[79]
 majestic
 [mə'dʒestik]
 a. 雄伟的
 ，
 威严的
 ，
 崇高的






[80]
 foliage
 ['fəʊliɪdʒ]
 n. 植物的叶子
 （
 总称
 ），
 叶子及梗和枝
 ；
 树叶






[81]
 plight
 [plait]
 n. 境况
 ，
 困境






[82]
 vicissitudes
 [vi'sisitju:dz]
 n. 变迁
 ，
 世事变化
 ；
 变迁兴衰
 （
 vicissitude的名词复数
 ）；
 盛衰兴废






[83]
 unyielding
 [ʌn'ji:ldiŋ]
 a. 坚硬的
 ；
 不能弯曲的
 ；
 不屈的






[84]
 billfold
 ['bilfəuld]
 n. 皮夹子






[85]
 fragment
 ['fræɡmənt]
 n. 碎片
 ，
 破片
 ；
 断片






[86]
 reinforcements
 [ˌri:in'fɔ:smənts]
 n. 加固
 ，
 强化
 ；
 加固物
 （
 reinforcement的名词复数
 ）






[87]
 fatalist
 ['feitəlist]
 n. 宿命论者






[88]
 unbearable
 [ʌn'bɛərəbl]
 a. 不能忍受的
 ；
 令人不能容忍的






[89]
 miniature
 ['miniətʃə]
 n. 缩样
 ；
 小型物
 ；
 小画像






[90]
 reverberate
 [ri'və:bəreit]
 v.
 （
 使
 ）
 回响
 ；（
 使
 ）
 反射
 ；（
 使
 ）
 弹回






[91]
 stimulate
 ['stimjuleit]
 v. 刺激
 ；
 促使
 ；
 使兴奋






[92]
 tremendous
 [tri'mendəs]
 a. 巨大的
 ；
 惊人的
 ；
 极度的






[93]
 subconscious
 [ˌsʌb'kɒnʃəs]
 a. 下意识的
 ；
 潜意识的






[94]
 reflector
 [ri'flektə(r)]
 n. 反射光
 （
 热
 、
 声音
 ）
 的物体
 ；
 反射器






[95]
 pal
 [pæl]
 n. 朋友
 ；
 老兄
 ，
 兄弟






[96]
 burden
 ['bɜ:dn]
 n. 负担
 ，
 包袱
 ；
 责任
 ，
 义务






[97]
 rejuvenated
 [ri'dʒu:vəneitid]
 a. 更生的
 ；
 恢复活力的






[98]
 synchronism
 ['siŋkrəˌnizəm]
 n.
 （
 影视制作等中的
 ）
 声画同步
 ，
 声像同步
 ；
 同期性
 ；
 同步性






[99]
 dilemma
 [di'lemə]
 n. 窘境
 ，
 困境
 ；
 进退两难






[100]
 morale
 [mə'rɑ:l]
 n. 士气
 ，
 斗志
 ；
 信心
 ，
 信念
 ；
 道德






[101]
 paste
 [peist]
 n. 糨糊
 ，
 面团
 ，
 糊状物






[102]
 elixir
 [i'liksə]
 n. 炼金药
 ，
 不老长寿药
 ；
 万能药






[103]
 lush
 [lʌʃ]
 a. 苍翠繁茂的
 ；
 多汁的
 ；
 丰富的






[104]
 squabble
 ['skwɔbl]
 n. 争吵
 ，
 口角






[105]
 dilettantes
 [,dili'tæntiz]
 n.
 （
 艺术等的
 ）
 一知半解者
 ；
 业余爱好者
 （
 dilettante的名词复数
 ）






[106]
 departure
 [di'pɑ:tʃə]
 n. 离开
 ；
 出发
 ，
 起程
 ；
 违背
 ，
 变更






[107]
 intoxication
 [in,tɔksi'keiʃən]
 n. 醉
 ；
 陶醉
 ；
 极度兴奋






[108]
 troubadour
 ['tru:bəduə]
 n. 吟游诗人






[109]
 sympathetic
 [,simpə'θtik]
 a. 有同情心的
 ；
 赞同的
 ，
 支持的
 ；
 和谐的






[110]
 ceaseless
 ['si:slis]
 a. 不停的
 ，
 不间断的






[111]
 inexplicable
 [ˌinik'splikəbl]
 a. 无法解释的
 ；
 费解的
 ；
 莫名其妙的






[112]
 signpost
 ['sainpəust]
 n. 指示牌
 ，
 标志杆
 ；
 路标






[113]
 reshape
 [ˌri:'ʃeip]
 v. 重塑
 ；
 给
 ……
 以新形态
 ；
 采取新形式






[114]
 worrisome
 ['wʌrisəm]
 a. 令人烦恼的
 ；
 闷闷不乐的






[115]
 leisurely
 ['li:ʒəli]
 ad. 从容不迫地
 ，
 慢慢地
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Chapter 1 缘分天注定













I love waking up in the morning and not knowing what’s going to happen, or who I’m going to meet, where I’m going to wind up.









我喜欢早上醒来时一切都是未知的，不知会遇见什么人，会有什么样的结局。






















Pride and Prejudice　傲慢与偏见

（2005）【英】













【SCENE 1】

[In Aunt Catherine’s house, Catherine asks Lizzie about her family.]


Catherine:
 Do you play the pianoforte, Miss Bennet?


Lizzie:
 A little, ma’am, and very poorly.

Catherine: Do you draw?

Lizzie: No, not at all.

Catherine: Your sisters, do they draw?

Lizzie: Not one.

Catherine: That’s very strange. I suppose you had no opportunity. Your mother should’ve taken you to town for the benefit of the masters.

Lizzie: My mother wouldn’t have minded, but my father hates town.




Catherine: Has your governess left you?

Lizzie: We never had a governess.

Catherine: No governess? Five daughters brought up at home without a governess? I never heard such a thing. Your mother must’ve been a slave to your education.

Lizzie: Not at all, Lady Catherine.

Catherine: Younger sisters, are they out in society?

Lizzie: Yes, ma’am, all.

Catherine: All? What, all five out at once? That’s very odd. And you second. The younger ones out before the elders are married? Your youngest sisters must be very young.

Lizzie: Yes, my youngest is not 16. But it would be hard on younger sisters not to have their amusement because the elder is still unmarried. It would hardly encourage sisterly affection.

Catherine: Upon my word, you give your opinion very decidedly for so young a person. Pray, what is your age?

Lizzie: With three younger sisters grown up, you can hardly expect me to own to it.
















【SCENE 2】

[In a heavy rainy day, Lizzie refuses Darcy’s propose.]




Darcy: Miss Elizabeth. I have struggled in vain and can bear it no longer. These past months have been a torment. I came to Rosings with the single object of seeing you...I had to see you. I’ve fought against my better judgement, my family’s expectation...the inferiority of your birth, my rank and circumstance…all those things...but I’m willing to put them aside...and ask you to end my agony.

Lizzie: I don’t understand.

Darcy: I love you. Most ardently. Please do me the honor of accepting my hand.

Lizzie: Sir, I appreciate the struggle you have been through, and I am very sorry to have caused you pain. Believe me, it was unconsciously done.

Darcy: Is this your reply?

Lizzie: Yes, sir.

Darcy: Are you laughing at me?

Lizzie: No!

Darcy: Are you rejecting me?

Lizzie: I’m sure that the feelings which, as you’ve told me, have hindered your regard, will help you in overcoming it.




Darcy: Might I ask why, with so little endeavor at civility, I am thus repulsed?

Lizzie: I might as well enquire why, with so evident a design of insulting me, you chose to tell me that you liked me against your better judgment. If I was uncivil, that was some excuse—

Darcy: Believe me, I didn’t mean.

Lizzie: But I have other reasons, you know I have!

Darcy: What reasons?

Lizzie: Do you think that anything might tempt me to accept the man who has ruined, perhaps forever, the happiness of a most beloved sister? Do you deny it, Mr. Darcy? That you’ve separated a young couple who loved each other, exposing your friend to the censure of the world for caprice, and my sister to its derision for disappointed hopes, and involving them both in misery of the acutest kind?

Darcy: I do not deny it.

Lizzie: How could you do it?

Darcy: Because I believed your sister indifferent to him.

Lizzie: Indifferent?

Darcy: I watched them most carefully, and realized his attachment was much deeper than hers.




Lizzie: That’s because she’s shy!

Darcy: Bingley too is modest, and was persuaded that she didn’t feel strongly for him.

Lizzie: Because you suggested it!

Darcy: I did it for his own good.

Lizzie: My sister hardly shows her true feelings to me! I suppose you suspect that his fortune had same bearing on the matter?

Darcy: No! I wouldn’t do your sister the dishonor. Though it was suggested…

Lizzie: What was?

Darcy: It was made perfectly clear that....an advantageous marriage...

Lizzie: Did my sister give that impression?

Darcy: No! There was, however, I have to admit...the matter of your family.

Lizzie: Our want of connection? Mr. Bingley didn’t vex himself about that!

Darcy: No, it was more than that.

Lizzie: How, sir?

Darcy: It pains me to say this, but it was the lack of propriety shown by your mother, your three younger sisters—even, on occasion, your father. Forgive me. You and your sister—I must exclude from this...












【导读】

根据简·奥斯汀同名原著改编。伊丽莎白出身于小地主家庭，母亲整日操心着五姐妹的婚事。新来的邻居的朋友达西先生打乱了伊丽莎白的生活，两人因身世迥异而互存偏见，却又彼此吸引。为了追寻真爱，他们最终战胜了一切困难而终成眷属。









【场景1】

【在凯瑟琳姨妈家，姨妈对伊丽莎白的家庭状况发起了逼问。】

凯瑟琳：你会弹钢琴吗，班纳特小姐？

伊丽莎白[1]
 ：一点点，夫人，而且非常差劲。

凯瑟琳：你会绘画吗？

伊丽莎白：不，一点儿也不会。

凯瑟琳：你的姐妹们呢？她们会绘画吗？

伊丽莎白：没有一个会。

凯瑟琳：这倒很古怪。我猜你们是没机会学吧。你们的母亲应该带你们去城里投名师才对。

伊丽莎白：我母亲是没什么意见，不过我父亲讨厌城里。




凯瑟琳：你们的女家庭教师走了吗？

伊丽莎白：我们从来就没有请过女家庭教师。

凯瑟琳：没有女家庭教师？家里养着五个女儿，却不请个女家庭教师？我从来都没有听说过这种事情，你母亲简直是要做牛做马地教育你们。

伊丽莎白：并不是那样的，凯瑟琳夫人。

凯瑟琳：你的妹妹们，她们有人出来参加社交了吗？

伊丽莎白：有，太太，全都出来社交了。

凯瑟琳：全部？什么，五个姐妹同时出来社交？这也太古怪了。而你，排行第二。姐姐还没嫁人，妹妹就出来社交？你的妹妹们一定都还很小吧。

伊丽莎白：是的，最小的还不到16岁。但是，如果因为年长的姐姐没有结婚，年少的妹妹就不能享受社交的乐趣，这一点儿都不会增进姐妹感情。

凯瑟琳：还真想不到，你这么小的一个人倒有这样的主见。请问，你多大了？

伊丽莎白：我已经有了三个成年的妹妹，总不会还要我交代我的年纪吧。













【场景2】




【在一个狂风骤雨的日子，伊丽莎白拒绝了达西的求婚
 。】

达西：伊丽莎白小姐。我一直在痛苦中斗争，现在再也无法忍受了。这几个月对我来说简直就是折磨。我来罗新斯只是为了见你……我必须见到你。我在与世俗的看法，与我家族的期望对抗……与你的身世，与我的阶级环境对抗……所有的这些……我要把它们统统抛开……我要让你结束我的痛苦。

伊丽莎白：我不明白你在说什么。

达西：我爱你。最真挚的爱。请给我这份荣幸，接受我吧。

伊丽莎白：先生，我很感激你所承受的这份挣扎，十分抱歉带给你痛苦。请相信，我不是有意伤害你的。

达西：这就是你的回答？

伊丽莎白：是的，先生。

达西：你是在嘲笑我吗？

伊丽莎白：不是！

达西：那你是在拒绝我？

伊丽莎白：我相信，正如你所说的，你心中那道阶级门槛，将会帮你克服痛苦的。

达西：我能否问你，为什么我竟会遭受如此无礼的拒绝？

伊丽莎白：那么我能否问你，你说喜欢我是违背了你自己的判断，为什么你要如此直白地侮辱我？如果我果真无礼，那么，这就是我无礼的理由。




达西：相信我，我不是那个意思。

伊丽莎白：但我还有别的理由，你知道！

达西：什么理由？

伊丽莎白：你怎么会认为，一个毁了我最亲爱的姐姐一辈子幸福的人，还可能打动我的心去接受他？达西先生，你能否认这一切吗？你拆散了一对相爱的恋人，让你的朋友被指责为朝三暮四，让我的姐姐被大家嘲笑为奢望空想，使他们俩受尽了苦痛！



达西：我没有否认这些。

伊丽莎白：你怎能做出这样的事？

达西：因为我认为你姐姐对他漠不关心。

伊丽莎白：漠不关心？

达西：我很仔细地观察过，我觉得他远比她爱得要多。

伊丽莎白：那是因为她害羞！

达西：宾利也很谨慎，而且他相信她对他的感觉并不强烈。

伊丽莎白：因为是你说服他的！

达西：我这样做是为了他好。

伊丽莎白：我姐姐几乎都不向我表露她的真实感受！我想你之所以怀疑，是因为他富有的关系？

达西：不！我无意让你姐姐蒙羞。尽管这暗示着……

伊丽莎白：暗示什么？




达西：这很清楚……一桩有利可谋的婚姻……

伊丽莎白：难道我姐姐给你那种印象？

达西：不！然而，我必须承认……是出于你的家庭的问题。

伊丽莎白：我们对社交的渴求？宾利先生自己都不介意这点！

达西：不，远不止这些。

伊丽莎白：怎样，先生？

达西：虽然很难说出口，但是，你母亲、你那三个年轻的妹妹——甚至还有某些时候你父亲有失身份的表现。原谅我。你和你姐姐——当然排除在外……






















Jane Eyre　简爱

（2006）【英】













【SCENE 1】

[Jane and Rochester shows their affection to each other.]

Jane: Must I leave, sir? Must I leave Thornfield?

Rochester: Yes, I’m sorry, but I’m afraid you must.

Jane: You’re to be married?

Rochester: Exactly. Precisely. As you with your usual acuteness have already predicted, when I do marry Adel must find a school and you must find a new situation.

Jane: Yes, sir, I’ll advertise immediately.

Rochester: No, you won’t. I’ve already found you a place.

Jane: Ireland is a long way away, sir. From
 Thornfield. It is a long way away from you, sir.

Rochester: We’ve been good friends, haven’t we, Jane?




Rochester: It’s difficult to part from a friend and know you’ll never meet him again. And you and I, it’s like we were a pair of Ashton’s twins. Bound together in some unworldly way, sharing a spirit or so the like. When we are parted, when you…leave me, I believe that bond will snap, and I will bleed inwardly. But you will forget me after a while.

Jane: I would never forget you! How can you imagine that? What do you think I am? I wish I’d never been born, I wish I’d never come here. I wish I’d never grow to love Thornfield. I love Thornfield. I love it because I have lived a full life…I’ve not been trampled on. I’ve been treated as an equal. You have treated me as an equal. You are the best person I know and I cannot bear the thought of having to leave you.

Rochester: Must you leave me, Jane?

Jane: Oh, of course, I must, because you have a wife.

Rochester: What do you mean?

Jane: Blanche Ingram, of course, you’re as good as married to her. You’ve promised, sir.

Rochester: I have not promised Blanche anything.

Jane: It’s a someone who is inferior to you
 . Someone who you have no sympathy with. Of course I must go. Do you think that I am a machine? That I can bear it? Do you think because I am poor, plain, obscure and little, that I have no heart? That I’m without soul? I have as much heart as you and as much soul. And if god had given me some beauty and wealth, I would make it as hard for you to leave me as it is for me to leave you.




Rochester: You’ll not leave me, Jane.

Jane: Let me go.

Rochester: Jane, don’t struggle so.

Jane: I’m a free person, and I’ll go and do as I please.

Rochester: Yes, yes you will. You will decide your own destiny. Jane, I offer you my hand, my heart and all my possessions.

Jane: You laugh at me.

Rochester: No, no. Jane, I want you to live with me. To pass through life as my second self. My best earthly companion. Jane, have you not faith in me?

Jane: None, whatsoever.

Rochester: You doubt me?

Jane: Absolutely!

Rochester: Jane, you know I don’t love Blanche. I love you, as my own flesh. Jane, say that you will marry me. Say it quickly. Jane, do you accept me?




Jane: Are you in earnest? I can hardly believe you.

Rochester: I swear.

Jane: Then sir…

Rochester: Call me by my name, call me Edward.

Jane: Then Edward, I will marry you.

Rochester: God, forgive me. And let no man meddle with me. I am to keep her.





【导读】

根据夏洛蒂·勃朗特同名原著改编。从小失去父母的简爱寄住在舅妈家，整个童年受尽欺凌。成年后，她成了桑菲尔德庄园的家庭教师，以真挚的情感和高尚的品德赢得了男主人的尊敬和爱恋，谁料又为这段婚姻付出了巨大代价，历经艰辛后终于追求到自己的幸福。









【场景1】

【简与罗切斯特第一次彼此袒露心声。】

简：我一定要离开吗，先生？我一定要离开桑菲尔德？

罗切斯特：是的，我很抱歉，但恐怕你一定得离开
 。

简：你要结婚了？

罗切斯特：没错。的确如此。正如你向来精准的直觉预知到的，当我真的结婚时，阿黛尔必须得找个学校，你也必须得换个工作了。




简：是的，先生，我会尽快登广告的。

罗切斯特：不，不用了。我已经替你找好了一个地方。

简：爱尔兰离这里太远了，先生。离桑菲尔德太远了。离你太远了，先生。

罗切斯特：我们是好朋友，对吧，简？

罗切斯特：跟一个好朋友分离，并且知道你永远不会再见到他，这是件非常痛苦的事。你和我，就像阿什顿说的是对双胞胎。与世无争地绑在一起，分享精神与思想。当我们分开了，当你……离开我，我相信，这种凝聚力会突然断裂，我的心会流血。但你很快就会忘记我了。

简：我永远不会忘记你！你怎么会这样想？你以为我是什么人？我真希望自己没有生在这个世界上，我真希望我从来没有来到这里。我希望我从来都没有爱上过桑菲尔德！我爱桑菲尔德。我爱它，因为我在这里过着充实的生活……我没有被践踏。我被平等对待。你平等地对待我。你是我见过最好的人，我没办法忍受必须离开你的念头。

罗切斯特：你一定要离开我吗，简？

简：噢，我当然要，因为你要有个妻子了。

罗切斯特：你是什么意思？

简：当然是布兰奇·英格兰姆，你要跟她结婚了。你已经承诺了，先生。




罗切斯特：我从来没给过布兰奇任何承诺。

简：那就是某个配不上你的人。某个你并不同情的人。当然，我必须得走。你认为我就是个机器吗？我能忍受吗？你以为，因为我贫穷，普通，卑微，矮小，我就没有心，就没有灵魂吗？我与你有一样的心，有一样的灵魂。如果上帝能给我一些财富和美貌，我会让你难以离开我，就像现在我难以离开你一样。

罗切斯特：你不会离开我的，简。

简：让我走。

罗切斯特：简，不要这样拼命挣扎。

简：我是个自由的人，我要走，去做我想做的事。

罗切斯特：是的，是的你会的。你可以决定你自己的命运。简，我把我的手，我的心，我全部的财产都给你。

简：你在嘲笑我。

罗切斯特：不，不。简，我想要你同我一起生活。如另一个我自己，伴我走过一生
 。我最好的人生伴侣。简，你不相信我吗？

简：一点也不。

罗切斯特：你怀疑我吗？

简：没错！

罗切斯特：简，你知道我不爱布兰奇。我爱你，就像我自己的血肉。简，说你会嫁给我。快说。简，你愿意嫁给我吗？




简：你是认真的吗？我几乎没办法相信你。

罗切斯特：我发誓。

简：那么先生……

罗切斯特：叫我的名字，叫我爱德华。

简：那爱德华，我愿意嫁给你。

罗切斯特：上帝，宽恕我吧。不要让任何人来干涉我。我要守护她。






























The Bridges of Madison County　廊桥遗梦

（1995）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Robert and Francesca’s dialogue in Francesca’s house after their first meeting.]

Robert: Where’s your family?

Francesca: My husband took the kids to the Illinois State Fair for my daughter’s Entrance Prize steer.

Robert: How old?

Francesca: Oh, a year and half.

Robert: No, you know, I mean kids.

Francesca: Oh, Michael is 17, and Carolyn is 16.

Robert: It’s nice to have kids.

Francesca: Yea, but they are not kids any more. Things change.

Robert: They always do. One the law of nature. Most people are afraid of change, but if you look at it like it’s something that can always count on, then it can be a comfort. It doesn’t have many things that you can count on.




Francesca: Ah, I guess I’m one of those people that frightens anything.

Robert: No, I doubt that.

Francesca: Why did you say that?

Robert: From Italy to Iowa, that’s a big change.

Francesca: No. But Richard was in the army there. I married him when I was living in Naples, I didn’t know anything about Iowa. I just cared that it was America, and of course, being with Richardson.

Robert: What’s he like?

Francesca: He is very clean and…

Robert: Clean?

Francesca: Yeah, no, I mean—he is a very hard worker, very caring, honest. He is gentle, he is a good father.

Robert: And you like living in Iowa, I guess.

Francesca: Em, yea.

Robert: Go ahead. I’m not going to tell anyone.

Francesca: Oh. I’m supposed to say, it’s just fine. It’s quiet. The people are really nice, and all that is true, mostly. It is quiet and people are nice. In some ways, you know, we’ll help each other out. When someone is sick or hurt, all the neighbors come in. They pick corn, or harvest oats, whatever. When it’s been done, you’re going to town, you can leave your car unlocked, let the kids run around, don’t worry about them. Yea, there are lots of nice things about people here and I respect them for these qualities. But…




Robert: But?

Francesca: Well, it is not what I dreamed of as a girl.

Robert: Yea. I scribbled something down the other day. I often do that when I am on the road. It goes like this, the old dreams or good dreams, they didn’t work out, but l had them. I don’t know what all that means, just thought it might be used someday. Well, anyway I think I kind of know how you feel.





【SCENE 2】

[Facing the choice between love and family, they have the last talk at the fourth day.]

Robert: Tell me why you’re not coming with me?

Francesca: No matter how I keep turning it around in my mind—it doesn’t seem like the right thing.

Robert: For who?




Francesca: For anyone. They’ll never be able to live through the talk. And Richard...will never be able to get himself all around this; it will break him in two-half. He doesn’t deserve this, as he never rude anyone else in his whole life.

Robert: Then he can move on as people move!

Francesca: His family has been on this farm for almost a hundred years. Richard doesn’t know how to live anywhere else. And the kids...

Robert: The kids are grown! They don’t need you anymore. You told me that they hardly talk to you.

Francesca: No, they don’t say much. But Carolyn’s 16. She’s just about to find out about all this for herself—she’s going to fall in love, she’s going to try and figure out how to build a life with someone. If I leave what does that say to her?

Robert: What about us?

Francesca: You’ve got to know deep down that the minute we leave here, everything will change.

Robert: Yeah. It could get better.

Francesca: No matter how much distance we put between us and this house, I carry it with me. And I’ll feel it every minute we’re together. I start to blame loving you for how much it hurts. And then even these four days won’t be anything more than something sordid and a mistake.




Robert: Francesca, listen to me. You think what’s happened to us happens to just anybody? All we feel for each other were hardly to separate people now. Some people search their whole lives for this and never found it—others don’t even think it exists. You are going to tell me that this is the right thing to do, to give it up?

Francesca: We are the choices that we have made, Robert. Please. You don’t understand. Don’t you see, nobody understands when a woman makes a choice to marry, to have children? In one way her life begins, but in another way it stops. You build a life of details, you just stop and stay steady so that your children can move. And when they leave, they take your life of details with them. And then you’re expected to move again only you don’t remember what moves you, because no one has asked in so long. Not even yourself. You never think that love like this can happen to you.

Robert: But now you have it.

Francesca: I want to keep it forever. I want to love you the way I do now the rest of my life. But if we leave we lose it. And I can’t make an entire life disappear to start a new one. All I can do is try to hold up so well inside of me. You have to help me.




Robert: Don’t throw us away. Maybe you feel in this way, maybe you don’t. Maybe it’s because you are in this house. Maybe tomorrow when they come back, you will feel in different way. Don’t you think it’s possible?

Francesca: I don’t know.

Robert: Well, look, I’m gonna be here a few more days. We can talk it later. We don’t have to decide it right now. Maybe we will see each other and you will change your mind.

Francesca: Robert. Don’t do this.

Robert: I don’t want to say goodbye right now! We have to make that decision. Maybe you’ll change your mind.

Francesca: If that happens, you have to decide. Because I can’t.

Robert: I’ll say this once. I never said it before. This kind of certainty comes just once in a lifetime.





【导读】

根据罗伯特·詹姆斯·沃勒的同名小说改编。卡洛琳和麦克姐弟二人在母亲去世后留下的信中，了解到母亲的一段情感秘密：她与摄影师罗伯特曾共同度过浪漫而激情的四天，最终因世事羁绊而分离，但却成就了一颗孤寂的灵魂。












【场景1】

【罗伯特和弗朗西斯卡相遇后，在弗朗西斯卡家中的对话。】

罗伯特：你的家人呢？

弗朗西斯卡：我丈夫带着孩子们去了伊利诺斯州集市，我女儿的小公牛要参加决赛。

罗伯特：多大了？

弗朗西斯卡：噢，一岁半。

罗伯特：不，你知道，我说的是孩子们。

弗朗西斯卡：哦，迈克尔17岁，卡罗琳16岁。

罗伯特：有孩子真好。

弗朗西斯卡：是啊，但他们已经不再是孩子了。一切都变了。

罗伯特：事物总是会变的。这是自然法则。大多数人害怕改变，但如果你把它看成总是可以依赖的东西，那它就能成为一种安慰。你能依赖的东西并没有很多。

弗朗西斯卡：嗯，我想我就是一个什么都害怕的人。

罗伯特：不，我不信。

弗朗西斯卡：为什么这么说？




罗伯特：从意大利到爱荷华，这可是个大变化。

弗朗西斯卡：是啊。但理查德当时在那儿的军队服役。在那不勒斯的时候我嫁给了他，我对爱荷华一无所知。我只关心那儿是美国，当然，还有，和理查森在一起。

罗伯特：他是什么样的人？

弗朗西斯卡：他非常干净，而且……

罗伯特：干净？

弗朗西斯卡：是的，不，我是说——他工作非常勤奋，关心体贴，诚实。他很温和，是个好爸爸。

罗伯特：你喜欢在爱荷华的生活，我想。

弗朗西斯卡：嗯，是的。

罗伯特：说下去。我不会告诉任何人的。

弗朗西斯卡：哦，我想说，这儿还好。这里很安静。人们都非常好。所有这一切都很真实，多数时候。这儿安静、人也和善。你知道，在某种程度上，我们互相帮助。当有人生病或受伤了，邻居们都会来探望。他们帮忙摘玉米，收割麦子，什么都做。完成了这些活，你要进城去，你可以不锁车，让孩子们到处乱跑，而且不用担心他们。是啊，这里的人们有很多优点，因为这些品质，我尊重他们。但是……

罗伯特：但是什么？

弗朗西斯卡：呃，我少女时代的梦想不是这样的。

罗伯特：是啊。前几天我记下了一些东西。我在路上时会经常这样做。大概是这样的：旧梦与好梦，虽然没能实现，但我曾经梦过。我并不知道这些语句的意思，只是觉得有一天可能会用得着。总之，我觉得我有些理解你的感受。








【场景2】

【在这四天里的最后一个夜晚，面对爱情和家庭的抉择，他们进行了最后的谈话。】

罗伯特： 告诉我，为什么你不跟我一起走?

弗朗西斯卡：无论我在心里翻来覆去考虑多少次——我始终认为这样似乎是不对的。

罗伯特：对谁而言？

弗朗西斯卡：对任何人都是。他们无法永远生活在流言蜚语中。还有理查德……将永远无法面对这一切，这会给他带来巨大打击。他不该受到这种打击，因为这一生中他从来没有侵犯过其他任何人。

罗伯特：那么他可以像其他人一样搬离此地！

弗朗西斯卡：他家已经在这个农场上生活了一百多年。在别的地方，理查德不知道该如何生存。还有我的孩子们……

罗伯特：孩子们已经长大成人了！他们不再需要你。你告诉过我，他们几乎不怎么和你说话。

弗朗西斯卡：是的，他们说的不多。但卡罗琳只有16岁，她即将自己独自面对生活——她会恋爱，她会尝试如何和别人共同生活。如果我离开了，对她来说意味着什么呢？




罗伯特：那我们呢？

弗朗西斯卡：你必须往深处想，我们一离开这里，一切都会改变。

罗伯特：是的。也许会变得更好。

弗朗西斯卡：不管我们离开这里多远，彼此相隔多远，我都不会忘记这所房子。我们在一起的每一分钟，我都这般感受着。我已然怪自己爱上你，因为这太痛苦了。而这四天也只不过是不堪和错误。

罗伯特：弗朗西斯卡，听我说。你认为我们之间已经发生的事，还会在任何人中间发生吗？我们对彼此的感情现在已很难让人分开。有些人毕生都在寻觅这种爱，但永远也没找到，还有些人甚至认为它不存在。你现在是要告诉我说，放弃，才是正确的抉择吗
 ？

弗朗西斯卡：我们自己就是我们已经做出的选择，罗伯特。求你了。你并不了解。难道你不明白，没有人会理解一个女人决定结婚生子意味着什么吗？从一方面来说，她的生活刚刚开始，而另一方面，她的生活又停止了。你要过琐碎的生活，你得停下来
 ，过平稳的日子，这样你的孩子们才能长大。当他们离开的时候，他们把你的琐碎生活也随之带走。然后别人期望你继续前进，只是你不记得你的生活动力是什么了，因为这么长时间都没人问你，甚至你自己也不会问。你从没想过这样的爱情会发生在你的身上。




罗伯特：但现在你拥有了它。

弗朗西斯卡：我想永远留着它。我希望我的余生都像现在这样爱你。但如果我们一起离开，我们就会失去它。我不能让我的全部生活就此消失，而去开始一种新的生活。所有我能做的就是把我们的爱藏在心里。你得让我这样做。

罗伯特：不要让我们分开。也许你有这种感觉，也许你没有。也许是因为你在这所房子里。也许明天他们回来的时候，你又是另一种感受。你不认为有这种可能吗？

弗朗西斯卡：我不知道。

罗伯特：好吧，听着，我还要在这里多呆几天。我们可以以后再谈这个问题。我们不必现在做出决定。或许我们可以相见，你会改变主意的。

弗朗西斯卡：罗伯特。不要这样。

罗伯特：我不想现在就说再见！我们早晚要做最终的决定。或许你会改变主意的。

弗朗西斯卡：如果真是那样，你必须得做决定。因为我不能。

罗伯特：我只说这一次。我以前从来没有这样说过。这样确切的爱，一生中只有一次。
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Seems right now, that all I have done in my life was making my way here to you.

此刻才知道，我这一生所做的一切就是在向你靠近。


























Titanic　泰坦尼克号

（1997）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[When Rose standing on the edge of the deck, Jack wants to save her.]

Jack: Don’t do it!

Rose: Stay back! Don’t come any closer!

Jack: Come on! Just give me your hand and I’ll pull you back over.

Rose: No, stay where you are! I mean it! I’ll let go!

Jack: No, you won’t!

Rose: What do you mean, No I won’t? Don’t presume to tell me what I will and will not do. You don’t know me.

Jack: Well, you would have done it already.

Rose: You’re distracting me. Go away!

Jack: I can’t. I’m involved now. You let go, and I’m gonna have to jump in there after you.




Rose: Don’t be absurd. You’d be killed.

Jack: I’m a good swimmer.

Rose: The fall alone would kill you.

Jack: It would hurt; I’m not saying it wouldn’t. To tell you the truth, I’m a lot more concerned about that water being so cold.

Rose: How cold?

Jack: Freezing. Maybe a couple of degrees over. Have you ever, uh, ever been to Wisconsin?

Rose: What?

Jack: Well, they have some of the coldest winters around. I grew up there, near Chippewa Falls. I remember when I was a kid, me and my father, we went ice-fishing out on Lake Wisota. Ice-fishing is, you know, when you...

Rose: I know what ice-fishing is!

Jack: Sorry. You just seemed like, you know, kind of an indoor girl. Anyway, I uh, fell through some thin ice, and I’m telling ya, water that cold, like right down there, it hits you like a thousand knives stabbing you all over your body. You can’t breathe, you can’t think, at least not about anything but the pain. Which is why I’m not looking forward to jumping in there after you. Like I said, I don’t have a choice. I guess I’m kind of hoping that you’ll come back over the railing and get me off the hook here.




Rose: You’re crazy!

Jack: That’s what everybody says, but with all due respect, Miss, I’m not the one hanging off the back of a ship here. Come on! Come on, give me your hand. You don’t want to do this.

Jack: Whew. I’m Jack Dawson.

Rose: I’m Rose Dewitt Buchater.





【SCENE 2】

[Both Rose and Jack are in the icy-cold sea now.]

Rose: I love you, Jack.

Jack: No...Don’t you do that. Don’t say your good-byes. Not yet. Do you understand me?

Rose: I’m so cold.

Jack: Listen, Rose. You’re going to get out of here. You’re going to go on and you’re going to make lots of babies and you’re going to watch them grow and you’re going to die an old, an old lady, warm in your bed. Not here. Not this night. Not like this. Do you understand me?

Rose: I can’t feel my body.

Jack: Winning that ticket was the best thing that ever happened to me. It brought me to you. And I’m thankful for that, Rose, I’m thankful. You must do me this honor. You must promise me that you will survive...that you won’t give up...no matter what happens...no matter how hopeless. Promise me now, Rose, and never let go of that promise.




Rose: I promise.

Jack: Never let go.

Rose: I will never let go, Jack, I’ll never let go.





【导读】

根据真实事件改编而成。1912年4月10日，豪华游轮泰坦尼克号开始了处女航，富家少女露丝与少年画家杰克在船上相遇、相恋。1912年4月14日，泰坦尼克号撞上冰山，难逃沉船厄运。杰克为救罗丝而丧生，但他们这段超越生死的爱情却永存世间。













【场景1】

【露丝站在甲板的边缘上，杰克想要去救她。】

杰克：别这样做！

露丝：退后！别靠近我！

杰克：来，把你的手给我，我把你拉过来。




露丝：不！站在那儿别动！我是认真的！我就要跳了！

杰克：不，你不会跳的。

露丝：你这是什么意思？你说我不会跳？别妄想跟我讲我会不会的废话。你又不了解我。

杰克：好吧，你真想跳的话早就跳了。

露丝：你在分散我的注意力。走开！

杰克：不行，现在我已经被卷进来了。你要跳的话，我也只好跳下去了。

露丝：别傻了。你会死掉的。

杰克：我可是游泳好手。

露丝：这么高跳下去，摔也摔死了。

杰克：可能会很痛，我没说不痛。不过实话告诉你，我更怕水太凉了。

露丝：有多凉？

杰克：像冰一样。可能顶多高几度。你，呃，你有没有去过威斯康辛州？

露丝：什么？

杰克：嗯，那儿的冬天最冷。我就是在那儿长大的，在齐佩瓦瀑布那儿。我记得小时候我和我爸爸去委索塔冰湖钓鱼。冰湖上钓鱼，你知道吗，就是当你……

露丝：我知道冰湖钓鱼！

杰克：对不起，你看起来就像是那种，你知道，足不出户的女孩子。不管怎样，我，呃，踩到一片薄冰上掉进水里，我告诉你吧，那水真冷，就像这下面的水一样，打在身上，就像千万把小刀刺进身体一样。你不能呼吸，不能思考，只觉得浑身刺痛。所以我不想跟着你跳下去。不过，我也没有别的选择。所以我还是希望你能从船舷爬进来，让我得到解脱。




露丝：你疯了！

杰克：每个人都这么说，但恕我直言，小姐，我可没像你一样把自己挂在船舷上。来，来吧，把手给我。你不想往下跳的。

杰克：我叫杰克·唐逊。

露丝：我叫露丝·迪维特·布凯特。





【场景2】

【杰克和露丝在浮板上最后的告别时刻。】

露丝：杰克，我爱你。

杰克：别……别这样。不要说再见。还不是时候。你明白了吗？

露丝：我好冷。

杰克：听我说，罗丝。你一定能离开这儿的。你要活下去，生许多孩子，看着他们长大。你会安享晚年，安息在温暖的床上。而不是在这里，不是今晚，不是像这样死去。你明白了吗？

露丝：我失去知觉了。




杰克：赢得船票是我一生中最幸运的事。它让我认识了你。感谢上苍，露丝，我是那么感激它！你必须帮我个忙。你一定要答应我，你要活下去……不要放弃……无论发生什么……无论多么绝望。答应我，罗丝，永不放弃你对我的承诺。

露丝：我答应你。

杰克：永不放弃。

露丝：我不会放弃的，杰克，我永远都不会放弃。
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 【感人瞬间】[image: 饰图4.tif]





I love waking up in the morning and not knowing what’s going to happen, or who I’m going to meet, where I’m going to wind up.

我喜欢早上起来时一切都是未知的，不知会遇见什么人，会有什么样的结局。





I figure life is a gift and I don’t intend on wasting it. You never know what hand you’re going to get dealt next. You learn to take life as it comes at you.

我觉得生命是一份礼物，我不想浪费它。你不会知道下一手牌是什么，要学会接受生活。





God shall wipe away all the tears from their eyes, and there shall be no more death. Neither shall there be sorrow or dying, neither shall there be any more pain, for the former world has passed away.




上帝擦去他们眼中所有的泪水。死亡不再有，也不再有悲伤和死别，不再有痛苦，因往事已矣。


























Roman Holiday　罗马假日

（1953）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Ann complains all the things to Countess.]

Ann: I hate this nightgown. I hate all my nightgowns
 . And I hate all my underwear too.

Countess: My dear, you have lovely things.

Ann: But I’m not two hundred years old! Why can’t I sleep in pyjamas?

Countess: Pyjamas!

Ann: Just the top half. Did you know there are people who sleep with absolutely nothing on at all?

Countess: I rejoice to say that I did not.

Ann: Listen.

Countess: Oh, and your slippers. Please put on your slippers and come away at the window. Your milk and crackers.

Ann: Everything we do is so wholesome.




Countess: They’ll help you to sleep.

Ann: I’m too tired to sleep—can’t sleep a wink.

Countess: Now my dear, if you don’t mind
 tomorrow’s schedule—or schedule whichever you prefer—both are correct. Eight thirty, breakfast here with the Embassy staff; nine o’clock, we leave for the Polinory Automotive Works where you’ll be presented with a small car.

Ann: Thank you.

Countess: Which you will not accept?

Ann: No, thank you.

Countess: Ten thirty-five, inspection of Food and Agricultural Organization will present you with an olive tree.

Ann: No, thank you.

Countess: Which you will accept?

Ann: Thank you.

Countess: Ten fifty-five, the Newfoundling Home For Orphans. You will preside over the laying of the cornerstone; same speech as last Monday.

Ann: Trade relations?

Countess: Yes.

Ann: For the orphans?

Countess: No, no, the other one.

Ann: “Youth and progress”.




Countess: Precisely. Eleven forty-five, back here to rest. No, that’s wrong...eleven forty-five, conference here with the press.

Ann: “Sweetness and decency”.

Countess: One o’clock sharp, lunch with the Foreign Ministry. You will wear your white lace and carry a small bouquet of very small pink roses. Three-o-five, presentation of a plaque. Four-ten, review special guard of Police. Four forty-five, back here to change to your uniform to meet the international...

Ann: Stop! Please stop! Stop...!

Countess: It’s alright, dear, it didn’t spill.

Ann: I don’t care if it’s spilled or not. I don’t care if I’m drown in it!

Countess: My dear, you’re ill. I’ll send for Doctor Bonnachoven.

Ann: I don’t want Doctor Bonnachoven; please let me die in peace!

Countess: You’re not dying.

Ann: Leave me.

Countess: It’s nerves, control yourself, Ann.

Ann: I don’t want to!


Countess: Your Highness. I’ll get Doctor Bonnachoven
 .

Ann: It’s no use, I’ll be dead before he gets here.








【SCENE 2】

[The first time Ann met Joe on the street.]

Joe: Hey! Hey, hey…Hey, wake up!

Ann: Thank you very much, delighted.

Joe: Wake up.

Ann: No, thank you. Charmed.

Joe: Charmed too.

Ann: You may sit down.

Joe: I think you’d better sit up, much too young to get picked up by the police.

Ann: Police?

Joe: Yep, police.

Ann: Two-fifteen and back here to change. Two forty-five...

Joe: You know, people who can’t handle liquor shouldn’t drink it.

Ann: “If I were dead and buried and I heard your voice beneath the sod my heart of dust would still rejoice.” Do you know that poem?

Joe: Huh, what do you know? You’re well-read, well-dressed; you’re snoozing away in a public street. Would you care to make a statement?

Ann: What the world needs is a return to sweetness and decency in the souls of its young men and...




Joe: Yeah, I er, couldn’t agree with you more, but erm—

Joe: Get yourself some coffee, you’ll be alright. Look, you take the cab.

Joe: Come on, climb in the cab and go home.





【SCENE 3】

[Ann expresses her inner voice to Joe on the press conference.]

Master of ceremonies: Ladies and Gentlemen: Her Royal Highness will now answer your questions.

Chief of correspondents: I believe at the outset, Your Highness, that I should express the pleasure of all of us at your recovery from the recent illness.

Ann: Thank you.

American correspondent: Does Your Highness believe that Federation would be a possible solution to Europe’s economic problems?

Ann: I am in favour of any measure which would lead to closer cooperation in Europe.

Correspondent: And what, in the opinion of Your Highness, is the outlook for Friendship Among Nations?

Ann: I have every faith in it—as I have faith in relations between people.




Joe: May I say, speaking for my own press service, we believe that Your Highness’s faith will not be unjustified.

Ann: I am so glad to hear you say it.

Correspondents: Which of the cities visited did Your Highness enjoy the most?

Ann: Each in its own way was...unforgettable. It would be difficult to—Rome, by all means, Rome. I will cherish my visit here, in memory, as long as I live.





【导读】

英国的安妮公主前往罗马访问，巧遇美国记者乔，两人经历了浪漫的一日假期。然而，由于身份悬殊，为了彼此的责任，两人最终果断地放弃了爱情，但这段美好的记忆却永留心间。













【场景1】

【安妮公主因厌烦皇家生活而对伯爵夫人发泄不满。】

安妮：我讨厌这件睡袍。我讨厌所有的睡袍。我还讨厌我所有的内衣。

伯爵夫人：亲爱的，你有很多可爱的东西。




安妮：但我可没有两百岁！为什么我不能穿着松睡衣睡觉？

伯爵夫人：松睡衣！

安妮：只穿上衣。你知道有些人睡觉是完全不穿衣服的吗？

伯爵夫人：我很庆幸我不知道。

安妮：听。

伯爵夫人：嗨，你的拖鞋。快穿上拖鞋，离开窗户。你的牛奶和饼干在这儿。

安妮：我们所做的一切都那么有益健康。

伯爵夫人：它们有助于你的睡眠。

安妮：我累得睡不着，一点儿都睡不着。

伯爵夫人：哦，亲爱的，你喜欢明天的日程安排吗——或者说你喜欢哪个——两个都不错。8点半，和使馆人员在此共进早餐；9点，前往波利若里汽车工厂参观，你将获赠一部小汽车。

安妮：谢谢。

伯爵夫人：你会拒绝哪一个？

安妮：不，谢谢。

伯爵夫人：10点35，视察粮农组织，你会获赠一棵橄榄树。

安妮：不，谢谢。

伯爵夫人：你答应吗？

安妮：谢谢。




伯爵夫人：10点55，到新建孤儿院。你将主持奠基典礼，和上周一一样的演讲。

安妮：贸易关系？

伯爵夫人：对。

安妮：为孤儿讲这个？

伯爵夫人：不，不是，另一个。

安妮：“青少年与发展”。

伯爵夫人：很对。11点45分，回到这里休息。哦，弄错了……11点45分在这里举行记者招待会。

安妮：“甜美与优雅”。

伯爵夫人：1点整，和外交大臣共进午餐。你将戴上你的白色项链，捧着一束粉红色的玫瑰。3点05分，授匾。4点10分，检阅特别护卫队。4点45分，回来这里换上制服，接见国际……

安妮：停下！请停下来！别说了！

伯爵夫人：做得好，亲爱的，牛奶没有溢出来。

安妮：我不在乎它溢没溢出来。我不介意在这溺死！

伯爵夫人：亲爱的，你生病了，我会叫鲍那乔文医生过来。

安妮：我不想见鲍那乔文医生；让我安静地死去吧！

伯爵夫人：你不会死的。

安妮：别理我。




伯爵夫人：你一定是神经紧张，镇静点，安妮。

安妮：我不想！

伯爵夫人：公主殿下。我去叫鲍那乔文医生。

安妮：没用的。在他来之前我就会死掉。





【场景2】

【安妮公主在街头第一次遇见乔。】

乔：嗨！嗨……嗨，醒醒！

安妮：谢谢你，真高兴。

乔：醒醒。

安妮：不，谢谢。幸会。

乔：很荣幸。

安妮：你可以坐下来。

乔：我想你最好坐起来，警察不会把你抓起来的，你太小了。

安妮：警察？

乔：是的，警察。

安妮：2点15分回来换装。2点45分……

乔：你知道，没什么酒量的人就不该喝酒。

安妮：“哪怕我已死去，被安葬，尘土之下的心也会为听到你的声音而喜悦。”你知道这首诗吗？

乔：呃，你知道吗？你博学多才，衣着华丽，却一个人睡在大街上。你能否对此解释一下？

安妮：这世界需要甜美和高雅重新回到年轻一代的灵魂之中……




乔：对，我呢，完全同意你的说法，不过——



乔：喝杯咖啡，你就会没事的。瞧，你该坐这辆的士回去。

乔：来，你也上车，我们回家。





【场景3】

【安妮在记者招待会上回答问题，意味深长地表达了对乔的期望和信任。】

招待会主持：女士们，先生们，现在你们可以向公主殿下提问了。

记者代表：公主殿下，首先我想代表全体人员对公主康复表达欢欣之情。

安妮：谢谢！

美国记者：公主殿下是否认为，联盟化将是解决欧洲经济问题的可行方案？

安妮：我赞成一切能够促进欧洲各国之间合作的举措。

记者：那么殿下，你认为欧洲各国关系的发展前景如何？

安妮：我对此充满信心——就像我对人们之间的情谊充满信心一样。

乔：请允许我，代表我的新闻社发言，我们相信殿下的信心是毋庸置疑的。




















Gone with the Wind　乱世佳人

（1939）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Scarlett calls Ashley into the study and expresses her love.]

Scarlett: Psst! Psst! Ashley...Ashley...

Ashley: Scarlett! Who are you hiding from in there?

Ashley: What are you up to? Why aren’t you upstairs resting like the other girls? What is it, Scarlett…a secret?

Scarlett: Oh, Ashley...Ashley. I love you.

Ashley: Scarlett!

Scarlett: I love you. I do.

Ashley: Well, isn’t it enough to have gathered every other man’s heart today? You’ve always had mine. You cut your teeth on it.

Scarlett: Oh, don’t tease me now. Have I your heart, my darling? I love you! I love you!

Ashley: You mustn’t say such things. You’ll hate me for hearing them.




Scarlett: Oh, I could never hate you! And...and I know you must care about me, because...Oh, you do care, don’t you?

Ashley: Yes, I care. Oh, can’t we go away and forget that we ever said these things?

Scarlett: But how can we do that? Don’t you want to marry me?

Ashley: I’m going to marry Melanie.

Scarlett: But you can’t. Not if you care for me.

Ashley: Oh, my dear, why must you make me say things that will hurt you? How can I make you understand...you’re so young and unthinking. You don’t know what marriage means.

Scarlett: I know that I love you and I want to be your wife. You don’t love Melanie!

Ashley: She’s like me, Scarlett...She’s part of my blood...and we understand each other.

Scarlett: But you love me!

Ashley: How Could I help loving you? You, who have all the passion for life that I lack! But that kind of love isn’t enough to make a successful marriage if two people are as different as we are.

Scarlett: Well, why don’t say it, you coward! You’re afraid to marry me! You’d rather live with that silly little fool who can’t open her mouth except to say “yes” and “no” and raise a passel of mealy-mouthed brats just like her!




Ashley: You mustn’t say things like that about Melanie.

Scarlett: Who are you to tell me I mustn’t ? You led me on...you...you made me believe you wanted to marry me...

Ashley: Now, Scarlett! Be fair. I never at any time...

Scarlett: You did! It’s true. You did. And I’ll hate you till I die! I can’t think of anything bad enough to call you...

[Scarlett slaps Ashley in the face, then he leaves. She throws a vase at the wall violently, and Rhett stands up from the sofa.]

Rhett: Has the war started?

Scarlett: Sir, you...you should have made your presence known!

Rhett: In the middle of that beautiful love scene? That wouldn’t have been tactful, would it? But don’t worry, your secret is safe with me.

Scarlett: Sir, you are no gentleman!

Rhett: And you, Miss, are no lady.




Scarlett: Oh!

Rhett: Don’t think I hold that against you. Ladies have never held much charm for me.

Scarlett: First you take a low, common advantage of me, then you insult me!

Rhett: I mean it as a compliment...and I hope to see more of you when you’re free of the spell of the thin-blooded Mr. Wilkes. He doesn’t strike me as half good enough for a girl of your...What was it?...Your passion for living.

Scarlett: How dare you! You aren’t fit to wipe his boots!

Rhett: And you were going to hate him for the rest of your life!





【SCENE 2】

[Finally Scarlett finds that Rhett is her true love, but Rhett doesn’t trust her any more.]

Scarlett: What are you doing?

Rhett: I’m leaving you, my dear. All you need now is a divorce and your dreams of Ashley can come true.

Scarlett: Oh, no! No, you’re wrong, terribly wrong! I don’t want a divorce. Oh Rhett, but I knew tonight, when I...when I knew I loved you, I ran home to tell you, oh darling, darling!




Rhett: Please don’t go on with this, Leave us some dignity to remember out of our marriage. Spare us this last.

Scarlett: I wanted you. I wanted you desperately but I didn’t think you wanted me.

Rhett: It seems we’ve been at cross purposes, doesn’t it? But it’s no use now. As long as there was Bonnie, there was a chance that we might be happy. I liked to think that Bonnie was you, a little girl again, before the war, and poverty had done things to you. She was so like you, and I could pet her, and spoil her, as I wanted to spoil you. But when she went, she took everything.

Scarlett: Oh, Rhett, Rhett please don’t say that. I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry for everything.

Rhett: My darling, you’re such a child. You think that by saying, “I’m sorry,” all the past can be corrected. Here, take my handkerchief. Never, at any crisis of your life, have I known you to have a handkerchief.

Scarlett: Rhett, Rhett, where are you going?

Rhett: I’m going to Charleston. Back where I belong.

Scarlett: Please, please take me with you.






Rhett: No. I’m through with everything here. I want peace. I want to see if somewhere if there is something left in life with charm and grace. Do you know what I’m talking about?

Scarlett: No. I only know that I love you.



Rhett: That’s your misfortune.



Scarlett: Rhett! If you go, where shall I go? What shall I do?

Rhett: Frankly my dear, I don’t give a damn.



Scarlett: I can’t let him go. I can’t. There must be some way to bring him back. Oh, I can’t think about that now, I’ll go crazy if I do, I...I’ll think about it tomorrow…I must think about it. I must think about it. What is there to do? What is there that matters?

[Then her father and Ashley’s words echoing around her.]

Mr. O’hara: You mean to tell me, Katie Scarlett O’ hara
 , that Tara doesn’t mean anything to you? That land is the only thing that matters. It’s the only thing that lasts.



Ashley: Something you love better than me, though you may not know it.



Mr. O'hara: Tara, it’s this from where you get your strength.










【导读】

改编自玛格丽特·米切尔的著作《飘》。美女斯嘉丽梦想嫁给艾希礼却未能如愿，因赌气嫁给他人。随后内战爆发，斯嘉丽在战争中成为寡妇，为了保护家园迈入第二次婚姻。后来再次成为寡妇的斯嘉丽嫁给投机商瑞德，但她对艾希礼的念念不忘让瑞德终于伤心离去。最后斯嘉丽才领悟到父亲的话——惟有土地永恒。









【场景1】

【斯嘉丽将艾希礼叫进书房，向他吐露爱意。】

斯嘉丽：喂！喂！艾希礼……艾希礼……

艾希礼：斯嘉丽！你在躲谁呢？

艾希礼：你在做什么？为什么不像别的姑娘一样在楼上休息呢？有事吗，斯嘉丽……是秘密？

斯嘉丽：哦，艾希礼……艾希礼，我爱你。

艾希礼：斯嘉丽！

斯嘉丽：我爱你，真的。

艾希礼：好了，今天这儿的所有男人都被你迷住了，还不够吗？你一直都占据着我的心。你可是老手了
 。

斯嘉丽：哦，别取笑我了。你的心给我了吗，亲爱的？我爱你！我爱你！

艾希礼：别这样说。你会恨我听而不闻的。




斯嘉丽：哦，我决不会恨你！而且……我知道你一定是喜欢我的，因为……哦，你确实喜欢我，不是吗？

艾希礼：是的，我喜欢。哦，我们还是走吧！忘掉我们刚才说的这些话好吗？

斯嘉丽：但我们怎么能那么做？难道你不想娶我吗？

艾希礼：我要娶梅勒妮了。

斯嘉丽：但是你不能娶她，如果你喜欢我的话。

艾希礼：哦，亲爱的，为什么一定要让我说些会伤害你的话呢？怎样才能让你明白……你太年轻了，遇事又不加考虑，你根本不知道什么是婚姻。

斯嘉丽：我知道我爱你，我想成为你的妻子。你不爱梅勒妮！

艾希礼：她就像我一样，斯嘉丽……她是我生命中的一部分……我们能够互相理解。

斯嘉丽：可你爱的是我！

艾希礼：我怎么能不爱你？你对生活充满激情，这正是我所缺的！但是我们俩的性格差异太大，这种爱根本就不能使婚姻美满。

斯嘉丽：哦，你为什么不说出来，你这个胆小鬼！你不敢跟我结
 婚！你宁愿和那个愚蠢的人过日子，她只会唯唯诺诺说“是”或者“不是”，过几天还会养出一窝和她一样百依百顺的小鬼！




艾希礼：你不该这样说梅勒妮的坏话。

斯嘉丽：你是谁，敢来教训我该不该！你引诱我……你……你让我以为你想娶我……

艾希礼：斯嘉丽！说话要公平。我从来没有……

斯嘉丽：你有过！这是事实，你有过。到死我都会恨你！我想不出更坏的词来形容你……

【斯嘉丽使劲打了艾希礼一个耳光，然后他走了出去。斯嘉丽拿起一只花瓶，气急败坏地朝墙壁扔了过去。这时瑞德从沙发上站起来。】

瑞德：战争开始了吗？

斯嘉丽：先生，你……你在这儿应该说一声！

瑞德：在你上演美丽的爱情剧时说一声吗？那可不是聪明之举，不是吗？不过别担心，我会为你保密的。

斯嘉丽：先生，你不是绅士！

瑞德：你呢，小姐，也不是淑女。

斯嘉丽：哦！

瑞德：不要以为我在和你作对。淑女对于我来说从来都没什么吸引力。

斯嘉丽：你先是不光彩地占我的便宜，然后又来侮辱我!

瑞德：我的本意是赞美……在你从那个缺少激情的韦尔克斯先生的魔力中解脱后，我还真希望能多和你见面。他根本不配你这样一个……他怎么说的？……对生活充满热情的姑娘。




斯嘉丽：你怎么敢这样说！你给他擦靴子都不配！

瑞德：而你却要恨他一辈子了！





【场景2】

【最终斯嘉丽发现自己爱的并非艾希礼而是瑞德，但瑞德已对她心灰意冷了。】

斯嘉丽：你在做什么？

瑞德：我要离开你，亲爱
 的。现在你只需要离婚，你和艾希礼在一起的梦想就会成真了。

斯嘉丽：哦，不！不，你错了，大错特错！我不想离婚。哦，瑞德，今晚我知道了，当我……当我知道我爱你，我就跑回家想要告诉你，哦亲爱的，亲爱的！

瑞德：请不要说了，为我们的婚姻留下点尊严吧。分别之际不
 要让彼此难过了。

斯嘉丽：我曾需要你。我曾拼命地想要你，但我不认为你也想要我。

瑞德：好像我们相互误解了，不是吗？但现在没用了。只有邦妮才是我们在一起幸福生活的机会。我把邦妮想成你，你又变回了小女孩，在战争爆发前，深受贫穷之苦。她太像你了，我宠她，溺爱她，就像我想宠爱你一样。但当她离开人世，她带走了一切。




斯嘉丽：哦，瑞德，瑞德请别再说了。我很抱歉，我为一切感到内疚
 。

瑞德：亲爱的，你太孩子气了。你以为说“我抱歉”，过去的一切就能更正吗？给你我的手帕。在你人生的每一个转折点，我从未见你在什么时候有自己的那只手帕。

斯嘉丽：瑞德，瑞德，你去哪儿？

瑞德：我要去查尔斯顿，回到应该属于我的地方
 。

斯嘉丽：求你，求你带我一起去吧！

瑞德：不，我对这儿的一切都厌倦了。我想要安静。我想看看生命中还有什么留有高尚和美丽。你知道我在讲什么吗？

斯嘉丽：不，我只知道我爱你。

瑞德：这真是你的不幸。

斯嘉丽：瑞德！你走了，我应该去哪里？我该怎么办？

瑞德：坦白说，亲爱的，我一点也不关心了。

斯嘉丽：我不能让他走。我不能！一定有办法让他回来。噢，现在我想不了这些，不然我要发疯了。我……我明天再去想……我必须想清楚。我必须得想清楚。现在干什么呢？什么才是重要的呢？

【父亲和艾希礼的话在她耳边回响起来。】

奥哈拉：你想告诉我，凯蒂·斯嘉丽·奥哈拉，德园对你毫无意义吗？土地是唯一重要的东西，它是唯一永恒的东西。




艾希礼：有些东西你爱它胜过爱我，只是你不知道。

奥哈拉：德园，你正是从这里汲取力量。


























Pretty Woman　风月俏佳人

（1990）【美】









【SCENE 1】

[Edward loses his way, and then met Vivian.]

Vivian: Hey sugar, are you looking for a date?

Edward: No! I want to find Beverly Hills, could you give me the directions?

Vivian: Sure, five bucks.

Edward: That’s ridiculous!

Vivian: Price just went up to ten.

Edward: Can you charge for the direction?

Vivian: I could do anything I want to, baby, I’m not lost!

Edward: All right, ok? Right, you win, I lose, have changes for twenty?

Vivian: For twenty I will show you personal and show you where stars live.

Edward: Oh, that’s all right, I have been to the Stalon’s.




Vivian: Right.

Edward: What’s your name?

Vivian: What do you want to be? Vivian, my name is Vivian.

Edward: Vivian?

Vivian: So what hotel are you staying at?

Edward: The-er-Regemt Beverly Wilshire.

Vivian: In down the block right the corner.

Edward: Tell me what kinda, what kinda money you girls make this days? Ball-park.

Vivian: Can’t take less than hundred dollar.

Edward: Hundred dollar a night?

Vivian: For an hour.

Edward: An hour? You make one hundred dollar an hour, you get a safty pin holding the boot up? You gotta to be joking.

Vivian: I never joke about money.

Edward: Hundred dollar an hour, was it stiff?

Vivian: No, but it have got potential!

Vivian: So what do you do?

Edward: I buy companies.

Vivian: What kind of companies?



Edward: I buy companies that are in financial difficulty.




Vivian: That promise you can afford a bargain.




Edward: Well, the company I’m buying this week can be a bargain price but one billion.

Vivian: A billion dollar?

Edward: Yes.

Vivian: Wow! Nothing was really smart, I haven’t got the eleven grade. How far did you go in school?

Edward: I went all over.

Vivian: Your folks must be very proud!

Vivian: So you actually have billion dollars?

Edward: No, get it some from bank investors. Not easy thing go.

Vivian: And you don’t make anything and you don’t build anything.

Edward: No.

Vivian: So what would you do with the company once you buy?



Edward: I sell.

Vivian: Help me do that. You sell them?



Edward: Well. I don’t sell the whole company. I break it up into pieces and I sold little of it which is worth the whole.

Vivian: So, sort of like stealing car and sold them of the parts, right?

Edward: Yes, sort of. But legal.








【SCENE 2】

[Edward wants Vivian to stay with him for a week, and they make the deal.]

Vivian: Don’t you just love Prince?

Edward: More than life itself.

Vivian: Don’t you knock?

Edward: Vivian, I have a business proposition for you.

Vivian: What do you want?

Edward: I’m going to be in town until Sunday like you to spend the week with me.

Vivian: Me?

Edward: Yes, best like to hire you as my employee. Would you consider spending this week with me?

Edward: I’ll pay you to be my becking-call.

Vivian: I’d like to be your becking-call girl, but you are a rich good-looking guy. You could get a million girls free.

Edward: I want a professional. Don’t need any romantic hassles this week.

Vivian: If you are talking twenty-four hours a day, it’s gonna cost ya!

Edward: Yes, of course. All right here we go. Give me a ball-park figure, how much?




Vivian: Six for nights, days too, four thousand.

Edward: Six nights say three hundred is eighteen hundred.

Vivian: You want days too.

Edward: Two thousand.

Vivian: Three thousand.

Edward: Done.

Vivian: Holy shit!

Edward: Vivian Vivian. Is that yes?

Vivian: Yes. Yes.

Edward: I’ll be gone rest of the day. I want you to buy some clothes.

Vivian: Really sure thing but travelers’ check.

Edward:We may be going at evening, need
 something to wear.

Vivian: Like what?

Edward: Nothing too flashy or too sexy
 . Conservative, understand?

Vivian: Boring!

Edward: Elegant! Any questions?

Vivian: Can I call you Eddie?

Edward: I will expect the answer.

Vivian: I would stay for two thousand.




Edward: I would pay four, I’ll see you tonight.

Vivian: Baby, I’m going to treat you so nice, you never get to wanna let me go!

Edward: Three thousand six days and Vivan I will let you go.

Vivian: But I’m here now. Ha-ha—three thousand dallor!





【SCENE 3】

[Edward realized himself falling in love with her.]

Vivian: When I was a little girl, my Mama used to lock me in the attic when I was bad, which was pretty often. And I would, I would pretend I was a princess trapped in the tower by the wicked queen. And then, suddenly, this knight on a white horse with his color fry would come charging up and draw his sword, and I would wave, and he would climb up the tower, and rescue me. But never in all the time, but I had this dream, did the knight say to me: “Come on baby, I’ll put you up in a great condo.”

Edward: I have to go now, I want you understand, the whole thing is that, it’s all capable right now.

Vivian: I know, it is really a good offer for a girl like me.




Happy Man: “Welcome to Hollywood! What’s your dream? Everybody comes here, this is Hollywood, land of dreams. Some dreams come true, some don’t—but keep on dreaming. This is Hollywood, always time to dream, so keep on dreaming!”

Edward: I have never treated you like a prostitute.

Vivian: You just did.

Edward: Vivan! Vivan! Princess Vivan! It had to be the top floor, right?

Vivian: It’s the best!

Edward: All right, I’m coming up. So what happened after he climbed up the tower and rescued her?

Vivian: She rescues him right back.





【导读】

一位商业巨子和一位下层妓女另类的爱情故事。妓女维维安与爱德华邂逅街头，很快成为爱德华金钱下的情妇，而短暂的相聚却使他们变得难舍难分。最终，爱德华摆脱了世俗的羁绊，向维维安求婚。









【场景1】

【爱德华迷路了，邂逅了妓女维维安。】

维维安：嘿，亲爱的，想找个人约会吗？




爱德华：不！我想去比华利山，你能告诉我怎么走吗？

维维安：可以，五美元。

爱德华：太荒谬了！

维维安：现在是十美元了。

爱德华：指路也能收费？

维维安：我可以做任何我想做的，宝贝儿，我又没有迷路！

爱德华：好了，好吧？对，你赢了，我输了，二十美元能找吗？

维维安：二十美元我会亲自带你去，并告诉你明星住在哪里。

爱德华：噢，好吧，我刚到史泰龙的家。

维维安：是的。

爱德华：你叫什么名字？



维维安：你想我叫什么？维维安，我的名字叫维维安。

爱德华：维维安？

维维安：那你住在哪个酒店？

爱德华：是……是里根·比华利·利歇酒店。

维维安：就在下个街区的拐角处。

爱德华：告诉我多少钱，现在你们女孩做这一行的要多少钱？大概的数。

维维安：不少于一百美元。




爱德华：一个晚上吗？

维维安：一个小时。

爱德华：一个小时？你一个小时挣一百美元，那你的鞋洞还用别针补起来？你一定是开玩笑吧。

维维安：我从来不开钱的玩笑。

爱德华：一百美元一个小时，价太高了吧？



维维安：不，你将得到超值的服务！

维维安：那你是做什么的？

爱德华：收购公司。

维维安：什么样的公司？

爱德华：我买那些有财政困难的公司。

维维安：那可以保证你买个便宜货。

爱德华：嗯，我这周要买的公司也是个便宜货，但价格是十亿。

维维安：十亿美元？

爱德华：是的。

维维安：哇！人都不是天生就聪明的，我连高二都没读完呢。你读了多少书？

爱德华：我一直念完大学。

维维安：你们这些人一定很骄傲！

维维安：你真的有十亿美元吗？

爱德华：没有，一些是银行投资商的。这可不那么容易的事。

维维安：那你不生产什么东西，也不建造什么东西。




爱德华：是的。

维维安：那你一旦买了公司后会怎么做？

爱德华：卖掉。

维维安：是吗！你把它们卖掉？

爱德华：嗯。我不出售整个公司。我把它们拆分了，只卖掉全部价值中最值钱的一小部分。

维维安：所以，有点像偷汽车然后卖掉零件，对吗？

爱德华：是的，有点像这样。但我是合法的。





【场景2】

【爱德华希望维维安陪他一个星期，俩人达成了协议。】

维维安：你喜欢听“王子”的歌[2]
 ？

爱德华：胜过生命。

维维安：你怎么不敲门？

爱德华：维维安，我想跟你做笔交易。

维维安：你想要什么？

爱德华：我会一直呆在这里直到星期天，我想要你陪我一个星期。

维维安：我？

爱德华：是的，就像雇佣你做我的职员一样。你会考虑陪我一个星期吗？




爱德华：我会付钱给你，只要你随叫随到。

维维安：我很乐意做你随叫随到的女孩，但你是个有钱的帅哥，你可以免费叫到一百万个女孩陪你。

爱德华：我想要个专业点的。这个星期，我不想求浪漫反成拙。

维维安：你是指一天24小时，这需要很多钱的！

爱德华：是的，当然。好吧，我们谈谈。给我个大概的价格，多少钱？

维维安：六天六夜，四千美元。

爱德华：六个晚上，一晚三百，那就是一千八百美元。

维维安：白天你也要。

爱德华：两千美元。

维维安：三千。

爱德华：成交。

维维安：太好了！

爱德华：维维安，维维安，那是说行吗？

维维安：行，行。

爱德华：我要出去。我想你去买些衣服。

维维安：旅游信用卡真是实在的东西。

爱德华：我们晚上可能会出去，需要穿合适的衣服。

维维安：什么样的？




爱德华：不要太花俏或者太性感。保守点的，明白吗？

维维安：没劲！

爱德华：要高贵！还有问题吗？

维维安：我可以叫你爱迪吗？

爱德华：我很期待。

维维安：我会为两千美元留下的。

爱德华：我会付你四千，那么今晚见吧。

维维安：宝贝，我要对你那么好的话，你可能会不想让我走了！

爱德华：三千美元六天，到时我会让你走的，维维安。

维维安：但我已经在这里了。哎——哈——三千美元！





【场景3】

【爱德华意识到他已经爱上了维维安。】

维维安：在我还小的时候，每当我做错事时，我妈妈总会把我关在楼阁里，这种事常发生。然后我就会，就会假装自己是一个被邪恶的皇后囚禁在塔中的公主。然后，有一个骑士突然出现，骑着白马而来，手里挥舞着剑，而我就会向他招手，他会爬上塔，把我从塔中营救出来。但是从来没有出现过，而在我的每次幻想中，骑士确实对我说，“来吧，亲爱的，我会把你带入一座华美的宝殿。”




爱德华：我现在得走了，我想让你知道，整件事情会顺心顺意的。

维维安：我知道，这对一个像我一样的女孩来说确实很有吸引力。

快乐人：“欢迎来到好莱坞！你的梦想是什么？每个人都来到这里，这是好莱坞，梦想国度。有些人梦想成真，有些人却没有——但是不要放弃梦想。这里是好莱坞，是梦想的地方，继续梦想吧！”

爱德华：我从来没有把你看成一个妓女。

维维安：你刚才就是。

爱德华：维维安！维维安！维维安公主！应该在顶楼，对吗？

维维安：那最好！

爱德华：好的，我马上上来。当骑士爬上顶楼把她救出来后，故事又是怎样的？

维维安：她把他救了回来。


























Chapter 2 人生尽飞扬













Fear can hold you prisoner. Hope can set you free. A strong man can save himself. A great man can save another.









怯懦囚禁人的灵魂，希望可以让你重获自由。强者自救，圣者渡人。






















Forrest Gump　阿甘正传

（1994）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Forrest talks about his growth while waiting for the bus.]

Forrest: Hello. My name’s Forrest. Forrest Gump. You wanna chocolate. I could eat about a million and a half of these. My mama always said, “Life was like a box of chocolates. You never know what you’re going to get.” Those must be comfortable shoes. I bet you could walk all day in shoes like that and not feel a thing. I wish I had shoes like that.

Woman: My feet hurt.

Forrest: Mama always said, “There’s an awful lot you can tell about a person by their shoes.” Where they’re going. Where they’ve been. I’ve worn lots of shoes. I bet if I think about it real hard I could remember my first pair of shoes. Mama said they would take me anywhere. She said they were my magic shoes.




Doctor: Alright, Forrest. Open your eyes now. Let’s take a little walk around. How do they feel? His legs are strong, Mrs. Gump. As strong as I’ve ever seen. But his back is as crooked as a politician. But we’re going to straighten him right up now, aren’t we, Forrest?

Mrs. Gump: Forrest!

Forrest: Now when I was a baby, Mama named me after the great Civil War hero, General Nathan Bedford Forrest. She said we was related to him in some way and what he did was, he started up this club called the Ku Klux Klan. They’d all dress up in their robes and their bed sheets and act like a bunch of ghosts or spooks or something. They’d even put bed sheets on their horses and ride around. Anyway, that’s how I got my name, Forrest Gump. Mama said the Forrest part was to remind me that sometimes we all do things that, well, just don’t make no sense.





【SCENE 2】

[The first day Forrest goes to school by schoolbus.]

Driver: Are you coming along?

Forrest: Mamma says not to be taken rides from strangers.




Driver: This is the bus to school.

Forrest: I am Forrest, Forrest Gump.

Driver: I am Dorothy Harris.

Forrest: Well, now we aren’t strangers any more.

Boy A: The place is taken.

Boy B: Taken.

Boy C: You can’t sit here.

Jenny: You can sit here if you want...Well, going to sit down, aren’t you? What’s wrong with your legs?

Forrest: I’m nothing at all, thank you. My legs are just fine and dandy.

Jenny: Then why are you having those shoes?

Forrest: Mamma says my back crippled like a question mark. They are going to make me as straight as an arrow. They are my magic shoes.

Jenny: Are you stupid or something?

Forrest: Mamma says stupid is a stupid doing.

Jenny: I am Jenny.

Forrest: I am Forrest, Forrest Gump.





【SCENE 3】

[Forrest finds Jenny singing naked in a club.]

Jenny: You can’t keep doing this, Forrest, you can’t keep trying to rescue me all the time.






Forrest: They were trying to grab you.

Jenny: A lot of people try to grab me. You, you can’t keep doing this all the time.

Forrest: I can’t help it. I love you.

Jenny: Forrest, you don’t know what love is. You remember that time we prayed, Forrest? We prayed for God to turn me into a bird so l could fly far far away.

Forrest: Yes, I do.

Jenny: Do you think I could fly off this bridge?

Forrest: What do you mean, Jenny?

Jenny: Nothing. I gonna get out of here.

Forrest: Wait, Jenny.

Jenny: Forrest, you stay away from me, OK? You just stay away from me, please.

Jenny: Can I have a ride?

Driver: Where are you going?

Jenny: I don’t care.

Driver: You can come.

Forrest: So bye-bye, Jenny. They sent me to Vietnam. This is a whole other country.

Jenny: Just hang on a minute. Listen, you promise me something, OK? Just if you’re ever in trouble, don’t try to be brave. You just run, OK? Just run away.




Forrest: OK. Jenny, I’ll write to you all the time.





【导读】

患有先天弱智的阿甘于“二战”结束后不久出生于美国，他有一位坚强而智慧的妈妈。在妈妈的鼓励下，他进入学校开始学习，结识了一生的至爱珍妮。凭着上帝赐予的“飞毛腿”，阿甘开始了一生不停的奔跑，而他最终成为橄榄球巨星、越战英雄、乒乓球外交使者、亿万富翁。





















【场景1】

【等公交车时，阿甘对年幼时的回忆。】

福尔斯特：你好！我叫福尔斯特，福尔斯特·甘。要吃巧克力吗？我可以吃很多很多。妈妈常说“生命就像一盒巧克力，你永远不知道下一颗是什么口味”。那双鞋一定穿着很舒服。我想你就算穿着它走一整天的路也不会痛。真希望我也有一双那样的鞋子。

女人：我的脚痛。

福尔斯特：妈妈常说“从一个人穿的鞋子，可以看出很多事情”。知道他们要去哪儿，去过哪儿。我穿过很多鞋子。要是我拼命地想，我也能想起我穿的第一双鞋子来。妈妈说那双鞋能带我走遍天下。她说那是我的宝鞋。




医生：好了，福尔斯特。睁开眼睛吧。让我们走几步看看。感觉怎么样？甘太太，他的腿变强壮了。我从没见过这么强壮的腿。但他的背弓得像个政客一样。现在让我们来帮他挺直背吧，好吗，福尔斯特？

甘太太：福尔斯特！

福尔斯特：我出生的时候，妈妈用内战大英雄的名字给我命名，他就是内森·贝德福德·福尔斯特将军。她说我们在某方面跟他有点关系。他所做的是：创立了三K党组织。他们穿着白袍披上床单，装神弄鬼的，甚至还把床单罩在马上，骑着到处跑。总之，我就是这样叫福尔斯特·甘了。妈妈说名字中的福尔斯特会提醒我们，有时候我们所做的事情，嗯，只是不要毫无意义就好。





【场景2】

【阿甘第一天搭校车上学。】

司机：你上不上车？

福尔斯特：妈妈说不能搭陌生人的车。

司机：这是到学校的车。

福尔斯特：我叫福尔斯特，福尔斯特·甘。

司机：我叫桃丽斯·哈里斯。

福尔斯特：好了，现在我们不算是陌生人了吧。




男孩甲：这位置有人。

男孩乙：有人。

男孩丙：你不能坐这里。

珍妮：如果你愿意，你就坐这儿吧……嗯，你坐这里吗？你的腿怎么了？

福尔斯特：没什么，谢谢你。我的腿好得很。

珍妮：那你为什么穿那种鞋子?

福尔斯特：我妈说我的背弓得像个问号，穿这双鞋会让我像箭一样直。这是我的宝鞋。

珍妮：你是笨还是怎么的？

福尔斯特：我妈说，笨的行为才叫笨呢。

珍妮：我叫珍妮。

福尔斯特：我叫福尔斯特，福尔斯特·甘。





【场景3】

【阿甘在一个俱乐部里找到了裸身唱歌的珍妮。】

珍妮：你不能总是这样，福尔斯特，不能总是跑来想要解救我。

福尔斯特：他们想占你便宜。

珍妮：很多人想占我便宜，你，你不能每次都这样插手。

福尔斯特：我忍不住，我爱你。

珍妮：福尔斯特，你不懂什么是爱。记得我们那次祈祷吗，福尔斯特？我们求上帝把我变成小鸟，让我远走高飞。




福尔斯特：是的，我记得。

珍妮：你觉得我能飞离这座桥吗？

福尔斯特：你要干什么，珍妮？

珍妮：没什么。我要离开这里。

福尔斯特：等等，珍妮。

珍妮：福尔斯特，你离我远点儿好吗？离我远点儿，求你。

珍妮：可以搭便车吗？

司机：你去哪儿？

珍妮：随便。

司机：上车吧。

福尔斯特：那好，再见珍妮。他们要派我去越南。那完全是另一个国家。

珍妮：等一下。听着，答应我一件事，好吗？一旦有麻烦，你不要逞英雄。你就跑，好吗？远远跑开。

福尔斯特：好的。珍妮，我会一直写信给你的。














The Pursuit of Happyness　当幸福来敲门

（2006）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Chirs’s wonderful interview.]

Chris: Chris Gardner. Pleasure. I’ve been sitting there for the last half-hour...trying to come up with a story…that would explain my being here dressed like this. And I wanted to come up with a story that would demonstrate qualities that I’m sure you all admire here, like earnestness or diligence. Team-playing, something. And I couldn’t think of anything. So the truth is...I was arrested for failure to pay parking tickets.

Jay: Parking tickets?

Chris: And I ran all the way here from the Polk Station, the police station.

Man: What were you doing before you were
 arrested?

Chris: I was painting my apartment.

Man: Is it dry now?

Chris: I hope so.




Man: Jay says you’re pretty determined.

Jay: He’s been waiting outside the front of the
 building...with some 40-pound gizmo for over a month.

Man: He said you’re smart.

Chris: Well, I like to think so.

Man: And you want to learn this business?

Chris: Yes, Sir, I wanna learn this business.

Man: Have you already started learning on your own?

Chris: Absolutely.

Man: Jay? How many times have you seen Chris?

Jay: I don’t know. One too many, apparently.

Man: Was he ever dressed like this?

Jay: No. No. Jacket and tie.

Man: First in your class in school? High school?

Chris: Yes, sir.

Man: How many in the class?

Chris: Twelve. It was a small town.

Man: I’ll say.

Chris: But I was also first in my radar class...in the Navy, and that was a class of 20. Can I say something? I’m the type of person...if you ask me a question, and I don’t know the answer...I’m gonna tell you that I don’t know. But I bet you what. I know how to find the answer, and I will find the answer. Is that fair enough?




Man: Chris. What would you say if a guy walked in for an interview without a shirt on...and I hired him? What would you say?

Chris: He must’ve had on some really nice pants.





Jay: Chris, I don’t know how you did it dressed as a garbage man...but you pulled it off.

Chris: Thank you, Mr. Twistle.

Jay: Hey, now you can call me Jay. We’ll talk to you soon.

Chris: All right, so I’ll let you know, Jay.

Jay: You’ll let me know? What do you mean?

Chris: Yeah, I’ll give you a call tomorrow
 sometime...

Jay: What are you talking...? You hounded me for this. You stood here...

Chris: Listen, there’s no salary.

Jay: No.

Chris: I was not aware of that. My circumstances have changed some...and I need to be certain that I’ll be...

Jay: All right. Okay. Tonight. I swear I will fill your spot. I promise. If you back out, you know what I’ll look like to the partners?




Chris: Yes, an ass... A-hole.

Jay: Yeah, an ass A-hole, all the way. You are a piece of work. Tonight.

Chris: There was no salary. Not even a reasonable promise of a job. One intern was hired at the end of the program from a pool of 20. And if you won’t that guy... you couldn’t even apply the six months’ training...to another brokerage. The only resource I would have for six months...would be my six scanners, which I could still try to sell. If I sold them all, maybe we might get by. I got him. I got him.





【导读】

电影取材于真实故事。讲述了主人公克里斯·加纳在濒临破产、老婆离家的落魄状况下，如何积极努力地善尽单亲职责，带着儿子奋斗，最终成为知名金融投资家的故事。故事传达了一个信念：只要你始终坚信，幸福明天就会来临。













【场景1】

【克里斯精彩的面试。】

克里斯：我是克里斯·加纳。见到您很荣幸。我在外面坐了半个多小时……一直想编出个理由……来向你们解释我这身打扮出现的原因。而且我想编出个故事来证明，我身上拥有你们所欣赏的优点，比如诚恳、勤奋，或者团队精神等等。但我什么也没能想出来。事实是……我因为没有付清停车罚单而被拘捕了。




杰：罚单？

克里斯：我是从波尔克局，就是警察局一路跑过来的。

面试官：你被拘留前在干什么？

克里斯：我在给我的公寓刷墙。

面试官：现在干了吗？

克里斯：希望如此。

面试官：杰说你已经下定了决心。

杰：他已经带着40磅重的玩意儿……在写字楼前等了一个多月了。

面试官：他说你很聪明。

克里斯：噢，希望如此。

面试官：你想学做业务？

克里斯：是的，先生，我想学。

面试官：你已经开始自学了吗？

克里斯：正是。

面试官：杰，你见过克里斯多少次？

杰：我不知道。太多次吧，显然是的。

面试官：他以前也穿成这样吗？




杰：不，不啊。都是西装革履的。

面试官：你在学校是第一名？高中的时候？

克里斯：是的，先生。

面试官：你们班上有多少人？

克里斯：12个。那是个小镇。

面试官：我就说嘛。

克里斯：但我在海军服役时是雷达班上的第一名，那时班上有20个人。可以再说几句吗？我是这样的人……如果你向我提问，而我不知道问题的答案……我就会告诉你我不知道。但我可以保证，我知道怎样可以找到答案，而且我一定会找到答案。这样可以吗？

面试官：克里斯，假如有个人不穿正装就跑来参加面试……然后我却录用了他，你会怎么想？

克里斯：那他一定穿着很不错的裤子。





杰：克里斯，我难以理解你穿得像个垃圾工人来面试……但是你刚才的表现很不错。

克里斯：谢谢，特威斯特尔先生。

杰：嘿，现在可以叫我杰了。回头我们再聊。

克里斯：好的，我会给你答复的，杰。

杰：给我答复？什么意思？

克里斯：嗯，我明天会给你电话的……

杰：你在说什么……？是你找我的。你当时就站在那里……




克里斯：听着，实习期是没有工资的。

杰：没有。

克里斯：我并不知道没有工资。现在我的处境变了……我需要确定我能……

杰：行，好的。今晚给我答复。我发誓如果你不把握这机会，我马上给别人。我保证。如果你现在放弃，你知道股东会怎么看我吗？

克里斯：知道……把你看成混蛋。

杰：是啊，把我看成混蛋，
 肯定的。你还真不简单。今晚给我答复。

克里斯：没有工资。甚至连工作都没有保证。项目实习结束时，20人中只有1位实习生受雇。如果受雇的那家伙不是你……这六个月的培训还不适用于……其他经纪公司。这六个月里，我唯一的经济来源……就是那六台扫描仪，我还能继续试着推销那玩意。如果能全卖掉的话，也许我们能熬过去。我明白了，我来。






[image: 饰图4.tif]

 【感人瞬间】[image: 饰图4.tif]





There is an I in “happiness”, there is no “Y” in “happiness”, it’s an “I”.

“幸福”里面有“我”，没有“为什么”，只有“我”。








Don’t ever let somebody tell you you can’t do something, not even me.

别让别人告诉你你成不了才，即使是我也不行。





You got a dream, you gotta protect it. People can’t do something themselves, they wanna tell you you can’t do it. If you want something, go get it. Period.

如果你有梦想的话，就要去捍卫它。当人们自己做不到一些事情的时候，他们就会对你说你也同样不能。如果你有所追求的话，就要去努力实现。就这样。






















The Devil Wears Prada　穿普拉达的恶魔

（2006）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Andy’s interview.]

Miranda: Who are you?

Andy: My name is Andy Sachs. I recently graduated from Northwestern University.

  Miranda: What are you doing here?

Andy: I think I could do a good job as an assistant, and um... Yeah, I come to New York to be a journalist and sent letters out everywhere and then finally got a call from Elias-Clarke and met with Sherry up at Human Resources. Basically, it’s this or Auto Universe
 .

Miranda: So you don’t read Runway
 ?

Andy: Uh, no.

Miranda: And before today you had never hear of me.

Andy: No.




Miranda: You have no style or sense of fashion.

Andy: Well, um, I think that depends on what you’re...

Miranda: No, no, that was not a question.

Andy: Um, I was eidtor in cheif of the Daily Northwestern
 . I also, um, won a national competition for college journalists with my series on the janitors’ union, with exposed the exploitation...

Miranda: That’s all.

Andy: Yeah, you know, okay. You are right, I don’t fit in here, I am not skinny or glamorous and I don’t know that much about fashion, but I’m smart. I learn fast and I will work very hard.

Nigel: I got the exclusive on the Cavalli for Gwyneth
 , but the problem is, with that huge feathered headress that she’s wearing she looks like she’s working the main stage at the Golden Nugget.

Andy: Thank you for your time.

Nigel: Who is that sad little person? Are we doing a before-and-after piece, I don’t know about?





【SCENE 2】

[Andy complains about hard work to Nigel.]

Andy: She hates me, Nigel.




Nigel: And that’s my problem because...oh, wait, no, it’s not my problem.

Andy: I don’t know what else I can do, because if I do something right, it’s unacknowledged, she doesn’t even say thank you. But if I do something wrong, she is vicious.

Nigel: So quit.

Andy: What?

Nigel: Quit.

Andy: Quit?

Nigel: I can get another girl to take your job in five minutes...one who really wants it.

Andy: I don’t want quit, that’s not fair. But you know, I’m just saying that I would just like a little credit...for the fact that I’m killing myself trying.

Nigel: Andy, be serious. You are not trying, you are whining.

Andy: I...

Nigel: What is it that you want me to say to you, huh? Do you want me to say “Poor you, Miranda’s picking on you, poor you, poor Andy?” Hmm, wake up, six.

Nigel: She is just doing her job. Don’t you know that you are working at this place that published some of the greatest artists of the century? Halston, Lagerfeld, de la Renta, and what they did, what they created, was greater than art because you live your life in it.




Nigel: Well, not you, obviously, but some people. You think this is just a magazine, hmm? That is not just a magazine, this is shining beacon of hope for...oh, I don’t know, let’s say a young boy growing up in Rhode Island with six brothers pretending to go to soccer practice when he was really going to sewing class, and reading Runway
 under the cover at night with a flashlight. You have no idea how many legends have walked these halls, and what’s worse, you don’t care, because this place, where so many people would die to work, you only deign to work, and you want to know why she doesn’t kiss you on the forehead and five you gold star on your homework at the end of the day, wake up, sweet heart.

Andy: Okay, so I’m screwing it up, I don’t want to...I just wish that I know that I could do to...





【导读】

根据同名畅销小说拍摄而成。讲述一个初涉社会的女孩安迪，机缘巧合进了一家顶级时装杂志社当总编助手，在此期间面临爱情、友情、工作等种种现实的挑战和困难，最终战胜了自己，找回真实自我的励志故事。
























【场景1】

【安迪第一次面试的对白。】

玛琳达：你是谁？

安迪：我叫安迪·塞克斯。刚从西北大学毕业。

玛琳达：那你到这儿做什么？

安迪：我可以做你的助理，还有……我来纽约想成为一名记者，发了不少简历，终于艾丽亚斯·克拉克给了我一个电话，让我和人力部的谢瑞见面。反正，不是这里就是《汽车世界》。

玛琳达：那么，你没有看过《T台》？

安迪：呃，没有。

玛琳达：而且在此之前你也从没听说过我？

安迪：是的。

玛琳达：你对时尚既不追求，也没见解。

安迪：这个，我认为这看个人……

玛琳达：不，不，我没在问你。

安迪：我曾是《西北日报》的主编，我呢，还获得过全国大学记者竞赛的头名，连续揭露了校工团的不法剥削……




玛琳达：行了。

安迪：好吧，我知道了。没错，我不适合这里。我不够苗条也不够漂亮，也不懂时尚，但我很聪明，我学得很快，我会努力工作的。

尼吉尔：给格温妮丝找到了卡沃利的独家设计，问题是她戴那么大个羽毛头饰，好像她是金砖酒店的招待女郎。

安迪：多谢你的宝贵时间。

尼吉尔：那可怜虫是谁？我们在制作“麻雀变公主”的栏目吗，我怎么不知道？





【场景2】

【安迪向尼吉尔抱怨工作辛苦。】

安迪：她讨厌我，尼吉尔。

尼吉尔：那是我的问题，因为……哦，等一下，哦不，那不是我的问题。

安迪：我不知道还能怎么做。事情做对了，好像是应该的，她连谢谢都不说。但如果事情做错了，她就是巫婆。

尼吉尔：辞职好了。

安迪：什么？

尼吉尔：辞职。

安迪：辞职？

尼吉尔：我可以在5分钟内找到一个非常想要这工作的女孩顶替你。




安迪：我不要辞职，这不公平。我只是说，我想要为自己的拼死努力……赢得些赞赏。

尼吉尔：安迪，现实点。你根本没在努力，你在抱怨。

安迪：我……

尼吉尔：你希望我对你说些什么，啊？要我说“真可怜，玛琳达又欺负你了，你好可怜，可怜的安迪”是吗？醒醒吧，6号女生。

尼吉尔：她只是做她的工作。你不知道你工作的是一个出版全世纪最好艺术家作品的杂志社吗？豪斯顿，拉格菲尔德，德拉伦塔，他们的作品，他们的创作，比艺术更伟大，因为那艺术就在你的生活中。

尼吉尔：哦，当然不包括你，但包括不少人。你以为这只是本杂志，对吗？这不仅仅是杂志，这是希望的灯塔，指路给……哦，我不知道……比方说一个男孩和六个兄弟，生活在罗德岛，假装参加足球训练，其实是在上缝纫课，晚上在被窝里用手电筒看《T台》。你不知道这里诞生了多少人物，更绝的是，你根本不在乎，因为在这里，更多人是热爱这份工作，而你是被迫的。你还抱怨她为什么不亲吻你的额头，每天给你的表现批个金色五角星，醒醒吧，亲爱的。

安迪：好吧，所以我搞砸了，我不想……我只是希望我知道我可以做……














The King’s Speech　国王的演讲

（2010）【英/澳/美】













【SCENE 1】

[Lionel helps Bertie to practice the speech.]

Bertie: There may be dark days ahead...and...

Lionel: Try again.

Bertie: There may be dark days ahead, and...

Lionel: Turn the hesitations into pauses and say to yourself, “God save the king”.

Bertie: I say that continuously, but apparently no one’s listening.

Lionel: Long pauses are good. They add solemnity to great occasions.

Bertie: Then I’m the solemnest king who ever lived. You know, if I’m a king, where’s my power? Can I...Can I form a government? Can I...Can I...levy a tax? Declare a...a war? No. And yet I’m the seat of all authority. Why? Because...the nation believes that when I...I speak. I speak for them. But I can’t speak.




Lionel: Let’s take it all again from the top. “In this grave hour.”

Bertie: In this grave hour...fuck, fuck, fuck. Perhaps the most fateful in our history...bugger, shit, shit. I send to every household of my...you see, “p” is always difficult, even when I’m singing.

Lionel: Bounce on to it. “A people.”

Bertie: A people. A people. Household of my a peoples, both at home, and overseas.

Lionel: Beautiful.

Bertie: This message..doo-dah. Spoken with the same depth of feeling Doo-dah day. For each one of you, as if I were able to...shit, fuck, bugger!...cross your threshold and speak to you...

Lionel: In your head now, “I have a right to be bloody well heard.”

Bertie: Bloody will heard, bloody will heard myself!

Lionel:Now, waltz. Move. Get continuous movement.




Bertie: [singing]
 For the second time in the lives of most of us, we are at...

Lionel: “We are,” take a pause.

Bertie: Lionel, I can’t do this.

Lionel: Bertie, you can do it.

【SCENE 2】




[The King’s speech.]

In this grave hour, perhaps the most fateful in our history, I send to every household of my peoples, both at home and overseas, this message, spoken with the same depth of feeling for each one of you as if I were able to cross your threshold and speak to you myself.

For the second time in the lives of most of us, we are at war.

Over and over again, we have tried to find a peaceful way out of the differences between ourselves and those who are now our enemies; but it has bee in vain.

We have been forced into a conflict, for which we are called, with our allies to meet the challenge of a principle which, if it were to prevail, would be fatal to any civilized order in the world.

It is a principle which permits a state in the selfish pursuit of power to disregard its treaties and its solemn pledges, which sanctions the use of force or threat of force against the sovereignty and independence of other states.

Such a principle, stripped of all disguise, is surely the mere primitive doctrine that might is right, and if this principle were established through the world, the freedom of our own country and of the whole British Commonwealth of nations would be in danger.




But far more than this, the peoples of the world would be kept in bondage of fear, and all hopes of settled peace and of security, of justice and liberty, among nations, would be ended.

This is the ultimate issue which confronts us. For the sake of all that we ourselves hold dear, and of the world order and peace, it is unthinkable that we should refuse to meet the challenge.

It is to this high purpose that I now call my people at home and my peoples across the seas, who will make our cause their own.

I ask them to stand calm and firm and united in this time of trial.

The task will be hard. There may be dark days ahead, and war can no longer be confined to the battlefield, but we can only do the right as we see the right, and reverently commit our cause to God. If one and all we keep resolutely faithful to it, ready for whatever service or sacrifice it may demand, then with God’s help, we shall prevail.





【导读】




乔治六世（约克郡公爵）因患口吃，无法在公众面前发表演讲，妻子伊丽莎白因偶然机缘找到语言治疗师莱诺·罗格帮助丈夫治疗口吃。“二战”爆发之际，乔治六世被推上国王宝座，在医生的帮助下，最终克服口吃，成功发表了著名的圣诞讲话，鼓舞了当时二战中的英国军民。









【场景1】

【莱诺帮助伯蒂练习演讲的过程。】

伯蒂：我们前面也许是黑暗……并且……

莱诺：再来一遍。

伯蒂：我们前面也许是黑暗，并且……

莱诺：在卡住的地方停顿并对自己说，“天佑国王”。

伯蒂：我经常那样说，但是显然没人听到。

莱诺：长的停顿很好。它们在正式的讲话中显得庄重。

伯蒂：那样我就是历代国王中最庄重的。你知道吗，如果我是国王，我的权力在哪儿？我能……我能组建内阁吗？我能……我能……征税吗？宣布……战争？不能。但是我拥有这些权力。为什么？因为……当我讲话时人……人们相信我。我道出他们的心声，但我不擅长演讲。

莱诺：让我们从头再来一遍。“在这个庄严的时刻。”




伯蒂：在这个庄严的时刻……见鬼，真他妈见鬼。也许是有史以来最生死攸关的时刻……该死的，真糟糕。我向所有的家庭，我的……你看，“臣”总是很难发音，即使我唱着说。

莱诺：用“一个臣民”来代替。

伯蒂：一个臣民。一个臣民。我一个臣民的所有家庭，不论是在国内，还是在国外。

莱诺：很好。

伯蒂：这条信息……嘟哒，怀着同样深厚的感情嘟哒，告诉你们每个人，就像我能……糟糕，见鬼，该死！……和你们面对面交流……

莱诺：你要在脑子里想，“我有权让你们统统听到。”

伯蒂：统统听到，统统听到我说话！

莱诺：现在，来段华尔兹。动起来。动作流畅。

伯蒂：【唱着说
 】对我们大多数人来说，这是有生之年第二次，我们将要……

莱诺：“我们”停顿一下。

伯蒂：莱诺，我做不到这个。

莱诺：伯蒂，你能做到。





【场景2】

【国王的演讲。】




在这个庄严的时刻，也许是我国有史以来最生死攸关的时刻，我向每一位臣民，不管你们身处何方，传递这样一个消息，对你们的心情，我感同身受，甚至希望能挨家挨户向你们每一个人诉说。

对于我们中的大多数人来讲，我们将要第二次面临战争。

我们已经多次试图通过和平方式，来解决与敌国之间的争端。但一切都是徒劳无功。

我们被迫卷入这场冲突，我们必须接受这个使命，与我们的盟军一起面临挑战。如果我们的敌方得行其道，世界的文明秩序将毁于一旦。

这是一种原则，它允许一个国家包揽私利，追逐权利，无视条约和庄严承诺，而去用武力制裁或威胁其他国家的独立和自主。

这种原则在剥去所有伪装之后，无疑只是原始的教宗，即武力就是权力。如果得以散布全世界，我国以及英联邦各个国度的自由也将面临覆灭。

但远不止于此。世界人民将被恐惧所束缚，所有国度对和平、安全、正义和自由的希望，也将终结于此。

这将是我们最大的困难。为了捍卫我们珍视的一切，为了这个世界的和平与秩序，我们必须接受这个挑战。

为此崇高目标，我呼吁国内的民众以及国外的民众以此为己任，谨记于心。




面对这一审判时刻，我恳请大家保持冷静和坚定，团结起来。

这是一场严峻的考验。我们可能还会面临一段黑暗的日子，战争也不只局限于前线，但我们只有心怀正义，才能正确行事，我们在此虔诚地向上帝祈祷。只要我们每个人坚定信念，为正义和信念作好一切努力奋斗和牺牲的准备，在上帝的帮助下，我们终将胜利。


















The Shawshank Redemption　肖申克的救赎

（1994）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[While Andy playing the record, Red makes a deep thought.]

Red (V.O.): I have no idea to this day what those two Italian ladies were singing about. Truth is, I don’t want to know. Some things are best left unsaid. I like to think they were singing about something so beautiful it can’t be expressed in words, and makes your heart ache because of it.

Red (V.O.): I tell you, those voices soared. Higher and farther than anybody in a gray place dares to dream. It was like some beautiful bird flapped into our drab little cage and made those walls dissolve away...and for the briefest of moments—every last man at Shawshank felt free
 .

Red (V.O.): It pissed the warden off something awful.

Warden: Open the door. Open it up! Dufrense, open this door! Turn that off! I am warning you, Dufrense, turn that off!




Hadley: Dufrense, you are mine now.

Red (V.O.): Andy got two weeks in the hole for that little stunt.

Hadley: On your feet.

Con: Hey, look who’s here. Maestro.

Heywood: You, you couldn’t play something good, huh? Like Hank Williams?

Andy: They broke the door down before I could take requests.

Floyd: Was it worth two weeks in the hole?

Andy: Easiest time I ever did.

Heywood: Oh, shit. No such thing as easy time in the hole. A week in the hole is like a year.

Andy: I had Mr. Mozart to keep me company.

Red: So they let you tote that record player down there, huh?

Andy: It was in here...in here. That’s the beauty of music. They can’t get that from you. Haven’t you ever felt that way about music?

Red: Well I played a mean harmonica as a younger man. Lost my interest in it, though. Didn’t make much sense in here.




Andy: Here’s where it makes most sense. You need it so you don’t forget.

Red: Forget?

Andy: Forget that there are places in the world that aren’t made out of stone, that there’s…there’s something inside that they can’t get to and they can’t touch. That’s yours.

Red: What are you talking about?

Andy: Hope.

Red: Hope. Let me tell you something, my friend. Hope is a dangerous thing. Hope can drive a man insane. It’s got no use on the inside. You’d better get used to the idea.





【SCENE 2】

[Andy talks about his dream, and Red doesn’t regard it as right.]

Andy: My wife used to say I’m a hard man to know. Like a closed book. Complained about it all the time. She’s beautiful. God, I loved her. But I just didn’t know how to show it, that’s all. I killed her, Red. I didn’t pull the trigger. But I drove her away. That’s why she died. Because of me, the way I am.

Red: That doesn’t make you a murderer. Bad
 husband, maybe. Felt bad about it if you want to. But you didn’t pull the trigger.




Andy: No. I didn’t. Somebody else did, and I wound up in here. Bad luck, I guess.

Red: Yeah.

Andy: It floats around. Has to land on somebody. It was my turn, that’s all. I was in the path of the tornado. I didn’t expect the storm would last as long as it has. You think you’ll ever get out of here?

Red: Me? Yeah. One day when I got a long, white beard and two or three marbles rolling around upstairs. They’ll let me out.

Andy: Tell you where I’d go. Zihuatanejo.

Red: Zihua...?

Andy: Zihuatanejo. It’s in Mexico. A little place on the Pacific Ocean. You know what the Mexicans say about the Pacific? They say it has no memory. That’s where I want to live the rest of my life. A warm place with no memory. Open up a little hotel right on the beach. Buy some worthless old boat and fix it up new. Take my guests out charter fishing.

Red: Zihuatanejo?

Andy: In a place like that, I could use a man that knows how to get things.




Red: I don’t think I could make it on the outside, Andy. I’ve been in here most of my life. I’m an
 institutional man now. Just like Brooks was.

Andy: Well, you underestimate yourself.

Red: I don’t think so. In here I’m the guy who can get things for you, sure, but outside all you need is the Yellow Pages. Hell, I wouldn’t even know where to begin. Pacific Ocean? Shit! About to scare me to death, something that big.

Andy: Not me. I didn’t shoot my wife and I didn’t shoot her lover, and whatever mistakes I made I’ve paid for them and then some. That hotel, that boat...I don’t think that’s too much to ask.

Red: I don’t think you ought to be doing this to yourself, Andy! This is shitty pipe dreams! I mean Mexico’s in the way the hell down there, and you’re in here, and that’s the way it is!

Andy: Yeah, right. That’s the way it is. It’s down there, and I’m in here. I guess it comes down to a simple choice, really. Get busy living...or get busy dying.





【SCENE 3】

[Red gets himself released.]

Red (V.O.): Sometimes it makes me sad, though... Andy being gone. I have to remind myself that some birds aren’t meant to be caged. Their feathers are just too bright, and when they fly away, the part of you that knows it was a sin to lock them up does rejoice. But still...the place you live in is that much more drab and empty that they’re gone. I guess I just miss my friend.




Man: Please sit down.

Man: Ellis Boyd Redding...your files say you’ve served 40 years of a life sentence. You feel you’ve been rehabilitated?

Red: Rehabilitated? Well, now, let me see. I don’t have any idea what that means.

Man: It means you’re ready to rejoin society...

Red: I know what you think it means, sonny. To me it’s just a made-up word, a politician’s word so that...young fellas like yourself can wear a suit and a tie...and have a job. What do you really want to know? Am I sorry for what I did?

Man: Well, are you?

Red: There’s not a day goes by I don’t feel regret. Not because I’m in here or because you think I should. I look back on the way I was then...a young...stupid kid who committed that terrible crime. I want to talk to him. I want to try and talk some sense to him. Tell him the way things are. But I can’t. That kid’s long gone...and this old man is all that’s left. I got to live with that. Rehabilitated? It’s just a bullshit word. So you go on and stamp your forms, sonny, and stop wasting my time. Because to tell you the truth, I don’t give a shit.








【导读】

改编自斯蒂芬·金《不同的季节》中收录的《丽塔海华丝及肖申克监狱的救赎》。年轻银行家安迪因被冤枉杀了其妻子和情人而入狱，在漫长无望的监狱生涯中，他用一把小小的石锤挖出一条隧道，最后成功逃狱，获得自我救赎。





















【场景1】

【安迪在监狱放唱片时，瑞德的一段内心独白。】

瑞德（画外音）：到今天我还不知道那两个意大利娘们在唱些什么，其实，我也不想知道。此时无言胜有声。我想，她们唱出了难以言传的美，美妙动人，令人心碎。

瑞德（画外音）：告诉你吧，这些歌声直插云霄，飞得比任何一个人敢想的梦还要遥远。就像美丽的鸟儿扑扇着翅膀来到狭窄单调的牢笼，让那些墙壁消失得无影无踪。就在那一瞬间，肖申克监狱的每一个人都仿佛重获自由。




瑞德（画外音）：典狱长可发疯了。

典狱长：开门。开门！杜弗伦，开门！关掉！我在警告你，杜弗伦，关掉！

哈德利：杜弗伦，敬酒不吃吃罚酒。

瑞德（画外音）：安迪被罚囚禁两周时间。

哈德利：站起来。

康：嘿，看谁来了。大指挥家。

海伍德：说你呢，你没别的可放吗？比如汉克·威廉斯的歌？




安迪：我还来不及接受点歌就被逮住了。

佛洛意德：关两周值得吗？

安迪：我最舒服的两周了。

海伍德：哦，屁话。独囚最难熬了。在里面度日如年啊。

安迪：我有莫扎特陪我。

瑞德：他们准你带电唱机啊？

安迪：在我脑中……在我心底。这就是音乐的美丽。音乐之美是夺不走的。你没体会过吗？

瑞德：嗯，我年轻时吹口琴。没兴致了，在牢里也没意义。




安迪：就是在这里才最有意义。有音乐才不会忘记。

瑞德：忘记什么？

安迪：忘记世上还有不是用石头围起来的地方……忘记自己的内心还有你自己的东西，他们碰不到的东西。那是真正属于你的。

瑞德：你在说什么？

安迪：希望。

瑞德：希望。让我来说点什么吧，朋友。希望是件危险的事情。希望可以让人疯狂。它在内心里没有用。你最好习惯这种想法。





【场景2】

【安迪谈论到以后的打算，瑞德对于希望不以为然的态度。】

安迪：我的妻子曾经对我说，我是个很难理解的人。就像一本合上的书。总是在抱怨。她非常美丽。上帝啊，我爱她。但我只是不知道如何表达我的感情，就这样。我杀了她，瑞德。我没有开枪。但是我开车送她去的。她就是这样死的。因为我，是我造成的。

瑞德：这不是让你成为杀人犯的理由。糟糕的丈夫，或许是这样。你愿意的话就这么糟糕地认为吧。但你没有开枪。

安迪：是的。我没有。其他人做的，而我的人生却在此终结了。坏运气吧，我想。




瑞德：是的。

安迪：厄运漂浮，落下来掉在某个人头上，恰恰让我赶上了，事情就这么简单。我处在龙卷风的风口上。只是没想到暴风雨持续得这么久。你觉得你还能出去吗？

瑞德：我？是的。等到老得白胡子老长，连路都走不动的时候，他们会放我出去的。

安迪：告诉你我要去哪儿。芝华塔尼欧。

瑞德：芝华……？

安迪：芝华塔尼欧。在墨西哥。太平洋里的一个小岛。你知道墨西哥人怎么说太平洋吗？他们说那是没有记忆的地方。我想到那儿去安度余生。一个温暖又没有记忆的地方。开一家小旅馆，在海边，买几只废旧的小船，再把它们修好。带着客人去海里，去钓鱼。

瑞德：芝华塔尼欧？

安迪：在那个地方，我需要一个能弄到任何东西的帮手。

瑞德：到了外面我想我干不了了。安迪，在这儿我住了大半辈子，已经被改造了，像布鲁克斯一样。

安迪：不，你太低估自己了。

瑞德：我没有。在这儿，我当然是什么都能给你弄到，可是到了外面，你只需要一本黄页的电话簿。该死的，可我甚至都不知道该从哪儿下手。太平洋？哦，那么大的胃口，我会被吓死。




安迪：我不会。我没杀我的妻子，也没杀她的情人。而且无论怎样，我都已经付出了代价。一个旅馆，还有船……我想我的要求并不过分。

瑞德：我觉得你不该这样折磨自己，安迪！这不切合实际！我是说墨西哥远在天边，而你被关在这儿，这就是现实！



安迪：是的，对。墨西哥远在天边。它在那儿，而我却被关在这里。但说真的，生命可以归结为一种简单的选择：要么忙于生存……要么赶着去死。













【场景3】

【瑞德获释。】

瑞德（画外音）：有时那令我伤心，虽然……安迪已经走了。我不得不提醒自己有些鸟是不能关在笼子里的。它们的羽毛太光亮，当它们飞走时，你会由衷地高兴，因为你知道把它们关起来是种罪恶。但是……它们的离开让你与之朝夕相处的地方变得更加单调空洞。我想，我只是想念我的朋友了。

警官：请坐。

警官：埃利斯·博伊德·瑞丁……你因终身监禁已被关了40年了。你觉得你已经改过了吗？




瑞德：改过？好吧，现在让我来想想。我不明白那是什么意思。

警官：就是说你做好准备重新投入社会……

瑞德：我知道你们是怎么想的，老弟。对我来说，那只是个用来掩饰的词，政客用的词语，让你们年轻人能穿西装打领带，有一份好工作。你到底想知道些什么？我对自己所犯的罪感到后悔吗？

警官：那你有后悔吗？

瑞德：没有一天我不感到后悔的。并不是因为我在监狱里，或者你认为我该这样。我回首过往，一个……年轻的……愚蠢的孩子犯了大罪。我想和他谈谈。我想试着和他讲讲道理。告诉他做人的道理。但我已经不能了。那孩子已经无影无踪……如今只剩下了这个老人。我得这样生活下去。改过？只是个狗屁的字眼。所以你继续盖上你的印章吧，老弟，别再浪费我的时间了。实话跟你说，我根本不在乎。
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 【感人瞬间】[image: 饰图4.tif]





Fear can hold you prisoner, hope can set you free. A strong man can save himself, a great man can save another.

懦怯囚禁人的灵魂，希望可以令你感受自由。强者自救，圣者渡人。




Remember, hope is a good thing, maybe the best of things and no good thing ever dies!

记住，希望是美好的，也许是人间至善，而美好的事物永不消逝！






















The Gods Must Be Crazy　上帝也疯狂

(1980) 【博茨瓦纳/南非】













【SCENE 1】

Voiceover: It looks like a paradise, but it is in fact the most treacherous desert in the world: The Kalahari.

After the short rainy season, there are many water holes, and even rivers. But after a few weeks, the water sinks away into the deep Kalahari sand. The water holes dry up and the rivers stop flowing. The grass fades to a beautiful blond colour that offers excellent grazing to the animals.

But for the next nine months, there’ll be no water to drink. So, most of the animals move away, leaving the beautiful blond grass uneaten.

Humans avoid deep Kalahari like the plague because man must have water to live. So the beautiful landscapes are devoid of people, except for the little people of the Kalahari—pretty, dainty, small and graceful—the Bushmen.




While any other person would die of thirst in a few days, they live quite contentedly in this desert that doesn’t look like desert. They know where to dig for roots and bugs and tubers and which berries and pods are good to eat.

And of course they know what to do about water.

For instance, in the early morning, you can collect dewdrops from leaves that were carefully laid out the previous evening.

If you have the know-how, an insignificant clump of twigs can tell you where to dig and you come to light with an enormous tuber. You scrape shavings off it with a stick that is split for a sharp edge. You take a handful of the shavings, point your thumb at your mouth and squeeze.


They must be the most contented people in the world
 .


They have no crime, no punishment, no violence, no laws, no police, judges, rulers or bosses. They believe that the gods put only good and useful things on the earth for them to use. ln this world of theirs, nothing is bad or evil
 .





【SCENE 2】

Voiceover: There was a weird sound and another of those strange animals with the round legs appeared. The young boy and a grownup got out of it, and they seemed very excited.




Xi said, “Come, sit down. There’s enough meat for all of us.” But the man was rude and greedy. He took the whole animal.

He said, “You have very bad manners. If you want to eat the whole thing, I’ll have to shoot another one for myself.”

The man shouted at him, but he didn’t want anything to do with such an uncouth person, so he ignored him.

Suddenly there was a thunderclap. The animals ran away, and he ran after them. He was very hungry.

Policeman: Do you speak English? You are free to remain silent until you have seen your lawyer. If you speak now, whatever you say will be taken down as evidence against you.

Andrew: Why are you so beautiful?

Mpudi: I got to go to court.

Andrew: What did you do?

Mpudi: No. The cops were here. They say they caught a little Bushman for stock theft. They say all he can speak is xixo xixo xixo. So they want me to interpret.


Voiceover: They brought Xi into a place with several people. He smiled at them in greeting, but nobody smiled back
 .




Lawyer: Interpreter.


Attorney for plaintiff: You, Xixo, are hereby
 charged with wrongfully and unlawfully slaughtering one goat on the 21st of September, 1980, in Oniamatokwe. How plead you? Guilty or not guilty?

Voiceover: Mpudi found it difficult to interpret because, in his language there was no word for “guilty”.

Voiceover: Finally he asked, “Did you shoot an animal?” Xi said, “Yes, I did, but that man took it. He did not want to share it with me.”

Lawyer: Well, what does he plead?

Mpudi: Not guilty.

Mpudi: They gave him the death sentence.

Andrew: For killing a goat? No.

Mpudi: Three months in jail, same thing. He gonna die for sure. He never seen a wall in his life. Now, he got walls all around him.

Andrew: But didn’t you explain to them?

Mpudi: They said, “Silence in court.”

Andrew: But surely they ought to know.

Mpudi: Nobody knows the Bushmen.





【导读】




在距现代大都市600公里的卡拉哈里沙漠腹地，生活着与世无争、敬畏自然的原始部落布须曼人。某天，一个从天而降的可乐瓶打乱了他们平静的生活，人们为了将其据为己有而矛盾丛生。基不愿看到族人之间的殴斗，于是决定将可乐瓶还给上帝，自此踏上了他的旅途。

















【场景1】


画外音：
 这地方看起来像乐园，但它却是世界上最奇怪的沙漠——卡拉哈里沙漠。

在短暂的雨季过后，出现了很多的水坑，甚至河流。但是，几个星期之后，水都被卡拉哈里沙漠吸干了。水坑及河流都成了干枯现象。绿草褪成一片金黄的颜色，成了极棒的牧场。

而在此后的九个月内，都将没有水可以喝。所以，大部分的动物都将迁徙，空留下这片迷人的金色草场。

人类没有水可活不了，他们就像躲瘟疫似的远离卡拉哈里腹地。所以，这美丽的景色里是不会有人出现的，除了卡拉哈里沙漠中的一小群人——可爱、精巧、矮小又优雅的布须曼人。

这地方，通常人没几天就会渴死，而他们却在沙漠里过着自给自足的生活。他们擅长挖掘树根块茎以及抓虫。他们也知道何种浆果和豆荚比较可口。




当然，他们也知道如何解决水的问题。

例如，在傍晚时分，将树叶仔细排好，第二天凌晨就能收集到露水。

如果你知道方法，一丛不起眼的树枝会指示你在哪里挖，就能得到一个巨大的块茎。用一根断出锋利面的棍子当利器用，刮下表皮。抓起一把，拇指对着嘴，用力挤压，用嘴巴接住少量的水。

他们一定是世界上最知足的民族。

他们没有犯罪，没有刑罚，没有暴力，也没有法律，没有警察、法官、统治者或老板可言。他们相信上帝供给的所有皆好而有用。在他们的世界中充满了善和美。













【场景2】

画外音：伴随着一个奇怪的声音，又一辆长着圆形腿的奇怪动物出现了。年轻男孩和一个成年人走出来，他们似乎很兴奋。

基说，“来，坐下来。这些肉足够我们所有人了。”但那个男人既粗鲁又贪婪。他要带走整个动物。

他说，“你非常不礼貌。如果你想要吃掉整个动物，我就得为自己再猎一只了。”




这个人对他大喊大叫，但他不想和一个如此笨拙的人打任何交道，所以他不理他。

突然，天空打了一个霹雳。动物都四下逃跑了，他跟在它们身后奔跑。他很饿。

警察：你会说英语吗？在会见你的律师之前，你有权保持沉默，但是你所说的一切将作为呈堂证供。

安德鲁：你怎么这么漂亮？

穆普迪：我得去法庭。

安德鲁：你做什么了？



穆普迪：没有。警察在这里。他们说他们抓了一个小布须曼窃贼。他们说他讲的所有话就是西欧西欧西欧。所以他们要找我翻译。

画外音：他们几个人把基带到一个地方。他朝他们微笑着打招呼，但没人回应。

律师：翻译。

原告律师：你，基，现被控于1980年9月21日在奥尼亚马托克威非法屠宰一只山羊。你如何辩护？有罪还是无罪抗辩？

画外音：穆普迪发现这很难翻译，因为在他的语言里，没有“有罪”这个单词。

画外音：最后他问，“你射杀了一只动物？”基说，“是的，是我
 ，但是那个人把它带走了。他不想与我共同分享它。”




律师：嗯，他如何辩护的？



穆普迪：无罪抗辩。

穆普迪：他们给他判了死刑。

安德鲁：就因为杀死一只山羊？不是吧。

穆普迪：三个月监禁，一样的。他肯定会死的。他在他的生活中从来没有见过一堵墙。现在，他四周全是墙。

安德鲁：你没有向他们解释吗？



穆普迪：他们说，“在法庭上保持肃静”。

安德鲁：但显然应该让他们了解。

穆普迪：没有人了解布须曼人。


















Chapter 3 温暖之我心













Life is not always what we want it to be. We fight. We cry. And sometimes, we give up. But in our hearts, we know it’s still love.









生活有时不尽如人意。我们挣扎，我们哭泣，有时甚至放弃。但我们知道，我们的内心始终充满爱。














A Beautiful Mind　美丽心灵

(2001)【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Nash asks Alicia to marry him.]

Nash: Alicia, does our relationship warrant long-term commitment? Cause I need some kind of proof, some kind of verifiable empirical data.

Alicia: I’m sorry, just give me a moment
 …to redefine my girlish notions of romance. A proof? Verifiable data. Um…okay. Well, how big is the universe?

Nash: Infinite.

Alicia: How do you know?

Nash: I know because all the data indicate it.

Alicia: But it hasn’t been proven yet?

Nash: No.

Alicia: You haven’t seen it. How do you know for sure?

Nash: I don’t, I just believe it.

Alicia: Mmm. It’s the same with love, I guess. Now, the part that you don’t know…is if I want to marry you.








【SCENE 2】

[Nash’s acceptance speech.]

Nash: Thank you.

I’ve always believed in numbers, in the equations and logics that lead to reason.

But after a lifetime of such pursuits, I ask, “What truly is logic? Who decides reason?”

My quest has taken me through the physical, the metaphysical, the delusional—and back.

And I have made the most important discovery of my career, the most important discovery of my life: It is only in the mysterious equations of love that any logic or reasons can be found.

I’m only here tonight because of you (his wife, Alicia). You are the reason I am. You are all my reasons.Thank you.





【导读】

本片是关于20世纪伟大数学家小约翰·福布斯·纳什的人物传记。约翰纳什在读研究生时发表了著名的博弈理论，该理论在经济、军事等领域产生了深远的影响。但他继续向学术界进军时却因精神分裂症而受到困扰。在妻子艾丽西亚的鼓励和帮助下，他最终得以实现梦想。








【场景1】

【纳什向艾丽西亚求婚的一幕。】

纳什：艾莉西娅，我们之间的关系，是否能代表长久的承诺呢？我需要一点证明，一些凭借经验可以作为依据的数据。

艾莉西娅：你等等，给我一点时间……让我重新定义自己少女的浪漫情怀。你要证明？以及能作为依据的数据……好吧。那么，告诉我宇宙有多大？

纳什：无限大。

艾莉西娅：你怎么知道？

纳什：因为所有的数据都是这么指示的。

艾莉西娅：可是它被证实了吗？

纳什：没有。

艾莉西娅：你并没有亲眼见过。那你怎能确定呢？

约翰纳什：不知道，我只是相信。

艾莉西娅：恩，我想这和爱一样。其实，你所不知道的部分……是我愿不愿意嫁给你。





【场景2】

【纳什最后在领奖台上的演讲。】

纳什：谢谢大家！




我一直以来都坚信数字，不管是方程还是逻辑都引向理性。

但是在如此追求了一生后，我问自己：“逻辑到底是什么？谁决定理性？”

我的探索让我从形而下到形而上，到妄想，最后回到了原点。

在事业上我有了重大发现，而生命中我也有了重大发现：只有在神秘的爱情方程中，才能找到逻辑或理性。

今晚我能站在这儿全是你（他的妻子，艾莉西娅）的功劳，你是我成功的理由，你成就了我全部的理性。谢谢你！






















Bridge to Terabithia　仙境之桥

（2007）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Leslie reads her article in the class, Jess is deeply attracted. After school, they go to take bus.]

Mrs. Myers: I wanna share this composition for two reasons. One, it uses adjectives well. And two, it’s clear the author paid attention to what she saw and what she felt, which is important for any writing. Self-Contained Underwater Breathing Apparatus
 by Leslie Burke. Leslie, why don’t you read it for us?

Student: Oh, man. Can you believe this?

Leslie: “I’m moving gently forward, over the wild and beautiful, unexplored world below me. I’m floating in silence, and breaking it up with the sound of my breath. Above me, there’s nothing but shimmery light, the place where I’ve come from, and will go back to when I am done here. I’m diving. I’m a scuba diver. I’m going deeper past the wrinkled rocks and dark seaweed toward a deep blueness where a school of silver fish wait. As I swim through the water, bubbles burst from me, wobbling like little jellyfish as they rise. I check my air. I don’t have as much time as I need to see everything, but that is what makes it so special.”




Mrs. Myers: Thank you, Leslie. Now tonight at 7:00 on channel four there is a special about an undersea explorer, Dr. Bob Ballard. I want everyone to watch and write one page about what you’ve learned. Leslie?

Leslie: What if you can't watch this program?

Mrs. Myers: Inform your parents it’s an assignment, I’m sure they won’t object.

Leslie: But...what if you don’t have a TV?

[All laugh]

Leslie: My dad says the TV kills your brain cells.

Scott: Your dad doesn’t know anything. We watch TV, like, every day.

Leslie: I rest my case.

Mrs. Myers: Well, then, Leslie, you don’t have to write this essay. You can pick something else to write about.




Scott: Yeah, like, how to live in a cave.

Mrs. Myers: That’s enough, Mr. Hoager.

[After class, students are going to take schoolbus.]




Girls: Hey, Leslie, come here. What are you gonna write your essay on? Bats in caves?

Students: Here comes Janice! New kid’s in Janice’s seat. What does she think she’s doing?

May Belle: Jess! The big kids will kill her!

Jess: You have a death wish? The back row is for eighth-graders.

Janice: That’s right, beanpole. Move it. Out of my way, farm boy.

[They get off the bus.]

Jess: You’re really asking for it.

Leslie: Seems to me she gives it out whether you ask for it or not. So might as well have some fun.

Jess: Getting Janice all wound up is a weird way of having fun.

Leslie: Well, what’s your idea of having fun?

Jess: I don’t know.

Leslie: Well, you wanna do something?

Jess: I don’t know.

May Belle: Let’s do something. Definitely. What should we do?

Jess: You can’t do it.

May Belle: Do what?

Jess: What we’re doing.




Leslie: Hey, May Belle! I don’t use my Barbies so much anymore. If you want, you can have them.

May Belle: To keep for permanent?

Leslie: Sure.

May Belle: Thanks.

Leslie: You’re lucky to have a sister.

Jess: I’ve got four, and I’d trade them all for a good dog.

Leslie: I’d love to have a dog.

Jess: Now let’s go before she changes her mind.

Leslie: Race you to the end of the road. On your mark, get set, go!

Leslie: Come on, Jess! Come on!

Jess: What about sharks? You ever see any sharks while you’re scuba-ing or whatever?

Leslie: I’ve never gone scuba diving in my whole life.




Jess: You lied in your essay?

Leslie: No. I made it up. It’s different from lying. Those drawings you make, you ever seen those things yourself?

Jess: No, but...

Leslie: Hey! Look at that! Cool!

Jess: That's been there forever. I wouldn’t trust it.

Leslie: Come on. Just try it. OK.








【导读】

故事讲述了两个亲密无间的小朋友莱斯利与杰斯的故事。他们一起虚构了一个树林里的“特雷比西亚王国”，如童话般快乐地生活着，直到莱斯利因意外而身亡。莱斯的离去让杰斯从此鼓起勇气独自面对生活。









【场景1】

【莱斯利在课堂上朗读自己的作文，杰斯被深深吸引。放学后，他俩乘校车回家。】

梅尔斯小姐：我想与大家分享这篇作文，有两个原因。第一，它使用的形容词非常好。第二，很显然作者有很留心自己的所见所感，这对于写作来说是十分重要的。《水肺潜水》[3]
 ，作者莱斯利·伯克。莱斯利，你能为我们朗读吗？




学生：哦天啊。这怎么可能？



莱斯利：“我轻轻地往前游着，穿越这原始而美丽，又充满未知的水下世界。我静谧地浮游着，呼吸声打破了平静。我的上面什么都没有，只有微微的亮光，那是我来的地方。而我在这里结束后，将回到那里去。我在潜水。我是一个水肺潜水者。我越潜越深，越过褶皱的岩石和黑色的海藻，游向深处的蔚蓝，那里有一群银色的鱼在等待。我在水里畅游，气泡出现在我身边，它们往上升起，像小水母一样摆动。我检查了一下氧气罐。我没有时间把所有的东西都看一遍，但这反而令潜水如此特别。”






梅尔斯小姐：谢谢，莱斯利。今晚7点，4频道有个海底探索的特别节目，由鲍勃·波拉德博士主讲，我要求
 你们每人都收看，并且写一页观后感。莱斯利？

莱斯利：如果无法收看这个节目怎么办？

梅尔斯小姐：告诉你家长这是一项作业，我确信他们不会反对的。

莱斯利：但是……如果没有电视机呢？

【哄堂大笑】

莱斯利：我爸爸说电视会杀死你的脑细胞。

斯科特：你爸爸什么都不知道，我们每天都看电视。

莱斯利：我就不看。

梅尔斯小姐：那么莱斯利，你不必写这篇作文，选一个其他的写吧。

斯科特：是啊，比如，如何在洞穴里生活。

梅尔斯小姐：够了，胡戈先生。

【下课后，同学们纷纷去坐校车。】

女孩们：嘿，莱斯利，过来。你打算写什么？洞穴里的蝙蝠？




学生们：贾妮思来了！有人坐了贾妮思的位置！她知道她在干什么吗？

梅宝：杰斯！那些大孩子们会杀了她的！

杰斯：你想死吗？这排座位是给八年级的。

贾妮思：对极了，麻杆儿。走开，别挡道，乡下佬。

【下车后。】

杰斯：你真的要找麻烦。

莱斯利：对我来说，不管你要不要，她都会给你麻烦。还不如找点乐子。

杰斯：把贾妮思惹火了，可不是什么找乐子的好方法。

莱斯利：好吧，那你有什么好主意可以找乐子？

杰斯：我不知道。

莱斯利：那么，你想做些什么吗？

杰斯：我不知道。

梅宝：干脆我们做些什么吧！我们能做什么？

杰斯：你不能做。

梅宝：不能做什么？

杰斯：我们做的事。

莱斯利：嘿，梅宝！我的芭比娃娃不用了，如果你要的话，可以给你。

梅宝：归我了吗？

莱斯利：当然。

梅宝：谢谢。




莱斯利：你有个妹妹真幸运。

杰斯：我有四个姐妹，我宁愿拿她们换一条好狗。

莱斯利：我喜欢有条狗。

杰斯：让我们在她改变主意前走开吧。

莱斯利：和你比赛跑到路的终点，从这里起，预备，跑！

莱斯利：快点，杰斯！快点！

杰斯：那么鲨鱼呢？在你潜水之类的时候，有没有看到鲨鱼？

莱斯利：我这辈子还没去潜水过。

杰斯：你在作文里撒谎？

莱斯利：不，是我杜撰的。这和撒谎不同。你所画的那些画面，你都亲眼看见过吗？

杰斯：没有，但是……

莱斯利：嘿，看那里！酷！

杰斯：那个一直就在那里。我不相信它。

莱斯利：来吧，试试！好啦。




















Leon　这个杀手不太冷

(1994)【法】













【SCENE 1】

Leon: Mathilda…Don’t you ever do that again or I will break your head…you got that?

Mathilda: Okay.

Leon: I don’t work like that. It’s not professional…There is rules.

Mathilda: Okay.

Leon: And stop saying “okay” all the time! Okay?

Mathilda: Okay.

Leon: Good…









【SCENE 2】

Mathilda: Leon, I think I’m kina falling in love with you.

[Leon chokes on his milk.]

Mathilda: It’s the first time for me, you know?




Leon: [
 wiping himself off
 ]
 How do you know it’s love if you’ve never been in love before?

Mathilda: Cause I feel it.

Leon: Where?

Mathilda: [stoking her stomach
 ] In my stomach. It’s all warm. I always had a knot there and now…it’s gone.

Leon: Mathilda, I’m glad you don’t have a stomach ache any more. I don’t think it means anything.





【SCENE 3】

Leon: I won’t be long.

Mathilda: Did I do something wrong?

Leon: No, this one is too big.

Mathilda: Yeah, and I only get the leftovers, is that it?

Leon: Mathilda, since I met you everything’s been different. So I just need some time alone. You need some time to grow up a little.

Mathilda: I finished growing up, Leon. I just get older.

Leon: For me it’s the opposite. I’m old enough. I need time to grow up.





【导读】




孤独杀手里昂的平静生活偶然被邻居小姑娘玛蒂达打破，玛蒂达要求在他那里暂避杀身之祸。得到里昂的留救之后，玛蒂达留在了里昂身边。两人日渐亲密，开始共同出入生死，最后里昂因救小女孩而牺牲了自己的性命。













【场景1】

里昂：玛蒂达——不要再做这种事，否则我打爆你的头——听到了吗？

玛蒂达：好的。

里昂：我就不会那么做，那不专业，这行是有游戏规则的。

玛蒂达：好的。

里昂：还有，不要老是说“好的”这个词，好吗
 ？

玛蒂达：好的。

里昂：很好……





【场景2】

玛蒂达：我想我爱上你了，里昂。

【里昂被牛奶呛到了。】

玛蒂达：这是我的初恋，你知道么？

里昂：【擦拭着牛奶
 】你从没恋爱过怎么知道这是爱？




玛蒂达：我感觉到了。

里昂：哪儿？

玛蒂达：【揉着胃
 】我的胃。它现在很暖和，以前这儿有个结……现在没了。

里昂：玛蒂达，很高兴你的胃痛好了。可是我觉得那并不代表什么。





【场景3】

里昂：我不会去太久的。

玛蒂达：我做错了什么吗？

里昂：没有，这个家伙比较难缠。

玛蒂达：是啊，我只轮到对付无关紧要的家伙罢了，对吧？

里昂：玛蒂达，自从我遇到你之后，很多事情都变了。我需要点时间独处。而你需要时间让自己更成熟点。

玛蒂达：我已经够成熟了，里昂。我现在只会变老。

里昂：而我正好相反。我已经够老了。我需要时间还能让自己成熟。
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 【感人瞬间】[image: 饰图4.tif]









Mathilda: I hope you’re not lying. Leon. I really hope that deep down inside there’s no love in you. Because if there is…just a little bit of love in there for me…I think that in a few minutes you’ll regret you never said anything. I love you. Leon.

玛蒂达：我希望你没有说谎，里昂。我希望在你的内心深处，真的对我没有一丁点儿感觉。因为只要有……哪怕一点点你对我的爱意……你马上会后悔你什么都没有对我说。我爱你，里昂。





Leon: You’re not going to lose me. You’ve given me a taste for life. I wanna be happy. Sleep in a bed, have roots. And you’ll never be alone again, Mathilda. Please, go now, baby, go. Calm down, go now, go.

里昂：你不会失去我。你让我尝到了生活的滋味。我想要快乐。睡在床上，身心踏实。你永远不再是孤身一人了，玛蒂达。求你，走吧，宝贝，走。镇定，现在就走，走。





It’s always the same thing. It’s when you start to become really afraid of death…that you learn to appreciate life.

事情总是这样的，只有当你真正感受到对死亡的恐惧时，你才懂得珍惜生命。














Scent of a Woman　闻香识女人

（1992）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Frank’s speech.]

Trask: Mr. Simms, you are a cover-up artist and you are a liar.

Frank: But not a snitch!

Trask: Excuse me?

Frank: No, I don’t think I will.

Trask: Mr. Slade.

Frank: This is such a crock of shit!

Trask: Please watch your language, Mr. Slade; you are in the Baird School, not a barracks. Mr. Simms, I’ll give you one final opportunity to speak up.

Frank: Mr. Simms doesn’t want it. He doesn’t need to be labeled, still worthy of being a Baird man! What the hell is that? What is your motto here? Boys, inform on your classmates, save your hide, anything short of that, we’re gonna burn you at the stake? Well, gentleman, when the shit hits the fan some guys run and some guys stay, here’s Charlie, facing the fire and there’s George hiding in big daddy’s pocket. And what are you doing? And you are gonna reward George, and destroy Charlie.




Trask: Are you finished, Mr. Slade?

Frank: No, I’m just getting warmed up! I don’t know who went to this place, William Howard Taft, William Jennings Bryant, William Tell, whoever, their spirit is dead, if they ever had one. It’s gone. You’re building a rat ship here, a vessel for seagoing snitches. And if you think you’re preparing these minnows for manhood, you better think again, because I say you’re killing the very spirit this institution proclaims it instills. What a sham! What kind of a show are you guys putting on here today? I mean, the only class in this act is sitting next to me, I’m here to tell you this boy’s soul is intact, it’s non-negotiable, you know how I know, someone here, and I’m not gonna say who, offered to buy it, only Charlie here wasn’t selling.

Trask: Sir, you’re out of order.

Frank: I’ll show you out of order. You don’t know what out of order is, Mr. Trask, I’d show you, but I’m too old, I’m too tired, I’m too fucking blind, if I were the man I was five years ago, I’d take a flame thrower to this place! Out of order? Who the hell do you think you’re talking to? I’ve been around, you know? There was a time I could see, and I have seen, boys like these, younger than these, their arms torn out, their legs ripped off, but there is nothing like the sight of an amputated spirit. There is no prosthetic for that, you think you’re merely sending this splendid foot solider back home to Oregen with his tail between his legs, but I say you’re executing his soul! And why? Because he is not a Baird man. Baird men, you hurt this boy, you’re gonna be Baird bums, the lot of you. And Harry, Jimmy, and Trent, wherever you are out there, fuck you too!




Trask: Stand down, Mr. Slade!

Frank: I’m not finished. As I came in here, I heard those words: cradle of leadership. Well, when the bough breaks, the cradle will fall, and it has fallen here, it has fallen. Makers of men, creators of leaders, be careful what kind of leaders you’re producing here. I don’t know if Charlie’s silence here today is right or wrong, I’m not a judge or jury, but I can tell you this: he won’t sell anybody out to buy his future! And that my friends, is called integrity, that’s called courage. Now, that’s the stuff leaders should be made of. Now I have come to crossroads in my life, I always knew what the right path was. Without exception, I knew, but I never took it, you know why, it was too damn hard. Now here’s Charlie, he’s come to the crossroads, he has chosen a path. It’s the right path, it’s a path made of principle that leads to character. Let him continue on his journey. You hold this boy’s future in your hands, committee, it’s a valuable future, believe me. Don’t destroy it, protect it. Embrace it. It’s gonna make you proud one day, I promise you.








【导读】

电影叙述了一名预备学校的学生查理·西门斯，为一位脾气暴躁的眼盲退休军官弗兰克·史雷德担任助手的故事。查理极尽全力让这位丧失信念的老人心中重燃曙光，而弗兰克最终挽救了查理的前途，两人情深如父子，在互相鼓舞中重生。





【场景1】

【弗兰克的激昂演说。】

查斯克：西门斯先生，你是一个狡猾的包庇者，是一个说谎者。

弗兰克：却不是告密者！



查斯克：你说什么？



弗兰克：不，我不会重申的。

查斯克：史雷德先生。




弗兰克：这纯粹是一堆狗屁话！



查斯克：请注意你的言辞，史雷德先生；这里是拜尔德学校，不是军营。西门斯先生，我给你最后一次机会申辩。

弗兰克：西门斯先生不需要什么申辩。他不需要被贴上无愧于拜尔德人的标签！这到底是什么玩意儿？你们的校训是什么？孩子们，给你们的同学打小报告，若是隐瞒，不能彻底交待，就要受到严惩？看吧，先生们当形势急转直下时，有些人跑了，有些人决然不动。这位查理，冲锋陷阵，而乔治早躲到他老爸的保护伞里去了。而你要怎么做？奖赏乔治，还是毁掉查理。



查斯克：史雷德先生，请问你讲完了吗？

弗兰克：不，我才刚刚热了个身！我不知道那些有名的校友是谁，威廉·霍华德·塔夫，威廉·詹尼斯·布赖恩特、威廉·特尔，管他呢；他们的精神已经死了，就算有也不在了。你眼下正在打造远洋轮，用来运送告密者的。如果你以为正在把他们培养成男子汉，那么你最好再好好想想，因为你杀死的恰恰是这种精神，也就这学校所声称的立校精神。多么可耻！你们今天上演的到底是一出什么样的闹剧？我是说，在这件事情当中唯一值得夸奖的人就坐在我旁边，我在这儿就是要告诉你们，这个孩子的品行无可挑剔，这毋庸置疑，你们以为我不知道，这里有人——我不说是谁，想收买他，而只有查理不会出卖他自己。




查斯克：先生，不要破坏规矩。

弗兰克：让你见识见识什么是破坏规矩。你不知道什么叫破坏规矩，查斯克先生，真该让你见识，可我太老了，我太累了，该死的我还是个瞎子。要是五年前，我会拿火焰喷射剂把这儿给烧了！破坏规矩？你以为你在跟谁说话？我可是久经杀场，知道吗？那时候我还能看得见，我看见的是像他们这么大的孩子们，比他们还小的孩子们，胳膊被炸断了，双腿被截断了，但我从来没见过孩子们的精神有过任何程度的缺损。他们从不缺少这种精神，你以为你只是把这个优秀的“战士”潜送回家？让他回到俄勒冈，从此你们就万事大吉了？可我要说，你们正在谋杀这个孩子的精神！为什么？就因为他不是一个拜尔德人。拜尔德人，你们伤害了这个孩子，你们就是拜尔德的混蛋，你们全是。哈瑞、吉米、享特，不管你们坐在哪儿，见你们的鬼去吧！

查斯克：请你肃静，史雷德先生！

弗兰克：我还没说完呢。我刚一进到这里，就听到那些话：未来领袖的摇篮。好吧，如果架子断了，摇篮也就掉了，它已经掉了，它坠落了。造就青年，培养未来的领袖，要小心了，看你们在培养什么样的领袖。我不知道今天查理保持沉默是对还是错，我虽然不是法官，但我可以告诉你：他不会为了自己的前途而出卖任何人！我的朋友们，这就是人们口中的正直，这就是勇气。此刻，这才是未来领袖所具有的品质。现在我到了一个人生的十字路口，我向来知道哪条路是正确的。这毋庸置疑，我知道，可我没走，你们知道为什么，因为做到这一点太难了。现在轮到查理了，他也在一个人生的十字路口上，他必须选择一条路。一条正确的路，一条有原则的路，一条成全他人格的路。让他沿着这条路继续前行。这孩子的前途掌握在你们的手里，委员们，他会前途无量的，相信我。别毁了他，保护他。支持他！我保证，有一天你们会为此而感到骄傲。




















The Terminal　幸福终点站
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【SCENE 1】

[Frank gives Viktor a chance to leave, but Viktor doesn’t realize it.]

Frank: So, Mr. Navorski, I have some very very good news for you.

Viktor: What?



Frank: I’ve figured out a way to get you out of this airport.

Viktor: How?

Frank: Well, we have laws here that protect aliens who have a credible fear of returning to their own country. If we can establish this fear with you, then the CBP will be forced to begin Expedited Removal Procedures, to bring you to an immigration judge, and let you plead your case for asylum.

Viktor: Asylum?

Frank: Mm hm, asylum. Unfortunately, the courts are so backed up with asylum cases, that the soonest you’d get before a judge would be six months from now.




Police: Yes, and we would have no choice. But to let you go for those six months. It’s the law. You’d be released.

Frank: Right. You would be free to wait in New York until your court date. But, believe it or not, most people never show up before the judge.

Viktor: So I go New York City?

Frank: Uh huh. You can go to New York City tonight. But, you only get to go if we can establish a credible fear.

Viktor: Fear?

Frank: Mm hm, fear.

Viktor: From what?



Frank: well, that’s the best part. It doesn’t matter what you’re afraid of. It’s all the same to Uncle Sam. So I’m going to ask you one question, if you give me the correct answer, I can get you out of this airport tonight.

Viktor: So, I answer one question. Go to New York City. Tonight.

Frank: Tonight.

Viktor: OK. OK.

Frank: All right. Do you, at this time, have any fear of returning to your own country?




Viktor: No.

Frank: Ok. Let me try it again. Your country’s at war.

Viktor: Yes, yes at war.

Frank: There are men in the streets with guns. Political persecution.

Viktor: Yes, it’s terrible.

Frank: Yeah, it’s horrible. And God only knows what could happen. Innocent people are torn from their beds.

Viktor: On Tuesdays. I hate Tuesdays.

Frank: So you’re afraid.

Viktor: From what?

Frank: Krakozhia.

Viktor: Krakozhia? No, I am not afraid from Krakozhia. I’m a little afraid of this room.

Frank: I’m talking about bombs. I’m talking about human dignity. I’m talking about human rights. Viktor, please don’t be afraid to tell me that you’re afraid of Krakozhia.

Viktor: It’s home. I am not afraid from my home. So
 ?

Frank: All right.

Viktor: I go to New York City now?




Frank: No.

Viktor: No? Uh...Okay. I’m uh...I’m uh...I’m afraid from ghosts.

Frank: Okay, thanks very much!

Viktor: I’m afraid from, uh... Dracula!

Frank: Thanks a lot. Thanks, Viktor!

Viktor: Afraid from Wolfmens, afraid from sharks!

Frank: It’s okay. Thank you Viktor! Thanks a lot!





【SCENE 2】

[Frank gives Viktor another chance to leave, but he still let it go.]

Frank: Airports are tricky places, Mr. Navorski. I’m about to tell you something. Something you can never repeat to anyone. Do you understand? It’s a secret.

Viktor: Secret?

Frank: Yes, a secret. At 12 o’clock, the guards at those doors will leave their posts, and their replacements are going to be five minutes late.

Viktor: Late five minutes.

Frank: Yes, late five minutes. At 12 o’clock. Just today. Just this once.no one is going to be watching those doors. And no one will be watching you. So, America not closed.




Viktor: No.

Frank: America, for five minutes, is open. Have a nice life. Mr. Navorski.

[Then Frank goes back to the monitoring room.]

Frank: Catch and release. It’s simple. Sometimes you land a small fish. You unhook him and place him back in the water. You set him free so that somebody else can have the pleasure of catching him.





【导读】

主角维克多在前往美国途中遭遇家乡政变，政府被推翻，所持证件不被美国入境当局承认，陷入被拒绝入境又不能回国的两难境地，从而被迫滞留肯尼迪国际机场整整九个月的时间。在此期间发生了许多不可思议又奇妙迷人的故事。

















【场景1】

【弗兰克暗示维克多有一个机会可以离开，但维克多没能领会。】

弗兰克：纳沃斯基先生，我有很好的消息要告诉你。




维克多：什么？

弗兰克：我找到了能让你离开机场的办法。

维克多：怎样？

弗兰克：嗯，我们有些保护外国人的法律，保护那些惧怕返回自己国家的外国人。如果我们能确定你有这种恐惧，海关边境保护局就必须使用转移程序，把你转移到移民法庭，为你的案子申请庇护。

维克多：庇护？

弗兰克：呃，恩，庇护。不幸的是，法院里这类案子已经堆积如山，最快也要六个月才能开庭。

警官：是的，我们别无选择。只能让你这六个月获得自由。这是法律。你自由了。

弗兰克：是的，你可以自由待在纽约等待开庭。不过，信不信由你，很多人再也没有出现过。

维克多：所以我可以去纽约市了？

弗兰克：嗯。你今晚就可以进入纽约市。不过，我们必须确定你有“可靠的恐惧”才能让你走。

维克多：恐惧？

弗兰克：嗯，恐惧。

维克多：恐惧什么？

弗兰克：你问到点子上了。你惧怕什么并不重要，对“山姆大叔”来说都一样。所以，我要问你一个问题，如果你能给我正确的答案，我今晚就能让你离开机场。




维克多：我只要回答一个问题。然后，今晚就能进入纽约。

弗兰克：今晚。

维克多：好，好。

弗兰克：好。那么，你现在，是否惧怕返回您的国家？

维克多：不。

弗兰克：好吧。让我们重新来一次。你的国家在打仗。

维克多：是的，是在打仗。

弗兰克：街上到处都是拿着枪的男人。到处都是政治迫害。

维克多：是的，很可怕。

弗兰克：是啊，很恐怖。天晓得以后会发生什么。无辜的人们背井离乡。

维克多：在星期二。我讨厌星期二。

弗兰克：所以你害怕了。

维克多：害怕什么？

弗兰克：卡科日亚。

维克多：卡科日亚？不，我不害怕卡科日亚。我倒是有点怕这个房间。

弗兰克：我在谈论炸弹。我在谈论人的尊严。我在谈论人权。维克多，告诉我你害怕卡科日亚，不用担心什么。




维克多：那是我家。我不害怕我家。所以呢？

弗兰克：好吧。

维克多：我现在可以去纽约市了？

弗兰克：不能。

维克多：不能？呃……好吧。我，我……我非常害怕鬼。

弗兰克：够了，非常感谢。

维克多：我害怕……我害怕吸血鬼！

弗兰克：谢谢。维多克，非常感谢！

维克多：我害怕狼人，害怕鲨鱼！

弗兰克：可以了。谢谢你，维多克！多谢！





【场景2】

【弗兰克暗示维克多另一次可以离开的机会，维克多依然没能领悟。】

弗兰克：机场是很微妙的地方，纳沃斯基先生。我要告诉你一些事情。一些你永远不要告诉他人的事。你知道吗？这是秘密。

维克多：秘密？

弗兰克：是的，秘密。中午12点，这些门的守卫会离开岗位，换班的警卫会在5分钟后来。

维克多：5分钟后。

弗兰克：是的，5分钟后。中午12点。只有今天。只有这一次。没有人会守卫这些大门。而且没有人会监视你。所以，美国没有关闭。




维克多：不。

弗兰克：美国这5分钟是开启的。祝你过得愉快，纳沃斯基先生。

【然后弗兰克回到了监控室。】

弗兰克：抓住，放开，很容易。有时候你抓到一条小鱼。你取下它然后放回水里。你让它自由，以便其他人也可以享受钓鱼的乐趣。






















The Sound of Music　音乐之声
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【SCENE 1】

[Maria comes to Captain’s home to be governess, and talked to him the first time.]

Captain: In the future, you’re kind of to remember that certain rooms in this house which are not to be disturbed.

Maria: Yes, Captain, sir.

Captain: Why do you stare at me that way?

Maria: Well, you don’t look at all like a sea Captain, sir.

Captain: I’m afraid you don’t look very much like a governess. Turn around, please.

Maria: What?

Captain: Turn. Hat off. It’s the dress. You have to put on another one before you meet the children.

Maria: But I don’t have another one. When we enter the abbey, our worldly clothes are given to the poor.




Captain: What about this one?

Maria: The poor didn’t want this one.

Captain: Hmm.

Maria: I would’ve made myself a new dress but there wasn’t time, I can make my own clothes.

Captain: Well, I’ll see you get some material. Today, if possible. Now, Fraulein...er...

Maria: Maria.

Captain: Fraulein Maria, I don’t know how much the Mother has told you.

Maria: Not much.

Captain: You’re the twelfth in a long line of governesses, who have come to look after my children since their mother died. I trust that you will be an improvement on the last one. She stayed only two hours.

Maria: What’s wrong with the children, sir?

Captain: There was nothing wrong with the
 children, only the governesses. They were completely unable to maintain discipline. Without it, the house can not be properly run. Please remember that, Fraulein.

Maria: Yes, sir.

Captain: Every morning you will drill the children in their studies, I will not permit them to dream away their summer holidays. Each afternoon they will march about the ground, breathing deeply. Bed-time is to be strictly observed. No exceptions.




Maria: Excuse me, sir. When do they play?

Captain: You’ll see to that they conduct themselves at all time with the utmost orderliness and decorum, I’m placing you in command.

Maria: Yes, sir.





【SCENE 2】

[Captain joins into childrens’ singing, and apologizes to Maria.]

Captain: Fraulein, I, I behaved badly. I apologize.

Maria: No, I’m far too outspoken. It’s one of my worst faults.

Captain: You were right. I don’t know my children.

Maria: There’s still time, Captain. They want so much to be close to you.

Captain: And you’ve brought the music back to the house. I’d forgotten. Fraulein, I, I want you to stay. I ask you to stay.

Maria: If I could be of any help.

Captain: You have already. More than you know.












【SCENE 3】

[Captain expresses his admiration to Maria in a peaceful night.]

Captain: Hello, I, I thought I just might find you here.

Maria: Is there something you wanted?

Captain: No, no, no, sit down please, please. Uh...may I sit down? You know I was, I was thinking, I was wondering two things. Why did you run away to the Abbey, and what was it that made you come back?

Maria: Well, I had an obligation to fulfill and I, I came back to fulfill it.

Captain: Is that all?

Maria: And I missed the children.

Captain: Yes, only the children?

Maria: No, yes! Isn’t it right I should have missed them?

Captain: Yes, yes, of course. I was only hoping that perhaps you…perhaps you might…uh…

Maria: Yes?

Captain: Well…uh…nothing was the same when you were away. And it’ll be all wrong again after you leave. And I just thought that perhaps you might…uh…change you mind.




Maria: I’m sure the Baroness will be able to make things fine for you.

Captain: Maria, there isn’t going to be any
 Baroness.

Maria: There isn’t ?

Captain: No.

Maria: I don’t understand.

Captain: Well, we’ve…uh…called off our
 engagement, you see and...uh…

Maria: Oh, I’m sorry.

Captain: Yes…you are?

Maria: You did?

Captain: Yes. Well, you can’t marry someone when you’re in love with someone else, can you?

Maria: Reverend Mother always says when the Lord closes a door, somewhere else he opens a window.

Captain: What else did the Reverend Mother say?

Maria: That you have to look for your life.

Captain: Is that why you came back? And have you found it, Maria?

Maria: I think I have. I know I have.

Captain: I love you.





【导读】




玛丽亚是一个不爱守规矩的年轻活泼的修女，在院长的安排下到特拉普上校家当家庭教师。她用她的爱心和商量获得了孩子们的喜爱，也让特拉普对其心生爱慕。两人完婚后回到了已被纳粹占领的奥地利，上校为了逃离纳粹组织，全家共同努力，最终离开了奥地利。













【场景1】

【玛丽亚来到上校家里做家庭教师，和上校进行了第一次对话。】

上校：从今往后，请你记住，这房子里有些房间是不能乱闯的。

玛丽亚：是，上校，先生。

上校：为什么你那样盯着我？

玛丽亚：呃，先生，你看起来一点都不像海军上校。

上校：恐怕你也不怎么像家庭教师。请转过身去。

玛丽亚：什么？

上校：转身。脱帽。是衣服不对劲。在和孩子们见面之前，你得换套衣服。

玛丽亚：但是，我没有其他衣服。在我们进修道院时，就把平时穿的衣服都送给穷人了。

上校：那这一件呢？




玛丽亚：穷人不要这样的。

上校：嗯。

玛丽亚：如果不是时间来不及的话，我就自己做一套新衣服了。我会给自己做衣服。

上校：那么，我来给你弄些布料。可能的话，就今天吧。现在，弗劳伦……呃……

玛丽亚：玛丽亚。

上校：弗劳伦·玛丽亚小姐，我不知道院长嬷嬷告诉了你多少情况。

玛丽亚：不是很多。

上校：自从孩子们的母亲去世以后，你是来照看他们的第十二位女家庭教师。相信你比上一位有进步，她只呆了两个小时。

玛丽亚：孩子们有什么不对劲吗，先生？

上校：孩子们很好，只怪家庭教师。她们完全不能维持纪律。没有这些纪律，这个家就没法正常。弗劳伦，请记住这点。

玛丽亚：是的，先生。

上校：每天上午，你得督促孩子们做功课，我可不允许他们虚度整个暑假。每天下午，他们要在操场上操练，做深呼吸。就寝时间必须严格遵守。不得例外。

玛丽亚：打断一下，先生，他们什么时候能玩？

上校：你得看着他们在任何时候都循规蹈矩，举止端庄。我把他们交由你管理。




玛丽亚：是的，先生。





【场景2】

【上校加入了孩子们的歌声中，并向玛丽亚致歉。】

上校：弗劳伦，我，我刚才的行为太粗鲁了，我向你道歉。

玛丽亚：不，是我说话太过分了。这是我最大的缺点之一。

上校：你说得对。我不了解自己的孩子。

玛丽亚：上校，来日方长。他们非常想跟你亲近。

上校：而且你还把音乐带回了家中，我都忘记音乐了。弗劳伦，我，我想让你留下来，我请你留下。

玛丽亚：要是我能有所帮助的话。

上校：你已经帮了我。而且远远超出了你自己所知道的。





【场景3】

【上校在一个宁静的夜晚对玛丽亚道出了真爱。】

上校：你好，我，我想也许在这儿能找到你。

玛丽亚：有什么事吗？

上校：不，不，不，请坐下，请。呃……我可以坐吗？你知道吗，我一直在想，我想知道两件事情。你为什么会跑回修道院，还有，又是什么让你回来的？




玛丽亚：哦，我有个任务需要完成，所以我，我就回来完成它呀。

上校：就这些吗？

玛丽亚：还有，我想念孩子们。

上校：是吗，仅仅想念孩子们？

玛丽亚：不……是的！难道我不应该想念他们吗？

上校：不是，当然不是。我只是希望或许你，或许你会……呃……

玛丽亚：什么？

上校：呃……你一离开，家里就全都变了样。要是你再离开的话，一切又会变糟。我只是在想也许你会……呃……改变主意。

玛丽亚：我相信男爵夫人能把家里的事替你安排妥当。

上校：玛丽亚，不会有什么男爵夫人了。

玛丽亚：没有？

上校：是的。

玛丽亚：我不懂。

上校：嗯，我们已经……呃……取消了婚约，而且你知道……呃……

玛丽亚：哦，很遗憾。

上校： 是吗……你感到遗憾？




玛丽亚：你真的取消了？

上校：是的。嗯，当你爱着别人时，你不可能和另一个人结婚，不是吗？

玛丽亚：敬爱的院长嬷嬷总是这样说，当主关上一扇门时，他就会在别处为你开启一扇窗。

上校：敬爱的院长嬷嬷还说了些什么？

玛丽亚：她还说必须寻找生命中值得的东西。

上校：这就是你回来的原因吗？你找到了吗，玛丽亚？

玛丽亚：我想我找到了。我知道我找到了。

上校：我爱你。


























Chapter 4 梦幻大世界













Ideas are like the stars—we never reach them, but like mariners, we chart our course by them.









理想就像是星星——我们永远无法到达，但是我们像水手一样，用它们指引航程。
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【SCENE 1】

[Fredricksen find a boy on the porch after he raises up.]

Fredricksen: Good morning, gentlemen.

Man: Good morning, Mr. Fredricksen. You’re ready to go?

Fredricksen: Ready as I’ll ever be. Would you do me the favour and take this? I’ll meet you in the van in just a minute. I...wanna say one last goodbye to the old place.

Man: Sure. Take all the time you need, sir. That’s typical. He’s probably going to the bathroom for the 80th time. You’d think he’d take better care of his house.

Fredricksen: So long, boys! I’ll send you a postcard from Paradise Falls! We are on our way, Ellie.

Russell: Hi, Mr. Fredricksen. It’s me, Russell.

Fredricksen: What are you doing out here, kid?




Russell: I found the snipe and I followed it under your porch. But this snipe had a long tail and looked more like a large mouse. Please, let me in.

Fredricksen: No. Aw, all right. You can...come...in.

Russell: I’ve never been in a floating house before. Goggles...Look at this stuff! Wow! You are going on a trip? “Paradise Falls, a land lost in time”. Are you going to South America, Mr. Fredricksen?

Fredricksen: Don’t touch that! You’ll soil it.

Russell: You know, most people take a plane. But you’re smart, because you have your TV, clocks and stuff. Wow, is this how you steer your house? Does it really work?

Fredricksen: Kid would you stop with the…

Russell: Oh, this makes it turn right.

Fredricksen: Let go of that…

Russell: And that way is left.

Fredricksen: Knock it off!

Russell: Hey, look! Buildings! That building’s so close, I can almost touch it! Wow, this is great! You should try this, Mr. Fredricksen. Look, there’s a bus that could take me home two blocks away! Hey, I can see your house from here!

Fredricksen: Don’t jerk around so much, kid! Well, that’s not gonna work.




Russell: I know that cloud, it’s a “cumulonimbus”. Did you know that a cumulonimbus...

Fredricksen: Aaa, I stayed up all night blowing up ballons...for what? That’s nice, kid. What are you doing over there?

Russell: Look! See? Cumulonimbus.





【SCENE 2】

[The house can’t fly when they are ready to the falls.]

Fredricksen: There it is! Ellie, it’s so beautiful! We made it! Russell, we can float right over there. Climb up, climb up!

Russell: Do you mean...assist you?

Fredricksen: Yeah, whatever.

Russell: Ok, I’ll climb up!

Fredricksen: Watch it!

Russell: Sorry.

Fredricksen: Now when you get up there, go ahead and hoist me up. Got it? Are you on the porch yet? What? That’s it? I came all this way here to get stuck on the wrong end of this rock pile?

Russell: Ah...great. Hey, if I could assist you over there...would you sign up for my badge?




Fredricksen: What are you talking about?

Russell: We could walk your house to the fall.

Fredricksen: Walk it?

Russell: Yeah. After all we weigh it down, we could walk it right over there. Like a parade balloon.

Fredricksen: Now, we’ll walk to the falls quickly and quietly, with no rap music or flash dancing. We have three days at best till the helium leaks out of those balloons. And if we are not at the falls when that happens, we’re not getting to the falls.

Russell: There...I found sand!

Fredricksen: Don’t you worry, Ellie. We’ll get our house over there.

Russell: It is fun already, isn’t it? By the time we get there, you’re gonna feel so assisted. Oh, Mr. Fredricksen, if we happen to get separated, use the wilderness explorer call. Wait, why are we going to Paradise Falls, again?

Fredricksen: Hey, let’s play a game. It’s called: “See who can be quiet the longest”.

Russell: Cool! My mom loves that game!

Fredricksen: Darn thing. Come on, Russell, hurry it up.

Russell: Ah, I’m tired. My knee hurts.

Fredricksen: Which knee?




Russell: My elbow hurts and I have to go to the bathroom.

Fredricksen: I asked you about that five minutes ago.

Russell: I didn’t have to go then! I don’t wanna walk anymore. Please, stop.

Fredricksen: Russell, if you don’t hurry up, the tigers will eat you.

Russell: There are no tigers in South America. Zoology.

Fredricksen: Ah, for the love of Pete...Go on into the bushes and do your business.

Russell: Ok. Here! Hold my stuff!





【导读】

一位78岁的卡尔·费迪逊老先生，用气球拽着他的房子飞上了天空，与小男孩罗素一起历经了千难万险，最终看到了传说中的“仙境瀑布”，完成了妻子艾丽的遗愿。





















【场景1】




【飞屋升空后，费迪逊发现门廊上还有一位小男孩罗素。】

费迪逊：早上好，先生们。

男人：早上好，费迪逊先生。你准备走了吗？

费迪逊：一切就绪。你能帮我拿下这个吗？一分钟后车上见。我……想最后对这个老地方说声再见。

男人：当然可以。你需要多久就多久，先生。我都见怪不怪了。没准他已经去80趟厕所了，你还得当他是舍不得这房子。

费迪逊：再见，孩子们！我将从“天堂瀑布”给你们寄明信片！我们在路上了，艾丽。

罗素：你好，费迪逊先生。是我，罗素。

费迪逊：孩子，你在这儿做什么？

罗素：我找到了沙锥鸟，跟着它到了您的门廊。但沙锥鸟有个长尾巴，看上去更像是一个大老鼠。请让我进去吧。

费迪逊：不行。噢，好吧。你可以……进……来。

罗素：我从来没有坐过会飞的房子。护目镜……看看这东西！哇，你是要去旅行吗？“天堂瀑布，失落的世界”。你要去南美洲啊，费迪逊先生？

费迪逊：别碰！你会弄脏它的。

罗素：你知道，大多数人坐飞机。但是你很聪明，因为你能带着你的电视、钟表和所有东西。喔，您是这样驾驶房子的？它真的管用吗？




费迪逊：小孩，你别去碰……

罗素：哦，这样就能右转。

费迪逊：不要动……

罗素：这样就左转了。

费迪逊：快住手！

罗素：嘿，你看！高楼大厦！那幢楼离得这么近，我几乎可以碰到它了！哇，这太棒了！你应该试试这个，费迪逊先生。看，下面的公共汽车能带我回家，过两个街区就到！嘿，从我这里能看到你的房子！

费迪逊：别乱动了，孩子！嗯，这是行不通的。

罗素：我知道这种云，这是 “积雨云”。你知道一个积雨云……

费迪逊：啊，我整晚熬夜吹气球……为了什么？很好啊，孩子。你在那里做什么？

罗素：看！看到了吗？积雨云。





【场景2】

【对面就是瀑布了，而飞屋却在这时飞不起来了。】

费迪逊：就是那儿！艾丽，太漂亮了！我们成功了！罗素，我们能飘到那边。爬上去，爬上去！



罗素：你是让我……帮助你？



费迪逊：是的，怎样都行。

罗素：好吧，我这就爬上去！

费迪逊：小心！




罗素：对不起。

费迪逊：接下来当你站起来后，向前走，牵引着我往上提升。明白了吗？你在舱口廊上吗？什么？就只能这样？我大老远跑来这里，就为了卡在这岩石堆里吗？

罗素：啊……很棒。嘿，如果我能帮助你从那里出来……你会愿意为我的徽章签名吗？

费迪逊：你在说什么啊？

罗素：我们可以拖着你的房子走到瀑布那儿。

费迪逊：拖着它？

罗素：是的。毕竟我们把它压下来，我们就可以一直走到那里，像一个游行气球。

费迪逊：现在，我们就快速而轻柔地牵着它走向瀑布，没有说唱乐或闪电舞。在气球泄气之前我们最多有三天时间。如果泄气了我们还没到瀑布，我们就没法到达瀑布了。

罗素：那里……我发现了沙子！

费迪逊：你不用担心，艾丽。我们的房子会到达那儿的。

罗素：变得有趣了，不是吗？等到我们到达那里时，你就会感到自己受到莫大的帮助了。哦，费迪逊先生，如果我们碰巧得分开，就用荒野探险家来称呼吧。等等，为什么我们还要再去“天堂瀑布”？

费迪逊：嘿，我们玩个游戏吧。游戏就叫做：“看看谁可以最长时间保持安静”。




罗素：酷！我妈妈特别喜欢这个游戏!

费迪逊：该死。来吧，罗素，快点。

罗素：啊，我累了。我的膝盖疼。

费迪逊：哪个膝盖？

罗素：我的胳膊肘疼，我得去上厕所。

费迪逊：我五分钟之前就问过你这个问题了。

罗素：但我没有去！我一点也不想走了。停下来吧。

费迪逊：罗素，如果你不快点，老虎就会吃掉你。

罗素：南美洲没有老虎。动物学说的。

费迪逊：啊，看在老天的份上……去丛林里解决吧。

罗素：好的。这里！握住这个！






















Ratatouille　料理鼠王

(2007)【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Remy has a fantastic talent.]

Voiceover: Although each of the world’s countries would like to dispute this fact, we French know the truth: The best food in the world is made in France. The best food in France is made in Paris. And the best food in Paris, some say, is made by Chef Auguste Gusteau. Gusteau’s restaurant is the toast of Paris, booked five months in advance. And his dazzling ascent to the top of fine French cuisine has made his competitors envious. He is the youngest chef ever to achieve a five-star rating. Chef Gusteau’s cookbook, Anyone Can Cook!
 Climbed to the top of the bestseller list. But not everyone celebrates its success.

Anton Ego: Amusing title, Anyone Can Cook!
 What’s even more amusing is that Gusteau actually seems to believe it. I, on the other hand, take cooking seriously. And, no, I don’t think anyone can do it.




Remy: This is me. I think it’s apparent I need to rethink my life a little bit. What’s my problem? First of all, I’m a rat. Which means life is hard. And second, I have a highly developed sense of taste and smell. Flour, eggs, sugar, vanilla bean...Oh! Small twist of lemon.

Emile: Whoa, you can smell all that? You have a gift.

Remy: This is Emile, my brother. He’s easily impressed.

Remy’s Dad: So you can smell ingredients? So what?

Remy: This is my dad. He’s never impressed. He also happens to be the leader of our clan. So, what’s wrong with having highly developed senses? Whoa, whoa, whoa! Don’t eat that!—What’s going on here? Turns out that funny smell was rat poison. Suddenly, Dad didn’t think my talent was useless. I was feeling pretty good about my gift, until Dad gave me a job.

Remy: Clean. Clean. That’s right. Poison checker. Cleanerific. Cleanerino. Close to godliness. Which means clean. You know, cleanliness is close to...Never mind. Move on. Well, it made my dad proud.




Remy’s dad: Now, don’t you feel better, Remy? You’ve helped a noble cause.

Remy: Noble? We’re thieves, Dad. And what we’re stealing is, let’s face it, garbage.

Remy’s dad: It isn’t stealing if no one wants it.

Remy: If no one wants it, why are we stealing it? Let’s just say we have different points of view. This much I knew: If you are what you eat, then I only want to eat the good stuff. But to my dad. Food is fuel.





【SCENE 2】

[Gusteau encourages Remy to insist his dream.]

Gusteau: lf you are hungry, go up and look around, Remy. Why do you wait and mope?

Remy: Well, I’ve just lost my family, all my friends, probably forever.

Gusteau: How do you know?

Remy: You are an illustration. Why am I talking to you?

Gusteau: Well, you just lost your family, all your friends. You are lonely.

Remy: Yeah. Well, you’re dead.

Gusteau: Ah, but that is no match for wishful thinking. If you focus on what you’ve left behind, you’ll never be able to see what lies ahead. Now go up and look around. What are you doing?




Remy: I’m hungry. I don’t know where I am, and I don’t know when I’ll find food again.

Gusteau: Remy, you are better than that. You are a cook. A cook makes. A thief takes. You are not a thief.

Remy: But I am hungry.

Gusteau: Food will come, Remy. Food always comes to those who love to cook.

Unidentified male: That’s right! You don’t have that guts.

Remy: Paris? All this time I’ve been underneath Paris? Wow. It’s beautiful.

Gusteau: The most beautiful.

Remy: Gusteau’s? Your restaurant? You’ve led me to your restaurant.

Gusteau: It seems as though I have. Yes. There it is! I have led you to it!

Remy: I got to see this.

Voiceover 1: Ready to go on table seven.

Collette Tatou: Coming around.





【导读】




小老鼠雷米在嗅觉方面有着无与伦比的天赋，一心想成为五星大厨。在命运的安排下，全家意外从法国移居到巴黎的下水道，而他发现新家上方居然是他的偶像掌厨的顶级餐厅。最终他克服了种种困难，实现了他的大厨梦。

















【场景1】

【小老鼠雷米有着无与伦比的天赋。】

画外音：尽管每个国家都在争论这一事实，但我们法国人知道真相：世界上最好的食物是法国制造的。在法国，最好的食物在巴黎。而巴黎最好的食物，有人说，是由厨师奥古斯特·古斯特打造的。古斯特餐厅在巴黎家喻户晓，进餐需提前五个月预订。他的排名一路飙升，厨艺成为法国餐厅的翘楚，这让竞争对手嫉妒不已。他是有史以来最年轻的五星级厨师。古斯特主厨的食谱，《人人都能当厨师！》名列畅销排行榜的榜首。但并不是人人都会为它的成功而庆祝。

柯博先生：有趣的标题，《人人都能当厨师！》更有趣的是，古斯特实际上似乎还相信这一点。另一方面，我视烹饪为严肃之事。而且，我不认为任何人都能做。




雷米：这就是我。我认为我明显需要重新思考一下我的生活。我的问题是什么？首先，我是一只老鼠。这意味着生活的艰难。其次，我有高度发达的味觉和嗅觉。面粉、鸡蛋、糖、香草豆……哦！挤了少量的柠檬汁。

埃米尔：哇，你能闻出所有的东西？你真有这样的天赋啊。

雷米：这是埃米尔，我的哥哥。他很容易就引人注目。

雷米爸：所以你可以闻出其中的成分？那又怎样？

雷米：这是我的爸爸。他从未引人注目过。他也正好是我们族群的领袖。所以，拥有高度发达的感观有什么不对吗？哇，哇，哇！别吃那个！——这儿怎么了？原来那奇怪的气味是老鼠药。突然间，爸爸不再认为我的天赋是无用的。我为我有这样的天赋感觉很好，直到爸爸给了我一份工作。

雷米：清洁。清洁。就是这个。毒药检查员。非常清洁。十分清洁。近乎神圣啊。这就是清洁的含义。你知道，清洁就是接近……没关系。接着来。好吧，这让我爸感到骄傲。

雷米爸：现在，你不觉得更好吗，雷米？你在从事一项崇高的事业呢。

雷米：崇高？我们是小偷啊，爸爸。而且我们偷的是，说得直接点，垃圾。




雷米爸：如果是没人要的东西，那就不是偷窃。

雷米：如果没人想要，为何我们要偷？只能说我们有不同的观点。至少我知道一点：如果吃决定着生活品质，那么我只想吃好的东西。但是对我的爸爸而言，食物是燃料。





【场景2】

【古斯特鼓励雷米要坚持梦想。】

古斯特：雷米，如果你饿了，就上去转转吧。干嘛在这里闷等？

雷米：唉，我刚刚失去了我的家庭，我所有的朋友，可能是永远失去。

古斯特：你怎么知道？

雷米：你就是一个例证。为什么我和你说话？

古斯特：嗯，你刚刚失去了你的家庭，你所有的朋友。你是孤独的。

雷米：是啊。咳，你已经死了。

古斯特：啊，我虽然死了，也比你整天做白日梦强。如果你只是专注于你所失去的，你将永远无法看到前方有什么。现在上去，四处看看吧。你在做什么？

雷米：我饿了。我不知道我在哪里，我也不知道我什么时候能再找到食物。

古斯特：雷米，别贬低自己。你是一个厨师。厨师是创造。小偷是拿。你不是一个小偷。




雷米：但我饿了。

古斯特：食物会来的，雷米。食物总是青睐那些喜欢烹调的人。

身份不明男：没错！你没有勇气。

雷米：巴黎？这么长时间一来我竟一直呆在巴黎地下吗？哇，这真是太美了。

古斯特：是最美的。

雷米：古斯特餐馆？你的餐馆？你领我来到你的餐馆了。

古斯特：好像是的。是的。正是！我领你到这儿了！

雷米：我得好好看看。

画外音1：准备好去7号桌。

甜姐：来了。


















Mary and Max　玛丽与马克斯

(2009)【澳】













【SCENE 1】

[Mary’s life]

Narrator: Mary Dinkle’s eyes were the color of muddy puddles. Her birthmark, the color of poo.

It was Saturday afternoon and she was bored. Mary wished she had a friend to play piggybacks with. Mary’s mood ring, which she’d found in a cereal box, was grey which, according to the chart, meant she was either pensive, unconsciously ambitious or hungry.

Her only friends were “The Noblets” from her favorite cartoon. They were not the real ones you bought in the shops but fake ones she had to make herself from shells, gum, nuts, pompons and the chicken bones salvaged from Friday night’s takeaway .

She had to make all her own toys, and her favorites were Shrinkies potato chip packets that she had shrunk in the oven.




Mary’s father, Noel Noeman Dinkle, worked in a factory, attaching the strings to the tea bags.

At show-and-tell, she told the class he could get as many free bags as he wanted.

Her favorite tea bag was Earl Grey. She love saying “Earl Grey” and would like one day to marry someone called Earl Grey. They would live in a castle in Scotland, have 9 babies, 2 ducks...and a dog called Kevin.

Noel’s hobby was to sit in his shed and drink Baileys Irish Cream and stuff birds he’d found on the side of the freeway.

Mary wished he’d spend more time with her and less with his dead friends.

She also wished she had some brothers and sisters. Her mother had told her she was “an accident”. How could someone be an accident?

Grandpoppy Ralph had told her that babies were deliberate and found by dads at the bottom of their beer.

Grandpoppy Ralph had smelt like pickled onions and had been a member of the Frankston Ice Breakers for 51 years.

They swam in winter to feel alive. Grandpoppy Ralph had said it made his nipples erect.

He had died the year before, aged 74, and his best mate, Ken, had recited a poem in his honour.




Born in a barn in the hills of Boronia, Ralph lived a long life and died of pneumonia.

Mary missed him and often wondered why he had drunk ammonia.

It was time to watch “The Noblets”. She adored “The Noblets” because everyone was brown, lived in a teapot, and had oodles of friends.

There was nothing nicer, Mary thought to herself, than the smell of a wet rooster…the sound of rain on the roof, and the taste of sweetened condensed milk straight from the can while watching your favorite cartoon.





【SCENE 2】

[Letters from Max]

Max: Unfortunately, in America, babies are not found in cola cans. I asked my mother when I was four, and she said they came from eggs laid by rabbis. If you aren’t Jewish, they’re laid by Catholic nuns. If you’re an atheist, they’re laid by dirty, lonely prostitutes.

Max: When I was young, I invented an invisible friend called Mr Ravioli. My psychiatrist says I don’t need him anymore, so he just sits in the corner and reads.

Max: People are always littering in New York. I do not understand why people break laws. Butts are bad because they wash out to sea, and fish smoke them and become nicotine-dependent. I am just joking because, of course, it is impossible for a cigarette to remain lit underwater. Also, fish do not have pockets to keep cigarette lighters in.




Max: It would be good if there was a Fat Fairy. She would be a bit like the Tooth Fairy but would suck out your fat.

Max: Do you have a favourite-sounding word? My top-five are “ointment”, “bumblebee”, “Vladivostok”, “banana”, and “testicle”.

Max: I have also invented some new words. “Confuzzled”,
 which is being confused and puzzled at the same time, “snirt”, which is a cross between snow and dirt, and “smushables”, which are squashed groceries you find at the bottom of the bag. I have sent a letter to the Oxford Dictionary people asking them to include my words but I have not heard back.

Max: Dr. Bernard Hazelhof said if I was on a
 desert island, then I would have to get used to my own company—just me and the coconuts. He said I would have to accept myself, my warts and all, and that we don’t get to choose our warts. They are part of us and we have to live with them. We can, however, choose our friends, and I am glad I have chosen you.




Max:Dr. Bernard Hazelhof also said that, everyone’s lives are like a very long sidewalk. Some are well
 paved. Others, like mine, have cracks, banana skins and cigarette butts. Your sidewalk is like mine but probably not as many cracks...Hopefully, one day our sidewalks will meet, and we can share a can of condensed milk. You are my best friend. You are my only friend.





【导读】

8岁的玛丽是墨尔本一个胖胖的有些孤独的小女孩，某一天心血来潮给纽约44岁的马克斯写了一封信，而马克斯也是一个患有肥胖症和自闭症的人。二人的笔友关系长达20年，期间各自经历了许多人生起伏，直到成年的玛丽终于来到纽约看望马克斯。









【场景1】

【玛丽的生活】


旁白：
 玛丽·丁格尔的眼睛，像泥洼一样的颜色，额头有一块便便颜色的胎记。

这是一个周六的午后，她觉得无聊透顶。玛丽希望她也有一个可以玩“骑背”的朋友。玛丽的心情戒指，那个她在麦片盒里发现的戒指，呈灰色。根据图表来看，这意味着她要么在思考，在潜意识里雄心勃勃，要么就是饿了。




她唯一的朋友，就是她最喜欢的卡通人物“阿诺一家”。它们不是从商店里买来的那种正品，而是她自己用贝壳、黏胶、橡果和绒球做的假玩意儿，还有那根从周五晚上的残羹里抢救出来的鸡骨头。

她所有的玩具都是自己做的，而她最喜欢的就是“缩缩”，用的是在烤箱里烤缩了的薯片包装。

玛丽的父亲，诺尔·诺曼·丁格尔在工厂工作，为茶袋包缝线。

在课堂演讲上，她对全班同学说，他想要多少免费茶包就有多少。

她最喜欢的茶包是格雷伯爵茶。她喜欢说“格雷伯爵”，还想有朝一日嫁给一位叫格雷伯爵的人。他们将住在苏格兰的一座城堡中，有九个孩子，养两只鸭子……和一只叫凯文的狗。

诺尔的爱好就是坐在自己的小屋里喝爱尔兰百利甜酒，然后把在高速公路边发现的小鸟做成标本。

玛丽希望他能多花些时间陪陪自己，而不是他那些死去的朋友。

她还希望她能有兄弟姐妹。她的母亲告诉她，她是个“意外”。一个人怎么可能是个意外呢？

外公拉尔夫曾经告诉她，孩子都是有来头的，都是爸爸们在自己的啤酒杯底找到的。




外公拉尔夫闻起来就像腌洋葱，而且他加入佛兰克斯顿破冰队已经51年了。

他们会去冬泳，感受生命。外公拉尔夫说，寒冷会让他的乳头挺起来。

他在去年去世了，享年74岁。他的好友，肯，念了一首诗来纪念他。

出生在波罗利亚山坡上的一座谷仓，拉尔夫一生漫漫，最后死于肺炎。

玛丽很想念他，但是不明白他为什么要喝氨水呢。（译者注：英文的“氨水”与“肺炎”发音近似。
 ）



又到看“阿诺一家”的时间了，她可喜欢“阿诺一家”了，因为他们都是棕色的，住在一个茶壶里，还有好多好多朋友。

没有什么比现在这样更美好了，玛丽想道。潮湿的公鸡的气味……雨点打在屋顶上的声音，还有嘴巴里香甜炼乳的新鲜味道，同时还能看着最喜爱的动画片。





【场景2】

【来自马克斯的信】

马克斯：不幸的是，在美国，宝宝不是在可乐罐里找到的。我在4岁那年问我的母亲，她说，宝宝都是从拉比下的蛋里出来的。如果你不是犹太人，就是天主教修女下的蛋。如果你是一个无神论者，就是脏兮兮的孤独妓女下的蛋。




马克斯：我小的时候，创造了一个隐形的朋友，叫“方饺先生”。我的心理医生说我不需要他了，所以他现在只是坐在角落里自己看书。

马克斯：纽约的市民永远都在乱丢垃圾，我实在不懂人们为什么要违法。烟屁股有害就是因为它们会被冲到海里，然后鱼儿吸了烟，就成了尼古丁依赖者。我是在开玩笑，当然了，香烟在水下是不可能点燃的。另外，鱼儿也没有口袋可以装打火机。

马克斯：如果有一个“胖仙女”就好了。她有点像牙仙，但会吸你的脂肪。

马克斯：你有没有最喜欢哪个单词的发音？我的五大最爱是：“软膏”“大黄蜂”“符拉迪沃斯托克”“香蕉”和“睾丸”。

马克斯：我还发明了一些新单词。“迷困”，这就是指被迷惑和困惑同时包围，“雪泥”，就是从白雪到泥污过渡的意思，还有“碎货”，就是你在包的最底层被压碎的东西。我已经致信牛津大辞典的人，请求他们把我的单词也收录进去，但是我至今也没有收到回音。

马克斯：伯纳德·哈斯豪夫医生说，如果我在一座荒岛上，我就不得不习惯于自己生活——只有我自己和椰子。他说我必须接受我自己，我的缺点和所有的一切。我们不能选择自己的缺点。它们是我们的一部分，我们必须跟它们同在。但是，我们可以选择我们的朋友，我很高兴我选择了你。




马克斯：伯纳德·哈斯豪夫医生还说，每个人的人生就是一条长长的人行道，有的平坦而整洁，而有的就像我一样，有裂缝、香蕉皮和烟屁股。你的人行道像我一样，不过或许没有这么多裂缝……但愿，某一天我们的人行道可以相交，那时我们就可以共享一罐炼乳了。你是我最好的朋友，你是我唯一的朋友。


























Kung Fu Panda　功夫熊猫

（2008）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Master Oogway finds Po eating upset under the peach tree.]

Master Oogway: I see you have found the sacred peach tree of heavenly wisdom.

Po: Um...Is that what this is? I’m so sorry. I thought this was just a regular peach tree.

Master Oogway: I understand. You eat when you are upset.

Po: Upset? I’m not upset...Why why why would I be upset?

Master Oogway: So why are you upset?

Po: I probably sucked more today than anyone in the history of Kung Fu, in the history of China, in the history of sucking!

Master Oogway: Probably.




Po: And the five! Man, you should’ve seen them. They totally hate me.

Master Oogway: Totally.

Po: How is Sifu ever gonna turn me into the dragon warrior? And I’m not like the five. I got no claws, no wings, no venom. Even Mantis has those....thingies. Maybe I should just quit and go back to making noodles.

Master Oogway: Quit? Don’t quit. Noodles? Don’t noodles. You are too concerned with what was and what will be. There is a saying: Yesterday is history; tomorrow is a mystery; but today is a gift. That is why it is called the present.





【SCENE 2】

[Po and Dad talks about dreams and noodle.]

Dad: Po, let’s go, you are late for work.

Po: Coming!

Po: Sorry, dad.

Dad: Sorry doesn’t make the noodles. What were you doing up there? All that noise?

Po: Oh nothing...just uh....had a crazy dream.

Dad: About what? What were you dreaming about?

Po: What was I…uh…I was dreaming about...uh…noodles.




Dad: Noodles? You were really dreaming about noodles?

Po: Uh...Yeah. What else would I be dreaming about? Oh careful, that soup is...sharp!

Dad: Oh, happy day! My son finally having the noodle dream! You don’t know how long I have been waiting for this moment. This is a sign, Po!

Po: Uh...A sign of what?

Dad: You are almost ready to be entrusted with the secret ingredient of my secret ingredient soup. And then you will fulfill your destiny and take over the restaurant just as I took it over from my father who took it over from his father who won it from a friend in a game of mahjong.

Po: Dad, dad, dad, it was just a dream.

Dad: No, it was the dream. We are noodle folk. Broths run though our veins.

Po: But dad, didn’t you ever...I dunno...wanna do something else? Something besides noodles?

Dad: Actually, when I was young and crazy, I thought about running away and learning about how to make tofu.

Po: So why didn’t you?

Dad: Oh because it was a stupid dream! Can you imagine me making tofu? Ha ha ha…tofu! No! We all have our place in this world. Mine is here, and yours is…




Po: I know, is here.

Dad: No, it’s at tables 2, 5, 7, and 12. Service with a smile!





【导读】

一只笨拙的痴迷于中国功夫的熊猫阿宝，在一次被误认为传说中的武林高手“龙战士”之后，开始为了功夫梦而发愤图强，最终打败了刚逃狱的魔头大豹，成为了名震江湖的真正的武林高手。





















【场景1】

【心灰意冷的阿宝正在桃树下大吃，龟仙人出现了。】

龟仙人：看来你找到了神秘的天堂圣桃树啊。

阿波：呃……这就是那棵树？真抱歉，我还以为它就是棵普通的桃树。

龟仙人：我能理解。你不开心的时候就会狂吃东西。

阿波：不开心？我没不开心啊……为，为，为什么你认为我不开心？




龟仙人：那你为什么不开心呢？

阿波：我可能是功夫史上最烂的，中原史上最烂的，烂人史上也是最烂的了！

龟仙人：可能吧。

阿波：看看“勇猛五杰”！嘿，你一定见过他们。他们对我可是恨死了。

龟仙人：一点不假。

阿波：大师傅怎么可能把我变成“龙武士”？我一点也不像“五杰”。我没爪子，没翅膀，没毒牙。就连螳螂，也有那些……镰刀。或许我应该就此放弃，回家煮面算了。

龟仙人：放弃？别放弃！面条？不要面条！你太在意过去和将来了。有句谚语说得好：
 昨天已是历史，明天依然是谜，但今天是一个礼物。这就是为什么要把它叫做“礼物”的原因。（译者注：present既有“礼物”的意思，也有“现在”的意思
 。）





【场景2】

【阿宝和爸爸关于梦想和面条的谈话。】

爸爸：阿宝，该走了，你要迟到了。

阿宝：来啦！

阿宝：对不起，爸爸。

爸爸：说“对不起”不能帮你做面条。你刚才在上面做什么？怎么那么吵？




阿宝：哦，没干嘛……只是……做了一个疯狂的梦。

爸爸：什么梦？你梦见什么了？

阿宝：我梦见……呃……我梦见了……呃……面条
 。

爸爸：面条？你是真的梦见面条了吗？

阿宝：呃……是啊。我还能梦见什么呢？哦小心，那面条……扎嘴！

爸爸：噢，我好开心！我儿子终于梦见面条啦！我盼星星盼月亮终于盼来了这一刻。这是个好兆头，阿宝！

阿宝：呃……什么好兆头？



爸爸：你就快准备好了，我可以完全放心地把我的仙汤秘方传给你了。然后你就可以水到渠成地从我手里接下这面条铺。就像我从我父亲手里接下它，我父亲从我爷爷手里接下它，我爷爷打麻将赢下它一样。

阿宝：爸爸，爸爸，爸爸，那只是一个梦。

爸爸：不，那是梦想。我们是做面条的。血脉里流淌着汤汁。

阿宝：可是爸爸，你有没有……我不知……想过做点别的事？除了面条以外的事？

爸爸：其实啦，我年少轻狂的时候，倒是想过要出去闯闯，去拜师学做豆腐。




阿宝：那怎么没去？

爸爸：因为那是痴人说梦！你能想象我做豆腐吗？哈哈哈……豆腐！不！每个人都有适合他的位置。我的位置在这里，你的位置……

阿宝：我知道，也在这里。

爸爸：不，你应该到2、5、7和12号桌。微笑服务！






















Alice in Wonderland　爱丽丝漫游仙境

（2010）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Cheshire cat brought Alice back to the mad party.]

Dormouse: Watch what you’re doing!

Hatter: It’s you!

Dormouse: No it’s not. The Twisp brought us the wrong Alice.

Hare: It’s the wrong Alice?

Hatter: It’s Absolutely Alice. You’re Absolutely Alice. I’d know you anywhere. I’d know her anywhere! Well, as you can see, we’re still having tea. And it’s all because I was obliged to kill time waiting for your return. You’re terribly late, you know. Naughty! Well anyway, time to came quite offended has stopped all together. Not a tick off a finger.

Hare: Cup.

Alice: Time can be funny in dreams.




Hatter: Yes, yes, of course, but now you’re back, you see. And we need to get on to the Frabjous Day.

Hare: Frabjous Day!

Hatter: I’ve been investigating things that begin with the letter “M”. Have you any idea why a raven is like a writing desk?

Hare and Dormouse: “Down with the Bloody Big Head”!

Alice: What?

Cheshire cat: “Down with the Bloody Big Head”. Bloody Big Head, being The Red Queen.

Hatter: Come, come we simply must commit to the slaying in such. Therefore, is it high time to forgive and forget or forgive and forgive whichever comes first, or is in any case the most convenient, I’m waiting.

Hare: It’s ticking, it’s ticking again.

Cheshire cat: All this talk of blood and slaying has put me off my tea.

Hatter: The entire world is falling to ruin and poor Chester is off his tea.

Cheshire cat: What happened that day was not...my fault.

Hatter: Oh, dear. You were out and then to save your own skin. You gutless Scottisch pelgrim juggling slurking urpal slackush scrum Barlemot.




Dormouse: Hatter!

Hatter: Thank you. I’m fine.

Cheshire cat: What’s wrong with you, Tarrant? You used to be the light of the party. You used to do the best Futterwacken in all of WitzEnd.

Alice: Futter what?

Dormouse: It’s a dance.

Hatter: One day, Frabjous Day, when the White Queen once again wears the crown. On that day I shall Futterwacken...vigorously.

Hare: Oh no!

Dormouse: The Knave.

Cheshire cat: Goodbye.

Hatter: Drink this quickly.

Hare: Qulck! Hide her!



Dormouse: Oh, dear.

Alice: Let me out!

Stayne: Well! If it’s not my favorite trio of lunatics.

Dormouse: Would you like to join us?

Hare: You’re all late for tea!

Stayne: I’m looking the girl called...Alice.

Hatter: Speaking of the Queen, here’s a little song we used to sing in her honour. Twinkle, twinkle little red how I wonder where you’re at.




Stayne: If you’re hiding her, you’ll lose your heads.

Hatter: Already lost them. All together now!

Hare and Dormouse: Up Above the world you fly, like a tea tray in the sky. Twinkle, twinkle little, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle.

Hatter: Don’t be bloody begging!

Hare: Would you like some tea?

Stayne: Follow the blood hound.

Dormouse: Sugar?

Stayne: Yes, please. You’re all mad!

Hare: Thanks very much.

Dormouse: Pass the scones, please.

Hatter: Try this one for size. I like it!

Dormouse: Good thing the blood hound is one of us, or you’d be...

Alice: What do they want with me?

Hare: Best take her to the White Queen, she’d be safe there!





【SCENE 2】

[Alice says goodbye to everyone, and return to the real world.]

White Queen: The blood of the Jabberwocky. You have our everlasting gratitude. And for your efforts on our behalf...




Alice: Will this take me home?

White Queen: If that is what you choose.

Hatter: You could stay.

Alice: What an idea? A crazy mad wonderful idea! But I can’t. They are questions I have to answer. Things I have to do. I’ll be back again, before you know it.

Hatter: You won’t remember me.

Alice: Of course I will. How could I forget? Hatter, why is a raven like a writing desk?

Hatter: I haven’t the slightest idea. Fairfarren Alice.

Hamish: She left me standing there without an answer.

Girls: A case of nerves, no doubt.

Hamish: Alice.

Hamish’s father: God, lord! Are you alright?

Alice’s mother: What happened to you?

Alice: I fell down a hole and hit my head. I’m sorry, Hamish, I can’t marry you. You’re not the right man for me. You’ll always have problems with your digestion. I love you, Margaret, but this is my life. I’ll decide what to do with it. You’re lucky to my sister for your wife, Lowell. I know you’ll be good to her. I’ll be watching very closely. There is no prince, Aunt Imogen. You need to talk to somebody about these delusions. I happen to like rabbits, especially white ones. Do not worry, Mother. I’ll find something useful to do with my life. You two remind me of some funny boys I met in a dream.




Hamish’s father: You’ve left me out.

Alice: No, I haven’t, sir. You and I have business to discuss.

Hamish’s father: Shall we speak...in the study?

Alice: Oh, and one more thing. My father told me he wanted to expand his trade routes to Sumatra and Borneo. But I don’t think he was looking far enough. Why not go all the way to China? It’s vast, the culture’s rich and we have a foothold in Hong Kong. To be the first to trade with China, Can you imagine it?

Hamish’s father: You know, if somebody had said that to me, I’d have said you’ve lost your senses. But I’ve seen that look before. As you’re not going to be my daughter in law, perhaps you’d consider becoming an apprentice with the company.





【导读】

爱丽丝20岁时参加一场聚会，却遭遇突如其来的求婚。她跟随一只兔子掉入了一个洞里，进入了13年前曾来过的仙境。但爱丽丝已忘记一切，她以为这只是一场梦，而这里的老朋友似乎都在等待着她。之后她发现，只有她才能帮助地下世界重归安宁。












【场景1】

【柴郡猫带着爱丽丝回到了疯狂派对上。】

睡鼠：看你做的好事！

疯帽子：是你啊！

睡鼠：她不是！兔子给我们带了假的爱丽丝回来。

三月兔：这是假的爱丽丝？

疯帽子：她就是爱丽丝。你绝对是爱丽丝，你到哪我都认识你。我永远都认识她！好吧，如你所见，我们正在喝下午茶。而这都是因为我为了消磨掉等待你回来的那些时间。你来得实在太晚了，知道吗，小淘气！好吧，不管怎样，这种折磨的日子终于过去了，弹指一瞬间。

三月兔：杯子。

爱丽丝：梦里的世界还真奇妙。

疯帽子：是的，是的，当然，但现在你已经回来了，看到了吧。现在我们应该为决战之日做准备。

三月兔：决战之日！

疯帽子：我已经在寻找那些以“M”开头的东西了。你知道为什么乌鸦长的像写字台吗？




三月兔和睡鼠：“为了推翻残忍的大头鬼”！

爱丽丝：什么？

柴郡猫：“推翻残忍的大头鬼”。大头鬼就是红皇后。

疯帽子：来吧，现在我们可以开始一心反攻了。因此，到了原谅与遗忘，或者只需原谅的关键时刻了。原谅摆在第一位，或者任何情况下原谅最简便，我等着。

三月兔：它在走，又开始走了。

柴郡猫：这些有关杀戮和血腥的话题已经让我倒足胃口了。

疯帽子：整个世界正面临着分崩离析，可怜的柴郡猫喝不下他的茶。

柴郡猫：那天发生的事……不是我的错。

疯帽子：噢，亲爱的。你为了逃命，一溜烟就没影了。你这个欺人太甚、懦弱胆小、可笑的爱尔兰猫。

三月兔：疯帽子！

疯帽子：谢谢。我没事。

柴郡猫：你怎么了，泰兰特？一直以来你都是派对王子。你一直是整个仙境里最优秀的福特维根舞者。

爱丽丝：福特什么？

三月兔：那是一种舞。




疯帽子：等那一天，在决战之日，当白皇后重新戴上了皇冠，那时我会跳起福特维根舞……用尽我全身的热情。

三月兔：哦，不！



睡鼠：红心骑士。

柴郡猫：再见。



疯帽子：快把它喝了。

三月兔：快！把她藏起来！

睡鼠：噢，亲爱的。

爱丽丝：放我出去！

斯特恩：好吧，这不是我最喜欢的疯子三人组吗？

睡鼠：你想加入我们吗？

三月兔：你们都错过下午茶时间啦！

斯特恩：我在找一个女孩，她叫……爱丽丝。

疯帽子：提到女皇，我们常常唱这首小歌谣来表达我们对她的崇敬：一闪一闪小红点，我想知道你在哪儿。

斯特恩：如果你们私藏爱丽丝，那可是要掉脑袋的。

疯帽子：早就已经掉了。大家一起唱！

三月兔和睡鼠：你飞在世界的顶端，像极了天空里的小茶托。一闪一闪小……一闪一闪，一闪一闪。



疯帽子：别这么没骨气！




三月兔：你要不要喝点茶？

斯特恩：跟着那只血猎犬！

睡鼠：加点糖吗？

斯特恩：要的，谢谢。你们这群疯子！

三月兔：谢谢夸奖。

睡鼠：请拿些松饼过来。

疯帽子：穿上试试。我喜欢这个！

睡鼠：幸好血猎犬是我们的人，否则你就……

爱丽丝：他们抓我干什么？

三月兔：最好带她到白皇后那里，她在那儿就安全了！





【场景2】

【爱丽丝和大家告别，回到了现实中。】

白皇后：这是炸脖龙的血。我们会永远感激你的。感激你为我们所做的一切……

爱丽丝：这会带我回家吗？

白皇后：如果你想回去的话。

疯帽子：你也可以留下来。

爱丽丝：好主意？多么美妙疯狂的想法！但我不能。我还要去解决很多问题。还要去做好多事情。我会很快回来的。

疯帽子：你不会记得我的。

爱丽丝：当然会记得。我怎么会忘了你？疯帽子，为什么乌鸦会像写字台呢？




疯帽子：我也没有答案。别了，爱丽丝。

哈米什：也没个回音，她就丢下我跑了。

女孩们：神经紧张，毫无疑问。

哈米什：爱丽丝。

哈米什的父亲：天啊！你还好吗？

爱丽丝的母亲：发生了什么事？

爱丽丝：我掉进了一个洞里，撞到了头。对不起，哈米什，我不能嫁给你。你不是我的真命天子。你总是消化不良。我爱你，玛格丽特，但这是我自己的人生。我要自己决定该怎么做。娶到我姐姐是你的福气，洛威尔。我知道你会对她好，我会盯紧你的。世上没有白马王子，伊莫金姨妈。你得找个人说说你的这些幻觉。我突然好喜欢兔子，尤其是白色的。别担心，妈妈。我会找到新生活的。你们俩让我想起我在梦里遇到的胖兄弟。

哈米什的父亲：你把我漏掉了。

爱丽丝：不，没有，先生，你和我还有事情要谈。

哈米什的父亲：我们能不能……去书房谈？

爱丽丝：哦，还有一件事。父亲曾告诉我，他想把贸易航线扩展到苏门答腊和婆罗洲，但我认为他的眼光还不够远。为什么不去中国呢？那里幅员辽阔，有丰富的文化底蕴，我们在香港还有立足点，以此为契机打开中国市场。你能想象吗？




哈马斯的父亲：你知道，如果以前有人这样对我说，我会觉得他疯了，但是我曾经看到过这样的神采。你虽然做不成我的儿媳妇，也许你可以考虑到我的公司做学徒。






















Despicable Me　卑鄙的我

（2010）【美】













【SCENE 1】

[Gru announces his plan for stealing Moon.]

Gru: Hello, everybody! Yeah, all right! Simmer down, simmer down. Thank you, okay. Now I realize that you guys probably heard about this other villain who stole the pyramids.apparently, it’s a big deal. People are calling it the crime of the century and stuff like that. But am I upset? No, I am not! A little, but we have had a pretty good year ourselves, and you guys are all right in my book. [Cheers]
 No, no raises. You’re not going to get any raises. What did we do? Well, we stole the Times Square Jumbo Tron! Nice! That’s how I roll. Yeah, you all like watching football on that, huh? But that’s not all. We stole the Statue of Liberty, the small one from Las Vegas. And I won’t even mention the Eiffel Towel! Also Vegas. Okay, I wasn’t going to tell you about this yet, but I have been working on something very big! Something that will blow this pyramid thing out of the water! And thanks to the efforts of my good friend Dr Nefario…




Dr Nefario: Thank you!

Gru: There he is! He’s styling. Now, we have located a shrink ray in a secret lab, and once we take this shrink ray, we will have the capability to pull off the true crime of the century. We are going to steal…wait, wait! I haven’t told you what it is yet. Hey, Dave, listen up, please. Next, we are going to steal, [self-talking: pause for effect
 ] the moon! And once the moon is mine, the world will give me whatever I want to get it back! And I will be the greatest villain of all time! That’s what I’m talking about.

[ringing]

Gru: Yes?

Dr Nefario: Hello, Gru? I’ve been crunching some numbers, and I really don’t see how we can afford this. It can’t be done. I’m not a miracle worker.

Gru: Hey, chillax. I’ll just get another loan from the bank. They love me!





【SCENE 2】

[Gru takes the three children to his house.]




Gru: Okay, here we are. Home, sweet home.

Margo: So, this is, like, your house? Wait a sec...you’re the guy who pretended he was a recorded message!

Gru: No, that was someone else.

Agnes: Can I hold your hand?

Gru: No.

Edith: When we got adopted by a hald guy, I thought this’d be more like Annie.

[Gru’s dog rushes out.]

Gru: No, hey! Kyle, these are not treats. These are guests. Girls, this is Kyle, my…dog.

Agnes: Fluffy doggy!

Margo: What kind of dog is that?

Gru: He is a...I don’t know.

Margo: Do you really think that this is an
 appropriate place for little kids? Cause it’s not.

Gru: No! No! Stay away from there! It’s fragile. Well, I suppose the plan will work with two.

Edith: Hey! It’s dark in here. It poked a hole in my juice box.

Gru: As you can see, I have provided everything a child might need. All right. Okay. As I was saying...hey!

Edith: Somebody broke that.




Gru: Okay, okay. Clearly, we need to set some rules. Rule number one. You will not touch anything.

Margo: What about the floor?

Gru: Yes, you may touch the floor.

Margo: What about the air?

Gru: Yes, you may touch the air!

Edith: What about this?

Gru: Where did you get that?

Margo: Found it.

Gru: Okay, rule number two. You will not bother me while I’m working. Rule number three. You will not cry or whine or laugh or giggle or sneeze or burp or fart! So, no, no, no annoying sounds. All right?

Edith: Does this count as annoying?

Gru: Very!

Gru: I will see you in six hours.

Margo: Okay, don’t worry. Everthing’s going to be fine. We’re gonna be really happy here. Right? Agnes?





【导读】

电影讲述了超级坏蛋格鲁决定建造火箭偷走月亮的故事。为了成功达成计划，格鲁领养了三位孤儿——玛戈、伊迪丝和阿格蕾丝。在相处中，格鲁与三个小鬼之间渐渐产生了难以割舍的感情。












【场景1】

【格鲁宣布他的偷月计划。】

格鲁：大家好！啊，很好！好了，好了。谢谢。你们应该都听说过有别的窃贼偷了金字塔。显然，这是件大事。人们都称之为世纪大案。但是，我不安了吗？不，我没有不安！有一点点吧，但我们今年也成果累累，在我看来，你们都表现得很好
 。【欢呼声
 】不，没有加薪，不会加薪的。我们做了什么？我们偷了时代广场的大屏幕！很好！这就是我们的杰作！你们都喜欢在这上面看球吧？还不仅如此，我们偷了自由女神像，是拉斯维加斯的小女神像。还有埃菲尔铁塔，也是复制品。有件事我本来不打算现在说的，我正在谋划一件大案！能让金字塔失窃案也黯然失色！多亏我的好友纳法里奥博士的努力……

纳法利欧博士：谢谢各位！

格鲁：他在这儿，他很有型。我们在一个秘密实验室，找到了收缩射线。只要得到收缩射线，我们就有能力进行真正的世纪大案。我们计划偷盗……等等，我还没说偷什么呢。嘿，大卫，听好了。下一次，我们计划偷盗……【自言自语：这儿停顿一下更有效果
 】月亮！一旦月亮到了我的手上，世界为了赎回月亮，就会满足我的任何条件！我将会成为史上最伟大的窃贼！这就是我的计划。




【电话铃响】

格鲁：哪位？

纳法利欧博士：格鲁？我计算了一下，怎么看都是经费不足。这是做不到的，我可创造不了奇迹。

格鲁：别着急。我再向银行贷一笔款就是了，他们乐意给我贷款！













【场景2】

【格鲁带着三个孩子回家。】

格鲁：好，我们到了。我们的家，甜蜜的家。

玛戈：这，就是，你家？等等……你就是假装留言机的那个人！

格鲁：不，那是别人。

阿格蕾丝：我能拉着你的吗？

格鲁：不行。

伊迪斯：我们被一个秃子领养了，想来境况比安妮好不到哪去。

【格鲁的狗要冲过来咬人。】

格鲁：喂，别这样！凯尔，这不是给你吃的，这些是客人。姑娘们，这是凯尔，我的……狗。

阿格蕾丝：毛毛狗！




玛戈：这算是哪种狗？

格鲁：他是一只……我也说不清。



玛戈：你真觉得这地方适合小孩子住？显然不适合啊。

格鲁：不！不！别去碰那个！容易碎的。好吧，也许我的计划两个人就够了。

伊迪斯：喂！里面好黑啊。我的饮料被扎了个洞。

格鲁：你们看，我已经准备好了小孩子所需的一切。好了。好的。刚才说到……喂！

伊迪斯：有人闯祸了。

格鲁：好，好吧，看来我们得定一些规矩。第一条规矩，你们什么也不能碰。



玛戈：地板呢？

格鲁：是，可以碰地板。

玛戈：空气呢？

格鲁：是，可以碰空气！

伊迪斯：这个呢？

格鲁：你怎么拿到的？

玛戈：找到的。

格鲁：好，第二条规矩，工作时不要打扰我。第三条规矩，不准哭不准大声笑不准小声笑不准发牢骚，不准打嗝打喷嚏或者放屁！总之，不准有，不许有，一切烦人的声音都不能有，明白？

伊迪斯：这算不算烦人？




格鲁：相当的！

格鲁：六小时后见。

玛戈：行，别担心。一切都会顺利的，我们会玩得很开心，对吧？阿格蕾丝？


















































Movie is like a Kaleidoscope, let your eyes lost direction, but let your heart return home.

电影就像个万花筒，让你的眼睛迷失方向，但让你的心找到归宿。














紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译





美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译






8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译



9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译






假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。





策划热线：010-81570393




联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007

















[1]
 Lizzie 为伊丽莎白的昵称。





[2]
 此处场景：爱德华前来拜访维维安，而维维安此时正在听“王子”的歌。





[3]
 水肺潜水，指潜水员自行携带水下呼吸系统所进行的潜水活动。











童话若有张不老的脸





















































每个人的生活都是上帝亲手书写的童话。


























































































Every man’s life is a fairy tale written by God’s fingers.
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How Fairy Tales Shape Our Destiny





童话——剪不断的情结




Cashdan Sheldon









There is much we can learn by reflecting on the stories heard in childhood. Magical characters are likely to remain in the imagination for a lifetime. Fairytale is a sub-genre of folktale, something that is handed down from person to person for generations; one of the most important identifying features of a folktale is that it belongs to an entire culture, rather than to an individual. That is why folktales give us many insights into the cultures from which they spring.

My own first hearing of many of the old stories was in the places where they originated. Throughout my childhood our family would travel abroad for several months every few years. There were six children. My parents came up with an ingenious and life-changing idea: have us study the local tales. When we were in Denmark, we visited the home of Hans Christian Andersen, and discussed his stories, such as The Little Mermaid
 . In Germany, we went to the village of Hamelin, where the tale of the Pied Piper
 takes place. In Baghdad, it was Arabian Nights
 . In the temples of India and Japan, the tales of Asia came to life. Seeing how the adventures reflected their settings and how the stories are still alive in those places was a powerful experience.




我们思考儿时听过的故事，可以学习到很多事情。那些神奇的角色会一辈子停留在我们的记忆中。童话是民间故事的一个小分支，是祖祖辈辈传承下来的财富。民间故事最重要的，也是最有决定意义的一个特征，就是它属于整个文化，而不属于个人。所以，民间故事可以让我们得以洞察它所从属的文化。

我第一次听到很多老故事，就是在它们的发源地。小的时候，全家人每隔几年都要出国旅行几个月。我家一共六个孩子，父母想出了一个聪明的主意，这个主意改变了我们的一生：让我们学习当地的童话故事。我们在丹麦的时候，就拜访汉斯·克里斯蒂安·安徒生的故居，讨论他的故事，比如《小美人鱼》。在德国，我们就前往《花衣魔笛手》故事的发生地汉姆林村。在巴格达，我们就听《一千零一夜》。在印度和日本的庙宇里，亚洲的故事就鲜活地出现在我们面前。我们看到，这些探险故事是如何反映它们的背景，又是如何在这些地方历久弥新地存活下来，这种体验实在是震撼人心。

不同的人对这些故事会有不同的想象。我以前听过这些故事，也在脑海中勾勒过这些地方的模样。




Various people can imagine the tales quite differently. I had heard the stories before and had pictures in my mind about what the places looked like.

I later learned how these stories portray life issues in miniature. These tales are psychological mirrors that can become more complex as we mature. Bedtime stories have enormous influence over our identities. People identify with certain characters in the stories they heard in childhood. To some degree, many live out these stories, largely unaware of how much the old tales may be shaping our lives.

Mythic stories make up a kind of collective dream that we all have together. If we want to understand our dreams, in many respects, we can look at these stories and study them. A talking animal in a story is often the voice of nature. Among other messages, we are being reminded that we are also animals. We are walking around in animal flesh. We sometimes forget this in our excessively mental, all too industrial culture. We are, first of all, animal creatures. We are not just visitors to nature, or merely caretakers of nature. We are nature. Guiding animals are crucial in mythic stories. Psychologically, this might well represent the wisdom of the body. Meanwhile, sinister or wicked characters may represent aspects of ourselves that have been neglected or rejected.




后来我才发现，这些故事都是生活问题的缩影。它们是我们心理上的镜子，随着我们渐渐成熟会变得越来越复杂。睡前故事对我们的性格有着深远的影响。人们会对号入座，把自己当成童话故事中的某个角色。从某种程度上来说，很多人在按照这些故事展开生活，大多数人都意识不到，这些旧故事会如何塑造我们的人生。

神话故事代表着我们共同拥有的梦想。如果我们想要理解梦想，就可以去读读这些故事。故事中会说话的动物通常是大自然的代言人。这些故事会传递给我们很多信息，会提醒我们，人类也是动物的一种。我们以动物的躯壳在社会上行走。我们有时会忘记这一点，因为我们的文化太过强调脑力，太过工业化。我们首先是动物物种，不仅只是大自然的造访者，或者大自然的管理者。我们就是自然。神话故事中领头的动物都至关重要。从心理学上来说，这可能就代表了身体的智慧。同时，凶恶或邪恶的角色可能就代表着被我们忽视或摈弃的部分。




The ancient tales have their own lives, each with unique, eccentric qualities. Part of the richness is that the same story will have different lessons for each listener. Stories can speak to us in several ways: The practical aspects of our personalities appreciate the assistance provided in prudent decision-making. Our playful energies find the stories to be great fun. The quiet, spiritual side is grateful to have some time invested in reflection. The effects of what we learn might last for a lifetime.




古老的故事有着自己的生命，每一个故事都有自己独特的、非同寻常的品质。它们之所以会如此馥郁，是因为每个听众都能得到不同的感悟。故事能用各种方式跟我们交流：性格中务实的部分会欣然接受童话故事帮助我们作出谨慎的决定；爱玩的天性可能会觉得这些故事带给我们特别大的趣味；安静的灵魂会感激童话故事让我们花一点时间进行自省。而我们学习到的这些东西，可能会对我们产生一辈子的影响。


























Chapter 1 那些陪伴，如此熟悉













Once we dreamt that we were strangers.We wake up to find that we were dear to each other.









有一次，我们梦见大家都是不相识的。我们醒了，却知道我们原是相亲相爱的。


















The Pea Blossom　豌豆花

Andersen









There were once five peas in one shell
 ①
 , they were green, the shell was green, and so they believed that the whole world must be green also, which was a very natural conclusion. The shell grew, and the peas grew, they accommodated themselves to their position, and sat all in a row. The sun shone without and warmed the shell, and the rain made it clear and transparent; it was mild and agreeable in broad daylight, and dark at night, as it generally is; and the peas as they sat there grew bigger and bigger, and more thoughtful as they mused, for they felt there must be something else for them to do.

“Are we to sit here forever?” asked one; “shall we not become hard by sitting so long? It seems to me there must be something outside, and I feel sure of it.”

And as weeks passed by, the peas became yellow, and the shell became yellow.

“All the world is turning yellow, I suppose,” said they—and perhaps they were right.




Suddenly they felt a pull at the shell; it was torn off, and held in human hands, then slipped into the pocket of a jacket in company with other full pods.

“Now we shall soon be opened,” said one—just what they all wanted.


“I should like to know which of us will travel
 furthest,” said the smallest of the five; “we shall soon see now.”

“What is to happen will happen,” said the largest pea.

“Crack” went the shell as it burst, and the five peas rolled out into the bright sunshine. There they lay in a child’s hand. A little boy was holding them tightly, and said they were fine peas for his pea-shooter. And immediately he put one in and shot it out.

“Now I am flying out into the wide world,” said he; “catch me if you can,” and he was gone in a moment.

“I,” said the second, “intend to fly straight to the sun, that is a shell that lets itself be seen, and it will suit me exactly;” and away he went.

“We will go to sleep wherever we find ourselves,” said the two next, “we shall still be rolling onwards;” and they did certainly fall on the floor, and roll about before they got into the pea-shooter; but they were put in for all that. “We shall go farther than the others,” said they.




“What is to happen will happen,” exclaimed the last, as he was shot out of the pea-shooter; and as he spoke he flew up against an old board under a garret-window, and fell into a little crevice
 ②
 , which was almost filled up with moss and soft earth. The moss closed itself round him, and there he lay, a captive indeed, but not unnoticed by God.

“What is to happen will happen,” said he to himself.

Within the little garret lived a poor woman, who went out to clean stoves, chop wood into small pieces and perform such-like hard work, for she was strong and industrious. Yet she remained always poor, and at home in the garret lay her only daughter, not quite grown up, and very delicate and weak. For a whole year she had kept her bed, and it seemed as if she could neither live nor die.

“She is going to her little sister,” said the woman; “I had but the two children, and it was not an easy thing to support both of them; but the good God helped me in my work, and took one of them to himself and provided for her. Now I would gladly keep the other that was left to me, but I suppose they are not to be separated, and my sick girl will very soon go to her sister above.” But the sick girl still remained where she was, quietly and patiently she lay all the day long, while her mother was away from home at her work.




Spring came, and one morning early the sun shone brightly through the little window, and threw its rays over the floor of the room. Just as the mother was going to her work, the sick girl fixed her gaze on the lowest pane of the window—“Mother,” she exclaimed, “what can that little green thing be that peeps in at the window? It is moving in the wind.”

The mother stepped to the window and half opened it. “Oh!” she said, “There is actually a little pea which has taken root and is putting out its green leaves. How could it have got into this crack? Well now, here is a little garden for you to amuse yourself with.” So the bed of the sick girl was drawn nearer to the window, that she might see the budding plant; and the mother went out to her work.

“Mother, I believe I shall get well,” said the sick child in the evening, “the sun has shone in here so brightly and warmly today, and the little pea is thriving so well: I shall get on better, too, and go out into the warm sunshine again.”

“God grant it!” said the mother, but she did not believe it would be so. But she propped up
 ③
 with the little stick the green plant which had given her child such pleasant hopes of life, so that it might not be broken by the winds; she tied the piece of string to the window-sill and to the upper part of the frame, so that the pea-tendrils might twine round it when it shot up. And it did shoot up, indeed it might almost be seen to grow from day to day.





“Now really here is a flower coming,” said the old
 woman one morning, and now at last she began to encourage the hope that her sick daughter might really recover. She remembered that for some time the child had spoken more cheerfully, and during the last few
 days had raised herself in bed in the morning to look with sparkling eyes at her little garden which contained only a single pea-plant. A week after, the invalid sat up for the first time a whole hour, feeling quite happy by the open window in the warm sunshine while outside grew the little plant, and on it a pink pea-blossom in full bloom. The little maiden bent down and gently kissed the delicate leaves. This day was to her like a festival.

“Our heavenly Father Himself has planted that pea, and made it grow and flourish, to bring joy to you and hope to me, my blessed child,”said the happy mother, and she smiled at the flower, as if it had been an angel from God.




But what became of the other peas? Why the one who flew out into the wide world, and said, “Catch me if you can,” fell into a gutter on the roof of a house, and ended his travels in the crop of a pigeon. The two lazy ones were carried quite as far, for they also were eaten by pigeons, so they were at least of some use; but the fourth, who wanted to reach the sun, fell into a sink and lay there in the dirty water for days and weeks, till he had swelled to a great size.

“I am getting beautifully fat,” said the pea, “I expect I shall burst at last; no pea could do more that that, I think; I am the most remarkable of all the five which were in the shell.” And the sink confirmed the opinion.

But the young maiden stood at the open garret window, with sparkling eyes and the rosy hue of health on her cheeks, she folded her thin hands over the pea-blossom, and thanked God for what He had done.









从前，有一个豌豆荚里住着五颗豌豆。豌豆是绿色的，豌豆荚也是绿色的，所以他们理所当然地相信整个世界都是绿色的。豌豆荚渐渐生长，豌豆也渐渐生长，他们并肩坐成一排，适应了自己在豌豆荚里的位置。太阳在外面的天空照耀着，让豌豆荚变得温暖，雨水又
 让它变得清澈透明；白天他温暖惬意，晚上又跟普通豌豆一样变得漆黑一片。豌豆们坐在豆荚里，越长越大。而且，随着他们的思考，他们也越来越有想法，因为他们觉得，世界上肯定还有别的事情等着它们去做。




“我们要在这里永远坐下去吗？”一颗豌豆问道，“我们这么一直坐着，会不会变得僵硬啊？我觉得外面好像有些什么事情要发生，而且我很确定这一点。”

几周过去了，豌豆慢慢变成黄色，豌豆荚也渐渐变成黄色。

“整个世界都在变成黄色吧。”他们说——他们可能是对的。

突然，他们感到有人拉了一下豌豆荚；豌豆荚打开了，被放到了人的手上，然后跟其他饱满的豌豆荚一起，放进了一件大衣的口袋里。

“现在有人要把我们打开了。”其中一个豌豆说——这就是他们想要的。

“我想知道我们谁能旅行到最远的地方。”最小的一颗豌豆说，“我们很快就知道了。”

“该发生的就会发生。”最大的那颗豌豆说。

豌豆荚“咔”地一声打开了，五颗豌豆滚到了明亮的阳光下。他们躺在一个小孩的手掌里。小男孩紧紧地抓着他们，说他们很适合自己的玩具枪。他很快就把一颗豌豆放进玩具枪里，把他发射了出去。




“现在我要飞向广阔的世界了。”小豌豆说，“谁要能抓住我就试试。”然后他就被发射了出去。

“我，”第二颗豌豆说，“我要直接飞到太阳上，所有人一抬头就能看得见，这个地方很适合我。”然后他也被发射走了。

“我们不管去到哪，都会睡觉。”接下来发射的两颗豌豆说，“我们会继续往前滚。”他们掉在了地板上，在进入玩具枪之前先在地上滚了个来回。但是，小男孩又把他们放进了玩具枪里。“我们会比其他人走得更远的。”他们说。

“该发生的就会发生。”最后一颗豌豆被射出玩具枪时说。他说着这句话，就被弹到阁楼窗户下的旧板子上，掉进了一个被青苔和软土填满的裂缝里。青苔把他团团围住，他躺在下面，就像是一个俘虏，但是上帝并没有忘记这个俘虏。

“该发生的就会发生。”他对自己说。

小阁楼里住着一个贫困的女人，她出去帮别人清理炉子，把木材砍成小块，做诸如此类的苦力活。她很强壮，也很勤奋，但是她一直很贫穷。小阁楼的家里躺着她唯一的女儿，还没有完全长大，非常虚弱。她在床上躺了一整年，好像既不会死去，也不能活下来。

女人说：“她要去找她姐姐了，我只有这两个孩子，要养活她们真不容易，但是好心的上帝帮助了我，把其中一个带到他身边抚养。现在我很高兴能养育另外一个，但是我想她们还是不能分开的，我生病的女儿很快就要去天堂找她姐姐了。”但是，母亲出门工作的时候，生病的女孩还是每天平静而耐心地躺在那里。




春天来了。一天早晨，太阳明亮地照进小窗户，光线洒在房间的地板上。就在母亲要出门工作的时候，病重的女孩紧盯着窗户最下面的窗格玻璃——“妈妈，”她惊叫一声，“从窗户爬进来的那个绿色的东西是什么？它在风里飘来飘去的。”

母亲走到窗户旁，把窗户打开了一半。“哦！”她说，“有一颗小豌豆在这儿扎根了，正在长出绿色的嫩苗。它怎么会掉进这个裂缝呢？那你现在就有一个小花园可以玩了。”母亲把小女孩的床挪到窗户旁，这样她就能看到发芽的植物；然后，母亲又出门上班去了。

“妈妈，我相信我能好起来的。”晚上，病中的孩子说道，“今天太阳好明亮、好温暖，小豌豆长得真好：我也应该好起来，再次走到温暖的阳光中去。”

“上帝保佑！”母亲说，但是她自己都不相信女儿会好起来。她把给女儿带来如此美好的生的希望的绿色豌豆苗用小棍支起来，这样它就不会被风吹倒；她把一根绳子绑在窗沿和窗格上面，这样豌豆长出须蔓的时候就可以绕着绳子往上爬。豌豆的确长出了须蔓，小女孩几乎每天都能看到它的生长。




“真的有一朵花开了。”一天早上，老妇人说。现在，她终于开始鼓励自己抱有希望，希望生病的女儿能好起来。她记得有段时间女儿说话的声音更加欢快了，过去几天早上还从床上坐起来，双眼焕发着神采，看着那只有一棵豌豆苗的花园。一个星期之后，卧床的孩子第一次从床上坐起来，在窗边坐了整整一个小时，她沐浴在温暖的阳光中，心情很好。小豌豆苗在外面生长着，粉红色的豌豆花正开得饱满。小女孩弯下身，轻轻地吻了吻娇嫩的叶子。这一天对她来说就像是一个节日。

“我们的天父种下了这颗豌豆，让它生长壮大，给你带来喜悦，给我带来希望，我幸运的孩子。”母亲高兴地说，她对着花儿微笑，仿佛它是上帝派来的天使。

但是，其他的豌豆都去哪儿了呢？那个飞向外面的广阔世界，说着“能抓到我就试试”的豌豆，掉进了屋顶的檐槽里，在一个鸽子窝里结束了自己的旅行。两颗懒惰的豌豆也走得差不多远，他们也被鸽子吃掉了，但是他们至少还有点作用；但是，想要到达太阳的第四颗豌豆，掉进了一个水槽里，在脏水里躺了好几个星期，全身都泡肿了，变成了巨大的一颗。

“我正在变胖变美。”豌豆说，“我最后肯定会炸开，没有一颗豌豆能做得比我更好。我是五颗豌豆里最出众的一个。”水槽也印证了它的这个想法。




但是，小女孩站在小阁楼的窗户前，眼睛发亮，脸上带着健康的红晕。她把纤细的双手合在豌豆花上，感谢上帝给了她这朵豌豆花。
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①
 shell [ʃɛl]
 n.（
 贝、
 卵、
 坚果等的）
 壳；
 外壳；
 炮弹； （
 人的）
 表面性格


②
 crevice[ˈkrɛvɪs]
 n.（
 尤指岩石的）
 裂缝，
 缺口


③
 prop up 支持，
 资助；
 戗；
 擎；
 撑














The Seven Ravens　七只乌鸦

The Brothers Grimm









There was once a man who had seven sons, and still he had no daughter, however much he wished for one. At length his wife again gave him hope of a child, and when it came into the world it was a girl.

The joy was great, but the child was sickly and small, and had to be privately baptized on account of its weakness. The father sent one of the boys in haste to the spring to fetch water for the baptism
 ①
 . The other six went with him, and as each of them wanted to be first to fill it, the jug fell into the well. There they stood and did not know what to do, and none of them dared to go home. As they still did not return, the father grew impatient, and said, “They have certainly forgotten it for some game, the wicked boys!” He became afraid that the girl would have to die without being baptized, and in his anger cried, “I wish the boys were all turned into ravens.” Hardly was the word spoken before he heard a whirring of wings over his head in the air, looked up and saw seven coal-black ravens flying away. The parents could not recall the curse, and however sad they were at the loss of their seven sons, they still to some extent comforted themselves with their dear little daughter, who soon grew strong and every day became more beautiful.




For a long time she did not know that she had had brothers, for her parents were careful not to mention them before her, but one day she accidentally heard some people saying of herself, “that the girl was certainly beautiful, but that in reality she was to blame for the misfortune which had befallen her seven brothers.” Then she was much troubled, and went to her father and mother and asked if it was true that she had had brothers, and what had become of them? The parents now dared keep the secret no longer, but said that what had befallen her brothers was the will of Heaven, and that her birth had only been the innocent cause. But the maiden took it to heart daily, and thought she must deliver
 ②
 her brothers. She had no rest or peace until she set out secretly, and went forth into the wide world to trace out her brothers and set them free, let it cost what it might. She took nothing with her but a little ring belonging to her parents as a keepsake, a loaf of bread against hunger, a little pitcher of water against thirst, and a little chair as a provision against weariness.





And now she went continually onwards, far, far to the very end of the world. Then she came to the sun, but it was too hot and terrible, and devoured little children. Hastily she ran away, and ran to the moon, but it was far too cold, and also awful and malicious, and when it saw the child, it said, “I smell, I smell the flesh of men.” On this she ran swiftly away, and came to the stars, which were kind and good to her, and each of them sat on its own particular little chair. But the morning star arose, and gave her the drumstick of a chicken, and said, “If you thou hast not that drumstick thou canst not open the Glass Mountain, and in the Glass Mountain are thy brothers.
 ”

The maiden took the drumstick, wrapped it carefully in a cloth, and went onwards again until she came to the Glass Mountain. The door was shut, and she thought she would take out the drumstick; but when she undid the cloth, it was empty, and she had lost the good star’s present. What was she now to do? She wished to rescue her brothers, and had no key to the Glass Mountain. The good sister took a knife, cut off one of her little fingers, put it in the door, and succeeded in opening it. When she had gone inside, a little dwarf came to meet her, who said, “My child, what are you looking for?” “I am looking for my brothers, the seven ravens,” she replied. The dwarf said, “The lord ravens are not at home, but if you will wait here until they come, step in.” Thereupon the little dwarf carried the ravens’ dinner in, on seven little plates, and in seven little glasses, and the little sister ate a morsel from each plate, and from each little glass she took a sip, but in the last little glass she dropped the ring which she had brought away with her.





Suddenly she heard a whirring of wings and a rushing through the air, and then the little dwarf said, “Now the lord ravens are flying home.” Then they came, and wanted to eat and drink, and looked for their little plates and glasses. Then said one after the other, “Who has eaten something from my plate? Who has drunk out of my little glass? It was a human mouth.” And when the seventh came to the bottom of the glass, the ring rolled against his mouth. Then he looked at it, and saw that it was a ring belonging to his father and mother, and said, “God grant that our sister may be here, and then we shall be free.” When the maiden, who was standing behind the door watching, heard that wish, she came forth, and on this all the ravens were restored to their human form again. And they
 embraced
 ③
 and kissed each other, and went joyfully home.











从前有一个人，他有七个儿子，但是却没有女儿，不管他多么想要一个女儿，都始终未能如愿。最后，他的妻子终于又怀孕了，为他生下一个女儿。

小女孩的到来让大家开心极了，但是她却瘦小多病，身体虚弱得只能私下在家受洗。父亲赶忙让七个儿子中的一个去溪边取受洗要用的水。另外六个儿子也都跟着一起去了，但是每个人都争着做第一个往水罐里装水的人，于是水罐掉进了井里。他们站在小溪边，不知道该怎么办，也没有人敢回家。他们迟迟未归，父亲在家等得着急了，说道：“他们肯定玩游戏去了，忘了这件事。这几个小兔崽子！”他害怕小女孩还没有受洗就要离开人世，非常生气，于是大喊一声：“我希望他们几个都变成黑乌鸦！”话还没说完，他就听见头顶的空气中传来翅膀呼呼的声音，抬头一看，只见七只炭黑色的乌鸦向远方飞去。父母二人已经不能收回诅咒，但是不管他们失去了七个儿子有多么悲痛，都还可以用宝贝小女儿来安慰自己。小女儿一天天地长大了，变得越来越健壮，越来越美丽。

很长一段时间里，小女孩都不知道自己原来还有哥哥，父母都很小心，不会在她面前提起。但是有一天，她意外地听到有人在议论自己：“那个女孩长得是很漂亮，但是她七个哥哥会有那种遭遇，全都是因为她。”她万分苦恼，便去问父母，自己之前是否真的有哥哥，他们后来怎么样了。父母再也不敢保守这个秘密，但是他们告诉她，哥哥们的遭遇是上帝的旨意，她只是无辜的导火索而已。但是小女孩每天都记着这件事情，觉得自己必须去救哥哥们。她一刻都不得安宁，最后终于秘密地出发，走到了外面广阔的世界。她不惜一切代价都要找到自己的哥哥们，把他们解救出来。她身上什么都没带，只带了一枚属于父母的小戒指作为纪念，一块面包以抵御饥寒，一小水罐的水用来止渴，一把小椅子以抵御疲惫。




她马不停蹄地往前走，走到了天边。她走到太阳跟前，但是它太过炙热，太过可怕，会把小孩生吞活剥了。她匆忙逃跑，又走到月亮跟前，但是月亮太冷了，生性邪恶，她看见小女孩，对她说：“我闻到了，我闻到了人类的肉香。”小女孩听见这句话，迅速地逃跑了。她又来到星星面前，星星们都很好，对她也很好。每颗星星都坐在自己的小椅子上。清晨时分，星星站起来，给了她一根鸡腿，说：“如果你没有这根鸡腿，就没办法打开玻璃山，你的哥哥们都在玻璃山里面。”

小女孩拿起鸡腿，用一块布把它小心地包裹起来，又继续往前走，最后来到了玻璃山。玻璃山的门紧紧关闭着，她想她应该把鸡腿拿出来，但是打开布之后，却发现里面空空如也，原来她弄丢了星星好心的礼物。她现在应该怎么办呢？她希望能救哥哥们，但是却没有玻璃山的钥匙。善良的妹妹拿出一把刀，割断了自己的一根小手指，放进门锁里，结果成功地打开了门。她进去之后，一个小矮人走过来，对她说：“我的孩子，你在找什么？”“我在找我的哥哥，他们是七只黑乌鸦，”她回答说。小矮人又说：“乌鸦公爵现在不在家，不过你可以在这里等他们回来，进来吧。”于是小矮人用七个小盘子和七个小杯子把乌鸦的晚餐端了进来。小女孩从每个盘子里吃了点东西，从每个玻璃杯里抿了一口水，但是，带出来的戒指不慎掉进了最后一个小杯子里。




突然，她听见翅膀呼呼拍动的声音，听见有什么东西从风中穿过，又听见小矮人说：“乌鸦公爵现在正在往家里飞。”很快，乌鸦们就到了玻璃山。他们想吃东西、喝水，都在找自己的小盘子和小杯子，一个接着一个地说：“谁动了我盘子里的东西？谁从我的杯子里喝水了？是人类的嘴动了我们的晚餐。”当第七只乌鸦喝完整杯水后，戒指在他的嘴上滚动。他看了一眼，认出它是父亲和母亲的戒指，便说道：“上帝保佑，希望我们的妹妹在这里，这样我们就可以重获自由了。” 少女站在门背后看着他们，听见了这个愿望，便走了出来。这一瞬间，所有的乌鸦都还原成了人形。他们互相拥抱和亲吻，快快乐乐地回到家去。
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①
 baptism [ˈbæpˌtɪzəm]
 n. （
 基督教的）
 洗礼；
 严峻考验


②
 deliver [dɪˈlɪvɚ]
 v. 解救，
 拯救


③
 embrace [ɛmˈbres]
 v. 拥抱














The Clever Little Tailor　聪明的小裁缝

The Brothers Grimm










Once upon a time there was a princess who was ever so proud: if any man came to woo her she would set him a riddle, and if he couldn’t guess it he was laughed to scorn and sent packing. She also had it made known that whoever did guess the answer to her riddle should marry her, no matter who he might be. And indeed, in the end it so happened that three tailors were making the attempt at the same time. The two eldest reckoned that as they had already successfully sewn many a delicate stitch, they could hardly go wrong and were bound to succeed here as well; the third was a
 feckless
 ①
 , giddy young fellow who didn’t even know his trade properly but thought he was bound to have luck in this case, for if not, then what luck would he ever have in any other case. The two others said to him: “You’d better just stay at home, you with your feather-brain won’t get far.” But the young tailor wouldn’t be put off, saying that he had set his heart on this enterprise and would manage all right; and off he went, sauntering along as if the whole world belonged to him
 .





So all three of them appeared before the princess and asked her to put her riddle to them: she would find, they said, that she had met her match this time, because their wits were so sharp that you could thread a needle with them. So the princess said: “I have two kinds of hair on my head, what colors are they?” “That’s easy,” said the first, “I think they’re black and white, like the cloth they call pepper and salt.” The princess said: “You’ve guessed wrong; let the second of you answer.” So the second said: “If it’s not black and white, then it’s brown and red like my respected father’s frock-coat.” “Wrong again,” said the princess. “Let the third of you answer, I can see he knows it for sure.” So the young tailor stepped forward boldly and said: “The princess has silver and gold hair on her head, and those are the two colors.” When the princess heard that, she turned pale and nearly fainted away in alarm, for the young tailor had guessed right, and she had been convinced that no one in the world would be able to do so. When she had recovered herself she said: “This still doesn’t give you the right to marry me, there’s something else you must do first. Down in the stable there’s a bear, and you must spend the night with him. If you’re still alive when I get up tomorrow morning, then you shall marry me.” But she thought that she would get rid of the young tailor in this way, because no one had ever got into this bear’s clutches and lived to tell the tale. But the young tailor wasn’t to be daunted. “Nothing
 venture
 ②
 , nothing win,” he commented cheerfully.





So that evening our young friend was taken down to the bear’s den. And sure enough, the bear at once advanced on the little fellow, meaning to welcome him with a good swipe of his paw. “Not so fast, not so fast,” said the young tailor, “I’ll soon take the steam out of you.” And in leisurely manner, as if he were quite unconcerned, he took some walnuts out of his pocket, cracked them open with his teeth and ate the kernels. When the bear saw this, his appetite was whetted and he wanted some nuts as well. The young tailor put his hand in his pocket and held out some to him: these, however, weren’t nuts but pebbles. The bear stuck them in his mouth, but couldn’t crack a single one of them, bite as he might. Goodness me, what a booby I am, thought the bear, I can’t even crack nuts. And he said to the young tailor: “Hey, crack these nuts for me!” “There now, what a fellow you are!” said the tailor. “A big muzzle like that and you can’t even crack a little nut!” And he took the stones, but nimbly put a nut into his mouth instead, and crack! He bit open the shell. “I must try that again,” said the bear. “To look at you doing it, you’d think I’d find it easy.” So the young tailor gave him another lot of pebbles, and the bear worked away at them, biting for dear life. But as you may imagine, they were more than he could crack. After this, the young tailor pulled out a fiddle from under his coat and began playing a tune on it. When the bear heard the music, he couldn’t help himself and began to dance, and when he’d danced for a little he found himself enjoying it so much that he said to the tailor. “Tell me, is it difficult to play the fiddle?” “It’s child’s play: look, my left hand fingers the strings, my right hand scrapes away at them with the bow, and out comes a merry noise, tralala.” “Then I could dance whenever I liked. What do you say to that? Will you give me lessons?” “I’ll be delighted to,” said the tailor, “If you have the skill for it. But let’s have a look at your paws: they’re a mighty length, I’ll have to pare your nails down a bit.” So a vice was fetched, and the bear held out his paws, but the young tailor screwed them in tightly and said: “Now wait till I get the scissors.” So saying, he left the bear to stand there and growl
 ③
 , lay down in the corner on a pile of straw and went to sleep.




The princess, hearing the bear growl so loudly that night, assumed that he must be growling with satisfaction, having made an end of the tailor. In the morning she got up feeling very pleased and not worried at all, but when she took a look at the stable there was the young tailor standing outside it cock-a-hoop and safe and sound. So then there was nothing more she could say, because she’d publicly promised to marry him; and the king sent for a carriage to take her and the tailor to church to be married. As they drove off, the other two tailors, who were false-hearted and envied him his good fortune, went into the stable and unscrewed the bear. The bear in a great rage charged off in pursuit of the carriage. The princess heard him growling and snorting and cried out in terror: “Oh, the bear’s after us, he’s coming to get you!” With great presence of mind the tailor stood on his head, stuck his legs out of the window and shouted: “Do you see this vice? If you don’t clear off I’ll screw you back into it.” When the bear saw that, he turned round and ran away. Our young friend then drove on to the church as calm as you like, and the princess gave him her hand at the altar, and he lived with her as happy as a woodlark. There’s a fine of three marks for anyone who doesn’t believe this story.








从前有一个公主，她非常骄傲自大：如果有男人胆敢追求她，她就出一道谜语，要是猜不出来，她就会大声嘲笑他，并把他赶走。她还宣布，要是有谁能猜中谜语，不管他是做什么的，她都会嫁给他。最后，有三个裁缝同时决定去向公主求婚。两个年龄比较大的裁缝想，他们已经成功做出了那么多美丽的衣裳，这次肯定不会出错，一定能猜出来；最小的那个裁缝是一个没什么计划的冒失鬼，衣服做得还不太好，但是他觉得，自己这次一定会有好运气。因为，如果他这次都没有好运气，以后什么事情才会有好运气呢？另外两个裁缝对他说：“你还是呆在家里吧，你那个榆木脑袋，做不成什么事情的。”但是，年轻的裁缝并没有受到这句话的影响，他说自己已经决心要去做这件事，就肯定要做好。然后他迈着轻快的步伐走了，
 仿佛整个世界都是他的一样。




于是，他们三个人一同出现在公主面前，让公主出谜语考他们。他们说，公主一定会发现，终于遇到了配得上自己的人，因为他们实在是心细如针。公主出题道：“我头上有两种头发，分别是什么颜色的？”“这道题太简单了，”第一个人说，“黑色和白色，就像我们用的黑白相间的布料。”公主说：“你猜错了，请第二个人猜吧。”第二个人说：“如果不是黑色和白色，那就是棕色和红色，就像我父亲大人的长礼服一样。”“又错了，”公主说，“让第三个人猜吧，我一看他就知道他知道答案。”年轻的裁缝大胆地向前走了一步，说：“公主头上的头发是银色和金色的，就是这两种颜色。”公主听到这句话，脸色瞬间变得苍白，既惊又怕，几乎要晕倒了，因为年轻的裁缝猜对了，而她之前一直深信，世界上没有人能猜得对。她回过神来之后，说：“你猜对了，但是你现在还没有跟我结婚的权利，你要先去做点事情。下面的马厩里有一只熊，你要跟他住一个晚上，明天早上我起床的时候如果你还活着，那你就能跟我结婚。”然而，她想的是，
 她可以用这种方式摆脱年轻的裁缝，因为凡是落入熊掌的人，还没有能活着出来的。但是，年轻的裁缝并没有被吓倒。“不入虎穴，焉得虎子。”他开心地说。




那天晚上，我们年轻的朋友就被带进了熊的洞穴。当然，熊一看见小裁缝，就走到他面前，想用爪子好好迎接一下他。“别这么快杀我，”年轻的裁缝说，“我很快就能让你安静下来。”他仿佛毫无顾虑一般，非常缓慢地从口袋里掏出一些核桃，用牙齿咬开它们，吃掉了核桃仁。熊看到他吃核桃，马上就受到了诱惑，也想吃一些核桃。年轻的裁缝把手放进口袋里，
 掏出一些递给他：但是这些不是核桃，而是鹅卵石。熊把鹅卵石放进嘴里，但是不管它怎么咬，却一个都咬不开。天啊，我真是个笨蛋，熊想，我连个核桃都咬不开。他对年轻的裁缝说：“嘿，你帮我把这些核桃咬开。”“这就对了嘛，现在你多友好。”裁缝说：“你嘴那么大，竟然连个核桃都咬不开！”他拿起石头，但是灵活地把一颗核桃放进了嘴里，咔地一声就咬开了。“我得再试试，”熊说，“看你咬，好像觉得挺容易的。”年轻的裁缝又给了他一些鹅卵石，熊开始死命地咬。但是，正如你所想象的那样，他根本不可能把鹅卵石咬开。这之后，年轻的裁缝又从衣服里拿出一把小提琴，开始演奏一首乐曲。熊听见音乐的时候，不由自主地跳起舞来。他跳了一会，发现自己乐在其中，就对裁缝说：“告诉我，拉小提琴难吗？”“小提琴啊，小孩子都会拉。你看，我用左手轻触琴弦，右手拉动琴弓，就会演奏出欢快的音乐，刷啦啦。”“那我可以想什么时候跳舞就什么时候跳舞了。你觉得怎么样，你愿意教我吗？”“我很愿意，”裁缝说，“如果你有这个能力的话。但是，我们先来看看你的爪子吧，它们太长了，我得把它们削去一点。”于是他让人拿来了一把老虎钳。熊伸出爪子来，可年轻的裁缝却把它们紧紧地固定在一起，说：“现在你等我去拿剪刀。”他一边说着这句话，一边离开了熊圈。熊躺在角落里的一堆稻草上大声咆哮，然后睡了过去。




公主那天晚上听见熊大声咆哮，以为是他吃掉了裁缝发出了满足的吼叫。早上起床后，她非常高兴，一点儿也不担心裁缝还活着。但是，她看了一眼马厩，发现年轻的裁缝居然毫发无伤，得意洋洋地站在外面。这下她就没什么好说的了，因为她已经公开答应了要跟他结婚。国王差人送来一辆马车，带她和裁缝去教堂结婚。他们把马车开走的时候，另外两个奸诈的裁缝羡慕小裁缝的好运气，便走进马厩，解开了熊的爪子。熊愤怒地一跃而起，从马车后面追赶而来。公主听到熊的怒吼和喘息，惊慌地大叫：“熊在我们后面，他来抓你了！”裁缝平心静气地倒立起来，
 把两条腿伸到窗户外面，大声喊道：“你看到这个老虎钳了吗？如果你不赶紧跑回去，我就把你的两个爪子再夹起来。”熊看见他的双腿后，立马转身跑了回去。我们年轻的朋友就这样镇定自若地驾着马车到了教堂，公主在圣坛上把手交给了他，他像一只云雀一样幸福地同她生活在一起。据说，谁要是不相信这个故事，脸上就会留下三条熊爪印。
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①
 feckless [ˈfɛklɪs]
 a. 不负责任的，
 没有价值的


②
 venture [ˈvɛntʃɚ]
 n. 冒险；
 冒险行动


③
 growl [graul]
 v. 怒吼；
 嘟哝


















The Three Languages　三种语言

The Brothers Grimm









An aged count once lived in Switzerland, who had an only son, but he was stupid, and could learn nothing. Then said the father: “Hark you, my son, try as I will I can get nothing into your head. You must go from hence; I will give you into the care of a celebrated master, who shall see what he can do with you.” The youth was sent into a strange town, and remained a whole year with the master. At the end of this time, he came home again, and his father asked: “Now, my son, what have you learnt?” “Father, I have learnt what the dogs say when they bark.” “Lord have mercy on us!” cried the father; “is that all you have learnt? I will send you into another town, to another master.” The youth was taken thither, and stayed a year with this master likewise. When he came back the father again asked: “My son, what have you learnt?” He answered: “Father, I have learnt what the birds say.” Then the father fell into a rage and said: “Oh, you lost man, you have spent the precious time and learnt nothing; are you not ashamed to appear before my eyes? I will send you to a third master, but if you learn nothing this time also, I will no longer be your father.” The youth remained a whole year with the third master also, and when he came home again, and his father inquired: “My son, what have you learnt?” He answered: “Dear father, I have this year learnt what the frogs croak.” Then the father fell into the most furious anger, sprang up, called his people thither, and said: “This man is no longer my son, I drive him forth, and command you to take him out into the forest, and kill him.” They took him forth, but when they should have killed him, they could not do it for pity, and let him go, and they cut the eyes and tongue out of a deer that they might carry them to the old man as a token
 ①
 .




The youth wandered on, and after some time came to a fortress where he begged for a night’s lodging. “Yes,” said the lord of the castle, “if you will pass the night down there in the old tower, go thither; but I warn you, it is at the peril of your life, for it is full of wild dogs, which bark and howl without stopping, and at certain hours a man has to be given to them, whom they at once devour.” The whole district was in sorrow and dismay because of them, and yet no one could do anything to stop this. The youth, however, was without fear, and said: “Just let me go down to the barking dogs, and give me something that I can throw to them; they will do nothing to harm me.” As he himself would have it so, they gave him some food for the wild animals, and led him down to the tower. When he went inside, the dogs did not bark at him, but wagged their tails quite amicably around him, ate what he set before them, and did not hurt one hair of his head. Next morning, to the astonishment of everyone, he came out again safe and unharmed, and said to the lord of the castle: “The dogs have revealed to me, in their own language, why they dwell there, and bring evil on the land. They are bewitched, and are obliged to watch over a great treasure which is below in the tower, and they can have no rest until it is taken away, and I have likewise learnt, from their discourse, how that is to be done.” Then all who heard this rejoiced, and the lord of the castle said he would adopt him as a son if he accomplished it successfully. He went down again, and as he knew what he had to do, he did it thoroughly, and brought a chest full of gold out with him. The howling of the wild dogs was henceforth heard no more; they had disappeared, and the country was freed from the trouble.




After some time he took it in his head that he would travel to Rome. On the way he passed by a marsh, in which a number of frogs were sitting croaking. He listened to them, and when he became aware of what they were saying, he grew very thoughtful and sad. At last he arrived in Rome, where the Pope had just died, and there was great doubt among the cardinals as to whom they should appoint as his successor. They at length agreed that the person should be chosen as pope who should be distinguished by some divine and miraculous token. And just as that was decided on, the young count entered into the church, and suddenly two snow white doves flew on his shoulders and remained sitting there. The ecclesiastics recognized therein the token from above, and asked him on the spot if he would be pope. He was undecided, and knew not if he were worthy of this, but the doves counseled him to do it, and at length he said yes. Then was he anointed
 ②
 and consecrated
 ③
 , and thus was fulfilled what he had heard from the frogs on his way, which had so affected him, that he was to be his Holiness the Pope. Then he had to sing a mass, and did not know one word of it, but the two doves sat continually on his shoulders, and said it all in his ear.








从前，有一位生活在瑞士的年迈伯爵，他只有一个儿子，而这个儿子特别傻，什么都学不会。这位伯爵对他说：“听着，我的儿子，我怎么努力都没办法让你学到东西。从今以后，你必须离开，我会把你交给一位有名的师傅，看看他能让你学到什么。”之后，年轻人去了一个陌生的城镇，跟着那位师傅呆了一年。一年之后，他又回到家，他的父亲问道：“我的儿子，你学到什么了？”“父亲，我学到了狗叫是什么意思。”“天啊，可怜可怜我们吧！”父亲说，“你就学到了这些？我要把你送到另外一个镇子去，让另一位师傅教教你。”年轻人又被带到了另外一个镇上，跟这位师傅呆了一年。等他回来时，父亲又问他：“我的儿子，你学到了什么？”他回答说：“父亲，我学到了鸟儿的语言。”父亲听后勃然大怒，说：“烂泥扶不上墙，你浪费了宝贵的时间，还什么都没学到，你还好意思在我面前出现？我要把你送到第三个师傅那去，如果这次你还是什么都没学到，我就跟你断绝父子关系。”年轻人跟第三个师傅呆了一整年，当他再一次回家的时候，父亲问他：“我的儿子，你学到什么了？”他回答说：“亲爱的父亲，这一年我学的是青蛙的叫声。”父亲怒不可遏，气得跳了起来，叫来了手下，对他们说：“他以后不是我的儿子了，我命令你们把他带到森林里杀死。”手下把他带到了森林，他们本来应该杀了他，但是出于同情心，他们没有这么做，只是挖出了一头鹿的眼睛和舌头，带回老头那里作为信物。






年轻人在森林里徘徊，过了一会儿，来到了一座城堡面前，他请求主人让他在那里住一个晚上。“没问题。”城堡的主人说，“如果你愿意在下面的旧塔楼里住一晚上，我就可以收留你。但是我警告你，你可能会有生命危险；因为下面都是野狗，它们会不停地大叫。每过一段时间，我们就要给它们送一个活人，它们会狼吞虎咽地吃掉。”因为有了它们，整个地区都处于悲痛和惊恐之中，不过也没有人能对付它们。但是年轻人并不害怕，他说：“让我下去跟它们交流吧，给我一些可以扔给它们吃的东西；它们不会伤害我的。”由于他一直坚持，主人就给了他一些野狗的食物，带着他来到了高塔下面。他走进去的时候，狗并没有对他吼叫，反而友好地在他周围摇尾巴；他把什么东西放到它们面前，它们就吃什么，没有伤害他一根头发。第二天早上，他毫发无伤地走了出来，每个人都感到很惊讶。他对城堡的主人说：“狗已经用它们自己的语言告诉了我它们为什么会住在下面，为什么会给这片土地带来邪恶。它们被施了魔法，它们有义务看管塔底的一大笔宝物，在宝物被人拿出来之前，它们都无法休息。我还从它们的谈话中得知，这笔宝物应该怎样才能拿出来。”所有人听到这个消息都很高兴。城堡的公爵对他说，如果他能成功地把宝物拿出来，他就收他做儿子。他又来到了高塔下面，他知道自己要怎么做，所以做得万无一失，回来时带回了一大箱金子。从此之后，人们再也没有听见过野狗的嚎叫；它们消失了，国家又恢复了安宁。




过了一段时间，他决定去罗马旅行。路上经过一片沼泽地，里面有很多青蛙在叫。他听清它们的谈话之后，变得十分伤感，开始思考很多问题。最后，他终于来到了罗马，罗马的大主教刚刚去世，红衣主教正不知该选谁来做继承人。最后，他们都一致同意，选作大主教的人必须带有某种神圣的、奇迹般的信物。他们刚刚决定这一点，年轻的伯爵就走进了教堂，突然，两只雪白的鸽子飞到了他的肩膀上，一直坐在那里不动。牧师把两只鸽子看作上天的信物，当场就问他是否愿意当教皇。他犹豫不决，不知道自己是否能承担教皇的责任，但是两只鸽子建议他接受这个职位，于是他同意了。他被施以涂油礼，举行了任命仪式。他在路上听到的青蛙的话得到了验证。青蛙说他会成为大主教，这句话对他产生了很深的影响。然后他必须去唱弥撒曲，但是他根本不知道该怎么唱，而那两只鸽子就一直坐在他肩膀上，唱给他听。
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①
 token [ˈtokən]
 n. 信物，
 纪念品；
 记号


②
 anoint [əˈnɔɪnt]
 v. （
 宗教仪式上）
 抹油使神圣化；（
 如奉圣意般地）
 选定





③
 consecrate [ˈkɑnsɪˌkret]
 v. 把……
 奉为神圣；
 奉献；
 使神圣






















Frau Holle　霍勒大妈

The Brothers Grimm









A widow had two daughters, the one was beautiful and industrious
 ①
 , the other ugly and lazy. She greatly favored the ugly, lazy girl, because she was her own daughter. And the other one had to do all the work, and be the Cinderella of the house.

Every day the poor girl had to sit by a well, next to the highway, and spin so much that her fingers bled. Now it happened that one day the reel was completely bloody, so she dipped it in the well, to wash it off, but it dropped out of her hand and fell in. She cried, ran to her stepmother, and told her of the mishap. She scolded her so sharply, and was so merciless that she said, “Since you have let the reel fall in, you must fetch it out again.”


Then the girl went back to the well, and did not know what to do. Terrified, she jumped into the well to get the reel. She lost her senses. And when she awoke and came to herself again, she was in a beautiful meadow where the sun was shining, and there were many thousands of flowers. She walked across this meadow and came to an oven full of bread. The bread called out, “Oh, take me out. Take me out, or I’ll burn. I’ve been thoroughly baked for a long time.” So she stepped up to it, and with a baker’s peel took everything out, one loaf after the other.







After that she walked further and came to a tree laden with apples. “Shake me. Shake me. We apples are all ripe.” cried the tree. So she shook the tree until the apples fell as though it were raining apples. When none were left in the tree, she gathered them into a pile, and then continued on her way.

Finally she came to a small house. An old woman was peering out from inside. She had very large teeth, which frightened the girl, and she wanted to run away. But the old woman called out to her, “Don’t be afraid, dear child. Stay here with me, and if you do my housework in an orderly fashion, it will go well with you. Only you must take care to make my bed well and shake it diligently until the feathers fly, then it will snow in the world. I am Frau Holle.”


Because the old woman spoke so kindly to her, the girl took heart, agreed, and started in her service. The girl took care of everything to Frau Holle’s satisfaction and always shook her featherbed vigorously until the feathers flew about like snowflakes. Therefore she had a good life with her: no angry words, and boiled or roast meat every day
 .




Now after she had been with Frau Holle for a time, she became sad. At first she did not know what was the matter with her, but at last she determined that it was homesickness. Even though she was many thousands of times better off here than at home, still she had a yearning to return. Finally she said to the old woman, “I have such a longing
 ②
 for home, and even though I am very well off here, I cannot stay longer. I must go up again to my own people.”

Frau Holle said, “I am pleased that you long for your home again, and because you have served me so faithfully, I will take you back myself.” With that she took her by the hand and led her to a large gate.

The gate was opened, and while the girl was standing under it, an immense rain of gold fell, and all the gold stuck to her, so that she was completely covered with it. “This is yours because you have been so industrious,” said Frau Holle, and at the same time she gave her back the reel which had fallen into the well.


With that the gate was closed and the girl found herself above on earth, not far from her mother’s house. And as she entered the yard the rooster, sitting on the well, cried: Cock-a-doodle-doo, Our golden girl is here anew
 .




Then she went inside to her mother, and as she arrived all covered with gold, she was well received, both by her mother and her sister. The girl told all that had happened to her, and when the mother heard how she had come to the great wealth, she wanted to achieve the same fortune for the other, the ugly and lazy daughter. She made her go and sit by the well and spin. And to make her reel bloody, the lazy girl pricked her fingers and shoved her hand into a thorn bush. Then she threw the reel into the well, and jumped in herself.

Like the other girl, she too came to the beautiful meadow and walked along the same path. When she came to the oven, the bread cried again, “Oh, take me out. Take me out, or else I’ll burn. I’ve been thoroughly baked for a long time.”

But the lazy girl answered, “As if I would want to get all dirty,” and walked away.

Soon she came to the apple tree. It cried out, “Oh, shake me. Shake me. We apples are all ripe.”

But she answered, “Oh yes, one could fall on my head,” and with that she walked on.

When she came to Frau Holle’s house, she was not afraid, because she had already heard about her large teeth, and she immediately began to work for her. On the first day she forced herself, was industrious, and obeyed Frau Holle, when she said something to her, because she was thinking about all the gold that she would give her. But on the second day she already began to be lazy, on the third day even more so, and then she didn’t even want to get up in the morning. She did not make the bed for Frau Holle, the way she was supposed to, and she did not shake it until the feathers flew. Frau Holle soon became tired of this and dismissed her of her duties. This was just what the lazy girl wanted, for she thought that she would now get the rain of gold.




Frau Holle led her too to the gate. She stood beneath it, but instead of gold, a large kettle full of pitch spilled over her. “That is the reward for your services,” said Frau Holle, and closed the gate.

Then the lazy girl went home, entirely covered with pitch. As soon as the rooster on the well saw her, he cried out: Cock-a-doodle-doo, Our dirty girl is here anew.

And the pitch stuck fast to her, and did not come off as long as she lived.

Therefore in Hessen whenever it snows they say that Frau Holle is making her bed.








一个寡妇有两个女儿，一个漂亮勤劳，一个丑陋懒惰。她非常爱那个丑陋懒惰的女儿，因为她是她亲生的，而另外一个女儿则需要做所有的工作，做房子里的灰姑娘。

每天，可怜的女孩都要坐在公路旁边的一口井边，织布织到手指流血。有一天，纺锤沾满了血迹，她想把纺锤放进井里洗一下，结果却掉了进去。女孩哭了，跑到继母身边，告诉她纺锤掉进了井里。继母严厉地斥责了她，对她说出一句残忍的话：“纺锤是你掉进去的，你去把它捞出来。”

女孩又回到了井边。她特别害怕，不知道要怎么做，只能跳进井里捞纺锤。之后，她就失去了知觉，而等她醒来之后，发现自己躺在一片美丽的草地上，四周都沐浴在阳光下，还生长着许许多多漂亮的花。她穿过草地，走到一个塞满面包的烤箱前面。面包对她说：“哦，把我拿出去，把我拿出去，不然我就要烧起来了，我已经被烤了很久了。”于是她走到烤箱前，用面包师傅的长柄木铲，把面包一片一片地拿了出来。

接着她又往远处走，走到一棵长满苹果的苹果树旁边。苹果树大声喊道：“摇我，摇我，我的苹果都长熟了。”于是她不停地摇晃苹果树，直到苹果像下雨那样纷纷掉落下来。当她摇到树上一个苹果都不剩的时候，她把地下的苹果扫成一堆，又继续往前走。




最后，她来到一间小屋前，一个老女人从里面探出头来。她长着巨大的牙齿，吓得女孩赶忙逃走。老女人叫住了她：“别害怕，亲爱的孩子，呆在我这；如果你能好好帮我做家务，肯定会有好处的。不过，你要好好帮我铺床，要勤快地摇床，直到羽毛都飞起来，然后全世界就会下雪。我是霍勒大妈。”

老太太说话的语气十分友好，所以女孩鼓起勇气答应了她，开始帮老人打扫。女孩把一切都照顾得井井有条，霍勒大妈很满意；而且她永远都勤劳地摇床，直到羽毛都像雪片一样飞起来。她在这里过得很好：没有人冲她大喊大叫，而且每天都有煮肉或烤肉吃。

跟霍勒大妈呆了一段时间后，她开始伤心起来。一开始她不知道是怎么回事，最后心想自己肯定是想家了。虽然她在这里过得比在家里好几千倍，但是她还是想回家。最后，她终于对老女人说：“我很想回家，
 虽然我在这里过得很好，但是我不能再待下去了，我必须回到家人身边。”

霍勒大妈说：“我很高兴你又想回家了。因为你为我服务得尽职尽责，我会亲自把你带回去的。”她说完这句话，就拉着她的手，带她来到一座大门前。

大门打开了，女孩站在下面，天空下起大片的金雨，所有的金子都粘在她身上，直到她全身都沾满了。霍勒大妈说：“这些都是你的，因为你一直都非常勤劳。”同时，她还把掉进井里的纺锤还给了她。




随后，大门关上了，女孩发现自己站在离妈妈房子不远的地方。她走进院子，坐在井上的公鸡大声叫了起来：“喔喔，我们的金子女孩又回来了。”


她走进房子里，去找她的继母。她全身裹着金子，母亲
 和姐姐都热情地接待了她。女孩把自己的经历告诉她们，母亲听过之后，也想让另一个丑陋懒惰的女儿去拿到这些金子。她让她去井边织布。为了让纺锤沾上血，懒女孩把手放到荆棘丛里让手指刺伤。然后她把纺锤扔到井里，自己也跟着跳了进去。

跟美丽的女孩一样，她也来到了一片美丽的草地上，并且沿着同样的路往前走。她走到烤箱面前时，面包大叫一声：“哦，把我拿出去，把我拿出去，不然我会烧起来的，我已经烤了很久了。”

但是，懒女孩回答道：“你想让我全身沾满煤灰吗？”然后就走开了。

很快，她又来到了苹果树下。苹果树大声喊道：“哦，摇我，摇我，我的苹果都成熟了。”

她却回答道：“哦，对，你想让我被苹果砸死吗？”说完这句话，她又继续往前走。

她来到霍勒大妈的房子前时，一点也不害怕，因为她早就听说过她的大牙齿了。她很快就开始为她工作。第一天她强迫自己，表现得很勤劳，也遵从霍勒大妈的吩咐，因为她想从这里得到金子。但是第二天她就开始犯懒了，第三天更懒，后来甚至都不想起床了。她没有按照霍勒大妈的吩咐为她铺床，也没有摇它摇到羽毛满天飞。霍勒大妈很快就厌倦了她，把她开除了。而这就是懒女孩想要的，因为她觉得自己现在可以得到金雨了。




霍勒大妈把她带到大门口，她站在下面，然而，落在她身上的不是金子，而是一大壶沥青。“这就是你为我服务所得的回报。”霍勒大妈说，然后关上了门。

接着，懒女孩回到家，全身裹满了沥青。坐在井上的公鸡一看见她，就大声叫道：“喔喔，我们的脏女孩又回家喽。”

沥青就这样一直牢牢地黏在她身上，一直到老都没有掉下来。

所以，在黑森，不管什么时候下雪，人们都会说，是霍勒大妈在铺床呢。
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①
 industrious [ɪnˈdʌstriəs]
 a. 勤劳的，
 勤奋的；
 刻苦的


②
 longing [ˈlɔŋɪŋ]
 n. 渴望，
 热望


















Aladdin’s Lamp　阿拉丁神灯









A long time ago, in Persia, a poor boy called Aladdin was playing with his friends in the streets of his city. A stranger came up to him and asked him if he was not the son of Mustapha the Tailor
 ①
 . “I am, sir,” replied Aladdin, “but he died a long while ago.” When the stranger heard this, he embraced Aladdin saying, “My boy—I am your long lost uncle.” Aladdin ran home and told his mother all about this newly found relative, and she prepared supper for them all.

The next day, the uncle led Aladdin out far beyond the city gates. They journeyed onwards until late afternoon, but Aladdin did not feel tired because his uncle told him so many interesting stories. Eventually they reached the foot of a mountain.

“We will go no farther,” said the false uncle—for in truth he was not Aladdin’s relative, but an African magician
 ②
 in disguise. “I will show you something wonderful,” he said. The magician lit a fire and threw some powder on it while saying some magical words. The earth trembled a little and a large stone rolled to one side. Aladdin saw a flight of steps leading down into a dark cave. The opening was just large enough for a boy to pass through, but plainly the magician, who was rather fat, would not have managed to enter the cave himself. “Go down,” commanded the magician, “at the foot of those steps you will find an open door leading into three large halls. Pass through them without touching anything, or you will die instantly. These halls lead into a garden of fine fruit trees. Walk on until you come to table upon which stands a lighted lamp. Pour out the oil it contains, and bring it to me.”




Aladdin was afraid to disobey the magician, and went down the stairs into the cave. On the ground he found a ring, and despite the magician’s order not to touch anything, he picked it up and slipped it onto his finger. He did not die. Then he passed through the garden where he picked fruit from the trees. Later on, he found the lamp, just as the magician had said, and he went back up the stairs to the mouth of the cave. The magician cried out: “Make haste and give me the lamp.” But Aladdin saw through his trick and understood that as soon as he handed over the lamp, the magician would replace the stone and he would be shut inside the cave, never to leave. And so Aladdin called out, “Let me out first, and only then will I give you the lamp.” The magician flew into a terrible rage, and throwing some more powder on to the fire, he said some more magic words, and the stone rolled back into its place.




For two days Aladdin remained trapped inside the cave. At last he clasped his hands in prayer, and in so doing rubbed
 ③
 the ring that he had picked off the ground. Immediately an enormous and frightful genie rose out of the earth, saying: “What wouldst thou with me? I am the Slave of the Ring, and will obey thee in all things.” Aladdin fearlessly replied: “Deliver me from this place!” whereupon the earth opened, and he found himself back at home. “Alas! Child,” said his mother when she noticed him, “I have nothing to eat in the house. We will go hungry tonight.” Aladdin soothed her saying he would sell the lamp to get some money for food. As it was very dirty his mother began to rub it, that it might fetch a higher price. Instantly a hideous genie appeared, and asked what she would have. She fainted away, but Aladdin, snatching the lamp, said boldly: “Fetch me something to eat!” The genie returned with a silver bowl, twelve silver plates containing rich meats, two silver cups, and two bottles of wine. Aladdin’s mother, when she came to herself, said: “Where did you get this splendid feast?” “Ask not, but eat,” replied Aladdin.




One day the Sultan who ruled the city ordered that everyone was to stay at home and close his shutters while the Princess, his daughter, went to and from the bath. Aladdin was seized by a desire to see her face, which was very difficult, as she always went veiled. He hid himself behind the door of the bath, and peeped through a chink. The Princess looked so beautiful that Aladdin fell in love with her at first sight. He went home and told his mother that he loved the Princess so deeply that he could not live without her. His mother burst out laughing, but Aladdin at last persuaded her to go to the Sultan and request his daughter’s hand in marriage for her son. She fetched a napkin and laid in it the magic fruits from the enchanted garden, which sparkled and shone like the most beautiful jewels. She took these with her to please the Sultan. After waiting several days at the Palace, she was admitted to see him. She threw herself down foot of the thrown and waited for several minutes until the Sultan said to her: “Old woman, and tell me what you want.” She hesitated, then told him of her son’s love for the Princess, only at the last moment remembering to open the napkin that contained the magical jewels. When the Sultan saw this wonderful present he was thunderstruck, and turning to his chief adviser, the Grand Vizier, he said: “Ought I not to give the Princess to one who values her at such a price?” The Vizier, who was hoping that his own son would marry the Princess, begged the Sultan to delay the wedding for three months, during which time he hoped to make him a richer present. The Sultan agreed.




Aladdin waited patiently for his wedding day in three months time, but after two months his mother, going into the city to buy oil, found every one rejoicing, and asked what was going on. “Do you not know,” was the answer, “that the son of the Grand Vizier is to marry the Sultan’s daughter tonight?” Aladdin, who was stunned when he heard the news. But presently he took down the lamp and rubbed it. The genie appeared, saying, “What is thy will?” Aladdin replied: “The Sultan has broken his promise to me, and the Vizier’s son is to marry the Princess. My command is that that you bring the Princess here so that the scoundral can’t have her.” “Your wish is my command,” said the genie, and in an instant the princess was sitting in Aladdin’s room still wearing her wedding dress. He told her not to be afraid, but she was utterly confused and quite terrified. The next morning, the genie took her back to the palace.




The Princess told her mother how she had been carried by magic to some strange house. Her mother did not believe her in the least, and the Sultan ordered that wedding should take place that evening instead.

The following night exactly the same thing happened. The Sultan was furious and even considered having his daughter’s head cut off. He summoned the Vizier’s son. “Plainly my daughter his hiding from you,” he said. “Do you still wish to marry her?”

“Well,” said the young man who was very proud and arrogant, “If the Princess does not obey her father, the great Sultan, what hope is that she will make me a good wife? I give up my claim over her. Better that she marry the poorest beggar if that’s what she wants.”

When the three months were over, Aladdin sent his mother to remind the Sultan of his promise. She stood in the same place as before, and the Sultan, on seeing her poverty felt less inclined than ever to keep his word. The Vizier advised him to set so high a value on the Princess that no man living could come up to it. The Sultan then turned to Aladdin’s mother, saying: “Good woman, a Sultan must remember his promises, and I will remember mine, but your son must first send me forty basins of gold full of jewels. Tell him that I await his answer.”




When he heard this, Aladdin summoned up his genie and soon eighty slaves, splendidly dressed, were waiting in the alleyway outside his house. The slaves were carrying forty golden basins, brimming with jewels.

Aladdin mounted his horse and passed through the streets, the slaves strewing gold as they went. When the Sultan saw him he came down from his throne, embraced him, and led him into a hall where a feast was spread, intending to marry him to the Princess that very day. But Aladdin refused, saying, “I must build a palace fit for her,” and took his leave. Once home, he said to the genie: “Build me a palace of the finest marble, with four and twenty windows set with jasper, agate, and other precious stones.”

At night the Princess said good-bye to her father, and set out for Aladdin’s palace, with his mother at her side, and followed by the hundred slaves. She was charmed at the sight of Aladdin, who ran to receive her. “Princess,” he said, “blame your beauty for my boldness if I have displeased you.” After the wedding had taken place Aladdin led her into the hall, where a feast was spread, and she supped with him, after which they danced till midnight.

But far away in Africa the magician remembered Aladdin, and by his magic arts discovered that instead of perishing miserably in the cave, he had escaped, and had married a princess. He traveled night and day until he reached the city of Persia where Aladdin lived. Half mad with rage, he was determined to get hold of the lamp, and again plunge Aladdin into the deepest poverty.




Unluckily, Aladdin had gone hunting for eight days, which gave the magician plenty of time. He bought a dozen copper lamps, put them into a basket, and went to the palace, crying: “New lamps for old!” followed by a jeering crowd, laughing to see an old fool offering to exchange fine new lamps for old ones?” One of the palace slaves said to the Princess, “There is an old lamp on the cornice there which he can have.” Now this was the magic lamp, which Aladdin had left there, as he could not take it out hunting with him. The Princess, not knowing its value, went and said to the magician: “Give me a new lamp for this.” He snatched it amid the jeers of the crowd. Little he cared. He went out of the city gates to a lonely place where he pulled out the lamp and rubbed it. The genie appeared, and at the magician’s command carried him, together with the palace and the Princess in it, to far off Africa.

Next morning the Sultan looked out of the window toward Aladdin’s palace and rubbed his eyes, for it was gone. The Vizier put the strange disappearance of the palace and his daughter down to black magic, and this time the Sultan believed him. He sent thirty men on horseback to fetch Aladdin in chains. “False wretch!” said the Sultan, “Where is my palace and my daughter?” Aladdin had no answer, but begged to be given forty days to discover the cause of the disaster. This the Sultan granted. For these days Aladdin wandered about like a madman, asking everyone what had become of his palace, but they only laughed and pitied him. He came to the banks of a river, and knelt down to say his prayers before throwing himself in. In so doing he rubbed the magic ring he still wore. The genie, and asked his will. “Save my life, genie,” said Aladdin, “Bring my palace back.” “That is not in my power,” said the genie; “I am only the Slave of the Ring; you must ask him of the lamp.” “Even so,” said Aladdin, “but thou can take me to the palace, and set me down under my dear wife’s window.” He at once found himself in Africa, under the window of the Princess.




That morning the Princess rose early and opened the window, and at the noise she made Aladdin looked up. She was astonished and delighted to see her dear husband’s face. After he had kissed her, Aladdin said: “I beg of you, Princess, in God’s name, tell me what has become of my old lamp.” “Alas!” she said, “I am the innocent cause of our sorrows,” and she told him of the exchange of the lamp.




Aladdin comforted her, and gave her a small bottle containing a certain powder. “Put on your most beautiful dress,” he said to her, “and receive the magician with smiles, leading him to believe that you have forgotten me. Invite him to sup with you, and say you wish to taste the wine of his country. He will go for some and while he is gone I will tell you what to do.”

That evening she received the magician, saying, to his great amazement: “I have made up my mind that Aladdin is dead, and that all my tears will not bring him back to me, so I am resolved to mourn no more, and have therefore invited you to sup with me; but let us try some wine of Africa.” The magician flew to his cellar, and the Princess put the powder Aladdin had given her into his cup. When he returned the magician made her a speech in praise of her beauty, but the Princess cut him short, saying: “Let us drink first, and you shall say what you will afterward.” She set her cup to her lips and kept it there, while the magician drained his to the dregs and fell back lifeless. Aladdin came into the room, went to the dead magician, took the lamp out of his clothes, and bade the genie carry the palace and all in it back to Persia. This was done in an instant.




The Sultan, who was sitting in his chamber, mourning for his lost daughter, happened to look up, and rubbed his eyes, for there stood the palace as before! He hastened over to it, and Aladdin received him with the Princess at his side. He told him what had happened, and showed him the dead body of the magician, that he might believe. A ten days’ feast was proclaimed, and it seemed as if Aladdin might now live the rest of his life in peace; but it was not to be.

The African magician had a younger brother, who was, if possible, more wicked and more cunning than himself. He traveled to Persia to avenge his brother’s death, and disguised himself in skirts and veils so that he looked exactly like a famous holy woman called Fatima. Then he went toward the palace of Aladdin, and all the people, thinking he was the holy woman, gathered round him, kissing his hands and begging his blessing. The Princess, who had long desired to see Fatima, sent for her. She showed Fatima the palace, and asked what she thought of it. “It is truly beautiful,” said the false Fatima. “In my mind it wants but one thing.” “And what is that?” said the Princess. “If only a roc’s egg,” replied he, “were hung up from the middle of this dome, it would be the wonder of the world.”




After this the Princess could think of nothing but the roc’s egg, and when Aladdin returned from hunting he found her in a very ill mood. She told him that all her pleasure in the hall was spoiled for the want of a roc’s egg hanging from the dome. “If that is all,” replied Aladdin, “you shall soon be happy.” He left her and rubbed the lamp, and when the genie appeared commanded him to bring a roc’s egg. The genie gave such a loud and terrible shriek that the hall shook. “Wretch!” he cried, “is it not enough that I have done everything for you, but you must command me to bring my master and hang him up in the midst of this dome? You and your wife and your palace deserve to be burnt to ashes, but that this request does not come from you, but from the brother of the African magician, whom you destroyed. He is now in your palace disguised as the holy woman. He it was who put that wish into your wife’s head. Take care of yourself, for he means to kill you.” So saying, the genie disappeared.

Aladdin went back to the Princess, saying his head ached, and requesting that the holy Fatima should be fetched to lay her hands on it. But when the magician came near, Aladdin, seizing his dagger, pierced him to the heart. “What have you done?” cried the Princess. “You have killed the holy woman!” “Not so,” replied Aladdin, “but a wicked magician,” and told her of how she had been deceived.




After this Aladdin and his wife lived in peace. He succeeded the Sultan when he died, and reigned for many years, leaving behind him a long line of kings.


From
 The 1001 Nights






很久很久之前，在波斯，一个叫阿拉丁的贫穷男孩和他的朋友们正在街上玩耍。一个陌生人来到他面前，问他是不是裁缝师幕斯塔法的儿子。阿拉丁回答他说：“是的，先生，但是他很早就去世了。”陌生人听闻后，给了阿拉丁一个拥抱，说：“我的孩子，我是你失散多年的叔叔。”阿拉丁跑回家，告诉了他妈妈这一切，他妈妈为他们准备了丰富的晚餐。

第二天，叔叔带着阿拉丁来到了城外。他们走了很远，一直走到了傍晚，但阿拉丁并没觉得累，因为他的叔叔给他讲了很多十分有趣的故事。最后，他们来到了一座山的山脚下。

事实上这位叔叔是冒牌的，他并不是阿拉丁的亲戚，而是一位乔装的非洲巫师。这时，他说：“我们不再走了，我要给你看一些神奇的东西。”巫师生了一堆火，在上面洒了一些粉末，同时嘴里念着咒语。地面颤抖了一下，然后一块石头滚到了一边，阿拉丁看到下面有一列石阶直通黑暗的洞穴。开口处足够让一个少年通过，但是很明显，那个肥硕的魔法师无法通过。魔法师命令道：“走下去，在石阶的尽头你会看到一扇开着的门，门后是三个巨大的礼堂，直接穿过去，不要碰触任何东西，不然你会马上死去。之后你会到达一个满是缤纷果树的园子，继续走，直到你看到一张桌子，上面有一盏点燃的灯，将灯油倒掉，然后把灯带来给我。”




阿拉丁不敢违背魔法师的命令，于是他沿着石阶走入那个洞穴。他在地上找到了一枚戒指，他没有理会魔法师说的不要碰触任何东西的命令，捡起了那枚戒指，并把它带上了，而他并没有因此死掉。他还在园中摘了一些水果。然后，他穿过花园，找到了巫师所说的那盏灯，接着按原路返回，来到了洞穴口。巫师喊道：“快快把灯给我！”但是阿拉丁看穿了他的诡计，知道一旦他把灯交出去，巫师就会移回那块石头，将他永远压在下面，让他永无出去之日。所以阿拉丁喊道：“让我先出去，不然我不会把灯交给你的！”魔法师大怒，又撒了一些粉末在火上，念了咒语，那块石头就回到了之前的位置上。

阿拉丁被困在那个黑漆漆的洞里整整两天了，最后，在他两手紧扣着祈祷之时，无意间蹭到了从地上捡来的戒指。结果，地面上立即升起一个巨大的、可怕的妖怪，他说道：“您需要我的帮助吗？我是戒指中的奴隶，我将满足您的一切要求。”阿拉丁毫不惧怕，回答道：“带我离开这个地方！”刚说完，地面就打开了，而他发现自己已经回到了家中。他妈妈发现他回来了，对他说：“哎呀！我的孩子，家里没有食物了，我们今晚要挨饿了。”阿拉丁安慰妈妈说可以把灯卖掉，用卖灯的钱买些食物。而那盏灯非常脏，为了能卖个更好的价钱，他妈妈开始擦拭它。突然，一个骇人的妖怪出现了，问她想要什么。她被吓得晕了过去，但是阿拉丁迅速接过那盏灯，大胆地说道：“给我们找些吃的来！”妖怪回来时带来了12个装满丰富肉食的银盘、两瓶酒和一个银碗、两个银杯。这时，阿拉丁的妈妈醒过来，惊讶地问道：“你从哪儿得到的这么丰盛的食物？”阿拉丁回答说：“只管吃，无须多问。”




有一天，城市的掌权者苏丹王的女儿——公主要出行去泡温泉，因此每个人都被要求呆在自己家中并关好窗户。阿拉丁十分想一睹公主芳容，但由于她总是带着面纱，所以一直没能如愿。这次，他藏在温泉门外，透过门缝向里窥望。公主是如此美丽，阿拉丁对她一见钟情。他回到家，告诉妈妈说他深深地爱上了公主，今生非她不娶。开始时，妈妈觉得这十分荒诞可笑，但是最后阿拉丁劝服了她去向苏丹王提亲。她取出一条餐巾，然后将在魔法花园中采摘的水果放了进去，这些水果都金光闪闪，就像最漂亮的珠宝一样，她带着这些去取悦苏丹王。在皇宫门口等了几天之后，她终于获准可以得到苏丹王的接见。她跪拜在苏丹王的宝座之下，几分钟之后，苏丹王问她：“老妇人，告诉我你想要什么？”她犹豫了一下，然后向他表明了自己的儿子对公主的爱意，直到最后一刻，她才想起打开那条盛满了魔法珠宝的餐巾。当苏丹王看到这美妙的礼物时，十分震惊，于是便问他的首席顾问大长老：“我不应该把公主许配给这么一个将她视若珍宝的人吗？”而这位大长老希望自己的儿子能够娶公主，因此他请求苏丹王将婚礼延至三个月后，他希望自己能在这段时间找到更珍贵的礼物。苏丹王答应了他的请求。





这三个月，阿拉丁耐心地等待着他的婚期。但是，两个
 月之后的一天，他妈妈去城里买油，发现每个人都喜气洋洋的，不禁奇怪到底发生了什么。有人回答她：“难道你不知道大长老的儿子今晚将迎娶苏丹王的女儿吗？”听到这个消息，阿拉丁顿觉天旋地转。但是，过了一会儿，他稳住心神，拿出神灯并摩擦它。妖怪出现了，并询问他有什么愿望，阿拉丁回答说：“苏丹王违背了对我的诺言，大长老的儿子将要迎娶公主。我命令你将她带到这里来，这样那个混蛋就无法娶她了。”“乐意为您效劳。”片刻之后，公主就坐在了阿拉丁的房间里，身上还穿着她的婚纱。他告诉她不必害怕，但她仍然十分慌张。第二天早上，妖怪将公主送回了皇宫。




公主告诉她妈妈，她被魔法带到了一个陌生的房间，但她妈妈一点儿也不相信，苏丹王则命令婚礼于当天晚上继续进行。


毫无意外，同样的事情再次上演。苏丹王勃然大怒，甚
 至想要将他的女儿斩首。他召见大长老的儿子，问他道：“很明显我女儿在躲着你，你还想娶她吗？”

骄傲而自负的年轻男人回答道：“如果公主连她父亲的命令都不能服从，那么伟大的苏丹王，我怎么能奢求她会是一个贤惠的妻子？我收回对她的求婚。如果她想嫁给最穷的乞丐，那就如她所愿。”

当三个月之期已到之时，阿拉丁让他的妈妈去提醒苏丹王，让他履行他的诺言。她和上次一样等在皇宫门口，而苏丹王看着这个贫穷的老妇女，显然比任何时候都不需要履行自己的诺言。大长老建议他给公主的聘礼定一个没人能够做到的高价，于是苏丹王跟阿拉丁的妈妈说：“善良的妇人，苏丹王肯定不会忘记自己的诺言，我也不例外，但是你的儿子必须先送我40只盛满珠宝的金盆，告诉他，我等着他的回复。”

得到消息的阿拉丁招呼出神灯里的妖怪，很快，80个盛装的奴隶就等在他家外的小巷中，他们抬着40只盛满珠宝的金盆。




阿拉丁骑上他的马，穿过一条条街道，奴隶们跟在后面，一边走一边抛洒金子。当苏丹王看到他的时候，快步从皇位上走下来拥抱他，然后领着他来到一处布满美酒佳肴的礼堂，希望他当天就能迎娶公主。但是阿拉丁拒绝了，他说：“我要为她建造一处配得上她的宫殿。”回到家后，他跟神灯中的妖怪说：“给我用最好的大理石建造一座宫殿，要有24扇窗户，上面装点上各式碧玉、玛瑙和宝石。”

晚上，公主告别了她的父亲，在母亲的陪伴下，带了几百名奴隶前往阿拉丁的宫殿。阿拉丁跑着迎向她，她在阿拉丁眼中是如此明艳动人。他说：“我的公主，如果我曾有冒犯，那只是因为您太过美丽。”礼毕之后，阿拉丁带着公主来到礼堂，那里布满了美酒佳肴，他们用过餐后，深情地相拥而舞，直至午夜。

但是，在遥远的非洲，巫师却没有忘记阿拉丁，他通过魔法发现阿拉丁没有悲惨地困死在那个漆黑的洞穴里；他不仅逃了出来，还娶了一位公主。魔法师嫉妒得快要发疯了，他日以继夜赶到了波斯，想要得到那盏神灯，并想将阿拉丁再次推入最黑暗的贫困深渊。

十分不幸，阿拉丁出去狩猎了，这八天的时间给了巫师不少可乘之机。他买了一打铜油灯，将他们放在一个篮子里，然后来到宫殿外，大声喊道：“油灯以旧换新啦！”这引来周围一堆人的嘲笑和讥讽，“看看这个老傻瓜，竟然拿这些崭新的好油灯换旧的？”宫殿的一个奴隶对公主说：“檐口刚好有一盏旧灯，我们可以换给他。”而那盏灯就是神灯，阿拉丁没法带着它去打猎，所以把它留了下来。公主并不知道它的价值，拿着它跟巫师说：“我用这个换一盏新灯。”他毫不在意众人的嘲笑，一把抢过神灯。随后，他走出城外，找到一个僻静的地方，掏出神灯并在上面摩擦。妖怪很快就出现了，在巫师的命令下，带着他、公主和整个宫殿回到了遥远的非洲。




第二天早上，苏丹王透过窗户往阿拉丁的宫殿看去，他惊诧地揉了揉自己的眼睛——宫殿竟然不见了！大长老将宫殿和公主的离奇消失归咎于黑魔法，苏丹王觉得不无道理。于是，他派出30名护卫马不停蹄地前去将阿拉丁抓了回来。苏丹王吼道：“混蛋！我的宫殿和我的女儿到哪里去了？”阿拉丁没法回答，但是他请求苏丹王给他40天时间去查明这次灾难的真相，苏丹王同意了。接下来的日子里，阿拉丁像疯了一样四处游荡，见人就问他的宫殿怎么了，但得到的只有嘲笑和怜悯。他来到河边，跪倒在地，在跳下去之前做最后的祷告。就在祷告之时，他再一次擦到那个仍然戴在手上的戒指，妖怪又一次出现了，并询问他有何愿望。阿拉丁说：“你救救我，将我的宫殿带回来。”妖怪回答道：“这已经超出我的能力范围了，我只是这个戒指的奴隶，你必须找到神灯的奴隶。”阿拉丁再次央求：“即便如此，你能不能带我去到宫殿，将我放在我最亲爱的妻子的窗外。”瞬间，他发现自己到了非洲，而且就站在公主的窗外。




那天早上，公主早早地起了床，打开窗户。声音惊动了阿拉丁，他抬起头来，公主惊喜地发现这正是她最亲爱的丈夫。深情拥吻之后，阿拉丁说：“公主，我求求你，看在上帝的份上，告诉我我的旧油灯怎么了？”公主惊呼：“哎呀！是我的无知导致了我们的悲剧！”然后她告诉了阿拉丁交换油灯的事情。

阿拉丁安慰了公主一番，然后给了她一个装有粉末的小瓶子，说：“穿上你最美丽的衣服，用微笑去迎接魔法师，让他相信你已经忘了我了。邀请他与你共进晚餐，并表明你想尝尝他们国家的美酒。他肯定会去取，等他走了之后，我再告诉你下一步怎么做。”

晚上，魔法师回来后，惊讶地发现公主来迎接他了，并告诉他说：“我相信阿拉丁已经死了，我所有的泪水都无法将他带回我身边，所以我决定不再悲伤，并想邀请您与我共进晚餐；不过，我想尝尝非洲的美酒。”巫师朝他的酒窖飞奔而去，公主则趁机将阿拉丁给她的药粉倒入巫师的杯中。巫师回来后，滔滔不绝地赞扬公主有多么美丽，但是，公主打断了他：“让我们先干了这杯酒吧！”她端起酒杯，却没有喝，只是停在唇边，而巫师则一饮而尽，接着就倒地身亡了。阿拉丁走进屋里，从死去的巫师身上找到神灯，召唤出妖怪，然后带着这一切回到了波斯。所有的一切都完成在一瞬间。




苏丹王正坐在他的房间里缅怀他的爱女，无意间抬起头，不禁又揉了揉眼睛：之前的宫殿又回来了！他匆忙走过去，阿拉丁和公主一起迎接了他，并告诉了他发生的所有事情；为了使他更加信服，又给他看了巫师的尸体。苏丹王下令全城摆十天流水席以示庆贺，至此，似乎阿拉丁将平和幸福地度过余生，但事实总是不如人愿。

那个非洲巫师有一个弟弟，奸诈邪恶比起他来有过之而无不及。他来到波斯，要为哥哥的死复仇。他穿上裙子，围上面纱，乔装成一位名叫法蒂玛的著名圣女。他来到阿拉丁的宫殿前，一路上所有人都以为他就是圣女，大家围在他周围，不停地亲吻他的双手，祈求他的赐福。公主一直都十分仰慕法蒂玛，赶紧派人将她请来。她带着法蒂玛参观了宫殿，问她感觉怎么样。假的法蒂玛说道：“它确实非常漂亮，但是我觉得它还缺少一样东西。”“什么东西？”公主问。“如果圆顶中间能够吊上一个大鹏蛋，我想它将变成世界级的神迹。”

之后的时间里，公主满脑子想的都是大鹏蛋。当阿拉丁打猎回来时，他发现妻子的情绪很不对，于是她便告诉他，由于圆顶中间少了一个大鹏蛋，她对宫殿的喜爱大打折扣。阿拉丁笑着回答她：“噢，原来是这么一回事啊，那我想你很快就会高兴起来的。”他走到一旁，拿出神灯，摩擦了一下，当妖怪出现之后，便命令其为他找一只大鹏蛋来。妖怪发出一声尖锐的怪叫，整个宫殿都因此而震颤，他大喊道：“混蛋！我为你做了你想要的一切，难道你还不知足吗？你竟然还要求我把我的主人带来，要把他吊在圆顶中间？你跟你妻子还有你的宫殿都应该化为灰烬！不过这个要求并不是你提出来的，而是你杀死的那个非洲魔法师的弟弟。他现在乔装成了那个圣女，就在你的宫殿里，是他告诉你妻子这个要求的。他想要杀死你报仇，你自己多加小心吧。”说完这些之后，妖怪就消失了。




于是，他回到公主身边，说他头很痛，希望圣女能够为他赐福。而当魔法师应召而来时，阿拉丁一把抓起他的短剑，刺入了魔法师的心脏。公主惊呼：“你在干什么？你杀死了圣女！”阿拉丁答道：“不，我只是杀死了一个邪恶的魔法师。”然后，他告诉了公主她是怎么被蒙骗的。

至此之后，阿拉丁和他的妻子终于过上了平静幸福的生活。苏丹王过世之后，他继承了王位，并在位多年，之后，他的子子孙孙一直统治着这片土地。


——摘自
 《一千零一夜》
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①
 tailor [ˈtelɚ]
 n. 裁缝，
 成衣工


②
 magician [məˈdʒɪʃən]
 n. 魔术师；
 巫师


③
 rub [rʌb]
 v. 擦，
 摩擦；
 触怒




























Chapter 2 那些童言，最暖人心










Shadow, with her veil drawn, follows Light in secret meekness, with her silent steps of love.









阴影戴上她的面纱，秘密地，温顺地，用她的沉默的爱的脚步，跟在“光”后面。



















The Tortoise and the Elephant
 　乌龟和大象

Bertie









I think of myself as the smartest of birds. I never trouble myself with work or danger. I sit shrugging on a tree, or spread my shaggy wings and flap lazily over the African plains. When I see a lion eating its kill, I wait for it to finish, and then hop down and pick the bones clean. Leftovers are easy and tasty meat. So you see, we vultures live off the work of others. Is that not the cleverest way to live?

But the other day I saw an animal pull off a trick
 ①
 that even impressed a wise old bird like me. He wasn’t much to look at—just a stumpy-legged, sleepy-eyed, wrinkly-mouthed tortoise. He did not exactly seem like a quick thinker, but do not let his slow steps fool you. His heavy hard shell hides a mind of cunning.

He was sleeping in the grass, when an elephant came stomping along with his fat heavy feet. The ground was shaking, but he did not wake up or stir his shell.




“Out of my way titch, or I’ll step on you,” called out the elephant.

“That’s fair warning,” I thought. “He’d better get out of the way swift-like.” But the tortoise did not budge
 ②
 . Instead he poked his head out of his shell and said:

“Do as you like jumbo, I’m stronger than you are!”

“Rubbish! No one is stronger than me!” trumpeted the bigger of the two beasts—and that’s rather
 understating their difference in size by the way.

“Well I am too sleepy to move, and I don’t care if you tread on me,” replied the little one gamely.

“All right then, you asked for it brother,” said the elephant. A moment later he placed his feet and his six tons of weight onto the shell of the sluggish one. Even I winced…then I wondered what squashed
 ③
 tortoise would taste like. Not too tender, I thought, but you can’t complain about the menu when you eat for free.

But much to surprise of everyone the tortoise was not squashed. His shell could hold up even an elephant. Well that was some roof!

“Humph!” said the elephant. “You’re not strong, you’re just not squishy, that’s different.”

“You’re just a bad loser,” said the tortoise with a yawn, before going back to sleep.




Well that little episode caused a stir on the African plain. Soon all the animals were gossiping about how the tortoise got the better of the elephant. Little did
 we realise that there was still better to come. Towards evening, when the sun began to head for bed behind the horizon, the tortoise eased his way down to the river for a sip of water. There on the banks he met a hippopotamus. The hippo smiled when he saw the little fellow and said:

“I heard how you got the better of that fat old lump of an elephant, but don’t be so foolish as to take me on. I am no fool. I would turn you over before I squashed you—so don’t go getting any ideas above your station.”

“All the same, I bet I’m stronger than you,” boasted the tortoise. I was listening in to this conversation, and this time, I thought that triumph had gone to the little fellow’s head. He was boasting too much, and his pride would surely lead to his fall. You can’t go around taking on all the biggest and heaviest animals and expect to live for long—or so I thought. The hippopotamus clearly thought the same. He replied, “That’s a bet I’d like to take.”

“Well you see that rope left by the boatman after the crocodile invited him for lunch. We will use it for a tug-of-war.”




“You’re on,” said the hippo.

“What does he think he’s doing?” I wondered. “How can that geriatric shell-dweller possibly win this trial of strength with the tubby river beast?”

The hippopotamus picked up one end of the rope, and the tortoise the other. There was plenty of slack in it, and it only seemed natural that the tortoise should take his end up the river bank and over the other side.

“Don’t pull until I shout ready,” he called out. Now I saw what he was up to. On the other side of the bank, he met the elephant.


“Hey fatso,” said the tortoise. “I’ll give you a
 chance for a rematch. How about a tug-of-war?” And the elephant, who was still smarting from his earlier loss, was only glad too agree.

Now the tortoise hid in hollow near the top of the bank and called out “Ready!” Both the huge lump animals pulled the rope, neither knowing who was on the other end. First the hippo gave way a few steps, and then he pulled the elephant back. Neither could win victory until at last the rope snapped in the middle. The reputation of the tortoise was sealed. All the animals now thought that the little one was invincible. The rumor went round that he could do witchcraft. Only I had seen both ends of his rope trick.




I thought I had seen it all, but I have to say that the tortoise could teach me a thing or two about using the strength of others. He let those two beasts fight each other and drain their force, while he sat in his shell. He was the strongest of all the animals, but it was his brain, not his muscles, that brought his victory.









我觉得我是鸟类中最聪明的。我从来不用担心工作，也无须考虑危险。我只需要坐在树上，俯视着非洲大草原，偶尔伸展伸展我羽翼蓬乱的翅膀，偶尔懒散地拍打拍打。当我看到狮子在进食它的猎物时，我就在一旁静静地等它吃完，等它走之后再跳过去，把骨头上的肉吃干净。这些食物不仅美味，而且得来毫不费力。所以你看，别人辛苦猎食，我们这些秃鹫却可以坐享其成，这才是最聪明的生存之道。

但是有一天，有一个家伙玩了一个把戏，即便是老成睿智如我，也被震撼了。那是一只乌龟，有着粗短的腿，满脸皱纹，睡眼惺忪，看起来毫不起眼。他看起来根本不像一个聪明的家伙，但不要被他缓慢的步伐所欺骗，他沉重坚硬的外壳下藏着一个狡猾的头脑。

他在草地上睡觉，这时候，一头大象拖着他沉重的肥胖身躯朝这边走过来，连地面都晃动了，但他却没有醒来，当然也没有移开他的位置。




大象吼道：“嘿，小家伙，从我的路上挪开，不然我就从你身上踩过去！”

我觉得这个警告十分合理，他应该赶紧把路让开。但是乌龟却没有选择让步，相反，他将头从壳里头伸出来，挑衅道：

“大个子，你想踩就踩吧，我比你强壮！”

“垃圾！没有人比我更强壮！”大象叫嚣道——不过，他的体型实在是比乌龟大太多了。

“好吧，我实在是困得动不了，你要是真的从我身上踩过去，我也无所谓。”小小的乌龟戏谑地回答道。

“那好吧，这可是你自找的。”大象说道。一会儿之后，他就把他的腿以及他六吨的体重都放到了那只慢腾腾的乌龟的壳上，连我都忍不住龇牙咧嘴了……然后，我开始想象被压扁的乌龟的味道，应该不太嫩了吧，但免费的午餐确实没什么可抱怨的。

但让所有人大跌眼镜的是，乌龟并没有被压扁，他的壳竟然能够承载一头大象的重量，当然主要是顶上那一部分比较坚固。

大象显然不服气，“哼！你只是不容易被踩扁，而不是强壮，这两者是不一样的。”

“败军之将，何足言勇。”乌龟打着哈欠说，然后又接着睡觉去了。




这个小插曲在非洲平原上引起了轰动。不久，所有的动物都知道乌龟赢了大象，但没有人想到好戏还在后头。到了傍晚，当太阳开始落向地平线，乌龟慢悠悠地晃到河边，喝了一小口水。而就在河岸边，他遇到了一只河马。河马看到这个小东西时笑了，他说：


“我听说你打败了那头又老又胖又臃肿的大象，但不要愚蠢到以为能强过我。我不是傻瓜，我会先把你翻过来，再踩扁你——所以千万别有不自量力的想法。”

“同样，我打赌我比你强壮。”乌龟吹嘘道。我刚好听到这一段对话，这次我觉得这小家伙是被胜利冲昏了头脑，他太自负了。就他这么个吹牛法，他的骄傲一定会让他摔得很惨。你不能到处挑衅那些体格庞大的动物还指望自己能够长寿吧——至少我是这么想的，那河马明显也是这么想的。他回答说，“乐意奉陪。”

“嗯，今天有一个船夫成了鳄鱼的午餐，你看到他留下的绳子了吗？我们用它来拔河。”

“来吧，”河马回答道。

我很疑惑，“他知道他自己在干什么吗？一只老乌龟怎么可能在力量上赢得与粗壮的河马的较量？”

河马拿起了绳子的一头，而乌龟则拿起来了另一头。绳子很长，看起来乌龟自然是要一直走到河对岸它才能绷紧。




他吼道：“等我告诉你我准备好了，你再开始拉。”我看着他走到了河对岸，而在那边，他又遇到了大象。

“嘿，胖子，”乌龟说，“我给你一个机重新赢我，我们来拔河如何？”而大象本来还在为之前的受挫耿耿于怀，于是很高兴地同意了。

然后乌龟在河边找了一个洞藏了起来，喊了一声：“我准备好了！”绳子两端的两个大家伙都开始使劲拉绳子，谁都不知道另一边到底是谁。一开始，河马被拉着往前走了几步，但他很快稳住阵脚，又把大象拉过来几步。谁都赢不了谁，最后绳子从中间断开了，而乌龟的声誉则完好无损。所有动物现在都认为这只小乌龟是不可战胜的。谣言越传越离奇，最后变成了这只乌龟会巫术，而只有我看清了绳子两端的把戏。

虽然我知道这只是乌龟玩的把戏，但是我不得不承认他教会了我怎么去借助别人的力量。他让两只猛兽互相较劲，直到筋疲力尽，而他却坐在他的壳中坐山观虎斗。他确实是所有动物中最强壮的，不过帮助他取胜的并不是他的肌肉，而是他聪明的大脑。
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①
 trick [trik]
 n. 戏法
 ，
 把戏；
 计谋，
 诀窍；
 骗局；
 恶作剧


②
 budge [bʌdʒ]
 v. （
 使）
 稍微移动
 ；（
 使
 ）
 改变主意
 ；（
 使
 ）
 让步





③
 squash [skwɑʃ]
  v. 将
 （
 某人/物
 ）
 压扁
 ；
 使沉默
 ；
 平定
 （
 叛乱等
 ）
 



















Shoemaker and Animals　鞋匠奇遇

Anonymous









A young shoemaker left his village. Along the way, he found some ants, who were very sad because a bear had destroyed their anthill. The shoemaker helped them rebuild it, and the ants offered to return the favor.

The shoemaker followed his way and found some bees with the same problem as the ants. The young man also helped them, and the bees promised to help him in the future.

Further along, the shoemaker learned that the king’s daughter was in the castle of a witch. The young man decided to rescue her. But the witch locked him up in a stinking dung on with a sack of sand mixed with poppy seeds and told him that if he wasn’t able to separate the two, she would cut off his head at dawn.

The young man thought about his death. But his friends the ants came and helped him pass the test. The witch was astounded. Then she took him to a room where there were thirteen maidens with their faces covered: the shoemaker had to discover which one was the princess.




The young man became discouraged but he saw a bee that landed on...the sweetest one, the true princess. When the shoemaker uncovered her face, the witch was changed into a crow. The young people fell in love and lived surrounded by animals and poppies.





一个年轻鞋匠离开了他的村庄。沿途中他发现一些蚂蚁，蚂蚁们很伤心，因为熊毁掉了它们的家。于是这个鞋匠帮助它们重建了蚁丘，蚂蚁们说将来会报答他。

鞋匠继续上路，前行中发现一些蜜蜂遭遇到与蚂蚁同样的状况。于是这个年轻人也帮助了蜜蜂们，蜜蜂承诺将来也会帮助他。

再后来，鞋匠得知国王的女儿被困在女巫的城堡里，这个年轻人决定去救她。但女巫把他关在一个恶臭的粪土堆旁，还扔给他一麻袋混合在一起的沙子和罂粟种子，并告诉他，如果他不能在黎明前把这两种东西分开来，就要在黎明时砍掉他的脑袋。

年轻人想着他要死了。这时他的朋友蚂蚁来了，帮助他通过了这个考验。女巫大吃一惊，然后她把年轻人带到了一个房间，里面有蒙着面纱的十三个少女：鞋匠必须从中找出真正的公主。




年轻人正感到挫败时，他看到了一只蜜蜂降落在一个人身上……最甜美的那个人就是真正的美丽公主。当鞋匠揭开她的面纱时，女巫变成了一只乌鸦。年轻人与公主坠入了爱河，动物们和罂粟花都围绕在他们左右。






















There Is No One Left　没有一个人留下

Burnett









“How queer and quiet it is,” she said. “It sounds as if there were no one in the bungalow
 ①
 but me and the snake.”

Almost the next minute she heard footsteps in the compound, and then on the veranda. They were men’s footsteps, and the men entered the bungalow and talked in low voices. No one went to meet or speak to them and they seemed to open doors and look into rooms. “What desolation
 ②
 !” she heard one voice say. “That pretty, pretty woman! I suppose the child, too. I heard there was a child, though no one ever saw her.”

Mary was standing in the middle of the nursery when they opened the door a few minutes later. She looked an ugly, cross little thing and was frowning because she was beginning to be hungry and feel disgracefully neglected
 ③
 . The first man who came in was a large officer she had once seen talking to her father. He looked tired and troubled, but when he saw her he was so startled that he almost jumped back.




“Barney!” he cried out. “There is a child here! A child alone! In a place like this! Mercy on us, who is she!”

“I am Mary Lennox,” the little girl said, drawing herself up stiffly. She thought the man was very rude to call her father’s bungalow “A place like this!” “I fell asleep when everyone had the cholera and I have only just wakened up. Why does nobody come?”

“It is the child no one ever saw!” exclaimed the man, turning to his companions. “She has actually been forgotten!”

“Why was I forgotten?” Mary said, stamping her foot. “Why does nobody come?”

The young man whose name was Barney looked at her very sadly. Mary even thought she saw him wink his eyes as if to wink tears away.

“Poor little kid!” he said. “There is nobody left to come.”

It was in that strange and sudden way that Mary found out that she had neither father nor mother left; that they had died and been carried away in the night, and that the few native servants who had not died also had left the house as quickly as they could get out of it, none of them even remembering that there was a Missie Sahib. That was why the place was so quiet. It was true that there was no one in the bungalow but herself and the little rustling snake.





From
 Secret Garden
 












她说：“这里怎么这么安静，太诡异了，就好像整栋房子里只有我和这条蛇。”

紧接着，她就听到院子里传来了脚步声，很快又到了走廊外。有人来了，那些人低声交谈着。没有佣人迎上去说话的声音，他们似乎打开了房门，向屋内看去。她听到一个声音说：“太惨了！这女人多么漂亮啊！据说还有一个小女孩，我想她应该也很漂亮吧，但是没有人见到她。”

几分钟后，当他们推开幼儿房的门时，玛丽就站在房间中央。她看起来就像个丑陋的小不点，由于饥饿和被忽视的感觉而皱着眉头。走在最前面的人是一个高官，她曾经见过他和她的父亲说话。他看起来很疲惫、很烦恼，但是当他看到她时大吃一惊，差点跳了回去。

“巴尼！”他大叫道，“这里有一个孩子！这样一个鬼地方有个孩子！神啊，她是谁啊！”




女孩对于男人无理地称呼自己家为“鬼地方”十分不满，她努力让自己站得笔直，生硬地说道：“我叫玛丽·莲诺丝，他们染上霍乱时我睡着了，刚刚才醒。为什么没有人来照看我？”

“这就是谁都没看见的孩子！”男人对他的同伴惊呼道：“他们都把她忘了！”

“为什么把我忘了？”玛丽气呼呼地问，“为什么没人来照看我？”

叫做巴尼的年轻男人忧伤地看着她，玛丽甚至觉得他在试图眨眼睛掩盖泪水。

“可怜的孩子！”他说，“没有人能来照看你了。”

以这样一种奇异而突然的方式，玛丽得知她的父母已不在人世，他们昨天晚上已经被运出去了，活下来的几个佣人也趁半夜逃走了，没人想起还有一个年幼的玛丽小姐。这就是为什么这里这么安静，整栋房子里确实只有她和沙沙作响的小蛇。


——摘自
 《秘密花园》
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①
 bungalow [ˈbʌŋɡəˌlo]
 n. 平房（
 英国一种房屋式样）；
 单层小屋


②
 desolation [ˌdɛsəˈleʃən,]
 n. 遗弃；
 荒凉；
 凄凉；
 破坏


③
 neglect [nɪˈɡlɛkt]
 v. 疏忽；
 忽略；
 疏于照顾


















Thumb Girl　拇指姑娘

Andersen









There was once a woman who wished very much to have a little child, but she could not obtain her wish. At last she went to a fairy, and said, “I should so very much like to have a little child; can you tell me where I can find one?”

“Oh, that can be easily managed,” said the fairy. “Here is a barleycorn of a different kind to those which grow in the farmer’s fields, and which the chickens eat; put it into a flower-pot, and see what will happen.”

“Thank you,” said the woman, and she gave the fairy twelve shillings, which was the price of the barleycorn. Then she went home and planted it, and immediately there grew up a large handsome flower, something like a tulip in appearance, but with its leaves tightly closed as if it were still a bud.

“It is a beautiful flower,” said the woman, and she kissed the red and golden-colored leaves, and while she did so the flower opened, and she could see that it was a real tulip. Within the flower, upon the green velvet stamens, sat a very delicate and graceful little maiden. She was scarcely half as long as a thumb and they gave her the name of “Thumbelina”, or Tiny, because she was so small. A walnut-shell, elegantly polished, served her for a cradle; her bed was formed of blue violet-leaves, with a rose-leaf for a counterpane. Here she slept at night, but during the day she amused herself on a table, where the woman had placed a plateful of water. Round this plate were wreaths
 ①
 of flowers with their stems in the water, and upon it floated a large tulip-leaf, which served Tiny for a boat. Here the little maiden sat and rowed herself from side to side, with two oars made of white horse-hair. It really was a very pretty sight. Tiny could, also, sing so softly and sweetly that nothing like her singing had ever before been heard.




One night, while she lay in her pretty bed, a large, ugly, wet toad crept through a broken pane of glass in the window, and leaped right upon the table where Tiny lay sleeping under her rose-leaf quilt. “What a pretty little wife this would make for my son,” said the toad, and she took up the walnut-shell in which little Tiny lay asleep, and jumped through the window with it into the garden.




In the swampy margin of a broad stream in the garden lived the toad, with her son. He was uglier even than his mother, and when he saw the pretty little maiden in her elegant bed, he could only cry, “Croak, croak, croak.”

“Don’t speak so loud, or she will wake,” said the toad, “and then she might run away, for she is as light as swan’s down. We will place her on one of the water-lily leaves out in the stream; it will be like an island to her, she is so light and small, and then she cannot escape; and, while she is away, we will make haste and prepare the state-room under the marsh, in which you are to live when you are married.”

Far out in the stream grew a number of water-lilies, with broad green leaves, which seemed to float on the top of the water. The largest of these leaves appeared farther off than the rest, and the old toad swam out to it with the walnut-shell, in which little Tiny lay still asleep.


The tiny little creature woke very early in the
 morning, and began to cry bitterly when she found where she was, for she could see nothing but water on every side of the large green leaf, and no way of reaching the land.

Meanwhile the old toad was very busy under the marsh, decking
 ②
 her room with rushes and wild yellow flowers, to make it look pretty for her new daughter-in-law. Then she swam out with her ugly son to the leaf on which she had placed poor little Tiny. She wanted to fetch the pretty bed, that she might put it in the bridal chamber to be ready for her. The old toad bowed low to her in the water, and said, “Here is my son, he will be your husband, and you will live happily in the marsh by the stream.”




The little fishes, who swam about in the water beneath, had seen the toad, and heard what she said, so they lifted their heads above the water to look at the little maiden. As soon as they caught sight of her, they saw she was very pretty, and it made them very sorry to think that she must go and live with the ugly toads. “No, it must never be!” So they assembled
 ③
 together in the water, round the green stalk which held the leaf on which the little maiden stood, and gnawed it away at the root with their teeth. Then the leaf floated down the stream, carrying Tiny far away out of reach of land.

从前有一个女人，她很想有一个很小的小孩，但是始终未能如愿。最后，她去找了一个小仙子，对她说：“我很想有一个特别小的小孩；你能告诉我在哪儿可以找到吗？”

“哦，这很简单。”小仙子说。“这有一个大麦粒，这个大麦粒跟农民地里长的大麦粒不一样，跟鸡会吃的大麦粒也不一样；你把它放进一个花盆里，看看能种出什么来。”




“谢谢。”女人说。她把大麦粒的12先令给了小仙子，然后就回家了。她把大麦粒种在一个花盆里，很快，花盆里长出一大朵漂亮的花，看上去像一朵郁金香，但是叶子都紧紧地合在一起，好像还是一个花蕾。

“这朵花真漂亮。”女人说。她吻了吻它红色和金色的叶子，而就在这时，花开了，她看出来，还真的是朵郁金香。花里的绿色丝绒雄蕊上坐着一个纤细优雅的小女孩。她还没有一根大拇指的一半那么长，于是大家给她取了个名字，叫“拇指姑娘”，或者叫“小拇指”，因为她实在是很小。她的摇篮是一个打磨得很漂亮的花生壳；她的床是由蓝色的紫罗兰叶子做成的，床罩则是一片玫瑰叶。每天晚上她在这里睡觉，白天就在桌子上玩。女人在桌上放了一盘水。一朵花环绕在盘子周围，花的茎都插在水里，水上浮着一大片郁金香叶子。这就是小拇指的船。小拇指坐在船里，从盘子的一边划到另一边，用两根白色的马毛做船桨。这景象非常美妙，而小拇指唱歌的声音轻柔动听，从来没有人听过像她这么美妙的歌声。

一天晚上，她躺在自己美丽的床上，睡在玫瑰叶被子下面，一只巨大的、丑陋的、湿漉漉的蟾蜍从窗户上的破玻璃窗格爬了进来，正好跳在小拇指睡着的桌子上。“带她去做我儿子的小美人妻该多好。”蟾蜍说，然后她拿起小拇指睡觉的花生壳，从窗户跳了出去，跳进了花园里。




蟾蜍生活在花园里一条宽阔的小溪沼泽边缘，跟她的儿子住在一起。他比自己的妈妈还要丑，当他看到漂亮的床上那优雅的小女孩时，只能大喊道：“呱，呱，呱。”

“说话别这么大声，不然会把她吵醒的。”蟾蜍说，“她可能会逃走，因为她跟天鹅的绒毛一样轻。我们要把她放在小溪里的睡莲叶下面；她这么轻，这么小，
 睡莲叶对她来说就相当于一个岛屿，这样她就没法逃走了；我们还要快些准备沼泽地下面的舱房，你结婚之后要住在里面。”

小溪里生长着一大片睡莲，睡莲有着宽阔的绿色叶子，好像漂浮在水上一样。这些叶子中最大的一片比其他叶子都要大。老蟾蜍带着花生壳游过去，小拇指还在花生壳里熟睡。

第二天早上，小拇指很早就醒来了，她发现自己身处一大片绿色的叶子上面，周围什么都看不到，只能看见水，也没办法到达陆地。她开始悲痛地哭泣起来。

此时，老蟾蜍在沼泽地下忙碌着，她用灯芯草和野黄花装饰着未来儿媳的房间，她把房子布置得漂漂亮亮。然后她同丑陋的儿子一起游出来，游到她放小拇指的叶子上面。她想把美丽的床搬到新娘房间，为新娘做好准备。老蟾蜍在水中朝她深深地鞠了一躬，说：“这是我的儿子，他会做你的丈夫，你们会在小溪边的沼泽地里幸福地生活下去。”




在水下游来游去的小鱼儿看见了蟾蜍，又听见了小拇指说的话，他们从水下抬起头来，看着小女孩。它们一看到她，就发现她非常漂亮，而想到她要跟丑陋的蟾蜍生活在一起，它们就觉得非常难过。“不，我们不能让这一切发生！”于是，它们在水中集合起来，集合在小女孩站着的叶子的绿茎旁，然后用牙齿咬断绿茎根部。叶子随着小溪飘走了，带着小拇指飘向了遥远的地方。
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①
 wreath [ri:θ]
 n. 花环，
 花圈，
 花冠


②
 deck [dek]
 v. 装饰


③
 assemble [əˈsɛmbəl]
 v. 聚集；
 集合；
 收集














Little Briar-Rose　睡美人

The Brothers Grimm









A long time ago, there were a king and queen who said every day, “Ah, if only we had a child,” but they never had one. But it happened that once when the queen was bathing, a frog crept out of the water onto the land and said to her, “Your wish shall be fulfilled, and before a year has gone by, you shall have a daughter.”

What the frog had said came true, and the queen had a little girl who was so pretty that the king
 could not contain himself for joy and ordered a treat feast. He invited not only his kindred, friends and acquaintances
 ①
 , but also the wise women, in order that they might be kind and well-disposed towards the child.

There were thirteen of them in his kingdom, but, as he had only twelve golden plates for them to eat out of, one of them had to be left at home.

The feast was held with all manner of splendor and when it came to an end the wise women bestowed their magic gifts upon the baby—one gave virtue, another beauty, a third riches, and so on with everything in the world that one can wish for.




When eleven of them had made their promises, suddenly the thirteenth came in. She wished to avenge herself for not having been invited, and without greeting, or even looking at anyone, she cried with a loud voice, “The king’s daughter shall in her fifteenth year prick herself with a spindle
 ②
 and fall down dead.” And, without saying a word more, she turned round and left the room.

They were all shocked, but the twelfth, whose good wish still remained unspoken, came forward, and as she could not undo the evil sentence, but only soften it, she said, “It shall not be death, but a deep sleep of a hundred years, into which the princess shall fall.”

The king, who would fain keep his dear child from the misfortune, gave orders that every spindle in the whole kingdom should be burned. Meanwhile the gifts of the wise women were plenteously fulfilled on the young girl, for she was so beautiful, modest, good-natured, and wise that everyone who saw her was bound to love her.

It happened that on the very day when she was fifteen years old, the king and queen were not at home, and the maiden was left in the palace quite alone. So she went round into all sorts of places, looked into rooms and bedchambers just as she liked, and at last came to an old bower. She climbed up the narrow winding-staircase and reached a little door. A rusty key was in the lock, and when she turned it the door sprang open, and there in a little room sat an old woman with a spindle, busily spinning her flax.




“Good day, old mother,” said the king’s daughter, “What are you doing there?” “I am spinning,” said the old woman, and nodded her head. “What sort of thing is that? That rattles round so merrily,” said the girl, and she took the spindle and wanted to spin too. But scarcely had she touched the spindle when the magic decree was fulfilled, and she pricked her finger with it.

And, in the very moment when she felt the prick, she fell down upon the bed that stood there, and lay in a deep sleep. And this sleep extended over the whole palace. The king and queen who had just come home and had entered the treat hall, began to go to sleep, and the whole of the court with them. The horses, too, went to sleep in the stable. The dogs in the yard, the pigeons upon the roof, the flies on the wall, and even the fire that was flaming on the hearth, became quiet and slept. The roast meat left off frizzling, and the cook, who was just going to pull the hair of the scullery boy because he had forgotten something, let him go, and went to sleep. And the wind fell, and on the trees before the castle not a leaf moved again.




But round about the castle there began to grow a hedge of thorns, which every year became higher, and at last grew close up round the castle and all over it, so that there was nothing of it to be seen, not even the flag upon the roof. But the story of the beautiful sleeping Briar-Rose, for so the princess was named, went about the country, so that from time to time kings’ sons came and tried to get through the thorny hedge into the castle.

But they found it impossible, for the thorns held fast together, as if they had hands, and the youths were caught in them, could not get loose again, and died a miserable death.

After long, long years, a king’s son came again to that country, and heard an old man talking about the thorn-hedge, and that a castle was said to stand behind it in which a wonderfully beautiful princess, named Briar-Rose, had been asleep for a hundred years, and that the king and queen and the whole court were asleep likewise. He had heard, too, from his grandfather, that many kings’ sons had already come and had tried to get through the thorny hedge, but they had remained sticking fast in it and had died a pitiful death.




Then the youth said, “I am not afraid, I will go and see the beautiful Briar-Rose.” The good old man might dissuade him as he would, he did not listen to his words.

But by this time the hundred years had just passed, and the day had come when Briar-Rose was to awake again. When the king’s son came near to the thorn-hedge, it was nothing but large and beautiful flowers, which parted from each other of their own accord, and let him pass unhurt, then they closed again behind him like a hedge. In the castle yard he saw the horses and the spotted hounds lying asleep, on the roof sat the pigeons with their heads under their wings. And when he entered the house, the flies were asleep upon the wall, the cook in the kitchen was still holding out his hand to seize the boy, and the maid was sitting by the black hen which she was going to pluck.

He went on farther, and in the great hall he saw the whole of the court lying asleep, and up by the throne lay the king and queen.

Then he went on still farther, and all was so quiet that a breath could be heard. At last he came to the tower, and opened the door into the little room where Briar-Rose was sleeping.




There she lay, so beautiful that he could not turn his eyes away, and he stooped down and gave her a kiss. But as soon as he kissed her, Briar-Rose opened her eyes and awoke and looked at him quite sweetly.

Then they went down together, and the king awoke, and the queen, and the whole court, and looked at each other in great astonishment
 ③
 . And the horses in the courtyard stood up and shook themselves, the hounds jumped up and wagged their tails, the pigeons upon the roof pulled out their heads from under their wings, looked round, and flew into the open country, the flies on the wall crept again, the fire in the kitchen burned up and flickered and cooked the meat, the joint began to turn and sizzle again, the cook gave the boy such a box on the ear that he screamed, and the maid finished plucking the fowl.

And then the marriage of the king’s son with Briar-Rose was celebrated with all splendor, and they lived contented to the end of their days.





很久以前，有一位国王和一位王后，他们每天都在祈祷：“啊，如果我们有个孩子就好了。”但是，他们一直都没能实现愿望。有一次，王后洗澡的时候，一只青蛙从水里爬到岸上，对王后说：“你的愿望将会得到满足，不到一年的时间里，你就会有一个女儿。”




青蛙的话变成了现实，王后很快就生了一个女儿。小女孩特别漂亮，国王无法抑制自己喜悦和激动的心情，命人举行一场盛宴。他不仅邀请了自己的亲朋好友，还请了女巫师，这样她们就会为小女孩送来美好的祝愿。

王国里一共有十三位女巫师，但是，他只有十二只金盘子，所以有一个巫师无法得到宴请，只能留在家里。

宴会举行得无比华丽，最后，女巫师把她们神奇的礼物送给了这个天赐的宝贝——一位赐予美德，另一个赐予美貌，第三个赐予财富。就这样，女巫师把世界上最美好的东西都赐予了小女孩。

第十一个女巫师许完愿之后，没有受到宴请的第十三个女巫师突然走了进来，她想报复没邀请她的国王。她没有跟任何人打招呼，甚至没有看任何人一眼，就走进房间高声喊道：“国王的女儿15岁时会用纺锤刺伤自己，倒地身亡。”她没再多说一句话，转身离开了房间。

这句话吓坏了所有人，但是，还没有说出美好愿望的第十二个女巫师走了过来，由于她没办法解除女巫的诅咒，只能弱化它，于是她说：“公主倒下的时候，不会死去，只会沉沉地睡上一百年。”




国王希望能让亲爱的孩子免遭厄运，只得下令烧掉王国里的所有纺锤。而与此同时，所有女巫的愿望都在小女孩身上实现了，她出落得漂亮大方，谦逊善良，聪明可人，几乎人见人爱。

到了她15岁生日的这天，国王和王后都不在宫殿，女孩独自一人呆在宫殿里。她去了各种各样的地方，按自己的喜好逛了各个房间和卧室，最后来到了一个旧凉亭。她爬上蜿蜒的窄楼梯，来到了一扇窄门门口。门锁里有一根生锈的钥匙，她转动钥匙，门就打开了。里面的小房间里坐着一个老女人，正拿着纺锤在忙着织布。

“早上好，老妈妈。”国王的女儿说，“你在这儿做什么？”“我在织布。”老女人点了点头，对公主说道。“织布是做什么？那个东西发出的声音可真欢快呀。”小女孩说，她拿起纺锤，也想织布。可是她还没有碰到纺锤，神奇的魔法就生效了，她用纺锤刺伤了自己的手指。

她一感受到纺锤的刺痛，就倒在旁边的床上，进入了深深的睡眠。睡眠蔓延至整个宫殿。国王和王后刚刚回到宫殿，一走进宴会厅就开始陷入沉睡，整个宫廷的人也都进入了深深的睡眠中。马厩里的马，庭院里的狗，屋顶上的鸽子，墙上的苍蝇，甚至炉子里烧得正旺的炉火，都安静下来，进入了沉睡之中。烤肉在烤盘上滋滋作响，厨师正要拉扯忘记某件事的年轻洗碗工的头发，也放他走了，进入了睡眠。风也停了，城堡前面树上的叶子也都静止下来。




但是，一片荆棘篱笆开始在城堡周围生长，一年年越长越高，最后长到城堡顶端，盖过了城堡顶。这样一来，外面的人什么都看不到了，甚至连屋顶的旗帜都看不见。然而，睡美人公主的故事却在全国上下流传开来——大家都叫她睡美人，也不断地有王子来到王国，试图穿过荆棘篱笆进入城堡。

然而，他们发现，进入城堡是不可能的，因为荆棘仿佛有双手一样，牢牢地绑在一起。年轻的王子都被困在里面，无法逃脱，最后只能悲惨地死去。

很多很多年以后，有一位国王的儿子又来到这个国家。他听见一个老人在谈论荆棘篱笆，说篱笆后面有一个城堡，里面有一位非常漂亮的公主，叫做睡美人，已经沉睡了一百年，而国王、王后和整个庭院都在沉睡。他还从祖父那里听说，很多王子都已经来过，尝试过从
 荆棘篱笆走进去，但是他们都被困在里面，悲惨地葬送了生命。

然后，这个年轻人说道：“我不怕，我要去看看睡美人。”老人劝他不要去，但是他没有听。

但是，到这时，一百年的时间已经过去了，睡美人要醒的那一天已经到了。国王的儿子走到荆棘篱笆附近时，只看见大朵大朵漂亮的鲜花，它们自动地分开，让王子安全地走过去，然后又像篱笆一样关了起来。他看到马和斑点猎犬在城堡的庭院里睡觉，鸽子坐在屋顶上把头埋在翅膀里沉睡；当他进入房间的时候，苍蝇在墙上睡觉，厨房的厨子还在伸出手要抓住小男孩，女仆还坐在要拔毛的黑母鸡旁边。




他继续往前走，看到大厅里的所有人都在睡觉，国王和王后躺在宝座旁。

他又继续往前走，一切都非常安静，安静得连呼吸声都萦绕耳边。最后他来到了城堡面前，打开门，进入睡美人睡觉的小房间。

睡美人躺在那里，特别美丽，他几乎无法把自己的视线从她身上移开。他俯下身来，给了她一个吻。而就是这一吻，睡美人就睁开了眼睛，醒了过来，甜蜜地看着他。

然后，所有人都一起醒了过来，国王、王后、整个庭院都醒了过来，大家都惊讶地看着彼此。院子里的马都站起来，甩了甩身体；猎犬跳起来，摇了摇尾巴；屋顶上的鸽子把头从翅膀下面伸出来，四处看看，飞到空旷的田野之中；墙上的苍蝇又开始爬行；厨房里的炉火又烧了起来，不停地闪烁着，开始烤起肉来；烤肉旋转起来，在火炉上嘶嘶作响；厨师给了小男孩一个耳光，他尖叫起来；女工也拔完了母鸡的毛。

王子和睡美人举行了盛大华丽的婚礼，他们心满意足地生活在一起，直到老去。
















Black Beauty　黑骏马

Anna Sewell









The master must have had some very important business to take care of, because he didn’t come back out until late into the afternoon. By this time, the wind was blowing even harder than before, and there were many more pools of water in the road now.

I was doing well at keeping a good speed when suddenly there was a loud breaking sound and then right in front of me a huge tree fell onto the middle of the road, blocking
 ①
 our way. John got off the wagon to see if he could move it, but it was too large.

“Sir, we’re going to have to go another, longer way to the bridge. It’s going to take us six miles out of our way.”

The squire
 ②
 told John to do what he thought was best. So, a while later, when we had reached the bridge, it was almost night. When I took a step onto the bridge I stopped immediately, feeling that something wasn’t right.

“Go on, Beauty,” said the squire, trying to gently urge
 ③
 me forward with the whip. Seeing that I wasn’t going to move further, John jumped off the wagon.




“What’s wrong, Beauty?”

I wanted so badly to speak to them, so they could understand that something was wrong with the bridge.

A moment later the bridge-worker saw us and started running our way, yelling: “Don’t move! The bridge has a large hole in the center! You’ll get killed if you try to cross!”

“Thank you so much, Beauty!” shouted my master.

Much later that evening, we arrived back at Birtwick Park, where we found the gardener standing in the yard waiting.

“Mrs. Gordon was so frightened, she ordered me to search for you.”

“Well, go on now and tell her we’re all safe.” said the master. “Let’s go to the stables, Beauty.”

But we didn’t get very far, for suddenly Mrs. Gordon came running out the front door toward us.

“I was so worried!” she cried. “Is everything OK?”

“Thanks to Beauty, everything’s OK.” replied the squire.

As a reward for doing such a good job, John gave me a special dinner with a few extra oats and he made an excellent bed for me that was so soft and comfortable, I fell asleep as soon as I lay down.





(Adaptation)
 












主人一定是有非常重要的事要办，因为他到傍晚时分才回到车上。这时的风比之前刮得更猛烈了，而且现在路上还多了许多小水坑。

我一直保持着很快的速度前进，这时候突然响起一声巨大的破裂声，接着一棵大树正好倒在我面前的路中央，挡住了我们的去路。约翰跳下马车去看自己能否搬动它，但那棵树实在是太大了。

“先生，我们只有走另一条离桥比较远的路了。如果那样走的话，我们要比原来多走6英里路。”

乡绅告诉约翰按照他认为最恰当的方法去做。这样一来，等我们到达桥边时，几乎已经是晚上了。我刚迈上桥一步，就立即停了下来，觉得有些不对劲。

“走啊，骏马！”乡绅说，尽量用鞭子轻轻地催我向前走。看我一步也不愿往前，约翰从马车上跳了下来。

“怎么了，骏马？”

我是多么希望能够跟他们说话啊，这样他们就能明白这桥有问题了。

过了一会儿，守桥工看见了我们，他向我们跑过来，大声喊道：“别动！桥的中间有个大洞！如果你们想这样过桥，就是自寻死路！”




“太感谢你了，骏马！”主人高声喊道。

那天夜里，我们很晚才回到波特威克庄园，一回去就发现花匠正站在院子里等我们。

“高顿太太十分害怕，她让我来找你们。”

“好了，现在你去告诉她我们都很安全。”主人说，“我们
 去马厩吧，骏马。”

但是我们没走多远，因为高顿太太突然从前门向我们跑过来。

“我担心极了！”她叫喊道，“一切都好吗？”

“多亏了骏马，一切安然无恙。”乡绅回答道。

作为我出色表现的奖赏，约翰给了我一顿带有燕麦的特别晚餐，并给我铺了一张极好的床，它是那么柔软，那么舒适，我一躺下就立即进入了梦乡。


（改编本）
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①
 block [blɑk]
 v. 阻止；
 阻塞；
 限制


②
 squire [skwaɪr]
 n. 地主，
 乡绅


③
 urge [ɚdʒ]
 v. 催促；
 推进；
 力劝


















Chapter 3 那些奇遇，精彩纷呈










The fish in the water is silent, the animal on the earth is noisy, the bird in the air is singing. But man has in him the silence of the sea, the noise of the earch and the music of the air.









水里的游鱼是沉默的，陆地上的兽类是喧闹的，空中的飞鸟是歌唱着的。但是，人类却兼有海里的沉默，地上的喧闹与空中的音乐。














The Adventure of Pinocchio　木偶奇遇记

Carlo Collodi









Once upon a time there was...

“A king?” my little readers will say immediately.

No, children, you are mistaken. Once upon a time there was a piece of wood. It was not fine wood, but a simple piece of wood from the wood yard, like the kind we put in the fireplaces so as to make a fire and heat the rooms.

I do not know how it happened, but one beautiful day a certain old woodcutter found a piece of this kind of wood in his shop. The name of the old man was Antonio, but everybody called him Mastro Cherry on account of the point of his nose, which was always shiny and purplish
 ①
 , just like a ripe cherry.

As soon as Mastro Cherry saw that piece of wood he was overjoyed; and rubbing his hands contentedly, he mumbled to himself: “This has come in very good time. I will make it into a table leg.”


No sooner said than done. He quickly took a
 sharpened axe to shape the wood; but when he was on the point of striking it he stopped with his arm in the air, because he heard a tiny, thin little voice say, “Do not strike so hard!”




Just imagine how surprised good old Mastro Cherry was! He turned his bewildered
 ②
 eyes around the room in order to see where that little voice came; but he saw no one. He looked under the bench, and no one was there; he looked in a sideboard which was always closed; he looked in the basket of chips and shavings; he opened the door in order to glance around his house; still he could see no one. What then?

“I understand,” he said, laughing and scratching his wig, “I imagined I heard that little voice, I will begin to work again.”

He took up the axe and gave the piece of wood another hard blow.

“Oh! You have hurt me!” cried the little voice, as if in pain.

This time Mastro Cherry was dumb. His eyes nearly popped out of his head; his mouth opened wide, and his tongue hung down on his chin, like that of gorgon head on a fountain
 ③
 .

As soon as he could speak he said, trembling and stammering from fright, “But where did that little voice come from? There is nothing alive in this room. Can it be that this piece of wood has learned to cry and scream like a baby? I cannot believe it. This is an ordinary piece of wood for the fireplace, like all other pieces with which we boil a pot of beans. What next? What if there is some one hidden inside? If there is so much the worse for him. I will settle him.” And saying this, he seized with both hands the poor piece of wood and knocked it against the wall.




Then he stopped to listen, so as to hear if any voice complained. He waited two minutes, and heard nothing; five minutes, and nothing; ten minutes, and nothing.

“I understand,” he said, forcing a laugh and rubbing his wig; “I imagined that I heard a voice cry ‘Oh!’ I will begin to work again.”

And because he was somewhat frightened, he tried to hum an air so as to make himself courageous.

At the same time he stopped working with the axe and took up a plane to make the wood even and clean; but while he planed he heard again the little voice, this time in a laughing tone, “Stop! You are taking the skin off my body.”

This time poor Mastro Cherry fell down as if shot. When he opened his eyes he found himself sitting on the ground. His face expressed utter amazement, and the end of his nose, which was always purple, became blue from great fear.








从前，有一……

“一位国王？”我的小读者们马上会脱口而出。

不对，孩子们，你们猜错了。从前，有一块木头。它不是一段上等的木材，而是柴堆里一块普普通通的木头，就像我们冬天丢进炉子和壁炉里用来生火取暖的那种。

我也不知道究竟是怎么一回事，但是在一个风和日丽的日子，一位老木匠在他的铺子里发现了这样一块木头。这位老木匠叫安东尼奥，但是由于他的鼻尖儿总是晶莹光亮，红得发紫，活像一颗熟透了的樱桃，所以大家都叫他樱桃师傅。

樱桃师傅一见到这块木头，就满心欢喜；他高兴地搓了一下手，低声嘀咕道：“这块木头出现得真是及时，我刚好用它做一条桌子腿儿。”

心动不如行动，他马上拿起一把锋利的斧头，要动手削整一下这块木头。然而，当他正要砍下第一斧子的时候，胳膊举在空中却不动了，因为他听到一个很细很细的声音哀求道：“别这样砍我！”

大家可以想象一下那位善良的老樱桃师傅该有多么惊讶啊！他迷惑不解地向房间四处张望，想看看那细小的声音到底是出自何方，但他没见到任何人！他瞧了瞧工作台下面，没有人；他打开一直关着的柜子看了看，没有人；他往装着刨花和锯末的筐子里面看，也没有人；他打开店铺的门朝屋子周围望了望，还是没有人！什么情况？




“我明白了，”他挠挠他的假发，笑着说，“看来是我自己想象出来的声音，我还是继续干活儿吧。”

他举起斧子，重重地往那块木头上砍去。

“哎哟！你砍疼我了！”那个细小的声音大叫起来，仿佛很痛苦的样子。

这次樱桃师傅真是呆若木鸡了，他吓得眼珠子都鼓了出来，嘴巴张得大大的，舌头伸出来直垂到下巴上，活像喷泉池子里的一尊怪物。

等他缓过来，又能讲话时，他害怕地颤抖着身子，结结巴巴地说：“这个细小的声音到底是从哪儿发出来的呢？而这里却一个活东西也没有。难道是这块木头，它能像孩子一样又哭又叫吗？我真是难以相信。这只是一块普通的木头，是用来烧小壁炉的，跟别的木头并没有两样，是用来生火煮豆子的。还能有什么呢？难道里面藏着什么人吗？如果真有人藏在里面，那么只能算他倒霉了，看我来收拾他！”说完他就用双手抓起那块可怜的木头，毫不留情地将它砸向墙上。

然后他停下来仔细倾听，看有没有什么抱怨声。两分钟过去了，什么也没有听到；五分钟过去了，什么也没有听到；十分钟过去了，还是什么也没有。














Come Away, Come Away　走啦，走啦

James Matthew Barrie










When people in our set are introduced, it is
 customary
 ①
 for them to ask each other’s age, and so Wendy, who always liked to do the correct thing, asked Peter how old he was. It was not really a happy question to ask him; it was like an examination paper that asks grammar, when what you want to be asked is Kings of England.

“I don’t know,” he replied uneasily, “but I am quite young.” He really knew nothing about it, he had merely suspicions, but he said at a venture, “Wendy, I ran away the day I was born.”

Wendy was quite surprised, but interested; and she indicated in the charming drawing-room manner, by a touch on her night-gown, that he could sit nearer her.

“It was because I heard father and mother,” he explained in a low voice, “talking about what I was to be when I became a man.” He was extraordinarily agitated now. “I don’t want ever to be a man,” he said with passion. “I want always to be a little boy and to have fun. So I ran away to Kensington Gardens and lived a long long time among the fairies.”




She gave him a look of the most intense admiration, and he thought it was because he had run away, but it was really because he knew fairies. Wendy had lived such a home life that to know fairies struck her as quite delightful. She poured out questions about them, to his surprise, for they were rather a nuisance
 ②
 to him, getting in his way and so on, and indeed he sometimes had to give them a hiding. Still, he liked them on the whole, and he told her about the beginning of fairies.

“You see, Wendy, when the first baby laughed for the first time, its laugh broke into a thousand pieces, and they all went skipping about, and that was the beginning of fairies.”

Tedious talk this, but being a stay-at-home she liked it.

“And so,” he went on good-naturedly, “there ought to be one fairy for every boy and girl.”

“Ought to be? Isn’t there?”

“No. You see children know such a lot now, they soon don’t believe in fairies, and every time a child says, ‘I don’t believe in fairies,’ there is a fairy somewhere that falls down dead.”




Really, he thought they had now talked enough about fairies, and it struck
 ③
 him that Tinker Bell was keeping very quiet. “I can’t think where she has gone to,” he said, rising, and he called Tink by name. Wendy’s heart went flutter with a sudden thrill.

“Peter,” she cried, clutching him, “you don’t mean to tell me that there is a fairy in this room!”

“She was here just now,” he said a little impatiently. “You don’t hear her, do you?” and they both listened.

“The only sound I hear,” said Wendy, “is like a tinkle of bells.”

“Well, that’s Tink, that’s the fairy language. I think I hear her too.”


From
 Peter Pan
 








一群人在彼此介绍以后，照例总是要互问年龄的，所以做事从来都循规蹈矩的温迪就在这时问彼得他多大年纪。对他来说这真不是个好问题，这就好像是，你本希望被问到英国国王的时候，考试题上却问起语法来。

“我不知道，”彼得不安地回答，“可是我还小着呐。”他真的不知道，那只是他的猜想，但是他还是冒险说，“温迪，我生下来的那一天就逃跑了。”




温迪很惊讶，可是又挺感兴趣。她碰了碰睡衣，表示他可以坐得离她近些，多么优雅的待客礼仪啊。

“因为我听见父亲母亲在说话，”彼得低声解释说，“他们在讨论我将来长大要成为一个什么样的人。”说到这里，他突然激动起来。“我永远也不愿长成大人，”他激愤地说，“我要一直是做个小孩，一直玩。所以我就逃到了肯辛顿公园，和仙子们住在一起，很久很久了
 。”

温迪十分羡慕地看了他一眼，彼得以为她是羡慕他从家里逃跑了，其实是因为她羡慕他认识仙子。温迪的家庭生活太平淡了，所以在她看来，能和仙子们结识一定有趣极了。她问了一连串关于仙子的问题，这使彼得很惊异，因为在他看来仙子们有点累赘，她们常常碍他的事。说实在的，他有时还得躲开她们。不过，总体来说，他还是喜欢她们的，他告诉温迪仙子们的由来。

“是这样的，温迪，第一个婴孩第一次笑出声的时候，那一声笑就裂成了一千块，这些笑到处蹦来蹦去，就成了仙子们。”

虽然这话听起来很无聊，但是温迪是一个很少出家门的孩子，所以她仍然喜欢听。

“所以，”彼得和善地接着说下去，“每一个男孩和女孩都应该有一个仙子。”

“应该？不是就有的吗？”










Mowgli’s Brothers　莫哥里的兄弟们

Kipling. R.









Shere Khan was the tiger who lived near the Waingunga River, twenty miles away.

“He has no right!” Father Wolf began angrily, “By the Law of the Jungle he has no right to change his quarters without due warning. He will frighten every head of game within ten miles, and I—I have to kill for two, these days.”

“His mother did not call him Lungri [the Lame One] for nothing,” said Mother Wolf quietly. “He has been lame
 ①
 in one foot from his birth. That is why he has only killed cattle. Now the villagers of the Waingunga are angry with him, and he has come here to make our villagers angry. They will scour
 ②
 the jungle for him when he is far away, and we and our children must run when the grass is set alight. Indeed, we are very grateful to Shere Khan!”

“Shall I tell him of your gratitude?” said Tabaqui.

“Out!” snapped Father Wolf. “Out and hunt with your master. Thou have done harm enough for one night.”




“I go,” said Tabaqui quietly. “Ye can hear Shere Khan below in the thickets. I might have saved myself the message.”

Father Wolf listened, and below in the valley that ran down to a little river, he heard the dry, angry, snarly, singsong whine of a tiger who has caught nothing and does not care if all the jungle knows it.

“The fool!” said Father Wolf. “To begin a night’s work with that noise! Does he think that our buck are like his fat Waingunga bullocks?”


“H’sh. It is neither bullock nor buck he hunts
 tonight,” said Mother Wolf. “It is Man.”

The whine had changed to a sort of humming purr that seemed to come from every quarter of the compass. It was the noise that bewilders woodcutters and gypsies sleeping in the open, and makes them run sometimes into the very mouth of the tiger.

“Man!” said Father Wolf, showing all his white teeth. “Faugh! Are there not enough beetles and frogs in the tanks that he must eat Man, and on our ground too! ”

The Law of the Jungle, which never orders anything without a reason, forbids every beast to eat Man except when he is killing to show his children how to kill, and then he must hunt outside the hunting grounds of his pack or tribe. The real reason for this is that man-killing means, sooner or later, the arrival of white men on elephants, with guns, and hundreds of brown men with gongs and rockets and torches. Then everybody in the jungle suffers
 ③
 . The reason the beasts give among themselves is that Man is the weakest and most defenseless of all living things, and it is unsportsmanlike to touch him. They say too—and it is true—that man-eaters become mangy, and lose their teeth.




The purr grew louder, and ended in the full-throated “Aaarh!” of the tiger’s charge.

Then there was a howl—an untigerish howl—from Shere Khan. “He has missed,” said Mother Wolf. “What is it?”

Father Wolf ran out a few paces and heard Shere Khan muttering and mumbling savagely as he tumbled about in the scrub.

“The fool has had no more sense than to jump at a woodcutter’s campfire, and has burned his feet,” said Father Wolf with a grunt. “Tabaqui is with him.”


From
 The Jungle Book













谢尔汗就是住在20英里外韦根加河畔的那只老虎。

“他没有那个权力！”狼爸爸气呼呼地开了口，“按照‘丛林法则’，他不预先通知是没有权力改换场地的。他会惊动方圆10英里之内的所有猎物，而且我……我最近一个人还得猎取双份的食物呢。”

“他的母亲管他叫‘瘸腿’不是瞎叫的，”狼妈妈平静地说道，“他从一生来就瘸了一条腿。所以他一向都只猎杀耕牛。现在韦根加河一带村子里的村民们都被他惹火了，他又到这儿来招惹我们这边的村民。等村民来搜捕他的时候，他早已经远走高飞，而我们和孩子们则会被村民点着的茅草所驱逐。哼，我们真得感谢谢尔汗！”

“要我向他转达你们的感激吗？”塔巴克说道。

“滚出去！”狼爸爸怒喝道，“滚去和你的主子一块儿打猎吧！这一晚上你干的坏事已经够多了。”

“我这就走，”塔巴克不慌不忙地说，“你们其实可以听见谢尔汗这会儿正在下面的林子里呢，其实我用不着跑这一趟的。”

狼爸爸侧耳细听，果然，他听见在下面一条小河的河谷里，有只气冲冲的老虎在发出单调粗鲁的哼哼声。他什么猎物也没有逮着，但是即便整个丛林都知道这一点，他也不在乎。




“蠢货！”狼爸爸说，“刚开始干活就这么吵吵嚷嚷的！难道他以为我们这儿的公鹿都像那些养得肥肥的韦根加小公牛一样笨吗？”

“嘘！他今晚要捕猎的既不是小公牛也不是公鹿，”狼妈妈说，“他要捕猎的是人。”

哼哼声逐渐变成了低沉震颤的呜呜声，仿佛来自四面八方。这种吼声常常会把露宿的樵夫和吉卜赛人吓得肝胆俱裂，有时候他们会自己瞎跑跑到老虎嘴里去。

“人！”狼爸爸龇着满口白森森的牙齿说，“呸！难道池塘里的甲壳虫和青蛙还不够他吃的，他非要吃人不可？——而且还是在我们这块地盘上？”

“丛林法则”的每条规定都是有它的原因的，“丛林法则”禁止任何野兽吃人，除非他是在教他的孩子如何捕杀猎物，而且即使那样，他也必须在自己这个兽群或者部落的捕猎场之外的地方去捕猎。产生这条规则的真正原因在于：杀了人就意味着迟早会招来骑着大象、带着枪支的白人，和几百个手持铜锣、火箭和火把的棕褐色皮肤的人。那样一来，住在丛林里的所有动物都得遭殃。而动物们自己对这条规定是这么解释的：因为人类是所有生物中最软弱、最缺乏自卫能力的，所以不应该去攻击他们。他们还说——这倒是真的——吃人的野兽毛皮会长癞痢，牙齿会脱落。

呜呜声越来越响，最终演化成了老虎扑食时的一声洪亮的吼叫：“嗷呜！”














Down the Rabbit-Hole　掉入兔子洞

Lewis Carroll









Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped
 ①
 into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or conversations in it, “and what is the use of a book,” thought Alice, “without pictures or conversation?”

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran close by her.

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear the Rabbit say to itself, “Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!” (when she thought it over afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time to see it pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.




In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was to get out again.

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself falling down a very deep well.

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down to look about her and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look down and make out what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed; it was labelled “orange marmalade”, but to her great disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.




“Well!” thought Alice to herself, “after such a fall as this, I shall think nothing of tumbling down stairs! How brave they’ll all think me at home! Why, I wouldn’t say anything about it, even if I fell off the top of the house!” (Which was very likely true.)

Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end! “I wonder how many miles I’ve fallen by this time?” she said aloud. “I must be getting somewhere near the centre of the earth. Let me see: that would be four thousand miles down, I think—” (for, you see, Alice had learnt several things of this sort in her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this was not a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, as there was no one to listen to her, still it was good practice to say it over) “—yes, that’s about the right distance—but then I wonder what Latitude or Longitude I’ve got to?” (Alice had no idea what Latitude was, or Longitude either, but thought they were nice grand words to say.)

Presently she began again. “I wonder if I shall fall right through the earth! How funny it’ll seem to come out among the people that walk with their heads downward! The Antipathies, I think—” (she was rather glad there was no one listening, this time, as it didn’t sound at all the right word) “—but I shall have to ask them what the name of the country is, you know. Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealand or Australia?” (and she tried to curtsey
 ②
 as she spoke—fancy curtseying as you’re falling through the air! Do you think you could manage it?) “And what an ignorant little girl she’ll think me for asking! No, it’ll never do to ask: perhaps I shall see it written up
 somewhere.”




Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, so Alice soon began talking again. “Dinah’ll miss me very much to-night, I should think!” (Dinah was the cat.) “I hope they’ll remember her saucer of milk at tea-time. Dinah my dear! I wish you were down here with me! There are no mice in the air, I’m afraid, but you might catch a bat, and that’s very like a mouse, you know. But do cats eat bats, I wonder?” And here Alice began to get rather sleepy, and went on saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, “Do cats eat bats? Do cats eat bats?” and sometimes, “Do bats eat cats?” for, you see, as she couldn’t answer either question, it didn’t much matter which way she put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just begun to dream that she was walking hand in hand with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, “Now, Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever eat a bat?” when suddenly, thump! Thump! Down she came upon a heap of sticks and dry leaves, and the fall was over.




Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was all dark overhead; before her was another long passage, and the White Rabbit was still in sight, hurrying down it. There was not a moment to be lost: away went Alice like the wind, and was just in time to hear it say, as it turned a corner, “Oh my ears and whiskers, how late it’s getting!” She was close behind it when she turned the corner, but the Rabbit was no longer to be seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the roof.


From
 Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland


爱丽丝靠着姐姐坐在河岸边，由于没有什么事情可做，她开始感到厌倦。她有一两次偷偷地瞧瞧姐姐正在读的那本书，可是书里没有图画，也没有对话，爱丽丝想：“要是一本书里没有图画和对话，那还有什么意思呢？”




天气热得让她感到非常困，甚至迷糊了，但是爱丽丝还是认真地盘算着：做一只雏菊花环的乐趣，能不能抵得上摘雏菊的麻烦呢？就在这时，突然一只粉红眼睛的白兔，贴着她身边跑过去。

爱丽丝并没有感到奇怪，甚至于听到兔子自言自语地说：“哦，亲爱的，哦，亲爱的，我太迟了。”爱丽丝也没有感到离奇，虽然过后，她认为这事应该奇怪，可当时她的确感到很自然，但是兔子竟然从背心口袋里掏出一块怀表看看，然后又匆匆忙忙跑了。这时，爱丽丝跳了起来，她突然想到：从来没有见过穿着有口袋背心的兔子，更没有见到过兔子还能从口袋里拿出—块表来。她好奇地穿过田野，紧紧地追赶那只兔子，刚好看见兔子跳进了矮树下面的一个大兔子洞。

爱丽丝也紧跟着跳了进去，根本没考虑怎么再出来。

这个兔子洞开始像走廊，笔直地向前，后来就突然向下了，爱丽丝还没有来得及想到要站住，就掉进了—个深井里。

也许是井太深了，也许是她自己感到下沉得太慢，因此，她有足够的时间去东张西望，而且去猜测下一步会发生什么事。首先，她往下看，想知道会掉到什么地方。但是下面太黑了，什么都看不见，于是，她就看四周的井壁，只见井壁上排满了碗橱和书架，以及挂在钉子上的地图和图画。她从一个架子上拿了一个罐头，罐头上写着“桔子酱”，却是空的。她很失望，不敢把空罐头扔下去，怕砸着下面的人，因此，在继续往下掉的时候，她就把空罐头放到另一个碗橱里去了。




“好啊，”爱丽丝想，“经过了这次锻炼，我从楼梯上滚下来就不算回事了。家里的人都会说我多么勇敢啊，嘿，就是从屋顶上掉下来也没什么了不起。”——这点倒很可能是真的，从屋顶上摔下来，会摔得说不出话的。

掉啊，掉啊，掉啊，难道永远掉不到底了吗？爱丽丝大声说：“我很想知道掉了多少英里，我一定已经靠近地球中心的一个地方啦！让我想想：这就是说已经掉了大约四千英里了，我想……”（你瞧，爱丽丝在学校里已经学到了一点这类东西，虽然现在不是显摆知识的时机，因为没一个人在听她说话，但是这仍然是个很好的练习。）“……是的，大概就是这个距离。那么，我现在究竟到了什么经度和纬度了呢？”（爱丽丝不明白经度和纬度是什么意思，可她认为这是挺时髦的字眼，说起来怪好听的。）

不一会儿，她又说话了：“我想知道我会不会穿过地球，到那些头朝下走路的人们那里，这该多么滑稽呀！我想这叫做‘对称人’吧——”（这次她很高兴没人听她说话，因为“对称人”这个名词似乎不十分正确。）“——我想我应该问他们这个国家叫什么名称，太太，请问您知道这是新西兰，还是澳大利亚？”（她说这话时，还试着行个屈膝礼，可是不成。你想想看，在空中掉下来时行这样的屈膝礼，行吗？）“如果我这样问，人们一定会认为我是一个无知的小姑娘哩。不，永远不能这样问，也许我会看到它写在哪儿的吧！”




掉啊，掉啊，掉啊，除此之外，没别的事可干了。因此，过一会儿爱丽丝又说话了：“我敢肯定，黛娜今晚一定非常想念我。”（黛娜是只猫）“我希望他们别忘了午茶时给她准备一碟牛奶。黛娜，我亲爱的，我多么希望你也掉到这里来，同我在一起呀，我怕空中没有你吃的小老鼠，不过你可能捉到一只蝙蝠，你要知道，它很像老鼠
 。可是猫吃不吃蝙蝠呢？”这时，爱丽丝开始瞌睡了，她困得迷迷糊糊时还在说：“猫吃蝙蝠吗？猫吃蝙蝠吗？”有时又说成，“蝙蝠吃猫吗？”这两个问题她哪个也回答不出来，所以，她怎么问都没关系。这时候，她觉得自己已经睡着了，开始做起梦来。她梦见正同黛娜手拉着手走着，并且很认真地问：“黛娜，实话告诉我，你吃过蝙蝠吗？”就在这时，突然“砰”地一声，她掉在了一堆枯枝败叶上了，总算掉到底了！

爱丽丝一点儿也没摔坏，她立即站起来，向上看看，黑洞洞的。朝前一看，是个很长的走廊，她又看见了那只白兔正急急忙忙地朝前跑。这回可别错过时机，爱丽丝像一阵风似地追了过去。她听到兔子在拐弯时说：“哎呀，我的耳朵和胡子呀，现在太迟了！”这时爱丽丝已经离兔子很近了，但是当她也赶到拐角时，兔子却不见了。她发现自己是在一个很长很低的大厅里，屋顶上悬挂着一串灯，照亮了整个大厅。





——摘自
 《爱丽丝梦游仙境》
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①
 peep [pi:p]
 v. 窥视，
 偷看；（
 小鸟等）
 唧唧地叫


②
 curtsey [ˈkə:tsɪ]
 n.（
 女子行的）
 屈膝礼


















Naughty Tom　顽皮的汤姆

Mark Twain









“Tom!”

No answer.

“Tom!”

No answer.

“What’s gone with that boy, I wonder? You Tom!”

No answer.

The old lady pulled her spectacles down and looked over them about the room; then she put them up and looked out under them. She seldom or never looked through them for so small a thing as a boy; they were her state pair, the pride of her heart, and were built for “style”, not service—she could have seen through a pair of stove-lids just as well. She looked perplexed
 ①
 for a moment, and then said, not fiercely, but still loud enough for the furniture to hear:

“Well, I lay if I get hold of you I’ll—”

She did not finish, for by this time she was bending down and punching under the bed with the broom, and so she needed breath to punctuate the punches with. She resurrected nothing but the cat.




“I never did see the beat of that boy!”

She went to the open door and stood in it and looked out among the tomato vines and “jimpson” weeds that constituted the garden. No Tom. So she lifted up her voice at an angle calculated for distance and shouted:

“Y-o-u-u Tom!”

There was a slight noise behind her and she turned just in time to seize a small boy by the slack of his roundabout and arrest his flight.

“There! I might’a thought of that closet. What you been doing in there?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at your mouth. What is that truck?”

“I don’t know, aunt.”

“Well, I know. It’s jam—that’s what it is. Forty times I’ve said if you didn’t let that jam alone I’d skin you. Hand me that switch.”


The switch hovered in the air—the peril was
 desperate—

“My! Look behind you, aunt!”

The old lady whirled round, and snatched her skirts out of danger. The lad fled on the instant, scrambled up the high board-fence, and disappeared over it.




His aunt Polly stood surprised a moment, and then broke into a gentle laugh.

“Hang the boy, can’t I never learn anything? Ain’t he played me tricks enough like that for me to be looking out for him by this time? But old fools is the biggest fools there is. Can’t learn an old dog new tricks, as the saying is. But my goodness, he never plays them alike two days, and how is a body to know what’s coming? He pears to know just how long he can torment me before I get my dander up, and he knows if he can make out to put me off for a minute or make me laugh, it’s all down again and I can’t hit him a lick
 ②
 . I ain’t doing my duty by that boy, and that’s the Lord’s truth, goodness knows. Spare the rod and spile the child, as the Good Book says. I’m a laying up sin and suffering for us both, I know. He’s full of the Old Scratch, but laws-a-me! He’s my own dead sister’s boy, poor thing, and I ain’t got the heart to lash him, somehow. Every time I let him off, my conscience does hurt me so, and every time I hit him my old heart most breaks. Well-a-well, man that is born of woman is of few days and full of trouble, as the Scripture says, and I reckon it’s so. He’ll play hookey this evening, and I’ll just be obliged to make him work, to-morrow, to punish him. It’s mighty hard to make him work Saturdays, when all the boys is having holiday, but he hates work more than he hates anything else, and I’ve got to do some of my duty by him, or I’ll be the ruination
 ③
 of the child.”




Tom did play hookey, and he had a very good time. He got back home barely in season to help Jim, the small colored boy, saw next-day’s wood and split the kindlings before supper—at least he was there in time to tell his adventures to Jim while Jim did three-fourths of the work. Tom’s younger brother (or rather half-brother) Sid was already through with his part of the work (picking up chips), for he was a quiet boy, and had no adventurous, troublesome ways.


From
 Adventures of Tom Sawyer






“汤姆！”

没人回应。

“汤姆！”

还是没人回应。

“这孩子上哪儿了？实在搞不懂！汤——姆——！
 ”

仍然没人回应。

老太太拉低眼镜，从眼镜上方巡视着整个房间；然后又把眼镜抬高，从镜片下方巡视一周。她很少或者说从未戴着眼镜寻找过像小男孩一样的小东西；她戴这副眼镜只是为了显得正式一点，这是她的骄傲，戴着它是为了让自己“有范儿”，而不是因为近视
 ——实际上，她戴着两片火炉盖子也照样能看得清清楚楚。她迷惑不解地呆了一会儿，突然大声喊了起来，虽然谈不上怒气冲冲，但恐怕也足以渗透屋里的家具了。




“好吧，我发誓，如果让我抓到你，我就——”

她没有说完。这一次，她弯下腰来，用扫帚在床底下使劲捅着，每捅一下都要停下来喘一口气。但却只捅出了一只猫。

“我从没见过如此讨打的孩子！”

她走到敞开的门前，站在门口，在园子里的西红柿藤和“金普森”草丛中搜寻。还是没看到汤姆。于是她只好抬高嗓门朝着远方再次呼喊道：

“汤姆——你给我出来！”

身后传来了一阵细微的响动，她迅速转身揪住小男孩的衣角，这下他跑不掉了。

“好哇！我早该想到是在橱柜里。你在那儿干什么呢？”

“没干什么。”

“没干什么！看看你的手，还有你的嘴。什么味道？”

“我不知道，姨妈。”

“好吧，我知道了。是果酱——就是果酱。我跟你说过不下四十遍了吧，让你别碰我的果酱，否则我会扒了你的皮。把鞭子拿来。”




鞭子扬在半空中——似乎就快落在汤姆身上——

“天！姨妈，快看，你背后！”

老太太转过身去，扯了扯衣裙以为有什么危险。趁着这个空档，汤姆拔腿就跑，跨过高高的栅栏，一下子就消失不见了。

波莉姨妈惊讶地愣了一会儿，然后露出了和蔼的笑容。

“该死的汤姆，我怎么老不长记性呢？像这样的恶作剧难道还少吗？真是越老越糊涂。难道真像俗话说的，老狗就学不会新花样。但是天哪，他的恶作剧就没一个重样的，谁知道他的下一个把戏又是怎样？他了解我的极限，知道我什么时候停手。他知道，只要想个主意哄哄我，逗我开心，就万事大吉了，我也不会打他。也许我还没有尽够我的责任，上帝知道，这真是个大实话。就像《圣经》中说的，省了棍子，惯坏了孩子。我知道，这是我犯的罪，却由我们两人来承担。他一肚子的鬼把戏，而我也不忍心惩罚他。不管怎么说，他是我那死去的姐姐的孩子，可怜的小东西，我才不忍心拿鞭子抽他。每每放过他，我的良心就会深受谴责，但是每打他一下，我又会心疼。唉，就像经文上说，人为母生，日子短少，多有苦难，我又何尝不知晓这一点呢。如果他下午再逃学，那我就只有让他明天劳动劳动了。虽然星期六所有的孩子都在外面玩，让他劳动确实有些心狠，但是他讨厌劳动胜于一切，我必须得履行一下我的义务，不然我会毁了这孩子的。”




汤姆果然又逃学了，还玩得挺痛快。他回家的时候，刚好是在帮那个黑人小孩吉姆锯第二天的木头，并在晚饭之前劈成柴火的时候——汤姆至少赶得及将自己的冒险故事讲给吉姆听，在他回家的时候，吉姆已经锯完四分之三了。但是汤姆的弟弟（或者说同母异父的弟弟）希德已经干完了自己的那部分活（捡拾木屑）。他是个非常安静的孩子，中规中矩，从不闯祸闹事。                  






——摘自
 《汤姆·索亚历险记》
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①
 perplexed [pɚˈplɛkst]
 a.困惑的，
 糊涂的；
 复杂的，
 杂乱的


②
 lick [lik]
 v. 轻易打败；
 轻松战胜；
 舔


③
 ruination [ˌruəˈneʃən]
 n. 毁灭，
 灭亡














The Cyclone　旋风

Frank Baum









Dorothy lived in the midst of the great Kansas prairies, with Uncle Henry, who was a farmer, and Aunt Em, who was the farmer’s wife. Their house was small, for the lumber to build it had to be carried by wagon many miles. There were four walls, a floor and a roof, which made one room; and this room contained a rusty looking cookstove, a cupboard for the dishes, a table, three or four chairs, and the beds. Uncle Henry and Aunt Em had a big bed in one corner, and Dorothy a little bed in another corner. There was no garret at all, and no cellar, except a small hole dug in the ground, called a cyclone
 ①
 cellar, where the family could go in case one of those great whirlwinds arose, mighty enough to crush any building in its path. It was reached by a trap door in the middle of the floor, from which a ladder led down into the small, dark hole.

When Dorothy stood in the doorway and looked around, she could see nothing but the great gray prairie on every side. Not a tree nor a house broke the broad sweep of flat country that reached to the edge of the sky in all directions. The sun had baked the plowed land into a gray mass, with little cracks running through it. Even the grass was not green, for the sun had burned the tops of the long blades until they were the same gray color to be seen everywhere. Once the house had been painted, but the sun blistered the paint and the rains washed it away, and now the house was as dull and gray as everything else.




When Aunt Em came there to live she was a young, pretty wife. The sun and wind had changed her, too. They had taken the sparkle from her eyes and left them a sober gray; they had taken the red from her cheeks and lips, and they were gray also. She was thin and gaunt, and never smiled now. When Dorothy, who was an orphan, first came to her, Aunt Em had been so startled by the child’s laughter that she would scream and press her hand upon her heart whenever Dorothy’s merry
 ②
 voice reached her ears; and she still looked at the little girl with wonder that she could find anything to laugh at.

Uncle Henry never laughed. He worked hard from morning till night and did not know what joy was. He was gray also, from his long beard to his rough boots, and he looked stern and solemn, and rarely spoke.




It was Toto that made Dorothy laugh, and saved her from growing as gray as her other surroundings. Toto was not gray; he was a little black dog, with long silky hair and small black eyes that twinkled merrily on either side of his funny, wee nose. Toto played all day long, and Dorothy played with him, and loved him dearly.

Today, however, they were not playing. Uncle Henry sat upon the doorstep and looked anxiously at the sky, which was even grayer than usual. Dorothy stood in the door with Toto in her arms, and looked at the sky too. Aunt Em was washing the dishes.

From the far north they heard a low wail of the wind, and Uncle Henry and Dorothy could see where the long grass bowed in waves before the coming storm. There now came a sharp whistling in the air from the south, and as they turned their eyes that way they saw ripples in the grass coming from that direction also.

Suddenly Uncle Henry stood up.

“There’s a cyclone coming, Em,” he called to his wife. “I’ll go look after the stock.” Then he ran toward the sheds where the cows and horses were kept.

Aunt Em dropped her work and came to the door. One glance told her of the danger close at hand.




“Quick, Dorothy!” she screamed. “Run for the cellar!”

Toto jumped out of Dorothy’s arms and hid under the bed, and the girl started to get him. Aunt Em, badly frightened, threw open the trap door in the floor and climbed down the ladder into the small, dark hole. Dorothy caught Toto at last and started to follow her aunt. When she was halfway across the room there came a great shriek
 ③
 from the wind, and the house shook so hard that she lost her footing and sat down suddenly upon the floor.

Then a strange thing happened.

The house whirled around two or three times and rose slowly through the air. Dorothy felt as if she were going up in a balloon.

The north and south winds met where the house stood, and made it the exact center of the cyclone. In the middle of a cyclone the air is generally still, but the great pressure of the wind on every side of the house raised it up higher and higher, until it was at the very top of the cyclone; and there it remained and was carried miles and miles away as easily as you could carry a feather.

It was very dark, and the wind howled horribly around her, but Dorothy found she was riding quite easily. After the first few whirls around, and one other time when the house tipped badly, she felt as if she were being rocked gently, like a baby in a cradle.




Toto did not like it. He ran about the room, now here, now there, barking loudly; but Dorothy sat quite still on the floor and waited to see what would happen.

Once Toto got too near the open trap door, and fell in; and at first the little girl thought she had lost him. But soon she saw one of his ears sticking up through the hole, for the strong pressure of the air was keeping him up so that he could not fall. She crept to the hole, caught Toto by the ear, and dragged him into the room again, afterward closing the trap door so that no more accidents could happen.

Hour after hour passed away, and slowly Dorothy got over her fright; but she felt quite lonely, and the wind shrieked so loudly all about her that she nearly became deaf. At first she had wondered if she would be dashed to pieces when the house fell again; but as the hours passed and nothing terrible happened, she stopped worrying and resolved to wait calmly and see what the future would bring. At last she crawled over the swaying floor to her bed, and lay down upon it; and Toto followed and lay down beside her.




In spite of the swaying of the house and the wailing of the wind, Dorothy soon closed her eyes and fell fast asleep.


From
 Wizard of OZ










多萝西住在堪萨斯州大草原中部，和她的农夫叔叔亨利以及农妇婶婶艾玛生活在一起。由于建房子的木材要用马车从很远的地方运来，所以他们的房子很小。四面墙加上地板和屋顶就是一个房间了，房间里只有一个生了锈的炉灶，盛放菜肴的橱柜，一张桌子，三四把椅子和床。亨利叔叔和艾玛婶婶的大床在一个角落，多萝西的小床则在另一个角落。房子没有阁楼也没有地下室，只是在地上挖一个小洞，它被称为旋风地窖。当有强劲旋风来临的时候，它可能会粉碎途经的一切建筑物，这种时候所有人都需要到旋风地窖里躲避。在地板的中间有一道暗门，打开后有梯子能够通到那个小小的、黑漆漆的洞里。

多萝西站在家门口，向四周望去，目力所及的地方，全都是绵延无尽头的灰色大草原。不见一棵树，也不见一座房子，灰蒙蒙的草原向四面延伸，没有尽头，直到与天际相连。太阳将耕地炙烤成灰蒙蒙的一片，地面被烤出小裂痕。即使是草也都不是绿色的，长叶片的顶部已被太阳灼伤，变成了跟周围一切一样的灰色。房子曾经是油漆过的，但在日晒雨淋中早已褪色，现在的它也成为这无边的灰色中的一小部分。




婶婶刚嫁来这里的时候，她还是一个年轻漂亮的小媳妇，日晒风吹也改变了她。她眼中如火的热情不见了，取而代之的是冷寂的灰色，红润的脸颊和嘴唇也蜕变成了灰色。她很瘦，面容憔悴，现在她的脸上再也没有了笑容。多萝西是一个孤儿，当她刚来到这里的时候，孩子的笑声将婶婶惊得跳起来。每当多萝西欢快的笑声传到她的耳边时，她都会尖叫地捂住自己的胸口。她会呆呆地看着小女孩，怀疑自己还能否找到令自己开怀一笑的事情。

亨利叔叔从不笑，他每天日以继夜地努力工作，从来不知快乐为何物。从他的长胡子，直到他那粗糙的靴子，浑身上下都是灰色的。他十分干硬严肃，很少说话。

但是托托能让多萝西欢笑，他拯救了她，让她的生活变得有色彩，而不是与周围一样灰沉。托托不是灰色的，他是一条小黑狗，有柔滑的毛发，在他搞笑的小鼻子边上，两枚黑色的闪闪发亮的小眼睛总是快活地乱转。托托整天都在玩耍，多萝西会和他一起玩，她深深地爱
 着他。

然而，今天他们却没有玩耍。亨利叔叔坐在门阶上，紧张地看着比平时更显阴沉的天空。多萝西抱着托托站在门口，也抬头看着天空。艾玛婶婶在刷盘子。




他们听到遥远的北方传来了大风低沉的呼啸声，亨利叔叔和多萝西能看到风暴即将到来的地方草浪起伏。接着南面传来尖锐的呼啸声，他们赶紧转过身去看，那个方向的草也泛着一圈圈的涟漪。

亨利叔叔猛地站了起来。

他呼喊着他的妻子：“艾玛，旋风就要来啦，我去照看一下牲畜。”然后他就奔向了牲畜棚，牛和马都在那里。

艾玛婶婶丢下她的活儿，来到门外，随便一瞥，她就知道危险已经迫在眉睫。

她尖叫道：“快，多萝西！到地窖里去！”

托托从多萝西怀里跳出去，躲进了床底下，多萝西急忙去追他。吓坏了的艾玛婶婶拉开地板上的暗门，顺着梯子爬进那个又小又黑的洞里。多萝西终于抓住了托托，准备跟着婶婶下去。当她刚走到一半的时候，突然风声骤急，房子摇摇欲坠，她失去了平衡，一屁股坐在地板上。

然后，奇怪的事情发生了。

房子猛地转了两三次，慢慢升到了空中。多萝西觉得，她好像在一个大气球里一样。

南面和北面的风在房子那儿会合了，于是它变成了旋风的中心。旋风中心的空气并不激烈，但是风的巨大压力将房子抬得越来越高，直到它到了旋风的最高层；而它就在那最高点被带到了越来越远的地方，轻松得就像带着一根羽毛一样。




四周非常黑暗，耳畔还有可怕的风声在呼啸，但多萝西发现她飞得很平稳。除了前几次的旋转和一次严重倾斜之外，她感觉自己好像只是在被轻轻地摇晃，好像是在摇篮里的婴儿。

托托可不喜欢这样，他在屋子里乱蹿，一会儿这，一会儿那，还不停地大叫；而多萝西只是安静地坐在地板上，等着看还会发生什么。

有一次托托爬到了暗门那边，它离得太近了，一不小心就从开着的暗门中掉了下去；一开始，这个可怜的小女孩以为自己将永远失去他了，但是很快她就看到他的耳朵从洞里露了出来，原来是强烈的气压托住了他。她小心地挪过去，抓住托托的耳朵把他拽了上来，然后赶紧关上了暗门，这样就不会再出什么状况了。

一个小时又一个小时过去了，慢慢地，多萝西战胜了内心的恐惧，但是她觉得很孤单。狂风一直在耳边呼啸，她觉得自己都要聋了。当房子再次降落的时候，她以为自己会被摔得粉身碎骨，但是这么长时间过去了，什么都没有发生，她停止了无谓的担心，冷静地等待着命运的下一步安排。最后，她顺着摇晃的地板慢慢地爬到自己的床上躺下，而托托则跟着她，躺在了她的身边。






















Chapter 4 那些名作，回荡耳边










I sit at my window this morning where the world like a passer-by stops for a moment, nods to me and goes.









我今晨坐在窗前，世界如一个路人似的，停留了一会儿，向我点点头，又走了过去。























The Narrator’s Afterthoughts


　关于小王子的回想

Antoine de Saint-Exupéry









And now six years have already gone by...

I have never yet told this story. The companions who met me on my return were well content to see me alive. I was sad, but I told them: “I am tired.”

Now my sorrow is comforted a little. That is to say—not entirely. But I know that he did go back to his planet, because I did not find his body at daybreak. It was not such a heavy body...and at night I love to listen to the stars. It is like five hundred million little bells...

But there is one extraordinary thing...when I drew the muzzle
 ①
 for the little prince, I forgot to add the leather strap to it. He will never have been able to fasten it on his sheep. So now I keep wondering: what is happening on his planet? Perhaps the sheep has eaten the flower...

At one time I say to myself: “Surely not! The little prince shuts his flower under her glass globe
 ②
 every night, and he watches over his sheep very carefully...” Then I am happy. And there is sweetness in the laughter of all the stars.





But at another time I say to myself: “At some moment or other one is absent-minded, and that is
 enough! On some one evening he forgot the glass globe, or the sheep got out, without making any noise, in the night...” And then the little bells are changed to tears...

Here, then, is a great mystery. For you who also love the little prince, and for me, nothing in the universe can be the same if somewhere, we do not know where, a sheep that we never saw has—yes or no?—eaten a rose...

Look up at the sky. Ask yourselves: is it yes or no? Has the sheep eaten the flower? And you will see how everything changes...

And no grown-up will ever understand that this is a matter of so much importance!

This is, to me, the loveliest and saddest landscape in the world. It is the same as that on the preceding page, but I have drawn it again to impress it on your memory. It is here that the little prince appeared on Earth, and disappeared.


Look at it carefully so that you will be sure to
 recognise
 ③
 it in case you travel some day to the African desert. And, if you should come upon this spot, please do not hurry on. Wait for a time, exactly under the star. Then, if a little man appears who laughs, who has golden hair and who refuses to answer questions, you will know who he is. If this should happen, please comfort me. Send me word that he has come back.





From
 The Little Prince






如今，六年已经过去了……

我从没讲起过这个故事。我回来时碰到我的伙伴们，他们看到我还活着，都非常高兴。我很伤心，可是我对他们说：“我累了。”

现在，我已不再那么难过。也就是说——并不是完全不难过。可是我知道，他已经回到了自己的星球，因为天亮时我
 并没有找到他的身体。他的身体没有这么重……每到晚上，我总喜欢聆听星星的声音。就像五亿只小铃铛在摇晃……

可是，一件离奇的事发生了……当我为小王子拿套头时，我忘了在上面系上皮带子。这样一来，他就永远不能将套头戴在羊身上。于是我一直在想：此刻在他的星球上会发生什么呢？也许羊儿们已经把花朵给吃了……

有一次，我对自己说：“肯定不会！小王子每晚都会把他的花关在玻璃球下，而且他也非常小心地看管着他的羊儿……”想到这里我就很高兴。所有的星星都发出了甜蜜的笑声。




可是，又有一次我对自己说：“只需那么一刻，只需一不留神，那就出事了！或许某一晚他忘了关他的玻璃球，羊儿们悄悄地跑出来，不发出一点声响，在黑夜中……”这时，小铃铛们就变成了眼泪……

如今，这有了一个更大的谜团。和我一样，在同样喜欢小王子的你们的眼中，若是在世界的一处未知之地，一只我们从未见过的羊——见过还是没见过？——吃下一朵蔷薇……那么，世界上的一切就都不一样了。

抬头望着天空。问问你自己：是或不是呢？羊儿吃掉花了吗？然后你将会看到事情是怎样发生变化的……

大人们永远不会明白这件事有多么重要！

对于我来说，这是世界上最美丽、却又最悲伤的风景。这和之前篇页中述说的一样，可我还是再次将它描绘了出来，以加深你记忆中的印象。小王子来过地球，来过这里，后来又消失了。

认真看一看，如此一来，倘若有一天你旅行到非洲沙漠，还能认出它来。若你到了那个地方，请别太过匆忙。等着某一个时刻，就在星星下边。然后，若是一个小人儿笑着出现，他长着金色的头发，任你问什么他也不回答，这时你就知道他是谁了。如果真是这样，请让我感到欣慰。给我捎个信儿，说他回来了。










Treasure Island　金银岛

Robert Louis Stevenson









Early next morning, we took all the treasure to the beach. Then Gray and Ben Gunn took it by boat to the Hispaniola. There was lots of it and we worked all day for three days. On the third night the doctor and I walked on the hill. We heard some voices far away in the night. “It’s the three pirates,” said the doctor.

“They’re all drunk, sir,” said John Silver behind us. The doctor didn’t answer and he didn’t look at Silver. The buccaneer
 ①
 was always polite to us now and he always tried to do a lot of things for us. But nobody liked him.

We didn’t hear the pirates again and we decided to leave them on the island. We left some food for them. Then we went to the Hispaniola and sailed away. The three pirates watched us from the island.

“Don’t leave us here!” they shouted.

But we didn’t take them. They were dangerous and we didn’t want any problems. Soon the island was far away; and then there was only the sea. I was very happy.




With only six men we couldn’t sail the ship to England, so we went to a port in Spanish America. Lots of Indians came to our ship to sell fruit and vegetables. That night we went to the town and we met an English captain. He took us to his ship for dinner and it was very late when we arrived back on the Hispaniola. Ben Gunn was on board. He told us that John Silver wasn’t there. “He went away in a boat a few hours ago,” he said. “I’m sorry. You see, I helped him. But I did it to save your lives. I’m sure he wanted to kill you all. He took some of the treasure with him—about 500.”

“Well,” said the captain with a smile. “I think that’s cheap. Only 500 and we won’t see Silver again!”

I’ll finish my story quickly. We found some seamen and sailed to England. When the Hispaniola arrived at Bristol, we divided
 ②
 the treasure between us. Now Captain Smollett doesn’t work.


Gray saved his money and now he has his own
 business. Ben Gunn got 1,000 and he lost it in three weeks!

I don’t know where John Silver is now. Perhaps he’s living happily with his parrot Captain Flint. Sometimes I dream about Silver and Treasure Island. Then I wake up suddenly with the voice of Captain Flint in my ears: “Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!”





(Abbreviation)
 








第二天一大早，我们把所有的财宝搬到了岸边，然后葛雷和本·葛恩划船将它们运到伊斯班袅拉号上去。财宝实在太多了，我们没日没夜地干了整整三天。
 第三天晚上，我和医生在一座小山上散步，我们听到从远处传来一些声音 。“是那三个海盗，”医生说。

“他们都喝醉了，先生。”约翰·西尔弗在我们后面插了一句。医生没有看他，也没有回答他。这个海盗现在对我们总是彬彬有礼，并且经常帮我们做一些事情。但是仍然没有人喜欢他。

我们没有再听到那些海盗的音讯，决定将他们留在岛上。我们给他们留下了一些食物，然后就驾驶着伊斯班袅拉号离开了那里。那三个海盗在岛上看到了我们。

“别把我们丢在这里！”他们大声喊道。


但是我们并没有带上他们，他们十分危险，而我们不想再惹出任何麻烦了。很快，小岛就从视野里消失了，触目所及全是碧海蓝天，这让我感到非常愉快
 。

只靠我们六个人是无法将船驶到英格兰的，所以我们来到了拉丁美洲的一个港口，有很多印第安人涌上我们的船来兜售新鲜的瓜果。那个晚上我们去了镇上，并且遇到了一位英国船长。他将我们带到他的船上共享晚餐，等我们回到伊斯班袅拉号时已经很晚了。本·葛恩在甲板上，他告诉我们约翰·西尔弗不在那儿了。“他几个小时之前坐船离开了，”他说，“我很抱歉我帮助他离开了，但是我这么做是为了救你们的命。我敢肯定他想把你们全部杀光，他带走了一些财宝——大概500镑。”




“好吧，”船长微笑着说道，“我觉得这很划算，区区500镑就能让我们再也不用见到西尔弗了！”

长话短说，我们补充了几名水手，一路平安回到英国。当伊斯班袅拉号抵达布里斯托尔之后，我们平分了财宝。斯莫列特船长现已退休，不再航海了。

葛雷没有乱花他的钱，现在他已经拥有自己的生意了。而本·葛恩分得了1,000镑，在三个星期内就把这笔钱花光了。

关于西尔弗，我们再也没听到任何消息，也许他带着“弗林特船长”也过上了惬意的日子。有时候我会梦到西尔弗和金银岛，然后我就会惊醒，耳畔还不断回荡着“弗林特船长”的声音：“八个里亚尔、八个里亚尔！”


（缩写本）
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①
 buccaneer [ˌbʌkəˈnɪr]
 n. 海盗；
 掠夺者


②
 divide [dɪˈvaɪd]
 v. 分配，
 划分；
 分离；（
 使）
 产生分歧














The Happy Prince　快乐王子

Oscar Wilde









The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and tears were running down his golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity.

“Who are you?” he said.

“I am the Happy Prince.”

“Why are you weeping then?” asked the Swallow, “you have quite drenched me.”

“When I was alive and had a human heart,” answered the statue, “I did not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans-Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I played with my companions in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it, everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so I died. And now that I am dead they have set me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I cannot choose but weep.”




“What! Is he not solid gold?” said the Swallow to himself.

He was too polite to make any personal remarks out loud.

“Far away,” continued the statue in a low musical voice, “far away in a little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a seamstress. She is embroidering passion-flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s maids-of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but river water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby
 ①
 out of my sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal
 ②
 and I cannot move.”

“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow. “My friends are flying up and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there himself in his painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices. Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands are like withered leaves.”




“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the mother so sad.”





快乐王子的双眼充满了泪水，眼泪从他那金黄色的脸颊上滚落下来。王子的脸在月光下是如此美丽，小燕子顿生怜悯之心。

“你是谁？”他问道。

“我是快乐王子。”

“那你为什么哭泣呢？”燕子又问，“你把我都打湿了。”

“当我还活着的时候，我有一颗人心，
 ”雕像说道，“我并不知道眼泪是什么东西，因为那时侯我住在逍遥自在的王宫里，一个悲伤无法进入的地方。白日人们陪伴着我在花园里游乐，夜晚我在大厅里领头跳舞。沿着花园有一堵高高的围墙，可我从未关心过围墙那边有什么东西，我身边的一切都太完美了。我的臣仆们叫我快乐王子，而我的确很快乐，如果欢愉就是快乐的话。我就这样活着，也这样死去。而现在我死了，他们把我这么高高地立在这儿，让我能看见我的城市中的一切丑恶和贫苦，尽管我的心是铅做的，但我还是禁不住要哭。”




“什么！难道他不是铁石心肠的金像？”燕子自言自语道。

他十分有礼貌，不愿意大声评论任何人的私事。

“远处，”雕像用低缓而悦耳的声音继续说，“远处有一条小街上住着一户穷人家。有一扇窗户开着，透过窗户我能看见一个女人坐在桌旁。她的脸消瘦而布满疲倦，一双粗糙发红的手上到处是针眼，因为她是一个裁缝。她正在给缎子衣服绣上西番莲花，这是为皇后最喜爱的宫女在下一次宫廷舞会上准备的。房间角落的一张床上躺着她那生病的小男孩。孩子在发烧，嚷着要吃桔子。他的妈妈只有河水可以喂几口给他，其他什么也没有，所以小男孩一直哭个不停。燕子，燕子，小燕子啊，你愿意把我剑柄上的红宝石取下来带给她吗？我的双脚被固定在这基座上了，我一点儿也动不了。”

“我的朋友们在埃及等着我呢，”燕子说，“他们在尼罗河上飞来飞去，与朵朵大莲花聊着天儿。很快，他们就要去伟大法老的墓穴里休憩。法老自己就睡在他那彩色的棺材之中。他的身体被包裹在黄色的亚麻布里，布里填满了防腐香料。他的脖子上系着一圈浅绿色的翡翠项链，他的双手就像是凋零的叶子。”




“燕子，燕子，小燕子啊，”王子又说道，“你不愿意陪我呆一个晚上，做我的信使吗？那个小男孩太渴了，他的母亲那么伤心。”










































[image: 梅花.jpg]

 注释 [image: 梅花.jpg]






①
 ruby [ˈrubi]
 n. 红宝石，
 红玉；
 深红色；
 红葡萄酒


②
 pedestal [ˈpɛdɪstəl]
 n. 底座，
 基座；
 基础；
 受人尊敬的地位
















The Bell　钟声

Anderson









People said, “The Evening Bell is sounding, the sun is setting.” For a strange wondrous tone was heard in the narrow streets of a large town. It was like the sound of a church-bell: but it was only heard for a moment, for the rolling of the carriages and the voices of the multitude made too great a noise.

Those persons who were walking outside the town, where the houses were farther apart, with gardens or little fields between them, could see the evening sky still better, and heard the sound of the bell much more distinctly. It was as if the tones came from a church in the still forest; people looked thitherward, and felt their minds attuned most solemnly.

A long time passed, and people said to each other—“I wonder if there is a church out in the wood? The bell has a tone that is wondrous sweet; let us stroll thither, and examine the matter nearer.” And the rich people drove out, and the poor walked, but the way seemed strangely long to them; and when they came to a clump of willows which grew on the skirts of the forest, they sat down, and looked up at the long branches, and fancied they were now in the depth of the green wood.




The confectioner of the town came out, and set up his booth there; and soon after came another confectioner, who hung a bell over his stand, as a sign or ornament, but it had no clapper, and it was tarred over to preserve it from the rain.

When all the people returned home, they said it had been very romantic, and that it was quite a different sort of thing to a picnic or tea-party. There were three persons who asserted they had penetrated to the end of the forest, and that they had always heard the wonderful sounds of the bell, but it had seemed to them as if it had come from the town. One wrote a whole poem about it, and said the bell sounded like the voice of a mother to a good dear child, and that no melody was sweeter than the tones of the bell. The king of the country was also observant of it, and vowed that he who could discover whence the sounds proceeded, should have the title of “Universal Bell-ringer”, even if it were not really a bell.

Many persons now went to the wood, for the sake of getting the place, but one only returned with a sort of explanation; for nobody went far enough, that one not further than the others. However, he said that the sound proceeded from a very large owl, in a hollow tree; a sort of learned owl, that continually knocked its head against the branches. But whether the sound came from his head or from the hollow tree, that no one could say with certainty. So now he got the place of “Universal Bell-ringer”, and wrote yearly a short treatise “On the Owl”; but everybody was just as wise as before.




It was the day of confirmation. The clergyman had spoken so touchingly, the children who were confirmed had been greatly moved; it was an eventful day for them; from children they become all at once grown-up-persons; it was as if their infant souls were now to fly all at once into persons with more understanding. The sun was shining gloriously; the children that had been confirmed went out of the town; and from the wood was borne towards them the sounds of the unknown bell with wonderful distinctness. They all immediately felt a wish to go thither; all except three. One of them had to go home to try on a ball-dress; for it was just the dress and the ball which had caused her to be confirmed this time, for otherwise she would not have come; the other was a poor boy, who had borrowed his coat and boots to be confirmed in from the innkeeper’s son, and he was to give them back by a certain hour; the third said that he never went to a strange place if his parents were not with him—that he had always been a good boy hitherto, and would still be so now that he was confirmed, and that one ought not to laugh at him for it: the others, however, did make fun of him, after all.




There were three, therefore, that did not go; the others hastened on. The sun shone, the birds sang, and the children sang too, and each held the other by the hand; for as yet they had none of them any high office, and were all of equal rank in the eye of God.

But two of the youngest soon grew tired, and both returned to town; two little girls sat down, and twined garlands, so they did not go either; and when the others reached the willow-tree, where the confectioner was, they said, “Now we are there! In reality the bell does not exist; it is only a fancy that people have taken into their heads!”

At the same moment the bell sounded deep in the wood, so clear and solemnly that five or six determined to penetrate somewhat further. It was so thick, and the foliage so dense, that it was quite fatiguing to proceed. Woodruff and anemonies grew almost too high; blooming convolvuluses and blackberry-bushes hung in long garlands from tree to tree, where the nightingale sang and the sunbeams were playing: it was very beautiful, but it was no place for girls to go; their clothes would get so torn. Large blocks of stone lay there, overgrown with moss of every color; the fresh spring bubbled forth, and made a strange gurgling sound.




“That surely cannot be the bell,” said one of the children, lying down and listening. “This must be looked to.” So he remained, and let the others go on without him.

They afterwards came to a little house, made of branches and the bark of trees; a large wild apple-tree bent over it, as if it would shower down all its blessings on the roof, where roses were blooming. The long stems twined round the gable, on which there hung a small bell.

Was it that which people had heard? Yes, everybody was unanimous on the subject, except one, who said that the bell was too small and too fine to be heard at so great a distance, and besides it was very different tones to those that could move a human heart in such a manner. It was a king’s son who spoke; whereon the others said, “Such people always want to be wiser than everybody else.”




They now let him go on alone; and as he went, his breast was filled more and more with the forest solitude; but he still heard the little bell with which the others were so satisfied, and now and then, when the wind blew, he could also hear the people singing who were sitting at tea where the confectioner had his tent; but the deep sound of the bell rose louder; it was almost as if an organ were accompanying it, and the tones came from the left hand, the side where the heart is placed. A rustling was heard in the bushes, and a little boy stood before the King’s Son, a boy in wooden shoes, and with so short a jacket that one could see what long wrists he had. Both knew each other: the boy was that one among the children who could not come because he had to go home and return his jacket and boots to the innkeeper’s son. This he had done, and was now going on in wooden shoes and in his humble dress, for the bell sounded with so deep a tone, and with such strange power, that proceed he must.

“Why, then, we can go together,” said the King’s Son. But the poor child that had been confirmed was quite ashamed; he looked at his wooden shoes, pulled at the short sleeves of his jacket, and said that he was afraid he could not walk so fast; besides, he thought that the bell must be looked for to the right; for that was the place where all sorts of beautiful things were to be found.




“But there we shall not meet,” said the King’s Son, nodding at the same time to the poor boy, who went into the darkest, thickest part of the wood, where thorns tore his humble dress, and scratched his face and hands and feet till they bled. The King’s Son got some scratches too; but the sun shone on his path, and it is him that we will follow, for he was an excellent and resolute youth.

“I must and will find the bell,” said he, “even if I am obliged to go to the end of the world.”

The ugly apes sat upon the trees, and grinned. “Shall we thrash him?” said they. “Shall we thrash him? He is the son of a king!”

But on he went, without being disheartened, deeper and deeper into the wood, where the most wonderful flowers were growing. There stood white lilies with blood-red stamina, sky blue tulips, which shone as they waved in the winds, and apple-trees, the apples of which looked exactly like large soap bubbles: so only think how the trees must have sparkled in the sunshine! Around the nicest green meads, where the deer were playing in the grass, grew magnificent oaks and beeches; and if the bark of one of the trees was cracked, there grass and long creeping plants grew in the crevices. And there were large calm lakes there too, in which white swans were swimming, and beat the air with their wings. The King’s Son often stood still and listened. He thought the bell sounded from the depths of these still lakes; but then he remarked again that the tone proceeded not from there, but farther off, from out the depths of the forest.




The sun now set: the atmosphere glowed like fire. It was still in the woods, so very still; and he fell on his knees, sung his evening hymn, and said: “I cannot find what I seek; the sun is going down, and night is coming—the dark, dark night. Yet perhaps I may be able once more to see the round red sun before he entirely disappears. I will climb up yonder rock.”

And he seized hold of the creeping-plants, and the roots of trees—climbed up the moist stones where the water-snakes were writhing and the toads were croaking—and he gained the summit before the sun had quite gone down. How magnificent was the sight from this height! The sea—the great, the glorious sea, that dashed its long waves against the coast—was stretched out before him. And yonder, where sea and sky meet, stood the sun, like a large shining altar, all melted together in the most glowing colors. And the wood and the sea sang a song of rejoicing, and his heart sang with the rest: all nature was a vast holy church, in which the trees and the buoyant clouds were the pillars, flowers and grass the velvet carpeting, and heaven itself the large cupola. The red colors above faded away as the sun vanished, but a million stars were lighted, a million lamps shone; and the King’s Son spread out his arms towards heaven, and wood, and sea; when at the same moment, coming by a path to the right, appeared, in his wooden shoes and jacket, the poor boy who had been confirmed with him. He had followed his own path, and had reached the spot just as soon as the son of the king had done.




They ran towards each other, and stood together hand in hand in the vast church of nature and of poetry, while over them sounded the invisible holy bell: blessed spirits floated around them, and lifted up their voices in a rejoicing hallelujah!





人们说：“晚钟已经响起，太阳就要下山了。”这时，一个大城市的小巷中传来一个奇异的声音，就像是教堂里的钟声一样。可这个声音每次持续的时间都很短，因为它总是被大街上车水马龙的嘈杂声淹没。

人们正在城外散步。那儿的房子之间距离比较远，而且还有花园和草坪。所以住在那的人们可以看见更美的夜空，也能更清楚地听到这个钟声。仿佛这个钟声是从一座藏在安静森林里的教堂中传出来的。人们朝着声音传来的方向望去，不知不觉就有了一种庄严的感觉。




很长时间过去了，人们互相说着：“我很想知道森林里是不是有一座教堂呢？这个钟声的调子美妙得有点奇怪。不如我们去那里仔细看一看吧！”于是，富人们坐着马车出发了，穷人则步行上路。然而，前面仿佛是一条没有尽头的路。他们来到了森林外的柳树林前，坐在那里休息。他们抬头望见长长的柳条，幻想着自己已经进入绿幽幽的森林深处了。

城里卖糖果的人也来到了这里，他在这儿搭起了帐篷。不久之后，另一个卖糖果的人也来了，他在自己的摊子上挂了一口钟，作为摊子的标志或点缀。但是这口钟没有钟舌。钟的表面还涂了一层防雨的沥青。

当所有人都回到家中时，他们都说这真是一件新奇的事情，比任何一次野餐或茶话会都要来得新奇。其中三个人说他们走到了树林的尽头，而且老是听到这个奇怪的钟声。可他们觉得这钟声仿佛是从城里传来的。还有一个人写了一首关于钟声的歌，说这个钟声听起来像一个慈母为她亲爱的乖孩子唱歌。这个钟声比任何音乐都要悦耳动听。这个国家的国王也听说了这件事情。于是，国王下了一道圣旨：无论什么人，只要他能找出这个钟声是从哪儿传来的，国王将授予他“世界敲钟人”的职位，即使他找到的并不是一口真正的钟，那也没关系。




因此，为了获得那个职位，很多人都去森林里找钟了。可所有回来的人当中，只有一个人的解释比较合理，因为没有人真正深入树林，那个人自然也没有。但是他说，这个声音是一只住在一颗空树里的大猫头鹰发出来的。这是一只聪明的猫头鹰，它懂得如何用自己的脑袋不断撞击树枝。可是，没人能够确定这个声音到底是猫头鹰发出来的呢，还是这棵大空树发出来的。最后，这个人获得了“世界敲钟人”的职位，因此他每年都会写一篇关于猫头鹰的短篇论文。但是，没有人因为读了他的短篇论文而变得比以前更聪明。

举行坚信礼的那天，牧师进行了一次动人心扉的演讲。参加坚信礼的孩子们都被深深地感动了。这天对他们来说是意义非凡的，因为这一天他们从孩子变成了大人。仿佛他们那些稚气的灵魂顷刻间变得像大人的灵魂那样充满智慧。当这些受过坚信礼的孩子们走出城外时，灿烂的阳光正洒满大地。只听见树林里的那口神秘大钟正发出洪亮的声音。孩子们立刻想要去寻找这口大钟。于是，除了三个人以外，剩下的人都去了。一个必须赶回家试穿舞会的礼服，因为正是这件礼服和舞会迫使她来参加这次坚信礼的，否则她就不会来。第二个是个穷苦的小男孩，为了参加这次坚信礼，他从主人家的少爷那借了外套和靴子，所以他必须在约定的时间内归还这些东西。第三个则是个乖孩子，他说未经父母同意，他绝不会到一个陌生的地方去。即使他现在接受了坚信礼，他还是依旧如此。人们本不应该因此取笑他的，可人们最终还是那样做了。




于是，这三个人没有去，其他人则急匆匆地出发了。太阳当空照，鸟儿在歌唱。这些刚刚接受完坚信礼的孩子们也快乐地歌唱着。他们手拉着手，毕竟他们当中还没有人获得职位，再说，在上帝面前他们都是平等的。

不一会儿，其中最小的两个孩子觉得累了，所以他们回到了城里。另外两个小女孩坐下来扎花环，也不愿意继续走下去。当剩下的孩子到达那个卖糖果的人所在的那片柳树林时，他们说：“我们总算到了！其实那口钟并不存在。它只是一个幻想而已。”

正在这时，树林深处传来一阵清晰而又庄重的钟声。于是，其中五、六个孩子决定再往树林深处走去。树木太茂盛了，叶子密密麻麻的，路变得十分不好走。车叶草和秋牡丹长得太高了，绽放的旋花和黑莓从这棵树长到另一棵树上，就像扎花环似的。夜莺在树上歌唱，阳光在树间嬉戏。这景致太美了。可是女孩们却无路可走了。如果从这里穿过去，她们的衣服会被扯破，而且前面还被长满各色青苔的大石头挡住了去路。面前的那弯清泉，正发出“咕噜，咕噜”的怪声。




“这一定不会是那口钟，”其中一个孩子说完便躺了下来，用心聆听道，“这倒是值得仔细研究一下。”于是，他留了下来，让其他同伴继续向前走。

接着，他们来到一间小屋前。这间小屋是由树枝和树皮建造而成的。屋子上方有一棵大大的结满果实的野生苹果树。看上去这棵苹果树想把所有幸福都摇落在这个玫瑰盛开的屋顶上。它那长长的枝条缠绕在山形墙上，墙上正好挂着一口小小的钟。

难道大家听到的钟声就是从这传出来的？是的，所有人都这么想，除了一个人。他觉得这口钟太小了，太精致了，根本发不出连远处的人们都能听到的声音。另外，
 这口钟的声音和我们所听到的钟声也不同，因为后者能够打动人心。这个说话的人正是国王的儿子。其余的孩子都说：“像他这种人，总是觉得自己比别人聪明一点。”

他独自一人继续往前走。他越往前走，就越发感受到大自然的寂静。但他仍旧能够听到那个让大家感到满足的小小钟声。风吹来的时候，偶尔也会捎来糖果店里人们一边喝茶一边歌唱的声音。可那洪亮的钟声要远远盖过这些声音，就像风琴正在给它伴奏似的。它就来自左边，就是心脏所在的那一边。这时，灌木丛中传来一阵沙沙声，一个小男孩站在了王子面前。他脚上穿着一双木鞋，身上的上衣有点短，甚至遮不住他长长的手肘。这两个孩子互相都认识。那个小男孩就是其中一个没能跟大家一起寻找大钟的孩子。因为他赶着回家把外套和靴子还给主人家的少爷。他还完衣服和鞋子后，穿着木鞋和自己寒碜的衣服独自一人走来了。那洪亮的钟声就如同一股神奇的力量促使着他独自前行。




“我们可以结伴同行。”王子说。但那个接受过坚信礼的孩子还是很害羞，他只是看了看自己的木鞋，拉了一下自己那个短袖子，说他担心自己可能走不快。另外，他觉得钟声肯定来自右边，因为右边有许多漂亮的东西。

“可那样的话我们就遇不到了。”王子一边说一边向穷孩子点了点头。那孩子朝着树林里最深最密的地方走去。荆刺戳破了他那身寒碜的衣服，把他的脸庞和手脚刮得流出血来。王子的身上也有一些刮伤，不过他走的那条路上洒满了阳光。接下来，我们就要跟随着他的足迹前进，因为他是一个优秀的有决心的孩子。

“即使我走到世界的尽头，我也要找到那口钟。”他说。

难看的猴子坐在高高的树上，呲牙咧嘴地笑着。“我们能往他身上扔东西吗？”它们说，“我们能打他吗？他可是国王的儿子。”




他没有灰心，而是继续朝着森林的最深处走去。那儿长着许多好看的花：有红蕊的白色百合花，有在风中摇曳着的天蓝色郁金香，还有结满像大肥皂泡一样的果实的苹果树。所以，想想这些树木在阳光的照耀下该是多么的光彩夺目啊！

四周是一片美丽的大草原。草原上有在草丛间嬉戏的鹿群，还有十分茂盛的栎树和山毛榉。草和藤类植物也在树缝中生长。这儿还有一大片静静的湖，白天鹅在湖面上自在游动，还时不时地拍打着翅膀。王子常常站在那儿静静地聆听着。他觉着那个钟声是从平静的湖底传来的。不过，他马上就意识到，钟声并不是从湖里来的，而是从树林深处来的。

太阳下山了，天空像火一样发出耀眼的红光。深林里一片寂静。他跪了下来，唱起了黄昏的赞歌，接着他说：“我永远也找不到我所追寻的东西了。太阳已经下山，漆黑的夜晚即将来临。也许我能在圆圆的红太阳完全消失之前再看它一眼。我要爬到岩石上去。”

于是，他抓着青藤和树根在潮湿的石壁上攀爬。水蛇盘绕在石壁上，癞蛤蟆也在叫个不停。不过他还是在太阳完全消失之前爬上去了。这个高度看到的景色是多么壮观啊！海——他的眼前出现了一片茫茫大海，海浪不断拍打着岸边。太阳就挂在海天相接的地方，像一个闪闪发光的大祭坛，眼前的一切都融化成了最鲜亮的色彩。深林与大海合奏着一曲欢乐颂，他的心也跟着一起歌唱。整个大自然就像是一座巨大的、神圣的教堂，树木和浮云就是它的圆柱，花草就是它的丝绒地毯，天空就是它的大圆顶。




太阳消失了，天空中那耀眼的红色也慢慢褪去了。可点点繁星出现了，就如无数盏灯笼亮了起来。王子伸开双臂拥抱天空、森林和大海。正在这时，那个穿着木鞋和短袖上衣的穷苦小男孩从右边走来了。这个男孩跟王子一起受过坚信礼。他沿着自己的道路，几乎跟王子在同一时刻走到了这里。

他们急忙奔向对方，在这大自然和诗歌的伟大教堂中站在一起，紧紧握住彼此的双手。这时，那口看不见的神圣的大钟在他们上方响起，仿佛在说：“愿幸福的精灵围绕在他们身边，唱起欢乐的赞歌！”


















Story of King Shahryar and His Brother　沙赫亚尔和他的兄弟的故事









Praise be to Allah, the beneficent king, the creator of the universe, Lord of the three worlds, who set up the sky without pillars to hold it aloft, who stretched out the earth like a bed. Lend me the art and the craft of she who outwitted a great king. Of she who for 1,001 nights captivated the shah, while she threaded her plots around him, the woman whose stories held conquered the all-powerful man, and prevented him from carrying out his terrible intent. I speak of her, Sherehezade, the greatest storyteller the world has ever known.

She lived in a time of sorrow for the ruler of the land held in his heart an awful grudge
 ①
 against all women. This grudge had terrible consequences for every family in the land. But it was not always so. He began his reign with a kinder heart. His name was Shahryar. He was in the fullness of his youth and power, but as yet, without a wife. One evening he stood with his younger brother, prince Zaman, on the balcony of the palace, which overlooked the pleasure gardens. They watched a young serving girl as she stepped out to the fountain to fetch water.




Shahryar whispered: “See brother. Is she not as lovely as the moon and as graceful as a gazelle?”

But Zaman, replied: “Do not let your eyes deceive you. Although you are older than me, and more powerful, yet I am more experienced in the ways of women, for I already have a wife. I tell you no woman on earth has a pure and faithful heart. Each day I watch my queen. I see her give a visiting prince such a look that makes my blood turn angry. But it does not stop there. She gives the chief chamberlain a cheeky smile that is quite inappropriate. Why, the day before I left my palace to pay honour to you, I saw her whispering to the cook! She brings nothing but shame upon me.”

Shahryar laughed, “My younger brother, you have been looking pale and ill of late. Now I know the cause. Jealousy is eating you up because you have such a lovely wife!”

At this Zaman became quite offended, but he replied in no more than a mutter: “My brother, you will learn for yourself in due time.”

Shahryar was ready to marry. It seemed that wherever he looked he saw a beautiful woman. But none so lovely as the one the two brothers encountered the very next day. They got up at dawn to go hunting. Just as the sun was spreading its gentle rays, they rode their horses side by side along the sea shore. Walking to towards them, along the deserted beach, they saw a girl whose loveliness brought to mind the words:




She rose like the morn, as she shone through the night.

When she unveiled her face, the sun grew bright.

As the brothers drew near to her, she gave them the sort of smile that gladdens a man’s heart and Shahryar said to his brother:

“I would not be ashamed to take her for my queen.”

But no sooner had he spoken, than a huge wave came curling into the shore, and standing on top of the wave as a great genie. His skin was orange and his eyes blazing red.

As the wave broke into white foam the genie leapt onto the beach, and seized the girl up in his hands. He turned his awful eyes on the brothers, and they were so full of fire that they feared his gaze might burn them up. Then he spoke. His voice was terrible, but his words showed that he intended them no harm:




“Hear me now and learn from my troubles. When I took this girl for my bride, I set her inside a trunk, and I placed the trunk inside another trunk, and that trunk inside yet another trunk—seven boxes in all, each with its own lock. And then I placed the sevenfold container at the bottom of the sea, so as to keep her faithful to me. But still she managed to escape, to flirt with strange men on the beach, and to bring shame upon me. If I, a genie with all the power of magic at my disposal cannot keep discipline over my bride, what hope have you mere men of doing so?”

As soon as he had issued this warning, both the genie and the girl span round and round until they became whirl wind that sped away across the sea.

For the rest of the day Shahryar was pale and brooding. By evening he had cheered up somewhat. As the brothers stood on the balcony overlooking the gardens, once again, he said:

“The remarkable occurrence of this morning has made a great impression on me. I see now that you are right. The genie has confirmed what you say. There was never one faithful woman on this earth. But I have thought deeply about this problem all day long, and I have formed a plan.




It was not long before his brother and everyone in the land found out what the Shah had in mind.

As he sat on his throne the next day, giving orders to his ministers about this and that, he sent for his chief minister, a man who had served him for many years, and who had two lovely daughters whom in time, we shall meet, ishallah! God Willing!

He commanded the minister to bring a bride to him that very evening, and in the morning to take her way to be executed. Each and every day he was to do the same, to bring another bride for him to marry, and in the morning to strike off her head. And so it came to pass for three years on end. There was not a family in the land that was not touched by this tragedy. The people cried out against their shah, and called on Allah to destroy him and his reign utterly. But his heart was relentless
 ②
 . By this terrible plan he made sure that none of his people would ever gather in a corner and gossip that his queen was faithless to him either in thought or deed.

Mothers fled abroad with their daughters. At last there was hardly a woman left in the city who was of marriageable age. At last, one day, as the minster searched the city, he could not find a bride for the shah that night. He returned home in sorrow and anxiety, for he was afraid for his own life when he failed that evening to present a new bride to the Shah.




Now he had two daughters, Sherehezade and Dunyazad. The eldest had read all the books, legends and stories in the library of the palace. She knew a great many poems off by heart, and had studied philosophy and the arts. She was pleasant, polite, wise and witty. She saw that her father was looking sad and she quoted some lines of a poem to him:


Tell whoso hath sorrow



Grief shall never last



Even as joy hath no morrow



So woe shall go past




When the minister heard these words from his daughter, he told her the cause of his sorrow from first to last. When she had heard it all Sherehezade exclaimed:

“Who long shall we endue this slaughter
 ③
 of women? I will tell you what is on my mind. Take me to the Shah this night. Let me be his bride. Either I shall live by my wits and save the daughters of this land, or I shall join those who have perished already.”

The minister heard these words, and although he greatly respected his daughter’s wisdom, he thought these words were the greatest foolishness he had ever heard. He would not hear of his beloved daughter risking her life in this way. He went to the Shah and confessed that he was unable to bring him any more brides, for there were none left in the land. Shah Shahryar sat thoughtfully on this throne and said:




“None, but your own two daughters. Do not hide them from me, or it will cost you your head.”

And so it was, after long deliberation, and much persuasion from Sherehezade, that he brought his own daughter to the shah as his bride.

That night, when the Sherehezade lifted the veil from her lovely face, the Shah was pleased with what he saw. But there were tears in her eyes.

“What troubles you?” asked the Shah, thinking that he knew the answer. But she replied not that she was afraid of what would happen to her in the morning, but that she was missing her sister. She begged that she could bring her to sleep with them that night, so that she would not be lonely. The Shah willingly agree, and all went according to the plan that the ingenious Sherehezade had formed. Her sister Dunyazad slept on a couch at the foot of the royal bed, and towards morning, as she been told to do by her sister, she awoke and said:

“Oh Sherehezade, I cannot sleep. Will you not tell me one of your wonderful stories? For there is not a soul on this earth who can spin a tale as delightful and delectable as yours?”




And Sherehezade stirred and said: “I too cannot sleep and I will tell you a tale with joy, if this great king will permit me. “

The Shah, who was also sleepless and restless, was pleased with the prospect of hearing a tale. And so Sherehezade began to relate the first story of the 1,001 nights.


From
 The 1001 Nights






感谢安拉，这个仁慈的造物主，以及三个世界的统治者，他不用柱子就可以撑起一片天空，他让大地变得和床铺一样平。赐予她计谋击败了英勇的国王，她在一千零一个夜晚里迷住了国王，一点一点地，用她的故事征服了这个拥有无上权力的男人，阻止他糟糕的脾气夺走妇女的生命。对，我说的就是她，桑鲁卓，世界上最棒的故事讲述者。

她生活在一个悲痛的时代，悲痛源于国王对所有女性的憎恨，这无比的憎恨使得每一个家庭都痛苦不堪。不过他也不是一直这样的，他刚刚掌权时还有着一颗善良温和的心。他的名字叫做沙赫亚尔，他充满了年轻人的朝气，他拥有整个国家的统治权，但是他还缺少一位妻子。有一天傍晚，他和他的弟弟扎曼王子在宫殿的阳台上，眺望整个美丽的花园。他们看见一个年轻的侍女，走出来在喷泉池子里打水。




沙赫亚尔悄悄说道：“弟弟你看，她是不是像明月一样可爱，像羚羊一样温顺？”

但是扎曼回答道：“不要让你的眼睛欺骗了你。虽然你比我年长，比我更有权力，但是我可是已经有了妻子了，对于女人我比你更有经验。我跟你说，世界上没有一个女人拥有纯洁忠诚的心灵。每天我就看着我的王妃，看着她望着来访的王子的眼神，那种眼神简直让我怒发冲冠，但是这还不止，她会对我的侍从露出不合时宜的微笑。为什么，就在我来这里探望您的前一天，我还看到她在与厨师调情！她除了羞耻什么也不能带来给我。”

沙赫亚尔笑着打趣道，“我年轻的弟弟啊，你看起来这么的苍白无力，现在我知道原因了，因为你有一个那么可爱的妻子，嫉妒已经占据了你的整个心灵！”

话说到这里，扎曼已经非常生气了，但是他只是低声嘀咕了一句：“我的哥哥啊，迟早有一天你会自己体会到的。”

沙赫亚尔想要结婚了。似乎他所到之处都能见到漂亮女人。但是没有一个能比得上兄弟二人第二天遇见的那位女子可人。黎明时分，他们就起身去打猎，阳光正温和地笼罩着大地，他们骑着高头大马沿着海岸走着，迎面走来一个女人，他从来没有见过这么可爱美丽的女人，一见到她，这些词句就自动在脑海里浮现出来：




她像黎明驱走了黑暗，当她揭开面纱的一刹那，阳光都变得更加耀眼。

随着兄弟俩越走越近，她给了他们一个能让所有男人心花怒放的笑容，沙赫亚尔对他的弟弟说：“选她做我的皇后，我必不会蒙羞。”

但他话音刚落，海上突然掀起了风浪，顿时波涛汹涌，浪顶站了一个巨大的妖怪，他的皮肤是橙色的，而他的双眼都是吓人的血红色。

随着波浪碎成了白色的泡沫，妖怪跃上海滩，一把将那个女人抓在手中。他将他可怕的双眼转向兄弟俩，他的眼睛中彷佛有火焰一般，他们简直害怕自己会被点燃。然后妖怪说话了，他的声音十分可怕，但是他所说的话表明他并无恶意。

“你们听我诉诉苦吧，我娶了这个女人做我的妻子，我将她藏在匣子里，然后把匣子放到另一个盒子里，再把盒子放到另一个箱子里——一共放了七层，每一层都单独上锁。然后我把这个七层的箱子放到了海底，就是为了让她对我保持忠诚。但是她还是逃了出来，来到海滩上勾搭陌生的男人，给我带来无尽的耻辱。如果我，一个有着各种强大的魔法力量的妖怪都没法让我的妻子对我忠诚，你们这些凡人怎么敢如此奢望？”




他说完这番警告之后，就和女人一起，化作旋风刮走了，到海的另一边去了。

这一整天沙赫亚尔都青着脸在沉思，到了傍晚的时候他终于高兴起来。等到他和弟弟再一次站在花园的阳台上时，他说道：

“今天早上发生的事情令我印象深刻，我现在明白了你说的是对的，妖怪印证了你所说的话。这个世界上再也没有忠诚的女人了，但是我今天一整天苦思冥想，终于想到一个方法。”

不久之后，他弟弟和这个国家的所有人都知道了沙赫亚尔想出的方法是什么。

第二天，他照例坐在他的王位上给他的大臣们下达各式各样的命令，然后他传召了辅佐他多年的宰相前来，这个宰相有两名可爱的女儿，一会我们会提到她们的！阿拉保佑！听天由命吧！

他命令宰相每天傍晚给他带来一位新娘，然后第二天早上就把她带走处决。每一天他都做着同样的事情，傍晚与一位新娘结婚，然后第二天砍下她的脑袋。就这样，整整过了三年，这片土地上的所有家庭都没能幸免于难。民众们哭喊着抗议他们的国王，祈求造物主带走他和他的暴政，但是他却一直不为所动。通过这样的方法，他确保了他的子民们不会聚在一起讨论他的皇后是否忠诚，无论是思想上还是行动上。




母亲们纷纷带着女儿逃到了国外，最后在城里几乎已经找不到适婚年龄的姑娘了。终于有一天，宰相寻遍了全城也没法给国王找出一个新娘来了。他忧心忡忡地回到了家，这天晚上没法给国王呈上一个新的新娘，他不得不担心自己的命运。

他现在有了两个女儿，长女叫桑鲁卓，二女儿名叫多亚德。长女阅书无数，翻遍了图书馆里的传说故事。大量的诗歌她都熟记于心，而且还学习了哲学和艺术。她友好可亲，礼貌待人，聪慧机敏而又不乏幽默。见到宰相忧郁地回到家中，桑鲁卓便对他说：


“您为了何事愁眉不展，



为什么忧愁烦恼呢？



即便明天喜悦不再，



悲伤也总会过去的。”




当宰相听到女儿说出这话来，他告诉了她他为什么一直这么忧心。当她听完沙赫亚尔的所作所为之后，不禁惊呼出来：

“这样对女人的屠戮我们还要忍受到什么时候呢？让我告诉您我是怎么想的吧，今天晚上把我献给国王，让我来做新娘。要么我就借着我的智慧活下来，并且拯救这片土地的所有女儿们，要么我就成为那些无数牺牲者中的一员吧。”

当宰相听完这一番话，尽管他很佩服自己女儿的智慧，他还是觉得这是他所听过的最愚蠢的话了。他不会听任自己奉为掌上明珠的女儿羊入虎口的，他去求见了国王，说他没法再为他带来新娘了，因为城里已经没有了。沙赫亚尔坐在他的宝座上，若有所思地开了口：




“没有了，但是你还有两个女儿呢。别想把她们藏起来，不然你的脑袋就会因此而搬家。”

事已至此，经过反复思量和国王的威逼利诱，宰相终于把他自己的女儿作为新娘献给了国王。

那个晚上，当沙赫亚尔揭开面纱，看到她美丽的容颜时，国王喜不自禁。但是她的眼
 中却含满了泪水。

“是什么让你烦恼呢？”国王问道，虽然他觉得他知道答案。但是她却没有如他所料地回答说是害怕第二天早上等待她的命运，而是说她想念她的妹妹了。她请求国王能够让她妹妹晚上来陪她过夜，这样她就不会那么孤单。国王欣然批准，一切都按着蕙质兰心的桑鲁卓所计划的进行。她的妹妹多亚德就睡在皇床边上的沙发上，当快到早上的时候，她按着事先桑鲁卓所告诉她的那样说道：

“噢，桑鲁卓，我睡不着。你能不能给我讲一个有趣的故事？世界上再也找不到一个人比你讲故事更有趣更让人听得津津有味的了。”

桑鲁卓犹豫了一下，说道：“我也睡不着，如果咱们伟大的国王允许的话，我很乐意给你讲个童话听听的。”




而国王正好也没有睡着，正无聊着呢，姐妹的对话也引起了他听故事的兴趣，便欣然应允。于是桑鲁卓就开始讲起了这1,001个故事中的第一个。


——摘自
 《一千零一夜》
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①
 grudge [ɡrʌdʒ]
 n. 不满；
 怨恨；
 恶意；
 妒忌


②
 relentless [rɪˈlɛntlɪs]
 a. 残酷的，
 狠心的；
 坚韧的，
 不屈不挠的


③
 slaughter [ˈslɔtɚ]
 n. 屠宰（
 动物）；
 大屠杀；
 大减价









































Just living is not enough… One must have sunshine,freedom,and a little flower.



仅仅活着是不够的……还需要有阳光，自由，和一点花的芬香。



























紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译








美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译



8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译



9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译








假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。








策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007











那一年，我们一起毕业
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Graduation: Letting Go, Moving on





正当毕业时：放手过去，放眼未来




Wendy Strgar









There is a good reason they call these ceremonies “commencement exercises”. Graduation is not the end, it’s the beginning.


——Orrin Hatch






I attended my son’s high school graduation tonight and listened as one of his classmates shared a quote from Winston Churchill: “Success is not final, failure is not fatal: it is the courage to continue that counts.” The young man recounted his own experience of multiple college rejections and concluded that trying and failing is always better than not trying at all. His wisdom about the effort and courage to continue despite the odds gave the ceremony the meaning I was searching for.

Graduations have been an ambivalent experience for me since my own. Clouded by an old narrative of my dysfunctional original family, I had never really felt like the graduation was a commencement for me. I was not able to begin from this point, as I think many people, both kids and families, struggle with the letting go and moving forward that these moments bring up.




在英文里，毕业典礼的字面义可以是“开始的仪式”，这正恰如其分地说明了，毕业不是一种结束，而是新的起始。


——奥林·哈奇






今晚，我参加了儿子的高中毕业典礼，典礼上他的一位同学分享了温斯顿·丘吉尔的一句名言：“成功无止境，失败无绝境；然勇气长存。”小伙子接着讲述了自己申请大学却一再被拒的经历，并总结道，无果的放手一搏总好过畏缩不前。即使希望渺茫，也要通过努力藉以勇气继续前行，这样的智慧让我感受到了这个典礼的意义所在。

自从我自己的毕业典礼以来，毕业时分就成为我的一种情绪复杂的体验。长期笼罩在先前父母关系失和的阴影里，我没法觉得毕业可以让我重新开始。我无法站在这样的起点上前进，就像在我看来，对许多孩子和他们的家庭来说，这一刻带给他们的只是对过往的纠结和对未来的茫然。

放手过去，不论外在看起来是否真的已然豁达，这一过程都应当始于内心。那些在心底尚未尘埃落定的事会如影随形。所以，只有当我们正视过去，接纳过去，新的开端才会在当下自然而然地发生。赛珍珠曾写道，“成长本身就滋生孕育着幸福。”于人类来说，对成长和前进的渴求就像吃饭、睡觉、恋爱一样自然。我们生而就要在有限的生命里不断改变和进步。




Letting go is a process that starts on the inside if it has any chance of success on the outside. What is unresolved in us stays with us. New beginnings happen in us naturally when the past is acknowledged and assimilated into our present. Pearl Buck wrote: “Growth itself contains the germ of happiness.” The urge to grow and move forward is as natural to the human species as our need to sleep, eat and love. We are born for the continuous change and development that our life time permits.

This process of moving forward is more easily accomplished as we master the letting go. Sometimes all it takes is having the courage to shine the light of our attention on the places inside of us that need to be heard. It is actually remarkable how quickly wounds that have stayed with us for decades, emotional imprints that seemed intractable will lift and shift with this simple decision to pay attention to ourselves.

I am grateful to have witnessed this process of letting go and moving forward for so many young people who I still fondly remember as small children. Watching all the caps fly, I too got the lift. We can graduate in ourselves anytime we are ready. The commencement exercise is always there for all of us.














如果能够放手过去，那么着眼未来就再容易不过了。有时候做到这一点，只需要我们拿出勇气，多倾听自己心灵深处的声音。只是简单地观照一下自己的内心，结果却可能超乎想象，那些已经相伴数十年的创伤，或者那些看起来无法愈合的情感伤痕，都将从心上迅速地移除转化。

我心怀感激，为能够见证许多年轻人经历这样的过程，他们放下过去，征逐未来，虽然在记忆中我还愿意当他们是小孩子。礼帽腾空的瞬间，我的精神也随之得到升华。其实只要做好了准备，人生中我们随时都可以为自己结业，而毕业典礼永远在那里等着我们。




























Chapter 1 感恩的心·有爱相伴













Some people come into our lives and quickly go. Some stay for a while and leave footprints on our hearts. And we are never, ever the same.









有些人在我们的生命中匆匆走过，有些人短暂停留却成为一生的记忆。而我们，已然因之改变。














Mr. Washington　华盛顿先生

Les Brown









One day in 11th grade, I went into a classroom to wait for a friend of mine. When I went into the room, the teacher, Mr. Washington, suddenly appeared and asked me to go to the board to write something, to work something out. I told him that I couldn’t do it. And he said, “Why not?”

I said, “Because I’m not one of your students.”

He said, “It doesn’t matter. Go to the board anyhow.”

I said, “I can’t do that.”

He said, “Why not?”

And I paused because I was somewhat embarrassed. I said, “Because I’m Educable Mentally Retarded.”

He came from behind his desk and he looked at me and he said, “Don’t ever say that again. Someone’s opinion of you does not have to become your reality.”

It was a very liberating moment for me. On one hand, I was humiliated because the other students laughed at me. They knew that I was in Special Education. But on the other hand, I was liberated because he began to bring to my attention that I did not have to live within the context of what another person’s view of me was.




And so Mr. Washington became my mentor
 ①
 . Prior to this experience, I had failed twice in school. I was identified as Educable Mentally Retarded in the fifth grade, put back from the fifth grade into the fourth grade, and failed again, when I was in the eighth grade. So this person made a dramatic difference in my life.

I always say that he operates in the consciousness of Goethe, who said, “Look at a man the way that he is, he only becomes worse. But look at him as if he were what he could be, and then he becomes what he should be.”

Like Calvin Lloyd, Mr. Washington believed that “Nobody rises to low expectations.” This man always gave students the feeling that he had high expectations for them and we strove
 ②
 , all of the students strove, to live up to what those expectations were.

One day, when I was still a junior, I heard him giving a speech to some graduating seniors. He said to them, “You have greatness within you. You have something special. If just one of you can get a glimpse of a larger vision of yourself, of who you really are, of what it is you bring to the planet, of your specialness, then in a historical context, the world will never be the same again. You can make your parents proud. You can make your school proud. You can make your community proud. You can touch millions of people’s lives.” He was talking to the seniors, but it seemed like that speech was for me.




I remember when they gave him a standing ovation
 ③
 . Afterwards, I caught up to him in the parking lot and I said, “Mr. Washington, do you remember me? I was in the auditorium when you were talking to the seniors.”

He said, “What were you doing there? You are a junior.”

I said, “I know. But that’s a speech you were giving. I heard your voice coming through the auditorium doors. That speech was for me, Sir. You said they had greatness within them. I was in that auditorium. Is there greatness within me, Sir?”

He said, “Yes, Mr. Brown.”

“But the fact is that I failed English and math and history, and I’m going to have to go to summer school. What about that, Sir? I’m slower than most kids. I’m not as smart as my brother or my sister who’s going to the University of Miami.”

“It doesn’t matter. It just means that you have to work harder. Your grades don’t determine who you are or what you can produce in your life.”




“I want to buy my mother a home.”

“It’s possible, Mr. Brown. You can do that.” And he turned to walk away again.

“Mr. Washington?”

“What do you want now?”

“Uh, I’m the one, Sir. You remember me, remember my name. One day you’re gonna hear it. I’m gonna make you proud. I’m the one, Sir.”

School was a real struggle for me. I was passed from one grade to another because I was not a bad kid. I was a nice kid; I was a fun kid. I made people laugh. I was polite. I was respectful. So teachers would pass me on, which was not helpful to me. But Mr. Washington made demands on me. He made me accountable
 ④
 . But he enabled me to believe that I could handle it, that I could do it.

He became my instructor in my senior year, even though I was in Special Education. Normally, Special Ed students don’t take Speech and Drama, but they made special provisions for me to be with him. The principal realized the kind of bonding that had taken place and the impact that he’d made on me because I had begun to do well academically. For the first time in my life I was on the honor roll. I wanted to travel on a trip with the drama and I had to be on the honor roll in order to make the trip out of town. That was a miracle for me!




Mr. Washington restructured my own picture of who I am. He gave me a larger vision of myself, beyond my mental conditioning and my circumstances.

Years later, I produced five specials that appeared on public television. I had some friends call him when my program, “You Deserve
 ”, was on the educational television channel in Miami. I was sitting by the phone waiting when he called me in Detroit. He said, “May I speak to Mr. Brown, please?”

“Who’s calling?”

“You know who’s calling.”

“Oh, Mr. Washington, it’s you.”

“You were the one, weren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir, I was.”







读十一年级的一天，我到一间教室去等我的一个朋友。正当我走进教室时，讲台上的老师，华盛顿先生，忽然注意到了我，并叫我到黑板上解一些题目。我告诉他，我不能。他问：“为什么？”

“因为我不是您的学生。”




“那没关系，到黑板前来吧。”

我仍然说：“我不能。”

他又问：“为什么？”

我窘迫地迟疑了一下，然后回答：“我是一名可教型智力迟钝儿童。”

他从讲台后抽身到我近前，注视着我：“别再这么说自己了。那只是别人对你的看法，那不一定就是你。”

那一刻我如梦方醒。一方面，其他学生知道了我在接受特殊教育的事实，他们的嘲笑使我当众出丑；但另一方面，我却释怀了，因为他让我开始懂得，我不必活在他人的眼光中。

就这样，华盛顿先生成了我生活中的良师。在此之前，我已有过两次失败的经历。一次是在五年级时被鉴定为智力迟钝，并因此降级到了四年级；到了八年级，我又遭遇了一次降级。眼前的这个人却让我的人生彻底转变了。

我一直认为他受歌德影响颇深，正如歌德曾说过：“看一个人要是囿于他的现在，那么他只能倒退；若能瞻前地看他的潜质，那么他一定不会令你失望。”

和卡尔文·洛伊德一样，华盛顿先生认为：“强者是需要激励的。”他总让学生们感到，他对他们有着很高的期许，于是我们向着这个期许努力，所有的学生都在为之努力，以证明我们能行。




还在读高三的一天，我听到他给一群即将毕业的学生做演讲。他慷慨陈词：“你们每个人都有可取之处，也都有特别之处。倘若你们中的哪一位能跳脱局限高视自我，想想你们真正能成为什么样的人，想想你们能给这个世界带来什么，想想你们是多么的独一无二，那么，纵观历史，世界将因你们而不同！你们将让父母引以为傲，让母校引以为傲，让周遭人引以为傲，你们将牵动无数人的生活！”虽然他的这番话是说给毕业班的学生，但在我听来，却像是说给我自己的。

我记得学生们那时都站起来为他喝彩。随后，我在停车场追上了他：“华盛顿先生，您还记得我吗？我刚才在礼堂听了您为毕业班做的演讲。”

“你怎么会在那儿？你还是高三生。”他说道。

“是啊，但我听出那是你在演讲，礼堂外传来你的声音，那番话就像是对我说的，先生。你说他们都有可取之处，那么，先生请告诉我，同样置身礼堂的我是不是也有可取之处呢？”我说。

他肯定地回答：“没错，布朗。”

“可事实上，我的英语、数学和历史三科都没及格，为此我还要上暑期补习班，这又怎能说得过去？我比大多数孩子反应迟钝，我也没哥哥姐姐聪明，考不上迈阿密大学。”

“不要紧，这些只说明你还要更加努力。你的考试成绩并不能决定你将成为什么样的人，或者你能创造怎样的人生。”




“我想给妈妈购置一个家。”

“这当然可能，布朗。你能做得到。”他转身再度要走。

“华盛顿先生？”我叫住他。

“还有什么想说？”

“呃，我会成为那个人的，先生。请记住我，记住我的名字。会有那么一天，我的名字将家喻户晓。我会让您为我自豪的。我就是那个人，先生。”

在学校里，我的日子并不好过。我之所以能够升到高一年级，完全仰仗我不是个坏学生。我品行良好，还挺有趣，能制造笑料。我很有礼貌，言行得体。所以，老师们对我只是随手放行，于我却没有任何益处。而华盛顿先生不同，他对我要求苛刻，在他那里我不再无关紧要。他让我相信自己能够担当，能够做好。

高四那年，他成为我的指导老师，即便当时我还在接受特殊教育。正常来讲，像我这样的学生不需要修学演讲和戏剧课程，但校方还是为我能上他的课创造了条件。因为我的学业表现越来越好，校长也意识到在我和华盛顿先生之间连结着一条纽带，而他对我的影响显而易见。生平第一次，我的名字出现在了光荣榜上。我多想踏上我的戏剧之旅，而只有登上光荣榜我才有可能真正上路。奇迹眷顾我了！




华盛顿先生重塑了我的整个人生轨迹，他没有让我因为智力状况和自身处境而看轻自己，他让我超越了自身局限。

多年以后，我制作的五辑电视特别节目已经走进了千家万户。当片子《归功于你》在迈阿密教育频道播出时，我通过朋友联系到了华盛顿先生。当他从底特律打来电话时，我就等在话机旁。“布朗先生在吗？”

“哪一位？”

“你一定知道我是谁。”

“是你，华盛顿先生。”

“你已经成为那个人了，是吗？”

“嗯，我做到了，先生。”





【美丽校训励我心】

『Oxford University: The Lord is my illumination.
 』

『牛津大学：上帝照亮吾之蒙昧。』
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①
 mentor ['mεnˌtɔr]
 n. 指导者，
 贤明的顾问


②
 strive [straɪv]
 v. 努力奋斗，
 力争


③
 ovation [oˈveʃən]
 n. 热烈鼓掌，
 欢呼


④
 accountable [əˈkaʊntəbəl]
 adj. 负有责任的



















A Gift From God　上帝的礼物

John W. Schlatter









One day, when I was a freshman in high school, I saw a kid from my class was walking home from school. His name was Kyle. It looked like he was carrying all of his books. I thought to myself, “Why would anyone bring home all his books on a Friday? He must really be a nerd
 ①
 .”

I had quite a weekend planned (parties and a football game with my friends tomorrow afternoon), so I shrugged my shoulders and went on.

As I was walking, I saw a bunch of kids running toward him. They ran at him, knocking all his books out of his arms and tripping him so he landed in the dirt. His glasses went flying, and I saw them land in the grass about ten feet from him. He looked up and I saw this terrible sadness in his eyes. My heart went out to him. So, I jogged over to him as he crawled
 ②
 around looking for his glasses, and I saw tears in his eyes.




As I handed him his glasses, I said, “Those guys are jerks. They really should get lives.”

He looked at me and said, “Hey thanks!” There was a big smile on his face. It was one of those smiles that showed real gratitude.

I helped him pick up his books, and asked him where he lived. As it turned out, he lived near me, so I asked him why I had never seen him before. He said he had gone to private school before now. I would have never hung out with a private school kid before.

We talked all the way home, and I carried his books. He turned out to be a pretty cool kid. I asked him if he wanted to play football on Saturday with me and my friends. He said yes.

We hung all weekend and the more I got to know Kyle, the more I liked him. And my friends thought the same of him. Monday morning came, and there was Kyle with the huge stack of books again. I stopped him and said, “Darn boy, you are gonna really build some serious muscles with this pile of books everyday!” He just
 laughed and handed me half the books.

Over the next four years, Kyle and I became best friends. When we were seniors, we began to think about college. Kyle decided on Georgetown, and I was going to Duke. I knew that we would always be friends, that the miles would never be a problem. He was going to be a doctor, and I was going for business on a football scholarship.





Kyle was
 valedictorian
 ③
 of our class. I teased him all
 the time about being a nerd. He had to prepare a speech for graduation. I was so glad it wasn’t me having to get up there and speak.

Graduation day, I saw Kyle. He looked great. He was one of those guys that really found himself during high school. He filled out and actually looked good in glasses. He had more dates than me and all the girls loved him!

Boy, sometimes I was jealous. Today was one of those days. I could see that he was nervous about his speech. So, I smacked
 ④
 him on the back and said, “Hey, big guy, you’ll be great!” He looked at me with one of those looks (the really grateful one) and smiled. “Thanks,” he said.

As he started his speech, he cleared his throat, and began. “Graduation is a time to thank those who helped you make it through those tough years. Your parents, your teachers, your siblings, maybe a coach…but mostly, your friends. I am here to tell all of you that being a friend to someone is the best gift you can give him. I am going to tell you a story.”




I just looked at my friend with disbelief as he told the story of the first day we met. He had planned to kill himself over the weekend. He talked of how he had cleaned out his locker
 ⑤
 so his mom wouldn’t have to do it later and was carrying his stuff home. He looked hard at me and gave me a little smile. “Thankfully, I was saved. My friend saved me from doing the unspeakable.”

I heard the gasp go through the crowd as this handsome, popular boy told us all about his weakest moment. I saw his mom and dad looking at me and smiling that same grateful smile. Not until that moment did I realize its depth.


Never underestimate the power of your actions. With one small gesture you can change a person’s life. For better or for worse. God puts us all in each other’s lives to impact one another in some way. Look for God in others
 .

Each day is a gift from God! Don’t forget to say, “Thank you!”





当我还是高一新生时，有一天，我看见班上的一位同学正走在回家的路上。他叫凯尔。他好像要把自己所有的书都往家里搬，我暗自想，到周五了，怎么会有人把全部的书都带回家呢？一定是个书呆子。




我的周末早就安排得满满的了——
 派对之余，还要在周六下午和朋友们打橄榄球。我耸耸肩，继续走我的路。

我正走着，迎面看到一群孩子朝他奔去。他们冲向他，撞翻他怀里的书，还将他绊倒在泥地里。他的眼镜顺势飞了出去，眼见着落在了十英尺外的草丛里。他抬起头，我看到那眼神中的痛楚。我的心也替他难过，于是我小跑到他跟前。他正趴在地上四处找他的眼镜，我看到他的眼中有泪花。

我把眼镜递给他，安慰他说，“一帮小混混，他们真该找点正经事做。”

他看着我，“嘿，谢谢你！”他的脸上展现出灿烂的笑容。这笑容里流露出发自内心的感激之情。

我帮忙拾起他的书，询问了他的住处，没想到我们竟住得很近。我很诧异，为什么从没见过他？他说，在这之前他一直在念私立学校。要是换做以前，我根本不会想和一个私校生走在一起。

我帮他拿书，之后便一路聊到家。我发现他很有趣，就问他愿不愿意周六跟我和朋友们打球，他答应了。

整个周末我们都呆在一起，愈了解凯尔，我愈觉得喜欢他。我的朋友们也都觉得他不错。到了周一早晨，凯尔和他的一大摞书又一起出现了。我招呼他，“死小子，天天拿着这堆书，你是想练成大块头吗？”他被我逗乐了，把书分了一半给我。




接下来的四年里，凯尔和我成了要好的朋友。临毕业那年，我们要报考大学了。凯尔决定去念乔治城大学，而我则选择去往杜克大学。我知道我们会是一辈子的朋友，哪怕远隔千里。他立志学医，而我准备拿到橄榄球奖学金后攻读商务专业。

凯尔是优秀毕业生，将代表我们班致告别辞。我总笑他是个书呆子。他得为毕业典礼的演讲做准备，我倒很庆幸站在大家面前发言的不是我。

毕业那天，我见到凯尔，他看起来棒极了。他是那种在高中时代真正明了自我的人。他还长胖了点，眼镜很衬托他的气质。他的约会比我要多，是女孩们竞相追逐的对象呢！

我得说，有时我真羡慕他，譬如像今天这样的时刻。我看到演讲前他有些紧张，就用力地拍了下他的后背，鼓励他说，“嘿，好小子，你很了不起。”他望着我，笑容里又是那般神情，有种发自内心的感激。“谢谢，”他说。

演讲开始之际，他先清了清嗓子，然后便开始了，“毕业之时，我们总要感激那些曾帮助我们渡过难关的人。父母，老师，兄弟姐妹，或某一位教练……但最该感谢的，恐怕是你的朋友们。在这儿我要对你们说，成为某个人的朋友就是你能给他的最好礼物。我想给你们讲一个故事。”




当他讲起我们第一次见面的情景时，我难以置信地看着我的这位朋友。原来那个周末他是打算自杀的。他说到他如何清理好了自己柜子里的所有物品，想全部带回家，这样日后就不必烦劳他妈妈了。他特意看向我，微微一笑，“谢天谢地，我被救了下来。是我的朋友阻止了我做这等傻事。”

当眼前这位英俊潇洒、颇受欢迎的小伙子吐露自己曾经的软弱时，我听到人群中发出一片感慨。而他的爸妈也在看向我，同样对我报以感激的微笑。直到此刻，我才明白这份感激的深意。

永远不要低估自身行为的力量。哪怕一个小小的举动，也可能改变他人的生活，不论这个影响是好是坏。上帝安排我们出现在他人的生命中，就是希望我们彼此间能够相互影响。那么，就请在他人身上寻求上帝的旨意吧。

每一天都是上帝赐予我们的礼物。别忘了对他人说，“谢谢你！”





【美丽校训励我心】

『Cambridge University: From here, light and sacred draughts.
 』

『剑桥大学：启蒙之光，智慧之源，求出于此。』
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①
 nerd [nɚd]
 n. 书呆子；
 讨厌鬼


②
 crawl [krɔl]
 v. 爬行，
 匍匐前进


③
 valedictorian [ˌvælɪdɪkˈtɔriən]
 n. 致告别辞的毕业生代表





④
 smack [smæk] v. 拍，
 打，
 掴


⑤
 locker [ˈlɑkɚ]
 n. 寄物柜






















The List　一份名单

Helen P. Mrosla









He was in the first third grade class I taught at Saint Mary’s School in Morris, Minn. All 34 of my students were dear to me, but Mark Eklund was one in a million. Very neat in appearance, but had that happy-to-be-alive attitude that made even his occasional mischievousness
 ①
 delightful.

Mark talked incessantly. I had to remind him again and again that talking without permission was not acceptable. What impressed me so much, though, was his sincere response every time I had to correct him for misbehaving—“Thank you for correcting me, Sister!”

I didn’t know what to make of it at first, but before long I became accustomed to hearing it many times a day.

One morning my patience was growing thin when Mark talked once too often, and then I made a novice
 ②
 teacher’s mistake. I looked at Mark and said, “If you say one more word, I am going to tape your mouth shut!”




It wasn’t ten seconds later when Chuck blurted out, “Mark is talking again.” I hadn’t asked any of the students to help me watch Mark, but since I had stated the punishment in front of the class, I had to act on it. I remember the scene as if it had occurred this morning. I walked to my desk, very deliberately opened my drawer and took out a roll of masking tape. Without saying a word, I proceeded to Mark’s desk, tore off two pieces of tape and made a big X with them over his mouth. I then returned to the front of the room.

As I glanced at Mark to see how he was doing, he winked at me. That did it! I started laughing. The class cheered as I walked back to Mark’s desk, removed the tape, and shrugged my shoulders. His first words were, “Thank you for correcting me, Sister.”

At the end of the year, I was asked to teach junior-high math. The years flew by, and before I knew it Mark was in my classroom again. He was more handsome than ever and just as polite. Since he had to listen carefully to my instruction in the “new math”, he did not talk as much in ninth grade as he had in third.

One Friday, things just didn’t feel right. We had worked hard on a new concept all week, and I sensed that the students were frowning, frustrated with themselves and edgy with one another. I had to stop this crankiness
 ③
 before it got out of hand. So I asked them to list the names of the other students in the room on two sheets of paper, leaving a space between each name. Then I told them to think of the nicest thing they could say about each of their classmates and write it down. It took the remainder of the class period to finish their assignment, and as the students left the room, each one handed me the papers. Charlie smiled. Mark said, “Thank you for teaching me, Sister. Have a good weekend.”





That Saturday, I wrote down the name of each
 student on a separate sheet of paper, and I listed what everyone else had said about that individual. On Monday I gave each student his or her list. Before long, the entire class was smiling.

“Really?” I heard whispered. “I never knew that meant anything to anyone!”

“I didn’t know others liked me so much.”

No one ever mentioned those papers in class again. I never knew if they discussed them after class or with their parents, but it didn’t matter. The exercise had accomplished its purpose. The students were happy with themselves and one another again.




That group of students moved on. Several years later, after I returned from vacation, my parents met me at the airport. As we were driving home, Mother asked me the usual questions about the trip—the weather, my experiences in general.

There was a lull
 ④
 in the conversation. Mother gave Dad a sideways glance and simply says, “Dad?” My father cleared his throat as he usually did before something important.

“The Eklunds called last night,” he began.

“Really?” I said. “I haven’t heard from them in years. I wonder how Mark is.”


Dad responded quietly. “Mark was killed in
 Vietnam,” he said. “The funeral is tomorrow, and his parents would like it if you could attend.”

To this day I can still point to the exact spot on I-494 where Dad told me about Mark.

I had never seen a serviceman in a military coffin before. Mark looked so handsome, so mature. All I could think at that moment was, “Mark, I would give all the masking tapes in the world if only you would talk to me.”

The church was packed with Mark’s friends. Chuck’s sister sang “The Battle Hymn of the Republic
 ”.




Why did it have to rain on the day of the funeral? It was difficult enough at the graveside. The pastor said the usual prayers, and the bugler played taps. One by one those who loved Mark took a last walk by the coffin and sprinkled it with holy water. I was the last one to bless the coffin. As I stood there, one of the soldiers who acted as pallbearer
 ⑤
 came up to me.

“Were you Mark’s math teacher?” he asked. I nodded as I continued to stare at the coffin. “Mark talked about you a lot,” he said.

After the funeral, most of Mark’s former classmates headed to Chuck’s farmhouse for lunch. Mark’s mother and father were there, obviously waiting for me. “We want to show you something,” his father said, taking a wallet out of his pocket.

“They found this on Mark when he was killed. We thought you might recognize it.”

Opening the billfold, he carefully removed two worn pieces of notebook paper that had obviously been taped, folded and refolded many times. I knew without looking that the papers were the ones on which I had listed all the good things each of Mark’s classmates had said about him.

“Thank you so much for doing that,” Mark’s mother said. “As you can see, Mark treasured it.”




Mark’s classmates started to gather around us.

Charlie smiled rather sheepishly
 ⑥
 and said, “I still have my list. It’s in the top drawer of my desk at home.”

Chuck’s wife said, “Chuck asked me to put his in our wedding album.”

“I have mine too,” Marilyn said. “It’s in my diary.”

Then Vicki, another classmate, reached into her pocketbook, took out her wallet and showed her worn and frazzled list to the group.

“I carry this with me at all times,” Vicki said without batting an eyelash. “I think we all saved our lists.”

That’s when I finally sat down and cried. I cried for Mark and for all his friends who would never see him again.





我在位于明尼苏达州莫里斯的圣玛丽学校教书时，他是我教的第一个三年级班上的学生。全班34个学生个个都是我的宝贝，但马克·艾科龙却是他们中的活宝。他穿戴整洁，老是一脸无忧无虑的样儿，以至于偶尔的小促狭都那么讨喜。

马克总爱说个不停，为此我不得不一再地提醒他，未经允许就随便讲话是不对的。每当我这样纠正他的行为时，他诚恳的回应总能打动我，“谢谢你的指正，修女！”




起初我还有点无所适从，但没过多久，我就开始习惯每天听上这句好多遍了。

一天早上，马克又在讲个不停。不耐烦之下，我犯了个初为人师才会露出的错误。我盯着马克说：“再敢说一个字，我就把你的嘴巴封上！”

没出十秒钟，另一个学生乔可就嚷道：“马克又在讲话了。”我并没有让学生们监督马克的意思，但既然我已经把丑话说在全班面前，我就得说话算数。接下去的一幕我记忆犹新，就像今早才刚发生过一样。我走到讲桌旁，慢吞吞地拉开抽屉，拿出一卷胶布。之后我一言不发地走到马克桌前，撕下来两截，在他嘴上贴了个大大的X，便回到教室前面。

我瞥了一眼马克，想看他作何反应，谁料他却朝我眨巴眨巴眼睛。他又来这套！我忍不住笑了出来。在全班的大呼小叫声中，我走回马克桌前，揭下胶布，无奈地耸耸肩。他开口的第一句话便是：“谢谢你的指正，修女！”

那一年末，我被调去初中班教数学。时光荏苒，恍然间马克就又来到了我的班上。他比以前更加帅气了，却还是那么彬彬有礼。也许是因为他必须认真听我讲解“新数学”，九年级的他已不像三年级时那么爱讲话了。

那个周五，大家的情绪有点不对头。我们花了一整周时间学习一个新概念，却效果不佳，我注意到孩子们都皱着眉头，他们对自己感到泄气，又相互迁怒。我得在一切失控前赶紧缓解这种焦躁的气氛。于是，我让大家拿出两张纸，把班上除自己之外其他同学的名字写在上面，名字间留出空白。然后我让他们想一想每位同学最优秀之处，并把赞美之词一一写下来。大家用那堂课剩余的时间完成了这项任务，下课离开教室时，他们各自把纸张交了上来。查理微笑着。马克则对我说：“谢谢你的教导，修女！周末愉快！”




周六，我把每个人的名字单独列在一张纸上，然后写下其他人对他的评价。到了周一，我把写好的名单发到每个人手里。不一会儿，全班同学的脸上就都扬起了微笑。

“真的吗？”有人轻声说，“我从没想过自己这样有意义。”

“我都不知道自己这么受欢迎。”

后来，再没有人在课堂上提起过名单的事。我也不晓得他们私下里是否与同学或者父母讨论过，不过这都不重要了。对每个人来讲，这份名单已经起到了很好的作用。同学们又重新变得自信、融洽起来。

再后来，这批学生就升学了。若干年后，有一次我度假回来，父母到机场接我。开车回家的路上，母亲照例问我旅途的事，天气怎么样，去了哪些地方，诸如此类。




有一瞬间谈话停住了。母亲斜睨了父亲一眼，简短地迸出两个字：“她爸？”父亲清了清嗓子，以往有郑重的事要说时他就会这样。

“艾科龙家昨晚来电话了。”他说。

“是吗？”我有点惊讶，“好多年没他们的消息了，真想知道马克现在怎么样。”

父亲的回答却很平静，“马克在越战中牺牲了。”然后他说，“葬礼就在明天，他父母希望你能出席。”

时至今日，我仍能忆起当初父亲告诉我马克的消息时，车子行驶在I-494州际公路上的确切位置。

这是我第一次见到军人躺在军用棺材里的样子。马克看上去是成熟又帅气。那一刻，我脑中唯一的想法就是，“马克，只要你还能和我说说话，我愿用这世上所有的胶布来换。”

教堂里挤满了马克的朋友，乔可的姐姐唱起《共和国战歌》。

为什么此情此景还要下雨呢？站在墓前，人心格外难受。伴随着乐手的吹奏，牧师做了例行的祝祷。在场的亲人朋友，一个接一个地，最后一次走向马克的棺木，抛洒圣水。我是最后一个祝福逝者的人。当我站在马克棺前时，刚刚护柩的一位士兵向我走来。

“您就是马克的数学老师吧？”他问。我的眼睛注视着棺木，点了点头。“马克常常提起您。”他又说。

葬礼过后，马克的老同学们大多前往乔可的农庄用午餐。马克的父母亲还站在那里，显然是为了等我。“我们想给你看样东西。”他父亲边说边从口袋里掏出一个皮夹。




“马克死时，他们在他身上找到了这个。我们想您也许认得出来。”

打开钱夹，他小心翼翼地取出两张已经破损的笔记纸，显然它们曾被折了又折，粘了又粘。不用看我就知道，一定是那份名单，那份列着同学们的赞美之词的名单。

“感谢你为他做了这些，”马克的母亲说，“你也看到了，马克一直很珍视它。”

同学们这时也围了过来。

查理腼腆地一笑，说：“我也保存着我的名单呢，就在我家书桌抽屉的最上层。”

乔可的妻子则说：“乔可让我把他的那份镶在了结婚纪念册里。”

“我的也在，”玛丽莲说，“就夹在我的日记里。”

接着是维琪，又一位同学，伸手从手提包里拿出钱夹，给我们大家看了她那份残破皱折的名单。

“我一直随身带着它，”维琪极为泰然地说，“我想我们都保存了自己的那一份名单。”

此刻，我才终于坐下来哭了。我哭了，为马克，也为这班再也见不到马克的朋友们。
















【美丽校训励我心】

『Yale University: Truth and light.
 』

『耶鲁大学：真理与光明。』
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①
 mischievousness [ˈmɪstʃəvəsˌnɪs]
 n. 恶作剧，
 调皮


②
 novice [ˈnɑvɪs]
 n. 初学者，
 新手


③
 crankiness [ˈkræŋkiˌnɪs]
 n. 坏脾气，
 暴躁；
 古怪


④
 lull [lʌl]
 n. 暂停，
 间歇


⑤
 pallbearer [ˈpɔlˌbɛrɚ]
 n. 护柩者，
 棺侧送葬者


⑥
 sheepishly [ˈʃipɪʃlɪ]
 adv. 羞怯地，
 窘迫地；
 温顺地，
 愚蠢地


















To Tell the Truth　选择诚实

Al Batt









“Who did this?” asked my teacher. Thirty children tried to think about not only what they had done, but also what our teacher may have found out. “Who did this?” asked my teacher once more. She wasn’t really asking, she was demanding an answer. She seldom became angry, but she was this time. She held up a piece of broken glass and asked, “Who broke this window?”

“Oh, oh,” I thought. I was the one who broke the window. I had not done it intentionally. It was caused by an errant
 ①
 throw of a baseball. I was working on my knuckleball
 ②
 . It needed more work. Why did it have to be me? It wasn’t really my fault. If I admitted guilt, I would be in a lot of trouble. How would I be able to pay for a big window like that? I didn’t even get an allowance. “My father is going to have a fit
 ③
 ,” I thought. I didn’t want to raise my hand, but some force much stronger than I was pulled it skyward. I told the truth. “I did it.” I said no more. It was hard enough saying what I had done.




My teacher went to one of our library shelves and took down a book. She then began walking towards my desk. I had never known my teacher to strike a student, but I feared she was going to start with me and she was going to use a book for the swatting
 ④
 .

“I know how you like birds,” she said as she stood looking down at my guilt-ridden face. “Here is that field guide about birds that you are constantly checking out. It is yours. It’s time we got a new one for the school anyway. The book is yours and you will not be punished as long as you remember that I am not rewarding you for your misdeed, I am rewarding you for your truthfulness.”

I couldn’t believe it! I wasn’t being punished and I was getting my very own bird field guide. It was the very one that I had been saving up money to buy, which money I feared would be going to the school to buy a new window. I wore out that book trying to match the live, flying birds to their depictions in that field guide. The book is gone, so is my wonderful teacher. All that remains of that day is my memory and the lesson my teacher taught me. That lesson stays with me every day and it will echo forever.




“谁干的？”老师问道。在场的30个孩子不仅开始回想自己做了什么，更想知道老师会调查出什么结果。“谁干的？”老师又问了一次。语气间已不像是在询问实情，而是在盘问逼供。她很少发火，但此刻她真的动怒了。她举着一块碎玻璃，继续厉声问道：“谁打碎了玻璃？”

“噢，天啊。”我暗自想，我就是那个打碎玻璃的人。但我并不是存心的，只怪刚才打棒球时一下扔球失了手。当时我正在练习蝴蝶球，技术还不是很熟练。可为什么倒霉的偏偏是我？怨不得我啊。如果此时站出来承认错误，我就会惹上很多麻烦。我哪有钱赔偿这么一大块玻璃的损失啊？我压根就没有零花钱。“父亲一定会大发雷霆的。”我胡乱想着。尽管我不情愿举手承认，但还是有一股比自身更强大的力量迫使我举起了手臂。我说了实话，“是我干的。”除此之外,我再说不出别的话来，我实在感到很难为情。

这时，老师走到一排书架前，取下一本书，随后向我的课桌走来。我还没听说过我的老师会体罚学生，但此刻我很担心成为她的第一个牺牲品，而那本书恐怕就是体罚我的武器。

“我知道你喜欢鸟类，”她停下脚步，望着我一脸负疚的神情，“这是那本你常翻阅的关于鸟类的野外指南。现在它是你的了，反正架子上也该换本新的。不仅这本书是你的，你也不会受到任何惩罚。只是你要记得，我奖励你可不是因为你做错了事，而是因为你勇于承认。”




我简直不敢相信这一幕！我没有受到一丁点惩罚，还意外获得了我心爱的那本鸟类野外指南。要知道，为了买这本书，我正拼命攒钱，刚才还很担心这些钱也要赔给学校买一块新玻璃呢。那本书后来被我翻破了，正是参照书里的描述，我一一辨认出自然界中真实飞翔的鸟儿。如今，那本书已经不在了，一起消失的还有当年那位仁慈善良的老师，留给我的只有关于那天的美好回忆，还有这隽永的人生一课。这一幕将常留在我心间，永久回响。









【美丽校训励我心】

『Stanford University: Let the wind of freedom blow.
 』

『斯坦福大学：让自由之风劲吹。』
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①
 errant [ˈɛrənt]
 adj. 犯错误的，
 出格的；
 迷途的


②
 knuckleball [ˈnʌkəlˌbɔl]
 n. （
 棒球）
 蝴蝶球，
 弹指球


③
 have a fit 大发脾气；
 大吃一惊


④
 swat [swɑt]
 v. 重拍，
 猛击














The Note　纸条情

Patty Hansen










When I was in the fifth grade, I fell in love—real
 love—for the very first time. It only took about a week into the school year for it to happen, and I was completely, head-over-heels crushing on Mike Daniels. No one ever called him just Mike; it was always one word—Mike Daniels. Blond hair that stuck up in every direction and blue eyes that crinkled in the corners when he laughed—visions of Mike Daniels occupied my every dream.

To say I wasn’t the most popular or prettiest girl in our class would be an understatement. In fact, I think I must have been the original geek
 ①
 . I was so skinny that I still had to wear days-of-the-week panties and dorky undershirts when most of my friends were starting to wear bras and more grown-up undergarments. My mom made me wear brown orthopedic
 ②
 lace-up shoes to school every day, because I had a foot that turned in and my parents wanted to “correct it before it was too late”. Right smack dab in the middle of my two front teeth was this giant space that even gum surgery the year before hadn’t fixed, and the two teeth on either side of my front teeth overlapped, making me look like I had fangs. Add a pair of thick glasses, thin baby-fine hair (with a home permanent from my mom—help!), knobby
 ③
 skinned-up knees and elbows—and what do you get? A kid that only a parent could love.




I wouldn’t—couldn’t—tell my friends that I was in love with Mike Daniels. It was my secret to write about in my journal. In my dreams, Mike Daniels would suddenly grasp what a beautiful soul was hiding inside my gawky
 ④
 body and realize that he loved me for who I really was. I spent hours writing poetry for him and stories about him, until one day I got up the nerve to actually write to him about how I felt.

Our teacher, Miss Finkelor, was really awesome about most things, but the one thing she was majorly serious about was not writing notes to each other during class. Everyone did it anyway. Except me. My only shot at self-esteem was being teacher’s pet, and I excelled at it. I loved it so much it didn’t even bother me when kids teased me about being the teacher’s favorite.

It was a huge decision for me to go against the one thing that Miss Finkelor detested—note passing. But I knew that there was no other way to tell Mike Daniels about how I felt—and I also knew that if I never told him, I was going to burst… or maybe even freak out. I vowed to do it on Monday morning.




So, first thing Monday morning, in my very best printing, I wrote, “I love you”. That was it. Nothing else—no flowers, no poetry—just, “I love you”. I passed it to Dianne, who sat between me and Mike Daniels, and whispered, “Give this to Mike Daniels,” trying to look really casual, like it was a request to borrow a book from him or something. I held my breath as I watched him open and read it—then read it again. Then he folded it up and put it into his pocket. Oh my God, what have I done? What if he shows it to his buds at recess? They’ll all laugh their heads off. I’m a fool. An idiot. Why did I tell him? I felt like I was going to throw up.


I was so involved in feeling like I was going to hurl, that I didn’t even feel Dianne punching me in the arm. Then she
 shoved
 ⑤
 a note in my hand. Slowly, I opened it. It was my own note. “Great, he thought it was so stupid that he sent it back to me,” I thought. Then it dawned on me—he had written something on the back of it
 :

“I like you, too. I’m glad we’re friends.”




I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. I was so relieved that he didn’t trash
 ⑥
 me—that could have easily happened if Mike Daniels hadn’t been a really nice guy. With that one little gesture of kindness, Mike Daniels made me feel special—and, not only that, but I felt that somehow, he had seen the real me hidden in the body of a fifth grade geek.

I kept that note for years—all the way through the eighth grade. Whenever I felt bad about myself, I would reread Mike Daniels’ note and remember that act of kindness. It didn’t matter to me what inspired him—if it was pity, or the recognition of things to come—that note gave me strength to go through the challenges of the tough years that followed fifth grade.





念五年级的时候，我第一次坠入爱河，我真正感到心动了。学期开始才一周，我就发现自己无可救药地迷恋上了麦克·丹尼尔。还没有人能只叫他麦克，通常都是麦克·丹尼尔这么连名带姓的称呼。他那金色的发丝根根张扬着，碧蓝的眼睛一笑间就在眼角漾出笑意，麦克·丹尼尔的神情举止令我魂牵梦萦。

说婉转些，我算不上班里最出众或者最漂亮的女生。照直说来，我觉得自己就是个少见的怪胎。我很瘦削，还在穿小女生的那种“一周七天”套装内裤和老土的贴身背心，而同年龄的女友们都开始穿文胸和成人内衣了。妈妈还让我每天上学都穿那双棕色系带的矫正鞋，因为我的一只脚走路有些内倾，所以爸妈想及早帮我纠正过来。而我的牙就更糟了，正中的两颗门牙间不偏不倚地留下了巨大的齿缝，一年前为此专门做了牙科整形也无济于事。更要命的是，门牙两侧的两颗牙又重叠长在一起，让我看起来像长了犬齿。再加上厚厚的眼镜片，幼细稀少的头发（这可是完全遗传自我母亲那一系——救命哦！
 ），瘦骨嶙峋的膝部和肘部——所有这些集于一身，你会作何感想？恐怕你也会觉得，我只有父母宠爱的份罢了。




我不愿，更不能告诉我的朋友们，说我喜欢上了麦克·丹尼尔。这只能是我在日记中独享的秘密。我幻想着，麦克·丹尼尔能蓦然发掘我笨拙外表下的美丽灵魂，意识到他因爱我的灵魂而爱上我整个人。我会用几个小时的时间为他写诗创作故事，直到某天我鼓起勇气要把我对他的感受让他知道。

我们的老师，芬科勒小姐历来很威严，对于课堂上传纸条的现象更是明令禁止。但大家都干过这件事，只有我没干过。当老师的宠儿能让我的自尊心获得无上满足，何况我轻易就能成为讨老师喜欢的那种学生。这个宠儿我当得心甘情愿，哪怕被同学们嘲笑为老师的乖乖女也不以为意。

明知暗递纸条是芬科勒小姐反感的事，我还是下了很大决心拿定这个主意。我很清楚，没有别的办法可以告诉麦克·丹尼尔我的感受；同时我也清楚，如果再不告诉他，我的情绪就会濒临崩溃，甚至不知会做出什么来。因此，我发誓要在周一早晨迈出这一步。




到了周一，我先一早用自己最漂亮的印刷字体写下“我爱你”。就这些，不需要别的点缀了，不要鲜花，不要诗情，就这三个字“我爱你”。我把纸条递给坐在我和麦克·丹尼尔中间的黛安娜
 ，悄声道：“传给麦克·丹尼尔。”我努力装作没什么特别的，就是问他借本书或者什么东西。我屏住呼吸看着他展开纸条，看了一遍，紧接着又看了一遍。然后他把纸条折了回去放进口袋里。哦，天啊，我做了什么？要是他在休息时把纸条拿给其他男生看，那可怎么办啊？那些人一定会笑掉下巴的。我真蠢，傻瓜一个。为什么要说出来呢？我感到自己几欲作呕。

这种感觉如此强烈地占据了我，以至于黛安娜用胳膊碰我时我都没有感觉到。她把一张纸条塞给我。我缓慢地展开它，是我刚才那张。“好吧，他一定是觉得荒唐透了，才把纸条还了回来。”我自忖。之后我才猛然意识到，他在纸条背面写了字。

“我也喜欢你，很高兴我们成为朋友。”

我不知该感动得哭出来还是笑出来。我如释重负，他没有以此捉弄我——如果麦克·丹尼尔不是真正善良的男孩子，那一幕可能早就发生了。只是这个微小的善举，麦克·丹尼尔给了我特殊的感受；不仅如此，我感到他多少看到了那个隐藏在怪异外表下的五年级小女孩的真实自我。




那张纸条我保存了许多年，一直到念完八年级。无论何时我对自己丧失信念，我都会重新看看麦克·丹尼尔的那张纸条，重温当初的那个善意的举动。他出于什么那样回应已经不重要了——不忍伤害我也好，坦然接受这份恋慕也罢，那张纸条赋予我的是勇气，让我能够勇于面对五年级之后的一切艰难挑战。









【美丽校训励我心】

『Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT): Mind and hand.
 』

『麻省理工学院：理论与实践并重。』
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①
 geek [ɡik]
 n. 怪人；
 极客


②
 orthopedic [ɔrθəˈpidɪk]
 adj. 整形的，
 矫正的


③
 knobby [ˈnɒbi]
 adj. 多节的，
 多突起的；
 棘手的


④
 gawky [ˈɡɔki]
 adj. 迟钝的，
 笨拙的


⑤
 shove [ʃʌv]
 v. 推，
 猛推，
 推开；
 乱塞


⑥
 trash [træʃ]
 v. 糟蹋，
 破坏，
 伤害；
 诋毁，
 戳伤














Reunited　重聚

Ellen Cady










Old friends. They finish your sentences, they
 remember the cat that ran away when you were twelve, and they tell you the truth when you’ve had a bad haircut. But mostly, they are always there for you—whether it’s in person or via late night phone calls—through good times and bad. But as the years pass, it becomes increasingly difficult to see each other, to make new memories. Fortunately, my high school girlfriends and I vowed long ago not to let this happen. We vowed to have reunions.

A few months ago, we met up for a three-day weekend in the American Southwest. We grew up together in Maine and have said for years that we should have an annual event, yet it’s often postponed or canceled due to schedule conflicts. Not this year.

Four of us—two from San Francisco, one from Boston, and one from Seattle—boarded planes bound for Santa Fe, New Mexico, where one of the gang lives and works for an art gallery. Two years ago, she moved there—escaped, rather—from the film industry in New York City, where she led a life that felt too fast, too unfulfilling. The artist in her longed for vibrant landscapes and starry moonlit skies. She wanted to drive a truck on dusty roads, a trusty dog at her side, riding shotgun. She got all that and found love, too. She is happy.




The rest of us—still big city folks—converged
 ①
 on her like a cyclone
 ②
 straight out of the pages of a girlfriend novel. Chattering and memory swapping, we were fifteen again—in a space of five minutes. Naturally, we relived some of the stories of our youth—angst and all—but we also brought much more to the gathering this time. We were new people. we were wives and girlfriends to someone back home. We were businesswomen, artists and writers. We were no longer girls, no longer post-college grads. We were women.


I shared an air mattress that night with my
 friend from Boston, the one who calls me, while rubbernecking
 ③
 in traffic, to catch up on her cell phone, to tell me of her life and love. On the next mattress was a gal from San Francisco, she just newly single and enjoying her independence. Our host, the artist, shared her bedroom that weekend with a married dot-commer
 ④
 from San Francisco. Yes, we are different, but we are also the same. The years of our youth say so.




The apartment was open and we talked late into the night, our voices carrying back and forth between the rooms as we laughed, cackling about things that would only be humorous to friends with this kind of history. The next morning, I awoke to a brilliant blue sky, beautifully contrasted by the earthy brown of the surrounding adobe
 ⑤
 . It was Saturday and the art enthusiasts were out, so, with coffee in hand, I dropped off our host at work. I returned to find the others still in slumber, deep lines on their faces as evidence of a restful sleep.

We checked out town and headed to the airport to pick up the last straggler
 ⑥
 , who came in from San Francisco for one night. “ I wouldn’t have missed this for anything,” she said, despite her 4 a.m. trip to the airport. That night we celebrated margaritas and Southwestern are, each of us gazing over at the faces around the table as we wondered, who would have thought the bonds of childhood could last this long? Some of us have been friends since the age of five, some since age twelve and, yet, here we are approaching the age of thirty. Quite rapidly, I might add.

The weekend consisted of long talks by the pool, wonderful meals, and a hike that brought the entire group to tears. Not tears of sadness or anger, but an outpouring of emotion over the sheer wonderment that we can be this close—twelve years after graduation—with such physical distance between us. It’s heartbreaking that we can’t spend our days together in the same neighborhood, walking the same streets, reading the same newspaper at the same coffee shop. But that’s life, grown-up life.




Most amazing is the group’s adaptability to one another. The months we spend apart are non-existent. No need to get reacquainted, we jump back in the saddle and it’s as comfortable as ever. Old friends—friends with an ever-present sense of support and sisterhood, friends that know each other innately—are hard to come by and yet we remain as tight today as we were years ago, giggling in the back row of Mr. McKechnie’s 9th grade math class.

Life today, however, is no math class. Our world, spinning slightly off its axis, is full of doubt, full of fear. Yet it reminds me—now, more than ever—how vital it is that we stay in close touch. We may have questions about our future, but we have true faith in our past, and though this reunion of friends has come to a close, we are already drawing up plans for the next one.




老朋友。他们会快嘴接完你想说的话，他们会记得你12岁那年走失的一只猫，他们会直言不讳你剪了个很烂的发型。最重要的是，他们会一直陪在你的左右——不论是亲自现身说法，还是一通午夜电话，他们就是那个与你一同分享美好时光，抑或度过艰难时期的人。可是，随着岁月的流逝，老朋友间已然越来越少见面，也愈来愈鲜有新的回忆留存。好在很早以前，我和高中女友们就立下誓约不让这样的情况出现，我们约定要再次相聚。

几个月前，我们利用周末，选在美国西南部小聚三天。我们从小一起在缅因州长大，这些年来一直都张罗着每年的聚会，可是常常因为彼此的时间冲突而一再延宕，终成哑果。今年，我们终于如愿以偿。

我们一行四人，其中两个来自旧金山，一个来自波士顿，还有一个来自西雅图，将一同飞往新墨西哥州的圣特菲，我们这群死党中有人在此定居，为一间画廊工作。两年前，因为觉得纽约的生活节奏太快，过得太失意，她选择搬来此地，其实更像是从之前的电影业中逃脱出来。艺术家的天性让她向往这里生机勃发的景象，爱上月下繁星点缀的夜空。她情愿在扬尘的土路上开着卡车，有只忠实的老狗在副驾的位子上，一路陪伴她。这一切如今都实现了，而且，她还收获了爱情，是个幸福的女人。

我们其余几个，都还生活在大城市里，这会儿一股旋风般汇聚到她身边，活脱猛然从女友小说的书页间跳出来。见了面就七嘴八舌、问长问短，用不到5分钟，我们就仿若重回15岁。我们自然而然地重温起年轻时的旧事，青春愁肠以及种种，但这次聚会的看头还不止这些。我们都有了全新的身份，或为人妻，或心有所属。我们更是商界女性、女艺术家、女性作家。我们不再是小女孩，也不再是刚毕业的女学生，我们已成为女人。




那一晚，我和波士顿女友睡在同一张充气床垫上。她会在翘首以待交通拥堵的间隙，不忘给我打上一通电话，告诉我她现在的生活状况和情感历程。旁边一张床垫上是旧金山女友，刚刚恢复单身，正享受一个人的独居时光。而我们的女主人，兼女艺术家，则在那个周末让出自己的卧室，和另一位在旧金山从事网络工作的已婚姐妹同住。的确，我们自身都有了变化，但有些东西却从未改变。那些青春岁月就是最好的证明。

房间是开放设计，我们集体聊到深夜，欢声笑语不时回荡整间屋子，也只有相识多年的老友走到一起，才会如此心领神会笑个没完吧。次日清晨醒来，碧空如洗，在周围土褐色房屋的映衬下，阳光格外明媚。因为这天是周六，艺术爱好者们出去活动的日子。于是，我手捧咖啡送我们的女主人出门，回来时看见其他人都还在睡梦中，脸上枕出的深痕说明她们睡得很香沉。




我们驱车出城，赶去机场接最后一个掉队的人，她正从旧金山赶来呆上一晚。“我怎么可能错过这次聚会呢，”她说，哪怕凌晨4点要赶往机场。当晚，我们喝着玛格丽特，吃着西南部美食，庆祝这难得的相聚。席间，我们彼此相顾，不禁感慨万千，谁曾想童年结下的友谊可以维系这么久？我们中有人自5岁起就是朋友了，有些12岁时才相识，而如今，我们都快30岁了。不得不说，时光真快。

那个周末的活动还包括泳池旁的促膝长谈，共享美味佳肴，以及令所有人泪湿的一次远足。这不是伤心或负气的泪水，而是为冥冥中无法割舍的这份情谊不能自持。毕业已经12年了，彼此相距那么遥远，可是我们却还能如此亲密。一想到我们不能日日毗邻而居，走过同一条街，坐在同一间咖啡店里看同一份报，心就隐隐作痛。但，这就是生活，成年后面对的生活。

最让人感到奇妙的是，我们这群死党竟毫无生分，仿佛我们分开的那些日子不曾真的存在过。无须重新热络，提鞍上马做回自己，感觉起来还是那么舒服。所谓老朋友，就是那些无论过去现在都一路支持你，让你感到姐妹情深的人，亦是那些真正懂得你所思所想的人。这样的人一生当中很难知遇，而如今我们还能亲密如故，就像九年级那年我们在麦基契尼先生的数学课上坐在教室后排咯咯傻笑时那样。




然而，生活如今已不似当年的数学课那般轻松了。我们的世界稍微偏离了既定的轨迹，充斥着疑虑和恐惧。而这些恰在此刻提醒了我，让我比过去更清晰地感到，我们能保持这份亲密是多么难能可贵。也许我们的未来还会遇到问题，但是过去赋予我们真正的信念。尽管这次聚会已接近尾声，我们却开始策划下一次见面了。













【美丽校训励我心】

『Princeton University: In the nation’s service and in the service of all nations
 .
 』

『普林斯顿大学：效力国家，服务世界。』
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①
 converge [kənˈvɚdʒ]
 v. 聚集，
 汇聚


②
 cyclone [ˈsaɪˌklon]
 n. 旋风，
 飓风


③
 rubberneck [ˈrʌbɚˌnɛk]
 v. 伸长脖子看（
 或听）





④
 dot-commer n. 互联网从业人员


⑤
 adobe [əˈdobi]
 n. 风干土坯；
 土砖建筑物


⑥
 straggler [ˈstræɡlər]
 n. 落伍者，
 掉队的人















美丽诗情






Forever Friends　永远的朋友

Carlo Martini









Sometimes in life

You find a special friend

Someone who changes your life

Just by being a part of it





Someone who makes you laugh

Until you can’t stop

Someone who makes you believe

That there really is good in the world





Someone who convinces you

That there really is an unlocked door

Just waiting for you to open it

This is a forever friendship





When you’re down




And the world seems dark and empty

Your forever friend lifts you in spirit

And makes that dark and empty world





Suddenly seem bright and full

Your forever friend gets you through

The hard times, the sad times

And the confused times





If you turn and walk away

Your forever friend follows

If you lose your way

Your forever friend guides you





And cheers you on

Your forever friend holds your hand

And tells you that things

Will be okay





And if you find such a friend

You feel happy and complete

You have a forever friend for life

And forever has no end


有时候于生命中






你会觅得一位知己



只消偶尔出现在你的生活里



他就能改变你的人生









他会令你欢笑



开怀得忘乎所以



他会给你信念



人间自有真情在









他会说服于你



面前有扇不上锁的门扉



正等待你去开启



这就是永远的朋友









当你失落时



世界因此黯淡无光失去意义



你永远的朋友会鼓舞你



于这黑暗空虚的世界中









顿时令你重归明亮充盈



你永远的朋友与你一起



度过这艰难困苦



摆脱混沌












如果你转身走开



你永远的朋友会跟随你



如果你失去方向



你永远的朋友会指引你









激励你一路向前



你永远的朋友会握着你的手



安慰你说



一切都会好好的









如果你觅得这样一位朋友



必将感到快乐知足



你的生命中从此有位永远的朋友



而永远没有尽头























Chapter 2 跫音回响·心曲哲思













A certain amount of care or pain or trouble is necessary for every man at all times. A ship without ballast is unstable and will not go straight.









每个人都免不了随时要伴有一定的忧虑、痛苦或烦恼，就像一艘船离了压舱物便很难行得稳走得正。


















No One Will Ever Know　无人知晓

Janet Seever









Karen, Judy and I were the last ones back in the school room after lunch. We put our metal lunch boxes on the shelf above the coat hooks, which were mostly empty. All of the other sixth graders were already outside, playing marbles
 ①
 or hop scotch
 ②
 or jumping rope, since it was a pleasant spring day.

“Look what I found this morning in the storage cupboard when I was getting out some art supplies for Mrs. Eiffler.” With a conspiratorial
 ③
 grin on her face, Karen held up a wooden box filled with short pieces of chalk in every color of the rainbow.


“Wow! What fun it would be to write on the
 chalkboard while everyone is outside.” Judy’s eyes twinkled with anticipation.

“But Mrs. Eiffler doesn’t want us writing on the chalkboard,” I responded, already feeling guilty, although we had not yet done a thing.




“Don’t be such a ‘fraidy cat’, Janet. No one will ever know,” said Karen, reaching into the box and drawing out a piece of chalk.

“Right. Everyone is outside, so we’re safe. No one will tell on us.” Judy was already drawing a house with sure strokes.

I reluctantly
 ④
 joined my friends in the artwork, wanting to be part of what was going on, but afraid of being caught. I knew well that we were breaking not one, but two class rules. The second rule was that no one was allowed to stay inside at noon without a written excuse from home if the weather was nice.

Trying various colors, we drew houses, trees and three-dimensional boxes. It was fun! All the time we were watching the clock, knowing that our fun would be over if anyone walked into the room.


Then Judy had an idea. “We’re all right-handed. Let’s see who can write their name best using their left hand
 .”

Judy and Karen picked up their chalk and started writing. I chose a white piece from the box and wrote my name. The handwriting was a bit shaky, but no one would doubt that it said “Janet”.

“I think Judy is the winner,” said Karen. “Hers is the best.”




“We’d better get this board cleaned off before Mrs. Eiffler comes back,” said Judy, eying the clock. She picked up an eraser and began erasing our handiwork from the board.

Everything came off…but my name!

In disbelief, I looked at the chalk I held in my sweaty hand. On closer examination, it wasn’t chalk at all. I had picked up a small piece of white color crayon which was mixed in with the pieces of chalk.

My stomach churned
 ⑤
 and my knees felt weak. What would Mrs. Eiffler do to me?

My mother had a saying: “Fools’ names and fools’ faces always appear in public places.” I never understood fully what it meant before. Now I did! I was a fool, and there was my name in crayon to prove it. And the teacher would be returning soon.

“Quick, let’s get some wet paper towels,” said Judy, springing into action.

After vigorous rubbing, my name still remained.

“I think I saw a can of cleanser by the sink in the coat room,” I said as I raced to find it. Precious minutes were ticking away.

We rubbed and my name came off all right, but in the process of removing it, we left an abrasion
 ⑥
 on the chalkboard.




Listening for footsteps coming down the hall, we dried the scrubbed area as much as we could with more paper towels and fanned it with a book to remove every tell-tale trace of wetness.

We were just slipping into our desks as the bell rang and the other students began entering the room. The teacher walked in soon afterward.

Mrs. Eiffler never asked about abrasion and maybe never noticed it. But I did. Every time I walked past the marred surface of the chalkboard, I remembered. Oh, how I remembered.

The lesson I learned that day is one I never forgot, even though over forty years have passed since the event. “No one will ever know” is never true. Even if no one else found out, Jesus knew and I knew. Sometimes living with a guilty conscience is punishment enough.





我和凯伦、朱迪是午饭后最后回到教室的三个人。我们把金属饭盒放到衣帽钩上方的架子上时注意到，衣帽钩大多空着。此时室外春光明媚，六年级的其他学生都到外面玩弹珠，跳房子或者跳绳去了。

“快看我今天早上给埃芙雷夫人取颜料时在储存柜里发现了什么！”凯伦一脸诡秘的坏笑，展示给我们一个木头盒子，里面装满了五颜六色的粉笔头。




“哇，趁大家都在外面，我们几个偷偷在黑板上写字该多么好玩啊！”朱迪的眼睛里闪烁着期待的光芒。

“但是埃芙雷夫人不让我们在黑板上写字啊。”我有所顾虑地应着，此时还没做什么，我就先心虚了。

“别跟个胆小鬼似的，珍妮，没人会知道。”凯伦说着就把手伸进盒子里，拿出一小支粉笔来。

“就是啊，大家都在外面呢，我们很安全，没人会告我们的状。”朱迪说着已经胸有成竹地画起房子来。

我不太情愿地加入了她们的涂鸦当中，只是想成为其中的一份子，心里还是很害怕被抓。我很清楚我们现在违反的不只是一条班纪，而是两条。这另一条班纪就是：如果天况良好，任何人都不准在午休时间留在室内，除非有家长的书面假条。

我们尝试了各种颜色，画出了房子、大树以及有立体感的盒子。太好玩了！我们始终盯着时间，因为一旦有人进来，我们的欢乐可就到头了。

这时朱迪又冒出个主意来，“我们一直都是用右手写字，不如我们看看谁用左手写自己的名字最好看吧。”

朱迪和凯伦拿起粉笔就开始写。我从盒子里挑了一根白色的，也写起自己的名字来。虽然笔迹歪歪扭扭，但谁都能看出来写的是“珍妮”。




“我觉得朱迪胜出，”凯伦说，“她的字最棒。”

“我们最好在埃芙雷夫人回来之前把黑板擦干净。”朱迪一边眼瞄时钟一边说。她抓起黑板擦开始擦掉我们的手迹。

所有的东西都擦掉了——
 只剩我的名字还在！

我难以置信地看了看握在手里的那根粉笔，手心都冒汗了。仔细这么一看才发现，它哪是粉笔啊，我竟然拿了一小支混在粉笔头里的白色蜡笔！

我的胃一阵翻腾，膝盖也发软了。埃芙雷夫人会怎么惩罚我呢？

我妈妈总说：“傻瓜的名笨蛋的脸，哪儿人多哪儿现眼。”以前还不太懂这话的意思，此刻我是彻底领会了！我就是那个傻瓜，晒在黑板上的大名就是佐证。而且，老师很快就要回来了。

“快，弄点儿湿纸巾来。”话音未落，朱迪就飞身行动起来。

尽管使劲一顿擦，我的名字还是没擦掉。

“我记得在更衣室的水槽那儿有一罐清洁剂。”我说着就连忙奔过去找。宝贵的时间在嘀嗒嘀嗒地溜走。

我们又是一顿擦，这回名字终于擦掉了，可是在反复擦拭的过程中，我们把黑板擦坏了一小处。

此时，大厅里传来了脚步声，我们赶紧多拿些纸巾，尽量把刚刚擦湿的地方弄干，还抄起一本书，在有水迹的地方使劲扇着，试图灭掉所有罪证。




就在我们刚刚溜回座位时，铃声响了。其他同学陆续回到了教室，老师也紧随其后走了进来。

埃芙雷夫人从没问起过黑板上那块磨损的地方，也许是从来就没注意到。然而，我却总会留意。每当我经过黑板被损坏的地方时，我总能想起这件事。哦，我竟然记得这么牢！

即使是在事情已经过去四十多年后的今天，我仍无法忘记那一天给我的教训。“无人知晓”永远没法成立。即使没有其他人在场，还会有天知我知。有时候，遭受良心的谴责就是最好的惩罚了。







【美丽校训励我心】


『University of Pennsylvania: Laws without morals are in vain.
 』

『宾夕法尼亚大学：法理不离道义。』
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 注释 [image: 梅花.jpg]






①
 marble [ˈmɑrbəl]
 n. 弹珠；
 弹子游戏


②
 hop scotch 跳房子


③
 conspiratorial [kənˌspɪrəˈtɔriəl]
 adj. 阴谋的，
 阴谋家的；
 阴险的，
 鬼祟的





④
 reluctantly [rɪˈlʌktəntlɪ]
 adv. 不情愿地，
 勉强地


⑤
 churn [tʃə:n]
 v. 剧烈搅动；
 翻腾


⑥
 abrasion [əˈbreʒən]
 n. 磨损；
 磨损处，
 擦伤处














Warm Delights to Rekindle a Lost Friendship　用情牵故知

Anonymous









December marked the end of my final semester in college. When nearing a landmark event like graduation, I think it’s instinctive to take a step back and reevaluate, figure out what I have accomplished and what I want to accomplish.This was a rough one for me.Sadly I believe that college was a waste of my time; I don’t think I learned much that will help me in the “real world”.

In the wake of this depression, I tried to turn it into something semi-meaningful. I looked around at all the girls in my sorority
 ①
 who go through their day-to-day lives, fulfilling obligations, complaining about petty things, and losing perspective. I knew I was like that too and wanted to change.

Marissa and Mackenzie were two of my sorority sisters who had been best friends in the previous year. Naturally they became roommates. They shared clothes, school supplies, the same circle of friends, and similar schedules. Inevitably, their parallel lives became a source of discontentedness. They got on each other’s nerves over petty things. Their friendship weakened and their interactions were filled with arguments and conflicts. Worse yet, the arguments gradually turned into a passive resentment for one another.




Normally I do not make other people’s relationships and friendships my business. I think it’s patronizing
 ②
 to the people involved, and it makes everyone
 uncomfortable and defensive. Somehow, though, I could not get them off my mind. These girls had been representative of what I thought a good friendship looked like. They were everything to each other and now they were the antithesis
 ③
 . I thought about what I might do to help bring them back together. I remembered that the first few times I had met these girls, they were watching Grey’s Anatomy
 in our TV room, and eating brownies together. They were those yummy brownies that you microwave and pour hot fudgeon top of. Anyway, before I moved out of the sorority house, I bought two packages of “Warm Delights”, and wrapped them up with a tag addressed to these two girls. I left it outside of their bedroom door, in hopes that they would find it, reminisce
 ④
 , and enjoy the “Warm Delights” together. Even if they didn’t fully rekindle their friendship, I’m hoping that it helped them remember why they became friends in the first place.




Too often we let people in our lives slip through the cracks. We don’t have time to call or write. We get mad about silly things. We put rifts in our relationships by closing doors instead of trying to patch things up. At the very least, I hope that Mackenzie and Marissa went home for their holiday break remembering that they don’t actually hate each other as much as they might think they do.





12月标志着大学生活的最后一个学期即将结束了。当人生中诸如毕业这种历史性时刻即将到来时，我们都会本能地退后一步，重新审视一下自我，细数这几年里都实现了什么，还有什么想要实现。不过，这对我来说可够难的。遗憾地说，大学生活在我看来就是浪费时光，我自认没学到多少对日后进入社会有用的知识。

沮丧之余，我试图把这种情绪转化为某种有意义的东西，哪怕最终的意义不大也行。我环顾自己身边的姐妹淘，她们个个都在混日子，做一天和尚撞一天钟，一点小事就抱怨个不停，根本看不到前途。我知道我跟她们一样浑浑噩噩，因此我要作出点改变。

玛瑞莎和麦肯姬先前本是我们姐妹淘里最要好的两个人。自然而然她们成了室友，衣服换着穿，学习用品换着用，一样的朋友圈子，甚至一样的作息时间。久而久之，形同双胞胎的两个人难免渐生龃龉。只因为一点小事，两个人就彼此迁怒对方。她们的友谊岌岌可危，两个人在一起争吵不断，分歧不断。更糟的是，这样的争吵也渐渐变成了一种彼此仇视的冷战。




通常我是不大愿意插手他人关系，或者介入别人的交情中去，我不想对当事人摆出一副高姿态，弄得所有人都不自在，甚至心存戒备。不知怎么，我却没法无视这两个女孩子。她们的存在像是为我勾勒出了女生情谊应有的样子。曾经她们好得就像一个人似的，可如今她们却成了死对头。我思量着做点什么才能重新拉近两个人的距离。我记得最初见到两个女孩子时，她们总在电视机房一起看那部叫做《实习医生格蕾》的美剧，嘴里还嚼着布朗尼。就是那种好味的果仁巧克力蛋糕，只消微波加热后倒上热的乳脂软糖即可食用。不管怎样，搬出女生宿舍前，我买了两袋“暖怡”布朗尼，包装好并写明了是送给这两个女孩的。我把这份礼物留在了她们的寝室门口，期待着她们能发现它，追忆起过去的时光，重又坐在一起分享“暖怡”的味道。即使她们不能一下子重归于好，至少我希望这份礼物能让她们回忆起当初是如何走在一起的。














The Rock Parable　石子的寓言

Gerald Nash









One day, an expert in time management was speaking to a group of business students and, to drive home a point, used an illustration those students will never forget.

As he stood in front of the group of high-powered overachievers he said,

“Okay, time for a quiz,” and he pulled out a one-gallon, wide-mouth mason jar
 ①
 and set it on the table in front of him. He also produced about a dozen fist-sized rocks and carefully placed them, one at a time, into the jar.

When the jar was filled to the top and no more rocks would fit inside, he asked, “Is this jar full?” Everyone in the class yelled, “Yes.”

The time management expert replied, “Really?” He reached under the table and pulled out a bucket of gravel. He dumped some gravel in and shook the jar causing pieces of gravel to work themselves down into the spaces between the big rocks. He then asked the group once more, “Is the jar full?”




By this time the class was on to him. “Probably not,” one of them answered.

“Good!” he replied. He reached under the table and brought out a bucket of sand. He started dumping the sand in the jar and it went into all of the spaces left between the rocks and the gravel. Once more he asked the question, “Is this jar full?” “No!” the class shouted.

Once again he said, “Good.” Then he grabbed a pitcher
 ②
 of water and began to pour it in until the jar was filled to the brim
 ③
 . Then he looked at the class and asked, “What is the point of this illustration?”

One eager beaver
 ④
 raised his hand and said, “The point is, no matter how full your schedule is, if you try really hard you can always fit some more things in it!”

“No,” the speaker replied, “that’s not the point. The truth this illustration teaches us is: If you don’t put the big rocks in first, you’ll never get them in at all.”

What are the “big rocks” in your life, time with your loved ones, your faith, your education, your dreams, a worthy cause, teaching or mentoring others? Remember to put these big rocks in first or you’ll never get them in at all. So, tonight, or in the morning, when you are reflecting on this short story, ask yourself this question: What are the “big rocks” in my life? Then, put those in your jar first.








一天，时间管理专家给一班商学专业的学生授课。课堂上，为了把观点阐释清楚，他援用了一个实例，其中的寓意令学生们永远难忘。

站在这群风头正健、出类拔萃的学生面前，他说：

“下面，我们来做个测试。”说着便拿出一个容积1加仑的广口梅森瓶，放在他面前的桌子上。接着，他又拿出十来个拳头大小的石块，小心翼翼地把它们一块一块放进瓶子里。

等石块装满瓶口，再也装不下时，他问：“瓶子满了吗？”大家高声回答：“满了。”

这时，时间管理专家回应道：“真的满了吗？”只见他从桌子下面提上来一桶碎石子，把其中一些倒进瓶子里，摇晃瓶身以便这些碎石能够填充到石块间的空隙中去。然后，他又问同学们：“这次瓶子满了吗？”

此时大家有点心领神会了。“可能还没满吧。”一个学生答道。

“好！”说完他又伸手从桌子下面拎出一桶细沙，开始把细沙往瓶子里倒，沙子很快填满了石块与碎石间留下的所有缝隙，他再一次问道：“瓶子满了吗？”“没满！”全班都大声回答。




他再次称赞，“好！”随后端起一罐水往瓶子里倒，直到水升至瓶口边缘处。他看着全班，问大家：“这个实例能说明什么呢？”

一个爱出风头的学生立刻举手回答：“说明哪怕时间安排已经看似很满，只要你肯动动脑再加把劲，总能见缝插针地完成更多事情。”

“不对，”时间管理专家否定了他，“这不是我想说明的。这个实例教给我们的道理在于，如果先放进去的不是那些大石块，它们将永远没法再放进去了。”

生活中，你的那些“大石块”又是些什么呢？与挚爱亲朋共度的时光，你的信念，修养，梦想，还是一份可敬的事业，抑或是去教育引导他人？记住，要先放进这些大石块，否则就没有它们的空间了。那么今夜或明晨，当你品咂这个小故事时，请扪心自问，我生活中的那些“大石块”究竟是什么呢？然后，就把这些首先放入生活这只大容瓶中吧。









【美丽校训励我心】

『Washington University: Strength through Truth.
 』

『华盛顿大学：真理彰显力量。』









[image: 梅花.jpg]

 注释 [image: 梅花.jpg]






①
 mason jar 梅森食品瓶（
 一种有密封螺旋盖的家用大口玻璃瓶）





②
 pitcher [ˈpɪtʃɚ]
 n.（
 一侧有柄另一侧有口的）
 罐，
 壶


③
 brim [brɪm]
 n. 边，
 边沿，
 边缘


④
 eager beaver [ˈiɡɚ ˈbivɚ]
  做事异常卖力的人，
 雄心勃勃的人，
 竭力讨好的人














Growing Up　成长的代价

Rubel Shelly









As an editorial in the Caledonian-Record
 of St. Johnsbury, Vermont, put it: “Friday night five teen-age girls at Danville High School became five young adults, and they did so with class.” I thought you’d like to know the story.

The Friday night in question was January 11, 2002. The setting was a packed gymnasium just prior to the start of the varsity
 ①
 game. The five girls were members of the Danville High School basketball team—four of them starters
 ②
 . They weren’t in uniform to play that night and won’t be for the remainder of this season. They were there to explain why they had been kicked off the team.

They were there to own a serious infraction
 ③
 of team rules. They were there to support their coach’s decision to take them off the team. They were there to let the town know there was a problem in their little community that needs to be addressed. And they did it with appropriate contrition
 ④
 rather than defensiveness.




While school had been out for the Christmas and New Year’s holidays, the girls had gone to a party with several of their friends. It was New Year’s Eve. There was alcohol there. And the five girls all drank some.

Coach Tammy Rainville has a zero-tolerance rule on drugs and alcohol for the members of her team. Every kid who plays for her knows that rule. So when classes resumed after the break and accounts of holiday parties were shared, rumors about the five girls began closing in on them. Coach Rainville didn’t have to confront them, for they got together and decided to go to her with the full story.

The coach said she couldn’t back down on her policy. And the players—two juniors and three seniors—agreed. That Friday night in the gym was part of their public support of the coach’s decision.


One of the seniors spoke last. “We hope you will
 understand that we are not bad kids. We made a mistake... What we did was definitely not worth it. We hope this event will make everyone open their eyes and realize that there is a big drug and alcohol problem in our community,” she said. “And if you work with us to try to solve this problem, you will help us feel that we have not been thrown off our basketball team for nothing.” The five left the floor to deafening applause.




The Danville High School girls’ basketball team may not win another game this year. But they’ve learned something about personal responsibility, the effect of one’s actions on others, and integrity that will serve them well throughout life.





鉴于佛蒙特州圣约翰斯柏瑞市发行的《加勒多尼亚纪事报》上的一篇社论曾这样写道，“本周五晚，丹维尔高中的五位花季少女在全班同学的见证下完成了自己的成人礼”，我想你一定很想知道这个故事的始末。

上文所提本周五晚的确切时间是2002年的1月11日。故事发生在拥挤的体育馆内，正值校际赛的前夕。这五个女孩是丹维尔高中篮球队的成员，其中四人是参赛队员。当晚，她们却不是要穿着队服打比赛，甚至之后的整个赛季她们都没这个资格了。她们站在那儿，是要向大家检讨她们为什么被球队除名。

她们站在那儿，当众承认自己严重触犯了队规；她们站在那儿，证实教练已将她们开除球队；她们站在那儿，是要让全镇的人对本地存在的问题引起足够重视。她们没有表现出任何抵触的情绪，而是始终怀着深深的懊悔之意。




由于在圣诞和新年期间学校放假，这几个女孩就跟朋友们出去派对了。那天正是新年前夜，派对上自然少不了酒，于是这五个女孩每人都喝了一些。

泰咪·瑞安维勒教练一直严禁队员饮酒或是吸毒，她手下的每位队员都知道这个规矩。因此，当假期结束学校复课后，派对的事就被大家传开了，关于五个女孩沾酒的传言更是沸沸扬扬。因此不需要瑞安维勒教练来找她们对证，这五个人就商量好来向她负荆请罪了。

最终，教练告诉她们，自己不能违背原则，只能按规定处罚她们。这几位队员都同意了，她们当中有两个在读低年级，而另外三个都是高年级学长。周五晚在体育馆上演这一幕，就是为了把教练的这一决定公之于众。

她们中高年级的一位最后做了发言，“我们希望在场的每一位都能理解，我们不是坏孩子。我们犯了错……并为此付出了惨痛的代价。希望这次的教训能让大家认识到本地存在着严重的毒品和饮酒问题，”她说。“如果你们大家能和我们一起携手努力解决这个问题，就等于是在向我们伸出援手，让我们感到自己没有被球队白白放弃。”五位女孩在震耳欲聋的掌声中完成了自己的“成人礼”。

也许在今年的篮球赛中，丹维尔高中女队不会再创佳绩了，但是女孩们却学会了如何肩负起个人职责，明白了自身行为对他人的影响，而正直诚恳必将成为让她们受用一生的品格。














One Girl Changed My Life　改变我一生的女孩

Rose Risnik










My childhood and adolescence were a joyous
 outpouring of energy, a ceaseless quest for expression, skill, and experience. School was only a background to the supreme delight of lessons in music, dance, and dramatics, and the thrill of sojourns
 ①
 in the country, theaters, concerts. And books, big braille books that came with me on streetcars, to the table, and to bed.

Then one night at a high school dance, a remark, not intended for my ears, stabbed my youthful bliss: “That girl, what a pity she is blind.” Blind! That ugly word implied everything dark, blank, rigid, and helpless. Quickly I turned and called out, Please don’t feel sorry for me, I’m having lots of fun. But the fun was not to last.

With the advent of college, I was brought to grips with the problem of earning a living. Part-time teaching of piano and harmony and, upon graduation, occasional concerts and lectures, proved only partial sources of livelihood. In terms of time and effort involved, the financial remuneration
 ②
 was disheartening. This induced within me searing self-doubt and dark moods of
 despondency
 ③
 . Adding to my dismal sense of
 inadequacy was the repeated experience of seeing my sisters and friends go off to exciting dates. How grateful I was for my piano, where—through Chopin, Brahms, and Beethoven—I could mingle my longing and seething energy with theirs, and where I could dissolve my frustration in the beauty and grandeur of their conceptions.




Then one day, I met a girl, a wonderful girl, an army nurse, whose faith and stability were to change my whole life. As our acquaintance ripened into friendship, she discerned, behind a shell of gaiety, my recurring plateaus of depression. She said, “Stop knocking on closed doors. Keep up your beautiful music. I know your opportunity will come. You’re trying too hard. Why don’t you relax, and have you ever tried praying?”

The idea was strange to me. It sounded too simple. Somehow, I had always operated on the premise that, if you wanted something in this world, you had to go out and get it for yourself. Yet, sincerity and hard work had yielded only meager
 ④
 returns, and I was willing to try anything. Experimentally, self-consciously, I cultivated the daily practice of prayer. I said: God, show me the purpose for which You sent me to this world. Help me to be of use to myself and to humanity.




In the years to follow, the answers began to arrive, clear and satisfying beyond my most optimistic anticipation. One of the answers was Enchanted Hills, where my nurse friend and I have the privilege of seeing blind children come alive in God’s out-of-doors. Others are the never-ending sources of pleasure and comfort I have found in friendship, in great music, and, most important of all, in my growing belief that as I attune my life to divine revelation
 ⑤
 , I draw closer to God and, through Him, to immortality.





在青少年时代，我度过了一段激情迸发的欢愉岁月——时刻想要展现自我、不断攫取自身才能、急于丰富人生阅历，无不是我无法止息的追求。在学校里，一切仿佛只为音乐、舞蹈和戏剧而存在，只有这些课程能带给我无限喜悦，而流连于乡间、剧院和音乐会更让我的身心为之震颤。当然还有书籍，那些大部头的盲文书时时陪伴着我，无论是搭乘有轨电车，还是等候在餐桌旁，抑或是打发睡前时光。




然而，一天晚上，在一次高中舞会上，一句我无意间听到的话瞬间刺痛了我年少无忧的心，“那女孩是瞎子，好可怜！”瞎子！这个难听的字眼指向的是黑暗，空茫，僵化和无助。我迅速地回转身，大声朝她喊去，用不着怜悯我，我的生活快乐得很。可是，快乐还是渐渐离我而去了。

随着大学生活的到来，我不得不开始为生计而奔波。课余时间为人教授钢琴及训练和声，逢到毕业时偶尔赶场演奏或讲演，所有这些放在一起也只够我勉强维持生活。与付出的时间和精力相比，我所收到的报酬实在是叫人灰心丧气。这也触动了我内心深处强烈的自我怀疑感，我就此变得阴郁消沉起来。一次次看到姐妹和伙伴们兴冲冲地外出赴约，自身缺陷为我带来的失落感更是无以复加。幸好还有钢琴相伴，在肖邦、勃拉姆和贝多芬的乐声中，我炽烈的生命欲求与之交汇，恣意挥洒激情。我全部的失意沮丧也在他们美妙壮阔的音乐空间里彻底消融。

后来有一天，我遇到一位女孩，她是名战地护士，这个好姑娘即将用她的信念和坚定来改变我的人生。随着我们从相识到日渐熟络成为朋友，她觉察到我快意的外表之下是反复出现的情绪低落。她对我说：“掩闭的门是敲不开的。何不迈进你美丽的音乐世界，只要你肯坚持下去，我相信机会终将眷顾你。你的神经一直绷得太紧了，不如先放松下来，你可曾做过祷告？”




完全陌生的概念，听起来像是坐享其成。不管怎么说，一直以来我做事都基于一个前提，如果在这个世上你想得到什么，那么你就得自己去拼搏、去实现。不过，既然之前的热情和努力都回报甚微，寻求别的途径又有何妨。怀着试试看的心态，我有意识地让自己养成每日做祷告的习惯。我向上帝告白：“主，你将我带到这尘世，那么请指明我存在的意义。请赐福于我，让我成为有用的人，对得起自己和世人。”

接下来的几年里，我收到了上帝的回音，如此明确满意的人生答案显然超出了我最好的期盼。其中的一个回应来自“迷人山丘”，在那里，我和我的护士朋友有机会看到盲童们兴奋地回归大自然，投入上帝的怀抱。除此之外，朋友的情谊和伟大的音乐给我带来了无尽的欢乐和慰藉。最重要的是，我越来越坚定了我的信仰，每当我聆听上帝的神示时，我都感到自己正日益与他靠近，并经由他接近永恒。





【美丽校训励我心】

『Brown University: In God we hope.
 』

『布朗大学：上帝给你我信念。』
































Overcoming Shyness　战胜胆怯

Linda Butler










I was a shy kid. To me, people were complex,
 intimidating, unpredictable, and unknown. I didn’t even like to answer the telephone for fear I’d have to talk to somebody I didn’t know. I enjoyed the solitude of exploring the golden California hills that were near my home. Winding along hills and streams was invigorating yet peaceful.

However, at school I had to spend all day in the company of others. My escape was reading. Reading was acceptable and it was solitary. Studying was another thing I could do quietly and by myself. I spent a lot of time studying and was rewarded with good grades. My one downfall
 ①
 was Spanish—I’d get all As on my written work and tests, but Ds and Fs on the spoken part. I simply could not get up in front of the class to speak those simple dialogues.

Eventually I went to college. I realized that some people were rather fun to hang out with. Yet my childhood shyness carried over and I found myself tongue-tied and embarrassed whenever I found myself in a conversation.




During my third year of college, I decided that I’d had enough of being shy. I found that I enjoyed being around people and I wanted to be able to converse freely like the other students around me. I resolved to change my outlook and behavior and overcome my shyness.

Along the way, I had learned a few words and phrases in several foreign languages—Spanish, German, and Russian. One day while on campus, I noticed an advertisement for positions on the local classical music radio station. I had grown up listening to classical music, and I loved it. 1 also realized that my language background enabled me to easily pronounce names such as Tchaikovsky, Albinoni, Chopin, Dvorak, and Rachmaninov.

In order to get a job at the radio station, applicants needed to submit an audition tape and be interviewed. My goal was merely to survive the interview and making the tape—going into a recording booth and reading advertisements and announcing symphonies and operas. I had absolutely no background in radio, and absolutely no hope of getting the job. The idea of talking to thousands of listeners in “radioland” terrified me. No, I didn’t really want the job, I just wanted to know that I could speak onto a tape and talk to an interviewer.




I survived the interview. The station manager was soft spoken and had a wonderful mellow voice that made me feel calm and comfortable. The recording booth was a bit intimidating with all the gauges, buttons and flashing lights, but it was
 intriguing
 ②
 as well. I was given
 brief descriptions of symphonies and a public service announcement to read, and a list of composers’ names to pronounce.


It wasn’t hard to read the descriptions and
 announcements, and the names, long familiar to me, were simple to speak. I left the recording session with a sense of relief that it was over, and a sense of accomplishment that I had actually done this strange and terrifying thing.

I was even more terrified to discover, about two weeks later, that I had actually landed the job
 ③
 . I was to work part time, at night and on weekends. I had to sit in the on-air studio, play recordings, and talk to thousands of unknown people throughout the state of Utah! I learned, too, that Saturday afternoons featured a listener request time. That meant I had to answer the phone and talk to people; noting, finding, and playing their requests.




It was a challenging job, but I grew to enjoy it immensely. I announced music to thousands of listeners in Salt Lake City and throughout Utah. In addition to announcing music and taking requests, I held contests, awarding free tickets “to the third caller”. I recorded and aired public service and promotional announcements. I began to feel comfortable talking to these people, these strangers, who I couldn’t even see.

It was a unique experience, being a DJ. After a few months, I realized that talking to people was not scary, but actually fun. I married and had five children. Speaking to people and navigating bureaucracy
 ④
 became simple. Eventually I found myself in another job—interviewing people and writing their stories in a weekly community newspaper.

Although I now spend many hours each week talking with people, I’m still basically a quiet person. Perhaps it is my soft voice and my quiet nature that helps draw people out as they respond to my questions as I interview them. My former shyness is an asset, as I can relate to people who feel discomfort when they talk to this local newspaper reporter. 1 still enjoy moments of solitude and the peace found in nature. But I’m also glad I resolved to make a change in my life that has opened many doors and opportunities that I never knew existed.








我是个胆小的孩子。在我看来，人都是那么的复杂可怕，莫测难懂。因为畏惧同陌生人说话，我甚至都不愿接听电话。我喜欢一个人到家附近的山间探幽，在那里，整个加州山脉呈现出一派金黄色。我沿着逶迤的山路和蜿蜒的溪流缓步而行，顿觉精神备至，心下安宁。

可是，在学校里，我不得不整天与人接触。我只好躲到书本中去。阅读可以，书页间的时光专属于我。或者做功课也行，亦能让我一个人安静地做事。因为我会花很多时间在功课上，所以我的成绩还不错。我唯一的弱项是西班牙语，所有的书面作业和测试成绩都是A，唯独口语部分只拿到D和F。其实想拿高分很容易，只要站在全班面前做一些简单的对话就可以了，但我就是没这个勇气。

后来，我上了大学。这时我才发觉，和有些人交往其实很有趣。不过，年少时胆怯的毛病还是没有改善，每当要开口与人交流时，我就舌头打结，面红耳赤。

大三那年，我实在受够了自己的这副样子。我愿意置身于人群中，并且渴望像身边的同学一样与人交流自如。我下定决心要改变自己的人生观和处事方式，克服心中的胆怯。




在践行诺言的过程中，我还特意接触了多门外语，学会了像西班牙语、德语和俄语中的一些简单语汇。有一天在校园里，我注意到了一则当地一家古典音乐电台的招聘启事。我从小就喜欢听古典乐，可谓是一个古典乐迷。我还发觉，我浮薄的外语知识足以令我轻松念出诸如柴可夫斯基、阿尔比诺尼、肖邦、德沃夏克、拉赫玛尼诺夫等音乐家的名字。

想要获得这份电台工作，申请人必须递交一份试音磁带，还得接受面试。我的目标仅仅是获得面试资格，并灌录自己的声音——走进录音棚，对着话筒播读广告，放送交响乐及歌剧。我从未接触过播音领域，自然也没指望真能获得这份工作。我根本也没胆量对着“广播园地”频道的上千名听众发声。不要，我不是真想成为电台主播的，我只是想证明我能在磁带上呈现自己的声音，可以和面试官交流罢了。

我赢得了面试资格。电台主管说话间语态柔和，声音甜美动听，一下子就消除了我的紧张，让我感到镇定而放松。录音棚里布满了各类仪器、按钮和不停闪烁的指示灯，我感到有点害怕，但同时又充满好奇。工作人员交给我一份曲目简介和一张公众服务短讯让我播读，之后我还念了一份作曲家名单。

这些简介和短讯并不难读，而那些耳熟能详的名字在我念来更是得心应手。完成录音环节离开录音棚时，我才松了口气，这一切总算都过去了；与此同时，一种莫名的成就感油然而生，我真的做到了这件令我陌生又害怕的事。




更让我受宠若惊的是，两周后我竟得知自己被录用了。为此，我需要在晚间和周末到电台兼职。我就要坐进直播间，为大家播放唱片，还要对着犹他州数以千计的陌生人讲话！我还得知，每周六下午都是听众点歌的特别时间。这意味着我得接听电话并与听众交流，记录下他们想听的曲目，随后找出来为大家播放。

这是一份充满挑战性的工作，我却很快就乐在其中了。我在盐湖城向整个犹他州的数千听众放送音乐。除了常规的节目方式，我还设置了奖励环节，赠送免费门票给“第三位打进电话的听众”。我还录制并发布了有关公众服务及其推进的短讯。我开始自如地和听众互动，哪怕我们只是素未谋面的陌生人。

对于我来说，成为电台DJ真是一次独特的经历。几个月后，我再也不惧怕与人交流了，甚至觉得充满乐趣。后来我结婚成家，有了五个孩子。无论是与人交谈还是寒暄交际，对我来说都不再是什么难题。最后，我竟干起了记者这一行——我为当地一家周报做人物访谈，并撰写他们的故事。

尽管现在我每周都要花很多时间在谈话上，本质上我却仍是个话不多的人。也许正是因为我柔和的嗓音和这种安静的本性，才使得采访对象在面对我的提问时能够敞开心扉。而先前的胆怯亦成了我的财富，让我在采访当中能够及时顾及到他人的不安情绪。如今的我依然喜欢一个人独处的时光，喜欢在大自然中找寻平静。但我同样很高兴，我能下定决心转变自己，为我今后的人生开启了多重未曾奢望过的机遇之门。








【美丽校训励我心】

『Chicago University: Let knowledge increase so that life may be enriched.
 』

『芝加哥大学：益智厚生。』
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①
 downfall [ˈdaʊnˌfɔl]
 n. 大阵雨，
 大阵雪；
 垮台，
 衰落


②
 intriguing [ɪnˈtrigɪŋ]
 adj. 引起好奇心（
 或兴趣）
 的，
 有迷惑力的


③
 land the job 获得工作


④
 bureaucracy [bjʊˈrɑkrəsi]
 n. 官僚；
 官僚主义，
 官僚作风；
 行政系统，
 政府机构
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Change　改变

Kranthi Pothineni





Many say, I want change

Want change in my time

Want change in my life

I want a change badly

I want change, many say





They pray for a change

They wish for a change

They look for a change

But they will not change

They just wait for change





It never happens to them

It will never ever happen

By mere prayer or wish

It must start from inside

With tons of determination








Change is not so easy

It takes lots of time

So it needs determination

The will to make change

The will to see change





Then only things will change

Then only time will change

Then only life will change

So go and get change

To see the bliss of change









总有人说，我要改变

时间要改变

生活要改变

我多么想改变啊

我要改变，总有人说





他们祈求改变出现

他们愿望改变降临

他们四处寻找改变

唯独自己墨守不变




但愿改变找上门来





改变却迟迟不来

永远不肯出现

谁叫你只会祈祷或是许愿

改变是要从心开始

坚定不移走下去





改变没那么容易

付出时间

假以决心

勇于做出改变

勇于经受改变





如此才会真的改变

时间会改变

生活会改变

踏出这一步，转变这一切

让改变赐予你全部好福气






























Chapter 3 搏击未来·追梦之路














The difference between the impossible and the possible lies in a person’s determination.










可行与不可行的区别，来自于一个人的决心。






















A Dream of Green Grass　绿茵梦

Moraima Garcia









I was born in one of the poorest neighborhoods of Caracas, Venezuela. My dad was a truck driver and my mom was working in a mayonnaise factory when they met. Both had moved from the countryside looking for better opportunities, and in a way they found them. At least they had electricity in their new house.

Neither Mom nor Dad went to school, but Dad was an avid
 ①
 reader and encouraged us to be like him, and they went to great lengths to make sure we did what they could not. I studied hard to make them proud. I was always number one in my class, teachers loved me and I loved learning new things every day.

By the time I was fifteen, we had discussed what I wanted to do when I grew up. Dad dreamed of me being a lawyer, but he was afraid corruption was too powerful in our country so he never insisted. He supported me when I decided to become a journalist.




Mom was very excited about my future too. One day she came home with a brochure from one of the most prestigious
 ②
 colleges in the country, which happened to be located fairly close to our neighborhood. She was so happy—they had a journalism school and the tests were just a few months away. We had to get ready!

I looked at her dumbfoundedly
 ③
 . She couldn’t be serious. That was one of the most expensive colleges in the country, and sometimes we barely had money to take the bus. I didn’t say so though; I just told her I didn’t want to study with some snobbish
 ④
 kids who surely had no idea what real life was like. I wanted to go to a state college, where the people were more like me.

The only problem with that option was that the constant riots and strikes made it almost impossible to finish a degree there. People would study eight years instead of the five it was supposed to take because of all the time they lost during the never-ending political protests. We knew I needed to graduate quickly, so I could find a job and help out financially at home.

I tried to tell her it was impossible for me to be accepted. True, I had great grades, but journalism was the most sought-after degree, and there were thousands of people fighting for each place.




Mom said there was only one way to find out: by taking the admissions test. I fell back on my last argument—money. I explained what had been obvious to me since the beginning of the conversation. We could not afford it. At that point she smiled triumphantly and opened the brochure she had been holding.

Among the descriptions of the courses and facilities and other information was a very small paragraph indicating that there was a scholarship program. I decided to let her dream a little bit longer, and I agreed to submit my application. I didn’t pay attention to the subject until the day of the admittance test. I have to confess I took the exam to humor my mom.

The first surprise came when I saw my name on the list. I was accepted! Only one other kid from my high school was accepted that year.

My dad, who is usually the most pessimistic person in the universe, was terrified. How were we going to pay the tuition? My mom used one of her typical answers, “I don’t know, but we will. Even if we have to work day and night, our daughter is going to that college.” Her determination was so strong we didn’t dare say anything. It wasn’t only my dad, though—my whole family
 thought we were just plain crazy. It was a college for rich people—how did we even think it was possible?




By this time, I was allowing myself to get excited by the idea. I knew a degree from that college would open doors that I never dreamed of, but I was still too afraid to get my hopes up. We filed the papers for the scholarship and for weeks we waited, wavering between eagerness and panic about what the answer might mean to us.


Finally I received the news. I got a scholarship that would cover eighty-five percent of the tuition for three years, and if I earned good grades they would give me a soft loan for the remaining two years that I could pay back once I got a job. What had seemed impossible only a couple of months ago was really happening. I was going to attend one of the most exclusive colleges in Venezuela
 .

I won’t say college was easy. I did feel out of place most of the time. I had to borrow materials and books because we could barely find the money to pay the fifteen percent the scholarship didn’t cover, much less for other things like books or photocopies. I had only one pair of jeans and two tops.

I did not go on vacation to Miami or Europe, but I still got good grades and met the best friends I could ever imagine. We would sit on the grass, which was always so green and fresh, and talk and laugh and study.




The day I graduated, I gave my mom the medal. We walked by the campus, with everyone smiling at us, my mom beaming. She was so proud. I remember telling her that if it weren’t for her, I would have never even tried. In her characteristic nonchalant way she said, “Don’t worry about it, baby. Even before you were born I would pass in front of this university every day on my way to work at the factory. And from the window of the bus I would see the mowed lawns and the students lying on the grass, and I would think: one day a daughter of mine is going to study there. You see? I just knew you would. I dreamed of this green grass too many times; it had to come true.”

I found a good job after college, paid off my loan, and won another scholarship for a master’s degree. I now work for an international company. I’ve traveled around the world. I’m moving to New York, and the time when I didn’t have money for the bus seems really far away. But I never forget that it was my mom’s dream that made me do what everyone thought was impossible.





我出生在委内瑞拉的加拉加斯，是那里贫民区的孩子。父母相识的时候，父亲是个货车司机，母亲在一家美乃滋工厂上班。为了寻求更好的机遇，他们都搬离了乡下，而后在某种程度上可以说他们找到了这个契机。至少，他们的新家通上了电。




父亲母亲都没有上过学，但是父亲却酷爱阅读，并且鼓励我们像他一样热爱读书。为了让我们能弥补他们的缺憾，他们不遗余力地付出辛劳。我更是努力学习，以期不负所望。我常常考取班里的第一名，老师很喜欢我，而我也乐于每天获取新的知识。

到了15岁那年，一家人一起讨论了我的未来——长大后我要做什么。父亲的愿望是我能够成为一名律师，但他同时又不免担心国家的腐败已经太成问题，因此并未坚持主张。当我决定要当记者时，他支持了我的想法。

对于我的未来，母亲也显得很积极。有一天，她带回家一份来自一所全国知名大学的宣传册，而这所大学恰巧离我们的位置很近。让她高兴的是，这所大学设立了新闻学院，而考试就在几个月之后。我们得赶紧准备了！

我怔怔地看着她。这怎么可能，那可是全国最贵的学校啊，而我们有时连搭公车的钱都掏不起。然而我却没能这样说。我只是告诉母亲，我不想跟那些势利鬼一起念书，他们根本不了解生活的真实面目。我想上州立大学，那儿的学生和我才更接近。

唯一的问题是，如果这样选择，获得学位将是一件遥遥无期的事，持续不断的骚乱和罢工影响着学情。由于这种无休止的政治抗议所耗费的时间，本应五年完成的学业很可能会延长至八年。而我，需要尽快毕业，找到工作，帮助家里补贴家用。




我试图让母亲明白我是不可能被录取的。诚然，我成绩优秀，但新闻专业的学位炙手可热，竞争激烈到录取比例只有数千分之一。

母亲的回答却是，想知道自己行不行只有一个办法，那就是去参加入学考试。我只好搬出最后的理由——我们没钱。这一点从谈话的一开始对我来说就是心知肚明的。我们付不起学费的。母亲听到这却欣然自若地笑了，翻开手中的那本小册子。

在所有有关学校课程、设施介绍以及其他信息的内容间，夹杂了很短小的篇幅用以说明学校的奖学金计划。我决定让母亲的美梦做久一点，就答应她递交了申请。考试这天来临之前，我没在题目上费一点心思。我得说，我参加考试只是为了敷衍我母亲。

然而，第一份惊喜却从天而降，我在名单上看到了我的名字。我竟被录取了！当年我的高中除了我之外，仅仅只有一个孩子考上了。

这时候轮到我的父亲——世上最悲观的人——开始感到慌乱。我们怎么才能拿得出这笔学费呢？母亲倒是用她那一贯的口吻坚定说道：“虽然现在还不知道怎么办，但是我们一定能做得到。就算我们要不分昼夜地拼命工作，我们的女儿还是要上那所大学。”她强大的决心让我们无言以对。然而，不光是我父亲，一大家子的人都觉得我们真是疯了：那可是给富人准备的学校，根本就是我们连想都不该想的啊！




到此时，我允许我自己为这个消息而雀跃。我深知拿到那所大学的学位就等于打开前程的大门，那是我未曾奢望过的，所以我还是小心翼翼，害怕一切成空。我们填好了申请奖学金的所有材料，接下来就是数星期的等待，未知的命运让我们一度徘徊在热切和惶恐之间。

最终，我等到了消息。我获得了这份奖学金，它足以支付我三年当中学费的85%，而且如果我的成绩优异，对于余下两年的学费，校方还可以为我提供一份低息贷款，只要工作后偿还即可。一切在若干个月之前还看似那么不可能，现在竟都成真了。我即将踏入全委内瑞拉最高学府之一的这所名校了。

进入大学之后的生活无法说是轻松的，很多时候我都感到不自如。家里勉强为我凑够了那剩余15%的学费，因而学习材料和教科书我只能靠借阅，更不消说额外的参考书和影印资料了。全部的衣服也只有一条牛仔裤和两件上衣。

尽管我没能去迈阿密或是欧洲度假，但我仍然取得了优异的成绩，结识了我认为最棒的朋友。校园里绿茵常新，我们席地而坐，或开怀畅谈，或钻研学问。

毕业那天，我把奖章戴在了母亲身上。我们走过校园，迎着他人微笑的目光，母亲是那么喜气洋洋。她是如此的自豪。我记得自己告诉母亲，当初如果不是因为她，我可能根本就不会做出尝试。母亲用她特有的淡然回答：“宝贝，这没什么。在你出生以前，我每天都会经过这所大学去工厂上班。透过车窗，我看到修剪平整的草坪，学生们躺在绿茵之上，那时我就在想，我的女儿有一天也要到那里去学习。看吧，我一早就知道你会的。我无数次憧憬的这个绿茵梦必将成真。”




大学毕业后，我找到了一份优越的工作，不仅还清了贷款，还赢得了攻读硕士学位的奖学金。现在我在一家跨国公司就职，常有机会满世界跑。我即将搬往纽约，那些没钱搭公车的日子已是太过遥远的记忆。但我永远不会忘记，是母亲的梦想，促使我实现了这被视为不可能的一切。





【美丽校训励我心】

『California Institute of Technology: The truth shall make you free.
 』

『加州理工学院：真理赋予人自由。』
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①
 avid [ˈævɪd]
 adj. 渴望的，
 热衷的


②
 prestigious [prɛˈstidʒəs]
 adj. 受尊敬的，
 有声望的





③
 dumbfoundedly [dʌmˈfaʊndɪdli]
 adv. 惊呆地
 ，
 目瞪口呆地





④
 snobbish [ˈsnɑbɪʃ]
 adj. 势利的，
 谄上欺下的；
 不懂装懂的，
 自命不凡的






















The Power of Determination　意志的力量

Burt Dubin









The little country schoolhouse was heated by an old-fashioned, pot-bellied stove. A littleboy had the job of coming to school early each day to start the fire and warm the roombefore his teacher and his classmates arrived.

One morning they arrived to find the schoolhouse engulfed
 ①
 in flames. They dragged theunconscious little boy out of the flaming building more dead than alive. He had major burnsover the lower half of his body and was taken to the nearby county hospital.

From his bed the dreadfully burned, semi-conscious little boy faintly heard the doctortalking to his mother. The doctor told his mother that her son would surely die—which wasfor the best, really—for the terrible fire had devastated the lower half of his body.

But the brave boy didn’t want to die. He made up his mind that he would survive. Somehow, to the amazement of the physician, he did survive. When the mortal
 ②
 danger waspast, he again heard the doctor and his mother speaking quietly. The mother was told thatsince the fire had destroyed so much flesh in the lower part of his body, it would almost bebetter if he had died, since he was doomed to be a lifetime cripple with no use at all of hislower limbs.




Once more the brave boy made up his mind. He would not be a cripple. He would walk.But unfortunately from the waist down, he had no motor ability. His thin legs just dangled
 ③
 there, all but lifeless.

Ultimately he was released from the hospital. Every day his mother would massage his littlelegs, but there was no feeling, no control, nothing. Yet his determination that he would walkwas as strong as ever.


When he wasn’t in bed, he was confined to a wheelchair
 . One sunny day his motherwheeled him out into the yard to get some fresh air. This day, instead of sitting there, hethrew himself from the chair. He pulled himself across the grass, dragging his legs behindhim.


He worked his way to the white picket fence
 bordering their lot. With great effort, heraised himself up on the fence. Then, stake
 ④
 by stake, he began dragging himself along thefence, resolved that he would walk. He started to do this every day until he wore a smoothpath all around the yard beside the fence. There was nothing he wanted more than todevelop life in those legs.





Ultimately through his daily massages, his iron persistence and his resolute determination,he did
 develop the ability to stand up, then to walk haltingly, then to walk by himself—andthen—to run.

He began to walk to school, then to run to school, to run for the sheer joy of running. Later in college he made the track team.

Still later in Madison Square Garden this young man who was not expected to survive,who would surely never walk, who could never hope to run—this determined young man,Dr. Glenn Cunningham, ran the world’s fastest mile!

乡村小校舍靠一只老式的大腹煤炉取暖。小男孩每天都最早来到学校，生起炉火把屋子烤暖，等着他的老师和同学们陆续到来。

一天早晨，大家到校时意外发现校舍起火了，烈焰吞噬了小屋。当失去知觉的小男孩被人从火海中拖救出来时，已是奄奄一息了。他的下半身严重烧伤，即刻被送往附近的县医院救治。

病床上的小男孩面目全非，处于半昏迷状态。朦胧中，他听到医生和母亲的谈话。医生说，这孩子恐怕很难活下来。鉴于可怕的大火已经彻底烧毁了他的下半身，这个结局也许对他再仁慈不过了。




然而，勇敢的小男孩并不想死。他充满了求生的意志。结果他真的活了下来，连医生都感到惊奇。危险期过后，他又听到医生与母亲在低语，这孩子的下肢肌肉已经大面积烧伤，他今后要经受的磨难很可能会令他生不如死，因为他注定了这辈子都要下肢瘫痪，整个下半身丧失知觉。

又一次，这个勇敢的小男孩下定了决心。他不想一辈子残疾。他要走路。但不幸的是，他自腰部以下毫无活动能力。他细瘦的双腿悬垂着，几乎像是假的一样。

最终他获准出院了。母亲每天为他按摩萎缩的双腿，但是他的下肢还是没有知觉，不听使唤，毫无生命的迹象。然而，他决心要站起来走路的信念，还是一如既往的强烈。

当他不需要卧床时，他的生活起居只能倚靠轮椅。在一个阳光明媚的日子，母亲推着轮椅，带他到院子里呼吸新鲜空气。就在这一天，他挣脱了束缚，举身扑下轮椅。他拖着身躯，曳着无力的双腿，在草地上艰难爬行。

他一下一下匍匐着挪动到自家的白色栅栏处。他抓住围栏，使出浑身力气让身体直立起来。接着，他用上身抵住栅栏，一根木桩挨着一根木桩地攀援着，把全身向前拖动，执意想让自己走起来。他开始每天这样锻炼自己，直到整个院子的四周，硬是被他沿着围栏磨出了一条平坦的小径来。他只有一个信念，那就是要让双腿重新恢复生命力。




终于，经过日复一日的悉心按摩，凭着他钢铁般不屈的毅力和坚定不移的信念，他真的能够自己站立了。紧接着，他开始蹒跚学步，直到完全行走自如，直到最后健步如飞。

起初，他还是步行去学校，之后干脆跑步上学——只是为了脚下生风的快感。后来在大学里，他入选了田径队。

再后来，在麦迪逊广场花园，这个年轻人一举打破了1英里赛的世界纪录！谁能想到，这就是当初那个在火灾中死里逃生，几乎从此丧失站立机会，更别奢望还能奔跑的小男孩。凭着顽强的意志，如今的格兰·坎宁汉姆博士突破了他生命中的重重桎梏。





【美丽校训励我心】

『Duke University: Knowledge and religion.
 』

『杜克大学：敬知仰信。』
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①
 engulf [ɛnˈɡʌlf]
 v. 吞没，
 淹没；
 大口吞食


②
 mortal [ˈmɔrtl]
 adj. 终有一死的；
 凡人的；
 致命的，（
 临）
 死的


③
 dangle [ˈdæŋɡəl]
 v. 悬垂，
 悬荡；
 追逐；
 诱惑，
 吊胃口


④
 stake [stek]
 n. 篱笆桩，
 栅栏柱；
 刑柱；
 股份，
 利害关系






















To a Different Drummer　击出我天地

Lennox Lewis









“Come on—put up your hands and fight!”

I groaned. Why was this happening to me? My mother had said, “No fighting,” right before I left the house. After coming from London, England, to Kitchener, Canada to live with her, I was starting a new life. During recess, this kid wanted to scrap
 ①
 with me, and now it looked like I wouldn’t even be able to get through my first day of school and keep my promise to my mum.

“Naw,” I replied.

“You’re just chicken,” he yelled. “Is that it? Are you chicken?” The kid’s red hair blazed in the winter sun and his freckles seemed to jump out of his pale skin. At twelve, I was tall for my age, but I was kind of skinny and lanky
 ②
 . He was taller than me, and with his heavy parka on, he looked heavier than me, too.

“No. I’m not chicken. My mother just told me to stay out of trouble.”




“I don’t care...I want to fight with you, anyway.” He pushed me in my chest. Then he put up his hands. “Come on!”

So, I hit him. Down he went into the snow. Other kids on the playground started to circle around us. He got up. He put up his hands—and I hit him again. He went down for a second time. All the kids were yelling, “Fight! Fight!” This time, I kept my hands up just in case someone else in the circle of kids wanted a taste of me, too. I waited, and the kid got back up again.

He walked toward me, stuck out his hand and said, “Shake. I just wanted to see how tough you are. Wanna be friends?”

I heaved a sigh of relief and shook hands with him. I figured that I would need a friend. The snow, strange country, new school, the way that people spoke—different from my London street slang—and being the only black kid for miles around, all of this added up to being a weird new world for me.

I was born in London, England, and lived there with my mother until I was about eight years old. My mum wanted to find a better life for us, so she went to Chicago, in the United States. She left me with friends in London until she got settled enough to send for me. Mum ended up not staying in Chicago but moved to a small town in Canada because she had a friend there who helped her get a good job.




Meanwhile, back in England, I was getting into trouble. I had always felt like an outsider, different from the other kids. They didn’t want to play with me. That made me mad, so I got into fights and ended up getting expelled for being a danger to the other kids at my school. The people I was staying with were upset with me and felt they couldn’t manage me. So, after living with them for almost two years, they sent me to a home for kids—kind of a boarding school. I lived there for a year. I felt alone and bored, the food was gross, and I really missed my mother. Finally, she sent for me.

My mum met me at the airport in Toronto with a smile on her face, a warm hug, and huge parka to put on. When we went outside the airport, there was snow all over the ground, the cars—everything! I didn’t know what it was. I asked my mum, “What is this?” I touched the snow and was amazed by how cold and fluffy
 ③
 it was. It was different from anything I had ever seen before.

The weather was different, my school was different, the country was different, but some things were still the same—I was still getting into fights. Other kids picked on me about my accent, the color of my skin, my grades, or whatever. I was different, still left out. It didn’t matter; I hated getting picked on, and I let them know it—with my fists. All through grades seven and eight, I was sent to the principal’s office so often that he and I became friends. Instead of punishing me, he would counsel me. He told me that I would be better off using the energy I had in more positive ways and encouraged me to play football and basketball after school. He also suggested that I check out boxing—maybe I could learn to use my fists in a constructive way instead of being on the destructive path I seemed to be headed for.




Even though I was an outsider and a loner, I liked going to school dances. At one of the dances, some of the guys wanted to fight a group of guys from another school. We agreed to meet them on neutral ground—the police boxing gym downtown. We showed up, but they didn’t. While we were hanging around waiting for them, one of the boxing trainers called out to me, “You, come over here.”

I walked over to him and he asked me, “Do you want to go a few rounds with him?” He pointed to a guy getting into one of the rings. I was pretty full of myself and figured I could take him because he was small, so I said, “Sure, why not?”




I just couldn’t hit the guy. He danced all around me while I tried to hit him. Then that little guy really connected
 ④
 with my nose. Not only did that make my eyes water, but it bruised my ego and made me realize that there was more to the sport of boxing than just swinging my fists. The coach put me into the ring with another fighter who was about my size, and I did pretty well. That was a moment of decision in my life. I remembered what my middle school principal had told me and everything clicked. The boxing ring was where I belonged.


All through high school, I played football,
 basketball, and soccer, and I was on the track team. But from that day on, boxing was the sport that I liked the most. Because it’s an individual sport, it’s more challenging and exciting to me. I found that I enjoyed the thrill of one-on-one competition. I also liked the fact that it was up to me whether I won or lost—that I was the determining factor. I think I’ve always been a competitor, and winning would give me a glow of satisfaction and a good feeling about myself. There was always a bad feeling if I lost, and I didn’t like that. I wanted to win—every time.




I started training with the man who got me into the ring that first time. He became my boxing coach, friend, mentor, and a father figure for me to look up to. I learned that boxing is a sweet science where I could use my brain as well as my strength and size. I used my ability to focus under pressure. Under his training, I went from being a street fighter to a gold medal-winning Olympic champion.

Though I was basically an outsider, even as a little boy I wanted to be first in whatever I set my mind to. Once I went professional, I worked hard and got what I wanted. I have earned millions, but for me, it’s not just about the money. I made my dreams come true. I did it my way. I stayed away from bad promoters and bad managers and upheld my integrity. Throughout my career, I have gained, regained, and retained the WBC and IBF heavyweight belts, the most prestigious in the boxing world. I want my place in history, and I know I will have it.

A couple of years ago, I was given the title, Member of the Order of the British Empire, an honorary title bestowed by Queen Elizabeth II for distinguished
 achievement. I have come a long way from being a brawling London street kid to the man I am today—the man that my mum raised me to be.












“来啊，亮拳头来打我啊！”

我叹口气。为什么会遇到这种事？临出门前，母亲才刚嘱咐过我，“别跟人打架。”自从我离开英国伦敦，搬来加拿大的基奇纳与她同住，我就开始了全新的生活。课间休息时，这个男孩前来寻衅，看来连上学第一天都捱不过，我就要失信了。

“不想。”我回答。

“你就是个胆小鬼，”他大声嘲笑我，“没说错吧？承认你是胆小鬼了？”男孩的红头发在冬日阳光的映衬下分外晃耀，那张苍白的脸上颗颗斑点都似在雀跃欢呼。12岁的我，比同龄人要高，却因为细瘦而显得狭长。他比我还要高些，穿着厚重的派克大衣，看上去自然也比我有分量。

“我才不是胆小鬼。只是我妈妈不让我在外面惹事。”

“我可不管……我就要跟你比试。”说着就朝我胸前推搡起来。然后他端起拳头，“来啊！”

无奈之下，我出了手。一拳下去，他就栽在了雪地里。操场上的其他孩子很快围拢过来。他站了起来，还在比划着拳头。我又一拳朝他挥去，他再次被打倒在地。所有孩子都在起哄，“打他！打他！”这时的我拳头在握，只是以防围观的孩子里还有人想尝尝我的厉害。我等着，倒下的男孩却再次顽强地站了起来。




他向我走来，伸出手，“握手言和吧。我就是想领教下你的厉害，交个朋友怎样？”

我这才松了口气，和他握了手。我想我需要这个朋友。白雪皑皑，陌生的国度，新的学校，就连人们说话的方式都不同于伦敦的那些街头俚语，方圆数里更是见不到一个跟我一样的黑人小孩。所有这些合起来，构成了眼前新奇的世界。

我是在英国伦敦出生的，8岁之前一直都和母亲生活在那里。为了让我们过上更好的生活，母亲在我8岁那年去了美国芝加哥。她把我托付给伦敦的朋友，想等她一切安稳后，再把我接过去。但母亲最后还是离开了芝加哥，搬到了加拿大的一个小镇，那儿有朋友帮她安排了一份好工作。

与此同时，在英国这边，我却麻烦不断。我总觉得自己是个外人，不像其他孩子有自己的家。他们不愿意和我玩。这种孤立让我大为恼火，为此和人大打出手，结果校方认定我是个危险分子，开除了我的学籍。而我寄居的那户人家也深感不安，觉得我很难缠。所以，在和他们一起住了将近两年后，我被送到一个私人托管所——类似于寄宿学校的地方。我在那儿又待了一年。生活孤单无聊，饭菜难以下咽，我极度想念母亲。最后，终于等到她派人来接我了。




妈妈在多伦多机场迎接我，微笑着给了我一个温暖的拥抱，还给我加上一件厚厚的防寒大衣。走出机场时，眼前白茫茫的，地上、车上，乃至所有一切都银装素裹！我不知这是何物。我好奇地问妈妈：“这白色是什么？”我伸手摸了一下，惊奇地发现它竟是冰冷松软的，不同于我以往见过的任何东西。

气候变了，学校变了，国度变了，但有些事却没变——我还是天天打架。其他孩子会因为我的口音、我的肤色、我的学业，我的种种而歧视我。我依旧与众不同，还是被人孤立。不过没关系，我讨厌受挤兑，为此我会用我的拳头来教训他们。整个七年级至八年级，因为打架我成了校长办公室的常客，久而久之竟和校长成了朋友。他并不处罚我，而是给我忠告。他劝说我把精力用到益处，并鼓励我课后去踢足球或是打篮球。他还建议我去了解拳击运动——也许我能从中悟到如何正当积极地运用我的拳头，而不是像现在这样靠暴力解决问题，在歧途上越陷越深。

尽管我依旧远离人群，形单影只，我却喜欢参加学校的舞会。在一次舞会上，有几个家伙想要和一群外校生拼架，就择定了一个中立的地点——市中心的警署拳击馆。我们准时出现了，对方却没来。正当我们四下闲逛等他们时，一个拳击教练喊我：“你，过来一下。”




我走过去，他指着其中一个刚进场的人问我：“想和他打几回合吗？”当时我很自大，加上对手身形很小，我认为打败他应该不在话下，就满口应承，“好啊，比就比。”

我却根本打不到那家伙。无论我怎样出拳，他总能辗转腾挪地轻松避开。然后，我的鼻子就结结实实挨了那小个子一拳。这一拳不仅打得我鼻子发酸、眼泪打转，也瞬间击垮了我的全部自负，令我意识到拳击运动绝不只是挥挥拳头这么简单。教练又安排我和另一个差不多块头的拳手比试，这次我打得不错。那是我生命中决定性的一刻。我记起中学校长教育我的那番话，现在一切都该兑现了。我是属于拳击场的。

整个高中时代，我不仅踢足球，打篮球，玩橄榄球，还参加了田径队。但是从那天起，拳击成了我最喜欢的运动。它是一项个人运动，因此能带给我更多的挑战和乐趣。我发现自己很享受这种一对一对抗的刺激，也很乐于拳击比赛的输赢全靠我一个人——我就是决定因素。我总是充满斗志，胜利会为我带来满足感，让我感觉良好。我不喜欢输，那样我会觉得很糟。我希望自己能赢——百战百胜。

我开始受训于第一次带我进场的那个人，他后来成为我的拳击教练，亦是我的良师益友，一个父亲般让我景仰的人。我渐渐明白，拳击是一门美妙的科学，在利用我的力量和身形的同时，我还可以运用我的智慧来打比赛。我能在压力下集中精神，发挥出我的优势。在他的训练之下，我从一个街头霸王变成了奥运冠军。




尽管本质上我一直特立独行，但从孩提时起，只要我下决心去做的事，就一定会争做第一。成为职业拳击手以后，我刻苦训练，取得了满意的成绩。我赢得了数百万的奖金，但对我来说，成功的意义远不仅仅是金钱。我实现了自己的梦想。我用我的方式立足于拳击界。我避开那些图谋不轨的赞助商和经理人，一身正气。纵观我的职业生涯，我数度争霸、蝉联并成功卫冕WBC（世界拳击理事会）和IBF（国际拳击联合会）重量级金腰带，获得拳击界的最高荣誉。我希望自己能留名青史，我知道我做到了。

几年前，为了表彰我的卓越成就，女皇伊丽莎白二世为我颁发了大英帝国勋章，使我成为获此殊荣的一员。回望过去，我走了很长一段路，由一个伦敦街头的小混混成长为今天这个有价值的人，实现了母亲对我的期望。





【美丽校训励我心】

『Imperial College London: Knowledge is the adornment and safeguard of the Empire
 .
 』

『帝国理工学院：用知识为帝国增光添彩、保驾护航。』
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①
 scrap [skræp]
 v. 争吵，
 打架


②
 lanky [ˈlæŋki]
 adj. 过分瘦长的


③
 fluffy [ˈflʌfi]
 adj. 绒毛的，
 毛茸茸的；
 蓬松的；
 空洞的，
 肤浅的


④
 connect [kəˈnɛkt]
 v. [体]成功击中


















One Bite at a Time　一口一口地吃

Anonymous









Stephen was on campus to enroll
 ①
 when I first met him. One summer day I was heading over to the administration building when I heard someone call my name. I turned around and saw Philip, one of our admission counselors standing with another young man. I walked over to them.

As Philip introduced me to the young man, he reminded him that he would be taking one of my General Education classes, Introduction to Biblical Literature.

Stephen looked at me. With a somewhat pained expression he asked if my class was going to be “hard.” Would he be able to pass? I sensed he was reconciling
 ②
 himself to failing before the opening day of classes.

We talked about what the class would cover and all the things he would be expected to learn. It is a course in which we will cram a lot of facts and details into one semester. As I talked, I saw Stephen’s eyes getting big with fear.




Then I remembered a bit of classical Chinese dialog:

Question: “How do you eat an elephant?”

Answer: “One bite at a time.”

I told him to approach his work that way. Do his assignments, all of them, and to get them in on time, rather than being overwhelmed at all of the work. I told him that most successful students I knew made a master calendar of all the assignments so they could plan their work load.

As the fall semester wore on, I learned more of Stephen’s story. He had struggled in school. It had taken him longer to finish than most young people. Family members, including his mother, kept reminding him that he was a failure. But he kept at it and in the face of their prophecies
 ③
 he got his diploma to the contrary. Now, in the face of their nay-saying he had enrolled in college. He told me that before coming to our campus no one had believed he had much potential.

Stephen didn’t become an “A” student. He didn’t make any honor rolls. In fact, he often found himself on academic probation
 ④
 . One reason was that he never did real well on tests. Still, he managed to pass most of his courses by being in class every day, turning in all of his assignments on time and breaking down his studying into bite-sized digestible portions. By passing course after course he began to gain a measure of self-esteem. He was a great singer and he was on the school’s cross-country team.




Every time I saw him on campus he would brighten up and say, “One bite at a time.” Whenever he introduced me to one of his friends on campus, he would tell them that he was succeeding when he was supposed to be failing. His secret, he said, was that he was practicing what I taught him before classes ever started: “Take it one bite at a time.”

On graduation day, he was romping
 ⑤
 around in his robe with a bright smile saying, “One bite at a time.”





第一次见到斯蒂芬时，他正在校园里做入学登记。那是夏季的一天，我去往办公楼时，忽听身后有人叫我。我转回身，看到负责新生工作的菲利普正和另一个年轻人站在一起。于是我朝他们走过去。

菲利普把我介绍给眼前的这个年轻人，顺带提醒他，他即将修学我的一门通识教育课程，即圣经文学入门。

斯蒂芬看着我，表情略带痛苦地问我，课程对他来说是否会很难，他能通过考试吗？我能感觉得出，还没等开课，他就已经认定自己要挂科了。




我们一起谈论了全部的授课内容，以及所有他需要掌握的知识点。这门课在学期内会有大量的客观事实和细枝末节需要死记硬背。谈话间，我注意到斯蒂芬的眼睛已经睁得老大，显然，他很恐惧这门课程。

于是我想到了汉语中的一小段经典对话：

问：“怎样吃掉一头大象？”

答：“一口一口地。”

我建议他在课业上仿效此法。对于布置下来的学习任务，要一次性全部完成，不要拖沓，这样就避免被堆积下来的课业弄得晕头转向。我还建议他说，我所知道的好学生大多都会制定一份日程表来安排每天的时间，以便有计划地分配学习任务。

随着秋季学期一天天过去，我渐渐了解到斯蒂芬的情况。他一直在艰难求学，比起一般年轻人，他总要花更长的时间来完成学业。包括他妈妈在内的家里人，都始终认定他不会有什么出息。但他还是坚持不懈地努力学习，在家人的冷嘲热讽声中取得了文凭。现在，纵然他们仍是反对，他还是上了大学。他告诉我，在到这儿来之前，没有人相信他会有所作为。

斯蒂芬没能成为优等生，他也没能登上光荣榜。事实上，他常常需要经受校方设置的试读期的考验。一个原因就是他每次的考试成绩总是不太理想。但他仍然每天到教室上课，按时上交所有作业，并把课业化整为零，每次只量力学会其中的一部分。就这样，他成功通过了大部分科目的结业考试。如此这般过五关斩六将地一门一门考下来，他开始获得了一定程度的自信。他是个很棒的歌手，还加入了学校的越野队。




每当我在校园里碰到他，他都会很高兴地招呼我，“一口一口地。”无论何时他在校园里向朋友介绍我，都会说到他在课业上如何临危不乱巧妙过关。而他过关的秘诀就是，每逢修学一门课程之前他都会实践我的方法，那就是，“一口一口吃下去。”

毕业那天，斯蒂芬身着长袍，脚步轻快，脸上扬起灿烂笑容好似在说，“一口一口地。”









【美丽校训励我心】

『University College London: Let all come who by merit most deserve reward.
 』

『伦敦大学学院：让所有最具价值的人汇聚于此。』
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①
 enroll [ɛnˈrol]
 v. 吸纳（
 成员），
 招生；
 征募，
 使入伍；
 登记，
 注册


②
 reconcile [ˈrɛkənˌsaɪl]
 v. 使和解，
 调和；
 顺从，
 安于，
 甘于





③
 prophecy [ˈprɑfɪsi]
 n. 预言


④
 probation [proˈbeʃən]
 n. 试用（
 期），
 试读（
 期）；
 缓刑（
 期）





⑤
 romp [rɑmp]
 v. 嬉闹；
 轻快地跑（
 或走）















Hani　汉妮

Jamie Winship










The day I met Hani Irmawati, she was a shy,
 seventeen-year-old girl standing alone in the parking lot of the international school in Indonesia, where I teach English. The school is expensive and does not permit Indonesian students to enroll. She walked up to me and asked if I could help her improve her English. I could tell it took immense courage for the young Indonesian girl in worn clothing to approach me and ask for my help.

“Why do you want to improve your English?” I asked her, fully expecting her to talk about finding a job in a local hotel.

“I want to go to an American university,” she said with quiet confidence. Her idealistic dream made me want to cry.

I agreed to work with her after school each day on a volunteer basis. For the next several months, Hani woke each morning at five and caught the city bus to her public high school. During the one-hour ride, she studied for her regular classes and prepared the English lessons I had given her the day before. At four o’clock in the afternoon, she arrived at my classroom, exhausted but ready to work. With each passing day, as Hani struggled with college-level English, I grew more fond of her. She worked harder than most of my wealthy expatriate
 ①
 students.




Hani lived in a two-room house with her parents and two brothers. Her father was a building custodian
 ②
 and her mother was a maid. When I went to their neighborhood to meet them, I learned that their combined yearly income was 750 US. dollars. It wasn’t enough to meet the expenses of even one month in an American university. Hani’s enthusiasm was increasing with her language ability, but I was becoming more and more discouraged.

One morning in December 1998, I received the announcement of a scholarship opportunity for a major American university. I excitedly tore open the envelope and studied the requirements, but it wasn’t long before I dropped the form in despair. There was just no way, I thought, for Hani to meet these qualifications. She had never led a club or an organization, because in her school these things simply did not exist. She had no guidance counselor and no impressive standardized test scores, because there were no such tests for her to take.




She did, however, have more determination than any student I’d ever seen. When Hani came into the classroom that day, I told her of the scholarship. I also told her that I believed there was no way for her to apply. I encouraged her to be, as I put it, “realistic” about her future and not to plan so strongly on coming to America. Even after my somber lecture, Hani remained steadfast
 ③
 .

“Will you send in my name?” she asked.

I didn’t have the heart to turn her down. I completed the application, filling in each blank with the painful truth about her academic life, but also with my praise of her courage and her perseverance. I sealed up the envelope and told Hani her chances for acceptance ranged somewhere between slim and none.

In the weeks that followed, Hani increased her study of English, and I arranged for her to take the Test of English Fluency in Jakarta. The entire computerized test would be an enormous challenge for someone who had never before touched a computer. For two weeks, we studied computer parts and how they worked. Then, just before Hani went to Jakarta, she received a letter from the scholarship association. What a cruel time for the rejection to arrive, I thought. Trying to prepare her for disappointment, I opened the letter and began to read it to her. She had been accepted.




I leaped about the room ecstatically
 ④
 , shocked. Hani stood by, smiling quietly, but almost certainly bewildered by my surprise. The image of her face in that moment came back to me time and time again in the following week. I finally realized that it was I who had learned something Hani had known from the beginning: It is not intelligence alone that brings success, but also the drive to succeed, the commitment to work hard and the courage to believe in yourself.





那天见到汉妮·厄玛瓦提时，她年方十七，是个害羞的姑娘，正孤单单地伫立在学校停车场。我是这里的英文老师。印尼的这所国际学校学费昂贵，从不招收本土的孩子。她向我走来，请求我帮助她提高英文水平。我看得出，这个衣衫有些褴褛的印尼小姑娘是鼓足了极大勇气，才敢当面向我求助。

“为什么想要提高英文呢？”我问她，满心以为她会回答说自己准备在当地的宾馆找份工作之类。

“我想去美国读大学。”她平静的声音里透着坚定。这份充满理想主义色彩的梦想让我为之动容。




我答应每天放学后义务帮她补习。接下来的几个月里，她每天5点就起床，搭公车去她就读的普通高中。在这1小时的车程里，她既要学习日常功课，还要准备我前一天留给她的英文内容。下午4点钟，她会准时出现在我的教室，不顾疲劳马上进入上课状态。随着日积月累，汉妮的用功让我越来越喜欢她了，她在啃相当于大学难度的英文课本。她要比我教的那些移居国外的学生刻苦得多。

汉妮同她的父母和两个哥哥挤在一间两室的房子里，父亲是守门人，母亲在做帮佣。当我去他们的居住地走访时，我才知道他们一家人一年的收入合起来也只有750美金，这连在美读大学一个月的费用都不够。汉妮的求学之情随着她语言能力的提高日益强烈，但我却越来越替她担忧。

1998年12月的一天上午，我收到了美国一所重点大学设立奖学金的通知。我激动地撕开信封，取出里面的文件仔细研读申请条件，却很快就跌回到失望中去。汉妮没机会了，我深知她不可能达到这些条件。她显然从没领导过任何学生会或是社团，因为在她的学校里根本就不存在这样的组织。她也没有所谓的指导顾问，拿不出任何权威测试的高分成绩，她从来就没机会参加这样的考试。

但有一点，她的确比我见过的其他学生都更有决心。那天当汉妮进到教室时，我就把奖学金的消息告诉给了她，同时也向她说明了这个申请对她来说几乎不可能实现。照我的想法，我鼓励她对未来现实一些，不要一下子就想着去美国这么远大的事。即使我对她讲了这么一番严峻的话，她依然表现得很坚决。




“您能为我填写一份申请吗？”她问。

我不忍心拒绝她。我填完了整张申请表，每一个空白处都写着她求学生涯的真实困境，同时也写下了我对她超凡的勇气和毅力的赞赏。封起信封，我告诉汉妮她成功的几率微乎其微，接近于零。

在接下去的几周时间里，汉妮加大了她的英文课业量，同时我安排她去雅加达参加英语流利度测试。整个考试采用机考的形式，而在这之前，汉妮从未使用过计算机，这对她来说是个不小的挑战。连续两周时间，我和她一起学习了计算机主件及基本操作。接着，就在汉妮即将去雅加达之前，她收到了来自奖学金申请委员会的信函。这封拒函来的太不合时宜了，我心想。安抚她做好心理准备，我便展信念给她听。结果，她被获准了。

我情不自禁地跳了起来，惊喜万分。汉妮站在那儿，微微笑着，反倒对我的喜出望外有些不知所措。那一刻她的面部表情定格在我的脑海里，在接下去的几天里反复重现。最后，我终于意识到，汉妮其实早就明白这个道理，而我却到此时方才领悟：成功并不仅仅取决于一个人的聪明才智，更需要心怀大志地奋发图强，矢志不渝地努力拼搏，勇敢无畏地相信自己。












【美丽校训励我心】

『University of Michigan: Art, science, truth
 .
 』

『密歇根大学：艺术、科学、真理。』
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①
 expatriate [ɛkˈspetriˌet]
 adj. 移居国外的
 ，
 被流放国外的





②
 custodian [kʌˈstodiən]
 n.监护人；
 看管者，
 保管员；
 守门人，
 门房


③
 steadfast [ˈstɛdˌfæst]
 adj. 坚定的，
 不动摇的；
 固定不变的，
 不动的


④
 ecstatically [ɪkˈstætɪklɪ]
 adv. 狂喜地，
 心醉神迷地














Never Say Never　别说不可能

Rosa Torcasio









I cannot remember a point in my life when I desired anything other than becoming a teacher. As a child, I played school with my little cousins and friends just so I could practice for my future career. But what I didn’t realize as a child was how expensive my dream was. I came from a middle-class family, and it seemed as though we’d always struggled to make ends meet. My dream of attending the University of Connecticut seemed so out of reach, but I wasn’t willing to settle for anything less.

In the beginning of my senior year in high school, I began applying to colleges, but in my heart I had already made my decision. The University of Connecticut was the one. But a huge hurdle
 ①
 stood between me and my dream—lack of financial resources.

At first, I was ready to give up. I mean, who was going to give me, the average high-school girl, that kind of money? I wasn’t the smartest person in my class, not even close; but my heart was in the right place, and I was determined. I knew that scholarships were only given to the really smart kids, or so I thought. I applied for every scholarship I could get my hands on. What did I have to lose? And then my guidance counselor told me about the financial aid system. I applied, but I didn’t think I would qualify for that either.




After the holidays, my friends started receiving their acceptance letters from colleges, and I eagerly anticipated mine. Finally, a letter arrived from the University of Connecticut. Feelings of fear and joy overwhelmed me, but I was ready. I opened the envelope with trembling hands as tears engulfed my eyes. I had done it! I had been accepted to the University of Connecticut! I cried for a while, feeling both extremely excited and afraid. I had worked so hard to get accepted; what if I was denied admission because of my financial status?

I had been working a full-time job, but that was barely enough to pay for tuition. My parents couldn’t afford that kind of money, and I wasn’t going to pretend that they could. I was the first person in my family who would attend a university, and I knew how proud my parents were; but it was impossible for them to finance my education. However, my parents are incredible people, and they taught me never to give up on my
 dreams, regardless of the obstacles that I encounter, and never to lose sight of what I truly want out of life. My parents were right, and I continued to believe in both myself and my dreams.




Months went by before I heard anything from the financial aid office. I assumed that I didn’t qualify for aid, but I wasn’t ready to lose hope yet. At last, a letter arrived. I opened it eagerly, but it was a false alarm
 ②
 . The letter requested more information in order to process my application.

This happened over and over, and my hopes kept getting shot down. Finally, a bulky
 ③
 envelope arrived. I knew this was the one that would determine whether or not I could attend college. I opened the envelope and could hardly understand what any of the documents inside meant.

The following day, I brought the documents to school and asked my guidance counselor to take a look at them. He looked up at me with a huge smile on his face and told me that not only was financial aid going to help me out with my expenses, but I had also won two of the scholarships I had applied for. I was in shock at first, then I cried. I had actually made my dream come true.




I am now a junior at the University of Connecticut, pursuing a degree in English. In the beginning of the new millennium
 ④
 , my dream will become a reality. I will be a teacher.

I live by this quote: “Reach for the sky because if you should happen to miss, you’ll still be among the stars.”





我想成为一名老师，在我的生命中，我从未如此渴望过一件事。小时候，我就喜欢和哥哥姐姐或是小伙伴们一起扮家家闹学堂，冥冥中预演着我的未来。只是那时的我未曾意识到我的梦想是多么昂贵。我出身于中产阶级家庭，一家人为了生活已是疲于奔命。我想上康涅狄格大学的梦想在现实中显得如此遥不可及，而一旦退而求其次，我又心有不甘。

高中的最后一学年伊始，我开始申请大学。在我心中，我早已有了自己的选择，我只想上康涅狄格大学。但是现实和梦想之间却横亘着巨大的障碍——没有资金。

起初，我准备放弃了。试想，谁会为我这么一个再普通不过的高中女生出这笔钱呢？我不是班上最聪明的，或许连聪明都算不上。但我品行端正，意志坚定。我知道奖学金只颁给那些真正出色的学生，至少我是这样想的。于是我尝试着申请了所有我能触及的奖学金，怎能平白就认输呢？我的指导顾问随后把助学金机制也推荐给了我，我同样递交了申请，但对于能否获准这个资格，我还是没有把握。




假期过后，朋友们纷纷收到了来自各大学的录取通知书，我热切期盼着我自己的那一份。终于，我收到了由康涅狄格大学寄来的信函。瞬间我被害怕和喜悦之情同时占据着，但我做好了接受一切的准备。我用颤抖的双手撕开信封，顿时眼中噙满泪花。我成功了！我竟被康涅狄格大学录取了？！眼泪止不住地流下来，我的心中无比激动，却又异常担心。为了这一刻我付出了太多的努力，一旦真的因为资金问题被拒，我又将何去何从？

我做了一份全职工作，但也仅够交齐我的学费。我的父母负担不了这些，我也不想以此为难他们。我是家里第一个考上大学的孩子，我知道父母心里有多自豪，可他们却苦于囊中羞涩无法供我读书。然而，我的父母却有着惊人的魄力，他们教导我，即使困难重重也不能轻易放弃梦想，不能忽略生命中真正的追求。父母是正确的，我依然相信自己，相信梦想终能实现。

几个月过去了，我仍然没有收到任何来自助学办公室的回音。我想自己大概是没有申请下来，但我仍然没有失去希望。最后，我终于收到一封信函，我迫不及待地展开，读来才知是空欢喜，来信的目的只是让我补充所需信息，以便申请程序能够得以继续。




如此这般反复几次后，我开始感觉希望渺茫了。最终，沉甸甸的一只大信封送到了我的手上，我知道关键的一刻到了，这封信将决定我能否进入大学。我取出信封中的文件，却几乎看不懂其间的意思。

第二天，我连忙把这些文件带到学校，拿给我的指导顾问请他帮我看看。当他从纸间抬起头来时，脸上绽放出灿烂的笑容。他告诉我，我不仅获得了减轻生活费用的助学金，同时还拿到了两份已申请的奖学金。一时我惊呆了，随后眼泪就夺眶而出。我真正在这一刻实现了我的梦想。

如今我已是康涅狄格大学的大三学生，攻读的是英语专业。千禧之初，我心中追寻的那个梦就要化作现实了。我即将成为一名老师。

我始终坚信这样一句箴言：“心存高远，若不得凌云志，尚可同群星辉。”









【美丽校训励我心】

『University of Connecticut: He who transplants sustains.
 』

『康涅狄克大学：迁吾邦者愿其生生不息。』
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①
 hurdle [ˈhɚdl]
 n. 栏架，
 跨栏赛跑；
 障碍，
 难关


②
 false alarm 假警报；
 引起一场空欢喜的人（
 或事物）





③
 bulky [ˈbʌlki]
 adj. 体积大的
 ，
 庞大的
 ；
 肥胖的
 ；
 笨重的





④
 millennium [məˈlɛniəm]
 n. 一千年，
 千年期；
 千禧年；
 未来人类的幸福时代，
 太平盛世



















美丽诗情







24 Things to Always Remember


　常记在心的二十四行

Matthew Quinata









Your presence is a present to the world

You are unique and one of a kind

Your life can be what you want it to be

Take the days just one at a time





Count your blessings, not your troubles

You will make it through whatever comes along

Within you are so many answers

Understand, have courage, be strong





Do not put limits on yourself

So many dreams are waiting to be realized

Decisions are too important to leave to chance

Reach for your peak, your goal and you prize





Nothing wastes more energy than worrying




The longer one carries a problem the heavier it gets

Do not take things too seriously

Live a life of serenity, not a life of regrets





Remember that a little love goes a long way

Remember that a lot goes forever

Remember that friendship is a wise investment

Life’s treasures are people together





Realize that it is never too late

Do ordinary things in an extraordinary way

Have health and hope and happiness

Take the time to wish upon a star





And do not ever forget

For even a day

How very special you are!





你的降临是赠予世间的礼物

你那么与众不同，那么独一无二

人生任由你去书写

认真过好每一天





惜福忘忧




宠辱不惊

究竟自在心间

通达，勇敢，坚强





放开手脚

无数梦想待你实现

抉择关头莫要坐失良机

攀向顶峰，达成目标，实现价值





伤神莫过忧思最

问题愈拖愈严重

凡事切勿太较真

平静生活，别留遗憾





记住点滴爱意可以长流心田

记住全心全意换得永生永世

记住友情不生金却更胜似金

生命的财富即是人心的凝聚





要知道永远都不言晚

从平凡中创造不平凡

拥有健康，充满希望，心怀幸福

有时间就对着星星许个愿吧






























Chapter 4 采撷风致·趣事漫谈













That it’s those small daily happenings that make life so spectacular.









正是每天上演的一幕幕小事让生活如此多姿多彩。



















A Different Kind of Homework for Singapore Students: Get a Date
 　我们约会吧——新加坡学生的另类作业

Seth Mydans









It was like a college mixer
 ①
 , a classroom full of young men and women seeking a recipe for romance. They had assembled for the first class of “Love Relations for Life: A Journey of Romance, Love and Sexuality
 .” There was giggling and banter
 ②
 among the students, but that was all part of the course as their teacher, Suki Tong, led them into the basics of dating, falling in love and staying together.

The course, in its second year at two polytechnic
 ③
 institutes, is the latest of many, mostly futile, campaigns by Singapore’s government to get its citizens to mate and multiply
 ④
 . Its popularity last year has led to talk of its expansion through the higher education system.

“We want to tell students, ‘Don’t wait until you have built up your career,’ ” said Yu-Foo Yee Shoon, the Minister of State for Community Development, Youth and Sports, at a news conference in March. “Sometimes, it is too late, especially for girls.”





The courses are an extension of government matchmaking
 programs that try to address the twin challenges embodied in a falling birthrate: too few people are having babies, and too few of those who are belong to what Singapore considers the genetically desirable educated elite.

Last year Singapore’s fertility rate fell to a record low of 1.24 children per woman of child-bearing age, one of the lowest in the world. It was the 28th year in a row Singapore had stayed below the rate of 2.5 children needed to maintain the population.


But even a replacement-level rate would not be enough
 for today’s planners. The government recently announced that it was aiming to increase the population by more than 40 percent over the next half-century, to 6.5 million from the current 4.5 million.

“Teaching our youth in school how to fall in love” is a good solution, wrote Andy Ho, a senior writer at The Straits Times
 , a government-friendly newspaper that does its best to help out in Singapore’s many campaigns.

In 1991, for example, when the government began offering cash bonuses to couples with more than two children, the newspaper printed tips for having sex in the back seat of a car, including directions to some of the “darkest, most secluded and most romantic spots” for parking. It suggested covering the windows with newspapers for privacy.








永远不要忘记

哪怕一天

你是多么地特别！














眼前的场景犹如大学联谊会，教室里挤满了到此寻求恋爱秘籍的青年男女。他们聚在这里上的第一堂课即是《建立终身的恋爱关系：求爱、相爱、性爱之旅》。课堂上，不时有学生嬉笑或是彼此打趣，但这正是这门课的一部分，而唐舒绮老师正在向大家教授如何通过约会步入爱河，到日后朝夕相处的基本技巧。

新加坡政府近几年开展了多项国民运动，旨在促进新婚生育，实现本国人口上涨，但大都收效甚微，而在大学里增设这门爱的课程，是政府出台的又一新举，已在两所理工学院试行一年，如今是第二个年头了。而过去这一年间，这门课大受好评，以致引发讨论是否要将其在高校系统内进一步推广。

“我们想告诉同学们的是，‘不要等到立业再成家’，” 身为新加坡社会发展部内务部长、专事青年及运动相关工作的符喜泉女士，在今年3月举行的记者招待会上说道，“尤其对女孩子来说，有时候会为时已晚。”

这类课程是政府所设牵线搭桥项目的又一延伸，旨在引起公众重视生育率下降问题，这其中体现了双重困境：愿意生育的夫妇太少；愿意生育的夫妇又很少出自受教育的精英阶层，这是为新国基因优选考虑。

新加坡去年的人口出生率跌至历史最低点，为人均1.24个孩子，排名世界倒数。而要想维持其人口现状，至少要达到人均2.5个孩子，而新国已经连续28年低于这一水平。




但新加坡当今的规划者并不满足于仅仅将人口维持在置换水平。政府最近宣布，其目标是在未来50年里实现人口数量超40%增长，争取从目前的450万增至650万。

《海峡时报》的资深作者何安迪就曾写道，“教导年轻学子如何谈情说爱”是个好出路。该报长期以来都是倒向政府的，竭力为新国的众多运动摇旗呐喊。

譬如在1991年时，政府曾提出向生育两个孩子以上的夫妇颁发奖金，该报立时刊出小贴士，教导大家如何在汽车后座上恩爱，包括有技巧地选择那些“最幽暗僻静同时又最具浪漫气息的地点”停车，还建议大家用报纸遮挡车窗，免受干扰。









【美丽校训励我心】

『Emory University: The prudent heart will possess knowledge.
 』

『埃默里大学：明辨之心善学。』
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①
 mixer [ˈmɪksɚ]
 n. 搅拌器；
 调酒师，
 调酒用的饮料；
 混频器，
 调音员；
 交谊会


②
 banter [ˈbæntɚ]
 n. 戏谑，
 逗笑


③
 polytechnic [ˌpɑliˈtɛknɪk]
 n. 理工学院，
 工艺专科学院


④
 multiply [ˈmʌltəˌplaɪ]
 v. 乘，
 使相乘；（
 使）
 大大增加；
 繁殖


















The Campus as Runway　校园也T台

Ruth La Ferla









Julia Flynn was darting to her classes at Columbia University last week in a Marc by Marc Jacobs daisy-patterned dress and high-heeled Chloé boots, her polished turnout accessorized with a Starbucks venti latte. “I’m really loving the whole Chanel, Valentino and McQueen shows,” she said. “They completely inspired me.” She had gleaned
 ①
 her information that very morning from Style.com.

Ms. Flynn, 24 and a sophomore, is one in a small but self-aware and increasingly vocal contingent
 ②
 of college women who dress to impress. The campus is their runway, a place to show off a style sense that is derived in part from their friends but more often attained through a click of a mouse, a gesture that affords them instant access to the once arcane
 ③
 universe of fashion shows and to the style blogs and shopping sites, so many to imbibe with their morning brew.




If at one time college women subscribed to a regionally prescribed uniform—twin sets and loafers in the East, frayed jeans and ponchos farther west—now, thanks to the democratizing influence of the Web, trends are disseminated
 ④
 at warp speed, traversing regional borders and, paradoxically, encouraging a more individualized approach to dress.

Whether students’ tastes run to an urbanely
 ⑤
 preppie composite of mannish shirts, slim skirts and blazers, flowered dresses and Ferragamo flats, or to a cutting-edge pastiche of long loose-fitting sweaters, calf-length skirts and platform booties, their absorption with fashion points to a sea change, suggesting that the style bar has been raised, reaching a level of sophistication all but unknown a mere decade ago.

“The stereotype used to be that college students live in sweat pants and don’t care about fashion,” said Zephyr Basine, the editor of Collegefashion.net, a blog written by college women. “But today that isn’t so.” If at one time coeds signaled their cool by a kind of willful dishevelment
 ⑥
 , arriving for 8 a.m. classes in trench coats tossed over pajamas, today that sort of carelessness marks them as out of touch.

“People now put more thought into what they’re wearing,” said Amy Levin, 24, a recent graduate of Indiana University and editor of Collegefashionista.com, an influential blog. “Getting ready for class is important. Students want to up their game. That means looking a little more serious, not just throwing on a graphic T-shirt and jeans.”








上周，哥伦比亚大学学生朱莉娅·弗里恩风风火火跨进教室，她身著马克·雅可布之马克雏菊碎花裙，脚蹬珂洛艾伊高跟长靴，这番精心修饰的亮相自然不忘配上星巴克超大杯拿铁做点缀。“我很追捧整季香奈儿，华伦天奴和麦昆时装秀，”她说，“它们给了我很多灵感。”这个年轻女孩当天早晨刚刚登陆Style.com，搜罗了最新的时尚资讯。

今年24岁的弗里恩是一名大二学生，属于校园女生中为数不多、但却极具自我意识的时尚达人群体，这一群体的声势正日渐壮大。她们把校园当T台，秀出时尚个性，这一方面借鉴自她们的朋友，但更多的则是得益于互联网这个平台。只消动一动鼠标，她们就可以追踪到各类大牌时装秀，深入原本神秘的高端时尚领域，更可以登录时尚博客，搜索各类网店，信息纷繁足可以令她们在清晨的咖啡时间好好为自己充电。

如果说曾经的校园女生在着装方面倾向于区域性统一——东部地区都是两件套毛衣和平跟船鞋，到了大西部就流行破洞牛仔裤和斗篷装束，现在一切都大不同了。由于网络的大众化影响，潮流一经出现就会跨越地域界限迅速传播，结果却看似矛盾地熏陶出了更具个性化的穿衣风格。




尽管学生们的品味各不相同，有人喜欢温文不造作的装扮，如中性气质的衬衫、修身短裙搭配休闲小西装，或者印花连衣裙搭一双菲拉格慕平底鞋，也有人喜欢前卫出挑的混搭风，超大宽松的毛衣配一条长及小腿的筒裙，再穿上一双高防水台踝靴。这种与时尚的极度融合体现出一种巨变，表明时尚已经突破阻碍，在短短十年间就达到了令人难以想象的精细程度。

“成天穿着运动长裤，不知时尚为何物，这是长久以来关在象牙塔里的学生给大家留下的印象，” Collegefashion.net的主编泽弗·巴辛说道，这是一个由大学女生原创的时尚博客。“现在一切都遭到了颠覆。”曾几何时，刻意不修边幅成为男女同校生扮酷之风尚，在睡衣外把军款风衣潇洒一披，就这么奔进教室上早8点的课。这种随性的装扮如今只能是一种落伍的表现。

24岁的艾米·莱文说：“人们现在都爱在穿著打扮上花心思，”她刚从印第安纳大学毕业，同时也是另一个颇具影响力的时尚博客Collegefashionista.com的网站编辑。“精心打扮一番再去上课早已成为重头戏，学生们都想抢风头，让自己看起来更庄重，而绝不只是匆匆套上印花T恤和牛仔裤就出门。”










Love Is a Fallacy (1)　爱是谬误（1）

Max Shulman










Cool was I and logical. Keen, calculating, perspicacious
 , acute and astute—I was all of these. My brain was as powerful as a dynamo
 ①
 , precise as a chemist’s scales, as penetrating as a scalpel. And—think of it!—I only eighteen.


It is not often that one so young has such a giant intellect. Take, for example, Petey Bellows, my roommate at the university. Same age, same
 background, but dumb as an ox. A nice enough fellow, you understand, but nothing upstairs. Emotional type. Unstable. Impressionable. Worst of all, a faddist. Fads, I submit, are the very negation of reason. To be swept up in every new craze that comes along, to surrender oneself to idiocy just because everybody else is doing it—this, to me, is the acme
 ②
 of mindlessness. Not, however, to Petey.

One afternoon I found Petey lying on his bed with an expression of such distress on his face that I immediately diagnosed appendicitis. “Don’t move,” I said, “Don’t take a laxative. I’ll get a doctor.”




“Raccoon,” he mumbled thickly.

“Raccoon?” I said, pausing in my flight.

“I want a raccoon coat,” he wailed.

I perceived that his trouble was not physical, but mental. “Why do you want a raccoon coat?”

“I should have known it,” he cried, pounding his temples. “I should have known they’d come back when the Charleston came back. Like a fool I spent all my money for textbooks, and now I can’t get a raccoon coat.”

“Can you mean,” I said incredulously, “that people are actually wearing raccoon coats again?”

“All the Big Men on Campus are wearing them. Where’ve you been?”

“In the library,” I said, naming a place not frequented by Big Men on Campus.

He leaped from the bed and paced the room. “I’ve got to have a raccoon coat,” he said passionately. “I’ve got to!”

“Petey, why? Look at it rationally. Raccoon coats are unsanitary. They shed. They smell bad. They weigh too much. They’re unsightly. They—”

“You don’t understand,” he interrupted impatiently. “It’s the thing to do. Don’t you want to be in the swim?”




“No,” I said truthfully.

“Well, I do,” he declared. “I’d give anything for a raccoon coat. Anything!”

My brain, that precision instrument, slipped into high gear. “Anything?” I asked, looking at him narrowly.

“Anything,” he affirmed in ringing tones.

I stroked my chin thoughtfully. It so happened that I knew where to get my hands on a raccoon coat. My father had had one in his undergraduate days; it lay now in a trunk in the attic back home. It also happened that Petey had something I wanted. He didn’t have it exactly, but at least he had first rights on it. I refer to his girl, Polly Espy.

I had long coveted
 ③
 Polly Espy. Let me emphasize that my desire for this young woman was not emotional in nature. She was, to be sure, a girl who excited the emotions, but I was not one to let my heart rule my head. I wanted Polly for a shrewdly calculated, entirely cerebral
 ④
 reason.

I was a freshman in law school. In a few years I would be out in practice. I was well aware of the importance of the right kind of wife in furthering a lawyer’s career. The successful lawyers I had observed were, almost without exception, married to beautiful, gracious, intelligent women. With one omission, Polly fitted these specifications perfectly. Beautiful she was. Gracious she was. Intelligent she was not. In fact, she veered in the opposite direction. But I believed that under my guidance she would smarten up. At any rate, it was worth a try. It is, after all, easier to make a beautiful dumb girl smart than to make an ugly smart girl beautiful.




“Petey,” I said, “are you in love with Polly Espy?”

“I think she’s a keen kid,” he replied, “but I don’t know if you’d call it love. Why?”

“Do you,” I asked, “have any kind of formal arrangement with her? I mean are you going steady or anything like that?”

“No. We see each other quite a bit, but we both have other dates. Why?”

“Is there,” I asked, “any other man for whom she has a particular fondness?”

“Not that I know of. Why?”

I nodded with satisfaction. “In other words, if you were out of the picture, the field would be open. Is that right?”

“I guess so. What are you getting at?”




“Nothing, nothing,” I said innocently, and took my suitcase out the closet.

“Where are you going?” asked Petey.

“Home for weekend.” I threw a few things into the bag.

“Look,” I said to Petey when I got back Monday morning. I threw open the suitcase and revealed the huge, hairy, gamy object that my father had worn in his Stutz Bearcat in 1925.

“Holy Toledo!” said Petey reverently. He plunged his hands into the raccoon coat and then his face. “Holy Toledo!” he repeated fifteen or twenty times.

“Would you like it?” I asked.

“Oh yes!” he cried, clutching the greasy pelt to him. Then a canny
 ⑤
 look came into his eyes. “What do you want for it?”

“Your girl.” I said, mincing no words.

“Polly?” he said in a horrified whisper. “You want Polly?”

“That’s right.”

He flung the coat from him. “Never,” he said stoutly.

I shrugged. “Okay. If you don’t want to be in the swim, I guess it’s your business.”

I sat down in a chair and pretended to read a book, but out of the corner of my eye I kept watching Petey. He was a torn man. First he looked at the coat with the expression of a waif at a bakery window. Then he turned away and set his jaw resolutely. Then he looked back at the coat, with even more longing in his face. Then he turned away, but with not so much resolution this time. Back and forth his head swiveled
 ⑥
 , desire waxing, resolution waning. Finally he didn’t turn away at all; he just stood and stared with mad lust at the coat.




“It isn’t as though I was in love with Polly,” he said thickly. “Or going steady or anything like that.”

“That’s right,” I murmured.

“What’s Polly to me, or me to Polly?”

“Not a thing,” said I.

“It’s just been a casual kick—just a few laughs, that’s all.”

“Try on the coat,” said I.

He complied. The coat bunched high over his ears and dropped all the way down to his shoe tops. He looked like a mound of dead raccoons. “Fits fine,” he said happily.


I rose from my chair. “Is it a deal?” I asked,
 extending my hand.

He swallowed
 ⑦
 . “It’s a deal,” he said and shook my hand.




I had my first date with Polly the following evening. This was in the nature of a survey; I wanted to find out just how much work I had to do to get her mind up to the standard I required. I took her first to dinner. “Gee, that was a delish dinner,” she said as we left the restaurant. Then I took her to a movie. “Gee, that was a marvy movie,” she said as we left the theatre. And then I took her home. “Gee, I had a sensaysh time,” she said as she bade me good night.

I went back to my room with a heavy heart. I had gravely underestimated the size of my task. This girl’s lack of information was terrifying. Nor would it be enough merely to supply her with information. First she had to be taught to think. This loomed as a project of no small dimensions, and at first I was tempted to give her back to Petey. But then I got to thinking about her abundant physical charms and about the way she entered a room and the way she handled a knife and fork, and I decided to make an effort.





冷静如我，长于逻辑。敏捷、精明、睿智、尖刻、机灵，这些词汇构成了我的全部。我的大脑像电机一样发达，像化学家的天平一样精准，像手术刀一样犀利。想想看吧！我才18岁而已。




年纪轻轻就智力超群的人可不常有。就拿我的大学室友彼蒂·贝勒
 斯来说吧，同样的年龄相同的经历，却笨得像头牛。从外表看上去，小伙子无可挑剔，可惜脑子里却空空如也。意气用事，反复无常，缺乏主见。更要命的是，爱赶时髦。时髦这东西，在我看来毫无理智可言。不管流行什么，都一股脑地跟风，大家怎样自己就怎样，完全没脑子——要我说，这简直愚不可及。但是彼蒂可不这么想。

一天下午，我看见彼蒂躺在床上，脸上一幅痛苦不堪的表情，我立马断定他是得了阑尾炎。“别动弹，”我说，“也别吃什么泻药，我这就叫医生来。”

“浣熊。”他依稀咕哝着。

“浣熊？”我重复了一声，连忙刹住脚步。

“我要浣熊皮大衣。”他大声嚎啕。

我明白了，他不是身体不适，而是精神痛苦。“要浣熊皮大衣干嘛？”

“我早该知道，”他哭喊着，不住地捶打太阳穴，“查尔斯顿舞卷土重来时我就该知道它们又会时兴起来。可我却像个傻瓜把钱都花在了课本上，现在我拿什么买浣熊皮大衣啊。”

“你是说，”我表示怀疑地问道，“人们真的又开始穿浣熊皮大衣了？”

“没看见校园里那些潮人都在穿嘛。你都去哪混了？”




“泡图书馆。”我交代了个貌似不受潮人欢迎的地方。

他从床上一跃而起，在房间里踱来踱去。“我一定得弄到一件浣熊皮大衣，”他显得很激动，“非到手不可！”

“彼蒂，这又何必呢？理智地想想看。浣熊皮大衣不太卫生，还掉毛，还有味道，还很笨重，还不怎么好看，还……”

“你根本不懂，”他不耐烦地打断了我，“现在的法宝就是它。难道你不想跟上潮流吗？”

“不想。”我实话实说。

“好吧，我可想着呢，”他肯定地说，“我愿意拿一切来换一件浣熊皮大衣。一切！”

我的大脑如同精密仪器，即刻高速运转起来。“一切？”我仔细打量着他。

“一切。”回答干脆响亮。

我若有所思地抚了抚下巴。巧了，我知道上哪能弄到一件浣熊皮大衣。我父亲读大学时穿过那么一件，现在正躺在我家阁楼的衣箱底呢。更巧的是，彼蒂刚好也有我想要的。尽管他还不算是拥有，但至少他是有优先权的。我说的是他的女朋友波莉·埃斯皮
 。

我觊觎波莉·埃斯皮已经很久了。我得强调下，我向往这位妙龄女郎可不是出于动了感情。的确，她是那种会让人心动的姑娘，但我绝不是那种会让情感占据理智的人。我想得到波莉是经过了深思熟虑、完全理智的衡量。




我现在是法学院一年级学生，过不了几年就要独挡一面。我深知，一个合适的妻子对律师的前途来说至关重要。据我观察，凡事业有成的律师大都会找一位美丽优雅而又聪慧的妻子来辅助自己。抛开一点不看，波莉堪称最佳人选。美丽非她莫属。优雅她亦兼备。唯独缺乏智慧。事实上她完全背道而驰。但我相信，假以我的调教，她会开窍的。不管怎么说，这都值得一试，毕竟，改造一个有姿色的笨女人，要比让一个有脑子的丑女人变漂亮来得容易吧。

“彼蒂，”我开口了，“你在和波莉·埃斯皮谈恋爱吗？”

“我觉得这姑娘很迷人，”他回答，“但我不知道这是不是你所谓的恋爱。干嘛？”

“那么，”我接着问，“你和她之间有认真吗？我是说，你们有没有确定关系或类似这种？”

“没有，我们只是常常见面，但我们各自也都有别的约会。干嘛？”

“有没有，”我兀自问下去，“某个她特别钟情的人？”

“据我所知是没有的。干嘛？”




我满意地点了点头。“那也就是说，一旦你让位，她身边就没人了。对吧？”

“我想是吧。你到底要干嘛？”

“没，没什么。”我若无其事地应着，从壁橱里拖出手提箱。

“你去哪儿啊？”彼蒂问我。

“回家度周末。”我草草地给提箱里塞了点东西。

“快看。”周一上午一回来我就找到彼蒂。我飞快地拉开提箱，把眼前这件硕大的毛茸茸的还在散发怪味的东西展示给他。这件浣熊皮大衣还是我父亲在1925年开着斯图兹勇士跑车时穿的。

“太好了！”彼蒂崇敬地叹道。他把手插进浣熊皮毛里感受着，随之他的脸也埋了进去，嘴里不断说着，“太好了！”如此重复了一二十遍。

“想要吗？”我问他。

“想啊！”他大喊着把那副油滑的皮毛揽入怀中。紧接着他眼里露出了一丝警惕的神色，“你要从我这换什么呢？”

“你的女朋友。”我直言不讳。

“波莉？”他惊恐地喃喃。“你想要波莉？”

“正是。”

他把大衣撇弃一边。“没门。”他显得很决绝。

我耸耸肩，“好吧。要是你不想跟所谓的潮流的话，我也没什么好勉强你的。”




我搬过一把椅子，假装坐下来看书，可眼角的余光却一直瞟着彼蒂。他陷入了极度的不安中。他先是垂涎地望着这件皮大衣，神情像极了流浪儿驻足于面包店橱窗前的馋样。接着，他扭过头去，下巴坚决地一沉。可没过一会儿，他又回过头去把目光投向那件皮大衣，脸上露出更加渴望的神情。等他再扭过头去时，显然没有刚才那么坚决了。他的头就这么扭过来转过去，愈看愈爱不释手，决心越来越不足。最后他干脆死死地盯住皮大衣，一动不动，眼中噙满贪婪。

“好像我和波莉算不上是在恋爱吧，”他有些含混地说。“也没有确定关系或类似这种。”

“这才对嘛。”我小声附和。

“波莉对我算得了什么？我对波莉又算得了什么？”

“不算什么。”

“只不过是玩玩罢了——在一起寻开心，如此而已。”

“可以试穿了。”我说。

他照做。大衣高高隆起盖住了耳朵，下摆则一直曳到脚面，整个人看上去活像一具浣熊尸体堆在那里。他高兴地说：“挺合适的。”

我从椅子上站起身。“可以成交了吗？”边说边向他伸出了手。

他轻易地就答应了。“成交。”说着握了握我的手。




第二天晚上，我就和波莉第一次约会了。约会的目的其实是考察她，我想先摸清到底我有多少工作要做，才能把她的大脑训练到我的标准。我先带她去吃饭，离开餐馆时她嗲声说：“哇噻，好好吃啊。”然后我又带她去看了场电影，走出影院时她又嗲声说：“哇噻，好好看哪。”再然后我送她回家，临别道晚安时她还是嗲声说：“哇噻，玩得好好呀。”

我心情沉重地回到寝室。我严重地低估了整个任务的艰巨性。这姑娘知识贫乏得不是一点两点，以至于光给她灌输知识也是无济于事的。首先得教会她思考才行。这可绝非易事，浩大工程赫然摆在面前，我都想把这烫手山芋还给彼蒂算了。可转念我又想到她举手投足间的无穷魅力，想到她走进房间时的款款步态，想到她运用刀叉时的娴熟仪态，我还是决定下番功夫。









【美丽校训励我心】

『University of Edinburgh: The learned can see twice.
 』

『爱丁堡大学：智者能够透过现象看本质。』
































Love Is a Fallacy (2)　爱是谬误（2）

Max Shulman









“Polly,” I said to her when I picked her up on our next date, “tonight we are going over to the knoll and talk.”

“Oo, terrif,” she replied. One thing I will say for this girl: you would go far to find another so agreeable.

We went to the Knoll, the campus trysting
 ①
 place, and we sat down under an old oak, and she looked at me expectantly. “What are we going to talk about?” she asked.

“Logic.”

She thought this over for a minute and decided she liked it. “Magnif,” she said.

“Logic,” I said, clearing my throat, “is the science of thinking. Before we can think correctly, we must first learn to recognize the common fallacies of logic. These we will take up tonight.”


“Wow-dow!” she cried, clapping her hands
 delightedly. I winced
 ②
 , but went bravely on. “First let us examine the fallacy called Dicto Simpliciter.”




“By all means,” she urged, batting her lashes eagerly.

“Dicto Simpliciter means an argument based on an unqualified generalization. For example: Exercise is good. Therefore everybody should exercise.”

“I agree,” said Polly earnestly. “I mean exercise is wonderful. I mean it builds the body and everything.”

“Polly,” I said gently, “the argument is a fallacy. Exercise is good is an unqualified generalization. For instance, if you have heart disease, exercise is bad, not good. Many people are ordered by their doctors not to exercise. You must qualify the generalization. You must say exercise is usually good, or exercise is good for most people. Otherwise you have committed a Dicto Simpliciter. Do you see?”

“No,” she confessed. “But this is marvy. Do more! Do more!”

“It will be better if you stop tugging at my sleeve,” I told her, and when she desisted
 ③
 , I continued. “Next we take up a fallacy called Hasty Generalization. Listen carefully: You can’t speak French. Petey Bellows can’t speak French. I must therefore conclude that nobody at the University of Minnesota can speak French.”




“Really?” said Polly, amazed. “Nobody?” I hid my exasperation
 ④
 . “Polly, it’s a fallacy. The generalization is reached too hastily. There are too few instances to support such a conclusion.”

“Know any more fallacies?” she asked breathlessly. “This is more fun than dancing even.”

I fought off a wave of despair. I was getting nowhere with this girl, absolutely nowhere. Still, I am nothing if not persistent. I consulted my watch. “I think we’d better call it a night. I’ll take you home now, and you go over all the things you’ve learned. We’ll have another session tomorrow night.”

Seated under the oak the next evening I said, “Our first fallacy tonight is called Ad Misericordiam.” She quivered with delight.

“Listen closely,” I said. “A man applies for a job. When the boss asks him what his qualifications are, he replies that he has a wife and six children at home, the wife is a helpless cripple, the children have nothing to eat, no clothes to wear, no shoes on their feet, there are no beds in the house, no coal in the cellar, and winter is coming.”

A tear rolled down each of Polly’s pink cheeks. “Oh, this is awful, awful,” she sobbed.“Yes, it’s awful,” I agreed, “but it’s no argument. The man never answered the boss’s question about his qualifications. Instead he appealed to the boss’s sympathy. He committed the fallacy of Ad Misericordiam. Do you understand?”




“Have you got a handkerchief?” she blubbered.

I handed her a handkerchief and tried to keep from screaming while she wiped her eyes. “Next,” I said in a carefully controlled tone, “we will discuss False Analogy. Here is an example: Students should be allowed to look at their textbooks during examinations. After all, surgeons have X-rays to guide them during an operation, lawyers have briefs to guide them during a trial, carpenters have blueprints to guide them when they are building a house. Why, then, shouldn’t students be allowed to look at their textbooks during an examination?”

“There now,” she said enthusiastically, “is the most marvy idea I’ve heard in years.”

“Polly,” I said testily, “the argument is all wrong. Doctors, lawyers, and carpenters aren’t taking a test to see how much they have learned, but students are. The situations are altogether different, and you can’t make an analogy between them.”

“I still think it’s a good idea,” said Polly.

“Nuts,” I muttered. One more chance, I decided. But just one more. There is a limit to what flesh and blood can bear. “The next fallacy is called Poisoning the Well.”




“How cute!” she gurgled.

“Two men are having a debate. The first one gets up and says, ‘My opponent is a notorious liar. You can’t believe a word that he is going to say.’ ... Now, Polly, think. Think hard. What’s wrong?” I watched her closely as she knit her creamy brow in concentration. Suddenly a glimmer of intelligence—the first I had seen—came into her eyes. “It’s not fair,” she said with indignation
 ⑤
 . “It’s not a bit fair. What chance has the second man got if the first man calls him a liar before he even begins talking?”

“Right!” I cried exultantly. “One hundred percent right. It’s not fair. The first man has poisoned the well before anybody could drink from it. He has hamstrung
 ⑥
 his opponent before he could even start ... Polly, I’m proud of you.”

“Pshaws,” she murmured, blushing with pleasure.

“You see, my dear, these things aren’t so hard. All you have to do is concentrate. Think—examine—evaluate. Come now, let’s review everything we have learned.”

“Fire away,” she said with an airy wave of her hand.

Heartened by the knowledge that Polly was not altogether a cretin, I began a long, patient review of all I had told her. Over and over and over again I cited instances, pointed out flaws, kept hammering away without letup. It was like digging a tunnel. Five grueling nights with this took, but it was worth it. I had made a logician out of Polly; I had taught her to think. My job was done. She was worthy of me, at last. It must not be thought that I was without love for this girl. Quite the contrary. Just as Pygmalion loved the perfect woman he had fashioned, so I loved mine. I decided to acquaint her with my feelings at our very next meeting. The time had come to change our relationship from academic to romantic.








“Polly,” I said when next we sat beneath our oak, “tonight we will not discuss fallacies.”

“Aw, gee,” she said, disappointed. “My dear,” I said, favoring her with a smile, “we have now spent five evenings together. We have gotten along splendidly. It is clear that we are well matched.”

“Hasty Generalization,” said Polly brightly. “I beg your pardon,” said I. “Hasty Generalization,” she repeated. “How can you say that we are well matched on the basis of only five dates?” I chuckled with amusement. The dear child had learned her lessons well. “My dear,” I said, patting her hand in a tolerant manner, “five dates is plenty. After all, you don’t have to eat a whole cake to know that it’s good.”




“False Analogy,” said Polly promptly. “I’m not a cake. I’m a girl.” I chuckled with somewhat less amusement. The dear child had learned her lessons perhaps too well. I decided to change tactics. Obviously the best approach was a simple, strong, direct declaration of love. I paused for a moment while my massive brain chose the proper word. Then I began: “Polly, I love you. You are the whole world to me, the moon and the stars and the constellations of outer space. Please, my darling, say that you will go steady with me, for if you will not, life will be meaningless. I will languish. I will refuse my meals. I will wander the face of the earth, a shambling, hollow-eyed hulk.” There, I thought, folding my arms, that ought to do it.

“Ad Misericordiam,” said Polly. I ground my teeth. I was not Pygmalion; I was Frankenstein, and my monster had me by the throat. Frantically I fought back the tide of panic surging through me; at all costs I had to keep cool. “Polly,” I croaked, “you mustn’t take all these things so literally. I mean this is just classroom stuff. You know that the things you learn in school don’t have anything to do with life.”




“Dicto Simpliciter,” she said, wagging her finger at me playfully. That did it. I leaped to my feet, bellowing like a bull. “Will you or will you not go steady with me?”

“I will not,” she replied.

“Why not?” I demanded.

“Because this afternoon I promised Petey Bellows that I would go steady with him.” I reeled back,
 overcome with the infamy
 ⑦
 of it. After he promised, after he made a deal, after he shook my hand! “The rat!” I shrieked, kicking up great chunks of turf. “You can’t go with him, Polly. He’s a liar. He’s a cheat. He’s a rat.”

“Poisoning the Well ,” said Polly, “and stop shouting. I think shouting must be a fallacy too.”

With an immense effort of will, I modulated
 ⑧
 my voice. “All right,” I said. “You’re a logician. Let’s look at this thing logically. How could you choose Petey Bellows over me? Look at me—a brilliant student, a tremendous intellectual, a man with an assured future. Look at Petey—a knothead, a jitterbug, a guy who’ll never know where his next meal is coming from. Can you give me one logical reason why you should go steady with Petey Bellows?”




“I certainly can,” declared Polly. “He’s got a raccoon coat.”









“波莉，”当我再次接她约会时，我对她说，“今晚我们去小山那边谈心好吗？”

“喔，太好了。”她应道。得为这姑娘说句公道话：像她这么惟命是从的可不多见。

我们去了小山那儿——校园情侣经常幽会的地方。我们靠着一棵老橡树坐下，她的眼神中满怀期待。“我们要谈些什么呢？”她问。

“逻辑。”

她反应了一阵，觉得自己会喜欢。“不错呀。”她说。

“逻辑，”我清了清嗓子，继续说，“是一门思考的学问。在我们能正确思考之前，必须先学会辨别逻辑上常见的谬误。这就是我们今晚要谈到的内容。”

“哇哦！”她拍手欢呼起来。我不禁一皱眉，但还是鼓起勇气继续。“首先我们来看一下谬误中什么叫绝对判断。”

“当然可以。”她急切地眨巴着眼睛，催促我说下去。

“绝对判断是指依据无条件泛指得出的论断。举个例子：我们说运动有益。因此人人都应该运动。”




“我同意呀，”波莉一脸诚恳。“我觉得运动很了不起。要我说运动能提高身体素质，强健人体的各个方面。”

“波莉，”我温和地说，“这个论断是有漏洞的。运动有益，这是个无条件的泛指。比如说，假如你患有心脏病，那么运动非但无益，还会有害健康。有不少人遵照医嘱是不能运动的。因此你必须对这个泛指加以限定。你应该说，运动通常是有益的。或者，对大多数人来说运动是有益的。否则你就犯了绝对判断的错误。懂了吗？”

“没懂，”她承认。“但听上去很神。再讲！再讲！”

“你最好别这么拉我的袖子，”我对她说。等她住了手，我继续往下进行。“下面我们来讲讲叫做草率结论的谬误。仔细听好：你不会讲法语。彼蒂·贝勒斯也不会讲法语。因此我推断出明尼苏达大学没人会讲法语。”

“真的吗？”波莉很好奇，“谁都不会？”我压了压火，“波莉，我们在讲谬误。这个推论得出的太草率了，因为能使之成立的例证太少。”

“还有什么好玩的谬误吗？”她因兴奋而呼吸急促，“这可比跳舞有意思多了。”

我极力不让自己陷入沮丧。这姑娘根本不长进，简直是对牛弹琴。不管怎么说，除了坚持下去我别无选择。我看了看表，“我想今晚先到这吧。我送你回家，回去后把刚刚学的回想一下。明晚我们再继续。”




次日晚再次坐在橡树下，由我开始，“今晚我们要学的第一个谬误叫做文不对题。”她高兴得一阵颤栗。

“注意听，”我说，“有人想申请工作。老板问他具备什么条件，他回答说家有妻儿。妻子残疾无劳动能力，六个孩子嗷嗷待哺，衣不蔽体打着赤脚。家里穷到没床可睡，没煤取暖，而冬天眼看就要来了。”

眼泪顺着波莉粉红的面颊滑落。“啊，真是太悲惨了，太悲惨了，”她啜泣着。“没错，是挺惨的，”我表示赞同，“但这不是理由。这个人根本没有回答出老板问及的能力问题，而是诉诸同情。他据此犯了文不对题的错误。明白了吗？”

“你带手帕了吗？”她哽咽着问。

我把手帕递给她。看她在那儿只顾抹眼泪，我真忍不住想吼她。“下一个，”我竭力稳住声调，“我们要讨论的是错误类比。看例子：应该允许学生开卷考试。毕竟医生手术时有X光参照，律师出庭时有案宗参照，木匠盖房时有图纸参照，那么，为什么学生考试时就不能有课本参照呢？”

“就这个，”她一下来了兴致，“可算是我这些年来听过的最赞的点子了。”

“波莉，”我开始不耐烦了，“这个论证过程是错的。医生也好，律师还是木匠也罢，他们都不需要通过考试来检验学习效果，只有学生如此。所以，这是完全不同的两种情形，你不能把这两者予以类比。”




“可我还是觉得这主意不错。”波莉说。

“神经病。”我咕哝着。再试一个，我不死心。就最后一个。常人的忍耐终究是有限度的。“下一个谬误叫井下投毒。”

“好有趣的说法！”她咯咯笑。

“两个人在争辩。第一个先站起身说，‘我的对手是个声名狼藉的骗子，他所说的每一句话都不可信。’……现在，波莉，你想想看，好好想想，这话里有什么问题？”我目不转睛地看着她，只见她细密如脂的双眉在极度思索中凝成一团。突然间，她眼中似灵光乍现，这可是我第一次见她这样。“这不公平，”她很气愤。“一点都不公平。第二个人还没等开口就被第一个人说成了骗子，那他还怎么为自己辩护啊？”

“太对了！”我大喜过望地喊了出来。“百分之百正确。就是不公平。第一个人先于井中下了毒，以致其他人都无法喝到井水。他还不待对手开口就先行中伤了他……波莉，我真为你骄傲。”

“哪有。”她小声说，喜得面庞都红了。

“亲爱的，看到了吧，这些问题并没有那么难。你要做的就是用心。思考——审视——评判，如此三步。来，我们把所学过的东西再一起复习一遍。”




“开始吧。”她边说边快活地晃了晃手臂。

看到波莉还不至于那么冥顽不灵，我也来劲了，领着她开始了漫长而又耐心的复习过程。一遍又一遍地，我反复列举例子，指出漏洞，不知疲倦地灌输下去。这个过程就好似在挖一条隧道。整整辛苦了五个晚上，努力总算没有白费。我终于将波莉打造成了逻辑学家，我教会了她如何思考。大功告成，她终于配得上我了。不要以为我对这姑娘毫无感情，恰恰相反。正如皮格马利翁珍爱他一手塑造的完美女神一样，我也非常爱我的波莉。我决定下次见面时向她告白，是时候把我们的关系由师生转化为男女之情了。





“波莉，”当我们再次坐在橡树下时，我说，“今晚我们不需要讨论谬误了。”

“唔，不好玩，”她显得很失望。“亲爱的，”我一脸笑意地讨好她，“我们已经一起度过了五个美妙的夜晚，相处十分融洽。显然我们两个很相配。”

“草率结论，”波莉伶俐地回应。“再说一遍，”我有点懵。“草率结论，”她重复给我。“你怎能仅凭短短的五次约会就断定我们很相配呢？”我饶有兴致地暗自发笑。我的可人儿功课学得可真不错。“亲爱的，”我带着纵容之意拍拍她的手，“五次约会就不少了呀。毕竟你也不需要吃下整个蛋糕就可以尝出味道的好坏来啊。”




“错误类比，”波莉反应敏捷。“我可不是蛋糕，我是女孩子。”这回我笑得有点勉强。我的可人儿功课怕是学得太好了。我决定改变策略。显然，最好的办法莫过于简单直接地深情向她示爱。我沉吟了片刻，用我发达的大脑检索着最恰切的字眼。然后我咏叹道：“波莉，我爱你。你就是我的全世界，是月亮，是星辰，是宇宙的全部星宿。请你，我亲爱的，许给我这一生。如果你拒绝了我，我的生命将失去意义。我将从此萎靡下去，不思茶饭，如一具空壳游荡世间，步履蹒跚，两眼深陷。”话已至此，我含情脉脉地张着双臂，心想，这下一定可以打动她。

“文不对题。”波莉不为所动。我牙齿磨得嘎吱响。我哪里是皮格马利翁，我分明是弗兰肯斯坦，被我的怪兽扼住了喉咙。我拼命控制住内心泛起的恐慌。无论如何，我都要保持冷静。“波莉，”我声音嘶哑，“不要死板地搬弄这些知识。我是说，这些在课堂上运用一下就够了。你知道，学校里学来的东西与现实并不搭界。”

“绝对判断。”她说道，还戏弄地朝我摇了摇手指。这下我彻底火了。我气得跳脚，公牛般咆哮。“你到底要不要跟我在一起？”

“不要。”她回答。

“为什么不？”我追问。

“因为今天下午我答应了彼蒂·贝勒斯要和他在一起。”我被彼蒂的无耻之举怔住，不由得倒退了几步。这厮不是一脸诚恳地许诺了么，不是说好跟我做交易的么，不是还假惺惺地握了我的手么！“卑鄙的家伙！”我一声尖叫，把脚下的一大块草皮踢了起来。“你不能跟他在一起，波莉。他撒谎，他骗人，他可耻。”




“井下投毒，”波莉接过话茬，“别嚷嚷了。我想大声叫嚷也算是一种谬误吧。”

我以极大的意志力缓和住语气。“好吧，”我认输。“现在你是逻辑学家。那就让我们用逻辑来分析一下这件事。你怎么会选择彼蒂·贝勒斯而不选择我呢？看看我——有才华，有学识，有前途。再看看彼蒂——易冲动，易紧张，就是个连明天都不晓得在哪的家伙。你能给我个合乎逻辑的理由吗，为什么要跟彼蒂·贝勒斯在一起？”

“当然可以，”波莉毫不示弱。“他有浣熊皮大衣。”









【美丽校训励我心】

『Toronto University: As a tree with the passage of time.
 』

『多伦多大学：像大树一样随着时间成长。』
























[image: 梅花.jpg]

 注释 [image: 梅花.jpg]






①
 tryst [trɪst]
 v. 约会，
 幽会


②
 wince [wɪns]
 v. 畏缩，
 退缩；
 面部抽搐，
 皱眉头


③
 desist [dɪˈsɪst]
 v. 停止，
 断念，
 克制不干


④
 exasperation [ɪɡˌzæspəˈreʃən]
 n. 恼怒，
 激怒；
 惹人愤怒的事


⑤
 indignation [ˌɪndɪɡˈneʃən]
 n. 愤怒，
 愤慨，
 义愤


⑥
 hamstring [ˈhæmˌstrɪŋ]
 v. 割断……
 的腘腱，
 使瘸腿；
 使无能为力，
 削弱……
 的活动能力


⑦
 infamy [ˈɪnfəmi]
 n. 臭名，
 声名狼藉；
 恶行，
 丑事


⑧
 modulate [ˈmɑdʒəˌlet]
 v. 调节，
 调整；
 转调，
 变调














Deck the Halls　装点圣诞

Melanie Fester









Christmas in my house was always a major event. My mom insisted that we play Christmas music and only Christmas music—all the time and starting two weeks before the “big day”. We’d bake Santa-shaped cookies and give them to our friends and neighbors. Every year, my sister and I decorated the house with porcelain figurines that had been in the family for eons
 ①
 . Each year we’d track down the perfect tree at the local “U-Cut” Christmas-tree farm.

Of course, I’ll admit that there were times when the mere thought of spending yet another Saturday listening to Bing and Mom crooning
 ②
 “White Christmas
 ” made me want to stuff a stocking down any songster’s merry little throat. And the prospect of my annual fight with my sister over the ideal shape of a Douglas fir was about as appealing as, say, running into Steve Urkel under the mistletoe.

Then I went to college. Sure, there was no curfew
 ③
 , no obligatory family dinners; but when December rolled around, there was also no baking, decorating or music. Just the exam panic and 3:00 A.M. diet soda binges
 ④
 . By December 13, with ten more anxiety-filled days to go before my last final, I was totally depressed and desperately homesick. I decided to take action.




“This stinks,” I declared to my equally stressed-out roommate. “Put down your highlighter pen. I need a little Christmas, right this very minute. Carols at the window, candles on the spinet!” It was bad. I was leaking sappy
 ⑤
 Christmas tunes from home, and I knew I had to do something about it—quick! Luckily, my roommate was feeling the same way. We both tossed our books aside and prepared to outdo Macy’s with our version of Christmas cheer.

In a Martha Stewart-like frenzy, we fashioned red and green construction paper into signs that read “MERRY XMAS” and taped them to our walls. Then we cut snowflake wannabes
 ⑥
 from typing paper and made our own winter wonderland. We microwaved popcorn, strung some of it, ate most of it, and then hung the strings artfully around the room.


Finally, we stepped back to examine our work.
 Something was missing. Andy Williams singing “Joy to the World
 ”? Antler headbands? No, duh—lights! So we grabbed a cab to the nearest discount store and bought miles of multicolored bulbs.




Back in our room, we went through three rolls of duct tape trying to get the look we so desperately craved. Around the door, veering erratically
 ⑦
 across the ceiling and up the window, we fashioned an impressionistic Christmas-tree shape. When we plugged the lights in, it was a sight to behold. I popped a Christmas tape that my mom had sent me into the tape deck, and the moment was complete.

To further foster the feeling of Christmas, I insisted that the group of girls on my floor do a secret Santa gift exchange. Everybody drew a name out of a hat and bought that person a gift. Then we all got together, opened our presents and tried to guess who our secret Santa was. Sitting there in a sea of shower gels, posters of cute guys and Lifesaver’s Sweet Storybooks, I started choking up. It was at that moment I realized how special, wonderful and beautiful my mom had made this holiday for all of us in our family. It was a part of me, even if I was locked in a dorm with a bunch of girls cramming for exams, I had to have it.

Sure, it was Christmas college-style with Rice Krispy treats instead of rice pudding, and Pearl Jam instead of the Hallelujah Chorus; but we were stuck at school, and we got to create our own traditions. I’m a senior now, and we still do the secret Santa thing. My roommate and I have also lugged boxes of ornaments and hauled nasty-looking fake Christmas trees around from dorms to two apartments, but as long as I live, I will never forget our first heartfelt, makeshift college Christmas.








圣诞对我们家来说一直都是个重大活动。距离这个“大日子”还有两周开始，妈妈就会让我们天天播放圣诞音乐，并且只许放圣诞音乐。我们会烘焙出圣诞老人形状的饼干，分发给我们的朋友和邻居。每一年，姐姐和我都会翻出那些老家底似的陶瓷小雕像来装饰房间。年年我们都要到当地的“原生态”圣诞树农场，去挑选一棵最好的圣诞树。

当然，我得承认，有时候光是想想我在周末又要听着妈妈跟随平·克劳斯贝一起深情合唱《白色圣诞》，我就恨不得拿圣诞袜套堵住这些歌手那轻快的小嗓。而每年我和姐姐都会为了冷杉的理想形状打得不可开交，这场好戏的看头要我说来，不亚于在槲寄生下撞见了斯蒂夫·厄克尔。

然后我就上了大学。这下肯定没有宵禁一说了，也没有一家人聚餐的义务了；可是当12月又临近之时，曾经的烘培时光、装饰活动，乃至圣诞音乐也都随着消失不见了。剩下的只有考前的恐慌，以及凌晨3点还在狂饮低糖苏打水提神醒脑。捱到12月13日，距离期末考试还有十来天，想想自己还要在焦虑中度过，我彻底郁闷了，并且极度想家。我决定采取措施。




“真是糟透了，”我向同样快要被压力逼疯的室友们抱怨，“放下你们手中的记号笔。我需要点圣诞的感觉，一刻都等不及了。窗户里飘出颂歌，琴台上燃着蜡烛！”这可不好，我竟多愁善感地在哼家中的圣诞曲了。我知道我得为此做点什么——要快！好在我的室友们也都有着同样的情绪。我们不约而同地把书抛向一边，开始着手筹备我们自己的圣诞庆祝活动，大有赶超梅西百货之势呢。

在一阵玛莎·斯图尔特般的狂潮中，我们用红色和绿色的美术纸制作出了“圣诞快乐”的字样，粘贴在墙上。我们又用打印纸裁出雪花的形状，布置出我们的冰雪仙境。我们还用微波加热出爆米花，吃掉了大部分，留下一小部分巧妙地一串串穿起来，悬挂在房间里。

最后，我们退远些看了看效果，好像缺了点什么。少了安迪·威廉姆斯演唱的《普世欢腾》？少了鹿角头饰？哦，不——是少了彩灯！于是我们拦下一辆的士，赶往最近的打折卖场，买下了好几米长的彩灯泡。

回到寝室，急于营造出想要的效果，我们用光了三卷密封胶带。门的四周环了一圈，向顶棚不规则地铺过去，又搭在窗子上，绕出一个印象派的圣诞树形状。当我们通上电，灯泡亮起来时，眼前的景象令我们都看呆了。我把妈妈寄给我的磁带倏地塞进收音机里，圣诞音乐响起来，这一时刻终于圆满了。




为了更好地加深圣诞气氛，我提议让我们这一层的女孩相互间秘密交换圣诞礼物。我们把每个人的名字做成纸条放在帽子里，大家抽到谁就给谁准备一份礼物。然后我们都聚到一起，拆开各自的礼物，猜猜自己的这位神秘圣诞老人是谁。坐拥着一大堆的沐浴露、帅哥海报以及“救生圈”故事书装薄荷糖，我禁不住抽噎起来。那一刻我突然意识到，妈妈精心为我们这一家人布置出的圣诞节日是多么特别，多么精彩，多么美妙。它已经成为我无法割舍的一部分，哪怕是我被关在寝室和一屋女孩为考试忙得昏天暗地之际，我还是需要这个节日陪伴我。

当然，我们的这个圣诞是象牙塔风格的，米通充当了米饭布丁，Pearl Jam乐队替代了哈利路亚大合唱；然而，我们正被困在学校里，只能自己这样变通传统。如今我已经读大四了，我们仍在庆祝圣诞交换神秘礼物。哪怕是一再地更换住处，我和室友还是会不怕费力地拖拽上满盒子的装饰品和难看的塑料圣诞树，在寝室和两处公寓楼间辗转。恐怕在这一生中，我永远都不会忘记最初在学校过的那个临时拼凑但却情真意切的圣诞节。












【美丽校训励我心】

  『University of Sydney: The stars change, the mind the same.
 』

『悉尼大学：斗转星移，我心永恒。』
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①
 eon [ˈiən]
 n. 极漫长的时期，
 万古，
 千万年


②
 croon [krun]
 v. 低声哼唱，
 轻吟；
 悲叹，
 呻吟


③
 curfew [ˈkə:fju]
 n. 宵禁，
 宵禁令，
 宵禁时间


④
 binge [bɪndʒ]
 n. 狂欢作乐，
 狂饮；
 无节制的狂热行动；
 社交集会


⑤
 sappy [ˈsɑpi]
 adj. 树汁多的
 ；
 精力充沛的
 ；
 多愁善感的





⑥
 wannabe [ˈwɑnəˌbi]
 n. 效仿者


⑦
 erratically [ɪˈrætɪkli]
 adv. 不规则地，
 不定地；
 古怪地，
 反常地














My Graduation Trip　毕业旅行

Shogo Kanayama









At the end of that year, it snowed even in Sakai: a small town in Osaka where snow has seldom lain, most likely, because of global warming. I looked out of the window, when fine snow was falling silently under a bleak
 ①
 overcast sky. Before long, the snow turned to large snowflakes and began fluttering down ceaselessly. Everything in my temple-yard became white with snow in an instant, and silence settled over the surroundings.

The snow landscape reminds me of my school days. I will never forget the simplicity and the sentiment I had on my solitary trip to the northern region of Japan before graduating from university. It was snowing lightly on a February night when I finished writing my graduation thesis. I packed up my few belongings and left my rooming house for Ueno Station to take a night train bound for Sendai, holding a one-week discount excursion ticket tightly in my hand. In those days, it was popular for poor students to go youth-hostelling with a student discount. I could get on and off over and over again at any station for a five-thousand-yen ticket, by express but with an unreserved seat, and to lodge for five hundred yen per night. The price included two meals as well. Hunger is the best sauce; that was no time to be picky about the food. I thought that trip might be the last chance for me to use the student discount. Some friends from the snowy district said that it was a ridiculous idea to make a trip on such cold days simply because I wanted to see snow, not to ski. But no matter what anybody said, I just wanted to see a snow landscape as the last memory of my school days; I had had a strong yearning for the life in a region with heavy snowfalls. Actually, I had no interest in skiing, or rather I could not afford to, I should say. I was living on a tight budget and I had no money to spare. Such an expensive sport was simply beyond my means. I lived on a monthly allowance and a part-time job, but the most part of it usually ended up being spent on drinking. I used to go on a spree
 ②
 with my friends, then finally I got fed up with it. I wanted to outgrow my playful but frivolous
 ③
 mood in those college days. So I got the idea of going on a trip in an attempt to make a clean break from my flippant
 ④
 days.




Despite the fact that it was almost eleven, Ueno Station, one of the terminal stations for the Tohoku region, was congested with passengers carrying large packages in their hands or on their shoulders. The bell rang loudly each time trains arrived and departed, and just hearing the repeated announcements over the station PA system got on my nerves. Crusted snow was stuck to the window frames of the train which had just arrived from Aomori, giving a shudder
 ⑤
 and grinding to a halt. The paint was off in places and rust had eaten deeply into the metal parts of the old car. Many people poured out of the cars with exhausted looks on their faces. I sat on a bench and savoured a can of beer. That was what I had wanted, I would soon be a man in a carefree solitary trip. I was alone in the buzz of conversation watching those who came and went. Though it was around midnight, I could not even see their shades in the brightly lit station yard. A constant noise, brilliant fluorescent
 ⑥
 lights and the smell of diesel fumes in the air.




“Unless I leave this hustle and bustle of the city, there is no way to get rid of my fatigue,” I mumbled, bidding farewell in my mind to the carefree days of my youth, drinking a toast to myself with the rest of the beer.
















那一年岁暮，连堺市也下起了雪：这个位于大阪府的小城很少飘雪，很可能是全球变暖的效应吧。我向窗外望去，无声的细雪从布满阴霾的天空簌簌落下。没多久，就变成了大片的雪花，漫天不停地纷纷扬扬。我落脚的这座寺庙很快被白雪覆盖了，草木沙石披上了银装，四周一片阒寂。

眼前的雪景令我忆起我的学生时代。我无法忘怀大学临毕业前的那次旅行，我一个人怀着单纯的心意及无名的惆怅去往日本北部。2月的夜晚，当我秉笔做完毕业论文之际，外面正有雪飘飘洒洒。我收拾起本不多的个人物品，离开公寓，前往上野车站搭乘去仙台的夜车，彼时手里正紧紧攥着一周使用期的折扣优待票。那时候，穷学生普遍会选择享受学生优惠的青年旅馆入住。我可以花五千日元买张通票，一路走走停停。途中可以选择特快，只是座位不能预留。住宿每晚只消五百日元，提供两餐。饥饿感可谓最好的佐料，让人没时间对食物挑挑拣拣。我思量着这该是我最后一次享受这优待了。我那些在冰天雪地中生活的朋友都不大理解我会在这样寒冷的天气里想要去往北部，目的却不是滑雪，只是赏景。但不管别人怎么说，我一度很向往到大雪覆盖的地方生活，因此我执意要把这雪国之姿融入学生时代的最后记忆；事实上，我对滑雪并不作兴，或者说是我负担不起，倒更切实。我的生活节衣缩食，并无闲钱。这样一种花费不菲的运动显然超出了我的经济能力。我靠每月的补贴和做兼职过活，但这些钱大部分都用来买醉了。我曾放纵自己与朋友们狂欢畅饮，但最终我还是厌倦了这个样子的我。我想摆脱大学以来这种玩世不恭、不务正业的心境。因此我决定拿起行囊漂泊一次，让我的精神与轻浮的过去彻底决裂。




即便已经夜里11点了，作为东北地区交通枢纽的上野车站还是人头攒动，满是手提或肩扛大包的旅客。每当有火车进出站台，就会有尖锐的铃声响起。广播里不断重复播报着列车信息，听起来颇使人烦。由青森开来的夜车咣当一震，咔嚓嚓停了下来。冻住的积雪挂在窗框上，车身的漆面已经有些斑驳了，铁皮的厢体也被侵蚀得锈迹斑斑。好多人一脸疲惫地涌出车厢。我坐在长椅上，呷着啤酒。这种感觉正是我想要的，不久我就要独自一人踏上闲适的旅程。我游离于嘈杂的环境音外，看着那些人来来往往。尽管已近午夜时分，可车站外依旧灯火通明，根本寻不到人们的一丝影子。空间里流荡着持续不断的噪音，明亮泛白的灯光，以及挥之不去的燃油气味。

“除非离开这熙熙攘攘的城市，否则我没法赶走这副疲惫。”我喃喃自语，在心里阔别了那些肆无忌惮的青春，为自己举杯祝觞，喝光了余下的啤酒。















美丽诗情






Ode to Schoollife　校园生活颂歌

Moz Rauf









In my dreams, sometimes

Your eyes turn, black and white

And we stare the black-board together

Till the speeding chalk, screams a dirty noise

And whenever I look outside the corner window of the classroom

The sun would always, quietly smile

Down that empty hockey field

Where, we would make smoke-rings

As wild as my beloved’s raven eyes!





Now you know how I played hide and seek

With my killing numerical plight

Whenever the mathematics teacher cried

Matrixes, my boys, are a way of life!








Now that the numbers are written all over my face

And the smoke-rings have flown to a distant space

I know how well the matrixes rhyme

And why not to wake up in the middle of a dream!









在我的梦中，有时候

透过你的眼孔，一切都变成黑白

我们一起注视着黑板

直到飞速挥动的粉笔，划出尖厉刺耳的噪音

每当我从教室窗户的一角向外望去

太阳总是悬在当空，静静照耀

日光倾泻在空荡荡的曲棍球场

在那，我们吐着烟圈

狂野得好似恋人乌黑的眼睛！





现在你知道我如何

同我那要命的数字难题躲猫猫

每当数学老师站在那声嘶力竭

矩阵，我的孩子们，是人生之路！





既然这些数字已全然写在我的脸上

那些烟圈也飘向了远方

我才明白这些矩阵是多么顺口




而又是为什么不要从未完的梦中醒来！























































Wherever you go,



no matter what the weather,



always bring your own sunshine.



不论去向何方，



不管境遇如何，



时刻有份阳光心情。















紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译





美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译



8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译






9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译








假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。





策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007
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Chapter 1 成就卓越的声音

Andrew Carnegie：The Road to Success卡耐基：成功之路



James Cameron：Before Avatar……a Curious Boy卡梅隆：《阿凡达》之前那个好奇的小男孩



Dana Gioia：Trade Easy Pleasures for More Complex and Challenging Ones乔伊亚：以简单的愉悦换取更复杂、更有挑战性的快乐



Audrey Hepburn：As Unicef Goodwill Ambassador赫本：作为联合国儿童基金会亲善大使的演讲



William Faulkner：Speech Accepting the Nobel Prize in Literature福克纳：诺贝尔文学奖获奖演说





Chapter 2 彰显智慧的声音

Dan Gilbert：Why Are We Happy吉尔伯特：我们为什么快乐



JillTaylor：MyStrokeofInsight泰勒：你脑中的两个世界



Dave Meslin：The Antidote to Apathy戴夫·梅斯兰：冷漠的解药，让我们不再冷漠



Barry Schwartz：The Paradox of Choice施瓦茨：选择越多，困惑越多



Ben S.Bernanke：How Can We Avoid a Similar Crisis in the Future伯南克：我们如何在将来避免一场类似的危机





Chapter 3 指引未来的声音

Larry Page：Story of Growth佩奇：成长的故事



Jeff Bezos：We Are What We Choose贝佐斯：选择塑造人生



J.K.Rowling：The Fringe Benefits of Failure, and the Importance of Imagination J.K.罗琳：失败的额外收益和想象力的重要性



OprahWinfrey：Feelings, FailureandFinding Happiness奥普拉：感觉、失败及寻找幸福



Tony Blair：Cherishing What You Have Now, and Striving for the Future布莱尔：珍惜现在，把握未来





Chapter 4 荣耀权力的声音

Obama：NewYear’sSpeech2012奥巴马：2012年新年演讲贺词



President George W.Bush’s Inaugural Address小布什：2001年就职演说



William Jefferson Clinton：Oklahoma Bombing Memorial Prayer Service Address克林顿：1995年俄城爆炸悼念演讲



President George H.W.Bush 1989 Inaugural Address老布什：1989年就职演讲



Martin Luther King：I Have a Dream马丁·路德·金：我有一个梦想





二十年后，让你觉得更失望的不是你做过的事，而是你没有做过的事。所以，解开帆索，从安全的港湾里扬帆出行吧。乘着信风，去探索，去梦想，去发现！


Twenty years from now you will be more disappointed by the things that you didn't do than by the ones you did do. So throw off the bowlines.Sail away from the safe harbor.Catch the trade winds in your sails.Explore.Dream.Discover.


Chapter 1　成就卓越的声音

Put your heart, mind, and soul into even your smallest act. This is the secret of success.

即使是再微小不过的事情，你也要投入思想和灵魂用心去做。这就是成功的秘密。


Andrew Carnegie：The Road to Success卡耐基：成功之路

演讲者：安德鲁·卡耐基

地点：科里商学院

时间：1885年

【演讲者简介】

安德鲁·卡耐基（Andrew Carnegie，1835.11.25—1919.08.11），美国最大钢铁制造商，作为“钢铁大王”与“汽车大王”福特、“石油大王”洛克菲勒等名垂美国工业史。功成名就后，他又几乎将全副身家奉献社会，数额足以与死后设立诺贝尔奖金的瑞典科学家、实业家诺贝尔相媲美，由此成为美国人心目中的英雄和个人奋斗的楷模。

It is well that young men should begin at the beginning and occupy the most subordinate positions. Many of the leading businessmen of Pittsburgh had a serious responsibility thrust upon them at the very threshold of their career.They were introduced to the broom, and spent the first hours of their business lives sweeping out the office.I notice we have janitors and jam tresses now in offices, and our young men unfortunately miss that salutary branch of a business education.But if by chance the professional sweeper is absent any morning, the boy who has the genius of the future partner in him will not hesitate to try his hand at the broom.The other day a fond fashionable mother in Michigan asked a young man whether he had even seen a young lady sweep in a room so grandly as her Priscilla.He said so, he never had, and the mother was gratified beyond measure, but then said he, after a pause，“What I should like to see her do is sweep out a room.”It does not hurt the newest comer to sweep out the office if necessary.I was one of those sweepers myself.

Assuming that you have all obtained employment and are fairly started, my advice to you is“aim high”. I would not give a fig for the young man who has not already seen himself the partner or the head of an important firm.Do not rest content for a moment in your thoughts as head clerk, or foreman, or general manager in any concern, no matter how extensive.Say to yourself，“My place is at the top.”Be king in your dreams.

And here is the prime condition of success, the great secret：concentrate your energy, thought, and capital exclusively upon the business in which you are engaged. Having begun in one line, resolve to fight it out on that line, to lead in it, adopt every improvement, have the best machinery, and know the most about it.

The concerns which fail are those which have scattered their capital, which means that they have scattered their brains also. They have investments in this, or that, or the other, here, there, and everywhere.“Don't put all your eggs in one basket”is all wrong.I tell you“put all your eggs in one basket, and then watch that basket”.Look round you and take notice；men who do that do not often fail.It is easy to watch and carry the one basket.It is trying to carry too many baskets, that breaks most eggs in this country.He who carries three baskets must put one on his head, which is apt to tumble and trip him up.One fault of the American businessman is lack of concentration.

To summarize what I have said：Aim for the highest, never enter a bar room；do not touch liquor, or if at all only at meals；never speculate；never indorse beyond your surplus cash fund；make the firm's interest yours；break orders always to save owners；concentrate；put all your eggs in one basket, and watch that basket；expenditure always within revenue；lastly be not impatient, for, as Emerson says，“no one can cheat you out of ultimate success but yourselves.”

其实，年轻人就应该从头做起、从最底层做起。匹兹堡很多商业巨头在创业之初都曾身负“重任”。他们与扫帚相伴，将商业生涯最初的时光消耗在了打扫办公室上。我发现现在办公室里都有保洁员，我们的年轻人也由此而不幸错过了商业教育中有益的一门课。但如果碰巧哪天早上专职保洁员没来，那个具有未来合伙人潜质的小伙子便会毫不犹豫地拿起扫帚。又有一天在密歇根，一位人见人爱的时尚母亲问一个年轻人，是否看见一位扫地扫得十分开心的小姐，也就是她的女儿普里西拉。他说他看见了，其实他并没有看见。这位母亲听后却十分高兴，但过了一会儿他又说：“我是想看见她扫地的。”必要时让新来的员工扫扫地也无妨，也不会有什么损失。我自己就曾经扫过地。

假如你已经被录用，也已经开始工作了，我对你的建议是：要“志存高远”。如果一个年轻人自己都不把自己看作大公司的合伙人或老总，我对他也会不屑一顾。无论你做了总管、领班还是总经理，就算这个职位再高，也不要有任何的满足。告诉你自己：“我注定是巅峰人物。”做你梦中的王者。

现在说一下成功的首要条件，同时也是最大秘诀：将你的精力、思想和资本全部投入到你所从事的事业中。一旦开始一项事业，就是要将这项事业做出一个结果，要做这一行的领军人物，应用所有优化措施，采用顶级硬件设备，透彻钻研专业知识。

一些公司之所以会失败，主要是因为他们分散了资本，这也就意味着他们的精力分散了。他们投资这个项目，又投资那个项目，还投资别的项目；在这里投资，又在那里投资，简直是到处投资。“不要把所有的鸡蛋都放在一个篮子里”这个说法是完全错误的。我要告诉你：“把所有的鸡蛋放在一个篮子里，然后看好这个篮子。”环顾四周，你会注意到：这么做的人其实很少失败。照看、携带一个篮子总归是容易的。反而是尝试一次携带多个篮子——美国的大部分鸡蛋就是这么被打破的。携带三个篮子的人，必须把一个篮子顶在头上，而这个篮子就很容易掉下来，把他自己绊倒。美国商人的一个缺点就是缺乏专注力。

总结一下我讲的内容：要志存高远，不要出入酒吧；要滴酒不沾，喝也只在用餐时喝少许；不要投机；不要寅吃卯粮；要把公司的利益当作自己的利益；永远只为挽救货主才取消订单；要专注；要把所有的鸡蛋放在一个篮子里，然后看好篮子；要量入为出；最后，要有耐心，就像爱默生所说：“能阻止你最终获得成功的没有别人，只有你自己。”


James Cameron：Before Avatar……a Curious Boy卡梅隆：《阿凡达》之前那个好奇的小男孩

演讲者：詹姆斯·卡梅隆

地点：美国加州长滩

时间：2010年2月

【演讲者简介】

詹姆斯·卡梅隆（James Cameron，1954.08.16—），加拿大著名电影导演，兼任编剧、制作和剪辑，擅长拍摄动作片及科幻电影。1984年推出自编自导的科幻片《魔鬼终结者》后一夜成名。他曾执导目前电影史上最卖座的两部电影：《泰坦尼克号》和《阿凡达》。2012年3月29日，詹姆斯·卡梅隆首次单人下潜至马里亚纳海沟最深处进行探险，并透露潜水器因海底巨大压力缩短了7厘米。

I grew up on a steady diet of science fiction. In high school I took a bus to school an hour each way every day.And I was always absorbed in a book, science fiction book, which took my mind to other worlds, and satisfied, in a narrative form, this insatiable sense of curiosity that I had.

And an interesting thing happened；the Jacques Cousteau shows actually got me very excited about the fact that there was an alien world right here on Earth. I might not really go to an alien world on a spaceship someday.That seemed pretty darn unlikely.But that was a world I could really go to, right here on Earth, that was as rich and exotic as anything that I had imagined from reading these books.

So, I decided I was going to become a scuba diver at the age of 15. And the only problem with that was that I lived in a little village in Canada，600 miles from the nearest ocean.But I didn't let that daunt me.I pestered my father until he finally found a scuba class in Buffalo, New York, right across the border from where we live.And I actually got certified in a pool in a YMCA in the dead of winter in Buffalo, New York.And I didn't see the ocean, a real ocean, for another two years, until we moved to California.

Since then, in the intervening 40 years, I've spent about 3，000 hours underwater, And 500 hours of that was in submersibles. And I've learned that that deep ocean environment, and even the shallow oceans, are so rich with amazing life that really is beyond our imagination.Nature's imagination is so boundless compared to our own meager human imagination.I still, to this day, stand in absolute awe of what I see when I make these dives.And my love affair with the ocean is ongoing, and just as strong as it ever was.

But, when I chose a career, as an adult, it was film making. And that seemed to be the best way to reconcile this urge I had to tell stories, with my urges to create images.

Now, that blew my mind. And it took a lot of preparation, we had to build cameras and lights and all kinds of things.But, it struck me how much this dive, these deep dives was like a space mission.You know, where it was highly technical, and it required enormous planning.You get in this capsule, you go down to this dark hostile environment where there is no hope of rescue if you can't get back by yourself.And I thought like，“Wow.I am like living in a science fiction movie.This is really cool.”

And so, I really got bitten by the bug of deep ocean exploration. Of course, the curiosity, the science component of it.It was everything.It was adventure.It was curiosity.It was imagination.And it was an experience that Hollywood couldn't give me.Because, you know, I could imagine a creature and we could create a visual effect for it.But I couldn't imagine what I was seeing out that window.As we did some of our subsequent expeditions I was seeing creatures at hydrothermal vents and sometimes things that I had never seen before, sometimes things that no one had seen before, that actually were not described by science at the time that we saw them and imaged them.So, I was completely smitten by this, and had to do more.

And so, I actually made a kind of curious decision. After the success of“Titanic”，I said，“Okay, I'm going to park my day job as a Hollywood movie maker, and I'm going to be a full time explorer for a while.”And so, we started planning these expeditions.And you know, along the way in this journey of discovery, I learned a lot.I learned a lot about science.But I also learned a lot about leadership.Now you think director has got to be a leader, leader of, captain of the ship, and all that sort of thing.

I didn't really learn about leadership until I did these expeditions. Because we would do these things with 10-12 people working for years at a time.Sometimes at sea for 2-3 months at a time.And in that bond, you realize that the most important thing is the respect that you have for them and that they have for you, that you've done a task that you can't explain to someone else.When you come back to the shore and you say，“We had to do this, and the fiber optic, and the attentuation, and this and that, all the technology of it, and the difficulty, the human performance aspects of working at sea, you can't explain it to people.It's that thing that maybe cops have, or people in combat that have gone through something together and they know they can never explain it.Creates a bond, creates a bond of respect.

So, when I came back to make my next movie, which was“Avatar”，I tried to apply that same principle of leadership which is that you respect your team, and you earn their respect in return. And it really changed the dynamic.So, here I was again with a small team, in uncharted territory doing“Avatar”，coming up with new technology that didn't exist before.Tremendously exciting.Tremendously challenging.And we became a family, over a four and half year period.And it completely changed how I do movies.So, people have commented on how, well, you know, you brought back the ocean organisms and put them on the planet of Pandora.To me it was more of a fundamental way of doing business, the process itself, that changed as a result of that.

So, what can we synthesize out of all this?You know, what are the lessons learned?Well, I think number one is curiosity. It's the most powerful thing you own.Imagination is a force that can actually manifest a reality.And the respect of your team is more important than all the laurels in the world.I have young film makers come up to me and say，“Give me some advice for doing this.”And I say，“Don't put limitations on yourself.Other people will do that for you, don't do it to yourself, don't bet against yourself.And take risks.”

NASA has this phrase that they like：“Failure is not an option.”But failure has to be an option in art and in exploration, because it's a leap of faith. And no important endeavor that required innovation was done without risk.You have to be willing to take those risks.So, that's the thought I would leave you with, is that in whatever you're doing, failure is an option, but fear is not.Thank you.

我是看科幻小说长大的。高中时，就连每天搭车上学放学的那1个小时，我都用来看书了，就是那些科幻小说。这些书将我的思维带入各种不同的世界，就在这些故事里，我永无止境的好奇心得到了极大的满足。

然后发生了一件有趣的事情。我从著名潜水摄影家雅克·库斯托的摄影展上了解到一个事实——就在地球上，存在着一个异世界，这令我兴奋极了。我可能永远不会坐上宇宙飞船去往一个异世界。那也太不现实了。但这是一个我可以真正前往的世界，就在地球上，那儿有我以前读科幻小说时想象过的各种异域事物。

所以15岁时，我决定成为一名潜水员。而当时实现梦想的唯一问题是我住在加拿大的一个小村庄，离最近的海就有600英里。但我并没有因此而放弃。我一再央求父亲，终于，他在我们家所在的边境对岸、美国纽约布法罗，为我找到一个潜水班。就在纽约布法罗最寂静寒冷的冬季，我在基督教青年会（YMCA）的游泳池里取得了潜水资格证。直到两年后，我们全家搬到加利福尼亚，我才看到真正的大海。

从那之后的40年里，我花在海底的时间总共有3000小时，其中有500小时都在潜水艇里。我对深海环境和浅海环境都有所了解，生活其中的奇妙生物丰富得超乎我们的想象。跟我们人类这种贫乏的想象力相比，自然界的想象力可谓是无边无界。直到今天，潜水时面对这些眼前所见，我仍然满心敬畏。我对海洋的热爱一直延续至今，而且强烈不减当年。

但是成年后，我还是选择了导演作为职业。我喜欢讲故事、画图画，而这个职业似乎很好地兼顾了这两者。

（《泰坦尼克号》的拍摄工作）简直让我神魂颠倒。同时也需要做大量的前期准备工作，我们需要架设摄影机、照明灯等很多设备。但是，这种深海潜水拍摄就像一次太空任务，十分震撼。你们知道，越是技术含量高的工作，需要准备的就越多。你进入潜水舱、沉入漆黑的危险环境，如果你不能靠自己的力量返回，就连获救的希望都没有。然后我想：“哇哦，我仿佛置身于一部科幻电影之中，太酷了。”

就这样，我深深地为深海考察而着迷。当然，考察中科学的成分是好奇。考察是一切、是探险、是好奇、是想象。这是好莱坞所不能给我的体验。因为，你们知道，我能想象一个生物，同时还能为它创造一个视觉效果。但我不能想象透过潜艇窗看到的那些生物。当我们进行接下来的一些探险时，我在深海热泉看到了生物，有时还会看到一些我没有见过的东西，有时甚至是没人见过的东西，那是些在我们看到或者拍到时还没有被科学描述过的东西。所以，我彻底被震撼了，我必须做得更多。

因此，实际上我做了一个奇怪的决定。在《泰坦尼克号》成功后，我说：“好了，我要暂停自己的主业——好莱坞导演，我要去做一段时间的全职探索家。”就这样，我们开始策划一些探险。你们都知道，在整个探索之旅的途中，我学到了很多。我不仅学到了很多科学知识，还学到了领导力的相关知识。你们会认为，是导演，就一定是领导者，诸如船长之类的各种领导者。

直到我开始探险，我才学会如何做领导者。因为这么多年来，我们都是10到12人一起工作。有时在海里要一起工作2到3个月。在这样一种关系里，你会发现最重要的事就是你对他们的尊重以及他们对你的尊重，每个人需要完成的任务都是无法向他人解释的。当你回到海滨你会说：“我们必须做这个，做光纤、衰减，还有这个、那个，所有的技术，还有困难，人类能在海里进行的各种活动，你无法向人解释。做过这些事情的可能是警察，也可能是一些在战斗中有过共同经历的人，他们知道他们永远无法解释这一切。我们必须建立起一种关系，一种彼此尊重的关系。”

所以，当我回来开始拍下一部电影，也就是《阿凡达》时，我尝试将这种领导力原则——你尊重你的团队，你的团队也会尊重你——应用到电影拍摄中。很快情况就有所改变了。因此，我又和我的小团队一起在未知的领土上开始拍摄《阿凡达》，创造一些前所未有的新技术。这太有意思了，太有挑战性了。四年半后，我们成了一家人。这完全改变了我以前拍电影的方式。因此，有评论文章说，呐，你们知道，说我不过就是把这些海洋生物带回来放到了潘多拉星球上。而对我来说，这是基本的处事方法，过程本身就能改变由此造成的结果。

因此，我们能总结出什么呢？比如，我获得了什么经验教训？第一：好奇心，这是你拥有的最有力量的东西；第二：想象力是创造现实的力量；第三：对团队的尊重比世界上所有的荣誉都要重要。有年轻的导演来对我说：“给我些建议吧。”我就会说：“不要为自己设限。其他人会为你设限，但你不要为自己设限，不要轻易否定自己。要敢于冒险。”

美国国家航空和宇宙航行局（NASA）流行这样一句话：“失败不是一个选项。”但失败必须是艺术和探索上的一个选项，因为这是一种信念的飞跃。没有哪次重要的尝试，是不需要创新、是没有风险的。你必须愿意去承担这些风险。那么，这就是我想跟你们说的话，就是无论你在做什么，失败是一种选择，但畏惧不是。谢谢大家。


Dana Gioia：Trade Easy Pleasures for More Complex and Challenging Ones乔伊亚：以简单的愉悦换取更复杂、更有挑战性的快乐

演讲者：德纳·乔伊亚

地点：斯坦福大学

时间：2007年6月17日

【演讲者简介】

德纳·乔伊亚（Dana Gioia，1950.12.24—），美国著名诗人、作家、评论家及商人。本科毕业于斯坦福大学，硕士毕业于哈佛大学。最初在通用食品公司任销售主管，1992年辞职专职写作。2003年至2009年，任职美国国家艺术基金会主席及美国政府艺术处处长。2005年，发起了一项“大阅读”（Big Read）活动，鼓励美国人阅读严肃文学，最终成为联邦政府史上最盛大的文学活动。2008年，乔治·布什总统授予乔伊亚“总统公民奖章”。2011年，乔伊亚成为南加州大学诗歌和公共文化学系威德尼教授。

We need to create a new national consensus. The purpose of arts education is not to produce more artists, though that is a byproduct.The real purpose of arts education is to create complete human beings capable of leading successful and productive lives in a free society.

This is not happening now in American schools. Even if you forget the larger catastrophe that only 70 percent of American kids now graduate from high school, what are we to make of a public education system whose highest goal seems to be producing minimally competent entry-level workers?

The situation is a cultural and educational disaster, but it also has huge and alarming economic consequences. If the United States is to compete effectively with the rest of the world in the new global marketplace, it is not going to succeed through cheap labor or cheap raw materials, nor even the free flow of capital or a streamlined industrial base.To compete successfully, this country needs continued creativity, ingenuity, and innovation.

It is hard to see those qualities thriving in a nation whose educational system ranks at the bottom of thedeveloped world and has mostly eliminated the arts from the curriculum.

I have seen firsthand the enormous transformative power of the arts—in the lives of individuals, in communities, and even society at large.

Marcus Aurelius believed that the course of wisdom consisted of learning to trade easy pleasures for more complex and challenging ones. I worry about a culture that bit by bit trades off the challenging pleasures of art for the easy comforts of entertainment.And that is exactly what is happening—not just in the media, but in our schools and civic life.

Entertainment promises us a predictable pleasure—humor, thrills, emotional titillation, or even the odd delight of being vicariously terrified. It exploits and manipulates who we are rather than challenges us with a vision of who we might become.A child who spends a month mastering Halo or NBA Live on Xbox has not been awakened and transformed the way that child would be spending the time rehearsing a play or learning to draw.

If you don't believe me, you should read the statistical studies that are now coming out about American civic participation. Our country is dividing into two distinct behavioral groups.One group spends most of its free time sitting at home as passive consumers of electronic entertainment.Even family communication is breaking down as members increasingly spend their time alone, staring at their individual screens.

The other group also uses and enjoys the new technology, but these individuals balance it with a broader range of activities. They go out—to exercise, play sports, volunteer and do charity work at about three times the level of the first group.By every measure they are vastly more active and socially engaged than the first group.

What is the defining difference between passive and active citizens?Curiously, it isn't income, geography, or even education. It depends on whether or not they read for pleasure and participate in the arts.These cultural activities seem to awaken a heightened sense of individual awareness and social responsibility.

Why do these issues matter to you?This is the culture you are about to enter. For the last few years you have had the privilege of being at one of the world's greatest universities—not only studying, but being a part of a community that takes arts and ideas seriously.Even if you spent most of your free time watching Grey's Anatomy, playing Guitar Hero, or Facebooking your friends, those important endeavors were balanced by courses and conversations about literature, politics, technology, and ideas.

Distinguished graduates, your support system is about to end. And you now face the choice of whether you want to be a passive consumer or an active citizen.Do you want to watch the world on a screen or live in it so meaningfully that you change it?

That's no easy task, so don't forget what the arts provide.

Art is an irreplaceable way of understanding and expressing the world—equal to but distinct from scientific and conceptual methods. Art addresses us in the fullness of our being—simultaneously speaking to our intellect, emotions, intuition, imagination, memory, and physical senses.There are some truths about life that can be expressed only as stories, or songs, or images.

Art delights, instructs, consoles. It educates our emotions.And it remembers.As Robert Frost once said about poetry，“It is a way of remembering that which it would impoverish us to forget.”Art awakens, enlarges, refines, and restores our humanity.You don't outgrow art.The same work can mean something different at each stage of your life.A good book changes as you change.

My own art is poetry, though my current daily life sometimes makes me forget that. So let me end my remarks with a short poem appropriate to the occasion.

[PRAISE TO THE RITUALS THAT CELEBRATE CHANGE]

Praise to the rituals that celebrate change，

old robes worn for new beginnings，

solemn protocol where the mutable soul，

surrounded by ancient experience, grows

young in the imagination's white dress.

Because it is not the rituals we honor

but our trust in what they signify, these rites

that honor us as witnesses—whether to watch

lovers swear loyalty in a careless world

or a newborn washed with water and oil.

So praise to innocence—impulsive and evergreen—

and let the old be touched by youth's

wayward astonishment at learning something new，

and dream of a future so fitting and so just

that our desire will bring it into being.

Congratulations to the Class of 2007.

我们需要确定一个新的国民共识。艺术教育的目的不是培养更多的艺术家，这最多只是一个副产品。艺术教育的真正目的是培养完整的人，能在自由社会中拥有成功、丰富人生的人。

但在美国的学校里，完全不是这么回事。即使你忘了还有更大的灾难，就是只有70%的美国孩子能高中毕业，如果一个公共教育系统的最高目标就是培养能力刚达标的工人，我们还有什么好期待的？

这种情形就是文化和教育的灾难，但它也有着巨大的令人警醒的经济后果。如果美国要有效地与世界其他国家在新的全球化市场中竞争，它就不会靠廉价劳动力或低价原材料取胜，也不会靠资本的自由流动或增产节能型工业基地。为了竞争成功，这个国家需要持久的创造能力、创新思维和创意产品。

对于一个教育系统在发达国家中垫底的国家，这些品质很难幸存，就连艺术课，大部分也都从课表上去掉了。

我曾亲眼见证艺术巨大的改变力量——在个体、团体甚至是整个社会的生命中。

马库斯·奥里利乌斯认为，智慧之课包含学习用简单的愉悦交换更复杂、更富有挑战性的快乐。我担心文化会逐渐丧失艺术富有挑战性的愉悦，而只剩下娱乐的简单舒适。现在的情况就是这样——不仅在媒体，在我们的学校和老百姓的生活中都是这样。

娱乐承诺给我一个可预见的快乐——幽默、激动、情感骚动，或者间接被恐吓的诡异高兴。它利用并操纵我们本身，而不是用我们可能实现的愿景来挑战我们自己。一个花一个月才在Xbox上练熟Halo（一种游戏，中文名为“光环”）或NBA在线游戏的孩子，是不会突然醒悟并改变习惯，并把时间用到排演戏剧或学习画画上的。

如果你们不相信我，你们应该看一下最新发布的美国公民参与活动的统计研究报告。我国分为行为迥异的两个群体。其中一群人将大部分业余时间用来宅在家里，成为电子娱乐产品的被动消费者。就连家人间的交流，也随着家庭成员独自对着各自的电脑所度过时间的增加而几乎不复存在。

另一群人也使用、也享受新科技，但他们会将之与更广泛的各项活动相平衡。他们走出去——活动、锻炼、做志愿者以及参与慈善工作，次数大约是第一群人的三倍。无论如何，他们都比第一群人更活跃、更多地融入社会中。

被动民众和主动民众在定义上有何区别呢？奇怪的是，区别不在收入、地域或教育，而在于他们是否为愉悦而阅读并参与到艺术活动中。看起来，这些文化活动唤醒了一定高度的个人意识和社会责任感。

这些事情为什么对你们很重要呢？因为这是你们要涉足的文化领域。过去的几年里，你们有幸进入世界顶尖学府——不仅是来学习的，还是来成为团体成员之一的，要认真对待艺术和思想。即使你们会花掉大部分业余时间看《实习医生格蕾》，玩“吉他英雄”游戏，或者在“脸谱网”上交友，但你们要把握好这些重要活动与文学、政治、科技、思想相关课程和对话之间的平衡。

优秀的毕业生们，你们的支持系统即将瓦解。你们现在面临的选择是，做一个被动的消费者还是主动的民众。你们想要在电脑屏幕上走世界，还是进入这个世界过有意义的人生并改变这个世界？

那不是容易的事情，所以不要忘记艺术所能给我们的一切。

艺术是了解并表达这个世界所不可替代的方式——和科学的、概念的方式相当又有所不同。在我们全然的生命里，艺术与我们对话——同时也是与我们的智力、情感、直觉、想象、记忆和生理感觉说话。有些生命的真相，仅能用故事、歌曲和图像来表达。

艺术能愉悦人、指导人前进的方向，还能给人以慰藉。艺术教导我们的情感。艺术拥有记忆。诚如罗伯特·弗罗斯特曾作的关于诗歌的评论：“这是让我们记住那些迫使我们忘记的事物的方法。”艺术唤醒、放大、提炼、还原我们的人性。你不可过分夸大艺术。同样的艺术品在生命的不同阶段，其意味也不同。一本好书能随你的改变而改变。

我自己从事的艺术是诗歌，尽管目前每天的日常生活有时会让我忘了这个本职。因此请允许我用一首应景的短诗来结束自己的演讲。

【颂庆祝改变之典礼】

颂庆祝改变之典礼，

身着旧服迎新，

郑重协议中，

摇摆灵魂

被古老经验环绕，

在想象的白衣中不老。

因为这不是我们敬重的仪式，

而是我们对仪式含义的信任，

这些庆祝我们成为证人的仪式——

无论是旁观爱人发誓在危险的世界里保持忠贞，

还是用水和油为新生儿沐浴。

因此，歌颂那些无辜者——冲动且永远年轻的——

学习新事物时，

用青春碰撞陈暮任性的惊讶，

寻一个梦想，合情合理，

来实现我们的愿望。

祝贺2007届毕业生。


Audrey Hepburn：As Unicef Goodwill Ambassador赫本：作为联合国儿童基金会亲善大使的演讲

演讲者：奥黛丽·赫本

地点：瑞士西南部城市日内瓦

时间：1989年6月13日

【演讲者简介】

奥黛丽·赫本（Audrey Hepburn，1929.05.04—1993.01.20），英国著名影星，奥斯卡影后，被世人敬仰为“人间天使”。1991年，美国林肯中心电影协会向赫本授予Gala荣誉奖，该项奖自1972年起每年向全世界最资深望重的艺术大师颁发，获奖者先后有卓别林、劳伦斯·奥立弗、伊丽莎白·泰勒等影界巨星。1999年，被美国电影学会选为百年来最伟大的女演员第3名。晚年投身于慈善事业，成为联合国儿童基金会亲善大使的代表，1992年被授予“总统自由勋章”。1993年因结肠癌病逝，为表彰她为全世界不幸儿童所做的努力，美国电影艺术和科学学院授予她1993年度奥斯卡人道主义奖，由其子代领该奖。

The World Bank now forecasts that by the early 1990s the world should reach the historic turning point at which the annual increase in global population begins to decline. It is also true that in no country has the birth rate declined before infant deaths have declined.In other words, parents can plan to have two children if they knowthey will survive, rather than having six in the hopes that two will survive.That is why UNICEF is also so dedicated to educating and informing mothers in child care.For it is the mother who is still the best“caretaker”of her child, and UNICEF supports any amount of educational projects for women in the developing countries that relate directly to health and nutrition, sanitation and hygiene, education and literacy.

So today I speak for those children who cannot speak for themselves：children who are going blind through lack of vitamins；children who are slowly being mutilated by polio；children who are wasting away in so many ways through lack of water；for the estimated 100 million street children in this world who have no choice but to leave home in order to survive, who have absolutely nothing but their courage and their smiles and their dreams；for children who have no enemies yet are invariably the first tiny victims of war—wars that are no longer confined to the battlefield but which are being waged through terror and intimidation and massacre—children who are therefore growing up surrounded by the horrors of violence for the hundreds of thousands of children who are refugees. The task that lies ahead for UNICEF is ever greater, whether it be repatriating millions of children in Afghanistan or teaching children how to play who have only learned how to kill.Charles Dickens wrote，“In their little world, in which children have their existence, nothing is so finely perceived and so finely felt as injustice.”Injustice which we can avoid by giving more of ourselves, yet we often hesitate in the face of such apocalyptic tragedy.Why, when the way and the low-cost means are there to safeguard and protect these children?It is for leaders, parents, and young people—young people, who have the purity of heart which age sometimes tends to obscure—to remember their own childhood and come to the rescue of those who start life against such heavy odds.

Children are our most vital resource, our hope for the future. Until they not only can be assured of physically surviving the first fragile years of life, but are free of emotional, social and physical abuse, it is impossible to envisage a world that is free of tension and violence.But it is up to us to make it possible.

UNICEF is a humanitarian institution, not a charitable organization. It deals in development, not in welfare, giving handouts to those waiting with their hands outstretched.On my travels to Ethiopia, Venezuela, Ecuador, Central America, Mexico, and the Sudan, I have seen no out-stretched hands, only a silent dignity and a longing to help themselves, given the chance.

UNICEF's mandate is to protect every child against famine, thirst, sickness, abuse, and death. But today we are dealing with an even more ominous threat，“man's inhumanity to man；”with the dark side of humanity that is polluting our skies and our oceans, destroying our forests and extinguishing thousands of beautiful animals.Are our children next?

That is what we are up against. For it is no longer enough to vaccinate our children, to give them food and water, and only cure the symptoms of man's tendency to destroy—to destroy everything we hold dear, everything life depends on, the very air we breathe, the earth that sustains us, and the most precious of all, our children.Whether it be famine in Ethiopia, excruciating poverty in Guatemala and Honduras, civil strife in El Salvador, or ethnic massacre in the Sudan, I saw but one glaring truth.These are not natural disasters, but man-made tragedies, for which there is only one man-made solution—peace.

Even if this mammoth Operation Life-Line Sudan were only to achieve half its goal, due to the countless odds it is up against—in a vast country with no infrastructure, few roads to speak of, no communication system—it will have succeeded. For not only will it have saved thousands of lives, but it will also have given the Sudan hope.The United Nations will have shown the world that only through corridors of tranquillity can children be saved, that only through peace can man survive, and only through development will they survive, with dignity and a future.A future in which we can say we have fulfilled our human obligation.

Your 1 Percent is an example of 100 percent but all together a beautiful example to us of love and caring. Together there is nothing we cannot do.

世界银行预测，世界将在20世纪90年代初迎来历史性转折点，由此，全球人口年增长数开始下降。还有一个事实就是，没有任何一个国家能在婴儿死亡率降低前实现出生率的降低。换句话说，父母应该在准备生两个孩子的同时，保证这两个都能存活下来，而不是生六个，只希望其中两个存活下来。这就是联合国儿童基金会（UNICEF）同时致力于向母亲进行育儿教育和宣传工作的原因。因为，母亲始终是孩子最好的“照顾者”，联合国儿童基金会支助发展中国家的一切与妇女的健康营养、环境卫生、教育扫盲直接相关的教育计划。

因此，今天我要代那些无法开口自辩的儿童发言：那些因缺乏维生素而失明的儿童；那些因小儿麻痹症而逐渐残废的儿童；那些因缺乏饮用水而不断消瘦的儿童；世界上那1亿流浪儿童，他们为了生存不得不离家出走，他们除了勇气、微笑和梦想以外一无所有；那些在战争中受到伤害的儿童，他们还没有任何敌人，却在战火中最先受到伤害，战争也不仅限于战场，暴力、恐怖和屠杀正在四处蔓延，就因为如此，成千上万的儿童成了难民，然后在充满暴力恐怖的环境中长大。现在摆在联合国儿童基金会面前的任务，无论是遣返数百万阿富汗儿童，还是教会那些只见过杀人的孩子玩游戏，都是史无前例的艰巨。查尔斯·狄更斯曾写过，“在儿童自我存在的小世界里，没有什么比不公正更容易被他们细微地感知和察觉到。”我们可以用更多的付出来避免不公平，但我们总是在面对这种骇人听闻的悲剧时犹豫不决。为什么保护儿童的都是些廉价的方式和手段呢，又是何时开始的呢？领导人、父母和年轻人——拥有尚未被岁月模糊掉的纯净心灵的年轻人——应该记住自己的童年，同时去拯救那些生下来就背负重重困难的儿童。

儿童是我们最重要的资源，是我们对未来的希望。我们不仅应该保证这些儿童在生命最初那些脆弱的年岁里存活下来，还应该使他们免遭情感、社会和身体虐待，只有这样，才有可能设想一个没有不安和暴力的世界。但实现这个设想，就要靠我们了。

联合国儿童基金会是一个人道主义组织，而不是一个慈善组织。它的工作是处理发展问题，而不是处理福利问题，向那些伸出双手求助的人们分发救济。我去埃塞俄比亚、委内瑞拉、厄瓜多尔、中美、墨西哥、苏丹等国家，在这些地方，我没有看到伸出的双手，只看到了沉默的自尊和求救的渴望，如果有这种机会的话。

联合国儿童基金会的职责是保护儿童，使他们远离饥饿、干渴、疾病、虐待和死亡。但是今天，我们处理的是一个更为不祥的威胁——“人类对自身的不人道”，人性的黑暗面就体现在污染我们的天空和海洋，破坏我们的森林，以及令上千种美丽的动物绝种上。难道下一个就是儿童吗？

那就是我们需要奋起抗争的。仅仅给我们的儿童注射疫苗，或者给他们食物和水已经不足以保护他们了，唯有消灭人类的破坏欲望——对我们珍惜的一切的破坏、对我们生命赖以生存的一切的破坏、对我们呼吸的空气的破坏、对支撑我们的土地的破坏，以及对我们最宝贵的儿童的破坏，才能真正保护他们。无论是埃塞俄比亚的饥荒、危地马拉和洪都拉斯可怕的贫困、萨尔瓦多的内乱，还是苏丹的种族屠杀，我只看到了一个残酷而显然的真相。这些不是自然灾害，而是人为悲剧，对此人类的解决方法也只有一个，就是和平。

尽管这个庞大的“苏丹生命线”计划只完成了一半的目标，若不是因为面临的困难——苏丹是一个辽阔的国家，缺乏基础设施，也没有真正意义上的交通网络、通讯系统——实在太多，应该是可以成功的。这个计划不仅拯救了几千条生命，还给苏丹带来了希望。联合国会向全世界昭示，只有安定，才能拯救儿童；只有和平，才能让人们生存；只有发展，才能让人们生存得有尊严、有希望。有一天，我们可以宣布我们已履行人类职责时，才是真正的未来。

你们“百分之一”基金是百分之百的榜样，但总体而言，对我们就是爱和关怀的美丽榜样。只要我们在一起，一切就皆有可能。


William Faulkner：Speech Accepting the Nobel Prize in Literature福克纳：诺贝尔文学奖获奖演说

演讲者：威廉·福克纳

地点：瑞典首都斯德哥尔摩

时间：1949年12月10日

【演讲者简介】

威廉·福克纳（William Faulkner，1897—1962），美国作家，生于美国密西西比州的一个庄园主家，南北战争后家道中落。第一次世界大战期间，福克纳在空军服役。战后入大学，其后从事过各种职业并开始写作。后期主要作品有《村子》、《闯入者》、《寓言》、《小镇》和《大宅》等，此外还有短篇小说、剧本和诗歌。在艺术上，福克纳受弗洛伊德影响，大胆地采用意识流手法、对位结构以及象征隐喻等手段，作品风格千姿百态、扑朔迷离。1949年，“因为他对当代美国小说作出了强有力的和艺术上无与伦比的贡献”，福克纳获诺贝尔文学奖。

I feel that this award was not made to me as a man, but to my work—life's work in the agony and sweat of the human spirit, not for glory and least of all for profit, but to create out of the materials of the human spirit something which did not exist before. So this award is only mine in trust.It will not be difficult to find a dedication for the money part of it commensurate with the purpose and significance of its origin.But I would like to do the same with the acclaim too, by using this moment as a pinnacle from which I might be listened to by the young men and women already dedicated to the same anguish and travail, among whom is already that one who will some day stand where I am standing.

Our tragedy today is a general and universal physical fear so long sustained by now that we can even bear it. There are no longer problems of the spirit.There is only the question：When will I be blown up?Because of this, the young man or woman writing today has forgotten the problems of the human heart in conflict with itself which alone can make good writing because only that is worth writing about, worth the agony and the sweat.

He must learn them again. He must teach himself that the basest of all things is to be afraid；and, teaching himself that, forget it forever, leaving no room in his workshop for anything but the old verities and truths of the heart, the universal truths lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed—love and honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice.Until he does so, he labors under a curse.He writes not of love but of lust, of defeats in which nobody loses anything of value, of victories without hope and, worst of all, without pity or compassion.His griefs grieve on no universal bones, lexdying no scars.He writes not of the heart but of the glands.

Until he learns these things, he will write as though he stood among and watched the end of man. I decline to accept the end of man.It is easy enough to say that man is immortal simply because he will endure：that when the last ding-dong of doom has clanged and faded from the last worthless rock hanging tideless in the last red and dying evening, that even then there will still be one more sound：that of his puny inexhaustible voice, still talking.I refuse to accept this.I believe that man will not merely endure：he will prevail.He is immortal, not because healone among creatures has an inexhaustible voice, but because he has a soul, a spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice and endurance.

The poet's, the writer's, duty is to write about these things. It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, by reminding him of the courage and honor and hope and pride and compassion and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his past.The poet's voice need not merely be the record of man, it can be one of the props, the pillars to help him endure and prevail.

我觉得这份奖赏不是授予我个人的，而是授予我的工作的——我一生所从事的关于人类灵魂的呕心沥血的工作，我从事这项工作不是为名，更不是为利，而是以人类灵魂为材料创造不曾有过的东西。因此，我不过是托管这份奖金而已。要做出与这份奖赏的原本目的和意义相符、同时又与其奖金等价的献词并不困难，但我还愿意利用这个时刻，利用这个举世瞩目的讲坛，向那些可能听到我演讲，并已献身于同一艰苦劳动的男女青年致敬，在他们当中，肯定有人有一天会站到我今天的位置上。

我们今天的悲剧是人们普遍存在的一种生理上的恐惧，这种恐惧存在如此之久，我们甚至已经习以为常。现在早已不存在精神上的问题了。唯一的问题是：我什么时候会怒火难平？正因为此，今天从事写作的年轻男女已经忘记了人类内心的冲突，而单是这种冲突，就能写出好作品，因为这是唯一值得写、值得呕心沥血去写的题材。

他一定要重新认识这些问题。他必须让自己明白，世间最可鄙的就是恐惧，他还必须让自己永远忘记恐惧，在他的工作室里，除了古老的真理和内心的真实外，别无其他，若没有这普遍性真理——爱、荣耀、怜悯、自尊、同情和牺牲等感情，任何小说都注定是昙花一现，是不会成功的。做不到这一点，他付出的努力就得不到认可。他写的不是爱而是欲，他写的失败是毫发无损的失败，他写的胜利不仅没有希望，最糟的是，连怜悯和同情都没有。他的悲痛不为世上生灵而动容，因此也无法留下深刻的痕迹。他书写的不是心灵，而是器官。

直到他重新认识到这些，他才会在写作时，有种仿佛站在人群中眼观人类末日来临的感觉。我不接受人类末日的说法。如果说人类能够延续而判定人类不朽，这样的不朽未免太过简单：当最后的钟声铿锵有力地响起，后又随着最后一块无用礁石不再有潮水冲刷，黯淡地映在末日余晖下而消失，即使这样，还会有另一个声音：人类微弱却不断的说话声。我不接受这种说法。我相信人类除了延续——还能战胜一切而永存。人类不朽不是因为只有他能在万物中永远发言，而是因为他有灵魂，一个可以同情、牺牲和忍耐感情的灵魂。

诗人、作家的职责就是把这些写出来。诗人和作家的特权就是鼓舞人的斗志，提醒他记住过去曾有的荣光——勇气、荣誉、希望、自尊、同情、怜悯和牺牲，以此让其可以恒久忍耐。诗人的声音不仅是人类的记录，它还是帮助人类忍耐至取胜的精神支柱。


Chapter 2　彰显智慧的声音

Happiness is not something you postpone for the future；it is something you design for the present.

幸福不是你留给将来去做的事，而是你要为当下所做的事。


Dan Gilbert：Why Are We Happy吉尔伯特：我们为什么快乐

演讲者：丹·吉尔伯特

地点：TED演讲

时间：2004年

【演讲者简介】

丹·吉尔伯特（Dan Gilbert，1957.12.05—）美国社会心理学家、哈佛大学“幸福教授”，被认为是世界上幸福研究领域最具影响力和最权威的学者之一。他出色的教学和研究工作为他赢得了诸多荣誉，其中包括美国“心理学青年科学家杰出贡献奖”。曾被评为“当代50位最具影响力的社会心理学家”之一；《纽约时报》、《时代周刊》、《华尔街日报》、《福布斯》等各大媒体都曾报道过他的研究成果，日前在继续深入研究他的“幸福课程”。

Here's an experiment we did at Harvard. We created a photography course, a black-and-white photography course, and we allowed students to come in and learn how to use a darkroom.So we gave them cameras, they went around campus, they took 12 pictures of their favorite professors and their dorm room and their dog, and all the other things they wanted to have Harvard memories of.They bring us the camera, we make up a contact sheet, they figure out which are the two best pictures, and we now spend six hours teaching them about darkrooms, and they blow two of them up, and they have two gorgeous eight-by-ten glossies of meaningful things to them, and we say，“Which one would you like to give up?”They say，“I have to give one up?”“Oh, yes.We need one as evidence of the class project.So you have to give me one.You have to make a choice.You get to keep one, and I get to keep one.”

Now, there are two conditions in this experiment. In one case, the students are told，“But you know, if you want to change your mind, I'll always have the other one here, and in the next four days, before I actually mail it to headquarters, I'll be glad to”—yeah，“headquarters”—“I'll be glad to swap it out with you.In fact, I'll come to your dorm room and give—just give me an email.Better yet, I'll check with you.You ever want to change your mind, it’s totally returnable.”The other half of the students are told exactly the opposite：“Make your choice.And by the way, the mail is going out, gosh, in two minutes, to England.Your picture will be winging its way over the Atlantic.You will never see it again.”Now, half of the students in each of these conditions are asked to make predictions about how much they’re going to come to like the picture that they keep and the picture they leave behind.Other students are just sent back to their little dorm rooms and they are measured over the next three to six days on their liking, satisfaction with the pictures.And look at what we find.

First of all, here's what students think is going to happen. They think they're going to maybe come to like thepicture they chose a little more than the one they left behind, but these are not statistically significant differences.It's a very small increase, and it doesn't much matter whether they were in the reversible or irreversible condition.

Wrong-o. Bad simulators.Because here's what's really happening.Both right before the swap and five days later, people who are stuck with that picture, who have no choice, who can never change their mind, like it a lot！And people who are deliberating—“Should I return it?Have I gotten the right one?Maybe this isn't the good one?Maybe I left the good one?”—have killed themselves.They don't like their picture, and in fact even after the opportunity to swap has expired, they still don't like their picture.Why?Because the reversible condition is not conducive to the synthesis of happiness.

So here's the final piece of this experiment. We bring in a whole new group of naive Harvard students and we say，“You know, we're doing a photography course, and we can do it one of two ways.We could do it so that when you take the two pictures, you'd have four days to change your mind, or we're doing another course where you take the two pictures and you make up your mind right away and you can never change it.Which course would you like to be in?”Duh！66 percent of the students, two-thirds, prefer to be in the course where they have the opportunity to change their mind.Hello?66 percent of the students choose to be in the course in which they will ultimately be deeply dissatisfied with the picture.Because they do not know the conditions under which synthetic happiness grows.

The Bard said everything best, of course, and he's making my point here but he's making it hyperbolically：“There's nothing good or bad. But thinking makes it so.”It's nice poetry, but that can't exactly be right.Is there really nothing good or bad?Is it really the case that gall bladder surgery and a trip to Paris are just the same thing?That seems like a one-question IQ test.They can’t be exactly the same.

In more turgid prose, but closer to the truth, was the father of modern capitalism, Adam Smith, and he said this. This is worth contemplating：“The great source of both the misery and disorders of human life seems to arise from overrating the difference between one permanent situation and another……Some of these situations may, no doubt, deserve to be preferred to others, but none of them can deserve to be pursued with that passionate ardor which drives us to violate the rules either of prudence or of justice, or to corrupt the future tranquility of our minds, either by shame from the remembrance of our own folly, or by remorse for the horror of our own injustice.”In other words：yes, some things are better than others.

We should have preferences that lead us into one future over another. But when those preferences drive us too hard and too fast because we have overrated the difference between these futures, we are at risk.When our ambition is bounded, it leads us to work joyfully.When our ambition is unbounded, it leads us to lie, to cheat, to steal, to hurt others, to sacrifice things of real value.When our fears are bounded, we're prudent, we're cautious, we're thoughtful.When our fears are unbounded and overblown, we're reckless, and we're cowardly.

The lesson I want to leave you with from these data is that our longings and our worries are both to some degree overblown, because we have within us the capacity to manufacture the very commodity we are constantly chasing when we choose experience.

这是我们在哈佛大学做的一个实验。我们创办了一个摄影课程，黑白摄影课程，让学生们来学习如何使用暗室。我们给他们相机，他们在校园中四处采景，每人能拍12张照片，拍他们最喜欢的教授、宿舍、他们的狗等等，以及所有留给他们哈佛回忆的东西。然后他们把相机给我们，我们做了一个胶片打印小样，让他们选出最好的两张。然后，我们用了6个小时教他们如何使用暗室，他们自己则冲印了两张照片。他们有了两张极有纪念意义的8—10的照片。我们问：“哪一张你打算不要？”他们说道：“我必须放弃一张吗？”“噢，是的。我们需要一张留作课程备案。所以你必须放弃一张。你必须做出选择。你留一张，我留一张。”

现在，这个实验又分为两种情况。在第一种情况下，学生们被告知，“你知道，如果你改变了主意，另外一张还在我这里。在接下来的四天之后，我才会把这些照片邮寄到总部去。我很乐意。”——是的，“总部”——“我很乐意与你交换。实际上，我会把照片送到你的宿舍来换——只要给我发个电子邮件就行了。当然，我联系你更好。只要你改变了主意，我们完全可以交换照片。”而其他的学生被告知得恰恰相反：“选一张照片。顺便说一下，另外一张照片立刻就要邮寄到英国去。你的照片将要漂洋过海、飞过大西洋了。你再也见不到它了。”然后，我们让每组中一半的学生来预测，他们对留下的照片和送走的照片的喜爱程度如何。其他学生则回到他们的宿舍。我们测量了在后来的三到六天之中，他们对照片的喜好和满意程度。来看看我们的发现。

首先，这里是学生们对事态发展的想法。他们认为，他们可能会更喜欢他们选择的照片，而不是留给我们的那一张，但这并不能算作是统计上的显著差异。差异非常小，对于能不能换照片来说无关紧要。

错了吧。糟糕的模拟实验。这才是事实。在交换之前和五天后，那些没有交换权，不能选择，不能改变决定的学生，都很喜欢他们的照片！而另外的学生则在深思熟虑中——“我应该换照片吗？我选的是更好的那张吗？也许这张并不好？也许交给老师的那张更好？”——这些问题简直折磨死人了。他们不喜欢他们的照片。事实上，甚至在交换期结束后，他们还是不喜欢自己的照片。为什么？因为可逆转的选择条件不利于人工合成的快乐。

好，这是这个实验的最后一部分。我们找了新一组天真的哈佛学生，告诉他们说：“我们开设了一个摄影课程，有两种不同的方案。一是你拍两张照片，然后有四天时间来选择保留哪张。另外一种是你拍摄两张照片，然后当机立断做出选择。一旦做了选择，你就不能再更改。你愿意选择哪种？”啊！66%的学生，差不多2/3的人，都更愿意加入那个有机会改变选择的。喂！66%的学生选择了那个让他们最终会对照片非常不满的方案。因为他们不知道在什么条件下，人工合成的快乐才真正有效。

莎士比亚说一切都很好，当然，他的话正好反映了我的观点，虽然说得有点夸张：“世上之事物本无善恶之分，思想使然。”这是美丽的诗句，但是并不一定是完全正确的。事情真的无善恶之分吗？胆囊手术真的和去巴黎旅行一样吗？这听上去像是一个智商测试题。它们并不完全相同。

现代资本主义之父，亚当·斯密，用浮华冗长但更贴近事实的语言做了如下阐述。这是值得思考的。“人生中的悲剧与无序之源，似乎皆来源于人们对某些形势之间差异的过高评估……诚然，某些形势确实值得人们追求，但是，不管这种追求有多大的合理性，我们都不可因这种热情激烈的追求而违反谨慎、公正的法则，也不可破坏我们未来的心境。因为假如我们真的那么做，我们必有一天会追忆当日的愚昧，或者因为自己曾经的偏私而懊悔。”换句话说就是：没错，生活中确实存在某些事比别的事更有价值。

我们确实应该追求对我们的未来更有引导性的东西。但是，假如我们过于拼命去追求我们想要的东西，只是因为过分看重不同选择之间的差异，我们就可能面临危险。当我们的追求是有限度的时候，我们可以快乐地生活。当我们的追求不受节制时，我们会去欺诈，偷窃，伤害他人，甚至是牺牲真正有价值的东西。当我们的畏惧受控制时，我们会谨慎行事，三思后行。当我们的畏惧失去节制并无限膨胀的时候，我们会变得鲁莽大意，胆小如鼠。

从这些数据中，我想让你们学到的是：我们每个人的期望和担忧都在某种程度上被夸大了，因为当我们在选择感受的过程中，我们自己有能力生产出我们所不断追逐的那样东西。


JillTaylor：MyStrokeofInsight泰勒：你脑中的两个世界

演讲者：吉儿·泰勒

地点：TED演讲

时间：2008年

【演讲者简介】

吉儿·泰勒（Jill Bolte Taylor，1959—），美国神经解剖学家，美国印第安纳州立大学生命科学研究所博士。身兼哈佛大学脑组织资源中心的代言人，以及中西部质子放射治疗研究所的神经解剖学顾问。自1993年起，积极参与美国精神疾病联盟的各项事务，曾任该组织的全国董事。2008年，获选《时代周刊》全世界百大影响力人物。37岁盛年中风，亲身经历与病魔搏斗的数年，运用自我专业的医疗知识恢复健康，从失去语言能力到重新回归大学讲堂，且巡回各地演讲，创造了奇迹。

I grew up to study the brain because I have a brother who has been diagnosed with a brain disorder：schizophrenia. And as a sister and later, as a scientist, I wanted to understand why is it that I can take my dreams, I can connect them to my reality, and I can make my dreams come true.What is it about my brother's brain and his schizophrenia that he cannot connect his dreams to a common and shared reality, so they instead become delusion?

If you've ever seen a human brain, it's obvious that the two hemispheres are completely separate from one another. And I have brought for you a real human brain.So this is a real human brain.

Our right hemisphere is all about this present moment. It's all about“right here, right now.”Our right hemisphere, it thinks in pictures and it learns kinesthetically through the movement of our bodies.Information, in the form of energy, streams in simultaneously through all of our sensory systems and then it explodes into this enormous collage of what this present moment looks like, what this present moment smells like and tastes like, what it feels like and what it sounds like.I am an energy-being connected to the energy all around me through the consciousness of my right hemisphere.We are energy-beings connected to one another through the consciousness of our right hemispheres as one human family.And right here, right now, we are brothers and sisters on this planet, here to make the world a better place.And in this moment we are perfect, we are whole and we are beautiful.

My left hemisphere—our left hemisphere—is a very different place. Our left hemisphere thinks linearly and methodically.Our left hemisphere is all about the past and it's all about the future.Our left hemisphere is designed to take that enormous collage of the present moment and start picking out details, details and more details about those details.It then categorizes and organizes all that information, associates it with everything in the past we've ever learned, and projects into the future all of our possibilities.And our left hemisphere thinks in language.It's that ongoing brain chatter that connects me and my internal world to my external world.It's that little voice that says to me，“Hey, you gotta remember to pick up bananas on your way home.I need them in the morning.”

So who are we?We are the life force power of the universe, with manual dexterity and two cognitive minds. And we have the power to choose, moment by moment, who and how we want to be in the world.Right here, right now, I can step into the consciousness of my right hemisphere, where we are.I am the life-force power of the universe.I am the life-force power of the 50 trillion beautiful molecular geniuses that make up my form, at one with all that is.Or, I can choose to step into the consciousness of my left hemisphere, where I become a single individual, a solid.Separate from the flow, separate from you.I am Dr.Jill Bolte Taylor：intellectual, neuroanatomist.These are the“we”inside of me.Which would you choose?Which do you choose?And when?I believe that the more time we spend choosing to run the deep inner-peace circuitry of our right hemispheres, the more peace we will project into the world, and the more peaceful our planet will be.

And I thought that was an idea worth spreading.

我长大后之所以选择学习脑科，因为我的一个弟弟被确诊为大脑功能紊乱：也就是精神分裂症。作为姐姐，到后来是作为一名科学家，我十分想了解为什么我们会做梦，而且能够将它们与现实联系起来，更有可能会让梦想成真。我弟弟的大脑到底怎么了？他的精神分裂症就是他不能将他的梦与普通现实结合起来，所以它们反而形成了幻觉？

不知道各位是否见过人类的大脑，很明显，它是由两个独立的半球组成。今天我给大家带来了一个真实的人脑。看，这就是真实的人脑。

我们的右脑半球负责我们现在的事情。它的内容就是：“此时，此刻。”我们的右脑半球，它是形象思维，通过我们身体的运动来感知。信息，以能量的形式，通过我们所有的感官系统同时注入大脑，然后再分解成无数的抽象拼图，继而呈现出我们当下看起来是什么样子，有什么气味和味道，此时此刻是什么感觉，听到了什么声音。通过大脑右半球的感知觉，我们使得自身的能量和周围的能量相结合。通过我们的右脑感觉，我们都是一个个互相联系的能量体，如同一个大家庭一样。此时，此刻，我们都是这个星球上的兄弟姐妹，我们的目标是创造一个更美好的世界。此时此刻，我们完美地生活在一起，我们是一个美妙的整体。

我的左脑半球——我们的左脑半球——是一个完全不同的地方。我们的左脑半球进行线性的、系统性的思考。我们左脑半球的内容是关于过去和将来的一切。左脑半球的形成，是为了将此刻的大量抽象拼图提取，然后分解成细节，以及这些细节中更多不同的细节。然后再综合、组织这些信息，将其与我们过去所学的一切联系起来，映射到我们的将来。我们的左脑半球是逻辑思维模式。大脑不断运动将我，我内在的世界，以及我外在的世界联系在一起。就是那些轻微的声音告诉我说：“嘿，要记得在回家的路上带点香蕉回来。我早上要吃。”

那么，我们是谁？我们是宇宙中生命的驱动力，拥有灵巧的手工技艺以及两个富有认知思维的头脑。我们有选择的力量，每时每刻，成为这个世界上我们想要成为的人。此时此刻，我能够迈入我右脑所反应的意识领域，也就是我们所在的地方。我是宇宙的生命原动力。我是组成我整体的五百亿美丽的、由分子组成的天才的原动力。或者，我能够迈入我左脑所反应的意识领域，我成为了一个单一的个体，一个纯粹的个体。从流动中分离出来，从你们中分离出来。我是吉尔·波尔特·泰勒博士：一位有知识的神经解剖学家。这些都是我体内的那个“我们”。你想选择什么？你选择了什么？什么时候？我相信，如果我们花费更多的时间来选择运行我们右脑中深深埋藏的和平系统，我们就会对这个世界产生更多的和平，我们的星球也会变得更加和平。

而且我认为，这是一个值得传播的想法。


Dave Meslin：The Antidote to Apathy戴夫·梅斯兰：冷漠的解药，让我们不再冷漠

演讲者：戴夫·梅斯兰

地点：TED演讲

时间：2010年

【演讲者简介】

戴夫·梅斯兰（Dave Meslin），记者，在主流政治与草根群众间积极活动，积极的组织者和煽动者。1998年于多伦多组织了第一届“街道运动”游行。2000年被NOW Magazine（《今日》杂志）评为十佳活动分子，此后又致力于成立多伦多公共空间委员会。2006年组织一项名为“谁掌控着这个城市”的计划，旨在让公众参与分享他们心目中的“城市偶像”。后游历到欧洲，成为“New Politics Initiative”的创始人之一。

How often do we hear that people just don't care?How many times have you been told that real, substantial change isn't possible because most people are too selfish, too stupid or too lazy to try to make a difference in their community?I propose to you today that apathy as we think we know it doesn't actually exist, but rather, that people do care, but that we live in a world that actively discourages engagement by constantly putting obstacles and barriers in our way.

And I'll give you some examples of what I mean. Let's start with city hall.You ever see one of these before?This is a newspaper ad.It's a notice of a zoning application change for a new office building so the neighborhood knows what's happening.As you can see, it's impossible to read.You need to get halfway down to even find out which address they’re talking about, and then farther down, in tiny 10-point font, to find out how to actually get involved.Imagine if the private sector advertised in the same way—if Nike wanted to sell a pair of shoes and put an ad in paper like that.Now that would never happen.You’ll never see an ad like that because Nike actually wants you to buy their shoes.Whereas the city of Toronto clearly doesn’t want you involved with the planning process, otherwise their ads would look something like this—with all the information basically laid out clearly.As long as the city’s putting out notices like this to try to get people engaged, then of course people aren’t going to be engaged.But that’s not apathy；that’s intentional exclusion.

Public space. The manner in which we mistreat our public spaces is a huge obstacle towards any type of progressive political change because we've essentially put a price tag on freedom of expression.Whoever has the most money gets the loudest voice, dominating the visual and mental environment.The problem with this model is that there are some amazing messages that need to be said that aren't profitable to say.So you're never going to see them on a billboard.

The media plays an important role in developing our relationship with political change, mainly by ignoring politics and focusing on celebrities and scandals, but even when they do talk about important political issues, they do it in a way that I feel discourages engagement. And I'll give you an example：the Now magazine from last week—progressive, downtown weekly in Toronto.This is the cover story.It's an article about a theater performance, and it starts with basic information about where it is, in case you actually want to go and see it after you've read the article—where, the time, the website.Same with this—it's a movie review, an art review, a book review—where the reading is in case you want to go.A restaurant—you might not want to just read about it, maybe you want to go to the restaurant.So they tell you where it is, what the prices are, the address, the phone number, etc.

Then you get to their political articles. Here's a great article about an important election race that's happening.It talks about the candidates—written very well—but no information, no follow-up, no websites for the campaigns, no information about when the debates are, where the campaign offices are.Here's another good article about a new campaign opposing privatization of transit without any contact information for the campaign.The message seems to be that the readers are most likely to want to eat, maybe read a book, maybe see a movie, but not be engaged in their community.And you might think this is a small thing, but I think it's important because it sets a tone and it reinforces the dangerous idea that politics is a spectator sport.

Heroes：How do we view leadership?Look at these 10 movies. What do they have in common?Anyone?They all have heroes who were chosen.Someone came up to them and said，“You're the chosen one.There's a prophesy.You have to save the world.”And then someone goes off and saves the world because they've been told to, with a few people tagging along.This helps me understand why a lot of people have trouble seeing themselves as leaders because it sends all the wrong messages about what leadership is about.A heroic effort is a collective effort, number one.Number two, it's imperfect；it's not very glamorous, and it doesn’t suddenly start and suddenly end.It’s an ongoing process your whole life.But most importantly, it’s voluntary.It’s voluntary.As long as we’re teaching our kids that heroism starts when someone scratches a mark on your forehead, or someone tells you that you’re part of a prophecy, they’re missing the most important characteristic of leadership, which is that it comes from within.It’s about following your own dreams—uninvited, uninvited—and then working with others to make those dreams come true.

Political parties：oh boy. Political parties could and should be one of the basic entry points for people to get engaged in politics.Instead, they've become, sadly, uninspiring and uncreative organizations that rely so heavily on market research and polling and focus groups that they end up all saying the same thing, pretty much regurgitating back to us what we already want to hear at the expense of putting forward bold and creative ideas.And people can smell that, and it feeds cynicism.

Charitable status：Groups who have charitable status in Canada aren't allowed to do advocacy. This is a huge problem and a huge obstacle to change because it means that some of the most passionate and informed voices are completely silenced, especially during election time.Which leads us to the last one, which is our elections.

As you may have noticed, our elections in Canada are a complete joke. We use out-of-date systems that are unfair and create random results.Canada's currently led by a party that most Canadians didn't actually want.How can we honestly and genuinely encourage more people to vote when votes don't count in Canada?You add all this up together and of course people are apathetic.It's like trying to run into a brick wall.

Now I'm not trying to be negative by throwing all these obstacles out and explaining what's in our way. Quite the opposite：I actually think people are amazing and smart and that they do care.But that, as I said, we live in this environment where all these obstacles are being put in our way.As long as we believe that people, our own neighbors, are selfish, stupid or lazy, then there's no hope.But we can change all those things I mentioned.We can open up city hall.We can reform our electoral systems.We can democratize our public spaces.

My main message is, if we can redefine apathy, not as some kind of internal syndrome, but as a complex web of cultural barriers that reinforces disengagement, and if we can clearly define, we can clearly identify, what those obstacles are, and then if we can work together collectively to dismantle those obstacles, then anything is possible.

我们多久会听到人们说他们毫不在乎？有多少次你被告知真正的、实质性的变化是不可能发生的，因为多数人都太自私、太愚蠢或是懒得去尝试在他们的社区内有所作为？我今天想告诉各位，那些我们自以为了解的冷漠，实际上并不存在；相反，人们真正在乎的是，我们生活在这样一个世界中，我们不断地在我们的前方设置障碍和壁垒，并以此阻碍我们自己参与其中。

我会给你一些事例来做说明。让我们先从市政厅开始。各位以前见过这样的东西么？这是一个报纸广告。这是一份新的办公大楼区划变更申请的通知，这样邻近的人就能知道发生了什么。正如你们所见，这简直没法让人阅读。你需要在中途停下来，去弄明白他们说的地址是哪儿，然后接着往下读，用微小的10号字体，去找出如何才能实际参与。想象一下，如果私营机构也用同样的方式做广告——如果耐克想要销售一双鞋，用这样的方式在报纸上做广告。这种情况永远不会发生。你们永远不会看到耐克做这样的广告，因为耐克是真的想让你们去买他们的鞋子。而多伦多市显然不想让你们参与规划过程，否则他们的广告会是这样的——基本上所有的布局信息都清晰地列出来。只要市政府还在发布这样的通知，试图要让人们参与其中，那么人们当然不会参与。但这并不是冷漠；这是有意地排斥。

公共空间。我们践踏公共空间的行为方式，对任何类型的进步政治变革来说，都是一个巨大的障碍，因为从本质上来看，我们在言论自由上贴上了价格标签。谁最有钱，谁就最有发言权，而且支配着视觉和心理环境。这一观念模式的问题在于，有些需要传播的很棒的讯息是无利可图的。所以，你绝不会在布告板上看到它们。

在发展我们与政治变革的关系上，媒体扮演了一个很重要的角色，主要是通过忽视政治，且专注于名人和丑闻而做到的，但即使他们在讨论重要的政治问题时，也是以一种阻碍参与的方式。我来举个例子说明：上周的《现在》杂志——进步者，每周在多伦多市中心发行。这是个封面故事。它是一篇关于戏剧演出的文章，以在哪儿演出的基本信息开始，在你阅读了这篇文章后，一旦你的确想去看一看——地点、时间、网址一目了然。这篇也一样——这是一篇电影评论，一篇艺术评论，一篇书评——如果你想读读这本书，你能知道在哪儿可以读到。一家餐馆——或许你不仅仅是想读读，也许你想去那家餐馆美餐一顿。所以他们告诉你餐馆在哪儿，价格如何，地址、电话等信息。

接下来我们来看看政治文章。这有一篇很棒的文章，是关于正在进行的一场重要的选举。它谈及候选人——写的非常棒——但没有任何信息，没有跟进，没有竞选活动的网站，没有关于辩论时间、竞选办公室地址等信息。这儿还有另一篇好文章，是关于反对交通运输私有化的一场新运动，也没有任何关于这一运动的联系信息。这些似乎是在表明，读者最有可能想去品尝美食，或是读一本书，或是看一场电影，而不是在他们的社区中参与活动。你们也许会认为这只是些小事，但我认为这很重要，因为这就设定一种基调，并且加强了政治是项吸引大众眼球的观赏性活动这一危险看法。

英雄：我们怎么看待领导力？来看看这10部电影。它们有什么共同点？有人知道吗？它们其中都有被选中的英雄。有人走到他们面前说：“你就是被选中的那个人。这是一个预言。你必须去拯救世界。”然后就有人动身去拯救世界，因为他们已经被告知要这么做，身边只跟随了几个人。这就让我理解了，为什么许多人很难把自己视为领导者，因为关于什么是领导力有太多的错误信息。一个英雄式的壮举是集体的努力，这是第一点。第二点，它是不完美的；它不是十分迷人，而且它不会突然开始又突然结束。这是个持续整个一生的过程。但最重要的是，它是自愿的。这是自愿的。只要我们还在教导我们的孩子，英雄事迹从有人在你的额头画标记时开始，或是有人告诉你，你是预言的一部分时开始，他们就错过了领导力中最重要的特质，而这是来自于内心的。那就是要追随你自己的梦想——不请自来地，自动自发地——然后与他人一起努力，让这些梦想成真。

政党：噢朋友们！政党能够并且应该是一个基本的切入点——让人们可以参与政治。相反，它们已经可悲地成为毫无新意、枯燥无味的组织，它们高度依赖于市场调查、投票和总能最终达成一致的焦点群体，我们总是听到我们想听的，而不是提出切实大胆、有创造性的观点。人们能感觉到这些，而这则成了冷嘲热讽。

慈善机构：在加拿大，拥有慈善机构的团体不允许拥护某个候选者。这是个很大的问题，也是变革的巨大障碍，因为这就意味着一些最热情、最有发言权的声音完全沉默了，选举期间更是如此。这也就说到了最后一点，我们的选举。

正如你们可能已经注意到的，加拿大的选举完全是个笑话。我们使用过时的系统，这会产生一些不公平且随机的结果。加拿大目前正由一个多数加拿大人并不真正认可的政党率领着。当在加拿大投票并不算数时，我们如何能诚实和真诚地鼓励更多的人去投票？把所有这些都放在一起，人们当然会变得漠不关心。这就像是试着玩穿墙术一样。

我现在解释在生活中遇到的这些障碍，并不是说明我们在面对困难时就变得消极。恰恰相反：我认为人人都很棒、很聪明，而且他们真的在乎。正如我所说，我们生活在一个充满障碍和坎坷的环境中。只要我们还继续相信：人们，我们的邻居，是自私的、愚蠢的，或者是懒惰的，那么我们就毫无希望。但我们能改变所有这些我提到的事情，我们能敞开市政厅的大门，我们能改良我们的选举系统。我们能使我们的公共空间民主化。

我的主旨是，如果我们可以重新定义冷漠，不再把它视为某种内在的综合症，而是把它视为阻止我们参与的文化障碍的一种复杂网络，而且如果我们可以清晰地定义它，我们就能清晰地识别出哪些是障碍，然后，如果我们能一起协作拆除这些障碍，那么一切皆有可能。


Barry Schwartz：The Paradox of Choice施瓦茨：选择越多，困惑越多

演讲者：巴里·施瓦茨

地点：TED演讲

时间：2011年12月13日
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The reason that everything was better back when everything was worse is that when everything was worse, it was actually possible for people to have experiences that were a pleasant surprise. Nowadays, the world we live in—we affluent, industrialized citizens, with perfection the expectation—the best you can ever hope for is that stuff is as good as you expect it to be.You will never be pleasantly surprised because your expectations, my expectations, have gone through the roof.The secret to happiness—this is what you all came for—the secret to happiness is low expectations.

I want to say—just a little autobiographical moment—that I actually am married to a wife, and she's really quite wonderful. I couldn't have done better.I didn't settle.But settling isn't always such a bad thing.Finally, one consequence of buying a bad-fitting pair of jeans when there is only one kind to buy is that when you are dissatisfied, and you ask why, who's responsible, the answer is clear.The world is responsible.What could you do?When there are hundreds of different styles of jeans available, and you buy one that is disappointing, and you ask why, who’s responsible?It is equally clear that the answer to the question is you.You could have done better.With a hundred different kinds of jeans on display, there is no excuse for failure.And so when people make decisions, and even though the results of the decisions are good, they feel disappointed about them, they blame themselves.

Clinical depression has exploded in the industrial world in the last generation. I believe a significant—not the only, but a significant contributor to this explosion of depression, and also suicide, is that people have experiences that are disappointing because their standards are so high.And then when they have to explain these experiences to themselves, they think they're at fault.And so the net result is that we do better in general, objectively, and we feel worse.So let me remind you.This is the official dogma, the one that we all take to be true, and it's all false.It is not true.There's no question that some choice is better than none, but it doesn't follow from that that more choice is better than some choice.There's some magical amount.I don’t know what it is.I’m pretty confident that we have long since passed the point where options improve our welfare.

Now, as a policy matter—I'm almost done—as a policy matter, the thing to think about is this. What enables all of this choice in industrial societies is material affluence.There are lots of places in the world, and we have heard about several of them, where their problem is not that they have too much choice.Their problem is that they have too little.So the stuff I'm talking about is the peculiar problem of modern, affluent, Western societies.And what is so frustrating and infuriating is this：Steve Levitt talked to you yesterday about how these expensive and difficult to install child seats don't help.It's a waste of money.What I'm telling you is that these expensive, complicated choices—it’s not simply that they don’t help.They actually hurt.They actually make us worse off.

If some of what enables people in our societies to make all of the choices we make were shifted to societies in which people have too few options, not only would those people's lives be improved, but ours would be improved also. This is what economists call a Pareto-improving move.Income redistribution will make everyone better off—not just poor people—because of how all this excess choice plagues us.So to conclude.You're supposed to read this cartoon, and, being a sophisticated person, say，“Ah！What does this fish know?You know nothing is possible in this fishbowl.”Impoverished imagination, a myopic view of the world—and that's the way I read it at first.The more I thought about it, however, the more I came to the view that this fish knows something.Because the truth of the matter is that if you shatter the fishbowl so that everything is possible, you don't have freedom.You have paralysis.If you shatter this fishbowl so that everything is possible, you decrease satisfaction.You increase paralysis, and you decrease satisfaction.Everybody needs a fishbowl.This one is almost certainly toolimited—perhaps even for the fish, certainly for us.But the absence of some metaphorical fishbowl is a recipe for misery, and, I suspect, disaster.

在所有东西都很糟糕之后，一切都会比现在更好，原因就在于，当一般东西都不怎么好时，人们有可能体验到某些惊喜。如今，我们生活在富裕的工业化世界里，尽管完美是理所当然的期望——对于每一件东西最好的期望，就是不比你期待的差。你再也不会得到什么惊喜，因为你所期望的比天还高。幸福的秘密——也是就你们来到这里想要知道的——秘密就是知足常乐，不要期望过高。

我想抽点时间来说说我自己——我娶了现在的太太，她是个非常好的妻子。这件事上我没有凑合，我尽力了。但是能凑合并不一定是坏事情。我们最后买到一条不合身的牛仔裤的结果之一就是，当商店里只有一种款式可以买到时，你觉得不满意，你想知道为什么，这是谁的责任？答案很明显。这个世界该为此负责。你能为此做些什么呢？现如今，店里有上百种款式供你选择，你买了一条，你觉得不满意，这时候你问为什么，谁该为此负责？这个时候问题的答案同样很明确，那就是你。你完全可以做得更好。那里摆着上百种牛仔裤，你没有借口把事情搞砸。结果是，当人们做出决定时，即使这个决定达到的结果很好，他们还是对决定感到失望，要责备自己。

在我们过去的一代人里，在工业化世界中，临床压抑症爆炸性增长。我相信，造成这种爆炸性增长的压抑和自杀的一个重要——不是唯一的——但是重要的因素，就是人们所有的令人失望的经历。原因就是他们的标准太高。但当他们必须去解释到底是怎么回事时，他们认为这是他们自己的过错。最后的净效果是，尽管客观上我们比以往做得好了，但是感觉上却不如从前。我再提醒大家，这个选择带来幸福的这种公认信条，我们都觉得是对的，其实是错的，完全不对。毫无疑问，有选择比没有选择要好，但不能就此推论出选择越多就越好。这里有一个关键值，我不知道是多少。但我可以肯定，我们早已远远超出了“选择提升我们的富有感”所需的这个关键值了。

我快说完了，现在说说一个政策问题。我们该想想的一个政策问题是，给我们这个工业化社会带来这么多选择的，是物质的极大的丰富。在这个世界上还有许多地方，至少我们听说过其中几个，那里的问题不是选择太多，而且几乎没有。所以我在这里谈的话题，是现代富裕的西方社会的一个特殊问题。斯蒂夫·里维特昨天就说过，令人气愤和失望的问题是，我们生产的那些昂贵而又难以操作的婴儿汽车座椅于事无补，只是在浪费金钱。而我今天要说，就是这些昂贵的、复杂的选择不仅仅是于事无补，它们其实给我们带来了伤害，其实是让我们不如从前。

如果我们把给这个社会创造出来的可供选择的人力物力拿出一部分来，投入到那些现在人们还没有足够选择的社会中去，那么不仅那里的人们可以改善生活，我们自己的生活质量也可以得到提高。这就是经济学家称之为“帕累托改善”的做法。产品的再分配会使我们所有人，不仅仅是穷人的生活好起来。因为我们摆脱了那些像瘟疫般困扰我们的多余的选择。结束之前，我们该看看这幅漫画，并且站在一个智者的立场说：“哼！这条鱼懂什么？告诉你，在这个鱼缸里，一切都是不可能的。”毫无想象力，目光短浅——我第一次看到这幅画时也是这样解读的。可是，我越来越明显地感觉到，这条鱼一定知道些什么。因为说实话，如果你想让一切都变得有可能而把鱼缸打破的话，你得到的不是自由，而是瘫痪。如果你想让一切变得有可能把鱼缸打破，你反而降低了满意度。你增加的是瘫痪，减少的是满足。每个人都需要这样一个鱼缸，至于这个鱼缸，对这条鱼来说，可能是小了点，对于我们几乎无疑是小了点。但是没有这个象征性的鱼缸就意味着苦难将至，也许，是灾难。


Ben S.Bernanke：How Can We Avoid a Similar Crisis in the Future伯南克：我们如何在将来避免一场类似的危机

演讲者：本·伯南克

地点：华盛顿经济俱乐部

时间：2009年12月7日

【演讲者简介】
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As we at the Federal Reserve and others work to build on the progress already made toward securing a sustained economic recovery with price stability, we must also continue to address the weaknesses that led to the current crisis. Thus, our final question this afternoon is：How can we avoid a similar crisis in the future?

Although the sources of the crisis were extraordinarily complex and numerous, a fundamental cause was that many financial firms simply did not appreciate the risks they were taking. Their risk-management systems were inadequate and their capital and liquidity buffers insufficient.Unfortunately, neither the firms nor the regulators identified and remedied many of the weaknesses soon enough.Thus, all financial regulators, including the Federal Reserve, must undertake unsparing self-assessments.At the Federal Reserve, we have extensively reviewed our performance and moved to strengthen our oversight of banks.Working cooperatively with other agencies, we are toughening our banking regulations to help constrain excessive risk-taking and enhance the ability of banks to withstand financial stress.For example, we have been among the leaders of international efforts, through organizations such as the Basel Committee on Bank Supervision, to increase the quantities of capital and liquidity that banks must hold.At home, we are implementing standards that require banking organizations to adopt compensation policies that link pay to the institutions'long-term performance and avoid encouraging excessive risk-taking.

I mentioned the SCAP, otherwise known as the stress tests. We are applying the lessons learned in that exercise to reorient our approach to the supervision of large, interconnected banking organizations that are critical to the stability of the financial system.In particular, we are taking a more“macroprudential”approach, one that goes beyond supervisors'traditional focus on the health of individual institutions and scrutinizes the interrelationships among firms and markets to better anticipate sources of financial contagion.To do that, we are expanding our use of the kind of simultaneous and comparative cross-firm examinations that we used to such good effect in the SCAP.The Federal Reserve's ability to draw on a range of disciplines—using economists, market experts, accountants, and lawyers, in addition to bank examiners—was essential to the success of the SCAP, and a multidisciplinary approach will be a central feature of our supervision in the future.For example, we are complementing our traditional onsite examinations with enhanced off-site surveillance programs, under which multidisciplinary teams will combine supervisory information, firm-specific data analysis, and market-based indicators to identify problems that may affect one or more banking institutions.

Although regulators can do a great deal on their own to improve financial oversight, the Congress also must act to fix gaps and weaknesses in the structure of the regulatory system and, in so doing, address the very serious problem posed by firms perceived as“too big to fail”. No firm, by virtue of its size and complexity, should bepermitted to hold the financial system, the economy, or the American taxpayer hostage.To eliminate that possibility, a number of steps are required.

First, all systemically important financial institutions, not only banks, should be subject to strong and comprehensive supervision on a consolidated, or firmwide, basis. Such institutions should be subject to tougher capital, liquidity, and risk-management requirements than other firms—both to reduce their chance of failing and to remove their incentive to grow simply in order to be perceived as too big to fail.Neither AIG, an insurance company, nor Bear Stearns, an investment firm, was subject to strong consolidated supervision.The Federal Reserve, as the regulator of bank holding companies, already supervises many of the largest and most complex institutions in the world.That experience, together with our broad knowledge of the financial markets, makes us well suited to serve as the consolidated supervisor for systemically important nonbank institutions as well.In addition, our involvement in supervision is critical for ensuring that we have the necessary expertise, information, and authorities to carry out our essential functions of promoting financial stability and making monetary policy.

Second, when a systemically important institution does approach failure, government policymakers must have an option other than a bailout or a disorderly, confidence-shattering bankruptcy. The Congress should create a new resolution regime, analogous to the regime currently used by the FDIC for failing banks, that would permit the government to wind down a troubled systemically important firm in a way that protects financial stability but that also imposes losses on shareholders and creditors of the failed firm, without costs to the taxpayer.Imposing losses on creditors of troubled, systemically critical firms would help address the too-big-to-fail problem by restoring market discipline and leveling the playing field for smaller firms, while minimizing the disruptive effects of a failure on the financial system and the economy.

Third, our regulatory structure requires a better mechanism for monitoring and addressing emerging risks to the financial system as a whole. Because of the size, diversity, and complexity of our financial system, that task may exceed the capacity of any individual agency.The Federal Reserve therefore supports the creation of a systemic oversight council, made up of the principal financial regulators, to identify developments that may pose systemic risks, recommend approaches for dealing with them, and coordinate the responses of its member agencies.

正如我们在美联储和其他人在对于确保可持续的经济复苏和稳定价格上已经取得了一些进展，我们必须继续处理导致当前危机的弱点。因此，我们今天下午的最后一个问题是：我们如何在未来避免一场类似的危机？

虽然这场危机的根源异常复杂和多样化，但根本原因是许多金融公司根本不明白他们要承担的风险。

他们的风险管理系统是不完备的，他们的资本和流动性缓冲不足。不幸的是，不论是公司还是监管者，都不能足够快地确定和补救这些弱点。因此，所有的金融监管机构，包括美联储，必须进行严厉的自我评估。在美联储，我们广泛地审查了我们的业绩，并强化了对银行的监督。与其他机构合作，我们加紧银行的制度和条例，来帮助其限制过度的风险，同时提高银行抵御金融压力的能力。例如，我们在参与领导一些国际的项目，比如我们通过巴塞尔银行监理委员会，来增加银行必须持有的资本和流行性的数量。在国内，我们正在实施一个标准，要求银行采纳薪酬补偿政策，将薪酬与机构的长期的业绩相挂钩，而不鼓励过度的冒险。

我提到的监管资本评估计划，另被称为压力测试。我们运用从实践中得到的教训，来调整对大型相互关联的银行机构的监管方法，而关键正是金融系统的稳定。特别是，我们采取了更宏观、更审慎的方法，这种方法超越了传统的上级主管只对个体机构安全的注重，而仔细审查公司和市场之间的关系，以更好地预测金融歪风的源头。这样做，我们扩大了同时在相对公司、机构之间检查的运用，并在监管资本评估计划中取得了很好的效果。联邦储备的能力，制定一系列的制度——除了银行监督员以外，还用到经济学家、市场专家、会计师、律师，这是监管资本评估计划成功必不可少的，一个多学科的方法将是我们未来监理的主要特点。例如，我们通过加强场外的监视程序，以此来补充我们传统的现场检查，在这种情况下，我们的多学科小组会结合监管信息、公司具体的数据分析、市场指标，来发现可能影响一个或多个银行机构的问题。

虽然监管机构可以做很多来提高自身的金融监管，国会也必须采取行动，在监管系统的结构上来加强弱项和不足。这样做，才会解决一些由那些被看作“大而不倒”的企业提出的严重问题。没有公司能凭借它的规模和复杂性，获准为持有金融系统、经济或美国纳税人担保。为消除这种可能性，一些步骤是必不可少的。

首先，不仅是银行，所有具有系统重要性的银行机构，都应该在综合或者全公司的基础上受到全面监督。这些机构应该比其他公司要求更严格的资本、流动性和风险管理。这样既减少失败的可能，又消除为增长的单纯激励从而被认为大而不倒。AIG，保险公司，贝尔斯登，投资公司，都没有受到严格的综合监督。美联储，作为银行的监管部门，已经在全世界监管着诸多最大、最复杂的机构。这方面的经验，加上我们对金融市场非常熟悉，也使我们非常适合对系统性的非银行机构进行全面监管。此外，对于我们参与监督，确保我们拥有必要的专业知识、信息、有开展促进金融稳定和制定货币政策这些基本职能的权利，才是关键所在。

其次，当一个具有系统重要性的机构失败时，政府决策者必须有一个选择，而不是紧急救助、混乱无序或击垮信心地宣布破产。国会应该创建一个新的解决机制，类似于目前联邦存款保险公司为那些破产公司使用的政策。这种政策允许政府渐渐停止受困扰的系统性公司，以保护金融的稳定，同时将损失加在破产公司的股东和债权人身上，而不是纳税人。将损失让出问题公司的债权人承担，这样能帮助解决公司大而不倒的问题，通过恢复市场秩序，为小公司铺平运作空间的方式，同时减少因为失败对于金融体系和经济的破坏影响。

第三，我们的管理结构需要一个更好的机制来监督和处理整个金融系统的紧急危机。由于我们金融系统的规模、多样化和复杂化，这个任务超过任何独立机构的容量。因此，美联储支持建立一个系统性的监督委员会，由主要的金融监管机构组成，用来识别可能会危及系统的风险，提出解决问题的方法，并协调其代理机构的反应。


Chapter 3　指引未来的声音

We're going where no one has gone before. There's no model to follow, nothing to copy.That is what makes this so exciting.

我们要去别人从没有去过的地方。没有模式可以模仿，没有东西可以复制。这就是魅力所在。


Larry Page：Story of Growth佩奇：成长的故事

演讲者：拉里·佩奇

地点：密西根大学

时间：2009年

【演讲者简介】

拉里·佩奇（Larry Page，1973.03.26—），出生于密歇根州，毕业于密歇根大学。谷歌搜索引擎的创始人之一，2011年4月4日正式出任谷歌CEO。2002年被世界经济论坛评选为“未来的全球领袖”，同时被《技术评论》杂志选为“创造未来的年轻发明家”。拉里·佩奇是密歇根大学工程学院的国家顾问委员会的成员，曾获《研发杂志》“本年发明家”，并在2004年入选国家工程学院。2012年10月11日《财富》杂志公布“2012全球40位40岁以下的商界精英”排行榜，佩奇夺冠。

Class of 2009！I don't think I heard you. Class of 2009！First I want you to stand up and wave and cheer your supportive family and friends！I am sure you can find them out there.Show your love！It is a great honor for me to be here today.

Now wait a second. I know：that's such a cliche.You're thinking：every graduation speaker says that—It's a great honor.But, in my case, it really is so deeply true being here is more special and more personal for me than most of you know.I'd like to tell you why.A long time ago, in this cold September of 1962，there was a Steven's co-op at this very university.That co-op had a kitchen with a ceiling that had been cleaned by student volunteersprobably every decade or so.

Picture a college girl named Gloria, climbing up high on a ladder, struggling to clean that filthy ceiling. Standing on the floor, a young boarder named Carl was admiring the view.And that's how they met.They were my parents, so I suppose you could say I'm a direct result of that kitchen chemistry experiment, right here at Michigan.My Mom is here with us today, and we should probably go find the spot and put a plaque up on the ceiling that says：“Thanks Mom and Dad”！

Everyone in my family went here to Michigan：my brother, my Mom, my Dad—all of us. My Dad actually got the quantity discount：He got all three and a half of his degrees here.His Ph.D.was in Communication Science because they thought Computers were just a passing fad when he earned it 44 years ago.He and Mom made a big sacrifice for that degree.They argued at times over pennies, while raising my newborn brother.Mom typed my Dad's dissertation by hand, kind of ironic of those computer science dissertation.

This velvet hood I'm wearing, this was my Dad's. This diploma, yeah, this diploma I have here that just like the one you are about to get this is my Dad's.And my underwear, oh never mind, sorry.My father's father worked in the Chevy plant in Flint, Michigan.He was an assembly line worker.He drove his two children here to Anna Arbor, and told them：That is where you're going to go to college.I know it sounds funny now.Both of his kids actually did graduate from Michigan.That was the American dream.

His daughter, Beverly, is also with us today. My Grandpa used to carry an“Alley Oop”hammer, a heavy iron pipe with a big hunk of lead melted on the end.The workers made them during the sit-down strikes to protect themselves.When I was growing up, we used that hammer whenever we needed to pound a stake or something into the yard.It is wonderful that most people don't need to carry a heavy blunt object for protection anymore.But just in case, I brought it with me.My Dad became a professor at uh……Michigan State, and I was an incredibly lucky boy.A professor's life is pretty flexible, and he was able to spend oodles of time raising me.Could there be a better upbringing than university brat?

What I'm trying to tell you is that this is way more than just a homecoming for me. It's not easy for me to express how proud I am to be here, with my Mom, my brother and my wife Lucy, and with all of you, at this amazing institution that is responsible for my very existence.I am thrilled for all of you, and I'm thrilled for your families and friends, as all of us join this great, big Michigan family I feel I've been a part of all my life.What I'm also trying to tell you is that I know exactly what it feels like to be sitting in your seat, listening to some old gasbag give a long-winded commencement speech.Don’t worry.I’ll be brief.I have a story about following dreams.Or maybe more accurately, it’s a story about finding a path to make those dreams real.

You know what it's like, to wake up in the middle of the night with a vivid dream?And you know how, if you don't have a pencil and pad by the bed it will be completely gone by the next morning. I had one of those dreams when I was 23.When I suddenly woke up, I was thinking：what if we could download the whole web, and just keep the links and……I grabbed a pen and started writing！Sometimes it is important to wake up and stop dreaming.I spent the middle of that night scribbling out the details and convincing myself it would work.

Soon after, I told my advisor, Terry Winograd, it would take a couple of weeks for me to download the web—he nodded knowingly, fully aware it would take much longer but wise enough to not tell me. The optimism of youth is often underrated！Amazingly, at that time, I had no thought of building a search engine.The idea wasn't even on the radar.Much later we happened upon a better way of ranking and we made a really great search engine, and Google was born.When a really great dream shows up, grab it！When I was here at Michigan, I had actually been taught how to make dreams real！

I know it sounds funny, but that is what I learned in a summer camp converted into a training program called Leadershape. Yes, we've got a few out there.Their slogan is to have a“healthy disregard for the impossible”.Thatprogram encouraged me to pursue a crazy idea at the time.I wanted to build a personal rapid transit system on campus to replace the buses.Yeah, you're still working on that I hear.It was a futuristic way of solving our transportation problem.I still think a lot about transportation, you never lose a dream, it just incubates as a hobby.Many things that people labor hard to do now, like cooking, cleaning, and driving will require much less human time in the future.That is, if we have a healthy disregard for the impossible and actually build new solutions.

I think it is often easier to make progress on mega-ambitious dreams. I know that sounds completely nuts.But, since no one else is crazy enough to do it, you have little competition.In fact, there are so few people this crazy that I feel like I know them all by first name.They all travel as if they are pack dogs and stick to each other like glue.

The best people want to work on the big challenges. That is what happened with Google.Our mission is to organize the world's information and make it universally accessible and useful.How can that not get you excited?But we almost didn't start Google actually because my co-founder Sergey and I were too worried about dropping out of our Ph.D.program.None of you have that issue it seems.You are probably on the right track, if you feel like a sidewalk worm during a rainstorm！That is about how we felt after we maxed out three credit cards buying hard disks off the back of a truck.That was actually the first hardware for Google.

Parents and friends：more credit cards always help. What is the one sentence summary of how you change the world?Always work hard on something uncomfortably exciting！As a Ph.D.student, I actually had three projects I wanted to work on.Thank goodness my advisor said，“why don't you work on the web for a while”.He gave me some seriously good advice because the web was growing with people and activity, even in 1995！Technology and especially the Internet can really help you be lazy.Lazy?What I mean is a group of three people can write software that millions can use and enjoy.

Can three people answer the phone a million times?Find the leverage in the world, so you can be truly lazy！Overall, I know it seems like the world is crumbling out there, but it is actually a great time in your life to get a little crazy, follow your curiosity, and be ambitious about it. Don't give up on your dreams.The world needs you all！

So here's my final story：On a day like today, you might feel exhilarated—like you've just been shot out of a cannon at the circus and even invincible. Don't ever forget that incredible feeling.But also always remember that the moments we have with friends and family, the chances we have to do things that might make a big difference in the world, or even to make a small difference to the ones we love all those wonderful chances that life gives us, life also takes away.It can happen fast, and a whole lot sooner than you think.In late March 1996，soon after I had moved to Stanford for graduate school, my Dad had difficulty breathing and drove to the hospital.Two months later, he died.I was completely devastated.Many years later, after a startup, after falling in love, and after so many of life's adventures, I found myself thinking about my Dad.

Lucy and I were far away in a steaming hot village walking through narrow streets. There were wonderful friendly people everywhere, but it was a desperately poor place.People used the bathroom inside and it flowed out into the open gutter and straight into the river.We touched a boy with a limp leg, the result of paralysis from polio.Lucy and I were in rural India, one of the few places where Polio still exists.Polio is transmitted fecal to oral, usually through filthy water.Well, my Dad had Polio.He went on a trip to Tennessee in the first grade and he caught it.He was hospitalized for two months and had to be transported by military DC-3 back home his first flight.

My Dad wrote，“Then, I had to stay in bed for over a year, before I started back to school.”That is actually a quote from his fifth grade autobiography. My Dad had difficulty breathing his whole life, and the Polio are what took him from us too soon.He would have been very upset, that Polio still persists even though we have a vaccine.He would have been equally upset that back in India we had polio virus on our shoes from walking through the contaminated gutters that spread the disease.We were spreading the virus with every footstep, right under beautiful kids playing everywhere.The world is on the verge of eliminating polio, with 328 people infected so far.Let's get it eradicated soon.Perhaps one of you will do that.

My Dad was valedictorian of Flint Mandeville High School class of 1956 about 90 kids. I happened across his graduating speech recently, and it blew me away.53 years ago my Dad said：“……we are entering a changing world, one of automation and employment change where education is an economic necessity.We will have increased periods of time to do as we wish, as our work week and retirement age continue to decline and we wish that were true.We shall take part in, or witness, developments in science, medicine, and industry that we can only dream of today.It is said that the future of any nation can be determined by the care and preparation given to its youth.

“If all the youths of America were as fortunate in securing an education as we have been, then the future of the United States would be even more bright than it is today.”If my Dad were alive today, the thing I think he would be most happy about is that Lucy and I have a baby in the hopper. I think he would have been annoyed that I hadn't gotten my Ph.D.yet.Thanks, Michigan！

Dad was so full of insights, of excitement about new things, that to this day, I often wonder what he would think about some new development. If he were here today.Well, it would be one of the best days of his life.He'd be like a kid in a candy store.For a day, he'd be young again.Many of us are fortunate enough to be here with family.Some of us have dear friends and family to go home to.And who knows, perhaps some of you, like Lucy and I, are dreaming about future families of your own.Just like me, your families brought you here, and you brought them here.

Please keep them close and remember：they are what really matters in life. Thanks, Mom；Thanks, Lucy.And thank you, all, very much.

09届的同学们！你们的声音呢？给我来点激情！各位同学！首先，我想要你们站起身来，向支持你们的亲朋好友们欢呼致意！我相信你们一定能在人群中找到他们。表达你们的爱吧！今天能站在这里，我很荣幸。

现在先等一等。我知道你们在想，每一个来毕业典礼演说的人都会说——“我很荣幸”——这句话可真是陈词滥调了。但是，对我个人来说这真是十分有意义的，大家远不知道，我对密歇根大学有着真正特殊的感情。我来告诉你们为什么。很久以前，1962年寒冷的9月，在密歇根大学里有一家餐厅，那儿厨房的天花板一直由学生志愿者负责打扫，大概每十年才会打扫一次。

想象一个名叫格洛丽亚的女学生，爬上了高高的梯子，努力地打扫脏兮兮的天花板。而一个名叫卡尔的寄宿生站在地板上，正从下面偷窥，就这样，他俩相遇了。他们就是我的父母。所以说，就在密歇根大学的厨房里，我可是地地道道从这儿造出来的结果。我母亲今天也来了，我们应该去找到当年那个厨房，在天花板挂一块匾，刻上“感谢父母”！

我的每一个家庭成员都毕业于密歇根大学：我哥哥、我父母、还有我。我的爸爸在文凭数量上更胜一筹：他在这儿获得了三个半学位，其中一个是通信工程博士学位。在44年前，他们认为计算机只会是一时兴起的潮流，为了取得这个学位，爸妈做出了很大程度的牺牲。为了抚养刚出生的哥哥，他们省吃俭用。有点讽刺的是，堂堂计算机科学博士，论文可是我妈一字一句敲出来的。

我身上这套博士服是我爸爸的。还有这张文凭，是的，我这儿的这张文凭，跟你们将要得到的一样，也是我爸爸的。还有我的内衣，呃……算了。我的祖父曾在雪佛兰汽车厂工作，在密歇根州弗林特。他是一个装配线工人。他曾开着车带两个孩子来到安娜堡，并在这儿告诉他们：这就是今后你们要上的大学！我知道现在听起来挺搞笑的。不过，他的两个孩子的确都从密歇根大学毕业了。这就是我们家的“美国梦”。

我爷爷的女儿，贝弗利，今天也一起来了。爷爷以前经常带着一个大铁锤，铁管上铸着那种沉重的大铅坨。那是工人们在静坐罢工时，用来保护自己的武器。小时候，我们经常用它在后院打桩子。奇妙的是，现在大家不需要用沉重的铁锤保护自己了。但是以防万一，我今天也把它带在了身边。后来，我的爸爸成为了一名教授，呃……密歇根州立大学的教授，我是多么幸运的男孩儿啊。教授的工作是非常灵活的，所以他有了大量的时间来陪我。还有什么比这更好的吗？

我想要告诉你们的是，这次回来，对我来说真的是意义非凡！我不知道该如何表达我的喜悦之情，和我妈妈，我哥哥，我的妻子露西，还有你们相聚在这个神奇的地方，我无比激动！因为这里造就了我，我为你们感到骄傲，也为你们的家人和朋友感到骄傲，因为我们都是密歇根大家庭的一员，它是我生命中不可或缺的一部分。我还想告诉你们的是，我知道你们现在坐在台下的感受：听我们这些老家伙在毕业典礼上啰啰嗦嗦，老生常谈。别担心。我可不会长篇大论。我给大家讲个追梦的故事。或者更确切地说，是一个关于如何将梦想化成现实的故事。

这样的滋味你们可以想象一下：午夜时分，你从美妙生动的梦境中醒来，手边没有纸笔，到了第二天早上，你昨晚的美梦一定会在头脑中消失得一干二净。我在23岁时，就做过一个这样的美梦。当我突然惊醒时，我想：如果可以下载整个网页，只用通过链接的方式保存……于是，我抓起笔就开始写。有时候，从梦里及时醒来，这真是十分重要。我花了整整一晚，研究出具体的实现方案和细节，充满了自信。

不久后，我对导师特里·威诺格拉德说，下载整个网页要花上几周的时间。他若有所思地点点头，其实心里十分清楚需要更久的时间。但他很明智地没有说明这一点。年轻人的乐观精神通常不可低估！不过那时，我并没有想过创造一个搜索引擎。这个念头对我而言，简直是天方夜谭。后来，我们偶然发现了一个更好的排列网页的方法。我们做出了一个真正一流的搜索引擎，谷歌就这么诞生了。所以，当一个真正伟大的梦想闪现时，抓住它吧！我在密歇根大学上学时，真的学到了如何让梦想成真！

我知道这听起来有点可笑，但我确实从一个“塑造领袖”夏令营中得到了启发。看，我们有些人参加过吧。我们的口号是“世上无难事，只怕有心人”！这个项目鼓励我们去追求看似疯狂的梦想。我想在校园里建立一个个人快速交通系统，来取代公交车。是的，我知道你们还在研究。这可能是未来解决我们交通问题的好方法。我还在思考很多交通方面的问题，梦想不会消失，它会变成一种习惯。现在人们花大力气做的事情，比如做饭、清洁、驾驶，未来占用的时间将会越来越少。也就是说，如果我们对那些不可能给出合理的藐视态度，实际上就能构建出新的解决方法。

我认为，自古精英出狂人。我知道这话听起来完全像是一派胡言。但是，正因为没有人疯狂到去做这些事情，你就没有竞争对手。事实上，真正的狂人寥寥可数，而他们我碰巧都认识。他们像狗仔队一样奔走，像胶水一样粘着对方。

最优秀的人都希望能与大挑战并肩作战。谷歌就有这样一帮人。我们的目标是整合全球的信息，使得人人皆可访问，并随时可用。够让人兴奋吧？但谷歌那时差一点就没法启动了，因为我和我的搭档谢尔盖都担心拿不到博士学位。你们现在没人担心这个问题了吧。你们正走在正确的轨道上，只要你们坚信自己是一场暴风雨里的小小鸟，有一天定会飞得很高！这就是我们曾经所坚信的，即使刷爆了三张信用卡购买硬盘也在所不惜。这实际上是谷歌的第一批硬件。

家长们，朋友们：多几张信用卡总是有用的。如果用一句话总结就是：你该如何改变世界？为了痴迷的梦想而努力奋斗！其实在读博期间，我还有三个项目想要参加。幸好我的导师给了我建议：“为什么不先研究网络呢？”这个建议实在是太好了，因为从1995年起，网络就开始了迅猛发展。科技，尤其是网络，确实真的能让人变懒。懒？我的意思是，一个由三人小组编写的软件，数百万人就可以坐享其成了。

三个人可以回答上百万人的问题？只要找到能撬起地球的杠杆，人就能成功变懒！总的来说，我知道这个世界正在瞬息万变，但对你而言，这是个绝佳的时机，让你的生活变得有一点点疯狂！追随你的好奇心，雄心勃勃地去实现妙想吧。不要放弃你们的梦想。世界需要你们所有人！

现在我来讲最后一个故事：如果某一天，你们就像今天一样欣喜若狂，就像从马戏团的炮口轰了出来，无可战胜。永远铭记那难以置信的一刻，永远铭记那些和家人朋友共处的时光，铭记每一个上天赋予你改造世界的机遇，铭记为所爱的人做出的小小改变，铭记生活赋予的一切美好，但生活也能轻易将它夺走。人生无常，1996年3月下旬，我到斯坦福大学读研究生不久，我的父亲便因呼吸困难住进了医院。两个月以后，他去世了。我完全崩溃了。许多年后，我创业，恋爱，经过生命的种种冒险后，我发现自己总会想起我的父亲。

我和露西去过一个偏远又炎热的村庄，在狭窄的街道上散步。那儿的人们都很友好，但的确是个极度贫穷的地方。污水不经处理就径直流入饮水河道。我们遇到一个因小儿麻痹而瘸腿的小男孩。那是在印度的农村，少数几个还存在小儿麻痹症的地方。这种病通常经由被污染的水源而传染。嗯，我的父亲也有小儿麻痹症，他一年级前往田纳西州旅行时患病。他被送进医院住了两个月后，由军用航班DC-3送回家，这是他的第一次飞行。

我爸爸写道：“那时，在我回到学校上学之前，不得不在床上躺个一年。”实际上这是他五年级时的日记。父亲的一生都遭受着呼吸困难，小儿麻痹症使他过早离开我们。他一定会非常难过，因为现在即使有了疫苗，小儿麻痹症依然肆虐。在印度，我们穿的鞋子也会传播小儿麻痹症，穿过那被污染的携带病毒的排水沟，每一个脚步都在传播病毒，病毒在可爱的孩子们玩耍的每个角落肆意横行。这也一定会让他十分难过。人类正在努力消灭小儿麻痹症。迄今为止，还有328例感染病例。让我们加速这一进程吧，也许你们中就有人会实现这个目标。

我父亲曾作为弗林特·曼德维尔高中1956级90个孩子的学生代表，在毕业典礼上致辞。我最近偶然看到他的毕业演讲，着实让我很震惊。53年前，他说：“……这是一个瞬息万变的世界，一个科学技术和人才就业在不断变革的世界，教育成为经济发展的必需品。我们有更多的时间做想做的事，因为我们的工时减少，退休年龄提前，我们期望这一刻的到来。我们将参与或见证只能今日梦想的科学、医学、工业的飞速发展。据说，一个国家的未来取决于对年轻人的培养。”

“如果所有的美国年轻人能像我们一样幸运地接受教育，美国的未来会比今天更加光明。”如果我父亲今天还活着，我想，他最高兴的事将会是他即将出世的小孙子。而他也会为我也没获得博士学位感到烦心。不过，谢谢你，密歇根大学！

父亲对于新事物总是那么有观察力，并充满热情。我时常幻想，他会如何看待现在的这些新变化。如果他还在的话，这会是他人生中最美好的时光。他就像一个在糖果店的孩子那样开心，就这样一天，他会重返年轻。我们中的大部分人都很幸运，能够有家人在这里相伴，有朋友可以一同回家，可能有些人，都梦想着未来的家庭，像我和露西一样，谁知道呢。就像我一样，当初家人带你来此读书，如今他们见证你毕业。

请一定要珍惜，记住：他们才是你们生命中最重要的人！谢谢你，妈妈！谢谢你，露西！谢谢这里的每一个人！非常感谢！


Jeff Bezos：We Are What We Choose贝佐斯：选择塑造人生

演讲者：杰夫·贝佐斯

地点：普林斯顿大学

时间：2008年

【演讲者简介】

杰夫·贝佐斯（Jeff Bezos，1964.01.12—），出生于美国墨西哥州，毕业于普林斯顿大学。创办了全球最大的网上书店Amazon（亚马逊），现任亚马逊集团董事会主席兼CEO。第一位成功的网上零售业者，全球电子商务的第一象征，最高市值曾达300亿美元。1999年当选《时代》周刊年度风云人物。2000年《财富》杂志评选出的全美40岁以下巨富排行榜中，位居第二，并被美国《商业周刊》评选为“互联网时代最具影响力的25人”之一。

As a kid, I spent my summers with my grandparents on their ranch in Texas. I helped fix windmills, vaccinate cattle, and do other chores.We also watched soap operas every afternoon, especially“Days of Our Lives”.My grandparents belonged to a Caravan Club, a group of Airstream trailer owners who travel together around the U.S.and Canada.And every few summers, we'd join the caravan.We'd hitch up the Airstream trailer to my grandfather's car, and off we'd go, in a line with 300 other Airstream adventurers.I loved and worshipped my grandparents and I really looked forward to these trips.On one particular trip, I was about 10 years old.I was rolling around in the big bench seat in the back of the car.My grandfather was driving.And my grandmother had the passenger seat.She smoked throughout these trips, and I hated the smell.

At that age, I'd take any excuse to make estimates and do minor arithmetic. I'd calculate our gas mileage—figure out useless statistics on things like grocery spending.I'd been hearing an ad campaign about smoking.I can't remember the details, but basically the ad said, every puff of a cigarette takes some number of minutes off of your life：I think it might have been two minutes per puff.At any rate, I decided to do the math for my grandmother.I estimated the number of cigarettes per days, estimated the number of puffs per cigarette and so on.When I was satisfied that I'd come up with a reasonable number, I poked my head into the front of the car, tapped my grandmother on the shoulder, and proudly proclaimed，“At two minutes per puff, you’ve taken nine years off your life！”

I have a vivid memory of what happened, and it was not what I expected. I expected to be applauded for my cleverness and arithmetic skills.“Jeff, you're so smart.You had to have made some tricky estimates, figure out the number of minutes in a year and do some division.”That's not what happened.Instead, my grandmother burst into tears.I sat in the backseat and did not know what to do.While my grandmother sat crying, my grandfather, who had been driving in silence, pulled over onto the shoulder of the highway.He got out of the car and came around and opened my door and waited for me to follow.Was I in trouble?My grandfather was a highly intelligent, quiet man.He had never said a harsh word to me, and maybe this was to be the first time?Or maybe he would ask that I get back in the car and apologize to my grandmother.I had no experience in this realm with my grandparents and no way to gauge what the consequences might be.We stopped beside the trailer.My grandfather looked at me, and after a bit of silence, he gently and calmly said，“Jeff, one day you'll understand that it's harder to be kind thanclever.”

What I want to talk to you about today is the difference between gifts and choices. Cleverness is a gift, kindness is a choice.Gifts are easy—they're given after all.Choices can be hard.You can seduce yourself with your gifts if you're not careful, and if you do, it'll probably be to the detriment of your choices.This is a group with many gifts.I'm sure one of your gifts is the gift of a smart and capable brain.I'm confident that’s the case because admission is competitive and if there weren’t some signs that you’re clever, the dean of admission wouldn’t have let you in.

Your smarts will come in handy because you will travel in a land of marvels. We humans—plodding as we are—will astonish ourselves.We'll invent ways to generate clean energy and a lot of it.Atom by atom, we'll assemble tiny machines that will enter cell walls and make repairs.This month comes the extraordinary but also inevitable news that we've synthesized life.In the coming years, we'll not only synthesize it, but we'll engineer it to specifications.I believe you’ll even see us understand the human brain.Jules Verne, Mark Twain, Galileo, Newton—all the curious from the ages would have wanted to be alive most of all right now.As a civilization, we will have so many gifts, just as you as individuals have so many individual gifts as you sit before me.How will you use these gifts?And will you take pride in your gifts or pride in your choices?

I got the idea to start Amazon 16 years ago. I came across the fact that Web usage was growing at 2，300 percent per year.I'd never seen or heard of anything that grew that fast, and the idea of building an online bookstore with millions of titles—something that simply couldn't exist in the physical world—was very exciting to me.I had just turned 30 years old, and I'd been married for a year.I told my wife MacKenzie that I wanted to quit my job and go do this crazy thing that probably wouldn't work since most startups don't, and I wasn’t sure what would happen after that.MacKenzie told me I should go for it.As a young boy, I’d been a garage inventor.I’d invented an automatic gate closer out of cement-filled tires, a solar cooker that didn’t work very well out of an umbrella and tinfoil, baking-pan alarms to entrap my siblings.I’d always wanted to be an inventor, and she wanted me to follow my passion.

I was working at a financial firm in New York City with a lot of very smart people, and I had a brilliant boss that I much admired. I went to my boss and told him I wanted to start a company selling books on the Internet.He took me on a long walk in Central Park, listened carefully to me, and finally said，“That sounds like a really good idea, but it would an even better idea for someone who didn't already have a good job.”That logic made some sense to me, and he convinced me to think about it for 48 hours before making a final decision.Seen in that light, it really was a difficult choice, but ultimately, I decided I had to give it a shot.I didn't think I'd regret trying and failing.And I suspected I would always be haunted by a decision to not try at all.After much consideration, I took the less safe path to follow my passion, and I'm proud of that choice.

Tomorrow, in a very real sense, your life—the life you author from scratch on your own—begins.

How will you use your gifts?What choices will you make?Will inertia be your guide, or will you follow your passions?Will you follow dogma, or will you be original?Will you choose a life of ease, or a life of service and adventure?Will you wilt under criticism, or will you follow your convictions?Will you bluff it out when you're wrong, or will you apologize?Will you guard your heart against rejection, or will you act when you fall in love?Will you play it safe, or will you be a little bit swashbuckling?When it's tough, will you give up, or will you be relentless?Will you be a cynic, or will you be a builder?Will you be clever at the expense of others, or will you be kind?

I will hazard a prediction. When you are 80 years old, and in a quiet moment of reflection narrating for only yourself the most personal version of your life story, the telling that will be most compact and meaningful will be the series of choices you have made.In the end, we are our choices.Build yourself a great story.Thank you andgood luck.

在我还是个孩子时，我的夏天总是在德州的祖父母的农场里度过。我帮忙修理风车，为牛接种疫苗，也做些其他的家务活。我们每天下午都会看肥皂剧，尤其是《我们的岁月》。我的祖父母加入了一个房车俱乐部，那是一群驾驶清风拖挂型房车的人，他们成群结伴地遍游美国和加拿大。每隔几个夏天，我们就会加入他们。我们把房车挂在祖父的小汽车后面，然后加入一个由300多名清风房车探险者组成的浩荡队伍中。我很爱我的祖父母，我很崇拜他们，并且真心地期盼着这些旅程。我在大约十岁的时候经历了一次特别的旅行，我的祖父开着车，我坐在小汽车后座的长椅上。我的祖母坐在副驾驶上。她一路上都吸着烟，而我讨厌烟味。

在那个年龄段，我会找各种理由来做些估算和小算术。我会计算油耗，还会统计像杂货等一些琐碎小事的花销。我听过一个关于吸烟的广告。我不记得细节了，但是广告的大意还记得住，就是说每吸一口香烟会减少几分钟的寿命，大概是两分钟。不管怎样，我决定要为祖母做个算术。我估算了一下祖母每天要吸几支香烟，每支香烟要吸几口等等，然后得出了一个合理的数字，为此，我感到很满意。接着，我把头探到车子前面，拍了拍祖母的肩膀，然后骄傲地宣称，“每吸一口烟就要少活两分钟，你会少活九年！”

至于接下来发生的事情，我很清楚地记得，但那是我所没有想到的。我本期待着我的小聪明和算术技巧能得到夸奖：“杰夫，你太聪明了。这么复杂的估算你都算出来了，计算了一年的分钟数，还做了除法。”可那并没有发生。相反，我的祖母突然哭泣了起来，我坐在汽车后座上不知所措。我的祖母就一直哭。而我的祖父之前一直在默默地开车，此刻他把车停在高速公路旁边，走下车来，打开我的车门，等着我跟他一起下车。我惹了什么麻烦吗？我的祖父是一个富于智慧而又平和的人。他从来没对我说过什么严厉的话，难道这会是第一次？或者是他要让我回到车上向祖母道歉？我以前从未遭遇过这种状况，所以也不知道会发生什么样的后果。我们在房车旁停下来。祖父凝视着我，沉默片刻，然后温和地、平静地对我说：“杰夫，有一天你就会明白，善良比聪明要更难。”

我今天想对你们说的是，天赋和选择并不同。聪明是一种天赋，而善良则是一种选择。天赋是很容易的——毕竟它们与生俱来。而选择就颇为不易了。如果一不小心，你可能被天赋所诱惑，这可能会对你做出的选择造成不利影响。你们每个人都拥有许多天赋。我确信，你们的天赋之一就是你们那聪明能干的头脑。我之所以如此确信，是因为在如此激烈的入学竞争中，倘若你们没能表现出聪明和智慧，就没有资格进入这所学校了。

你们的聪明才智一定会派上用场，因为你们将踏上一片充满奇迹的土地。我们人类——尽管始终缓慢地前行——却终将令自己大吃一惊。我们能够设法制造出很多清洁能源，也能够一个原子一个原子地组装微型机械，使之穿过细胞壁，然后修复细胞。这个月发生了一件了不起且不可避免的事情——人类终于成功合成了生命。在未来的几年里，我们不仅会合成生命，还会按照说明书来驱动它们。我相信你们甚至会看到我们理解人类的大脑，儒勒·凡尔纳，马克·吐温，伽利略，牛顿——来自那些年代的所有充满好奇心的人都希望能够活到现在。作为文明人，我们会拥有如此之多的天赋，就像是坐在我面前的你们，每一个生命个体都拥有许多独特的天赋。你们要如何运用这些天赋呢？你们会为自己的天赋感到骄傲，还是会为自己的选择感到骄傲呢？

16年前，我萌生了创办亚马逊的想法。那时，我所面对的现实状况，是互联网用量以每年2300%的速度增长，我从未看到或听说过任何东西有如此快速的增长速度。创建涵盖几百万种书籍的网上书店——这一想法令我异常兴奋，因为在物理世界里，这个东西根本就无法存在。那时我刚刚30岁，结婚才一年时间。我告诉妻子玛肯姬说我想辞职，去做这件疯狂的事情，不过很可能会失败，因为大部分创业公司都难免如此，而我又不确定在那之后会发生什么。玛肯姬告诉我说，我应该大胆地放手一搏。当我还是个男孩时，我就是一个旧货发明家。我曾用水泥填充的轮胎做了一个自动关门器，用雨伞和锡箔制作了一个不太好使的太阳能灶，还弄过一个烘烤锅报警器来戏弄我的兄弟。我一直想做一个发明家，而玛肯姬希望我能追随内心的激情。

当时，我在纽约一家金融公司工作，有一群十分聪明的同事，我的老板也很有智慧，我十分钦佩他。我告诉我的老板，说我想开一家公司，在网上卖书。他带着我漫步于中央公园很长时间，认真地听我讲完，最后说道：“听起来真是一个很好的主意，但是，对那些目前没有谋到一份好工作的人来说，这个主意可能会更好。”对我来说，这个逻辑颇有一番道理，他说服了我，让我在最终作出决定之前再考虑48小时。在那时看来，那确实是个艰难的选择，但是最终，我决定要豁出去拼一次。我想，我不会后悔，就算尝试过后也难免失败也不后悔，反倒是我怀疑我会一直处于煎熬之中，如果因为决定后而没去付诸行动的话。在一番深思熟虑之后，我决定跟随自己的内心，选了那条不太安全的道路。但我为那个决定感到自豪。

明天，非常现实地说，你们的人生——从零开始塑造自己人生的时代——开启了。

你们将如何运用自己的天赋？你们又将作出怎样的选择？你们是被惯性所引导，还是追随自己内心的热情？你们是墨守陈规，还是勇于创新？你们会选择安逸的生活，还是选择一个奉献与冒险的人生？你们是在批评面前退缩，还是会坚守信念？你们是掩饰错误，还是会坦诚道歉？你们会因害怕拒绝而心怀戒备，还是会在面对爱情时勇往直前？你们想要波澜不惊，还是想要搏击风浪？你们会在严峻的现实之下选择放弃，还是义无反顾地勇往直前？你们要做愤世嫉俗者，还是踏实的建设者？你们是牺牲他人来耍小聪明，还是选择做个善良的人？

我敢打赌来做一个预测：当你们80岁时，在某个追忆往昔的安静时刻，当你一个人静静对着自己诉说内心的人生故事时，其中最充实、最有意义的那段，将是你们曾经作出的一系列决定的时刻。最后，是我们选择了自己的人生。为你自己塑造一个伟大的故事吧。谢谢，祝你们好运！


J.K.Rowling：The Fringe Benefits of Failure, and the Importance of Imagination J.K.罗琳：失败的额外收益和想象力的重要性

演讲者：J.K.罗琳

地点：哈佛大学

时间：2008年

【演讲者简介】
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Looking back at the 21-year-old that I was at graduation, is a slightly uncomfortable experience for the 42-year-old that she has become. Half my lifetime ago, I was striking an uneasy balance between the ambition I had for myself, and what those closest to me expected of me.

I was convinced that the only thing I wanted to do, ever, was to write novels. However, my parents, both of whom came from impoverished backgrounds and neither of whom had been to college, took the view that my overactive imagination was an amusing personal quirk that could never pay a mortgage, or secure a pension.

They had hoped that I would take a vocational degree；I wanted to study English Literature. A compromise was reached that in retrospect satisfied nobody, and I went up to study Modern Languages.Hardly had my parents'car rounded the corner at the end of the road than I ditched German and scuttled off down the Classics corridor.

I cannot remember telling my parents that I was studying Classics；they might well have found out for the first time on graduation day. Of all the subjects on this planet, I think they would have been hard put to name one less useful than Greek mythology when it came to securing the keys to an executive bathroom.

I would like to make it clear, in parenthesis, that I do not blame my parents for their point of view. There is an expiry date on blaming your parents for steering you in the wrong direction；the moment you are old enough to take the wheel, responsibility lies with you.What is more, I cannot criticise my parents for hoping that I would never experience poverty.They had been poor themselves, and I have since been poor, and I quite agree with them that it is not an ennobling experience.Poverty entails fear, and stress, and sometimes depression；it means a thousand petty humiliations and hardships.Climbing out of poverty by your own efforts, that is indeed something on which to pride yourself, but poverty itself is romanticised only by fools.

What I feared most for myself at your age was not poverty, but failure.

At your age, in spite of a distinct lack of motivation at university, where I had spent far too long in the coffee bar writing stories, and far too little time at lectures, I had a knack for passing examinations, and that, for years, had been the measure of success in my life and that of my peers.

I am not dull enough to suppose that because you are young, gifted and well-educated, you have never known hardship or heartache. Talent and intelligence never yet inoculated anyone against the caprice of the Fates, and I do not for a moment suppose that everyone here has enjoyed an existence of unruffled privilege and contentment.

However, the fact that you are graduating from Harvard suggests that you are not very well-acquainted with failure. You might be driven by a fear of failure quite as much as a desire for success.Indeed, your conception of failure might not be too far from the average person's idea of success, so high have you already flownacademically.

Ultimately, we all have to decide for ourselves what constitutes failure, but the world is quite eager to give you a set of criteria if you let it. So I think it is fair to say that by any conventional measure, a mere seven years after my graduation day, I had failed on an epic scale.An exceptionally short-lived marriage had imploded, and I was jobless, a lone parent, and as poor as it is possible to be in modern Britain, without being homeless.The fears my parents had had for me, and that I had had for myself, had both come to pass, and by every usual standard, I was the biggest failure I knew.

Now, I am not going to stand here and tell you that failure is fun. That period of my life was a dark one, and I had no idea that there was going to be what the press has since represented as a kind of fairy tale resolution.I had no idea how far the tunnel extended, and for a long time, any light at the end of it was a hope rather than a reality.

So why do I talk about the benefits of failure?Simply because failure meant a stripping away of the inessential. I stopped pretending to myself that I was anything other than what I was, and began to direct all my energy into finishing the only work that mattered to me.Had I really succeeded at anything else, I might never have found the determination to succeed in the one arena I believed I truly belonged.I was set free, because my greatest fear had been realized, and I was still alive, and I still had a daughter whom I adored, and I had an old typewriter and a big idea.And so rock bottom became the solid foundation on which I rebuilt my life.

回顾21岁我刚毕业时，对于已经42岁的我来说，那真是一段让人略感不安的经历。21年前，我在自己的雄心勃勃和最亲密的人对我的期待之间，艰难地保持着一种不安的平衡。

那时我家里很穷，我的父母也没有读过大学。而我那时候确信自己唯一想要做的事，就只有写小说。然而，我的父母却认为我那太过活跃的想象力只是很好笑的个人怪癖，不可能用来偿还抵押贷款，也不能换得养老金。

他们希望我能拿个职业学位，而我想去攻读英国文学。现在回想起来，算是达成了一个双方都不甚满意的妥协，那就是我去学了现代语言。然而，我父母的车刚刚消失在路尽头的拐角处，我就立刻丢下了德语，而一路快步小跑去听古典文学。

我记得我并没有把学古典文学这件事告诉父母，他们很可能是在我毕业典礼那天才发现的。我想，他们也许认为，在全世界所有的专业当中，没什么比研究希腊神话更不实用的专业了，甚至根本都换不来一间独立的宽敞卫生间。

在这里，我想澄清一点，我并不是因为父母的观点而在责怪他们。责怪父母给你指错方向的那个年龄段已经过去了。当你成长到可以自己把握人生方向的时候，你就要去自己承担责任。更重要的是，我不会因为父母希望我永远不过穷日子而责怪他们。他们一直都很贫穷，我也曾经一度是个穷人，所以我很理解他们，贫穷并不是什么高贵的经历。贫困会引起恐惧、带来压力，有时甚至还有绝望，它意味着许许多多的卑微、羞辱和艰辛。通过靠自己的努力摆脱贫穷，这的确是一件值得自豪的事，但贫穷本身只有对傻瓜而言才是浪漫的。

我在你们这个年纪的时候，最害怕的不是贫穷，而是失败。

在你们这么大时，在学校里，尽管明显缺乏学习的动力，我花了太久时间在咖啡吧写故事，在课堂的时间也很少，但我有一些通过考试的小绝招，并且多年来，凭着这些绝招，我在生活中和同龄人中也从不落后。

我还不至于愚蠢到去假设，因为你们年轻、有天份，并且受过良好的教育，就从来不知道困难和心碎。但是，天赋和智慧从来不能阻止命运无常的折磨，我也从来没有假设坐在这里的每个人都已经享有自己的那份优越感和满足。

然而，事实是，你们是哈佛毕业生，这表明了你们并不十分了解失败。你们对失败的恐惧和对成功的渴望同样驱使着你们。的确，在你们看来的失败，在很多普通人看来很可能就是成功，毕竟你们在学术上已经达到了一个很高的高度。

最终，我们都必须自己决定什么才算是失败，但如果你愿意，这个世界倒是很想给你一套标准。因此，我认为这样说也很公平，那就是：从任何传统的标准看，在我毕业仅仅七年后的日子里，我的失败达到了史诗般的规模：异常短暂的婚姻迅速崩溃，我又失业成了一个孤独的单身母亲。除了流浪汉，我是当代英国最穷的人之一。父母过去所担心的，以及我自己对未来的担忧，现在都变成了现实。按照惯常的标准来看，我就是我所知道的最失败的人。

现在，我不打算站在这里告诉你们，失败是有趣的。这一时期是我生命中的黑暗岁月，我不知道这些苦难代表什么，正如童话故事里需要历经的磨难。我不知道还要在黑暗中走多久，很长一段时间里，任何道路的尽头给我的只是希望，而不是现实。

那么，为什么我要谈论失败的好处呢？因为失败意味着剥离掉那些无关紧要的东西。我因此不再伪装自己，我找到了真正的自我，重新开始把所有精力放在对我来说有意义的事情上。倘若不是没有在其他领域成功过，我可能永远不会找到，在我确信真正属于自己的舞台上取得成功的决心。我获得了自由，因为对我来说最大的恐惧已经存在了，但我还活着，我仍然有一个我深爱的女儿，我还有一个旧打字机和一个宏大的构想。所以，困境的谷底，会成为我重建生活的坚实基础。


OprahWinfrey：Feelings, FailureandFinding Happiness奥普拉：感觉、失败及寻找幸福

演讲者：奥普拉·温弗瑞

地点：斯坦福大学

时间：2008年
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The world has so many lessons to teach you. I consider the world, this Earth, to be like a school and our life the classrooms.And sometimes here in this Planet Earth school the lessons often come dressed up as detours or roadblocks.And sometimes as full-blown crises.And the secret I've learned to getting ahead is being open to the lessons, lessons from the grandest university of all, that is, the universe itself.

It's being able to walk through life eager and open to self-improvement and that which is going to best help you evolve, cause that's really why we're here, to evolve as human beings. To grow into more of ourselves, always moving to the next level of understanding, the next level of compassion and growth.

I think about one of the greatest compliments I've ever received：I interviewed with a reporter when I was first starting out in Chicago. And then many years later, I saw the same reporter.And she said to me，“You know what?You really haven't changed.You've just become more of yourself.”

And that is really what we're all trying to do, become more of ourselves. And I believe that there's a lesson in almost everything that you do and every experience, and getting the lesson is how you move forward.It's how you enrich your spirit.And, trust me, I know that inner wisdom is more precious than wealth.The more you spend it, the more you gain.

So, how do I define success?Let me tell you, money's pretty nice. I'm not going to stand up here and tell you that it's not about money, cause money is very nice.I like money.It's good for buying things.

But having a lot of money does not automatically make you a successful person. What you want is money and meaning.You want your work to be meaningful.Because meaning is what brings the real richness to your life.What you really want is to be surrounded by people you trust and treasure and by people who cherish you.That's when you're really rich.So, lesson one, follow your feelings.If it feels right, move forward.If it doesn't feel right, don't do it.

Now I want to talk a little bit about failings, because nobody's journey is seamless or smooth. We all stumble.We all have setbacks.If things go wrong, you hit a dead end—as you will—it's just life's way of saying time to change course.So, ask every failure—this is what I do with every failure, every crisis, every difficult time—I say, what is this here to teach me?And as soon as you get the lesson, you get to move on.If you really get the lesson, you pass and you don't have to repeat the class.If you don't get the lesson, it shows up wearing another pair of pants—or skirt—to give you some remedial work.

And what I've found is that difficulties come when you don't pay attention to life's whisper, because life always whispers to you first. And if you ignore the whisper, sooner or later you'll get a scream.Whatever you resist, it persists.But, if you ask the right question—not why is this happening, but what is this here to teach me?—it puts you in the place and space to get the lesson you need.

What matters most is what's inside. What matters most is the sense of integrity, of quality and beauty.I got that lesson.Not a small topic this is, finding happiness.But in some ways I think it's the simplest of all.

这个世界要有很多课程要教给你们。我认为，这个世界，这个地球，就像是一座学校，一个我们人生的课堂。在地球这个行星学校里，这些课程有时会是弯路和障碍。有时则处处充满危机。而我所学的应付这一切的秘密，就是勇于去面对，正如我们面对最伟大的大学课程一样，也就是宇宙本身。

我们能够充满激情地去生活和自我提高，不断地帮助自我进行完善，这就是我们存在的意义，也是人类演变的进程。不断地自我提高，去追求人生的更高境界，去追求更高层次的理解、同情和成长。

我记得我所得到的最大的赞扬就是：当我在芝加哥刚开始工作时，我采访了一个记者。很多年以后我们又见面了。她对我说：“你知道吗？你真的一点也没有变。你只是变得更像你自己了。”

而这就是我们一直在努力去做的，去更好地做我们自己。我坚信，你们会从每一件做过的事情和所有的经历中学到经验，这样你们就会更进一步。这样你们丰富了自己的灵魂。相信我，内在的智慧远比外在的财富要更加珍贵。你越是使用它，你就会得到越多。

那么，我是如何定义成功的呢？让我告诉你，金钱很美好。我不会站在这儿告诉你们成功与金钱无关，因为金钱就是好东西。我喜欢钱。它能买到很多东西。

但是，拥有很多钱并不能使你自动成为一个成功的人。你想要的是钱和意义。你想要你的工作是有意义的。因为有意义使你的生活更加充实。你真正想要的是被你信任且珍惜的人所围绕，而他们也同样是珍视你、信任你。这才是你真正富有的时候。因此，第一个经验，跟随你的感觉。如果感觉对了，就继续前行。如果感觉不对，那就不要这样做。

现在，我想谈一点关于失败的话题，因为没有人的生命旅途是一帆风顺的。我们都会遇到困难。我们都有挫折。如果事情出错了，你进入了死胡同——这正是生活在告诉你——是时候该改变了。所以，问问每一次失败——这就是我每一次面对困难和危机时都会做的事——我会问一问，这又教会了我什么吗？只要你吸取了教训，你就会继续前行。如果你真正得到了教训，你就会顺利通过考验，不会重复犯错。如果你没有吸取教训，它会以另外一种形式出现在你面前——给你一些补救。

我还发现，当你没有仔细聆听生活的耳语时，困难就会到来，因为生活总是提前低声告诫你。如果你忽视了这个低声的告诫，那么迟早你就会听到更刺耳的尖叫，无论你如何反抗，它都会继续下去。但是，如果你问了正确的问题——不去想困难为什么会发生，而是去反思困难会教给我什么时——它就会指引你走上正确的位置，让你得到你所需要的教训。

然而，最重要的是内在的东西。最重要的是正直、品质以及美好的感觉。我得到了那个教训。追求幸福并不是一个小话题。但在某种程度上来说，我认为，它又是最简单的话题。


Tony Blair：Cherishing What You Have Now, and Striving for the Future布莱尔：珍惜现在，把握未来

演讲者：托尼·布莱尔

地点：耶鲁大学

时间：2008年

【演讲者简介】

托尼·布莱尔（Tony Blair，1953.05.06—），生于英国苏格兰爱丁堡，毕业于牛津大学圣约翰学院法律系，1984年成为大律师，1994年被伊丽莎白女王二世封为枢密院的一名官员。自1994年当选工党领袖，成为工党历史上最年轻的领袖。1997年5月任首相，后兼任首席财政大臣和文官部大臣。2001年6月在大选中再次获胜，成为英国历史上首位连任的工党首相。2007年卸任党魁、首相以及下议院的英格兰东北部塞奇菲尔德选区议员，另外又获中东问题有关四方委任为中东问题特使。布莱尔是工党历史上在任最长的英国首相，也是该党唯一一位带领工党连续3次赢得大选的首相。

It is an honor to be here and say to the Yale College Class of 2008：you did it；you came through；from all of us to you：congratulations.

The issues you must wrestle with—the threat of climate change, food scarcity, and population growth, worldwide terror based on religion, the interdependence of world economy—my student generation would barelyrecognize. But the difference today is they are essentially global in nature.

Your understand this. Yale has become a melting pot of culture, language and civilization.You are the global generation.So be global citizens.

Each new generation finds the world they enter. But they fashion the world they leave.So：what do you inherit and what do you pass on?

The history of humankind is marked by great events but written by great people.

People like you.

Given Yale's record of achievement, perhaps by you. So to you as individuals, what wisdom, if any, have I learnt?First, in fact, keep learning.Always to be alive to the possibilities of the next experience, of thinking, doing and being.

When Buddha was asked, near the end of his life, to describe his secret, he answered bluntly：“I'm awake”. So be awake.Understand conventional wisdom, but be prepared to change it.

Feel as well as analyze；use your instinct alongside your reason. Calculate too much and you will miscalculate.

Be prepared to fail as well as to succeed, realise it is failure not success that defines character.

I spent years trying to be a politician failing at every attempt and nearly gave up. I know you're thinking：I should have.

Sir Paul McCartney reminded me that the first record company the Beatles approached rejected them as a band no-one would want to listen to. Be good to people on your way up because you never know if you will meet them again on your way down.Judge someone by how they treat those below them not those above them.

Be a firm friend not a fair-weather friend. It is your friendships, including those friends you made here at Yale, at this time, that sustain and enrich the human spirit.

A good test of a person is who turns up at their funeral and with what sincerity. Try not to sit the test too early, of course.

Recently, I attended a funeral and the speaker said he would like to begin by reading a list of all those whose funerals he would rather have been attending, but the list was too long. It was a sweet compliment to our friend.

Alternatively there was Spike Milligan, the quintessential English comic who when he was asked what he would like as the epitaph on his tombstone replied：“They should write：I told you l was ill.”

There was a colleague of mine in the British Parliament who once asked another：“why do people take such an instant dislike to me?”and got the reply：“Because it saves time.”So, when others think of you, let them think not with their lips but their hearts of a good friend and a gracious acquaintance.

Above all, however, have a purpose in life. Life is not about living but about striving.When you get up, get up motivated.Live with a perpetual sense of urgency.And make at least part of that purpose about something bigger than you.There are great careers.There are also great causes.

At least let some of them into your lives. Giving hefts the heart in a way that getting never can.Maybe it really was Oscar Wilde who said：“No one ever died, saying if only l had one more day at the office.”One small but shocking sentence：each year three million children die in Africa from preventable disease or conflict.

The key word?Preventable.

When all is said and done, there is usually more said than done.

Be a doer not a commentator. Seek responsibility rather than shirk it.People often ask me about leadership, l say：leadership is about wanting the responsibility to be on your shoulders, not ignoring its weight but knowing someone has to carry it and, reaching out for that person to be you.Leaders are heat-seekers not heat-deflectors.And luck?You have all the luck you need.You are here, at Yale, and what—apart from the hats—could be better?

You have something else：your parents.

When you are your age, you can never imagine being our age. But believe me, when you're our age we remember clearly being your age.That's why I am so careful about young men and my daughter，“Don't tell me what you're thinking.I know what you're thinking.”

But as a parent let me tell you something about parents. Despite all rational impulses, despite all evidence to the contrary, despite what we think you do to us and what you think we do to you—and yes, it is often hell on both sides—the plain, unvarnished truth is we love you.Simply, profoundly, utterly.

I remember, back in the mists of time, my Dad greeting me off the train at Durham railway station. I was a student at Oxford.Oxford and Cambridge are for Britain kind of like Yale and Harvard, only more so.It was a big deal.I had been away for my first year and was coming home.

I stepped off the train. My hair was roughly the length of Rumpelstiltskin's and unwashed.I had no shoes and no shirt.My jeans were torn—and this was in the days before this became a fashion item.Worst of all, we had just moved house.Mum had thrown out the sitting room drapes.I had retrieved them and made a sleeveless long coat with them.

My Dad greeted me. There were all his friends at the station.Beside me, their kids looked paragons of responsibility.He saw the drapes, and visibly winced.They did kind of stand out.I took pity on him.

“Dad”，I said.“There is good news. I don't do drugs.”He looked me in the eye and said：“Son, the bad news is if you're looking like this and you're not doing drugs we've got a real problem.”Your parents look at you today with love.They know how hard it is to make the grade and they respect you for making it.

And tomorrow as I know, as a parent of one of this class, as you receive your graduation, their hearts will beat with the nature rhythm of pride. Pride in what you have achieved.Pride in who you are.

They will be nervous for you, as you stand on the threshold of a new adventure for they know the many obstacles that lie ahead. But they will be confident that you can surmount them, for they know also the strength of character and of spirit that has taken you thus far.To my fellow parents：I say, let us rejoice and be glad together.To the Yale College Class of 2008，I say：well done；and may blessings and good fortune be yours in the years to come.

很荣幸站在这里，在耶鲁大学2008届毕业典礼发表演讲。你们顺利毕业了，你们走过来了；我们所有人，向你们表示祝贺。

你们必须全力应对的问题包括——气候变化带来的威胁、食品短缺、人口激增、由宗教引发的全球恐怖主义，以及世界经济的相互依赖。这在我的学生时代几乎都没有被意识到。但与以往不同的是，今天这些问题在本质上都是全球性的。

你们了解这一点。耶鲁大学已经成为一个文化、语言和文明的大熔炉。你们是全球性的一代。所以你们要成为全球公民。

每个新一代寻找他们要进入的世界，然后又离开他们塑造的世界。因此：你们继承什么，又将传递什么？

人类的历史以大事件为标志，而大事件由伟人来谱写。

就是由像你们这样的人来谱写。

鉴于耶鲁历来的成就，也许就由你们来谱写人类的历史。所以，从作为个体的你们，即便是的话，那么我已经学到什么了呢？首先，事实上，要终身学习。时刻积极投入到可能出现的新经历、思考、行动和成长中。

当佛祖的生命走到尽头时，有人问他成为圣人的秘密，他坦诚告之：“常自省察，不令有失。”所以要保持清醒。了解传统的智慧，但也要做好准备改变它。

分析中需要有感知。理性也要伴随直觉。过于斤斤计较只会判断错误。

准备好迎接成功，也要准备好迎接失败。要明白，是失败而不是成功塑造了人的性格。

我花了多年的时间试图成为一个政治家，但每次都失败了，几近要放弃。我知道你们怎么想的：我本来就应该放弃。

保罗·麦卡特尼让我想起，披头士联系的第一家唱片公司以他们的音乐没人会听为由而将他们拒之门外。当你青云直上时，要待人友善，因为你永远不知道在你走下坡路时会不会遇见他们。评价一个人要看他如何对待下属而不是上级。

要做一个忠诚坚定的朋友，而不是酒肉朋友。此时，正是你们的友谊，包括你们此时在耶鲁结交的朋友，维系和丰富着人类的精神。

考验一个人的有效方法就是看谁会出席他的葬礼，以及他们是否虔诚。当然，尽量不要太早考验。

最近，我出席了一个葬礼。发言人表示他想首先宣读一个名单，他本该出席名单上这些人的葬礼，但他没有去，这个名单太长了。这对我们的朋友而言，真是一种甜蜜的称赞。

另外，英国顶级戏剧大师斯派克·米利根，在被问及希望在他的墓碑上刻上什么样的墓志铭时说：“他们应该写：我告诉过你我病了。”

我在英国议会的一个同僚曾经问过一个问题：“为什么人们这么快就不喜欢我了？”得到的回答是：“为了节省时间。”因此，当别人想起你时，让他们是衷心地感到你是一个好朋友和亲切的熟人，而不仅仅只是用嘴说说。

然而，最重要的是，生活要有目标。生活不仅仅是活着，而是奋斗拼搏。当你起床时，充满激情地起床。生活中时刻要有紧迫感。至少要有一部分目标高出你的当前水平。有伟大的职业。也有伟大的事业。

至少让他们中的一些人融入你的生活。给予可以在某种程度上提升人的心灵，而索取永远不能。也许这正如王尔德所说的：“渴望再多工作一天的人，不会死去。”有一句话，短小却震撼人心：每年，在非洲有300万儿童死于可预防的疾病或是冲突。

关键词是什么？“可预防的”。

归根结底，通常说的比做的要多。

要做一个实干家而非评论员。承担责任而非逃避责任。人们经常问我关于领导力的问题，我的回答是：领导能力是指需要肩负着责任，而不是忽略责任之重，是知道必须有人站出来承担责任，然后努力成为那个人。领导人是用于承担责任而非逃避责任的人。那么运气呢？你们拥有所需要的所有运气。你们现在在这儿，在耶鲁大学，还有什么比拥有耶鲁大学的桂冠更好的吗？

你们还拥有其他：你们的父母。

在你们现在这个年纪，你们无法想象我们这个年纪的样子。但是请相信我，当你们到我们这个年纪时，你们能够清楚地记得你们现在的事情。这就是为什么我如此关心年轻人以及我的女儿，“别告诉我你们在想什么。我知道你们在想什么。”

但是，作为父母，让我告诉你们一些父母的事。尽管我们会有理性的冲动，尽管所有证据都表明这样不对，尽管我们对彼此的所作所为有些不满，但是显而易见的事实是，我们爱你们。简单、深沉而绝对的爱。

回顾往事，我想起我的父亲在达勒姆火车站接我下车时的情景。我当时是牛津大学的学生。英国的牛津和剑桥就相当于美国的耶鲁和哈佛，甚至比它们更好。这可是件大事。我当时是离家一年后第一次从学校回家。

我走下火车。我拖着一头长度如侏儒般的脏兮兮的头发，没穿鞋，也没穿衬衫。我的牛仔裤也破烂不堪——这在那个时期是一种时尚。最糟糕的是，我们刚刚搬了家。母亲丢掉了客厅的窗帘。而我给捡了回来，用它们做了一件无袖长大衣。

父亲向我打招呼。车站里都是他的朋友。除了我，他们的孩子看起来都很庄重体面。父亲看着我身上的窗帘布，显然愣住了。这衣服确实很引人注目。我开始对他有了些许怜惜。

“爸爸，”我说，“我有好消息告诉你。我不吸毒。”他看着我的眼睛说：“儿子，坏消息就是，如果你穿成这样还不吸毒，那我们就真有问题了。”今天，你们的父母满怀爱意地看着你们。他们知道你们的成绩得来不易，他们为你们做到了这一切而骄傲。

我知道，明天当你们接过毕业证书时，作为这一届的父母，他们的心底将涌起一股骄傲之情。为你们取得的成就而骄傲，为你们而骄傲。

你们的父母为你们感到担忧，因为你们将要开始一段新的冒险，因为他们知道前方有许多艰难险阻。但是他们相信你们可以战胜这些困难，因为他们还知道，你们坚强的意志和精神已经帮助你们获得了今天的成就。我想对父母们说：让我们相聚一堂，共同庆祝。我想对耶鲁大学2008届毕业生说：你们很棒，在未来的岁月，愿幸福和好运常伴身旁。


Chapter 4　荣耀权力的声音

We need to steer clear of this poverty of ambition, where people want to drive fancy cars and wear nice clothes and live in nice apartments but don't want to work hard to accomplish these things.

我们需要避免梦想的匮乏，人们总希望开好车，穿名牌，住豪宅，却不愿为之付出艰辛。


Obama：NewYear’sSpeech2012奥巴马：2012年新年演讲贺词

演讲者：奥巴马

时间：2011年12月31日

【演讲者简介】

贝拉克·侯赛因·奥巴马（Barack Hussein Obama II，1961.08.04—），出生于夏威夷，先后就读于哥伦比亚大学和哈佛大学。美国民主党人，1996年当选伊利诺伊州参议员，第44任美国总统和第一位非裔美国总统，也是首位同时拥有黑白血统，且童年在亚洲成长的美国总统。2007年2月10日，宣布参加2008年美国总统选举，并于11月4日正式当选。2009年10月9日，获诺贝尔和平奖。

Hello, everybody. As 2011 comes to an end and we look ahead to 2012，I want to wish everyone a happy and healthy New Year.

The last year has been a time of great challenge and great progress for our country. We ended one war andbegan to wind down another.We dealt a crippling blow to al-Qaeda and made America more secure.We stood by our friends and allies around the world through natural disasters and revolutions.And we began to see signs of economic recovery here at home, even as too many Americans are still struggling to get ahead.

There's no doubt that 2012 will bring even more change. And as we head into the New Year, I'm hopeful that we have what it takes to face that change and come out even stronger—to grow our economy, create more jobs, and strengthen the middle class.

I'm hopeful because of what we saw right before Christmas, when Members of Congress came together to prevent a tax hike for 160 million Americans—saving a typical family about$40 in every paycheck. They also made sure Americans looking for work won't see their unemployment insurance cut off.And I expect Congress to finish the job by extending these provisionsthrough theend of 2012.

It was good to see Members of Congress do the right thing for millions of working Americans. But it was only possible because you added your voices to the debate.Through email and Twitter and over the phone, you let your representatives know what was at stake.Your lives.Your families.Your well-being.You had the courage to believe that your voices could make a difference.And at the end of the day, they made all the difference.

More than anything else, you are the ones who make me hopeful about 2012. Because we've got some difficult debates and some tough fights to come.As I've said before, we are at a make-or-break moment for the middle class.And in many ways, the actions we take in the months ahead will help determine what kind of country we want to be, and what kind of world we want our children and grandchildren to grow up in.

As President, I promise to do everything I can to make America a place where hard work and responsibility are rewarded—one where everyone has a fair shot and everyone does their fair share. That's the America I believe in.That's the America we've always known.And I'm confident that if we work together, and if you keep reminding folks in Washington what's at stake, then we will move this country forward and guarantee every American the opportunities they deserve.

Thanks for watching, and from Michelle, Malia, Sasha, Bo and myself, Happy New Year.

大家好。在2011年即将结束，2012年即将来临之际，我想祝福所有人在新的一年中健康、快乐。

对美国来说，去年是面对巨大挑战、同时也取得伟大进步的一年。我们结束了一场战争，并开始平复另一场战争。我们沉重打击了基地组织，使美国更加安全。在世界各地发生自然灾难和革命的时候，我们同我们的朋友以及盟国站在一起。我们已经看到美国出现的经济复苏迹象，即便很多美国人仍在为取得成功而努力奋斗。

毫无疑问，2012年将会带来更多改变。在我们迈向新的一年之际，我信心十足，我们已经足以面对改变，并会在经历改变后变得更强大——这些改变包括让美国经济增长，创造更多的就业机会，并巩固壮大中产阶级。

我之所以信心十足，是因为我们看到在圣诞节前，国会议员聚集在一起以防止1.6亿美国人民的税负提高——这为一般家庭在每份工资单上节省了约40美元。他们还确保了美国人民在找工作时失业保险不被削减。我期望国会能把这些条款延长至2012年年底。

很高兴看到国会议员为数百万美国工人做出了正确的努力，但正是因为你们在辩论中发出声音，才使之成为可能。你们通过电子邮件、推特和电话，让议员们知道事情的利害攸关，这关乎你们的生活，你们的家庭和你们的幸福。你们有勇气相信自己的声音可以带来巨大的改变。在一天即将结束之时，国会议员们让事情发生了改变。

正是你们，让我对2012年充满了希望，而不是其他任何事物，因为一些困难的辩论和艰难的斗争即将来临。正如我之前所说，我们正处于一个对中产阶级而言成败攸关的时刻。在许多方面，我们未来几个月将会采取的行动，将决定我们希望成为一个什么样的国家，以及我们的子孙后代将生活在一个什么样的世界里。

作为总统，我承诺将尽我所能，让美国成为一个只要努力工作和尽心尽责就能得到回报的地方，一个每个人都能得到公平的机会，每个人都能获得公平回报的地方。这是我坚信的美国，这是我们一直以来所知的美国。如果我们携手共进，如果我们不断提醒华盛顿人士利害所在，我确信我们将推动这个国家继续前行，并确保每个美国人得到应有的机遇。

感谢收看，米歇尔、玛丽亚、萨莎、波和我本人祝你们新年快乐。


President George W.Bush’s Inaugural Address小布什：2001年就职演说

演讲者：乔治·布什

时间：2001年1月20日

【演讲者简介】

乔治·沃克·布什（George Walker Bush，1946.07.06—），美国第43任总统。出生于美国康涅狄格州，1968年获耶鲁大学历史学士学位，1975年获哈佛大学工商管理硕士学位。1994年至2000年间担任第46任德州州长。2001年1月就任第43任（第54届）美国总统，2005年就任第55届美国总统。美国在线于2005年举办的票选活动《最伟大的美国人》中，布什被选为美国最伟大的人物第六位。

President Clinton, distinguished guests and my fellow citizens，

The peaceful transfer of authority is rare in history, yet common in our country. With a simple oath, we affirm old traditions and make new beginnings.

As I begin, I thank President Clinton for his service to our nation. And I thank Vice President Gore for a contest conducted with spirit and ended with grace.

I am honored and humbled to stand here, where so many of America's leaders have come before me, and so many will follow.

We have a place, all of us, in a long story—a story we continue, but whose end we will not see. It is the story of a new world that became a friend and liberator of the old, a story of a slave-holding society that became a servant of freedom, the story of a power that went into the world to protect but not possess, to defend but not to conquer.

It is the American story—a story of flawed and fallible people, united across the generations by grand and enduring ideals. The grandest of these ideals is an unfolding American promise that everyone belongs, that everyone deserves a chance, that no insignificant person was ever born.

Americans are called to enact this promise in our lives and in our laws. And though our nation has sometimes halted, and sometimes delayed, we must follow no other course.

Through much of the last century, America's faith in freedom and democracy was a rock in a raging sea. Now it is a seed upon the wind, taking root in many nations.Our democratic faith is more than the creed of our country, it is the inborn hope of our humanity, an ideal we carry but do not own, a trust we bear and pass along.And even after nearly 225 years, we have a long way yet to travel.

While many of our citizens prosper, others doubt the promise, even the justice, of our own country. The ambitions of some Americans are limited by failing schools and hidden prejudice and the circumstances of their birth.And sometimes our differences run so deep, it seems we share a continent, but not a country.

We do not accept this, and we will not allow it. Our unity, our union, is the serious work of leaders and citizens in every generation.And this is my solemn pledge：I will work to build a single nation of justice and opportunity.I know this is in our reach because we are guided by a power larger than ourselves who creates us equal in His image.

And we are confident in principles that unite and lead us onward.

America has never been united by blood or birth or soil. We are bound by ideals that move us beyond ourbackgrounds, lift us above our interests and teach us what it means to be citizens.Every child must be taught these principles.Every citizen must uphold them.And every immigrant, by embracing these ideals, makes our country more, not less, American.

Today, we affirm a new commitment to live out our nation's promise through civility, courage, compassion and character. America, at its best, matches a commitment to principle with a concern for civility.A civil society demands from each of us good will and respect, fair dealing and forgiveness.

Some seem to believe that our politics can afford to be petty because, in a time of peace, the stakes of our debates appear small. But the stakes for America are never small.If our country does not lead the cause of freedom, it will not be led.

If we do not turn the hearts of children toward knowledge and character, we will lose their gifts and undermine their idealism. If we permit our economy to drift and decline, the vulnerable will suffer most.

We must live up to the calling we share. Civility is not a tactic or a sentiment.It is the determined choice of trust over cynicism, of community over chaos.And this commitment, if we keep it, is a way to shared accomplishment.

America, at its best, is also courageous.

Our national courage has been clear in times of depression and war, when defending common dangers defined our common good. Now we must choose if the example of our fathers and mothers will inspire us or condemn us.We must show courage in a time of blessing by confronting problems instead of passing them on to future generations.

Together, we will reclaim America's schools, before ignorance and apathy claim more young lives.

We will reform Social Security and Medicare, sparing our children from struggles we have the power to prevent. And we will reduce taxes, to recover the momentum of our economy and reward the effort and enterprise of working Americans.

We will build our defenses beyond challenge, lest weakness invite challenge. We will confront weapons of mass destruction, so that a new century is spared new horrors.

America, at its best, is compassionate. In the quiet of American conscience, we know that deep, persistent poverty is unworthy of our nation's promise.And whatever our views of its cause, we can agree that children at risk are not at fault.Abandonment and abuse are not acts of God, they are failures of love.And the proliferation of prisons, however necessary, is no substitute for hope and order in our souls.

Where there is suffering, there is duty. Americans in need are not strangers, they are citizens, not problems, but priorities.And all of us are diminished when any are hopeless.

Government has great responsibilities for public safety and public health, for civil rights and common schools. Yet compassion is the work of a nation, not just a government.

And some needs and hurts are so deep they will only respond to a mentor's touch or a pastor's prayer. Church and charity, synagogue and mosque lend our communities their humanity, and they will have an honored place in our plans and in our laws.

Many in our country do not know the pain of poverty, but we can listen to those who do. And I can pledge our nation to a goal：When we see that wounded traveler on the road to Jericho, we will not pass to the other side.

America, atitsbest, isaplacewherepersonalresponsibility is valued and expected.

Encouraging responsibility is not a search for scapegoats, it is a call to conscience. And though it requires sacrifice, it brings a deeper fulfillment.We find the fullness of life not only in options, but in commitments.And we find that children and community are the commitments that set us free.

Our public interest depends on private character, on civic duty and family bonds and basic fairness, on uncounted, unhonored acts of decency which give direction to our freedom.

Sometimes in life we are called to do great things. But as a saint of our times has said, every day we are called to do small things with great love.The most important tasks of a democracy are done by everyone.

I will live and lead by these principles：to advance my convictions with civility, to pursue the public interest with courage, to speak for greater justice and compassion, to call for responsibility and try to live it as well.

In all these ways, I will bring the values of our history to the care of our times.

What you do is as important as anything government does. I ask you to seek a common good beyond your comfort；to defend needed reforms against easy attacks；to serve your nation, beginning with your neighbor.I ask you to be citizens：citizens, not spectators；citizens, not subjects；responsible citizens, building communities of service and a nation of character.

Americans are generous and strong and decent, not because we believe in ourselves, but because we hold beliefs beyond ourselves. When this spirit of citizenship is missing, no government program can replace it.When this spirit is present, no wrong can stand against it.

After the Declaration of Independence was signed, Virginia statesman John Page wrote to Thomas Jefferson：“We know the race is not to the swift nor the battle to the strong. Do you not think an angel rides in the whirlwind and directs this storm?”

Much time has passed since Jefferson arrived for his inauguration. The years and changes accumulate.But the themes of this day he would know：our nation's grand story of courage and its simple dream of dignity.

We are not this story's author, who fills time and eternity with his purpose. Yet his purpose is achieved in our duty, and our duty is fulfilled in service to one another.

Never tiring, never yielding, never finishing, we renew that purpose today, to make our country more just and generous, to affirm the dignity of our lives and every life.

This work continues. This story goes on.And an angel still rides in the whirlwind and directs this storm.

God bless you all, and God bless America.

尊敬的克林顿总统，尊敬的来宾们，我的同胞们：

这次权利的和平过渡在历史上是罕见的，但在美国是平常的。我们以朴素的宣誓庄严地维护了古老的传统，同时开始了新的历程。

首先，我要感谢克林顿总统为这个国家所做的贡献，也感谢副总统戈尔在竞选过程中的热情与风度。

站在这里，我十分荣幸，同时也有点受宠若惊。在我之前，许多美国领导人从这里起步；在我之后，也会有许多领导人从这里继续向前。

在美国悠久的历史中，我们每个人都有自己的位置——我们继续推动着历史前进，但是我们不会看到它的尽头。这是一部新世界的发展史，它已经成了我们的朋友和前辈们的解放者，这是一部美国由奴隶制社会发展成为崇尚自由的社会的历史。这是一个强国保护而不是占有世界的历史，是保卫而不是征服世界的历史。

这就是美国史——不是一部十全十美的民族发展史，而是一部在伟大和永恒理想的指导下，几代人团结奋斗的历史。这些理想中最伟大的是正在逐渐实现的美国的承诺，这个承诺就是，每个人都应该得到成功机会，每个人天生都会有所作为。

美国人民肩负着一种使命，那就是要将这个诺言变成生活中和法律上的现实。虽然我们的国家过去会时而停滞、时而延迟，但我们仍将坚定不移地完成这一使命。

在上个世纪的大部分时间里，美国自由民主的信念犹如汹涌大海中的岩石。现在它更像风中的种子，在许多国家都扎下了根。我们的民主信仰不仅仅是一种国家的信条，更是全人类与生俱来的希望。这份理想，我们不会独占，而会尽力与大家分享。这种信任，我们将铭记于心并且传递下去。225年过去了，我们还有很长的路要走。

虽然有很多公民取得了成功，但也有人开始怀疑，怀疑我们自己的国家许下的诺言，甚至是公正。失败的教育、潜在的偏见和出身的境况，限制了一些美国人的雄心。有时，我们的分歧是如此之深，似乎我们虽身处同一个大陆，但不属于同一个国家。

我们不能接受这种分歧，不能允许它的存在。我们的团结，我们的统一，是每一代领导人和每一个公民的严肃使命。在此，我郑重承诺：我将努力建设一个公正、充满机会的统一国家。我知道这是我们的目标，因为有一种力量将指引我们，这种力量高于一切，是按自己的身形创造了我们的上帝的力量。

对这些将我们团结起来并指引我们向前的原则，我们充满信心。

血缘、出身或地域从未将美国联合起来。注定只有理想，才能使我们心系一处，超越自己，提升自我，摒弃个人利益，并逐步领会公民的意义。每个孩子都必须学习这些原则。每个公民都必须坚持这些原则。每个移民，只有拥抱这些理想，才能使我们的国家不失去而更具美国特色。

今天，我们在这里将恪守新的诺言，即通过发扬谦恭、勇气、同情心和个性的精神，来实现我们国家的理想。美国，在它最鼎盛时期，依然遵循谦逊有礼的原则。一个文明的社会需要我们每个人品质优良，尊重他人，为人公平和宽容大度。

有人似乎认为，我们的政治制度是如此微不足道，因为在和平年代，我们辩论的话题都是无关紧要的。但是，对美国来说，我们所讨论的问题从来都不是小事。如果我们的国家不领导自由事业，那么它将无人领导。

如果我们不引导孩子们真心地热爱知识、发挥个性，他们的天分将会丢失，理想将会破坏。如果我们不采取适当措施，任凭经济衰退，最大的受害者将是平民百姓。

我们必须听取时代的呼唤。谦逊有礼不是战术，也不是感情用事。这是我们最坚定的选择——在批评声中赢得信任；在混乱中寻求统一。如果遵循这种承诺，我们将会共享成就。

美国，在最鼎盛的时刻，也会勇往直前。

在大萧条和战争时期，我们的人民在困难面前表现得英勇可嘉；在抵御我们共同的危险时，我们显示出了共同的美好品质。现在，我们正面临着选择——如果我们选择正确，祖辈一定会激励我们；如果我们选择错误，祖辈将会谴责我们。我们必须展示出我们的勇气，上帝保佑我们。我们有勇气面对问题，而不是将它们遗留给后代。

我们要共同努力，健全美国的学校教育，不能让无知和冷漠吞噬更多的年轻生命。

我们要改革社会保障和医疗保险，在力所能及的范围内拯救我们的孩子脱离困苦。我们要减少税收，恢复经济，以报答美国人民的辛勤付出和进取。

我们要建立防御，防患于未然，以免懈怠带来麻烦。我们还要阻止大规模的杀伤性武器，使新的世纪摆脱恐怖的威胁。

正处于鼎盛时期的美国也富有同情心。在平和的美国良知下，我们了解，根深蒂固的贫穷根本不值得我国作出承诺。无论我们如何看待贫穷的原因，我们都必须承认，孩子敢于冒险不等于在犯错误。放纵与滥用都不是上帝的旨意，这些都是爱的错失。监狱的增长虽然是有必要的，但并不能代替我们心中的希望和秩序。

痛苦在哪里，我们的义务就在哪里。对我们来说，需要帮助的美国人不是陌生人，而是我们的公民；不是负担，而是急需救助的对象。当有人陷入绝望时，我们所有人都会因此显得渺小。

对公共安全和大众健康，对民权和学校教育，政府的责任重大。然而，同情心不只是政府的职责，更是整个国家的义务。

只有导师的爱抚、牧师的祈祷，才能感触到那深切的需求和深刻的伤害。不论是教堂还是慈善机构、犹太会堂还是清真寺，都赋予了我们的社会它们特有的人性，因此它们理应在我们的规划和法律上受到尊重。

我们国家的许多人都不知道贫穷的痛苦。但我们可以听到那些感触颇深的诉说。我发誓我们的国家要达到一种境界：当我们看见受伤的行人倒在远行的路上，我们决不会袖手旁观。

正处于鼎盛期的美国，重视并期待每个人担负起自己的责任。

鼓励人们勇于承担责任，不是让人们充当替罪羊，而是呼唤人类的良知。虽然承担责任可能有牺牲，但是它带来了一种更深刻的成就感。我们实现人生的完满不单是通过选择，更是通过实践来实现。而且我们知道，通过对整个社会和孩子们尽我们的义务，我们终将得到自由。

我们的公共利益依赖于我们独立的个性；依赖于我们的公民义务，家庭纽带和基本的公正；依赖于我们无数的、默默无闻的正派行动，正是它们指引我们走向自由。

在生活中，有时我们被召唤着去做一些惊天动地的大事情。但是，正如我们这个时代的一位圣人所言，每一天我们都被召唤去用伟大的爱做一些小事。一个民主制度最重要的任务是由大家每个人来完成的。

我为人处事的原则包括：坚信自己而彬彬有礼，追随公众利益而勇往直前，追求正义而不乏同情心，勇担责任而决不推卸。

我要通过这一切，用我们历史上传统价值观来哺育我们的时代。

你们所做的一切和政府所做的同样重要。我希望你们要追求公众的利益，而不止是个人享受；要捍卫必要的改革措施，使其不会轻易被攻击；要从身边小事做起，为我们的国家服务。我希望你们成为真正的公民；公民，不是旁观者；公民，更不是臣民；应成为有责任心的公民，共同构建一个互帮互助的社会和有特色的国家。

美国人民慷慨、强大、正派，这并非因为我们相信自己，而是因为我们拥有超越我们自己的信念。一旦这种公民精神丧失了，任何政府计划都无法取而代之。一旦这种精神出现了，任何错误都无法与之抗衡。

在《独立宣言》签署之后，弗吉尼亚州的政治家约翰·佩齐曾给托马斯·杰弗逊写信说：“我们知道，身手敏捷不一定就能赢得比赛，力量强大不一定就能赢得战争。难道你不觉得是天使在驾驭旋风指导着这场风暴的吗？”

杰斐逊就任总统的那个年代已经远去。年复一年，斗转星移。但是有一点他一定能够预知：我们这个时代的主题仍然是，我们国家无畏向前的恢宏故事和它追求尊严的纯朴梦想。

我们不是这个故事的作者，是杰斐逊作者本人的伟大理想穿越时空，亘古不变。然而，这个理想正通过我们的努力变为现实，而我们正在履行着各自的职责。

永不疲惫、永不放弃、永不停歇，今天我们重申这样的目标：让我们的国家变得更加公正、更加慷慨，去验证我们每个人和所有人生命的尊严。

这项工作必须继续下去。这个故事必须延续下去。天使依然在驾驭旋风指导着这场风暴。

愿上帝保佑大家！愿上帝保佑美国！


William Jefferson Clinton：Oklahoma Bombing Memorial Prayer Service Address克林顿：1995年俄城爆炸悼念演讲

演讲者：克林顿

地点：美国俄克拉荷马州首府俄克拉荷马市

时间：1995年4月23日
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Thank you very much, Governor Keating and Mrs. Keating, Reverend Graham, to the families of those who have been lost and wounded, to the people of Oklahoma City, who have endured so much, and the people of this wonderful state, to all of you who are here as our fellow Americans.

I am honored to be here today to represent the American people. But I have to tell you that Hillary and I also come as parents, as husband and wife, as people who were your neighbors for some of the best years of our lives.

Today our nation joins with you in grief. We mourn with you.We share your hope against hope that some may still survive.We thank all those who have worked so heroically to save lives and to solve this crime—those here in Oklahoma and those who are all across this great land, and many who left their own lives to come here to work hand in hand with you.We pledge to do all we can to help you heal the injured, to rebuild this city, and to bring to justice those who did this evil.

This terrible sin took the lives of our American family, innocent children in that building, only because their parents were trying to be good parents as well as good workers；citizens in the building going about their daily business；and many there who served the rest of us—who worked to help the elderly and the disabled, who worked to support our farmers and our veterans, who worked to enforce our laws and to protect us. Let us say clearly, they served us well, and we are grateful.

But for so many of you they were also neighbors and friends. You saw them at church or the PTA meetings, at the civic clubs, at the ball park.You know them in ways that all the rest of America could not.And to all the members of the families here present who have suffered loss, though we share your grief, your pain is unimaginable, and we know that.We cannot undo it.That is God's work.

Our words seem small beside the loss you have endured. But I found a few I wanted to share today.I've received a lot of letters in these last terrible days.One stood out because it came from a young widow and a mother of three whose own husband was murdered with over 200 other Americans when Pan Am 103 was shot down.Here is what that woman said I should say to you today：

The anger you feel is valid, but you must not allow yourselves to be consumed by it. The hurt you feel must not be allowed to turn into hate, but instead into the search for justice.The loss you feel must not paralyze your own lives.Instead, you must try to pay tribute to your loved ones by continuing to do all the things they left undone, thus ensuring they did not die in vain.

Wise words from one who also knows.

You have lost too much, but you have not lost everything. And you have certainly not lost America, for we will stand with you for as many tomorrows as it takes.

If ever we needed evidence of that, I could only recall the words of Governor and Mrs. Keating：“If anybody thinks that Americans are mostly mean and selfish, they ought to come to Oklahoma.If anybody thinks Americans have lost the capacity for love and caring and courage, they ought to come to Oklahoma.”

To all my fellow Americans beyond this hall, I say, one thing we owe those who have sacrificed is the duty to purge ourselves of the dark forces which gave rise to this evil. They are forces that threaten our common peace, our freedom, our way of life.Let us teach our children that the God of comfort is also the God of righteousness：Those who trouble their own house will inherit the wind.Justice will prevail.

Let us let our own children know that we will stand against the forces of fear. When there is talk of hatred, let us stand up and talk against it.When there is talk of violence, let us stand up and talk against it.In the face of death, let us honor life.As St.Paul admonished us, Let us“not be overcome by evil, but overcome evil with good.”

Yesterday, Hillary and I had the privilege of speaking with some children of other federal employees. And one little girl said something we will never forget.She said，“We should all plant a tree in memory of the children.”So this morning before we got on the plane to come here, at the White House, we planted that tree in honor of the children of Oklahoma.It was a dogwood with its wonderful spring flower and its deep, enduring roots.It embodies the lesson of the Psalms—that the life of a good person is like a tree whose leaf does not wither.

My fellow Americans, a tree takes a long time to grow, and wounds take a long time to heal. But we must begin.Those who are lost now belong to God.Some day we will be with them.But until that happens, their legacy must be our lives.

Thank you all, and God bless you.

非常感谢，总督和夫人基廷，格拉翰神父，致那些已失去家庭、受伤的人们，俄克拉荷马城的人们，你们承受太多，向这个伟大国度的人民以及在这里的同胞们致敬。

很荣幸今天能够代表美国人民发表演说。但我想说，我和希拉里，也是作为父母而来，作为丈夫和妻子而来，作为生活中陪伴我们多年的邻里好友而来。

今天，我们的国家都笼罩在悲伤中。我们悼念你们。我们仍旧希望更多的人能够生还。我们感谢那些在这次灾难中英勇救人、解决犯罪的英雄——那些在俄克拉荷马州以及这片伟大土地上的人们，那些离开自己的故土和我们肩并肩一起奋斗在这片热土上的人们。我们保证竭尽所能来治愈伤者、重建这座城市，并严惩制造这起灾难的罪犯。

这个可怕的罪恶带走了很多家庭、无辜的儿童的生命，只因为他们的父母一直努力成为好父母、好工人，市民处理日常事务，还有许多服务我们其余的人——帮助老弱病残，支持农民和退伍军人，加强法律和保护我们。让我们明确地说，他们服务得很好，我们十分感谢。

但对于你们这么多人，他们也是邻居和朋友。你在教堂或家长会，在公民俱乐部，在棒球场看到他们。唯有你们通过这样的方式了解他们。所有在座的忍受损失和痛楚的家庭成员，我们一起分担你的悲伤，我知道，你的痛苦是难以想象的。我们不能消除它。这是神的工作。

和你们的损失和痛苦相比，这些话微不足道。但我还是要告诉你们。在这些可怕的日子里，我收到了很多信。有一个年轻的寡妇和三个孩子的妈妈，她的丈夫和200多个美国人一样死于泛美103航班的恐怖袭击中。下面是那个女人说的，也是我今天要说的：

你的愤怒是正当的，但你不能让自己被它消耗。不能把这种伤害转化成恨，而是要变成寻求正义的力量。这种损失更不能让你的生活陷入瘫痪。相反，你必须去完成他们未了的心愿来告慰你的爱人，从而确保他们的牺牲没有白费。

有一句智言说道：

你已经失去太多，但你并没有失去一切。而你肯定没有失去美国，因为在未来的日子里，我们将与你一起。

如果说我们需要的是证据，我只能记得总督和夫人基廷的话说：“如果有人认为美国人多半是卑鄙和自私，他们应该来俄克拉荷马；如果有人认为美国人已经失去了爱、关怀和勇气，他们应该来俄克拉荷马州。”

我所有的同胞们，对于这些牺牲的人，我欠你们一件事，那就是我们一定要清除导致这场灾难的邪恶势力。他们威胁着我们共同的和平，我们的自由以及我们的生活。让我们教导我们的孩子，神的安慰也是正义的上帝：那些制造灾难的人是在向上帝挑战，正义一定会胜利。

要让我们的孩子知道，我们反对恐惧。当我们谈到怨恨时，让我站起来反对它；当我们谈到暴力时，让我们站起来反对它。面对死亡，让我们尊重生命。正如保罗先知告诫我们，“不要以怨报怨，要以德报怨”。

昨天，我和希拉里有机会同一些联邦雇员的孩子聊天，有一个小女孩说的话我永远不会忘记。她说，我们应该都种一棵树来纪念那些孩子们。今天早晨，在我上飞机来这儿之前，就在白宫，我们种了一些树来纪念在灾难中逝去的孩子。那是一颗茱萸，有着美丽的花朵和深深的根茎，永不枯萎。它体现了旧约经里的含义：一个好人的一生就像一棵叶子永不凋零的树。

我亲爱的同胞们，一棵树需要时间才能成长，创伤也需要时间才能愈合。但我们必须面对。逝去的人已和上帝在一起，有一天，我们也会逝去，但在此之前，我们一定要好好生活。

谢谢，上帝保佑你们。


President George H.W.Bush 1989 Inaugural Address老布什：1989年就职演讲

演讲者：乔治·沃克·布什

时间：1989年1月20日

【演讲者简介】

乔治·赫伯特·沃克·布什（George Herbert Walker Bush，1924.06.12—），美国第41任总统，美国政治家，军人。生于马萨诸塞州，1948年毕业于耶鲁大学，获经济学学士学位。1990年获《时代周刊》年度风云人物，荣获总统自由勋章。他的儿子小布什2001年当选美国第43任总统，并于2004年获得连任。老布什任内最为人知的政绩就是1991年海湾战争。

I come before you and assume the Presidency at a moment rich with promise. We live in a peaceful, prosperous time, but we can make it better.For a new breeze is blowing, and a world refreshed by freedom seemsreborn；for in man's heart, if not in fact, the day of the dictator is over.The totalitarian era is passing, its old ideas blown away like leaves from an ancient, lifeless tree.A new breeze is blowing, and a nation refreshed by freedom stands ready to push on.There is new ground to be broken, and new action to be taken.There are times when the future seems thick as a fog；you sit and wait, hoping the mists will lift and reveal the right path.But this is a time when the future seems a door you can walk right through into a room called tomorrow.

Great nations of the world are moving toward democracy through the door to freedom. Men and women of the world move toward free markets through the door to prosperity.The people of the world agitate for free expression and free thought through the door to the moral and intellectual satisfactions that only liberty allows.

We know what works：Freedom works. We know what's right：Freedom is right.We know how to secure a more just and prosperous life for man on Earth：through free markets, free speech, free elections, and the exercise of free will unhampered by the state.

For the first time in this century, for the first time in perhaps all history, man does not have to invent a system by which to live. We don't have to talk late into the night about which form of government is better.We don't have to wrest justice from the kings.We only have to summon it from within ourselves.We must act on what we know.I take as my guide the hope of a saint：In crucial things, unity；in important things, diversity；in all things, generosity.

America today is a proud, free nation, decent and civil, a place we cannot help but love. We know in our hearts, not loudly and proudly, but as a simple fact, that this country has meaning beyond what we see, and that our strength is a force for good.But have we changed as a nation even in our time?Are we enthralled with material things, less appreciative of the nobility of work and sacrifice?

My friends, we are not the sum of our possessions. They are not the measure of our lives.In our hearts we know what matters.We cannot hope only to leave our children a bigger car, a bigger bank account.We must hope to give them a sense of what it means to be a loyal friend, a loving parent, a citizen who leaves his home, his neighborhood and town better than he found it.What do we want the men and women who work with us to say when we are no longer there?That we were more driven to succeed than anyone around us?Or that we stopped to ask if a sick child had gotten better, and stayed a moment there to trade a word of friendship?

No President, no government, can teach us to remember what is best in what we are. But if the man you have chosen to lead this government can help make a difference；if he can celebrate the quieter, deeper successes that are made not of gold and silk, but of better hearts and finer souls；if he can do these things, then he must.

America is never wholly herself unless she is engaged in high moral principle. We as a people have such a purpose today.It is to make kinder the face of the nation and gentler the face of the world.My friends, we have work to do.There are the homeless, lost and roaming.There are the children who have nothing, no love, no normalcy.There are those who cannot free themselves of enslavement to whatever addiction—drugs, welfare, the demoralization that rules the slums.There is crime to be conquered, the rough crime of the streets.There are young women to be helped who are about to become mothers of children they can't care for and might not love.They need our care, our guidance, and our education, though we bless them for choosing life.

我在你们面前就职总统，这正是一个充满希望、前途光明的时刻。我们生活在和平、繁荣的时代，我们能够使它更加美好。伴着一阵清新和风的吹拂，一个为自由而振奋的世界似乎重新降生；因为即使不是在事实上，也是在人们心里，独裁者称霸的日子已经过去。极权主义时代正在消逝，它那陈旧的观念就像残枯断枝的枯叶一般随风吹逝。一阵清新的和风正在吹拂——一个为自由所振奋的国家准备继续奋进。新的天地有待开辟，新的行动有待采取。有时候浓雾沉沉，前途未卜：大家坐着等待，希望云开雾散，正确的道路显山露水。但在目前这个时刻，未来就像一个你可以立即跨入的大门——走进一个叫作明天的厅堂。

世界上的伟大国家正在走向民主——经过这道大门，走向自由。世界上的男男女女们正在走向自由市场——经过这道大门，走向繁荣。世界各国人民正在弘扬言论自由和思想自由——经过这道大门，走向只有在自由时才能得到的道德上和理智上的满足。

我们知道什么能起作用：自由能起作用。我们知道什么是正确的：自由是正确的，我们知道如何为地球上的人类争得更合理、更富裕的生活：通过自由市场、自由言论、自由选举，以及不受国家阻挠地行使自由意志。

本世纪第一次——也许是有史以来第一次——人类不必发明一种赖以生存的制度了。我们不用为哪种政体较好而讨论到深夜了。我们不必从国王手里夺取公正了——我们只需从自身内部唤起公正。我们必须按照自己所懂得的道理去行动。我把一位圣人的期望当做行动的指南：对严重问题，要有一致性；对巨大问题，要有多样性；对一切问题，要有宽容性。

今天的美国是一个自豪的、自由的国家，文明而体面。这是一个我们不得不爱的地方，我们知道在我们的心里，并不是自鸣得意或妄自尊大，而是有一个简单的事实：这个国家具有一种远非我们所能理解的意义，那是一种美好的力量，向善的力量。然而，我们是否已经改变了这个国家，我们是否已经被物质所迷惑，而对于付出和牺牲变得缺少感激？

朋友们，财富不是我们的所有，它们也不能衡量我们的生活标准。在我们心中，我知道什么是真正重要的。我们不希望仅仅给我们的孩子更大的车，更多的存款，我们一定是希望让他们知道什么是忠诚的朋友，慈爱的家长，以及一个离开家、邻居、故乡却看到他们比当初更好的公民。我们希望当我们离开的时候，那些和我们一起工作的人会说什么，是说我们比我们身边的人更渴望成功，还是说我们会停下来问那个生病的孩子有没有好起来，并且停下来聊聊家常，叙叙旧事？

总统、政府不能教我们记住，对于我们什么才是最好的。但是，假如你选择的这个领导政府的人能带来不同；假如他能庆祝更安静、更深层的成功，这种成功不是黄金和丝绸，而是更美丽的心灵，更美好的灵魂；假如他能做到，那么他一定会那么做。

美国如果不为实现崇高的道德原则而努力，就永远不是完美的美国。作为一个民族，我们有一个目标。那是让我们更友好地面对这个国家，更优雅地面对这个世界。朋友们，我们有很多工作要做；有无家可归者，穷途潦倒，到处流浪；还有些孩子被剥夺了一切，没有爱，没有正常生活条件；还有沉溺于各种积习不能自拔的人们——吸毒，寄生，泛滥于贫民窟的堕落行为。还有我要制止的犯罪和粗鲁暴行。另外，还有许多年轻的女子需要帮助，她们即将要变成孩子的母亲，但她们并不知道如何去爱，也不可能去照顾孩子。她们需要我们的关心，我们的指导和教育，虽然我们仍为她们选择的人生送上祝福。


Martin Luther King：I Have a Dream马丁·路德·金：我有一个梦想

演讲者：马丁·路德·金

地点：林肯纪念堂前

时间：1963年8月28日

【演讲者简介】

马丁·路德·金（Martin Luther King，1929.01.15-1968.04.04），美国民权运动领袖。1963年，会见肯尼迪总统，要求通过新的民权法给黑人以平等的权利。1963年8月28日在林肯纪念堂前发表《我有一个梦想》的演说。1964年获诺贝尔和平奖。1968年4月，前往孟菲斯市领导工人罢工被人刺杀，年仅39岁。1986年起，美国政府将每年1月的第三个星期一定为马丁·路德·金全国纪念日。

Let us not wallow in the valley of despair, I say to you today, my friends.

And so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream.

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed：“We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal.”

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia, the sons of former slaves and the sons of former slave owners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood.

I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of injustice, sweltering with the heat of oppression, will be transformed into an oasis of freedom and justice.

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content of their character.

I have a dream today！

I have a dream that one day, down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor having his lips dripping with the words of“interposition”and“nullification”—one day right there in Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers.

I have a dream today！

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, and every hill and mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight；“and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed and all flesh shall see it together”.

This is our hope, and this is the faith that I go back to the South with.

With this faith, we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith, we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood.With this faith, we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day.

And this will be the day—this will be the day when all of God's children will be able to sing with new meaning：

My country'tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing.

Land where my fathers died, land of the Pilgrim's pride，

From every mountainside, let freedom ring！

And if America is to be a great nation, this must become true.

And so let freedom ring from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire.

Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New York.

Let freedom ring from the heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania.

Let freedom ring from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado.

Let freedom ring from the curvaceous slopes of California.

But not only that：

Let freedom ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia.

Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee.

Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi.

From every mountainside, let freedom ring.

And when this happens, when we allow freedom ring, when we let it ring from every village and every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all of God's children, black men and white men, Jews and Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing in the words of the old Negro spiritual：

Free at last！Free at last！

Thank God Almighty, we are free at last！

朋友们，今天我要跟你们说，我们不要陷在绝望的深渊中不可自拔。

即使眼下困难重重，但我依然有一个梦想。这个梦想深植于美国梦之中。

我有一个梦想，终有一天，我们的国家会崛起并展现其立国信条的真谛：“在我们看来，这些真理不言而喻：人人生而平等。”

我有一个梦想，终有一天，在乔治亚的红色山岗上，昔日奴隶的儿子能够和昔日奴隶主的儿子同席而坐、情同手足。

我有一个梦想，终有一天，即使是密西西比州——一个被不公正和压迫热浪席卷的荒漠之州，也会被改造成自由和公正的青青绿洲。

我有一个梦想，终有一天，我的四个孩子会生活在一个不以肤色而以品格判定人的国家。

我今天就有一个梦想！

我有一个梦想，终有一天，就在阿拉巴马州——尽管这里充斥着恶毒的种族主义者，这里的州长也滔滔不绝地说什么要对联邦法令提出异议并拒绝执行——终有一天，就在这样的阿拉巴马州，黑人儿童可以和白人儿童手拉着手，如同姐妹弟兄。

我今天就有一个梦想！

我有一个梦想，终有一天，深谷弥合，高山夷平，歧路化坦途，曲径成通衢；“上帝荣光再现，普世生灵共谒”。

这是我们的希望，也是我将带回南方的信念。

怀着这样的信念，我们就能从绝望之山开采出希望之石。怀着这样的信念，我们可以将这个国家嘈杂刺耳的争吵声变为充满手足之情的悦耳交响乐。怀着这样的信念，我们可以一起工作，一起祈祷，一起抗争，一起入狱，一起为自由而战，因为我们知道，终有一天，我们会完全自由。

到了这一天——上帝所有的孩子都会以全新的含义唱这首歌：

我亲爱的祖国，可爱的自由国度，我为您歌唱。

这是父辈们终老的土地，这是令早期移民者自豪的土地，

让自由之声，响彻每一座山岗！

如果美国要成为伟大的国家，这一切必须实现。

因此，就让自由之声响彻新罕布什尔的每一座巍峨高峰。

让自由之声响彻纽约州的崇山峻岭。

让自由之声响彻宾夕法尼亚州的阿利根尼高峰。

让自由之声响彻科罗拉多州冰雪皑皑的落基山。

让自由之声响彻加利福利亚州蜿蜒起伏的山脉。

不，不仅如此；

让自由之声响彻佐治亚州的斯通山。

让自由之声响彻田纳西州的瞭望山。

让自由之声响彻密西西比州的每一座山峰和土丘。

就让自由之声，响彻每一个山岗。

当这一切发生时，当我们让自由之声响起时，当我们让自由之声响彻每个村庄、每个州市时，我们就能加速这一天的到来——那时，上帝的所有孩子、黑人和白人、犹太人和非犹太人、新教徒和天主教徒将携手同唱那首古老的黑人灵歌：

终于自由了！终于自由了！

感谢全能的上帝，我们终于自由了！

There are two ways of spreading light：to be the candle or the mirror that reflects it.传递光亮有两种方式：成为一支蜡烛，或是当一面镜子。









那些改变未来的身影

















































变得卓越并不艰难——从现在开始尽自己最大能力去做——你会发现生活将给予你惊人的回报。






















































































Excellence is not difficult—simply decide right now to give it your best shot—and you will be amazed with what life gives you back.
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Chapter 1 那些创造财富的身影













There is no shortcut to excellence. You will have to make the commitment to make excellence your priority. Use your talents, abilities, and skills in the best way possible and get ahead of others by giving that little extra.









成功没有捷径。你必须把卓越转变成你身上的一个特质。最大限度发挥你的天赋、才能、技巧，多付出一点。把其他所有人甩在你身后。



















Bill Gates and Water
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 　比尔·盖茨和泼水事件









Spend time with the family of Bill Gates, and eventually someone will mention the water incident.

The future software mogul was a headstrong 12-year-old and was having a particularly nasty argument with his mother at the dinner table. Fed up, his father threw a glass of cold water in the boy’s face.

“Thanks for the shower,” the young Mr. Gates snapped.

The incident lives in Gates family lore not just for its drama but also because it was a rare time that Bill Gates Sr., father of his famous namesake, lost his cool. The argument presaged a turning point in the life of a tempestuous boy that would set him on course to become the Bill Gates whom the public knows as co-founder of Microsoft Corp. and the world’s richest man.

Behind the Bill Gates success story is the other William Gates. The senior Mr. Gates balanced a family thrown off kilter by a boy who appeared to gain the intellect of an adult almost overnight. He served as a quiet counsel as his son jumped into and thrived in the cutthroat business world. When huge wealth put new pressure on the son, the elder Gates stepped in to start what is now the world’s largest private philanthropy.




Bill Gates Sr., 83 years old, is now co-chair of his son’s $30 billion philanthropy, the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation. He has avoided the spotlight. The public details of his life include little beyond his official biography at the foundation, which says he was a Seattle lawyer, World War II veteran, nonprofit volunteer and father of three. He has compiled his thoughts on life in a short book to be published next week.

In interviews with The Wall Street Journal
 , Bill Gates Sr., Bill Gates and their family shared many details of the family’s story for the first time, including Bill Gates Jr.’s experience in counseling and how his early interest in computers came about partly as a result of a family crisis. The sometimes colliding forces of discipline and freedom within the clan shaped the entrepreneur’s character.

The relationship between father and son entered a new phase when the software mogul began working full-time seven months ago at the Gates Foundation. For the past 13 years, the father has been the sole Gates family member with a daily presence at the foundation, starting it from the basement of his home and minding it while his son finished up his final decade running Microsoft.




At six-foot-six, Bill Gates Sr. is nearly a full head taller than his son. He’s known to be more social than the younger Bill Gates, but they share a sharp intellect and a bluntness that can come across to some as curt. He isn’t prone to introspection and he plays down his role in his son’s life.

“As a father, I never imagined that the argumentative, young boy who grew up in my house, eating my food and using my name would be my future employe
 r,” Mr. Gates Sr. told a group of nonprofit leaders in a 2005 speech. “But that’s what happened.”

The first stage—argumentative young boy—“started about the time he was 11,” Mr. Gates Sr. says in one of a series of interviews. That’s about when young Bill became an adult, says Bill Sr., and an increasing headache for the family.

Until that time, the Gates home had been peaceful. Bill Sr. and his wife, Mary, had three children: Kristi; then Bill, born in 1955; and Libby. It was a close family that thrived on competitions—board games, cards, ping-pong. And on rituals: Sunday dinners at the same time every week, and at Christmas, matching pajamas for every family member.




While very involved in his kids’ lives, Mr. Gates Sr. was somewhat distant emotionally, which his children say probably reflects his generation. His stature, combined with a lawyerly bent for carefully choosing his words, also made him intimidating at times. “He’d come home and he’d sit in a chair and eat dinner, but there was never any kind of warm, give-me-a-hug kind of thing,” says Kristi Blake, his oldest daughter.

Mr. Gates Sr. left much of the day-to-day parenting to his wife while he was building his career at a Seattle law firm. Daughter of a Seattle banker, Ms. Gates had been an athlete and top student in high school and college, where she met Bill Sr.. She became a full-time volunteer and served on corporate boards.

Ms. Gates encouraged her kids to study hard, play sports and take music lessons (Bill Gates tried the trombone with little success). And she imparted a discipline that reflected her upbringing in a well-to-do family. She expected her kids to dress neatly, be punctual and socialize with the many adults who visited their home. For the most part, young Bill dutifully abided.

“She was the most engaged parent and she had high expectations of all of us,” says Libby Armintrout, Bill’s younger sister. “Not just grades and that sort of thing, but how we behaved in public, how we would be socially.”








【名人小课堂】

比尔·盖茨（全名William Henry Gates
 ，1955— ），美国微软公司董事长。1995年至2007年，连续13年蝉联福布斯全球富豪榜世界首富。2008年6月27日正式退出微软，并把580亿美元个人财产尽数捐给比尔和梅琳达·盖茨基金会。2012年3月，比尔盖茨以610亿美元位列福布斯全球富豪榜第二。





和比尔·盖茨一家共度时光，总会有人提到泼水事件。

那时，这个未来的软件巨头尚处于固执而叛逆的12岁，他在餐桌上和母亲大吵了一架。父亲大为光火，朝这男孩儿的脸上泼了一杯冷水。

“真是感谢你的淋浴。”年轻的盖茨先生怒声说道
 。

这次事件之所以能在盖茨的家族故事中传承下来，并非仅仅因为其戏剧性，同时还因为这是老比尔·盖茨——著名的小比尔的父亲——极少的一次盛怒。这次争吵预示着盖茨生命里的一个转折——这位身怀傲骨的男孩已经做好了准备，要成为世人眼中的微软创始人和世界首富比尔·盖茨。





在比尔·盖茨的成功故事背后，是另一名威廉·盖茨。
 家庭和睦被这个仿佛在一夜之间获得成人头脑的小盖茨打破，而老盖茨要来恢复原有的和谐。眼看儿子跳入凶险的商业战场，他作为一名无声的顾问，一直陪伴着他的成长。当巨额财富在儿子肩头放上了新的负担，老盖茨便开始着手启动现今世界上最大的私人慈善基金会。

如今，83岁的老比尔·盖茨在他儿子的那个总值300亿美元的基金会——比尔和梅琳达·盖茨基金会——担任联合主席。他为人处事甚为低调，有关他这一生的公开资料不外乎基金会的官方记录，也只提到他曾是一名西雅图的律师、二战老兵、慈善志愿人士、三个孩子的父亲。他已将自己对生活的思考编写成册，定于下周出版[1]
 。

在与《华尔街日报》的访谈中，两位比尔·盖茨和他们的家人一道，首次在公众面前披露家庭故事中的诸多细节，这包括小比尔·盖茨在法庭上的经历，以及他早年对电脑的兴趣有部分是源于一场家庭危机。在家庭约束和自由追求之间时而发生的碰撞，打磨出了这位事业家的性格。

自这位软件巨头于七个月前开始在盖茨基金会担任全职的那一刻起，父子俩的关系又翻开了新的篇章。因为在过去的13年里，父亲是盖茨家族中唯一一位每日出席基金会的成员，是他将它带出襁褓，并在儿子运营微软的最后一个十年里，为其费尽了心思。




6.6英尺的老比尔·盖茨几乎高出他儿子整整一个头。人们都说他比小比尔更擅于交际，但是，他们共有的直率和高智商一样显而易见，不过，这到了一些人眼中也就是唐突。要他自省并非易事，他还刻意把自己对儿子的影响一语带过。

“作为一名父亲，我从未想过这个吃我的食物、用我的姓名、在我的房子里长大的、争强好胜的年轻人，有一天竟会成为我的雇主，”在2005年的一场演讲中，老盖茨先生对一群慈善领袖说，“但一切就这么发生了。”

第一阶段——争强好胜的年轻人——“大约于11岁左右开始。”老盖茨先生在一次访谈中说道。就是在这个时候，小比尔长大了，老比尔说这是让家长越发头痛的事情。

在那之前，盖茨一家都处于宁静之中。老比尔和他的妻子玛丽养育着三个孩子：先是克里斯蒂，1955年有了比尔，最后是利比。这是一个靠比赛——棋牌和乒乓——维持生计的和睦家庭。还有一些家族仪式：每周例行的周日晚宴，圣诞晚宴，以及每位家庭成员必备的统一睡袍。

老盖茨先生在深入其儿女生活的同时，却在情感上保持着某种程度的冷漠，他的孩子们认为，这多半能反映出他这一代人的特质。他的身高，加之其律师式的谨慎措辞，让他总是显得有些吓人。“他回到家里，坐上椅子，开始吃饭，但却没有丝毫温暖可言，没有和我来个拥抱之类的意思。”他的大女儿克里斯蒂·布莱克如是说道。




老盖茨先生在西雅图律师事务所忙于开创事业，便把大量的抚育工作扔给了他的妻子。身为一位西雅图银行家的女儿，盖茨夫人在高中和大学都是运动健将，同时也是最优秀的学生，她与老比尔相识于大学校园。后来，她成为了一名全职志愿者，也曾在董事会任职。

盖茨夫人鼓励她的孩子们好好学习，勤做运动，并学习音乐课程（比尔·盖茨就学过长号，不过没出什么成绩）。她的教育方式也反映出她出身于富裕家庭的成长背景。她希望孩子们能穿戴整洁、遵守时间，并与来访的成年人聊天交流。就大多时候而言，小比尔还是谨遵教诲的。

“她是最尽职的家长，对我们每个人都抱有很高的期望，”比尔的妹妹利比·阿密特罗说，“这不仅限于成绩之类，还包括为人处事、社会交际。”
























【比尔·盖茨——】

The world won’t care about your self-esteem. The world will expect you to accomplish something before you feel good about yourself.

这世界并不会在意你的自尊。这世界指望你在自我感觉良好之前先要有所成就。


























What the FBI Had on Steve Jobs　FBI手中的乔布斯












You’ve heard about things going on your permanent record? Steve Jobs had one, too.

The Federal Bureau of Investigation on Thursday made public a background check on the Apple co-founder that took place in 1991. The agency assembled the investigation because Mr. Jobs was being considered for a presidential appointment by George H.W. Bush to the President’s Export Council, which advises on international trade. Mr. Jobs was appointed to the position that year.


The Wall Street Journal
 /FINS.com requested the file through the Freedom of Information Act
 .

In the 191-page document, friends and associates describe him as profoundly talented, creative and hardworking. But his many faults are also acknowledged including the fact that he neglected his daughter for the first several years of his life and that his management techniques were considered by many to be abusive.




Two individuals, who were acquainted with Mr. Jobs, said he was “strong willed, stubborn, hardworking and driven, which they believe is why he is so successful.”

Another source said she was reluctant to discuss Mr. Jobs, because she had “questions concerning his ethics and morality”. The woman, who said that she and Jobs had “experimented” with drugs together in the past, also described him as “shallow and callous”. His success as head of Apple, she said, had given him an “enormous amount of power” and “caused him to distort the truth at times to get his way”. Despite this, she recommended him for the government position.

A Palo Alto, Calif.—based man who identifies himself as a former “good friend” of Mr. Jobs said that while he was “basically an honest and trustworthy person, he is a very complex individual and his moral character is suspect”. Mr. Jobs “alienated a large number of people at Apple, as a result of his ambition”.

The file also reveals that Jobs received top secret security clearance from the Department of Defense for work he was doing in connection with Pixar. The clearance was effective between November 1988 and July 1990. It’s unclear why Jobs was given the clearance.




The question of whether Mr. Jobs, who had admitted to drug use in his youth, still used drugs while at Apple comes up frequently in the file. It appears nearly everyone interviewed believed he no longer used drugs.

An interview subject from International Business Machines said that he never “witnessed any illegal drug usage or alcohol abuse by the appointee”, and said Mr. Jobs “seemingly lives within his financial means and he never witnessed any examples of an extravagant lifestyle having been practiced by Jobs.”

An unnamed female source said Mr. Jobs “drank only a little wine and did not use any kind of illegal drugs”. However, “in the late 1960s and early 1970s, Mr. Jobs may have experimented with illegal drugs, having come from that generation,” the report says.


Other aspects of the Steve Jobs narrative are refe
 renced in the file, including his pilgrimage to India and his resulting interest in Eastern religion. One person whose name is redacted says that Mr. Jobs had undergone a change in philosophy by participating in eastern and/or Indian mysticism and religion. This change apparently influenced the Appointee’s personal life for the better.

The person suggests that Mr. Jobs’ apathy toward money and material possessions were manifest in the early 1990s when the investigation was conducted. Mr. Jobs lived a “spartanlike and at times even monastic existence,” the person told investigators.








【名人小课堂】


史蒂夫·乔布斯（
 Steve Jobs
 ，1955.2.24—2011.
 10.5），苹果公司联合创始人，生前为苹果公司行政总裁，领导苹果推出了数款风靡全球的电子产品，深刻改变了现代通讯、娱乐乃至生活的方式，被誉为改变世界的天才。2011年10月5日因病逝世，享年56岁。

















你知道自己的档案上都写着什么吗？史蒂夫·乔布斯也有一份这样的档案。

周四的时候，FBI（美国联邦调查局）公布了在1991年针对这位苹果创始人的背景调查。这项调查起因于老布什打算以总统委任的形式，将乔布斯先生拉入总统出口委员会，该委员会主要负责提供国际贸易方面的建议。同年，乔布斯先生获得任命。

通过《信息自由法》，《华尔街日报》和FINS.COM获得了这份文件。




在这份长达191页的文件里，有朋友和同事对他的赞扬：才华横溢、极具创意、干劲十足。但同时也提到了他的很多缺点，包括早年对自己女儿的冷漠，以及在众人眼中近乎于残暴的管理方式。

两位和乔布斯相熟的人说他“意志坚定，固执，充满了干劲”，他们相信，是这些品质让他步入成功的。

另一位女士则不太愿意讨论关于乔布斯的话题，因为她“对他的道德水准充满怀疑”。这位自称曾与乔布斯共“享”毒品的女士，同样说他“肤浅而幼稚”。她说，在苹果公司万人之上的地位给了他“极度膨胀的权力”，让他可以“为达目的不择手段”。虽然如此，她还是推荐其坐上政府职位。

一位来自加州帕洛阿尔托，自称是乔布斯昔日“好友”的男子说，虽然“大致说来，他也算个诚实可靠之人，但他的人格非常复杂，道德品质仍待推敲”。乔布斯先生“疏远了苹果的很多人，这就是他的野心带来的结果”。

该文件还揭露，为了一个与皮克斯公司有关的项目，乔布斯从国防部手中获得了绝密资料查阅许可。该许可生效期为1988年11月至1990年7月。至于他为何能获得这项许可，人们不得而知。

乔布斯自认在年轻时吸过毒，就其在任职苹果期间是否仍旧吸毒的疑问，在文件中随处可见。貌似每位接受采访的人都相信他已不再接触毒品。















The Man Behind Coca-Cola: the Early Years of Asa Candler


　可口可乐背后的男人：阿萨·坎德勒的早期时光












It has become such an integral part of American culture that when the Coca-Cola Company tried to change the original formula for its flagship drink in the mid-1980s, the public backlash was overwhelming; the Old Cola Drinkers of America was even established and tried to sue the company.

Today, Coke is sold in the stores, restaurants, and vending machines of over 200 countries. The company is one of the largest in America, and also the largest manufacturer, distributor and marketer of nonalcoholic drink concentrates in the world, with over $24 billion in revenue and 71,000 employees. The man behind all of that growth is Asa Candler.

Born on December 30, 1851 in Villa Rica, Georgia, Asa Griggs Candler was the eighth of eleven children to Samuel and Martha Candler. He grew up during the time of the American Civil War. Candler’s father was a well-established merchant and property owner, but the war would take its toll on the family; they often had no more than the bare necessities. Candler’s formal education began when he was five years old, but was sporadic throughout. When he was ten years old, he left school and spent his time working on his father’s farm. While he could have opted to attend Emory College, he instead let his brother, Warren attend in his place, believing that Warren’s desire to enter the Ministry was a noble one.




Candler had a keen sense for business from an early age. One day, after hearing some noise coming from under the kitchen of the family farm where they kept their chickens, Candler went down to discover the presence of a mink. He chased the animal out of the house and through the yard until he finally caught it with his bare hands. The mink bit Candler on the arm—leaving a permanent scar—but Candler managed to kill it. He finally sent the mink’s pelt off to Atlanta, thinking he would get perhaps seventy-five cents for it, but instead he made a profit of one dollar. “The man who bought it wanted more,” said Candler. “I started people in the neighbourhood catching minks, and the skins we sold brought quite a sum.”




Candler was anxious to enter the working world. He had an interest in the medical field, but with no money for medical school, he decided to pursue a career as a druggist. He took on an apprenticeship with two pharmacists in his hometown, but his earnings were meager. So, Candler decided to move to Atlanta in search of better opportunities.

In 1873, with just $1.75 in his pockets, Candler made the move to Atlanta, where he would live out the rest of his life. He landed a job with a local druggist by the name of George J. Howard. His early success and work ethic led to his promotion as chief clerk. However, after a falling out with Howard—Candler had begun a relationship with his 15 year old daughter of which Howard disapproved—Candler decided to strike out on his own and become his own boss.

In 1877, Candler and one of his former co-workers, Marcellus Hallman, began a partnership and established their own retail drug establishment. At the time, druggists were known for their dubious cure-all potions, which usually had little impact. Over the years, these concoctions became more popular for their sweet taste than their medicinal effects and pharmacies became the place to go to enjoy a casual drink.




Candler’s first products were a range of perfumes as well as a ‘blood balm,’ which he sold at his drugstore. The success of this venture was such that he bought out his partner’s share. In just over ten years, Candler’s company had become one of the largest drug businesses in all of Atlanta and was earning over $100,000 a year; his own personal net worth had reached $50,000. Candler continued to manufacture and sell various medicines and cosmetics until one day, he was paralyzed by one of his nagging migraines. In fact, it would turn out to be a blessing in disguise.

Candler’s migraine was so bad that he was willing to try whatever it took to get rid of it. He turned to a little known product that had been produced by a fellow Atlanta-based druggist, John Smyth Pemberton. Pemberton had created something called “Coca-Cola,” his own personal fizzy
 “brain tonic
 ” and headache
 remedy that combined coca leaves and kola nuts. He had been selling the drink for five cents a glass at his own drugstore. It was created in his back yard in a three-legged fifteen-gallon pot that stood over a fire, and when Candler sampled it, he was immediately hooked.

In what appeared to be a rash decision to onlookers, Candler decided at once to sell his entire stock of drugs, paints, oils, glass, and fancy clothes. He sold off everything he could and raised roughly $50,000. He initially invested $500 into Pemberton’s company, but by the end of 1891, he had managed to gain control over the entire Coca-Cola product for just $2,300. He used the rest of the money to continue manufacturing and marketing the drink.




In 1892, Candler incorporated Coca-Cola in Georgia, with capital stock of $100,000. While the formula for the drink remains one of the business world’s best kept secrets—it is said that only two company executives have access to the SunTrust vault in which it is kept—it is known that Candler tinkered with it after buying it from Pemberton to make it better tasting. He also replaced the tin cans the syrup was stored in with refurbished whiskey barrels.

In Candler’s early days, he focused solely on marketing Coca-Cola as a fountain drink. In 1899, two Tennessee attorneys approached him with the idea of bottling the drink. In a costly mistake, Candler had little interest in the venture and sold them exclusive rights to bottle and sell the drink. Sales soared from 9,000 gallons in 1890 to 370,877 gallons in 1900. The company would later spend much time and effort buying back those rights. By 1916, the company was earning $27 million. Over the years, sales continued to rise and Coca-Cola came to dominate the industry. Candler’s initial $500 investment had paid off.




Outside of the soft drink market, Candler was also a success in banking and real estate, and he also served as mayor of Atlanta from 1916 to 1919. Before passing away from a stroke on March 12, 1929, Candler had become famous for his generous philanthropic donations to such institutions as Emory University and Emory Hospital, as well as 50 acres of his land holdings to establish Candler Park.





【名人小课堂】

阿萨·坎德勒（Asa Candler
 ，1851—1929），“可口可乐”之父。他将一种药物饮料开创成风靡美国的流行饮品，并将其推向全世界每一个角落；他使可口可乐公司成为美国最大的软饮料公司，可口可乐亦成为了软饮料的象征。






























20世纪80年代中叶，当可口可乐公司试图改变其主打饮料的原始配方时，它就已经是美国文化中必不可少的部分了，公众对此的反应也相当激烈；可口可乐的老粉丝甚至打算联合起来控告公司。

如今，可口可乐已在全球200多个国家和地区的商店、餐馆和自动售货机里出售。该公司是美国最大的公司之一，也是世界上最大的软饮料制造商、经销商和供应商，它拥有超过240亿美元的资产和71,000名员工。这一切的幕后主导者就是阿萨·坎德勒。

1851年12月30日，阿萨·坎德勒生于格鲁吉亚的维拉利卡，阿萨·格里格斯·坎德勒是塞缪尔和马沙·坎德勒11个孩子中的老八。他成长于美国内战期间。坎德勒的父亲是一名实实在在的商人和产权人，这场战争给他的家庭造成了损失；他们只能勉强维持生计。坎德勒从5岁时开始接受正规教育，但一直以来都是断断续续进行的。他10岁便退学到父亲的农场帮忙。虽然他可以选择埃默里大学，可他却把机会留给了弟弟沃伦，因为他支持沃伦踏入政界的理想。

坎德勒从早年起便有敏锐的商业意识。有一天，他听到农场厨房下的鸡圈里发出喧嚷声，便前去观察，结果发现了一只貂。他追着那动物跑出屋子，穿过园子，最终空手将其逮住。貂在坎德勒的手臂上咬了一口，留下了一道永久的伤疤——但坎德勒却成功地杀死了它。最后，他把貂皮拿到亚特兰大去卖，以为能卖个75美分，结果竟赚了整整1美元。“那个买貂皮的人还想要更多，”坎德勒说，“我动员附近的人捕貂，最后靠卖貂皮赚了不少钱。”




坎德勒急于投身工作。他对医学很感兴趣，但因为没钱上医学院，便决心加入药剂师的行列。他在家乡给两名药剂师做学徒，但收入却不如人意。所以，坎德勒决定到亚特兰大寻找更好的机遇。

1873年，身揣1.75美元的坎德勒来到了他将要居住一生的亚特兰大，他在那儿找到了一份工作，在一名叫做乔治·J.霍华德的当地药剂师手下做事。他前期的工作相当出色，加上他的勤奋努力，很快就晋升为高级职员。然而，在与霍华德大吵一架之后——坎德勒与他15岁的女儿谈起了恋爱，但霍华德并不同意——坎德勒决定闯出一片天地，自己当老板。

1877年，坎德勒和一位名叫马塞勒斯·霍尔曼的前同事合伙，成立了自己的药品零售公司。当时，药剂师因疗效可疑的万灵药而闻名，但那实际上通常没什么效果。多年来，这些混合药物的甜味比它们的疗效更受欢迎，以至于药房成了享用休闲饮品的地方。

坎德勒的第一批产品是一个香水系列和一种“血液香油”，他将它们放在药店出售。此次投资非常成功，这让他得以买下合伙人的股份。短短10年间，坎德勒的公司已经成为亚特兰大所有药品公司中最大的企业，每年收入超过了10万美元；而他的个人净资产也达到了5万美元。坎德勒继续生产和销售各种药物及化妆品，直到有一天，他偏头痛缠身，痛不可言。而实际上，他却是因祸得福。




坎德勒的头疼得厉害，为了消除这种症状，他甚至情愿尝试任何办法。他把希望放在了一种鲜为人知的产品之上，那是由一位同行——亚特兰大药剂师约翰·史密斯·彭伯顿发明的产品。彭伯顿发明了一种名叫“可口可乐”的东西，由古柯叶和可乐果配制而成，用它作自己的“补脑”汽水和头痛秘方。他在自己的药店里以5美分1杯的价格出售。他在自家后院里制作饮料，然后装在一个15加仑的三角罐里。在坎德勒打开这个置于炉火之上的罐子，正欲抽样检验的那一瞬间，立即被它迷住了。

至此，坎德勒果断决定要卖掉自己全部的药物股份、画作、油、玻璃制品以及高档衣服，这在旁观者看来，无疑只能称为武断之举。所有能卖的东西都卖了出去，他最终筹集了近5万美元。最初，他只在彭伯顿的公司投入了500美元，但到了1891年底，他仅用2,300美元就控制了整个可口可乐的生产流程。于是，他用剩余的钱继续生产和销售这种饮料。

1892年，坎德勒以10万美元的股本将可口可乐引入格鲁吉亚。尽管这一饮料的配方依然是商界保守得最为严格的秘密——据说只有公司的两位高层人员进入过存放该秘密的太阳信托银行保险柜——众所周知的是，在从彭伯顿那里将之收购以后，坎德勒对其进行了改良，提升了它的饮用口感。他还用翻新的威士忌酒桶代替锡罐用于储存。




早年，坎德勒致力于将可口可乐作为一种冷饮推广。1899年，两名田纳西州的律师向他建议将饮料改用瓶装。坎德勒犯了一个代价高昂的错误：他没有兴趣冒这个险，于是将产品的独家装瓶出售权卖给了他们。再此之后，可乐销售额从1890年的9,000加仑飙升至1900年的370,877加仑。这让公司后来花了很多时间和精力才买回这些权利。到了1916年，该公司的收入达到了2,700万美元。多年以来，销量还在增加，可口可乐公司也成为了产业龙头。坎德勒最初那500美元的投资也早就得到了回报。

除了涉及软饮市场之外，坎德勒在银行和房地产领域也大获成功，他还于1916年至1919年担任亚特兰大的市长。在坎德勒于1929年3月12日因中风逝世之前，因为向艾莫利大学和埃默里医院等机构进行慈善捐款，他早已享誉一方。除此之外，他还拿出了名下的50英亩土地，用来建造坎德勒公园。






















Charles Lewis Tiffany Fashion Designer　蒂芙尼：时尚设计师的一生









The year was 1837. Designer Charles Lewis Tiffany and his schoolmate John Young traveled from New England to New York City with an idea and a dream that were to become Tiffany & Co. While the first day of business brought in a mere four dollars and ninety-eight cents, the world of jewelry and luxury goods would never again be the same.

Charles Tiffany’s tireless search for one-of-a-kind objects charmed and fascinated the wealthy of New York. But when the store obtained some of the French crown jewels in 1848, Tiffany’s fame spread far and wide.

Charles Tiffany went on to introduce the nation’s first retail catalogue. And, his obsession with the simple elegance of classic silver design earned Tiffany & Co. the highly coveted Award of Merit at the Paris Exposition Universelle in 1867. This was the first time an American company had been recognized by a European jury.




Of the many individual achievements made under the leadership of Charles Lewis Tiffany, the introduction of the celebrated engagement ring in the 6-prong Tiffany Setting is one of the most noteworthy. But, of course, Charles Tiffany’s grandest accomplishment was to establish America’s preeminent house of design and the world’s premier jeweler.

Louis Comfort Tiffany (1848—1933), the celebrated jewelry and glass designer, was born the son of Charles Lewis Tiffany, founder of Tiffany & Co. His remarkable career designing jewelry, windows and decorative glass spanned 57 years including his tenure with L.C. Tiffany & Associated Artists, the Tiffany Glass Company, Tiffany Studios, Tiffany Furnaces, and L.C. Tiffany Furnaces. In 1902 he became Tiffany & Co.’s first Design Director, creating fantastic jewelry designs inspired both by nature and the art of other cultures. His patent for opalescent window glass in 1881 and his commissions for Mark Twain, Cornelius Vanderbilt and many others earned him an international reputation. His work has been honored by museums and treasured by collectors around the world.





【名人小课堂】




查尔斯·路易斯·蒂芙尼（Charles Lewis Tiffany
 ），美国康涅狄格州一位磨坊主的儿子，1837年来到纽约百老汇开设了一家小铺，成功后经过不断变迁发展，最终成了美国首屈一指的高档珠宝商店，即为世人熟知的订婚戒指首创者：蒂芙尼珠宝首饰公司。19世纪末，查尔斯赢得了“钻石之王”的称号。

















还在1837年时，设计师查尔斯·路易斯·蒂芙尼和他的同学约翰·杨，带着成立蒂芙尼公司的梦想，
 从新英格兰来到了纽约。在初次赚得4.98美元之后，珠宝和奢侈品世界就注定不再有雷同的设计。

查尔斯·蒂芙尼不知疲倦地寻觅独一无二的物品，这吸引了纽约富人们的注意。但蒂芙尼真正的名声大噪，是始于1848年他接到了法国皇冠的设计订单。

查尔斯·蒂芙尼继续引进美国首家零售产品。同时，他那优雅简约的古典银饰设计，使蒂芙尼公司在1867年的巴黎世博会上，赢得了令人垂涎的优秀奖。这是第一家被欧洲评委认可的美国公司。

在查尔斯·路易斯·蒂芙尼的众多成就中，著名的订婚戒指“六爪镶嵌”无疑最为引人注目。当然，查尔斯·蒂芙尼最大的成就，就是在美国建立了超凡的设计之家，成为了世界顶级珠宝商人。




路易斯·康福特·蒂芙尼(1848—1933)，著名的珠宝和玻璃设计师，蒂芙尼公司创始人查尔斯·路易斯·蒂芙尼的儿子。他把57年的光阴都花在了伟大的珠宝设计和玻璃装饰事业上。在此期间，他曾执掌L.C.蒂芙尼与艺术家联盟、蒂芙尼玻璃制品公司、蒂芙尼工坊、蒂芙尼熔炼厂，以及L.C.蒂芙尼熔炼厂。1902
 年，他成为蒂芙尼公司的首位设计总监，自然元素和其他文化艺术激发他创造出了魔幻的珠宝设计作品。他在1881年获得了乳白玻璃窗的设计专利，并成为马克·吐温、康内留斯·范德比尔特以及其他名流的委托人，这让他享誉国际。他的作品已经被世界各地的博物馆列入展览，还被收藏家们悉心珍藏。



























Howard Schultz Wants Starbucks to Be the IBM of Coffee
 　霍德华·舒尔茨：星巴克争当咖啡行业的IBM
 












Starbucks’ CEO Howard Schultz wants you, his company’s shareholders, and coffee drinkers everywhere to know how and why he’s spending money.

In talking boldly about relatively small deals—Monday’s $100 million acquisition of bakery La Boulange and the $30 million purchase of juices
 specialist Evolution Fresh in 2011—Schultz is trying to say that after struggling to grow the nation’s largest coffee company in the past, he’s “cracked the code” on a new model to grow shares and store offerings. It just turns out that the new model is an old one: Schultz’s plan is similar in style to the growth path that IBM has outlined to distance itself from its roots in hardware and grow in data analytics, consulting and IT services.

If investors spend the time to listen to Schultz speaking about the two small acquisitions for a company with nearly $12 billion in annual sales, what they would hear is conviction similar in nature to how IBM plans to grow its annual sales far beyond $100 billion.




Both IBM and Starbucks appear to be making two points to investors and, in a sense to consumers. First, they feel they sell a core differentiated product—the best coffee & the best in tech business services—that can organically grow in profitability over the years. Second, both companies hope to find a formula to expand from that core to grow sales without diluting existing offerings.


Growth through consolidation or major store addi
 tions has been an obvious go-to, and dubious, growth strategy in the tech and consumer sectors—for instance, Hewlett Packard’s acquisition of Compaq in 2001, and in the case of Starbucks, its epic coffee outlet expansion in the 2000s.

Yet Starbucks recent deals make it appear to be as skeptical of this model as IBM. In effect, Starbucks wants to add new business streams without making its coffee brand a commodity product. Nimble acquisitions that don’t break the bank backed by multi-year growth initiatives may be the key, and make the selloff in Starbucks shares on the news of its bakery deal seem premature, as well as commentary that the move suggests a hint of “peak coffee” desperation amid Schultz’s excitement.




Known to drink four to five cups of Starbucks Aged Sumatra roast a day, some might look at the hoopla over a small deal as cause for Schultz to cut back on the caffeine, when what investors should key on is how Schultz’s talk contrasts with what the company was doing 10 years ago.

The most prescient analysis on Starbucks past failings may come from, of all places, comedian Louis Black in a Daily Show
 monologue. Black proclaimed in 2001 that he’d located the end of the universe when spotting one Starbucks across the street from another.

“What was the gentleman thinking, who stood in the empty lot across from a Starbucks, when he turned to his wife and kids and said ‘I have a vision. I am going to build a Starbucks across from a Starbucks?’” a perplexed Black joked. The answer: only a person who wants a mochachino from the store across the street but needs a cup of coffee to get there.

Shareholders weren’t laughing. Between Schultz’s departure as CEO in 2000 and his return in 2008, Starbucks revenue grew nearly fivefold to $10 billion but profits lagged, only growing roughly 75% to $315 million, indicating falling margins reflected in a 50% share slump. During that time, stores also grew faster than profits, roughly doubling to nearly 16,700 by 2008 from less than 8,600 as of 2004.




Black’s humor contained the wisdom that Starbucks was testing the limits of a store-driven growth initiative, while diluting its brand. The timing couldn’t have been worse; it came amid a wave of competition from lower-end competitors including McDonalds and Dunkin Brands, and high-priced local boutique roasters.

“Starbucks was being squeezed to the middle, and that is an undesirable place for us to be,” Schultz conceded in a 2010 Harvard Business Review
 interview that covered his return to the company he founded and named after a character from Herman Melville’s Moby Dick
 .

Since his second stint as Starbucks CEO began in 2008, Schultz has pointed to a recommitment to employee training and a focus on intangibles like “culture” and “values” as a key to Starbucks recovery—likely important moves. The company also halted its store growth, shuttered some locations, and has only added 323 stores in the past four years as net income has grown to $1.25 billion from $315 million, and revenue has risen over 12%.




Starbucks also is increasingly diverse in its in-store wares, serving up new foods and drinks, and as Starbucks halted store growth, its consumer products business of frappuccino bottles, packaged coffee and Tazo Tea bags doubled sales. Those brands and recent launches like Via instant coffee, K-Cup packs and Starbuck’s own K-Cup style home brewing system will be a staple of Starbucks stores and distribution agreements with supermarkets and foods giants like Kraft.

Starbucks La Boulange bakery is just the latest example of Schultz’s comment from November, “(We’ve) cracked the code on growth plans.” When buying Evolution Fresh last year, Schultz said Starbucks will sell new juices in its coffee-selling chains outlets, and by the end of 2012, it will use the deal to introduce a new health and wellness line of stores.

“(Even) though this is a small acquisition in size, it is a significant strategic decision and direction for the company,” Starbucks said in a statement, adding that the deal taps a $1.6 billion super-premium juice market and is a big step entering a larger $50 billion “Health and Wellness” sector. To make the investment pay off relative to expectations, Starbucks said it will also invest in the distribution and growth of juices products.




With the bakery deal, Starbucks will sell the La Boulange breads in existing stores and expand the chain nationally, at once adding to its food proposition in existing stores, while growing non-Starbucks branded stores. In talking about building the La Boulange brand as a premium retail bakery café, Schultz noted that one-third of Starbucks visitors now buy food.

“Now is the time for us to invest into the core business and take full advantage of the position we occupy,” Schultz said. “If you go back a year and a half ago, when we began to see the success of Via, I think this is exactly the same play run a different way. We believe that we have a unique opportunity to create sub-brands and categories within our stores,” said Schultz, who also highlights the company’s home brewing initiative.

The company will also be growing its store count through non-branded La Boulange and Evolution Fresh stores, in contrast to the epic Starbucks store expansion that a decade ago served as an albatross. In fact, one day three Starbucks owned stores may be able to exist on a street corner without giving Louis Black a heart attack.




IBM has cut a string of small-sized deals in recent years that leverage its existing IT services, software and consulting divisions that earn roughly 60% of IBM’s $100 billion plus in revenue and are key to Big Blue’s overall 15% profit margin.

When buying cloud specialist DemandTec for $440 million, IBM laid out a case for why the move fit within a much larger $20 billion Smarter Commerce push. That initiative, which ties to a much larger Smarter Planet strategy, also was a key in the divestiture of IBM’s Retail Store Solutions unit and a large licensing agreement with Toshiba Tec in 2012. Acquisitions, IBM says time and again, are used to bolster an existing product or service—or to gain entry into a new market—such as cloud computing—that fits with its profitable core.

Just over a decade ago, IBM was facing an existential crisis as an onslaught of competition from Dell, Hewlett Packard and Apple eroded profits, making it a losing proposition for “Big Blue” to manufacture the personal computers it had pioneered.

Instead of trying to scale the business for synergies, IBM spun the unit and under former CEOs Lou Gerstner and Samuel Palmisano, it transformed into a tech consulting and IT services giant. Years later, IBM’s near-record share price stands apart from former competitors like Dell and Hewlett Packard, who continue to struggle to sell computers profitably.




Like IBM, Starbucks is saying it’s high margin core is here to stay. To continue growth, though, the company has to look for new products and customer draws in which it can invest and that in turn can benefit from existing business, enhancing as opposed to diluting the core.

There are risks, highlighted by Starbucks near 3% Tuesday share drop.

Starbucks noted that the deal will dilute earnings by a few pennies, likely causing some investor concern. “We struggle with a dilutive deal because it suggests both aggressive spending as well as a lack of operating income from the current business,” wrote Bank of America Merrill Lynch analyst Joseph Buckley, who lowered his earnings per share estimate for Starbucks by 2 cents in 2012 and 4 cents in 2013. Still, he rates shares a buy with a $68 price target on the company’s existing growth prospects.

Many see benefits outweighing EPS dilution. “(This) marks a material attempt at a somewhat needed upgrade to the quality of core baked goods.” said Credit Suisse analyst Keith Siegner in a Tuesday note. “This is just another example of investing some of the upside from K-cups and coffee deflation in longer-term growth drivers, and we continue to believe this is the path to long-term shareholder value creation,” Siegner added.




Brian Bittner of Oppenheimer wrote, “while the acquisition is small in dollar terms, its potential is substantial as distribution to SBUX locations increases, the retail footprint expands and the possibility of another thriving CPG offering now exists.”

A bet on Starbucks is simpler than all this, though: Big Blue is hoping that a strategy similar to Big Blue will result in a continued jolt for its shareholders.













【名人小课堂】

霍华德·舒尔茨（Howard Schultz，1953— ），生于纽约市布鲁克林区，星巴克董事长和首席执行官，美国西雅图超音速篮球队的前老板。


































星巴克的总裁霍德华·舒尔茨，希望你、他的股东以及各个地方喜爱喝咖啡的人，了解他是怎样花钱，而且为什么会花钱的。

在谈论相对较小的交易时——本周一以1亿美元收购烘焙名店拉布朗热，以及在2011年以3,000万美元收购果汁专营店蔬果总动员——舒尔茨试图表示，在苦苦奋斗成为全国最大的咖啡公司之后，他已经破解了新模式的密码，用以增长股份和商品种类。可实践证明，新模式不过是新瓶装旧酒：舒尔茨计划的风格与IBM之前为从硬件生产中脱离出来，以发展数据分析、咨询和IT服务的成长路径非常相似。

如果投资者花时间，听舒尔茨说起为了一家年销售额近120亿美元的公司而进行的两次小型收购，他们便会听到一番与IBM如何计划让年度销售额远超1,000亿美元本质上相似的言谈。

IBM和星巴克似乎都是从消费者观念上，让投资者明白两点：首先，他们觉得自己是在销售一种核心差异的产品——最好的咖啡和最好的技术业务服务——它们的利润会逐年增长。第二，两家公司都希望找到一个既不减少现有产量，又能从核心差异中扩展开来、以寻求销售量增长的方案。




通过合并或新增旗舰店来完成增收成为了首选，而技术和消费者层面上的增长战略却成败未定——例如，惠普公司于2001年收购康柏电脑公司，而于星巴克，便是在21世纪进行传奇般的咖啡店铺扩张。

然而，星巴克最近的交易使得它与IBM一样开始怀疑这个模式的可行性。其实，星巴克是既希望添加新的业务渠道，又想要其咖啡品牌不至沦为普通商品。凭借一个不影响银行支持的常年增长计划来进行灵活的收购，也许不失为一条关键出路，在报纸上宣传星巴克的烘焙产业股市暴跌似乎为时过早，而且也有评论指出，此举暗示了在舒尔茨兴奋的言辞中，有着一种“峰值咖啡”孤注一掷的意味。

舒尔茨一天要喝上四五杯星巴克苏门答腊烘烤咖啡，这一违背常理的行为在一些人看来，只是他为了宣传星巴克咖啡削减了咖啡因量而使的一个小伎俩。但投资者应该关注的事实则是，正是舒尔茨的言行，让公司运作模式已和10年前大不相同了。

立足于星巴克之前的失败，最具有前瞻性的全方位分析来自于《每日秀》喜剧演员路易斯·布莱克。2001年，布莱克声称，当他在街上看到一家又一家的星巴克时，如同找到了宇宙的边缘。

“如果一个站在星巴克对面空地上的男子转脸对他的妻儿们说，‘我有个主意，我要在星巴克对面开一家星巴克。’你们大家会怎么想？”又是一个难解的黑色幽默。而唯一的答案就是：这个人需要一杯咖啡，来使他有力气走到对面的咖啡店，点一杯他想要的摩卡。




股东们可笑不出来。在舒尔茨辞去CEO的2000年到2008年之间，星巴克的收入增长了大约5倍，达到100亿美元，但利润仅为3.15亿，大约只增长了75%，而股价下跌了一半。这些都足以显示利润率的下降。在此期间，店铺数量从2004年的不到8,600家暴增到2008年的16,700家，几乎两倍，利润增长的速度远不及店铺扩张的速度。

黑色幽默包含着这样的智慧：星巴克在挑战商店主动扩张与品牌效应降低这一矛盾的极限。市场时机已经到了最糟糕的水平，同时还面临着如浪潮一样来自其他品牌——如麦当劳、邓金以及高价位本土咖啡店的挑战。

“星巴克正逐渐被挤压成中档品牌，这个位置对我们来说并不理想。”在2010年《哈佛商业评论》的采访中，舒尔茨承认了他将回归那个由他一手创立的公司，公司名来自赫尔曼·梅尔维尔的小说《白鲸》中的一个角色。

自从舒尔茨于2008年再次担任星巴克总裁之后，他一直致力于对员工专业性的训练，以及专注于无形资产如“企业文化”、“企业价值”的发展上，并以此为复苏星巴克的着手点。公司关闭了一些分店，并停止了店铺的扩张。在过去的4年中，共只新增了323家分店，在此期间净收入从3.15亿增加到12.5亿，收入增长率超过了12%。




星巴克也积极地在食品、附属产品、饮品方面多元化拓展。而且，随着店铺扩展的停止，星冰乐、外带咖啡、泰舒茶等饮品的销量几乎翻了一番。这些品牌近期也推出了速溶咖啡、K杯包，由星巴克独创的K-Cup风格的家庭调制体系，也会牢牢锁定星巴克的市场地位，除此之外，还与食品巨头如卡夫，以及众多超市签订了分货协议。

对于星巴克拉布朗热烘焙食品的点评，是舒尔茨自11月以来最新的一次公开表态。“（我们已经）打破了扩张的固有思维。”去年实行革新计划的时候，舒尔茨说过，在2012年年末，星巴克会在其咖啡销售链中引入果汁的销售，并以此为契机发展新式、健康、令人满意的店铺。

星巴克在一份声明中说到：“尽管这只是一个很小的收获，但它在公司未来的决策和发展方向上，起着重要的作用。”此举会使星巴克有机会进入价值16亿美元的顶级果汁市场，而且进一步踏入更大的、有着500亿潜在价值的健康行业。为了达到这个预期的投资收益，星巴克承诺会加大对果汁产品的推广和发展。




星巴克会在现有的店铺里销售拉布朗热烘焙食品，并且在全国范围内推广开来。立即在现有店铺里引入自己的食品理念，与此同时，发展非星巴克冠名的商店。在谈到把拉布朗热打造成零售型优质烘焙食品品牌时，舒尔茨提到，如今有1/3进店的顾客都会购买食品。

“如今正是投资核心产业的时机，我们可以最大限度地利用现有地位优势。”舒尔茨还说到，“如果退回一年半以前，也就是当我们开始注意到威盛成功的时候；在我看来，这也就是同一种游戏的不同玩法。我坚信我们有着得天独厚的机会来开创自己的旗下品牌和品种。”舒尔茨还特别提到了公司首创的家庭式咖啡烹饪方法。

相较于10年前使星巴克背上沉重负担的宏大的扩张战略，现在的星巴克则是选择侧重发展非品牌的拉布朗热以及蔬果总动员，以此来增加商店数目。事实就是，即使有一天路易斯·布莱克在同一条街上发现了三家星巴克，也不会再惊呼不可思议。

IBM近年来取消了一系列小规模交易，使得其现有的IT服务、软件以及顾问业务都因此得到了发展，由此所取得的利润占到了IBM逾1,000亿收入的60%以上，这也是蓝色巨人的利润率可以达到15%的关键所在。

当以4.4亿收购云技术团队DemandTec时，IBM陈述了为什么认为此举是一项价值200亿的精明商业推动。这个主动的创举在解决IBM零售商店被剥夺授权，以及2012年在与东芝公司关于许可证协议的达成中都起到了重要作用。IBM也一直认为此举有助于推动现有的产品和服务，并且有机会跨入全新的市场，比如云计算机，这些都符合其核心的利益。




就在10年前，在激烈的竞争中，IBM受到来自戴尔、惠普和苹果的利润侵蚀，还面临着一场存在危机，这个“蓝色巨人”因此也失去了生产它首创个人电脑的机会。

IMB并没有衡量其业务的合并效果，而是在前首席执行官郭士纳和彭明盛的领导下，调整内部结构，转变成了技术咨询和IT服务业巨头。多年以来，IBM创纪录的股价，已与戴尔和惠普一类的前竞争对手区别开来，他们还在继续通过电脑销售取得盈利。 

像IBM一样，星巴克说它的高利润率的核心就在这里：持续增长，尽管该公司不得不寻找新的产品和客户来投资，而且这些新产品和客户能够反过来从现有的业务中获益，而不是削减核心产品。

星巴克的股票于周二下跌了3%，这说明仍然存在风险。

星巴克表示，这次交易将会减少到只有几美分的收入，这可能会引起一些投资者的担忧。“我们之所以要改变那些亏损交易，是因为它既表明当前业务的支出过量，也表明营业收入的不足。”美国银行美林分析师约瑟夫·巴克利写道，2012年，他在星巴克的每股收益估计降了2美分，2013年会降4美分。但是，他把股票也当作是一种买卖，依照公司现存的发展前景，目标价格为68美元。




许多人更在意最终利润，而不是每股利润的降低。“（这）表明有必要提升核心烘焙食品的质量，”瑞士信贷分析师基斯·辛格纳在星期二的一则发言中说道。“在更加长期的增值推进力上，这只是又一个在K杯和咖啡降价的某个有利方面投资的实例，而且我们仍然相信，这是一条为长期股东创造价值的途径。”辛格纳接着说。

奥本海默的布莱恩·比纳特写道：“虽然按美元计算，这是一次小型收购，但是随着星巴克分配店址的增长，它的潜力就会变得无限大，这样一来，零售的足迹就会开始扩张，而同时也会出现另一支蓬勃发展的CPG上市股票。”

押注星巴克比什么都简单，尽管：蓝色巨人希望类似于蓝色巨人的战略能带给股东无尽的震撼。













【霍德华·舒尔茨——】




Ideas are like the stars—we never reach them, but like mariners, we chart our course by them.

梦如星辰——我们永远不能触及，但却能像水手那样，让它为我们领航。


























Coco Chanel: Fashion Designer’s Life　可可·香奈儿：时尚先锋的传奇一生












From her first millinery shop, opened in 1912, to the 1920s, Gabrielle “Coco” Chanel rose to become one of the premier fashion designers in Paris, France. Replacing the corset with comfort and casual elegance, her fashion themes included simple suits and dresses, women’s trousers, costume jewelry, perfume and textiles.

Coco Chanel claimed a birthdate of 1893 and a birthplace of Auvergne; she was actually born in 1883 in Saumur. According to her version of her life story, her mother worked in the poorhouse where Gabrielle was born, and died when Gabrielle was only six, leaving her father with five children whom he promptly abandoned to the care of relatives.

She adopted the name Coco during a brief career as a cafe and concert singer 1905—1908. First a mistress of a wealthy military officer then of an English industrialist, Coco Chanel drew on the resources of these patrons in setting up a millinery shop in Paris in 1910. The two men also helped her find customers among women of society, and her simple hats became popular.




Soon “Coco” was expanding to couture, working in jersey, a first in the French fashion world. By the 1920s, her fashion house had expanded considerably, and her chemise set a fashion trend with its “little boy” look. Her relaxed fashions, short skirts, and casual look were in sharp contrast to the corset fashions popular in the previous decades. Chanel herself dressed in mannish clothes, and adapted these more comfortable fashions which other women also found liberating.

In 1922 Chanel introduced a perfume, Chanel No. 5, which became and remained popular, and remains a profitable product of Chanel’s company. Pierre Wertheimer became her partner in the perfume business in 1924, and perhaps also her lover. Wertheimer owned 70% of the company; Chanel received 10% and her friend Bader 20%. The Wertheimers continue to control the perfume company today.

Chanel introduced her signature cardigan jacket in 1925 and signature “little black dress” in 1926. Most of her fashions had a staying power, and didn’t change much from year to year—or even generation to generation.




She briefly served as a nurse in World War II. Nazi occupation meant the fashion business in Paris was cut off for some years; Chanel’s affair during World War II with a Nazi officer also resulted in some years of diminished popularity and an exile of sorts to Switzerland. In 1954 her comeback restored her to the first ranks of haute couture. Her natural, casual clothing including the Chanel suit once again caught the eye—and purses—of women. She introduced pea jackets and bell bottom pants for women. She was still working in 1971 when she died. Karl Lagerfeld has been chief designer of Chanel’s fashion house since 1983.

In addition to her work with high fashion, Chanel also designed stage costumes for such plays as Cocteau’s Antigone
 (1923) and Oedipus Rex
 (1937) and film costumes for several movies, including Renoir’s La Regle de Jeu
 . Katharine Hepburn starred in the 1969 Broadway musical Coco
 based on the life of Coco Chanel.









【名人小课堂】




可可·香奈儿（Gabrielle Bonheur “Coco” Chanel
 ，1883—1971），法国先锋时装设计师，香奈儿品牌创始人。她的现代主义见解、男装化风格、简单设计之中见昂贵，使她成为20世纪时尚界的先锋人物。《时代周刊》将其评为“20世纪最具影响力的100人”之一。















从她1912年开办第一家女帽店起，一直到20世纪20年代，加布里埃尔·“可可”·香奈儿一路荣升，成为了法国巴黎的顶级时尚设计师之一。她以舒适、休闲和优雅取代了传统的束缚，她的时尚主题包括简约套装、裙子、女裤和服装饰品，以及香水和纺织品。

可可·香奈儿自称于1893年出生在奥弗涅；实际上，她出生于1883年，出生地是索米尔。根据她所讲述的故事，她母亲曾在加布里埃尔出生地的一个救济院工作，而且在她6岁时母亲就已去世，留下了她父亲和五个孩子。她父亲在母亲死后不久，就将孩子们丢给了亲戚抚养。

“可可”这个名字，是她在1905年到1908年期间担任咖啡屋和音乐会歌手时开始使用的。她曾先后作过富军官和英国老板的情人，并在1910年利用他们的赞助，在巴黎开了一家女帽商店。这两个男人还曾帮助她在社会上的女人圈子做推广，这让她那些风格简约的帽子得以流行起来。




很快，“可可”就闯入了时装界，编起了针织衫，这在法国时尚界可谓首创之举。到了20世纪20年代，她的时装屋进行了大规模扩张，她那初看就像“小男孩”似的衬衣风靡一时。轻松的时尚短裙和休闲装扮，与流行于上一个十年的束身装扮，形成了十分鲜明的对比。香奈儿自己也爱穿男性化的衣服，并把这种更为舒适的时尚发扬光大，让其他女人也能从这种风格中得到自由。

1922年，香奈儿引进了一种香水，这就是风靡至今的香奈儿5号。一直以来，它都在为香奈儿公司创造高额的利润。1924年，皮埃尔·沃什米成为了她香水事业上的伙伴，或许还是她的情人。沃什米拥有该公司70%的股份；香奈儿10%，她的朋友巴德20%。沃什米至今还掌控着香水公司。

香奈儿在1925年引入了开襟羊毛衫外套，在1926年引入了“黑色小礼服”。她的大部分时尚都具有持久的魅力，年复一年之间，风格并无太大变化——甚至一代又一代，都不会有变化。

她在二战期间担任过临时护士。纳粹党的占领就意味着时装行业要在巴黎被切断多年；香奈儿在二战期间与一位纳粹军官的情事也让她饱受诟病，还因此而被流放到了瑞士。1954年，她回到巴黎。这一次，她又凭借高级时装，走上了时尚舞台的前沿。她的自然而休闲的服装，例如香奈儿套装，再一次吸引了女性——和她们的钱包——的关注。她引进了女士厚呢上衣和贝尔底裤。到了1971年，她在逝世的前夜都不曾停止工作。从1983年开始，卡尔·拉格菲尔德就一直担任着香奈儿时装屋的首席设计师。




















The Master of Investment: Warren Buffett　世界投资大师：巴菲特












For someone who is such an extraordinarily successful investor, Warren Buffett comes off as a pretty ordinary guy. Born and bred in Omaha, Nebraska, for more than 40 years Buffett has lived in the same Yi-Hsin Chang gray stucco house on Farnam Street that he bought for $31,500. He wears rumpled, nondescript suits, drives his own car, drinks Cherry Coke, and is more likely to be found in a Dairy Queen than a four-star restaurant.

But the 68-year-old Omaha native has led an extraordinary life. Looking back on his childhood, one can see the budding of a savvy businessman. Warren Edward Buffett was born on August 30, 1930, the middle child of three. His father, Howard Buffett, came from a family of grocers but himself became a stockbroker and later a U. S. congressman.

Even as a young child, Buffett was pretty serious about making money. He used to go door-to-door and sell soda pop. He and a friend used math to develop a system for picking winners in horseracing and started selling their “Stable-Boy Selections” tip sheets until they were shut down for not having a license. Later, he also worked at his grandfather’s grocery store. At the ripe age of 11, Buffett bought his first stock.




When his family moved to Washington, D. C., Buffett became a paperboy for The Washington Post
 and its rival The Times-Herald
 . Buffett ran his five paper routes like an assembly line and even added magazines to round out his product offerings. While still in school, he was making $175 a month, a full-time wage for many young men.

When he was 14, Buffett spent $1,200 on 40 acres of farmland in Nebraska and soon began collecting rent from a tenant farmer. He and a friend also made $50 a week by placing pinball machines in barber shops. They called their venture Wilson Coin Operated Machine Co..

Already a successful albeit small-time businessman, Buffett wasn’t keen on going to college but ended up at Wharton at the University of Pennsylvania—his father encouraged him to go. After two years at Wharton, Buffett transferred to his parents’alma mater, the University of Nebraska in Lincoln, for his final year of college. There Buffett took a job with The Lincoln Journal
 supervising 50 paper boys in six rural counties.




Buffett applied to Harvard Business School but was turned down in what had to be one of the worst admissions decisions in Harvard history. The outcome ended up profoundly affecting Buffett’s life, for he ended up attending Columbia Business School, where he studied under revered mentor Benjamin Graham, the father of securities analysis who provided the foundation for Buffett’s investment strategy.

From the beginning, Buffett made his fortune from investing. He started with all the money he had made from selling pop, delivering papers, and operating pinball machines. Between 1950 and 1956, he grew his $9,800 kitty to $14,000. From there, he organized investment partnerships with his family and friends, and then gradually drew in other investors through word of mouth and very attractive terms.

Buffett’s goal was to top the Dow Jones Industrial Average by an average of 10% a year. Over the length of the Buffett partnership between 1957 and 1969, Buffett’s investments grew at a compound annual rate of 29.5%, crushing the Dow’s return of 7.4% over the same period.

Buffett’s investment strategy mirrors his lifestyle and overall philosophy. He doesn’t collect houses or cars or works of art, and he disdains companies that waste money on such extravagances as limousines, private dining rooms, and high-priced real estate. He is a creature of habit—same house, same office, same city, same soda—and dislikes change. In his investments, that means holding on to “core holdings” such as American Express, Coca-Cola, and The Washington Post Co. “forever”.




Buffett’s view of inherited money also departs from the norm. Critical of the self-indulgence of the super-rich, Buffett thinks of inheritances as “privately funded food stamps” that keep children of the rich from leading normal, independent lives. With his own three kids, he gave them each $10,000 a year—the tax-deductible limit—at Christmas. When he gave them a loan, they had to sign a written agreement. When his daughter, also named Susie like her mother, needed $20 to park at the airport, he made her write him a check for it.

As for charity, Buffett’s strict standards have made it difficult for him to give much away. He evaluates charities the same way he looks for stocks: value for money, return on invested capital. He has established the Buffett Foundation, designed to accumulate money and give it away after his and his wife’s deaths—though the foundation has given millions to organizations involved with population control, family planning, abortion, and birth control. The argument goes that Buffett can actually give away a greater sum in the end by growing his money while he’s still alive.





One thing’s for sure about Buffett: He’s happy doing what he’s doing. “I get to do what I like to do every single day of the year,” he says. “I get to do it with people I like, and I don’t have to associate with anybody who causes my stomach to churn. I tap dance to work, and when I get there I think I’m supposed to lie on my back and paint the ceiling. It’s tremendous fun.” It’s fun to watch the master at work, too.





【名人小课堂】

沃伦·巴菲特（Warren Buffett
 ，1930— ），生于美国内布拉斯加州的奥马哈市，全球著名的投资人，热衷慈善事业。在2008年的《福布斯》排行榜上超过比尔盖茨，成为世界首富。













身为一名顶级投资人，沃伦·巴菲特其实是一个再普通不过的人。他出生在美国内布拉斯加州的奥马哈，并在那里长大。40多年来，他一直住在那栋仅值31,500美元的法纳姆大街灰色水泥房里。他时常身着一件皱巴巴的普通西装，不用司机，喝“樱桃可乐”，光顾诸如“戴瑞女王”这样的小餐馆而非四星级饭店。




但是，这位68岁的奥马哈当地人却有着一段传奇的人生。回首他的童年，你会发现，一个极具头脑的生意人正在悄然崭露头角。沃伦·爱德华·巴菲特出生于1930年8月30日，家里三个孩子，他排行老二。他的父亲霍华德·巴菲特来自一个杂货商之家，但是后来却成了一名股票经纪人，再后来还当上了美国国会议员。

还是个孩子的时候，巴菲特对于赚钱这件事就非常认真。他小时候常常挨家挨户地叫卖苏打水。他和一位朋友利用数学知识开发了一个挑选赛马比赛冠军的识别系统，然后便开始发放他们“马倌挑选仪”的宣传单，可惜后来因为没有执照而被叫停。之后，他在爷爷的杂货铺打零工。到了稍显成熟的11岁，巴菲特买进了他的第一支股票。

在举家前往华盛顿特区之后，巴菲特又成为了《华盛顿邮报》和其对手《时代先驱报》的报童。巴菲特将自己的五条送报路线安排得像条有条不紊的流水线，甚至还增加了杂志的配送服务，这让自己的订阅产品变得更加丰富。尚在念书的他每月就能赚到175美金，这可是很多年轻人的全职薪酬。




在14岁的时候，巴菲特花费了1,200美元，在内布拉斯加州购买了一座40英亩的农庄，接着便开始从租户那里征收田租。他还和一个朋友为理发店安装弹球机，每个星期能多赚50美元。他们将自己的企业称为威尔森钱币操纵机。

虽说只是小本生意，但巴菲特已经成为了一名出色的商人。巴菲特并不热衷于大学，但是在其父的督促下，还是就读了宾夕法尼亚大学的沃顿学院。在沃顿学院呆了两年之后，巴菲特转去了父母的母校，即位于林肯的内布拉斯加州立大学，在那里完成了大学学业。巴菲特在当地的《林肯日报》找到了一份工作，管理六个乡村区域的50个报童。

巴菲特申请去哈佛商学院进修，遗憾的是并未被受理，此事件成为了哈佛历史上最糟糕的录取决定之一。如此的结果对巴菲特的一生产生了深远的影响。后来，他选择了哥伦比亚商学院，在备受尊崇的导师本杰明·格雷手下学习。此人是证劵分析之父，为巴菲特的投资战略打下了坚实的基础。

其实，从一开始，巴菲特就在凭借投资赚取财富。他将他卖苏打水、送报纸、安装弹球机攒下的所有积蓄，都用在了投资上面。1950年到1956年间，他的原始资金从9,800美金上升到14,000美金，他把自己的家人朋友都收纳为自己的投资伙伴，然后慢慢地通过口头游说，以及一些极富吸引力的条款，召集其他的投资者。




巴菲特的目标是以年均10%的涨幅问鼎道琼斯工业平均指数。1957到1969年间，在巴菲特的合伙投资模式下，他的投资以每年29.5%的综合比率上升，完胜道琼斯在同一时期7.4%的回报率。

巴菲特的投资策略反映了他的生活方式和人生哲学。他不购置房产、汽车，或者艺术作品，他鄙视那些将金钱浪费在豪华轿车、私人餐厅，以及高价房地产一类奢侈品上的公司。他是一个遵循常规的人——同一幢住宅、同一间办公室、同一座城市、同样的苏打水——不喜欢改变。依照他的投资理念，就是紧抓投资“核心”——例如美国捷运、可口可乐、华盛顿邮报——“永不动摇”。

巴菲特对于遗产的看法也与旁人不同。他对巨富们那种自我放纵的态度极度不满。巴菲特将遗产视作“私人资助的饭票”，会让富人家的孩子无法过上正常而独立的生活。对于他自己的三个孩子，他只在每年圣诞节的时候发给每人1万美金——免税额度。当他们需要贷款时，则需要签订一个书面协议。有那么一次，他的女儿苏西——与妈妈同名——在机场的时候需要20美金的停车费，他也让女儿写下了一张欠条。

至于慈善，巴菲特的严格标准让他对于哪怕这样的事情也很难慷慨解囊。他对待慈善的态度与他对待股票的态度一样：要仔细评估投入资本的有效回报。他建立了巴菲特基金会，希望在自己和妻子去世之后把积累的基金都发放出来——即便这个基金会已经为很多组织捐献了数百万资金，其中包括人口控制、计划生育、堕胎和避孕。有人说，通过进一步增长现有资产，巴菲特能在还活着的时候捐出一大笔钱。




对巴菲特来说，有一件事情是可以肯定的：他很喜欢自己正在做的事。“每一天我都会做我喜欢做的事，”他说，“我会和我喜欢的人一起做这些事，我不会与我讨厌的人共事。我跳着踢踏舞去工作，到了工作地点之后，我就会躺倒在地，在天花板上尽情挥洒我的热情。其乐无穷啊。”目睹如此一位大师工作，也不失为一件其乐无穷的事。

















【巴菲特——】

I always knew I was going to be rich. I don’t think I ever doubted it for a minute.

我深信自己会富起来。我对此从未有过怀疑。


































Chapter 2 那些才华横溢的身影













But you must love with a sublime, genuine, profound sympathy, with devotion, with intelligence, and you must try all the time to understand Him more, better and yet more. That will lead to God, that will lead to an unshakeable faith.









一个人必须带着高尚、严肃和亲切的同情心去爱，带着力量去爱，带着理智去爱，而且，一个人必须永远努力让自己了解得更深、更好、更多。这是通向上帝的路，这是通向坚定不移的信仰之路。


















I Live Entirely in My Music: Beethoven　我沉醉在音乐之中：贝多芬









Beethoven probably began to go deaf after what he called his “terrible typhus” of 1797, but he tried to keep it a secret, while consulting doctors and trying various remedies, such as the application of almond oil. He was extremely anxious about its possible effect on his career as a musician, and embarrassed by its effect on his social life.

In the summer of 1801 he wrote to two friends. To Franz Wegeler in Bonn he wrote that he was very busy, with more commissions than he could cope with, and publishers competing to get hold of his latest works, but he was worried about his health, and particularly about his gradual loss of hearing. He had been leading a miserable life for the previous two years because of his deafness, and had avoided human company because he found it hard to tell people that he was deaf. He would always say, “I live entirely in my music.”




Two days later he wrote to Karl Amenda, a more recent friend. On the same lines, expressing the anxiety that his best years would pass “without my being able to achieve all that my talent and my strength have commanded me to do”. His fear that his deafness would prevent him from realizing his artistic potential led him to contemplate taking his own artistic life, but in the so-called “Heiligenstadt Testament”, addressed to his brothers and found among his papers after his death, which he wrote in the depths of despair in October 1802, he said that he had rejected suicide, and was resigned to his condition. He explained that his deafness was the reason why he had been withdrawing from people’s company, because he found it so humiliating not being able to hear, but he did not want to tell people about it. Although tempted to kill himself, “the only thing that held me back was my art. For indeed it seemed to me impossible to leave this world before I had produced all the works that I felt the urge to compose.”

During the summer of 1802 he had spent six months in Heiligenstadt, thirteen miles outside Vienna, on the advice of one of his doctors who thought that his hearing might improve in the peace and quiet away from Vienna. But his pupil, Ferdinand Ries (son of the leader of the Bonn court orchestra) visited him in the summer, and during a walk in the woods pointed out o fan elder twig. Beethoven could not hear it, and this made him very morose. As the winter approached he realized that his hearing was no better, and that it was likely to get worse, and he might end up totally deaf.




It could be argued that Beethoven’s deafness helped the development of his art: isolated from the world, and unable to perform, he could devote all his time to composing. He was already composing less at the piano, and the first of his bound sketchbooks, in which he made detailed drafts of the works in progress. Date from 1798. In his panic, at the beginning, Beethoven may have believed himself to be deaf. He suffered from tinnitus (humming and buzzing in the ears), and loud noises caused him pain. In 1804 his friend Stephan von Breuning, with whom he briefly shared lodgings, wrote to Franz Wegler about the terrible effect his gradual loss of hearing was having on Beethoven: it had caused him to distrust his friends, and he was becoming very difficult to be with. But Beethoven did not start using an ear trumpet until 1814.

But above all else, Beethoven was dedicated to his art and the urge to compose remained with him throughout his life. It may be that he shielded away form the commitment of marriage because he knew it would interfere with his art. From a very early age he wanted to compose and, although he needed to earn a living, he wrote “I love my art too dearly to be activated solely by self-interest.”








【名人小课堂】


贝多芬（
 Ludwig van Beethoven
 ，1770.12.16—1827.3.26），德国作曲家、钢琴家、指挥家，维也纳古典乐派代表人物之一，与海顿、莫扎特一起被称为“维也纳三杰”。他一生坎坷，自26岁开始听力减退，45岁时完全失聪。























大概是1797年，在一次“严重的斑疹伤寒”之后，贝多芬的听力开始减退，但是他一直试图保守这一秘密，同时四处求医问药，尝试了很多的治疗手段，包括使用杏仁油。他非常担心这种情况会影响自己的音乐事业，还因其对自己社交活动的影响而感到局促不安
 。

1801年夏，他写信给他的两位朋友。在给波恩的弗兰兹·魏吉勒的信中，他说自己最近非常繁忙，有很多事情需要处理，而且出版商都竞相索取他的新作，但是他有点担心自己的健康，尤其是逐渐下降的听力。在过去两年里，因为听力下降，自己的生活变得非常糟糕，他通常都会避免与他人结伴而行，因为他不知该怎么跟别人说自己已经听不清了。他常说：“我完全沉醉在我的音乐之中。”




两天之后，他写信给一位新结识的朋友卡尔·阿门达。在信中，他表达了自己的焦虑之情，他说他最好的年华即将逝去，“但是，我的才华和能力所给予我的应有的成就，都还没有完成”。他担心自己的失聪会影响他挖掘自己的音乐潜能，这使得他开始考虑结束自己的艺术生命。但是，在一封写给自己兄弟的“海利根斯塔特遗嘱”中，他说，自己已经放弃了自杀念头，并准备顺其自然，这封遗嘱是在他去世后留下的稿件中找到的。他解释了自己为什么会选择远离他人的原因，因为自己的耳聋，因为他羞于自己听不见，也羞于告诉别人自己听不见。虽想过自杀，但“唯一能让我放弃这一想法的，就是我的音乐。因为，在还没有创作出所有的作品之前，我是不会离开这个世界的”。

1802年夏天，他在距离维也纳13英里的海利根斯塔特呆了六个月，因为一名医生告诉他，如果他能去到一个远离维也纳的安静之地休养一阵，他的听力也许会有所改善。但是，他的学生费迪南·里斯（波恩宫廷管弦乐队领队的儿子）在那个夏天去拜访过他，并与他一同在林中散步时，指着一个用刚长成的树枝作笛子吹奏的牧羊人，而此时的贝多芬什么都听不到，这让他变得沉默寡言、闷闷不乐。随着冬天的临近，他意识到自己的听力不仅没有好转，似乎还越演越烈，最终也许会完全失聪。




有人说，贝多芬的失聪推动了他的音乐发展：与世隔绝，不能表演，这让他可以将所有的时间都用于创作。从1798年开始，他就已经很少使用钢琴作曲了，而在他第一本装订好的乐谱本中，保留着他在创作过程中非常细致的草稿。刚开始出现听力下降的时候，他非常恐慌，可能在那时他就意识到，自己总有一天会完全失聪。他承受着耳鸣（两只耳朵都在嗡嗡作响）的折磨，高声的喧哗就会引发耳朵胀痛。1804年，一个和他暂住一起的朋友史蒂芬·凡·布鲁宁，写信给弗兰兹·魏吉勒，告诉他贝多芬听力下降的情况：这让他不再信任自己的朋友，而且也变得越来越难相处。但是，直到1814年，贝多芬才开始使用助听器。

然而，无论如何，贝多芬的整个一生都沉浸在音乐和创作的激情之中。而他之所以终生未婚，可能也是因为他觉得婚姻会影响他对艺术的追求。早年时，虽然需要维持生计，但他仍想继续作曲，他曾说：“我深爱我的音乐，所以我不会为了一己之利而放弃音乐。”




















【贝多芬——】

I want to clutch the throat of destiny, it does not make me complete submission.

我想要扼住命运的咽喉，它无法使我完全屈服。






















An Impressionist: Vincent Van Gogh　凡高：印象派大师









Vincent Van Gogh was a man in a hurry, an artist of tremendous energy and prodigious output. He killed himself when he was only 37, but he left behind him more than 2,000 paintings and drawings, which established his reputation in a way he would never have considered possible.

Van Gogh was born on March 30, 1835 at Groot Zundert in the Dutch province of Noord Brabant. He was the son of a clergyman. His first artistic impressions were formed as a boy, from his uncle who was an art dealer. The motivation bore early fruit and from the age of 12 the young Vincent was drawing. The interest led to an apprenticeship in an art dealer’s firm, Groupil’s, in the Hague. When he was only 20, he was transferred to the firm’s London office.

In London Van Gogh faced his first major crisis, when he was rejected in love. After that, he turned to religion, expressed disapproval with art-dealing and neglected his work, Groupil transferred him from London to Paris but, when his work was still unsatisfactory, dismissed him in 1876.




The young Van Gogh made religion a consuming interest and during the next few years traveled in Britain, Belgium and Holland, trying to establish himself as a preacher, but without success. He developed strong opinions on social morality, customs and church life and alienated those he mixed with by an uncompromising attitude.

In 1880, at the age of 27, he found himself drawn back to art. He had a job as an assistant evangelist in the mining village of Borinage in Belgium but realized an artistic drive which was to motivate him unceasingly until his death 10 years later.

Although he returned to Noord Brabant and his family early in 1881, his first recognized works were set in Borinage and reflected the rural culture in which he was living and his belief in order and symmetry in both society and art. The period resulted in what became known as the Brabant canvases.

At this time he was becoming obsessed with artistic development. Although he was limited in practical experience, his work showed confidence and maturity from the start, no doubt influenced by the strength of his personal convictions. It was not an easy time, however, emotionally. There were tensions within the family, now that he was living back with his parents in Brabant. He was short of money and rebelling against social and academic standards.




Late in 1881 he moved to the Hague and established a relationship with a woman, Christine Hoornik, with whom he lived for a time. He broke with her in 1883, however, and never again established a significant
 intimate relationship with a woman.

Between 1883 and 1886, at Noord Brahant again, his painting developed into characteristic dark landscapes and scenes of country life. He stressed character and expression rather than perspective and physical accuracy; he was already experimenting with impressionism.

In 1886 Van Gogh left Holland forever and traveled via Antwerp to Paris, and to major changes in artistic style. Van Gogh’s work became more youthful in Paris. He lived with his brother, Theo, who managed the modern department of an art dealer’s. A new, more animated, painting style emerged and the impressionist tendencies of earlier work weakened somewhat.





Van Gogh developed a taste for personalized brus
 hwork and brilliant, unmixed colours. Among his most prominent experiments with colour were a series of some 30 flower paintings, a fascination which stayed with him until his death.





【名人小课堂】


文森特·凡高（
 Vincent Willem van Gogh
 ，1853—1890），荷兰后印象派画家。他是一位易于激动且富于神经质的艺术家，其短暂的一生留下了大量杰出的作品。凡高发展了一种表现主义画风，其作品包含了深刻的悲剧意识、强烈的个性和形式上的独特追求。代表作品如《向日葵》《星空》《有乌鸦的麦田》及其自画像系列都广为人知。


















文森特·凡高是个急性子，一名精力充沛的高产画家。尽管他在年仅37岁时就结束了自己的生命，却留下了2,000多幅画作，而这些作品为他带来的名望，是他在生前所始料未及的。

1835年3月30日，凡高出生于荷兰北布拉班特省的格鲁特·津德尔特，是名牧师的儿子。还是个孩子的时候，他就受到画商叔叔的影响，对绘画有了初步印象。在小凡高12岁的时候，这一诱因得以初见成效。他对绘画的兴趣促使他在海牙的古皮尔艺术公司做了学徒。20岁时，他被调往这家公司的伦敦分店。




在伦敦，凡高遭受了人生的第一次重大危机：失恋。从那以后，他便开始信仰宗教，并逐渐表现出对画作交易的不满，对工作也忽冷忽热。于是，古皮尔便将他调往巴黎。但他在那儿的表现同样不如人意，最终在1876年遭到解雇。

年轻的凡高对宗教产生了莫大的兴趣，在接下来的几年里，他游遍了英国、比利时与荷兰，一心想要成为一名传教士，却未能如愿。他对社会道德、风俗习惯和宗教生活有着强烈的见解，并且态度强硬地疏远了那些与他交往的人。

1880年，凡高27岁，他发现自己重拾了对绘画的兴趣。当时，身为比利时博里纳日矿村里助理传教士，他感受到了一种艺术源动，这一动力在接下来的十年时间里，不断激励着他，直到他去世。

虽然他于1881年早期回到了北布拉班特，回到了家人身边，但是他最开始被认可的作品，却是以博里纳日为背景的，这些作品反映了他曾生活过的矿村的乡村文化，以及他在社会与艺术中所持有的有关秩序和对称的观点。这段经历就塑造了后来的布拉班特油画。

在这期间，他开始沉迷于艺术的发展。即便他受到实战经验的限制，但他的作品从一开始便表现出了自信和成熟，毫无疑问，这定是受到了他强大的个人信仰的影响。然而从情感上来讲，这段时间他过得并不轻松，因为他回到布拉班特后便与父母生活在了一起，导致家庭关系有些紧张。他经济拮据，而且不赞成当时的社会和学术标准。




1881年末，他搬到了海牙，并与一位名为克里斯汀·霍尔尼克的女人维系了一段稳定的关系，同居了一段时间。然而，1883年他们分手，从此他再也没有和其他女人有过甚为明显的亲密关系。

1883年到1886年间，他又回到了北布拉班特，转而着手风景画和乡村生活画，画风别具一格，沉闷而昏暗。他强调个性与表现，而非透视与精准。此时他已经开始尝试印象主义画风了。

1886年，凡高永别了荷兰，经由安特卫普去往巴黎，而他的绘画风格也因此发生了重大转变。在巴黎，凡高的作品变得更加富有青春活力。他与弟弟提奥住在一起，他的弟弟负责管理一家画店的现代画部门。一种全新的、更富有活力的画风由此诞生，从某种程度上弱化了其早期画作的印象派倾向。

凡高展现了一种笔法个性、色彩明亮而纯净的风格。他在色彩上最为杰出的尝试便是大约30幅的花作系列，他对创作的痴迷伴随他走到了生命的最后一刻。
















【凡高——】

If you hear a voice within you say “you cannot paint”, then by all means paint, and that voice will be silenced.

如果你听到自己的内心有这样一个声音说“你不能画画”，那么无论如何你都要坚持画下去，这样这个声音就会闭嘴。


























The Life of Charles Dickens: Beloved Bully 


 　狄更斯的一生：亲爱的恶棍









There is an immediacy about Charles Dickens’s life, just as there is about his novels, a kind of bursting physicality. “If I couldn’t walk fast and far,” he once said, “I think I should explode and perish.” He exhilarated and exhausted himself. Both these biographies, timed for the bicentenary of Dickens’s birth next February, bring out the mad energy of the man.

Robert Douglas-Fairhurst sets out to counter what he sees as the literary man-of-destiny version of Dickens, to recover the uncertainty, muddle and loose ends. He concentrates therefore on the early unsettled years, up to 1838 when, at 26, Dickens decided to sign himself “Charles Dickens”. Until then he had just been “Boz”, a sketch writer and the hugely popular author of “The Pickwick Papers
 ”.

But writing was hardly a proper job. Since the age of 15, he had been racing through more plausible alternatives: from legal clerk, to courtroom and parliamentary shorthand reporter, then on to journalism and ambitions in the theatre. Mr. Douglas-Fairhurst’s early cut-off date enables him to slow these years down, to listen for the echoes between the life and the writings and to draw on a broad range of contemporary references.




As he shows, the question of alternatives, of the road taken or not taken, fascinated Dickens. “See how near I may have been to another sort of life,” he wrote of himself at 20 when he had been on the point of auditioning as an actor. Or, more fearfully, he wrote of his 12-year-old self: “I might easily have been…a little robber or a little vagabond.” He came that close, he believed, when his father (the model for Mr. Micawber in “David Copperfield
 ”) was imprisoned for debt and, as was customary, the family joined him—except for young Charles who took lodgings and was set to work in a blacking factory.

It was the defining trauma of his life. It opened the crack in his imagination through which he saw, a hair’s breadth away, a whole world of other sorts of life: from the man next to him in the library, in his Boz sketch “Shabby-genteel People
 ”, who blacked his clothes to hide the frays, to the terrified criminal in the condemned cell in “A Visit to Newgate
 ”, just feet away from a whistling passer-by.




Mr. Douglas-Fairhurst covers much ground, but one of his central ideas is Dickens’s pervasive sense of what might have been. He sees it in the false trails and shadow plots (take “Great Expectations
 ”, where Pip imagines himself in one story though is really in another), in his doublings among characters and in his jostling possibilities and competing outcomes (for instance in “A Christmas Carol
 ”).

“Becoming Dickens
 ” is an ingenious, playful and often brilliant analysis as much as it is a narrative. In a sense, Claire Tomalin’s enormous task is more straightforward. She tells a story. Clear-eyed,
 sympathetic and scholarly, she spreads the whole canvas, alive with incident and detail, with places and people. She writes of publishers, illustrators, collaborators and all Dickens’s intersecting circles of friends and family. It is wonderfully done.

Mr. Douglas-Fairhurst observes that almost nothing can be said of Dickens of which the opposite is not also true. Ms. Tomalin richly bears that out. He is the loyal friend and philanthropist, the champion of the poor—and also the bully. He too is the man who could light up a room, the clown, the mimic and dancer of hornpipes—but also the obsessive who prowled the streets unable to “get rid of my spectres unless I can lose them in crowds”.




After his death, Dickens’s daughter Katey said that she had loved him immeasurably, but that he was “a wicked man”. She was thinking of her mother Catherine, so passive, so overlooked and so constantly pregnant (they had ten children). Having decided she was the wrong wife for him, Dickens literally partitioned off her bed, then forced her into a separation while mocking her to their friends. Ms. Tomalin takes care to notice Catherine and the other women in Dickens’s life. Power was vital to him, the power to make his public laugh and cry and love him for it—better still, to see them do it at his famous public readings. But a brutal streak went with it.


Ms. Tomalin ends with an exhausted Dickens splashing
 his head in a bucket of water, and writing on. After all, it is the writer she is interested in, his range, invention and universality. Everyone read him in his lifetime, high and low. Speaking of Pickwick, she remarks that Dickens seemed to feed his story “directly into the bloodstream of the nation…making his readers feel he was a personal friend to each of them.” When he died, among the flowers at his graveside in Westminster Abbey were small bunches tied with rags.








【名人小课堂】


狄更斯（
 Charles John Huffam Dickens
 ，1812—1870
 ），英国19世纪批判现实主义小说家。狄更斯少年时家庭生活窘迫，尝尽了世间的辛酸百态。代表作有《雾都孤儿》《远大前程》《艰难时世》《双城记》《大卫·科波菲尔》等，他的作品特别注意描写社会底层的小人物生活，深刻反映当时英国复杂的社会现实。





查尔斯·狄更斯的一生和他的小说一样，充满了一股迎面而来的激情。他曾说：“如果我的步伐不再矫健，无法行得更远，那我宁愿立即灰飞烟灭。”他的一生都处于创作的激情之中，直到最后烧尽了自我。下一个2月，我们将迎来狄更斯诞生200周年的纪念日，这两本传记则会为我们呈现这位作家近乎疯狂的精力。

罗伯特·道格拉斯·费尔赫斯特并不像其他人一样，认为狄更斯命中注定会走上作家的道路，他则向世人展示了狄更斯犹疑不定、混乱不堪，而且散漫自由的一面。因此，他将传记中的大部分内容都锁定在狄更斯早年的不安定时期，直到1838年，此时狄更斯26岁，决定改名为“查尔斯·狄更斯”。此前他的笔名为“博兹”，是一名札记作家，曾写过一本名为《匹克威克外传》的畅销小说。




但是，写作并非正职。从15岁开始，狄更斯便不停地更换一些貌似可行的工作：从法律工作人员到法庭和议会的速记员，再到记者，后来还曾想进军戏剧表演。道格拉斯·菲尔赫斯特只截取了狄更斯的早年时期，这使得他能够详尽地讲述狄更斯这些年的经历，仔细聆听狄更斯的生活与写作之间的共鸣，并广泛参阅了当时的文献。

道格拉斯·费尔斯特指出，在不同行业之间的摇摆不定曾让狄更斯痴迷不已。他在20岁时曾是一名演员，他在试演前曾写到：“看，我就快过上另一种生活了。”在想到12岁的自己时，他有些害怕地写道：“也许一不小心我就成了……一个小窃贼，或者小混混。”他觉得这极有可能，那时他的父亲（《大卫·科波菲尔》中米考博的原型）因为负债被关进了监狱，依照惯例，全家都会受到牵连——除了小查尔斯，他被送往鞋油厂当小工，并在里面寄宿。

这给他的一生留下了严重的创伤。这一经历为他的想象力撬开了一条裂缝，透过这条仅有头发丝宽的裂缝，他看透了世间百态：从那位在图书馆中坐在他旁边的男子，也就是博兹札记中的《死要面子的人》，把自己的衣服染成黑色，以掩饰其破旧不堪，到《参观纽盖特》中的那位囚禁于死牢中惊慌的死刑犯，与一位吹着口哨经过的路人仅一步之遥。




道格拉斯·菲尔赫斯特先生在这一点上花费了大量的篇幅，但是他的另一个中心思想，是要表达狄更斯作品中弥漫着的一种本该如此的感觉。他在这样一些地方发现了这一点：一些错误的线索和幽灵般的情节设计（《远大前程》中的皮普以为自己存在于一个故事之中，岂料实际上是另外一个）；作品中人物的双重性格、彼此冲突的可能性，以及相互矛盾的结局（例如《圣诞颂歌》）。

《成为狄更斯》是一部新颖独特的作品，虽为传记，却不失幽默与聪颖的分析。在一定程度上，克莱尔·托玛琳的作品要更显直接一些。她以故事的方式讲述了狄更斯的生平。整篇传记中充满了她独到的见解、满腹的同情，以及学术上的严谨态度，还对狄更斯一生中所发生的事件和细节、地点和人物，进行了生动的描述。她提到了出版商、插图作家、合作者，以及所有与狄更斯有过交集的朋友和家人。整个传记非常出彩。

道格拉斯·费尔斯特先生发现，有关狄更斯的几乎所有评论的对立面也都成立。托玛琳女士就充分证明了这一点。狄更斯是忠实的朋友和慈善家，是贫苦大众的拥护者——但同时也是名暴徒。他可以扮小丑、演喜剧、跳角笛舞，博读者一笑——但也是潜行在街道之间的偏执狂，“只有身处人群之中，才能摆脱萦绕在心头的恐惧”。




狄更斯去世后，他的女儿凯特说她很爱自己的父亲，但他却是“一个恶徒”。她常想起自己的母亲凯瑟琳，她的一生任劳任怨，得不到父亲的重视，而且饱受生育之苦（父母前后共生育了10个孩子）。狄更斯认为凯瑟琳并不适合做他的妻子，常年与她分床而睡，强行与她分居，并在朋友面前取笑她。托玛琳女士在传记中特别留意了凯瑟琳和狄更斯生命中的另一个女人。大众影响力对于狄更斯来说尤为重要，他希望自己有能力让读者在他的作品中哭笑怒骂，并喜爱他的这一能力——他更希望看到众人在他著名的公开朗诵中为之疯狂。但是，伴随着这种影响力的却是他性格中的残酷无情。

托玛琳在传记的末尾写道，精疲力尽的狄更斯常常浇一桶水在自己头上之后继续写作。毕竟，她感兴趣的是他作家的一面，他的写作范围、他的创造力，以及他的普适性。在狄更斯生活的那个年代，无论哪个阶层，每个人都在拜读他的作品。说到匹克威克，托玛琳说，狄更斯似乎将他的故事“直接融入了国民的血脉之中……每一位读者都觉得狄更斯是自己的知己。”在他去世后，位于威斯敏斯特教堂的狄更斯墓地周围，摆满了一束束用旧布捆扎在一起的花束。
















【狄更斯——】

No man is useless in this world who lightens the burden of someone else.

在这个世界上，只要你还能减轻他人负担，那么你就是有用的。



























Jane Eyre: an Autobiography
 　以《简·爱》为自传









Charlotte Bronte first published the novel Jane Eyre
 as Jane Eyre: An Autobiography
 . Although the title has since been changed, many readers still perceive it as a story about Bronte’s own life. Reading Jane Eyre
 as an autobiographical novel is just one of various options. This point of view allows the reader to understand the character of Jane through the life of Charlotte. Although it is obvious that Jane and Charlotte did not live the same lives, they share many characteristics. The most efficient and effective way to read Jane Eyre
 is with an autobiographical mindset because the reader can find many similarities between Jane and Charlotte such as their personalities, families, childhoods, societies, journeys, and romantic relationships.


One major similarity between Jane Eyre and Charlotte
 Bronte is their personalities. Both can be characterized as plain and outsiders. Jane struggles to find where she belongs and Bronte tries to find herself. When Bronte was a child, her life could be described as chaotic, just as Jane’s could be. Bronte’s frenzied child-life was a cause from experiences such as the many deaths of people close to her. Jane has many preternatural experiences that frighten her, but at the same time, make her stronger. A major preternatural experience was her being locked in the red room as a child. While she was in the red room, she saw a ghost of her dead uncle. In the beginning of the novel, Jane makes various references to books that she is reading or has read. She seems to enjoy reading because she can escape from the real world. Bronte and her sisters all loved to read as well. The region were Bronte lived also relates to the setting of Jane Eyre
 and Jane herself. The Bronte’s lived in the countryside which is known as a mysterious, stormy area. This stormy weather is used in the novel to describe Jane’s mood. For example, in the first few lines of the book, the weather is described; “but since dinner….the cold winter wind had brought with it clouds so somber, and a rain so penetrating”. These few lines relate to Jane’s mood when she lives with the Reeds. They are not welcoming or caring towards Jane and the weather reflects it. These characteristics of having chaotic lives and similar interests show that Jane’s personality is parallel to Bronte’s throughout the story.






Jane and Charlotte also have very similar families and went through like childhoods. Charlotte’s mother died when she was only 5 years old. Jane Eyre’s parents both died from typhus shortly after Jane’s birth. In the novel, Jane is then raised by her aunt, Mrs. Reed. Charlotte expresses her pain of growing up with one parent through the character of Jane. In the society where Charlotte grew up, children who lost their parents had to life with relatives or were sent to orphanages. The adults in charge of these orphanages had complete control, just as Mr. Brocklehurst does at Lowood. Children of Charlotte’s time had very few rights, just as Jane does. She is humiliated by lots of people she interacts with in the story. In chapter seven of Jane Eyre
 , Mr. Brocklehurst embarrasses Jane in front of the whole school. He tells everyone that she is a liar and he allowed no one to talk to her for the day. Beating and public harassment was acceptable in Charlotte’s time, and that is reflected in Mr. Brocklehurst’s treatment of Jane. Bronte writes about her humiliation through Jane’s experiences. The disrespect Jane endures is a reflection of Bronte’s. This shows the disrespect that both Jane and Charlotte endured. They have similar experiences in their families and in growing up.




The societies that Jane Eyre and Charlotte Bronte live in are also similar. In Bronte’s time, teachers have no authority in schools. In the story, Miss Temple wants to help the students, but she, as both a teacher and a woman, has no power. As men had the dominant role when the author was young, women were taught to be lady-like and proper. They were taught to cook, clean, and raise children, and it was rare for a woman to earn a living. Bronte was rebellious because she became a writer; Jane expresses her rebelliousness when she stands up for herself throughout the novel, such as the time when she fights back to her cousin John. At Lowood, Jane meets Helen Burns. Helen is lady-like and accepts her role in society. Jane learns from Helen how girls are expected to act, but she still disagrees. During Bronte’s time, it was most common for people to accept their family religion, and have a simple faith. Jane is daring by going against this when she makes religious references or when she talks about her supernatural experiences. Jane tells Mr. Brocklehurst that she finds the Psalms interesting. This isn’t acceptable for the time, so it seems to be a big deal. These characteristics are shared between Jane and her creator.




As the story progresses, Bronte reveals more about herself through the heroine’s actions. Throughout the book, Jane grows mentally and spiritually. During her childhood at Gateshead, Jane allows her emotions to control her actions; these times are some of her most painful memories. She learns to rule her heart with her mind though the rest of the plot. When Jane decides to leave Rochester, in fear of being hurt, she uses her mind over her heart. In this part of the story, Jane travels far to a distant land. Charlotte Bronte, like Jane, traveled to wondrous lands, but only within the limits of her own mind. Bronte may have used Jane to share her imagined journeys. In 1826, Bronte’s father gave Branwell, Bronte’s brother, a box of wooden soldiers for him to play with. The Bronte siblings, while playing with the soldiers, created and wrote in great detail about an imaginary world, which they called Angria. Some of their writings may have been transferred into Jane Eyre
 . In 1821, Bronte became a teacher at the Roe Head School. While she was there, she grew nervous about her siblings back at home, so she spent much of her time thinking about wild landscapes and travels to distract her. Bronte was once quoted saying, “What I imagined grew morbidly vivid.” Her visions of Angria were reflected in her story of Jane Eyre
 . Along with this similarity of travel, one can also say that Bronte’s diversion of imagination is similar to Jane’s of reading. The author uses her personal stories and memories in the conception of the character Jane Eyre.




A final, very similar quality shared between Bronte and Jane is their relationships. Both Bronte and Jane fall in love with a married man. The author falls in love with the head schoolmaster, who is married. Jane, similar to Bronte, falls in love with her master, Mr. Rochester, who is also married. Another connection between the two women’s love lives is that they both reject marriage to a reverend. In the story, Jane’s cousin, St. John, asks Jane to be his wife and travel to India with him. She rejects him just as Bronte had rejected a man in her life. A final similarity is that both Bronte and Jane did not find love until later in their lives.

Charlotte Bronte may have produced Jane’s character in order to voice her opinion and personal memories from her life. Bronte and Jane both struggle to discover stability in their lives and to find others who can identify with them. Bronte uses Jane to express her feelings on society, gender, religion, and other various topics.








【名人小课堂】

夏洛蒂·勃朗特（Charlotte Bronte
 ，1816—1855），英国作家，与两个妹妹艾米利·勃朗特和安妮·勃朗特一起被称为“勃朗特三姐妹”。代表作《教师》（生前未获出版商赏识，在其去世后的1857年才得以出版）、《简·爱》《谢利》《维莱特》，还有一本未完成的《艾玛》。













《简·爱》第一次出版时，夏洛蒂·勃朗特选用的书名还是《简·爱：一本自传》。即便现在《简·爱》的书名已经变更，但是仍然还有很多读者将其看作是夏洛蒂的生平写照。将《简·爱》看作一本自传体小说，这只是众多观点中的一种。这种观点使得读者可以通过夏洛蒂的一生来理解简这一人物的设定。即便简和夏洛蒂的生活轨迹明显不同，但她们的性格却存在很多相似的地方。理解《简·爱》最方便快捷的方式，就是打从心底认为这是一本自传，因为读者可以在简和夏洛蒂身上找到很多相似之处，例如她们的个性、家庭、童年、社交圈、心理历程，以及爱情经历。

简·爱和夏洛蒂·勃朗特的主要相似之处便是她们的个性。二人的性格都朴实外向。简一直在寻找自己的归宿，而勃朗特却一直在试图寻找自我。孩提时代，勃朗特的生活可以说是一团糟，和简一样。勃朗特的童年之所以狂乱不堪，是因为有好几个亲近的人都离她而去；而简非同寻常的经历，则是在她还是个孩子时就总被关进红房子——这些经历虽然让她受到惊吓，但同时也让她变得强大。她在红房子里看到了死去舅舅的鬼魂。在小说的开头，简提及了很多她正在读和已经读过的书籍。她似乎很喜欢读书，因为这样她就可以暂时摆脱现实世界。勃朗特和她的姐妹们也都热爱读书。勃朗特的居住地也与《简·爱》的背景和简生活的地方有着一定的联系。勃朗特所居住的乡下是出了名的神秘且多雨的地区。这样的暴雨天气被勃朗特写进了小说，用以描述简的心境。例如，此书的开篇几笔就描述了当时的天气，“但午饭过后……便刮起了冬日凛冽的寒风，随后阴云密布，大雨滂沱”。寥寥数语，就描绘出了简与里德一家共同生活时的心情。他们并不欢迎、也不关心简，而外面的天气也显示了这一点。糟糕无序的生活和喜爱看书的兴趣，都展现出了勃朗特与小说中简类似的个性。




简和夏洛蒂还拥有相仿的家庭关系，而且童年生活也十分相似。夏洛蒂的母亲在她年仅5岁时便去世了，而简·爱的父母在简出生不久后，便因患上斑疹伤寒死去。小说中，简在双亲去世后是由舅母里德太太养大的。夏洛蒂通过简这个角色，表达了单亲家庭的苦楚。在夏洛蒂成长的那个环境中，失去双亲的孩子都必须与亲戚生活在一起，或者被送往孤儿院。而孤儿院中孤儿的生杀大权则掌控在成年人手中，就像洛伍德孤儿院中的布罗克赫斯特院长一样。夏洛蒂小时候与简小时候一样，没有多少权力。在故事中，与她有交集的很多人都为她感到羞辱。《简·爱》的第七章，布罗克赫斯特先生就在整个学校面前让简难堪。他告诉所有人说，简是一个骗子，那天他不允许任何人跟她讲话。夏洛蒂的那个时代允许体罚和公开的羞辱，这就体现为布罗克赫斯特院长对简的惩罚。勃朗特经由简的经历讲述了自己所受的屈辱。简所遭受的无礼待遇，便是勃朗特遭遇的反映。这就表明，无论是简还是夏洛蒂，都未曾得到他人的尊重。她们的家庭和成长经历有着近乎相同的地方。




简·爱和夏洛蒂·勃朗特所生活的社会背景也大同小异。在勃朗特的那个时代，学校里的老师没有任何权力；在小说中，谭波尔小姐一心想要帮助学生，但是她作为一名老师、一个女人，却没有任何权力。作者小的时候，男人占据着统治地位，而女性所受的教育便是要做个淑女，而且行为端庄。她们所接受的传统便是，女人就该做饭、打扫房屋，还要养育孩子，很少有女人会承担起养家糊口的重担。而勃朗特却冒着天下之大不韪，成为了一名作家；简也是一个不按常理出牌的人，整部小说中，她都有着自己坚定的立场，例如她对表兄约翰的反击。在洛伍德孤儿院，简认识了海伦·伯恩斯。海伦是一个小淑女，而且已经接受了自己在这个社会中的角色。简从海伦那里学会了女孩子该有的行为习惯，但是她仍然持有不同的意见。在勃朗特的那个时代，接受自己家庭的宗教信仰，并拥有一个简单的信念，是最为正常不过的了。简在参看一些宗教文献，或者谈论一些超自然经历的时候，却敢于反抗这一切。简告诉布罗克赫斯特先生，她觉得《圣经》中的《诗篇》非常有趣，在那个时代看来，这是一种大逆不道的行为。而简和简的创造者却都具有此类特征。




随着故事的发展，勃朗特通过主人公的行为，解释了更多有关自己的一面。从这本书的开头到结尾，简在思想上和精神上都逐渐成熟。在盖茨黑德的童年时期，简是一个非常情绪化的人；这段时间有着她一生中最痛苦的回忆。在接下来的情节中，她学会了用理性控制自己的心。当简因为害怕受到伤害，从而决定离开罗切斯特的时候，她的理性便战胜了她的情感。在这部分故事中，简选择了去往一个遥远的地方。夏洛蒂·勃朗特和简一样，也去过很多奇妙的地方，但是这些旅行仅存在于她的大脑之中。勃朗特也许是在利用简去完成她想象中的旅程。1826年，勃朗特的父亲给了她哥哥布兰威尔一盒木制的士兵玩偶。勃朗特的兄弟姐妹在摆弄这些玩偶时，详细地编造并记录下了一个想象中的世界，他们把这个世界称为安吉利亚。其中的一些情节就被用在了《简·爱》之中。1821年，勃朗特成为罗黑德学校的一名老师。她在罗黑德时，非常担心家里的兄弟姐妹们，于是便将大部分的时间用于想象一些野外的景色和旅行，以此来让自己分心。勃朗特曾经引述过这样一句话：“我所想象的东西都太过逼真，逼真得有些病态。”她在安吉利亚所看到的美景都反映在了《简·爱》这本小说之中。通过这些相似的旅行，读者也可以说，勃朗特所想象的东西就是简在阅读中所看到的景色。作者在塑造简·爱这个人物时，使用了她自己的故事和记忆。





勃朗特和简之间最后也是最相似的一点，便是她们的爱情。勃朗特和简都爱上了一个已婚男人。作者爱上了她的校长，一个已婚男人；而简和勃朗特一样，爱
 上了自己的雇主罗切斯特先生，也是已婚男人。两个女人的爱情生活之间的另一个联系，就是他们都拒绝嫁给牧师。在小说中，简的表兄圣·约翰请求简做他的妻子，并和他一起去印度传教。简拒绝了他，就像勃朗特拒绝她生命之中的那个男人一样。她们之间最类似的地方，就是她们都是在生命的最后阶段才找到了自己的真爱。

夏洛蒂·勃朗特创造简这个人物，也许是为了讲出自己的一些观点和生命中的一些记忆。勃朗特和简都力争要发现她们生命中的稳定性，并找到那些能够赞同她们观点的人。勃朗特利用简来表达自己对于这个社会、性别、宗教，以及其他话题的一些情感与观念。

































Six Questions for Arthur Schopenhauer　叔本华答《无可奉告》六问









Arthur Schopenhauer, the renowned and eccentric writer whose works on the human will revolutionized modern philosophy was last seen in one of the Taunus mountain resorts up above Frankfurt sometime back. He recently agreed to respond to six questions from No Comment
 , to help Americans better understand his works and to get his recommendations for a summer reading list.

1. Professor Doktor Schopenhauer, some of your critics say that your core writings are not much more than a transposition of Buddhist religious texts into the language of the Western philosophical tradition. Can you respond?

Well, what was left? Moses Mendelssohn had already turned Judaism into a philosophical system; Immanuel Kant had extracted a comprehensive system of moral philosophy from Christianity. And then we have that scoundrel Fichte who made a very bad pass at the same thing, together with Schleiermacher, who got off to a decent start but went sour. The obvious next project was Buddhism. It worked beautifully, didn’t it? And what is Western metaphysics compared to the Buddhist tradition? An anemic imitation.




2. In his Unzeitgemässe Betrachtungen
 , Friedrich Nietzsche praised you and described you as his
 mentor. But then later he described you, together with Christianity, as the “enemies of his life”. What led to this falling out between yourself and Nietzsche?

There are two explanations, really. The simple one is that the Nietzsche who was filled with praise and admiration was the mentally healthy Nietzsche, and the late phase Nietzsche was in the midst of syphilitic delusions. I mean—who in his right mind would name me in the same breath as Christianity? But then of course I can’t avoid coming to some conflicts in our thinking.

Man can never find Happiness because his Will is coextant with life, and it can never be satisfied. This is also seen in all human striving and wishes, which convince us that their fulfillment is the final goal of the Will. But as soon as realized, they appear so to us no longer, and are hence quickly forgotten, antiquated, and actually, if unsatisfying, are cast aside as deceptions. Lucky enough, when something else remains to be wished for and striven after, for then this play can continue from want to satisfaction and then to new want, this painful river of happiness and boredom. To be stuck with merely one satisfaction would leave us with terrible boredom and a flat yearning for no particular object. When knowledge enlightens the Will, it may learn what it wills here and now, but never what it wills in general; every individual act has a purpose, but the Will as a whole has none. Thus Will is a phenomenological fact of life.




Fritz thinks this makes me into a hopeless and eternal pessimist. But for me recognition of these facts is the starting point in a search for peace from reconciliation with the forces of Will. Fritz has rejected Christianity. But he is desperate for a perspective which is more life-affirming than mine. And this leads to his theory of eternal recurrence (ewige Wiederkehr)—remember he writes in the passage “On Redemption” (what a name!) that the Will cannot “will backwards,” because of the limitations of time—so recurrence becomes a way out of this. Some brilliance there, no doubt, but also an awful lot of syphilis floating around in that brain. He was a science fiction writer in the end, that Fritz, it’s no wonder that they made a cartoon character out of his major contribution.




3. During your life you said a lot of very unkind things about the Jews. Some say that you were one of the enablers who made rank anti-semitism respectable, paving the way for the holocaust. Considering what happened, do you regret having made some of those harsh statements?

Of course. My negative comments on Judaism were directed towards a religious-philosophical
 system which—from my perspective—was excessively materialistic. But I made some very unfortunate
 statements, which reflect the fact that I am by nature something of a misanthrope. Still, perhaps you have lost sight of the fact that there is one nation of which I am, and always was, far more critical: the Germans. They fill themselves with self-importance, with notions of exceptionalism. They sputter polysyllables that they rarely in fact understand; indeed they need all those syllables just to give themselves time to think, because their brains work so slowly. Their nationalism is the worst of all European nationalisms. My father said, back when the Prussians marched into Danzig, that this German nationalism will be the ruin of all of us. He was right, of course. In the meantime, though, the Germans have been tamed. They’re good Europeans.




4. You also wrote a lot about racial theory, saying in the second volume of Parerga and Paralipomena
 that high civilization belonged only to the northern white races and that even where it was found in more tropical regions there was a paler upper caste that exercised a monopoly on rule. Do you accept that these attitudes are racist and that they served to justify a lot of misery in the colonial era, that has continued even to this day?


Look, I wrote that back in the middle of the nineteenth century. We didn’t know about DNA and genetic make-up. We didn’t know that the genetic differences
 between Aboriginals in Australia and Nordic peoples in Scandinavia were infinitesimal. Of course, now we know this. And by the way, I do read the New York Times
 , especially the Science Section. More to the point, back at the time that I wrote this, I was under the influence of the Sanskritic writers of the Vedic period. You can’t be more racist than those people were. You seem to have forgotten that the people I identified as the world’s natural elite actually had brown skin and inhabit what we now call the developing world.




5. You wrote that up to your time, philosophers had been cowardly in their failure to discuss love and sexual liaisons, that these matters were immeasurably important to human society and human dignity, but that we allowed ourselves to be guided in this sphere by an unworthy system of primitive taboos. But your own love life seems to be a series of tragedies involving unrequited love. Can you comment?

On the personal, I retain the right not to comment except to say that I have been released from the world of the physical demands for gratification. But as to sex and society, I believe that the world has made important strides since I was an active player. Darwin, Freud and others helped society understand the issues I raised in a more profound way than I could express them. Still, it must be accepted that the ultimate object of amorous liaisons is more important than nearly any other object of which a man may conceive; and therefore it merits the profound seriousness with which those sober in mind and spirit pursue it. When I say “object,” of course, I mean deciding what will compose the next generation and will constitute the continuation of our species. Any man who fails to think on this, and who instead thinks only of his immediate material gratifications is enchained forever to the wheel of samsara, and will have a lesser life for that reason.




6. Summer is upon us now, and many of our readers are looking for book recommendations. What can you suggest?

Against the unthinking ink-slinging of our day, it is essential that we erect some breakwaters. A prudent reader should not allow himself to be guided by the mindless yapping of commercial interests, which seek always to hawk what has most recently made its exit from the presses. The reader should be conscious of the fact that in the totality of human history, many great and wonderful things have been written, and few if any of them are likely to find their way onto the Best Seller list. The fundamental idiocy of the modern reading public is this: instead of searching out the proven, the true, and the great, there is an instinctive reach for the cleverly attired but vapid new.





【名人小课堂】

叔本华（Arthur Schopenhauer
 ，1788—1860），德国著名哲学家，意志主义的主要代表之一。作为一个悲观主义者，叔本华主张禁欲忘我，在他看来，“人生就是痛苦和无聊之间的钟摆”。代表作《论自然中的意志》《论意志的自由》《论道德的基础》《伦理学中的两个根本问题》等。




















阿瑟·叔本华，著名的怪诞作家，他的作品中关于人类意志的观点致使现代哲学发生了一场革命。上一次看到他，是在法兰克福市的陶努斯山度假胜地。最近，他同意了回答来自《无可奉告》的六个问题，以帮助美国人更好地理解他的作品，也让他在暑假阅读清单上推荐一些读物。

1．叔本华教授，关于您的有些评论说，您的核心著作就是将佛经转化成西方哲学的传统语言，您对此如何回应？

唔，还有别的选择吗？摩西·门德尔松已经将犹太主义转变成哲学体系，伊曼努尔·康德从基督教中提取了道德哲学的综合系统。然后便是流氓费希特，在同样的事情上非常丑陋地接下了这一棒，他和施莱尔马赫一起，开头相当好，但结尾却不尽人意。很显然，接下来的目标就该是佛教了。效果还不错，不是吗？与佛教传统相比，西方的形而上学算得了什么呢？一种贫瘠的模仿。

2．在弗里德里希·尼采的《不合时宜的考察》中，他对您
 大加赞赏，称您是他的导师。但是，不久之后他又称您和基督教，都是他“终生的敌人”。是什么导致您和尼采之间的争执呢？




实际上有两个理由。简单一点的理由便是：充满赞扬和钦佩的尼采是精神上健康的尼采，而后来的尼采便被夹杂在了梅毒病的错觉之中。我的意思是说——他意识清醒时会把我称作和基督教一样？可是，当然我也不可避免地会产生一些与他矛盾的思想。

人类永远不能发现快乐，因为他们的意志与生活是共存的，而且永远无法满足。这在人类历程和他们的意愿中也有所体现，因为我们相信，他们的满足感就是意志的终极目标。可一旦我们真正认识他们，才发现其实并非如此，因而自此迅速遗忘、废弃，而实际上，若不满足，便会当做骗人的把戏被搁置一边。幸运的是，当另外一些东西还在被希望或是被追求时，这场游戏就会继续，从对满足的需求到新的需求，形成了一条流淌着快乐与厌倦的痛苦之河。若仅仅被某一种满足困住，将会让我们陷入可怕的厌倦感，也会让我们失去对特别事物的渴望。当知识将意志启蒙，它就会知道此时此刻希望什么，却不会知道一般时候希望什么；每种个人的行为都怀着某种目的；可意志就没有一个总体的目标。如此一来，意志就成为了生活中的现象学事实。




弗雷茨认为，这让我陷入了一种绝望而永恒的悲观。可对我来说，对于这些事实的认知，正是我从意志力量中寻求和平的入手点。弗雷茨反对基督教。可他陷入了一个比我还糟糕的绝望角度。这就促成了他的永恒周期理论（永恒的回归）——还记得他在那段话中写道“就救赎而言”（何等的名字啊！），意志不能“往回希望”，因为时间的限制——因此，回归就变成了一条无效之路。那个人的头脑里存在着一些非凡才能，可是，毫无疑问，也有一些可怕的梅毒悬浮其中。最后，他成了一名科幻小说家，无疑，弗雷茨的主要贡献就是创造了一个卡通形象。

3. 您在一生中，曾说过许多关于犹太人的无理言辞。有人说，是您使得反犹太运动规模扩大化，为大屠杀铺开了道路。想想发生的一切，您后悔曾说过那些尖锐的言论吗？

当然。我对于犹太教的消极评论是直接指向宗教哲学系统的——在我看来——它太过唯物主义了。可我说了一些非常不幸的言论，这些言论反映出了我天生就是遁世者的事实。可是，也许你忽略了这样一个事实，那就是，我一直以来最为批判的民族就是：德国。他们太过看重自己，怀揣着例外论的观念。他们噼里啪啦地说着一些自己根本就不懂的字节；事实上，他们是需要这些字节为他们争取思考的时间，因为他们的头脑运转得非常慢。他们的爱国主义是整个欧洲民族中最差的。我父亲曾说，若回到普鲁士人进军丹泽的年代，德国人的这种爱国主义会毁了我们所有人。当然，他是对的。尽管这样，德国人还是被驯服了。他们成为了和平的欧洲人。




4. 您还写了许多种族理论，在《附录与补遗》的第二卷中，您提到，高度文明只属于北方的白种人，而即便是在更多热带地区发现了此种文明，那也不过是低层阶级在练习独占法则。您认为这些是殖民地区的种族主义者们用来调节苦难，并一直延续至今的观念吗？

看，我在19世纪中叶就已经写下这本书。那时我们还不知道DNA和基因组成。我们不知道澳大利亚的土著人和斯堪的纳维亚半岛的北欧人民之间的遗传差异是无限小的。当然，现在我们知道了这一点。再说，我会阅读《纽约时报》，特别是科技栏目。更重要的是，我写那本书的时候，是受了吠陀时期梵语作家们的影响。你再也不能比他们更崇尚种族主义了。你似乎已经忘记了，被我鉴定为世界的自然精英的人，是有着棕色皮肤、并且居住在我们如今所说的欠发达世界的人们。

5.您曾写到，哲学家们在讨论爱情和性关系上就是失败的懦夫，这些问题对于人类社会和人的尊严来说，有着不可估量的重要性，我们却允许自己在这个空间中被原始禁忌的卑劣系统所引导。但是，您自己的感情生活似乎是一系列涉及单恋的悲剧。您对此有何评论？




就我个人而言，我保留不发表评论的权利，只能说，我已经从生理需求的满足中解放出来。但对于性别和社会，我相信，从我还是一名积极的表演者开始，世界就已经取得了重要的进步。达尔文、弗洛伊德和其他人以一种比我更深远的表达方式，帮助社会了解了我所提出的那些问题。不过，我们必须承认的是，爱情关联远比任何我们能想象到的物体重要；因此，它值得那些意义深远的严肃性，那是意识和精神都很清醒的人们所追求的东西。我说“物体”，当然，我是指决定下一代由什么构成以及能帮助我们衍生后代的东西。任何想不到这点、而只想到直接的物质满足的人，将会永远被尘世之轮束缚，也因此会有一种狭隘的生活。

6．已经入夏了，许多读者都在寻求书籍推荐。您有什么建议吗？

在这样的日子里，我们要建立一道防波堤，这非常重要。审慎的读者不应该任由自己被盲目吹捧的商业关注牵着鼻子走，它们叫卖的大多都是从新闻报刊中撤出来的内容。读者应该明白这样的事实，那就是，在整个人类史上，人们写过许多非凡的作品，可它们之中很少能跻身畅销名单。现代阅读大众最愚蠢之处在于：他们不去寻找已经被证实的东西，不去寻找真实的东西，也不去寻找那些伟大的东西，而是出于本能要去寻找那些华而不实的新事物。




















【叔本华——】

All truth passes through three stages. First, it is ridiculed. Second, it is violently opposed. Third, it is accepted as being self-evident.

所有的真相都会经历三个阶段。第一，被奚落；第二，遭受激烈的抨击；第三，不证自明地被广泛接受。






























Chapter 3 那些超越经典的身影













People will love you for being an original, not trying to be someone else. Whatever that is. That doesn’t mean you don’t work hard—it just means you find what you’re good at and do it.









人们会喜欢你，是因为你能够保持自我，而不是想要成为他人。无论自己是什么样子。但是这并不意味着你可以不努力——而是指你要找到你所擅长的，并坚持不懈。






















Sophie Marceau in Relationships　苏菲·玛索：陷入亲密关系时












Serious and responsible, she tries to carry the world on her shoulders and rarely lets others know that she needs help and support. Sophie Marceau denies or ignores her own emotional needs and feels that others will not accept her if she appears “weak”. She is especially uncomfortable with emotional dependency, and tells herself and others (even children) not to be a “baby”. Sophie Marceau needs to accept that no one is self-sufficient all the time, and to be gentler with her “childish” emotional needs and wants. To others, she may appear to be rather hard-nosed and tough, with a businesslike attitude toward their personal concerns and feelings. Actually, no one is a truer friend. Her feelings and loyalties run deep, but she often does not let people know how much she cares. Sophie Marceau also sometimes needs to learn to relax, enjoy herself, and play.




Sophie has strong attachments to her past, the place where she grew up, her heritage and family traditions. In fact, Sophie Marceau may be unable to step out of the habits and roles that she learned as a child. Marceau’s ties to her mother are very strong and Sophie also seeks nurturing and protection from her spouse and other family members.

She is assertive and confronts difficulties in a direct, no-nonsense sort of way. Sophie Marceau cannot tolerate self-pity or passivity, and she can be rather brusque with others’ emotional problems. “Stop crying and do something about it” might be Marceau’s motto.

Although Marceau gets hot under the collar rather easily (as mentioned above), she also has a certain degree of emotional self-control and composure, which enable Sophie Marceau to rein in some of her more aggressive tendencies. This side of her is described below.

She is dedicated to the people she cares about and conscientious about fulfilling her responsibilities, especially to family. Family solidarity and cohesiveness are very important to Sophie Marceau; accordingly, so are the traditions, rituals, and memories that keep the bonds strong.




Sophie Marceau is apt to do more than her fair share in the family and go the extra mile, but for the most part this is satisfying rather than burdensome to her.

In addition to Sophie’s rather introverted, serious or self-contained side, she has a wild streak and urge for emotional freedom that breaks through erratically. Sophie Marceau craves both stability and excitement, and the conflict between these two impulses can make Marceau rather tense and irritable. However, they can also balance each other out. Her freer and unpredictable side will now be described.

She is uninhibited and spontaneous and will often do something unexpected or humorous in order to loosen people up and get them out of their rut. Sophie Marceau craves emotional stimulation, excitement, surprises and anything new. Marceau also loves to feel free and unfettered.

Although Sophie Marceau was portrayed above as being assertive and combative, she also has a diametrically opposed tendency—namely the urge to
 escape all contention and ugliness. This may mellow Sophie’s fiery reactions somewhat, or she may seesaw between the two. Her softer side is described in the following paragraphs.

Sophie Marceau tends to surround herself with people who are gentle, sensitive, peace loving, and artistically or spiritually inclined, and there is a strong element of mutual compassion and sympathy in her personal relationships. It is easy for Sophie to tune in psychically to other people’s feelings and emotional worlds. Sophie Marceau may share this type of telepathic link with her mother, sisters, or female friends in particular.




She enjoys emotional intensity and is attracted to the mysterious, the unknown, and dangerous or challenging experiences that draw on all of her inner resources. She is able to handle an emotional crisis very well and is interested in the underlying root of emotional problems and how to cure them. Sophie Marceau insists on bringing feelings between people out into the open, for she craves real closeness and intimacy in her relationships, without barriers or secrets.

She is getting quickly excited by other people and will probably have many relationships that are terminated just as quickly as they are made. Sophie Marceau does not like to be alone and she always keeps her house open for her friends and acquaintances.


Sophie has an instinctive understanding of other people and is very sympathetic toward them.
 Relationships are very important to Sophie Marceau, and she is likely to feel a strong inner bond with many of her friends.




In love relationships, Sophie Marceau desires a deep, intense and passionate union with her beloved and forms very strong emotional bonds and attachments. Sophie “marries” the person she loves at a very deep emotional level, and is often extremely possessive and jealous of anyone who may pose a threat to that union. Marceau can be very demanding of her love partner. Sophie Marceau tends to be somewhat suspicious of her partner’s relationships, even if they are merely platonic. If she is ever betrayed, Sophie Marceau is capable of hating with as much force and intensity as she once loved. She is attracted to people who have an aura of mystery about them.

Beautiful, elegant and harmonious surroundings are very important to Sophie Marceau, and she has an innate sense of style, design and form. Socially as well good form and politeness are important to Marceau and she instinctively avoids crudeness and dissonance.

She enjoys talking about love, relationships, art and the beautiful side of life. Sophie Marceau appreciates artistic people.

Loyalty, fidelity and security are very important to Sophie Marceau in love relationships. She is cautious about giving her heart away but true to the one who does win her love. Her tastes are simple, even austere, and she does not appreciate frivolity. Marceau is interested in a person’s character and inner qualities far more than in his or her appearance. Casual or superficial relationships do not interest Sophie Marceau at all, for love seems to get deeper and richer and more satisfying for her with time.




When it comes to love relationships, Marceau is likely to feel pulled in several directions at once. In addition to her desire for depth and security in her relationships, Sophie Marceau has an impulsive side and a need for a lot of variety and excitement, as discussed in the following paragraphs. These urges do not have to conflict, but they certainly can, especially if Sophie acts on her spontaneous impulses without much consideration for their long-term effects on her personal life.


She needs a lot of emotional and romantic stimulation
 , and may not be very interested in having just one mate or love partner. Variety, excitement, spontaneity, and freedom are quite important to Sophie, and “settling down” is not that appealing. Sophie Marceau tends to surround herself with unusual, creative, unconventional people that keep her life lively. Music or dancing or both play an important part in Marceau’s life.




She is very romantic, idealistic and imaginative about love relationships. Sophie Marceau yearns for her “true love” or “soul mate” and may become disappointed in those who never quite live up to her dream image of the perfect lover. Marceau frequently fantasizes about love and often falls in love with someone she can only love from afar. She may avoid making a definite personal commitment. Gentle and sensitive, Sophie Marceau does not like to be approached in a very direct or aggressive manner. She is attracted to those with artistic or mystical inclinations.





【名人小课堂】

苏菲·玛索（Sophie Marceau
 ，1966.11.7— ），中法混血，生于法国巴黎，著名演员、歌手。因出演《初吻》女主角而风靡全世界，并在出演《初吻2》后获得恺撒奖。代表作品有《狂野的爱》《勇敢的心》《安娜·卡列尼娜》等。身上流淌着八分之一的中国人血统，被誉为当代“法国最具代表性的女神”。









苏菲·玛索是一个认真负责的人，她想要用自己的肩膀扛起全世界，很少让别人知道她需要帮助和支持。苏菲·玛索向来都否认且忽视自己的情感需求，她认为，如果自己表现得“软弱”，别人是不会接纳她的。她尤其不喜欢在情感上依赖他人，她告诉自己和他人（甚至是孩子），不要像个“婴儿”一样。苏菲·玛索需要知道，没有人能够永远自给自足，对自己“孩子般”的情感需要得温柔一些。对其他人来说，她倔强，而且坚韧不拔，在处理他们的个人需求和个人情感时，公事公办，铁面无私。实际上，没人会是真实可信的朋友。她的情感和忠诚深藏不露，但是，通常她不会让别人知道她有多在乎。苏菲·玛索有时也需要学着去放松，学着享受生活，学会玩耍。




苏菲非常怀念自己的过去，怀念成长的地方，怀念曾经遗留下来的东西和家族的传统。实际上，苏菲·玛索也许是无法摆脱她还是个小孩时所养成的习惯和所扮演的角色。苏菲非常依恋自己的母亲，也会从自己的配偶或者其他家庭成员那里寻求温暖和保护。

她刚毅坚定，在面对困难时直截了当，不拐弯抹角。苏菲·玛索不能容忍自怜和被动，对于其他人的情感问题，她也会疾言厉色。“擦干你的眼泪，干点有用的事情”也许就是玛索的座右铭。

即便玛索很容易激动（上文提到过），但是她仍然是一个在情绪上自控能力很强的人，而且遇事非常沉着冷静，这使得苏菲·玛索能够驾驭那些比她更加冲动的人。这一点我们在下文中会说到。




她对那些她关心的人无微不至，而且尽职尽责，尤其是对家人。家人的团结和睦对苏菲·玛索来说尤为重要。因此，对她来说，那些传统、仪式和回忆可以让家人的联系更加紧密。

苏菲·玛索愿意在家庭里承担更多的责任，付出更多的努力，而且大多数时候，她都觉得非常满足，而不觉得难以承担。

除此之外，苏菲还非常内向、严肃，有时还会表现出沉默寡言的一面，她会不定期地爆发出野性的一面，并且渴望情感上的自由。苏菲·玛索既渴望稳定，也向往着激情，这两种冲动之间的矛盾使得玛索焦虑而急躁。然而，它们也能相互平衡。接下来，我们就说说她奔放且变化莫测的一面。

她生性无拘无束，爱好自由，而且时常会做一些意想不到或者幽默风趣的事情，以放松他人，让他们摆脱那种陈旧死板的状态。苏菲·玛索渴望激情、兴奋、惊喜，喜欢所有新鲜的事物。玛索爱极了自由自在。

虽然苏菲·玛索刚毅且斗志昂扬，但她还拥有着一种截然相反的性格趋向——也就是想要逃避争端与邪恶。这在某种程度上也许会柔化苏菲激烈的反应，或者，她还会在两者之间来回摆动。接下来几段，我们就会提到她温柔的一面。




苏菲·玛索喜欢身边的人都很温柔、善解人意、以和为贵，有艺术和精神方面的修养，在她自己的私人关系中，共感和移情能力占据着很重要的地位。苏菲很容易就能从精神上去理解他人的情感世界。苏菲·玛索与妈妈、姐妹，以及女性朋友之间，就有着这样的心灵感应。

苏菲非常热情，而且易被神秘、未知事物所吸引，危险或富有挑战的体验最能激发她的内在力量。她能够很好地把握情绪危机，对于研究情感问题的潜在根源很感兴趣，而且知道要怎么解决。苏菲·玛索坚持两人之间的情感要坦诚布公，因为她渴望自己在感情中能够拥有真正的亲密，没有隔阂和秘密。

她很容易就会受到他人的影响而变得兴奋活跃，同时在情感问题上，也有可能属于速战速决的类型。苏菲·玛索不喜欢一个人呆着，她家的大门始终都是敞开的，随时迎接朋友们的到访。

苏菲非常善解人意，而且富于同理心。无论是友情、爱情还是亲情，对于苏菲·玛索来说都非常重要，她与朋友
 之间的感情都十分要好。

关于爱情，苏菲·玛索渴望与爱人之间拥有一种深厚、激烈且充满激情的结合，并在感情上深深地依恋对方。苏菲愿意“嫁给”那个她爱得至情至深的人，她拥有很强的占有欲和戒备心，随时警惕着那些会对他们的感情构成危险的人。苏菲对自己的另一半要求非常苛刻，对另一半的人际关系也充满了猜疑心，即便他们只是柏拉图式的感情。如果另一半背叛了她，她曾有多爱他，现在就会有多恨他。苏菲迷恋那种周身充满了神秘气息的男子。




美好、雅致且和谐的环境，对苏菲·玛索来说非常重要，她对于时尚、设计和造型有着一种天生的敏感度。在社交场合着装得体，礼貌待人，这对于玛索来说十分必要，而且，她也会本能地避免粗鲁和不和谐。

她喜欢谈论爱情、感情关系、艺术，以及生活中的美好方面。苏菲·玛索非常欣赏艺术家。

在恋爱关系中，苏菲·玛索非常看重忠贞不渝和安全感。她在付出感情的时候非常谨慎，但只要对方赢得了她的芳心，她便会非常真诚。她的风格简单，甚至有些简朴，而且她一点都不轻薄浮佻。相比他人的外貌，玛索对他（她）的性格和内在品质更感兴趣。随意或肤浅的关系完全无法引起苏菲·玛索的兴致，因为随着时间的推移，爱会变得更加深厚，更加丰满，而且更易让她感到满足。

当她坠入爱河之时，她很有可能感觉到同时被往几个不同的方向拉扯。她不仅希望自己在恋爱时与对方感情深厚，有安全感，而且还会表现出冲动的一面，喜欢多样化和刺激，关于这一点，我们会在接下来的几段中提到。这些要求之间并不一定会相互冲突，但是，如果苏菲并不关注她那天生的冲动对她个人生活的长久影响，它们之间当然会出现问题。




她需要很多情绪或情感上的激发，而且她可能不是很需要人生伴侣或爱人。生活丰富多彩、充满激情、率性和自由，对苏菲来说尤为重要，而“安定”并不是那么有吸引力。苏菲·玛索希望自己的身边一直都有一些与众不同、富于创造力，而且标新立异的人，可以让她的生活充满活力。音乐和舞蹈也占据了她生活中的很大一部分。


她在爱情方面非常浪漫，理想主义，且常常沉溺于幻想之中。苏菲·玛索渴望“真爱”和“灵魂伴侣”，对那
 些没有成为她想象中的完美伴侣的人非常失望。玛索常常会陷入爱情的憧憬之中，而且还时常爱上只能远观的男子。她不会许下非常明确的私人承诺。苏菲·玛索温柔且多愁善感，不喜欢使用直接或好斗的方式来处理问题。她很喜欢那些富于艺术气息或神秘特质的人。









【苏菲·玛索——】

Words, yes, formulating things, creating something from your heart, it is something very necessary, yes.

是的，语言可以勾勒出万物，从你的心中创造出一些东西，一些非常必要的东西，确实是这样。



























Gregory Peck, Last of Noble Breed
 　格里高利·派克：最后一位高贵
 绅士









June 12—The last time I saw Gregory Peck was at the opening night of “The Scarlet Pimpernel
 ”. He was in the row behind me, and at intermission I went up to him and suggested it was an odd choice for a musical. “Can you imagine ‘Duel in the Sun
 ’ as a musical?” I asked. He grinned and replied, with just the flicker of pretense, “I think we did it as a musical.” And they said Gregory Peck had no sense of humor!

Not at all. It was dry and wry and, like lemon juice on paper, had to be held over a flame to materialize. That’s how laid-back, outta-sight it was. He knew comedy worked best when played straight, and what could be straighter than Peck’s supreme comic moment—in “Designing Woman”—telling his longtime fiancée, Dolores Gray, over a lovely Italian meal that he just got married to Lauren Bacall. Gray, drinking in all of this in a seemingly sympathetic spirit, very slowly and very much the lady, reaches across the table and dumps a plate of ravioli into Peck’s lap.




His vaguely discontented deadpan masks a yelp usually achieved with dog whistles.

“George Burns used to call it the funniest take he ever saw on the screen,” Peck was proud to tell me.

Unfortunately, Peck rarely got a chance to play the comedy card. The reason? Well, look at him. It has been said that Gregory Peck—handsome as they ever came—embodied the best in all of us. He gave idealism a good name, made it seem possible in the flawed state of this human condition.

In a very reel way, he was a prisoner of his good works and looks. Whenever he went against type and attempted a baddie—the obsessed Ahab of “Moby Dick
 ” or the crazed Hitler-cloner in “The Boys From Brazil
 ”—he looked a little like Abraham Lincoln with a hot foot. It was as unsettling, and unconvincing, as watching Spencer Tracy attempt Harry Hyde in “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde
 ”.

Basic goodness will out. But an actor must push—or else what’s an envelope for? Peck was up for challenges. He even let it be known, presumably because of his idealism, that he would be open to the “Man of La Mancha
 ” film. “So far,” he said dryly, “they haven’t been breaking down my door.”





The Right Instincts




What Peck did best, he did better than anybody. He came, made to order, from a heroic mold—a leader by right of charisma—fighting the good fight, inspiring men to follow him.

In a word: Atticus. It is hard to imagine another actor with the towering integrity and noble bearing that Peck invested in “To Kill a Mockingbird
 ”. Throughout Horton Foote’s screen adaptation of the Harper Lee novel, all focus was on Atticus Finch, the Dixie lawyer who defended a black man unjustly accused of rape by festering white trash. The deck was decidedly stacked, and even Peck said it’s easy to win an Oscar when everyone is saying good things about you. But the truth is Peck made us believe the goodness.

It turns out to be a tough quality to make stick, and there are other Atticus antecedents that were only slightly less successful than “Mockingbird
 ” at garnering him the Oscar.




To name names: Gen. Frank Savage in “Twelve O’Clock High
 ”, a wing commander who eventually crumbles from the weight of having to send young flyboys to their deaths; Phil Green in “Gentleman’s Agreement
 ”, a freelance journalist getting his story by passing for Jewish (the film dates badly, and Elia Kazan who won an Oscar for it, asks that it be excluded from his retrospectives); Father Francis Chisholm in “The Keys of the Kingdom
 ”, an earnest Catholic missionary in chaotic China, and “Penny” Baxter in “The Yearling
 ”, a warm-hearted Florida farmer whose son adopts a disruptive fawn.

Peck always contended that the boy cried too much in “The Yearling
 ”, but later he saw some Finch foreshadowing in that father role. “You could say if circumstances had been different and he had a chance for an education, he might have become an Atticus Finch,” Peck noted. “He had the same instincts—solid American virtues and values, respect for God and country and justice—but, unfortunately, he happened to be an uneducated backwoodsman.”

“I felt that way about another character that I played—Johnny Ringo in ‘The Gunfighter
 ’. Basically, this was an intelligent man, but he grew up in a territory where there was little or no law and got into scrapes. Because he had good eye—and hand-coordination, he killed a bunch of guys who would have killed him if he hadn’t killed them first, so he got tagged as a gunslinger. He wanted to put all that behind him.”




“But, of course, there’s always some punk who tries to outdraw him. In the end, he gets killed, but I always felt that character, had he had a chance at an education, could have been governor of Texas.”

An overlooked masterpiece from director Henry King, “The Gunfighter
 ” contains one of Peck’s finest performances. He thought so much of it that he turned down “High Noon
 ” to do it.


Class act


I have one favorite Peck moment, from his lesser movie—one on the Spanish Civil War battlefield in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro
 ”. Peck is yelling full-out for stretcher-bearers while Ava Gardner dies in his arms.

Instinct was one of Peck’s best traits as an actor. He put high value on it and liked to watch it in other actors. Walter Huston, with whom he co-starred in “Duel in the Sun
 ” and “The Great Sinner
 ”, received his greatest scrutiny.

“He was kind of my ideal as an American actor,” Peck said. “I thought he was the best. I like to see men act who are men and who are interesting because they are men. I like to watch them behave. I’m not so keen on acting where you completely obliterate yourself in every role. That’s a nice craft—I have a certain admiration for it—I certainly admire somebody like Alec Guinness—but when it comes to watching somebody, I’d much rather watch an interesting man than a versatile actor.”




“I like to watch Clint Eastwood. He interests me because of the things that he does, how he copes, how he handles himself. I’m more interested in the man than in the actor.”

Gregory Peck, in the last almost-60 years, gave us a lot to watch, and, lucky for us, he left a lot of it on film. Throughout, he remained true to his credo—which was advice that Walter Huston had given him early on: “Give’em a good show, and always travel first class.”

That surely was Gregory Peck: a class actor.





【名人小课堂】

格里高利·派克（Gregory Peck
 ，1916—2003），美国著名影星。曾获奥斯卡最佳男主角、五度奥斯卡金像奖提名，美国演员工会奖，美国电影学院终身成就奖等。代表作《罗马假日》《百万英镑》《杀死一只知更鸟》等六十多部影片。被美国电影学院选为百年影史“一百名银幕英雄与坏人”的首位“银幕英雄”称号。










6月12日——我最近一次看到格里高利·派克，是在《深红色的海绿》当晚的首映式上。他坐在我后面一排，在幕间休息的时候，我走到他旁边，告诉他我觉得将其拍成音乐剧是个奇怪的选择。“你能想象《太阳浴血记》被拍成音乐剧吗？”我问。他笑了，用一种些许炫耀的口吻回答我：“我觉得我们是把它按照音乐剧拍了下来。”人们居然说格里高利·派克没有幽默感！

完全不是这样的。这一切既干燥又扭曲，就像滴在报纸上的柠檬水一样，一定要放到火焰上才能显现出来。就是这么悠闲和优秀。他知道幽默在直言不讳的时候最有效果，更为直接的是，派克曾经有过一次最幽默的时刻——在“设计女人”方面——他在一桌子精美的意大利菜面前，告诉与他订婚很久的陶乐丝·格雷，自己刚刚和劳伦·贝克尔結婚了。格雷用一种近乎赞同的态度听完了他的讲话，慢慢地，非常淑女地，将一盘意式小方饺通过桌子，倒在了派克的腿上。

他脸上隐约的不满情绪，引起了一阵类似狗哨的笑声。

“乔治·博恩斯习惯将其称为他在荧幕上见过的最有趣的一幕。”派克很骄傲地告诉我。




不幸的是，派克很少有机会打出这些幽默牌。为什么？好吧，看看他。人们都说格里高利·派克——一直以来都很英俊——是我们中最好的一个。他赋予了理想主义不错的口碑，让它在有缺陷的人身上成为可能。

从电影的视角来看，他的佳作和英俊的外表是行业的先锋。不管何时，只要他颠覆自己的角色，尝试扮演坏人——《白鲸记》中痴迷的亚哈，或是《来自巴西的男孩》中疯狂的希特勒克隆人——他看起来就像电影界中的林肯一样。这令人感到不安和怀疑，正如在《化身博士》中看到斯宾塞·崔西扮演的哈利·海德一样。


人的初善总会表露出来。但是，一名演员必须压制它——否则要信封来做什么？派克准备好了应对各种挑战。我猜可能是因为他的理想主义，他甚至还让人们知道，他能够接受《梦幻骑士》。“目前，”他冷冷地说，“他们还没来敲我的门。”


正确的本能




派克所擅长的东西都要比其他人做得更好。他出自于创造英雄的模子，一切都是定制的——一个充满人格魅力的领导者——为好的东西争斗，激励大家跟随自己。

一言以敝之：阿底居斯。很难想象，另外的某个演员拥有派克在《杀死一只知更鸟》中那种压倒性气节以及高贵的气质。在霍顿·福特将哈伯·李的小说改编成的电影中，所有的焦点都集中到了阿底居斯·芬奇身上，这个人物是一名迪克西律师，他通过让白色垃圾腐烂为一位被冤枉成强奸犯的黑人辩护。世间充满了各种不公，就连派克都说只要大家都说你的好话，你就能够得到奥斯卡奖。但是事实是，派克让我们相信，世间还有美好存在。




永葆本色是一种坚韧的品格，在获得奥斯卡奖之前，除了《杀死一只知更鸟》之外，他还拍摄了一部不那么成功的阿底居斯前传。


他扮演的人物有：《晴空血战史》中的弗兰克·萨维奇
 将军，一名空军指挥官，最后由于妄图将年轻的飞行员们杀死而自取灭亡；《君子协定》中的菲尔·格林，一名自由记者，通过伪装成犹太人来搜集素材（该片上映的时间没选好，但是伊利亚·卡赞还是凭借其获得了奥斯卡奖，卡赞要求将这部影片从其生涯回顾展中删除）；《天国的钥匙》中的弗朗西斯·奇泽姆神父，一位身处混乱的中国的虔诚天主教传教士，以及《鹿苑长春》中的“盆尼”·巴克斯特，一个热心肠的弗罗里达农夫，他的儿子收养了一头奄奄一息的小鹿。

派克总是感到很满意，因为那孩子在《鹿苑长春》里哭个不停，可是后来，他在饰演那个角色时看到一些芬奇的影子，“可以说，若是换一种环境，让他有机会接受教育，那么他也可能成为另一个艾迪克斯·芬奇，”派克说道，“他有着与别
 人相同的天性——根深蒂固的美国道德意识和价值观，对神、国家和正义的尊重，可不幸的是，他只是一个没受过教育的乡野粗人。”




“我同样感到这种感觉，那是关于我饰演的另外一个角色——《枪手》中的乔尼·林戈。根本上说，他是一个聪明的人，可是，他成长于一个少有或者说没有法律的地方，而且总是陷入困境。由于他眼疾手快，所以他不得不先下手为强，杀死一些想要他命的人，于是他被贴上了枪手的标签。他想摆脱这一切。”

“可是，当然，总有一些无知小辈试图推翻他。到最后，他被杀死了，可我总觉得，那个角色，若他有机会接受教育，定能成为德克萨斯州的州长。”

且不提亨利·金导演的杰作，《枪手》是派克表现得最好的影片之一。他非常希望将这个角色演好，所以拒绝了《正午》而接手《枪手》。


经典表演




我最喜欢派克的一个瞬间，来自于他的一部小电影——是有关西班牙内战的战地电影《乞力马扎罗的雪》——当艾娃·加德纳死在他怀里时，他扑在担架上嚎啕大哭。

作为一个演员，本能是派克最出色的特性之一。他很看重本能，也很喜欢在其他演员身上看到这一特性。与他联袂出演《太阳浴血记》和《伟大的罪人》的沃尔特·休斯顿就曾接受过他仔细的考察。




“作为一个美国演员，他是我理想中的类型，”派克说，“我觉得他是最棒的。我喜欢看演员去演那些被称之为人的人，演那些因为自己是人而非常有趣的角色。我喜欢看他们的行为动作。我并不非常热衷于表演那些你必须完全抹去你自己的角色。那是一种优秀技艺——我非常钦佩这样的表演——当然我也很欣赏像亚力克·吉尼斯一样的人物——但是，当我准备要看某人表演时，我更喜欢看到一个有趣的人，而不是一名多才多艺的演员。”

“我喜欢看克林特·伊斯特伍德演的电影。我喜欢他是因为他的所作所为，他处理问题的方式，以及他掌控自我的方式。我更喜欢的是他这个人，而不是这个演员。”

格里高利·派克在他快满60岁的时候，让我们再次大饱眼福，他在电影中留下了太多的东西，这于我们来说非常幸运。自始自终，他都坚持他的人生信条——这是沃尔特·休斯顿在早年给他的一个建议：“给予观众优秀的表演，旅行时要一直坐头等舱。”

那肯定是格里高利·派克：一个经典的演员。












【格里高利·派克——】

I’m not a do-gooder. It embarrassed me to be classified as a humanitarian. I simply take part in activities that I believe in.

我并非善人。把我认定为人道主义者让我深感惭愧。我只是追随自己的信仰而已。



























Sean Connery: How to Act 007
 　肖恩·康纳利：007









“My name is Bond—James Bond,” Sean Connery informed the world’s movie-goers in 1962. In seven Bond films over a span of 21 years, the tall, dark Scot come to embody the suave secret agent whose code name was known around the globe: 007.

But it didn’t go very smooth to be a successful star. The exception was Robert Henderson, a 47-year-old Yank who was directing South Pacific
 . One day, Henderson had a long talk with the muscle man whose determination seemed irrepressible. Connery told Henderson he hoped to become a professional soccer player.

“Well look,” said Henderson. “ With soccer, at 28 or 30. it’s all over. Then what do you do? Wouldn’t you rather be an actor?” “How?” asked Connery, “I left school at 13.”

Henderson nodded. “You’ve practically no education. But you have an imagination and a mind. I will give you a list of ten books that you should read.”




The “ten” books that Henderson had mentioned were more like 200, including the complete works of Shakespeare, Thomas Wolfe and Oscar Wilde. But Connery tackled them—every day, applying all the energy and tenacity he got from his parents. He would go to the library in the morning and stay till curtain time.

Late at night, he would sit up with his tape recorder, hearing a voice that certainly wasn’t Polish and was sounding a little less Scottish. Acting, he decided after a year of this, was going to be his career. And for his new life, Connery had chosen a new first name.

In 1957, the BBC produced Rod Serling’s play Requiem for a Heavyweight
 . The down-and-out prize-fighter, Mountain McClintock, was played by a young actor who had boxed in the Royal Navy. His name—Sean Connery.

The same year, Connery was cast in a production of Anna Christie
 . The title role was played by ash blond Diane Celento. She was to become Connery’s wife a few years later.

By then Connery had appeared in five forgettable films—but in one of them, he caught the eye of Walt Disney, who brought him to the United States in 1958. Disney cast him as Michael McBride, the love interest in a story about leprechauns called Darby O’Gil and the Little People
 . In the film’s climax, McBride has a rousing fistfight with the village bully.




Among those who took note of Connery’s screen presence in Darby
 was producer Harry Saltzman who, with co-producer Albert R. “Cubby” Rroccoli, was casting a film of their own based on Dr. No
 , the 1958 novel by Ian Fleming.

Connery was called to the producers’ London office for an interview. “We watched him bound across the street like Superman,” said Saltzman later. “We knew we had our Bond.”

But Ian Fleming, author of the James Bond novels, had casting approval and was harder to persuade. “He’d have loved to have had Cary Grant in the role, but there wasn’t enough money for that.” Says Connery. “So he was obliged to agree that I would do it.”

Play it Connery did, and splendidly—five times in all in the 60s, from Dr. No
 , From Russia with Love
 , Goldfinger
 and Thunderball
 to You Only Live Twice
 . His debonair charm and magnetic good looks on screen captivated audiences around the globe. Small boys from Chicago to Rome could tell you exactly what 007 said when Goldfinger threatened him with a laser:




“Do you expect me to talk?”

“No, Mr. Bond. I expect you to die.”

But 007 did not die. The Bond pictures’ success permitted Connery to move his wife, their son, Jason, and his stepdaughter into a town house overlooking London’s Acton Park. He was also able to buy his parents a more comfortable home and persuade his father to retire. He also set up Scottish International Educational Trust with $1 million. To help underprivileged Scots go to college.





【名人小课堂】

肖恩·康纳利（Sean Connery
 ，1930.8.25— ），英国著名演员与制片人。代表作《拳王争霸战》《夺宝奇兵》《偷天陷阱》《007》系列等，著有自传《身为苏格兰人》。因出演詹姆斯·邦德而闻名于世，获得美国电影学会颁发的终身成就奖，被称为“全世界最有魅力男演员”和“本世纪最性感男人”。





1962年，肖恩·康纳利向全世界影迷宣布：“我叫邦德——詹姆斯·邦德。”在长达21年的七部邦德电影中，这名高大、皮肤黝黑的苏格兰人，以一种温文尔雅的姿态，让全世界的人都知晓了他的代号：007。




但是，想要成为一名成功的影星却并不容易。多亏了一位正在执导《南太平洋》的47岁美国人罗伯特·哈德森。一天，哈德森与已经打定主意的、强壮的康纳利，进行了一番促膝长谈。康纳利告诉哈德森，他希望成为一名职业足球运动员。

“那么你看，”哈德森说，“等你踢完球，就已经28或30岁了，你人生最好的年华也就结束了。然后你又做什么呢？难道你没想过当演员吗？”“怎么当？”康纳利问道，“我13岁就没读书了。”

哈德森点点头：“你确实没有读过多少书。但是，你有想象力，有思想。我会给你列一个书单，共十本书，你可以读读。”

哈德森所说的这“十”本书，实际上有200多本。其中包括莎士比亚全集，托马斯·沃尔夫和奥斯卡·王尔德全集。但是，康纳利
 读完了所有的这些书——每天埋头苦读，把他从父母那里获得的精力和坚韧发挥得淋漓尽致。他一大早就赶到图书馆，一直待到图书馆关门。

晚上，他会通宵达旦地听录音机，录音机里的声音既不是波兰语，也不像苏格兰语。一年之后，他决心走上演艺之路，并为自己的“新生”起了个新名字。


1957年，英国广播公司将罗德·塞林的影片《拳台血泪》搬上了荧幕。在片中，那位惨败的职业拳击手，蒙顿·麦克林托克，由一名曾在英国皇家海军服役的年轻演员扮演。他的名字就是——肖恩·康纳利
 。




同年，康纳利参与拍摄《安娜·克里斯蒂》。片名角色安娜·克里斯蒂由有着灰金色头发的黛安妮·塞林托饰演。几年之后，她成为了康纳利的妻子。


那时，康纳利已经出演过五部平淡无奇的电影——但在其中一部中，他吸引了沃尔特·迪斯尼的眼光，他于1958年把康纳利带到了美国。迪斯尼要他饰演迈克尔·麦克布莱德，一部名为《梦游小人国》的
 影片中一个很受欢迎的小妖精。在影片的高潮部分，麦克布莱德与村里的恶霸展开了一场惊心动魄的格斗。

康纳利在《梦游小人国》一片中的表现受到了很多人的青睐，其中包括制片人哈里·索兹曼，那时他正与制片人阿尔伯特·R·“克比”·罗科利合作，制作一部由伊安·弗兰明1958年小说改编的电影《诺博士》。

制片人将康纳利召到伦敦办事处接受面试。“我们看到他像超人一样从街道上一跃而过，”索兹曼后来说道，“我们就知道了他就是我们要找的邦德。”

但是，詹姆斯·邦德系列小说的作者伊安·弗兰明心中已有人选，而且心意已决。“他原本想要卡里·格兰特出演邦德，但是他的片酬太高了，”康纳利说道，“因此他不得不同意由我来演。”





康纳利出演的邦德大获成功——在60年代就有五部非常精彩的007影片，从《诺博士》《俄罗斯之恋》《金手指》和《霹雳弹》到《雷霆谷》。他在荧幕上温文尔雅的魅力和极具吸引力的面容，让全世界的观众为之着迷。从芝加哥到罗马的小孩子，都能准确地告诉你影片中金手指用镭射枪威胁007时的台词
 ：

“你想要我讲话吗？”

“不，邦德先生，我想要你死。”

但是007并没有死。康纳利凭借邦德系列影片的成功，将妻子、儿子詹森和继女一起搬进城里可以俯瞰伦敦阿克顿公园的住所之中。他为父母购置了一套更加舒适的居所，并说服父亲退休养老。他还花费一百万美元的资金，成立了苏格兰国际教育信托机构，以帮助穷困的苏格兰人上大学。





【肖恩·康纳利——】


There’s a major difference between Jmaes Bond and me. He is able to sort out problems
 !

我和邦德之间有着很大的不同：他能解决所有问题，而我不能！


























The Youngest Tennis Champion: Martina Hingis　玛蒂娜·辛吉斯：最年轻的网
 球冠军









We’re used to swaggering, in-your-face trash talk from NBA players, boxers and even a few politicians, but teenagers in tennis skirts? There’s a new generation of women on the court. They’re young. They’re pretty. And they’re unbelievably brash about everything. Here’s 17-year-old Martina Hingis explaining her lack of humility: “People say that I am arrogant. I am No. 1 in the world, so I have a right to be arrogant.”

Actually she’s the best in the world. Two years after becoming the youngest No. 1 player in history, Hingis won her second Family Circle title.

Hingis came to Britain in 1997, posing with a large “No. 1” made of tennis balls. A week later, she had earned her sixth straight title and 31st straight victory with a Family Circle title.

“At that stage, you don’t really get it that you’re the best tennis player in the world,” Hingis, 18, said after a 6-4, 6-3 win over Kournikova Sunday. “There is always another match to go, another tournament.” It was only later, she said, she realized, “I became No. 1. I’m the best.”




Hardly arguing anymore now. It’s been a difficult week in the shadows for Hingis, pushed aside by the all-Williams’ final at the Lipton Championships last week and Kournikova’s run through the Family Circle.

“With the Williams sisters and Anna, I was saying, ‘What about me?’” said Hingis, who earned $150, 000. “I think this was about time.” Hingis doesn’t mind talk of her rivals. “So long as they’re lower than me, I’m fine,” she said.

Kournikova gave her a run on the concourse and practice courts at the Sea Pines Racquet Club, though. The sassy Russian star’s poster was one of the hottest items at the season’s first clay court tournament. Her doubles matches got only attention. Even Fox Sports Net analyst Pam Oliver told Kournikova, when presenting her with the runner-up honor, that she was “really popular with the men.”

But Hingis, smiling most of the way, showed who’s No. 1 on the court. She trailed Kournikova 4-3 in the opening set, but broke the Russian’s serve three staight times in winning the next six games.




When Korunikova struck back to close the second set to 3-2, Hingis broke serve again to regain control. When Kournikova’s forehand slapped the net, Hingis had closed out her third tournament win this year and her 10th straight Family Circle singles victory.


Kournikova’s game was erratic. She overcame
 Hingis’ 40-15 lead in the first set. Then she double-faulted twice to lose the next one.

“You have to play smart and be patient with her,” Kournikova said. “But I made a few unforced errors because I tried to go for too much.”

Hingis stayed steady throughout, never letting Kournikova break away. And when the crowd tried to pull Kournidova through, Hingis would remind them with a surprise drop shot or sharp forehand winner who’s No. 1.

Kournikova acknowledged the support she gets. She’s confident in her ability—she beat Hingis at last year’s German Open—but said she knows her game needs the seasoning she can get by advancing to finals.

“This is great for me, great for my confidence,” Kournikova said. “This gave me some experience and hopefully, I won’t be a runner-up much longer.” But Hingis will rest for about a month, returning to the tour at the Italian Open. She understands a lot better about the knack of winning crucial points and staying on top.




“(If) you are better ranked, you’re a better player, you win the match,” Hingis said. “If not, you always are the loser.”





【名人小课堂】


玛蒂娜·辛吉斯（
 Martina Hingis
 ，1980.9.30— ）出生于瑞士，曾排名世界第一的瑞士网球选手。人称“瑞士公主”，三度成为年终世界排名第一位的球员，五次四大网球公开赛女子单打冠军，九次大满贯女子双打冠军。她的父母都是网球运动员，母亲曾是捷克斯洛伐克女子网球选手第十名。目前，她的单打世界排行第十九名
 。















我们听惯了NBA运动员、拳击手，甚至少数政客的自吹自擂，以及他们那些胆大妄为的废话，但是，穿着网球裙子的年轻姑娘们又会怎样说呢？球场上出现了新一代女性。她们年轻、漂亮。她们对于一切事物都傲然相对。年仅17岁的玛蒂娜·辛吉斯就针对人们说她不谦逊而做出了这样的解释：“大家说我傲慢。我是世界第一，所以，我有权傲慢。”





她确实是世界上最棒的。成为世界上最年轻的冠军运动员之后两年，辛吉斯赢得了第二个大满贯头衔
 。

辛吉斯1997年来到英国，用网球摆了个大大的“第一”。一个星期后，她赢得了她的第六个冠军头衔和大满贯的第31场胜利。

“在这个舞台上，你并不真正知道你是最好的网球选手，”18岁的辛吉斯在周日以6∶
 4和6∶
 3的比分战胜了库尔尼科娃后说道， “总还有另一场比赛等着你，还有另一场锦标赛。”不久之后，她说，她就意识到：“我就是第一，我就是最好的。”

但是，现在就说不准了。这一周来，辛吉斯都处于阴影之中举步维艰，上周在立顿举行的锦标赛上，她被威廉姆斯姐妹挤出决赛，最终库尔尼科娃又力拔大满贯头衔。

“有威廉姆斯姐妹和安娜在，我说，‘我怎么办？’”已经赢得了15万美元的辛吉斯说，“我认为这只是时间问题。”辛吉斯并不介意谈论她的对手。 “只要她们赚得比我低，我就无所谓。”她说。

在海松网球俱乐部的大厅和训练场上，库尔尼科娃和她较量了一番。那位时髦的俄罗斯明星的海报，就是本赛季第一场红土地锦标赛中最热门项目之一。她的双打比赛独占鳌头。甚至福克斯体育网的分析师帕姆·奥利弗，在颁给库尔尼科娃亚军奖杯时也说，她“在男士之中非常受欢迎。”




但是，辛吉斯一路微笑着，表现出她才是球场上的第一名。她首轮以4∶
 3落后于库尔尼科娃，但后来她赢得了接下来的六场比赛，并在其间连续三次直接破了俄罗斯选手的发球局。

当科尔尼科娃在第二盘发起反击，并以3∶
 2领先时，辛吉斯再一次破了她的发球，重新获得了场上的控制权。当库尔尼科娃正手击球下网时，辛吉斯结束了她的第三个锦标赛，赢得了这一年也是她的第十个大满贯单打赛。

库尔尼科娃在赛场上发挥的不稳定。第一节比赛中，她以40∶
 15领先于辛吉斯。可是下一节又因为两次失误而输掉了比赛。

“比赛时，你要机敏，要有耐心和她周旋，”科尔尼科娃说，“但我犯了一些情有可原的错误，因为我总想着要得到更多。”

辛吉斯始终稳扎稳打，没有给库尔尼科娃以可乘之机。而当观众力图为库尔尼科娃打气时，辛吉斯就会以突发的近网短球，或是猛烈正手击球的方式提醒他们，谁才是第一。

库尔尼科娃非常感谢观众对她的支持。她对自己的能力充满信心——她在前一年的德国公开赛中击败辛吉斯——但她表示，她知道她需要挺进决赛来为这场游戏增添些趣味。




“这对我很重要，对我的信心很重要，”科尔尼科娃说，“这让我有了一些经验，我希望自己不再当亚军。”但辛吉斯会休息一个月，再回到意大利公开赛中。她比以前更懂得了赢得关键比分，以及如何保持不败的诀窍。

“（如果）你的级别评定越高，发挥得更加出色，你就能在比赛中获胜，”辛吉斯说，“若不然，你就永远都是输家。”






























Laila Ali Inherits Her Father’s Profession　莱拉·阿里：拳王女儿继承父业










There are numerous similarities between Muhammad Ali and his 23-year-old daughter Laila. She accepts them as her genetic legacy. She is the only one of his nine sons and daughters to embrace those genes that led to the ring.

Her father’s legendary status actually had nothing to do with Laila’s decision to pursue a boxing career. She knows that there are millions who know every single detail of every pro fight her father fought. She never immersed herself in that sort of trivia. She has always been proud of his achievements, but he was never a boxer or legend to her—just dad.

What propelled her into the ring was the bizarre sight on the televison screen when she was about to watch a Mike Tyson fight five years ago. What she saw was two women in the ring before Tyson’s main event began.

“I remember thinking, ‘Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Women are about to fight,’” she recalls. “I had the popcorn and was getting ready to watch Mike Tyson. I was looking around like, ‘What’s going on? Women fighting?’ I was so excited I couldn’t wait to see it. I was like, ‘I can do that.’”




Laila was 18 and running a nail salon in her native Los Angeles, but the imagery of the gloves, sweat and punches was so firmly etched into her consciousness that she immediately spun 180 degrees into another career direction. At that point, she says, the genes really kicked in. She had an indescribably magnetic attraction to her father’s world. “Something in me has to do it. It’s very natural.”

Laila’s father, she quickly points out, would prefer that she not take on the dangerous and bruising world of boxing. Johnny McClain, her husband/manager (and former boxer himself) feels the same way. Mom Veronica Anderson was a bit more pragmatic and encouraged her to pursue whatever path gratified her most. Even though both the men in her life worry about her, they’re 100 percent supportive. “They don’t want me to get hurt,” she says.

Long before entering the ring, Laila was a fighter. Being the offspring of a legend made her an easy target for high school kids to see just how tough she was. They, not she, failed the test. And she’s passed every pugilistic test she’s taken since. For the public, her biggest test took place last summer in upstate New York when she took on Jacqui Frazier Lyde, the daughter of Joe Frazier, her father’s most celebrated opponent during the 1970s.




That fight provided the biggest shot in the arm that women’s boxing has received to date. Media credentials were requested from outlets all over the world. Some billed it as “Ali/Frazier-Generation
 Ⅱ”
 . No match involving women had ever garnered so much attention. Laila squeaked out an eight-round majority decision in the middle weight contest.


One of her biggest boxing-related peeves is constantly being called “champion” by journalists although she hasn’t won a championship title—yet.
 “People are calling me champion even though I don’t have a belt yet. I’m the best at the level where I am. I want to win a belt and defend it a few times. ”

Like it or not, she accepts the fact that she is the face of female boxing. And she hopes that her name and notoriety will help get the public to take it more seriously.

And she wants them to take her seriously. The name Ali has and always will bring her attention. But she is determined to make her own mark on opponents’ faces as well as in boxing history books. “This is what I want to do. It’s about me,” she says. “And I want women’s boxing to get its due respect.”




But even Laila Ali admits that she is a walking dichotomy. The powerful combination of gentility and brashness she acknowledges comes her way by genetics. “My mom is very classy, sweet, soft-spoken and spiritual. And I’m that way because when I start something, I like to finish. My father does what he wants to do, believes what he wants to believe and sticks with it. When he makes his mind up to do some thing, he does it and doesn’t let anything get in his way. He was always determined and confident. I’m the same way.”

Laila is determined to embrace the spirituality of her mom and the strength of her dad while carrying out her own niche in the world. And she’s committed to proving to the world that women can have enduring success in the ring.





【名人小课堂】

莱拉·阿里（Laila Ali
 ，1977.12.30— ），美国籍，拳王穆罕默德·阿里的女儿。莱拉在其职业生涯中总共取得24场胜利，从未有过败局或平局，21次KO对手，3次判定获胜。她拥有三项世界冠军，于2007年从拳坛退役。现在莱拉是美国著名真人秀《星随舞动》的红人，还出版过励志书籍，拥有自己的美容化妆品牌。








穆罕默德·阿里和他23岁的女儿莱拉之间，有着很多的相似之处。她将这些相似之处都视作自己的巨大遗传财富。她是阿里九个儿女中唯一一个遗传了拳击基因的孩子。

其实，她父亲在拳坛上的传奇地位与莱拉决定投身拳击事业并无任何关系。她明白有数百万人都对她父亲每场比赛的细节了如指掌。她从未让自己沉湎于这些琐碎的往日荣耀之中。一直以来，她都很仰慕父亲的成就，但是对她来说，他既不是拳击手也不是传奇——只是一名父亲。

让她踏上拳坛的，是五年前她在电视银幕上的惊鸿一瞥，当时她正准备观看麦克·泰森的比赛。泰森开赛之前，她看到了两个女人在拳击场上的对决。

“我记得自己当时在想，‘啊，天哪，天哪。这两个女人要开打啦，’”她回忆道，“我当时手里捧着爆米花，正准备看麦克·泰森的比赛。我左顾右盼好像在说，‘怎么回事？女人打拳击？’我非常兴奋，迫不及待地想要看看，心想，‘我也可以去。’”

当时莱拉18岁，在洛杉矶老家开了一家美甲沙龙，但是那场比赛中的拳击手套、汗水和拳击镜头深深地印在了她的脑海中，这让她立即来了个180度大转弯，转入了另一个职业方向。她说，那个时候基因确实起了作用。父亲的世界对她产生了一种不可名状的吸引力。“我体内的某种东西一定要做这件事。一切都很自然。”




莱拉立即指出，她的父亲并不希望她选择拳击这个危险而且常常搞得鼻青脸肿的职业。而且她的丈夫兼经理人（曾经也是个拳击手）强尼·麦克莱恩也这样觉得。但是，母亲维罗尼卡·安德森却是一个务实之人，她鼓励莱拉去追求最能让自己感觉快乐的事业。即便她生命中的两个男人都很担心她，但是他们也都表示了百分百的支持。“他们只是不想我受伤。”她说。

在进入拳坛之前的很长一段时间里，莱拉就已经是一名斗士了。作为一名传奇人物的后代，她很自然就成了高中同学的活靶子，他们都想知道她到底有多强。结果，他们总会输掉比赛。从那以后，莱拉就再没输过任何一场拳击比赛。对于公众来说，她所承受的最大的一次考验，就是去年夏天在纽约州北部，与乔·弗雷泽的女儿杰奎·弗雷泽·莱德的对垒。乔·弗
 雷泽是她父亲在20世纪70年代时期最著名的对手。

那次比赛成了最强劲的一剂强心针，让女子拳击现今已为人们所接受。世界各地的媒体都纷纷递交申请书，想要获得采访资格。有的媒体打出标语：“第二代阿里——弗雷泽大赛”。从没有任何一场女子拳击赛赢得过如此多的关注。莱拉以微弱的优势在这场八个回合的中量级比赛中胜出。




莱拉有关拳击最大的烦恼之一便是，在她还没有获得过冠军头衔之前，就被记者一直称为“冠军”。“人们总喜欢称呼我为冠军，但是我还没有赢得过拳王腰带呢。我是自己所处级别上的最佳拳手。我想要赢得冠军腰带，还希望能够卫冕下去。”

不论她喜欢与否，她都得接受自己是女子拳击的脸面这一事实。她希望，不管是美名还是恶名，公众都能认真对待这个职业。


而且，她还希望公众能够认真对待自己。阿里这个姓已经并且会一直给她带来各方关注。但是，她希望能够凭借自己的力量，在对手的脸上和拳击历史上留下印记。“这就是我想要做的事情，这是我自己的事，”她说，“我希望女子拳击能够获得它应得的尊重。
 ”

但是，莱拉·阿里也承认自己是一个具有两面性的人。她的基因里同时存在着彬彬有礼和莽撞粗率这两种个性。“我母亲非常漂亮、温柔，说话轻言细语，精神高尚。我也是这样，因为我一旦开始做某事，就一定会坚持到底。我父亲总是爱做什么就做什么，相信自己所相信的事情，并且坚持不懈。当他下决心想要做某事的时候，他就会全心全意付诸行动，任何事情都无法阻挡他前进的脚步。他向来意志坚定，而且充满自信。我也是一样。”




莱拉决心要继承母亲的精神和父亲的坚强，并在世界上找到自己的一席之地。她承诺要向世界证明自己，证明女人也能在拳台上取得持久的成功。









【莱拉·阿里——】

The fight is won or lost far away from witness—behind the lines, in the gym and out there on the road long before I dance under those lights.

格斗胜败定于你看见之前——定于比赛开始之前，定于早在灯光汇聚之前的训练场上和在其之外的大街小巷。


























The Diana Decades　戴安娜：威尔士王妃









Twenty years ago, a tall young woman with a shy smile flubbed her lines before millions of people and became a superstar.

On July 29, 1981, Lady Diana Spencer married Prince Charles and became the Princess of Wales—and an international superstar.

On July 29, 1981, Lady Diana Spencer took “Philip Charles Arthur George”—she mangled the order of Prince Charles’ names during her vows—as her lawful wedded husband and entered a family hidebound by practices no outsider could fathom.

It turned out to be much more than she bargained for. It also turned out to be much more than they bargained for. But for the media, it was a golden bonanza.


The Media Maelstrom




“The media changed dramatically in that decade of the 1980s,” says Bob Houston, publisher of Royalty Monthly
 magazine. “Diana was the spearhead of the American invasion of Britain, the celebrity culture. The British media is changing. It is becoming much more celebrity-driven. And we had this No. 1 celebrity.”





Diana, with her photogenic good looks, her
 sympathetic gestures and an air of vulnerability, seemed much more relaxed than the other royals, and much more accessible. She instantly clicked with the public, who couldn’t get enough of her.


“From the time she entered public life, Diana
 conveyed her vulnerability with her eyes, her gestures, her speech, and her touch,” Sally Bedell Smith wrote in her book Diana in Search of Herself
 . “Alongside her beauty, this evident fragility made her a star.”

Newspaper editors found the public was eager to lap up articles about Diana, her clothes, her style, her public engagements, how she was raising her two young sons. The 80s, says Houston, were “the Decade of Diana”.


Fairy Princess and Everywoman




Then, in June 1992, the carefully constructed facade imploded with the publication of Andrew Morton’s Diana: Her True Story
 . The book—written with Diana’s cooperation—exposed the princess’s battles with bulimia and depression, and reviled Charles as an unfaithful husband.




The revelations of Charles’ relationship with a married woman, Camilla Parker Bowles, sent the Prince of Wales’ popularity plummeting. But the revelations of Diana’s problems did not decrease the public’s affection for her. It only increased their appetite to know more.

“Once the breadth and depth of her emotional struggle became known,” wrote Smith, “she struck an even deeper chord: She became the fairy-princess version of the troubled everywoman.”

The tabloid fodder kept coming: There was the royal separation, the two camps’ attempts to woo the public, the televised admissions by both Charles and Diana of adultery. After the divorce became final, in 1996, the media continued to follow Diana’s every move. And then, on Aug. 31, 1997, came the car crash in a Paris tunnel that claimed her life.

The massive outpouring of public grief made the Windsors sit up and take notice. “The amazing eruption of emotion over her death got through to them that their world has had to change,” says Houston.


Charles Gets the Message




The person who really got the message was Prince Charles, who witnessed not only the public reaction but the grief of his own sons, William and Harry.




“One of the great discussions, especially since Diana’s death, is, How does the House of Windsor modernize itself?” says Houston. “They certainly learned the lessons from the decade of Diana in terms of accessibility, shedding some of the more pompous aspects of formality.”

He says, “One of the greatest challenges the royal family faces is to overcome the apathy, however, the future looks bright for the royals. I think they’ve got a trump card in William.”





【名人小课堂】

戴安娜王妃（1961.7.1—1997.8.31），生于英国诺福克，1981年7月29日与威尔士亲王查尔斯结婚，生下威廉王子和哈里王子。1996年8月28日，两人解除婚约，戴安娜获准保留“威尔士王妃”的头衔。1997年8月31日因车祸死于法国巴黎，她因热衷慈善而受到百姓纪念。









20年前，一个带着羞涩笑容、身材高挑的少女，在数百万观看她婚礼的人群面前居然说错了话，闹了个笑话，但她却从此成为了一颗耀眼的巨星。

1981年7月29日，戴安娜·斯潘塞女士与查尔斯王子大婚，成为了威尔士王妃，也成为了一颗国际性巨星。





1981年7月29日，戴安娜·斯潘赛在婚礼宣誓时，竟把自己丈夫查尔斯王子的全名顺序搞错了，说成了“菲力浦·查尔斯·阿瑟·乔治”（译者注：查尔斯王子的全名顺序应该是“查尔斯·菲力浦·阿瑟·乔治”）。从此
 ，戴安娜走进了一个任何局外人都无法了解的、被各种清规戒律所桎梏的家庭。

事实上，戴安娜的婚姻远比她预想的要复杂，对于王室成员来说也是如此。但是，对于媒体而言，这桩王室婚姻却成了他们的致富之源。


媒体的旋涡




《皇室月刊》杂志的出版商鲍勃·休斯顿说：“媒体在20世纪80年代发生了巨大的变化。有关戴安娜的报道，成为了美国名人文化打进英国的第一炮。于是，英国媒体开始发生变化，变得越来越为名人效应所驱动。他们竟然自豪地发现‘我们拥有世界上的头号名人’。”

戴安娜拥有一副上镜的姣好容貌，她那能让人产生共鸣的手势和毫不设防的表情，让她看上去远比王室其他成员平易近人。因此，她很快赢得了公众的喜爱，人们自然也就想了解关于她的一切。

萨莉·比德尔·史密斯在《探寻自我的戴安娜》一书中写道：“进入公众生活以来，戴安娜的眼神、手势、演讲和格调，处处显示出她那温柔的性格。举世公认的美貌，加之这种柔弱的天性，让她成为一颗明星。”




报纸编辑们发现，读者们热衷于所有关于戴安娜的报道，无论是有关她的服装、她的风格、她的社交活动，还是她如何抚养她的两个孩子，公众对这些都饶有兴趣。休斯敦称，“整个80年代是戴安娜的时代”。


王妃与平民




然而，1992年6月，安德鲁·莫顿写作的《戴安娜：她真实的故事》一书的
 面世，撕破了十多年来精心构筑的假象。此书（在戴安娜本人的帮助下完成）揭开了戴安娜王妃如何与易饿症和精神抑郁症的斗争过程，同时斥责了查尔斯作为丈夫不忠的一面。

此书曝光了查尔斯和另一位已婚女人——卡米拉的暧昧关系，这使得这位威尔士王子的公众支持率急剧下降。但是，戴安娜婚姻危机的曝光并没有影响公众对这位王妃的喜爱程度。相反，人们想要了解更多的详情。

史密斯在书中写道：“当她心灵深处的情感斗争为大众所知后，她在公众中产生了巨大的共鸣，她不仅仅是个高高在上的公主，也是一个面临家庭问题的普通女人。”

小报始终进行着追踪报道：先是夫妇二人的分居，随后是双方竞相努力赢得公众的支持，接下来是戴安娜和查尔斯双双在电视上对婚外恋供认不讳。1996年两人正式离婚以后，媒体仍继续关注戴安娜的一举一动，直到1997年8月31日，戴安娜在巴黎隧道的那场车祸中丧命。




公众迸发了对戴妃的巨大哀悼，这引起了英国皇室的注意。休斯敦说：“公众的感情强烈迸发，让他们（皇室成员们）意识到，自己的世界也应该改变一下了。”


王子接受教训




事实上，真正从戴妃的死中得到教训的人是查尔斯王子，因为他不但目睹了公众对于戴妃去世的反应，而且还见到了儿子威廉和哈利王子对于母亲过世所表现出的巨大悲痛。

休斯顿说：“戴妃去世后，王室成员谈论的主要话题之一，就是皇室如何跟上时代的步伐。显然，王室成员们已经从‘戴安娜时代’中认识到，他们必须树立平易近人的形象，摆脱那些华而不实的仪式和礼节
 。”

休斯顿说：“现在，王室的最大问题就是要改变他们的冷漠形象。当然，皇室的前景是光明的，我认为他们手中的王牌就是威廉王子。”













【戴安娜——】




Nothing gives me more happiness than trying to help the most vulnerable people in society. It is a goal and an essential part of my life.

再无什么事情能比帮助广大劳苦人民让我更感快乐。这是我此生的目标，是我生命中必不可少的一部分。


































Chapter 4 那些卓尔不凡的身影













We will not degrade ourselves with hatred. Love will not be returned with hate.









我们不会让仇恨贬低自己，仇恨会阻碍爱的归来。






















Obama: Paid Off My Student Loans 8 Years Ago　奥巴马：8年前才还清助学贷款












President Barack Obama, courting young voters crucial to his reelection, told a rowdy college-age crowd at the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill on Tuesday that he knows first-hand about the burden of student loans because he only managed to pay his back a scant eight years ago.

“Michelle and I, we’ve been in your shoes,” Obama, who turns 51 in August, told a cheering, capacity crowd of 8,000 at Carmichael Arena.

“Check this out, all right. I’m the president of the United States. We only finished paying off our student loans off about eight years ago. That wasn’t that long ago. And that wasn’t easy—especially because when we had Malia and Sasha, we’re supposed to be saving up for their college educations, and we’re still paying off our college educations,” he said.




The president’s emphasis on his modest upbringing seemed designed to invite comparisons to presumptive Republican nominee Mitt Romney. The White House has denied specifically targeting the multi-millionaire financier with such attacks even as the Obama campaign has pointedly attacked Romney’s personal finances.

Obama’s stop in North Carolina was the first on a two-day, campaign-style swing through battleground states to reengage young voters who powered his historic 2008 campaign but seem less enthused about the 2012 election. His chief policy message was an appeal for Congress to pass legislation to stop interest rates on a popular student loan from doubling July 1 from 3.4 percent to 6.8 percent.

“We didn’t come from wealthy families. When we graduated from college and law school we had a mountain of debt. When we married, we got poor together. We added up our assets and there were no assets. And we added up our liabilities and there were lot of liabilities—basically in the form of student loans,” Obama said of himself and Michelle Obama.

The president said he and his wife paid more on their student loans than they did on the mortgage on their condo during their first eight years of marriage.





The Republican National Committee and the
 Romney campaign had struck preemptively at Obama’s message even before he had left the Beltway, holding conference calls to underscore young workers’ struggles in the three years since he took office.

“He forgot to mention that he failed to address student loans the past three and a half years and skipped a vote in the Senate on the very same issue. In his speech he said, ‘it requires not just words but deeds.’ We tend to agree,” RNC spokeswoman Kristen Kukowski said after the president’s speech.





【名人小课堂】

奥巴马，全名贝拉克·侯赛因·奥巴马二世，美国民主党人，第44任美国总统，美国第一位非裔总统。2007年2月10日，宣布参加2008年美国总统选举，并于11月4日正式当选。2009年10月9日，获得诺贝尔和平奖。





















美国总统贝拉克·奥巴马，于星期二造访北卡罗来纳大学教堂山分校，让年轻的选民们知道他们之于自己大选的重要性。奥巴马坦言，自己也承受过助学贷款的负担，因为他在8年前才还清助学贷款。




“米歇尔和我也承受过你们正在承受的压力。” 今年8月就将迎来51岁生日的奥巴马，在可容纳8,000人的卡米高竞技场，向大家坦言道。

“也许你们不太相信。虽然我现在是美国总统，但我们在8年前才还清助学贷款，这才刚过不久。偿还贷款并不容易，尤其是当我们有了女儿玛丽亚和萨沙以后，我们本应为她们存下大学学费，但却仍在偿还自己的大学贷款。”他说。

总统着重强调了他的平民出身，似乎有意与共和党的总统候选人米特·罗姆尼划清界限。白宫已经明确否定这些言论是针对这位身价亿万的金融大亨，不过罗姆尼的个人财务状况，的确是奥巴马竞选团队的攻击目标。

在这为期两天的竞选活动中，首战就是北卡罗来纳大学。奥巴马意在重新留住年轻选民。这批年轻的选民曾在极具历史意义的2008年总统大选中发挥了重要作用，但他们对2012年大选的热情似乎减弱了很多。他的主要政策就是呼吁国会，以立法的方式阻止从7月1日起把助学贷款的利率从3.4%提高到6.8%的决定。

“我们的家庭并不富裕。当我们从大学及法学院毕业的时候，已经债台高筑。结婚之后，我们变成了穷人。我们估算了下资产，发现所剩无几；但当我们清算债务的时候，发现基本上都是助学贷款。”奥巴马谈起了他和夫人米歇尔的艰难经历。




总统还说，在他们结婚之后的8年里，相比支付按揭贷款的费用，他们的钱更多是用来偿还助学贷款。

不过，早在奥巴马离开华盛顿之前，共和党全国委员会和米特·罗姆尼竞选团队，就已经先发制人地抨击了奥巴马的言论，强调在奥巴马就职以来的三年多里，青年工人过得十分艰难。

“他忘了告诉你，在过去的三年半中，他未能解决助学贷款问题，而且还放弃了一个针对助学贷款议题的投票表决。他在演讲中说，‘这不只只是说说而已，更要有行动。’我们同意这一点。”共和党全国委员会女发言人，克莉丝汀·库考斯基，在总统发表演讲后说道。









【奥巴马——】

We are the change we are seeking. We are the ones we have been waiting for.

我们就是自己正寻求的改变。我们就是自己正等待的人。


















George W.Bush: the First President With an MBA


 　小布什：第一位取得MBA 学位的总统












Twenty-six of 42 presidents, including Bill Clinton, were lawyers. Seven were generals. George W. Bush becomes the first with an MBA.

Those who have had Bush for a boss since the mid-1980s—in the businesses of oil, baseball and Texas state government—describe his management style as straight from the pages of the organizational-behavior textbooks he studied while getting his masters of business
 administration degree at Harvard University in 1975.

He manages by what is known as “walking around”, having learned that sitting behind a desk and passing out memos does little to energize anyone.

He has a reputation for fueling “creative tension” among his subordinates, encouraging them to take and defend opposing positions. That sacrifices harmony, but puts ideas to the test and lets Bush stay above the fray, where he can offer guidance instead of barking orders. Imagine the creative tension that may erupt from the likes of Secretary of State-designate Colin Powell and Defense Secretary-designate Donald Rumsfeld.




Above all, former employees say that he is a master at delegating and installing measures of accountability—ways of knowing whether subordinates are getting the job done without looking over any shoulders. That frees Bush for strategic thinking—perhaps the two words hammered into MBA students most—which means thinking ahead to seize opportunities and to derail threats to the best of plans.

“George was my boss,” says Tom Schieffer, who served as president of the Texas Rangers under Bush between 1991 and 1995. “But he never made me feel that way. He went out of his way to treat me as a partner, not a subordinate.”

That’s one trait that might be of concern, says Michael Useem, director of the Wharton Center for Leadership and Change at the University of Pennsylvania. It’s important for subordinates to feel part of the team, but not just because the boss craves popularity. Just as in the military, it must be understood who is in charge when the final order is given.




Bush’s critics say his success has more to do with his family name than his business expertise, that his oil company was bailed out by a timely acquisition and that he leveraged his influence to get a new baseball stadium compliments of taxpayers.


His defenders say his leadership skill is real. “I’ve been in business with a lot of Harvard MBAs,” says Texas billionaire Richard Rainwater, a key
 investor among the 70 who put up $86 million in the 1989 acquisition of the Texas Rangers baseball team, “George has a better human touch. He can read balance sheets as well as body language,” says Rainwater in his first interview about Bush since the governor launched his campaign for president. One of the 70 was Bush, who borrowed $600,000 for a stake that he sold nine years later for $14.9 million.


MBA-speak from the bully pulpit




Bush calls his MBA a training exercise in capitalism that gave him the confidence to walk into a room of financiers. To the world, it could mean at least four years of MBA-speak from the bully pulpit.

“I’m not afraid to surround myself with strong and competent people,” he said when announcing three Cabinet nominees. “I hope the American people realize that a good executive is one that understands how to recruit people and how to delegate, how to line authority and responsibility, how to hold people accountable for results.”




Former employees often mention Bush’s sense of humor. “My mother taught me not to be a know-it-all. I didn’t let her down,” Bush likes to quip.

And those who know him say he has an uncanny memory for names, for everyone from power brokers to the janitors at the Texas state capitol.


Firing the manager




“(Bush) is demanding, but super to work for,” says Robert McCleskey, a certified public accountant in Midland who did Bush’s tax work during his days in the oil business. “Someone who doesn’t tend to business, doesn’t work out.”


Some get fired




When Bush was a Texas Rangers partner, he fired manager Bobby Valentine, who then landed a job with a baseball team in Japan.


But Valentine, who worked his way back to
 managing last year’s National League champion New York Mets, has no resentment in his voice when he talks about his 1992 dismissal.




He says Bush was a good boss who handled the firing as well as he could. Bush got straight to the point, then quickly shifted the focus on the well-being of Valentine’s family. Indeed, Valentine’s description of the meeting has the makings of a campaign slogan.

“He was compassionate, yet firm,” Valentine says.

While with the Rangers, Bush used the stadium to jog and lift weights hours before a game. After using Valentine’s shower, he would get “dressed and put his feet up on my desk and talk about a trade or that night’s pitcher,” Valentine says. Sometimes he would offer “out-of-the-box” ideas, such as a 10-player trade.

Once the game started, Valentine was the boss on the field. Bush’s seats were so close to where the manager spent most of his time outside of the dugout that “I could slap him on the knee,” Valentine said. “But he never said so much as ‘Time for a hit-and-run,’ or ‘Aren’t you going to take the pitcher out?’”

Bush always sat in the stands, says former Rangers general manager Tom Grieve, even when a team slump meant heckles from the crowd.

“George was always right there taking heat from everybody. He was not there to reap the accolades, but to answer questions and promote the team.”





A business administration




With about 100,000 MBAs minted yearly, an MBA president was probably inevitable. But no president, administration and Cabinet has been as marinated in capitalism, especially the oil business.

Bush, who has an undergraduate degree in history from Yale, will have a team that is not free of lawyers. But it will be made up of lawyers who have represented such corporate clients as Dole Foods. Even Alberto Gonzales, the White House counsel, specialized in business law out of Harvard Law School. He was headed for a career in mergers and acquisitions before being appointed by Bush to the Texas Supreme Court, where he was regarded as a pro-business jurist.

Bush probably has an advantage not being a lawyer, Schieffer says. “I’m a lawyer. A lot of times lawyers have difficulty in executive positions. They’re too immersed in detail—they’ve been trained that way—and they become micro-managers.”

Schieffer was in charge of most hiring and firing of Rangers office staff, but not when it came time to fire Valentine. “George was the one to deliver the message,” Schieffer says. “It wasn’t something he told me to do. I had a great deal of respect for him doing that.”




Bush also reportedly persuaded John Sununu to resign as White House chief of staff in 1991 while working for his father, the first President Bush, and he wasted little time in allowing Linda Chavez to withdraw her nomination as Labor secretary after questions were raised about an illegal immigrant who had lived in her house.


Knowing when to get out of the way




Useem believes having an MBA president will be good for the country and hopes that it will encourage more top MBA graduates to resist the riches of Wall Street and Corporate America to go into public service.

“The value of an MBA is that for two years, you spend a lot of time thinking about how to run an enterprise,” Useem says. “Most superintendents of schools and high-ranking public officials have never had two full years to think about that.”

Useem says large corporations and organizations—and Bush will be running the granddaddy of them all—are too complex for one person. He says Bush would be wise to follow the lead of CEOs John Chambers of Cisco Systems and Lou Gerstner of IBM, who are known for being hands-off. They set measures of accountability, then get out of the way.





Academic research shows that corporate success is more likely to come from 10 talented officers with a weaker CEO than from a genius CEO with weak lieutenants, Useem says. Bush’s success, therefore, probably rides less on Bush than on the crucial 10 members of his Cabinet and staff, he says.


But pressure-packed decisions will ultimately fall on Bush, and it’s impossible to know how he will handle them. His toughest business days were during the 1980s, when wildcat drilling produced about nine dry holes for every good well.

Oil prices were depressed. Bush often had to tell investors that his company had lost them a small fortune and worry about how to pay his small staff.

“We were under a lot of stress, trying to make sure the company survived,” says Michael Conaway, a certified public accountant in Midland, Texas, who was Bush’s chief financial officer for five years. But he says it never showed on Bush.

Running a small oil company has little in common with running the world’s only superpower. But former Bush employees say they doubt he will change much.

“He’s not one who broods over decisions,” Schieffer says. “He gets information, makes a decision and goes on
 .”








【名人小课堂】

小布什，全名乔治·沃克·布什，美国第43任总统。就职于2001年1月20日，并于2004年获得连任。与父亲同名，且父亲也曾是美国总统，故被称为小布什以示区别。2005年，在美国在线的《最伟大的美国人》选举活动中位居第六。











包括比尔·克林顿在内的42位美国总统中，有26位曾是律师，7位曾是将军，而乔治·W·布什，则是第一位取得MBA学位的总统。

1975年，布什取得了哈佛大学工商管理学硕士学位。自20世纪80年代中期以来，他曾做过石油、棒球生意，也在德克萨斯州政府任过职。对于他的管理风格，他的老部下们认为，完全就像是从他当年攻读的MBA课本里的组织行为照搬过来的。

听说坐在桌子前面、分发工作备忘的老法子难以调动员工的积极性，所以，他决定采用一种称之为“四处走动”的方法来进行管理。

布什很善于在他的下属中制造“创造性张力”，也就是让他们互换位置，相互攻辩。这种做法虽然有损和气，但可以让双方的想法在碰撞中得到检验，布什也可以静观其变，从旁给予指导，也就避免了下达命令时与下属发生争执。你可以想象一下，在国务卿科林·鲍威尔和国防部长唐纳德·拉姆斯菲尔德——这类人之间爆发出来的创造性张力！




在老部下的眼中，布什还很擅长制定实施问责措施，就是确定下属能否独立完成任务的一种方法。通过这样做，布什打开了他的战略性思维。战略性思维，或许是MBA们印象最为深刻的一个词，它的意思就是高瞻远瞩，抓住机会，将威胁扼杀在摇篮里。

汤姆·希弗，1991年至1995年曾在布什手下担任德克萨斯州骑警队队长一职，他说：“乔治以前是我的上司，但是他从来没有上司的架子。他把我当成是他的合作伙伴，而不是下属。”

宾西法尼亚大学沃顿商学院的领导和变革研究中心主任迈克尔·尤西姆认为，那是一个很值得关注的特质，因为，让下属们产生集体归属感是很重要的。不过，如果只是因为上司想赢得声望而这样做，那就另当别论了。就像在军队中下达最终命令时，大家都必须清楚，谁才是最高指挥官。

布什的批评者认为，他的成功更多是来自于他的家庭声望，而不是个人商业能力。比如，他的石油公司是通过一次及时收购才摆脱了困境，再比如说，他那个新的棒球场也是通过纳税人的支持才得来的。

布什的辩护者认为，他的领导才能是货真价实的。德克萨斯州的亿万富翁理查德· 雷恩沃特，在布什州长发起他的总统竞选之后，第一次接受有关布什的采访时说：“我与很多的哈佛MBA一起做过生意，乔治是他们当中最有人情味的一个；他既能读懂资产负债表，也能读懂肢体语言。”雷恩沃特是1989年收购德州骑警棒球队的70人中的关键人物，他在那次收购中投资了8600万美金。那70人当中就有布什，他当时借了60万美金，买进了一部分股份，9年后，再以1490万美金的价格售出。





来自“天字一号讲坛”（即白宫）的“MBA演讲”
 

布什将自己的MBA看作是在资本主市场上的一次历练，这次历练也给了他管理财政的信心。对于世界人民来说，这也就意味着，我们将听到至少长达4年的来自“天字一号讲坛”的“MBA演讲”。

在宣布三位内阁大臣提名者时，布什说：“我并不惧怕与强者为伍。我希望美国人民能够明白，一个好的领导者，是一个懂得如何招募人才，如何制定和分派权利及职责，如何实施个人问责制的人。”

老部下们还会经常提到布什的幽默感。布什喜欢自嘲地说：“我妈妈曾经告诉我，不要做一个全知全能的人，我的确没让她失望。”

认识他的人还透露，他对人名有着惊人的记忆力。上至政治掮客，下至德州政府大楼门卫，每一个人的名字他都记得清清楚楚。





解雇经理




曾负责布什石油生意税务工作的密德兰注册会计师罗伯特·麦克莱斯基说：“（布什）要求很高，但是做得很少。那些没有尽心尽力付出的人，肯定也不会有多大的收获。”


解雇某人




布什在担任德州骑警队股东期间，解雇了总经理鲍比·瓦伦泰。之后，瓦伦泰在日本组建了一只棒球队。

后来，瓦伦泰又重新接管了去年的全国联赛冠军纽约大都会队。在谈及1992年的解雇事件时，他的言语中并没有流露出丝毫对布什的怨恨。

他说，布什是一个很好的老板，在那次解雇事件中已经做得仁至义尽了。刚开始，布什开门见山地向他说明解雇一事，然后迅速地将话题转移到他的家庭幸福上。不可否认的是，瓦伦泰对那次会面的描述带着一丝为竞选宣传的意味。

瓦伦泰说：“他很善良，但也很坚定。”

在骑警队的时候，但凡比赛前夕，布什都会在棒球场里进行慢跑和举重训练。在瓦伦泰那里洗完澡后，他会穿好衣服，双脚翘到桌子上，然后谈论一些生意或当晚的棒球投手之类的事。有时他还会迸出些奇思怪想，比如“一桩10个选手参与的生意”。




比赛一旦开始，瓦伦泰就是场上的老大。布什的座位与瓦伦泰的座位挨得非常近。这位把大部分时间都花在休息区的经理瓦伦泰说：“我会去拍他的膝盖逗他玩，但是他从来都不会回一句譬如‘追击游戏开始’或是‘你不要引开投手吗？’之类的话。”

骑警队前任总经理汤姆· 格里夫说，布什一直坐在看台上，即便观众中有人恶意中伤球队，他也不会走开。

“乔治永远都会在那儿感受其他人的热情，不过，他去那儿不是为了享受赞美，而是去那儿答疑解惑、推广球队。”


一个生意管理者




每年大约有10万个MBA毕业，所以也不难出现一个MBA总统。但是，没有一个总统、行政人员和内阁成员，对资本主义市场的认识有这么深，尤其是石油行业。

布什的本科虽然是在耶鲁大学念的，但他的专业是历史，所以他的团队不能缺少律师。不过，这些律师都是乐食品一类企业的客户代表，甚至是像白宫顾问阿尔韦托·冈萨雷斯那样的人。冈萨雷斯是哈佛大学法学院的高材生，专门研究商业法。他之前从事的是企业并购行业，后被布什指派到德州最高法院工作，成为了一名亲商法学家。

不做律师对布什或许是有利的。希弗说：“作为一名律师，我知道，很多时候，我们很难胜任管理职位。因为我们太注重细节了，我们当初就是这样被训练出来，所以，我们变成了微观管理者。”




之前，骑警队办公人员的招聘和解雇工作，都是由希弗经手的，除了瓦伦泰。希弗说：“乔治没有让我去做，而是自己去跟他说的，为此，我非常敬佩他。”

据报道，1991年，在父亲老布什总统手下工作时，布什还曾劝说约翰·苏努努辞去白宫参谋长一职。当琳达·查维兹因留宿非法移民而受到弹劾时，布什也立马同意其放弃劳工部长提名。


知道何时退出




尤西姆认为，拥有一位MBA总统是国家之福，同时，他也希望这能鼓励更多优秀的MBA毕业生，去抵制华尔街和美国公司的富人们参与到公共服务中去。

尤西姆说：“MBA的价值就在于，你花了整整两年的时间去思考怎么样管好一家企业，而大多数学校领导和高层官员都从未用过整整两年的时间去思考这个问题。”

尤西姆说，那些大型公司和组织（或许在布什眼中只是小儿科）对某一个人来说，实在是太复杂了。但他相信，布什肯定能很好地尊崇思科系统的CEO约翰·钱伯斯和IBM的CEO郭士纳的指导。这两位CEO以“不干涉”而闻名，他们创立了问责制，然后退居二线。




尤西姆说，有学术研究表明，一个公司拥有10个得力干将和一个稍弱的CEO，要比拥有一个天才CEO和10个不得力的助手更容易取得成功。因此，布什的成功可能更应该归功于他那10位重量级的内阁大臣和其他成员，而不是他自身。


但是，关键性的决定最终还是由布什来做，我们也不可能知道他会怎样处理。他在生意上最艰难的时日是在20世纪80年代，当时他钻井的成功率是1/9
 。

不料油价大跌，布什不得不常常告诉投资者，公司亏损了他们一小笔钱，同时他又焦虑如何支付员工工资。

现居于德州密德兰，曾在布什手下做了5年财务总监的注册会计师迈克尔·科纳韦说：“我们当时承受着非常大的压力，并且一直在努力救活公司，但是在布什的脸上，你绝对看不到焦虑两个字。”

经营一家小小的石油公司与经营世界上唯一的超级大国有很大的不同，但老布什的幕僚们相信，他一定会大有作为。

希弗说：“他不是一个优柔寡断的人。通常，他都是收集信息，做出决定，然后继续工作。”
















【小布什——】

There ought to be limits to freedom.

自由须有限制。


























For Blooming in Wards: Nightingale


 　南丁格尔：只为病房鲜花开









In May 1857 a Commission to study the whole question of the army medical service began to sit. The price was high. Florence Nightingale was doing this grueling work because it was vital, not because she had chosen it. She had changed. Now she was more brilliant in argument than ever, more efficient, more knowledgeable, more persistent and penetrating in her reasoning, scrupulously just, mathematically accurate—but she was pushing herself to the very limits of her capacity at the expense of all joy.


That summer of 1857 was a nightmare for Florence
 —not only was she working day and night to instruct the politicians sitting on the Commission, she was writing her own confidential report about her experiences. All this while Parthe and Mama lay about on sofas, telling each other not to get exhausted arranging flowers.

It took Florence only six months to complete her own one-thousand-page Confidential Report, Notes on Matters Affecting the Health, Efficiency and Hospital Administration of the British Army
 . It was an incredibly clear, deeply-considered volume. Every single thing she had learned from Crimea was there—every statement she made was backed by hard evidence.




Florence Nightingale was basically arguing for prevention rather than cure. It was a new idea then and many politicians and army medical men felt it was revolutionary and positively cranky. They grimly opposed Florence and her allies.

She was forced to prove that the soldiers were dying because of their basic living conditions. She had inspected dozens of hospitals and barracks and now exposed them as damp, filthy and unventilated, with dirty drains and infected water supplies. She showed that the soldiers’ diet was poor. She collected statistics which proved that the death rate for young soldiers in peace time was double that of the normal population.

She showed that, though the army took only the fittest young men, every year 1,500 were killed by neglect, poor food and disease. She declared “Our soldiers enlist to death in the barracks”, and this became the battle cry of her supporters.




The public, too, was on her side. The more the anti-reformers dragged their feet, the greater the reform pressure became.

Florence did not win an outright victory against her opponents, but many changes came through. Soon some barracks were rebuilt and within three years the death rate would halve.

The intense work on the Commission was now over, but Florence was to continue studying, planning and pressing for army medical reform for the next thirty years.

People now began to demand that she apply her knowledge to civilian hospitals, which she found to be “just as bad or worse” than military hospitals. In 1859 she published a book called Notes on Hospitals
 . It showed the world why people feared to be taken into hospitals and how matters could be remedied.

Florence set forth the then revolutionary theory that simply by improving the construction and physical maintenance, hospital deaths could be greatly reduced. More windows, better ventilation, improved drainage, less cramped conditions, and regular scrubbing of the floors, walls and bed frames were basic measures that every hospital could take.





Florence soon became an expert on the building of hospitals and all over the world hospitals were
 established according to her specifications. She wrote hundreds and hundreds of letters from her sofa in London inquiring about sinks and saucepans, locks and laundry rooms. No detail was too small for her considered attention. She worked out ideas for the most efficient way to distribute clean linen, the best method of keeping food hot, the correct number of inches between beds. She intended to change the administration of hospitals from top to toe. Lives depended upon detail.

Florence Nightingale succeeded. All over the world Nightingale-style hospitals would be built. And Florence would continue to advise on hospital plans for over forty years. Today’s hospitals with their flowers and bright, clean and cheerful wards are a direct result of her work.





【名人小课堂】


弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔（
 Florence Nightingale
 ，1820.5.12—1910.8.13），生于意大利，英国护士和统计学家，被称为“克里米亚的天使”和“提灯女神”。精通自然科学、历史、哲学，擅长音乐和绘画，深谙数学，精通英、法、德、意四门语言。1912年，国际护士会倡议将5月12日改为“国际护士节”，以缅怀和纪念这位伟大的女性
 。












1857年5月，一个研究军队医务全项问题的委员会成立了。为此付出的代价是巨大的。这项辛劳的工作交给了弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔，并不是因为她主动请缨，而是这项任务至关重要。南丁格尔已然发生了变化，变得比以往更能言善辩，更注重实效，更有见地，在理论上也更加坚定和深刻。她作风严谨，精益求精——这所有的一切，都是她牺牲了自己的一切娱乐换来的。

1857年的夏天对弗洛伦斯来说是一场梦魇——她不仅要夜以继日地说服参与委员会工作的政客们，还要就她的个人经历撰写述职报告。而与此同时，帕尔丝和母亲却靠在沙发上，相互提醒着插花不要插得太累。

弗洛伦斯只用了六个月的时间，就独自完成了长达一千页的《关于英国军队保健、效率和医院管理事项的纪要》的机密报告。其阐述之清晰，考虑之深入，令人难以置信。她从克里米亚学到的一点一滴都跃然纸上——每项陈述都论据充分。

弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔的基本主张是防患于未然。这在当时是标新立异的，许多政客和军医都觉得这过于出格，同时又十分怪异。他们对弗洛伦斯和她的支持者们，抱以坚定的反对态度。




她不得不尽力去证实，士兵们的基本生活条件是造成他们死亡的原因。她调查了几十家医院和兵营，发现这些地方潮湿、污秽，而且通风不畅，排水管污浊，供水系统也受到了污染。她指出病号的膳食质量欠佳。她根据收集的统计数据证明，在和平时期，年轻士兵的死亡率是普通人的两倍。

她证实了，尽管军队只招募最健康的年轻人，但每年仍有1500人死于疏忽大意、缺乏营养的食物和疾病。她大声疾呼，“我们的士兵在军营里接受死亡的招募”，这成为她的支持者们的斗争呼声。

公众们也站在了她这一边。反对改革的保守派越是拖后腿，改革的压力就越大。

尽管弗洛伦斯没有取得对反对派的彻底胜利，但确已出现了许多变化。有些兵营受到了改建，三年内的死亡率比预计值降低一半。

至此，委员会的紧张工作告一段落，但弗洛伦斯仍要继续研究，计划及督促今后三十年的军队医疗改革。

人们现在开始希望她能将自己的学识用在民用医院方面。在她看来，这些医院的情况和军队医院“一样糟，甚至更糟”。1859年，她出版了一本名为《医院纪要》的书。该书向全世界揭示了人们害怕去医院的原因，以及如何改善这一问题的方法。

弗洛伦斯提出了在当时颇具革命性的理论，即只要改进并能维护医院设施，医院的死亡率就会大幅降低。增开窗户，加大通风，改善排污，减少拥挤，定期刷洗地面、墙壁和床架，这些都是所有医院应采取的基本措施。




弗洛伦斯不久就成了医院设施方面的专家，全世界的医院都以她制定的细则进行设计。她坐在伦敦家里的沙发上，写了成百上千封的信件，以咨询有关洗涤槽和平底锅、门锁和洗衣房的情况。对她来说，事无巨细，每件事都要予以细致入微的关注。她想出了很多办法，以能够最有效地发放干净的被褥，使食物保温的最好办法，以及床与床之间的最佳摆放尺寸。她要彻底改变医院的管理制度。细节维系生命。

弗洛伦斯·南丁格尔成功了。全世界都要建立南丁格尔式的医院。同时，弗洛伦斯将在今后的四十多年里继续为医院的规划出谋划策。如今的医院鲜花盛开，窗明几净，干净整洁，而且充满欢乐，所有这一切都应归功于她的工作。









【南丁格尔——】

I will abstain from whatever is deleterious and mischievous, and will not take or knowingly administer any harmful drug.

我将勿为有损无益之事，勿取服或故用有害之药。






















20th Century’s Greatest Minds: Albert Einstein　爱因斯坦：20世纪最伟大的智者












The scientific touchstones of the modern age—the Bomb, space travel, electronics, Quantum physics—all bear his imprint.

Einstein had conjured the whole business, it seemed. He did not invent the “thought experiment”, but he raised it to high art. Imagine twins, wearing identical watches; one stays home, while the other rides in a spaceship near the speed of light…little wonder that from 1919, Einstein was—and remains today—the world’s most famous scientist.


In his native Germany he became a target for hatred. As a Jew, a liberal, a humanist, an internationalist, he attracted the enmity of rationalist and anti-semites. His was now a powerful voice, widely heard, always attended to, especially after he moved to the U.S.




Meanwhile, like any demigod, he made bits of legend: that he failed math in school (not true). That he opened a book and found an uncashed $1,500 check he had left as a bookmark (maybe—he was absent-minded about everyday affairs).That he was careless about socks, collars, slippers…that he couldn’t even remember his address: 112 Mercer Street in Princeton, where he finally settled.




He died there in 1955 and after the rest of Einstein had been cremated, his brain remained, soaking for decades in a jar of formaldehyde belonging to Dr. Thomas Harvey. No one had bothered to dissect the brain of Freud, Stravinsky or Joyce, but in the 1980s, bits of Einsteinian gray matter were making the rounds of certain neurobiologists, who thus learned…absolutely nothing. It was just a brain—the brain that dreamed a plastic fourth dimension that banished the ether, that released the pins binding us to absolute space and time, that refused to believe God played dice.

In embracing Einstein, our century took leave of a prior universe and an erstwhile God. The new versions were not so rigid and deterministic as the Newtonian world. Einstein’s God was no clockmaker, but the embodiment of reason in nature. This God did not control our actions or even sit in judgment on them. (“Einstein, stop telling God what to do,” Niels Bohr finally retorted.) This God seemed rather kindly and absent-minded, as a matter of fact. Physics was free, and we too are free, in the Einstein universe which is where we live.





Einstein’s Theory of Relativity





Special Relativity




Relativity says that light always moves in a straight line through empty space, and always at the same speed in a vacuum, no matter what your observation point. From these simple claims follow bizarre consequence that challenge common sense and our perception of reality.


General Relativity




In general relativity, time is considered a dimension like height, width and depth, creating a four dimensional universe called space-time. Einstein argued that gravity is really a warping of space-time, with the greatest distortions near the most massive objects. Because light travels in a straight line through the contours of space-time, a light beam will curve where space-time curves, this curving was first measured in 1919.





【名人小课堂】




阿尔伯特·爱因斯坦（Albert Einstein
 ，1879.3.14—1955.4.18），犹太人，20世纪理论物理学家、思想家、哲学家，相对论的创立者。爱因斯坦创立了相对论宇宙学，引进了宇宙学原理、弯曲空间等新概念，大大推动了现代天文学的发展。





原子弹、太空旅行、电子学、量子物理这些现代的科学成就，都有赖于他的贡献。

爱因斯坦好像改变了所有的事情。他没发明什么“思维实验”，但他将其提升到新的高度：试想，一对双胞胎，带着相同的手表。一个呆在家里，与此同时，另一个在飞船中以近光速运动……毫无疑问，从1919年至今，爱因斯坦一直都是世界上最富盛名的科学家。

在他的出生地德国，他成了被仇恨的对象。作为一个犹太人、一个自由主义者、一个人道主义者、一个国际主义者，他招致了民族主义者和反犹太者的敌意。他的声音在当时极具影响力，广泛传播且备受重视，在他到了美国之后尤为如此。

同时，像每个名人一样，他也制造了一些传闻：在学校中数学不及格（八成不是真的）；他翻开书却发现一张没兑现的1,500美金的支票被当成书签扔在里面（或许他对日常事务心不在焉）；他不在意自己的袜子、领口和拖鞋……甚至想不起自己的住址——普林斯顿莫色尔大街112号，这是他最后的定居地址。




1955年，他在那里辞世。当他身体的其余部分被火化后，他的大脑被保存起来，在一瓶甲醛中浸了几十年，现属于托马斯博士。没人费心去解剖弗洛伊德、斯特拉文斯基或乔伊斯的大脑。但在80年代，一些神经生物学家为了搞清爱因斯坦的一些大脑灰质大费周折，但始终一无所获。那只不过是一个大脑，它想象出了一个可伸缩的第四维度，它推翻了以太学说，它使我们从绝对时空的束缚中解脱出来，它拒绝相信上帝在抛骰子。

因为信奉爱因斯坦的理论，我们的世纪告别了过去的宇宙学说和上帝。新的宇宙和上帝，不再像牛顿的世界那样刻板、僵硬
 。爱因斯坦的上帝不是钟表匠，而是自然定律的化身。这个上帝不控制我们的行动，更不对其加以判决。（“爱因斯坦，别再管上帝该干什么。”玻尔最终反驳道）这个上帝实际上似乎有些和善，有些心不在焉。在爱因斯坦的这个宇宙中，在我们生息繁衍的这个宇宙中，物理学没有了束缚，我们也没有了束缚。


爱因斯坦的相对论


































Always be a first-rate version of yourself,



instead of a second-rate version of somebody else.



永远只做一流的自己，而不是二流的他人复制品。



























紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目





我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译




6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译





美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译



8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译



9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译











假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。





策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007















[1]
 此书原名为《Showing Up For Life》，意为“登上生命的舞台”，中译本名为《每个孩子都是盖茨》。
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致十年后的自己
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Finding My Wings 展开梦想的翅膀
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A Letter to Myself in 10 Years 致十年后的自己的一封信（三）
















































我们的生活在于行动，而不是时间；在于思想，而不是呼吸；在于感觉，而不是表盘上的数字。我们应该按心灵的悸动来计算时间。谁思考最多，情操最高尚，做得最好，谁的生活就最有意义。
 
















































































We live in deeds, not years; in thoughts, not breaths; in feelings, not in figures on a dial. We should count time by heart-throbs. He most lives who thinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best.

























Chapter 1 在追忆中成长













The best and most beautiful things in the world cannot be seen nor even touched, but just felt in the heart.


—Helen Keller










世界上最好和最美丽的事物，用眼睛看不见，用手摸不到，只能用心去体会。


——海伦·凯勒















A Time for Memories　松树下的生命轮回

Sharon Wright









One balmy
 ①
 summer afternoon, I sat on an old blanket under a pine tree chatting with my mother. For years, we had been coming to this park for family picnics and gatherings, and my mother and I often sat in this same spot.

In recent years, we usually just talked about life, but sometimes we recalled events from my childhood. Like the time I was thirteen and had my first date, when Mother brought me to this spot under the tree and told me about the facts of life. Or the time a few years later, when my hair turned out pink for my senior prom and she’d held me while I cried. But the most special event that occurred next to this tree was when I told Mother I was getting married. Tears filled her eyes and this time I held her while she cried. She told me she was sad to lose her little girl but happy to see that I had turned into a beautiful young woman.

Over the years, we’d watched the pine trees in this park grow tall and straight until their needles seemed to touch the clouds. Each year of their growth seemed to match our increasingly close relationship and the deepening love we had for each other.




On this particular sunny afternoon, Mother and I sat quietly breathing in the scent of freshly mown grass. She was unusually solemn and took me by surprise when she asked me, “Who will you bring here after I’m gone?”

I gave her one of my arched-eyebrow inquiries, then smiled. After a few moments, when she didn’t return my smile, I began to wonder what made her ask such a disturbing
 ②
 question. Mother picked up a blade of grass and began to shred it with her fingernail. I’d become well acquainted with my mother’s habits, and this particular one indicated she had something serious on her mind.

For several minutes, we sat in silence gathering our thoughts. A couple of blue jays squawked
 ③
 nearby and an airplane flew overhead, but they didn’t ease the awkward moment between us. Finally, I reached over and took my mother’s hand in mine. “There’s nothing you can’t tell me, Mother,” I said. “We will handle this together, like we always have.”

She looked into my face, and her eyes filled with tears that spilt down her cheeks that were alarmingly
 ④
 pale. Even before she said it, I knew what was coming. Mother was dying.




I held her tightly while she told me that her heart condition was worsening and couldn’t be repaired. I think I had known for quite a while but had not been willing to admit it to myself. She’d had several heart attacks and, a few years ago, even open-heart surgery. What I didn’t know, and what she had kept from me, was that her condition wasn’t improving. We talked about her options, which were few; we cried, held each other and wished for more time together.


That was many years ago now. Mother died soon after that day, before my sons had a chance to know her. I still come to the park, but now I bring my boys. I still sit under that same sturdy pine tree on an old blanket and talk to my sons of family picnics, gatherings and the grandmother they never knew. Just as my mother did with me, I tell my children about their youthful antics and praise them for their accomplishments as young adults. We come to this special place to create our own memories that I know would make my mother smile with pride
 .

Not long ago my oldest son wanted to come to the park and talk, so we came and sat under our tree. He hemmed and hawed for a few minutes, then he finally told me he was getting married. I cried tears of joy as my son hugged me—his hug a rare and special treat. I told him how proud I was of the man he had become.




As I sat there that cool April afternoon soaking up the sun and the smell of freshly mown grass, I felt I had come full circle under this giant pine tree. Holding my son in my arms, I was happy for him, just the way I knew my mother had been happy for me all those years ago when I told her I was getting married.

Looking over my son’s shoulder, I saw that several young pine saplings had been planted recently. As these trees grow straight and tall, I thought, will the lives of my family continue to grow with them? I wanted to share this spot with my grandchildren, too.

The branches above were swaying in the breeze and in them I heard a whispering voice: Who will you bring here when I’m gone? It was my mother’s voice, and I tightened my arms around my son.





一个阳光和煦的夏日午后，公园大松树下的地上铺了一层老旧的地毯，我和母亲坐在上面静静地聊天。多年以来，我们一直在这个公园举行家庭聚会、野餐，而我和母亲就时常坐在这棵松树下。

最近这些年，我们大多数只是谈论生活，但有时也会回忆我童年时代的一些往事。比如，13岁那年我第一次约会，母亲就把我带到这里，在松树下告诉了我很多生活的真谛；比如，又过了几年，即将从中学毕业的我，变成了一个染着粉红色头发的叛逆少女，而就在这棵松树下，我紧紧地依偎在母亲怀里失声痛哭。但是，最让人难忘的是，在这棵松树下，我告诉母亲我要结婚了。那一刻，喜悦的泪水溢满了她的眼眶，我紧紧地搂住母亲。她说，此刻，她既为即将失去她的小女孩而难过，也为她的小女孩终于长成美丽的年轻女子而欣喜不已。




多年来，我们眼看着这棵松树越长越高，越来越直，逐渐长成直逼云霄的参天大树。它的成长恰似母亲与我的关系；随着岁月的流逝，我们越来越亲密，对彼此的爱也越来越深。

在这个阳光灿烂的午后，草坪刚刚修过，我和母亲静静地坐着，呼吸着空气中弥漫着的青草芳香。她显得格外沉默而肃穆。出乎意料地，她忽然问我道：“在我走了以后，你会带谁来这里呢？”

我不禁扬起了眉毛，惊讶地想要问点什么，却又很快露出了一丝微笑。过了很久，她仍旧对我的微笑没有丝毫回应。我开始疑惑她为什么会问这样一个让人不安的问题。母亲捡起一片青草，用指甲不停地撕扯着。我对母亲的习惯非常熟悉，这个动作意味着她的脑海里正在思考很重要的事情。




有那么一会儿，我们安静地坐着，只是整理着自己的思绪。一对蓝色松鸦在不远处嘎嘎地惊叫着，飞机从我们头顶上一掠而过，但这一切似乎都没能缓和我们之间的尴尬气氛。后来，我伸出双手，紧紧握住母亲的手，说道：“妈妈，这世上没有什么事是你不能和我说的。让我们一起来面对吧，就像我们一直以来的那样。”


她看着我，脸色苍白得惊人
 。她的眼泪夺眶而出，洒落在她的双颊上。在她开口说话之前，我已然明白：母亲已经老了，来日无多了。

我将她紧紧地抱在怀中。她告诉我说，她的心脏功能正在不断恶化，很可能无法康复。其实，相当长的一段时间以来，我就知道她的病情不容乐观，只不过心里一直不愿意承认这个事实罢了。几年前，她多次突发心脏病，甚至接受了心脏手术。但我不知道的是，她一直对我隐瞒了真实病情，谎称她的情况在不断地好转。我们谈到了她面前极其有限的几种选择，忍不住抱头痛哭起来，但愿我们在一起的时间能再多一点，再长一点。

那天之后不久，母亲就去世了，甚至还来不及看一眼她即将出生的外孙们。转眼间，很多年过去了。我依然时不时地会去公园，只不过现在是带着我的儿子们一起。我还会坐在那棵粗壮的大松树下，坐在那老旧的地毯上，向儿子们回忆起在这里办过的家庭聚会和野餐，还有他们未曾谋面的外祖母。我也会像母亲对我一样，对儿子们诉说他们年幼时的种种趣事，赞扬他们成年后取得的种种成绩。我们来到这个拥有特殊意义的地方，创造属于我们自己的回忆，而这些甜蜜的回忆，我相信，一定会让在天有灵的母亲倍感欣慰与骄傲。




不久前，我的大儿子想来公园与我谈谈。于是，我们来到了那棵大松树下坐了下来。一开始他支支吾吾，闪烁其词，后来终于鼓起勇气告诉我说，他要结婚了。一时之间，我喜极而泣，而他紧紧地拥抱着我。要知道，这对他来说是多么罕见而特殊的举动。我对
 他说，你终于长大了，成为男子汉了，我为你感到骄傲。


凉爽四月的下午，我坐在那里，沐浴着春日的阳光，嗅着草坪的清香，忽然发觉我的人生在这棵大松树下完成了圆满的轮回。我用双臂拥抱着儿子，为他感到高兴，就如同许多年以前，母亲在听闻我即将嫁为人妇时为我感到高兴一样。

从儿子的肩上望过去，我看到几株新栽的松树苗，心想：当这些树苗长得笔直挺拔、高耸入云时，我的家人也会伴随着它们一起成长吗？我也想和孙子孙女们分享这里的一切。

树枝在微风中婆娑摇曳着，仿佛有阵阵窃窃私语在耳畔浮现：在我走了以后，你会带谁来这里呢？不错，那是我母亲的声音。我不禁将儿子抱得更紧了。









[image: 饰图17.jpg]

 【美丽语录】[image: 饰图17.jpg]





The memory of my mother and her teachings were, after all, the only capital I had to start life with, and on that capital I have made my way. —Andrew Jackson

对母亲的记忆和母亲的教诲是我人生起步的唯一资本，它奠定了我的人生之路。——安德鲁·杰克逊
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①
 balmy ['bɑ:mi]
 a. 芳香的，
 温和的


②
 disturbing [di'stə:biŋ]
 a. 烦扰的，
 担心的，
 令人不安的


③
 squawk [skwɔ:k]
 v. 呱呱地叫鸣，
 喋喋不休地发牢骚


④
 alarmingly [ə'lɑ:miŋli]
 ad. 让人担忧地


























The Mother Box　母亲之盒

Linda Webb Gustafson









Late one December evening, bathed in the soft light of the Christmas tree, I lay on the couch with my eyes closed, letting my memories swirl
 ①
 around in pools of thought. Returning to the present, I opened my eyes and immediately my gaze fell upon a beautiful miniature Christmas city that lined my fireplace mantel. Well, it was really only half a city, as my dad had divided it between my sister and me twenty-five years earlier after our mother had passed away.

Little twinkle lights glowed from behind red cellophane windows in the tiny cardboard houses that had lined the living-room bookshelves of my childhood.

With no warning, the words tumbled out like a spilled glass of aged wine words that had been hidden in my heart a long time, waiting to surface, “Mom, I miss you so much.”




An ocean of tears ebbed
 ②
 and flowed for nearly an hour, and then the idea emerged. If I felt this way then surely my brother and sister did, too. Twenty-five years, five senses, one box that’s what I would do I would capture the essence of my mother and place her in a box a Mother Box one for each of her children.

I began to think of our mother in terms of what scent encompassed her, what look best described her, what sound echoed “Mother”, and so on.


Including my ten-year-old daughter, Shiloah
 , in my quest, we searched to put together pieces of a grandmother she’d never met.

First came the box all the memories would be housed in. Such a vast display we found. Flowered ones of every type ever found in a garden, ones with stars on them, moons, old-fashioned Victorian images, hearts and ones with Christmas themes, and then we saw them angels! Yes, for a mother no longer of this Earth, it was perfect. But, there were only two. One sister, one brother I’d make one for myself another time.

Oddly enough, the entire day was like that. We’d find two of just what we needed, no more, no less. With mounting excitement we took our treasures home and wrapped them with great love.




A river of memories wound its way through a thickly wooded forest of words, painting a picture of a thousand yesterdays, growing straight and tall like new seedlings among the old growth. Sealed with a simple envelope, they awaited their intended.

Just the right time presented itself to give my brother his box. As his eyes fell upon its contents, this man of thirty-seven was reduced to tears. My father was standing there, and I’ll never forget the faraway look on his face. The years were melting away with each item my brother lifted from the Mother Box.

A package of grits representing a woman who grew up in the South and served it to her children for breakfast in Oregon, her favorite Johnny Mathis music, a shiny silver Christmas bow that felt like the party dresses she wore, a single silk red rose representing dozens my father had given her. I included the famous story of how once when they were courting, he brought long-stemmed roses that were as long as he was tall! She adored red roses. Finally, a bottle of her favorite perfume, Emeraude. I could hardly believe they still made it, but there it was, that familiar green. The shape of the bottle had changed over the years, but when I sprayed the misty fragrance into the air, it was unmistakably the scent of our mother.




This journey of the heart, traveled with my daughter, brought us together in spirit. We were both bound with the cords of love from the life of a woman long gone, yet still sewn tightly in the memory quilt
 ③
 of our minds. We saw the continuing thread of life reflected in each other’s eyes.

Then my daughter handed me a box. Inside was the essence of my mother the fragrance of another generation. I reached out to touch her legacy, opened the perfume bottle and sprayed
 ④
 , and she surrounded us.





12月的一个深夜，屋内圣诞树的灯光柔和而又温馨，我闭着眼睛躺在沙发上，思绪游荡开去，回忆起种种往事来。当我张开双眼回到现实中时，我的目光忽然落在壁炉架上陈列着的精美的圣诞之城微缩模型上。事实上，那只不过是半个模型罢了。25年前母亲去世时，父亲把这个微缩模型的一半分给了姐姐，另一半分给了我。

在我小的时候，这座小小的纸板房总是放在客厅的书架上。红色玻璃纸做的窗户，后面装着一闪一闪的小灯，宛如星星在眨着眼睛。

没有任何征兆地，长久以来深藏在我心底的一句话，突然就像一杯打翻的陈年红酒一般倾泄而出：“妈妈，我是如此地想念你。”




在接下来的一小时里，我哭哭停停，不知流了多少眼泪，直到心里忽然间冒出一个主意来。我想，如果我对母亲的感觉如此强烈，那么我的兄弟姐妹们也一定感同身受。我要把这25年的时间通过五种感官做成一只盒子——一只“母亲之盒”，每只盒子里放入代表母亲特质的东西，分别送给兄弟姐妹们。

我开始回想，什么香味是母亲身上特有的，什么样子最能代表母亲，什么声音最能唤起对母亲的回忆，如此种种。

我们开始努力拼凑关于母亲的记忆碎片，就连我那10岁的女儿夏洛伊，也在我的要求下帮忙搜寻从未见过的外祖母的点点滴滴。

最重要的是，这个盒子必须包含我们对母亲的所有回忆。我们找到了很多很多，比如，花园里能找到的各种花朵，带有星星或月亮的各种物品，老式的维多利亚女王头像，心型纪念品以及各种圣诞饰物。我们还找到了天使图案的纪念品。的确，对于已然去世的母亲来说，天使是最完美的纪念物。但是，我们只找到了两个，一个给我姐姐，一个给我哥哥。我只能下次再给自己重新做一个了。

非常奇怪的是，一天下来，我们找到的每种纪念物都只有两个，不多不少。每当找到什么东西时，我们总是异常兴奋，满怀爱意，然后小心翼翼地将其包好，把我们的宝贝带回家去。




回忆就像一条蜿蜒曲折的河流，穿过茂密的丛林，绘出一幅由成千上万个昨日组成的美丽画卷。新的回忆，如同新长成的幼苗，在老树旁越长越高，越长越挺拔。回忆也像一封往日的信札，用朴素的信封简单封缄，在预定的时间被送至收信人手中，不早不晚，恰到好处。

我在适当的时候把盒子送给了我的哥哥。当他看见盒子里的物品时，这个37岁的男人忍不住潸然泪下。那时，我父亲也站在旁边，他脸上若有所思的表情让我永生难忘。看着我哥哥将盒中之物一件一件地取出，这么多年的岁月顷刻间都融化成浓浓的回忆。

一包粗燕麦粉，尽管我们住在俄勒冈州，但在南方长大的母亲经常喂孩子们吃这种食物；她最喜爱的约翰·马西斯的音乐唱片；一枚闪亮的银质蝴蝶结，看上去非常像她穿过的晚礼服的风格；一朵真丝红玫瑰，代表父亲曾经送给她的很多玫瑰花。母亲非常钟爱红玫瑰，并且，玫瑰花也隐喻着发生在他们之间的一个故事：当初恋爱时，父亲曾经送给母亲一支玫瑰花，花茎很长，据说和父亲的身高一样长！最后，盒子里还有一瓶她最喜爱的埃莫罗德香水。令我难以置信的是，现在他们居然还在生产这种香水。尽管瓶身的形状变了，但那绿莹莹的颜色却是再也熟悉不过了。我朝着空气喷洒香水，飘渺的香气四溢，那一刻，
 我确信不疑，那就是母亲身上的气味。




我和女儿共同完成了这段心灵之旅，我们彼此在精神上也更加亲近了。通过爱的纽带，我们与一个逝去已久的生命——母亲，连结在一起；然而，我们也在内心深处细密地编织着属于自己的厚重记忆。在彼此眼中，我们看到了丝丝缕缕生命延续的光芒。

女儿随后将一只盒子交给我，里面保存着我母亲的特别气味，那是一种属于上一代人的香气。我伸手取出香水瓶，
 向四周喷洒。香气弥漫开来，恍惚之间，仿佛母亲一直就在我们身边，从未离去。
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Youth fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship fall. A mother’s secret hope outlives them all.—Oliver Wendell Holmes

青春会逝去；爱情会枯萎；友谊的绿叶也会凋零。而一个母亲内心的希望比它们都要长久。——
 奥利弗·温戴尔·荷马
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①
 swirl [swə:l]
 v.（
 使）
 成漩涡，
 盘旋，
 眩晕


②
 ebb [eb]
 v. 落潮，
 衰退


③
 quilt [kwilt
 ] n. 被状物，
 被子


④
 spray [sprei]
 v. 喷雾，
 喷射，
 扫射


















Dads Will Be Dads　父亲不可替代

Susan M. Lang









While I was pregnant with my first child, sweltering
 ①
 through the endless, fiery summer months in which ankles swelled and sweat poured forth profusely, I wanted only one thing: to give birth.

“I can’t wait until this child is out,” I would huff and puff in frustration.

My husband lovingly reassured me that the baby would spring forth at the appointed time. That some day I would be free from the burden of the added weight and the painful swollen ankles. I, however, felt as if the child had taken up permanent residence.

“Suppose the kid likes it in here and doesn’t want to leave,” I would say.

“Highly unlikely, dear. The baby will be here before you know it,” he insisted, his feet still grounded firmly in reality, while mine were constantly elevated.

As it turned out, when my water broke that fateful
 ②
 evening, I was shocked into reality. Our first daughter did leave the womb and enter the atmosphere. She even arrived three weeks early.




When Mary was born, I was overjoyed. Not only was it a relief to hold her tiny body in my arms, but she was a red-headed beauty. Even when she was minutes old, I felt that we had a unique attachment. And we did, for she had been a part of me. However, what I didn’t anticipate was how difficult it would be to let her go.

For those nine months that seemed like an eternity, the baby had been mine…all mine. She was joined with me and depended on only me for survival. Even though Tom could feel her kick through the womb
 ③
 as she grew bigger, I usually had to notify him that she was moving. He depended on me to tell him what the baby was doing. The communication that Mary and I had was ours alone. Now, she was in the world and I had to share her with others. Including her dad.

Now, it’s not that I didn’t trust him. My husband is a compassionate husband and father. It’s just that he doesn’t do things the way that I do them.

He held the baby differently. I cradled her close, showing her my maternal love. He held her facing outward so she would have a world view. He transported her differently. I carried her in my arms from room to room as I tidied up. He placed her in the stroller and rolled her around so that he could put things away and still keep an eye on her. He comforted her differently. I rocked her quietly to calm her; he bounced her. He even fed her differently. I breast-fed her at 2:00 a.m. He bottle-fed her at 2:00 p.m. (Okay, so I can’t hold biology against the poor guy.) It’s just that it was difficult to accept that someone could relate to Mary in another way. Undoubtedly, I was very insecure, and sharing her was hard. Even with her dad.




Of course, there was the time that I was downstairs in the basement office for a while working on a project. It was Dad’s time to watch his little girl. As I reached the top of the steps after finishing my work, he asked, “Where’s Mary?”

“What do you mean, where is Mary?” I screamed.

“I thought you had her,” he said nonchalantly. “Don’t worry, I’ll find her.” He had placed her on the living-room floor for a moment and then inadvertently
 ④
 turned his back. We began our search there. As it turned out, she had crawled over to the floor-length picture window and was hiding behind the drapes. We found her giggling in delight at the birds on the front lawn and at the cars passing by. It was the first time that she had crawled. I seldom placed her on the floor, but Tom liked to give her room to stretch and play. No harm was done, in fact just the opposite. Our baby had reached a new point in her life because my husband, her dad, had let her expand her horizons.




During all those months of pregnancy while I complained, I never imagined how difficult it would be to let her go once she was born. For me, it was the first test of motherhood to let Dad be Dad. To realize that someone else could nurture my child in his own way. And to realize that what he had to give her, I couldn’t give.

That is the beauty of parenting. That each mother and each father has a unique contribution. That our babies need the distinctive love and nurture that each one of us has to offer. And it pays off, too. By the time our second child was on the way, Mary was two years old. She and her dad had a wonderful relationship forged by the variety of experiences which they alone had shared.

After our youngest child, Kristi, arrived, I was able to give my husband more freedom and space in his distinctive parenting techniques. I, too, had grown. And, I had learned from his parenting style, even as he had learned from mine. After all, we were a team.




“Well, they’re all yours,” I declared one day as I headed for the office.

“Aren’t you just a little worried?” he teased.

“No, just remember to check behind the drapes if the baby disappears,” I laughed. “Besides,” I added, “you’ve got everything under control.”





在我怀第一个孩子的时候，那是一个闷热而冗长的夏季，火热的天气似乎没有丝毫收敛的迹象。我的脚踝肿得高高的，身上总是大汗淋漓。我唯一想做的事情就是赶快把孩子生下来。

“我没法挨到孩子出生的时候了。”我满脸沮丧，愤怒地咆哮着。

我的丈夫深情地安慰我，说宝宝会顺利在预产期出生，到那时，脚踝的肿胀和疼痛自然就会消失，身体也不再那么臃肿沉重，我就可以摆脱负担获得解放了。而我却似乎觉得，孩子仿佛要在我的肚子里永久地待下去。

“那如果孩子喜欢待在肚子里，不打算出来呢？”我说。

“亲爱的，那是不可能的。孩子说不准在你没发觉的时候就出生了呢。”他语气坚定地说道，客观而理性，而我则明显有些失去理智。




后来，直到羊水破裂的那天晚上，我才从震惊中恢复理智，回到现实中来。我们的第一个女儿降生了，足足提前了三个星期。

女儿出生时，我高兴极了。不仅是因为我终于解脱了，可以用双臂把她小小的身体抱在怀里，而且她还是个有一头红发的小美女。尽管那时她才出生几分钟而已，但我就感觉到我和她之间有一种独特的情感，因为她曾经是我身体的一部分。但我当时并没有预料到，要我对她放手，这对我来说有多么艰难。

在看似无限漫长的怀孕的九个月里，宝宝是属于我的，完完全全只属于我自己。她来到我身体里，并依赖我生存下来。随着她在我的肚子里慢慢长大，我的丈夫隔着肚皮能感觉到她在里面踢来踢去，但是更多时候，他只能通过我知晓宝宝在肚子里的一举一动。女儿和我的交流只限于我们两人之间。但是，现在，她已经来到人世，我不得不与其他人，包括她爸爸，一起分享我们的女儿。

当然，这并不是我不信任他。他是一个极富爱心的丈夫和父亲。只是因为他做事情的方式与我不同而已。

他抱孩子的方法与我不同：我紧紧地怀抱着她，让她感受到我满腔的母爱；他总是把她脸朝外地抱着，让她看着这个新奇的世界。他带孩子走动的方式也不同：我会一边收拾屋子，一边把她抱在怀里，在不同的房间里走来走去；而他总是把她放在婴儿车里，推着她四处走，这样他可以空出双手而眼睛仍然盯牢孩子。他抚慰孩子的方式也很特别：我轻轻地摇着她让她安静下来，而他总是让她在他腿上不停地弹跳。甚至连他的喂养方法也不同：我在早上两点喂孩子吃母乳，他在下午两点喂孩子吃奶粉（好吧，也许我不该用男女不同的生理构造来反对这个可怜的家伙）。实际上，我只是很难接受有人能以某种方式与女儿联系在一起，毫无疑问，那是因为我很没有安全感。即使是与她的爸爸分享女儿，我也感到很难。




有一次，我待在地下室的工作间里做点事情，让她爸爸看着孩子。当我做完事情走上楼梯口时，他问我：“女儿在哪里？”

“你什么意思？女儿不是应该和你在一起吗？”我尖叫起来。

“我以为她和你在一起，”他满不在乎地说，“别紧张，我会找到她的。”刚开始的时候，他把女儿放在客厅的地板上玩了一会儿，后来一不注意转过身去时，女儿就不见了。我们从客厅开始找起。原来，是她自己爬向落地窗边，躲到窗帘后面去了。我们找到她时，她正高兴地看着门前草坪上的小鸟，还有马路上驶过的汽车，不停地咯咯笑着。这是她第一次爬动。我很少把她放在地板上，但丈夫却总是喜欢给她更多的空间，让她自己去伸展手脚，尽情玩耍。他的做法并没有害处，相反，还大有好处。正因为我的丈夫，她的爸爸，让她自由地去扩展自己的视野，我们的女儿在她的生活道路上抵达了新的起点。




怀孕的那几个月里，我满腹抱怨，我很难想象，一旦她出生后，让我放手有多么困难。但是，这一次让爸爸照顾女儿的经历，正初次考验了我的母性。我逐渐意识到，别人也可以以他自己的方式来抚养孩子，而且她爸爸能给她的东西恰恰是我所无法给予的。

这就是为人父母的魅力所在。每个母亲和父亲对孩子都有自己独特的贡献，而孩子也需要父母双方各自提供不同的爱和培育。终于，功夫不负有心人，在我怀第二个孩子的时候，我们的女儿已经两岁了，她和爸爸相处得十分愉快。整个家庭其乐融融，因为他们俩分享了很多只属于他们自己的美好经历。

在我们最小的孩子克里斯蒂出生后，我渐渐能给我丈夫更多的自由空间，让他施展他独特的育儿方法。而且，我也变得成熟了，从他身上学到了很多；当然，他也从我这里学到很多。毕竟，我们同属一个“团队”。

“好吧，现在他们都归你了。”有一天，我走向工作室的时候说道。

“你不会有那么一点点担心吗？”他开玩笑地说。

“不会，不过如果孩子不见了，记得去窗帘后面找找。”我大笑起来，又说道，“还有，你已经可以独当一面了，不是吗？”
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I cannot think of any need in childhood as strong as the need for a father’s protection.—Sigmund Freud

我认为，一个孩子对父亲庇护的渴望比任何其他需求都要更强烈。——西格蒙特·弗洛伊德
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①
 sweltering ['sweltəriŋ]
 a. 酷热的


②
 fateful ['feitfəl]
 a. 宿命的；
 重大的，
 决定性的


③
 womb [wu:m]
 n. 子宫；
 孕育处


④
 inadvertently [
 '
 inəd'və:təntli]
 ad. 不注意；
 疏忽地；
 非故意地
















Romance Is in the Eyes of the Beholder　心中有爱，眼里才有爱

Tina Runge









Life is so very busy. I think at times, we all get lost in the hustle and bustle of everyday life that we forget what it was that made us fall in love with our spouse or our significant other. Thankfully, I remembered.

My husband works hard. Many times his hours are long and his employment usually takes him away from the home front about one quarter of the year. I’m not complaining, mind you, because that was the same job that enabled me to be a stay-at-home mom and pursue my dream of writing. Yes, I’m a mother of three active boys and a published romance author. Naturally you’d think my life is full of romance. It is. My days consist of plotting and arranging the romantic lives of my characters so that the outcome is the proverbial “happily ever after”. I love happily ever afters. This story is one of those.

I’ve never considered my husband of seventeen years to really be the romantic type. Sweet as he is, he isn’t one to make dinner reservations at an exclusive
 ①
 restaurant, or buy me a mushy, lovey-dovey card “just because”. I do get flowers for all the proper occasions and the cards do come then, but is that really romantic? I never considered it to be, especially when the vast majority of the rest of the female population was getting them, too. I had always wished for a little more...




One day, while I was working, several strange “incidences”, for lack of a better word, crept into my mind. I was trying to concentrate on my current work-in-progress but “they” wouldn’t leave me alone. “They” weren’t any huge revelation or any spectacular plot points I could use for the rancher hero I was working on at the time, either.

They didn’t have to do with the elusive
 ②
 heroine I was still trying to get a grasp on. No. These were different, very different. They were about my husband. For some strange reason I couldn’t get out of my head the last business trip he went on. He brought me back a pound of Ghirardelli malt balls and the romance novel I’d been meaning to buy. Then there was that fax I got that simply said, I love you. Could those two things fall under the romantic category? I decided they could. They most certainly should.




Other special moments flooded my mind as if a little keeper in my head had opened some “damn of memories”. I remembered, vividly, the time my husband got the kids to bed early. No small feat, let me tell you! I was in the basement scrubbing a baseball uniform, wondering what made me angrier, those coaches who encouraged kids to slide when it was raining and muddy, or the league who purchased the white pants.

When I came up from finishing the chore, a scented bubble bath had been drawn, wine poured and candles lit. Has anyone ever been bathed by their spouse or significant other in an atmosphere like that? I can tell you firsthand that that was romantic! Those white baseball pants were soon forgotten and the coaches all forgiven. Then I fondly remembered another time, when the kids were at Grandma’s. My so-called unromantic hubby packed us both a sandwich and we rode bikes to the covered bridge in our town. We sat there, holding hands, eating and watching the geese and ducks. Just the two of us, just “being”.

It hit me, then, as I stared at my computer monitor, the words “Ray loves Tina”, endlessly floating across the screen.The screen saver was something else my sneaky husband had changed once before going out of town. How unfair I’d always been in my thinking. Was my husband romantic? Heavens, yes! I realized I could go on and on with those special moments, all the way back to when we first got married.




You may not think it’s romantic for a man to travel on business with a container of deodorant that has his wife’s picture taped to the front, or finding Hershey hugs and kisses that had been strategically
 ③
 hidden all over the house because he wants you to know he misses you and is thinking about you while he’s gone, but I sure do.


I know it’s been said that beauty is in the eye of the
 beholder
 ④
 , but I think the same goes for romance. We all need to look for those special moments. And cherish them! I’m just thankful this romance author finally reflected and realized, again, what a hero she’s married to
 !





生活总是太匆忙。有些时候，我们会迷失在这忙忙碌碌的庸常生活里，甚至遗忘了当初和我们的爱人是如何深深相爱的。幸好，我还记得。

我丈夫的工作很辛苦。他的工作时间总是很长，一年中大约四分之一的时间他都不在家，而在外面奔波忙碌着。当然，我并不是在抱怨，正是因为他的这份工作，才能让我做一个居家母亲，天天待在家里一边照顾孩子们，一边专心写作以实现我的写作梦想。没错，我是三个活泼好动的男孩的母亲，同时我还是一名写爱情小说的作家。很自然地，你会觉得，我在生活中一定经历了很多浪漫的爱情故事。的确如此。我每天的工作就是为我小说里的主人公们设计各种浪漫的情节，安排他们的爱情生活，并最后以俗话所说的“从此幸福地生活在一起”这样的美好结局而收场。我喜欢这种大团圆的结局，接下来我要讲的也是一个这样的故事。




我从未觉得相伴17年的丈夫是一个真正浪漫的人。尽管他对我很好，但他并不会去高级餐馆订餐，也不会给我买写着“只是因为”的那种情意绵绵的浪漫卡片。在一年四季各种节日里，他的确给我送过花，
 也写过祝福卡片，但是，那就是浪漫吗？我从来没觉得这些就是所谓的浪漫，尤其考虑到大多数女性在节日里都会收到这样的礼物时，更是如此。我总是希望能有更特别一点的东西……

有一天，我正在写作，忽然有几件奇怪的“小事件”偷偷地溜进了我的脑海中。“小事件”，一时我找不到更好的词来形容，暂且就如此称呼它们吧。我努力地想集中精力继续手头的工作，但这些“小事件”却不让我清静。它们并不是什么伟大的发现，也不是什么令人惊叹的小说桥段，可以让我用在当时正在写的小说的农场男主人公身上。




它们跟我正在努力塑造但尚未成型的模糊的主人公没有丝毫关系。它们很特别，非常特别，因为它们关乎于我的丈夫。奇怪的是，丈夫上一次因公出差时做的一些事情总是挥之不去，在我的脑海里时不时地浮现出来。他给我带回1磅哥罗多利麦芽球，还有我一直想买的一本爱情小说。他还在出差途中给我发来了一份简单得不能再简单的传真——“我爱你”。这些能算是浪漫吗？我想应该算吧，毫无疑问，应该算。

我脑子里记忆的大门似乎顿时敞开了，其他一些特别的瞬间也如潮水般奔涌而来。我清晰地记得往日的一幕一幕，它们是如此生动，仿佛就在眼前。那可是一次不小的壮举，让我慢慢说给你听吧。那天，丈夫早早地哄孩子们上床睡觉了。我在地下室一遍又一遍地刷着孩子们的棒球服，心里不免愤愤然嘀咕着：那些教练为什么总是鼓励孩子们在下雨天泥泞的操场上摸爬滚打，让他们频频滑倒；而棒球联赛的组织者怎么会购买白色的棒球裤。

我做完杂活回到房间的时候，香气扑鼻的泡泡浴已经准备好了，周围点着蜡烛，红酒也摆在一旁。有人曾经享受过爱人给你准备的如此温馨的沐浴吗？我可以用我的亲身经历告诉你：那就是浪漫！白色的棒球裤很快就被忘记了，教练们也得到了我的原谅。我记得，还有一次，那时孩子们都在祖母家里。我所说的那个并不浪漫的丈夫，给我俩一人准备了一个三明治，然后我们一起骑车前往小镇上的一座小桥。我们坐在小桥边，手拉着手，吃着三明治，看着河里的鸭子和鹅。只有我们两个人，只是在一起静静地待着。




我回过神来，盯着电脑显示器，一串文字忽然跳了出来——“瑞爱蒂娜”，它不断地在屏幕上晃动飘浮。我被深深地打动了。一定是丈夫出门之前偷偷修改了屏幕保护程序的设置。而我总是沉浸在我自己的思维里，不曾发觉任何蛛丝马迹，这太不公平了。我的丈夫浪漫吗？天哪，这还用问吗？我发现，我可以一遍又一遍不停地回味所有这些美妙瞬间，一直回忆到我们刚刚结婚时的情景。

你可能觉得，丈夫出差时带着的除臭剂外壳上贴着妻子照片，这算不上浪漫；或者你可能觉得，妻子总是时不时在家里这个或那个地方发现丈夫精心藏好的“好时”巧克力，以此来表达他外出时对妻子一刻不停的思念，这也并没什么浪漫可言。但是，这一切，在我看来，就是浪漫，而且十足的浪漫。

心中有美，眼里才能看到美。我想，爱情也是一样的，心中有爱，眼里才能看到爱
 。我们都需要用心、用眼睛去寻找那些美好的瞬间，并好好珍惜它们。我很庆幸，我这个写爱情小说的作家，最终又一次意识到自己嫁给了一位多好的男主人公！
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Seize the moments of happiness, love and be loved! That is the only reality in the world, all else is folly.—Leo Tolstoy

抓住每一个快乐的瞬间，去爱与被爱吧！这是世界上唯一的事实，其他一切都是愚蠢的。——列夫·托尔斯泰
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①
 exclusive [iks'klu:siv]
 a. 排外的，
 独占的；
 唯一的；
 完整的；
 奢华的


②
 elusive [i'lu:siv]
 a. 难懂的；
 难捉摸的；
 难找的；
 逃避的


③
 strategically [strə'ti:ʒikəli]
 ad. 战略上地；
 颇具策略地


④
 beholder [bi'həuldə]
 n. 旁观者






















A Joy Forever　永远的玫瑰之约

T. Jensen Lacey









John Keats wrote, “A thing of beauty is a joy forever.” Perennial, enduring love is a thing of beauty, rather like a rose can be.

Every time I catch the scent of a rose, I think of enduring love. Being a freelance
 ①
 journalist, years ago I had the pleasure of interviewing an elderly man. James Charlet had an interesting story, beginning two decades earlier when he lost his beloved wife, who had been a great lover of roses.

So deep was his grief when she died, so enduring was his love, that he asked his church if he could plant roses by the church walkway in his wife’s memory. Of course, the priest there said yes.

James started with a few rose bushes. He planted lovely pinks, deep yellows and fragrant reds with names like “Yesterday” and “Golden Chersonese” and “Chrysler Imperial”. The roses grew and flourished
 ②
 under his never-ending care, for he also had retired and had a great deal of time on his hands.




He told me that those few roses didn’t seem to be enough; they were insufficient to fully express his love for his wife. He asked the priest if he could plant some more roses; again, the priest said yes.

James planted some different kinds of roses this time: rare burgundies and hard-to-find violet roses, silver roses and hybrid roses created in the memory of others. Roses with names like “The Doctor” and “Alba Celeste” and “Honorable Lady Lindsay”.


Still he was dissatisfied with what he called a paltry outward show of his inner feelings. He again approached the priest, asking if he could use part of the vacant lot next to the church that the church owned. Again, he was told yes
 .

James planted more roses and then went on to plant roses by the sidewalks up and down and around the entire city block, surrounding the church and grounds. Roses with names like “Red Meidiland” and “Trumpeter” and “Pikes Peak”.

Now, rose bushes numbering in the hundreds are everywhere; the scent of them fills the air, the pied blooms catch the eye and blossoms float on the breeze along with the laughter of the children playing in the church playground. Couples strolling along downtown walk past the roses and instinctively take each other’s hand. The altar-guild ladies cut great, fragrant bouquets of roses to decorate the church and altar, filling the interior with the color and perfume of love.




Decades after he began his project to honor his wife’s memory, and years after I interviewed him about what he had done, James and I visited that rose garden one afternoon. The roses are tended now by someone hired by the church, as James is no longer able to care for them himself. So old and feeble is he now that his nurse and I half-carried him to the garden, helping him settle in his wheelchair in the midst of the blossoms. We sat under an arbor, one of his favorite places to sit in the hot summers when he’d been more vigorous.

I sat with him there in companionable silence, among the scent of a myriad of rose blossoms. What was it that kept his love going inside him? What did the two of them have, even after one of them had died, that so many of us spend our lives desperately seeking?

It occurred to me then that some people are like prisms
 ③
 : Anyone with a light in them can be near that person and have their light refracted into many different colors, like the colors of the roses around us. Prisms by themselves cannot make light, and light by itself cannot divide into the lovely colors of the rainbow. James Charlet’s wife must have been like a prism, being there to magnify and refract her husband’s light. He made her complete because she completed him. I thought at that moment how she must be smiling upon him, seeing all these gifts he had planted for her.





As I took his thin, old hand and saw him smile at me a bit sadly, in spite of the lovely midsummer day I found myself hoping that the love I have found is less ethereal than the scent of a rose, that it can endure as James’s love has
 .

To nurture this love so it can endure throughout all our lives, even through the infirmities
 ④
 old age may bring, to care for one another and love one another even beyond the boundary that separates this existence from the next is my hope. Perhaps our love can remain as strong and as sweet as the roses that have endured and bloomed all these years, and be a thing of beauty, a joy forever.





诗人济慈写道：“一件美好的事物会带来永恒的喜悦。”永恒耐久的爱情正是如此，它就是这样一件如玫瑰花般美好的事物。

每一次我闻到玫瑰的芳香，我就会联想到经得起岁月考验的爱情。几年前，我有幸作为自由撰稿人采访了一位名叫詹姆斯·夏洛特的老人。在他身上发生了一个有趣的故事，这个故事大约是从20年前他挚爱的妻子去世时开始的。他那位妻子非常喜爱玫瑰花。




妻子去世后，他悲痛万分，对妻子的爱非但没有丝毫减弱，却更加浓烈持久。于是，他请求教堂让他在教堂过道两旁种上玫瑰，以此来纪念他的妻子。牧师欣然同意了。

他种下了几丛玫瑰，有可爱的粉玫瑰，有深黄玫瑰，还有香气袭人的红玫瑰；玫瑰的名字也五花八门，
 叫“昨日重现”“金色半岛”“克莱斯勒帝王”等等。这些玫瑰花在他一刻不停的精心照料下长得又快又好，当然，这也是因为他退休了，有的是大把时间来伺弄这些花花草草。

他告诉我说，那几丛玫瑰似乎太少了，不足以表达他对死去的妻子的爱意。他请求牧师让他再多种些玫瑰。牧师又一次同意了。

这次，他种了一些不同品种的玫瑰：稀有的勃艮第，罕见的紫罗兰玫瑰，银色玫瑰，还有各种杂交玫瑰。这些杂交玫瑰通常是用来纪念他人的，从他们的名字就可以看出来，比如“纪念医生”“阿尔巴·赛莱斯特”“尊敬的琳赛女士”等等。

但是，他仍不满意，他觉得这些玫瑰微不足道，并不能完全表达他的内心情感。他又去找牧师，请求牧师让他在教堂旁边那块空地上种满玫瑰。他又一次得到了肯定的答复。




他在空地上种下了更多的玫瑰，后来他继续在路边两侧都种上了玫瑰，最后教堂周边、整个街区都种上了他的玫瑰。玫瑰的品种也更多了，加入了“红色美德兰”“小号手”“皮克峰”等等。

现在，成百上千丛玫瑰遍布每个角落，浓郁的花香弥漫在空中，层层叠叠的各色花朵引人注目。微风吹过，玫瑰花瓣从空中婷婷袅袅地落下，在教堂空地上玩耍的孩子们发出阵阵爽朗的笑声。推着童车在街头散步的夫妇走过玫瑰花丛时，不禁下意识地握紧了对方的手。圣坛会的女士们剪下大把芬芳的玫瑰花束，用来装饰教堂和圣坛。教堂里面立刻充满了各种颜色的玫瑰，散发出阵阵爱的香气。

从他最初开始这项纪念他妻子的盛大工程，几十年已经过去了；而我上次采访
 他、了解他的故事之后，又过去了好几年。一天下午，我和老人一同来到了玫瑰园。这些玫瑰花现在已经由教堂雇佣专人打理，因为老人再也无法独自料理这些花儿了。现在他已经老了，十分虚弱，我和他的护士几乎是半抬着他进入玫瑰园的。我们在美丽的花丛中帮他坐到轮椅上，然后，我们在一棵大树底下坐了下来。那里曾是他精力尚好时在炎热夏天最爱坐的地方之一。




我陪伴在他的身边，静静地坐着，无数玫瑰花瓣散发出的香气环绕着我们。是什么让爱在他内心持久留存？他们俩之间有什么呢，甚至在其中一方去世之后还永存不息？难道是我们中的很多人孤注一掷、追寻一生的东西？

我忽然想到，有些人就像棱镜一样，本身并不会发光，因此也无法折射出彩虹般绚丽丰富的色彩。但是，当一个内心能发光的人靠近他们时，他们就能把这缕光芒折射成各种不同的颜色，就如我们身边这些玫瑰般五彩斑斓。老人的妻子可能就是一枚棱镜，她总是可以放大、折射她丈夫的光芒。在他成全了她的同时，她也成全了他。我在想，那一刻，她一定看到了老人为她准备的礼物——这所有的玫瑰，她也一定在天堂向着老人微笑吧。

我握着他瘦削枯老的手，他向我微微笑着，眼神里不免有些伤感。尽管那是如此美丽的一个仲夏午后，我发现自己在心里默默祈祷着，但愿我所找到的爱情不要像玫瑰花香那么虚无缥缈，而能像老人的爱情那般持久隽永。

我也希望，我们能精心培育爱情，使其足以延续一生一世，哪怕年老体弱、满身病痛之时也不离弃；关爱彼此，纵然生死相隔，仍能始终不渝。也许，这样的话，我们的爱情，就能和这些玫瑰花一样经久不衰、繁盛绚丽，永远甜蜜、愉悦。
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Love is the only bow on Life’s dark cloud. It is the morning and the evening star.—Robert G. Ingersoll

爱是生活的乌云下唯一的彩虹，是每个昼夜天际的明星。——罗伯特·G.英格索尔
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①
 freelance ['fri
 '
 lɑ:ns]
 a. 自由择业的；
 兼职的


②
 flourish ['flʌriʃ]
 v. 茂盛；
 繁荣；
 挥舞；
 活跃


③
 prism ['prizəm]
 n. 棱柱，
 棱镜；
 折光体


④
 infirmity [in'fə:miti]
 n. 虚弱，
 病身；
 疾病；
 弱点


























Melody　永不忘却的纪念

Jennifer Koscheski









“Melody asked me to do this for her, and I said I would because I want her to be remembered well. But this is very difficult for me. There were thirteen months between us; she is in my memories as far back as they go, and I don’t know how to live in a world without Melody in it.” With these heartbroken words, and in a voice hoarse from weeping, I began my sister’s eulogy
 ①
 . For the next twenty minutes, I tried to explain to those in attendance how wonderful, good and worthy of life my sister was, and give them a glimpse of the void her death caused.

By all understanding of the bond, we were good sisters. Until our marriages we slept together, sharing our secrets in whispers and giggles
 ②
 once the lights were out. We played often, fought sometimes and stuck together fiercely in school. We double-dated in high school, and she married first. We each had two sons and two daughters and poured ourselves into motherhood. Though our marriages forced us to live several states apart, we wrote often, and burned the phone lines between us with our calls because sometimes we just had to hear the other’s voice.




I thought we knew all there was about being good sisters. Then she was diagnosed with cancer. Eleven months before she died she called and told me the dreadful news. The doctors gave her five years. She was scared, and I said I was, too, and we cried. We were not yet forty: How could we face separation in just five years? I still feel angry and cheated that we didn’t get those other four years.

I determined to write her nearly every day and share every bit of the experience with her. I was with her often through the initial treatments, and there was a blissful three months in which no cancer could be found. Then suddenly the cancer returned with a vengeance
 ③
 , terrifying in its rapid growth. Her first reaction, when the doctor told her, was to run. She did flee straight to me. We spent a week together praying, talking, crying and laughing. With everything in my soul fighting against the reality of her prognosis, I decided to embrace this horror with her, feeling every emotion, encouraging her in every step. I held her when she cried, and we mourned for the dreams we would never fulfill, the places we would never see together, the weddings she would miss and the grandchildren she would never hold. I promised her everything she asked for. We planned her daughters’ weddings and talked of gifts she wanted her children to have. She listed all her personal belongings, and entrusted their distribution to me. She told me her deepest fears, confessed her shames and regrets, and shared her earnest longing for more time with her kids. During the day, I calmly listened to her, respecting her thoughts, completely awed
 ④
 by her strength and dignity and faith. At night I wept bitterly.




I went to her home for two weeks after her visit, to help prepare for the harsh chemical therapy plan about to be launched against her disease. When the day came for me to leave, my emotions were raw, the emotional intensity of our time together gripping me strongly. I was so afraid she would die during the treatments, and I wasn’t nearly ready for it.

Taking her now-thin face in my hands, I whispered, “I don’t know what to say.”

Quietly, gently, she whispered back, “There are no more words, Jenn. We’ve already said them all.”




I held her gently, as long as she could bear the pain of the embrace, trying to memorize for all time what she felt like. I cried the long drive home.

Weeks later the doctors reluctantly told us there was nothing more to be done. Other family members held back the report from Melody, fearful of causing her more pain by taking away all hope.

In simple words, for the morphine had ravaged
 ⑤
 her senses, I explained it to her. My eyes were shining with tears, my throat closing on the words. Inexplicably, she said, “No tears.” I choked them back, and we made plans for her to go home, where she most wanted to be. Plaintively
 ⑥
 , she told me she was afraid she would be alone at the final moment. I promised her I wouldn’t let that happen.

Very early the next morning, I returned to the hospital, so we could be alone. Sitting as close to her as I could, holding her fragile hand, I asked her to please let me cry.

“Why?” she whispered.

“Because I’m going to miss you so much. I don’t want you to die.”

Laying my head down on her bed, I wept hot, anguished
 ⑦
 tears, while she stroked my hair and comforted me in my sorrow. It was an agonizing
 ⑧
 moment. Later, I again found the strength to walk through it with her, but that morning for those minutes, I leaned on her, and she stood strong for me.




I had to go home. My family needed me, and the inevitable end had no definite date. Our mother stayed with Mel the last few weeks but called me on the last day and said to hurry, that the hospice
 ⑨
 nurse was sure it would be within hours.

I dropped everything and made the trip as fast as I safely could, praying desperately that she could hang on till I got there. Mom told her I was coming, though she was doubtful Melody understood. Walking in the door of her room, I was weak with relief that I had made it in time. For ninety-eight minutes I talked to my sister, prayed over her, kissed her, sang to her and read aloud all her favorite scriptures. She never spoke, but I know she heard me. The nurse was amazed she hung on for so many hours with a 107-degree fever, only four respirations a minute and almost no blood pressure.

I will always believe she waited for me.

This is the part of sisterhood I’m still learning: going on after a sister is no longer there. The pain and loss are worse than I imagined, and time without her stretches before me in aching loneliness.




I’m at peace in knowing she is with Christ, but as our older sister said bitterly to a well-meaning friend who tried to comfort her at the funeral, “Heaven would have been just as beautiful thirty years from now.”

My memories are indescribably precious. I have no regrets; we wasted no time, faced the dreadful future together, said all the right words, smiled and laughed and cried in complete unison
 ⑩
 , all the way up to the last moment possible. She was a perfect sister.

A few weeks ago her eighteen-year-old daughter, Melissa, called me, sobbing with grief. “Aunt Jenn, I’m afraid everyone is going to forget how wonderful Mama was.” Weeping with her, I promised that wouldn’t happen. I won’t let her be forgotten.





“梅让我为她致悼辞，她说我肯定愿意，因为我希望人们能好好地记住她。但是，这对我来说非常困难。我们一起度过了她生命中最后的13个月。无论岁月怎样流转，她始终活在我的记忆深处，但我却不知失去了她以后，生活该如何继续。”我的声音因为哭泣而变得沙哑。说着这些令人心碎的话语，我开始为妹妹致悼辞。在接下来的20分钟里，我向在场的人们努力诉说着妹妹有多善良、多美好、多么应该继续活下去，也向他们倾诉妹妹的不幸离世给其他人的生活带来了多么莫大的空虚。




毋庸置疑，我们俩是极要好的姐妹。在结婚前，我们总是窝在一起睡觉；
 熄灯以后，我们窃窃私语着，分享彼此心中的秘密，有时也会咯咯大笑起来。我们经常一块儿玩，有的时候也会打起架来，但在学校时，我们却总是团结如一人。高中时，我们和各自的男朋友总是一起约会，但是她先结了婚。我们每人各有两儿两女，在孩子们身上我们倾注了所有的母爱。尽管婚姻使我们之间隔着几个州的距离，但我们经常通信，打电话煲电话粥。有的时候，我们打电话也只不过是想听听对方的声音。

我们是真正意义上的好姐妹。后来，她被诊断出患了癌症。从她打电话告诉我这个噩耗到她去世，中间仅仅隔了11个月。当时，医生告诉她存活期大概只有5年。她很恐惧，我说我也很害怕，两人大哭起来。
 那时我们还未满40岁：让我们如何面对5年之后残酷的生死别离？至今，我仍然对她仅活了一年而不是医生所说的5年耿耿于怀，感觉就像被欺骗了一样。

我下定决心每天给她写信，分享她的点滴感受和经历。在最初的治疗阶段，我经常陪着她。在大约三个月的时间里，很幸运地，没有在她体内发现癌细胞。然而，之后癌细胞突然卷土重来，并以骇人的速度迅速攀升。当医生告诉她这个消息时，她的第一反应是拔腿就跑，径直逃到我家中。在一个星期的时间里，我们待在一起，祈祷，聊天，哭泣，欢笑。尽管我内心深处始终难以接受她被诊断患有癌症这一事实，但我决定和她一起面对恐怖的病魔，去感受她的每一丝情感，在治疗的每个阶段给她鼓励。当她哭泣的时候，我会抱紧她；想起那些永远无法实现的梦想，那些无法一同前往的地方，那些她将会错过的婚礼，还有她永远无法拥抱的孙子孙女们，我们一起连声哀叹，唏嘘不已。我答应了她所要求的每件事。我们一起策划了她女儿们的婚礼，也讨论了她想要送给子女们的礼物。她列出了所有的个人财物，并委托我进行分配。她向我倾诉内心最深处的恐惧，坦白她的耻辱与悔恨，分享她最真诚的渴望——与孩子们再多待一些时日。白天，我平静地听她诉说。我尊重她的想法，并被她的坚强、尊严和信念完全折服。晚上的时候，我总是悲伤地流泪。




在她来我家住了一星期后，我去她家待了两个星期，帮她即将接受的严酷化疗做些准备。离开她的那天，我们之间真挚的感情，以及我们在一起度过的美好时光，时时萦绕在我心头。她在治疗过程中随时都可能死去，对此，我并没有做好准备。我感到异常的恐惧。

我捧着她现在消瘦的脸，在她耳边轻轻说：“我不知道该说点什么。”




她很平静，轻声回答道：“简，不用说了。我们已经把要说的都说过了。”

我生怕我的拥抱弄疼了她，便很轻柔地抱着她，试图努力记住她每一个时刻的样子。那一次，我几乎是一路哭着开车回家的。

又过了几个星期，医生很不情愿地告知我们，他们已经尽力了。家人们向梅隐瞒了病情，因为他们害怕没有了希望，她会更加痛苦。

吗啡的药力破坏了她的感官，她总是昏昏沉沉的。我用寥寥数语向她说明了真相。我的双眼闪着晶莹的泪光，我的喉咙因为哽咽而几乎说不出话来。她含含糊糊地说道：“别哭。”我努力抑制住自己，不让眼泪流下来。我们计划把她送回家，送回她现在最想去的地方。她很直白地告诉我说，她害怕在最后时刻来临时孤身一人。我向她保证，我会一直陪伴在她身边。


第二天清晨，很早的时候我就回到了医院，这样，
 我们就能独处一段时间。我握着她苍白无力的手，尽量坐得离她近一些。我请求她允许我哭一会儿。

“为什么？”她轻声地问。

“因为我会非常想念你。我不希望你死。”

我把头枕在她的床上，痛苦的热泪夺眶而出。她轻轻抚摸着我的头发，安慰着心中无比悲痛的我。那是一个异常痛苦的时刻。而后，我又重新找回了陪她一起度过难关的勇气。但是，在那几分钟里，我依偎着她，她成了我坚强的精神支柱。




后来，因为家人需要我，我不得不赶回家去。毕竟，虽然结局不可避免，但最终时间并不确定。在最后几个星期里，母亲陪伴在妹妹身边。最后一天，母亲打电话给我，让我尽快赶到，因为负责临终关怀的护士肯定她剩下的时间不多了，几个小时而已。

我立刻扔下一切，以能保证安全的最快速度飞奔过去，绝望地祈祷她能坚持下去直到我赶到。尽管并不确定她是否能听懂，但是母亲告诉她，我来了。我快步走进病房，能够及时赶到让我放松下来，也让我倍感虚弱。在这98分钟的时间里，我跟她说话，为她祈祷，亲吻她，为她歌唱，大声朗读她最喜爱的文字。她一言不发，但我知道她听得见。护士很惊讶，她居然在发着107度的高烧、一分钟仅呼吸4次，而且几乎没有血压的情况下坚持了那么久。

我总觉得那是因为她在等我。

好姐妹去世后如何继续生活，这是我在姐妹感情方面仍需学习的崭新一课。那种痛苦和失落远比我想象的要糟糕得多。人生的漫漫长路没有她的陪伴，徒留我一人在痛苦中孤独前行。

她此刻与上帝同在，对这一点我感到很欣慰。葬礼上，一位好心的朋友想要安慰我们的大姐，大姐伤心地说：“从现在开始，往后的30年里，天堂将会因为有了梅而始终美丽。”




我的回忆弥足珍贵。我没有任何遗憾；我们没有浪费时间，曾一起面对可怕的明天，说完了所有该说的话，不约而同地放声大笑、失声痛哭，一直到那最后一刻。她是我最好的姐妹。

几个星期前，她18岁的女儿梅丽莎打电话给我。在电话那头，她伤心地哭了起来。“简姨，恐怕现在每个人都已经开始忘记妈妈有多好了。”我忍不住和她一起流泪。我向她承诺过她担心的事不会发生，因为我永远不会将她遗忘。
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Life is a game and true love is a trophy. —Rufus Wainwright

如果人生是一场比赛，那么真爱就是这场比赛的奖品。——鲁弗斯·温赖特
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①eulogy ['ju:lədʒi]
 n. 颂词；
 颂扬；
 悼词

②giggle ['gigl]
 v. 咯咯地笑

③vengeance ['vendʒəns]
 n. 报复；
 报仇




④awe [ɔ:]
 v. 使敬畏；
 使惊惧

⑤ravage ['rævidʒ]
 v. 毁坏，
 破坏；
 掠夺

⑥plaintively ['pleintivli]
 ad. 可怜地；
 悲伤地

⑦anguished ['æŋgwiʃt]
 a. 很痛苦的

⑧agonizing ['ægənaiziŋ]
 a. 苦恼的；
 痛苦难忍的

⑨hospice ['hɔspis]
 n. （
 宗教团体等办的）
 旅客住宿处
 ；
 （
 晚期病人）
 护理所


⑩
 unison ['ju:nizn]
 n. （
 做事、
 说话）
 一起，
 一致行动
 ；
 （
 歌唱或演奏）
 齐声






























Chapter 2 勇于活在当下













Life consists not in holding good cards but in playing those you hold well.—Josh Billings









人生不在于手握一副好牌，而是打好你手上的牌。——乔希·比林斯






















A Place to Stand　收费员的美好生活

Charles Garfield









If you have ever gone through a toll booth, you know that your relationship to the person in the booth is not the most intimate
 ①
 you’ll ever have. It is one of life’s frequent nonencounters: You hand over some money; you might get change; you drive off.

Late one morning in 1984, headed for lunch in San Francisco, I drove toward a booth. I heard loud music. It sounded like a party. I looked around. No other cars with their windows open. No sound trucks. I looked at the toll booth. Inside it, the man was dancing.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m having a party,” he said.

“What about the rest of the people?” I looked at the other toll booths.

He said, “What do those look like to you?” He pointed down the row of toll booths.

“They look like...toll booths. What do they look like to you?”




He said, “Vertical coffins. At 8:30 every morning, live people get in. Then they die for eight hours. At 4:30, like Lazarus from the dead, they reemerge and go home. For eight hours, brain is on hold, dead on the job. Going through the motions.”

I was amazed. This guy had developed a philosophy, a mythology
 ②
 about his job. Sixteen people dead on the job, and the seventeenth, in precisely the same situation, figures out a way to live. I could not help asking the next question: “Why is it different for you? You’re having a good time.”

He looked at me. “I knew you were going to ask that. I don’t understand why anybody would think my job is boring. I have a corner office, glass on all sides. I can see the Golden Gate, San Francisco, and the Berkeley hills. Half the Western world vacations here and I just stroll
 ③
 in every day and practice dancing.”

如果你曾开车通过收费站，你就了解收费员与你的关系可谈不上密切；他不过是我们生活中遇到的众多陌生人中的一员：你递给他一些钱，他找你零钱，然后你便驾车离去。

1984年的某天上午晚些时候，我驾车前往旧金山去吃午餐。途中经过一个收费站时，我听见阵阵音乐声，音量开得很大，听上去像是在开派对。我伸出头去四处张望，没看见别的车开着窗户，也没见有广播车经过。我看了看收费亭，原来里面有个人在跳舞。




“你在干什么？”我问。

“我在开派对。”他说。

“那么其他人呢？”我看着其他收费亭。

他用手指着一整排收费亭，说道：“你觉得它们看起来像什么？”

“它们看起来像……收费亭啊。你怎么看？”

他说：“它们像一个个竖起来摆放的棺材。每天早晨8:30，活人走进去。然后，他们在接下去的8个小时里变成死人。下午4:30的时候，他们像拉撒路一样死而复生，他们又活过来，回家去了。在那8个小时里，他们的脑子停滞了，像死人一样机械地重复着工作时仅有的几个动作。”

我很惊讶，这个收费员自己想出了一套哲学，或者说有关工作的一则神话。16个人在工作时死去，还有另外第17个人，处于完全相同的境况，却想出了活过来的方法。我忍不住问他：“你为什么如此特别呢？你看起来很享受工作，过得很愉快嘛。”

他看着我，说道：“我就知道你会这么问。我不明白为什么每个人都觉得我的工作很枯燥。我有一间角落里的办公室，四周都是玻璃窗，
 能看见金门海峡、旧金山，也能看见伯克利山。西方世界的很多人都前来此处观光度假，而我则每天漫步走入办公室，练习舞步呢。”
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My secret to a long, healthy life is to always keep working. It keeps me busy and happy, and gives me a reason to stay alive. —Johannes Heesters

我长寿健康的秘诀在于总是不停工作，它给予我忙碌和愉悦，并给了我一个继续生活的理由。——约翰内斯·黑丝特斯
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①
 intimate ['intimeit]
 a. 亲密的；
 私人的；
 关系紧密的


②
 mythology [mi'θɔlədʒi]
 n. 神话；
 神话学；
 神话集


③
 stroll [strəul]
 v. 闲逛；
 漫步























What Really Matters in Life


　生活中最重要的东西

Jennifer Keitt









A vacationing American businessman was standing on the pier of a quaint coastal fishing village in southern Mexico when a small boat with just one young fisherman pulled into the dock. Inside the small boat were several large yellowfin tuna. The American complimented the Mexican on the quality of his fish.

“How long did it take you to catch them?” the American casually
 ①
 asked.

“Oh, a few hours,” the Mexican replied.

“Why don’t you stay out longer and catch more fish?” the American businessman then asked.

The Mexican warmly replied, “With this I have more than enough to support my family’s needs.”

The businessman then became serious, “But what do you do with the rest of your time?”

Responding with a smile, the Mexican fisherman answered, “I sleep late, play with my children, watch ball games, and take siesta
 ②
 with my wife. Sometimes in the evenings I take a stroll into the village to see my friends, play the guitar, sing a few songs...”




The American businessman impatiently interrupted, “Look, I have an MBA from Harvard, and I can help you to be more profitable. You can start by fishing several hours longer every day. You can then sell the extra fish you catch. With the extra money, you can buy a bigger boat. With the additional income that larger boat will bring, you can then buy a second boat, a third one, and so on, until you have an entire fleet of fishing boats.

“Then, instead of selling your catch to a middleman you’ll be able to sell your fish directly to the processor, or even open your own cannery. Eventually, you could control the product, processing and distribution
 ③
 . You could leave this tiny coastal village and move to Mexico City, or possibly even LA or New York City, where you could even further expand your enterprise.”

Having never thought of such things, the Mexican fisherman asked, “But how long will all this take?”

After a rapid mental calculation, the businessman pronounced, “Probably about 15-20 years, maybe less if you work really hard.”

“And then what, senor?” asked the fisherman.





“Why, that’s the best part!” answered the
 businessman with a laugh. “When the time is right, you would sell your company stock to the public and become very rich. You would make millions.”

“Millions? Really? What could I do with it all?” asked the young fisherman in disbelief.

The businessman boasted, “Then you could happily retire with all the money you’ve made. You could move to a quaint coastal fishing village where you could sleep late, play with your grandchildren, watch ballgames, take siesta with your wife, and stroll to the village in the evenings where you could play the guitar and sing with your friends all you want.”

The moral
 ④
 of the story is: Know what really matters in life, and you may find that it is already much closer than you think.





墨西哥南部一个古朴的沿海小渔村，一位正在度假的美国商人站在码头上。这时，一名年轻渔民拖着一艘小船拉进了岸边码头。小船上有几条很大的黄鳍金枪鱼。美国商人向渔民恭维了几句，夸他的鱼质量真不错。

“你花了多长时间捕到这些鱼的？”美国人随意地问道。




“哦，几个小时吧。”墨西哥人回答。

“你为什么不在海上多待一会儿，再多捕点鱼呢？”美国商人又问。

墨西哥人热情地回答说：“我捕的这些鱼养家糊口绰绰有余了。”

商人变得严肃起来，“那你剩下的时间都做什么？”

墨西哥渔民欣然一笑，回答说：“我会睡个懒觉，和我的孩子们玩耍，看看球赛，和我妻子睡个午觉。晚上的时候，有时我会漫步到村子里，见见朋友，弹弹吉他，唱唱歌……”

美国商人不耐烦地打断了他的话，“你看，我从哈佛毕业，有工商管理硕士学位，我能帮你赚到更多的钱。听着，最初时，你可以每天多花几个小时捕鱼，然后出售多捕的鱼。用卖鱼的钱，你可以买一艘更大的船，这艘船能给你带来更丰厚的收入，然后你就可以买第二艘船，第三艘船，越来越多。最后，你会发现自己已经变得非常富有，拥有一整支捕鱼船队了。”

“再往后，你就不用把你的鱼卖给中间商，而是直接把鱼卖给加工厂，或者干脆自己办一个罐头工厂。最后，你可以控制鱼类加工和销售整个链条。你可以离开这个小渔村，搬到墨西哥城，或者洛杉矶、纽约，在那里进一步扩大你的企业。”

墨西哥渔民从未想过这些，他问：“但是，这得花多久啊？”




商人快速地在脑子里计算了一遍，宣布道：“可能需要15—20年左右。如果你足够努力，也许不用那么久。”

“先生，那然后呢？”渔民问。

“哎呀，这就是最精彩的部分呀！”商人大笑起来。“如果时机合适，把公司股票卖给公众，你就能变得非常富有，成为百万富翁了。”

“百万富翁？真的吗？那么多钱做什么用呢？”年轻渔民半信半疑地问。

商人引以为豪地说道：“然后你就可以带着巨额财富愉快退休了。你可以搬到一个古朴的海边小渔村。你可以睡懒觉，和孩子们玩耍，看看球赛，和妻子睡个午觉。晚上的时候，漫步走进村子里，和朋友弹弹吉他，唱唱歌，做任何你想做的事。”

这个故事的寓意在于：懂得生活中什么是真正重要的东西，然后你会发现实际上它们就在眼前，比你想象的要离你近得多。
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It is not the place, nor the condition, but the mind alone that can make anyone happy or miserable.




决定人之苦乐的不是地点，也不是环境，而是思想。
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①
 casually ['kæʒjuəli]
 ad. 偶然地，
 随便地，
 漫不经心地


②
 siesta [si'estə]
 n. 午睡


③
 distribution [
 '
 distri'bju:ʃən]
 n. 分布；
 分发，
 分配；
 散布；
 销售量


④
 moral ['mɔrəl]
 n. 寓意；
 道德，
 品行，
 伦理


























Finding Copper Pennies　铜币与人生

Anonymous









There was a small boy who when walking down the street one day found a bright copper penny. He was so excited that he found money and it didn’t cost him anything. This experience led him to spend the rest of his days walking with his head down, eyes wide open, looking for treasure.

During his lifetime he found 296 pennies, 48 nickels, 19 dimes, 16 quarters, 2 half dollars and one crinkled
 ①
 dollar bill. For a total of $13.96.

He got money for nothing. Except that he missed the breathless beauty of 31,369 sunsets, the colorful splendor
 ②
 of 157 rainbows, the fiery beauty of hundreds of maples nipped by autumn’s frost. He never saw white clouds drifting across blue skies, shifting into various wondrous
 ③
 formations. Birds flying, sun shining, and the smiles of a thousand passing people are not a part of his memory.




Who do you know that is living like this? Head is bent down burdened with trivial things afraid of pain and criticism and fear of things that never happen hoping to find that copper penny...for nothing.













一天，有位小男孩走在街上，无意之间捡到了一枚铜币。他很兴奋，因为他不费吹灰之力就得到了意外之财。有了这次经历后，
 在接下来的大半天时间里，他开始压低头、睁大眼睛，不停地沿街搜寻着。

在他的一生中，他一共捡到了296枚1分硬币，48枚5分镍币，19枚10分银币，16枚25分硬币，2张50分纸币以及1张残破的1元纸币，合计共13.96美元。

的确，为了这些金钱，他没有付出任何代价。但是，他错过了31,
 369次美丽得让人窒息的日出，157次五彩斑斓、光辉壮丽的彩虹，成千上万秋霜尽染中火红炽热的美丽枫叶。他从未留意蔚蓝的天际，朵朵洁白的云儿转瞬变幻，组成一幕幕让人惊叹的奇观；他也不会记得，空中自由的飞鸟，天上夺目的太阳，还有匆匆行人那会心的微笑。

你知道有谁是这样生活着的吗？他们拘泥于日常琐事，对痛苦、批评充满了恐惧，常常杞人忧天，负担沉重，总是弯着腰低下头，希望不费吹灰之力就能找到人生的宝藏。
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Those who are not looking for happiness are the most likely to find it, because those who are searching forget that the surest way to be happy is to seek happiness for others.—Martin Luther King


不刻意为自己寻找快乐的人最有可能找到快乐，因为寻快乐的人忘记了快乐的捷径在于为他人寻求快乐。——马丁·路德·金

























[image: 饰图12.jpg]

 注释 [image: 饰图12.jpg]






①
 crinkle ['kriŋkl]
 v. 变皱；
 沙沙作响


②
 splendor ['splendə]
 n. 光辉，
 壮丽；
 显赫；
 辉煌


③
 wondrous ['wʌndrəs]
 a. 令人惊奇的；
 非常的






















Adrift　茫然无依之时

Adam Khan









In 1982 Steven Callahan was crossing the Atlantic alone in his sailboat when it struck something and sank. He was out of the shipping lanes and floating in a life raft, alone. His supplies were few. His chances were small. Yet when three fishermen found him seventy-six days later (the longest anyone has survived a shipwreck on a life raft alone), he was alive—much skinnier
 ①
 than he was when he started, but alive.

His account of how he survived is fascinating. His ingenuity
 ②
 —how he managed to catch fish, how he fixed his solar still (evaporates
 ③
 sea water to make fresh) —is very interesting.

But the thing that caught my eye was how he managed to keep himself going when all hope seemed lost, when there seemed no point in continuing the struggle, when he was suffering greatly, when his life raft was punctured
 ④
 and after more than a week struggling with his weak body to fix it, it was still leaking air and wearing him out to keep pumping it up. He was starved. He was desperately dehydrated
 ⑤
 . He was thoroughly exhausted. Giving up would have seemed the only sane option.




When people survive these kinds of circumstances, they do something with their minds that gives them the courage to keep going. Many people in similarly desperate circumstances give in or go mad. Something the survivors do with their thoughts helps them find the guts to carry on in spite of overwhelming odds.

“I tell myself I can handle it,” wrote Callahan in his narrative. “Compared to what others have been through, I’m fortunate. I tell myself these things over and over, building up fortitude
 ⑥
 ...”

I wrote that down after I read it. It struck me as something important. And I’ve told myself the same thing when my own goals seemed far off or when my problems seemed too overwhelming. And every time I’ve said it, I have always come back to my senses.

The truth is, our circumstances are only bad compared to something better. But others have been through much worse. I’ve read enough history to know you and I are lucky to be where we are, when we are, no matter how bad it seems to us compared to our fantasies. It’s a sane thought and worth thinking.




So here, coming to us from the extreme edge of survival, are words that can give us strength. Whatever you’re going through, tell yourself you can handle it. Compared to what others have been through, you’re fortunate. Tell this to yourself over and over, and it will help you get through the rough spots with a little more fortitude.









1982年，史蒂文·卡拉翰驶着帆船独自横渡大西洋时，帆船撞沉了。他偏离了航道，在一艘救生艇上独自一人随着海浪漂浮。食物和水已经所剩不多，他生还的希望十分渺茫。然而，76天（从海难中幸存下来、独自在救生艇上生活的最长时间记录）后，当三位渔民发现他时，他居然还活着，虽然瘦得只剩下了皮包骨头，但总算还活着。

他对自己如何幸存下来的描述非常引人入胜。他是如何利用聪明才智成功地捕鱼，怎样修好他的太阳能蒸馏器（用于蒸馏海水以获得淡水），这是个非常有趣的故事。

但是，最吸引我的在于，在所有希望均告破灭的时候，在受尽折磨、一切努力看似毫无意义的时候，在救生艇被刺穿、费尽力气修了一个多星期还是漏气的时候，在给救生艇打气几乎耗尽了最后一丝气力的时候，他是如何成功地让自己继续活下去的。他极度饥饿，脱水严重，精疲力竭。放弃在当时看起来是唯一理性的选择。




人们在这样的以及类似的情况中幸存下来，是与他们的精神分不开的，精神赋予了他们勇气继续活下去。很多人在类似的绝望境地中选择放弃或者变得疯狂。幸存者们正是因为尚存的理智，才能鼓起勇气继续活下去，尽管情况极端不利。

“我告诉自己，我一定能挺过去。”卡拉翰在他的叙述中写道。“与其他人经历的苦难相比，我算是幸运的。我一遍又一遍地对自己说着这些来增强自己的毅力……”

读到这段话后，我把它当做重要的东西记录下来，因为它深深地震撼了我。当我的目标看起来遥不可及时，当我的问题看起来堆积如山时，我总是告诉自己同样的话，而且每一次我对自己这么说时，我总能恢复理智。

事实上，我们的境况之所以看起来很糟，是因为我们总是把它与更好的境况相比较。但是，别人可能遭遇过更糟糕的情况。我读过很多历史书，因此也了解，无论我们所处的境况与想象相比有多么糟糕，我们还是应该庆幸我们所处的时代和所在的国家。这是一个理智的想法，也值得我们深思。










Three Words of Wisdom: “Don’t We All?”　我们不都需要帮助吗？

Anonymous









One evening I was parked in front of the mall wiping off my car. I had just come from the car wash and was waiting for my wife to finish work.

Coming my way from across the parking lot, was what society would consider a bum
 ①
 . From the looks of him he had no car, no home, no clean clothes and no money. There are times when you feel generous, but there are times that you just don’t want to be bothered. This was one of the don’t-want-to-be-bothered times!

“Hope he doesn’t ask me for money,” I thought.

He didn’t. He came and sat on the curb in front of the bus stop and he didn’t look like he could have enough money to even ride the bus.

After a few minutes he spoke. “That’s a very nice car,” he said. He was ragged
 ②
 , but had an air of dignity around him.

I said “Thanks”, and continued wiping off my car.




He sat there quietly as I worked. The expected plea for money never came. As the silence between us widened, something inside said, “Ask him if he needs any help.” I was sure that he would say yes, but I held true to the inner voice.

“Do you need any help?” I asked.

He answered in three simple, but profound, words that I shall never forget. We often look for wisdom in great accomplishments. I expect it from those of higher learning and accomplishments. I expected nothing here but an outstretched grimy hand.

Then, he spoke three words that shook me. “Don’t we all?” he said.

I needed help. Maybe not for bus fare or a place to sleep, but I needed help. I reached in my wallet and gave him not only enough for bus fare but enough to get a warm meal and shelter for the day.

Those three little words still ring true. No matter how much you have, no matter how much you have accomplished, we all need help.

No matter how little you have, no matter how loaded you are with problems, even without money or a place to sleep, you can give help. Even if it’s just a compliment, you can give that!




You never know when you may see someone that appears to have it all, yet in actuality they need you to give them what they don’t have—a different perspective on life, a glimpse of something beautiful, a respite from daily chaos
 ③
 —that only you, through a torn world can see.

Maybe the man was just a homeless stranger wandering the streets. Maybe he was more than that. Maybe he was sent by a power that is great and wise to minister to a soul too comfortable in himself.

Maybe someone looked down, called an angel, dressed him like a bum, and then said, “Go minister to that man cleaning the car; that man needs help.”

Don’t we all?





一天傍晚，我把刚洗过的车停在购物中心门前，一边擦拭车身的水渍，一边等妻子下班。

从我站的位置看过去，在停车场的另一头，站着一个会被社会称作“流浪汉”的人。从外表看，他一贫如洗，无家可归，衣衫污浊，更别说有自己的车了。遇到如此情景，有时你会慷慨解囊，但有时你根本不想予以理睬。那时，我就想置之不理，继续擦着我的车。

“希望他不会向我要钱。”我想。




他没有向我伸手要钱。他走过来，在公交车站前的路沿上坐下来。他似乎连坐公交车的钱也没有。

过了几分钟，他开口说话了，“车子不错啊。”他说。尽管他衣衫褴褛，但他却有种威严的神态。

我说了声“谢谢”，然后继续擦我的车。

就在我擦车的时候，他安静地在一旁坐着，并没有如我预想的那样过来要钱。我们之间的气氛变得越发安静了。一个声音从我心底响起：“去问问他是否需要帮助。”我确信他肯定会说需要，但是我还是选择忠于我内心的呼声。

“你需要什么帮助吗？”我问道。

他没有伸出肮脏的双手向我乞讨，他只回答了短短一句。这简单但却很深刻的一句话，
 让我永生难忘。这样的回答，我原以为只能来自学识渊博、成就卓著的人们，因为我们经常试图从伟大的成就中汲取智慧的养分，却没曾想到从他的口中说了出来。

他说：“我们每个人不都需要帮助吗？”这句话深深震撼了我。

是的，我需要帮助，可能我需要的不是坐公交车的钱，也不是睡觉的地方，但我的确需要帮助。我把手伸进钱包，给了他一些钱。这些钱不仅能让他坐得起公交车，也够他吃顿热饭，找个地方美美地睡一觉
 。

这句话至今仍言犹在耳，听上去十分真实。无论你拥有多少，也无论你成就了多少，我们都需要帮助。




无论你多么渺小，无论你身上背负多少问题，甚至一文不名，流离失所，你仍然能帮助他人，哪怕只是一句赞美的话——这都是你能给予的！

你永远不知道，有些人的生活看起来近乎完美，什么也不缺，然而，实际上他们需要你给予一些他们没有的东西，可能是看待生活的不同视角，也可能是发现美丽的惊鸿一瞥，又或者是远离日常喧嚣的片刻宁静。而所有这一切，只有你透过这个支离破碎的世界才能发现。

也许这个人不过是个浪迹街头、无家可归的陌生人。也许他还有更复杂的身份。又或许他是伟大而明智的力量派来照料他自己过于闲适安逸的灵魂。

或许神从天堂往人间看了看，叫了一名天使，让他打扮成流浪汉的模样，然后说：“去照顾一下那个擦洗车子的人吧，他需要帮助。”

我们不都需要帮助吗？
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God helps those who help themselves. —Algernon Sidney

天助自助者。——阿尔吉农·西德尼
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①
 bum[bʌm]
 n.流浪汉，
 游荡者，
 懒鬼


②
 ragged['rægid]
 a.衣衫褴褛的，
 粗糙的，
 刺耳的，
 （
 外形）
 不规则的，
 不完美的


③
 chaos['keiɔs]
 n.混乱，
 无秩序，
 混沌



























The Cab Ride I’ll Never Forget


　难忘的出租车之旅

Kent Nerburn









Twenty years ago, I drove a cab for a living. One time I arrived in the middle of the night for a pick up at a building that was dark except for a single light in a ground floor window.


Under these circumstances, many drivers would just
 honk
 ①
 once or twice, wait a minute, then drive away. But I had seen too many
 impoverished
 ②
 people who depended on taxis as their only means of transportation. Unless a situation smelled of danger, I always went to the door. This passenger might be someone who needs my assistance, I reasoned to myself. So I walked to the door and knocked
 .

“Just a minute,” answered a frail
 ③
 , elderly voice.

I could hear something being dragged across the floor. After a long pause, the door opened. A small woman in her 80’s stood before me. She was wearing a print dress and a pillbox hat with a veil pinned on it, like somebody out of a 1940s movie. By her side was a small nylon suitcase.




The apartment looked as if no one had lived in it for years. All the furniture was covered with sheets. There were no clocks on the walls, no knickknacks or utensils on the counters. In the corner was a cardboard box filled with photos and glassware.

“Would you carry my bag out to the car?” she said. I took the suitcase to the cab, then returned to assist the woman. She took my arm and we walked slowly toward the curb. She kept thanking me for my kindness.

“It’s nothing,” I told her. “I just try to treat my passengers the way I would want my mother treated.”

“Oh, you’re such a good boy,” she said. When we got in the cab, she gave me an address, then asked, “Could you drive through downtown?”

“It’s not the shortest way,” I answered quickly.

“Oh, I don’t mind,” she said. “I’m in no hurry. I’m on my way to a hospice.”

I looked in the rear view mirror. Her eyes were glistening.

“I don’t have any family left,” she continued. “The doctor says I don’t have very long.”

I quietly reached over and shut off the meter. “What route would you like me to take?” I asked.




For the next two hours, we drove through the city. She showed me the building where she had once worked as an elevator operator. We drove through the neighborhood where she and her husband had lived when they were newlyweds. She had me pull up in front of a furniture warehouse that had once been a ballroom where she had gone dancing as a girl.

Sometimes she’d ask me to slow in front of a particular building or corner and would sit staring into the darkness, saying nothing.

As the first hint of sun was creasing the horizon, she suddenly said, “I’m tired. Let’s go now.”

We drove in silence to the address she had given me.

It was a low building, like a small convalescent
 ④
 home, with a driveway that passed under a portico. Two orderlies came out to the cab as soon as we pulled up. They were solicitous and intent, watching her every move. They must have been expecting her. I opened the trunk and took the small suitcase to the door. The woman was already seated in a wheelchair.

“How much do I owe you?” she asked, reaching into her purse.

“Nothing,” I said.

“You have to make a living,” she answered.




“There are other passengers.”

Almost without thinking, I bent and gave her a hug. She held onto me tightly.

“You gave an old woman a little moment of joy,” she said. “Thank you.”

I squeezed her hand, then walked into the dim morning light. Behind me, a door shut. It was the sound of the closing of a life.

I didn’t pick up any more passengers that shift. I drove aimlessly, lost in thought. For the rest of that day, I could hardly talk. What if that woman had gotten an angry driver, or one who was impatient to end his shift? What if I had refused to take the run, or had honked once, then driven away?

On a quick review, I don’t think that I have done anything more important in my life. We’re conditioned to think that our lives revolve around great moments. But great moments often catch us unaware—beautifully wrapped in what others may consider a small one.





20年前，我是一名出租车司机。一天深夜，我驾车前往一处房子去接客人。到达时，房子里漆黑一片，只有底层一扇窗里透出一盏灯的光亮。

在这样的情况下，很多司机只会鸣一两次喇叭，等上几分钟，然后就驱车离去。但我见过很多贫穷的人们，他们依赖出租车作为唯一的交通工具。除非我感觉情况危险，否则我总是会走上门去。我心里想，这位乘客有可能需要我的帮助，于是，我走到门前，敲了敲门。




“稍等片刻。”一个虚弱而苍老的声音回答道。

我能听见什么东西在地板上拖曳的声音。又过了很长时间，门打开了。一位80多岁的小个子老太太站在我面前。她身穿一件印花裙，头戴一顶别有面纱的小圆帽，仿佛从20世纪40年代的老电影里走出来似的。她的身边有只尼龙手提箱。

这座公寓看起来似乎已经多年无人居住了。所有家具都用被单盖着，墙上没有挂时钟，柜子上也没有摆放装饰品和器皿。房子一角有一只纸箱，里面装满了照片和各式玻璃器具。

“你能帮我把包抬到车上去吗？”她问。我把手提箱放进车里，然后走回来帮助老太太。她扶着我的胳膊，慢慢地朝路边走去。她不停地感谢我友善的帮助。

“这没什么，”我跟她说，“我只不过用我所希望的别人对待我母亲的方式来对待我的乘客罢了。”

“哦，你是多好的一个孩子啊。”她说。我们上车后，她给了我一个地址，然后问我，“你能不能开车穿过市中心啊？”




“这可不是最近的路呀！”我很快回答说。

“哦，我不介意的，”她说，“我不赶时间。我要去趟护理所。”

我看了看后视镜，她的眼睛里闪着晶莹的光芒。

“我的家人都不在了，”她继续说，“医生说我的时间也不多了。”

我静静地伸手关掉计价器。“你想让我走哪条路线？”我问。

在接下来的两个小时里，我们开车穿越了整座城市。她带我看了她曾经做过电梯操作员的那栋大楼。我们开车经过了她和丈夫刚结婚时居住的街区。她还让我在一家家具仓库门前停车，过去那里曾是一家舞厅，当时还是个姑娘的她常常去那里跳舞。

有时，她会叫我在某栋房子或某个街角放慢车速，她坐在那里，眼睁得大大的，盯着眼前的一片漆黑，一言不发。

随着天边的太阳慢慢爬上地平线，露出最初的一丝光亮，她突然说道：“我累了，咱们走吧。”

我们朝她给我的地址开去，车内一片沉寂。

那是一座低矮的建筑，就像一座小型疗养院，有一条车道在门廊下穿过。我们刚停下车，两个疗养员就走上前来。他们殷勤又热心，细心地看着她的一举一动。他们一定是在等待她的到来。我打开后备箱，把那只小手提箱送到门边。这时，老太太已经坐在轮椅上了。




“我应该给你多少钱呢？”她问道，一边伸手到钱包里取钱。

“不用啦。”我说。

“你还得生活呀。”她回答说。

“还有其他乘客呢。”

几乎不假思索地，我弯下腰来拥抱了她。她也紧紧地抱着我。

“你给一位老人带来了片刻的欢乐，”她说，“谢谢你。”

我捏了捏她的手，然后转身走向屋外淡淡的晨曦。在我身后，传来一扇门关闭的声音，仿佛那是生命即将结束的声音。

在那趟班上，我没再载任何客人。我漫无目的地开着车，陷入了深深的沉思中。那天，我几乎很少开口说话。如果去接老太太的是一名愤怒的司机，或者是一名不耐烦的急着交班的司机，结果会怎样？如果我拒绝老人载她四处看看的要求，或者我只鸣了一次喇叭就开车离去，结果又会怎样？

我快速地回顾了一下自己的人生，我觉得这是我做过的最重要的一件事。我们习惯性地认为我们的生活总是被各种伟大的时刻所围绕着；但是，伟大的时刻常常在我们不经意间就悄然而至，并巧妙地包裹着很多人以为不足为奇的平常外衣。
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The mystery of life is not a problem to be solved; it is a reality to be experienced.—Jacobus Johannes Leeuw

生活的奥秘并不是一个需要解决的问题，而是一种需要人们去经历的现实。——雅各布斯·约翰内斯·莱乌
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①
 honk [hɔ:ŋk]
 v.（
 使）
 雁叫；
 鸣（
 汽车喇叭）





②
 impoverished [im'pɔvəriʃt]
 a. 贫困的，
 赤贫的；
 耗竭的


③
 frail [freil]
 a. 脆弱的；
 虚弱的


④
 convalescent ['kɔnvə'lesnt]
 a. 恢复期的
 ；
 渐愈的
 ；
 调养的




















Transforming Judgment Into Love


　少一些评价，多一些关爱

Fred Burks









I am very blessed to have come to a place where it is fairly easy for me to feel acceptance and love for almost everyone I meet. As arrogance has been the biggest challenge in myself throughout my life, the few times I find myself having difficulty accepting and loving another person now, it is usually because I see and judge in them unbridled
 ①
 arrogance.

In this last month, I had a most amazing opportunity which challenged me to be able to accept arrogance in another and find love for him in a very profound way. George is an instructor who I interpreted for almost two years ago in a two-week course for Indonesian investigative police. George had the nasty habit of criticizing and belittling
 ②
 almost everything everyone did in the course. He believed being harsh and critical was the best way to make the students try harder. Though the students did learn, he did a very good job of making every participant feel inferior to him by the end of the course. One woman even cried at one point as George called her everything but stupid in how she performed an exercise.




By the end of that two weeks, I couldn’t wait to get away from George. I had never encountered someone so arrogant and insensitive. I was very aware at the time that I had failed to find acceptance and love for him, yet I just hoped I wouldn’t have to work with him again.

Last month at another two-week training, I didn’t realize until it was already too late that I would be working with George again. But I have grown a lot in the last two years, so I was able to see this training clearly as a powerful challenge and opportunity for me to try my best to accept George for who he is.

So this time, from the very first day I consciously choose to look past my judgment. I chose instead to focus on opening to the deeper part of George, to his divine light within. I chose to do my best not to try to change him, but rather to try to accept and understand him for who he is. As I opened to that deeper part of him, I was able to feel his pain and woundedness. I had a sense that somehow he had been severely criticized and belittled as a child—just as I had. I felt his deep need to compensate for this by proving both to himself and others that he was better than everyone else. This may well have led to the arrogance I saw in him, the same arrogance I dealt with so much early in my life. I realized that it was my own righteousness
 ③
 about having overcome my arrogance which made me judge George so harshly. That which I had come from is what triggered me most and what I judged most severely.




With these realizations, I was for the first time able to open to seeing George for all that he is. During breaks we had a number of rich conversations about his personal life. He told me meaningful things like how much he loved being a father and how his daughter so loved him. He told me how important it was for him to be very strict with this daughter as a way of loving her.

During one lunch break, I gathered my courage and shared with him how difficult the previous course had been for me as I had felt he was excessively critical with the students. I told him I still felt this, but that now I wanted to get to know him and understand why he did what he did. He heard me and clearly respected my deep desire to be honest and open with me. He shared very deeply about why he acts the way he does. He even acknowledged that he is overly harsh at times. We shared in a number of deep, meaningful talks. By the end of the course, we left feeling a sincere bond of friendship and trust. I had found not only acceptance and understanding, but even a sincere love for George and for what he is trying to do.




Amazingly, throughout this course, George was significantly less critical and belittling than he had been two years earlier. He even praised people a number of times—something he had almost never done before. My own unresolved arrogance led to the thought that my openness had caused this change. Yet as soon as this thought arose, I recognized its source and quickly corrected myself. Yes, my openness and acceptance of George in these two weeks may have inspired him in some small way to be more open and less critical. Yet I also recognize that like me, he is learning and growing as he grows older, too. He is learning to be more supportive, and I am learning to be less judgmental
 ④
 and more loving.

What a powerful lesson for me! What a wonderful change! Now, when I see people with unbridled arrogance and my judgment kicks in, I feel inspired to more easily recognize what’s happening. I am inspired to look deeper to find acceptance and love of even people with a lot of arrogance, for we are all sacred creations of God. Now, I can recognize my own weakness. I can more easily recognize my own judgment which keeps me from accepting others as they are. After this empowering experience, I am inspired even more to support every person, arrogant or not, to be the best they can be. Thank you so much George, and thank you Spirit and my GCA friends, for helping me so beautifully to transform judgment into love.








很幸运地，我已经达到了一种境界，我能很容易地接受并关爱我所遇见的几乎每一个人。但是，傲慢自大是我一生中遇到的最大的挑战。现在偶尔有那么几次，我发现自己很难接受和关爱另一个人，这通常也是因为我在他们身上看到了肆无忌惮的傲慢。

就在上个月，我得到一个绝佳的机会，挑战自己去接受另一个人身上的傲慢，并深沉地去爱他。大约两年前，乔治在为期两周的印尼警方调查课程中担任讲师，当时我曾经给他做过口译。他有一个令人讨厌的习惯，他总是批评和贬低每个人在课程里做的几乎每一件事。他认为，苛刻和批评是促使学生更加努力学习的最好方法。学生们的确学到了一些东西，但他也成功地使每个学生在课程结束后都觉得自惭形秽，远不如他。一位女学生有一回甚至被弄哭了，因为乔治把她某次练习中的表现称为愚不可及。




那两个星期结束后，我迫不及待地想要离开乔治，因为我从未遇到过像他这样傲慢自大而又麻木不仁的人。那时，我很清楚我没能接受他，更别说去爱他，我只是希望我不用再次与他共事。

上个月，又一期两周培训开始了，我发现我不得不与乔治再次共事，因为等我反应过来时已经太迟了。但是，在过去的两年里，我成长了很多，我能够把这次培训视为一次有力的挑战，也是一次难得的机会，让我能尽全力接受真实的乔治。

所以这一次，从最初的第一天起，我就有意识地选择忽略我以前的判断。我选择以开放的心态专注于更深层的乔治，专注于他的内在散发出来的神圣光芒。我选择尽量不要试图改变他，而是努力接受和理解真实的他。当我打开心扉深入他的内心时，我能够感觉到他的痛苦和创伤。我有一种预感，不知何故，他在孩提时代应该曾饱受严厉的批评和贬低，就像我小时候一样。我觉得他内心深处有一种迫切的需要，需要通过向自己和他人证明他比任何人做得都更好，来弥补小时候的心灵创伤。这很可能就导致了我在他身上看见的傲慢。在我早年的生活里，我也曾费尽心思消除我内心里与他同样的傲慢。我意识到，正是我自己成功克服傲慢所获得的正义感，促使我如此苛刻地评判乔治，这也解释了到底是什么东西触发了我，让我对他做出了最严苛的主观评判。




意识到这些以后，我第一次能够释然地面对真实的乔治。在休息时，我们聊了很多关于他个人生活的话题。他告诉了我一些很有意义的事，比如他多么喜欢做一个父亲，以及他的女儿有多么爱他。他告诉我说，他总是严格要求女儿，并以这样严格的方式爱她，这对他来说非常重要。

一次午餐时，我鼓起勇气和他谈起以前的课程对我来说多么难熬，因为我觉得他对学生过于苛责了。我告诉他现在我仍然这么认为，但是，现在我想要了解他，理解他为什么要这么做。他听着我的话，显然非常尊重我深切的渴望，希望我们之间能开诚布公。他深刻地分享了他为什么会有这种行为方式的原因。他甚至承认，有些时候他是过于严厉了。我们共享了许多深刻、有意义的谈话。课程结束后分开时，我们都能感觉到真诚的友谊和信任。我发现自己不仅接受并理解了他，而且能真诚地去爱他以及他想做的事。

令人惊讶的是，在这次培训课程中，乔治比两年之前明显减少了批评和贬低。他甚至称赞了学生们很多次，这是他以前几乎从未做过的。我内心仍未消除的傲慢让我以为，是自己的开明导致了这种变化。然而，这个想法刚一冒出来，我就认出了它的来源，迅速纠正了我自己。是的，在这两个星期里，我的开明和接受可能以细微的方式启发了他，让他变得更开明、更乐于肯定和赞美他人。然而，我也认识到，像我一样，随着年纪的增长，他也学习和成长了。他正在学会给予他人更多的支持和帮助，而我则在学习少一些评判、多一些关爱。




对我而言，这是多么有益的一课！这是多么美妙的改变！现在，每当我看到人们肆无忌惮的傲慢，而我的主观评判便随即介入时，我就更容易觉察到这中间是怎么回事。我总是会深受启发，试图看得更深入一些，去接纳与关爱这些无比傲慢的人们，因为我们都是上帝神圣的创造。现在，我能认识到自己的弱点。我能更容易地意识到，是我的主观评判妨碍了自己去接受他人的真实面貌。有了这次赋予人力量的经历后，我深受启发，也更加支持每个人；无论他们傲慢与否，都要帮助他们达到最好状
 态。非常感谢乔治，感谢神灵和我的朋友们，帮助我那么漂亮地把主观评判转变成了无私的关爱。
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Any judgment I have of others is on some level a reflection of myself. —Fred Burks

我对他人的任何评判在某种程度上反映出自己身上的种种不足。——弗雷德·伯克斯
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①
 unbridled [ʌn'braidld]
 a. 无拘束的；
 激烈的；
 放纵的


②
 belittle [bi'litl]
 v. 轻视，
 贬低；
 使相形见小


③
 righteousness ['raitʃəsnis]
 n. 正当，
 正义；
 正直


④
 judgmental [dʒʌdʒ'mentl]
 a. 判断的；
 审判的






















Chapter 3 永不放弃梦想













The key is to listen to your heart and let it carry you in the direction of your dreams. And each day that you’re moving toward your dreams without compromising who you are, you’re winning.


—Michael Dell










聆听你内心的声音，并让它带你前往梦想的方向。当你每天朝着梦想前进，而且没有放弃做自己，你就是胜利的。


——迈克尔·戴尔



























Ask, Ask, Ask　请求，请求，再请求

Jack Canfield & Mark V. Hansen









The greatest saleswoman in the world today doesn’t mind if you call her a girl. That’s because Markita Andrews has generated more than eighty thousand dollars selling Girl Scout cookies since she was seven years old.

Going door-to-door after school, the painfully shy Markita transformed herself into a cookie-selling dynamo
 ①
 when she discovered, at age 13, the secret of selling.

It starts with desire. Burning, white-hot desire.

For Markita and her mother, who worked as a waitress in New York after her husband left them when Markita was eight years old, their dream was to travel the globe. “I’ll work hard to make enough money to send you to college,” her mother said one day. “You’ll go to college and when you graduate, you’ll make enough money to take you and me around the world. Okay?”

So at age 13 when Markita read in her Girl Scout magazine that the Scout who sold the most cookies would win an all-expenses-paid trip for two around the world, she decided to sell all the Girl Scout cookies she could—more Girl Scout cookies than anyone in the world, ever.




But desire alone is not enough. To make her dream come true, Markita knew she needed a plan.

“Always wear your right outfit, your professional garb,” her aunt advised. “When you are doing business, dress like you are doing business. Wear your Girl Scout uniform. When you go up to people in their tenement
 ②
 buildings at 4:30 or 6:30 and especially on Friday night, ask for a big order. Always smile, whether they buy or not, always be nice. And don’t ask them to buy your cookies; ask them to invest.”

Lots of other Scouts may have wanted that trip around the world. Lots of other Scouts may have had a plan. But only Markita went off in her uniform each day after school, ready to ask—and keep asking—folks to invest in her dream. “Hi, I have a dream. I’m earning a trip around the world for me and my mom by merchandising Girl Scout cookies,” she’d say at the door. “Would you like to invest in one dozen or two dozen boxes of cookies?”




Markita sold 3,526 boxes of Girl Scout cookies that year and won her trip around the world. Since then, she has sold more than 42,000 boxes of Girl Scout cookies, spoken at sales conventions across the country, starred in a Disney movie about her adventure and has co-authored the best seller, How to Sell More Cookies, Condos, Cadillacs, Computers...And Everything Else
 .

Markita is no smarter and no more extroverted than thousands of other people, young and old, with dreams of their own. The difference is Markita had discovered the secret of selling: Ask, Ask, Ask! Many people fail before they even begin because they fail to ask for what they want. The fear of rejection leads many of us to reject ourselves and our dreams long before anyone else ever has the chance—no matter what we’re selling.

And everyone is selling something. “You’re selling yourself everyday—in school, to your boss, to new people you meet,” said Markita at 14. “My mother is a waitress: she sells the daily special. Mayors and presidents trying to get votes are selling...I see selling everywhere I look. Selling is part of the whole world.”

It takes courage to ask for what you want. Courage is not the absence of fear. It’s doing what it takes despite one’s fear. And, as Markita has discovered, the more you ask, the easier (and more fun) it gets.




Once, on live TV, the producer decided to give Markita her toughest selling challenge. Markita was asked to sell Girl Scout cookies to another guest on the show. “Would you like to invest in one dozen or two dozen boxes of Girl Scout cookies?” she asked.

“Girl Scout cookies? I don’t buy any Girl Scout cookies!” he replied. “I’m a Federal Penitentiary warden. I put 2,000 rapists, robbers, criminals, muggers and child abusers to bed every night.”


Unruffled
 ③
 , Markita quickly countered, “Mister, if you take some of these cookies, maybe you won’t be so mean and angry and evil. And, Mister, I think it would be a good idea for you to take some of these cookies back for every one of your 2,000 prisoners, too.”

Markita asked.

The warden wrote a check.

现今世界上最伟大的女售货员玛姬塔·安德鲁斯并不介意被称作女孩。这是因为从7岁至今，她已经销售了价值超过8万美元的童子军饼干。

放学后挨家挨户兜售，使原来极度害羞的玛姬塔变成了售卖饼干的小精灵，并在她13岁时发现了销售的秘诀。




这一切都始于她心中的渴望，那如火焰般燃烧的白热化的渴望。

玛姬塔的母亲曾是一名在纽约工作的女服务员，当她的丈夫离开她们时，玛姬塔只有8岁。玛姬塔和母亲的梦想是环球旅行。“我要努力工作赚钱，送你去上大学。”有一天，她的妈妈说
 。“你必须去上大学。大学毕业时，你要赚足够多的钱带咱俩周游世界。好吗？”

所以，在13岁时，当玛姬塔在她的女童子军杂志上读到，卖掉最多饼干的童子军将赢得双人免费游览世界各地的机会时，她决定尽其所能卖掉尽可能多的女童子军饼干——比世界上任何人卖掉的女童子军饼干都要多。

但是，光有强烈渴望是远远不够的，要实现梦想，玛姬塔知道她必须制定一个计划。

“总是注意穿着得体，你得穿上你的职业装束，”她的阿姨建议道。“当你做生意时，你必须穿得像做生意的人。你必须穿上你的女童子军制服。当你在每天4:30或6:30去人们租住的公寓时，特别是在周五晚上，你可以请求人们下个大订单。你必须时刻保持微笑，对人们好些，无论他们购买与否。不要要求他们买你的饼干，要求他们向你投资。”

很多其他的童子军可能也想要环游世界。他们可能也有一个计划。但只有玛姬塔每天放学后就穿上她的制服，准备好了去请求——不停地请求人们为她的梦想投资。“你好，我有一个梦想。我想通过销售女童子军饼干为我和妈妈赢得一次环球旅行，”她会在门口说，“你愿意为我的梦想投资一打或两打饼干吗？”




那一年，玛姬塔卖出了3,526箱女童子军饼干，赢得了她的环球旅行。从那时起，她一共卖出了超过42,000箱女童子军饼干。她在全国销售会议上发表演讲，主演以她的经历为题材的迪士尼电影，与他人共同撰写了畅销书《如何卖出更多的饼干、公寓、凯迪拉克、电脑……以及其他的一切》。

与其他成千上万怀抱梦想的或年轻或年老的人们相比，玛姬塔并没有比他们更聪明或更外向。不同的是，玛姬塔发现了销售的秘诀：请求，请求，再请求！许多人甚至在开始之前就失败了，因为他们难以开口请求他们想要的东西。无论我们销售什么，对被拒绝的恐惧导致了我们中的许多人，在任何人有机会拒绝我们之前，首先否定了我们自己和我们的梦想。

然而，我们每个人都在销售。“你每天都在推销自己，在学校，向你的老板，向你刚刚认识的人，”14岁的玛姬塔说道。“我的母亲是一位女服务员：她推销每天的特色菜。试图获得选票的市长和总统也在推销……目光所到之处，我都能看到销售。销售是整个世界的一部分。”




你需要勇气去请求获得你想要的东西。勇气并不是没有恐惧，而是尽管有恐惧，
 也还是要努力去付出。而且，正如玛姬塔发现的那样，你请求得越多，你就越容易（而且越有趣地）得到它。

在一次电视直播中，节目制作人决定给玛姬塔一个最困难的销售挑战。她被要求向在场的另一个嘉宾出售童子军饼干。“你愿意投资一打或两打女童子军饼干吗？”她问。

“女童子军饼干？我不买任何童子军饼干！”他回答说。“我是一个联邦监狱狱长。我每天晚上要安排2,000名犯了强奸、盗窃、抢劫、虐待儿童等罪行的囚犯上床睡觉。”

玛姬塔面不改色，很快反驳道：“先生，如果你买走其中的一些饼干，也许你就不会这么刻薄、愤怒、充满邪恶了。而且，先生，我认为这是一个好主意：你把一些饼干带回去，然后送给你那2,000名囚犯中的每一个人。”

玛姬塔请求道。

监狱长现场就开了支票。
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All your dreams can come true if you have the courage to pursue them.—Walt Disney

你所有的梦想皆可实现，只要你有勇气去追求。





——沃尔特·迪斯尼
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①
 dynamo ['dainəməu]
 n. 发电机；
 精力充沛的人


②
 tenement ['tenimənt]
 n. 房屋，
 住户，
 租户


③
 unruffled ['ʌn'rʌfld]
 a. 平静的；
 镇定的，
 沉着的；
 无波浪的























Paul’s Unstoppable Will Power Turns Wasteland to Forest


　意志的魔力

Adam Khan










When Paul was a boy growing up in Utah, he
 happened to live near an old copper smelter. The sulfur dioxide that poured out of the refinery had made a desolate
 ①
 wasteland out of what used to be a beautiful forest. When a young visitor one day looked at this wasteland and saw that there was nothing living there—no animals, no trees, no grass, no bushes, no birds...nothing but fourteen thousand acres of black and barren land that even smelled bad—well, this kid looked at the land and said, “This place is crummy.” Little Paul knocked him down. He felt insulted. But he looked around him and something happened inside him. He made a decision: Paul Rokich vowed that some day he would bring back the life to this land.

Years later Paul was in the area, and he went to the smelter office. He asked if they had any plans to bring the trees back. The answer was “No.” He asked if they would let him try to bring the trees back. Again, the answer was “No.” They didn’t want him on their land. He realized he needed to be more knowledgeable before anyone would listen to him, so he went to college to study botany.




At the college he met a professor who was an expert in Utah’s ecology. Unfortunately, this expert told Paul that the wasteland he wanted to bring back was beyond hope. He was told that his goal was foolish because even if he planted trees, and even if they grew, the
 wind would only blow the seeds forty feet per year, and that’s all you’d get because there weren’t any birds or squirrels to spread the seeds, and the seeds from those trees would need another thirty years before they started producing seeds of their own. Therefore, it would take approximately twenty thousand years to revegetate
 ②
 that six-square-mile piece of earth.

So he tried to go on with his life. He got a job operating heavy equipment, got married, and had some kids. But his dream would not die. He kept studying up on the subject, and he kept thinking about it. And then one night, Paul looked at what opportunities were right in front of him. He decided to get up and take some action. He would do what he could with what he had. This was an important turning point.




Under the cover of darkness, he sneaked out into the wasteland with a backpack full of seedlings and started planting. For seven hours he planted seedlings. He did it again a week later. And every week, he made his secret journey into the wasteland and planted trees and shrubs and grass. But most of it died. For fifteen years he did this. When a whole valley of his fir seedlings burned to the ground because of a careless sheepherder, Paul broke down and wept. Then he got up and kept planting.

Freezing winds and blistering
 ③
 heat, landslides and floods and fires destroyed his work time and time again. But he kept planting. One night he found a highway crew had come and taken tons of dirt for a road grade, and all the plants he had painstakingly planted in that area were gone. But he just kept planting.

Week after week, year after year he kept at it, against the opinion of the authorities, against the trespassing laws, against the devastation of road crews, against the wind and rain and heat...even against plain common sense. He just kept planting. Slowly, very slowly, things began to take root. Then gophers appeared. Then rabbits. Then porcupines.

Eventually, the old copper smelter saw the results and gave him permission to plant. Then later, as times were changing and there was political pressure to clean up the environment, the company actually hired Paul to do what he was already doing, and they provided him with machinery and crews to work with. Progress accelerated. Now the place is fourteen thousand acres of trees and grass and bushes, rich with elk and eagles, and Paul Rokich has received almost every environmental award Utah has.




Recently, Paul mused on his long decades of dedicated work, “I thought that if I got this started, when I was dead and gone people would come and see it. I never thought I’d live to see it myself!” It took him until his hair turned white, but he managed to keep that impossible vow he made to himself as a child.

What was it you wanted to do that you thought was impossible? Paul’s story sure gives a perspective
 ④
 on things, doesn’t it? The way you get something accomplished in this world is to just keep planting. Just keep working. Just keep plugging away at it one day at a time for a long time, no matter who criticizes you, no matter how long it takes, no matter how many times you fall. Get back up again. And just keep planting.





保罗在犹他州长大，那时他碰巧住在一个老旧的铜冶炼厂里。冶炼厂排出的二氧化硫，使这里曾经美丽的森林已经变成一片荒凉的废墟。有一天，一位年轻游客看着这片荒芜的土地，这片满目疮痍——没有动物，没有草木，没有灌木丛，没有鸟……除了一万四千英亩散发着恶臭的贫瘠的黑色土地，他望着土地，说：“这个地方实在是糟糕透顶。”小保罗把他打倒在地，因为他感觉受到了侮辱。但是，当保罗朝四周看了看后，内心发生了细微的变化。他做出了一个决定：保罗·洛基希发誓，总有一天，他会把生机和活力带回这片土地上。




几年后，保罗回到了该地区，去了冶炼厂的办公室。他
 问他们是否有计划把树重新种起来。答案是“没有”。他问他们是否可以让他重新把树种起来。又一次得到答案：“不行。”他们不想让他留在他们的土地上。他意识到，在有人听从他的建议之前，他需要更多的知识，所以他开始去大学学习植物学。

在大学里，保罗遇到了一位教授，他是犹他州生态学专家。不幸的是，这种专家告诉保罗，他不可能复原荒地。他被告知他的目标是愚蠢的，因为即使他种植了树木，即使树木会成长，大风也只会以每年40英尺的速度把种子散播开去，这就是你能得到的全部自然力量；因为没有任何鸟类或松鼠传播种子，这些树木产生的种子将需要再过30年才能开始产生自己的种子。因此，大约需要2万年时间才能使6平方英里的土地重新披上绿色植被。




于是，他试图继续过着自己的生活。他得到了一份操作重型设备的工作，结婚生子，有了几个孩子。但他并没有放弃梦想。他一直钻研着这个课题，不停地思考它。此后的一天晚上，保罗仔细想了想摆在他面前的机会有哪些。他决定起床采取一些行动。他将倾其所有、尽其所能去做些事情。这是一个重要的转折点。

在夜幕的掩护下，他背着装满树苗的背包，偷偷溜回荒地，开始种起树来。他栽了整整7个小时的树苗。一个星期后，他又种了一次。此后的每一周，他都会隐秘地回到荒地，种植树木、灌木、草皮。但是，大部分都活不下来。连续15年间，
 他一直坚持这样做。一次，因为牧羊人的粗心大意，整个山谷的杉木苗一度被烧殆尽，保罗忍不住失声痛哭。然而，之后他又站了起来，继续种树。

刺骨的寒风，炙烤般的酷热，山体滑坡，洪水，火灾，这些一次又一次摧毁了他的杰作。但他坚持一直种下去。有一天晚上，他发现来了一队高速公路养护员，他们从地里挖取了数吨泥土来填实道路斜坡，而他煞费苦心种植在那个地区的所有植物都被他们铲除了。但他还是继续种着。

一周又一周，一年复一年，他一直坚持种着，不顾当地政府的意见，不顾擅自进入行为的法律约束，不顾捣蛋破坏的公路养护队，顶着狂风暴雨酷暑严寒……甚至不顾最简单不过的常识。他就一直种着。慢慢地，很慢很慢地，事情有了转机；植物开始生根，地鼠出现了，然后兔子出现了，再然后豪猪也出现了。







最终，老铜矿冶炼厂看到了他努力的结果，并允许他种植。后来，随着时代的变化，清理环境的政治压力不断增大，公司实际上雇佣了保罗做他一直在做的事情，他们给他提供了机械和工作人员一起工作。进展不断加速。现在这一万四千英亩的土地上方种满了树木、灌木和青草，到处都可见麋鹿和老鹰，而保罗已经获得了犹他州几乎每一个环境奖项。

最近，保罗回想起几十年如一日努力忘我的工作时说：“我想，如果我开始做这件事情，
 当我死了以后，人们会来看看它。我从未想过自己能活着亲眼见证这一切！”为了实现孩提时代对自己许下的看似不可能的誓言，他几乎花了一辈子的时间，直到他成了头发花白的老人。


什么事情是你想做却又认为是不可能的？保罗的故事的确可以给这些事情提供一个视角，不是吗？在这个世界上，你要取得一些成就的秘诀就是，继续坚持。你只要继续坚持工作，每天坚持做一点并坚持很长时间，不管谁批评你，无论需要多长时间，不管你跌倒多少次，都记得再次站起来，然后继续坚持下去
 。
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The difference in winning and losing is most often…not quitting.—Walt Disney


赢与输的差别通常是……不放弃。——沃尔特·迪斯尼
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①
 desolate ['desəleit
 '
 'desəlit]
 a. 荒凉的，
 荒芜的，
 孤单寂寞的


②
 revegetate [ri:'vedʒiteit]
 v. [植] 再生长，
 再植


③
 blistering ['blistəriŋ]
 a. 快的
 ；
 酷热的
 ；
 起泡的
 ；
 激烈的



④
 perspective [pə'spektiv]
 n. 远景；
 看法；
 透视


















Finding My Wings　展开梦想的翅膀

Sue Augustine










Reach high, for stars lie hidden in your soul. Dream deep, for every dream precedes the goal. —Pamela Vaull Starr




Like so many other girls, my self-confidence growing up was almost nonexistent. I doubted my abilities, had little faith in my potential and questioned my personal worth. If I achieved good grades, I believed that I was just lucky. Although I made friends easily, I worried once they got to know me, the friendships wouldn’t last. And when things went well, I thought I was just in the right place at the right time. I even rejected praise and compliments.

The choice I made reflected my self-image. While in my teens, I attracted a man with the same low self-esteem. In spite of his violent temper and an extremely rocky dating relationship, I decided to marry him. I still remember my dad whispering to me before walking me down the aisle
 ①
 , “It’s not too late, Sue. You can change your mind.” My family knew what a terrible mistake I was making. Within weeks, I knew it, too.




The physical abuse lasted for several years. I survived serious injures, was covered with bruises much of the time and had to be hospitalized on numerous occasions. Life became a blur of police sirens
 ②
 , doctor’s reports and family court appearances. Yet I continued to go back to the relationship, hoping that things would somehow improve.

After we had our two little girls, there were times when all that got me through the night was having those chubby little arms wrapped around my neck, pudgy cheeks pressed up against mine and precious toddler voices saying, “It’s all right, Mummy. Everything will be okay.”But I knew that it wasn’t going to be okay. I had to make changes—if not for myself, to protect my little girls.

Then something gave me the courage to change. Through work, I was able to attend a series of professional development seminars. In one, a presenter talked about turning dreams into realities. That was hard for me—even to dream about a better future. But something in the message made me listen.

She asked us to consider two powerful questions: “If you could be, do, or have anything in the world, and you knew it would be impossible to fail, what would you choose? And if you could create your ideal life, what would you dare to dream?” In that moment, my life began to change. I began to dream.




I imagined having the courage to move the children into an apartment of our own and start over. I pictured a life for the girls and me. I dreamed about being an international motivational speaker so that I could inspire people the way the seminar leader had inspired me. I saw myself writing my story to encourage others.

So I went on to create a visual picture of my new success. I envisioned myself wearing a business suit, carrying a leather briefcase and getting on an airplane. This was quite a stretch
 ③
 for me, since at the time I couldn’t even afford a suit.

Yet I knew that if I was going to dream, it was important to fill in the details for my five senses. So I went to the leather store and modeled a briefcase in front of the mirror. How would it look and feel? What does leather smell like? I tried on some red suits and even found a picture of a woman in a red suit, carrying a briefcase and getting on a plane. I hung the picture up where I could see it every day. It helped me to keep the dream alive.




And soon the changes began. I moved with the children to a small apartment. On only $98 a week, we ate a lot of peanut butter and drove an old car. But for the first time, we felt free and safe. I worked hard at my sales career, all the time focusing on my “impossible dream”.

Then one day I answered the phone, and the voice on the other end asked me to speak at the company’s upcoming annual conference. I accepted, and my speech was a success. This led to a series of promotions, eventually to a national trainer. I went on to develop my own speaking company and have traveled to many countries around the world. My impossible dream has become a reality.


I believe that all success begins with spreading your wings—believing in your worth, trusting in your insight, nurturing yourself, having a goal and devising a personal
 strategy
 ④
 . And then, even impossible dreams become real
 .






跳得更高，因为你内心深藏着对天际星辰的渴望；梦得更深，因为每一个梦想都让你不断靠近最终的理想。——帕梅拉·维奥尔·斯塔尔




像很多女孩一样，我的自信心几乎从未成长过。我怀疑自己的能力，不相信自己有潜力，质疑自己的个人价值。如果我取得了好成绩，我认为那只不过是运气罢了。虽然我很容易交到朋友，但我担心一旦他们了解了我，友谊便不会持久。当事情进展十分顺利时，我认为那只不过是合适的时间、
 地点作用的结果。我甚至拒绝表扬和赞美。




我所做的选择反映了我的自我形象。在我十几岁时，我吸引了一名自尊心和我同样脆弱的男人。尽管他脾气暴躁，我们恋爱时的关系极度起伏，
 并不美满，但我仍然决定要嫁给他。我依然记得爸爸在陪我走向婚姻圣坛之前时，向我低声耳语道：“现在改变你的想法，还不算太晚，苏。”我的家人知道我正在犯一个可怕的错误。几周之后，我自己也明白了。

家庭暴力持续了好几年。我遭受了严重的伤害，大部分时间我的身体都遍布瘀伤，无数次我不得不入院治疗。生活开始成为充斥着模糊的警笛声、医生报告、出席家庭法庭的可怕噩梦。然而，每一次我总会回到我们的婚姻中去，希望事情会有所好转。

后来，我们有了两个小女孩。孩子们的陪伴让我熬过了一个又一个漫漫长夜。她们胖乎乎的手臂环抱着我的脖子，胖乎乎的脸颊挤压着我的脸，用学步孩童娇滴滴的声音说：“没关系，妈妈。一切都会好的。”但我知道事情不会好了。我不得不做出改变——即使不是为了我自己，也是为了保护我年幼的女儿们。

后来，我逐渐能拿出勇气去尝试改变。因为工作的关系，我参加了一系列职业发展研讨会。在一次会上，一位演讲者谈论的话题是如何把梦想变为现实。那对我来说非常困难——我甚至很难去想象更好的未来。但是，其中的一些信息吸引了我驻足倾听。




她让我们考虑两个重大的问题：“如果你可以在这世界上成为什么，做什么，或者拥有什么，而且你不会失败，你会选择什么？如果你可以创造属于自己的理想生活，你敢于梦想吗？”在那一刻，我的生活开始发生变化，我开始了梦想。


我想象着我有足够的勇气带着孩子住进自己的公寓
 ，一切都重新开始。我想象着我和孩子们的生活。我梦想成为一名国际励志演说家，这样我就可以激发他人，就像研讨会的演讲者启发了我那样。我似乎已经看到自己把亲身经历写下来，并以此鼓励其他人。

所以，我继续在脑海里想象我取得新的成功时的情景。我想象自己穿着西装，带着一个皮革公文包，登上一架飞机。对于我而言，那是一个相当大的跨越，
 因为当时的我甚至穷得都买不起西装。

但我知道，如果我要梦想，为我的五种感官填补细节信息就非常重要。所以我去了皮革商店，在镜子前看着自己提着公文包的样子。它看起来怎样，摸起来感觉如何？闻上去怎样？我试穿了几件红色套装，甚至看见那里真有一张穿红色套装的女人带着公文包乘坐飞机的照片。我把照片挂在每天都能看到的地方，它帮我保持梦想，让它始终都生动鲜活。





很快，生活开始发生变化了。我和孩子们搬进了一套小公寓。我们每周只有98美元用于生活开支，我们吃很多的花生酱，开一辆旧汽车。但是有史以来第一次，我们感到自由和安全。我努力做我的销售工作，把所有的时间都专注于我那“不可能实现的梦想
 ”。

有一天，我接到了一个电话，对方邀请我在公司即将推出的年度会议上发表演讲。我接受了，而且我的演讲获得了成功。这引发了一系列的宣传活动，最终，我成为一位国内知名的培训讲师。我继续发展自己的演讲事业，并前往世界各地的许多国家进行演讲培训。我不可能实现的梦想已成为现实。

我相信，所有的成功都来源于展开梦想的翅膀——相信你的价值，相信你的洞察力，培养自己，制定目标和个人策略。最后，不可能实现的梦想甚至也能成为现实。
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You cannot control what happens to you, but you can control your attitude toward what happens to you, and in that, you will be mastering change rather than allowing it to master you.—Brian Tracy




你不能控制发生在你身上的事，但你可以控制看待它的态度。而这么做时，你将可以掌控改变，而不是让改变掌控你。——布莱恩·崔西
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①
 aisle [ail]
 n. 侧廊，（
 席位间的）
 通道


②
 siren ['saiərin]
 n. 汽笛；
 警报器


③
 stretch [stretʃ]
 n. 伸展；
 张开；
 弹性


④
 strategy ['strætidʒi]
 n. 策略，
 战略


























His Life’s Work　一辈子的工作

Wyverne Flatt









When his wife died, the baby was two. The six other children—three boys and three girls, range in age from 4 to 16.

A few days after he became a widower, the man’s parents and his wife’s parents came to visit.

“We’ve been talking,” they said, “about how to make this work. There’s no way you can take care of all these children and make a living. So, we’ve arranged for each child and be placed with a different uncle and aunt. We’re making sure that all of your children will be living right here in the neighborhood, so you can see them anytime...”

“You have no diea how much I appreciate your thoughtfulness,” the man said. “But I want you to know,” he smiled and continued, “if the children should interfere with my work, or if we should need any help, we’ll let you know.”




Over the next few weeks the man worked with his children, assigning them chores and giving them responsibilities. The two older girls, aged 12 and 10, began to cook and do the laundry and household chores. The two older boys, 16 and 14, helped their father with farming.

But then another blow came. The man developed arthritis
 ①
 . His hands swelled, and he was unable to use his farm tools. The children shouldered their loads well, but the man could see that he would not be able to continue in this way. He sold his farming equipment, moved the family to a small town and opened a small business.


The family was welcomed into the new
 neighbourhood. The man’s business flourished
 ②
 . He derived
 ③
 pleasure from seeing people and serving them.Word of his pleasant personality and excellent customer service began to spread. People came from far and wide to do business with him. And the children helped both at home and at work. Their father’s pleasure in his work brought satisfaction to them, and he drew pleasure from their successes.

The children grew up and got married. Five of the seven went off to college, most after they were married. Each one paid his or her own way. The children’s collegiate successes were a source of pride to the father. He had stopped at the sixth grade.




Then came grandchildren. No one enjoyed grandchildren more than this man. As they became toddlers, he invited them to his workplace and his small home. They brought each other great joy.

Finally, the youngest daughter—the baby who had been two years old at her mother’s death—got married.

And the man, his life’s work completed, died.

This man’s work had been the lonely but joyful task of raising his family. This man was my father. I was the 16-year-old, the oldest of seven.





他妻子去世的时候，最小的孩子刚满两岁，其他六个孩子，三男三女，最小的才4岁
 ，最大的也就16岁。

他成为鳏夫后，过了几天，他的父母和岳父母双双来到他家里。

“我们已经讨论过以后该怎么办了。”他们说，“你
 不可能一边照顾所有的孩子，一边工作谋得生计。所以，我们把每个孩子安排到各个叔叔阿姨家里去。我们保证所有的孩子都会生活在附近，你可以在任何时候见到他们……”




“你们不知道我有多么感激你们的体贴周到，”男人说，“但我想让你们知道，”他笑了笑，接着说，“如果孩子们影响了我的工作，或者我们需要任何帮助，我会通知你们的。”

在接下来的几个星期里，男人与他的孩子们一起干活；他给他们分配杂活儿，让他们担当责任。两个年长的女孩，分别是12岁和10岁，开始做饭、洗衣服，料理家务；两个年长的男孩，分别是16岁和14岁，
 帮助他们的父亲干些农活。

但是紧接着，他们遭到了另一个打击——男人患了关节炎。他的手高高肿了起来，无法使用农具了。孩子们挑起了家庭的重担，但是男人明白，他无法这样继续下去。他卖掉了农业设备，全家搬到了一个小镇上，开始经营起小生意。

这个家庭在小镇上受到了人们的欢迎。男人的生意也很红火。他接待人们，为他们提供服务，并从中得到了快乐。他开朗和善的性格，以及给客户提供的优良服务，在人们之间口口相传。人们从四面八方赶来与他做生意。孩子们在家庭事务和生意上都提供了极大的帮助。父亲在生意上获得的喜悦让孩子们感到满足，而他也为孩子们的成功感到十分愉悦。

孩子们长大了，结婚了。七个孩子中的五个上了大学，大多数是婚后上的大学，每个人都自己负责上大学的费用。孩子们在大学获得的成功让他们的父亲引以为豪。而他自己只上了六年级就辍学了。




后来，孙子孙女也出生了。没有人比他更喜欢孙子孙女了。当他们蹒跚学步之时，他把他们带到工作的地方和他的小房子里。他们给彼此带来了巨大的乐趣。

最后，最小的女儿——母亲去世时才2岁的婴儿——也结婚了。

这个男人，他一辈子的工作终于完成了。他去世了。

男人一直孤独但却快乐地养育着他的家人，这是他一辈子的工作。这个男人是我的父亲，而我就是那个16岁的男孩，七个孩子中最年长的那个。
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A man does what he must—in spite of personal consequences, in spite of obstacles and dangers and pressures.—John Kennedy

一个人要有所担当——不在乎个人后果，不在乎困难、危险及压力。——约翰·肯尼迪

































Become What You Want to Be


　奥运冠军之路

Brian Cavanaugh









Let me tell you about a little girl who was born into a very poor family in a shack
 ①
 in the Backwoods of Tennessee. She was the 20th of 22 children, prematurely born and frail. Her survival was doubtful. When she was four years old she had double pneumonia
 ②
 and scarlet fever—a deadly combination that left her with a paralyzed and useless left leg. She had to wear an iron leg brace. Yet she was fortunate in having a mother who encouraged her.

Well, this mother told her little girl, who was very bright, that despite the brace and leg, she could do whatever she wanted to do with her life. She told her that all she needed to do was to have faith, persistence
 ③
 , courage and and indomitable spirit.

So at nine years of age, the little girl removed the leg brace, and she took the step the doctors told her she would never take normally. In four years, she developed a rhytmic stride, which was a medical wonder. Then this girl got the notion, the incredible notion, that she would like to be the world’s greatest woman runner. Now, what could she mean—be a runner with a leg like that?




At age 13, she entered a race. She came in last-way, way last. She entered every race in high school, and in every race she came in last. Everyone begged her quit! However, one day, she came in next to last. And then there came a day when she won a race. From then on, Wilma Rudolph won every race that she entered.

Wilma went to Tennessee State University, where she met a coach named Ed Temple. Coach Temple saw the indomitable spirit of the girl, that she was a believer and that she had great natural talent. He trained her so well that she went to the Olympic Games.

There she was pitted
 ④
 against the greatest woman runner of the day, a German girl named Jutta Heine. Nobody had ever beaten Jutta. But in the 100-meter dash, Wilma Rudolph won. She beat Jutta again in the 200-meters. Now Wilma had two Olimpic gold medals.

Finally came the 400-meter relay. It would be Wilma against Jutta once again. The first two runners on Wilma’s team made perfect handoffs with the baton. But when the third runner handed the baton to Wilma, she was so excited she dropped it, and Wilma saw Jutta taking off down the track. It was impossible that anybody could catch this fleet and nimble girl. But Wilma did just that! Wilma Rudolph had earned three Olympic gold medals.








让我告诉你一个小女孩的故事。她出生于田纳西州偏远棚户区一个非常贫困的家庭，在这个家庭的22个孩子中排行20。她是个虚弱的早产儿，幸存下来的几率很小。4岁的时候，她得了双侧肺炎和猩红热——一个致命的疾病组合，这场疾病使她的左腿瘫痪，她
 不得不用铁质支架支撑身体。然而，幸运的是，她的母亲一直鼓励着她。

这个母亲告诉她的小女孩，她非常聪明，尽管她的腿瘫痪了而必须依赖支架，但她可以按她理想的方式去生活。她告诉她，她需要的只是信心、毅力、勇气和不屈不挠的精神。

所以，9岁那年，小女孩卸下了支架。尽管医生说她永远都不能正常迈步走路，但她仍然开始练习起走路。在四年时间里，她新创了一种节奏步伐。这是一个医学奇迹。后来，这个女孩有了一个令人难以置信的想法：她想成为世界上最伟大的女子跑步运动员。那么，她是什么意思呢——成为一个有那样一条腿的跑步者？




13岁时，她参加了一个比赛。她跑了最后一名，远远落后于其他人的真正的最后一名。她参加高中里的每一场比赛，在每场比赛中总是最后一名。每个人都恳求她退出比赛！然而，后来有一天，她跑了倒数第二名。再有一天，她居然赢得了比赛。从那时起，威尔玛·鲁道夫赢得了她所参加的每一场比赛。

威尔玛上了田纳西州立大学，在那里遇到了一位名叫艾德·坦贝尔的教练。教练在女孩身上看到了不屈不挠的精神，也看出她很有天赋，
 对自己很有信心。在他的训练下，女孩变得十分优秀，进而去参加了奥运会。

在奥运会上，她与当时最优秀的女运动员德国女孩尤塔·海涅同场竞技。没有人曾击败过尤塔。但在100米短跑中，威尔玛·鲁道夫获胜了。在200米中，她再次击败尤塔。现在，威尔玛有两枚奥运会金牌。

最后是400米接力比赛。这将是威尔玛与尤塔的再一次对决。威尔玛团队的前两名运动员完美地完成了接棒，但是当第三名运动员将接力棒传给威尔玛时，她是如此激动，以至于把它掉在了地上。威尔玛看见尤塔沿着跑道飞一般地跑去。任何人都不可能追上这个身手敏捷、健步如飞的女孩。但威尔玛却做到了！威尔玛·鲁道夫赢得了她的第三枚奥运会金牌。
























I Can Make It Happen　我能做到

Anonymous









History abounds
 ①
 with tales of experts who were convinced that the ideas, plans, and projects of others could never be achieved. However, accomplishment came to those who said, “I can make it happen.”

The Italian sculptor Agostino d’Antonio worked diligently
 ②
 on a large piece of marble. Unable to produce his desired masterpiece, he lamented, “I can do nothing with it.” Other sculptors also worked this difficult piece of marble, but to no avail. Michelangelo discovered the stone and visualized
 ③
 the possibilities in it. His “I-can-make-it-happen” attitude resulted in one of the world’s masterpieces—David.

The experts of Spain concluded that Columbus’s plans to discover a new and shorter route to the West Indies was virtually impossible. Queen Isabella and King Ferdinand ignored the report of the experts. “I can make it happen,” Columbus persisted. And he did. Everyone knew the world was flat, but not Columbus. The Nina, the Pinta, the Santa Maria, along with Columbus and his small band of followers, sailed to “impossible” new lands and thriving resources.




Even the great Thomas Alva Edison discouraged his friend, Henry Ford, from pursuing his fledgling
 ④
 idea of a motorcar. Convinced of the worthlessness of the idea, Edison invited Ford to come and work for him. Ford remained committed and tirelessly pursued his dream. Although his first attempt resulted in a vehicle without reverse gear, Henry Ford knew he could make it happen. And, of course, he did.

“Forget it,” the experts advised Madame Curie. They agreed radium was a scientifically impossible idea. However, Marie Curie insisted, “I can make it happen.”

Let’s not forget our friends Orville and Wilbur Wright. Journalists, friends, armed forces specialists, and even their father laughed at the idea of an airplane. “What a silly and insane way to spend money. Leave flying to the birds,” they jeered. “Sorry,” the Wright brothers responded. “We have a dream, and we can make it happen.” As a result, a place called Kitty Hawk, North Carolina, became the setting for the launching of their “ridiculous” idea.

Finally, as you read these accounts under the magnificent lighting of your environment, consider the plight of Benjamin Franklin. He was admonished to stop the foolish experimenting with lighting. What an absurdity
 ⑤
 and waste of time! Why, nothing could outdo the fabulous oil lamp. Thank goodness Franklin knew he could make it happen. You too can make it happen!








历史上流传着很多所谓“行家”或“专家”的故事，他们深信他人的某些创意、计划或项目或许永远都不能实现。但是，那些坚持认为“我能做到”的人往往并不信这个邪，并且最终取得了成功。

意大利雕刻家阿戈斯蒂诺·安东尼奥对着一大块大理石苦思冥想。他无法用它雕刻出理想的杰作，于是哀叹道：“我用它创作不出什么。”其他雕塑家也曾试图雕刻这块难以处理的大理石，但也都一无所获。米开朗基罗发现了这块石头，并在想象中呈现出它被雕刻成作品的各种可能性。他的这种“我能做到”的态度，给后世留下了闻名世界的杰作——大卫。

西班牙的专家们认为，哥伦布开发一条通往西印度群岛的较短的新路线计划几乎是不可能的。伊莎贝拉女王和费迪南国王并没有理睬这些专家的报告。哥伦布坚持认为：“我可以实现这个计划。”他做到了。每个人都认为世界是平的，但哥伦布不这么看。尼娜号、宾塔号、圣玛丽亚号，连同哥伦布和他的小规模追随者，航行到专家们所谓“不可能”的新大陆，发现了极其丰富的自然资源。




即使最伟大的发明家托马斯·阿尔瓦·爱迪生，也曾劝阻过他的朋友亨利·福特不要去投资刚刚起步的汽车行业。爱迪生相信福特的想法毫无价值，并邀请福特来为他工作。但福特仍不知疲倦地致力于追求他的梦想。尽管他的第一次尝试以失败而告终——他所生产的第一辆车居然没有反向齿轮，但亨利·福特知道他可以实现自己的梦想。而且，最后，他确实成功了。

“算了吧！”专家向居里夫人建议道。他们一致认为镭在科学上是不可能的。然而，居里夫人坚持说：“我能做到。”

我们不要忘记，我们的朋友莱特兄弟，
 奥维尔·莱特和威尔伯·莱特。记者、朋友、军队专家、甚至他们的父亲都嘲笑他们建造一架飞机的想法。“这不过是个愚蠢而疯狂的挥霍钱财的把戏。把飞行那事儿留给天上的鸟儿吧！”他们嘲笑道。“对不起，”莱特兄弟回答，“我们有一个梦想，我们能做到。”结果，在北卡罗莱纳州一个叫基蒂霍克的地方，他们实践了在别人看来荒谬无比的想法。

最后，当你在明亮的灯光下阅读这些故事的时候，想一想本杰明·富兰克林的困境吧。他被人们屡次告诫停止愚蠢的照明试验。在当时的人们看来，那是多么荒谬而又浪费时间的试验啊！没有什么可以超越美轮美奂的油灯。幸亏，富兰克林知道他可以实现自己的梦想。别忘了，你也可以梦想成真！
















Sparky　斯巴克：一个失败者的故事

Brian Cavanaugh









A story is told about a boy named Sparky. For Sparky school was all but impossible. He failed every subject in the eighth grade. He flunked
 ①
 physics in high school. Receiving a flat zero in the course, he distinguished himeself as the worst physics student in the school’s history. Sparky also flunked Latin, algebra and English. He didn’t do much better in sports. Although he did manage to make the school’s golf team, he promptly lost the only important match of the season. There was a consolation
 ②
 match; he lost that, too.

Throughout his youth Sparky was awkward socially. He was not actually disliked by the other students; no one cared that much. He was astonished if a classmate ever said hello to him outside of school hours. There’s no way to tell how he might have done at dating. Sparky never once asked a girl to go out in high school. He was too afraid of being turned down.

Sparky was a loser. He, his classmates...everyone knew it. So he rolled with it. Sparky had made up his mind early in life that if things were meant to work out, they would. Otherwise he would content himself with what appeared to be his inevitable mediocrity
 ③
 .




However, one thing was important to Sparky—drawing. He was proud of his artwork. Of course, no one else appreciated it. In his senior year of high school, he submitted some cartoons to the editors of the yearbook. They were turned down. Despite this particularly painful rejection, Sparky was so convinced of his ability that he decided to become a professional artist.

Upon graduating from high school, he wrote a letter to Walt Disney Studios. He was told to send some samples of his artwork, and the subject matter for cartoons was suggested. Sparky drew the proposed cartoon. He spent a great deal of time on it and on all the other drawings he submitted. Finally the reply came from Disney Studios, he had been rejected once again. Another loss for the loser.

So Sparky decided to write his own autobiography in cartoons. He described his childhood self—a little boy loser and chronic
 ④
 underachiever. The cartoon character would soon become famous worldwide. For Sparky, the boy who had failed every subject in the eight grade and whose work was rejected again and again, was Charles Schulz. He created the “Peanuts” comic strip and the little cartoons boy whose kite would never fly and who never succeeded in kicking the football—Charlie Brown.








这是一个关于男孩斯巴克的故事。斯巴克在学业上的表现非常糟糕：八年
 级时，他每门功课都不及格；上高中时，物理不及格。他在物理课上得了个零分，成了学校历史上物理成绩最差的学生。他的拉丁语、代数、英语等课程也纷纷挂了科，连体育课成绩都不好。尽管他设法加入了学校的高尔夫球队，但他很快就在那个赛季唯一重要的比赛中落败了。在另一场安慰赛上，他也输掉了。

在斯巴克的整个青年时期，他在社交生活中总是处于尴尬的境地。实际上，其他学生并不是那么讨厌他；只是没有人在乎他。一个同学在校外时间跟他打声招呼，他都会感到非常吃惊，更别说他在约会方面会有什么上佳表现了。上高中时，他从未邀请过女孩出去约会，因为他太害怕被拒绝了。

斯巴克是一个失败者。他和他的同学们……每个人都知道这一点。所以他也习以为常了。在很早的时候，他就已经下定决心，如果一切注定会好，那么迟早会好起来的。否则，他将愉快地接受自己看起来命中注定的平庸。




然而，有一件事对斯巴克而言非常重要——绘画。他对自己的画作引以为豪。当然，没有人会欣赏他的作品。在他上高中高年级的时候，他提交了一些卡通图画给年鉴编辑。但它们遭到了拒绝。尽管被拒绝特别痛苦，但斯巴克非常确信自己的能力，他决心成为一个职业画家。

高中毕业后，他写了一封信给迪斯尼工作室。对方要求他发些自己的卡通作品做为样本，而且，卡通的主题得是由对方提议的。斯巴克按照对方的主题画好了卡通作品。在这些作品以及他提交的其他所有绘画上，他花去了大量的时间。最后，迪斯尼工作室回复了他，他再一次被拒绝。失败者的又一个失败。

后来，斯巴克决定以卡通片的形式来撰写他的自传。他描述了童年时代的自己——一个失败的小男孩，一个学习落后的差生专业户。这个卡通人物很快闻名世界。斯巴克，那个八年级时每一门课都不及格的男孩，那个作品一次又一次被拒绝的男孩，实际上就是查尔斯·舒尔茨。他创造了“花生”系列卡通漫画，还有那个风筝永远飞不起来、从来没能成功踢足球的卡通小男孩——查理·布朗。
































When Dreams Won’t Die　梦想永不灭

Marilyn Johnson Kondwani









Ever since I can remember, I’ve been fascinated
 ①
 by beauty. As a young girl surrounded by the numbing sameness of all those cornfields around Indianapolis, the glamorous worlds of fashion and cosmetics were a magnificent escape for me. Every time I looked at the advertisements in women’s magazines—all those gorgeous models with flawless skin and expertly applied makeup, their statuesque bodies adorned with incredible
 ②
 designer outfits—I was whisked away to exotic places I could only revisit in dreams.

The Revlon ads were especially wonderful. But there was only one problem—not one ad in those days featured a woman of color like me. Still, there was a “whisper of wisdom” inside me, telling me that someday my dream would come true and I would have a career in the cosmetics industry.

Very few companies bothered to market cosmetics to women of color in those days, but my inspiration came from C. J. Walker, the first African-American woman to become a millionaire. She started out with two dollars and a dream, right in my own hometown. She earned the fortune at the turn of the century, with her own line of hair-care products just for women like herself.




I graduated from college with a degree in public health education. Before long I got a job with a leader in the pharmaceuticals industry—and became the first African-American woman to sell pharmaceuticals in Indiana. People were shocked that I took the job because a woman of color selling encyclopedias in my territory had just been killed. In fact, when I started, the physicians I dealt with looked at me as if I had two heads.

But eventually my uniqueness worked to my advantage. The doctors and nurses remembered me. And I reversed the negative halo effect by doing the job better than other people. Along with pharmaceuticals, I sold them Girl Scout cookies and helped the nurses with their makeup. They began to look forward to my coming, not just for the novelty, but because we enjoyed such heartwarming visits.

Within two years, I’d broken numerous
 ③
 sales records and was recognized as a Distinguished Sales Representative, formerly an all-white male club. I was looking forward to some hard-earned commission checks when suddenly, the company decided to subdivide the region and hired a handsome blond man to take my place. He would enjoy the fruits of my labor, while I was reassigned to another area that needed a lot of work. At this point, my dream of that cosmetics career with Revlon seemed a million miles away.




Discouraged and disenchanted, I picked up and moved to Los Angeles. Then one Sunday, as I searched longingly through the ads in the Los Angeles Times
 , there it was: a classified ad for a regional manager job with Revlon. I lit up completely and dove for the phone first thing Monday morning. The voice at the other end said that due to overwhelming response, Revlon was taking no more resumes.

I was devastated. But then a dear friend said to me, “Marilyn, I know you aren’t going to let this job slip through your fingers. Go on down there anyway.” Suddenly inspired and determined to turn the challenge into an adventure, I drove down to the Marriott where they were conducting interviews. When I arrived, a desk clerk curtly informed me that there was no way I could get an interview, nor would Mr. Rick English take my resume. I walked away, smiling. At least I now had the name of the man I needed to see.




I decide to have lunch to listen for the whisper of wisdom that would provide me with a new strategy. Sure enough, the idea came to me to explain my situation to the cashier as I was about to leave the restaurant. She immediately picked up the phone to find out what room Mr. English was in. “Room 515,” she said turning to me. My heart began to pound.

I stood outside room 515, said a prayer, and knocked on the door. The minute he opened the door I said, “You haven’t met the best person for the job because you haven’t talked to me yet.”

He looked stunned and said, “Wait a minute until I finish this interview and I’ll speak to you.” When I entered the room, I was clear and firm that this job was for me, and I got the job.

My first day at Revlon was like a dream come true. They hired me to market a new line of hair-care products designed especially for people of color. And by the time I’d worked there three years, the public was beginning to demand natural, cruelty-free products.

With public sentiment on my side, here was my chance! Once again listening to the whisper of wisdom inside me, I opened my own cosmetics company, which to this day continues to give me a sense of fulfillment impossible to describe.




I truly believe we should never give up on our hopes and dreams. The path may be rocky and twisted, but the world is waiting for that special contribution each of us was born to make. What it takes is the courage to follow those whispers of wisdom that guide us from inside. When I listen to that, I expect nothing less than a miracle.





从我记事时起，我就一直着迷于美丽的事物。作为一名被印第安纳波利斯千篇一律的玉米田包围的年轻女孩，充满时尚和化妆品的精彩世界与我毫不相干。每当我看到女性杂志上的广告——广告上那光彩夺目的模特拥有无瑕的肌肤、精湛的化妆技术，身着极度时髦的服装尽显线条优美的身姿——我都会被带到只有在梦里才能见到的外面的世界。

露华浓的广告尤其好。但是只存在一个问题：那时候的广告上没有像我这样有色人种的女性。但是，在我的内心有个声音，就是“智慧之音”，它告诉我说，总有一天我会梦想成真，我会在化妆品行业有所成就。

那时候，很少有公司卖化妆品给有色人种的女性，但是C.J.沃克激励着我，她是第一位成为百万富翁的非洲裔美国女性。她就在我的家乡，凭借着2美元和一个梦想发家致富。她通过向同她一样的女性销售护发产品，在本世纪初赚得了财富。




我以公共卫生教育学位从大学毕业。不久，我在一家医药行业的领头公司获得了一份工作，成为了在印第安纳州销售药物的第一位非洲裔美国女性。人们对于我得到这份工作表示很吃惊，因为在这一地区刚有一位有色人种女性因为卖百科全书而被杀。事实上，当我开始工作时，与我打交道的内科医生看我就仿佛我是个有两个头的怪物。

最终，我的独特性成为了我的优势。医生和护士都记得我。而且，通过这份工作，我比其他人更能消除别人对我们的成见。卖药的同时，我还向女童子军出售饼干，帮助护士化妆。她们开始盼望着我来，不是因为这些新奇廉价的小物品，而是因为我们很享受这样交心的相处。

两年间，我打破了许多次销售记录，在以前都是白种男人的团队里，我被认为是杰出的销售代表。正在我期望着辛苦所得的销售佣金时，公司突然决定划分销售区域，聘任了一名帅气的金发男人接替我的位置。他可以享受我的劳动成果，而我却要被分配到另一区域并要重新做很多工作。此时此刻，关于露华浓化妆品的梦想离我似乎十万八千里远。

万分沮丧和大失所望的我收拾行李去了洛杉矶。然而，在一个星期天，当我在《洛杉矶时报》的广告上渴望地搜寻信息时，我看到了一个分类广告刊登招聘露华浓地区经理的消息。一瞬间，我的整个人亮了，
 星期一早上的第一件事就是打电话。电话那头的人说，由于收到太多回复，现在他们公司已经不再接收简历了。




我整个人立刻就蔫了。但是，我的一个好朋友对我说：“玛里琳，我知道你不会就这样让这份工作从眼前溜走的。无论怎样，你要去他们公司看一下。”这句话瞬间激发了我，我决定冒险挑战一次，开车去他们的面试地点——万豪国际集团。当我到达那里时，接待员很无礼地告诉我，我不可能参加面试，瑞克·英格丽史先生也不会接收我的简历。我微笑着走开了，至少现在，我知
 道了我需要见的那个人的名字。

我决定去吃午饭，倾听我的智慧之音给我提供新战略。果真，在我将要离开餐厅时，我突然想到把我的情况告诉那个收银员。她马上拿起电话查看英格丽史先生的房间号。“515房间。”她转身告诉我。我的心开始怦怦直跳。


我站在515房间的门外，祈祷了一下，然后敲门
 。在他开门的那一刻，我说道：“你还没遇到最适合这份工作的人吧，那是因为你还没有和我交谈。”

他吃了一惊，说：“你等一下，等我结束这个面试再和你谈。”在我进入房间时，我就清楚并坚信，这份工作就是我的了，确实，我也得到了。




我在露华浓公司工作的第一天，就仿佛我的梦成真了一样。他们任命我去销售新生产的特别为有色人种设计的护发产品。当我在露华浓工作三年后，公众开始追求自然、无刺激的产品。

当公众意见与我相同时，我知道我的机会来了！我再次听从了内心的智慧之音，开了自己的化妆品公司。直到今天，我的公司还一直给予我难以形容的成就感。

我确实认为我们不应该放弃希望和梦想。成功之路也许崎岖，但是世界在期待我们每个人生而注定要为世界所做的贡献。你需要的就是有勇气跟随由内心发出的、指引我们的智慧之音。在你听从它后，你就只需要期待奇迹发生。
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Everything you want in life has a price connected to it. There’s a price to pay if you want to make things better, a price to pay just for leaving things as they are, a price for everything.—Harry Browne

生活里你想要的每样东西都有代价。如果你想让事情更好就要付出代价，仅让事情维持它们现况也要付出代价，每件事都有代价。——哈利·布朗
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①
 fascinate ['fæsə
 '
 net]
 v. 使着迷；
 使神魂颠倒


②
 incredible [ɪn'krɛdəbəl]
 a. 难以置信的；
 惊人的


③
 numerous ['numərəs]
 a. 许多的，
 很多的


































Chapter 4 写给未来的自己













Tomorrow is the most important thing in life. Comes in to us at midnight very clean. It’s perfect when it arrives and it puts itself in our hands, and hopes we’ve learned something from yesterday.


—John Wayne










明天是生命里最重要的东西。午夜时它纯洁无暇地来临，然后完美地把自己交到我们手中，并希望我们已经从昨天学有所成。


——约翰·韦恩



























Bend, but Don’t Break　弯曲，但不折断

Ralph Manuel









One of my fondest memories as a child is going by the river and sitting idly on the bank. There I would enjoy the peace and quiet, watch the water rush downstream, and listen to the chirps of birds and the rustling of leaves in the trees. I would also watch the bamboo trees bend under pressure from the wind and watch them return gracefully to their upright or original position after the wind had died down.

When I think about the bamboo tree’s ability to bounce back or return to it’s original position, the word resilience
 ①
 comes to mind. When used in reference to a person this word means the ability to readily recover from shock, depression or any other situation that stretches the limits of a person’s emotions.

Have you ever felt like you are about to snap? Have you ever felt like you are at your breaking point? Thankfully, you have survived the experience to live to talk about it.




During the experience you probably felt a mix of emotions that threatened your health. You felt
 emotionally drained, mentally exhausted and you most likely endured unpleasant physical symptoms.

Life is a mixture of good times and bad times, happy moments and unhappy moments. The next time you are experiencing one of those bad times or unhappy moments that take you close to your breaking point, bend but don’t break. Try your best not to let the situation get the best of you.

A measure of hope will take you through the unpleasant ordeal
 ②
 . With hope for a better tomorrow or a better situation, things may not be as bad as they seem to be. The unpleasant ordeal may be easier to deal with if the end result is worth having.

If the going gets tough and you are at your breaking point, show resilience. Like the bamboo tree, bend, but don’t break!

孩提时代最美好的记忆，莫过于独自来到河边，悠闲地坐在河岸上。在那里，我可以深深陶醉在平静和安宁中，看河水奔涌着向下游流去，听小鸟唧唧喳喳地歌唱，听树叶随风摇曳的沙沙声。我也会看着那竹子在风力作用下变得弯曲，而当风力逐渐减小时，又看它们优雅地回到原来直立的位置上。




当想起竹子可以反弹回到原来的位置上时，“韧性”这个词出现在我的脑海里。引用这个词来形容某个人，它的意思就是指此人从震惊、沮丧或任何其他产生强烈情绪的情况中迅速复苏的能力。

你是否曾经觉得自己就要垮掉？你是否曾感觉自己已濒临崩溃的边缘？值得庆幸的是，你从这些经历中幸存下来，现在还活着并且还能谈论它们。

在这些经历中，你也许感觉到混杂的情感对你的健康产生了威胁。你感觉情绪低落，精神疲惫，而且你还很可能忍受着极不舒服的身体症状。

生活中有顺境也有逆境，有快乐时光，也有悲伤时刻。下次，当你处于逆境或悲伤时刻并临近崩溃极限时，记得像竹子一样，弯下身去但不倒下。你要竭尽所能，不被困难打倒。

适当的希望将会让你经受住严酷的考验。希望明天会更好或希望状况会好转，可以使事情不像看起来那么糟糕。如果最终的结果是值得付出的，那么不愉快的苦难也许会更容易应付一些。

假如生活异常艰难，直把你逼向崩溃的边缘，请你展现出韧性，就像竹子一样，可以弯曲，但不会折断！
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The two most powerful warriors are patience and time.


—Leo Tolstoy



时间与耐心是最强
 大的两个战士。


——列夫·托尔斯泰











[image: 饰图12.jpg]

 注释 [image: 饰图12.jpg]






①
 resilience [ri'ziliəns]
 n. 适应力；
 弹性


②
 ordeal [ɔ:'di:əl]
 n. 严酷的考验；
 痛苦的经验


























Stutter　口吃

Madison G., Alhambra, CA









My name is M-m-m-adison. That has always been a particularly difficult word for my lips to form, especially on unexpected occasions. In my mind I know exactly what I want to say and when and how I want to say it, but every now and then my words stumble
 ①
 out in repetitive prolonged syllables accompanied by grimacing and pursed lips in a futile attempt to “push” the words out.

I have coped with stuttering my entire life, a problem that often goes unnoticed by those around me since I possess this speech impediment
 ②
 to a very limited degree and experience it only in certain situations. However, it has wielded the same impact on my life as if I had it to its full extent. There have been times when I have wanted to rip my vocal cords from my throat in frustration, not understanding why I cannot speak with ease like those around me.

For many years I have worn a mask, one giving the appearance of fluency and normalcy. I’ve made a relatively successful attempt to hide my stutter, assuming the world had no desire to hear flawed or imperfect speech. I’ve kept it hidden by avoiding situations where I run the risk of stuttering. I have always striven for perfection in all other areas of my life, futilely attempting to compensate for my problem.




I exhausted myself. The obsessive drive that fueled my determination to shut out and ignore a festering disability started to corrode me from the inside out. The lies and deception usually strangled and suffocated me more than my stuttering ever did during a block or period of disfluency. Denial was the crutch upon which I rested, an unstable one that finally gave way this past year. I reached a breaking point, unable to withstand the pressure of pretending to be somebody I was not. After years of refusing to seek help, I was forced to acknowledge that there was, in fact, a problem.

My speech therapist extended her hand to me, hoisting me up. She is a woman who stutters severely herself but is unashamed and unapologetic when speaking at her achingly slow pace. She stumbles over certain words and at times experiences difficulties, yet perseveres through each sentence.




Entering her office that first time, we watched a videotape of her giving a speech in a college class, neck craned and grimacing, stuttering uncontrollably for ten minutes straight. It reminded me of me. I had never identified with anyone like I did with her in that moment. I discovered that I really wasn’t alone after all.

Her office is a sanctuary, a place where I will not be judged for my imperfect speech. It’s a safe heaven where I won’t receive curious or impolite stares from those who don’t understand what it’s like to struggle with the simplest daily task—a place where I can stutter to my heart’s content.

I’ve finally found my way. I accept that I have this disability and consider myself blessed to be a stutterer. I feel privileged to be among those who are disabled because we are able to appreciate certain abilities normally taken for granted. We know what it’s like at times to find ourselves without them.





我叫曼——曼——曼——迪逊。对我来说，这一直是很难发音的三个字，尤其是在突发情况下。我的大脑清楚地知道我想说什么、什么时候说以及怎么说这几个字，但是在发这些字的音时，我常常会反复地延长这个字，并且伴随着狰狞的表情和撅起的嘴唇，我努力地想“挤出”这几个字来，但却做不到。




我一生都在对付我的口吃问题，因为我的言语障碍问题程度很轻，而且只会在某些情景下才会出现，所以我的口吃问题经常被我身边的人忽略。然而，这对我生活造成的影响就如同我是个严重的言语障碍者一样大。在失望沮丧的时候，我有好几次都想撕裂喉咙里的声带，我不明白，为什么我不能像身边的人一样自然地说话。

多年来，我一直带着面具生活，给别人一种我说话很流利正常的表面感觉。我也相当成功地努力隐瞒了我的口吃问题，因为我觉得世人不愿意听到有缺陷或不完美的说话。我一直避免会让我陷入口吃问题的情况来隐瞒这个事实。而且我总是努力地让自己生活的其他方面都能尽其完美，以此来试着弥补我的这个问题，但一切都是徒然。

我感到筋疲力尽。这强迫性的内驱力使我耗尽了决心，让我忽视了自己严重的缺陷，并开始由内而外地折磨我。比起不流利的口吃问题，谎言和欺骗更是经常让我痛苦地窒息。否认是我依靠的拐杖，但它却不稳固，最终在过去的一年里夭折了。我到达了一个转折点，我不再忍受着假装某个不是我自己的个人压力。在我多年拒绝寻求帮助之后，我不得不承认，我确实有个问题。

我的言语治疗师向我伸出了友善之手，她给了我很大的鼓舞。她是个本身口吃就很严重的女性，但对于自己那令人痛苦的缓慢的语速，她丝毫不感到羞愧和抱歉。她会在某些字词上结巴，有时也会很吃力，但是她始终坚持一句句地说完。




第一次到她的办公室时，我们观看了她在一个大学教室里演讲的录像带。她伸着脖子、露出狰狞的表情，无法控制地口吃，做了整整十分钟的演讲。这让我想起了我自己，我从没有像那一刻一样，与别人产生如此这般的共鸣。我发现，口吃确实不只是我一个人才有的问题。

她的办公室像是一块圣地，在那里，我不会因为我有瑕疵的言语而被别人品头论足。那是一个避风港，在那里，
 不会有人向我投来好奇或不礼貌的目光。这些人不懂得每天与最简单的日常口语挣扎是什么感觉。在那里，我可以尽情结结巴巴地说话。

我终于找到了自己。我接受了我的缺陷，并认为自己是因为受祝福而成为个结巴。我庆幸自己成为有缺陷的一员，因为这样，我们通常就会对拥有一些别人都想当然的能力而感激。因为我们知道，在寻找真实自己的路上，如果没有它们将会是什么模样。
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The best day of your life is the one on which you decide your life is your own. No apologies or excuses. No one to lean on, rely on, or blame.—Bob Moawad
















Don’t Let Anger Get the Best of You　管理你的愤怒情绪

Winifred Yu Walking









You’re late for a job interview when traffic slows to a crawl. At the supermarket, a customer wheeling a full cart cuts ahead of you in the express check-out line. You spend months on a make-it or break-it project, and your lazy colleague lands the promotion.

Feel that burn? Before you implode with rage or erupt into a tantrum
 ①
 , take a deep breath and remember this: Anger hurts. Study after study has found that high levels of anger and hostility are associated with greater risk for heart disease, poor immune responses, and even a propensity
 ②
 for obesity. Men with high anger scores were three times more likely to develop heart disease than their calmer cohorts, a Harvard School of Public Health study found. And in women, arguments with spouses raise hormone levels and lower immunity—a real problem, since lower immune response may boost women’s risk of cancer.




Anger unleashes a torrent of hormones that wreak havoc
 ③
 on our circulatory and immune systems. When we are angry, our fight-or-flight response prompts our adrenal glands to send out an extra jolt of adrenaline and cortisol. The two hormones then cause the heart rate to speed up, blood pressure to soar, and the immune system to slow down—all helpful responses if you’re going to fight or flee, but not if you’re going to stand and seethe.

The extra hormones also cause blood platelets to clump and fat cells to empty into the bloodstream. Then, when the extra energy isn’t used, the liver converts the fat into cholesterol. Extra cholesterol creates plaque in the arterial walls, which, over time, raises the risk for heart disease. To make matters worse, hostile people are more likely to overeat, smoke, and drink too much alcohol, studies have found.

It doesn’t seem to matter whether you release the anger or hold it in, experts say. The effects on your health are the same. “Anger is anger,” says Redford Williams, M.D., director of the Behavioral Medicine Research Center at Duke University Medical Center and co-author of the book Life Skills
 . “Both are harmful to health.”

The good news is, it is possible to control your anger. “By evaluating it and using various techniques, you can talk yourself out of it,” Williams says. “That’s what’s nice about us humans: We can always do something or not do something to change our behavior.”





Take stock




Many people who are angry don’t recognize themselves as angry, according to Knoxville psychologist Richard Driscoll. He suggests that you ask yourself these questions to measure your anger quotient
 ④
 : Do you feel as if you are frequently mistreated by others? Do you often consider minor inconveniences to be personal attacks against you? Do you complain often? Do you exaggerate the actions of others or take their affronts
 ⑤
 personally? On the road, do you frequently curse other drivers, to the point that driving has become unpleasant?


Keep a record




Many people are unaware of what ticks them off, says Jerry Deffenbacher, Ph.D., a professor of psychology at the University of Colorado in Fort Collins. “For lots of us, our anger sort of happens,” he says. “We don’t know what it comes from. We’re just on automatic pilot.”

To get a better sense of what makes you mad, keep a journal of situations that rile
 ⑥
 you. Reflect on why they set you off and make you feel wronged. Ask yourself honestly whether your anger is justified. By writing down feelings and situations, you’ll become more aware of the events that get your ire and maybe even avoid them.





Change or accept




When you feel anger welling up, take a change-it or accept-it approach. If, for example, your neighbor’s garbage is fluttering into your yard yet again, it’s time to put your problem-solving skills into motion. Calmly discuss the situation, and look for ways to change it.

If you can’t do anything about the situation—the rude driver who just cut you off has left the scene—work to put your anger on hold right then and there. Accept that you can’t do anything about it, take some deep breaths, and move on to something else.


Don’t take it personally




How many times have you said to yourself, “That shouldn’t have happened to me” or “I don’t deserve that”? Such thinking can easily set off angry feelings. But smart people realize that, sometimes, the water-on-the-back-of-a-duck approach is the best way to deal with many of life’s unfairnesses.

“Many of us have a God-like or little-kid-like mentality that we shouldn’t be imposed upon, frustrated, or have things happen to us,” Deffenbacher says. “That’s a demanding kind of thinking. Fact is, you’re going to have your base rate of crummy things happen to you.” The better able you are to accept that, the less angry you’ll be.





Stop dwelling on the past




If you still remember a minor infraction long after it happened, it’s time to let go. Life has moved on, and so should you. Practice understanding people who have dealt you minor wrongs. Think of the problem as having been caused by the situation, not the person. If it’s a more serious matter, such as childhood abuse or an unfaithful spouse, consider seeing a therapist to help you work through and release the pain, says Susan Heitler, Ph.D., a psychologist in Denver.


Adjust your routine




If you’ve been keeping track of your anger, you know what sets you off. Use that information to avoid upsetting situations. For instance, if you know that the grocery store is crowded on weekends, shop after work. By avoiding frustrating situations, you dodge anger.

Ultimately, the ways you react to upsetting situations and express your anger come from a combination of several factors, including genetics
 ⑦
 , upbringing, and culture. Your response also varies by day, depending on your mood and even how tired you are.




Fortunately, angry people can learn to become happy people. “We just have this personality type that sometimes gets us into trouble,” Williams says. “You’ll always have that tendency to get angry. But you can probably control it enough to keep it from damaging your health.”





交通通行速度缓慢，而你赶着去参加一个面试，你已经迟到了。超市里，一名顾客推着一整车东西，在快速结账通道插队到你前面。你在一个事关公司命运的项目上花了几个月时间辛勤工作，而懒惰的同事却升了职。

感觉怒火中烧吗？在你火冒三丈而大发雷霆之前，请做一次深呼吸并牢记：愤怒会带来伤害。多项研究发现，极度愤怒和敌意情绪可能会使患心脏病的几率更大，让免疫系统更脆弱，甚至导致肥胖的可能。哈佛大学公共卫生学院的研究发现，经常极度愤怒的男性患心脏病的几率比心绪平静的研究对象要高三倍。对女性而言，与配偶争吵会提高激素水平，降低免疫力——这是一个真正严重的问题，因为较低水平的免疫反应可能会增加女性患癌症的风险。

愤怒释放了大量荷尔蒙，这会严重影响我们的循环系统和免疫系统。当我们生气时，我们的“战斗或逃跑”反应提示肾上腺迅速分泌出额外的肾上腺素和皮质醇。这两种激素会导致心率加快、血压飙升，免疫系统工作得更缓慢——如果你要去“战斗或逃跑”，所有这些反应都是有益的；但如果你要去与人对峙或变得十分激动，那这些反应却是有害的。




额外分泌的荷尔蒙也会引起血小板凝结，脂肪细胞会趁机流入血液中。进而，当额外的能量没有被消耗掉时，肝脏会将脂肪转化为胆固醇。额外的胆固醇会在血管壁上产生斑块。随着时间的推移，就会增加罹患心脏病的风险。更糟糕的是，研究发现，内心充满敌意的人有可能吃得过多，或更可能吸烟、酗酒。

专家认为，将愤怒释放出来或将其掩藏在心里似乎并没有太大区别，
 两者对健康的影响是相同的。“愤怒就是愤怒，” 杜克大学医学中心行为医学研究中心主任、《生活技能》合著者雷德福·威廉姆斯博士说道，“两者都有害健康。”

好消息是，控制愤怒是可能的。“通过评估它，使用各种技术，你可以说服自己摆脱愤怒情绪，”威廉姆斯说。“这就是我们人类厉害的地方：我们总是可以做点什么或不做什么来改变我们的行为。”


作出评估




诺克斯维尔的心理学家理查德·德里斯科尔说，许多愤怒发火的人都没有意识到自己在生气。他建议问自己以下问题来判断是否发怒：你是否觉得经常被别人虐待呢？你经常把轻微不便视作对你的个人攻击吗？你经常抱怨吗？你会夸大他人的行为或把他人的侮辱视为故意针对你的攻击吗？在路上时你经常诅咒其他司机，而使开车变得很不愉快吗？





做好记录




科罗拉多大学柯林斯堡分校的心理学教授杰里·德芬巴赫博士说，很多人都不知道是什么东西惹他们发怒。“对于我们很多人，愤怒似乎是自然而然发生的，”他说，“我们不知道愤怒的来源，它总是自动发挥作用。”

为了更好地了解是什么惹你生气，把激怒你的场景记录在日记里。反思为什么这些场景会激怒你，让你觉得委屈。诚实地问问自己，
 你的愤怒是否有道理。通过写下自己的感情和经历情况，你更容易意识到让你愤怒的事件，甚至可以更有效地避免它们。


改变或者接受





当你感到越来越愤怒时，
 采取一种“改变或接受”的态度。比如，假设你邻居的垃圾又飞进你家院子，这时你应该采取解决问题的态度，平静地与对方讨论问题，寻找方法来改变它。

有些情况下，你无计可施——比如，粗鲁无礼的司机插队到你前面，如果他已经离开——那你应该试图把愤怒控制在当时的现场。学会接受你什么也做不了这个事实，做几次深呼吸，把注意力转移到别的东西上面。





不要对号入座




你会经常对自己说“这不应该发生在我身上”或“我不应该有这样的境遇”吗？这种想法很容易引发愤怒情绪。但是，聪明的人会认识到，有时候“常在河边走，哪有不湿鞋”的自我解释，是处理众多人生不公最好的态度和方法。

“许多人都有一种神般或孩子般的心态，觉得我们不应该被强迫，不应该遭受挫折或沮丧情绪，或不应该有不好的事情发生到我们头上，”德芬巴赫博士说。“这是一个要求极高的想法。事实是，对坏事情发生在你身上的基本概率，你心里必须要有相应的预期。”你越能接受这一事实，就会越少生气。


不要总是沉湎于过去




如果你还记得已经过去很久的一次小挫折，那么是时候释怀了。生活在继续，你应该继续前行。试着理解那些待你不公的人。把问题看成是当时的情况造成的，
 而不是某个人造成的。丹佛的心理学家苏珊·海特勒博士说，如果那是一个比较严重的问题，比如虐待儿童或伴侣不忠，可以考虑让心理治疗师帮你度过难关、释放痛苦。


调整你的生活习惯




如果你一直在追踪你的愤怒来源，你就知道什么会让你发怒。使用这些信息来避免容易让你发怒的情况。例如，假
 如你知道通常杂货店在周末会非常拥挤，那么你可以在下班后去购物。通过避免令人沮丧的情境，你可以避开愤怒情绪。




总之，你对让人不快的情境的反应方式，以及你表达不满的方式，都来自于以下几个因素的组合，包括遗传学、养育过程和文化因素。你每一天的反应可能也不尽相同，这取决于你的情绪，甚至是当天你的疲惫程度。

幸运的是，愤怒的人们可以学会成为快乐的人。“这种易怒的人格类型有时会给我们带来麻烦，”威廉姆斯说，“你总是会有生气的倾向。但是你可以控制它，让它不至于伤害你的健康。”
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Character may be manifested in the great moments, but it is made in the small ones.—Phillips Brooks

性格往往在重大时刻显现出来，但它却是平日点滴培养起来的。——菲利普·布鲁克斯
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①
 tantrum ['tæntrəm]
 n. 发脾气，
 发怒


②
 propensity [prə'pensiti]
 n. 倾向；
 习性





③
 havoc ['hævək]
 n. 大破坏；
 混乱


④
 quotient ['kwəuʃənt]
 n. 份额


⑤
 affronts [ə'frʌnt]
 n. 侮辱


⑥
 rile [rail]
 v. 激怒


⑦
 genetics [dʒi'netiks]
 n. 遗传学






















Standing Tall on a Surfboard in Midlife　中年冲浪第一课

Mike Gordon









A wave rose behind me, but it was barely a swell. If I had been standing instead of lying on a surfboard, it might have been tall enough to splash
 ①
 my calves.

Still, I stroked the water like a man about to be swallowed by a shark. If the board was moving, I couldn’t tell. I started to think this was an awful idea, that maybe this was not meant to be.

Maybe I had waited too long to learn how to surf.

Middle-aged egos can be painful to watch. A man can turn forty, spot a few gray hairs and do all kinds of things to prove he’s still younger. Some men have affairs with leggy redheads, others start jogging. I decided to make good on a promise I made to myself when I was twelve.

I was going to learn to surf.

I often told myself it wasn’t right to have grown up in Hawaii and not have learned how to surf. All my life, this concept got steady reinforcement. Everywhere, I saw people with surfboards—young people, old people, men, women. Once, I saw a five-year-old “carving wave”. Another time, I saw a dog “hang ten”. How hard could it be to learn this?




And yet, I didn’t do anything about it. Instead, I made excuses about not having enough time and not knowing anyone who would teach me.

Then I saw a yellow flyer for a surf school in Waikiki, and the child in me spoke up, telling me it was time.

That was how I found myself floating off Diamond Head at a surf break called Tonggs. My arms were stroking the water as if my life had no other purpose. The wave scooped me up as my instructor grabbed the back of my surfboard and gave me a quick shove
 ②
 forward.

I was moving, but I wasn’t surfing. Before I could persuade myself to react, the ride was over. I’d blown it on my first attempt.

My instructor didn’t know what to make of this. Then he shoved my board toward shore so quickly, I thought he was angry. “Paddle, now!” he shouted.

What happened next didn’t take long: I stood up. I fell down. The wave passed me by.




Each new wave generated the same result: a wipeout with all the grace of a drunken belly flop.

Another wave rose like a dare. And then it happened. It was over in twenty seconds, but I’ll remember it forever. Even if it never happens again.

I’ll remember the sky was slightly overcast, and the ocean was an undulating
 ③
 slab of gray-blue, streaked with white breakers. I’ll remember the taste of salt water on my lips and the ache between my shoulder blades.

But most of all, I’ll remember that I stood up. I surfed.





我身后涌起一阵波浪，但却远不是什么巨浪。如果我站在冲浪板上而不是躺在那里，它可能刚刚能溅到我小腿肚的高度。

然而，我战战兢兢地划过水面，仿佛马上就要被鲨鱼吞噬似的。我甚至无法分辨冲浪板是否在滑动。我开始觉得来学冲浪简直是个糟糕透顶的主意，或许，我根本就不应该来学。

也许，在学习冲浪之前，我等待了太长时间。

审视中年人的自我是非常痛苦的。一个人刚满40岁时，虽然头上冒出了几根白发，但他可以做各种各样的事情来证明自己依然年轻。一些男人与红头发的长腿姑娘们调调情，另外一些人则开始慢跑。而我则决定兑现自己在12岁时许下的诺言。




我要去学冲浪。

我经常告诉自己，在夏威夷长大而没有学会冲浪是一件极其丢人的事情。在我的一生中，这一观念不断得到稳步强化。到处都可以看到人们扛着冲浪板——年轻人、老年人、男人、女人。有一次，我看见一个5岁的孩子在玩“雕刻波浪”。还有一次，我甚至看见一只狗在“作十趾驾驭”。我不禁反问自己，学这个能有多难？

然而，我并没有马上采取行动。相反，我编造了很多借口，比如没有足够的时间、不知道谁可以教我等等。

后来我在怀基基海滩看到了一个冲浪学校的黄色传单。我心底那个孩子开始跟我开口说话，告诉我是时候去学冲浪了。

再然后，我便漂浮在钻石头山附近一个叫做唐格斯的冲浪圣地。我的双臂使劲地划着水，好像我的人生除此以外没有其他任何的目的。海浪袭来，把我高高地涌起。我的教练从背面一把抓住我的冲浪板，把我快速往前推。

我感觉自己在移动，但没在冲浪。我还没来得及说服自己做出反应，一切就结束了。我的第一次尝试失败了。

教练很难理解我的表现。然后，他把我的冲浪板快速推向岸边，我以为他生气了。“现在划啊！”他喊道。




接下来发生的事情倒很迅速：我站了起来，然后摔倒了。浪头越过我向前奔涌而去。

每个新的浪潮都产生了相同的结果：我一次又一次被浪打翻，优雅地露出圆鼓鼓的啤酒肚。

另一波浪头汹涌而来，仿佛要向我发起挑战。然后，难忘的事情发生了，尽管只有短短20秒就结束了，
 但我会永远记住这件事，即使它永远不会再发生。

我记得天空有些阴沉，海平面仿佛一块上下起伏的灰蓝色石板，夹杂着白色的碎浪。我记得嘴唇上盐水的味道，还有肩胛骨之间的阵阵疼痛。

但最重要的是，我会记住，那一刻我站起来了，我冲浪了。
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You may avoid suffering and sorrow if you don’t risk, but you simply cannot learn, feel, change, grow, love, live.—Bob Proctor

若不冒险，或许你能避开苦难或哀伤，但你会因此而无法学习、感受、改变、成长、爱别人，以及生活。——鲍勃·普罗克特
























The Greatest Gift We Can Give to Our Children　给孩子最珍贵的礼物

Leslie Karen Lobell









This past year—and the soon to end Year of The Golden Dragon on the Chinese calendar (considered a very lucky year for bearing children)—seemed to bring a baby boom to many places, including my island home of Providenciales. On days when I am able to enjoy the luxury of morning coffee at a favorite outdoor café, I often see mothers carrying infants as young children run around the plaza, full of energy and excitement. Though not a mother myself, (I am a proud aunt of two bright and beautiful nieces), I cannot help but smile back at the beaming faces and feel the tug these young girls and boys have on my heartstrings. I always pray that these young ones will hold onto their exuberance: the passion and curiosity with which they approach life.

Children are so full of joy, hopes, and dreams. They are spontaneous and creative. Sometimes they say or do things that make adults burst into laughter (or occasionally lead a parent to feel embarrassed), because we recognize that the child has not yet learned a particular rule of social etiquette. There is something so wonderful about how young children are directly connected to their essence, before the lessons and the inevitable pain of life experience lead them to hide that essence under layers of protection.




As a therapist, often my job is to get people back in touch with that essence. They have buried it so well, so carefully, that they cannot even find it themselves. Getting in touch with that essence, and allowing it to show again, is inextricably linked to self-love. When we love ourselves, we love our core, our essence, and we bring forth more of that vital part of ourselves into our daily lives. It probably would not be an exaggeration to say that over 95% of the problems that clients bring to therapy—be it relationship problems, depression and anxiety, substance abuse, career indecision, or general dissatisfaction with one’s personal or professional life—have some link (often a primary one) to a lack of self-love. This lack of self-love generally begins in childhood. When teenagers or adults walk into my office for counseling, I often think, “If only we could catch them sooner…”




To develop self-love, children need to know that they are loved, unconditionally. Many children fear they will be “kicked out” or abandoned if they do not behave in ways that please their parents. Children need to know that their parents love them, even when the parents do not approve of the child’s behavior. Children need consistency
 ①
 from their parents: They need to feel that they are on a solid foundation, and that their place in the family is secure. Children need both to see the actions and hear the words to reassure them of their parents’ love. A big birthday gift from a parent who never says, “I love you” can feel like a bribe to a child. Similarly, when a parent forgets to pick up the child from school or doesn’t plan anything special for the child’s birthday, the child may hear an “I love you” from that parent as empty words. Many parents assume that their children “just know” that they love them, when this is not always the case.

Some people believe that the most important thing to give a child is the “best education money can buy”. I disagree (although an excellent education is very high on my list). I do believe we should “teach them well and let them lead the way”. We should give our children the best education possible (both in and out of the classroom). We must share with them our sense of values and ethics, and encourage their curiosity to learn and explore on their own. Once we have given our children a solid foundation and the basic knowledge and tools they need, we need to let go and trust them to create their own lives, make their own mistakes, have their own successes, and follow their own destiny
 ②
 . We need to let them blossom on their own. I think for many parents the greatest challenge is to learn how to give guidance and at the same time allow their children to be themselves, to have their own lives and follow their own dreams.




More important than giving a child a proper formal education is to foster the child’s self-esteem. A child with a great education who lacks a sense of self-confidence and self-trust will rarely become a happy adult, whether or not he or she is “successful” in the material sense. However, a child who has grown to love himself or herself, will be motivated to learn or do whatever it takes to be successful and happy in life. As we must learn to love ourselves, so, too, must we encourage our children to love themselves, to trust their instincts and intuition, to know and express “the beauty they possess inside”. If we give our children love that is unconditional, then they feel worthy of love; this is a key ingredient
 ③
 for them to develop a sense of self-love. Therefore, I believe that unconditional love is the greatest gift we can give to our children.








过去这一年——即将结束的这一年，中国农历金龙年（被认为是生育孩子的幸运年份）——似乎给许多地方带来一个婴儿潮，包括我家所在的普罗维登西亚莱斯岛。当我在最喜爱的户外咖啡馆享受奢侈的早间咖啡时，我经常看到妈妈们抱着婴儿，身边年幼的孩子在广场上兴奋欢快地奔跑。虽然我自己不是一个母亲（我有两个聪明又漂亮的侄女，并为她们感到骄傲），我也忍不住朝着孩子们喜气洋洋的面孔微笑，并总能感觉到这些年幼的男孩女孩们在拨动着我的心弦。我一直祈祷，这些孩子们能一直保留他们的活力：对生活总是充满激情和好奇。

孩子们身上总是充满欢乐、希望和梦想，而且他们天性自然，并极具创造力。有时他们说或做的一些事情，往往引来大人的哄堂大笑（或偶尔让家长感到尴尬），因为我们意识到，这个孩子还没有学会社交礼仪中的特定规则。年幼孩子的美妙之处就在于本质的自然流露。这种本质，在他们遭受了屡次教训和不可避免的痛苦经历后，便会被他们隐藏保护起来。

作为一个临床医学家，通常我的工作是使人们恢复与这一本质的连结。他们小心翼翼地把它埋藏得那么深，甚至自己也没法找到它。恢复与本质的接触，并允许它再次显现，与自爱有着千丝万缕的联系。当我们爱自己的时候，我们爱自己的核心，即我们的本质，我们会将更多的本质融入日常生活。可以毫不夸张地说，前来接受治疗的客户身上超过95%的问题——可能是关系问题、抑郁和焦虑、毒品滥用、职业决策困难，或一般的对个人或职业生活的不满——与缺乏自爱（通常是首要关联）都有一定的联系。这种缺乏自爱通常始于儿童。当青少年和成年人走进我的办公室咨询时，我常常想，“如果我们能早点发现他们的话……”




要让孩子们自爱，必须先让孩子们知道他们是无条件被爱的。许多孩子都害怕，如果他们的行为举止让父母感觉不悦，他们会被“赶出去”或被遗弃。不论父母是否赞成他们的行为，孩子们都需要知道他们的父母爱他们。孩子需要从父母身上感受到一种连续性：他们需要感觉到自己有一个坚实的基础，他们在家里的位置是安全的。孩子们需要看到行动、听到话语来不断确认父母的爱。父母送给孩子一份丰厚的生日礼物，但从未向孩子说过“我爱你”，这感觉就像是贿赂孩子。同样，当父母忘记去学校接孩子或没有计划庆祝孩子生日，却对他们说“我爱你”时，他们就会觉得很空洞。许多父母想当然地认为孩子“知道”他们爱他，但事实并不总是如此。




一些人认为，最重要的是给予孩子“用钱买到最好的教育”。我不同意这种观点（虽然优秀的教育在我的列表上位置非常靠前）。我相信我们应该“教育好他们，让他们独立地走自己的路”。我们应该给我们的孩子尽可能好的教育（无论课内还是课外）。我们必须与他们分享我们的价值观和道德规范，并鼓励他们的好奇心去独立学习和探索。一旦我们给了孩子坚实的基础以及他们需要的基本知识和工具，我们要做的就是放手，并相信他们，让他们去创造自己的生活，让他们去犯错、去成功，经受他们自己的命运。我们需要让他们自己去开花结果。我觉得对许多父母来说，最大的挑战是学会如何给予指导，同时允许孩子做真正的自己，有自己的生活，并追求自己的梦想。

比起给孩子提供适当的正规教育，更重要的是培养孩子的自尊。一个接受了优良教育却缺乏自信心的孩子，成年后很难成为一个快乐的人，无论他或她在物质上是否“成功”。然而，一个已经学会爱自己的孩子，会主动地学习或行动以获得成功与幸福。我们必须学会爱自己，同样，我们必须鼓励我们的孩子爱自己，要让他们相信自己的本能和直觉，也要让他们知道和表达“自己拥有的内在美”。如果我们给孩子的爱是无条件的，他们就会觉得自己值得被爱；这是自爱养成的关键成分。因此，我相信，无条件的爱是我们可以给孩子的最伟大的礼物。
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Most people are other people. Their thoughts are someone else’s opinions, their lives a mimicry, their passions a quotation.—Oscar Wilde

大部分人过着他人的生活，他们的想法是别人的看法，他们的人生是个仿制品，他们的热忱出自一句名言。


——奥斯卡·王尔德
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①
 consistency [kən'sistənsi]
 n.连贯，
 一致性，
 强度，
 硬度，
 浓稠度


②
 destiny['destini]
 n.命运


③
 ingredient[in'gri:diənt]
 n.成分，
 原料，
 配料，
 因素














A Letter to Myself 10 Years Down the Road　致十年后的自己的一封信（一）




Red










Dear Red,


You’ve been with hubby for 19 years now…are we happily celebrating our 15th anniversary? Do you still snuggle in the mornings before work or give each other head massages when you’re stressed? Do you still make each other laugh? Does he still refuse to let you cook the main meals because he “fears death”, oh, and does he still over-compliment your sandwiches in an attempt to get you to make them instead? Most importantly, are you two still in love?

If you answered no to any of these, you should work on that. Laugh more. Loosen up. Unless of course he did something supremely crappy
 ①
 . Then you should…never mind…leave no proof.

So, did we change our minds on the kid front? If we didn’t, do we have more dogs? If we did, I hope he or she is healthy and not a pain-in-the-butt like you were. I would hate for Mom to have been right. You know any kid you have is going to be a smart-ass, right? I wouldn’t have it any other way. Is hubby a great dad? I bet he surprised himself.




How is our money looking? Did BFS take off? Is the house paid off as planned? Did hubby talk you into trading up yet? I hope not. Stick to your guns and keep his mind off it. You know how…buy him some board games or something. (Haha, you didn’t think that was what I was going to say.)

Anyway, are we still on track to retire in 15 more years? If not, why? I don’t want to work into our 60’s, do you?

Are you still a nice person? Have you made someone random
 ②
 smile today? I hope we still have a good sense of humor. I also hope we still help others. If you haven’t volunteered for a while, schedule that for this weekend. You know you want to and there are a ton of places that appreciate our time.

Okay, please make sure that you make the rest of our life fun. Love hubby some more, you know he’s crazy about you. Make a silly joke or use that kid voice we always fall into. If you haven’t been silly lately, man up and try it out. You know we love to laugh.





Sincerely,



Red at 27…the one who hopes we had a great 10 years…


That was fun. Do any of you have any comments or questions for your future selves?






亲爱的红：


你现在与老公在一起已经19年了……你们是否正在甜蜜地庆祝结婚15周年纪念日呢？早上上班之前你们还会偎依在一起吗？压力很大时，你们还会给对方做头部按摩吗？你们还能让对方欢笑吗？他是否仍然不让你做正餐，因为他担心你做的难吃得“要死”？哦，还有，他是否仍然喜欢大肆赞美你做的三明治，以此引诱你来做呢？最重要的是，你们两个还相爱吗？

如果你对以上任何一个问题的回答是“不”，那么在那个问题上，你要努力了。多笑笑，放松自己。当然，除非他做了一些非常糟糕的事情。那么你应该……没关系……注意不要留下任何证据。

我们有没有改变关于孩子的想法呢？如果没有，我们养了更多的狗吗？如果我们有孩子了，我希望他或她是健康的，而不是像你一样令人头疼。我讨厌妈妈也许是正确的。你知道你的孩子一定会是一个聪明的讨厌鬼，对吗？对此我深信不疑。老公会是一个伟大的父亲吗？我相信他会是一个好爸爸，甚至好得让他自己都吃惊。




我们的财务状况如何呢？股票有没有飞涨？这所房子是否按计划付清按揭了？老公说服你购买大房子了吗？我希望没有。坚持你的立场，让他把注意力转移开来。你知道该怎么做……给他买一些桌游什么的。（哈哈，你觉得我不会这么说吧。）

还有，我们有望在15年后退休吗？如果不能，为什么？我不想60多岁了还在工作，你呢？

你还是一个好人吗？你今天让别人微笑了吗？我希望我们仍然富有幽默感，也希望我们还会帮助别人。如果你有一段时间没去做志愿者了，这个周末安排一下吧。你知道你想去，有很多地方需要我们的服务呢。

好了，请你保证我们以后的生活总是充满乐趣。多爱老公一些，你知道他疯狂地爱着你。时不时说一个笨拙的笑话，或模仿一下孩子的声音，这种时候我们总是哈哈大笑。如果你最近没有犯蠢，勇敢尝试一下。你知道我们爱笑。


真诚的，



27岁的红……希望我们有美好的10年……




这很有趣。你们对将来的自己做过任何评价或问过任何问题吗？






















Where Do You See Yourself in 10 Years　致十年后的自己的一封信（二）




Ninja










Dear Ninja,


Holy Crap. It’s 2020! Are there flying cars? Do you have a robot maid? Has the world come to an end? I guess if it had, you wouldn’t be able to tell me anyways.

Seriously though, you are pushing 35 right now which means A) you have gray hair on your head, or B) you are balding. Depressing stuff huh? I have a few matters of business that I need to discuss with you.


1) Girl Ninja:





Dude you have been married for 10 years now! Have you been honoring your wife? Loving her for her benefit and not yours? Have you told her you think she is beautiful today? If not, you have some serious business that needs to get taken care of, mister. In fact, why don’t you stop reading this letter right now and call her to tell her how much you appreciate her. I assume you two have gone through some pretty major fights over the years, but I have faith that you both remain committed to love. Remember love is not a fight, but it’s something worth fighting for
 .





2) Kids:




Barring no major medical complications, it’s safe to assume you probably have at least 2 kids, hopefully all boys (only kidding…sort of). Are you sticking to your commitment to be a good dad? Does your job allow you to cut out early to catch your kids youth soccer game? If not, it’s time for you to start looking for a new job. I, meaning you, refuse to work in an industry that overtakes my family life. Do not compromise
 ①
 this. Ever.


3) Finances:




Do you remember that silly blog you started after you graduated college? No? You don’t? It was Punch Debt In The Face. Remember how clever you thought you were when you came up with that name? While you are most likely no longer blogging, I do hope that you have been continually growing in your knowledge of personal finance. You are debt free right? I swear if you still have that stupid Sallie Mae loan there is going to be hell to pay. More important than your individual journey through personal finance, how has the walk with Girl Ninja been? Do you sit down and talk money at least once a month? Does she know how much money you all have in savings? I hope that you have tamed your intense passion for PF and found a way to communicate finances with Girl Ninja in a way that benefits the both of you.





4) Fun:




Seriously man, you better still have a sense of humor and an excitement about life. I know as you grow older your responsibilities increase, but that doesn’t mean you can’t have a good time. What have you done lately that has given you an adrenaline
 ②
 rush? Are you involved in things that make you smile? Remember you were voted your high school’s best sense of humor, I hope you still live up to that silly award every single day.

If you haven’t succeeded in these four areas, you have fallen short of your life goals. This letter is a reminder, that the 24 year old you, had an expectation to live a fulfilling and rewarding life. If that is not the case at the time you are reading this, you only have yourself to blame.


Sincerely,



Your much younger and better looking self


P.S. You currently weigh 180lbs, if you are tipping the 200 mark I’m gonna come cut the excess baggage off of you.









亲爱的忍者：


见鬼，已经2020年了！有会飞的汽车吗？你有机器人女仆吗？世界末日已经来临了吗？我想，如果世界末日真的降临了，你大概也没办法来告诉我。

说正经的，你马上满35岁了，这意味着：你头上有灰白头发了，或者你开始秃顶了。很令人沮丧吧？我有一些重要的事情需要和你商量。


1. 女孩忍者





伙计，你已经结婚10年了
 ！你尊重你的妻子吗？你重视她的利益而不是自己的吗？你今天跟她说过她很美吗？如果没有，那么，先生，你有一项很重要的事情需要处理。事实上，你为什么不停止阅读这封信而马上打电话给她，告诉她你是多么欣赏她？多年来你们两个经历了一些非常重大的斗争，但是我相信你俩始终忠贞于对彼此的爱情。要记住爱情不是一场斗争，但是值得通过斗争去争取。


2. 孩子们




如果没有严重的并发症，也许可以假设你可能至少有两个孩子，希望都是男孩（只是开玩笑……）。你是否坚持履行承诺，做了一个好父亲？你的工作允许你提前下班赶着去看孩子们的青年足球比赛吗？如果不是，你应该重新找一份工作了。我，
 也就是你，不允许工作过多地挤占家庭生活的时间。在这一点上不要妥协，永远不要妥协。





3. 财务方面




你还记得那个从学校毕业就开始写的愚蠢的博客吗？忘了吗？你真的忘了吗？就是那个叫“迎头痛击债务”的博客。还记得当初你想出这个名字时觉得自己很聪明吗？虽然你很可能不再写博客，但我希望你在个人理财方面不断有所长进。你没有债务，对吗？我发誓，如果你还有那愚蠢的学生贷款，那你将面临严重的后果。比你的个人财务状况更重要的是，你和女孩忍者的进展如何了？你们会每月至少有一次坐下来谈谈钱吗？她是否知道你们一共存了多少钱？我希望你已经驯服了自己对证券投资的激情，并找到了与女孩忍者就财务方面进行沟通的有益方式。


4. 生活乐趣




说正经的，伙计，你最好还是有幽默感，有对生活的激情。我知道，随着年龄的增长，你的责任也在不断增加。但这并不意味着你不能过得幸福开心。你最近做了什么让人兴奋的事情吗？以至于肾上腺激素加速分泌？你正在参与一些能让你微笑的事情吗？记得提醒自己在高中时曾被大家投票推举为最具幽默感的学生，我希望这个愚蠢的奖项仍然能每一天都名副其实。

如果你在这四方面没有取得成功，那你就没有实现自己的生活目标。这封信是一个提醒，24岁的你，渴望过上充实、有意义的生活。如果读这篇文章时你尚未过上这样的生活，你只能怪自己了。





真诚的，



更年轻、更帅气的我


附言：现在的我重180磅，如果你即将突破200磅大关，我要来帮你瘦身，减掉超重的部分。
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①
 compromise ['kɔmprəmaiz]
 v. 妥协处理，
 危害，
 妥协, 让步


②
 adrenaline [ə'drenəlin]
 n. 肾上腺素（
 使激动兴奋等）
























A Letter to Myself in 10 Years


　致十年后的自己的一封信（三）




Trent









Many, many people write letters to their past selves, advising their earlier selves to avoid mistakes that they’ve made. I thought it might be interesting to take the opposite approach and write myself a letter today to read on my fortieth birthday.


Dear Trent,


Today is your fortieth birthday. Your son is twelve years old, your daughter is ten years old, and you’ve been married for fifteen years. Right now, I can scarcely
 ①
 believe that’s possible. I don’t know what frustrations and joys you will have experienced between now and then, but I just wanted to pop in with a little reminder of the things you value now, so that maybe you’ll sit down and use your fortieth birthday as an opportunity to really look at your life and make sure that it’s still centered around the things that you value.

I guess that’s the first thing I want to say. Right now, take a few hours and set it aside to really reflect on your life. You probably don’t remember the day to day realities of your life when your daughter was a newborn and your son was two, but you spent it working full time at a job and at two side businesses, plus you devoted time to your children and your wife, spent time on your hobbies, and still squeezed in a bit of time for reflection, too. The times in your life that you’ve been melancholic
 ②
 have been the same ones where you failed to take time to reflect on things. So, take that time right now. Go for a walk in the woods and think about where you’re at right now.




When you get back, do these things.

Take that wonderful wife of yours, the mother of your children, into your arms, give her a kiss, look her straight in the eyes, and tell her that you love her. Right now, she is the emotional center of your life, and even if that has changed somewhat in the intervening ten years, let me assure you that right now, as I write this, she is the reason to get up in the morning. Don’t let little aggravations
 ③
 get in the way of things.

Give each of your children a hug, too. You and your wife used to spend every evening completely devoted to them, and they’ve likely grown into interesting people as well. You’re probably wondering where the time went, and asking yourself when your son turned into a budding young man and your daughter transformed from a soft, snuggly little baby into a nuanced and thriving child. Hug them both, and don’t let these last few years of their childhood slip past. Take some extra time to spend with them, and never hesitate to let them know that you love them.




Think about what you really want to do. Right now, I’m planning on spending much of my thirties making the strongest possible foundation I can for you, one of financial security for you and your wife and those kids. Why? So you can do some amazing things now. Go on a few deeply memorable vacations in the next few years. Take your family and visit every continent in the world. Do some things that will build your family’s connections, but also enable your children to grow and see new things. I’ve spent much of my time over the last few years worrying about how I will be able to take care of those children, but they’re growing up now and the worry should be less, so use those resources you’ve got to experience some new things.

Right now, our family’s plan is to build a new house when I’m about your age. We want to build it out in the country, and we’ve already started planning for it financially. Ask yourself seriously, is this still the dream? Talk about it as a family, and then use those financial resources in whatever way you think is the most valuable for you.




Most of all, never, ever stop dreaming. Your dreams of writing made The Simple Dollar
 possible and has (hopefully) led to some great writing opportunities over the last decade. Don’t stop. Listen to what your heart is telling you and do it. You should be close to complete financial freedom now—take that leap and just run with whatever it is that’s in your heart.

One final thing: she still wants to go on that Bahamas trip, you know. See if you can leave the kids with her parents for a week or two and just go. It will probably be the best thing you guys have done since, well, your honeymoon.


Best wishes,



Your twenty nine year old self


No matter where my life goes between now and then, the contents of that letter will mean something when I read it again in 2018.





很多很多人写信给过去的自我，给过去的自我提供建议以避免他们已经犯下的错误。但我觉得，采取相反的方法，在今天写下一封信，在40岁生日时再来读，这可能会很有趣。





亲爱的特伦特，


今天是你40岁的生日。你的儿子12岁，你的女儿10岁，你已经结婚15年了。现在的我几乎难以相信这一切。我不知道从现在起你会经历哪些挫折，拥有哪些欢乐，但我只是想出来提醒你，哪些是你现在珍视的东西。也许你会坐下来，利用你40岁生日这个机会来真正审视一遍自己的生活，并确保生活的核心仍然是那些你认为重要的东西。

我想这是我首先想说的。现在，拿出几个小时的时间来真正反思一下你的生活。你可能已经不记得女儿刚生下来、儿子才2岁时日复一日的生活细节了，但是你在工作中全力以赴，在双方企业里来回奔波，你投入大量时间去照顾和陪伴妻子孩子，你会花些时间在兴趣爱好上，然后仍要挤出一些时间来思考。生活中郁郁寡欢的时节，与没有花时间反思的时节一样，都是莫大的浪费。所以，现在拿出时间，去林子里走一走，想想你现在的境况。

当你回到家时，记得做以下几件事。

把你的好妻子，你孩子的母亲拥入怀中，给她一个吻，直接看着她的眼睛，告诉她你爱她。现在，她是你生命的情感中心。即使过去的10年里有些变化，那么让我向你保证，现在，当我写这篇文章的时候，她是我每天早起的理由。不要让小小的愤怒伤害了你们的感情。




也给每个孩子一个拥抱。你和你的妻子过去常常整夜整夜地照顾他们，而他们现在很可能已经长成有趣的小大人了。你可能很想知道，也常常会问自己时间都到哪里去了。你儿子长成了一个崭露头角的年轻男子，你女儿不再是从前那个细声细气、小鸟依人的小宝贝，她成了一个心思细腻、茁壮成长的孩子。拥抱他们，不要让他们童年的尾巴轻易溜走。拿出一些额外的时间来陪伴他们，毫不犹豫地让他们知道你爱他们。

认真思考什么是你真正想做的事情。现在，我正在计划在30多岁这些年里给你打下尽可能牢固的基础，一个为你、妻子、孩子提供财务安全的基础。为什么？因为这样的话，你现在就可以去做一些美好的事情。在接下去的几年里，你可以去度假，为自己留下很多深刻难忘的美好回忆；带上家人去拜访世界上的每一个大陆；做一些事来加强家人之间的联系，帮助孩子们成长，体会新事物。在过去的几年里我一直很忧心，我怎样才能照顾好这些孩子。现在他们长大了，我的烦恼应该有所减轻，你可以腾出时间去体验一些新东西了。

现在，我们的家庭计划是在你那个年纪的时候建一所新房。我们想把房子建在郊区，并且已经开始计划筹钱了。认真地问问自己，这仍然是梦想吗？从一个家庭成员的角度来谈论这件事，然后把这些财务资源用在你认为最有价值的地方。




最重要的是，永远不要放弃梦想。你关于写作的梦想让《简单的美元》这本书成为可能，并有希望在过去10年给你带来一些很棒的写作机会。不要放弃。倾听你内心的声音，然后付诸实践。你现在应该接近财务自由——勇敢地去实现飞跃，然后带着内心的梦想奋力奔跑。

最后一件事：你知道，她仍然想去巴哈马群岛旅行。看看你能不能把孩子留给她父母带一两个星期，然后你们就出发。那将会是你们自蜜月以来度过的最美好的时光。


最美好的祝福，



29岁的我




无论我的人生从现在起会经历什么，当我在2018年重读此信时，这封信的内容无疑对我意义重大。
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①
 scarcely ['skɛəsli]
 adv.几乎不，
 简直不，
 刚刚，
 决不


②
 melancholic [
 '
 melən'kɔlik]
 a.忧郁的
 ，
 忧郁症的








③
 aggravation [
 '
 ægrəv'eiʃən]
 n.更恶化，
 加厉，
 恼怒，
 恼人的事











































Growth must be chosen again and again; fear must be overcome again and again.



我们必须一次又一次选择成长，一次又一次克服恐惧。



























紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译








美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译



8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译



9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译








假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。








策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007











遇见成功的自己
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PREFACE

Be the Successful Person You Always Dreamed of　成为你梦想的成功者

Amy Twain

So what does it take to succeed to become a successful person? Success is accomplishing a desired end result or objective. If I asked you if you want to be a successful person, of course you’ll say yes. The first thing to consider is—what is it really you’re trying to be successful at? You have to make that decision—what do you want to achieve in your life? Are you striving to be more organized? To be healthier by losing weight? Or are you trying to pay off those debts? Or how about trying to enjoy your retirement years? Whatever your goals and dreams are, bear in mind that they don’t materialize by wishing on a wishing well or catching a falling star.

You have to make the necessary steps in order to attain your goals and be a successful person. Firstly, you have to be specific—because if you don’t, you may not discern if you’ve already triumphed. To summarize, first decide what you want, and create a plan of action to get there.

Of course, with success comes happiness. If you enjoy what you’re doing, then you’ll be a successful person. Happiness is a decision—so decide to be happy now. And don’t ever condition your thoughts that you’ll only be really happy if you acquire certain stuff or you’ll only be truly fulfilled if you reached a certain point in your life.

Just tell yourself to enjoy the trip and you’re certainly on your way to be a successful person you always aspired to be. Your delight would be the drive that you got to do what you have to do in order to become a successful person. Okay, I admit that it won’t always be a walk in the park, but you feel good anyway, knowing that whatever you’re experiencing right now is just a process and a journey to your success.

And when the right time comes, your goal would come to its fulfillment and realization. Remember that almost every individual has tasted the bitter sting of failure before they reached the pinnacle of success. Therefore, don’t be afraid to fail, because if you never failed in your life, then you never tried anything at all.

Don’t be petrified of taking that huge leap of faith now—so what if you failed? At least now you know than forever wondering, “what if” or “what might have been”. Setbacks and obstacles are just temporary challenges to test us, but don’t let them make you wave the white flag and surrender.

The successful person is not a quitter and it doesn’t matter how many times you fall, but how you endured the hardships that come your way. Finally, strive not to judge yourself based on what you are now, and especially based on the mistakes you’ve done on the past. Just move on forward and start over with a clean state; do whatever you could within your power to get closer to your dreams and try to celebrate even the smallest triumphs you have.

是什么造就了一个人的成功？成功是指达到了期望的最终结果或目的。如果我问你是否想成为成功人士，你当然会说想。但你要考虑的第一件事是，你真正想要在什么方面成功。你必须做出决定——你想在你的人生中实现什么？你是想努力变得更有条理，还是努力减肥变得更健康？你是想努力还清债务，还是享受你的退休时光？无论你的目标和梦想是什么，请记住，只是对许愿池或流星许愿是不会成功的。

为了实现你的目标，成为成功的人，你必须采取必要的行动。首先，明确目标。因为如果你对自己的目标不明确，你可能就无法分辨出自己是否已经成功。简而言之，你得首先决定你想要的，并且制定达到成功的计划。

当然，成功会带来快乐。如果你享受你正在做的事，那么你就会成为成功人士。快乐是一种决定，所以现在就决定快乐吧。不要用思维定势你的想法，认为你只有获得某样东西才会真正幸福快乐，或只有你达到人生的某一点才会真正地感到满足。

请告诉自己，享受过程吧。你确实在通往你所一直渴求的成功的道路上。你的快乐会是个内驱力，为了让你成为成功的人，它会推动你去做你必须要做的事。是的，我承认这不像在公园散步那样轻松容易，但是请明白，无论你现在正经历什么，这都只是通向成功的过程。

当恰当的时机来临时，你的目标就会实现。请记住，几乎每个人在登上成功之巅以前都品尝过失败的苦涩。因此，不要害怕失败，如果你在人生中从没经历过失败，那么你也不会尝试任何其他的事。

不要对我们现在一百八十度转弯的态度表示惊诧——如果你失败了怎么办？但比起永远的迷茫，至少现在你是清楚的，你知道假使失败了“会怎样”或者“该怎么办”。挫折和障碍只是测试我们的暂时的挑战，但是，不要因它们而举起白旗投降。

你失败了多少次不重要，成功人士并不轻易放弃，然而，在这个过程中你是如何对付困难的，这才是真正重要之事。最后，不要根据你现在是什么样就评判自己，尤其不要根据你以前犯过的错误来评判自己。你要做的只是不断前行，以全新的状态重新开始。在你的能力范围内，做任何你能做的事，靠近你的梦想，甚至即使只是获得了小小的胜利，也要试着为此庆祝。


Chapter 1 Awaken the Dream in Your Heart 唤醒心中的梦想

If one advances confidently in the direction of his dreams, and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined, he will meet with success unexpected in common hours.

一个人如果充满信心地向梦想的方向前行，努力实践所想象的生活，他就会迎来意想不到的成功。

It All Starts With a Dream 一切由梦想开始

Doug Evans

Dreaming. Do you or don’t you? Do you dream about the future or just have a fantasy① dream after a couple of late night tacos?

Dreams get us going. Dreams direct our lives, our focus, our direction.

Many of us have forgotten how to dream or haven’t taken the time to dream in years. We get so busy that we never relax our mind and let it dream. Dare I say daydream?

When we were all kids, we would dream for hours. We had all the time in the world to dream. We had no limits. We had no fears. Short of the “boogie man”, we had no idea what fear was.

We could lie in the grass, look at the clouds and dream and dream again. Our friends didn’t tell us our dreams were nonsense but instead dreamed big dreams at our side!


Then what happened? Parents, sport coaches, teachers and sometimes our older friends started to steal pieces of our dreams. We were told we would never make the big league—the pros because we just weren’t good enough. We were told we could never be that famous actor/ actress—it would never happen. We were too fat, too short, we couldn’t sing, we couldn’t dance.

These dream stealers started to poke holes in our dreams. Then we started to doubt ourselves. When things didn’t work out the way we dreamed, we put up a wall between daily life and our dreams. Heck, maybe you even just plain gave up but I guarantee②
 that you started to settle. Settle for this. Settle for that! I guess that it’s not that bad. I guess I can get by, etc. Words we all know. Words that start to steal our dreams.

Well it’s time for a change!

It’s time to know and believe in our hearts that dreaming is never optional③
 !

It’s time to dream and then dream again! Dreaming is never optional!

There is a famous philosopher—Mr. Mickey Mouse. Mickey tells us “Believe your dreams can come true. Never stop dreaming, and remember anything, anything can happen!”


It’s time to find some quiet time and just let it all go and start to dream as kid again.

What do you really want? Forget all about what Mom wanted for you or where you are “stuck” today.

One hour, one day of dreaming is not enough. It will take some time to remember just how to dream. It took years for you to forget how to dream so give yourselves some time to remember how. Regardless, it’s time to start dreaming once again!

“Taking the risk to follow our hearts gives energy to our future and breathes life into our dreams.”—Debbie Ford

Once we know our dreams, goals can be established. Goals that will constantly take you a step closer—even if a small step closer towards your dreams. Goals are a plan to help us realize our dreams. Goals plan the actions that must take place.

Dreams and goals are the planning, the thinking, the blueprint of your life. Action is the how! Action is rolling up your sleeves and going for it!

Accomplishing your dreams require:

* Solid clear goals

* Action

* Pursuit

* Persistence

Persistence is often the key. Persistence, or as my wife calls it with me “stubbornness”. Call it whatever you want but it is the will to keep going, keep pushing over, around, or through obstacles to get what you truly want in life!

Real dreams are what you truly desire deep down. Dreams are worth pursuing. Dreams are worth sacrifice. They are not—I wish! They are not—I want! They are a burning desire to accomplish something or have something.

Your dreams will happen if you have the courage to pursue them!

Protect your dreams and the dreams of your love ones. Protect them because they are one of your most valued possessions. Don’t ever let anyone steal your dreams.

We have established that dreaming is never optional! So what are your dreams? It’s now your turn to dream and dream again!

“If one advances confidently in the direction of his dreams, and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined, he will meet with success unexpected in common hours.”—Thoreau.

“Twenty years from now, you will be more disappointed by things you didn’t do than the ones you did. So throw off the bowlines. Sail away from the safe harbor. Catch the trade winds in your sails. Explore. Dream. Discover.”—Mark Twain

梦想，你是否拥有？你是否梦想过未来，亦或只是在几个深夜吃完玉米饼后进行过一番幻想？

梦想驱使着我们前进。梦想指引我们的生活、我们的专注点以及前进的方向。

我们很多人已经忘记了如何做梦，或者已经好几年没有时间去做梦。我们如此忙碌，以至于我们从未放松头脑让它做做梦。难道我说的是白日梦？

当我们还是个孩子的时候，我们总是会好几个小时不停地做梦。我们拥有全世界的时间去梦想。我们没有限制，我们无需惧怕。没有吓唬孩子的假怪物，我们也不知道害怕是什么。

我们躺在草地上，望着白云，一遍又一遍地梦想着。我们的好朋友不仅不会说我们的梦想没有意义，反而站在我们这边，一起做着远大的梦想。


但后来发生了什么？父母、体育教练、老师，有时甚至是我们年长的朋友，他们开始盗走我们的梦想。我们被告知，我们不可能组成美国大联盟球队，因为我们不够优秀。他们说我们绝不会成为那样出名的演员——这绝不会发生。我们太胖又太矮，我们不会唱歌，不会跳舞。

这些盗梦者开始在我们的梦想中肆意戳洞。然后我们开始怀疑自己。当事情不是按照我们的想象进行时，我们就会在日常生活和我们的梦想之间筑起一道墙。真见鬼，也许，你甚至刚刚彻底地放弃了，但是我保证你会开始感到满足。满足这个，满足于那个！你开始用我们都知道的话来说服自己：“我想这也不是很差”、“我认为我可以对付的”等等。而这些话开始盗取我们的梦想。

是的，现在是时候改变了！

是时候真心了解并相信梦想绝不是随意的！

是时候去一遍遍地梦想！梦想绝不是可有可无的！

有一位著名的哲学家米奇——米老鼠先生告诉我们：“坚信你会梦想成真。永远不要停止梦想，请记住一切皆有可能！”


是时候找个时间，静静地任其流逝，开始像个孩子一样去梦想了。

你到底想要什么？忘记所有关于你母亲所希望你要的，或是你今天遇到的困难。

一个小时的梦或一天的梦是不够的。你需要花一段时间，只是去记住如何做梦。因为多年的时间已经让你忘记了该如何做梦，所以给你自己一段时间，去记住如何梦想。无论如何，现在是时候再次梦想了！

黛比·福特说道：“冒险跟随心声，为未来注入能量，将梦想转为现实。”

一旦清楚了我们的梦想，我们就可以设立目标。目标会不断地促使你更加接近你的梦想，即使只是一小步。目标有助于我们实现梦想。目标制定出必须采取的行动。

梦想和目标是你生活的计划、思想和蓝图。而行动则是怎么去做！行动即是卷起你的衣袖，然后努力去追寻！

实现你的梦想需要：

* 坚定明确的目标

* 行动

* 追求

* 毅力

毅力通常是关键。毅力，或是我妻子用来形容我的“倔强”。无论你想怎么称呼它，它都是继续前行、扫除所有障碍、获得你的生活真正想要的意志和决心！

真实的梦想是你心底真正渴望的。梦想值得追寻。梦想值得你为此牺牲。它们不是“我希望”！它们也不是“我想要”！它们是达到某种程度或拥有某种事物的强烈愿望。

如果你有勇气去追寻梦想，那么你的梦想就会实现！

保护好你自己和你所爱之人的梦想，因为它们是你最珍贵的财富之一。永远不要让任何人偷走你的梦想。

我们已经证实梦想绝不是随意的！所以，你的梦想是什么？现在轮到你开始一遍遍地梦想了！

“一个人如果充满信心地向梦想的方向前行，努力实践所想象的生活，他就会迎来平常想不到的成功。”——梭罗

“二十年后，让你觉得更失望的不是你做过的事情，而是你没有做过的事情。所以，解开帆索，从安全的港湾扬帆出行吧。乘着信风，去探索，去梦想，去发现！”——马克·吐温

注释

① fantasy a. 虚幻的

② guarantee v. 保证；担保

③ optional a. 可选择的；随意的，任意的

Ms. Susan Boyle: An Inspiring Story 苏珊大妈：鼓舞人心的故事

Amy Twain

By the time you read this, you probably heard of the inspiring①
 life story of Susan Boyle. A 47-year old, unemployed, never been married (and never been kissed) woman from Scotland who elicited lots of praises and compliments not just from the three judges, but also from millions of people across the universe, thanks to Youtube.

Her inspiring story spread rapidly like wildfire and inspires others (especially underdogs②
 and dark horses③
 like her) to reach for your dreams no matter what. The Britain’s Got Talent contestant (by far the most popular these days), delivered a strong performance backed up with an even appropriate and inspirational song, “I Dreamed a Dream” from Les Miserables. I like watching that show, in the sense that Britain’s Got Talent is indeed about talent. It’s about talent through and through, despite your looks, and your age. And what I even like most about the inspiring story of Ms. Susan Boyle is that it’s as if she’s the epitome of dreaming and believing in your dreams—and not putting an age limit to your dreams and goals.

What makes this inspiring story so appealing to the masses, is the fact that we have a not-so-young dreamer dreaming to be a professional singer (wants to be as successful as Elaine Paige at that), when generally, dreaming is associated for the young and their promising future. But here, we have Susan Boyle to change the face of dreaming big and giving us her inspiring story.

Truly, she’s not just a living example, but also a living inspiration as well! I know of other singing competitions that imposed age limits on their contestants. It’s good that Britain’s Got Talent never limits their contestants for a certain age bracket only. Why this allure about second chances and underdogs and dark horses? And why not—it just goes to show that all of us, at some moments in our lives, can relate to being underdogs, since we experienced what it feels like being an underdog ourselves.

We want to inspired and strengthened after failure, rejection, and frustration. An inspiring story like Susan Boyle’s is just one strong validation and we felt justified that we can be like her. She’s also a real person (and not just any fictitious character) and she’s like one of us, living an ordinary life but who wants to have a better life.

So, how who can resist this inspiring story? As we live our day to day struggle in our lives, we all need some bits of inspiration to make us smile, enlightened, hopeful and optimistic④
 for our future. And we don’t need pretty faces, toned muscles, almost-perfect hair that light up our TV screens to make us inspired.

On the contrary, it’s those flawed, ordinary-looking individuals which we can relate to that make us more humane and we can say, “If she can do it, I can too.”And I love that smiling aura of Ms. Boyle devoid of any arrogance or self-pity (unemployed, but still looking) when asked what she’s going to do onstage.

She said, “I’m gonna wow the audience.” And boy, she did more than just that—she even received a standing ovation not just from the crowd, but also from the two judges. Everybody’s got an inspiring story—what’s yours?

在你读这篇文章时，你也许已经听过苏珊大妈那鼓舞人心的故事了。她是一位来自苏格兰的47岁失业女性，她从未结过婚（也从没被亲吻过）。由于Youtube视频网站，她获得了来自三位评委和全球成千上万的人们的高度赞美和褒奖。

她那鼓舞人心的故事迅速地传播开来，并且激励着其他人（尤其是像她一样的弱者和黑马）努力追寻自己的梦想，不管这些梦想是什么样的。这位英国达人秀的参赛者（目前最受欢迎的选手）通过一首恰如其分且鼓舞人心的歌曲——选自《悲惨世界》中的《我有一个梦想》，为观众呈现了一场精彩的表演。我喜欢看《英国达人秀》，因为就某种意义而言，这实际上是个完完全全关于人才的节目。它无关乎你的相貌、你的年龄。对于苏珊大妈那激励人心的故事，我最喜欢的一点就是，她就像是你们梦想中追梦和信仰的缩影——不要给你们的梦想和目标设定年龄限制。

这个鼓舞人心的故事如此受到大众的关注，是因为我们知道了一个不那么年轻的梦想家梦想着成为专业歌者（她想像忆莲·佩姬一样成功），而通常来说，梦想是和年轻人以及他们光明的前途联系在一起的。但是现在，苏珊大妈为我们呈现了她那鼓舞人心的故事，改变了我们对追求远大梦想的看法。

事实上，她不仅仅是个活生生的例子，同样也是个鲜活的激扬人心的人。我知道其他歌唱比赛对它们的参赛选手有年龄限制。而值得高兴的是，《英国达人秀》从未对它们的参赛者限制年龄。为什么它会带来新机会，吸引弱者和黑马呢？为什么不呢？它只是向所有人展示，在生命的某些时刻，我们都可能成为弱者，因为我们都体验过成为弱者是什么滋味儿。

我们希望在经历过失败、拒绝和沮丧之后，能够备受鼓舞从而变得更加强大。像苏珊大妈这样的故事只是一个强有力的证明，让我们有理由相信我们也能像她一样。同样，她也是个真实的人（不是什么虚构人物），她和我们一样，过着普通人的生活，只不过，她想追求更好的生活。

因此，人们怎么能抵抗这个鼓舞人心的故事呢？当我们日复一日地为我们的生活拼搏时，我们都需要一些激励来启发自己，让我们微笑，让我们受益匪浅，使我们乐观地、充满希望地面对未来。我们并不需要漂亮的脸蛋、健美的肌肉和几近完美的秀发，不需要用这些来点亮我们的电视荧屏，进而激励我们自己。

相反地，那些与我们差不多的、不完美的、相貌平平的普通人，才会使我们更受鼓舞。因此，我们可以说：“如果她能做得到，那我也能行。”我喜欢苏珊大妈淡然微笑的气质，当被问到她将在台上做什么表演时，她没有表现出任何的自大或自怜（虽说处于失业状态，但她依然在找工作）。

她说：“我将要震惊全场。”朋友，她不仅做到了这点，她甚至使全场观众和两位评委起立鼓掌。每个人都有个鼓舞人心的故事，你的故事又是什么？

注释

① inspiring a. 鼓舞人心的；启发灵感的

② underdog n. 劣势者；输家

③ dark horse 黑马

④ optimistic a. 乐观的；乐观主义的

Do You Have a Dream 你有梦想吗

Brian Gosur

Ask any child: “what do you want to be when you grow up?” and you will get an array of different answers. There are always the standard answers like, I want to be a fireman, policeman, doctor, or maybe even president. My grand-daughter wants to be a model when she grows up, and I think she will. She loves the camera and is a very beautiful girl. Of course, I’m a little biased in my opinion, but when you look into their eyes, you see this wonder and excitement when they talk of living their dreams. Their eyes are wide as saucers and they talk about them as if there is no doubt in their mind, they are going to happen.

What happens to all those dreams? What happened to your dream? What happened to my dream? Are you living your dreams? Did you have a dream?

I think as we grow older, our dreams may change. Circumstances① and maturity② set in and alter or change the way we look at life and our circumstances. The wide eyed child has matured into an adult and his dreams have also matured with him.

I always wanted to be a baseball player. I loved sports and played hockey as well, but life’s circumstances changed all that and living my dream as a professional athlete disappeared. As I talked with people that have known me awhile and I reveal to them what my childhood dream always was, they kind of look at me a little funny, and say...really? They have that, “I don’t believe you,” look on their face. Have you ever had that happen to you?

People laugh at your dreams. I don’t have to tell you that. If you are a dreamer, and entrepreneurs are dreamers or visionaries, you will have more than one dream and you will have more than one occasion where you receive the looks and laughter at your dreams and visions.

There are tons of dreamers, visionaries, entrepreneurs that come to mind, but I would like to bring just a couple to your attention.

1. Leonardo da Vinci

This man was born on April 15, 1452. He was a true dreamer. His drawings included detailed drawings of flight machines. Can you imagine him trying to talk to his friends about putting together a contraption that would take a person into the air?

2. Thomas Edison

Besides giving us light through the incandescent light bulb, Thomas Edison also gave us the phonograph and accumulated 1,093 U.S patents. He is credited with numerous inventions that contributed to mass communications and, in particular telecommunications. This guy was always thinking and dreaming of what could be.

3. Charles Babbage

Where would we be without computers today? I remember when I was in high school, computers were in their infancy, and the dream that someday a machine would have such abilities as the computer does today was a very laughable idea. Well, thanks to Charles Babbage, the dream is alive today.

He was an English mathematician, philosopher, inventor, and mechanical engineer who originated the concept of a programmable computer. Babbage is credited with inventing the first mechanical computer that eventually led to more complex designs.

What do all these men have in common? They dared to dream. They took the looks, the laughs and the finger pointing, and it didn’t deter them from the visions they had. They weren’t thrown off track by them.

Zig Zig lar says that he has been laughed at and made fun of and been told that he will never make it all of his life. To continue and persevere③
 under those circumstances is definitely a man on a mission. He did not let that deter him from fulfilling his dreams, and it shouldn’t with you or me either.

Every one of these dreamers and visionaries had failures, bumps in the road, and people in the way yelling their sarcasm and negative slurs. That should only make you the more determined to win. Success has to go through some failure doors first.

When I played sports and certain people from the opposing team would do their intimidating talking on the field, or I would hear the jeers and yelling from the people in the stands, that just made me all the more determined to do my best and gain the victory. Failure is not final.

What are your dreams? Want to open and run a successful business? Want to open a school for inner city kids? What is the vision you have? I know you can see it as if it is already alive and happening. If this is you, I would like to tell you to never, ever stop dreaming, and don’t listen to people come up to you and say, “that will never happen,” “you can’t do that.” You can’t stop them from talking at you, but you don’t have to listen to them.

You are different. Only 3% of the world’s population are dreamers and visionaries. The other 97% live in the box. Don’t let the boxers yell their negative talk at you. Don’t let them knock you off the road you are traveling. Stay the course, hold the line, and always continue moving forward toward the goals you have and live now the future that you envision. Never stop living your dreams.

“You were born to win, but to be a winner, you must plan to win, prepare to win, and expect to win.”—Zig Ziglar

如果你问任何一个孩子：“长大了你想干什么？”你会得到一大堆不同的答案。但总存在一些标准答案，比如，我想成为消防员、警察、医生甚至是总统。我的孙女长大后想成为一名模特，而且我认为她会梦想成真。她很漂亮，喜欢拍照。当然，我的想法有点偏心，但是，当她谈及实现梦想时，你若注视着她的眼睛，你会从她的眼睛中看到奇迹和兴奋。她的眼睛睁得像茶托一样大，当她谈论梦想时，感觉就像她心中毫不怀疑梦想会实现一样。

所有的这些梦想后来怎么样了呢？你的梦想呢？我的梦想呢？你是否还在追逐你的梦想？你又是否还拥有梦想？

我想，随着我们渐渐成长，我们的梦想也许也会改变。不断变化的环境、日渐增加的成熟度，改变了我们看待生活和环境的方式。眼界开阔的孩子已如成人般成熟，他的梦想也会随之成熟。

我一直想成为一名棒球运动员。我热爱运动，也打曲棍球，但是生活环境改变了一切，想成为专业运动员的梦想也消失了。当我和认识我有段时间的人交谈并向他们表露我童年梦想的时候，他们用那种有点奇怪的眼神看我，然后说：“真的吗？”他们的表情表示“我不相信你。”你是否也遇到过这种情况？

人们嘲笑你的梦想，我不必告诉你这一点。如果你是个梦想家（企业家也是梦想家或理想家），你就不会仅仅只有一个梦想，然而，你也会不止一次地收到别人对你的梦想和憧憬的怪异眼神和嘲笑。

我脑中浮现出很多的梦想家、理想家、企业家，但我只给你们举几个例子。

1. 列奥纳多·达·芬奇

他出生于1452年4月15日。他是个真正的梦想家。他的绘画作品包括飞行器的详细图纸。你能想象他试着跟他的朋友谈论搭在一起的精巧装置能把人带上天的场景吗？

2. 托马斯·爱迪生

托马斯·爱迪生除了发明白炽灯，给我们带来了光明外，他还发明了留声机，拥有1,093项美国专利。他的许多发明对大众通讯具有巨大贡献，尤其是在无线电通讯方面。他总是在思考和梦想着一切的可能性。

3. 查尔斯·巴贝奇

如果没有计算机，我们今天将会怎样？我记得在我高中时，计算机的发展还处于初级阶段。在当时，梦想着计算机某天会像现在一样拥有如此强大功能的想法一定会很可笑。是的，多亏了查尔斯·巴贝奇，在今天，这个梦想实现了。

他是英国数学家、哲学家、发明家兼机械工程师。他是可编程计算机的发明者。他被认为发明了第一台机械计算机，也由此最终带动了更多复杂的设计。

所有这些人的共同点是什么？他们敢于梦想。他们受过别人异样的目光、嘲笑和指指点点，但是，这些都不足以使他们放弃梦想，偏离追逐梦想的轨道。

吉格·金克拉表示他被取笑过，被嘲弄过，也被告知过他一生都不会成功。在这种情况下还能继续坚持的人，他定是个身负使命的人。他不会因为这些而停止实现梦想，同样，你和我也都不应该这样。

每个梦想家和理想家在追逐梦想的路上都有过失败和挫折，也都遭受过路人的讽刺和诋毁。但这只会使你更加决心要获得成功。成功必须要首先经历一些失败。

当我在运动时，对方的某些队员会在赛场上进行恐吓，或者我会听到看台上的人发出的嘲笑声和嘘声，但这只会让我更加下定决心全力以赴取得胜利。失败并不是终点。

你的梦想是什么？想要生意经营成功？想要为市区的孩子开个学校？你有什么愿望？我知道你能看见它，就好像它已经实现了一样。如果你是这样的，我想告诉你，永远不要停止梦想，不要听信别人对你所说的“这永远不会实现”、“你做不到”之类的话。你不能阻止别人对你进行评论，但是你也不必听信他们。

你是与众不同的。这世上只有3%的人是梦想家和理想家，其余的97%都住在盒子里。不要让这些住在盒子里的人对你消极评论。不要让他们使你偏离追逐梦想的轨道。坚持到底，保持不变，继续朝着你的目标和你所憧憬的未来前进。永远不要停止追逐的脚步。

吉格·金克拉说过：“你生而为赢，但是你必须为之筹划，为之准备，为之期待，方能成为赢家。”

注释

① circumstance n. 环境，情况；事件；境遇

② maturity n. 成熟；到期；完备

③ persevere v. 坚持；不屈不挠；固执己见

Picture Your Dreams 画出你的梦想蓝图

Michael A. Verdicchio

I met a lady recently who I think is in her sixties, although I certainly wasn’t going to ask her. She is living a dream she had for a very long time. She told me that she was blessed by God to be living where she is living today.

Over the years I have written a number of articles about dreams, goals and possibilities. I think life was meant to be lived to its fullest. Part of living your full potential is being a possibility thinker.

Many methods and programs can help one realize their dreams and goals. I have in the past written about some of them. But I also know that methods and programs are just that; they are simply methods and programs. What works for one person may not work for someone else. And, you really can’t say that a specific method or program was the only reason someone realized their goal or dream.

That being said, the lady I met recently who is living her dream, did something a long time ago. She drew a picture. She told me that she was born and raised in a house in Pennsylvania right in the middle of an apple orchard①. It was her dream to someday live again in a house in the middle of an apple orchard.

So, she drew a simple picture of a house in the middle of an apple orchard. She drew that picture many, many years ago.

There were some things in her life that didn’t go as well as she had hoped for. Then, after a number of years, she was living alone. She lived alone for nearly twenty years until she met a widower about seven years ago. After a time of courtship, the couple got married and she moved into his house, which is now their home.

As I talked to her in the driveway②
 of her new home of seven years, she was relating some of these things to me. She was so happy and truly thankful to God to be living in a house in California, right in the middle of a large apple orchard.

“What are the odds,” she told me, “that I would meet someone who owned an apple orchard and that he would want to marry me?” She thankfully added, “Isn’t God so good to me?”

Have you ever considered drawing a picture of your dream or goal? Not an artist, you say? Neither is she. That’s not the point. The point is, can you see your dream? Can you describe it? Why not draw a little picture of it?

I remember reading a book a number of years ago and one of the incidents in the book was about a picture from a magazine. A man cut out a picture of a beautiful house from a magazine and kept the picture in his office. After moving a few times, the picture ended up in a box.

Years later he purchased his dream house. And, then while unpacking; he discovered the old picture from the magazine. It was not a picture that was similar to his new home; it was his new home! He stared at the picture that he had cut out of a magazine many years before. He stood there holding a picture of the house he now owned.

Can you picture your dreams? Why not draw a picture of your dream? Or, cut out a picture from a magazine of your dream. Or, download a picture of your dream and put it on your desktop computer. Put it on your cell phone.

Our minds remember images. Scientists say that images that have emotions attached to them are very powerful. Perhaps this is a method you may want to explore in reaching your dreams and goals.

No matter what method you use, do something to keep your dreams and goals alive. And never stop picturing them vividly, in great detail, in your mind. See yourself where you want to be, not where you are today. Regardless of the odds, regardless of what others say, your dreams are important because they are your dreams. Refuse to let go of your picture; work towards it until you get it.

最近我遇到一位女士，虽然我没有亲口问她，但我猜她有60岁了。她正在实现她多年以来的梦想。她告诉我，她因上帝的祝福而拥有现在的生活。

多年来，我写过大量关于梦想、目标和可能性的文章。我认为，人生注定要实现全部的可能。实现这一切的其中一步就是，成为一位“可能性论者”。

有很多方法和步骤可以帮助人们实现梦想和目标。我已经在过去写过一些了。但是我也知道，方法步骤归方法步骤，它们仅仅只是方法和步骤。有些方法对一些人有效，并不代表对其他人也有效。而且，你也不能说，一个人实现他们的目标和梦想，完全就是因为某种特定的方法或步骤。

我最近遇到的那位实现梦想的女士，据说在很久以前就已经有所行动了。她画了一幅画。她告诉我说，她是在宾夕法尼亚州的一个苹果园林正中央的房子里出生和长大的。她的梦想就是，某天可以再住在苹果园林中央的房子里。

所以，她简单地画了一所处于苹果园林中央的房子。这幅画她是在很多年前画的。

在她的生命中，很多事情都不如她所愿。多年后，她一直单独生活。直到七年前她遇到一位鳏夫，她已经独自生活了将近二十年时间。在一段时间的求婚之后，他们俩结婚了。她搬进了他的房子，也就是他们现在的家。

在我和她去往她已经住了七年的新家路上时，她跟我讲了一些事。她很开心能住在加利福尼亚这所大苹果园正中央的房子里，她真心地感谢上帝。

她告诉我：“谁会想到，我能遇到个拥有苹果园的人，而且他还想跟我结婚？”她充满感激地补充道：“上帝是不是对我很好？”

你是否曾想过画下你的梦想或目标？你会说你不是个画家？但她也不是。这不重要，重要的是，你能看见你的梦想吗？你能描述它吗？那为什么不画下它呢？

我记得，很多年前我读过一本书，书中讲到的一件事就是关于杂志中的一幅图。一位男士从某本杂志中剪下了一幅漂亮房子的图片，并把它保管在他的办公室里。几次搬迁之后，这张图躺在一个盒子里被遗忘了。

几年后，他买到了他梦想中的房子。在他打开行李的时候，发现了那张从杂志中剪下来的旧图片。不能说图片上的房子和他的新家相似，因为那简直就是他的新家！他盯着多年前从杂志上剪下来的图片，站在那里，手上拿着他现在拥有的房子的图片。

你能画下你的梦想吗？为什么不画出你的梦想呢？或者，从杂志上剪下你所梦想的图片吧。又或者，下载你梦想的图片并把它设置成电脑桌面，或把它存在你的手机里。

我们的大脑会记住图像。科学家表示，富有情感的图像具有强大的能力。也许，这正是你要探索的实现梦想和目标的方法。

无论你用什么方法，都要做些事去保持你的梦想和目标。永远不要停止在你的脑中生动、具体地画出它们。看看你想要的生活，而不是你的现状。不管几率有多大，也不管别人说什么，你的梦想很重要，因为它们是你的梦想。不要让承载梦想的图片溜走，朝着它前行，直到你实现一切。

注释

① orchard n. 果园；果树林

② driveway n. 车道

Rachel’s Dream 雷切尔的梦想

Michael A. Verdicchio

June has arrived; the year is moving very quickly. I know that’s pretty silly because there are still 24 hours in a day. But as each day goes by are you getting closer to your dreams?

Have you ever noticed that as children get older, many of their dreams seem to vanish①? At age five or six many kids are anxious, excited and eager and have some of the wildest dreams you have ever heard of.

But slowly, over time, as they get older, those dreams just seem to slip away. And when it comes to adults, sadly, many, many of them simply have no dreams. It is all they can to do just get by. But, that is not so concerning the person whose dream I want to share with you.

I’d like you to meet someone. Her name is Rachel. She is almost thirteen years old. She has a dream.

A week ago, our friend Doug was traveling back to California and he spent the evening with us. He had his two daughters and one of their friends with him. One of his daughters is Rachel.

I was sitting out on the patio after dinner talking to Rachel about school. I asked her if she had any plans after high school. I was delighted with her answer. She knows exactly what she wants to do.

She told me she wants to go to culinary②
 school in either New York or Paris. She said that it will probably be in New York because her aunt Candice lives there. She wants to learn how to do pastries. But her dream doesn’t stop there.

She described what her restaurant/pastry shop would be like. She can envision a special place for family and friends to sit and taste her new creations. She was so excited describing her vision and added that most of her friends have no idea what they want to do.

So, will her dream ever come true? No one can say for sure. But if you ask Rachel, she is absolutely convinced. Time will tell, but that’s not the point.

The point is that she has a dream. And I know that there are those who would say, “Well that’s nice,” seeing it only as a child day dreaming, doubting that it will ever come to pass. But there were things that Rachel didn’t mention to me.

She said nothing about the current economy. She didn’t have any doubts about what the future holds for her. She didn’t mention anything about how the current housing market or stock market might have an effect on her dream.

And again, no one can predict③
 the future. But this little girl has a big dream. The sad part is that many big girls and big boys have abandoned their dreams for one reason or another. They have accepted what they call“harsh reality” and are doing all that they can to just get by.

That begs the question, “When do you stop dreaming? When do you give up on your dreams? When do you just forget all those dreams and accept life as it is?” I say,“Never.”

One of the biggest reasons people abandon their dreams is that they can’t see any way for them to come to pass. Some feel cheated out of their dreams. Others feel stupid for even having a dream in the first place. But what’s wrong with having dreams and goals?

Just as no one can predict if Rachel’s dream will come true, no one can predict that your dream won’t come true. Well, no one except you. When you give up on your dream then it is certain that it will not happen.

But why not keep your dreams alive and even add new ones, even if they never happen. Instead of looking at where life is today, why not look forward to where life can be tomorrow. Many people have a hard time doing that because they are afraid of failing. I would rather fail at trying, then never try at all.

6月已经到来了，今年过得特别快。我知道这样说很愚蠢，因为每天依旧都是24个小时。但是，随着日子一天天流逝，你离你的梦想是否更近了呢？

你是否注意到，随着年龄的增长，孩子们的很多梦想似乎也消失了。在五六岁的时候，很多孩子对梦想充满了兴奋感和热切的渴望，他们拥有的梦想是你所听过的最疯狂的梦。

然而，慢慢地，随着时间慢慢流逝，他们的年龄逐渐增长，那些梦想似乎也悄悄溜走了。至于成年人，悲哀的是，他们当中的很多人根本没有梦想。他们所做的只是得过且过。但是，这与我要跟你说的那个人没有那么大的关系，我要跟你分享她的梦想。

我想让你认识一个人，她叫雷切尔。她差不多13岁了。她有一个梦想。

一周以前，我们的朋友道格回到了加利福尼亚。那个晚上，他和我们在一起。跟他一起的还有他的两个女儿和一个他女儿的朋友。他的一个女儿叫做雷切尔。

在晚餐后，我坐在外面的露台和雷切尔谈论起学校来。我问她在中学毕业后是否有什么计划。我对她的回答感到很欣慰，因为她完全知道自己想要做什么。

她告诉我说，她想去纽约或者巴黎的烹饪学校学习。但是因为她的坎蒂斯阿姨住在纽约，所以她表示她很可能会去那儿。她想学习做甜点。然而，她的梦想不只是这样。

她描述了以后的餐厅或面包点心店的样子。她想象会有个特殊的位置给她的家人和朋友，让他们坐在那儿品尝她的新“杰作”。在描述自己的愿望时，她是如此兴奋。她还补充道，她的多数朋友都还不知道自己要做什么。

所以，她的梦想会实现吗？没有人知道。但是，如果你问雷切尔，她绝对确信这一点。时间会证明一切，但这不是重点。

重点是她有梦想。我知道会有人说：“哦，这很好，”然后只把这当作是孩子在做白日梦，并对梦想的实现深感怀疑。然而，有些事雷切尔并没有跟我提起。

她对目前的经济状况只字未提，因为她对她的未来毫不怀疑。至于现在的房地产市场或股票市场对她的梦想可能造成的影响，她一点儿也没提到。

同样，没有人能预测未来。这个小女孩拥有一个大大的梦想，然而可悲的是，很多大女孩和大男孩因为某个或其他原因而放弃了他们的梦想。他们已经接受了所谓的“残酷现实”，并且做着得过且过的事。

这指出了一个问题：“你什么时候会停止梦想，什么时候会放弃你的梦想，又会什么时候忘记所有的梦想而接受现有的生活？”我的答案是：“永远不会。”

人们放弃梦想最主要的原因之一，就是他们不知道如何实现梦想。有些人感觉自己被梦想欺骗了，而另一些人觉得自己起初拥有的梦想很愚蠢。但是，拥有梦想和目标又怎么了呢？

就像没有人可以预测雷切尔的梦想是否会实现一样，没有人能预测你的梦想不会实现。是的，除了你自己，没有人可以。如果你放弃了你的梦想，那么可以肯定，它就不会实现了。

但是，即使它们不会实现，你为什么不保持你的梦想，甚至新增一些梦想呢？为什么不能期盼你未来的生活，而不只是关注现在的生活呢？很多人很难做到这点，因为他们害怕失败。但我宁可尝试过后失败了，也不愿意永远不尝试。

注释

① vanish v. 消失；突然不见；成为零

② culinary a. 厨房的；烹调用的

③ predict v. 预报，预言，预知

The Power of Determination: Glenn Cunningham’s Story 决心的力量：格伦·坎宁安的故事

Burt Dubin

The little country schoolhouse was heated by an oldfashioned, pot-bellied coal stove. A little boy had the job of coming to school early each day to start the fire and warm the room before his teacher and his classmates arrived.

One morning they arrived to find the schoolhouse engulfed in flames. They dragged the unconscious①
 little boy out of the flaming building more dead than alive. He had major burns over the lower half of his body and was taken to a nearby county hospital.

From his bed the dreadfully burned, semi-conscious little boy faintly heard the doctor talking to his mother. The doctor told his mother that her son would surely die—which was for the best, really—for the terrible fire had devastated the lower half of his body.

But the brave boy didn’t want to die. He made up his mind that he would survive. Somehow, to the amazement of the physician, he did survive. When the mortal danger was past, he again heard the doctor and his mother speaking quietly. The mother was told that since the fire had destroyed so much flesh in the lower part of his body, it would almost be better if he had died, since he was doomed to be a lifetime cripple with no use at all of his lower limbs.

Once more the brave boy made up his mind. He would not be a cripple. He would walk. But unfortunately from the waist down, he had no motor ability. His thin legs just dangled there, all but lifeless.

Ultimately he was released from the hospital. Every day his mother would massage his little legs, but there was no feeling, no control, nothing. Yet his determination that he would walk was as strong as ever.

When he wasn’t in bed, he was confined to a wheelchair. One sunny day his mother wheeled him out into the yard to get some fresh air. This day, instead of sitting there, he threw himself from the chair. He pulled himself across the grass, dragging his legs behind him.

He worked his way to the white picket fence②bordering their lot. With great effort, he raised himself up on the fence. Then, stake by stake, he began dragging himself along the fence, resolved that he would walk. He started to do this every day until he wore a smooth path all around the yard beside the fence. There was nothing he wanted more than to develop life in those legs.

Ultimately through his daily massages, his iron persistence and his resolute determination, he did develop the ability to stand up, then to walk haltingly, then to walk by himself—and then—to run.

He began to walk to school, then to run to school, to run for the sheer joy of running. Later in college he made the track team.

Still later in Madison Square Garden this young man who was not expected to survive, who would surely never walk, who could never hope to run—this determined young man, Dr. Glenn Cunningham, ran the world’s fastest mile!

一台形状鼓鼓的老式煤炉使这座乡村小校舍变得温暖。有个小男孩，他有一个任务，就是每天在老师和其他同学到来之前，就要早早地到学校生火，使教室变得温暖起来。

一天早上，他们来到学校后，发现整个校舍被浓烟包围。他们精疲力尽地从着火的大楼中拖出昏迷的小男孩。男孩的下半身有大面积烧伤，他被送往附近的乡村医院。

躺在床上，极度烧伤、处于半昏迷中的小男孩隐约听到了医生与他妈妈的对话。医生告诉他妈妈，这场可怕的大火烧毁了男孩的下半身，她的儿子必死无疑，这实在令人出乎意料。

然而，这个勇敢的男孩不想死。他下定决心要活下来。不知为什么，他确实活过来了，这令医生很吃惊。当度过了这致命的危险期后，他又听到医生小声地对他妈妈说：“因为大火烧毁了他下半身太多面积，他的下肢没有任何用了，他注定要一辈子残废了，这样还不如死了好。”

勇敢的男孩再次下定决心。他不愿残废。他要走路。但是，不幸的是，他的腰部以下失去了任何运动能力。他那瘦弱的腿只是悬挂在那里，毫无知觉。

最终，他从医院出院了。他的妈妈每天给他的腿部做按摩，但是他的腿依旧没有任何感觉和控制力。然而，他要行走的决心依旧强烈。

他不是躺在床上，就是坐在轮椅上。一个晴天，他妈妈推着他坐着轮椅来到院子里呼吸新鲜空气。但是这天，他没有坐在那儿，而是从轮椅上支撑起来。他拖着腿，拽着自己穿过草地。

他走到了院子边界处的白色尖桩篱栅栏旁。费了很大的努力，他将身体撑在栅栏上。然后，他拖着自己沿着栅栏一个桩一个桩地走，这样他就可以行走了。他开始每天都这样做，直到他可以沿着整个院子里的栅栏平稳地行走。他想做的事就只是让他的腿发挥生命的价值。

通过每天的按摩，以及他钢铁般的毅力和他坚定的决心，终于，他从站起来，到蹒跚地走路，到独立行走，最后可以跑步了。

他开始走路上学，然后跑着去上学，跑步能给他带来绝对的快乐。后来，在大学里，他加入了田径队。

再后来，在麦迪逊广场花园，这个被认为不可能存活、不能再行走、更不可能奢望跑步，然而却有决心的年轻人——格伦·坎宁安，跑出了世界上最快的速度。

注释

① unconscious a. 无意识的；失去知觉的；不省人事的

② fence n. 栅栏；围墙

Dreams Will Come True Someday 梦想终会实现

Sara

Everyone has his own dream, in order to make your dream come true, you have to pay a lot, some people may give up his dream when they met some setbacks①
 , and some people will still stick to, always try their best towards to the dreams. There is a player in order to make his dream come true still insist and never give up.

Beijing time on June 16, 2011 North American Hockey League final game came to an end. Boston Bruins VS Vancouver Canucks was 4-0 and won the Stanley Cup of the 4-3 aggregate score. This also is Boston Bruins for the first time won the Cup since 1972 all the players wore their cheap jerseys played on the field and for the goalkeeper②
 Thomas for the first time in his career winning the MVP.

The goalkeeper Thomas, who is 37 years old, was elected as the most valuable player because he successfully got the ball in the final game for 37 times. As a veteran, Thomas career is actually not smooth, until 28 years old he got the first opportunities to play in the hockey professional league in Europe. In 2005, Thomas became a member of Boston Bruins after six seasons; he and his teammates got the champion throne, their cheap authentic jerseys are welcomed among the fans.

A year ago, suffered from hip injury, he became the bench player from the top goalkeeper. Although all tried their best, they couldn’t redeem the lost in the second round of Stanley Cups. Compared to this period, Thomas thought that the years when he just came to North America hockey league soccer were more difficult. “At that time my career was in rising period, but there is not too much chance to play in the game. For many other people, sitting on bench for a long time will choose to give up, but this is not my character, I just want to try to make me more powerful, finally obtained the approval from others, whether internal and external conditions how bad.”

Talking about the last game, Thomas said: “we did our best in the whole game and finally made return, played at the last moment, the whole team without reservation, adhere to the body to fight strategy, this might be the different places to the last few games.”“If you can insist on in your post long enough, you will eventually can reap③ your ideal and goal.” This motto encourages Thomas never give up, for him, the path to success is really long and bumpy, but today, he finally realized the dream and success.

As long as you are unremitting, the dreams will come true one day, Thomas is such a living example.

每个人都有梦想，为了实现梦想，你必须付出很多。有些人遇到一点挫折就放弃梦想，而有些人则会继续坚持，尽其所能朝着梦想前行。为了实现梦想，有位运动员依然坚持到底，永不放弃。

北京时间2011年6月16日，北美冰球联赛总决赛进入尾声。在最后一轮比赛中，波士顿棕熊队以4∶0赢了温哥华加人队，并以总分4∶3赢得了斯坦利杯。这也是自1972年后波士顿棕熊队首次赢得斯坦利杯。在1972年的那场比赛中，所有的队员在球场上穿着他们便宜的运动衫，也正是在那次比赛中，守门员托马斯在他的职业生涯中首次获得最具价值球员称号。

37岁的守门员托马斯被评为最具价值球员，因为他在决赛中成功地接住37次球。作为一名老运动员，托马斯的职业生涯并不顺利。直到28岁，他才第一次有机会参加欧洲的冰球职业联赛。2005年，在6个赛季之后，托马斯成为了波士顿棕熊队的一员。他和他的队员们摘得桂冠，他们廉价但货真价实的运动衫在粉丝中大受欢迎。

一年前，由于臀部受伤，他从顶尖守门员转为一名替补球员。尽管所有的队员都竭尽全力，但还是不能弥补在比赛第二轮中的失误。与这段时期相比，托马斯认为刚参加北美冰球联赛的时候更艰难。“那个时候我正处于事业上升期，但是我没有很多上场比赛的机会。很多长期担任替补队员的队员选择了放弃，但这不是我的性格。不管内部或外部条件有多恶劣，我只是想试着让自己变得更厉害。最终我获得了其他人的肯定。”

谈到最后一场比赛时，托马斯说道：“整场比赛我们都竭尽全力，最终我们也成功了。直到比赛的最后一刻，整个团队也都毫无保留地尽力去拼，坚持用身体进行战斗，也许这就是与上几场比赛的不同之处。”“如果你能在你的岗位上坚持足够长时间，那么你最终会收获你的理想和目标。”这句座右铭鼓励着托马斯永不放弃。对于他来说，通向成功的道路真是漫长而崎岖。但是今天，他终于实现了他的梦想，获得了成功。

只要你坚持不懈，梦想终会实现，托马斯就是个活生生的例子。

注释

① setback n. 挫折；退步；逆流

② goalkeeper n. 守门员

③ reap v. 收获；收割；获得


Chapter 2 Attitude Is a Kind of Ability　态度是一种才能

A successful man is one who can lay a firm foundation with the bricks others have thrown at him.

成功的人是能够拿别人扔过来的砖头为自己垒砌坚强地基的人。


Maintaining a Positive Approach to Daily Life 保持积极的生活态度

Keith Barrett

It’s sometimes all too easy to feel like life isn’t going as well as it should be. Minor niggles can develop into more significant①
 issues, causing you to spend more time thinking about what’s going wrong. The truth is, however, that you might feel better if you take a more positive attitude.

This could, of course, be said to be easy in theory. But the reality may be substantially different, causing you to question whether you can achieve the happiness that you seek. It’s not a simple process to escape from a cycle of negativity② and this is something that may concern you. How can you make the changes that are necessary in order to allow you to think in a different way?

It’s sometimes necessary to take steps that may seem to be rather strange. You might start, as an example, by making a list of all the great things that you have in your life. Such a list might include absolutely everything, from loved ones to ice cream that can currently be found within your freezer at home!

As I said, this may seem like a rather odd thing to do. So why is it something that you would even consider? The answer is that you should look to avoid the danger of assuming that all is going wrong in life. It may well be the case that improvements can be made, but it’s unlikely that things are as bad as they first appear.

Once you start making the list, you’ll discover that it’s hard to stop a smile from forming on your lips. You’ll consider great things in life and many of the reasons why you actually enjoy the daily routine. You’ll certainly see that there’s a lot to be happy about. This is a list that you should keep safe too.

You might, for instance, want to pin it on a message board. Alternatively③, it could be attached to your fridge. Ideally, you’ll want to place it somewhere that it can be seen every single day. Every time you look at the list, you’ll be reminded of the fantastic elements of your life.

This focus on positive issues is likely to become more and more important to you. A number of scientific studies have discovered that people who believe that they are lucky will tend to get more positive results in life. In a sense, they will actually become lucky as a result. The same can be true when it comes to happiness.

If you assume that you have a lot to be happy about, then it’s likely that more and more situations will make you smile. What you’ll discover is that you actually have a lot to smile about and to be thankful for.

Living life in a positive way can be hugely rewarding. It’s something that you may want to try!

有时候很容易觉得生活本不应该是这个样子。鸡毛蒜皮的小事会演变成更重要的大事，导致你要花更多的时间思考到底哪里出错了。然而，事实是，如果你能有更积极的态度，你也许会感觉好得多。

当然，这在理论上说得容易，但事实可能会很困难，导致你怀疑自己是否能寻找到你所追求的幸福。逃离消极循环的怪圈并不是个简单的过程，这要取决于你自己。要如何做一些必要的改变，来使自己用不同的方式思考呢？

有时你得采取一些必要措施，而这些措施可能看起来相当怪异。譬如，你可以从列单子开始做起，记下生命中你所拥有的所有重要的东西。这张单子也许包含了所有的东西，从你爱的人，到现在能在家里的冰箱中找到的冰淇淋。

正如我说的，这看起来也许相当怪异。然而，你为什么要考虑做这种事情呢？答案就是，假设你生命中的一切都不如意，你也应该注意避免危害。你很可能还可以做些改进，但是事情不见得会像它们当初那么糟糕。

一旦开始列这种表单，你会发现，你嘴角的微笑就很难收起来了。你会考虑你生命中重要的东西，考虑你享受日常生活的很多理由。你一定会发现很多值得开心的事。这也是一份你应该好好保管的单子。

譬如，或许你想把它钉在留言板上，又或者把它贴在冰箱上。但理想的是，你应该把它放在每天你都能看得到的地方。每当你看见这张单子，它就会提醒你生活中的那些美好。

对你来说，关注积极的事物可能变得越来越重要。许多科学研究已经发现，那些相信自己幸运的人，在生活中更可能获得更多积极的结果。在某种意义上说，他们会因此变得幸运。同样，幸福快乐也会成真。

如果你认为有很多值得开心的事，那么很可能会有越来越多令你开心的情况出现。事实上，你会发现你有很多值得开心和感激的事物。

积极的生活方式会带来巨大的收获。你值得一试！

注释

① significant a. 重大的；有效的；有意义的；值得注意的

② negativity n. 否定性；消极性

③ alternatively ad. 非此即彼；二者选一地；作为一种选择

Success Comes to Those Who Don’t Know How to Quit 成功留给不轻言放弃的人

Genyfer Spark

Do you remember the last time you saw an advert, book or movie for Harry Potter, watched or purchased an item from Disney, or switched① your lights on? It’s amazing how we enjoy these things, and so many other things on a daily basis, and yet they all started with a dream. A dream a person had for their life, and refused to give up on the dream, until their dream was fully realized.

If you have ever felt or feel like giving up, these three real life examples demonstrate the power one has in realizing their dreams, when they don’t give up on them.

Thomas Edison, Inventor: Invented the phonograph②
 , motion picture camera, and the electric light bulb. Edison was quoted as saying it would take a matter of a few weeks to invent the light bulb. In reality, it would take him almost two years of 6,000 failed attempts, in his experiments of the different carbonized plant fibers, looking for a carbon filament for his light bulb. During one of his experiments, Edison’s laboratory was destroyed by an explosion. It was at this time we would think it would be all over for Edison, as he did not have the capital to build a new laboratory③. It was his dear friend Henry Ford who heard about the explosion, who believed if anyone was going to find the answer it would be Edison. It was this faith, Ford had in Edison, he would loan Edison the money to build a new laboratory. Shortly, thereafter Edison would invent an entire lighting system rather than just a single light bulb.

Edison succeeded where others had failed. Edison chose to look at the big picture and created a lighting system including wiring, plugs, and connectors, to operate more than one light bulb at once. Thomas Edison’s achievements include holding a world record of 1,093 patents for inventions.

His most famous quote: “I have not failed. I’ve just found 10,000 ways that won’t work.”

Walt Disney, Disneyland: Walt Disney was raised on a farm near Marceline, Missouri; he became interested in drawing at only six years of age, selling his first sketches to neighbors when he was only seven years old. At 16 Disney was sent to France to drive an ambulance for Red Cross, the ambulance was covered stem to stern in Disney cartoons. It was at the age of 21, Walt had started to create “The Alice Comedies”, half way through the production, he ran out of money, and went bankrupt. Walt had discussed his financial problems with his brother Roy, who suggested they pool all their resources together; in the process of pooling all their resources together, they obtained a loan for $500 to set up shop in their uncle’s garage. Shortly after they received an order from New York and expanded. Walt’s life-long dream was to create the “Happiest Place on Earth” which we now know as Disneyland. He had drawn up plans for his huge Disneyland fun park, and was turned down 302 times before he got financing for his dream: Disneyland. Today, due to his persistence, millions of people have shared in “the joy of Disney”.

J.K. Rowling, Harry Potter: Joanne Rowling was born and raised in England, Rowling started writing fantasy stories when she was 6 years old. Her first story, Rabbit, was filled with interesting characters such as a large bee called Miss Bee. Eventually, she graduated from school to become a bilingual secretary due her parents persisting she would make a great secretary.However, Rowling while working as a secretary found it difficult to remain attentive, and often would write ideas for stories, rather than taking company notes.

A few years later Rowling would marry and have a daughter. Unfortunately, her marriage ended in a sad divorce, where Rowling found herself unemployed and collecting welfare to survive. This caused Rowling to feel a great sense of failure and unworthiness, as a result she admits to suffering from major depression, to the point she even contemplated suicide. The only reason she did not commit suicide was due to her daughter, as she asked herself, “who will take care of her and how will this impact the rest of her life.” What’s amazing is Rowling in suffering such an array of difficult circumstances was able to somehow find the strength within, to go back to her childhood dream, and that was to write the Harry Potter story. In writing her first manuscript she would often go to the cafes to write, as the cafes kept her and her daughter warm during England’s cold winter months. Rowling in completing her first manuscript had submitted her manuscript to a number of publishers. Her manuscript was turned down by many, who told her it would never sell due to a lack of demand for such a book. Despite, these rejections, Rowling refused to give up, she kept sending out her manuscript, and it was a smaller publishing house based in London that agreed to publish the first Harry Potter book.

Her writings in the summer of 2000, had reportedly earned over $400 million for her first three Harry Potter books, which have been printed in 35 languages and sold over 30 million copies. She is now known as the most successful writer in the world with the most sales, in the shortest amount of time.

Keep on going, and the chances are that you will stumble on something, perhaps when you are least expecting it. I never heard of anyone ever stumbling on something sitting down.

你还记得你上次看《哈利·波特》的广告、书籍或电影，看到或买下迪士尼商品，打开电灯是什么时候吗？真是令人惊讶，我们会这么喜欢这些事，喜欢其他很多每天都会发生的事，然而，这一切都始于一个梦想。一个人为了生活而追求的梦想，一个不愿放弃直到实现的梦想。

如果你曾经想过或现在想要放弃，那么以下三个真实的生活事例将会向你展示：当人们在实现梦想的过程中时不言放弃，他们将会拥有多大的能量。

托马斯·爱迪生，伟大的发明家。他发明了留声机、电影摄影机和电灯泡。爱迪生原本以为只要花几个星期就可以发明出电灯泡，但事实上，这花了他将近两年的时间。在对不同的碳化植物纤维进行试验，为电灯泡寻找碳灯丝的过程中，他经历了6,000次的失败。在一次实验中，爱迪生的实验室被炸毁了。此时我们本以为一切都结束了，因为他没有资金新建一间实验室。爱迪生的好朋友亨利·福特听说了这次爆炸。他相信，如果有人找得到这个答案，那么这个人一定是爱迪生。这是福特对爱迪生的信念。他借钱给爱迪生新建实验室。不久之后，爱迪生不只是发明了电灯泡，还发明了整个照明系统。

爱迪生在别人失败的地方成功了。爱迪生看着大图纸，决定建立一个包含线路、插头和连接器的照明系统，这样多个电灯泡就可以同时工作。托马斯·爱迪生的成就包括拥有1,093项发明专利的世界纪录。

他有一句至理名言：“我并未失败。我只是发现了一万种行不通的办法。”

华特·迪士尼，迪士尼乐园的创建者。华特·迪士尼是在密苏里马赛林附近的农场长大的。在他才6岁的时候，他就开始对画画感兴趣。7岁时，他把自己的第一幅素描卖给了他的邻居。16岁时，他被送到法国为红十字会开救护车，那辆救护车整个车身都画着迪士尼的卡通画。21岁时，华特开始创作《爱丽丝在卡通国》，但是，创作进行一半的时候，他用光了钱，破产了。华特和他的哥哥罗伊一起商讨他的资金问题，罗伊建议把他们俩的所有资金合并在一起。在合并资金的同时，他们用得到的500美金贷款在叔叔的车库开了家店。不久后，他们就接到了来自纽约的订单，公司也进行了扩张。华特一生的梦想就是创建“地球上最快乐的地方”，也就是我们现在知道的迪士尼乐园。他为庞大的迪士尼游乐园草拟了很多计划，但在为他的梦想筹集到资金前，他被拒绝了302次。今天，幸亏他从未放弃的坚持，才使得数百万人得以分享“迪士尼的快乐”。

J.K.罗琳，《哈利·波特》的作者，在英国出生长大。6岁时，她就开始写虚幻故事。她的处女作《兔子》中充满了各种有趣的角色，比如有只叫Miss Bee的大蜜蜂。最终，她从学校毕业后成为了一名双语秘书，因为她的父母坚持认为她可以做很棒的文书。然而，在任秘书工作期间，罗琳发现自己很难集中注意力，她经常创作故事，而不是记公司笔记。

几年后，罗琳结了婚，有了女儿。不幸的是，她的婚姻以悲剧的离婚收场。那时，处于失业状态的罗琳靠救济金生活。这使得罗琳感到极大的失败感和无价值感，结果陷入了极度的沮丧抑郁之中，她甚至一度想过自杀。让她放弃这一念头的唯一原因，就是她的女儿。因为她问自己：“谁来照顾她？这对她的人生会有什么影响？”令人吃惊的是，处于如此困境下的罗琳，居然可以找到内心里的力量，去重新追寻她的童年梦想，那就是去写《哈利·波特》。在她创作第一部的时候，她经常去咖啡馆，因为在英国寒冷的冬日里，咖啡馆可以为她和女儿提供温暖。完成第一部后，罗琳将她的作品递交给很多出版商，但都被拒绝了。很多出版商告诉她，她的书永远卖不出去，因为市场缺少对这种书的需求。然而，尽管遭受拒绝，罗琳仍不放弃，她继续把她的作品寄出去。最终，伦敦的一家较小的出版社同意出版《哈利·波特》第一部。

据报道，2000年夏，她的前三部《哈利·波特》赚了4亿多美元，被翻译成35种语言出版，出售了3,000多万本。现在，她被认为是世界上最成功的作家——在最短的时间内创造出最好的销售量。

继续前行，也许就在你没有指望的时候，你会无意之间发现机遇。我还从没听过，有谁坐着就能够发现机遇。


注释

① switch v. 转换；用鞭子等抽打

② phonograph n. 留声机；电唱机

③ laboratory n. 实验室，研究室

Attitude Management 管理你的态度

Umar Saleh

Everyone wants to be popular and prestigious①
 among people around him. All the time people try to impress others without good reasons and impose their material thoughts upon them. Most of people perform certain acts just for the sake of being noticed by others and winning their praise all the way. They try to wear different clothes and adopt modern fashions which they think make them look impressive. Apparently they get an abrupt attention but it remains a fake attitude to be admired for a long time.

What is your real worth? It will be revealed by others when you are not present. People remain observing us all the time and we cannot deny this factor yet we are also afraid being witnessed continuously. This feeling keeps us uncomfortable and we are not relaxed or at ease all the time, which is quite natural.

If we want to manage our attitude we should change from within, we have to work on our attitude. We have to behave and take actions according to our inner motives, thinking and ego. One must be strong enough to mould his or her attitude according to situations and tough times.

It is a challenging job to be performed with inner decision and if somebody tries to handle tough situations by maintaining good gestures he or she must be appreciated and recognized within the people or if somebody fails to do so, he or she may become the laughing stock for others.

If somebody behaves in a strong manner with a positive thinking no doubt he or she will earn the respect from the other people and they will start admiring and giving value as a high profile personality. The popularity may come to uplift②
 that person in the eyes of fellow beings. This will be quite satisfying and honorable too.

So it is the attitude which becomes so important rather than adopting the latest fashion and doing certain things which can bring a change in a positive manner. Superficial activities have a very timely and temporary③
 effect rather good and positive attitude really makes you distinguished all the way.

每个人都希望自己在身边的人群中受欢迎和有声望。人们总是试着影响别人，但又没有好的理由，还要把自己的想法强加给别人。大多数人为了引起别人的注意以及一直得到别人的称赞，会刻意表现出某些行为。他们试着穿不同的衣服，佩戴现代时尚的东西，他们认为这样会让自己看起来令人印象深刻。显然，他们会获得暂时的注意，但是对于想要长期受人赞赏来说，这种态度显然是错误的。

你的真正价值是什么？这会在你不在场的时候被别人透露出来。人们一直在观察着我们，然而不可否认，我们也害怕被一直不断地注视着。这感觉让我们不舒服，我们也不放松，至少不是每时每刻都轻松，这是很自然的事。

如果我们想要管理自己的态度，我们应该从内心做起，我们必须致力于自身的态度。我们必须根据内在动机、思想和自我意识来表现并采取行动。人们必须足够强大，才能在艰难的时期和境况下形成自己的态度。

根据内在决定来表现自己是件挑战的事，如果有人试着保持良好的姿态度过困境，那么他一定会得到人们的赞赏和认可。但如果没有做到这样，他可能会成为别人的笑柄。

如果人的行为方式带有强烈的积极想法，毫无疑问，他会获得别人的尊重，别人也会开始以一个高姿态来赞美他并赋予他价值。名气会提升这个人在同伴眼中的形象地位。这也会令人感到满足和光荣。

因此，重要的是态度，而不是穿戴最新的流行时尚，或是做一些引人注意的事，来达到一种积极的改变。表面行为有的只是及时而短暂的效应，良好且积极的态度才能真正地始终让你成为杰出的人。

注释

① prestigious a. 有名望的；有声望的

② uplift v. 提高；抬起

③ temporary a. 暂时的，临时的

Take the Box off Your Head 冲破束缚

Margaret R

When I began my journey towards the understanding of Third Q, my life was not worth much. My expectations and my achievements were severely① limited. My thinking was boxed in, and I suspect that yours is, too.

My comfortable existence in some ways reflects the way many of us live our lives. We feel safe in our own little worlds. We are afraid of stepping outside our boundaries. Even though an amazing world of joy and success awaits us on the other side, we are often unwilling to break free of our self-created boundaries.

It’s as if each of us lives our life in a box. However, none of our boxes are the same. Some are larger, some are smaller; some have thicker walls, and some have thinner walls. And interestingly, it seems that people with the most wants, needs, and desires tend to live in tiny boxes that tend not to grow through the years. But limitations are not reserved for those who are poor or unhappy. Even millionaires②
 live in a box. Theirs may be larger, but their boxes are no less limiting. In fact, Max, my mentor, told me once that the same mind it took for him to become a millionaire was not the same one that he needed to become a billionaire. He needed to break out of his millionaire box.

This discussion of mental boxes is more than just a metaphor. The constraints we create in our heads are as real as the walls of a cardboard box; not only do they keep us contained, but they also keep us from seeing what’s outside. Fortunately, unlike a cardboard box, the walls we create in our minds are flexible. And as a consequence the more knowledge and openness we bring into our box, the more we can expand the box and thin its walls. Truly enlightened③
 people have large boxes with ultra-thin walls like a balloon, and some, like the Dalai Lama, actually shatter the boundaries of their boxes. Once you realize this truth, you can endeavor to gain the skills necessary to grow your box and, in turn, expand your reality.

As an exercise, cover your head with a box. Leave it there for at least five minutes. Think about the limits of your experience inside the box. What can you see? What are you missing?

Now, take the box from your head. What do you experience? A sense of freedom? Joy? An appreciation of the world around you?

Close your eyes and reflect on your thoughts. Do you find that certain factors are limiting those thoughts? Try to fill your mind with thoughts that are free of the bias of others, thoughts that serve you, thoughts that empower you, thoughts that expand you.

在我才刚开始领会“自我发现”的意义时，我感到人生并没有很大的价值。我的期望和成就受到了严重的限制。我的思维被定势，而且我猜想，你也一样。

我安逸的生活在某些方面反应了我们很多人的生活方式。我们在自己的小世界里拥有安全感。我们害怕迈出自己的边界。即使外面有快乐和成功的神奇世界在等着我们，我们也常常不愿意挣脱自己设立的边界的束缚。

这就好像我们每个人都生活在盒子里一样。然而，我们每个人的盒子都不同。有些人的大一些，有些人的则小些；有些人的有较厚的纸壁，而有些人的纸壁较薄。有趣的是，似乎那些有强烈欲望、需求和心愿的人，往往倾向于住在几年都不会变大的小盒子里。然而，边界不是为穷人或不幸的人设立的，即使是百万富翁也住在盒子里。只是他们的盒子可能更大些，但他们的盒子同样有界限。我的导师马克斯曾经告诉我，实际上对他来说，想要成为一个百万富翁，与想成为亿万富翁的思维是不一样的。他需要逃脱百万富翁的盒子。

精神盒子的说法不只是个比喻。我们在自己脑中创建的约束和纸盒的纸壁一样真实；它们不仅束缚我们，而且阻拦我们观看外面的世界。幸运的是，和纸盒不一样的是，我们脑中建立的纸壁是灵活可变的。所以，我们将更多的知识和开阔的眼界带入盒子，这样我们就能更大程度地扩大我们的盒子，削薄我们的纸壁。确实，开明的人有更大的盒子，这些盒子的纸壁非常薄，就像气球，又有点像是达赖喇嘛，他们最终会打破盒子的界限。你一旦意识到这个事实，就可以努力获得必要的技能去扩大盒子，反过来，这又会作用于你的现实生活。

做个练习。用一个盒子盖住你的头，然后在里面至少待5分钟。想想你在盒子里这种被限制的感受。你能看到什么？你又会错过什么？


现在，将盒子从头上拿掉。你感受到了什么？自由感？快乐？对你周围世界的欣赏？

闭上眼睛思考一番。你找到限制你想法的具体原因了吗？不要管别人的偏见，用自己的想法填充你的头脑，而这些想法是对你有用的，能激励你，会发展你。


注释

① severely ad. 严重地；严格地；严厉地

② millionaire n. 百万富翁；大富豪

③ enlighten v. 启发，启蒙；教导，开导；照耀

Are You Afraid of Accepting More Good? 你害怕接受更多的美好吗？

Linda-Ann Stewart

Many years ago, I participated in an exercise at a workshop to show us how at ease we were with allowing good into our lives. As I imagined a little extra good flowing in, I was fine. But when I visualized a lot more good, I started to get anxious, even scared.

The exercise continued, expanding the amount of good I would let in. When I got past that first barrier, I was once again comfortable with the concept of letting more good into my life. It was an interesting exercise for me, showing that, for some reason, I was fearful of allowing more Universal good flow into me.

Why would anyone be afraid of more good? Imagine heaven smiling down upon you, living in grace, everything falling into place in your life. Why would that create anxiety? Isn’t that exactly what you want?

Since the time of the exercise, I’ve discovered that many people share the fear I experienced. It comes in various shapes and forms, and from multiple causes. And it’s one reason you unconsciously block your desires. Because of past experiences, you don’t know what catastrophe① will happen if you actually achieve what you say you want in life.

Over the years, I’ve identified a few reasons for that concern:

Fear of a backlash. If you receive more good, you fear that somehow it will be taken away. It’s almost a superstition② that one hand will give the good, and another hand will take it away. Sometimes, this comes from childhood. You might have received something you really wanted, but then had a cherished toy taken from you because your parent decided that you’d outgrown it.

Have to give it away. I’ve known several people who deliberately kept their income at a low level so they wouldn’t have to give their extra money to indigent relatives. They couldn’t say “No” to the relatives, and save the extra for a rainy day in their own life. From a young age, they were trained that they had to give all their extra toys and cherished possessions to their siblings or cousins. They were the “Cinderella” of the family, and haven’t realized that things can be different now.

Fear of punishment. Somehow, you fear that more good will bring some punishment upon you. Some force will come down and make you pay for having something great happen. You’re receiving more good than you deserve and should be flogged for it. The only thing that punishes you is your old programming. You deserve all the good you receive.

This is one of the issues I discovered I had. I once had a childhood friend who would put me down whenever I had something nice happen in my life. She once told me that she wanted to make sure I didn’t exaggerate my importance. So I stopped telling her of any positives that occurred.

To begin to overcome this irrational fear that more good is scary, examine what happened when you were a child. When you got some toy or reward that others didn’t get, how did you feel? What happened? Did you get beat up, was it taken away, were you emotionally abandoned, resented or attacked? Maybe you always had to share, and when you got the toy back, it was damaged or destroyed.

Whatever happened to you, it set up a pattern in your subconscious to expect this type of reaction every time you received something good in your life. And it probably continues to this day. To begin to combat that programming, remind yourself that you’re the grownup now, and you have the power to say “Yes” or “No” or“Take a hike”. And that you have the strength, ability, knowledge and resources to take care of your own inner self and worth.

I still practice the workshop exercise occasionally. It gives me feedback as to where I might be blocking myself, and to expand my acceptance of more good. When I feel the fear, I talk to it, letting it know that it doesn’t have to protect me anymore. You can do the same thing, and allow yourself to open your mind to receive more good every day.

很多年前，我参加了一个研讨会的测试，想要测验在我们同意接受美好事物进入我们的生活后，我们到底有多舒适。当我想象一些美好事物涌进我脑子的时候，我感觉很不错。但是，当我想象更多的美好时，我开始变得焦躁，甚至是害怕。

这个测试继续进行，它扩大了我允许进入的美好事物的范围。在我跨过第一道障碍后，我又开始对让更多美好事物进入我的生活的想法感到舒服自在。对我来说，这是个有趣的测试，它表明因为某些原因我害怕让更多的美好事物进入我的生活。

为什么会有人害怕接受更多的美好事物呢？想象一下，上帝对你微笑，生活十分安逸，一切都有条不紊地进行着，但为什么这样也会让人感到不安和焦虑呢？这不就是你真正想要的吗？

自从那次测试之后，我发现很多人都和我一样害怕。这种害怕源于不同的原因，以不同的形式表现出来。这是不知不觉阻碍你追求梦想的原因之一。基于过去的经验，当你确实得到了生活中自己想要的东西时，你不知道会发生什么大灾难。

多年以来，我发现了产生这种想法的几个原因：

害怕倒退。如果你得到了更多好的事物，你害怕它会莫名地被拿走。在迷信中有这种说法，得到好东西的同时，你也会失去它。有时，这种害怕是源于童年经历。你可能得到了一样你真的很想要的东西，但是随后你就会被拿走另一个心爱的玩具，因为你的父母认为你已经长大了，不再需要它了。

不得不放弃。我认识几个人，他们故意让自己的收入保持在低水平上，因为这样他们就不用将自己多余的钱给他们的穷亲戚了。他们不用对那些亲戚说“不”，并且还能将这些额外的钱留给自己以备不时之需。从小他们就被教育，必须要把自己多余的玩具和心爱的东西给他们的兄弟姐妹。他们就是家里的“灰姑娘”，但是他们没意识到事情现在已经不同了。

害怕惩罚。不知为什么，你害怕得到更多的美好事物会给你带来一些惩罚。某些不好的事情会发生，让你付出很大的代价。你不认为你理应得到这么多美好，所以你应该受到惩罚。惩罚你的唯一东西是你以前的想法。你值得获得那些好的事物。

我发现这也是我存在的一个问题。曾经，我有个童年伙伴，每当我有什么好事时，她总是羞辱贬低我。一次，她告诉我说，她是想确定我没有在夸大自己的重要性。所以，后来我再遇到好事时，就不会再告诉她了。

为了克服对接受更多美好事物的非理性恐惧，首先你要回顾小时候所发生的事。当你得到别人没有得到的玩具或奖励时，你的感觉是什么？又发生了什么事？你被攻击了，东西被拿走了，又或者你被孤立讨厌了？也许你不得不去和别人分享，而且当你把玩具要回来的时候，它已经被毁坏了。

无论你身上发生过什么事，它总会在你的潜意识里建立一种模式，而且，每当你在人生中获得什么美好事物时，你就会有这种反应。并且，这种反应一直持续到现在。所以，开始与这种潜意识的想法抗争，提醒你自己现在已经长大了，而且你有权利说“是”或者“不是”，又或者说“哪凉快哪呆着去”。你有力量、能力、知识和资源，去顺从内心的自己和自我价值。

我仍然时不时地参加研讨会的测试。因为它会给予我反馈，告诉我在哪里限制了自己，应如何扩大自己的脑容量去接受更多的美好事物。当我感到害怕时，我会和大脑进行交谈，让它知道它不再需要保护我了。你也可以这么去做，允许自己打开大脑，每天接受更多的美好。


注释

① catastrophe n. 大灾难；大祸；惨败

② superstition n. 迷信

Making More of Your Life 创造更好的生活

Keith Barrett

When you think about your life and your achievements, you may have some feelings that are associated with doubts, or with regret. It’s easy to feel like you haven’t achieved all that you can, or that life should be so much better. Indeed, you may discover that you spend time looking at others with a sense of jealousy.

Your own feelings may reflect realistic issues about the progression① of your career, or the state of the relationships that you are involved in. What does become clear is that you may need to make some changes in order to find the levels of success that you crave.

Before doing so, there may also be value associated with working out what it is that you are really trying to achieve. Do you have aims that are realistic? Although it’s no bad thing to set the bar at a high level, this may not be the most appropriate approach in all circumstances. You need to give some consideration②
 to the levels that you will be able to reach.

It’s often the case in life that you will be trying to put yourself in the best possible position to be able to take advantage of the possibilities that are out there. If you’re really going to meet your ambitions, then you’ll need to give yourself the best possible chance.

It can also be incredibly dangerous to spend too much time thinking about how others perceive you. This is not to say, of course, that this is not a natural approach to the problem. It can become easy to get drawn in to spending endless hours pondering the thoughts of others. Ultimately, this can actually have a negative impact on your own happiness levels.

Would it be nice to think that other people’s opinions shouldn’t matter to you at all? Although this may be something that seems pretty appealing, you do need to think about whether you will ever put yourself in that position. The problem here is often one that seems to centre on individual perceptions③
 .

You may well perceive that others look at you and consider your actions in detail. But is this really the case? It’s more likely that you are building up this picture, due to your own awareness of the things that you say and do. Ultimately, you may be the person who emerges as being your greatest critic.

Most of us will tend to find that it’s easier to identify personal problems than success stories. Sometimes, however, you do need to make the time to pat yourself on the back. It’s nice to be positive and to appreciate your own efforts. Such a course of action can really allow yourself to blossom in full.

Think about whether a positive approach could allow you to develop and to flourish.

当你思考自己的生活和成就时，你也许会感到疑惑或后悔。人们很容易感觉自己没有得到所有自己想要的，或者认为生活可以更美好。事实上，你也许会发现自己带着种嫉妒感在花时间观察别人。

你的感觉也许反应了你在事业或者感情中的现实问题。然而，清楚的是，你也许需要做些改变来确定你所希望获得成功的程度。

在做这些之前，你需要知道你真正想要得到的是什么。你有实际意义的目标吗？虽然把目标定得高并不是件坏事，但这并非在所有的情况下都是最合适的方法。你需要考虑你能达到的水平。

在生活中经常会出现这种情况：你会努力把自己放在一个尽可能最好的位置，进而利用周边所有的可能性。如果你确实想要达到目标，那么你需要给自己尽可能最好的机会。

花太多的时间思考别人怎么看待你，这也会非常危险。当然，这并不意味着这不是正常的现象。但是，这会很容易让人陷入花无止境的时间考虑别人的想法的深渊。最终，这确实会对你自己的幸福感产生负面影响。

那么，认为别人的意见对你一点也不重要的想法好吗？虽然这看起来似乎很好，但是你确实需要思考你是否会让自己陷入那样的境地。问题是，这样就似乎太以自我为中心了。

你很可能感觉别人正在看你，并仔细地考量着你的行为。但是，情况真的是这样吗？这很可能是根据你言行的意识而自己构建的画面。最终，你也许会成为自己最大的批评家。

大多数人常常会发现比起成功来说，我们更容易鉴别出自己的问题。然而，有时我们确实需要花点时间拍拍自己的背，安慰安慰自己。积极乐观，欣赏自己付出的努力，这是件好事。这样的做法确实可以让你开花结果并大获丰收。

想一想，是否存在积极的方法，可以让你不断发展并达到成功。


注释

① progression n. 前进；连续

② consideration n. 考虑；原因；关心；报酬

③ perception n. 知觉；看法；洞察力

Learning the Virtue of Being Patient 如何培养工作中的耐心

Amy Twain

Patience is a virtue, as they say, but many of us(myself included—sometimes) struggle with being patient—or should I say, the lack of it. And some negative things follow when you lack patience. Like say, when a certain person really pisses you off, or even the thought of a particular situation about something, then you feel bad, or you can’t focus your attention to what you’re doing or what you are about to do. Not to mention that you tend to compromise①
 your relationships with people—just because you lack the value of being patient.

Okay, just like with anything, it may take time to be patient—perhaps that’s why it’s quite a rare virtue. Especially in these times of almost all things instant—IM, chats, text messaging, instant noodles, instant coffee, the works.

For instance, let’s say you’re a newbie and you got your very first job ever—in an office. Obviously, you have no idea what it feels like working with a bunch of professionals in this kind of working environment. At first, it can be quite new to you how to jibe along with your colleagues, not to mention learning new things like your tasks or projects which needs to master. If you are not patient enough, you can get easily frustrated if you don’t master it fast enough or you make some mistakes along the way. However, over time, you can get the hang of things and it does take time to master a certain task.

As for making mistakes, it will also help you learn to be more patient if you ask questions or clarifications②
 from your supervisor or your workmates about your work.

So that any errors you have or confusion, it will already be rectified or corrected early on before you have many errors, or else, it will delay the productivity of your organization, or you won’t give a hard time for your office mates (especially if your work involves stages wherein various tasks are via stages, and handled by different staff).

At times, it can be quite disturbing not to mention uncomfortable if you argues with someone at work. Don’t think that you can simply be overruled③ just because that employee has already been there with the company longer and you’re just a newbie.

Nevertheless, over time with experience, hopefully you’ll get to learn how to draft your arguments, so that you can present your case or opinions objectively and briefly. Bear in mind that certain corporate settings can indeed be aggressive or can even be cutthroat. The more exposed and patient you will be, the better you will be in trying to cope with that kind of environment. It’s comforting to realize that the things you learn through experience will eventually help you to give the patience you need even in the day to day dealings with others, which can be crucial also.

俗话说，耐心是种美德，但是我们很多人时常（有时也包括我自己）与耐心斗争——或者说我们缺乏耐心。如果你缺乏耐心，就会出现一些负面影响。比如，当某人或者某些事确实惹怒了你，你就会感觉很不好，或者你不能集中注意力做你正在做或将要去做的事。不要说你不想破坏与别人的关系，这只是因为你缺乏耐心。

当然，像做任何其他事一样，变得有耐心也需要花时间——也许这就是为什么耐心是如此少有的美德的原因吧，尤其是当几乎所有的事情都很紧迫的时候——即时通讯、聊天、发信息、速食面、速溶咖啡和工作。

例如，假定你是个职场新手，你得到了人生中的第一份工作——在一个办公室里。很显然，你对自己在这样的工作环境中、与一群专业人员一起工作是什么感觉是毫无概念的。首先，你没有经验，不知如何与你的同事一起说笑，更不用说学习你需要掌握的工作和项目之类的新事物。如果你没有足够的耐心的话，而你又没有很快掌握与同事的相处之道，或者在这过程中你犯了些错误，你就会很容易感到沮丧。然而，随着时间的推移，你会得知这些事的窍门，掌握一件事确实需要时间。

至于犯错误，如果你向你的主管或者同事询问关于你工作的问题事宜，这也会促使你变得更有耐心。

所以，在你犯很多错误前，你有的所有错误或困惑都会在早期被矫正或改正，否则，这会耽误你组织的生产力，或者你也不会因此给你的同事带来很多麻烦（尤其当你的工作涉及到分工合作时，各种工作都会被你不同的同事接手）。

有时，在你和同事争吵时，你不能提到自己不愉快，这确实是件憋屈的事。但不要仅仅因为别人在公司待的时间比你长，而你只是个新手，就认为你要被控制和欺负。

然而，随着时间的流逝，你的经验不断增加，你就很有希望学习到如何组织你的论点，从而客观简洁地呈现你的工作或观点。请记住，公司设置确实充满着争抢好斗，或者说残酷。你越有耐心，你就会在这种环境中把事物处理得越好。令人欣慰的是，即使你每天都是在与别人打交道、处理人际关系中度过的，你从中学到的经验最终也会帮助你培养你需要的耐心，这点同样很重要。


注释

① compromise v. 妥协；让步

② clarification n. 澄清，说明；净化

③ overrule v. 否决；统治；对……施加影响

What Confident People Do—They Make Things Happen 自信的人在做什么——付诸实践

Amy Twain

In life, there are no guarantees. And confident people surely know this that’s why they constantly try and make attempts come what may. Sure there are times which they fail or they may fall short of everyone’s expectations, but that’s not going to deter them from trying all over again and pursue what they want. In fact, it will all the more challenge them as confident people thrive on challenges and make them even more resilient.

Most of us, we know what we want but are hindered by our imagined fear of the unknown, waiting for permission①
 , waiting for the right time.

“When I lose weight, I’ll buy that dress”, “Only when I’m ready”, “Not until I got enough practice”,“Not until I have enough time”. Excuses, excuses. Never ending excuses.

Confident people never wait for that perfect timing, not even for perfection. For them, every day is a day worth trying, worth perfecting an art, a skill, a technique to practice. Not next month, not when the time is right. Confident people never wait for a fantasy to happen. For all we do is dream and wait, isn’t it all a fantasy? But how about making this day a reality? Stop dreaming and start making it happen!

What if at all you’re only wasting your time? Why not just spend time attempting and failing than never to have tried at all? At least your efforts are never wasted by worrying but still not doing anything at all.

If you attempted, at least you’ll know what works and not. Even if you failed, you’ll congratulate yourself for at least making an effort in jumping and taking that plunge②
 —sink or swim!

在生活中，我们不能保证任何事，自信的人清楚地了解这一点。这也就是为什么他们不管怎样都要不断地尝试和努力。当然，他们有时候会失败，或者不能达到别人的期望，然而这不会阻止他们再次尝试去追求他们想要的。事实上，这对他们是更大的挑战，对于自信的人，他们会在挑战中成长，并且让自己的适应性变得更强。

对于我们绝大多数人来说，我们虽然都清楚自己想要什么，但是都会被我们想象中的未知恐惧所阻碍，只会去等待别人的许可，等待恰当的时机。

“我减肥后再买这条裙子”，“当我准备好了再说”，“等我做了足够的练习以后”，“在我有足够的时间后”。借口，借口，无穷无尽的借口。

自信的人永远不会只是傻傻地等待好时机出现，不会等到一切都完美了再说。对于他们来说，每天都值得尝试，值得改善实践的艺术、技能和技巧。不会等到下个月，或者对的时间。自信的人永远不会等天上自动掉馅饼。而我们做的却只是做梦和等待，这些难道不都是空想吗？可以马上行动起来吗？从今天开始，停止做梦，付诸实践吧！

如果你只是在浪费你的时间会怎么样？为什么不花时间尝试？即便失败也好过不曾行动。至少你的努力不会白费，你不会再空坐在那里瞎操心。

如果你努力了，至少你能知道什么行得通，什么行不通。即使失败了，你也会祝贺自己至少努力地跃起跳入水里，下水之后——要么下沉，要么游动！

注释

① permission n. 允许；许可

② plunge v. 投入；陷入；跳入


Chapter 3 The Way to Success　通往成功的阶梯

I’ve failed over and over and over again in my life and that’s why I succeed.

在我的生命中，我一次又一次地失败，这就是我为什么成功的原因。


Break Bad Habits Now With Affirmations 用自我肯定来改掉坏习惯

Amy Twain

Affirmations can be really helpful to break bad habits if you are persistent①
 about it.

In order for you to really break bad habits you must: a) be aware that the unconscious mind exists; b) learn how to manipulate②
 its existence.

And affirmations are great and powerful techniques in which, if used effectively, could bring out and address directly to your unconscious being.

By uttering simple positive statements of the way you wish to live your life, then reiterating them out loud daily, you teach your unconscious thoughts in order to guide you to a better path to be reflected by your whole senses.

You can use:

1. Situational statements: one of a kind affirmations which provide a definite aim in your life. Some examples are:

a) “My heart and lungs are healthy.”

b) “I am very happy to be earning $120, 000 per year.”

2. Timeless affirmations. These are statements which can be made use at any point in your life.

a) “My body is healthy and strong.”

b) “I am so happy in every aspect of my life.”

In speaking these words over and over daily, they penetrate into our subconscious mind till it becomes our reality.

Moreover, the positive language of these “feelgood” affirming sentences blocks off negative thought processes, and in effect, fosters positive attitude.

To fortify this belief, each day, every morning, when you get ready for the day, you can try to spare at least 10 minutes of your time in uttering these affirmations out loud. Simply listen to your own voice as you speak these and try to be detached and unemotional as you can.

And lastly, it is very important that you must try to obstruct any negativity and concentrate 100% of your language and attention to the affirmations that you are saying out loud.

如果你能坚持，自我肯定对改掉坏习惯确实很有帮助。

为了让你能真正地摆脱坏习惯，你必须：a) 意识到潜意识的存在；b) 学习如何操控它的存在。

自我肯定是个强大而有效的方法，如果你有效运用的话，它可以直接显示出你的潜意识。

把你希望的生活方式用简单积极的话讲出来，然后每天大声地读。为了指引你有个更好的习惯，你要“教育”你的潜意识。

你可以用以下方法：

1. 情形讲述。这是自我肯定的一种方式，它会给你的人生提供一个明确的目标。比如：

a)“我的心脏和肺都很健康。”

b)“我非常开心每年能赚到12万美金。”

2. 永远的肯定。这些话语能在你人生的任何时期发挥作用。

a)“我的身体很健康，很强壮。”

b)“我对自己生活的各个方面都很满意。”

每天说这些话的时候，它们会渗透到我们的潜意识里，直到它变成现实。

而且，这些“感觉良好”的积极肯定的语言会阻止我们生成消极的想法，并且实际上还会培养积极态度。

为了加强这种信念，每天清晨，当你准备好度过这一天时，你可以试着花至少十分钟时间大声讲出这些自我肯定的话。当你讲这些话时，你要做的就只是倾听自己的声音，并且试着尽可能地平静。

最后，你必须试着切断你的消极情绪，百分百地集中在你的语言上，注意你大声讲出来的自我肯定的话。

注释

① persistent a. 固执的，坚持的；持久稳固的

② manipulate v. 操纵；操作；巧妙地处理；篡改

Bring Your Heart to Work 敞开你的心门

Sharon Drew Morgen

A corporate client subcontracted①
 with me to train the major telemarketing firm she worked for. While training the telemarketing staff in sales, I notice agitation among them. They were learning a new sales technology that combines trust, integrity② and collaboration③ in supporting a prospect’s buying decision. They worked hard and excited about learning, but it was obvious they were holding back their full commitment. By the end of the first day, I knew I couldn’t continue without a full understanding of what was going on with the team.

“Is there a problem with you learning this technology?” I asked. They sat silently. I waited for an answer. Finally, someone spoke.

“It would be great if we could really use this stuff. I mean, I can see where it would really work, and I would have a feel like I’ m being so abusive to the people I ’m calling. But I don’t really think the company will let us use it. They don’t care about people. They treat us like subhumans, use abusive selling tactics for prospects and only care about the bottom line. If they found out we were using this type of approach they’d put a stop to it.”

I told the group I’d think about the problem and made a commitment to assist them in finding a way to integrate the new skills. They seemed to be happy to try but unconvinced that I could make a difference.

Following the program, I went to the telephone bank where the salespeople worked and watched while the company’s senior vice-president came over to speak with one of the representatives. He interrupted her in the middle of a conversation. He then walked over to another person who was on a sales call and asked him why he had a personal photo on his desk, since none were allowed. At the desk I was sitting was a memo from the same man, telling people they had to wear suits the following day and keep their suit jackets on between 11:00 A.M. and noon because prospective client would be coming through the office.

I wait until the senior vice-president went back to his office and knocked his door. Since I teach collaboration, I decided to assume we were in a win-win situation. He smiled and invited me to speak. “I’ve got a problem that I ’m hoping you can solve. I’ve been hired to teach this new sales technology that really supports trust and collaboration. However, the participants are afraid to bring back it their desks.”

He was a big man and an ex-marine. He sat way back in his chair and rocked, smiling at me over a wellfed stomach. He replied, “If it makes money, why should they be afraid?”

I took a good look at the man. He seemed gentle, although his action didn’t indicate that. “Do you mind if I ask you a really personal question that may have nothing to do with anything?” I asked. His smile broadened and he nodded as he rocked. I felt his acceptance of me.

“How do you function at work each day when you leave your heart at home?”

The man continued to rock gently, never changing his expression, I watched while his eyes narrowed. He responded, “What else do you know about me?”

“It’s confusing for me,” I ventured, “You seem be a gentle person, yet your actions don’t seem to take people into account. You’re putting task before relationship, but somehow I think you know the difference.”

He looked at his watch and asked, “Are you free for dinner? Come on, it’s on me.”

Our dinner lasted three hours. He graphically recounted his Vietnam experiences as an officer who had to do bad things to good people. He cried, I cried. His shame had kept him silent, and he had never discussed the experiences with anyone before. He spent his life believing that goodness could hurt people, so he decided years before not to let his heart get in the way of his job. It was a pain he carried daily. His sharing gave me the permission to talk about one of my own pains in my life that I rarely shared. Together we sat with cold food, warm beers and tears.

The next morning he called me into his office. “Could you sit with me while I do something?” he asked. Then he called in woman who had hired me, and apologized for not supporting her and for being disrespectful to her in front of others. She shocked and grateful. He then turned to me and asked, “Is there anything else you think I should do?”

I thought for a moment and replied, “You may want to consider apologizing to the entire team.”

Without hesitation, he picked up the phone and asked his secretary to call in the team for a quick meeting. There, he apologized to the client in front of the team, apologized to the team for being disrespectful to them,and offered to make whatever changes they need, so that they want to come in to work each day. He also want to learn my technology and offer it to his entire sales staff.

That was the first of several meetings between the senior vice-president, my client and the team. People who were looking for new jobs stopped looking. People began to trust that being at work wouldn’t be harmful and might even be fun. The team supported the new collaborative sales approach. The senior vice-president began to use his new skills with other teams. And I got a new friend.

一位客户聘请我负责为她工作的公司培训电话销售。在培训电话销售员的时候，我注意到他们当中出现的躁动。他们正在学习一种融合信任、诚恳和合作精神为一体的新的销售技巧，来促成客户做购买决定。他们工作努力、学习热情高，但是很明显，他们对新的销售技巧还是存在疑虑。第一天培训结束时，我知道我们不能就这样继续下去，我得知道这个团队到底是怎么回事。

“你们学习这门技巧有什么问题吗？”我问道，我在等待一个答案。他们安静地坐着，最后，终于有人开了口。

“如果我们真的将这个技巧付诸实践，那真会反响强烈。我也明白，这个技巧是真正有用的。而且我也很讨厌总是在电话中欺骗客户。但是，我不认为公司会真的让我们将这个技巧应用到工作中去。他们从来不关心别人的感受，他们不把我们当作正常人看待，他们欺骗潜在顾客，他们只关心底线。如果他们发现我们用了你教的这种销售方法，他们会马上制止。”

我告诉团队我会考虑这个问题，并且承诺会帮他们找到整合新技术的方法。他们似乎很乐意去尝试。但是，我是否能改变局面，他们还不确信。

接下来，我来到销售人员工作的电话销售部门，目睹了他们公司的高级副总裁对一名销售代表训话的全过程。在那个销售人员进行销售对话的途中，他就打断了她。然后，他又走到另一个正在打销售电话的人面前，问他为什么在没人允许的情况下就把个人照片放在办公桌上。我坐的办公桌旁也贴着一张来自高级副总裁的内部通知，上面写着明天他们必须穿西装，而且在11点至正午之间必须穿戴整齐，因为明天有个潜在客户会来办公室。

等这位高级副总裁回到他的办公室后，我去敲了他的门。由于我有关于合作的培训经验，所以我决定假设我们处于一个双赢局面。他微微一笑，示意我说下去。“我遇到了个问题，所以我希望能得到你的帮助来解决它。我受聘培训这项新的融合信任和合作为一体的销售技巧。但是，那些参加培训的人都很担心在工作中运用这个技巧。”

他是个大块头，是一名退役海军。他坐回椅子，手轻轻地敲着桌子，一副饱餐的样子。他微笑着对我说：“如果这可以赚到钱，他们为什么还要担心呢？”

我认真地看了一下这个男人，他看起来温文尔雅，然而他的行为并非如此。我问道：“我能冒昧地问你一个无关紧要但很私人的问题吗？”他笑得更开怀了，一边继续敲桌子，一边点头表示同意。我感觉到他开始接受我了。

“如果你把你的心落在家里了，那你每天怎么可以全心工作呢？”

这个男人继续轻轻地敲着桌子，面不改色。但我看见他的眼睛眯了一下。他回答道：“你对我还有多少了解？”

“我一直感到很困惑，”我冒险说道，“你看起来是个温文尔雅的人，但是你待人处事的方式却不会让人这么觉得。你更看重的是员工完成任务，而并非人际关系。不管怎样，我相信你知道孰轻孰重。”

他看了看手表，问道：“你晚饭有时间吗，要不一起吃晚饭？走，我请客。”


我们晚饭吃了整整3个小时。他生动形象地叙述了他在越南当军官的痛苦经历，那时他不得不迫害一些善良的人。他哭了，我也哭了。羞愧感让他保持沉默。在这之前，他从来没有和别人讲过这些经历。他认为他的好心会给别人带来伤害，所以，很多年前他就决定，不把感情带入到工作中来。所以他每天都带着这份痛苦。因为他的分享，我也愿意讲述我很少提及的人生中一段痛苦的事。我们一起坐着，吃着冷菜，喝着温啤酒，流着眼泪。

第二天早上，他把我叫进他的办公室。“在我做某些事的时候，你能跟我坐在一起吗？”他问我。然后，他把招聘我的那位女士叫进来，为他没有支持她的工作，还在别人面前对她不尊重，向她表示道歉。她震惊了，但也很感动。然后他转向我，问：“你觉得我还应该做什么吗？”

我想了一下，答道：“你也许需要考虑向整个团队道歉。”

他毫不犹豫地拿起电话，并吩咐他的秘书召集全体员工立即开会。在会议上，他在团队面前向客户道歉，为自己的失礼向员工道歉，而且表示愿意为他们的需要做任何改变，希望他们都愿意每天来工作。他还想向我学习销售技巧，以便更好地指导他的团队。

这是高级副总裁、我的客户与工作团队之间开的第一次会议。本打算找新工作的人也不再找了。大家开始相信工作中可以团结和谐，而且还会乐趣无穷。整个团队都支持这个新的销售方法。那位高级副总裁也开始将他的新技能用到别的团队里去。而我，也交到了一个新朋友。


注释

① subcontract v. 转包；分包

② integrity n. 完整；正直；诚实；廉正

③ collaboration n. 合作；勾结；通敌

Five Steps to Greater SelfControl 自我控制的五个步骤

John McManus

It takes self-control in order to reach your goals. You increase it the same way you beef up① your self confidence, by mastering smaller steps one at a time, and building up trust in yourself.

Step One: Making the Commitment

You’ll find your goals are easier to reach once you can focus on them in your mind. What exactly do you want to do? What—exactly—are the steps needed to take you there?

It’s easy to say you want to live a healthier life, but you won’t accomplish② anything by trying to cover everything at once. Look at your current abilities, and what you’re able to tackle right now. Using your strengths, how can reach your overall goal? Eating more vegetables? Cutting down on smoking? Exercising with friends?


Pin down your goal and focus your efforts on taking manageable steps in that direction.

Step Two: Put it in Writing

Making a commitment is a lot like making a map. It’s easier to follow your decisions when you’ve laid them down on paper.

When you can see your plan, when you have a chance to check items off one by one, you feel powerful and in control of your situation. Writing things down strengthens you focus, and gives you a reminder of what you have to work on.

Step Three: Kick into Action

Start once you make your commitment. If you wait for the next day, or the next week, or after the holidays, etc., you will keep coming up with reasons to avoid starting at all. Worse, you’ll find reasons to stop midstream.

If you find yourself tempted, it may be a sign that your baby steps aren’t small enough. “Never drinking soda pop ever again” may work for someone who drinks a very small amount, but for someone who lives on carbonation, it’s not realistic.

Remember, self-confident people honor their abilities and know their limitations. They don’t set themselves up for fairly. Be good to your spirit by setting goals that won’t drag you off-course.

Step Four: Let the Daydreams Begin

Motivation fuels your efforts. Daydreams fuel your motivation.

Take some time today to imagine your success. See yourself drinking bottled water, or chewing on gum instead of taking a drag. Envision your thinner thighs or sparkling white teeth. Most importantly, see yourself smiling.

While visualizing the life you want to lead is a powerful tool in building confidence, you can also use visualization③
 techniques to fight off negative thinking.

The next time stresses come to call, close your eyes for a moment and breathe deeply. Imagine yourself walking into a blooming garden. Stop in front of a rose bush, littered with vibrant blooms and wilting ones. Put on your garden gloves, and pick up your shears, then stop to smell the roses. With every sniff of a vibrant bloom, here the whispering positive messages in your mind. “You can do this.” “You will reach your goals.” “You deserve your success.”

The wilted blooms have an acrid smell, and whisper negative comments. Snip them off the bush before they have their whole say, put them in your basket and once back in your office, throw them away.

Step Five: Celebrate Your Success

However little they may be, make a display when your plans reach fruition. It takes focus, commitment, and effort to make even the smallest baby step turn out. Take a moment to feel proud of yourself and realize that improving your life isn’t so tough.

You may even want to reward yourself when you reach certain milestones, but be careful. You want to make progress for yourself, not for the latest CD or a new watch.

Sticking to your goals isn’t so much about willpower as it is making your choices realistic, and aligning your actions with your overall purpose. Be forgiving, hopefully, and celebrate your successes. Soon you’ll be living the life that you want, and you’ll have the trust that you need to meet future obstacles head on.

想要获得成功需要自我控制。通过掌握每次一小步的练习，你就能提高自制能力，同样，你的自信心也会增强，你会对自己建立信任。

第一步：定下目标

你会发现，只要你在心中集中注意你的目标，目标就会很容易实现。那你真正想做什么呢？具体你要采取什么行动呢？

说你想要个更健康的生活，这很简单，但是如果你想要试图马上能拥有一切，那你什么也得不到。看看你目前的能力，想想你现在能做什么，利用你的优势。但是，怎么能达到你全部的目标呢？吃更多蔬菜？戒烟？还是和朋友一起做运动？


确定你的目标，然后集中精力朝着目标的方向采取可行的行动步骤。

第二步：写下来

定下目标很像是制作地图。如果你把它们写在纸上，那么你就更容易朝着你的决定前行。

当你能看见自己的计划，当你在纸上将一个个目标划掉的时候，你会感觉充满力量，感觉自己在掌控一切。把东西写下来能提高你的注意力，它提醒了你必须要做什么。

第三步：采取行动

一旦定下目标，就要开始行动。如果你还等到明天或下个星期，又或者假期后，那你总能想出很多理由一直不开始行动。更糟糕的是，你还能找到半途而废的理由。

如果你发现自己在行动时有困难，这可能表明你的起始步骤不够小。“永远不要再喝汽水了”这个道理，对只喝了一小口的人有用，但对于那些已经处于碳酸饱和状态的人，就没有多大的实际意义了。

请记住，自信的人以他们的能力为荣，而且他们也清楚自己的局限。他们不会好高骛远，设定不合理的目标。请善待并尊重自己的心灵，不要把目标设定得偏离航道。

第四步：开始做白日梦

动机促成你的努力，白日梦促成你的动机。

花些时间想象你的成功。想象自己喝着瓶装水或者嚼着口香糖，而不是吸烟。想象你变瘦的大腿或闪亮洁白的牙齿。最重要的是，想象自己成功后微笑的样子。

憧憬你想要的生活是建立信心的强大手段，你还可以利用形象视觉化方法击退消极想法。

下一次当压力来临时，闭上一会儿眼睛，然后深呼吸。设想你正走向繁花锦簇的花园。在一片杂乱的玫瑰丛前停下来，有的玫瑰生机勃勃地开着，有的已经枯萎。戴上你的园艺手套，拿起你的大剪刀，开始闻玫瑰花香。当闻到鲜艳开放的花朵的芳香时，这是脑中的一个积极消息，它告诉你：“你能做到的。”“你会达到你的目标的。”“你值得拥有成功。”

枯萎的花朵有股刺鼻的气味，它会发出消极的评论。在它们讲完话之前，就把它们从花丛中剪掉，放在你的篮子里，一带回办公室就通通扔掉吧。

第五步：庆祝成功

不管你的目标有多小，一旦你完成了它，就要把它展示出来。即使只是最小的一步，这也是通过集中注意力、制定目标、付出努力而成就的。花些时间为自己感到骄傲吧，要意识到提高其实并没有那么难。

当你达到某个里程碑时，你也许想要犒赏你自己，但是要当心。你想改善的是你自己本身，而不更新最近的CD或新手表。

坚持你的目标与意志力没有特别大的关系，虽然它会让你的选择变得实际，使你的行动与整个目的更加协调。要宽容，要充满希望，并庆祝你的成功。很快，你就会得到自己想要的生活，而且你会对直面未来的困难抱有十足的信心。


注释

① beef up 加强（增援，充实）；补充（人数，兵力）等

② accomplish v. 完成；实现；达到

③ visualization v. 形象化；清楚地呈现

How Focus Determines Your Level of Success 保持注意力的三种有效方法

TJ Philpott

The level of success you achieve is directly influenced by both your focus and your resolve to reach the goals you set!

Read further to discover the 3 ways your own focus influences how much success if any you experience!

The level of success yourself or anyone else may achieve is directly influenced by both your focus and your resolve to reach the goals you set! Of course it is also helpful to maintain a positive mental attitude since you can expect to encounter unforeseen challenges along the way!

Here are 3 ways maintaining your focus will make reaching any goals you have set easier while also giving you better results from the efforts you do invest!

Proactive Thinking

Quit thinking about what may go wrong but rather concentrate①
 on doing what it takes to make things go right! Of course any challenge or undertaking② you decide to tackle will be done with a positive mental attitude or else why would you pursue those particular objectives otherwise? Well being positive is one thing but an investment of your effort will be needed to reach your objectives! Quite simply the better your focus is, the faster you’ll accomplish what it is you set out to do!

Problems Don’t Exist

When “challenges” do arise, they are viewed more as opportunities to learn from and improve your own performance! Plain and simple there are no problems but only opportunities for the person willing to work their way through and/or around any challenges they encounter! When you concentrate only on what you’re trying to achieve your resolve naturally strengthens since you’re focusing on the benefits you stand to experience! Allowing doubt or discouragement “seep” into your thinking only makes the entire process all the more difficult for you which will strengthen your temptation to quit!

Higher Energy Level

By maintaining your resolve and a positive mental attitude you have captured the feeling that you will not be denied! Having this mindset helps build both your excitement and energy levels which you can channel into your ongoing efforts to accomplish what you have set out to do! By keeping your focus on the “positive” outcome you anticipate, you are safe guarding this mindset and increasing your chances of being successful!

The level of success you experience at just about anything is always impacted by not only your resolve but maintaining your focus as well! This is not to say a goal can not be reached without the proper concentration and determination but simply that it will take much longer and be a bit more difficult! The point here is if you want to get the best results from the minimal amount of effort, both your focus and a positive mental attitude will help you do so as explained in the 3 ways reviewed above! Ultimately it comes down to the fact that no matter what you are striving to achieve, the right attitude and both your resolve and focus will make it much easier for you to do so! It is simply up to you to find the commitment you need before you start your quest to transform any dreams into reality!

你的注意力集中度以及你实现设定目标的决心，直接影响着你的成功水平。

进一步阅读，你会发现注意力集中度对成功程度的影响有三种方式。

你或他人达到的成功程度，受你的集中度和你实现设定目标的决心的直接影响！当然，这也有助于你保持一种积极的精神状态，因为你会期待在这过程中遇见意料之外的挑战。

这里有三种方法可以让你保持注意力，使你更容易达成你所设定的目标，同时也会让你付出的努力得到更好的结果。

思维的前瞻性

不要考虑会出现什么问题，而要集中精力做可以让事情正常运转的事。当然，任何你想要完成的挑战和任务都需要一个积极的精神状态，否则你为什么还要追求那些特定的目标呢？除了你付出的努力以外，积极的态度就是实现目标的一方面。很简单，你越集中，你实现自己设定目标的速度就越快。

问题不存在

当出现挑战时，它们更多地是被视为学习和提高自己成绩的机会。路途平坦，生活简单当然没有问题，但是只有机遇才可以使人们战胜人生中遇到的挑战。当你只是全神贯注于你要实现的事时，你的决心自然而然会增强，因为你集中关注你坚持要体验的收益。让质疑或气馁进入你的脑子，这只会让整个过程变得更加困难，而且它们还会引诱你放弃。

高能量水平

通过保持你的决心和积极的精神状态，你将有种不会被否定的感觉！这种心态会激起你的激情和能量水平，而且这两种水平会促使你不断努力去实现你着手要做的事。把你的注意力集中在你预期的积极结果上，保持这种心态，增加成功的几率。

你达到的成功水平不仅受你的决心的影响，还受你保持注意力集中程度的影响。这不意味着没有集中和决心，你就不能实现目标，但是如果没有它们，你实现目标的时间会更长，过程会更困难。重点是，如果你想要以最少的努力获得最大的成功，那么你的集中度和积极的精神状态会用以上三种方法帮你做到这点。归根结底，无论你想实现什么，正确的态度、你的决心和集中度，会让你更容易做到。但是，这一切都取决于你在将梦想转变成现实之前，先要确定你的目标。

注释

① concentrate v. 集中；浓缩；全神贯注

② undertake v. 承担，保证；从事；同意；试图

How to Communicate With Arrogant People 如何与傲慢的人沟通

Anita

In our daily life, we often come across many arrogant people. So, what kind of attitude should we hold to communicate with them? Psychologists suggest that people should remember the following three principles in the contact with arrogant people.

First, be tolerant①
 to them. You should know that arrogant people are actually wretches, who have extreme fragile②
 heart under the strong exterior. They are still essentially weak. If you are powerful enough, you should be sympathetic to them and bear them with your generous heart.

Second, be far away from them. If you cannot tolerate them temporarily, a relatively good method is to stay away from them. Especially in the same workplace, it is better to keep a certain distance with them to avoid being hurt. Their images are not difficult to identify, so as you find the arrogant people around you, you should try your best not to contact them. It is a good way to isolate them, because arrogant people seldom have friends. They often hurt others to attract attention. They silly think that only this attitude could get others’ attention, but it is the root cause of their failure in life and career. Be far away from them, for it is also an opportunity for them to think over. If these people have enough intellectual levels, they will know that the attitude they hold could bring great harm to their future development and they need to correct it immediately.

Thirdly, do not be too indulgent③
 to them. If you do not have the ability of tolerance temporarily and you also cannot be far away from them, the last way is not to be too indulgent to them. If you have to face them in reality, it is beneficial to give them proper lessons to them appropriately, which is also useful for their future development. We must know that it is not suitable to solve problems in fierce ways. Even though the arrogant people cause damage to you, do not be angry to them, or you will become a more negative one and the hurt you get may be stronger than the arrogant people. The wiser method is to be neither overbearing nor servile, and point out their personality deficiencies calmly. It is better to point out their disadvantages in public. Although it may be embarrassing for them, you should believe that it will be helpful for their future development.

If you follow my above tips, I think it must be useful to deal with the interpersonal relationship correctly.

在我们的日常生活中，我们经常会碰到许多傲慢自大的人。那么，我们应该怀着怎样的态度和他们沟通呢？心理学家建议，在与傲慢的人接触时，要记住以下三个原则。

第一，容忍他们。你应该知道，傲慢的人实际上是可怜的，他们坚强的外表下有颗极其脆弱的心。他们本质上是脆弱的。如果你足够强大，你应该同情他们，并以宽容的心态忍受他们。

第二，远离他们。如果你不能暂时容忍他们，一个较好的办法就是远离他们。尤其在同一个办公地点，你最好和他们保持一定的距离以免受伤害。他们的形象不难判断，所以当你发现身边有傲慢的人时，你应该尽你所能不要和他们接触。孤立他们是种好方法，因为傲慢的人很少有朋友。他们经常通过伤害别人来吸引注意力。他们愚蠢地认为只有这种态度才能引起别人的注意，但这也是造成他们生活和事业失败的根源。远离他们，对他们来说，也是个让他们重新认识自己的机会。如果那些人足够聪明的话，他们会知道他们持有的那种态度会对他们的未来发展带来重大危害，他们需要马上改正。

第三，不要对他们太过放纵。如果你没有暂时容忍的能力，也不能远离他们，最后一种方法就是不要对他们太放纵。如果你不得不实际地面对他们，你最好适当地给他们“上一课”，这对他们的未来发展也有帮助。我们必须知道，以武力解决问题不合适。即使傲慢的人对你们造成损害，也不要对他们生气，否则你就会成为不利的一方，而且你受到的伤害也许比傲慢的人更大。较明智的方法就是，既不要太骄横，也不要太卑屈，而要心平气和地指出他们的性格缺陷。你最好在公众场合指出他们的缺点。虽然这样也许会令他们很尴尬，但是你应该相信，这样会对他们的未来发展有益处。

如果你遵从以上几点，我认为，这一定会对你正确处理人际关系有所帮助。


注释

① tolerant a. 宽容的；容忍的

② fragile a. 脆的；易碎的

③ indulgent a. 放纵的；宽容的；任性的

Learning to Improve Your Memory Information 提高记忆力的方法

Timothy Romano

Have you experienced the embarrassment①
 of forgetting a family member’s birthday or an important assignment? Are you in school and are finding it toilsome to study successfully for exams and tests? It’s not just you! Thousands and thousands of individuals out there have the same challenge, and it doesn’t just affect senior citizens. In school, they never teach you improve your memory information, or the time-tested strategies for successful memorization.

Your brain is a very able piece of machinery. The organ collects data and thoughts, and then categorizes and stores them. For the information in the brain to be used beneficially, it must be available for quick retrieval. One such case of quick recall would be answering a question like, “how old are you,” or “what is your address?” How many of you have searched high and low for a pair of eyeglasses, and found them right on your head? Maybe you have forgotten something more important like a project at work, or a homework assignment. The good news is that you don’t have to keep worrying about your memory. Regardless of age or ability, there are lots of things you can do to exercise, and improve the performance of your memory.

Sometimes the best “improve your memory information” can be found by asking someone who’s got a lot of experience under her belt. My grandmother used to tell me about an old trick to help remind myself of something I had to remember. The technique is to tie a piece of yarn on your finger, or put some tape on your hand to serve as a reminder that you had to remember to do something. Since the string or tape is out of the ordinary, it will help you remember what you were supposed to do. You could tie a string on your thumb, wear your watch upside down, or even set an alarm on your mobile phone. The secret is to mix up your normal environment just enough to tune you in to the fact that something is wrong and you have something to remember.

You can also try creating a picture to help over the effectiveness of your memory. The easiest way to accomplish this is to create a scene image in your mind of what you are trying to remember. In my language learning hobby, I have found this technique very effective in learning new vocabulary. This is how it works.“Potato②”, in the German language, is pronounced cart-awfol, which is in no way like to the word potato in English. Try to form the following image in your mind. You’re shopping for groceries at a store in Berlin and see a gigantic cart of rotten potatoes. Your buddy exclaims,“That is a cart of awful potatoes!” Implant the image in your mind and think about how bad that smells. I’ll bet that you’ll remember the German word! If your image is wild and imaginative, even a little dirty, you are much more likely to remember your vocabulary word. It works, believe it! This is a system I have employed over many hundreds of words in several languages. Try it! You can use this helpful trick to remember far more things than German vocabulary!

These are just a few ways you can supercharge your brain. The improve your memory information that I’ve shown you here is easy enough that you can start practicing right away! In no time, your memory will be much improved, thanks to the new techniques you’ve learned and practiced.

你是否经历过这种尴尬：忘记某个家庭成员的生日或者重要的作业？在学校的时候，你是否觉得，为了考试和测验成功而拼命学习很费力？这种情况并不是只有你存在！成千上万的人面临着同样的挑战，这并不仅仅只是影响老年人。学校永远不会教你提高记忆，或者教你屡试不爽的成功记忆的策略。

你的大脑是机体构造中非常能干的一部分。这个器官收集数据和思想观点，然后把他们分类并储存。大脑中能被有效利用的信息，一定也能很快地被调取出来。这也就是回答像“你几岁了”、“你家地址在哪儿”这样的问题。你们有多少人有过这样的经历：到处找眼镜，最后却发现眼镜就戴在你的脸上？也许你们忘记过更重要的事情，比如工作中的计划或者家庭作业。好消息就是，你不必再继续担心你的记忆了。不管你的年龄还是能力如何，你都可以通过很多锻炼方法改善你的记忆力。

有时候，“提高记忆”最好的方法是请教经历丰富的人。我的奶奶曾经告诉我一个帮助自己记住必须要记的东西的古老小伎俩。这个技巧就是，在你的手指上系上一根线，或者在你手上缠上胶带，以此来提醒自己必须记住要做些事。因为线或胶带不常见，它会帮助你记住你还有事要做。你可以在你的拇指系根线，把你的手表反过来戴，或者在你的手机上设个闹钟。这其中的秘密是，弄乱你的正常环境，让你知道有什么地方不对劲，让你意识到自己要记住一些事。

你也可以制作一幅画来帮助你提高记忆。做这件事最简单的方法就是，在你脑中为你要记住的事情制造个场景。以我语言学习的习惯说，我发现这个技巧在学习新词汇时非常有用。以下就是它如何起作用的过程：“土豆”这个词在英语和德语中的发音一点也不一样。试着在你脑中形成这样的画面：你在德国柏林的一家商店里购买食品，看见一大车的坏土豆。你的同伴说：“多糟糕的一车土豆啊！”把这幅画面移植到你的脑中，想想它们闻起来会有多糟。我敢打赌你会记住这个德语单词。如果你的画面很疯狂、充满想象力，甚至有一点脏，你就更有可能记住单词。相信我，这很有用！我正是用这套记忆体系记住了好几种语言成百上千个单词的。试试看吧！你可以用这个有效的伎俩去记住比德语单词更多的事情。

这些只是让你掌控大脑的几种方法。我在这里提供给你的提高记忆的方法，简单得足够让你现在就开始练习了。通过你学习到的新技巧和练习，你的记忆马上就会提高很多。

注释

① embarrassment n. 窘迫；难看；使人为难的人或事

② potato，土豆，德文是cart-awfol，“cart”在英文中的意思是“车”，“awfol”跟英文的“awful”很像，意思为 “糟糕的”。

Seven Self Improvement Tips That Will Make a Difference 自我改善的七个方法，成就不一样的自己

Amie Erickson

For people who are through it, they can tell you that self improvement is a journey. It all depends on where one is starting from. The most necessary thing but is getting that first step out of the way.

Self improvement comes with the fulfillment①
 that comes from understanding oneself. It is through this understanding that you get to grasp your house within the universe and your role here. You can understand that not everything has got to be a struggle; you can achieve success, made and happy and fulfill your mission.

As I have studied self improvement over the years, I’ve got picked out 7 self improvement tips that are a should for you to implement②
 so that you’ll see yourself started on the journey of private growth. I’m going to share them with you in this article.


Daily Journaling

Have you ever puzzled how come back the globe these days is aware of thus a lot of regarding past great achievers? True, individuals took day trip to check them, but a heap of the stories and details that we have a tendency to know regarding them could only have return from themselves. They are a translation of their thoughts on to paper. They kept journals and recorded their observations and their feelings. For you, a journal is more than a map of your journey. It helps to clarify thought, to think additional clearly and to truly see where your thinking could not be thus good. You then need to improve. Once you record one thing it becomes additional than a fleeting thought. Tomorrow, you may look back and see how you felt, and you’ll compare with how you are feeling or suppose these days and you’ll be able to go ahead and create adjustments.

Meditation

This is often the one that’s most unconsidered by most people, but it conjointly happens to be the foremost important of the 7 self improvement tips. Meditation is the most effective and handiest manner of reducing stress and clearing out your system. You dispose of junk thoughts and better of all, you leave area in there for clean, clear thinking. It additionally has direct health advantages; you’ll weigh down your heart beat and improve digestion simply by meditating for a few minutes every day. You will sleep higher and heal faster. Essentially, mediation is that the pillar of the seven self improvement tips—it is the one that produces all the others effective.

Expecting to Win

Of the seven self improvement tips, this one is the hardest to clarify because some folks just do not seem to listen to it. You wish to vary your thinking therefore that you tune yourself to expecting positive results. How will you get rich and be happy if every outcome you expect is negative? Some people are quick to argue now, however what they don’t understand is that along with their positive thoughts are a ton of negative thoughts that have an effect on outcomes.

Expectations aren’t regarding outcomes. They’re concerning bold, right action and knowing that the results will be in your favor no matter what they can be.

Writing Goals and Plans of Action

A written goal is sort of a map. Let me challenge you right currently to jot down a tiny goal, one thing that is inconsequential and to whose outcome you are not attached and stick it where you’ll be able to see it every day. The instant you see your goal, you see plans of action concerning it start to form. You discover yourself spurred into action to try and do the proper thing. Return after thirty days and see how far along your written goal you’ve come. Did it facilitate you to write down it?

I can challenge you that every time you are feeling in a very rut and like things are not working out for you, pull out your goal book and begin by ticking off how many of the last heap you have got achieved and then adding on new ones. You always come out with a clearer mind.

Be well Rounded

All areas of your life contribute to your self improvement. Your relationships, your health, your finances, will all affect any kind of private growth you are attempting to attain if they’re out of balance. Simply one in all them going dangerous can lead to any or all of them going bad. As you seek to begin on personal development, work on all areas—work on maintaining physical stamina, emotional fortitude, financial security and a smart social support system to realize personal growth.

Positive Affirmations

This has the power to vary your inner dialogue, and it is a powerful tool considering that much of the discontent in our lives is caused by inner dialogue. What does one advise yourself? Start to write down an affirmation daily on all key areas of your life and rehearse it aloud twice daily. You are teaching your subconscious positive dialogue.

Teach to Learn

Of the 7 self improvement tips, this one is the one that will help you master self improvement the most. You learn one thing better after you teach it. As you teach, your inner mind opens therefore that you’ll be in a position to digest and transmit③
 information. Whatever you were trying to teach will be sitting there in your mind forever. Teaching is also a manner of holding yourself accountable—there are specific standards expected of academics so that students will follow in their steps. If you’ve got no one to teach, write!

对于那些经历过自我改善的人来说，他们会告诉你自我改善是一次旅程。这都取决于你从哪里开始。最有必要做的一件事是，你得迈开这次旅程的第一步。

自我改善会带来成就，而这种成就来自于对自己的了解。正是通过这种了解，你开始得到自己在这个世界的归属感，明白自己的角色。你会理解不是所有的事情都需要竞争；你可以获得成功，并幸福地完成你的使命。

在过去几年，我一直在学习自我改善的方法，我选出了七个可供你选用的方法，这样你就可以看见自己开始个人成长的旅程。在这篇文章中，我将与你们一同分享。


写日记

你是否在困惑，现在的人是如何知道过去那些伟大成功者的事迹的？是的，很多人每天都在研究他们，但是我们所知道的关于那些人的很多故事和细节，都是从伟人自己那里得到的。这是一种将想法转换成纸上文字的方法。他们坚持记日记，记录下他们的观察和想法。对于你来说，日记不仅仅是你的旅程地图。它有助于你阐明想法，促进你更加清楚地思考，让你真实地看到什么时候你的想法不是很好。接下来，你就需要改进。一旦你记下某事，它就不仅仅是一个稍纵即逝的想法。明天，你也许会回过头想想你曾经有过的感觉。而且你会将其与你现在的感受作比较，根据这些，你会进行调整，然后继续前行。

深思

这是最容易被大多数人忽视的一种方法，但这也是七个自我改善的方法中最重要的。深思是减轻压力和理清思路最有效、最便捷的方式。你将“垃圾想法”清除出去，剩下的全都是好的想法，你的脑中因此全是清晰明了的想法。此外，这也有利于你的健康；每天通过几分钟的深思，你的心跳会更平稳，消化也会变得更良好。你会睡得更深，身体痊愈得更快。从根本上说，深思是七个自我改善方法中的支柱，它能促成其他的方法有效进行。

期待胜利

在自我改善的方法中，这个方法最难解释，因为有些人似乎就是不相信这点。你希望改变你的想法，因此你让自己期待积极的结果。如果每个你期待的结果都是消极的，那你怎么能变得满足和幸福呢？有些人现在马上就会反驳，然而他们不知道的是，你的积极想法还伴随着许多消极想法，而这些消极想法会对结果造成影响。

期待不是指关于结果的期待。它们关乎的是英勇、正确的行动。你会知道无论结果是什么，那都是你所喜欢的。

写下目标，计划行动

成文的目标是一幅地图。现在你记下一个小目标，这个小目标不重要，你不会关心它的结果，你也不会把它贴在每天都能看见的地方。当你看到目标的一瞬间，你就知道你的目标行动计划开始形成了。你发现自己因此备受鼓舞，并开始采取行动去尝试做合适的事。30天后，再回过头来看看，你的目标已经实现了多少。这能促进你写下目标吗？

每当你性情焦躁、诸事不顺的时候，拿出你的“目标本”，划掉你上次已经实现的那堆目标，然后再添加些新目标。这样你就总能保持清醒的头脑。

全面

生活的各个方面都有助于你的自我改善。你的感情、健康、经济状况都会从各方面影响你的个人发展。如果失衡的话，它们当中一个因素的变动，就会引起其他所有因素的改变。如果你想追求个人发展，你要在各方面做工作——保持充沛的身体精力、坚毅的精神、稳定的经济状况、健全的社会保障体系，从而实现你的个人发展。


积极肯定

这是改变你内心对话的力量，而且，考虑到我们生活中很多的不满都是由内心对话引起的，所以这是个强有力的手段。那么，你对自己的忠告是什么呢？每天写下你生活中所有重要方面的自我肯定，然后每天练习两遍。这是你在教自己的潜意识进行积极的对话。

从教授中学习

在七个自我改善的方法中，这个方法最能帮助你促进自我改善。你在教授一件事后会更好地学习到这件事。当你在教授时，你的内心是打开的，这样你就会消化和传输信息。无论你试图要教什么，那些内容会永远在你的脑中保留。教授同样是提高自己责任感的方法，因为对于学习者来说，我们有明确的标准，这样学生才会跟随他们的脚步。如果你没有人可以教，那么你就写下来！


注释

① fulfillment n. 履行；实行

② implement v. 实施，执行；实现，使生效

③ transmit v. 传输；传播；发射

Goals: When to Adapt and Change Your Goals 适时调整并改变你的目标

Jeannine Clontz

Have you ever felt like you were doing all the right things, but not getting anywhere? If you truly are putting in the effort to set your goals as we’ve been discussing thus far, it may be a matter of choosing goals that just aren’t right for you. This may lead us to consider changing your goals.

The situation has changed.

Let’s say your goal is to sell 1,000 copies of a new information product called “Tips and Tricks for Microsoft Office 2010”. The day after you start writing, Microsoft releases①
 a new version MSOffice 2012. Suddenly, the scenario has changed. Users aren’t looking for tips for MSOffice 2007 anymore. Customers are in line purchasing the 2012 version. Your market just evaporated②
 overnight. You could write and release the best book under the sun and no one would buy it because it’s obsolete.


If the business environment has changed, then your goals may have to change, too.

Your priorities have changed.

Maybe you’re making great progress towards your goals, but you suddenly realize what you thought was really important, such as losing weight, is less important than helping your child improve his math skills, or spending more hours to get your new business off the ground.

If your priorities have changed, it’s time to reassess your goals.

Your higher-level objective has changed.

You thought you wanted to make more money so you could save for retirement, but your son just got invited to attend an elite soccer clinic this summer, with an elite price tag. Suddenly, you need that extra cash now.

You may have to adjust your goals to coordinate with new objectives.

Your goal wasn’t the right one to begin with.

As we discussed previously③
 , you can make great progress towards your goal if you follow the right strategies...But towards the wrong goal! When setting goals, ensure that the higher-level objective and the goal itself fit with your desires, ethics, and personal style.


If your goal is a mismatch you may have to revisit the goal setting process previously outlined and be certain the goal is right for you.

Your resources have changed.

When we select a goal and how we’ll get there, we make certain assumptions. We typically assume we’ll have a certain amount of time, energy, and money to dedicate to completing of the goal. If you are working to expand into a new market, and you suddenly get word that your main product or service faces challenges from a competitor’s marketing efforts, you may have to take resources from the new goal to shore up the marketing for your main product line. You will need to adjust your new marketing goal in order to reallocate resources to your main business.

If your anticipated resources must be redirected or become depleted, you may have to change your goal as well.

Under all these circumstances, you may need to take another look at your goals to make sure they still fit your overall objectives, resources, and priorities. But most of the time, when you plan carefully for your new goal , you’ll be able to carry on toward completion. Next we’ll look at some surefire methods for achieving those goals.


你是否曾感觉你都在做正确的事，但是却都没获得什么成就？如果你真的努力投入到了设定的目标上，就像我们讨论的这么远，那也许出问题的是你所选择的目标，那些目标不适合你。这就要求我们考虑改变目标了。

环境改变了。

如果你的目标是卖掉一千份新的信息产品——“微软Office 2010的使用技巧”，在你开始写的某天，微软又发布了新版本“Office 2012”。突然间，环境改变了。用户不再需要Office 2007的使用技巧。顾客都开始购买2012版本。你在一夜之间失去了市场。你可以在太阳底下继续写，然后发布，但是没有人会买，因为这已经过时了。


如果商业环境改变了，那么你的目标也必须随之改变。

你的首要任务改变了。

也许你在追寻目标的过程中取得了很大的进步，但是你突然意识到，你原以为真正重要的事，比如减肥，跟帮助你的孩子提高数学技能，或花更多的时间在你的新工作上相比，也不那么重要了。

如果你的首要任务改变了，那就是时候重新评估你的目标了。

你的更高目标改变了。

你原以为你想挣更多的钱，这样你就可以为退休之后的生活存下积蓄，但是你的儿子刚刚受邀参加这个夏天的精英足球训练营，同时也要花上“精英级别”的价钱。突然间，你现在就需要动用额外的那部分现金了。

你也许不得不调整你的目标去配合新的最终目标。

你最开始设定的目标不正确。

正如我们先前所讨论的，如果你按照正确的策略，你就会在追寻目标的过程中有很大的进步，但不是朝着错误的目标走！在我们设定目标时，确保更高目标和目标本身适合你的需求、道德观以及个人风格。


如果你的目标与你不符，你也许必须回顾你先前设定目标的过程，然后再确定目标的确是适合你的。

你的资源改变了。

在你选择目标和实现目标的过程中，我们要做些设想。典型地来看，我们假设会有足够的时间、精力和资金去致力于目标的实现。如果你正开发一个新市场，你突然得知你的主打产品和服务面临着来自竞争对手的挑战，你也许必须从新目标中获得资源，以此来支持你的主打产品的市场。为了重新配置你主要生意的资源，你需要去调整新的市场目标。

如果你预计资源需要重新配置或已经耗尽，也许，你也必须改变你的目标。

在这些情况下，你也许需要再审视一下你的目标，以确保它依然符合你的总体目的、资源和优先权。但是大多数时候，在你仔细计划新目标的过程中，你就可以朝着目标开始行动了。然后，在这一过程中，我们会发现一些实现这些目标的有效方法。

注释

① release v. 释放；发射；允许发表

② evaporate v. 蒸发，挥发；消失，失踪

③ previously ad. 以前；预先；仓促地

Attract the Universe and Achieve Your Goals 用吸引力法则来实现目标

Donny Pazzero

The Universal Law of Attraction can be a very effective tool in making you achieve your goals and practically everything else you want to have in this lifetime. You will realize that desire should always start from within, and the world will just obey① your thoughts, actions and ideas. Here are some guidelines on how to get your objectives just the way you want.

Ask the Universe

According to the Universal Law of Attraction, ask the universe and it shall give to you. However, to achieve your goals, you have to truly have an idea about what kind of thing or event you want to happen in your life. There are plenty of items that you can ask from the world. The most common are superficial②
 things such as money, a new car, a new house, etc. More meaningful items include better relationships with your family or wife, happiness in your job and life, etc. All of these can be given to you at the time you want and in the extent you need. To help you work out what you want find a personal development consultant who will help you identify this at a very low cost for you.

The Way You Ask

The way you ask the universe will also matter. Keep in mind that the universe will immediately hear and respond in the manner you believe in. Your first thought might go, “I want a brand new Ferrari.” The world will then respond, “Your wish is my command.” However, other thoughts can still enter such as, “But it may still be when I’m in my 40’s.” or “But it will happen when I get the promotion.” or even “It can’t happen.” The world will just say yes to everything you inject in your thoughts.

The time, extent, severity and other details of your wish will be determined by your mind alone. If you have any doubt or disbelief about the power of the universe to provide, then it will truly give to you accordingly. Make sure you clean your thoughts thoroughly③
 so that you set your goals straight and allow the universe to perform the best way.

Your Actions

Once you and your personal development consultant have set your goals and asked from the universe, your mind, thoughts and body will start acting automatically to lead towards the goals and objectives. You will subconsciously accomplish small tasks and open up a wide array of opportunities that are meant to direct you to the ultimate mark. Renew your goals each morning as you wake up and your body will just function immediately towards these.

Work both consciously and subconsciously. Remember that it also requires effort and discipline on your part to receive the best things in life. Do not expect everything to just fall into place. If you want to land that promotion, then you should start going to work early, volunteer for projects and show that you are prepared for bigger responsibilities.

Staying Positive

The Universal Law of Attraction helps you achieve your goals, as long as you remain positive. Always believe that the universe is capable of providing immediately. Anything can actually happen, in the time you have set. Always be optimistic in the face of adversary. It is not impossible that you will encounter a few problems along the way, but what’s more important is how you relate to the situation in a positive light. Be conscious about what’s happening and act to alleviate the effects. If every need supports with any of this then take advantage of the amazing benefits of having a personal development consultant.

吸引力的普遍法则在你实现目标的过程中是个有效工具，尤其是当你想得到人生中想要得到的几乎一切东西时。你会意识到，渴望总是由内开始的，这世界会遵从你的想法、行动和主意。以下是如何通过你想要的方式达到目标的一些指导方针。

向世界要求

根据吸引力普遍法则，向世界要求，它应该会给予你回应。然而，为了实现你的目标，你必须清楚地知道你的人生想得到什么。你可以向世界要一大堆东西。而这些大多数都是肤浅、寻常的东西，比如金钱、新车、新房子等等。更有意义的东西包括与你的家人或妻子更好的关系，工作和生活的快乐等等。所有这些东西可以在你想要的时候以你需要的程度赐予你。为了帮助你清楚自己所想要的，找个个人发展咨询师，他会帮助你以最低的代价认识这些。

要求的方式

你要求世界的方式也很重要。请记住，世界会立即听到，并以你相信的方式给予回应。你的第一个想法也许是“我想要一部新法拉利”。世界随后会给你回应：“你的愿望在我的可控范围内。”然而，其他想法也依然会进入你的脑子，比如：“但是也许在我40来岁时会实现吧”或者“待我晋升后会实现的”，甚至又或者“这不会发生”。世界对你脑中进入的所有想法都会表示同意，并帮你实现。

你的愿望的时间、程度、强烈度以及其他一些细节，都只由你的大脑决定。如果你对世界的力量有所怀疑，不予信任，那么，这将会让你确实相信。确定你全面整理了你的想法，这样你就可以直接设定目标，允许世界以最好的方式执行。

你的行动

一旦你和你的个人发展咨询师设定了目标，也向世界发出了请求，那么，你的大脑、想法和身体将开始自动地朝着目标行动。你会不知不觉地完成一些小任务，并打开了更多的机会，它们会指引你走向终极目标。每天清晨醒来后，要更新你的目标，这样你的身体会立即朝着这些新目标运行。

工作既是有意识的，也是无意识的。记住，在人生中接受最好的事物之时，同样也需要努力和知识。不要期待任何事会自动降临。如果你想要得到提升，那么你应该开始每天早点去工作，自愿负责项目，表现出你时刻准备承担更大的责任。

保持积极

只要你保持积极的态度，吸引力普遍法则就会帮助你实现目标。要一直相信世界有立即提供的能力。任何事都可以在你设定的时候马上发生。面对对手的时候，要一直保持乐观。你可能会在途中遇到一些问题，但更重要的是，你怎么以积极的态度处理这些境况。要清楚明白正在发生什么，然后尝试减少负面影响。如果你自身没有可利用的资源了，那么你要好好利用个人发展咨询师这个好资源。

注释

① obey v. 服从；听从

② superficial a. 表面的；肤浅的

③ thoroughly ad. 彻底地；完全的


Chapter 4 Realize the Meaning of Life　追逐生命的脚步

Four steps to succeed: stand the loneliness, withstand the temptation, understand how to give up, learn to choose.

成功人生四步曲：耐得住寂寞、抵得住诱惑、懂得放弃、学会选择。


Climbing the Stairway to Heaven 通往天堂的阶梯

Joanna Slan

No one can deal with the hearts of men unless he has sympathy which is given by love.—Henry Ward Beecher

Throughout my career in sales, I’ve wondered about difficult customers. What makes them so mean? How can they be so unkind? How can a perfectly rational①
 person suddenly lose all sense of human decency②
 ?

One day, I had an insight into their thinking. It happened while visiting my husband’s music store. He was working with a customer and we were short-handed. So I did what every good wife would do: I tried to wait on customers.

“I’m looking for music,” said a gnarled man, a soiled John Deere cap pulled down tightly over his thinning gray hair.” The name of the song is...” and he uncrumpled a grimy sheet of mimeographed paper from his jeans pocket, “‘Stairway to Heaven’, Do you have it?”

I stepped to the wall displays of sheet music and scanned for the name. On a good way, the music filled slots in alphabetical order. On this way, the alphabet skipped around. I searched for several minutes, conspicuous of his growing restlessness.

“No, I’m sorry but it doesn’t look like it’s here.”

His back arched and his watery blue eyes narrowed. Almost imperceptibly, his wife touched his sleeve as if to draw him back. His narrow mouth twisted in anger.

“Well, ain’t that just grand, you call yourself a music store? What kind of a store doesn’t have music like that? ALL the kids know that song!” he spluttered.

“Yes, but we don’t carry every piece of music ever...”

“Oh, easy for you! Easy to give excuses!” Now his wife was pawing at his sleeve, murmuring, trying to calm him the way a groom talks to a horse gone wild.

He leaned in to me, pointing a knotty③
 finger at my face, “I guess you wouldn’t understand, would you? You don’t care about my boy dying! About him smashing up his Camaro into that old tree. About them playing his favorite song at his funeral. And he’s dead! He’s gone! Only 18 and he’s gone!”

The paper he waved at me came into focus. It was the program for a memorial service.

“I guess you wouldn’t understand,” he mumbled. He bent his head. His wife put her arm around him and stood quietly by his side.

“I can’t understand your loss.” I said quietly, “But we buried my four-year-old nephew last month, and I know how bad that hurts.”

He looked up at me. The anger slid from his face, and he sighed. “It’s a shame, ain’t it? A dirty shame.”We stood in silence for a long moment. Then he fished around in his back pocket and pulled out a worn billfold.“Would you like to see a picture of our boy?”

如果一个人没有爱所赋予的同情心，那他就不能和别人交心。——亨利·沃德·比奇

在我做销售职业的过程中，我一直对难缠的顾客感到好奇。是什么让他们变得如此刻薄？他们怎么能如此不友善？一个完全理性的人怎么能突然之间失去人类的端庄？

一天，我终于看透了他们的想法。这件事发生的时候，我正在我丈夫的音乐商店里。那时，我丈夫正在招呼一位客户，而我们人手又不够，所以我做了每个好妻子都会做的事：我试着招呼其他客人。

“我在找一首歌，”一位饱经风霜的男人说，一顶脏脏的约翰·迪尔帽子紧紧地压在他稀少的灰白头发上，“这首歌的名字是……”他从他的牛仔裤口袋里掏出一张油印机打印的脏纸片，然后把它铺平整，“……叫《通往天堂的阶梯》，你们有这首歌吗？”

我走到显示音乐名字的墙边，搜寻这首歌的名字。还好歌曲名字是按字母顺序排列的。所以，这样前面的字母就跳过去了。我搜寻了几分钟，觉察到那个男人逐渐变得烦躁不安起来。

“不好意思，很抱歉，我们这里没有这首歌。”

他的背拱了起来，水蓝色的眼睛眯起来。他的妻子轻轻地碰了碰他的袖子，像是想抚平他的情绪。他那小嘴巴愤怒地扭曲着。

“好，真是好，就这样，你们也敢说自己这是音乐商店？什么音乐商店连像这样的歌都没有？所有的孩子都知道这首歌！”他气急败坏地说。

“但是我们不会每首歌都有的……”

“哦，说得真轻松！真容易找借口！”此时，他的妻子抓住他的袖子，轻声嘀咕着，像是马夫在同他发狂的马说话一样，试图让他冷静下来。

他朝我走过来，用他粗糙的手指指着我的脸，“我猜你不会理解，是吗？你不关心我的儿子死了！你不关心他将自己的大黄蜂汽车模型砸在老树上。你不关心能否在他的葬礼上放他最喜欢的音乐。他死了！他走了！他只有18岁啊，但他走了！”

我看清楚了他朝我甩的那张纸。那是追悼会的计划安排单。

“我猜你是不会理解的。”他低下头，喃喃地说着。他的妻子抱着他，在他的身边静静地站着。

“我的确不能体会你所失去的，”我平静地说道，“但是上个月我们失去了我4岁大的侄子，我知道这有多痛苦。”

他抬起头看着我，愤怒从脸上褪去。他叹息道：“我很可恨，是吗？非常可恨。”我们静静地站了很长时间。然后，他把手伸进他的后兜，掏出一个破皮夹，“你想看看我们儿子的照片吗？”


注释

① rational a. 合理的；理性的

② decency n. 正派；体面；庄重

③ knotty a. 棘手的，难解决的；多节瘤的

One at a Time 一次一只

Jaroldeen Edwards

A friend of ours was walking down a deserted Mexican beach at sunset. As he walked along, he began to see another man in the distance. As he grew nearer, he noticed that the local native kept leaning down, picking something up and throwing it out into the water. Time and again he kept hurling①
 things out into the ocean.

As our friend approached② even closer, he noticed that man was picking up starfish that had been washed up on the beach and, one at a time, he was throwing them back into the water.

Our friend was puzzled. He approached the man and said, “Good evening, friend. I was wondering what you are doing.”

“I’m throwing these starfish back into the ocean. You see, it’s low tide right now and all of these starfish have been washed up onto the shore. If I don’t throw them back into the sea, they’ll die up here from lack of oxygen.”

“I understand,” my friend replied, “but there must be thousands of starfish on this beach. You can’t possibly get to all of them. There are simply too many. And don’t you realize this is probably happening on beaches all of beaches all up and down this coast. Can’t you see that you can’t possibly make a difference?”

The local native smiled, bent down and picked up yet another starfish, and as he threw it back into the sea, he replied, “Made a difference to that one!”

日落时分，我们的一个朋友走在一片荒芜的墨西哥海滩上。在他散步的时候，他看见远处有另一个男子。当他走近时，他看到那个当地人一直弯下腰，在捡起什么东西往水里扔。他往海里一次又一次地扔东西。

当我们的朋友再走近一点时，他发现那个男人正在捡被冲到海滩上的海星，他把它们一个个重新扔回海里，一次扔一只。

我们的朋友感到很困惑。他走近那个男人，说道：“下午好，我的朋友。我想知道你在干什么。”

“我在把这些海星扔回海里去。你看，现在是低潮期，这些海星都被冲刷到了海岸上。如果我不把它们扔回海里，它们会因为缺氧而死掉的。”

“我明白了，”我的朋友回答道，“但是这海滩上有成千上万的海星，你不可能把每个都扔回海里。这里简直太多了。你难道没意识到，在这条海岸线上的所有海滩都会发生这种事吗？你不觉得你这样做没有很大的意义吗？”

那位当地人笑了笑，弯下腰，捡起了另一只海星。当他把那只海星扔进海里的时候，他答道：“起码对这只有意义！”


注释

① hurl v. 猛投；猛掷

② approach v. 接近，靠近

A Picture’s Worth 一张照片的价值

Christine James

A little old man came into the store holding a torn, green, vinyl double picture frame with pictures of a young couple inside. The frame had been damaged and was torn down the center. It looked like someone had tried to repair it by using stiff, letter clicker tape, which was unsuccessful. In fear of causing more damage the man brought it to the frame shop. The expert framer was not able to repair the frame. I could not help but overhear the request, and I asked if I might take a look at the frame. I was not really sure what I was going to do, but I asked him if I could keep the picture frame overnight. The man sighed and said yes. He bowed his head as he walked out the door.

I carefully removed the stiff tape and glued the fragments①
 back together. Next, I applied an artificial binding and cosmetically repaired the outer surface with a little bias tape and DMC floss.


The next day, the little old man came into the store and I handed him the frame. As I looked at him I said, “No charge.” I paid for the supplies out of my own pocket. He was impressed by the craftsmanship②
 and he started to cry. The pictures were of him and his wife. He pointed to the picture and said, “This is my wife, she just passed away. She put this frame together in the 1920s and I was so afraid it was ruined.” As a result, tears came to my eyes and I said, “Well, you come back to see us anytime.”As he walked out the door, he said, “I will never forget you, Christine.”

He walked into my life at a time I was feeling uncertain about my job and I wanted to quit. He made me realize where I needed to be and what purpose my life really held. It is so much of a blessing to give from the heart. What that little old man did for me meant more to me than I could ever express. Later that year, I was quickly promoted to a high-paying position as a craft coordinator. Sometimes, God brings people into our lives for a reason. I don’t even know his name, but I will never forget my little picture frame man.

一位小个儿老人拿着一个扯裂的绿色双面塑料的相框走进店里，相框里有一张一对青年夫妇的照片。这个相框毁坏了，它从中间被撕裂了。看起来是有人曾试着用纸和胶带修补它，但是没有成功。为了以免这个相框受到更大程度的破坏，这个男人就把它带到了我们这个相框店。内行的相框制造者都无法修补那个相框。我无意间听到了这个要求，便问他是否可以让我看一下那个相框。我并不十分确定我能够做点什么，但是我问他是否可以把这个相框留一晚。那个男人叹了口气，然后同意了。他低着头走出了门。

我小心地撕开胶带，然后把碎片重新粘在一起。然后，我用一种人造的粘合物，用一小条斜纹带和碳酸二甲酯的丝线粘补相框的外表面。


第二天，那个小个儿老人来到了店里，我把相框递给了他，看着他说：“不用付钱。”我用自己的钱付了那些修补材料的费用。他被我的技艺所感动，并开始哭泣起来。照片上的人是他和他的老伴。他指着照片说：“这是我的老伴，她刚刚去世。她是在20世纪20年代的时候组装的这个相框，我很担心它会坏掉。”结果，我的眼眶湿润了，说道：“嗯，你可以随时回来找我们。”当他走出门时，他说：“克莉丝汀，我永远不会忘记你的。”

每当我对自己的工作不确信并想放弃的时候，他总是会进入我的脑海里。他让我明白我应该往哪走，我的生命意义是什么。发自内心的给予别人是件多么幸福的事啊！对我来说，那位小个儿老人给予我的，远远不止我所能表达出来的这些。那年的后来，我很快就被提升为技术协调员，并且得到了更高的工资。有时，因为某些原因，上帝会让你在生命中遇到一些人。我虽然不知道他的名字，但是我永远也不会忘记我的小个儿相框男。


注释

① fragment n. 碎片；片段或不完整的部分

② craftsmanship n. 技术；技艺


The Value of Entertainment 娱乐的价值

Andrew Stratton

Entertainment provides many benefits in all aspects of life. The world is better because of it in so many ways.

Did you know entertainment can bring great value and enrichment①
 into your life? Living in a world full of poverty, crime, and global warming threats can be disheartening. The world is filled with events that register high on the scale of depressive stimulation. It’s time to fight back with pleasurable activities.

Value has been described as worth in usefulness or importance to those who possess it. It can mean one thing to one person and something entirely different to another. Many times value can increase or decrease by the law of supply and demand. But in the area of entertainment, value is constant. It’s always necessary, always appealing, and always available.

Entertainment can create a difference in a person’s life any time of the day or night. It can provide inspiration, information or pleasure. It can stimulate②
 change either indirectly or directly. Watching an actor in character break a habit or refrain from committing a serious crime by reflecting on the subsequent consequences can motivate people to do the same. Thus, the value of those situations can change history.

It can make you laugh or comfort you when you’re going through pain or difficult circumstances. Today, many people struggle to just supply their basic needs. But once these are adequately met, they often pursue higher pleasures to receive greater joy in life. There is just no limit to the impact it can have in people’s lives.

Music is another area of pleasure that can transform a person’s life through hard times. The old phrase, “music hath charms to soothe the savage breast,” will never go out of style. Many people who are suffering with severe health issues have turned to the calming influence of music.

Were you ever trapped in your home on a snowy or rainy day? When this happens, many people turn on the television or put in a DVD to enhance③
 their mood and restore a feeling of enjoyment. It seems no matter how bad or awful the situation, watching pleasurable programs can lighten the mood, increase joy, and help you forget your cares for a little while.

Even during wartime, there are organizations who provide comic, dramatic, or musical relief for weary service troops. It’s a way for them to have a home away from home and a morale-booster for thousands of servicemen and women.

Recharge your emotional battery by watching, listening or participating in some form of entertainment in the near future. Your heart, mind, and soul will thank you.

娱乐为我们生活的各个方面提供了很多好处。因为娱乐，在很多方面来看，世界变得更加美好了。

你是否知道娱乐可以为你的生活带来更大的价值和财富？生活在一个充满贫穷、犯罪和受全球变暖威胁的世界里，真是件令人沮丧的事。这个世界充斥着大量的消极刺激。现在，是时候用愉悦的活动来回击了。

价值被描述为有用的财产或对拥有者来说十分重要的东西。它对于某个人的意义，可能对另一个人来说完全不同。价值可以根据供应与需求定律被多次地增加或减少。但是，在娱乐方面，价值是不变的。它总是有必要的，吸引人的，可利用的。

娱乐可以在白天或晚上的任何时候为人的生活创造不同的意义。它可以激发灵感、提供信息或快乐，它可以直接或间接地引起改变。看到剧里的演员因为考虑后果而改变不良习惯，或克制严重罪行，这可以给人们带来同样的激励。所以，这些情况下的价值可以改变历史。

当你经历痛苦或困难时，它会让你微笑或给予你安慰。今天，很多人只是为了满足自己的基本需求而奋斗。但是，一旦这些基本需求得到充分满足，他们就会经常去追求更快乐的事，以此来获得人生中更多的快乐。它对人们生活的影响是无止境的。

音乐是另一种娱乐，它可以帮助人们度过人生中的困难时刻。古话说：“音乐有抚平狂躁心情的魅力。”这句话永远也不过时。很多饱经严重健康问题折磨的人开始接受音乐抚平疗法。

你是否有过在下雪或下雨天被困在家里的情况呢？在那种情况下，很多人会打开电视机或看DVD来调动自己的情绪，恢复愉悦的心情。似乎无论多糟糕或多可怕的情况，观看愉悦的节目总能放松你的情绪，增加你的愉悦感，帮助你暂时忘记烦恼。

即使是在战时，组织也会为劳累的后勤部队提供喜剧、戏剧或音乐来放松。对这些远离家乡的人来说，这种方式可以让他们有家的感觉，能够让数以千计的技工和妇女感到精神振奋。

近期，通过观看电视、听音乐或参加一些娱乐活动来给你的情绪电池再充充电吧。你的心灵、脑子和灵魂会因此而对你满怀感激。


注释

① enrichment n. 丰富；改进；肥沃；发财致富

② stimulate v. 刺激；鼓舞；激励

③ enhance v. 提高；加强；增加


What Will Matter 真正重要的事

Michael Josephson

Ready or not, some day it will all come to an end. There will be no more sunrises, no minutes, hours or days. All things you collected, whether treasured① or forgotten, will pass to someone else.

Your wealth, fame and temporal power will shrivel to irrelevance②
 . Your grudges, resentments, frustrations and jealousies will finally disappear.

So, too, your hopes, ambitions, plans, and to-do lists will expire.

The wins and losses that once seemed so important will fade away. It won’t matter where you came from, or on what side of the tracks you lived, at the end. It won’t matter whether you were beautiful or brilliant. Even your gender and skin color will be irrelevant.

So what will matter? How will the value of your days be measured?

What will matter is not what you bought, but what you built.

Not what you got, but how you gave.

What will matter is not your success, but your significance.

What will matter is not what you learned, but what you taught.

What will matter is every act of integrity, compassion, courage or sacrifice that enriched, empowered or encouraged others to emulate your example.

What will matter is not your competence, but your character.

What will matter is not how many people you knew, but how many will feel a lasting loss when you’re gone.

What will matter are not your memories, but the memories that live in those who loved you.

What will matter is how long you will be remembered, by whom and for what.

Living a life that matters doesn’t happen by accident. It’s not a matter of circumstance but of choice.

Choose to live a life that matters.

你是否准备好某一天一切都会结束。那时，不再有日出，不再有分钟、小时和天数之分。你收集的所有东西，不管是珍藏的还是遗忘了的，都将拱手让人。

你的财富、名誉和权力都将与你毫无相关。你的积怨、愤恨、沮丧和嫉妒也都最终消散。

同样，你的希望、志向、计划和工作安排也都会渐渐消失。

曾经对你来说如此重要的成败也逐渐消失。你从哪里来，你的生活轨迹如何，在最后的时刻，这些都不再重要。你是否漂亮或有才，这些也不再重要。甚至你的性别和肤色也不再重要。

那么，什么才重要呢？你生活的价值是靠什么来评判的呢？

重要的是你建造了什么，而不是你买到了什么；

是你怎么付出，而不是得到了什么；

重要的是你的重要性，而不是你的成功；

重要的是你教会别人什么，而不是你学到什么；

重要的是你的正直、同情心、勇气或者牺牲精神，促进、激励或鼓舞别人来效仿你；

重要的是你的品质，而不是你的能力；

重要的是当你离开的时候有多少人会有长久的失落感，而不是你认识多少人；

重要的是你与你爱的人的回忆，而不是你自己个人的回忆；

重要的是你会被别人记住多久，被谁记住以及因为什么而被记住；

有意义的生活不是意外发生的。这是选择的结果，不是客观环境的结果。

选择度过有意义的人生吧。


注释

① treasure v. 珍爱；珍藏

② irrelevance n. 离题；枝节问题；不相干的事

Life Is Too Short 人生太短暂

Anonymous

People constantly focus on material possessions①
 and winning as the most important parts of life, vowing to enjoy life as much as possible. How often is the message “Life is too short not to live a little” thrown in our faces by the media, profiteers only interested in making a buck? It’s easy to buy into this philosophy, but once one has forgotten what really matters, it usually takes some drastic action to stir the memory.

My high school, like many others, is extremely competitive not only in sports but also in academics. The stress of trying to get excellent grades while participating in extra-curricular activities can be overwhelming. Sometimes it seems like I live at school! When I am home my time is spent doing homework. Some days I am so busy finishing a project that I barely see my family. This all became apparent last year.

I have a younger brother and sister. My sister is nine years old, seven years my junior. We used to see a lot of each other, but after I graduated from the grade school she attends, I saw less and less of her. I tried to go to her gymnastic meets and soccer games but had my own play

rehearsals②
 and meetings.

Then one day I came home to an empty house and found a note from my mom. She was at my brother’s baseball game, and my sister was at her friend’s and would be dropped off.

At five o’clock I went to turn on the light on the front porch and saw my sister walking toward the door with her friend and her friend’s father. I heard them talking.

“Is anyone home?” the father asked.

“Just my mean big sister, and she’s probably in her room as always,” my sister replied. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t even know this man and my sister was making me sound like one of Cinderella’s wicked stepsisters. I opened the door, thanked the father for bringing her home, shut the door and started to cry.

To make a long story short, a huge fight followed that ended with me banishing my sister to her room until my mom got home. When she arrived, I told her what had happened, and I realized that what was worse than the fight was that I really hadn’t been a good big sister.

I had lost track of what was important, what really mattered. I had been sucked into a whirlpool of stress and competition, and it took my sister’s honest observation to show me that the grades I got didn’t matter to everyone—certainly not to her. All that matters to her is that I’m her big sister, and that’s what matters to me, too

人们总是注重物质财产和成功，认为那是人生中最重要的部分，立誓要尽可能地享受生活。有多少次媒体向你灌输这样的理念：“生命太短暂，所以不要拮据地生活”，以及奸商们只对挣钱感兴趣？人们很容易跳进这样的哲学观里。但是，一旦有人忘记了什么才是真正重要的，就经常需要采取一些激烈的行动去刺激记忆。

像很多人一样，我的高中生活在体育运动和学业上面都充满竞争性。在参加课外活动的同时，努力想要获得好成绩的压力会让我们难以应付。有时候，我就感觉自己好像生活在学校里一样！当我在家里时，我的时间都花在写作业上。有几天，由于我忙于完成作业，几乎看不到我的家人。这种现象在去年变得明显。

我有个弟弟，还有个妹妹。我的妹妹9岁，比我小7岁。我们过去经常能够见到对方，但自从她上小学，而我从那所小学毕业以后，我就越来越少地看到她。我想过去看她的体操表演和足球比赛，但是每次我都要排练和比赛。

有一天，我回到空荡荡的家里，看见我妈妈留的纸条。她在观看我弟弟的棒球比赛，我妹妹在观看她朋友的棒球比赛，她的朋友到时候会送她回家。

5点的时候，我打开前廊的灯，看见我妹妹正和她的朋友，还有她朋友的爸爸一起朝门这边走来。我听到他们的对话。

“有人在家吗？”她朋友的爸爸问。

“就我刻薄的姐姐在，她也许像往常一样在她自己的房间里。”我的妹妹回答道。我简直不敢相信。我甚至不知道我的妹妹和那个男人把我形容得像是灰姑娘那邪恶的姐姐一样。我打开门，对那位爸爸载我妹妹回来表示感谢，然后关上门开始哭。

简而言之，我们接下来大吵了一架，我把我的妹妹赶到她的房间里，直到我妈妈回来。当我妈妈回来的时候，我告诉了她刚才发生的事，这时我才意识到，我确实一直以来都不是个好姐姐，这比刚才吵架更让我感觉糟糕。


我早已忘记什么才是重要的，什么才真正有意义。我掉进了充满压力和竞争的漩涡。但在我妹妹看来，我得到的成绩对别人来说一点也不重要——当然对她也是如此。对她来说，重要的是我是她的姐姐——这也是我认为重要的事。


注释

① possession n. 拥有；财产；领地

② rehearsal n. 排演；预演；练习


The Way to Spend a Life 生活无需苛求

Muhammad Atif Khan

This is a story of a doctor. Now he is in Canada. He is spending such a standard life there that his friends can’t imagine. We all want to top the class. We always wish to buy the more expensive and charming dress for ourselves. We wish to wear that type of shoes which to one else has worn. We dream to have the most expensive and attractive car in the whole city. We wish to spend the life with a beautiful partner also having children. Our effort is to give all facilities to our children and partner. We wish to have the standard job in our area and if we start any business so it gets success as soon as possible and we become famous in our area but the doctor was leading a simple life. He didn’t wish to top his class. His friends always struggled hard to top the class at any cost and for this purpose they made relations with their teachers just to get marks.

The doctor studies only for 2 to 3 hours. He always take full sleep even in the exam days. He said, “Just to top the class. I can’t leave my sleep.” Because of his this habit all of his friends laugh at him. But doctor was happy on his life style and at his average marks he did M.B.B.S and became a doctor. His friends struggle for specialization①. He was appointed in a hospital as a physician. And he started spending his life on that income very difficulty took his friends to lunch. In the evening he went outside for a walk. He read books, got knowledge about Islam.

His friends or if any patient used to come in his spare time he used to treat them free. He never thought to increase his income. He was an honest man. He liked the moderate②
 life. He had a small house. There was on an A.C at his home and a small refrigerator. He usually traveled by motorcycle. And he considered this enough for spending a happy life. When he was going to marry he still followed the moderate way. All of his friends were struggling to marry a rich girl. The doctor got married with a girl and they started a happy life in that small house. After two years he had two children. When they grew up he admitted them in an ordinary school. As the doctor did not do private job so in that spare time he used to teach his children. They were also having the same thinking his father had, he didn’t advised his children to top class but just gave them the lesson of honesty and trust in ALLAH. His children were also happy because after coming from school they ate lunch, watched TV and walked with his father in the evening. The story will not go more at this routine. One day the doctor was reading a newspaper in which there was a job for physician in Canada. But where the job was offered that area of Canada was not famous. That’s why no one wanted to apply but as the doctor was living a moderate life so it was easy for him to live there. He applied there for the job. He was the first doctor at that time in that area. The people and rules of that area were impressed from him of they made him the in charge of that hospital so he earned more money there.

The government gave him 2,000 acre land there. He made a farm there and that farm became the way of his success. In few months he became the rich person of his area. And now he is having the most expensive car, home even helicopter. But still he likes the moderated life style where there is peace and calm. Till now he has the same routine of taking rest in the noon, go for walk with his children. And his friends are still struggling for a peaceful life.

这是一位医生的故事。他现在在加拿大。他在那里过着十分舒适且令人向往的生活，这令他的朋友都难以想象。我们都想成为班级里的尖子生。我们总是希望给自己买更贵更好的衣服。我们梦想着穿别人穿的那种鞋子。我们梦想着拥有整个城市里最昂贵、最吸引人的汽车。我们希望和美丽的妻子和孩子们度过人生。我们努力是为了给妻子和孩子创造更好的物质条件。我们希望在我们的地区得到一份优秀的工作，一旦我们开始工作就能很快成功，然后我们就成为了我们那片区域的名人。但是，这位医生过着简单的生活。他不希望成为班级的第一名。他的朋友总是不惜一切代价，努力地想成为班级的头等生，为了达到这个目的，他们与老师处理好关系，为的只是得到个好成绩。

这位医生每天只学二至三小时。即使在考试的那几天，他也总是保证充足的睡眠。他说：“管他什么班级头等生，我不能舍弃我的睡眠。”因为他的这种个性，他的所有朋友都笑话他，但是，他对自己的生活方式感到很快乐。后来，以他的平均成绩，他获得了内外全科医学士学位，成为了一名医生。而他的朋友在为实现专业化而继续奋斗着。他在一家医院担任医师。他开始靠着自己的收入生活，而他微薄的收入很难请朋友们吃饭。在晚上，他都会出去散步。他也读书，但是是学习关于回教的知识。

当他的朋友或病人在他休息时间来看病时，他总是免费为他们医治。他从没想过要提高自己的收入。他是个诚实的人。他享受中等的生活。他有套小房子。家里有个空调，还有只小冰箱。他总是骑摩托车出行。他认为这已足够让他开心地生活了。在他打算结婚的时候，他也同样保持着适度的作风。而他所有的朋友都争取娶个富家女。这位医生和一位女孩结婚了，两个人在小房子里开始幸福地生活。两年后，他有了两个小孩。当孩子们长大了，他把他们送进了一所普通的学校。因为这位医生没有私下做兼职工作，所以在他闲暇之时，他会教他的孩子们。孩子们和他们的爸爸有同样的想法，他没有要求孩子们成为班级的头等生，只是教他们要诚实和信任阿拉。他的孩子们也生活得非常开心，因为放学回来后，他们就吃午餐、看电视，傍晚和他们的爸爸一起散步。但是，这个故事并非就一直按这个常规路线走下去。一天，医生在看报纸时，看到加拿大有一份医师的工作。但是，工作地点是在加拿大一个没有名气的地方，这也是为什么没有人去应聘的原因。然而，因为医生过着中等适度的生活，所以对他来说，即使在那儿生活也并不难。他应聘了那份工作。他成为了那个地区的第一位医生。那里的人对他印象深刻，他们让他负责管理医院事务，所以他在那里挣到了更多的钱。

政府给了他2,000英亩的地。他开了个农场，也就是这片农场使他走上了成功的道路。几个月后，他成为那个地区的大富翁。现在，他拥有最昂贵的车子、房子，甚至是直升机。但是，他仍然喜欢中等适度的生活方式，因为这种生活方式很平静，很安逸。直到现在，他还是保持着同样的习惯：在中午时分休息，和他的孩子们散步。而他的朋友们，依然在为生活拼搏奋斗。

注释

① specialization n. 专门化；特殊化

② moderate a. 稳健的，温和的；适度的，中等的


I Do a Lot of Office Fishing 办公室里的垂钓者

Richard C. Salmen

Some years ago, I started to look at the stars through high-powered binoculars①
 and began reading books written by astronomers②
 for people like me. I became an entranced stargazer for a while.

The men who have learned as much as we know about the universe point out that the sun is an insignificant, moderately hot star in a nebula where it is fixed. The Milky Way, which I have always wanted to spell “w-he-y”, is composed of our brothers and sisters, and we are all moving around a central hub. And the hub is moving toward some place, I don’t know where. My brothers and sisters are numbered in billions of billions, and our galaxy itself is one of many, many…how many, I don’t know.

Our sun is so small and our earth, its offspring, is so tiny that when I think of the magnitude, I think of what O.

Henry described as a “Statue of What’s the Use”.

What difference does it make that I exist? What possible influence can I make, or my nation make, or a world make?

Where am I going on this ride and does it make any sense? Who’s the boss and what’s He got in mind?

That’s what I got to thinking…it’s all too big, too inevitable③, too uncontrollable, and if I think about it with my eyes closed, it’s a pretty pessimistic picture.

Then one day I saw a hunting dog in the woods, an English setter flecked with black. His tail tangled with dock burs. This is a common occurrence to guys like me. I always want to stop and pull out the burs. But this time, out of nowhere, came the realization that this bounding, healthy dog was performing an important job: the job of transporting seeds that were constructed for the very purpose of hitchhiking. The fluff of milkweed sails on the wind to start a new colony miles from its original parent. This dog and its tangle of dock burs are all part of a plan. And so am I.

I believe the plan on this small, lonely earth is to make the best of it—a policy that is becoming increasingly more difficult as the number of human beings increases.

When I came to New York many years ago, I found that in big cities people live faster and decide things quicker than country folk. They have to, in order to survive in the struggle for existence.

Several times a week I slug it out with city dwellers for a place in the subway. They seem a bad lot. But when I pass a city dweller on a trout stream I find he’s just like other people. He’ll speak to me with interest, even warmth. He will ask me how many trout I’ve taken, what fly was successful. And I break down and tell him, and point out that perhaps the black gnat he’s using is too large.

I have tried to make the best of it by doing a lot of office fishing, some front porch fishing, and some quiet mulling about the magnificent things such as dock burs and remote stars. What’s more, I have found it fun; fun that has brought me a lot of happiness, a lot of contentment, and a lot of peace.

多年以前，我就开始利用高倍望远镜观看星星，阅读天文学家写给像我这样的人的书。有段时间，我成了着迷的观星者。

迄今为止，人类对宇宙知识的学习和探索表明，太阳只是它所在的星云中极为普通的一颗恒星。我一直想把“银河”称为“星河”，银河是由地球的很多姊妹星球组成的，我们都围绕着一个轴心转动。而且这个轴心在向其他地方移动，但我不知道往哪儿移动。在银河系中，地球的姊妹星球有数十亿个，而银河系不过是众多星系中的一个，但宇宙中具体有多少星系，我也不清楚。

我们的太阳如此微小，太阳的孩子——地球又是如此微小，以致于我一想到地球的分量，就想到了欧·亨利的一句话：“无用的化身”。

我存在的意义是什么？我、我的民族、我的世界，我们的存在又有什么意义？

我现在要往哪儿走，这个问题有意义吗？谁才是宇宙的统治者，他又在想什么？

这是我要思考的……一切都是那么浩渺无边，无法避免，难以控制，当我闭上眼睛思考这一切时，脑海中浮现的是一幅相当悲壮的画面。

有一天，我在树林里看见一只带有黑色斑点的英国赛特犬，它的尾巴缠了几根酸模芒刺。这种情况我这样的人会经常碰到。每次我都想停下来帮它把刺拿掉。但是这一次，不知为什么，我突然认为，这只活蹦乱跳的狗身负一项重要的工作：那就是让芒刺搭个顺风车，把它播撒到别的地方。乳草属植物凭借风的力量从原来的地方漂到数英里之外，然后开始新的繁殖。而这几根芒刺依靠的就是猎犬的尾巴。一切都是冥冥之中的安排，我也是其中的一部分。

我相信，这微小孤寂的世界应妥善处理自己的一切，实行自己的计划——但是随着人口的增加，这项计划变得越来越难实现。

多年前，我刚到纽约的时候，我发现，在大城市生活及办事节奏比乡村要快得多。但是，为了在激烈的竞争中生存，人们必须这样。

每个星期，我都要挤好几次地铁，满眼所见都是面目可憎的城里人。但是，当我在鲑鱼池边钓鱼，碰到一位城里人时，我发现他与别人别无两样。但他颇有兴趣并非常热情地跟我聊天。他问我钓了多少鲑鱼，用什么苍蝇做诱饵才有效。我也会停下来，告诉他也许他用的假黒蚊太大了，应该掰小点。

就这样，我努力妥善地处理一切，在办公室和在自家前廊都像在溪边垂钓一样，多多与同事和邻居交流。同时，我还经常静下心来思考世间万物，例如那几根芒刺和遥远的星星。更重要的是，我找到了乐趣。这样的乐趣让我感到了幸福、满足和内心的平静。


注释

① binocular n. 双筒望远镜

② astronomer n. 天文学家

③ inevitable a. 必然的；不可避免的

Success is simple.

Do what’s right, the right way, at the right time.

成功很简单：

在合适的时间用恰当的方式做正确的事。







世界上最美的情书
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缘分不是人海中两个人的擦身，缘分是不可能的相遇。比如我是空中的鸟，你是林海的豹，只是我们碰巧相爱。




















































































Love is not about running into each other in crowds. Love is an impossible meeting. For example, I am a bird flying in sky, you are a leopard in forest. We just fall in love accidentally.

























Chapter 1 那些诗意盎然的情愫













Every man is a poet when he is in love.









每个恋爱中的人都是诗人。














John Keats to Fanny Brawne 约翰·济慈致芬妮·勃劳恩














Sweetest Fanny,


I have had a walk this morning with a book in my hand, but as usual I have been occupied with nothing but you: I wish I could say in an agreeable manner. I am tormented day and night. They talk of my going to Italy. It’s certain I shall never recover if I am to be so long separate from you: yet with all this devotion to you I cannot persuade myself into any confidence of you…

You are to me an object intensely desirable—the air I breathe in a room empty of you in unhealthy. I am not the same to you—no—you can wait—you have a thousand activities—you can be happy without me. Any party, anything to fill up the day has been enough.

How have you passed this month? Who have you smiled with? All this may seem savage in me. You do no feel as I do—you do not know what it is to love—one day you may—your time is not come…

I cannot live without you, and not only you but chaste you; virtuous you. The Sun rises and sets, the day passes, and you follow the bent of your inclination to a certain extent—you have no conception of the quantity of miserable feeling that passes through me in a day—Be serious! Love is not a plaything—and again do not write unless you can do it with a crystal conscience. I would sooner die for want of you than—









Yours forever



J. Keats










【名人小课堂】

约翰·济慈（John Keats，1795—1821），英国诗人，浪漫派主要成员，被推崇为欧洲浪漫主义运动的杰出代表，与雪莱、拜伦齐名。自幼喜爱文学，由于家境窘困，不满16岁就离校学医，后弃医从文，最终成为当时英国文学界的一颗明珠。代表作《伊莎贝拉》《夜莺颂》《秋颂》等。










致我最亲爱的女孩：


今早，我手捧书本独自漫步，但一如往常的是，我心中一直想着你，而且只有你：我多希望自己能说得合情合理。我日夜不得安宁。他们在谈论我去意大利的事。若要与你分开这么久，我定永远不得康复：即便我用尽全身力气来爱你，可我依然无法向你表达我的真实情感……




你之于我，是如此渴望得到的东西——你若不在，屋子里的空气都变得污浊。可我之于你，却并非如此——不——你可以等——你有成千上万种娱乐方式——
 没有我，你依然过得快乐。任何聚会，只要能让你消磨时光便已足够。

这个月，你是怎样度过的呢？谁曾博你一笑呢？这一切对我，都如此残忍。你定不能感受我所感受到的东西——你不懂什么是去爱——可总有一天，你会明白——
 那一天尚未到来……

我离不开你，纯洁的你，善良的你。日出日落，岁月匆匆，你放浪形骸，随心所欲——我每日所受之苦，你无从得知——认真点吧！爱情可不是儿戏——我依然要说，若你并非心明如镜，就不要回信。我宁愿因为没有你而死去，也不愿——

你永远的

约翰·济慈
























【约翰·济慈——】

Beauty is truth, truth beauty, that is all we know on earth, and all we need to know.

美就是真，真就是美，这是人生在世所知道的一切，也是需要知道的一切。


















Robert Burns to Ellison Begbie　罗伯特·彭斯致埃莉森·贝格比
















Mar.3, 1785


Dear Ellison,


I have often thought it a peculiarly unlucky circumstance in love, that though in every other situation in life telling the truth is not only the safest, but actually by far the easiest way of proceeding, a lover is never under greater difficulty in acting, nor ever more puzzled for expression than when his passion is sincere and his intentions honorable.

I do not think that it is very difficult for a person of ordinary capacity to talk of love and fondness which are not felt, and to make vows of constancy and fidelity which are never intended to be performed, if he be villain enough to practice such detestable conduct; but to a man whose heart glows with the principles of integrity and truth, and who sincerely loves a woman of amiable person, uncommon refinement of sentiment, and purity of manners, from my own feelings at this present moment, courtship is a task indeed. There is such a number of foreboding fears and distrustful anxieties crowd into my mind when I am in your company, or when I sit down to write to you, that what to speak or what to write I am altogether at a loss.




There is one rule which I have hitherto practiced and which I shall invariably keep with you and that is, honestly to tell you the plain truth. There is something so mean and unmanly in the arts of dissimulation and falsehood that I am surprised they can be acted by any one in so noble, so generous a passion as virtuous love. No, my dear E., I shall never endeavor to gain your favor by such detestable practices. If you will be so good and so generous as to admit me for your partner, your companion, your bosom friend through life, there is nothing on this side of eternity shall give me greater transport, but I shall never think of purchasing your hand by any arts unworthy of a man—and, I will add—of a Christian.

There is one thing, my dear, which I earnestly request of you and it is this, that you should soon either put an end to my hopes by a peremptory refusal or cure me of my fears by a generous consent.

It would oblige me much if you would send me a line or two when convenient. I shall only add further that if a behavior regulated (though perhaps but very imperfectly) by the rules of honor and virtue of a heart devoted to love and esteem you, and an earnest endeavor to promote your happiness—if these are qualities you would wish in a friend, in a husband, I hope you shall ever find them in your real friend and sincere lover.








【名人小课堂】

罗伯特·彭斯（Robert Burns，1759—1796），苏格兰农民诗人，复兴了苏格兰民歌，并将其发展壮大；他的诗歌充满了激进的民主、自由的思想，在英国文学史上占有特殊重要的地位。代表作《两只狗》《一枝红红的玫瑰》《友谊天长地久》等。


















亲爱的埃莉森：


我总是在想，尽管在生活的其他方面，实话实说是唯一可靠的办法，其实也是到目前为止最容易的方法，但在爱情里它却尤为不幸，你的爱人若在你面前演戏，简直易如反掌，更别说他那不轨的意图表面还披着一层看似善良的外衣。




我不认为让平庸之人虚情假意地谈论爱情和喜欢是件难事，要让他对你许下天长地久、忠贞不渝的空头诺言也不算难，只要他就是如此这般的混蛋；可是，对一个诚挚的男人来说，若是他爱上了一名温和的女子，一个多愁善感、行为端庄的女子，那么，此刻，追求她绝不是件容易的事。每当和你在一起，我的内心便充满了无数未知的恐惧和忧愁，每当我坐下来给你写信，我的脑海就全然的糊涂，不知该对你说些什么、写些什么。

我一直坚持着一个原则，并且要让它在你身上实现，那就是要对你坦诚相待。虚伪和谎言的手段太过卑鄙无耻，我竟没想到这些会被用在高尚而仁厚的贞洁爱情之中。不，我亲爱的埃莉森，我绝不会以如此可恶的方式博取你的爱意。若你大发慈悲接受了我，让我陪伴你，让我成为你一生的红颜知己，那么，此般永恒，将是我至上的狂喜，只是，我从未想过以小人之道赢得你的芳心——更何况，我还是一名高尚的基督徒。

只是有一点，亲爱的，我真心地请求你，要么断然拒绝我，结束我的希望；要么慨然接受我，抚平我的忧虑。

若你能在闲时回我以三言两语，我定感激不尽。我只想再补充一点，我带着美德和敬意来爱你，尊重你，而我的行为也受这充满美德和荣誉感的品德支配（也许没有完全支配）——如果这些都是你对朋友、丈夫所寄望的，那么，我希望总有一天，你会在你的朋友和忠实爱人身上找到这些优点。




1785年3月3日













【罗伯特 ·彭斯——】

But to see her was to love her, love but her, and love her forever.

谁见她就会爱她，谁爱她就会永远爱她。






























Herinrich Heine to Camille Selden 海因里希·海涅致

卡蜜尔·塞尔登













Feb.2, 1849


Dear Camille,


Sweetest of fine mouches!—or, leaving the emblem of your seal, is it the perfume of your letter that I should call you? In that case must I say “Dearest of musk-scented cats”? —I received your note the day before yesterday; its little, ‘fly-tracks’ run constantly in my head, perhaps also even in my heart, my most hearty thanks for all the affection that you show me. I, too, rejoice in the thought of seeing you so soon again, and of making a “living print” upon those sweet and Swabian features. Ah, that phrase would have less platonic meaning were I only still a man. But I am nothing more than a spirit, that may suit you, but me it only suits after a mediocre fashion…Yes, I rejoice in the thought of seeing you again, fine mouches of my soul! Most fascinating of musk cats! But at the same time as mild as an Angora cat, a species which I prefer. For a long time I loved tiger-cats, but they are too dangerous, and the “living prints” which they sometimes left upon my face, were unpleasing. Thing are going very badly with me, nothing but a succession of vexations and fits of rage. Fury against my condition which is desperate! Goodbye. May the waters strengthen you and do you good.





Most affectionate greetings



From your friend, Heine










【名人小课堂】

海因里希·海涅（Heinrich Heine，1797—1856），德国著名抒情诗人、思想家。童年和少年时期经历了拿破仑战争，受到法国资产阶级革命思想的影响。其作品将诗歌和哲学完美地统一起来，避免了哲学的沉重，实属罕见。代表作《你像一朵鲜花》《孤独立着的一棵苍松》《诗歌集》《我在梦中哭泣》等。























亲爱的卡蜜儿：


我最亲爱的小精灵！——且不说你信封上那耐人寻味的图案，就连你的信都这么芳香醉人，我可以凭此叫你吗？那我就得唤你“最亲爱的小香猫”咯？——我前天收到你的信；信中那小小的“飞蛾行迹”不断地在我脑海中乱蹿，也许还在我心里折腾，你字里行间渗透的爱意，让我不胜感激。一想到很快就会见到你，一想到我会在那斯瓦比亚式的甜美脸庞留下“鲜活的印记”，便不由得喜上心来。啊哈，我这样表达似乎柏拉图式的意味不够浓厚，可我仍只是一个男人啊。我只不过是这样一个人，柏拉图式的表达也许与你相契，可我只适合中庸风格……是的，一想到就要再见你，我便喜上心来，我灵魂中的小妖！最迷人的香猫儿！可你又和安哥拉小猫一样温顺，那是我所喜欢的品种。很长一段时间，我都喜欢豹猫，可是它们太过危险，它们时而在我脸上留下“鲜活的印记”，让我难堪极了。近来诸事都不顺利，遭遇了一连串的烦恼与愤怒。那绝望的境遇让我焦躁不安！再见吧！愿海水滋润你、守护你。

你的朋友：海涅

向你致以最亲切的问候

1849年2月2日






















Byron to Teresa Guiccioli 拜伦致特丽萨·圭契奥尼













Bologna, Aug.25, 1819

My Dearest Teresa—I have read this book in your garden. My love, you were absent, or else I could not have read it. It is a favorite book of yours, and the writer was a friend of mine. You will not understand these English words, and others will not understand them, which is the reason I have not scrawled them in Italian. But you will recognize the handwriting of him who passionately loved you, and you will divine that, over a book which was yours, he could only think of love. In that word, beautiful in all languages, but most so in yours—Amor Mio—is comprised my existence here and hereafter. I feel I exist here, and I fear that I shall exist hereafter—to what purpose you will decide; my destiny rests with you, and you are a woman, seventeen years of age, and two out of a convent. I wish that you had stayed there, with all my heart—at least that I had never met you in your married state. But all this I too late. I love you, and you love me—at least you say so, and act as if you did so, which last is a great consolation in all events. But I more than love you, and cannot cease to love you. Think of me sometimes when the Alps and the ocean divide us—but they never will, unless you wish it.
















【名人小课堂】

乔治·戈登·拜伦（George Gordon Byron，1788—1824），英国19世纪初期浪漫主义派的一颗金星。世袭男爵，人称“拜伦勋爵”。代表作有《恰尔德·哈罗德游记》《唐璜》等，
 他的诗歌里塑造出了一批“拜伦式英雄”。拜伦还曾积极投身革命，参加了希腊民族解放运动，并成为领导人之一。













我最亲爱的特丽萨——
 我在你的花园里读过了这本书。我的爱人，若非你不在，我也不会读它。它是你最喜欢的书之一，而它的作者恰好是我的一位朋友。你也许看不懂这些英文单词，那么，其他人自然也看不懂，所以我才没有把它们写成潦草的意大利文。可是，你能从这个爱你至切之人的字迹推测，拿着你的书，他能想到的只有爱。爱，在所有语言中都是美丽的，而在你的语言里，却是最美——Amor Mio（译者注：意大利语，意为我的爱）——
 此生不灭——任你差遣；我的命运系于你手，你只是一个十七岁的女子，刚离开修道院两年。我却希望你仍然待在那里，真心地希望——那样一来，至少，我就不会在你结婚后才遇到你。可是，这一切都太迟了。我爱你，你也爱我——至少你是这样说的，而你的行为也表现出这一点，这给了我莫大的安慰。可是，我爱你若狂，无法停止。请偶尔想起我，在阿尔卑斯山和大海将我们阻隔的时候——
 可它们阻隔不了，除非你希望如此。




1819年8月25日

写于波洛尼亚

















【拜伦——】

Friendship is love without his wings.

友谊是失了羽翼的爱。


















Kahlil Gibran to Mary Haskell　卡里·纪伯伦致

玛丽·哈萨克尔













July 8, 1914

You have the great gift of understanding, beloved Mary. You are a life-giver, Mary. You are like the Great spirit, who befriends man not only to share his life, but to add to it. My knowing you is the greatest thing in my days and nights, a miracle quiet outside the natural order of things.

I have always held, with my Madman, that those who understand us enslave something in us. Your understanding of me is the most peaceful freedom I have known. And in the last two hours of your last visit you took my heart in you hand and found a black spot in it. But just as soon as you found the spot it was erased forever, and I became absolutely chainless.

And now you are a hermit in a mountain. To me nothing seems more delightful than to be a hermit in a place “full of beautiful hidden places”. But please, beloved, do not take any risks. Being a hermit once will not satisfy you hungry soul, and you must keep well and strong in order to be a hermit again.




The laurel-leaves and balm-leaves are filling this place with the most enchanting fragrance. God bless you for sending them to me.


Love from Kahlil










【名人小课堂】

卡里·纪伯伦（Kahlil Gibran，1883—1931），黎巴嫩阿拉伯诗人、作家、画家，阿拉伯现代小说、艺术和散文的主要奠基人，被称为“艺术天才”“黎巴嫩文坛骄子”。其作品蕴含了丰富的社会性和东方精神，代表作有《我的心灵告诫我》《先知》《论友谊》等。













你可真是善解人意，我亲爱的玛丽。你是生命的源泉。你像伟大的精灵，帮助人们，却不让他们以生命作为回报，反而让他们延年益寿。我日夜所知，你都是最伟大的生灵，一个超然物外的奇迹。

我总认为那些了解我们的人都盘踞在我们体内的某个地方。你对我的理解却是我所知道的最安心的自由。上次来访的最后两个小时，你带走了我的心，将它握在手里，你看到一处污点。可就在你发现它的那一刻，污点就永远消散了，而我也如同被拯救，从此无拘无束。




现在你好似山间的隐士。对于我来说，最惬意的事莫过于归隐在“美丽的隐秘之园”。可是，亲爱的，请不要冒险。做一回隐士并不能满足你的渴望，可你需要留足力气才能再一次归隐。

我的周围弥漫着月桂和白壳杨枝叶散发的醉人芳香。愿上帝保佑你，谢谢你将它们赠予我。

爱你的卡里

 1914年7月8日                   









                





【卡里·纪伯伦——】

Mayhap a funeral among men is a wedding feast among the angels.

也许人间的葬礼正是天界的婚礼。














Oscar Wilde to Constance Lloyd　奥斯卡·王尔德致

康斯坦斯·劳埃德













December 16, 1884


Dear and beloved, here am I and you at the
 Antipodes. O execrable facts, that keep our lips from kissing, though our souls are one. What can I tell you by letter? Alas! Nothing that I would tell you. The message of the gods to each other travel mot by pen and ink and indeed your bodily presence here would not make you more real: for I feel your fingers in my hair, and your cheek brushing mine. The air is full of the music of your voice, my soul and body seem no longer mine, but mingled in some exquisite ecstasy with yours. I feel incomplete without you.


Ever and ever yours



Oscar






【名人小课堂】

奥斯卡·王尔德（Oscar Wilde，1854—1900），19世纪剧作家、诗人、散文家，英国唯美主义运动的倡导者，与萧伯纳齐名为英国才子。他一生写成了9篇童话，每一篇都优秀卓绝，可与安徒生和格林童话论美。代表作《巨人的花园》《快乐王子》《夜莺与玫瑰》等。








我最亲爱的爱人，我在这儿，而你却在地球的另一端。哦，那可恶的现实，让我们虽然灵魂合为一体，却无法相拥而吻。我能对你写些什么呢？唉！什么都不能对你说。书信并不能传递神的音信，事实上，你的肉体出现在这儿才让你变得最为真实：因为我感觉你的手指穿过我的头发，你的脸颊轻触我的脸颊。你声如乐，充满整个空气，我感到灵魂与躯体已不再属于自己，而是心迷神醉地与你的交融。没有你的日子，我感觉自己不再完整。

你永远的

奥斯卡

1884年12月16日





【奥斯卡·王尔德——】

In this world there are only two tragedies. One is not getting what one wants, and the other is getting it.

世界只有两种悲剧：一种是没有得到自己想要的东西
 ，另一种是得到了。














Emily Dickinson to Master 艾米莉·迪金森致马斯特














Dear Master,


I am ill, but grieving more that you are ill, I make my stronger hand work long enough to tell you. I thought perhaps you were in Heaven, and when you spoke again, it seemed quite sweet, and wonderful, and surprised me so—I wish that you were well.

I would that all I love, should be weak no more. The Violets are by my side, the Robin very near, and “Spring”—they say, Who is she—going by the door.

Indeed it is God’s house—and these are gates of Heaven, and to and fro, the angels go, with their sweet postillions—I wish that I were great, like Mr. Michael- Angelo, and could paint for you. You ask me what my flowers said—then they were disobedient—I gave them messages. They said what the lips in the West say, when the sun goes down, and so says the Dawn.

Listen again, Master. I did not tell you that today had been the Sabbath Day.




Each Sabbath on the Sea, makes me count the Sabbaths, till we meet on Shore—and (will the) whether the hills will look as blue as the sailors say. I cannot talk any more (say any longer) tonight (now), for this pain denies me.





【名人小课堂】

艾米莉·伊丽莎白·迪金森（Emily Elizabeth Dickinson，1830—1886），美国传奇诗人，与同时代的惠特曼一同被奉为美国最伟大的诗人。有生之年作品未得到认可，死后近70年才得到文学界关注，后被现代派诗人追奉为先驱。代表作《我一直在爱》《这是鸟儿们回来的日子》《狂野的夜》等。










亲爱的马斯特：


我病了，但你生病的消息让我更加痛苦，我的手有了点力气，于是用尽全力给你写信。我想你大概在天堂吧，假如你还会给我写信，那该有多么甜蜜，多么美妙，多么惊喜——所以，我希望你安然无恙。

我愿我所爱之人从此坚强，不再虚弱。紫罗兰在我身旁绽放，知更鸟也紧紧相随，然后“春天”——它们说是她——从门前走过。

事实上，那是上帝的家——而那些就是通往天堂的大门，天使们骑着马儿进进出出——我希望自己是一名大师，如同米开朗琪罗，那样就可以为你画出这一切。你问，我的花儿们都说了些什么——它们可真不乖——我可是让它们捎了信儿。它们所说，便是自然之语，花开花谢，日出日落。




继续听我说，马斯特。我可没说今天就是安息日
 。

每一个安息日，当你于海面漂浮之时，我都在度日如年，直到我们于岸上相逢——远处的山峰（会不会）是否如水手们说的那么青翠。今晚（此刻），我不能再写（不能多说），疼痛让我无法动笔。





















【艾米莉·迪金森——】

Hope is the thing with feather that perches in the soul.

希望是栖息于灵魂中的一种会飞翔的东西。


















Goethe to Bettina Brentano 歌德致贝婷·布伦塔诺


















Darling,


What can one say and give to you, which is not already is a more beautiful way become your own? One must be silent and give you your way. When an opportunity offers to beg something of you, then one may for his thanks for the much which has unexpectedly been given through the riches of your love, flow in the same stream. That you cherish my mother, I would faint with my whole heart requite you: from yonder a sharp breeze upon me, and now that I know that you are with her, I fell safe and warm.

I do not say to you “come,” I will not have the little bird disturbed from its nest: but the accident would not be unwelcome to me, which should make use of storm and tempest to bring is safely beneath my roof. At any rate, Dearest Bettina, remember that you are on the road to spoil me.





Goethe
 












【名人小课堂】


约翰·沃尔夫冈·歌德
 （Johann Wolfgang von Goethe，1749—1832），最伟大的德国作家之一，科学家、文艺理论家和政治人物，魏玛的古典主义最著名的代表人物。其作品包括戏剧、诗歌和散文，代表作《少年维特之烦恼》《普罗米修斯》《浮士德》等。


























亲爱的：


还能对你说什么呢？又能给你什么呢？无论说什么，无论做什么，也都及不上你完美的付出。我只能默默不言，任你一味给予。若是要我向你请求，请让我的感激之情伴随你充沛的爱之激流一同向前。你悉心照料我的母亲，我会用真心致以报答；远处吹来一阵凉风，打在了我的脸庞，可我却感到温暖安详，因为我知道有你陪在母亲身旁。

我不会对你说“来吧”，我怕会惊扰巢中的小鸟；可若是你穿越狂风暴雨，惊现在我的屋檐之下，我自然不胜欢迎。无论如何，最亲爱的贝婷，要知道，你正把我宠坏呢。




歌德





















【歌德——】

If it’s a rose, it will bloom sooner or later.

只要是玫瑰，它总会开花。


















Bettina Brentano to Goethe 贝婷·布伦塔诺致歌德














Dear Goethe,


You know my heart; you know that all there is desire, thought, boding and longing; you live among spirits, and they give you divine wisdom. You must nourish me; you give all that in advance, which I do not understand to ask for. My mind has a small embrace, my love a large one; you must bring them to a balance. Love cannot be quite till the mind matches its growth; you are matched to my love; you are friendly, kind, and indulgent; let me know when my heart is off the balance. I understand your silent signs.

A look from your eyes into mine, a kiss from you upon my lips, instructs me in all, what might seem delightful to learn, to one who like me, had experience from those. I am far from you; mine are become strange to me. I must ever return in thought to that hour when you hold me in the soft fold of your arm. Then I begin to weep, but the tears dry again unawares. Yes, he reaches with his love (thus I think) over to me in this concealed stillness; and should not I, with my eternal undisturbed loving, reach to him in the distance? Ah, conceive what my heart has to say to you; it overflows with soft sighs all whisper to you. Be my only happiness on earth your friendly will to me. Oh, dear friend, give me but a sign that you are conscious of me.





Yours Forever



Bettina
 

















亲爱的歌德：


你明白我的心意；你知道我的心里满是渴望、念想、期待与希冀；你活在神明的世界里，他们赐予你神圣的智慧。你一定要滋养我的心灵；你将一切提前给了我，那些，我甚至都还不懂得如何向你索求。我的思维才有了小小的进展，而我的爱就已经向前跨出了一大步；你可一定要让他们均衡发展。思维跟上了增长的节奏，爱才能够稳定；你跟上了我爱的节奏；你友好、善良，宽厚仁爱；当我的爱失去平衡，请告诉我。我会明白你无声的暗示。

你那深情凝望我的目光，和你印在我双唇上的热吻，向我表明了一切，对于我这样的人来说，值得高兴的就是，这一切让我懂得了更多
 。我与你相隔甚远，我的凝望和吻，也已经尘封太久，变得陌生。我定会想起往日，你将我拥入温柔的怀抱。想到这里，我便潸然泪下，可不知不觉，眼泪又风干了。是的，在这幽静的时刻，他满怀爱意（我是这么想的）来到我的身旁，难道我不该带着我一生不灭的渴望，去到远方他的身旁？啊，我的心会对你说些什么呢，它会向你吐露一阵又一阵温柔叹息和细碎私语。你对我的友爱是我世间唯一的快乐之源。哦，亲爱的朋友，只需给我一个暗示，让我知道，你心中有我。




你永远的

贝婷












































Shelley to Marie Godwin 雪莱致玛丽·戈德温

















Sunday morning, Aug. 23rd, 1818


My dearest Mary,


We arrived here last night at twelve o’clock, and it is now before breakfast the next morning. I can of course tell you nothing of the future, and though I shall not close this letter till post time, yet I do not know exactly when that is. Yet, if you are still very impatient, look along the letter, and you will see another date, when I may have something to relate…Well, but the time presses. I am now going to the banker’s to send you money for the journey, which I shall address to you at Florence, Post Office. Pray come instantly to Este, where I shall be waiting in the utmost anxiety for your arrival. You can pack up directly you get this letter, and employ the next day on that…I have been obliged to decide on all these questions without you.

I have done for the best—and, my own beloved Mary, you must soon come and scold me, if I have done wrong, and kiss me, if I have done right, for I am sure I don’t know which—and it is only the event that can show. We shall at least be saved the trouble of introductions, and have formed acquaintances with a lady who is so good, so beautiful, so angelically mild, that were she as wise too she would be quite a—Her eyes are like a reflection of yours. Her manners are like yours when you know and like a person.




Do you know, dearest, how this letter was written? By scrap and patches and interrupted every minute. The gondola is now coming to take me to the banker’s. Este is a little place and the house found without difficulty. I shall count four days for this letter, one day for packing, four for coming here—and the ninth or tenth day we shall meet.

I am too late for the post, but I send an express to overtake it. Enclosed is an order for fifty pounds. If you knew all that I have to do! Dearest love, be well, be happy, come to me. Confide in your own constant and affectionate.

Kiss the blue eyed darlings for me, and do not let William forget me. Clara cannot recollect me.








【名人小课堂】

波西·比希·雪莱（Percy Bysshe Shelley，1792—1822），英国浪漫主义诗人。出身乡村地主家庭，20岁入牛津大学，因写反宗教的哲学论文被学校开除。后参加爱尔兰民族民主运动，被迫于1818年流亡意大利。1822年渡海遇风暴，不幸因船沉溺死。其作品热情而富有哲理，诗风自由不羁。代表作《西风颂》《解放了的普罗米修斯》等。


























我最亲爱的玛丽：


我们于昨夜12点就来到这里，此刻已是第二天早餐前。关于未来我什么也不能对你说，尽管在将这封信寄出去之前我都舍不得合上它，可我却不知它何时才能送到。若你还不耐烦，就往下看这封信吧，你会看到另一个日期
 ，那时，我有些话要对你说。啊……时间来不及了。我还要到邮局给你寄旅程的路费，寄到佛罗伦萨邮局。请即刻就到埃斯来，我心急如焚地等着你的到来。你一收到信就可准备行李了，第二天就可以……你不在，我只能自行决定了。

我已经竭尽全力——我亲爱的玛丽，你一定要快快赶来，要是我做得不对，你就责备我，要是我做得对，你就亲吻我，因为我确实不知道这样做对不对——你来看看就知道了。我们至少可免于相互介绍的麻烦，而且我们结实了一位女士，她人很好，也很美丽，还和天使一样温柔，倘若她也还聪慧的话，那么她简直就是——她的双眼如你一样光亮，她的仪态也像你认识并喜欢一个人时那样。




亲爱的，你知道我是怎么写完这封信的吗？三言两语拼凑而成，还总是被人打断。小船这会儿就来接我去银行了。埃斯是个小地方，要找房子非常容易。我数了一下，这封信寄到需要四天，你花一天时间打包，再用四天来到这儿——再过九天或十天我们可以见面了。

我来得太迟，邮车已经开走，可我用快递赶上了。信封里装着一张五十英镑的汇票。真希望你明白我的一番苦心！亲爱的，要安全地、开心地来到我的身边
 。我相信你对我深情不渝。

代我亲吻我那蓝眼睛宝贝，可别让威廉忘记我。克莱拉倒是不记得我了。

1818年8月23日，星期天早上




















【雪莱——】

If winter comes, can spring be far behind?

冬天来了，春天还会远吗？


















Robert Browning to Elizabeth Barrett 罗伯特·勃朗宁致

伊丽莎白·芭蕾特













January 10th, 1845


Dear Miss Barrett,


I love your verses with all my heart, dear Miss Barrett,—and this is no off hand complimentary letter that I shall write,—whatever else, no prompt matter of course recognition of your genius, and there a graceful and natural end of the thing.

Since the day last week when I first read your poems, I quite laugh to remember how I have been turning and turning again in my mind what I should be able to tell you of their effect upon me, for in the first flush of delight I thought I would this once get out of my habit of purely passive enjoyment, when I do really enjoy, and thoroughly justify my admiration—perhaps even, as a loyal fellow craftsman should, try and find fault and do you some little good to be proud of hereafter!—but nothing comes of it all—so into me has it gone, and part of me has it become, this great living poetry of yours, not a flower of which but took root and grew—Oh, how different that is from lying to be dried and pressed flat, and prized highly, and put in a book with a proper account at top and bottom, and shut up and put away…and the book called a “Flora”, besides!




After all, I need not give up the thought of doing that, too, in time, because even now, talking with whoever is worthy, I can give a reason for my faith in one and another excellence, the fresh strange music, the affluent language, the exquisite pathos and true new brave thought; but in this addressing myself to you—your ownself, and for the first time, my feeling rises altogether.

I do, as I say, love these books with my heart and I love you too. Do you know I was once not very far from seeing—really seeing you? Mr. Kenyon said to me one morning “Would you like to see Miss Barrett?” then he went to announce me,—then he returned…you were too unwell, and now it is years ago, and I feel as at some untoward passage in my travels, as if I had been close, so close, to some world’s—wonder in chapel or crypt, only a screen to push and I might have entered, but there was some slight, so it now seems, slight and just sufficient bar to admission, and the half opened door shut, and I went home my thousands of miles, and the sight was never to be?




Well, these Poems were to be, and this true thankful joy and pride with which I feel myself.


Yours ever faithfully,



Robert Browning






【名人小课堂】

罗伯特·勃朗宁（Robert Browning，1812—1889），19世纪英国著名诗人。一生写了大量戏剧和诗歌，代表作有《巴拉塞尔七》《斯特拉福》《比芭走过》等诗剧。他对英语诗歌形式最大的贡献就是“戏剧独白”这一体裁，这种诗通过主人公的自白来表现戏剧场面以及人物的命运。




















亲爱的巴雷特小姐：


我真心喜欢你的诗歌，亲爱的巴雷特小姐，——这可不是我信手拈来的恭维之辞，——不管怎样，我并非顺势对你的才华表示赏识，然后冠冕而又不失谄媚地结束这封信。




上星期，第一次读到你的诗歌，自此，我便在头脑中反复琢磨，琢磨着怎样才能向你表达它们于我的影响，思及此，仍不免一阵傻笑。带着第一阵欢愉，我想我此次可以一反纯粹被动欣赏的常态，转而真正彻底地去领会——或许还会像恪尽职守的同行那样，找出些错误，期望对你有所帮助，这样也可满足我的虚荣啊！——可我却什么也没找到——它走进我的心里，成为我心中的一部分，你这伟大而生动的诗歌
 ，就是一朵鲜花，在我心中生根发芽——哦，从被风干，被压平，再被高度赞美，然后被放进一本两端加注的书里，再被合拢，到被搁置……这一切经历是多么不同，而且，这还是一本名为《花之女神》的书！

别忘了，我也不必放弃这样做的想法，我迟早会这样做，因为即便现在，当我与情投意合的人交谈时，对一件又一件优秀的作品，我总能说出欣赏它们的理由。那新颖奇妙的韵律、流畅的语言、细腻婉转的手法，以及创新大胆的真切想象；而此刻，我却是在跟你——你本人交流，这是生平第一次，我的感觉一并冒了出来。

是的，正如我之前所说，我是真心喜欢这些书，而且我也真的爱你。知道吗，有一次，我差一点就能看见你——是真的看见你？一天早上，凯尼恩先生问我：“您想见见芭蕾特小姐吗？”说完他就进去通报，——过一会儿，他回来了……但你身体欠佳。如今数年已过，我感觉当年的自己是走在一条崎岖的旅途之上，距离一个——在教堂或地窖里的——旷世奇遇已经非常、非常近了，而我只需拨开门帘即可进去
 。可就差那么一点点，如今看来，小小的门闩就足以阻挡我的进入，半开的门关上了，我只好回到千里之外的居室。我真的不能见你一面吗？




读了你的诗，我感到一阵感激之情的欢愉和骄傲。

你永远忠诚的，

罗伯特·勃朗宁

1845年1月10日





















【罗伯特·勃朗宁——】

Grow old along with me! The best is yet to be.

和我一起慢慢变老吧！最好的日子还在后头。






































Chapter 2 那些深沉静谧的柔怀













Absence to love is what wind is to fire. It extinguishes the small; it inflames the great.









离别之于爱情好比风之于火，它能将小火熄灭，使大火熊熊燃烧。


















Napoleon Bonaparte to Josephine 拿破仑·波拿巴致约瑟芬













I have not spent a day without loving you; I have not spent a night without embracing you; I have not so much as drunk a single cup of tea without cursing the pride and ambition which force me to remain separated from the moving spirit of my life.

In the midst of my duties, whether I am at the head of my army or inspecting the camps, my beloved Josephine stands alone in my heart, occupies my mind, fills my thoughts.

If I am moving away from you with the speed of the Rhone torrent, it is only that I may see you again more quickly.

If I rise to work in the middle of the night, it is because this may hasten by a matter of days the arrival of my sweet love.

Yet in your letter of the 23rd, and 26th. Ventose, you call me vous. Vous yourself! Ah! Wretch, how could you have written this letter? How cold it is? And then there are those four days between the 23rd, and the 26th; what were you doing that you failed to write to your husband?




Ah, my love, that vous, those four days made me long for my former indifference. Woe to the person responsible! May he as punishment and penalty, experience what my convictions and the evidence would make me experience! Hell has no torments great enough! Nor do the Furies have serpents enouth! Vous! Vous! Ah! How will things stand in two weeks...My spirit is heavy; my heart is fettered and I am terrified by my fantasies...

You love me less; but you will get over the loss. One day you will love me no longer; at least tell me; then I shall know how I have come to deserve this misfortune. Farewell, my wife: the torment, joy, hope and moving which draw me close to Nature, and with violent impulses as tumultuous as thunder. I ask of you neither eternal love, nor fidelity, but simply...truth, unlimited honesty.

The day when you say “I love you less”, will mark the end of my love and the last day of my life. If my heart were base enough to love without being loved in return I would tear it to pieces. Josephine! Josephine! Remember what I have sometimes said to you: Natures has endowed me with a virile and decisive character. It has built yours out of lace and gossamer. Have you ceased to love me?




Forgive me, love of my life, my soul is racked by conflicting forces. My heart obsessed by you, is full of fears which prostrate me with misery...I am distressed not to be calling you by name. I shall wait for you to write it.

Farewell! Ah! If you love me less you can never have loved me. In that case I shall truly be pitiable.


 
 Bonaparte
 









P.S. The war this year has changed beyond recognition. I have had meat, bread and fodder
 distributed; my armed cavalry will soon be on the march. My soldiers are showing inexpressible confidence in me; you alone are a source of chagrin to me; you alone are the joy and torment of my life. I send a kiss to your children, whom you do not mention. By God! If you did, your letters would be half as long again. Then visitors at ten o’clock in the morning would not have the pleasure of seeing you. Woman!





【名人小课堂】




拿破仑·波拿巴（Napoleon Bonaparte，1769—1821），法国近代军事家、政治家，欧洲历史上最伟大的四大军事统帅之一。法兰西共和国第一执政（1799—1804），法兰西第一帝国皇帝（1804—1814），意大利国王，莱茵联邦保护人，瑞士联邦仲裁者。1821年病逝，1840年尸骨被迎回巴黎隆重安葬在塞纳河畔。





















我的爱日日相随；我的拥抱夜夜相伴；哪怕只有一盏茶的时间，我都未停止咒骂我的骄傲和野心，只因它们迫使我与生命之源动天各一方。

游走于沙场，无论领队前行，还是视察军营，我亲爱的约瑟芬都自立于我心，占据我的意识，充斥我的思想。

若我以罗纳河奔流之速离你而去，只为能与你更早重逢。

若我挑灯夜战，只为盼你快快到来。

可是，在风月23日和26日的来信中[1]
 ，你称呼我为您。你才是您！啊！坏蛋，你怎能这样写？多么生分？那在23日到26日这四天；你都在做什么呢，竟没有给你丈夫写信？




呵，我的爱人呀，你所谓的您，以及那四天的空白，让我怀念起我过去的冷漠。有罪之人该要苦恼了！愿他遭受惩罚，去承受我曾施以的感受，而事实也会让我去承受！地狱的煎熬不够！复仇女神的蟒蛇不够！您！您！啊！两周之后又将怎样……我神凝重；我心羁绊，想象令我胆颤……

你爱我不如往昔；但你终将克服我的离去。某天你将不再爱我；至少告之于我；我好知道要如何去承受这应得的罪逆。再见，我的爱人：痛苦与欢乐、希望与感动，驱使我临近自然，脉搏狂暴如雷电。我不愿你爱我永恒，亦非要你忠贞不渝，但求……真相，这极大的坦诚。

你说“我爱你不如往昔”之日，便是我们爱情终结之时，也是我的生命最后之刻。倘若我心之坚，以至爱而不求回报，我只会撕之粉碎。约瑟芬！约瑟芬！你可曾记得我时而说起：自然赐我以勇猛果决的个性。而你的个性是由蕾丝与蛛丝织成。你已停止爱我了吗？

原谅我，我生命之爱，我的灵魂备受矛盾的折磨。我心被你缠绕，满是惶恐，让我卧倒于伤痛之间……无奈我不能直呼你的名字[2]
 。我等你将它写下。










Josephine to Napoleon 约瑟芬致拿破仑













April 1810

A thousand, thousand tender thanks for not having forgotten me. My son has just brought me your letter. With what ardor I read it and yet it has taken a deal of time, because there is not a word which has not made me weep; but those tears were very sweet! I have recovered my heart entirely, and such as it will always be; there are feelings which are life itself, and which may not end but with life.

I am in despair that my letter of the 19th should have displeased you. I do not entirely recall the wording, but I know what very painful feeling had dictated it. It was grief at not having a word from you.

I wrote you on leaving Malmaison, and how many times thereafter did I wish to write! But I felt the reasons for your silence, and I feared to seem importunate by writing. Your letter has been a balm to me. Be happy; be as happy as you deserve; it is my whole heart that speaks. You have given me my share, too, of happiness, and a share very keenly felt; nothing else can have for me the value of a token of remembrance.




Adieu, my friend, I thank you as tenderly as I shall love you always.


Josephine










【名人小课堂】

玛莉·约瑟芬（Marie Josephine，1763—1814），拿破仑一世的第一位皇后（1804—1809）。1809年拿破仑怀疑约瑟芬不能再生育，取消与她的婚约。约瑟芬离婚后独居马尔梅松。约瑟芬去世前四年对拿破仑始终怀有感情，本信即她重申对拿破仑别后的情感。













给你一千次，一千次温柔的感谢，只因你不曾忘记我。我的儿子刚刚带来你的信。我带着无尚的热忱来读它，可还是花了好长时间，因为你信中的每一个字都能让我潸然泪下；可那却是甜蜜的泪水！我的心已经完全清醒，一如往常；我有了一些对生活的感触
 ，它们与生活同在，永不消失。

我19号写的信让你不高兴了吧，为此我也很难过。我已不能完全想起自己在信中说的话，可我知道是何等痛苦的感受支配着它。你一句话都没回我，真让人痛苦。




我是在离开马迈松的途中写下了这封信，此后，多少次，我都想给你写信！可我也明白你不回信的原因，我害怕给你写信，那样就好像在胡搅蛮缠。你的信终于让我安心。你要快乐；你本该是快乐的；我的话，都是出自真心。你已与我分享了你的幸福，那热情洋溢的幸福；于我，再没什么能比回忆往昔更为珍贵。

再见了，我的朋友，请接受我温柔的谢意，就像我一如既往的爱。

约瑟芬

1810年4月






















Napoleon to Marie Walewska　拿破仑致玛丽·瓦列斯卡

伯爵夫人









Marie, my sweet Marie, my first thought is of you, my first desire is to see you again.

You will come again, won’t you? You promised you would.

If you don’t, the eagle will fly to you! I shall see you at dinner—our friend tells me so.

I want you to accept this bouquet: I want it to be a secret link, setting up a private understanding between us in the midst of the surrounding crowd.

We shall be able to share our thoughts, though all the world is looking on.

When my hand presses my heart, you will know that I am thinking of no one but you; and when you press your bouquet, I shall have your answer back!

Love me, my pretty one, and hold your bouquet tight!


Napoleon





玛丽啊，我亲爱的玛丽，我头脑中第一个想到的就是你，再见你，是我最大的心愿。

你会来的，对吗？你说过你会来。

若你不来，雄鹰也会飞到你的身旁！我会在宴会上见到你——我们的朋友是这么对我说的。

我希望你接受这次宴请：我希望这是我们之间的秘密联接，我们在喧嚷的人群之中建立一种秘密的相知。

我们能够分享彼此的心事，即便全世界都在目睹也不在乎。

当我把手放在胸口，你要知道那是我在想你，只是想你；若是你拿着花束，我便知道那是你在回应我的爱！

爱我吧，我美丽的人儿，紧握你手中的花束！

拿破仑





【拿破仑——】

The man who has made up his mind to win will never say “impossible”.

心系胜利之人从来不说“不可能”。
























Ronald Reagan to Nancy 罗纳德·里根致南希













Feb. 14, 1960


Darling Mommie Poo,


Feb.14 may be the date they observe and call Valentine’s Day but that is for people of only ordinary luck.

I happen to have a “Valentine Life” which started on March 4, 1952 and will continue as long as I have you.

Therefore realizing the importance of this to me, will you be my Valentine from now on and for ever and ever? Ya see my choice is limited, a Valentine Life or no life because I love you very much.


Pappa






【名人小课堂】

罗纳德·威尔逊·里根（Ronald Wilson Reagan，1911—2004），美国政治家，第33任加利福尼亚州州长，第40任总统。步入政坛前，曾担任运动广播员、救生员、报社专栏作家、电影演员和励志讲师，其演说技艺高超，且极具说服力，被媒体誉为“伟大的沟通者”，并被美国在线探索频道评为“最伟大的美国人”。









亲爱的莫尼·普：


人们把2月14日奉为情人节，可在我眼里，只有运气平平之人才那么做。

而我，从1952年3月4日便已幸运地过上了
 “情人生活”，如果你一直在我身边，我还会永远过着这种生活。

你已经知道这对我有多么重要了，你愿意从此刻开始，做我的情人，直到天荒地老吗？你也知道，我的选择只有两种，要么做一生的情人，要么就不要生命，因为我是用我的生命在爱着你。

帕普

1960年2月14日





【罗纳德·里根——】

I can resist everything except temptation.

除了诱惑我什么都能抵抗。






















Henri Le Grand to Gabrielle 亨利大帝致加布里埃尔













June 16, 1593

I have waited patiently for one whole day without news of you; I have been counting the time. But a second day—I can see no reason for it, unless my servants have grown lazy or been captured by the enemy, for I am too confident of your affection—which is certainly due to me, for my love was never greater, nor my desire more urgent; that is why I repeat this refrain in all my letters: come, come, come, my dear love.

Honor with your presence the man who, if only he were free, would go a thousand miles to throw himself at your feet and never move from there. As for what is happening here, we have drained the water from the moat, but our cannons are not going to be in place until Friday when, God willing, I will dine in town.

The day after you reach Mantes, my sister will arrive at Anet, Where I will have the pleasure of seeing you every day. I am sending you a bouquet of orange blossom that I have just received. I kiss the hands of your sister if she is there, and of my good friend—my sister, and as for you, my dear love, I kiss your feet a million times.




                       





【名人小课堂】

亨利大帝（Henri Le Grand，1553—1610），法国国王（1589—1610）。法国波旁王朝的创建者。原系法国南部纳瓦拉小王国国王，是法国瓦卢瓦王室的远亲。1589年亨利三世遇刺身亡后，他即位为法国国王。亨利大帝原为雨格诺派信徒，为了继承法国王位，改信天主教。1610年在巴黎被刺身亡。













我已静候了整整一天却仍然没有你的消息；真是度日如年。但第二天——我找不到任何其他理由，除非我的仆人偷懒或是被敌人抓获，因为我非常相信你的爱——我是绝对能收到的，因为我的爱从未如此强烈，我的愿望从未如此急切；所以我才会在我所有的信中，不断重复着这样的叠句：来吧，来吧，来吧，我亲爱的人儿。

你的存在是对这个男人的恩赐，只要得了空闲，他就会不辞千里赶来拜倒于你脚下，从此不离不弃。如今，我们已将城壕里的水排干，可大炮要周五才能到位，届时还愿上帝保佑，我将能够进城设宴。




在你抵达曼特斯的第二天，我的姐姐也会到达阿内，我就会在那里，每天与你相见。我正寄给你一束我刚收到的橙花。要是你的姐妹在那儿，我会亲吻她的手背，以及我的好朋友——我的姐妹——的手背，而对你，我的爱人，我要在你的双脚上，落下千百万个吻。

 1593年6月16日





























【亨利大帝——】

To make each of the pan French farmers have a chicken.

要让每个法国农民的锅里都有一只鸡。




















Henry Ⅷ
 to Anne Boleyn 亨利八世致安妮·博林










Myne Sweetheart,



This shall be to advertise you of the great ellingness that I find here since your departing, for I ensure you , me thinketh the Tyme longer since your departing now last than I was wont to do a whole Fortnight; I think your Kindness and my Fervence of Love causeth it, for otherwise I would not thought it possible, that for so little a while it should have grieved me, but now that I am coming toward you, me thinketh my Pains by half released, and also I am right well comforted, insomuch that my Book maketh substantially for my Matter, in writing whereof I have spent above fouir Hours this Day, which caused me now write the shorter Letter to you at this Tyme, because of some Payne in my Head, wishing myself (specially an Evening) in my Sweethearts Armes whose pretty Duckys I trust shortly to kysse. Write with the Hand of him that was, is, and shall be yours by his will
 .


H.R









【名人小课堂】

亨利八世（Henry VIII，1491—1547），英格兰亨利七世次子，都铎王朝第二任国王，1509年4月22日继位，后成为爱尔兰国王。他是一位拥有空前权利的专制君主，使英国最终成为统一集权的近代民族国家。在位期间，英国的社会经济状况、政治体制、文化、思想、宗教各方面都发生了巨大的变化。














亲爱的：


我写这封信是要告诉你，自从你离开以后，我感到寂寥无比，你离开已有两星期之久，这两星期比任何时候的两星期都要漫长；我想，这是因为你善良温柔，而我爱你情有独钟，不然，我也不会相信如此短暂的离别，竟能让我这般辛苦。此刻我正踏上去找你的道路，而我已经发觉痛苦减轻了一半；通过写书，我也得到了巨大的慰藉。今天，我花了四个多小时来写作，头已经开始疼了，所以，此刻我给你写的信也略显简短。多希望自己（尤其是晚上）能躺在我爱人的臂弯，亲吻你这迷人的宝贝儿。出自那个过去、现在和将来都愿意属于你的人之手。

亨利


















Thomas Jefferson to Maria Cosway 托马斯·杰斐逊致

玛利亚·科斯威













Paris, November 29, 1786

My letters which pass through the post office either of this country or of England being all opened, I send through that channel only such as are very indifferent in their nature. This is not the character, my dear Madam, of those I write to you. The breathings of a pure affection would be profaned by the eye of a commis of the post. I am obliged then to wait for private conveyances. I wrote to you so long ago as the 19th of this month by a gentleman who was to go to London immediately. But he is not yet gone. Hence the delay of which you express yourself kindly sensible in yours of the 17th instant. Could I write by the post, I should trouble you too often, for I am never happier than when I commit myself into dialogue with you, though it be but in imagination.

Heaven has submitted our being to some unkind laws. When those charming moments were present which I passed with you, they were clouded with the prospect that I was soon to lose you, and now, when I pass the same moments in review, I recollect nothing but the agreeable passage, and they fill me with regret. Thus, present joys are damped by a consciousness that they are passing from us; and past ones are only the subjects of sorrow and regret. I am determined when you come next not to admit the idea that we are ever to part again. But are you to come again? I dread the answer to this question, and that my poor heart has been duped by the fondness of its wishes. What a triumph for the head! May your heart glow with warm affections, and all of them be gratified! Write to me often. Write affectionately, and freely, as I do to you. Say many kind things, and say them without reserve. They will be food for my soul. Adieu my dear friend!





Th. Jefferson
 








【名人小课堂】

托马斯·杰斐逊（Thomas Jefferson，1743—1826），美国政治家、思想家、哲学家、科学家、教育家，美利坚合众国第三任总统（1801—1809），同时也是《美国独立宣言》主要起草人，为美国的开国元老。与华盛顿、林肯和罗斯福共同被视为美国历史上最杰出的总统之一。












我的信在通过英法的邮局时都被拆开了，以这种渠道寄送的信函都是些无关紧要的内容。我写给你的信内容就不同了，亲爱的小姐。若是被坏人偷看，就会亵渎我们圣洁的爱情。所以，我并没有通过邮寄，而是托专人传达。给你的信我很早就写好了，本打算等到这个月19号，托一位要立刻前往伦敦的先生带给你。可他并没有去。所以你才会在17号给我的信中温和地询问为何我的信姗姗来迟。若是我能通过邮局寄信，我定会时常写信烦扰你，因为和你对话是世间最快乐的事，尽管我们之间的对话都是精神沟通。

上帝让我们人类屈从于一些不合理的规则。以往，和你在一起的美好画面每一次呈现眼前，都被一团阴云包围，暗示着我很快就会失去你，而此刻当我再度回想，所剩只是那些愉快的篇章，它们让我内心充满遗憾。如此一来，现时的欢乐也被挫伤，因为我们意识到它们正在离我们远去；往日的欢乐却徒留悲伤与遗憾。我决心，下一次你再来时，要你答应我不再分开。可是，你还会再来吗？我害怕知道答案，我可怜的心，已经被心之所向蒙蔽。理智真是强大啊！愿上帝保佑你！愿你生命之树常青，愿你生活充满阳光！愿你内心温情洋溢！记得常写信给我。带着你的爱，什么都可以对我说，就像我对你一样。甜言蜜语有无数种，请你无需拘谨，大声说出来吧，它们会成为我灵魂的食粮。再见，我亲爱的朋友！




托马斯·杰斐逊

1786年11月29日于巴黎









【托马斯·杰斐逊——】

I like the dreams of the future better than the history of the past.

相比过去之事，我更爱未来之梦。


















Bismarck to Fraulein von Puttkamer 俾斯麦致

弗洛雷因·冯·普特卡默













February 1, 1847


I have only waited for daylight to write to you,
 my dear heart, and with the light came your little green spidt-lamp to make my lukewarm water see the…After I had spent the morning in useful, rather agreeable correspondence, my resolve was to chat away comfortably through the evening with you, beloved one, as though we were sitting on the sofa in the red drawing-room and with sympathetic attention to my desire, the mail brought your letter for my enjoyment precisely at this gossiping hour…Fortunately, you cannot judge, my heart, in what a mood of dreary dullness I used to re-enter my house after a journey…Ach, God!—and now? What a different view I take of everything; not merely that which concerns you as well, and because it concerns you or will concern you also…by my whole view of life is a new one and I am cheerful and interested even in my work on the dyke and police matters. This change, this new life I owe next to God, to you,” matrès chère, mon adoree Jeanneon”—to you who do not heat me occasionally like an alcohol flame, but work in my heart like warming fire.





Yours schönhausen










【名人小课堂】

奥托·爱德华·利奥波德·冯·俾斯麦（Otto Eduard Leopold von Bismarck，1815—1898），劳恩堡公爵，普鲁士王国首相（1862—1890），德意志帝国首任宰相，人称“铁血宰相”，“德国的建筑师”及“德国的领航员”。19世纪德国最卓越的政治家，是自上而下统一德国（除奥地利）的代表人物。











我就这样等到天明，那时我就可以给你写信了。我心爱的人儿，来自你绿色小灯盏的光芒，在我温热的泪水中映出了……当我在早上处理完一些务实却不愉快的文件之后，决心用整个傍晚来与你畅谈，亲爱的，这好似我们坐在红色客厅的沙发上，就在我们的言谈之间，感谢上苍的垂怜，仆人带回了我望眼欲穿的信，这让我欢欣不已……还好，亲爱的，你不明白，每当我外出归来踏进家门之时，心情是何等低落……啊，上天！——可现在呢？现在，一切都成了另一番模样；你的现在、你的未来，都让我挂心……我的人生观已经彻底改变，即便是对于修筑堤坝和处理警务之类的琐事，我也乐在其中
 。能拥有这些改变、这全新的生活，除了上苍，我最该感谢的就是你，“我最亲爱、最敬爱的珍妮”——你不像那忽而喷发的灼热烈火，却更似温暖我心的不灭火苗。




你的美丽风景

1847年2月1日

















【俾斯麦——】

To youth I have three words of counsel—work, work and work.

我对年轻人的忠告只有三个词——努力，努力，再努力。


















Theodore Roosevelt to Alice Lee　西奥多·罗斯福致艾丽丝·李





















October 17, 1880, Oyster Bay


My Dearest Love,


You are too good to write me so often, when you have so much to do; I hope you are not all tired out with the work. But at any rate you will have two weeks complete rest at Oyster Bay, and then you shall do just as you please in everything. Oh, my darling, I do so hope and pray I can make you happy. I shall try very hard to be as unselfish and sunny tempered as you are, and I shall save you from every care I can. My own true love, you have made my happiness almost too great; and I feel I can do so little for you in return. I worship you so that it seems almost desecration to touch you; and yet when I am with you I can hardly let you a moment out my arms. My purest queen, no man was worthy of your love; but I shall try very hard to deserve it, at least in part. Goodbye, my own heart’s darling.








【名人小课堂】

西奥多·罗斯福（Theodore Roosevelt，1858—1919），美国历史学家、政治家，第26任总统。曾任海军副部长，1900年当选副总统，1901年时年42岁，成为最年轻的美国总统。因成功调停日俄战争获得1906年诺贝尔和平奖，是第一个获得此奖项的美国人。






















我最亲爱的：


你在百忙之中还不忘常给我写信，你的好让我无从表达；我希望工作别把你累着。可不管怎样，你能在忙完之后于奥伊斯特贝整整休息两周，那时你就可以做任何你想做的事了。哦，亲爱的，我希望着、祈祷着自己能让你快乐。我会不懈努力，成为像你一样无私奉献且性情温和的人，我还会给予你最无微不至的关怀。我唯一真挚的爱人，你带给我无尚的快乐，而我却无以回报。我是无比敬奉你，我感觉碰你一下都是一种亵渎，可每当和你在一起时，我却把你抱在怀中，一秒都不让你离开。我最圣洁的女王，你的爱不是凡夫俗子所能企及；但我会穷尽一生努力，做一个值得你爱的男人，至少让你爱上我的一部分。再见了，我唯一的挚爱。




1880年10月17日

于奥伊斯特贝





































【西奥多·罗斯福——】

Optimism is a good characteristic, but if carried to an excess it becomes foolishness.

乐观是一种优秀品质，但过分乐观就成了愚蠢。


















Harry Truman to Bess Wallace　哈里·杜鲁门致贝丝·华莱士
















France, May 5, 1918


Dear Bess,


We work so hard during the week we don’t have time to think of anything but work. Sundays are sure dull though if we don’t get letters to read.

Be sure and write and keep writing and I’ll do the same. We sure appreciate letters and more letters from home. France is France and a grand place for Frenchemen. I don’t blame them for fighting for it and I’m for helping them, but give me America, Missouri, and Jcakson County for mine with the finest girl in the world at the country seat. French girls are pretty and chic but they can not hold a candle to American girls. Every man in this room agrees with me too. It’s raining today for a change after starting out with a grand sunrise and a fine morning. We’ve seen the sun about four days since we’ve been in France. The weather doesn’t bother us much, but I’ll bet a Frenchman would suffocate if he got into a heated room. They’ve never warm from September to June. They thrive on it though. Be sure and write to me much and often, for I can always put in another week happily if I get at least one letter. The more, the better. I’m sure crazy to see you.








【名人小课堂】

哈里·杜鲁门（Harry Truman，1884—1972），美国民主党政治家，第34任副总统
 。1947年提出“杜鲁门主义”，1948年批准以扶植欧洲为目的的“马歇尔计划”，1953年解甲归田，1972年12月26日在堪萨斯城病故。著有回忆录两卷《决定的年代》《试验和希望的年代》和《公民先生》。










亲爱的贝丝：


上班时间工作太忙，我们什么也来不及想，除了工作还是工作。可即便到了星期天，一旦无信可读，定也无聊至极。

你一定要写信给我，还要坚持写，我也一样。我们都翘盼着收到家书
 ，越多越好。法兰西就是法兰西，是法国人的地盘。我并非怨他们为卫国而战，我还在帮助他们，我要的只是我的祖国，我的密苏里州，我的杰克逊县，那是世间最好的女孩儿所在的地方。法国女孩儿漂亮又时髦，可她们远不及美国女孩儿。这里的男人们都同意这一点。今早我们出发时还是阳光明媚，可天气急转直下，竟飘起雨来。自打来到了法国，只有四天是晴好天气。天气对我们并没多大影响，可我敢打赌的是，法国人一走进暖热的房间就会呼吸困难。从九月到来年六月，他们都不曾暖和。可他们就喜欢那样的天气。一定要常写信给我，因为只要每周能收到你的信，哪怕至少一封，我都会高高兴兴地投入到下一周的战斗里。记得，越多越好。我想见你近乎痴狂。




1918年5月5日

写于法兰西

















【杜鲁门——】

The only thing new in the world is the history you do not know.

世界上唯一的新闻，就是你不知道的历史。


















James Polk to Sarah Polk 詹姆斯·波尔克致莎拉·波尔克
















Washington City July 12, 1847


My Dear Wife,


I wrote you on yesterday and after closing my day’s labourwrite again tonight, not that I have anything of interest to communicate, but to comply with my promise and to let you know how much I miss you in the White House. When I went down to breakfast this morning none of the family appeared. They are all fine-sleepers except Wm. Polk’s wife who is an early riser. I asked Henry, if he had notified them. He answered, yes sir, but things were a heap straighter when Miss Sarah was here, and so I thought. I gave a small dinner party to William’s wife today. It consisted of Mr. Buchanan, Mr. and Mrs. Mason, Mr. and Mrs. Marcy, Mr. and Mrs. Graham, Senator Downs of Louisiana and two young ladies who came with him, Judge Wadswroth of N. York, and one or two other gentlemen. The dinner was well got up. Bauman you know would attend to that.




The weather is extremely warm, and I fear you will have a disagreeable journey on you return.


Your affectionate husband



James K. Polk










【名人小课堂】

詹姆斯·诺克斯·波尔克（James Knox Polk，1795—1849），第11任美国总统（1845—1849）。曾任众议院议长及田纳西州州长。本人为安德鲁·杰克逊的忠实信奉者，有“小山核桃”之称。被历史学家评为美国最勤奋、最有效率的总统。














我亲爱的妻子：


我那天给你写过信，今天的工作完结之后，我又立刻给你写信。今晚，并没有什么新鲜事要和你讲，只是我答应过要给你写信，要让你知道，在这白宫里，我对你有多么思念。今早我下楼用餐，家里人都还没起床，他们都是懒虫，只有威廉·波克尔的妻子喜欢早起。我问亨利是否叫过他们起床吃早餐。他回答说，是的，先生，要是莎拉小姐在，事情就不会这么麻烦了，我想也是。今天，我为威廉的妻子举办了一次小小的餐宴，来宾有布坎南先生、梅森夫妇、马斯夫妇、格雷厄姆夫妇以及路易斯安那州的参议员道恩斯，还有随同他一起来的两位年轻小姐、来自纽约的沃兹沃斯法官以及另外一两位先生。餐宴进行得很顺利。你知道的，鲍曼也会来。




气温极其暖和，我担心你回来时会不适应。

爱你的丈夫

詹姆斯·K·波尔克

1847年7月12日写于华盛顿





















【詹姆斯·波尔克——】

Reading without reflecting is like eating without digesting.

读书不思考等于吃饭不消化。



























Andrew Jackson to Rachel Jackson
 安德鲁·杰克逊致

蕾切尔·杰克逊














My dearest Heart,


It is with the greatest pleasure I sit down to write you. Though I an absent my heart rests with you. With what pleasing hopes I view the future period when I shall be restored to your arms there to spend my days in domestic sweetness with you the dear companion of my life, never to be separated from you again during this transitory and fluctuating life. I mean to retirement, which is my only ambition and ultimate wish.

I have this moment finished my business here which I have got in good train and hope to wind it up this tour, and will leave this tomorrow morning for Jonesborough when I hope to finish it. And though it is now half after ten o’clock, could not think of going to bed without writing you. May you be blessed with health. May the Goddess of Slumber every evening light on your eyebrows and gently lull you to sleep, and conduct you through night with pleasing thoughts and pleasant dreams. Could I only know you were contented and enjoyed peace of mind, what satisfaction it would afford me whilest traveling the loanly and tiresome road. It would relieve my anxious breast and shorten the way—May the great “I am” bless and protect you until that happy and wished for moment arrives when I am restored to your sweet embrace which is the nightly prayer of your affectionate husband—





Andrew Jackson
 








P.S. My compliments to my good old mother Mrs. Donelson, that best of friends. Tell her with what pain I reflect upon leaving home without shaking her by the hand and asking her blessing.









【名人小课堂】

安德鲁·杰克逊（Andrew Jackson，1767—1845），美国第七任总统（1829—1837）。首任佛罗里达州州长、新奥尔良之役战争英雄、民主党创建者之一，杰克逊式民主因他而得名。因手段强硬而出名，绰号“老山胡桃”及“印第安人杀手”。被美国专家学者评为美国最杰出的十位总统之一。











我的宝贝儿：


我最快乐的事莫过于坐下来给你写信。尽管我不在你身边，可我的心早已栖息在你的身旁。我憧憬着美好的将来，那时我便可徜徉在你的怀抱，与你相伴今生的甜蜜；世事沉浮，生命有如昙花一现，此生我再也不愿与你分开
 。我是说，我会从公众生活中隐退，那就是我唯一的夙愿。

此刻，我在这儿完成我的工作，对此，我已接受过良好的训练，我希望这一次就能完成，明天一早我就会前往琼斯伯勒去完成它。尽管此刻已经十点半了，可不给你写信我就会睡不着。愿你身体健康。愿睡神轻轻坠落在你眉梢，温柔地哄你入睡，然后将你带进甜蜜的思绪和美好的梦境里。在这孤独无趣的征途上，若能得知你内心安然惬意，便是对我无尚的慰藉。这样我便心胸释然，这样，冗长的分别之期也好似缩短——愿“我安好”保佑你、保护你，直到那美好时刻的降临，那时我便回到你的怀抱，深爱你的丈夫日夜祈祷这一刻快快来临——

安德鲁·杰克逊





另，还请代我向老岳母多纳尔森问安，她可是我最好的朋友。告诉她我临走都来不及和她告别，心中难免凄然，望她安好。
























Grover Cleveland to Frances Folsom Cleveland 格罗佛·克利夫兰致


弗朗西斯·弗尔萨姆·克利夫兰

















Darling,


I received the enclosed today and hope you will dispose of it. You perhaps know that I do not dance very well.

Fairchild dined with me tonight. He came some time before dinner and stayed a good while after, but I enjoyed his visit very much and walked down with him as far 30th Street. This is the first time I have been out of the house in two days except to step into the Commanders last evening.

I have tried to work today but succeeded very indifferently as I have had a good many calls.

I feel kind of worthless tonight and since it is past twelve think, I will go to bed. I’ve taken to a great habit of dreaming lately and most every night I dream of you.




I love you dearly and want to see you very much. Kiss our darling child for me and give my love to your mother.


Yours fondly Grover Cleveland








【名人小课堂】

史蒂芬·格罗弗·克利夫兰（Stephen Grover Cleveland，1837—1908），美国政治家，第22和24任美国总统，内战后第一个当选总统的民主党人，也是美国史上唯一担任了非连任的两届总统。在他任期内，自由女神像在纽约市竖立。
























亲爱的：


我今天收到了你的邀请，可是我希望你还是取消了吧。你也许知道，我舞跳得不怎么好。

今晚，小家伙来陪我吃了晚餐
 。他晚餐前就来了，之后又待了好一会儿，他来看我让我感到非常高兴，还陪他一起走到了三十大街。除了昨夜去了一趟司令部之外，这还是我两天以来第一次走出家门这么远。




我今天也试着好好工作，可并不非常顺利，因为不少人打来电话，不停地打断我。

我感觉今夜又被虚度，夜已过半，我想我该睡觉了。最近我老是做梦，几乎每晚都会梦到你。

我爱你一往情深，想见你迫不及待。代我亲吻我们的爱子，也向你母亲转达我的问候。

你深爱的格罗弗·克利夫兰













【克利夫兰——】

In our efforts to adjust differences of opinion we should be free from intolerance of passion, and our judgements should be unmoved by alluring phrases and unvexed by selfish interests.

在我们努力协调意见的分歧时，应当抛弃偏执与意气用事；我们的判断不应当被花言巧语蒙骗，也不应被个人私利扰乱。
































Franklin Pierce to Jane Pierce　富兰克林·皮尔斯致简·皮尔斯
















Boston Saturday Evening, December 1846


My dearest Janie,


Your letter came today by express. I cannot trust myself to talk of the departure. My heart is with my own dear wife and boy and will ever be wherever duty may lead my steps. I shall be ready to leave on Monday, but it is quite possible that I may not go to Newport before Tuesday or purchases for myself and Major Sally who has had no opportunity to return from Newport and will sail on Monday. I have seen Robert but have been too much occupied to call on other friends. I shall write you direct from Newport. Kiss dear Benny, give my kindest regard to Miss Carroll.

And believe me ever with devoted affection your own Franklin.





【名人小课堂】




富兰克林·皮尔斯（Franklin Pierce，1804—1869），美国科学家、物理学家、发明家、政治家、社会活动家。美国第14任总统（1853—1857）。皮尔斯是美国民主党总统，而且是第一位出生于19世纪的美国总统。


















我最亲爱的简：


邮车今早送来了你的信。我无法开口话离别。我的内心永远深系我亲爱的妻儿，我的步伐任由使命的驱遣。星期一我就要作好出发的准备，因此，很可能在星期二之前都到不了纽波特。我为自己和沙利少校购置了些物品，他星期一就得出发，来不及从纽波特返回。我见到了罗伯特，可是由于军务繁忙，没来得及拜访其他的朋友。我一到纽波特就会给你写信。将我的吻转达给亲爱的本尼，也代我向卡洛儿小姐致以亲切的问候。

相信我，你的弗兰克林永远深爱着你。

1846年12月星期六晚，写于波士顿


















Woodrow Wilson to Edith Boling　伍德罗·威尔逊致伊迪斯·博灵
















The White House

21 June, 1915

Monday morning


My Beloved, My Beloved,


What shall I say to you this morning? Here I sit at my desk; the hour is the same that finds me every morning pouring my heart out to you,—but, oh, the difference! The house is empty. The town is empty. My Sweetheart, my darting is gone, and I sit here with a longing at my heart which I can hardly endure. But I have just read that tender, that wonderful good-bye letter you handed me last night and my eyes are still dim with the tears it brought into them, tears of deep and exquisite happiness because of your love. The letter is a vision of yourself, my lovely darling and it has brought me what you always bring me—what you brought me last night. I loved your gayety then, sweetheart. I understood it. I felt the keen charm of it. I struggled to free myself and share it. And then, seeing, as you always do, what I was suffering, what I needed, you turned to me with a tenderness and love which are surely the most winning and adorable any man was ever permitted to see, and the weight was lifted from my heart, I lived again, and was inexpressibly happy. And I am happy this morning, my sweet one, in spite of the lump in my throat. For this wonderful love you have given me fills all the world with peace for me, fills the otherwise empty house with your presence, fills my heart and all my thoughts and makes me proof against weakness, proof against real sadness, even now. I am complete in you, and nothing can really hurt me while you love me. I know, to use your own dear words, that I am not alone, that your spirit is near me all the while, and that I have but to whisper to summon it. My heart will turn to you every minute for that sweet comfort. I wonder if the people about me here will realize that I am not really here at all—that my thoughts are away. For they will be. Where you are will always henceforth he where I am, in heart and thought and spirit. And being with you will be life and joy to me always. Don’t think, dearest, that you did nothing to help me when I talked of the chairmanship—you did everything. You comprehended and sympathized and were the true comrade of all my thoughts. You were my own incomparable mate, who have completed my strength by your love and brought every perfect blessing to your own.







Woodrow
 








P.S. When you are shopping, buy for Helen
 something she wants—for me—please.





【名人小课堂】

托马斯·伍德罗·威尔逊（Thomas Woodrow Wilson，1856—1924），美国第28任总统。迄今为止，他是唯一拥有哲学博士头衔的美国总统，也是唯一一名任总统前曾在新泽西州担任公职的美国总统。他曾先后任普林斯顿大学校长，新泽西州州长等职。














亲爱的，我亲爱的：


今早我该对你说些什么呢？此刻，我坐在桌前；如往常一样，我这时便会向你吐露心扉，可是，哦，一切都已面目全非！屋子空了，小镇空了
 ，我的宝贝、我亲爱的也不见了，只剩我一个人坐在这儿，空留内心的渴望。可是，我刚看了你昨晚给我的分别信，字字温情，句句精彩，让人热泪盈眶，那是深沉而细腻的幸福之泪
 ，它为你的爱而流。那封信就是你的化身，见信如见你——这感觉，如同昨夜你在身边。我爱你欢乐的样子，亲爱的。我懂你的欢乐，它是如此迷人。我努力让自己放松，好与你一同分享。每当看到我受苦、看到我落魄，你总会给我以温柔的抚慰和爱的支撑，那是所有功成名就的男子心中的渴盼，我如释重负，重获新生，欢乐之情无法言述。今早我依然高兴，亲爱的，尽管我的喉咙肿了。你带给我的美妙爱情，让我的世界充满和平，让这间空空如也的屋子充满你的气息，它还装满了我的整颗心、填满我的一切思绪，是它让我战胜脆弱和悲伤，即便现在也如此。我的心都在你身上，只要你还爱着我，便什么也伤害不了我。我知道，用你自己的话说，我不是一个人，你的灵魂一直与我同在，我只需轻声一语便能将它召唤。我的心也贪念这种温存，每一分钟都想召唤它。我只怕，在我身边的人都会发现我并不真的在这儿——因为我的思绪早已飞走。是的，它们飞走了。哪里有你，哪里就有我的心、我的思想和我的灵魂。和你在一起，我总能体会生命的精彩与快乐。最亲爱的人儿，可不要觉得我的总统之位与你无关——一切都是你的功劳。你理解我、支持我，你就是我思想的亲密战友。你是我无双的伴侣，你用你的爱充实我的力量，也换来我至尊的祝福。




伍德罗




1915年6月21日

星期一早上

写于白宫





另，在你购物时，帮我给海伦买一些她喜欢的东西，拜托了。
















【伍德罗·威尔逊——】

Comprehension must be the soil in which shall grow all the fruits of friendship.

理解定是培育一切友情之果的土壤。






































Chapter 3 那些旋律流淌的爱恋













To live in a world without you is more painful than any punishment. Do you know that no one can replace you in my heart?









生活在没有你的世界里，比任何一种惩罚都要痛苦万分。你知道吗？对我而言，你是任何人都无法取代的。














Beethoven to the “Innortal Beloved” (Ⅰ
 ) 贝多芬致“永恒的爱人”（1）













In the morning, July 6, 1812

My angel, my all, my very self—only a few words today and at that with your pencil—not till tomorrow will my lodgings be definitely determined upon—what an useless waste of time. Why this deep sorrow where necessity speaks—can our love endure except through sacrifices—except through not demanding everything—can you change it that you are not wholly mine, I not wholly thine.

Oh, God! Look out into the beauties of nature and comfort yourself with that which must be—love demands everything and that very justly—that it is with me so far as you are concerned, and you with me. If we were wholly united you would feel the pain of it as little as I!

Now a quick change to things internal from things external. We shall surely see each other; moreover, I cannot communicate to you the observations I have made during the last few days touching my own life—if our hearts were always close together I would make none of the kind. My heart is full of many things to say to you—Ah!—there are moments when I feel that speech is nothing after all—cheer up—remain my true, only treasure, my all as I am yours; the gods must send us the rest that which shall be best fot us.





Your faithful



Ludwig






【名人小课堂】

路德维希·贝多芬（Ludwig van Beethoven，1770—1827），德意志古典音乐作曲家、钢琴演奏家，维也纳古典乐派代表人之一。他一共创作了9首编号交响曲、35首钢琴奏鸣曲、16首弦乐四重奏、10部小提琴奏鸣曲、1部歌剧、2部弥撒等等。这些作品对音乐发展有着深远影响。在华文世界，贝多芬被尊称为“乐圣”。













我的天使，我的一切，我的真实自我——今天我只写下了只言片语，而且还是用你的铅笔——我的住处要明天才能落实——这样完全就是虚度光阴。在我们彼此需要时，为什么总要面对如此深刻的苦楚——我们的爱情，经历了牺牲以及那些无法求全的东西，还能坚持多久——你有办法改变这样的现实吗？你，不完全是我的；我，不完全是你的。




哦，天哪！看看外面美丽的大自然，一切都是注定，放宽心吧——相爱就需要承受所有，这也无可厚非——对我如此，对你亦是如此。若我们完全心意相通，像我一样，你也不会感到那么痛苦。

好，闲话少说，言归正传。我们很快就会相见，因为今天的时间紧迫，我也就不能与你分享近些天我对于生活的思考。若我们的心永远相连，我也不必多言。我有千言万语——啊——也许，那种话不太恰当。我的独爱，我的一切，你一定要快乐，做我永远诚挚的朋友，因为我也是你忠诚的朋友。无论将来命运如何，上帝会给我们想要的一切。

你忠诚的

路德维希

1812年7月6日，早晨





【贝多芬——】

I want to clutch the throat of destiny, it does not make me complete submission.

我要扼住命运的咽喉，它还不能使我完全屈服。




















Beethoven to the “Innortal Beloved” (Ⅱ
 ) 贝多芬致“永恒的爱人”（2）













You are suffering, my dearest creature—only now have I learned that letters must be posted very early in the morning. Mondays, Thursdays—the only days on which the mail coach goes from here to K. You are suffering—Ah! Wherever I am there you are also. I shall arrange affairs between us so that I shall live and live with you, what a life!!! Thus!!! Thus without you—pursued by the goodness of mankind hither and thither—which I as little try to deserve as I deserve it.

Humility of man toward man—it pains me—and when I consider myself in connection with the universe, what am I and what is he whom we call the greatest—and yet—herein lies the divine in man. I weep when I reflect that you will probably not receive the first intelligence from me until Saturday—much as you love me, I love you more—but do not ever conceal your thoughts from me—good night—as I am taking the baths I must go to bed. Oh, God! So near so far! Is our love not truly a celestial edifice—firm as Heaven’s vault.





Your Faithful Love






你受苦了，我的挚爱——到现在我才知道，信一定要大清早寄。星期一，星期四——只有这两天邮车才会从这里前往K城。你受苦了——啊！你无处不与我同在。我该安排好我们之间的事，以便我可以好好生活，以及和你一起生活，那该是怎样的生活啊！！！如此！！！没有你的生活——被人类的道德四处驱赶——我丝毫不想就这样认命。

人类之于人类的卑微——这让我感到痛苦——置身于苍茫宇宙之中，我是谁呢，而谁又是最伟大的呢——然而——这就是人类的神旨所在。一想到你可能要星期六才能收到我的第一封信，我便潸然泪下——你爱我之深，我爱你更甚——可是，永远不要对我掩饰你的想法——晚安——我已沐浴，要去睡觉了。哦，天！这么近，那么远！难道我们的爱不似那星域的神殿——如天国穹顶般坚实。

你忠诚的爱人



















Beethoven to the “Innortal Beloved” (
 Ⅲ
 )


贝多芬致永恒的爱人（3）













Though still in bed, my thoughts go out to you, my Immortal Beloved, now and then joyfully, then sadly, waiting to learn whether or not fate will hear us—I can live only wholly with you or not at all—Yes, I am resolved to wander so long away from you until I can fly to your arms and say that I am really at home with you, and can send my soul enwrapped in you into the land of spirits—Yes, unhappily it must be so—You will be the more contained since you know my fidelity to you. No one else can ever possess my heart—never—never—Oh God.

Why must one be parted from one whom one so loves. And yet my life in V is now a wretched life—Your love makes me at once the happiest and the unhappiest of men—At my age I need a steady, quiet life—can that be so in our connection? My angel, I have just been told that the mailcoach goes every day—therefore I must close at once so that you may receive the letter at once—Be calm, only by a calm consideration of our existence can we achieve our purpose to live together—Be calm—love me—today—yesterday—what tearful longings for you—you—you—my life—my all—farewell. Oh continue to love me—never misjudge the most faithful heart of your beloved.





ever thine



ever mine



ever ours



Good Morning, on July 7






虽然我还躺在床上，可是我的思想早已飞到你的身旁，我永恒的爱人。我时而欢乐，时而忧伤，我在等待着，等待着命运听到我们的呼喊。只有完全和你在一起，我才能活下去，要么，我就毫无生存的勇气——是的，我已决意远走，独自游荡，直到我能飞到你的臂弯，对你说，我真的回来了，并且让我的灵魂将你包裹，然后送往精神之域。——是的，于你而言这很不幸，可必须这样——你知道了我的忠诚后，便会更加坚定——没有人能再次占据我的心——任何人都不能——永远不能——哦，天哪！


为什么一定要与深爱的人分开
 ，然而，我在V（维也纳）的生活非常凄惨——你的爱顿时让我成为世界上最快乐、而又最不快乐的人——处在我这个年纪，我需要一种稳定、平静的生活——我们能实现吗？我的天使，刚刚有人告诉我，邮车每天都会来——
 所以我必须就此停笔，这样你才能尽快收到我的信。冷静点，我们只有冷静分析现状，才能实现在一起的目标——冷静些——
 爱我——今天——昨天，思念的泪水为你而流——你——你——我的生命——我的全部——再见了——哦，继续爱我吧——永远不要怀疑你爱人的衷心。




你永远的  

我永远的

我们永远的

7月7日，早安


















Tchaikovsky to Mme. von Meck　柴可夫斯基致冯·梅克夫人













Oct 10, 1879

It is impossible to say how glad I was to see your handwriting and to know we were again in
 communication. Jorgensen forgot to tell me that the piano arrangement of our symphony had at last been published, so your letter was the first news I had of it. I am tremendously elated that you are satisfied with the arrangement, which in truth is well and skillfully done.

As for the music itself, I knew beforehand that you would like it; how could it have been otherwise? I wrote it with you constantly in mind. At that time, I was not nearly so intimate with you as now, but already I sensed vaguely that no one in the world could respond more keenly to the deepest and most secret gropings of my soul. No musical dedication has ever been more seriously meant. It was spoken not only on my part but on yours; the symphony was not, in truth, mine but ours. Forever it will remain my favorite work, as the monument of a time when upon a deep, insidiously growing mental disease, upon a whole series of unbearable sufferings, grief and despair, suddenly, hope dawned and the sun of happiness began to shine—and that sun was embodied in the person to whom the symphony was dedicated.




I tremble to think what might have happened if fate had not sent you to me. I owe you everything: life, the chance to pursue freedom—that hitherto unattainable ambition, and such abundance of good fortune as had never occurred to me even in dreams. I read your letter with gratitude and love too strong for expression in any medium but music. May I be able some time to express it thus!

Dear friend, may you keep well. I wish it for you more than for myself. Reading how our symphony caused you sleepless nights, I felt my heart constricted. I want my music henceforth to be a source of joy and consolation, and with all my strength I desire for you a spirit well and calm.


Yours P. Tchaikovsky
 








【名人小课堂】

彼得·伊里奇·柴可夫斯基（Peter Ilyich Tchaikovsky，1840—1893），19世纪俄罗斯作曲家、音乐教育家，被誉为伟大的俄罗斯音乐大师。主要作品有六部交响曲、三部钢琴协奏曲、小提琴协奏曲、幻想序曲《罗密欧与朱丽叶》，歌剧《黑桃皇后》、芭蕾舞剧《天鹅湖》《睡美人》等。其音乐是俄罗斯文化在艺术领域内的最高成就之一。
















见到你的笔迹，知道我们又开始联系，我的兴奋无法言表。乔根森忘了告诉我，我们改编的钢琴交响曲最终出版了，所以，是在你的信里，我才第一次得知这个消息。见你对这次改编非常满意，我高兴得无以名状，而事实上，它也改编得相当不错，而且技艺纯熟。

对于曲子本身，我之前就知道你会喜欢；不然还能是怎样呢？我谱写它的时候，你不断地出现在我的脑海里。那时，我与你不如现在这般亲密，可是，我已经隐约感觉到，世界上不会有人对我灵魂最深处、最秘密的探索做出比你更热情的回应。任何音乐献词都不能比这更庄严。那不仅是我的心声，也是你的心声；事实上，这首交响曲，不是我的，而是我们的。它永远是我最喜爱的作品，那是一个时期的纪念碑，那时，隐伏的精神疾病不断加重，还得承受一系列难以忍受的灾难、痛苦和绝望，突然，黎明降临，幸福的阳光开始倾洒——而这阳光便是这交响曲所献之人的化身。




若是命运没有将你送到我身边，将会怎样，一想到此，我就不寒而栗。我的一切都因你而生：生命，以及追逐自由的机会——迄今仍未实现的雄心，还有那些连做梦都不曾遇到的频频好运。我心怀感激和爱来读你的信，这种情感太过强烈，任何形式都无法表达，唯有音乐。我希望到时可以通过音乐向你表达！

亲爱的朋友，请多珍重。你的健康比我还重要。你在信中说，我们的交响曲让你夜不能寐，读到此处，我的心便随之一紧。我希望，我的音乐从此以后能成为你快乐和慰藉的源泉，我真心诚意地愿你心宁神静。

你的，柴可夫斯基

1879年10月10日


















Franszt Liszt to Marie 弗朗兹·李斯特致玛丽













My heart overflows with emotion and joy! I do not know what heavenly languor, what infinite pleasure permeates it and burns me out. It is as if I had never loved!!! Tell me whence these uncanny disturbances spring, these inexpressible foretastes of delight, these divine, tremors of love. Oh! All this can only spring from you, sister, angel, woman, Marie! All this can only be, is surely nothing less than a gentle ray streaming from your fiery soul, or else some secret poignant teardrop which you have long since left in my breast.

My God, my God, never force us apart, take pity on us! But what am I saying? Forgive my weakness, how couldst Thou divide us! Thou wouldst have nothing but pity for us…No no! It is not in vain that our flesh and our souls quicken and become immortal through Thy Word, which cries out deep within us Father, Father, out Thy hand to us, that our broken hearts seek their refuge in Thee. O! We thank, bless and praise Thee, O God, for all that Thou has given us, and all that Thou hast prepared for us…




This is to be—to be!


Franz
 




【名人小课堂】

弗朗兹·李斯特（Franz Liszt，1811—1886），浪漫主义音乐前期最杰出的代表人物之一，著名匈牙利作曲家、钢琴家、指挥家。首创背谱演奏法，有“钢琴之王”美称。主张标题音乐，发展自由转调的手法，创造交响诗体裁，为无调性音乐的诞生奠定了基础。代表作《爱之梦》《汤豪舍序曲》《梅菲斯特圆舞曲》《旅行岁月》等。





我的内心洋溢着激动喜悦之情！我不知是何等的浓情蜜意将它渗透，也让我心花怒放。就好像我从未恋爱过！！！请告诉我，这奇妙的骚动来自何方，这无法言喻的快乐体验来自何方，这爱的神圣和颤悸又来自何方。哦！所有的这些只能来自于你，我的妹妹、天使、女人，玛丽！这些都只能是你炽热灵魂中散发出的柔光，或是，你离开我胸膛后，悄悄落下的辛酸泪滴。

上帝啊，上帝，不要逼我们分开，可怜可怜我们吧！哦，我在说什么呀？原谅我的脆弱，您怎么能够将我们分开呢！只求您可怜可怜我们……不，不！在您的召唤下，我们的血肉和灵魂就会复苏，然后永垂不朽，您在我们内心深处召唤着，主啊，主，请向我们伸出您的手，请让我们受伤的心灵在您那里寻得庇护。哦！我们感谢您，祝福您，颂扬您，哦，主，为了您已经给予我们的一切，为了您准备给予我们的一切……




就是这样——是这样！

弗朗兹






















Rachel Russell to Arthur Sallivan 蕾切尔·拉塞尔致

阿瑟·沙利文














My sweet one,


Your letter made me a little sad for it showed me that your love could not stand the test of absence, &that only physical contact could re-create it into what it was. Ah me! When I think of those days when coming and purring was enough for us—till we tried the utmost—and that is why I fancy marriage spoils love. When you can drink brandy water tastes sickly afterwards and so I feel that mere petting and cooing will have no charm for us anymore, and that when we satisfy our passion—then all those little endearments will cease to have any charm. Do you not fear that too, darling, and that is the reason why marriages get so commonplace, that people see and have so much of each other morally and physically that they get satiated, and the freshness of the charm and attraction wears off.




Darling why are you not coming today? Because you had enough of me yesterday, I am quietly contented to wait till another opportunity occurs? When will you come again—don’t you want to see me darling, or can you wait patiently? Where shall I turn as your love gets cold? It is not the same thing it was when you saw we daily constantly and I feel as if my heart would break if your love grew cold. There are no more the same endearments or caresses & tended messes—if it is not passion it is nothing—and I do so fear I have given myself to you too completely. You no longer care to see me or be with me unless you can give way to that completely. Is it not so Arthur, my own love?

And your letters are so short and so different to the long love letters I used to get—I feel inclined to say “Take me mother earth. I have loved and been beloved”, but I don’t want ever to waken from my dream except in heaven. I am sure you will be kind and tender and affectionate to me, as you are to everything you come across and that you live with. But I must have my ideal or—nothing. The ideal we have dreamed together in the old days when we walked in the moonlight—long ago. Don’t give me stones when I ask for bread. Don’t write me those little hateful enforced scraps—written that I may not look in vain for the post in the morning. I am not a doll or a plaything but a passionate loving woman—and kindness will only choke me or kill me. If I have been wicked or done wrong, for God’s sake don’t let the punishment come by you hand. I love the truth but one lie I had rather believe in, is that there can be happiness even here below…




Don’t think when I write like this that it is in a fit of low spirits. I am well and strong today and have had a pleasant morning, and enjoyed myself greatly last night. These thoughts are always coming up within me. I try and I think our love is ideal and perfect and that your letters are all my heart longs for, and that they satisfy its uttermost cravings and when I see others love—I say to myself, mine is better, greater, purer, nobler and the voice I cannot silence rises within me and says—“it is false”. Oh! Darling I put my arms around you and kiss you with my kisses and say God bless you daily for joy far outweighs the misery—but…if we had drunk the cup out, let us put it down steadily—firmly—don’t let us embitter the recollection of thee sunny days.

Oh! My tender love—wrote to me—don’t be angry with me. I must write and tell you all I feel my own darling—because you alone can satisfy or soothe me. God bless and keep you darling—don’t let me sadden your life. If any other women who love you can make you happier than I—then darling do not fear to leave me. I miss you darling.








【名人小课堂】


蕾切尔·拉塞尔（Rachel Russell，1845-1882），维多利亚时期著名土木工程师约翰·斯考特·拉塞尔之女。24岁时与英国作曲家阿瑟·沙利文坠入爱河，到1865年才得以公开，但受到拉塞尔父母的强烈反对。1869年，两人分手。





















亲爱的：


你的信，让我感到些许难过，因为你在信中表
 示，你对我的爱经不起距离的考验，身在一起，爱才能重圆。啊，老天！想起那些天，只是你来我往、语意缠绵便足以让我们在爱河里畅游——直到我们爱到尽头——所以，我总说，婚姻是爱情的坟墓。若是能选择白兰地，那么，白水也就难以下咽了，所以，我感到那时候，柔情蜜语对我们两人来说，就不再充满魅力，若我们的激情得到满足——那么，那些绵绵情话便不再有吸引力。你难道不怕变成那样吗，亲爱的，若是对彼此身心了解太过透彻，便会感到厌烦，如此一来，所有的魅力和新鲜感都被消磨殆尽，正因如此，婚姻才变得平淡寡味。




亲爱的，你今天为何不来？因为你昨天已经在我这里尝尽了爱情之味，我也处在平静的满足中，等待着下一次相见？你何时还会再来呢——难道你不想见我吗，还是你耐得住等待的煎熬？要是你的爱冷却，我该何去何从呢？彼时已不同平日，若你对我的爱开始冷却，那么，我想，我的心也就碎了吧。再也不会有往日般的甜言蜜语，再也不会有关爱与柔情——激情不再，便万般皆散了——我真后悔将自己太过完整地交给你。你不再想见我，不再想着和我在一起，除非你彻底放弃那个想法。难道不是这样吗，亚瑟，我唯一的爱？

比起往日那些长长的情书，如今，你的来信变得简短，内容也大不相同——我好想大声呼喊“大地母亲啊，请将我带走。爱与被爱我都已体会”，可是，若非到达天堂，我便不愿从梦中醒来。我坚信你会温和相对，会对我慈爱有加，因为你对众生皆同
 。可是，我必须拥有理想——要么，就什么都不要了。那是往日岁月里，我们漫步月光下，一同构筑的梦境——那已是很久很久以前。我若求之以食，请不要给我以石。不要给我写一些讨厌的琐事——我可不想大清早就空欢喜一场。我不是玩物，我是一个热烈地爱着的女人——仁慈只会令我窒息，或是让我死去。若是我顽皮了，或是犯了错，看在上帝的份上，请不要通过你的手来惩罚我。我喜欢真话，可是我却相信着一个谎言，那就是，即便在这天堂之下，也会有快乐……




不要觉得我这么写就是意志低迷。我今天状态很好，很坚强，我今早过得很愉快，昨夜也非常开心。那些想法总是涌上我的心头。我试着想，我们的爱是理想的、是完美的，而你写的信都是我内心所渴望的
 ，因它们满足了我内心深处最极致的渴望，每当我见识到其他人的爱情——我都会对自己说，我的爱情更加美好而伟大，更加纯洁而高尚。一个声音不住地从我体内响起——“错了”。哦！亲爱的，让我拥抱你，让我亲吻你，愿上帝保佑你远离悲伤、天天开心——可是，若我们已将爱情之酒饮尽，请安稳——而坚定地——放下酒杯，别让那阳光灿烂日子，变成我们苦涩的回忆。

哦！我温柔的爱——给我写信吧——别生我的气。我一定要给你写信，告诉你我所有的感觉，亲爱的——因为，你，已经足以让我感到满足和慰藉。愿上帝保佑你、守护你，亲爱的，不要因为我而让你的生活变得悲伤。若世间还有哪个爱你的女子能带给你更多的快乐——那么，亲爱的，请不要有所顾忌，离开我吧。亲爱的，想你。





























Albert Einstein to Margarita Konenkova 爱因斯坦致马加丽塔














My dearest Margarita,



I haven’t received your letter, don’t know your
 current situation, I have think agonizingly how can we solve this intractable problem. People said that I am very smart, but I’m helpless with it.

Just recently I washed my head by myself, but not with the greatest success; I am not as careful as you are, but everything here reminds me of you: “Almar’s” shawl, the dictionaries, the wonderful pipe that we thought was gone, and really all the many little things in my hermit’s cell, and also the lonely nest.

Men are living now just the way they were before, as if we didn’t have a new, all-overshadowing danger to deal with, and it’s clear that they have learned nothing from the horrors they have experienced. The little intrigues, with which they complicated their lives before, take up again the greatest part of their thoughts. What a strange species we are.




Be greeted and kissed, if this letter reaches you, and the devil take anyone who intercepts it.


Your A.E.










【名人小课堂】

阿尔伯特·爱因斯坦（Albert Einstein，1879—1955），20世纪著名物理学家、思想家、哲学家，也是相对论的创立者，现代物理学最重要的科学家之一。他的一些成就大大推动了天文学的发展，他的量子理论对天体物理学有着巨大的影响。






















我最亲爱的马加丽塔：


我至今还没有收到你的信，也不了解你的境况，我一直在冥思苦想，试图解决这个棘手的问题。人人都说我机智过人，可在这件事上，我却束手无策。

前不久，我清理了一番思绪，可是并不怎么奏效；我不如你细腻，可是，这里的一切都会让我想起你：“阿鲁玛”的披肩、那些字典，还有我们认为已经遗失的精美烟管，以及我那隐修小屋里的任何蛛丝马迹，还有，那孤独的被衾。




人们仍然一如既往地生活，好似那迫在眉睫的全新危险并不存在，很显然，他们并未从刚经历的恐惧中吸取教训。那些从前羁绊着他们生活的阴谋诡计，复又占据着他们思想的大部分。我们是多么奇怪的种类啊。

若你收到这封信，请欣然接过，然后亲吻它，愿魔鬼带走拦截它的人。

阿尔伯特·爱因斯坦

































【爱因斯坦——】

Try not to become a man of success but rather try to become a man of value.

不为成功而努力，要为做一个有价值的人而努力。


















Michael Faraday to Sarah Barnard 迈克尔·法拉第致

萨拉·巴纳德






















My dear Sarah,


It is astonishing how much the state of the body influences the powers of the mind. I have been thinking all the morning of the very delightful and interesting letter I would send you this evening, and now I am so tired, and yet have so much to do, that my thoughts are quite giddy, and run round your image without any power of themselves to stop and admire it. I want to say a thousand kind and, believe me, heartfelt things to you, but am not master of words fit for the purpose; and still, as I ponder and think on you, chlorides, trials, oil, Davy, steel, miscellanea, mercury, and fifty other professional fancies swim before and drive me further and further into the quandary of stupidness.





From your affectionate                      



Michael










【名人小课堂】

迈克尔·法拉第（Michael Faraday，1791—1867）英国物理学家、化学家，也是著名的自学成才的科学家。生于萨里郡纽因顿一个贫苦铁匠家庭，仅上过小学。1824年当选皇家学会会员，1825年任皇家研究所实验室主任。1831年，他作出了关于力场的关键性突破，推动人类文明迈出了一大步。1846年，荣获伦福德奖章和皇家勋章。





                    











 


我亲爱的萨拉：


身体状态对大脑能量的影响真是了不得呀。整个早上我都在想着这封今晚将会寄给你的信，它可是欢乐又有趣呢。此刻，我已经筋疲力尽了，可还有好多事要做，我的思维已经混乱不堪，它们就自顾绕着你的影像转啊转，却也无法停下来欣赏。相信我，我是想要对你说上千万种诚挚的话语，可我一向不善言辞，无法准确表达自己的内心；而每当我想起你时，那些氯化物，那些试验，那些油和戴维灯，钢铁、杂录，还有水银，以及其他五十种与我职业相关事物的幻影，就会从我的眼前晃过，将我的思绪拉得好远，我就傻在那儿，不知所措了。




你亲爱的

迈克尔





















【迈克尔·法拉第——】

Once science plug in wings of fantasy, it will win.

一旦给科学插上幻想的翅膀，它就能赢得胜利。














Pierre Curie to Marie Sklodowska 皮埃尔·居里致

玛丽亚·斯可洛多夫斯卡













August 10, 1894

Nothing could have given me greater pleasure that to get news of you. The prospect of remaining two months without hearing about you had been extremely disagreeable to me: that is to say, your little note was more than welcome.

I hope you are laying up a stock of good air and that you will come back to us in October. As for me, I think I shall not go anywhere; I shall stay in the country, where I spend the whole day in front of my open window or in the garden.

We have promised each other—haven’t we? —To be at least great friends. If you will only not change your mind! For there are no promises that are binding; such things cannot be ordered at will. It would be a fine thing, just the same, in which I hardly dare believe, to pass our lives near each other, hypnotized by our dreams: your patriotic dream, our humanitarian dream, and our scientific dream.




Of all those dreams the last is, I believe, the only legitimate one. I mean by that that we are powerless to change the social order and, even if we were not, we should not know what to do; in taking action, no matter in what direction, we should never be sure of not doing more harm than good, by retarding some inevitable evolution. From the scientific point of view, on the contrary, we may hope to do something; the ground is solider here, and any discovery that we may make, however small, will remain acquired knowledge.

See how it works out: it is agreed that we shall be great friends, but if you leave France in a year it would be an altogether too platonic friendship, that of two creatures who would never see each other again. Wouldn’t it be better for you to stay with me? I know that this question angers you, and that you don’t want to speak of it again—and then, too, I feel so thoroughly unworthy of you from every pint of you.

I thought of asking your permission to meet you by chance in Fribourg. But you are staying there, unless I am mistaken, only one day, and on that day you will of course belong to our friends the Kovalskis.





Believe me your very devoted—
 





Pierre Curie


    





【名人小课堂】

皮埃尔·居里（Pierre Curie，1859—1906），法国著名物理学家，居里夫人的丈夫。18岁取得硕士学位，1882年被任命为巴黎市立理化学校的实验室主任，1900年被任命为巴黎大学理学院教授。1903年，居里夫妇与放射性的发现者贝克勒尓共同获得了诺贝尔物理学奖。





    



















我最高兴的便是能得到你的音信。还要过两个月杳无音讯的日子，这让我怎堪忍受：也就是说，我最热切等待的，就是你的一封信，哪怕只是短短几句。

我希望你能养足精神，还希望你十月就能回到我们身边。而我，哪儿都不会去；我就待在这里，整天在窗口守望，或是在花园里等待。




我们说好的——
 不是吗？——
 至少做好朋友。要是你不改变心意该多好啊！因为，承诺并不是束缚；这样的事，也不能强求。若能成为知己，也不失为一件好事，同样，我也几乎不敢相信我们在梦想的牵绊下还能形影不离、终其一生，痴迷于我们的梦想：你的爱国梦、我们的博爱理想，以及我们共同的科学之梦。

这三者之中，我认为，唯一真实的就是科学梦。我是说，我们本无力改变社会秩序，即便有能力去改变，也无从着手；当我们去延缓一些必然的演化，不管是朝着哪个方向，我们都永远无法保证让利大于弊。相反，从科学的角度，我们也许能指望做点什么；如今，土地更加坚固，不管我们有了什么发现，哪怕这些发现非常细微，我们都能从中获得知识。

看看是怎么回事吧：我们能成为好朋友，这是说好的，可要是你今年就离开法国，那我们之间的友谊就完全属于柏拉图式的友谊了——两个永世不能再见的人之间的友谊。和我待在一起不是更好吗？我知道这个问题会让你生气，而且你再也不想提起——而我，不管从哪个方面，都觉得自己丝毫不值得你为我留下。

我也想过征得你的同意，在弗里堡与你相见。要是我没弄错，你只在那儿待一天，而那天你当然会陪我们的朋友科瓦尔斯基一家。




相信我是全心全意爱着你——

皮埃尔·居里

1894年8月10日






















Voltaire to Olympe Dunoyer 伏尔泰致奥琳蒲·杜诺叶













I am a prisoner here in the name of the King; they can take my life, but not the love that I feel for you. Yes, my adorable mistress, to-night I shall see you, if I had to put my head on the block to do it. For heaven’s sake, do not speak to me in such disastrous terms as you write; you must live and be cautious; beware of Madame your mother as of your worst enemy.

What do I say? Beware of everybody; trust no one; keep yourself in readiness, as soon as the moon is visible; I shall leave the hotel incognito, take a carriage or a chaise, we shall drive like the wind to Sheveningen; I shall take paper and ink with me; we shall write our letters.

If you love me, reassure yourself; and call all your strength and presence of mind to your aid; do not let your mother notice anything, try to have your pictures, and be assured that the menace of the greatest tortures will not prevent me to serve you. No, nothing has the power to part me from you; our love is based upon virtue, and will last as long as our lives.




Adieu, there is nothing that I will not brave for your sake; you deserve much more than that. Adieu, my dear heart!


Voltaire
 








【名人小课堂】

伏尔泰（Voltaire，1694—1778），法国启蒙思想家、文学家、哲学家。18世纪法国资产阶级启蒙运动的领袖人物，被誉为 “法兰西最优秀的诗人”“法兰西思想之王”“欧洲的良心”。代表作有《亨利亚德》《哲学通信》《查理十二史》《中国孤儿》等。

















以王的名义，我在此作为囚犯；他们可以结束我的生命，却无法夺走我对你的爱。是的，我挚爱的女人，若是今晚能见到你，我宁愿将头放上断头台。看在上天的份上，你写信给我时，千万不要忧伤；你一定要活着，小心地活着；对你母亲也要像对待大敌那样小心。




要我怎么说呢？对每一个人都要小心；谁都不能相信；月亮出来，你就做好准备；我会着便装离开旅馆，然后乘一辆四轮马车或轻马车，我们便可像风一样奔往席凡宁根；我会带上纸和墨；我们可以互通书信。

如果你爱我，就不要顾虑；请全力以赴、全神贯注；别让你的母亲察觉到什么，尽量带上你的照片，即便最残忍的酷刑也不能阻止我来见你。不，没有什么能把我们分开；我们的爱矢志不渝，并与我们的生命同在。

再见，为了你，我什么都不怕；你甚至值得更
 多。再见了，我亲爱的心肝宝贝！

伏尔泰

















【伏尔泰——】

I disapprove of what you say, but I will defend to the death your right to say it.

我不同意你说的话，但我会誓死捍卫你说话的权利。




















Karl Marx to Jenny Marx 


 卡尔·马克思致燕妮·马克思
















Manchester,

June 21, 1856


My heart’s beloved,


I am writing you again, because I am alone and because it troubles me always to have a dialogue with you in my head, without your knowing anything about it or hearing it or being able to answer. Poor as your photograph is, it does perform a service for me, and I now understand how even the “Black Madonna”, the most disgraceful portrait of the Mother of God, could find indestructible admirers, indeed even more admirers than the good portraits. In any case, those Black Madonna pictures have never been more kissed, looked at, and adored than your photograph, which, although not black, is morose, and absolutely does not reflect your darling, sweet, kissable dolce face. But I improve upon the sun’s rays, which have painted falsely, and find that my eyes, so spoiled by lamplight and tobacco, can still paint, not only in dream but also while awake. I have you vivaciously before me, and I carry you on my hands, and I kiss you from head to foot, and I fall on my knees before you, and I groan, “Madame, I love you.” And I truly love you, more than the Moor of Venice ever loved. The false and worthless world views virtually all terary characters falsely and worthlessly. Who of my many slanderers and snake tongued enemies had ever reproached me that I am destined to play the role of chief lover in a second class theater? And yet it is true. If the scoundrels had had wit, they would have painted “the production and direction” on one side, and me lying at your feet on the other. Look to this picture and to that in English—they would have written underneath. But dumb scoundrels they are and dumb they will remain, in all eternity.





Momentary absence is good, for in constant
 presence things seem too much alike to be differentiated. Proximity dwarfs even towers, while the petty and the commonplace, at close view, grow too big. Small habits, which may physically irritate and take on emotional form, disappear when the immediate object is removed from the eye. Great passions, which through proximity assume the form of petty routine, grow and again take on their natural dimension on account of the magic of distance. So it is with my love. You have only to be snatched away from me even in a mere dream, and I know immediately that the time has only served, as do sun and rain for plants, for growth. The moment you are absent, my love for you shows itself to be what it is, a giant, in which are crowded together all the energy of my spirit and all the character of my heart. It makes me feel like a man again, because I feel a great passion; and the multifariousness, in which study and modern education entangle us, and the skepticism which necessarily makes us find fault with all subjective and objective impressions, all of these are entirely designed to make us all small and weak and whining. But love—not love for the Feuerbach type of man, not for the metabolism, not for the proletariat—but the love for the beloved and particularly for you, makes a man again a man.




You will smile, my sweet heart, and ask how did I come to all this rhetoric? If I could press your sweet, white heart to my heart, I would keep silent and not say a word. Since I cannot kiss with my lips, I must kiss with language and make words…

There are actually many females in the world, and some among them are beautiful. But where could I find again a face, whose every feature, even every wrinkle, is a reminder of the greatest and sweetest memories of my life? Even my endless pains, my irreplaceable losses, I read in your sweet countenance, and I kiss away the pain when I kiss your sweet face. “Buried in her arms, awakened by her kisses”—namely, in your arms and by your kisses, and I grant the Brahmins and Pythagoras their doctrine of regeneration and Christianity its doctrine of resurrection…




Good bye, my sweet heart. I kiss you and the children many thousand times.


Yours,



Karl






【名人小课堂】

卡尔·马克思（Karl Heinrich Marx，1818—1883），伟大的政治家、哲学家、经济学家、革命理论家；全世界无产阶级的伟大导师、马克思主义创始人。先后就读于波恩大学和柏林大学，获哲学博士学位。代表作《资本论》《共产党宣言》《关于费尔巴哈的提纲》等。





















我心爱的人儿：


我又给你写信了，因为我又是独自一人，还因为我总在心里和你对话，可你丝毫不知，既听不到也无法回答，我感到苦恼极了。虽然你的照片照得不太好，但对我却极有用，如今我终于明白为什么“黑色圣母”——最丑陋的圣母像，也能有忠贞不渝的崇拜者
 ，甚至比那些美丽肖像的崇拜者还多
 。可无论怎样，这些黑色圣母像中，没有一张像你的照片那样被吻过，被注视过，被仰慕过这么多次。你的照片虽不是黑色，却也阴郁，它决不能反映你那可人甜美、诱人亲吻的脸庞。我把它置于似幻的阳光之下，而后发现，虽然我的视力被灯光和烟草破坏，但我仍能在梦中甚至醒着的时候描画出你的模样。你如此生动地呈现在我面前，我双手抱起你，从头到脚亲吻你，我跪在你面前，对你说：“我爱你，夫人！”事实上我对你的爱胜过奥赛罗之爱。虚伪而空洞的世界也是虚伪又卑微地看待人。那些诽谤和中伤我的人中，谁又曾骂过我说我注定只能在某个二流戏院扮演头等情人的角色呢？但事实就是如此。要是这些坏蛋稍微有点头脑，他们会在一边画上“制片和导演”，另一边画上我拜倒在你的脚下。“看看这幅画，再看看那幅”——他们还会在下面写着。但他们是笨蛋，而且将永远是笨蛋。

暂时的别离尚可，因为频繁的出现，只会让事物太过相似，毫无新颖。从近处看，高塔也变得低矮，然而琐碎平凡的事就会被放得无限大。那些由生理引起、却以情感形式呈现的细小习惯，当它们从眼前一晃而过，就已经消失。伟大的激情，以日常习惯的形式呈现，并在距离的魔力下，增长并重新获得它本质的力量。我的爱情亦是如此。只要你与我分隔，即便只在梦里，我也就立即明白，我们的爱情需要时间，正如植物的生长需要阳光雨露。你不在时，我对你的爱呈现出最真实的一面，如此庞大，汇聚了我的全部精力与心性。我又一次感到自己是一个真正的人，因为我感受到了一种强烈的激情；当代的研究和教育带给我们的复杂性，让我们对一切主客观印象都持怀疑态度
 ，并去寻究其错误，这一切只能让我们变得渺小、懦弱，还爱发牢骚。然而爱——并不是对费尔巴哈这类人物的敬爱，不是对新陈代谢理论的珍爱，也不是对无产阶级的热爱——而是对值得去爱的事物的爱，尤其是对你的爱，它能使一个人重生。




亲爱的，你会笑着问我为什么突然变得如此花言巧语吗？如果我能把你温柔而纯洁的心紧贴在自己的心上，我就会默不作声。既然我不能用唇吻你，那么只能用我的语言和文字……

诚然，世间女子何其多，其中不乏美丽之人。但我哪里还能找到一张脸，其上的五官，甚至每一道皱纹，都能勾起我生命中最强烈最美好的回忆？甚至我无尽的悲痛，我无可挽回的损失，我都能从你的笑容中看到，当我吻你那甜美的面庞时，也吻去了这等苦痛。“在她的臂膀里埋葬，在她的亲吻中苏醒。”——正因拥有你的怀抱和亲吻，我既不需要婆罗门和毕达哥拉斯的转世教义，也不需要基督教的复活学说……




再见了，亲爱的，吻你和孩子们千万次。

你的，

卡尔

1856年6月21，曼彻斯特






















Chapter 4 那些热切至极的誓言













To enlarge or illustrate this power and effort of love is to set a candle in the sun.









用笔墨描述爱情的力量和作用，无异于在阳光下点燃一枝蜡烛。














Balzac to Madame Hanska 巴尔扎克致汉斯卡女士













January, 1833


I entreat you to separate the author entirely
 from the man and to believe in the sincerity of the sentiments which I have had to express vaguely in the correspondence you have obliged me to carry on with you. If you are kind enough to excuse the folly of a youthful heart and of an imagination quite unsullied, I will confess to you that you have been to me the object of the sweetest dreams. It pleases me to include you amongst the remains, nearly always unfortunate, of a scattered people, a people found only here and there on earth. Perhaps exiled from Heaven…Poetry, music, and religion are their three divinities, their dominating passions, each of which awakens in their hearts equally powerful sensations. So I have clothed you with all these ideas, and have stretched forth my hand to you fraternally from afar, without foppishness as well as without sentimental foolery, but with a confidence, almost domestic, with conscientiousness; and if you had only gazed upon my face, you might have traced there at the same time the lover’s gratitude and the heart’s religion—the true tenderness that binds the son to the mother and the brother to the sister, all the respect of the young man for the woman and the delightful anticipation of a long and fervent friendship.








【名人小课堂】

巴尔扎克（Balzac，1799—1850），法国小说家，剧作家，19世纪法国伟大的批判现实主义作家，欧洲批判现实主义文学的奠基人和杰出代表。一生创作96部长、中、短篇小说和随笔，总名为《人间喜剧》。代表作《欧也妮·葛朗台》《高老头》《驴皮记》等。马克思、恩格斯称赞他为“超群的小说家”“现实主义大师”。





















我恳求你将作家与人类彻底分开，恳求你相信你让我写下的、这甜蜜信函里隐约展露的真挚柔情。若你足够善良，能原谅这年轻而傻气的心，以及这万般纯洁的幻想，那我会坦白地告诉你，你就是我梦中的无上甜蜜。遇上你，如此命途坎坷、四散流离、难以寻觅的人物之一，实在让我荣幸。也许，你是从天国放逐而来……诗歌、音乐和宗教是你信奉的三大神灵，是你重要的激情，这其中任何一种都能唤醒你们心中的强大情感。因此，我为你披挂上所有这些观念想法，已经在远方向你伸出友爱之手，这不是愚蠢的多愁善感，这只是家庭般的信心与责任；你不妨凝视我的脸，你会在上面发现恋人的感激之情和源自内心的爱——那将母子和兄弟姐妹联接在一起的真切温情，它是年轻男子对女子的至上尊重，是对恒久而热烈的友谊的美好期待。




1833年1月























Edgar Allan Poe to His Wife
 埃德加·爱伦·坡致妻子






















My dear Heart,


My Dear Virginia—Our mother will explain to you why I stay away from you this night.

I trust the interview I am promised will result in some substantial good for me—for your dear sake and hers—keep up your heart in all hopefulness, and trust yet a little longer. On my last great disappointment I should have lost my courage but for you—my little darling wife.

You are my greatest and only stimulus now, to battle with this uncongenial, unsatisfactory, and ungrateful life.

I shall be with you tomorrow, and be assured until I see you that I will keep in loving remembrance your last words, and your fervent prayer!

Sleep well, and may God grant you a peaceful summer with your devoted.





Edgar






【名人小课堂】


埃德加·爱伦·坡
 （Edgar Allan Poe，1809—1849），19世纪美国诗人、小说家、文学评论家，现代侦探小说的创始人。主要作品有诗歌《乌鸦》、犯罪冲动型小说《黑猫》、侦探小说《莫格街凶杀案》等。死后作品一直引起人们的争议，但其在任何时代都“独一无二”的特性，仍然受到许多人的喜爱。


















我亲爱的心肝宝贝，


我亲爱的弗吉尼亚——我母亲会向你解释为何今晚我不在你的身边。

你答应和我的这次见面会让我大有所获——为了亲爱的你，也为了她——请让你的内心充满期待，再多一些信任。如果没有你，我在上一次受挫时就会失去勇气——我亲爱的小女孩儿。

如今，你是我最伟大且唯一的激励源泉，让我能与这无情无义的恼人生活抗争。

明天，我就回到你的身边。见到你之前，我不会忘记你上一次的临别之言和你的温情祝愿。




晚安了，愿上帝保佑，让你和你的爱人一起度过一个宁静的夏天。

埃德加













【爱伦·坡——】

And so, all the night tide I lay down by the side of my darling, my darling. My life and my bride, in the sepulcher there by the sea. In her tomb by the sounding sea.

就这样，伴着潮水我整夜躺在她身旁，我的宝贝，我的宝贝。我的生命和我的新娘在那海边的坟冢旁，傍着空阔大海的坟冢旁。






















Victor Hugo to Adele 维克多·雨果致阿黛尔













Jan. 1820


My beloved Adele,


A few words from you have again changed the state of my mind. Yes, you can do anything with me, and tomorrow, I should be dead indeed if the gentle sounds of your voice, the tender pressure of your adored lips, do not suffice to recall the life to my body. With what different feeling to yesterday’s I shall lay myself down tonight! Yesterday, Adele, I no longer believe in your love; the hour of death would have been welcome to me.

And yet I still said to myself, if it is true that she does not love me, if nothing in me could deserve the blessing of her love, without which there is no longer any charm in life, is that a reason for dying? Do I exist for my own personal happiness? No, my whole existence is devoted to her, even in spite of her. And by what right should I have dared to aspire to her love? Am I then, more than an angel or a deity? I love her, true, even shouldn’t I am ready to sacrifice everything gladly for her sake—everything, even the hope of being loved by her; there is no devotedness of which I am not capable for her, for one of her smiles, for one of her looks. But could I do otherwise? Is she not the sole aim of my life? That she may show indifference to me, even hate me, will be my misfortune, that is all. What does it matter, so that it does not injure her happiness? Yes, if she cannot love me I ought to blame myself only. My duty is to keep close to her steps, to surround her existence with mine, to serve her as a barrier against all dangers, to offer her my head as a stepping stone, to place myself unceasingly between her and all sorrows, without claiming reward, without expecting recompense. Only too happy if she deigns some times to cast a pitying look upon her slave, and to remember him in the hour of danger! Alas! If she only allow me to give my life to anticipate her every desire, all her caprices; if she but permit me to kiss with respect her adored footprints; if she but consent to lean upon me at times amidst the difficulties of life, then I shall have obtained the only happiness to which I have the presumption to aspire. Because I am ready to sacrifice all for her, does she owe me gratitude? Is it her fault that I love her? Must she, on that account, believe herself constrained to love me? No! She may sport with my devotions, repay my services with hate, and repulse my idolatry with scorn, without my having for a moment the right to complain of that angel, nor ought I to cease for an instant to lavish upon her all that which she would disdain. And should every one of my days have been marked by some sacrifice for her, I should still, at the day of my death have discharged nothing of the infinite debt that my existence owes to her.






Such, my beloved Adele, were the thoughts and resolutions of my mind at this time yesterday. Today they are still the same. Only there is mingled with them the certainty of happiness—such great happiness that I cannot think of it without trembling, and scarcely dare to believe in it.

Then it is true that you love me, Adele? Tell me, can I trust in this enchanting idea? Don’t you think that I shall end by becoming insane with joy if ever I can pass the whole of my life at your feet, sure of making you as happy as I shall be myself, sure of being adored by you as you are adored by me? Oh! Your letter has restored peace to me with happiness. A thousand thanks, Adele, my well beloved angel. Would that I could prostrate myself before you as before a divinity. How happy you make me! Adieu, adieu, I shall pass a very happy night dreaming of you.




Sleep well, and allow your husband to take the twelve kisses which you promised him besides all those yet unpromises.


Yours affectionately






【名人小课堂】

维克多·雨果（Victor Hugo，1802—1885），法国浪漫主义作家，19世纪前期法国积极浪漫主义文学运动的领袖，法国文学史上卓越的资产阶级民主作家。他的创作期长达60年以上，代表作有《巴黎圣母院》《悲惨世界》《笑面人》《九三年》等。


















我亲爱的阿黛尔：


你的一席话又让我心情转变。是的，我可以任你摆布，至于明天，若你那轻柔的声音和温润的红唇没有将我的身体唤醒，那我就会真的死去。今晚我将带着与昨日不同的心情躺下！昨天，阿黛尔，我不再相信你的爱；死亡的时刻在向我招手。

但我仍告诉自己，若她真的不爱我，若我没有一处值得她爱，若她的爱不在了，生命于我便再没有意义，那我就该选择死亡么？我活着是为了一己幸福吗？不，我的存在都是为了她，且不说她是否爱我。而我有什么权利去渴求她也爱我？莫非我好过天使或上帝？我爱她，没错，我甚至已经准备好了为她欣然牺牲一切——一切，即便是被她爱的希望。我可以为她做任何事，只为博她一笑，只为她一个眼神。除此之外，我还能做什么呢？她不就是我活着的唯一目标？也许她对我漠不关心，甚至讨厌我，这也只能是我的不幸，仅此而已。这又何妨，只要这样不会破坏她的幸福？是的，若是她不爱我，也只能怪我自己。我要做的就是紧紧追随她的脚步，用自己的生命去守护她的生命，像壁垒一样为她遮挡一切危险，用我的头颅给她当垫脚石，用我自己的力量为她切断所有痛楚，不求奖赏，不望回报。若她能偶尔屈尊，向她的奴隶投来一丝怜悯的目光，在遭遇危险的时刻想到他，那该是多大的幸福啊！唉！只要她允许我用生命去满足她的每一个要求，纵容她的每一次任性；只要她准许我满怀崇敬去亲吻她那可爱的足迹；只要她答应在遇到困难时依靠我，那么我也算得到了我曾唯一妄求的幸福。因为我已准备好为她奉献一切，她会为拥有我感到庆幸吗？我爱她是她的错吗？因为我爱她，她就必须强迫自己来爱我吗？不！她可以尽情玩弄我的奉献，以恨意来回报我的付出，用鄙夷来拒绝我的崇敬，而我从来都无权对我的天使有片刻抱怨，尽管她不屑一顾，我对她的殷勤讨好也不该有片刻中止。我对她的奉献是我每一个有生之日的记号，但即便如此，直到死的那一天，我依然无法偿还那欠下的无尽的债——因为有了她，才有了我的存在。






我亲爱的阿黛尔，这就是我昨日此时所想。今天也一样。只是其中混合着确切的幸福感——如此巨大的幸福感，让我一想起就浑身发抖，难以置信。

你爱我，这是真的吗，阿黛尔？告诉我，我能相信这样一个让人心醉的想法吗？若是我能在你身边度过完整的一生，能让你和我一样快乐，能让你爱我就像我爱你一样，你不觉得这样我会高兴得疯掉吗？哦！你的信让又让我欣然平静下来。我要谢你一千次。阿黛尔，我深爱的天使。我能像拜神那样拜倒在你脚下吗。你带给我多大的幸福啊
 ！再见了，再见了，今夜我会梦到你，会无比高兴。

晚安，让你的丈夫取走你许诺给他的十二个吻。

你的爱人

1820年1月




























【维克多·雨果——】

Life is like to travel, ideal is its route, without which, one has to stop. If life has no aim, energy will be exhausted.

生活好比旅行，理想是旅行的路线，失去了路线，就只好停止前进。生活如果没有目的，精力也就枯竭了。


















John Ruskin to Euphemia Gray　约翰·罗斯金致尤菲米亚·格雷
























December 1847

I don’t know anything dreadful enough to liken to you—you are like a sweet forest of pleasant glades and whispering branches—where people wander on and on in its playing shadows they know not how far.

And when they come near the centre of it, it is all cold and impenetrable.

And when they would fain turn, lo—they are hedged with briars and thorns and cannot escape…

You are like the bright—soft—swelling—lovely fields of a high glacier covered with fresh morning snow—which is heavenly to the eye—and soft and winning on the foot—but beneath, there are winding clefts and dark places in its cold—cold ice—where men fall, and rise not again.


John Ruskin





【名人小课堂】

约翰·罗斯金（John Ruskin，1819—1900），英国作家、艺术家、艺术评论家，还是哲学家、教师
 。19世纪“工艺美术”运动的精神指导者。1843年因《现代画家》一书闻名，这以及其后的写作共计39卷，使他成为维多利亚时代艺术趣味的标志。


























我不知道世间还有什么能与你相比，你如此可怕，简直就是温柔的陷阱——你就像一座美丽的森林，树木间隔有方，枝叶沙沙作响——人们在其舞玩的阴影中游荡、游荡，却不知道要走多远。



他们走到阴影中心时，只觉寒气逼人，让人望而却步。



也不知道什么时候会转身回去，瞧——他们被野蔷薇和荆棘围起来，脱不了身……



你就像那明亮——柔和——蓬松——的美丽川上平野，在晨雪覆盖的极地冰川上——眼看是天堂——踏上去绵软而舒适，引人入胜——而其下则是盘曲的裂缝和寒冰里的暗穴——寒冰——一旦有人掉下去，就再也上不来。


约翰·罗斯金



1847年
 12月







【约翰·罗斯金——】

When a man is wrapped up in himself, he makes a pretty little package.

一个只顾自己的人不足以成大器。














James Joyce to His Wife Norah


詹姆斯·乔伊斯致妻子娜拉














My darling,


I am terribly upset that you haven’t written. Are you ill?

I have spoken of this affair to an old friend of mine, Byrne, and he took your part splendidly and says it is all a “blasted lie”.

What a worthless fellow I am! But after this I will be worthy of your love, dearest.

I sent you three enormous bags of shell cocoa today. Tell me if you get them right.

My sister Poppie goes away tomorrow.

Today I signed a contract for publication of Dubliners
 .

Excuse me to Stannie for not writing to him.

My sweet noble Nora, I ask you to forgive me for my contemptible conduct but they maddened me, darling between them. We will defeat their cowardly plot, love. Forgive me, sweetheart, won’t you?




Just say a word to me, dearest, a word of denial and O I shall be so transported with happiness!

Are you well, my darling? You are not fretting, are you? Don’t read over those horrible letters I wrote. I was out of my mind with rage at the time.

I must go down now all the way to the G. P. O. to post this as the post has gone here. It is after one at night.

Good night, “my dearest!”

No man, I believe, can ever be worthy of a woman’s love.

My darling, forgive me. I love you and that is why I was so maddened only to think of you and that common dishonorable wretch.

Nora darling, I apologize to you humbly. Take me again to your arms. Make me worthy of you.

I will conquer yet and then you will be at my side.

Good night “my dearest”, “my precious”. A whole life is opening for us now. It has been a bitter experience and our love will now be sweeter.

Give me your lips, my love.

“My kiss will give peace now, and quiet to your heart.

“Sleep on in peace now, you unquiet heart.”

【名人小课堂】




詹姆斯·奥古斯丁·阿洛伊修斯·乔伊斯（James Augustine Aloysius Joyce，1882—1941），爱尔兰作家和诗人，20世纪最重要的作家之一。代表作有短篇小说集《都柏林人》、长篇小说《一个青年艺术家的画像》《尤利西斯》及《芬尼根的苏醒》。










亲爱的：


没有收到你的信，我感到沮丧万分。你还好吗，不会是病了吧？

我把这件事告诉了我的一位旧友伯恩，他毫不犹豫地站在了你那边，还说那纯粹是一个“该死的谎言”。

我真是一个不值得爱的家伙！可是，这件事后，我会让自己值得你爱，亲爱的。

我今天给你送去了三大袋可可壳。要是收到了，记得告诉我一声。

我的妹妹勃比明天就走了。

今天我签订了《都伯林人》的出版合同。

代我向斯坦恩说声抱歉，因为我没有给他写信。

我可爱而高贵的娜拉，我请求你原谅我的可耻行为，可我却久久不能原谅自己，它们快把我逼疯了。我们会打败一切可耻的阴谋
 ，亲爱的，你会原谅我的，对吧？




我最亲爱的，你就和我说一句话吧，哪怕你不原谅我，只要和我说一句话，我也就谢天谢地了！

你还好吗，亲爱的？你没有烦躁不安，对吗？不要读我写的那些万恶的信，我写信时，已经愤怒得失去了理智。

我现在得去邮局了，因为我要赶在邮车离开之前把手头的这封信寄出去。此刻已是凌晨一点多了。

晚安，“我的宝贝儿！”

我认为，没有一个男人值得女人爱。

我亲爱的，原谅我吧。我爱你，正因如此，一想到你和那个粗俗不堪的家伙在一起，我才愤怒得发疯。

亲爱的娜拉，我向你道歉。再次将我抱入怀中吧
 。让我值得你爱。

不过，我会成功的，我会让你回到我的身边。

晚安“我最亲爱的”，“我的宝贝儿”。所有的生活之门都向我们敞开。就当这是一次悲伤的经历，今后，我们的爱情会更加甜蜜。

让我吻你吧，亲爱的。

“此刻，我的吻会静至你心，让你安宁。

“会让你安然入睡，会安抚你躁动的心。”


















Marguerite Radclyffe Hall to Evguenia Souline 玛格丽特·拉德克里夫·豪尔




致伊芙盖妮亚·苏林恩













November 26, 1934

Beloved…No letter from you today as yet—this is because there has been a Sunday—I am growing to dread the weekends. It seems so strange and so terribly wrong not to be able to talk to you, not to be able to discuss things together…Last night I had one of my fits of the glooms. When the weight of life lay heavy upon me, when everything seemed dust and ashes in my mouth, when I left that I had not made good at all, that I never would make good being what I am—that the scales were too heavily weighted against me—I get like this sometimes and have done for years—it is the melancholy of the inverted. I tell you this because it is God’s truth that you can lift me right out of such moods, that you, Souline, can make me forget the great weariness of spirit, mind and body that I feel sometimes—I feel battle-weary, and you are my rest, my joy, and my ulimate justification. When I am with you I am younger than you are. I am young and carefree and irresponsible in nearly all things save your happiness; I am back where I was many years ago with only one difference—I know that I am kinder and more considerate and understanding. Oh, well. It may be that I should be glad that life has knocked me about a bit if because of this it has made John a more worthy and steadfast love for Souline. Dearest I must stop…God bless you my rest, my joy and my hope.





Your John






【名人小课堂】

玛格丽特·拉德克里夫·豪尔（Marguerite Radclyffe Hall，1880—1944），英国现代女诗人、作家。曾先后在剑桥国王学院和德国接受教育。一生共出版五部诗集、八部小说，以《孤寂深渊》最为著名。



















亲爱的……今天仍然没有收到你的回信——也许是因为有一个星期天的缘故吧——我开始害怕周末了。不能和你说话，不能一起讨论事情，这种感觉，真是奇怪又可怕……昨夜，忧伤再度向我袭来。生活的重量加之我身，一切东西在我嘴里都似尘埃，我离开时一事无成，我也从没真正实现过自我——肩上的担子太过沉重——我有时会有这样的感受，也已习惯多年了——这颠倒错乱的悲伤。我之所以告诉你这些，是因为你能让我走出这种心境，每当你抱着我，或是你躺在我的怀中，这种心境就无法缠上我，是你，苏林恩，你能让我忘记时而感受到的来自精神、思维甚至身体的严重倦怠——每当我感受到来自精神和肉体的——疲乏时，你就是我的安息之地，我的欢乐之源，我的至上满足。和你在一起时，我感到自己比你还要年轻。我朝气蓬勃，我逍遥自在，我感到自己只需对你的快乐负责，其他一切都好似与我无关；我感到自己又回到了多年以前，唯一不同的是——我知道自己比以前友好、体贴和善解人意了。哦，也许我该为命运的打击而感到高兴，因为，这样一来，约翰就更值得苏林恩坚定不移去爱了。最亲爱的，我要就此停笔了……愿上帝保佑你，我的安息之地，我的欢乐之源，我的希望之根。




你的约翰

1934年11月26日






















Denis Diderot to Sophia Voland　邓尼斯·狄德罗致索菲·弗朗

















Dear Sophie,


I cannot leave this place without saying a few words to you. So, my pet, you expect a good deal from me. Your happiness, your life, even depend, you say, upon my ever loving you!

Never fear, my dear Sophia, that will endure, and you shall live, and be happy. I have never committed a crime yet, and am not going to begin. I am wholly yours—you are everything to me. We will soothe my troubles; I will comfort you in yours. Would that I could always see you as you have been lately! As for myself, you must confess that I am just as I was on the first day you saw me.

This is no merit of my own, but I owe it in justice to myself to tell you so. It is one effect of good qualities to be felt more vividly from day to day. Be assured of my constancy to yours, and of my appreciation of them. Never was a passion more justified by reason than mine. Is it not true, my dear Sophia, that you are very amiable? Examine yourself—see how worthy you are of being loved, and know that I love you very much. That is the unvarving standard of my feelings.




Good night, my dear Sophia. I am as happy as man can be in knowing that I am loved by the best of women.



 Yours forever



Denis






【名人小课堂】

邓尼斯·狄德罗（Denis Diderot，1713—1784），法国18世纪杰出的启蒙思想家、唯物主义哲学家和教育理论家，也是唯物主义哲学家，美学家，文学家，百科全书派代表人物，第一部法国《百科全书》主编。他的最大成就就是主编了《百科全书》。










亲爱的索菲：


我要离开了，走之前我必须对你说上几句话。所以，我的宠儿，你对我寄望甚高，你的幸福，甚至你的生命，你说都寄托在我对你的爱上！

别怕，我亲爱的索菲，一切都会过去，你会好好活下来，会快乐地活着。我从没有过什么罪孽，将来也不会有。我完全属于你——你就是我的一切。我们会相濡以沫、生死与共；你为我排忧，我为你解难。但愿你永远如现在这般模样！而我，你得承认，我还是你初识时的我。




这并不算我自身的优点，可这样对你说，于我也算公正。一天比一天感受深刻，这也是优点。你要相信我对你永恒不变的爱情，要相信我自己也感激这份永恒。我热烈的爱并非一时而过，世上再没人比我更理智地对待它了。亲爱的索菲，你是如此温和可爱，难道不是吗？看看你自己——是多么值得被爱，你就知道我爱你有多深了。而且，这种感觉永远不会改变
 。

晚安，我亲爱的索菲。被世间最好的女子爱着，我就是世上最幸福的男人。

你永远的

邓尼斯













【邓尼斯·狄德罗——】

Only passions, great passions, can elevate the soul to great things.

只有热情、强烈的热情，才能使灵魂升华到伟大事业中去。














Lawrence Sterne to Miss L. 劳伦斯·斯特恩致L小姐













Yes! I will steal form the world, and not a babbling tongue tell where I am. Echo shall not so much as whisper my hiding place. Suffer thy imagination to permit it as little sun-gilt cottage, on the side of a romantic hill.

Do you think I will leave love and friendship behind me? No! They shall be my companions in solitude, for they will sit down and rise up with me in the amiable form of my L…

We will be as merry and as innocent as our first parents in Paradise, before the archfiend entered that indescribable scene. The kindest affections will have room to shoot and expand in our retirement, and produce such fruit as madness and envy and ambition have always killed in the bud. Let the human tempest and hurricane rage at a distance, the desolation is beyond the horizon of peace.

My L—has seen a polyanthus blow in December—some friendly wall has sheltered it from the biting wind. No planetary influence shall reach us but that which presides and cherishes the sweetest flowers. God preserve us!




How delightful this prospect in idea! We will build and we will plant, in our own way—simplicity shall not be tortured by art. We will learn of nature, how to live—she shall be our alchemist, to mingle all the good of life in one salubrious draught. The gloomy family of care and distrust shall be banished from our dwelling, guarded by the kind and tutelary deity. We will sing our choral songs of gratitude and rejoice to the end of our pilgrimage.

Adieu, my L—Return to me, who languishes for your society.


Laurence Sterne






【名人小课堂】

劳伦斯·斯特恩（Laurence Sterne， 1713—1768），18世纪英国最伟大的小说家之一，也是整个世界文学史上的一位天才级人物。1759年，他在46岁时开始创作小说巨著《项狄传》，共写了九卷。1768年，他的另一部伟大小说《感伤旅行》完成两卷，但之后不久，他因染病不治身亡，两部小说的写作也因此中断。
























是的，我要逃离这个世界，任谁也不知道我去了何处。即便回声也找不到我的足迹。任你去遐想，我也许会在浪漫山腰一座洒满金色阳光的小屋里。

爱情和友谊，你认为我会将它们离弃吗？不！它们是我孤独时的陪伴，随我一举一动，溶于我那亲切的L……

在撒旦介入那美妙的乐园生活之前，我们快乐而无忧无虑，一如创世祖先生活在天堂。待我们解甲归田后，最甜美的爱情之花将为我们绽放，那些果实如疯狂、嫉妒和野心将被扼杀在萌芽之时。就让人类的野蛮与肆虐在远方咆哮吧，荒芜远在和平的天边。

我的L……看见夜来香在冬月开放——一垣墙呵护它们不受风暴侵袭。我们远离尘嚣，唯与甜美的花儿相伴相惜。愿上帝保佑！

这是多么美妙的憧憬呵！我们要建房，要种树，用自己的方式——我们要发扬最淳朴的作风，不让虚华迷醉了世界。自然会教我们如何生存——她是炼金术士，她将生命的一切美好融合在一处，形成一股清爽的气流。计较与猜疑将会从我们的领地消失，仁慈的守护神会保卫我们。我们唱着感激的颂歌，走到朝圣之旅的尽头。




再见了，我的L——回到我的身边吧，我渴望你的陪伴。

劳伦斯·斯特恩













【劳伦斯·斯特恩——】

Pain and pleasure, like light and darkness, succeed each other.

痛苦与欢乐，犹如光明和黑暗，彼此交错而行。


















Nathaniel Hawthorne to Sophia Peabody 纳撒尼尔·霍桑致

索菲娅·皮博迪













I do trust, my dearest, that you have been employing this bright day for both of us: for I have spent it in my dungeon, and the only light that broke upon me was when I opened your letter. I am something driven to wish that you and I could mount upon a could (as we used to fancy in those heavenly walks of ours), and be borne quite out of sight and hearing of the world; for now all the people in the world seem to come between us. How happy were Adam and Eve! There was no third person to come between them, and all the infinity around them only seemed to press their hearts closer together. We love one another as they: but there is no silent and lovely garden of Eden for us. Will you sail away with me to discover some summer island? Do you not think that God has reserved one for us, ever since the beginning of the world? Foolish that I am to raise a question of it, since we have found such an Eden—such an island sacred to us two—whenever we have been together! Then we are the Adam and Eve of a virgin earth. Now, good-bye: for voice are babbling around me and I should not wonder if you were to hear the echo of them while you read this letter.












【名人小课堂】

纳撒尼尔·霍桑（Nathaniel Hawthorne，1804—1864）。19世纪前半期美国最伟大的小说家，象征主义及浪漫主义小说家，美国心理分析小说开创者。代表作有《红字》《福谷传奇》《玉石人像》，短篇小说集《古宅青苔》《重讲一遍的故事》等。













我坚信，亲爱的，你一直在为我们俩打造这光明之日；因为这一天，我在地牢里度过，唯有打开你的信，阳光才照耀在我身上。有时我不自觉开始幻想，幻想着我们驾上云朵（如我们在以往一起漫步时的欢乐时光所幻想的），御风而行，远离世俗喧嚣；因为此刻，好像所有人都挡在了我们中间。亚当和夏娃是多么幸福啊！再无人将他们阻隔，周围那无尽的时空反而让两颗心贴得更近；我们像他们那样彼此相爱；可我们却没有宁静而美丽的伊甸园。你可愿伴我远航，去寻找夏之岛？你相信自混沌伊始，上帝就为我们准备了这样一方乐土吗？我这么问，真是愚蠢至极，我们不是已经找到了吗——这样一个神圣的岛屿——无论何时，只要我们在一起，就能拥有！那样一来，我们就是另一片原始之地上的亚当和夏娃了。好了，再见了；我耳畔不断响起嘈杂的声音，我不知当你阅读这封信时，会不会听到它的回声。




























【纳撒尼尔·霍桑——】

People of high intellectual endowments do not require familiar ones in those they love. They are just the persons to appreciate the wholesome gush of natural feeling, the honest affection, the simple joy, the fullness of contentment with what they love.

富有才华的人不求自己的爱人像自己一样出众。他们所欣赏的只是自然的真情与淳朴的欢乐，以及与所爱之人在一起时的满足。














Fitzgerald to Marya Mannes　菲茨杰拉德致玛利亚·曼尼斯

















Dear Marya,


Thank you for writing me about Gatsby
 —I especially appreciate your letter because women, and even intelligent women, haven’t generally cared much for it. They do not like women to be presented as emotionally passive—as a matter of fact I think most women are, that their minds are taken up with a sort of second-rate and unessential bookkeeping which their apologists call “practicality”—like the French, they are centime-savers in the business of magic. (You see I am a Schopenhauerlan, not a Shavian.)

You are thrilled by New York—I doubt you will be after five more years when you are more fully nourished from within. I carry the place around the world in my heart but something I try to shake it off in my dreams. America’s greatest promise is that something is going to happen, and after a while you get tired of waiting because nothing happens to people except that they grow old, and nothing happens to American art because America is the story of the moon that never rose. Nor does the “minute itself” ever come to life either, the minute not of unrest and hope but of a glowing peace—such as when the moon rose that night on Gerald and Sara’s garden and you said you were happy to be there. No one ever makes things in America with that vast, magnificent, cynical disillusion with which Gerald and Sara make things like their parties. (They were, last week, and we spent six or seven happy days together.)




My new novel is marvelous. I’m in the first chapter. You may recognize certain things and people in it.

The young people in America are brilliant with second hand sophistication inherited from betters of the war generation who to some extent worked things out for themselves. They are brave, shallow, cynical, impatient, turbulent and empty. I like them not. The “fresh, strong river of America!” My God, Marya, where are your eyes—or are they too fresh and strong to see anything but their own color and contour in the glass? America is so decadent that is brilliant children are damned almost before they are born. Can you name a single America artist except James and Whistler (who lived in England) who didn’t die of drink? If it is fresh and strong to be unable to endure or to tolerate things as they are, to shut your eyes or to distort and lie then you’re right. Marya Mannes, and no one has ever so misinterpreted the flowers of civilization, the Greek or Gallic idea as…





Your sincere admirer



F. Scott Fitzgerald






【名人小课堂】

弗朗西斯·斯科特·菲茨杰拉德（Francis Scott Fitzgerald，1896—1940），美国小说家，20世纪最伟大的美国作家之一；此外还是一位著名律师。他终其一生为两样东西所困：一是才华，一是金钱，他都曾一度拥有，最后又全部失去。代表作《了不起的盖茨比》《夜未央》《尘世乐园》《美丽与毁灭》等。










亲爱的玛利亚：


谢谢你写信谈论了对《盖茨比》的看法——这让我非常高兴，因为女人，哪怕是有些学识的女人，通常是不怎么在意这一类书的。她们不喜欢女人被描述成情感被动的形象——事实上，我认为大多数女人在情感上都是被动的，她们的思维大多数时候都被庸俗而不重要的账簿占据着，而一些为之辩护的人还美其名曰“务实”——她们就像法国人，做买卖时总是分毛必较。（你可知了吧，我可是支持叔本华，而不是萧伯纳。）




说到纽约，你就激动不已
 ——我在想，五年多后，你的内在才会完全充实。我将周围的世界装在心中，可有时，我竟会努力在梦中摆脱它。美国人最擅长的承诺就是会有所改变的，可不久你便会失去耐性，因为什么都没有发生，而你却渐渐老去，美国艺术就是这样，什么都没有改变，因为美国的历史就是关于永不升起的月亮的故事。就连“那一刻”都不曾到来过，那是无关动荡与希望，而是关于光辉与和平的时刻——如同那一晚，在杰拉德和萨拉的花园里，月亮升起了，你说你很高兴去那儿。在美国，从未有人如此大张旗鼓、愤世警醒地开展过什么活动，而杰拉德和萨拉却如此举办聚会。（那是上周的事了，我们还在一起愉快地待了六七天。）

我的新小说很不错。我刚开始写第一章。其中讲述了一些人和事，你定能认出来。

从战乱一代传承下来的故事特性，在美国年青一代身上体现得淋漓尽致，那些前人们往往是特立独行的。他们鲁莽而肤浅，他们愤世嫉俗，他们暴躁而无知。我不喜欢他们。那是“美国的肥鱼之河！”天哪，玛利亚，你的眼睛在往哪里看——还是它们太过灵动、透彻，只能看见镜中自己的色彩和轮廓？美国太堕落，孩子们甚至还没出生就死了。除了詹姆斯和惠斯勒（他住在英国）外，你还能列举出任何一个单身艺术家不是酗酒而死的吗？若你的双眼灵动而透彻，不能目睹现实，那就闭上眼睛，扭曲事实，或是撒谎，那我就没话可说了。玛利亚·曼尼斯，从没人如此曲解文明之花，曲解希腊和高卢人的思想，除了……




你真心的仰慕者

斯科特·菲茨杰拉德

















































【菲茨杰拉德——】

Begin to act boldly. The moment one definitely commits oneself, heaven moves on his behalf.

大胆行动吧。全心全意投入时，连上苍也会被感动。






























Real love stories never have endings.


真正的爱情故事从来都不会结束。





















紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译





美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译






8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译



9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译








假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。





策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007









[1]
 风月即法国共和历的6月，相当于公里2月19日至3月20日。





[2]
 若是直呼姓名，则应该加上拿破仑·波拿巴的姓氏，称为“约瑟芬·波拿巴”；但拿破仑不清楚约瑟芬是否还如当初那般深爱。











那些激励我前行的睿思
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最深刻的思想或感情就如同地底的矿藏，在等待着同样深沉的头脑与心灵去发现和开采。










The profoundest thought or passion sleeps as in a mine until an equal mind and heart finds and publishes it.




















Chapter 1心灵的美誉芳醇













Distrust can be contagious. But, so can trust.


—Robbins Stacia










不信任有传染性。但是信任也如此。


——斯达卡



















Of Love　论爱情

Francis Bacon









The stage is more beholding to love, than the life of man. For as to the stage, love is ever matter of comedies, and now and then of tragedies; but in life it doth much mischief
 ①
 ; sometimes like a siren, sometimes like a fury.

You may observe, that amongst all the great and worthy persons (whereof the memory remaineth, either ancient or recent) there is not one, that hath been transported to the mad degree of love: which shows that great spirits, and great business, do keep out this weak passion. You must except, nevertheless, Marcus Antonius, the half partner of the empire of Rome, and Appius Claudius, the decemvir and lawgiver; whereof the former was indeed a voluptuous
 ②
 man, and inordinate; but the latter was an austere and wise man: and therefore it seems (though rarely) that love can find entrance, not only into an open heart, but also into a heart well fortified, if watch be not well kept.




It is a poor saying of Epicurus, Satis magnum alter alteri theatrum sumus; as if man, made for the contemplation of heaven, and all noble objects, should do nothing but kneel be-fore a little idol, and make himself a subject, though not of the mouth (as beasts are), yet of the eye; which was given him for higher purposes.

It is a strange thing, to note the excess of this passion, and how it braves the nature, and value of things, by this; that the speaking in a perpetual
 ③
 hyper-bole, is comely in nothing but in love. Neither is it merely in the phrase; for whereas it hath been well said, that the arch-flatterer, with whom all the petty flatterers have intelligence, is a man’s self; certainly the lover is more. For there was never proud man thought so absurdly well of him-self, as the lover doth of the person loved; and therefore it was well said, that it is impossible to love, and to be wise. Neither doth this weakness appear to others only, and not to the party loved; but to the loved most of all, except the love be reciproque. For it is a true rule, that love is ever re-warded, either with the reciproque, or with an inward and secret contempt.

By how much the more, men ought to beware of this passion, which loseth not only other things, but itself! As for the other losses, the poet’s relation doth well figure them: that he that preferred Helena, quitted the gifts of Juno and Pallas. For whosoever esteemeth too much of amorous affection, quitteth both riches and wisdom.






This passion hath his floods, in very times of weakness; which are great prosperity, and great adversity; though this latter hath been less observed: both which times kindle love, and make it more fervent, and therefore show it to be the child of folly. They do best, who if they cannot but admit love, yet make it keep quarters; and sever it wholly from their serious affairs, and actions, of life; for if it check once with business, it troubleth men’s fortunes, and maketh men, that they can no ways be true to their own ends
 .

I know not how, but martial men are given to love: I think, it is but as they are given to wine; for perils commonly ask to be paid in pleasures.

There is in man’s nature, a secret inclination and motion, towards love of others, which if it be not spent upon some one or a few, doth naturally spread itself towards many, and maketh men become humane and charitable; as it is seen sometime in friars.


Nuptial love maketh mankind; friendly love
 perfecteth it; but wanton love corrupteth, and embaseth it.








【作者简介】

弗朗西斯·培根（Francis Bacon，1561—1626），英国文艺复兴时期最重要的散作家，唯物主义哲学家，科学家。被马克思称为“英国唯物主义和整个现代实验科学的真正始祖”。代表作《新工具》《学术的进步》《新大西岛》等。









相比生活，爱情更偏爱舞台。因为在舞台上，爱情总是喜剧，偶尔掺杂着悲剧；可在生活中，就非常麻烦了：生活中的爱情时而充满诱惑，时而让人愤怒。




你可以观察一下，所有伟人之中（古往今来，凡记忆所到之处）竟无一人为爱疯狂。这就说明了，凡是伟大的精神、伟大的事业，都将这脆弱的激情隔绝在外。然而，肯定也有例外，罗马帝国的半友人马可·奥勒利乌斯，古罗马行政官兼立法者克劳狄乌
 斯，就是例外：前者本是骄奢淫逸之人；后者却严谨而明智。由此可知，好像（尽管很少）爱情总能找到入口，它不仅能进入敞开的心扉，还能钻进城墙高筑却疏于守备的心门。

伊壁鸠鲁有云，人生不过是一座大戏台；好像为天国之冥思而生的人类，以及一切高贵的事物，都该抛开一切拜倒在一尊小小的神像前，让自己虽不至屈从于口腹之欲（像野兽一样），却难逃耳目色相之劫；它们本该有更高尚的用途。




因此，要说清这万物的激情和价值，以及它在本性面前是如何无畏无惧，是一件很奇怪的事情；无尽的浮夸，只有在爱情里才显得美妙。这种浮夸不仅在于辞藻，因为有句话说得好，最大的奉承，人总会留给自己；而对爱人的
 奉承可谓更甚。即便再骄傲的人，也不会像陷入爱河之人迷恋他所爱的人那般迷恋自己；因而有人云
 ，爱情与理智不可兼得。这种缺陷，不仅外人能看到，被爱之人也能看到；而且被爱之人看得最清楚，除非对方也爱上了你。这是一条不争定律，爱本就是付出，要么得到回报，要么被暗自轻蔑。

人们可千万要小心这种情欲，它不仅会使你失去其他东西，还会使你失去它自己！对于所谓的其他东西，诗人早已贴切形容：他选择了海伦娜，就是放弃了朱诺和雅典娜。也就是说，那些太过看重情爱之欲之人，就等于放弃了财富和智慧。

每当人心显露脆弱，这种激情便会涌入；或是春风得意日，或是苦难交加时；尽管后者出现的情况较少，可两种情况都会点燃爱情
 之火，并让它愈演愈烈，因而就像愚人之子。那些不得不接受爱情的人，仍然尽力约束它，并将它完整地与生活中严肃的事业和行为隔开。因为一旦爱情沾上了事业，就会影响人们的运势，他们就无从实现最终目标。




我不知道为什么，军人总容易深陷爱河。我想，正如他们沉湎于酒一样，因为从事危险的工作总需要欢愉来给予慰藉。

人类的天性之中，本存有对他人的爱之倾向，若这种爱无法给予一个或几个人，那么它很自然地就成了博爱，如此一来，便更显人性与慈悲；正如在修士身上所见。

婚姻之爱，造就人；友谊之爱，升华人；然而荒淫之爱，腐蚀人、摧毁人。
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①
 mischief [ˈmɪstʃɪf]
 n. 损害，
 危害
 ；
 顽皮
 ，
 淘气；
 恶作剧；
 祸根


②
 voluptuous [vəˈlʌptʃuəs]
 adj. 性感的；
 令人感到舒适的，
 倾向感官享受的；
 骄奢淫逸的


③
 perpetual [pɚˈpɛtʃuəl]
 adj. 永久的；
 不断的；
 无期限的；
 四季开花的


















On Pleasure　论快乐

Kahlil Gibran









Pleasure is a freedom song, but it is not freedom. It is the blossoming of your desires, but it is not their fruit; it is depth calling onto a height, but it is not the deep nor the height; it is the caged taking wing, but it is not space encompassed. Ay, in very truth, pleasure is a freedom song. And I fain would have you sing it with fullness of heart; yet I would not have you lose your hearts in the singing.

Some of your youth seek pleasure as if it was all, and they are judged and rebuked. I would not judge nor rebuke them. I would have them seek, for they shall find pleasure, but not her alone; seven are her sisters, and the least of them is more beautiful than pleasure. Have you not heard of the man who was digging in the earth for roots and found a treasure?

And some of your elders remember pleasures with regret like wrongs committed in drunkenness. But the regret is the beclouding of the mind and its chastisement. They should remember their pleasures with gratitude, as they would the harvest of a summer. Yet if it comforts them to regret, let them be comforted.




And there are among you those who are neither young to seek nor old to remember; and in their fear of seeking and remembering they shun all pleasures, lest they neglect the spirit or offend against it.

But even in their foregoing is their pleasure.

And thus they too find a treasure though they dig for roots with quivering hands.

But tell me, who is he that can offend the spirit?

Shall the nightingale offend the stillness of the night, or the firefly the stars? And shall your flame or your smoke burden the wind?

Think you the spirit is a still pool which you can trouble with a staff? Oftentimes in denying yourself pleasure you do but store the desire in the recesses of your being.

Who knows but that which seem omitted today, waits for tomorrow? Even your body knows its heritage and its rightful need and will not be deceived.

And your body is the harp of your soul, and it is yours to bring forth sweet music from it or confused sounds.




And now you ask in your heart, “How shall we distinguish that which is good in pleasure from that which is not good?” Go to your fields and your gardens and you shall learn that it is pleasure of the bee to gather honey of the flower, but it is also the pleasure of the flower to yield its honey to the bee, for to the bee a flower is a fountain of life, and to the flower a bee is a messenger of love, and to both, bee and flower, the giving and receiving of pleasure is a need and an ecstasy.

People of Orphaless, be in your pleasures like the flowers and the bees.





【作者简介】

卡里·纪伯伦（Kahlil Gibran，1883—1931），黎巴嫩诗人、作家和画家。被称为“艺术天才”“黎巴嫩文坛骄子”，是阿拉伯现代小说、艺术和散文的主要奠基人，20世纪阿拉伯新文学道路的开拓者之一。作品形散而神不散，是阿拉伯近代文学史上首位使用散文诗体的作家。代表作《我的心灵告诫我》《先知》《论友谊》等。









快乐是一首自由的歌曲，但它又不是自由本身。它是绽放你梦想的花朵，但不是花朵的果实；它是从深谷向高山的呼唤，但不是高低的山峦；它是笼中展翅的鸟儿，却不是困缚的空间。喔，的确，快乐是一首自由之歌。愿你们能够倾心诠释这首歌曲；愿你们不要在歌声中迷失了自己的心。




一些年轻人别无所求，把追寻快感当作生活的全部，他们很快就受到了审判和谴责。但我不会审判和谴责他们。我会让他们去尽情追寻，因为他们会寻找到快乐，而不单单是快感本身；快乐有七个姐妹，最小的妹妹比快乐更加美丽。难道你们没听说过，一个男人在挖树根的时候发现了宝藏的故事吗？

一些年长的人带着遗憾回忆快乐，就像在追忆那些酒醉后犯下的错误。但遗憾只会让心灵蒙上一层阴影，而不是对它的惩戒。他们应带着感恩的心去回忆快乐，就如同回忆盛夏硕果累累的愉悦时刻。但如果后悔能使他们得到心理安慰，那就让他们得到慰藉吧。

还有一些人，过了追梦的年龄，却暂无回忆的沉淀；他们逃避一切追寻快乐和回忆快乐的机会，唯恐忽视或惹恼了心灵。

然而在这样的行径中，也有他们自己的快乐。

因此，即使他们用颤抖的手刨根，也会找到宝藏。

但有谁能告诉我，谁敢惹恼心灵呢？

夜莺会扰乱夜的寂静，萤火虫会惹怒繁星吗？你们的火焰和烟雾会惊扰风的方向吗？




你们以为心灵就像一汪清泉可以让你们肆意破坏吗？你们常常表面拒绝快乐，却将对快乐的渴求深埋于心。

可是谁又知道，今天被忽略的事，明天会不会发生呢？甚至你们的身体也明白它所承存的合理需求，而不会被欺骗。

你们的身体是你们心灵的琴弦，它抑或奏出美妙的乐曲，抑或拨弄出混乱的声响，全取决于你们。

现在，你们问问自己的内心：“我们该如何分辨快乐的真假呢？”你们去到田野花园瞧瞧便知，快乐就是蜜蜂忙碌于蕊间采蜜，而花朵也乐于将花蜜奉献给蜜蜂，花朵是蜜蜂的生存之基，蜜蜂又是花朵爱的传信者，对它们来说，蜜蜂和花朵，给予和接受都是令彼此狂喜的快乐。

奥菲利斯城的人们，请像花朵和蜜蜂一样，尽情享受你们的快乐吧！














Frankness　坦率

Robert E. Lee





You must study to be frank with the world: frankness is the child of honesty and courage. Say just what you mean to do, on every occasion. If a friend asks a favor, you should grant it, if it is reasonable; if not, tell him plainly why you cannot. You would wrong him and wrong yourself by equivocation of any kind.

Never do a wrong thing to make a friend or keep one. The man who requires you to do so is dearly purchased at a sacrifice. Deal kindly but firmly with all your classmates. You will find it the policy which wears best. Above all, do not appear to others what you are not.

If you have any fault to find with any one, tell him, not others, of what you complain. There is no more dangerous experiment than that of undertaking to do one thing before a man’s face and another behind his back. We should say and do nothing to the injury of any one. It is not only a matter of principle, but also the path of peace and hornor.








【作者简介】

罗伯特·爱德华·李（Robert Edward Lee，1807—1870），美国军事家。曾任华盛顿大学校长，并积极从事教育事业，维持着联合国代表象征及重要教育家的形象至今。

















你必须学会对这个世界真诚以待：坦率是诚实与勇气之子。在每一个场合，你都要说出自己真实的想法。如果有朋友请你帮忙，只要合情合理，你便该予以帮助；如若不然，就坦白告诉他为什么你不能施以援手。含糊其辞既会委屈自己，也会委屈朋友。

千万不要为了结交朋友或者维持友谊而做错事。对你有如此要求的人终会付出沉痛的代价。对待同学要友善，但也要有原则。你会发现，这是最为实用的准则。最重要的是，不要在他人面前伪装自己。

如果你发现了某人的缺点，就告诉他本人，而不是向他人抱怨。最危险的事情莫过于做人当面一套，背后一套。有损他人的话语我们不能说，伤害他人的事情我们不能做。这不仅是一种做人原则，还是与他人和睦相处、获得他人尊重之道。


















Educating Yourself About the Art of Loving　学习爱的艺术

Paul Mauchline










Katherine Anne Porter wrote, “Love must be
 learned, and learned again and again; there is no end to it.” Katherine Anne is right: there is no end to it. Each day, we need to love ourselves. Each day, we need to demonstrate our love for our partner and family, and for all those we encounter. So how do we get to the point where we are able to show our love for others and ourselves every day? I feel that the answer lies in how we view love. In his book published in 1956, The Art of Loving
 , Erich Fromm describes love as an art that requires effort, knowledge and practice. To view love as an art is to imagine that the capacity for love is a seed that lies within each of us, and that growing that seed is solely our own responsibility.

The practice of any art requires knowledge. By virtue of
 ①
 the fact you are reading this article, I assume you are seeking knowledge about the art of loving. Many of us today are reading books by authors like John Gray, Barbara De Angelis, John Bradshaw, Thomas Moore, and countless others. The reason we are reading is quite simple: we are seeking more knowledge about love and relationships. It’s very apparent, from the number of seminars, tapes, videos, and books available, that there is need for this type of knowledge.




Have you attended a seminar or read a book on relationships in the last year? Whether you have, or have not, is not important right now. What is important is that you recognize that knowledge is the first step. Take responsibility for your own education. Participating in a seminar or workshop, reading a book, and even reading this article is a gesture of loving yourself. Just do not forget that knowledge acquisition is a continuous process; it does not stop after one or two seminars, or after reading a few books. It takes effort on your part to gain the knowledge you need. Instead of just sitting watching television, you are reading this article right now, but it does not mean the effort has to end once you finish reading what I have to say here. You just may feel inspired, with new ideas on life, love, and relationships. It’s up to you to put in the effort to incorporate these ideas into your life…and to keep them alive. It’s not going to be easy—it’s going to require hard work and effort. You cannot change life-long habits overnight, after reading one article. Somehow, with the pace of life and the conveniences we now have, we have come to expect things to happen instantly. Improving our relationships and ourselves is about changing old habits, some of which we have had since childhood. These changes do not occur instantly, but require continuous effort over time.




What exactly does “effort” mean, when it comes to loving? In my opinion, effort is time and action. When you get up tomorrow morning, take the time to ask yourself: How can I be more loving to myself today? How can I give more love to my partner? What action can I take to give love today? Use your imagination to come up with creative ways of showing love for yourself and others. Take the time to follow through with your thoughts and put them into action. I am not talking about lavish gifts or tropical holidays; it’s the little continuous gestures of love that count. Having a bubble bath, making yourself a special dinner, taking a mental health day from work, sleeping in, taking a drive in the country, spending time at a hobby, curling up with a good book, or even reading material like this or attending a workshop or seminar are gestures of loving yourself. You can give love to your partner in many little ways, too: A telephone call during the day to say, “Hi, how are you? I was thinking about you…”, bringing home a single flower or a little gift, going for an evening walk together, giving spontaneous
 ②
 hugs, holding hands, giving a back rub, showering together, reading aloud to one another, or leaving a little love note on the bathroom mirror...the list goes on and on. All it takes is imagination. The possibilities are endless.




We will never know everything. That is the beauty of life, and, more importantly, that is the beauty of love—for they are really both one in the same. Remember it all starts with you. Take the time to expand your knowledge of love, and practice the art of loving, always, to create the loving life you deserve.
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①
 by virtue of 由于


②
 spontaneous [spɒn'teɪnɪəs]
 adj. 自发的；
 自然的；
 无意识的








凯瑟琳·安·波特写道：“爱需要学习，学习，再学习，永无止境。”凯瑟琳·安说得没错，对爱的学习是没有止境的。每天我们都需要爱自己，爱我们的伴侣和家人，还有那些偶遇的人。那么，我们该如何表达对自己和他人的爱呢？我认为，答案取决于我们如何看待爱。埃利希·弗洛姆在1956年出版
 的《爱的艺术》中，把爱描述成一件需要努力、知识和练习的艺术。把爱视为艺术，就好比把爱当成一枚种子，种在我们每个人的心间，我们需要对它负责，让它茁壮成长。

练习任何一门艺术都需要知识。当你在读这篇文章时，我猜你正在寻找和爱的艺术相关的知识。如今，
 有很多人会阅读像约翰·格雷、芭芭拉·安吉丽思、约翰·布拉德肖、托马斯·摩尔还有其他类似作家的书。这些书热门的原因很简单，我们渴望更多关于爱和情感的知识。从相关的研讨会、磁带、视频和书籍的数量中可以很明显地看出，这类知识受到人们的热捧。

去年，你有参加过类似的情感研讨会或是阅读相关的书籍吗？不论有或没有，现在已经无关紧要了。重要的是，你要认识到相关的知识是学习爱的艺术的第一步。从现在起，重视自己的学习，参加一个研讨会或讲习班，阅读一些书籍，甚至是阅读这篇文章，这都是你爱自己的表现。但不要忘记，学习是一个长期的过程，不要只是参加了一两个研讨会，或是读了几本书后就停止学习。想要学习这门艺术，你需要付出很多的努力。你没有坐在电视机前，而是在看这篇文章，这很好，但这并不意味着读完这篇文章后就万事大吉了。你也许会灵光一闪，想到很多有关人生、爱和感情的新的想法。但能否把这些想法融入你的生活，并让它们持续焕发光彩，就要看你自己了。这并不容易，你需要花很多的时间和精力。你不可能在读完这篇文章后，一晚上就改变了你日积月累下养成的习惯。飞快的生活节奏以及现今我们身边的各种便利，让我们总是希望事情一下子就能做好。想改善情感和我们自身，就要改变一些老旧的习惯，有些习惯还是我们从小就养成的。改变习惯不会一蹴而就，而是要长时间不间断地努力。




当爱和努力联系在一起时，努力到底意味着什么？我认为，努力就是时间和行动。你明天早上起床时，问问自己，我今天能更爱自己一点吗？能更爱自己的伴侣吗？我该怎样表达爱？想出一些新颖的方式来向你自己和他人献上爱吧。让你的想法慢慢在头脑里成形，并把它付诸实际。我不会用奢侈的礼物和热带旅游来表达爱，这种爱的表达方式不会长久。爱自己的方法有很多，比如泡泡澡，为自己准备一个特别的晚餐，让自己的精神休息一天，睡个懒觉，在乡边骑自行车，花点时间在自己的兴趣爱好上，读一本好书，甚至是看这篇文章，或是参加讲习班或研讨会。你也可以在很多小事上向你的伴侣表达爱：给他
 （她）打通电话，关心一下：“你好吗，我很想你……”带一支花或是一份小礼物回家，晚上一起出去散步，给一个自然的拥抱，紧紧握住对方的手，给对方做背部按摩，一起淋浴，把一本书的内容大声读给对方听，或是在浴室的镜子上留下一张爱的留言……还有很多很多。你需要想象去做这些事情，要相信，任何奇迹都会发生。




我们难以知晓下一秒会发生什么。这就是生命之美，这更是爱之美，因为它们本来就如出一辙。要知道，一切都因你而改变。花时间去增长你对爱的见解，练习爱的艺术，去塑造你值得拥有的充满爱的人生吧！






















Of Beauty　论美

Francis Bacon









Virtue is like a rich stone, best plain set; and surely virtue is best, in a body that is comely, though not of delicate features; and that hath rather dignity of presence, than beauty of aspect.

Neither is it almost seen, that very beautiful per-sons are otherwise of great virtue; as if nature were rather busy, not to err, than in labor to produce excellency. And therefore they prove accomplished, but not of great spirit; and study rather behavior, than virtue. But this holds not always: for Augustus Caesar, Titus Vespasianus, Philip le Belle of France, Edward the Fourth of England, Alcibiades of Athens, Ismael the Sophy of Persia, were all high and great spirits; and yet the most beautiful men of their times. In beauty, that of favor, is more than that of color; and that of decent and gracious motion, more than that of favor. That is the best part of beauty, which a picture cannot express; no, nor the first sight of the life. There is no excellent beauty, that hath not some strangeness in the proportion. A man cannot tell whether Apelles, or Albert Durer, were the more trifler; whereof the one, would make a personage by geo-metrical proportions; the other, by taking the best parts out of divers faces, to make one excellent.




Such personages, I think, would please nobody, but the painter that made them. Not but I think a painter may make a better face than ever was; but he must do it by a kind of felicity (as a musician that maketh an excellent air in music), and not by rule. A man shall see faces, that if you examine them part by part, you shall find never a good; and yet altogether do well. If it be true that the principal part of beauty is in decent motion, cer-tainly it is no marvel, though persons in years seem many times more amiable; pulchrorum autumnus pulcher; for no youth can be comely but by pardon, and considering the youth, as to make up the comeliness. Beauty is as summer fruits, which are easy to corrupt, and cannot last; and for the most part it makes a dissolute youth, and an age a little out of countenance; but yet cer-tainly again, if it light well, it maketh virtue shine, and vices blush.





美德，犹如宝石，镶嵌朴素为最佳，因此，一个人即便没有精致面容，但清秀外表加上美德便已足矣。仪表端庄，胜过面容姣美。




非众之所见，绝美之人通常都德行不佳。似乎其天性只忙于追求不犯错误，而不是培养美德。因此，他们看似学识渊博，其实缺乏精神修养；他们所学，只是行为，而非德行。但也非全都如此：奥古斯都·凯
 撒、提图斯·维斯帕西亚努斯、法王菲利普、英王爱德华四世、雅典的亚西比德、波斯帝王伊斯梅尔，他们都是有着崇高精神修养之人，而且也是当时最为貌美之人。仪表端正之美胜于颜色之美；而谦和得体又胜于仪表端正。美之绝佳部分，非图画所能表达，非一眼所能识穿。所有极致之美，在其比例配合上都有其奇异之处。无人能够道出阿佩利斯和艾伯特·杜勒谁人更胜一筹，他俩绘制人像，其一擅长利用几何比例，其一擅长采集众人脸型之最优之处，以成绝美之人像。

我认为，画家如此作出的人像，除了取悦自己，恐无法讨他人欢心。我承认，画家确实可以绘制出比以往更为漂亮的脸庞，但是想要做到这一点，他并不能循规蹈矩，而必须不拘一格（就像能够利用音乐创造出绝妙氛围的音乐家）。世人必定见过这样的面孔，如若逐个观察每一部位，你会发现全无美感，但是整体观之，则和谐美观。如果美之主体在于举止优雅得体，那么说年长之人会更加温和可亲、美人迟暮而更美，便不足为怪了。恕我直言，少年之俊美是因其年轻朝气补其形态之不足。貌美有如夏日果实，易腐而不易保存。而世上大多数美人，年少时言行放荡，年长后则面露惭色。但仍是开篇那句，如若镶嵌得当，貌美会使善行大放异彩，让恶习羞愧难当。




















Learning to Love Yourself　学会爱自己

Leslie Karen Lobell









According to the song written by Michael Masser and Linda Creed, Greatest Love of All
 , “The greatest love of all / Is easy to achieve / Learning to love yourself / It is the greatest love of all.” I agree that, for many people, self-love may be the greatest and most important love they ever experience in this lifetime. However, for so many people, “learning to love yourself” does not seem so “easy to achieve”. For most of us, genuine self-love seems so elusive, so much harder to grasp than we expected. Now, I would like to give some practical suggestions—some first steps—on how to learn to love yourself.

I have made the analogy
 ①
 that, if you keep giving to others without giving to yourself, it is like pouring water from a vessel. If you pour and pour without ever refilling it, eventually, it will run dry. So, if we are like that vessel, how do we refill, recharge, re-energize, and replenish ourselves, so that we will have energy and love to give to others and to the world? The answer is: by loving and giving to ourselves, first. How do we begin to do this?




There are many ways for us to love and to care for ourselves...The possibilities are infinite. One way to learn to love yourself is to act as if you already do (i.e., “Fake it till you make it”). An important way to love yourself is to nourish
 ②
 and care for your body: eat healthy foods and exercise regularly. You may want to “treat” yourself to things like a massage, a facial, a pedicure, or a gym membership. Taking breaks and having fun are important, as well. Whether alone, with a friend, or with a partner, you may want to have a night out on the town: go out for a nice dinner, go dancing, and/or attend the theater, a concert, the ballet, or a movie. If you tend to be a workaholic—or if you are more a saver than a spender—then perhaps it is time to take a well-deserved, long-overdue vacation. Of course, treating yourself does not need to involve great expense: you can take a bubble bath, eat dinner at home by candlelight, take a walk on the beach, swim in the ocean (those waters are very healing), or watch a sunset. Perhaps you enjoy taking time to paint or to write. These are just a few ideas. You can put your own imagination to work.

Another way to enhance self-love and self-esteem is to be aware of your self-talk (those things that you say to yourself inside your head). Speak to yourself in ways that are more kind, and less mean or abusive. Many of us have very harsh inner critics: When we make a mistake, this critical voice inside our head beats up on us, saying things like, “That was so stupid!...I can’t do anything right!...What a loser!” We need to replace these negative messages with other, more positive ones. For example, “I made a mistake. That’s okay: That is how I learn. I’ll know better the next time.” With awareness, over time, you can “catch yourself” when your self-talk is negative, and change the message to something more positive and “ego-enhancing”.




Don’t just “catch yourself being wrong”. “Catch yourself being right”. In other words, don’t just catch the voice of your inner critic, and stop it from beating up on you. When you do something well, or when you find yourself saying the right things to yourself or to others, be sure to reward yourself: acknowledge yourself verbally, give yourself a pat on the back, or treat yourself to something special.

Yet another way you can learn to love yourself is by being in the practice of using positive affirmations. Take some time to come up with the qualities that you most want to embody. Choose about two or three to focus on for any one period of time. Then try this for at least a month: Repeat those qualities daily, telling yourself that you are those things, already. Whether or not you currently believe it, say it anyway...Again, “Fake it till you make it.” For example, take time to tell yourself, each day, “I am happy and successful” or “I am beautiful and bright” or “I love my body: I feel healthy and in balance” or “I am loving, caring, and worthy of love” or “I am powerful and self-confident”...whatever qualities you wish to be. You may want to write out these affirmations and post them someplace where you will see them regularly: on the bathroom mirror, on the refrigerator door, by the clock in your bedroom, atop your computer monitor, or somewhere in front of your desk at work. Even if, at first, you feel silly or uncomfortable repeating or reading these phrases, you may find that you grow into and become these qualities. You may even realize that you embodied them all along; you just had not realized it.




So, go ahead. Love yourself. Be good to yourself. Treat yourself well. Replenish yourself. You will discover that, the more you love yourself, the more you will be able to give love to others—and the more others will want to be around you and give back to you. This is a win-win situation. Loving yourself will ultimately
 ③
 benefit the lives of others you encounter, as well as your own life.
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①
 analogy [ə'nælədʒi]
 n. 类比；
 相似，
 类似


②
 nourish ['nʌriʃ]
 v. 滋养，
 给营养；
 培育；
 怀有


③
 ultimately ['ʌltimitli]
 adv. 最后；
 最终





迈克尔·马瑟和琳达·柯丽德写的歌曲《最伟大的爱》有这样的歌词，“最伟大的爱/很容易实现/学会爱自己/它是最伟大的爱。”我认同这句歌词，因为对许多人来说，自爱可能是他们终其一生所能体验到的最伟大、最重要的爱。然而，对于很多人来说，“学会爱自己”似乎也不那么“容易实现”。至于我们大多数人，真正的自爱似乎如此难以捉摸，比我们想象的更难掌握。现在，我想给出一些实用的建议——几个最简单的步骤——关于如何学会爱自己。




我用自爱打个比方。如果你持续给予他人关爱而没有关爱自己，就像是从一个容器往外倒水：如果你一直往外倒，却始终没有往里面加水，最终它将会干涸。所以，如果我们就是那样的容器，我们应该如何为自己充电、补充能量，不断地充实自己，让我们有力量和爱去给予他人和这个世界？答案就是：首先关爱自己，把爱给自己。那么，怎样开始呢？

关爱和照顾自己的方式有很多……其可能性是无限的。学习爱自己的方法之一就是想象你已经达到某个目标，然后去采取行动（如“假装做到直到你真正做到”）。爱自己的另一个重要方法是关注和呵护你的身体：吃健康的食物，定期锻炼。你可以让自己享受一次按摩，做一次面部或脚部护理，或者加入健身俱乐部。注意多加休息、享受生活乐趣也是很重要的。无论是孤身一人，还是与朋友或伴侣一起，你可以在晚上外出去城里：出去吃一顿大餐，跳跳舞，去剧院看看话剧，听听音乐会，观赏芭蕾舞，又或者看场电影。如果你想做一个工作狂——或者你更像是一个储蓄者而不是一个挥金如土的人，那么也许是时候去当之无愧地度过一个姗姗来迟的假期。当然，善待自己并不一定需要花费巨大的代价：你可以洗一个泡泡浴，在家里吃顿烛光晚餐，在海滩上散散步，到海里去游游泳（海水的疗养效果非常好），或看看日落。也许你喜欢花点时间去画画或写点东西。以上列举的只是几个想法而已，你可以充分发挥自己的想象力。




另一种提高自尊自爱的方式，就是要了解你的自我对话（你在脑袋里对自己说的话）。对自己说话的方式，应该更和善，避免刻薄和咒骂。我们许多人会在内心很严厉地批评自己：当我们犯了错时，脑子里批评的声音就会把我们自己痛批一顿，说类似这样的话：“那真是太蠢了！……我什么事也做不好！……我真是一个失败者！”我们需要用更正面、积极的信息替代这些负面信息。例如，“我犯了一个错误。没关系，就当付了学费。下次我就会做得更好。”你有意识地这样做，久而久之，随着时间的推移，当你对自己诉说负面信息的时候，你就可以“抓住自己”，改说一些更积极的、“自我提升”的话。

不要总是“发现自己是错误的”，你应该也“发现自己是正确的”。换句话说，不要只是听到你内心批评的声音，不要被它打败。当你做得不错时，或者当你发现对自己或他人说正确的事情时，要奖励自己：口头上称赞自己，拍拍自己的肩膀，或者让自己享受一些特别的东西。




另一种学会爱自己的方法是在实践中使用正面的肯定。花些时间想出你最想体现的品质，然后在一段时间内选择关注两或三个品质。尝试坚持至少一个月：每天重复那些品质，告诉自己，你已经拥有这些品质。无论你目前是否相信它，请对自己说……还是那句老话，“假装做到直到你真正做到”。例如，每天花点时间告诉自己：“我很快乐、很成功”，“我很漂亮、很聪明”，“我爱我的身体：我很健康、很平衡”，“我很有爱心，总是关怀他人，值得被爱”，或“我很强大、很自信”……任何你想要的品质。你可以把这些正面肯定写下来，粘贴在你经常看到的地方：浴室的镜子上，冰箱门上，卧室的时钟边，电脑显示器上方，或办公桌前的某个位置。即使起初你觉得重复阅读这些短语很傻或不舒服，但你可能会发现自己正在成长，并逐渐具备这些品质。你甚至可能意识到你身上其实一直都有这些品质，只是之前你没发现而已。

所以，去吧，去爱你自己。善待自己，照顾自己，充实自己。你会发现，你给自己的爱愈多，你能够给予他人的爱也愈多，他人也会越想陪伴你左右，把爱回馈给你。这是一个双赢的过程。爱自己最终会有利于你所遇到的他人的生活以及你自己的生活。








I Will Laugh at the World　我要笑遍全世界

Og Mandino









No living creature can laugh except man. Trees may bleed when they are wounded, and beasts in the field will cry in pain and hunger, yet only I have the gift of laughter and it is mine to use whenever I choose. Henceforth I will cultivate the habit of laughter.

I will smile and my digestion will improve; I will chuckle and my burdens will be lightened; I will laugh and my life will be lengthened for this is the great secret of long life and now it is mine.

I will laugh at the world.

And most of all, I will laugh at myself for man is most comical
 ①
 when he takes himself too seriously. Never will I fall into this trap of the mind. For though I be nature’s greatest miracle am I not still a mere grain tossed about by the winds of time? Do I truly know whence I came or whither I am bound? Will my concern for this day not seem foolish ten years hence? Why should I permit the petty happenings of today to disturb me? What can take place before this sun sets which will not seem insignificant in the river of centuries?




And how can I laugh when confronted with man or deed which offends me so as to bring forth my tears or my curses? Four words I will train myself to say until they become a habit so strong that immediately they will appear in my mind whenever good humor threatens to depart from me. These words, passed down from the ancients, will carry me through every adversity
 ②
 and maintain my life in balance. These four words are: This too shall pass.

For all worldly things shall indeed pass. When I am heavy with heartache I shall console
 ③
 myself that this too shall pass; when I am puffed with success I shall warn myself that this too shall pass. When I am strangled in poverty I shall tell myself that this too shall pass; when I am burdened with wealth I shall tell myself that this too shall pass. Yea, verily, where is he who built the pyramid? Is he not buried within its stone? And will the pyramid, one day, not also be buried under sand? If all things shall pass why should I be of concern for today?

I will laugh at the world.

I will paint this day with laughter; I will frame this night in song. Never will I labor to be happy; rather will I remain too busy to be sad. I will enjoy today’s happiness today. It is not grain to be stored in a box. It is not wine to be saved in a jar. It cannot be saved for tomorrow. It must be sown and reaped on the same day and this I will do, henceforth.




And with my laughter all things will be reduced to their proper size. I will laugh at my failures and they will vanish in clouds of new dreams; I will laugh at my successes and they will shrink to their true value. I will laugh at evil and it will die untasted; I will laugh at goodness and it will thrive and abound.

Henceforth will l shed only tears of sweat, for those of sadness or remorse or frustration
 ④
 are of no value in the market place whilst each smile can be exchanged for gold and each kind word, spoken from my heart, can build a castle.

Never will l allow myself to become so important, so wise, so dignified, so powerful, that I forget how to laugh at myself and my world. In this matter I will always remain as a child, for only as a child am I given the ability to look up to others; and so long as I 1ook up to another I will never grow too long for my cot.

And so long as I can laugh never will I be poor. This, then, is one of nature’s greatest gifts, and l will waste it no more. Only with laughter and happiness can l truly become a success. Only with laughter and happiness can I enjoy the fruits of my labor. Were it not so, far better would it be to fail, for happiness is the wine that sharpens the taste of the meal. To enjoy success I must have happiness, and laughter will be the maiden who serves me.




I will be happy.

I will be successful.
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①
 comical ['kɒmɪk(ə)l]
 adj. 滑稽的，
 好笑的


②
 adversity [əd'vɜ:sɪtɪ]
 n. 逆境；
 不幸；
 灾难；
 灾祸


③
 console [kən'səʊl]
 v. 安慰；
 慰藉


④
 frustration [frʌ'streɪʃn]
 n. 挫折





【作者简介】




奥格·曼狄诺（Og Mandino，1924—1996），美国杰出企业家、作家和演讲家。他是当今世界上最能激发读者阅读热情和自学精神的作家，也是最受追捧的演讲家之一。他的18部作品被译成18种语言，销量超过3000万册。代表作《世界上最伟大的推销员》等。













笑是人特有的功能。树木遭到砍伐会悲痛，草原上的野兽会因疼痛和饥饿而哀哭，但唯有我有这样的恩赐——我可以大笑，而且随时都可以。那么，我要养成大笑的习惯。

我要微笑，因为它能促进消化；我要轻笑，因为它能减轻压力；我要大笑，因为它能增加寿命。大笑是长寿最大的秘密，现在，我已拥有了大笑的习惯。

我要笑遍全世界。

首先，我要向自己大笑，因为人太严肃紧张时是最滑稽可笑的。我永远都不会犯这样愚蠢的错误。尽管我知道自己是自然界最伟大的奇迹，但我还只是一颗小小的尘埃，被时间的大风吹来吹去，肆意摆弄，难道不是吗？我真的知道我从何处来，要去往何处吗？我对今天如此重视，在十年后会不会看起来很可笑？为什么我允许这些琐碎的小事来烦扰自己？在历史的漫漫长河中，不寻常的日落前会有什么样的记忆？




当我碰到令我不快的人或事时，我会流泪、咒骂，此时，我还能笑得出来吗？但我会训练自己记住一句话，直到它们成为一种条件反射，我一恼怒伤心时，它们就会出现在我的脑海里。这句话是从远古时代流传下来的，而且一直存留在我的脑海中，它会帮助我应对一切逆境。它就是：一切都会过去。

所有尘事都如过眼云烟。当我疼痛难耐时，我会安慰自己，一切都会过去；当我因一点成功而洋洋得意时，我会提醒自己，一切都会过去；当我身无分文时，我会告诉自己，一切都会过去；当我为钱财所累时，我会告诉自己，一切都会过去。那个造金字塔的人，他现在在哪儿？难道他现在不躺在用石头堆积起来的坟墓里吗？还有金字塔，难道不会有那么一天，连它也要埋在沙土中吗？如果一切都会过去，我为什么要为眼前的事锱铢必较呢？

我要笑遍全世界。

我要用笑声描绘白天，用歌声装饰夜晚。我不会苦苦地追寻幸福，而要在繁忙中忘记悲伤。我要享受今天的幸福。它不是箱子里搜集起来的粮食，也不是酒桶里储存起来的酒；它不能存留到明天，在同一天就要播种和收割。从此，我也要这样播种和收割幸福
 。

在我的大笑中，所有事情都会回到它原来的样子。我会对失败大笑，它们就会在新梦想的云层中消失殆尽。我会对成功大笑，它们就会收缩，显出真实的价值。我会对邪恶大笑，它们就会灭亡。我会对美好大笑，它们就会越来越兴盛繁荣。




我只会流一种泪水，那就是甜蜜的眼泪。因为无论是悲伤、后悔还是沮丧，都没有任何价值；而每一个微笑都像是金子，我发自内心的每句良言都将造成一座宫殿。

我不会让自己拥有太多的地位、智慧、威望和权力，这样我会忘了如何对自己以及世界大笑。所以，我会一直保持小孩的方式。只有这样，我才能尊重别人，只有尊重别人，我才不会骄傲自大。

只要我还能笑，我就永不贫乏。笑是大自然赋予我最珍贵的礼物之一，我不会浪费丝毫。唯有拥有大笑和快乐，我才能真正地赢得成功。唯有拥有大笑和快乐，我才能得以享受劳动带来的果实。如果没有大笑和快乐，我会一败涂地，因为快乐是增添美食滋味的美酒。要享受成功，我必须要快乐，而大笑就是陪伴我的少女。

我会幸福。

我会成功。






















Chapter 2 生命不在于完成













Time is a versatile performer. It flies, marches on, heals all wounds, runs out and will tell.


—Franklin P. Jones










时间是个多才多艺的表演者。它能展翅飞翔，能阔步前进，能治愈创伤，能消逝而去，也能揭示真相。


——富兰克林·P.琼斯















If I Rest, I Rust　我若停下，便会腐朽

Orison Marden









The significant inscription found on an old key—“If I rest, I rust”—would be an excellent motto for those who are afflicted with the slightest bit of idleness. Even the most industrious person might adopt it with advantage to serve as a reminder that, if one allows his faculties to rest, like the iron in the unused key, they will soon show signs of rust and, ultimately, cannot do the work required of them.

Those who would attain the heights reached and kept by great men must keep their faculties polished by constant use, so that they may unlock the doors of knowledge, the gate that guard the entrances to the professions, to science, art, literature, agriculture—every department of human endeavor.

Industry keeps bright the key that opens the treasury of achievement. If Hugh Miller, after toiling all day in a quarry, had devoted his evenings to rest and recreation, he would never have become a famous geologist. The celebrated mathematician, Edmund Stone, would never have published a mathematical dictionary, never have found the key to science of mathematics, if he had given his spare moments to idleness, had the little Scotch lad, Ferguson, allowed the busy brain to go to sleep while he tended sheep on the hillside instead of calculating the position of the stars by a string of beads, he would never have become a famous astronomer.




Labor vanquishes all—not inconstant, spasmodic, or ill-directed labor; but faithful, unremitting, daily effort toward a well-directed purpose. Just as truly as eternal vigilance is the price of liberty, so is eternal industry the price of noble and enduring success.





【作者简介】

奥里森·马登（Orison Marden，1848—1942），被公认为美国成功学的奠基人和最伟大的成功励志导师，成功学之父。《成功》杂志创始人，著有大量成功学著作，代表作《一生的资本》《思考与成功》《伟大的励志书》《成功学原理》等。





一把旧钥匙上铭刻着一段极有意义的话——
 “我若停下，便会腐朽”——这对那些慵懒之人来说可谓是一句至理名言。就连最勤劳的人也可用这句话作为时刻提醒自己的警钟。如果一个人纵容自己停下了脚步，就如一把废弃钥匙上的铁，很快就会滋生斑斑锈迹，最终再也无法完成使命。




只有那些能在学术上不断坚持这一信念的人，才能得以达到一种伟人的高度。这样才能让他们开启知识的大门，进入科学、艺术、文学、农业——每一个促使人类进步的重要领域。

勤勉能使这把开启成就宝箱的钥匙持续光亮。如果休·米勒在采石场工作一天后，把晚上的时间用来休息消遣，他也就不会成为名垂青史的地质学家。如果把闲暇时刻慵懒度过，著名数学家爱德蒙·斯通也永远出版不了数学词典，永远不会发现数学的精髓所在；如果苏格兰青年弗格森在放羊的山坡上无所事事，让忙碌的大脑进入睡眠状态，而不是通过珠式星象计算星星的位置，他也永远成不了一位著名的天文学家。

劳动能够征服一切——
 不是那种三天打鱼两天晒网的劳动，也不是走错方向的劳动，而是有信念的、坚持不懈的、日复一日朝着正确方向走去的付出。正
 如保持高度的警惕是自由的代价，坚持勤勉也是走向崇高和成功的必经之路。


















The Meaning of Your Life　生命的意义

Ineke Van Lint









Your dream is the reason for the way you are. Your dream is not a coincidence
 ①
 . Your dream is who you are. You should pursue it! Your dream gives you a sense of meaning and purpose, and drives you on into your chosen future. Your dream is the meaning of your life!


Everybody has goals and dreams. These dreams are
 at the center of who you really are. It is the core essence
 ②
 of who you are as a person, and the very purpose of your being. What you are dreaming of accomplishing in your life is God’s way of getting you involved in his Master Plan.

You were gifted with a set of dreams and talents, in the hope that you would act out these passions, follow your dreams and thusly move forward in life. It’s really a great pity that we’ve been told already since early childhood that we should stop dreaming and start “living”. What a mistake! Living is dreaming! This is exactly why we are here: to pursue our dreams! Not for selfish reasons, but for the sake of everybody.





By following my dreams, I am becoming a better person, a happy person, shining brightly like a sun, lightening up the lives of those around me. If I decide to forget about my dreams, then I will become like a plant without water or sunlight, leaves hanging down, begging for water and looking rather
 miserable
 ③
 . Am I of any help to myself or to the world when I abandon my dreams
 ?


Why then does it seem to be so difficult to follow your dream? First, because of the anti-dream-program running in your head, a program installed when you were just a kid. Second, because your dream is always outside of your comfort zone. Pursuing your dream requires conscious effort, growth and change; this can feel somewhat uncomfortable in the beginning. You may experience some fears and worries, but this is normal. Don’t focus on the fear, but focus on the dream. This way the dream becomes more important to you than the fear. Spending your life in fear and worry surely isn’t part of the Master Plan. Ask yourself this question: “What do I really want? Realizing my dreams, or getting stuck in my fears? Do I choose to follow my dream and harvest satisfaction, freedom, happiness and abundance? Or do I lock myself up in my room with my good old irritation, lack of energy, fear, fatigue and depression?” The choice is yours. As long as your dreams appeal more to you than your fears, you will find the energy and courage to move on
 .




Your dream is your calling, something you have to do to fulfill you. Commit yourself to it with your entire being. Express your faith in the Master Plan. Say, “I don’t know how I will do it, but if I just believe in it and follow my dream, then the Universe will show me, step by step, how to proceed.” Have faith, take action, and then watch what happens. Your dream is linked to your mission here on earth, your unique calling in life. The seeds of your dream have been sown in your heart and mind, and it is your job to help them grow, to develop your talents. Usually your dream will involve being of service to others to make their lives easier, better, more joyful and more beautiful. What is your contribution to other’s lives? Exactly how do you make their lives better? What do you add to them? Is it beauty, joy, enthusiasm, faith, music, art, paintings, fragrance, motivation, a smile, some hope, self-esteem? Choose to follow your dream. It is your responsibility. You must do it. It’s part of God’s Plan. This is His way of helping this planet uplift its energy. Isn’t it wonderful?

By following your dream, not only do you please yourself, but you are also uplifting the whole of
 humanity! If you ignore your dreams, do you realize how many people will be affected? It is God’s Plan and therefore it can never be selfish. The more you pursue your dreams, the more exciting your life becomes! God is going to use you in ways you never imagined possible. And the only side effect is: feeling good! Get your dreams off the shelf! Put your goals in front of you, and follow them. Focus. Strive. This IS what you should be doing, this IS what you are here for!




You are here to dream, and to live your dreams! Live them out and live it up! This is how things were meant to be. It’s time to get back to basics. The essence of your life is your dream! What have you always been dreaming about, ever since you were a kid? Visualize it, define it, and then go for it! Become happy and share that happiness with the world. My dream in sharing these articles is to help others discover their reason of being here on earth, to help you discover your own unique talents , to help you realize your potential and to help you manifest your personal dreams.





你的梦想是你存在的理由。你的梦想不是一种巧合。你的梦想证明了你是谁。你应该追寻梦想！梦想给予你意义和目标，驱使你投入到你所选择的未来当中。梦想是你生命的意义！




每个人都有目标和梦想。那些梦想是你真实自我的中心。那是你作为一个人，真实自我的核心本质，是你存在的真正目的。你梦想在你人生中所实现的成就，就是上帝带你进入他的“大师计划”的方式。

你被赋予拥有梦想和天赋的能力，希望你能把这些激情表现出来，追随梦想而去，在生命中向前发展。但是，确实遗憾的是，我们从小就被教育要停止做梦，
 开始“生活”。这是个多大的错误啊！生活就是梦想！这就是为什么我们会在这儿：追寻我们的梦想！不是出于自私的原因，是为了每个人自身的利益。

通过追寻我的梦想，我逐渐成为一个更好的人，一个快乐的人，我像太阳般散发光芒，照亮我身边的人的生活。如果我决定忘记自己的梦想，那么我就会像没有水分和阳光的植物一样，叶子枯零凋落，祈求水的滋润，看起来相当悲惨。在我抛弃梦想的时候，我对自己或世界来说有任何益处吗？

为什么追寻梦想看起来如此困难？第一，因为在你脑中有抵制梦想的程序，这种程序在你小时候就被安装了。第二，因为你的梦想总是在你的舒适带范围之外。追寻梦想需要你自觉地努力、成长和改变。在开始，这会让你感到有点不舒适。你也许经历过一些恐惧和担忧，但这很正常。不要只关注恐惧，而要关注梦想。这样，梦想就会比恐惧变得更加重要
 。显然，将你的光阴都花在恐惧和担忧上可不是“大师计划”的一部分。扪心自问：“我到底想要什么？实现自己的梦想还是陷入恐惧之中？我是该选择追随梦想、收获满足、自由、幸福和丰富人生呢？还是我要把自己锁在房间里，过着自己原来的生活，远离能量、恐惧、疲劳和沮丧？”这都是你的选择。只要你的梦想比恐惧对你更有吸引力，你就会找到能量和勇气继续前行。




你的梦想是由你决定的，你必须做些事来成就自己。请用你的整个生命付诸实践，表达你对“大师计划”的信念。大声说：“我不知道我如何能做到，但是只要我相信这点并追随自己的梦想，那么世界就会一步步地告诉我该如何进行。”永存信念，采取行动，然后细心观察发生的事。你的梦想和你在地球上的使命是连在一起的，这是你生命中的独特之处。梦想的种子已播种在你的心田和脑海，你的职责就是帮助它们成长，去发展你的才能。梦想通常包括为别人提供服务，让他们的生活更容易、更舒适、更欢乐、更美好。你对别人生活的贡献又是什么呢？你又是怎样让别人的生活更美好的呢？你为他们提供了什么？是美丽、快乐、热情、信念、音乐、艺术、绘画、芳香、动机、微笑、希望还是自尊？选择追随你的梦想吧。这是你的责任，你必须要做。这是上帝计划中的一部分。这是上帝帮助他的世界提升能量的方式。这难道不奇妙吗？




追随你的梦想，不只是让自我满足，同时你还升华了整个人性！如果你忽视梦想，你意识到会有多少人受你影响吗？这是上帝的计划，所以它永不会自私。你越追随自己的梦想，你的生活就会越刺激！上帝将会以你从未想过的方式发挥你的才能。然而，唯一的副作用就是：感觉良好！拾起你现在的梦想，把目标摆在你的面前，然后追随它们。全神贯注、奋斗拼搏，这就是你现在应该做的，这也就是你存在的原因！

你的存在是为了梦想，是为了实现梦想。实现它们，快乐生活！这就是事情的意义。现在是时候回到原本了。你生活的本质是你的梦想！从你小时候起，你一直梦想的是什么？把它形象化，明确下来，然后追寻它！快乐地生活并和世界分享你的快乐。我的梦想就是通过分享这些文章，帮助别人发现他们存在于地球的理由，去帮助你发现你自己独特的才能，去帮助你发挥自己的潜能，并实现你的个人梦想。
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①
 coincidence [koˈɪnsɪdəns]
 n. 巧合；
 一致性；
 同时发生





②
 essence [ˈɛsəns]
 n. 本质，
 实质；
 精华；
 香精


③
 miserable [ˈmɪzərəbəl]
 adj. 悲惨的；
 痛苦的；
 卑鄙的
























To Be or Not to Be　生存亦或毁灭

William Lyon Phelps









“To be or not to be”. Outside the Bible
 , these six words are the most famous in all the literature of the world. They were spoken by Hamlet when he was thinking aloud, and they are the most famous words in Shakespeare because Hamlet was speaking not only for himself but also for every thinking man and woman. To be or not to be—to live or not to live, to live richly and abundantly and eagerly, or to live dully and meanly and scarcely. A philosopher once wanted to know whether he was alive or not, which is a good question for everyone to put to himself occasionally. He answered it by saying, “I think, therefore I am.”

But the best definition of existence I ever saw was one given by another philosopher who said, “To be is to be in relations.” If this is true, then the more relations a living thing has, the more it is alive. To live abundantly means simply to increase the range and intensity of our relations. Unfortunately we are so constituted that we get to love our routine. But apart from our regular occupation how much are we alive? If you are interested only in your regular occupation, you are alive only to that extent. So far as other things are concerned—poetry and prose, music, pictures, sports, unselfish friendships, politics, international affairs—you are dead.




Contrariwise, it is true that every time you acquire a new interest—even more, a new accomplishment—you increase your power of life. No one who is deeply interested in a large variety of subjects can remain unhappy; the real pessimist is the person who has lost interest.

Bacon said that a man dies as often as he loses a friend. But we gain new life by contacts, new friends. What is supremely true of living objects is no less true of ideas, which are also alive. Where your thoughts are, there will your live be also. If your thoughts are confined only to your business, only to your physical welfare, only to the narrow circle of the town in which you live, then you live in a narrow circumscribed life. But if you are interested in what is going on in China, then you are living in China; if you’re interested in the characters of a good novel, then you are living with those highly interesting people; if you listen intently to fine music, you are away from your immediate surroundings and living in a world of passion and imagination.




To be or not to be—to live intensely and richly, or merely to exist, that depends on ourselves. Let’s widen and intensify our relations. While we live, let us live! 
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除了《圣经》之外，“生存亦或毁灭”或许是世界文学史上最著名的六个字了。哈姆雷特偶然自说自话地道出了这个真理，而这六个字也就成了莎士比亚作品中的经典，因为哈姆雷特不只是说的他自己，也代表了这个世界上每一个疑惑思考的人们。生存亦或毁灭——是否要生存得有价值，是否要生活得丰富多彩，充满希望，还是只活得索然无味，枯燥无趣。一位哲学家曾试图弄明白自己是否还活着，这个问题也适用于我们每个人不时问问自己。对此这位哲学家的回答是：“我思故我在。”




但我所知对生存最好的定义却来自另一位哲学家：“活着即是联系。”如果这话不假，那么一个关联越多的生命就越能证明自己的真实存在。活得充实，简单来说，指的是扩大和加强我们的各种联系。但不幸的是，我们却过于习惯墨守陈规。然而，除开被日常琐事占据的时间，我们真正意义上的生活有多少呢？那么，如果你只是对你的日常琐事感兴趣，那你的生命价值也就局限在了这个圈子里。至于其他方面，如诗歌、散文、音乐、绘画、体育、无私友谊、政治、国家事务，等等——
 你只是死人一个。

反之，每当你收获一种新的兴趣——或者说取得了一份新的成就——你就会更加懂得如何去获得真正意义上的生活。一个兴趣广泛的人是可以远离郁闷沮丧的；而真正悲观的人是那些不知兴趣何在的人。

培根说过，失去朋友的人必死无疑。但是，凭着新拓展的人脉联系，我们就能获得全新的生活。这个对活物来说千真万确的道理，一定程度上也完全适用于人的思想，因为思想也是活的。你的思想和你的生命同在。如果你的思想仅限于你的工作范围，仅限于你的物质利益，仅限于你生活的狭隘圈子，那你就只能在这多方局限里终结一生。但如果你对当下的中国时事感兴趣，那你便可说自己活在中国；如果你阅读一本好小说时，思想完全融入于它的文字之中，你便可以算得上活在许多活灵活现的小说角色中间；如果你醉心于美妙的音乐，你就会脱离现实的生活环境，徜徉在一个充满想象与激情的神奇音乐世界之中。




生存还是毁灭——热情丰富地生存下去，还是只简单存在一副生命躯壳，都取决于我们自己。但愿我们能不断扩充和增强自己的种种联系。只要我们还有生命，就要真正地活着。


























It’s Not About How to Get Things Done: Are You Enjoying Life　生命不在于完成：你享受

生活吗

Amy Twain









We all have our plans in this lifetime but whether we like it or not, time is apathetic
 ①
 to our plans. As morbid as it may sound, but we’re all going to die someday and we’ll be unable to get things done. Then, before we know it, time stops us even before we’re ready.

Many tasks left undone, more love, laughter, hugs and smiles to be shared. But alas, we’ll never know for how long. The evanescent
 ②
 , fleeting now is the moment—all that you have and you can enjoy while it lasts. The bygone yesterdays of past is faded into oblivion—memory is all you have.

Then the future remains unknown and a mystery.

But the question is: What are you doing in your life right now—is it even worth your time and effort? Are you enjoying it? Is it worth your energy? It is fun and fulfilling? Is it giving you the drive—that fire in your belly to keep you alive? Are you motivated with life and keeps you inspired and excited to welcome a new day? Does it give you a chance to change a person’s life or contribute something beneficial to humanity
 ③
 ?




Life is not about how to get things done; it’s about how you live the moment. Each precious hour, minute and second of your life that the universe has bestowed you with.

If you think about it, there’s a myriad of stuff you’ll never get done—and how liberating it feels! It’s not upsetting at all. It simply shows you that you don’t have to take control of the universe.

It gives you the freedom to be in charge of the work before you, the ones you willingly chosen, which you’ll be enjoying the process and not really worrying how to get things done—in the end, makes you enjoy life more.
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①
 apathetic [ˌæpəˈθɛtɪk]
 adj. 冷漠的；
 无动于衷的，
 缺乏兴趣的


②
 evanescent [ˌɛvəˈnɛsənt]
 adj. 容易消极的；
 逐渐消失的













③
 humanity [hjuˈmænɪti]
 n. 人类；
 人道；
 人性





我们对于自己的生活都有自己的计划，但是我们是否喜欢这样，貌似时间对我们的计划却无动于衷。这听起来很怪异，但是总有一天我们会死，我们也就不能再完成任务了。那么，在我们明白这点之前，甚至在我们还没准备好时，时间就将我们抛弃了。

我们有很多事情没有完成，比如分享更多的爱、笑声、拥抱和微笑。但是，我们很长时间都不会明白。现在正消逝的就是时间——这也是你所拥有的全部，你只有当它还在的时候才能享受它。离去的昨天被渐渐遗忘，你只剩下了回忆。

然而，未来依旧未知且神秘。

但问题是：在你的人生中，现在你在做什么——这还值得让你花时间和精力吗？你享受这件事吗？它值得你付出精力吗？它有趣并令你满意吗？它给你动力——燃烧你内心的激情，驱使你继续生活吗？你对生活充满积极性吗？你能激情而兴奋地迎接新的一天吗？它有机会让你改变人生或有助于你人性的发展吗？

生命不在于事情是否完成，而在于你怎么活在当下。宇宙已授予你每个珍贵的小时，每一分、每一秒都弥足珍贵。




如果你明白这一点，你就会发现大量你不再想完成的事情——你会感觉到解放的自由！这一点儿也不令人苦恼。这只是表明你不必再控制世界了。

只负责你愿意选择的眼前的工作，这会给你带来自由感。这样，你会享受整个过程，而且不需要担心怎么把事情完成——最终，这会让你更加享受你的生活。






















Work, Labor and Play　关于工作、劳作和玩乐

W. H. Auden









So far as I know, Miss Hannah Arendt was the first person to define the essential difference between work and labor. To be happy, a man must feel, firstly, free and, secondly, important. He cannot be really happy if he is compelled by society to do what he does not enjoy doing, or if what he enjoys doing is ignored by society as of no value or importance. In a society where slavery in the strict sense has been abolished, the sign that what a man does is of social value is that he is paid money to do it, but a laborer today can rightly be called a wage slave. A man is a laborer if the job society offers him is of no interest to himself but he is compelled to take it by the necessity of earning a living and supporting his family.

The antithesis
 ①
 to labor is play. When we play a game, we enjoy what we are doing, otherwise we should not play it, but it is a purely private activity; society could not care less whether we play it or not.

Between labor and play stands work. A man is a worker if he is personally interested in the job which society pays him to do; what from the point of view of society is necessary labor is from his own point of view voluntary play. Whether a job is to be classified as labor or work depends, not on the job itself, but on the tastes of the individual who undertakes it. The difference does not, for example, coincide with the difference between a manual and a mental job; a gardener or a cobbler may be a worker, a bank clerk a laborer. Which a man is can be seen from his attitude toward leisure. To a worker, leisure means simply the hours he needs to relax and rest in order to work efficiently. He is therefore more likely to take too little leisure than too much; workers die of coronaries and forget their wives’ birthdays. To the laborer, on the other hand, leisure means freedom from compulsion, so that it is natural for him to imagine that the fewer hours he has to spend laboring, and the more hours he is free to play, the better.




What percentage of the population in a modern technological society are, like myself, in the fortunate position of being workers? At a guess I would say sixteen percent, and I do not think that figure is likely to get bigger in the future.

Technology and the division of labor have done two things: by eliminating in many fields the need for special strength or skill, they have made a very large number of paid occupations which formerly were enjoyable work into boring labor, and by increasing productivity they have reduced the number of necessary laboring hours. It is already possible to imagine a society in which the majority of the population, that is to say, its laborers, will have almost as much leisure as in earlier times was enjoyed by the aristocracy. When one recalls how aristocracies in the past actually behaved, the prospect is not cheerful. Indeed, the problem of dealing with boredom may be even more difficult for such a future mass society than it was for aristocracies
 ②
 . The latter, for example, ritualized their time; there was a season to shoot grouse, a season to spend in town, etc. The masses are more likely to replace an unchanging ritual by fashion which it will be in the economic interest of certain
 people to change as often as possible. Again, the masses cannot go in for hunting, for very soon there would be no animals left to hunt. For other aristocratic amusements like gambling, dueling, and warfare, it may be only too easy to find equivalents in dangerous driving, drug-taking, and senseless acts of violence. Workers seldom commit acts of violence, because they can put their aggression into their work, be it physical like the work of a smith, or mental like the work of a scientist or an artist. The role of aggression in mental work is aptly expressed by the phrase “getting one’s teeth into a problem.”
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①
 antithesis [ænˈtɪθɪsɪs]
 n. 对立面；
 对照；
 对仗


②
 aristocracy [ˌærɪˈstɑkrəsi]
 n. 贵族；
 上层社会
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据我所知，汉娜·阿伦特小姐是第一个提出工作和劳作有本质区别的人。一个人如果感到幸福的话，首先他会觉得自由，其次是感到自己的重要性。如果他被社会迫使去做他不喜欢的事，或者他喜欢做的事被社会所忽略，就
 好像一点也不重要、毫无价值一样，那他就不是真正的幸福。严格意义上说，奴隶制社会已经被废除了，人们所做之事具有社会价值的标志就是别人会付钱给他，但是在今天，劳作者可以被恰当地称为工资奴隶。如果一个人，他对社会提供的工作不感兴趣，但是迫于谋生和养家的需要而被迫接受，那这个人就是个劳作者。

劳作的对立就是玩乐。在我们玩游戏的时候，我们享受我们正在做的事，否则我们是不会玩的，但这是个纯属私人的活动；社会并不关心我们是否要玩乐。

在劳作和玩乐之间，还存在着一个概念：工作。如果一个人对于社会付钱让他做的事感兴趣，那他就是个工作者。在社会观念中必需的劳作是工作者眼中自发的玩乐。做事是被归为劳作还是工作，则取决于从事这份工作的人的感觉，而不是这件事本身。譬如，它们之间的区别，与体力劳动和脑力劳动之间的区别是不一样的；园丁或补鞋匠可以是工作者，银行职员也可能是劳作者。确定一个人是劳作者还是工作者，可以从他对休闲的态度来判断。对于工作者来说，休闲仅仅意味他需要放松和休息来更有效率地进行以后的工作。因此，更多地，他的休闲时间远远不够。工作者因为得冠心病而死，他们忘记自己妻子的生日。另一方面，对于劳作者来说，休闲意味着从强迫中解脱并获得自由，所以，自然地，他们会十分希望工作的时间越少，玩乐的时间越多，这样就越好。




在现代科技发展的时代，像我这样幸运的工作者在人口中所占的比例是多少？我推测有16%，而且我不认为在未来这个数据会变大。

科技的发展和劳动分工有两个影响：通过在很多领域减少对特别力量和技能的需求，它们将大量曾经令人愉悦的有偿劳动变成了枯燥的劳作，随着生产效率的提高，它们减少了必要劳动时间。可以设想这样的一个社会：大多数的人，即劳作者，他们将拥有与早期上层社会所享有的一样多的休闲时间。当人们回想过去上层社会人们的所作所为时，就可知前景是不乐观的。事实上，比起上层社会，对大众社会来讲，更难解决的是枯燥的问题。譬如，上层社会的人可以使他们的时间程序化；他们分出打猎的季节和在城镇生活的季节等等。而群众更可能的是要尽可能经常通过一些方法，取代一成不变的程式，而这些改变会涉及上层社会的人的经济利益。而且，群众不能出去打猎，因为很快就没有动物留给他们打了。对于上层社会的娱乐消遣，比如赌博、决斗和战争，这些可能很容易在危险驾车、吸毒和愚蠢的暴力行为中找到对等。工作者很少会有暴力行为，因为他们会把自己的侵略性带进他们的工作中，像铁匠从事的体力工作，如科学家或艺术家从事的脑力工作。在脑力劳动中，很好地形容侵略性的作用的一句短语是：“死死咬住某个问题。”

























When Ordinary People Achieve Extraordinary Things


　凡人造就的非凡事

Jody Williams









I believe it is possible for ordinary people to achieve extraordinary things. For me, the difference between an “ordinary” and an “extraordinary” person is not the title a person might have, but what that person does to make the world a better place for us all.

I don’t know why people choose to do what they do. When I was a kid I didn’t know what I wanted to be when I grew up, but I knew what I didn’t want to do. I didn’t want to grow up, have kids, get married. And I certainly didn’t think about being an activist. I didn’t even really know what one was.

My older brother is deaf. Growing up, I ended up defending him and I often think that is what started me on my path to whatever I am today.

When I was approached with the idea of trying to create a landmine campaign, we were just three people in a small office in Washington, DC in late 1991. I had more than a few ideas about how to begin a campaign, but what if nobody cared? What if nobody responded? But I knew the only way to answer those questions was to accept the challenge.





But if I have any power as an individual, it’s
 because I work with other individuals around the world. We are ordinary people—Jemma from Armenia, Paul from Canada, Kosal from Cambodia, Haboubba from Lebanon, Christian from Norway, Diana from Colombia, Margaret from Uganda and thousands more—who have worked together to bring about extraordinary change. The landmine campaign is not just about landmines—it’s about the power of individuals to work with governments in a different way.


I believe in both my right and my responsibility
 to work to create a world that doesn’t glorify violence and war, but where we seek different solutions to our common problems. I believe that these days, daring to voice your opinion, daring to find out information from a variety of sources, can be an act of courage.

I know that holding such beliefs and speaking them publicly is not always easy or comfortable or popular—particularly in the post-9/11 world. But I believe that life isn’t a popularity contest. I really don’t care what people say about me—and people have said plenty. For me, it’s about trying to do the right thing—even when nobody else is looking.




I believe worrying about the problems plaguing our planet without taking steps to confront them is irrelevant. The only thing that changes this world is action.


Most people tend to get caught up in going to
 college, then getting a job, buying a house and paying the mortgage. Somehow, I’ve had the desire—and the drive—to do things a bit differently.

I believe that words are easy—the truth is told in the actions we take. If enough ordinary people back up our desire for a better world with action, I believe we can, in fact, accomplish extraordinary things.
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乔迪·威廉姆斯（Jody Williams），生于1950年，美国著名政治活动家，因其努力禁止杀伤性地雷而为人熟知。她还是人权主义者，尤其看重妇女的权益。1997年，她因为推动国际禁止地雷运动而荣获诺贝尔和平奖。




















我一直相信，平凡人也能造就辉煌。在我看来，“平凡人”与“非凡人”之间的区别并不在于当事人有何头衔，而是取决于这个人为改造世界作了多大的贡献。

我不知道人们是怎样选择自己的工作的。小时候，我并不清楚自己长大后应该做什么，但是却对自己不会做的事了如指掌。我不想长大，不想结婚生子。而且我根本不曾考虑过
 成为一名活动激进分子，我甚至不知道活动家是什么。

我的哥哥是个聋人。长大后，我渐渐地不再处处维护他，还常常想，也许就是这样的变化，造就了今天的我。

1991年末，虽然一共就三个参与者，但在华盛顿区的一个小办公室里，我动了念头想试着开创一个“地雷运动”。对于开创这项活动，我有许多点子，但如果没人关心怎么办？没人响应怎么办？然而我深知，要知道这些问题的答案，唯有放手一搏
 进行尝试。

但是，如果我拥有个人的力量，那是因为我与世界上很多有力量的个人共同努力着。我们只是普通人——来自亚美尼亚的杰玛，来自加拿大的保罗，来自柬埔寨的科索，来自黎巴嫩的哈布巴，来自挪威的克里斯汀，来自哥伦比亚的戴安娜，来自乌干达的玛格丽特，以及来自其他各个地方成千上万的人——我们为了创造卓越的变革而通力协作。“地雷活动”不仅是与地雷相关——它还开启了以个人微薄之力与政府合作的新方式。




我坚信自己的权利和职责可以开创一个新的世界，在那个世界里，不会美化暴力和战争，可以寻求不同的方法去解决一些常见的问题。我坚信，到那时候，你将敢于发表你的看法，敢于从不同的资源找到想要的信息，敢于将一切付诸实践。

我深知，有如此信念并敢于在公众面前表达出来，不是一件令人好过的容易事，也不总是受欢迎的——尤其是在“9.11”之后的世界。但我相信，生活不是一场声誉竞赛。我真的不在乎那些对我如潮的评价。对于我来说，只是在朝着正确的方向前进——即使无人旁观。

我相信，只是担心世界末日、星球毁灭而不采取行动是毫无用处的。改变世界的唯一途径就是：行动。




大部分人往往会陷入“一定要上大学”的怪圈，然后找到工作，贷款买房。不知怎么，我就是鬼使神差般地想做一些不寻常的事情。

我也相信“说到容易做到难”的道理。如果有足够的普通人愿意为创造一个更好的世界而行动起来，我相信我们能够做到，并且是用平凡人的身份去完成非凡的梦想！





























Chapter 3 活出最真的自我













Birds sing after a storm. Why shouldn’t people feel as free to delight in whatever sunlight remains to them?


—Rose Kennedy










鸟儿在暴风雨后歌唱，人们为什么在仍是阳光普照的时候还不尽情感受快乐呢？


——罗丝·肯尼迪



















Putting in a Good Word for Guilt　为内疚正名

Ellen Goodman









Feeling guilty is nothing to feel guilty about. Yes, guilt can be the excess baggage that keeps us paralyzed unless we dump it. But it can also be the engine that fuels us. Yes, it can be a self-punishing activity, but it can also be the conscience that keeps us civilized.

Not too long ago I wrote a story about that amusing couple Guilt and the Working Mother. I’ll tell you more about that later. Through the mail someone sent me a gift coffee mug carrying the message “I gave up guilt for Lent.”

My first reaction was to giggle. But then it occurred to me that this particular Lent has been too lengthy. For the past decade or more, the pop psychologists who use book jackets rather than couches all were busy telling us that I am okay, you are okay and whatever we do is okay.

In most of their books, guilt was given a bad name—or rather, an assortment of bad names. It was a (1) Puritan (2) Jewish (3) Catholic hangover from our (1) parents (2) culture (3) religion. To be truly liberated was to be free of guilt about being rich, powerful, number one, bad to your mother, thoughtless, late, a smoker or about cheating on your spouse.




There was a popular notion, in fact, that self-love began by slaying one’s guilt. People all around us spent a great portion of the last decade trying to tune out guilt instead of decoding its message and learning what it was trying to tell us.

With that sort of success, guilt was ripe for revival. Somewhere along the I’m-okay-you’re-okay way, many of us realized that, in fact, I am not always okay and neither are you. Furthermore, we did not want to join the legions who conquered their guilt en route to new depths of narcissistic rottenness.

At the deepest, most devastating level, guilt is the criminal in us that longs to be caught. It is the horrible, pit-of-the-stomach sense of having done wrong. It is, as Lady Macbeth obsessively knew, the spot that no one else may see…and we can’t see around.

To be without guilt is to be without a conscience. Guilt-free people don’t feel bad when they cause pain to others, and so they go on guilt-freely causing more pain. The last thing we need more of is less conscience.




Freud once said, “As regards conscience, God has done an uneven and careless piece of work, for a large majority of men have brought along with them only a modest amount of it, or scarcely enough to be worth mentioning.”

Now, I am not suggesting that we all sign up for a new guilt trip. But there has to be some line between the accusation that we all should feel guilty for, say, poverty or racism and the assertion that the oppressed have “chosen” their lot in life.

There has to be something between puritanism and hedonism. There has to be something between the parents who guilt-trip their children across every stage of life and those who offer no guidance, no—gulp—moral or ethical point of view.

At quite regular intervals, for example, my daughter looks up at me in the midst of a discussion (she would call it a lecture) and says: “You’re making me feel guilty.” For a long time this made me, in turn, feel guilty. But now I realize that I am doing precisely what I am supposed to be doing: instilling in her a sense of right and wrong so that she will feel uncomfortable if she behaves in hurtful ways.




This is, of course, a very tricky business. Guilt is ultimately the way we judge ourselves. It is the part of us that says, “I deserve to be punished.” But we all know people who feel guilty just for being alive. We know people who are paralyzed by irrational guilt. And we certainly don’t want to be among them, or to shepherd our children into their flock.

But it seems to me that the trick isn’t to become flaccidly nonjudgemental, but to figure out whether we are being fair judges of ourselves. Karl Menninger once wrote that one aim of psychiatric treatment isn’t to get rid of guilt but “to get people’s guilt feelings attached to the ‘right’ things.”

In his book Feelings
 , Willard Gaylin quotes a Reverend Tillotson’s definition of guilt as “nothing else but trouble arising in our mind from our consciousness of having done contrary to what we are verily persuaded was our Duty.”

We may, however, have wildly different senses of duty. I had lunch with two friends a month ago when they both started talking about feeling guilty for neglecting their mothers. One, it turned out, worried that she didn’t call “home” every day; the other hadn’t even chatted with her mother since Christmas.




We are also particularly vulnerable to feelings of duty in a time of change. Today an older and ingrained sense of what we should do may conflict with a new one. In the gaps that open between what we once were taught and what we now believe grows a rich crop of guilt.

Mothers now often tell me that they feel guilty if they are working and guilty if they aren’t. One set of older expectations, to be a perfect milk-and-cookies supermom, conflicts with another, to be an independent woman or an economic helpmate.

But duty has its uses. It sets us down at the typewriter, hustles us to the job on a morning when everything has gone wrong, pushes us toward the crying baby at 3 A.M.

If guilt is a struggle between our acceptance of shoulds and should nots, it is a powerful and intensely human one. Gaylin writes, “Guilt represents the noblest and most painful of struggles. It is between us and ourselves.” It is better to struggle with ourselves than give up on ourselves.

This worst emotion, in a sense, helps bring out the best in us. The desire to avoid feeling guilty makes us avoid the worst sort of behavior. The early guilt of a child who has hurt a younger sister or brother, even when no one else knows, is a message. The adult who has inflicted pain on an innocent, who has cheated, lied, stolen, to get ahead of another—each of us has a list—wakes up in the middle of the night and remembers it.




In that sense guilt is the great civilizer, the internal commandment that helps us choose to be kind to each other rather than to join in a stampede of me-firsts. “If guilt is coming back,” said Harvard Professor David Riesman, who wrote The Lonely Crowd
 , “one reason is that a tremendous surge of young people overpowered the adults in the sixties. You might say the barbarians took Rome. Now there are more adults around who are trying to restore some stability.”

Guilt is the adult in each of us, the parent, the one who upholds the standards. It is the internal guide against which we argue in vain that “everybody else is doing it.”

We even wrestle with ethical dilemmas and conflicts of conscience so that we can live with ourselves more comfortably. I know two people who were faced with a crisis about their infidelities. One woman resolved the triangle she was in by ending her marriage. The other ended her affair. In both cases, it was the pain that had motivated them to change.




It is not easy to attach our guilt to the right things. It is never easy to separate right from wrong, rational guilt from neurotic guilt. We may resolve one by changing our view of it and another by changing our behavior.

In my own life as a working mother, I have done both half a dozen times. When my daughter was small and I was working, I worried that I was not following the pattern of the good mother, my mother. Only through time and perspective and reality did I change that view; I realized that my daughter clearly did not feel neglected and I clearly was not uncaring. Good child care, love, luck and support helped me to resolve my early guilt feelings.

Then again, last winter I found myself out of town more than I was comfortable with. This time I changed my schedule instead of my mind.

For all of us, in the dozens of daily decisions we make, guilt is one of the many proper motivations. I am not saying our lives are ruled by guilt. Hardly. But guilt is inherent in the underlying question: “If I do that, can I live with myself?”


People who don’t ask themselves that question,
 people who never get no for an answer, may seem lucky. They can, we think, be self-centered without self-punishment, hedonistic without qualms. They can worry about me-first and forget about the others.




It is easy to be jealous of those who go through life without a moment of wrenching guilt. But envying the guiltless is like envying a house pet. Striving to follow their lead is like accepting a catatonic as your role model. They are not the free but the antisocial. In a world in which guilt is one of the few emotions experienced only by human beings, they are, even, unhuman.

Guilt is one of the most human of dilemmas. It is the claim of others on the self, the recognition both of our flaws and of our desire to be the people we want to be.
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内疚感与感觉内疚并不能相提并论。是的，内疚会成为超负荷的包袱，除非我们卸下这种包袱，否则我们终会筋疲力竭。但是，内疚也可以成为我们前进的动力。是的，内疚可以是一种自我惩罚的行为，但它也可以是一种道德心，以保持我们的文明开化。




不久前，我写过一个故事，讲的是内疚和职业母亲这对有趣的搭档。我会在下文中告知你们她们的后续故事。有人给我邮寄了一个礼物，是一个写有“我为大斋节放弃内疚感”字样的咖啡杯。

我的第一反应便是觉得好笑。但随后我便想起，这个特殊的大斋节时间太长。在过去的十年或者更长时间里，通俗心理学工作者都在忙着使用书籍封套而非心理诊室来告诉我们，你好，我好，做什么都好。

在他们所出的大部分书籍中，内疚都背负着恶名——或者近似恶名的名称。它是（1）清教（2）犹太教（3）天主教的遗留观念，源自我们的
 （1）父母（2）文化和（3）宗教。真正的无拘无束是要摆脱内疚感，无论这种内疚感是来自富有、权势、名望、不孝、轻率，还是迟到、吸烟或者出轨。

实际上，之前有个很流行的观点说，自爱始于消除自己的内疚感。我们周围的所有人将以往十年的大部分时间都用于逃避内疚感，而不是破解其含义，去探究内疚一直想要告诉我们的信息。

逃避成功之后，内疚便获得了成熟的复活时机。沿着你好我好的大道一直往前走，我们之中有很多人都意识到，其实我并非一直都很好，你也不是。此外，
 我们并不想加入这样的军团，用一种深层次的自我陶醉式的堕落，去克服自己的内疚感。




在那最深层、最具毁灭性的层面上，内疚感成为了我们内心一个渴望被捕获的罪犯。它是那种堵在胸口的极其讨厌的犯错感。这就像是困扰着麦克白夫人的那种感受，一个其他人看不到的污点……而我们自己还不能侧头四顾。

没有内疚感就没有道德心。没有内疚感的人在伤害他人之后不会觉得难受，因此他们就会毫不内疚地造成更多的伤害。我们最不需要的便是丧失道德心。

弗洛伊德曾说：“说到道德心，上帝在这件事上既不公平也不仔细，因为，有很大一部分人生来就未带有足量的道德心，甚至少到不值一提。”

说到这里，我并不是建议大家都报名参加一次新的内疚之旅。但是，以下两种论断之间是有分别的：一者认为我们应该为贫穷或种族主义感到内疚，一者断言这些受压迫者都是“命中注定”。

清教主义和享乐主义之间肯定存在着某种更为中立的主义。有些父母在其孩子生命的每个阶段都教导他们要有内疚感，而有的父母却没有任何的指导，也从不教给孩子一丁点道德伦理方面的观念，这两个极端之间肯定存在着更加恰当的教育方法。

按照常规，在此举个例子，我的女儿在一次讨论（她也许会将其称为教训）时抬头望着我说：“你让我觉得很内疚。”但是反过来，这句话在很长一段时间里都让我觉得很内疚。但是现在我意识到，这就是我所应该做的事情：给她输入一种是非观，这样，当她在伤害他人之后才会觉得心里不安。





当然，这是一件很讲究技巧的事情
 。从根本上说，内疚是我们进行自我评价的一种方式。它是我们内心的一部分在说：“我理应受到惩罚。”但是，我们都知道，有些人单纯因为活着都感觉内疚。我们还知道，有些人被一些荒谬的内疚感折腾得筋疲力尽。而我们自然不会想要成为他们中的一员，也不想自己的孩子加入他们的行列。

但对我来说，技巧并不在于软弱得没有个人的道德标准，而是要搞清楚我们在进行自我评价时是否公正。卡尔·门宁格尔曾写道，精神病治疗的目的并不是摆脱内疚，而是“让人们的内疚感依附于‘正确’的事情”。

维勒德·盖林在他的书《情感》中，引用了牧师蒂洛森对于内疚的定义：“内疚不是别物，而是当我们意识到自己的所作所为违背了自身职责时，在我们心中所产生的苦恼。”

但是，我们对于职责却有着各种各样的认知。一个月前，我与两位朋友共进午餐，当时她们都提到自己忽视了自己的母亲，因而觉得心里不安。结果，她们其中一个担心的是自己没有每天打电话“回家”，另一个是因为从圣诞节过后就没和母亲聊过天。




在这个充满了变化的时代，我们特别容易感觉到身上的责任。今天，对于我们该做什么、不该做什么
 ，一个根深蒂固的旧观念也许会与新观念产生冲突。在我们过去所受的教育和现在的认知之间，存在着一条洞开的鸿沟，里面衍生出了各种各样的内疚感。

现在常有母亲告诉我说，如果工作的话会觉得过意不去，不工作还是过意不去。老一套的观念告诉我们，要做一个会烘焙完美奶油饼干的超级妈妈，另一个与之相左的观念认为，要做一个独立的女人，一个有经济能力的配偶。

但是，职责有其自身的用途。它让我们安坐于打字机前，催促我们在一个万事不顺的早晨去上班，说服我们在凌晨3点起床安抚哭泣的婴孩。

如果内疚感是我们接受该做什么与不该做什么之间的一种挣扎，那它就是一种强大而且极富人性的情感。盖林写道：“内疚感代表了最为崇高且最为痛苦的挣扎。这是我们与自己的斗争。”与自己斗争总比对自己绝望好。

在某种程度上，这种最糟糕的情感有助于激发我们内心最美好的一面。避免感到内疚的渴望会让我们避开那些最糟糕的言行。一个孩子伤害了弟弟或妹妹，即便无人知晓也觉得内疚，这就是一个很好的开端。成年人如果让一个无辜的人承受了痛苦，为了超越他人而欺骗、撒谎、偷窃——我们每个人心里都有一张清单——那他总会在半夜醒来，一切都记忆犹新。




这样看来，内疚感是伟大的文明助推器，是我们内心的戒条，帮助我们选择与人为善，而不是与那些“利己主义”拥作一团。“如果内疚感复苏，”《孤独的人群》作者、哈佛大学的大卫·里斯曼教授说，“原因之一便是在60年代，年轻人的巨大浪潮压过了成年人。你也可以说是野蛮人占领了罗马。但是现在周围的成年人越来越多，他们都在试着恢复稳定的局面。”

内疚感是我们每个人心中的成年人，是父母，是那些维持标准的人。它是我们内心的指导者，反对我们一直以来徒劳争辩的“其他人都这么做的”。

我们甚至试图解决伦理困境和道德冲突，这样我们就能过得更舒服一些。我认识两个人，她们因为自己的出轨而面临着婚姻危机。其中一个通过离婚结束了三角关系，另一个结束了自己的婚外情。在这两个案例中，都是痛苦在驱使她们进行改变。

想要将内疚感依附在正确的事情上并不容易。从来就很难区分正确与错误，也很难分清理性的内疚和神经质的内疚。我可以通过改变自己的观念解决其中一个，再通过改变自己的行为解决另一个。




在我作为一个上班母亲的那段时间，这两种方法我都试过好多次。那时我的女儿还小，而我在上班，我担心我不能像我自己的妈妈一样做个好妈妈。直到后来，随着时间、思考问题的角度和现实的变化，我才改变了这个观念。我知道我的女儿完全没有觉得自己被忽视了，而我也完全不是不予关怀的妈妈。给予孩子关心、爱护、机会和支持，这些都帮助我解决了早期的内疚感。

去年冬天，我发现自己外出的时候越来越多，心中再次觉得有些不安。这次，我改变了自己的行程，而不是观念。

我们所有人每天都会做很多决定，而大多数情况下，都是内疚感在驱使我们做这样的决定。我并不是说我们的生活受到内疚感的控制。完全不是这样。但是，内疚感一直都位于这样一个潜在问题之中：“如果我那么做了，我能安心吗？”

那些不会问自己这个问题的人，那些答案永远是“能安心”的人，似乎非常幸运。在我们看来，他们能够摆脱自我惩罚做到以自我为中心，不用忍受良心的谴责而享受快乐。他们挂虑的是首先利己，而将他人抛诸脑后。

有些人一生都不曾有一刻钟受到内疚的折磨，这很容易让我们嫉妒。但是，嫉妒这些不内疚的人就像嫉妒一只家养宠物。努力追随他们的脚步，就像是把一名精神病患者作为你的榜样。他们并非无拘无束，而是危害社会安宁之人。在这样一个世界里，内疚感是只有人类才能体验到几种情感之一，而他们根本就不是人。




内疚感是最具人性的窘境之一。它是时刻为他人考虑，认识到自己的缺点和渴求，成为我们想要成为的人。






















Of Envy　论嫉妒

Francis Bacon









There be none of the affections, which have been noted to fascinate or bewitch, but love and envy. They both have vehement wishes; they frame themselves readily into imaginations and suggestions; and they come easily into the eye, especially upon the present of the objects; which are the points that conduce to fascination, if any such thing there be. We see likewise, the Scripture calleth envy an evil eye; and the astrologers, call the evil influences of the stars, evil aspects; so that still there seemeth to be acknowledged, in the act of envy, an ejaculation or irradiation of the eye.

Nay, some have been so curious, as to note, that the times when the stroke or percussion of an envi-ous eye doth most hurt, are when the party envied is beheld in glory or triumph; for that sets an edge upon envy: and besides, at such times the spirits of the person envied, do come forth most into the outward parts, and so meet the blow.





But leaving these curiosities (though not un-
 worthy to be thought on, in fit place), we will handle, what persons are apt to envy others; what persons are most subject to be envied themselves; and what is the difference between public and private envy.

A man that hath no virtue in himself, ever en-vieth virtue in others. For men’s minds, will either feed upon their own good, or upon others’ evil; and who wanteth the one, will prey upon the other; and whoso is out of hope, to attain to another’s virtue, will seek to come at even hand, by depress-ing another’s fortune.

A man that is busy, and inquisitive, is com-monly envious. For to know much of other men’s matters, cannot be because all that ado may con-cern his own estate; therefore it must needs be, that he taketh a kind of play-pleasure, in looking upon the fortunes of others. Neither can he, that mindeth but his own business, find much matter for envy. For envy is a gadding passion, and walk-eth the streets, and doth not keep home: Non est curiosus, quin idem sit malevolus.

Men of noble birth, are noted to be envious towards new men, when they rise. For the distance is altered, and it is like a deceit of the eye, that when others come on, they think themselves, go back.




Deformed persons, and eunuchs, and old men, and bastards, are envious. For he that cannot pos-sibly mend his own case, will do what he can, to impair another’s; except these defects light upon a very brave, and heroical nature, which thinketh to make his natural wants part of his honor; in that it should be said, that an eunuch, or a lame man, did such great matters; affecting the honor of a miracle; as it was in Narses the eunuch, and Agesi-laus and Tamberlanes, that were lame men.





除了爱与嫉妒，世上再无什么情感能让人迷醉或神魂颠倒。这两者都包含有热烈的渴望，它们乐意自己被束缚在想象力和细微迹象的条框之中。它们很容易落入世人眼中，尤其是那些被爱和被嫉妒的人眼中。如果这世上真有迷恋存在的话，这些都是导致迷恋的要点。我们同样可以看到，经文圣典中常把嫉妒称为邪眼，而占星家常把星星邪恶的影响力称为凶兆，以致世人现在还承认，嫉妒发生之时，嫉妒者会目露寒光。

有些人非常喜欢追根刨底，竟然注意到，嫉妒之眼在被嫉妒者正志得意满时最为伤人，因为这种情绪会让嫉妒火焰烧至极致：而且，此时被嫉妒者的得意情绪会不禁喜形于色，正好与嫉妒之火发生碰撞。




但是，先撇开这些好奇心（并不是说这些好奇心不值得在适当的场合考虑一下），我们一起来探讨一下什么样的人易于嫉妒他人，什么样的人最容易招来嫉妒，以及公众嫉妒和私人嫉妒之间的区别。

一个自身没有德行之人，易于嫉妒他人之德行。因为滋养人心要么有赖于自身行善，要么有赖于他人行恶。缺乏并且想要自身德行的人会掠食他人之德行。而那些无望获得他人德行之人，便会通过贬低他人的善行来寻求平衡。

那种好管闲事且好打听的人，常常是好嫉妒之人。因为打探他人大量的信息不可能都是因为这些事与自身有利害关系，因此，这定是因为他能在旁观他人运势之时享有一种戏剧般的乐趣。如果他一心只管自家的琐事，便不能找到这么多可嫉妒的事情。因为嫉妒是一种闲荡的热情，而且总爱在街上游荡，不喜呆在家里：好事者必定居心不良。

生就贵族的人在新人晋升封爵时常生嫉妒。因为俩人之间差距的缩短，而这就像是视觉发生了错觉，会把他人获得的提升看成自己爵位的降低。

残疾人、宦官、老人、私生子都易于嫉妒。因为他们无法弥补自身的缺陷，所以就会想方设法地损害他人。除非这些有缺陷的人拥有非常勇敢无畏的英雄本性，能够将其固有的缺陷转变成其荣誉的一部分。这样一来，人们就会说：某个宦官或某个瘸子创下了丰功伟业，赢得了奇迹般的荣誉。就像人们谈论宦官纳西斯、瘸子阿杰西雷斯和帖木儿那样。




















Silence Is Golden　静谧之夜，沉默是金

Fred Burks










About five years ago, I started making it a top
 priority to set aside one evening a week as time to myself. Not long afterwards, I found myself using these evenings as a time of silence, reflection, and meditation
 ①
 —a time to open to my own inner wisdom. My spiritual nature began pulling me deep into myself, so that before long, I called these times my evenings of silence.

I soon developed guidelines for my weekly evenings of silence, which I continue to use to this day. I do not use this time to read, work on the computer, or do anything that might distract me from moving within. I only write if it is to record an inspiration
 ②
 I receive during these times. I often play soft, recorded music which supports me on my inward journey. I do my best to pay attention to my breath, as I’ve found slow, deep breaths greatly assist me in calming my thoughts and feeling my connection with my deeper self and with Spirit.




When I start an evening of silence, I usually set aside 10 to 15 minutes to allow my mind to go wherever it wants to go. My mind usually needs to wander and to process what’s been going on during the day, so I give it full permission to do so during this time. Yet even while doing this, I continue to focus on slow, deep breaths, reminding me of my intention to go deeper.

Either at the beginning of the evening, or after this time of allowing my mind to run freely, I move into silent prayer asking for help and guidance in bringing me to a place of deep connection and inspiration. I also choose a topic from my life for contemplation
 ③
 this evening as I send up these prayers. I end this prayer by reaffirming my commitment to what’s best for all, to divine guidance, and to love, support, and empower all to be the best that we can be.

How I use the remainder of my time in silence has shifted over the years. When I first started, I did a number of exercises which helped me to move deeper. I would spend some time doing deep, rapid breaths while asking for guidance before moving back into slow, deep breaths. I would sit in front of a mirror looking deep into my own eyes while inviting myself to open to loving myself deeply. I would hum
 ④
 a single note (toning) with the intention of moving more deeply into connection with myself and with the Divine.




More recently, however, I only occasionally use these practices. I have become much better at surrendering to guidance from my inner self and from Spirit, so that I naturally go deep without the aid of the above practices. I do, however, continue to place great importance in slow, deep breaths, and in setting an intention for what I want to explore in these special times.

I find these evenings of silence incredibly refreshing and rejuvenating! It is so wonderful and empowering
 ⑤
 to have this time to remind myself of the deeper reasons for why I am here and what I am doing with my life. It’s like getting recharged and refocused every week so that I can move more clearly and powerfully through the rest of the week. I have so enjoyed it, in fact, that I started doing occasional full days of silence. Two years ago, I even decided to set aside five consecutive days once a year for deep silence and contemplation. Though these times certainly can bring up challenges, in the end they are almost always incredibly inspiring and empowering.

For anyone interested in getting to know your inner world better and in developing a stronger, deeper connection with the Divine, I highly recommend
 exploring time in silence on a regular basis. You will be amazed at the amount of wisdom you hold within yourself if only you are willing to be patient and to open fully to your own deeper self. It has clearly been one of the most powerful ways I’ve found to continue to grow, learn, and find ever more love, joy, and empowerment in my life.
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①
 meditation [.medi'teiʃən]
 n. 沉思；
 冥想


②
 inspiration [.inspə'reiʃən]
 n. 灵感，
 鼓舞人心（
 的东西）；
 吸气


③
 contemplation [.kɔntem'pleiʃən]
 n. 注视；
 沉思；
 打算


④
 hum [hʌm]
 v. 发低哼声；
 哼（
 曲子）；
 活跃


⑤
 empower [im'pauə]
 v. 授权；
 使能够








大约5年前，我开始每周留出一晚上作为我自己的时间，并把它看做是最重要的事。不久以后，我发现自己开始把这些静谧的夜晚用来思考、冥想，开启内心的智慧。我的精神力量开始把自己拉向内心深处，因此，没过多久，我就把这些夜晚称为“静谧之夜”。

我很快就为每周的“静谧之夜”制定出一套准则，并且直到今天仍在沿用。在这段时间里，我不能看书、
 用电脑或者做其他一些干扰思绪向内探索的事情。如果要记录此时突然闪过的灵感，我只能写下来。我常会播放事先录好的轻柔的音乐，来帮助我踏上向内心探寻的旅程。我努力注意我的呼吸，因为我发现，缓慢而深长的呼吸能极大地帮助我平静心绪，感受与内心深处的自我和精神之间的联结。

每当我开始“静谧之夜”时，我会拿出10到15分钟，让我的思绪随意游走。我的思绪通常需要漫无目的地游荡，也需要思考当天发生的事情，因此我完全允许它在这段时间里任意遐想。但是，即使在这段时间，我也会继续关注自己缓慢而深长的呼吸，提醒自己向内心深处投射注意力。

无论是每个“静谧之夜”开始时，还是在思绪任意游走之后，我都会静静地祈祷，希望获得帮助和指导，能让自己进入深层联结和灵感所在之处。在祈祷时，我也会从生活中选择一个当晚冥想的主题。我一再重申我的义务，以此来结束我的祈祷，这些义务是致力于最美好的事物、忠于神的指引、忠于爱和支持，以及为我们每个人能达到最好状态而贡献力量。




至于如何使用“静谧之夜”剩下来的时间，在这些年里，我总是在不断变化着。最开始的时候，我会做些运动来让自己进入状态。在寻求指引时，我会花时间做些深长但又快速的呼吸，而后又回到深长且缓慢的呼吸。我会坐在镜子前面，深深地凝望着自己的眼睛，引导自己打开心扉，去更深地爱自己。我也会低声哼个小曲，让自己进入内心更深处，体会与自我的联结，以及与神的联结。

然而，最近我只是偶尔会使用这些方法。我能更好地听从来自内在自我和精神的指引，因此，我可以不使用以上方法就自然地进入内心深处。但是我依然认为，缓慢而深长的呼吸非常重要，为这些特别时段设定我想要探索的目标也至关重要。

我发现这些“静谧之夜”给我带来了难以置信的清新感受和充沛活力。拥有这段时间来提醒我自己为什么会在这里、我在做什么，这是多么美妙而鼓舞人心！这就像每周充电一次，并重新聚焦生活的核心一样，这样，我就可以目标更清晰、更有力量地度过那周剩下的日子。我是如此享受，事实上，我后来开始偶尔尝试整天沉默冥想。两年前，我甚至决定拿出一年中连续五天时间来进行深度沉默和冥想。尽管这些时间会有一些挑战，但最终它们几乎总是难以置信地给我带来灵感和力量。




对于任何想要更好地了解自己的内心世界，与神建立更坚固、深刻的联结的人，我极力推荐定期的冥想方法——在静谧时刻向内心探索。只要你足够有耐心，并愿意向内心的自我完全开放，你将会为自己内心保有的智慧而惊叹不已。我发现，这显然是在生命中继续成长、学习，并找到更多爱、喜悦和力量的最有效的方式之一。


















The Lost Art of Giving　遗失的艺术——
 奉献

Mary Jaksch









The season of giving is upon us. We know about the benefits of giving to the one who receives. They feel appreciated, loved, understood and so on.

But what about the benefits of giving to the one who gives?

The other day, I had an interesting experience at the supermarket. An elderly man stepped towards me, offered me a twenty cent piece and said, “I’m Greg. Would you like twenty cents towards buying food for the local Foodbank?” It turned out that he’s a Rotary member and was trying to encourage people to buy food for those who live in poverty.

I immediately dropped my own grocery plans and decided to shop for the Foodbank instead. I bought pasta, tomato sauce, cans of beans, a couple of packs of cereal, a Christmas pudding and some other bits and pieces. I imagined how a family in need would feel when they enjoyed my Christmas pudding, or how a mother would be happy to put breakfast in front of hungry kids. When I handed over my shopping bags to Greg, his face split in a big grin. Tears gathered in my eyes. Afterward I wondered why giving touches the heart.




Giving moves us because it frees us.

For a moment we are released from thoughts about how we are, how we were, how we will be, how people see us, how we could be, how we should be, and so on. It’s what my teacher Robert Aitken calls the “Me-tape”, the tape that keeps on playing in our mind.

When we give with an open heart, we remember that we are not alone.

You may want to say to me, “What? Of course I know I’m not alone!”

True. But let’s try an experiment. In order for this experiment to work, you need to be stressed. You’re not? Congratulations, you’re obviously a saint and can stop reading now. The experiment is for the rest of us who hurtle towards Christmas. We try to complete work, buy Christmas presents, attend work functions, organise the holidays, plan celebrations, contact family and friends, clean the home, and do many other things—even though time seems to accelerate.

Ok, so you and I are stressed, right? My question to you is: When stressed, what percentage of waking time do you spend thinking about your own life?




Include thoughts about your work, planning thoughts, thoughts about the past, thoughts about pressing tasks, and thoughts about your relationship with others.

Well, what’s the percentage? It’s high, isn’t it?

The higher the stress, the more we become wrapped up in
 ①
 our own life.

And when we’re wrapped up in our own life, we become oblivious to the fact that there are others “out there”, and that they have problems and needs too. That’s where the miracle of giving comes in. When we give with an open heart, we suddenly wake up from the “Me-tape” and feel connected to others.

When we give with a pure heart, we feel joyful.

What is a pure heart? It’s giving with no thought of return. In reality, our motives for giving are often tinged with “impure” motives: maybe we are shamed or intimidated into giving; or we give to receive a favour; or we give in order to feel good about ourselves. Is “impure” giving worthless? I don’t think so. Every action is in some way “impure” because we are human beings, and not saints.

At the core of each one of us, there is a goodness yearning to find expression.





Each act of giving emerges from that core of
 goodness, even though layers of mixed motivation may cloud our natural aspiration
 ②
 of generosity. Whenever we touch that core of goodness, we feel moved. This is natural giving.
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①
 wrap up in 醉心于……，
 沉浸于……





②
 aspiration [æspə'reɪʃ(ə)n]
 n. 渴望；
 抱负
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奉献的节日快到了。我们都知道给予为获赠人带来很多益处，他们会感受到欣赏、关爱和理解等等。

但是，奉献对于给予者来说有什么益处呢？

几天前，我在一家超市经历了一件耐人寻味的事情。在我挑选商品的时候，一位老人朝我走来，递给我一枚20美分的硬币，对我说道：“我叫格雷格，你愿意用这20美分在这里的一家食物银行里购物么？”他自称他是一名扶轮社（译者注：一个国际性的慈善组织）的成员，正在鼓励人们为一些穷人奉献食物。

我立马就改变了在那家超市的购物计划， 转而去了食物银行。我在那里买了意粉、蕃茄酱、豆类罐头、几袋麦片、一个圣诞布丁和其他一些零零碎碎的东西。我想象着，一户忍饥挨饿的家庭在吃我的圣诞布丁时会感到什么样的滋味，还有，一位母亲把早饭端给她那饥肠辘辘的孩子时会多么幸福。我把购物袋交给格雷格时，他咧嘴笑了，而我的眼珠却湿润了。从那以后，我开始思考，为什么奉献能触动心灵中最柔软的部分。




奉献感动我们，因为它使我们自由。

在奉献的时候，我们会从我们现在如何、我们过去如何、我们将会如何、别人如何看我们、我们能改变什么、我们应该怎么样等等诸如此类的思虑烦扰中脱离出来。我的老师罗伯特·艾特肯把这些思想称为“自我磁带”，它一直在我们的脑海里循环播放。

当我们敞开心门去奉献时，我们会发觉自己并不是单独一人。

你也许会反驳我：“什么？我自然不是一个人！”

确实如此。但让我们先来做个试验。为了使试验有效，你需要感到压力。你没有？那么恭喜你，很显然，你是一个十足的圣人，可以不用读下去了。这个试验是为我们当中的凡夫俗子所准备的。尽管时间好像在加速溜走，我们还是要努力完成工作，购买圣诞节礼物，参加工作会议，设计出游和庆祝方案，接触家人和朋友，打扫房间，林林总总，诸如此类。

有这么多的事情要做，你和我是否倍感压力呢？那么，我给你的问题是：

当你感到压力重重时，你会在走路的时候花多少时间思考你的人生？

你会思考你的工作，你的计划，你的过去，你就要做的任务，你与他人的关系等等。




你看，思考这些问题是不是占用了你很大一部分的时间？

我们受到的压力越大，我们就越容易沉浸在自己的世界之中。

当我们沉醉于自己的生活之中时，我们就会无视他人的存在，然而，这些人也有自己的难处和需要。奉献会在此显现出它的奇妙来。我们敞开心门奉献时，就会瞬间从“自我磁带”中回过神来，发觉其实有很多人围绕在自己的身边。

当我们用真心奉献时，我们便喜乐满溢。

什么是真心奉献？当我们在奉献时不曾想有任何回报，这就是真心的奉献。现实中，我们的奉献总是蒙上了一层不洁的动机：也许我们羞于或被迫去奉献；或是我们想要得到帮助；或是我们想提升自己的好感。那么，这些奉献都是无价值的吗？我不这么认为。不可否认的是，我们的一举一动，在某种意义上来说都带着不洁的动机。这很正常，因为我们只是普通人，不是圣人。

在我们的最深处，我们的善心正在有力地跳动。

虽然形形色色的动机掩盖了我们最自然地表现慷慨的渴望，但每一次的奉献都是从善心而起的。无论什么时候，当我们触摸自己的善心时，我们就会感动。这就是最纯真的奉献。








The Kindness of Strangers　陌生人的善行

Robert Levine









Two images: First, as a 6-year-old boy growing up in New York City, I am walking with my father on a crowded midtown street. The rush of pedestrians suddenly backs up
 ①
 before me as people narrow into a single lane to avoid a large object on the sidewalk. To my astonishment, the object turns out to be a human being lying unconscious against a building. My father quickly points to a bottle in a paper bag next to him. Not one of the passing herd seems to actually notice the man—certainly, none make eye contact—as they robotically follow the makeshift detour
 ②
 . My father, who I look up to as a model loving, caring man, explains that the poor soul on the sidewalk “just needs to sleep it off.” When the prone man suddenly begins to ramble senselessly, my father stops me. “You never know how he’ll react.” I later came to see these two teachings—“there’s nothing you can do” and “try not to get involved”—as my anthems of urban survival.





Next, fast forward several years to a market in Rangoon
 , Burma (now Myanmar). I had spent the previous 12 months travelling in poor Asian cities, but even by those standards this was a scene of misery. Besides the inconceivable③
 poverty, it is sweltering hot, ridiculously crowded and the wind is blowing dust everywhere. Suddenly, a man carrying a huge bag of peanuts calls out in pain and falls to the ground. I then witness an astonishing piece of choreography. Appearing to have rehearsed the scene many times, a half dozen sellers run from their stalls to help, leaving unattended what may be the totality of their possessions. One puts a blanket under the man’s head, another opens his shirt, a third questions him carefully about the pain, a fourth gets water, a fifth keeps onlookers from crowding too close, a sixth runs for a doctor. Within minutes, the doctor arrives, and two other locals join in to assist. The performance could have passed for a final exam at paramedic school.

Rousseau once wrote that “cities are the sink of the human race.” But as my experiences in New York and Rangoon made clear, no two cities are the same. Places, like individuals, have their own personalities.

In what cities is a needy stranger more likely to receive help? What sort of community teaches a citizen to withhold compassion
 ④
 toward strangers? As a grown-up social psychologist, I have spent much of the past two decades systematically exploring these questions.




My students and I have traveled across the United States and much of the world to observe where
 passersby are most likely to help a stranger. In each city, we have conducted variations on five different field experiments. Our studies have focused on simple acts of assistance as opposed to Schindler-like acts of heroism: Is an “unnoticed” dropped pen retrieved by a passing pedestrian? Does a man with a hurt leg receive assistance picking up a dropped magazine? Will a blind person be helped across a busy intersection? Will a stranger try to make change for a quarter (or its foreign equivalent)? Do people take the time to mail a stamped and addressed “lost” letter?

We’ve found vast differences between places. In our most recent experiments in 24 U.S. cities, for example, Stephen Reysen and I found the highest helping rates in Knoxville, Tenn. and the lowest in New York City. In earlier experiments conducted in cities in 23 countries, the people of Rio de Janeiro were the most helpful and those in Kuala Lumpur were the lowest (though New York wasn’t far behind). The differences were often considerable. In the blind person experiment, for example, five cities (Rio de Janeiro, San Jose, Lilongwe, Madrid and Prague) helped the pedestrian across the street on every occasion, while in Kuala Lampur, Kiev and Bangkok help was offered less than one-half the time. If you have a hurt leg in downtown San Jose (Costa Rica), Calcutta or Shanghai, our results show that you are more than three times as likely to receive help picking up a dropped magazine than if you are on the streets of New York City, Kiev or Sofia. And if you drop your pen behind you in New York City, you have less than one-third the chance of seeing it again than if you dropped it in Rio de Janeiro.




Our most important finding, however, is that the helpfulness of a city is systematically related to specific social, economic and demographic characteristics. In our U.S. study, for example, we found that more helpful cities had smaller population sizes, populations densities, more vital economies and slower paces of life.

Last July the first-ever conference on “The Science of Compassion” was held in Telluride, Colo. The
 notion of studying compassion scientifically may rub some people the wrong way. Is there anything to be gained by reducing humanism to numbers? Our studies indicate there very well might be. By understanding the conditions that bring out the best in people, we may be able to create more compassionate environments.
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①
 back up 支持，
 援助；（
 资料）
 备份；
 倒退


②
 detour ['di:tʊə]
 n. 绕道


③
 inconceivable [ɪnkən'si:vəb(ə)l]
 adj. 不可思议的；
 难以置信的


④
 compassion [kəm'pæʃ(ə)n]
 n. 同情；
 怜悯
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我先讲讲我的两次记忆：第一次发生在我6岁时。
 那时我在纽约，有一天，我和父亲走在市中心一条拥挤的街道上。突然，我前面的人群纷纷往后退，挤到了一条小道上，来躲避人行道上一个庞大的物体。我惊讶地发现，这个物体原来是一个人，他正迷迷糊糊地躺在一栋房子旁边。我父亲马上指了一下他旁边纸袋里的一个瓶子。在他身边路过的人好像没有一个人注意到他，他们瞅都没瞅他一眼，就这样机械地跟着前面的人，将就着从他旁边绕了过去。我的父亲一直被我视作善良友善之人，他告诉我说，这个可怜的人也许只是想找个地方睡一觉。突然，这个趴着的人无意识地摆动了下手脚，我正想过去帮忙，父亲阻止了我：“你不知道他要做什么的。”稍后，我从这件事上学到了两句话——“你什么也做不了”和“不要自找麻烦”，这两句话从此变成了我在城市里生存的金玉良言。

还有一次，是几年后发生在缅甸首都仰光的一个市场里的一件事。在此之前，我已经在这些亚洲的贫穷城市里旅行了12个月，但这座城市的光景更为凄凉，到处都弥漫着悲哀困苦。除了极端的贫穷外，仰光还特别闷热，街道上挤满了人，风带着沙子呼啸在这座城市的每一个角落。忽然之间，一个背着一大袋花生的男人痛苦地大叫一声，随即就倒在了地上。随后，我目睹了一个不可思议的场景。好像是彩排了无数次一样，六个小贩从他们的摊位上跑出来帮忙，也不理会那些可能是他们所有身家的货物。一个小贩把一块毯子枕在那个男人下面，还有一个解开他的衣襟，第三个人详细地询问他的病情，第四个人端来了一杯水，第五个阻止那些围观者靠得太近，第六个跑去叫医生。不到几分钟，医生就赶到了，还有两个当地人也参与了抢救。如此这番的表现，应该可以通过护理学校的期末考试。




罗素曾经这样写道：“城市是人类的堕落之所。”但就我在纽约和仰光的经历来看，可以很清楚地看到这两座城市的区别。与人一样，城市也有自己独特的性格。

在什么样的城市，一个急需帮助的陌生人更容易得到帮助？什么样的社会使得市民抑制自己对陌生人的同情？作为一个成熟的社会心理学家，我在过去20年中的大多数时间里，都在致力于系统地探索这些问题的答案。

我和我的学生周游美国和全世界大部分地区，去观察哪里的路人最乐意帮助陌生人。在我们到过的每个城市，我们都会做5个不同领域的实验的不同变体。我们的研究侧重于一些简单的行善行动，这与辛德勒式的英雄主义相反。比如，一个路人是否会捡起一支扔在地上、不引人注意的钢笔？一个腿脚不方便的人掉了一本杂志后，是否有人会帮他捡起来？是否会有人扶一个盲人走过一个繁忙的十字路口？一个陌生人是否会为了区区25美分（或是等值的外国货币）找你零钱？有人会花时间把一封盖上邮戳但没有地址的信送到它该去的地方吗？




我们发现，不同的城市之间结果差异很大。举个例子，在我们最近对美国24个城市的调查中，我和斯蒂芬·瑞森发现，帮助比例最高的是田纳西洲的诺克斯维尔，最低的是纽约市。在我们早期实验的23个国家的城市中，里约热内卢人最乐意帮助人，而吉隆坡的帮助比率排在最低（尽管纽约也好不了多少）。实验的结果在不同城市之间差异很大。举个例子，在盲人试验中，里约热内卢、圣何塞、利隆圭、马德里和布拉格这五个城市的人，会在任何场合下帮助盲人过马路。但在吉隆坡、基辅和曼谷，两个或许更多的人中才会有一个人愿意帮助陌生人。如果你是个腿脚不便的人，你会发现在圣约瑟（哥斯达黎加首都）、加尔各答或上海的街头，你不小心丢下杂志时，肯帮你捡起杂志的人比在纽约、基辅和索菲亚的大街上要多三倍。还有，如果你在纽约的街头上掉了一支钢笔，
 你会发现，帮助你的人比在里约热内卢的人少三分之一。




然而，我们最重要的发现是，一个城市的帮助比例是与其社会、经济和人口学特征紧密相连的。举个例子，我们在美国的研究发现，帮助比例越高的城市，
 其人口规模、人口稠密度越小，经济更有活力，生活节奏也更缓慢。

去年7月，第一次“怜悯的科学”会议在科罗拉多的泰莱瑞德召开。科学地研究怜悯这一课题也许令很多人走了岔路。用数字来计算人道主义有意义吗？我们的研究证明，这也许是非常有价值的。我们也许能凭借理解使人良善的条件，来创造出更多充满怜悯之心的环境。


























Authenticity—Why People Aren’t Themselves　真实性——为什么你不是

你自己

Bella Enahoro









Why should you be yourself? The simple answer is “because everyone else is taken”—it’s both the simple answer and an accurate
 ①
 answer. The important question is “why are we not ourselves?” What is the pay off for not being ourselves? Ah, now we’re talking.

To begin with, what would cause us to not want to be ourselves? For some of us, we may have been raised in environments where it was dangerous to be who we are. Even as adults we may be working in environments that demand that we be other than who we are in order to ensure job security. So we conclude, I have to be other than I am to get what I want i.e. love, safety, income etc.

We may have learned to believe “who I am is not good enough to be loved, guaranteed safety, approved of”. We may have been told “who you are is not worth treating well”. We may have learned “who you are is not good enough to meet my standards for ‘being good enough’”. We may become convinced that we are less than we should be.




When we feel not good enough what happens to our lives? We end up putting things on hold until we feel we “deserve” by becoming good enough. We spend so much time striving to feel that we’re good enough. Have I accomplished enough, am I good looking enough, is my car big/fast/exclusive enough, is my job title high enough, do I have enough awards to be good enough? Exhausting isn’t it?

Self worth and authenticity
 ②
 are intrinsically linked. The worth we have in our own eyes, a sense of worth not built on acquisition, job title, appearance, credentials—is the only worth, worth living out of. How many of us realize that we have an intrinsic worth greater than anything on the outside? If we go through life with a sense of being deficient then we are motivated to acquire value—the things that others value in the world then become our aim in life. I may not be good enough in and of myself but look what I’ve got, becomes our calling card.




Sooner or later, things fall apart, if we’re lucky. It can take many forms e.g. we can lose everything we spent our whole lives accruing or we meet someone or a situation who places no value on our “social bling”. We run helter skelter trying to get them to “see” us as our bling or we go somewhere else. But there’s a crack in the tea cup. When it finally breaks open, our break down becomes our breakthrough.

We begin to look for another way. What we’ve been looking for is a way to feel good about who we are, under all circumstance. We don’t always realize it at first since there’s much howling in pain and hanging onto fast disappearing “bling”.

The breakthrough
 ③
 cracks us wide open and everything we’ve been taught is “wrong” with us, all the things we’ve been taught make us “not good enough” stare us in the face. Excruciating at first but if we stay, refuse to take flight, we can transform. Now begins the re-acquainting ourselves with the “real” us, all of it.

There are many transformation technologies from journaling, meditation, prayer, walking, body work, sound, vibrational healing. We tend to gravitate towards one that works for us. Soon the pain subsides, loses its edge. We don’t feel so raw. Our lives may be in shambles around us but we can stand to be alive and increasingly we can stand to be ourselves. We live in a time of infinite help with wonderful teachers who can assist us in moving out of our debris; emotional, psychological and spiritual.




Not being who we are, may be something we picked up at our beginning but was never a part of our being and we need not continue with it.
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①
 accurate [ˈækjərɪt]
 adj. 精确的


②
 authenticity [ˌɔθənˈtɪsətɪ]
 n. 真实性，
 确实性；
 可靠性


③
 breakthrough [ˈbrekˌθru]
 n. 突破；
 突破性进展








为什么你应该是你自己？答案很简单，“因为每个人都是他们自己”——这既是个简单的答案，也是正确答案。但关键问题是：“为什么我们都不是我们自己了？”不是我们自己，我们会得到什么好处呢？好，我们现在就来谈谈这个问题。

首先，是什么原因导致我们不想成为我们自己？对于有些人，我们可能在成为自己就会很危险的环境中长大。甚至和我们一起共事的大人们要求我们成为别人而不是自己来确保我们的工作。所以我们断定，未来想得到我们想要的，例如，爱、安全、收入等，我们必须成为别人，而不是自己。

我们也许已经学会相信：“我自己本身不够优秀可以得到爱、获得安全以及被认同。”我们也许被告知：“你不值得好好对待。”我们也可能听到：“你还难以达到我对‘足够好’的标准。”我们也许越加确信自己还不够好，还可以做得更好。

当我们感觉自己不够优秀时，我们的生活会发生什么？我们不再坚持拥有某些东西，直到我们感觉自己已变得更优秀而“值得拥有”的时候。我们花了太多时间去努力感觉自己是否已足够优秀：我是否达到了足够的标准，我是否足够好看，我的车是否够大、够独特、跑得够快，我的职位是否够高，我是否有足够好可以得到足够的奖赏？真是让人感到筋疲力尽啊，有没有？




自我价值和真实性是有本质联系的。价值感不是建立在获得的东西、职称、外貌和文凭上，我们自己眼中的价值是唯一的价值，生活的价值。我们当中有多少人意识到自己有内在价值，这比起一切外在的都要更好？如果我们总是怀着“不足感”度过我们的人生，那么我们会被驱使着去获得价值——世上被人重视的东西会变成你的人生目标。我自己本身也许还不够好，但是看看我已经获得的，它们已成为了我们的名片。

如果我们幸运的话，事物迟早会破碎。它呈现出很多形式，比如，我们会失去花了一辈子追求的东西，或者我们碰到某人或某种境况，他们对我们的“社
 交着装”不屑一顾。我们慌忙奔跑，试图让他们像看到珠宝一样看到我们，或者我们躲到别的地方去。但是茶杯上有条裂缝，当它最终裂开的时候，我们的破碎也成为了我们突破的转折点。

我们开始寻找另一种方法。我们一直在寻找的是，在任何情况下能自我感觉良好的方法。我们不总是一开始就能意识到这一点，因为我们会因破碎和迅速消失的“锦衣珠宝”而痛苦哀号。

突破让我们的裂痕加大，我们曾经被教育的东西都与我们产生冲突，那些让我们觉得“自己不够好”的教育赤裸裸地盯着我们。刚开始我们感到受折磨，但是如果我们能继续留下来而不逃之夭夭，我们就会发生改变。所以，从现在起，重新接受真正的自己，接受自己的全部。




我们有很多转移注意力的方法，比如写日志、深思、祈祷、散步、干体力活、唱歌和震动治疗。我们常常被为我们效力的人所吸引。很快，疼痛感会减弱，
 变得不再那么强烈。我们不会再感觉那么刺痛。周边的生活也许很混乱，但是我们可以坚持活着，并且越来越能坚持做自己。在我们现在所处的时代，我们可以从良师那儿得到无限的帮助，他们能从情感上、心理和精神上帮助我们走出阴霾。

我们也许会在刚开始时选择不做自己，但这毕竟不是真正的自我，我们不能永远这样。


















Learn to Live in the Present Moment　学会活在当下

Richard Carlson









To a large degree, the measure of our peace of mind is determined by how much we are able to live on the present moment. Irrespective of what happened yesterday or last year, and what may or may not happen tomorrow, the present moment is where you are—always!

Without question, many of us have mastered the neurotic art of spending much of our lives worrying about variety of things—all at once. We allow past problems and future concerns to dominate your present moments, so much so that we end up anxious, frustrated, depressed, and hopeless. On the flip side, we also postpone our gratification, our stated priorities, and our happiness, often convincing ourselves that “someday” will be much better than today.

Unfortunately, the same mental dynamics that tell us to look toward the future will only repeat themselves so that “someday” never actually arrives. John Lennon once said, “Life is what is happening while we are busy making other plans.” When we are busy making “other plans”, our children are busy growing up, the people we love are moving away and dying, our bodies are getting out of shape, and our dreams are slipping away. In short, we miss out on life.




Many people lives as if life is a dress rehearsal for some later date. It isn’t. In fact, no one has a guarantee that he or she will be here tomorrow. Now is the only time we have, and the only time that we have any control over. When our attention is in the present moment, we push fear from our minds. Fear is the concern over events that might happen in the future—we won’t have enough money, our children will get into trouble, we will get old and die whatever.

To combat fear, the best strategy is to learn to bring your attention back to the present. Mark Twain said, “I have been through some terrible things in life, some of which actually happened.” I don’t think I can say it any better. Practice keeping your attention on the here and now. Your effort will pay great dividends.
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我们内心的平和感，很大程度上取决于我们能有几分精力活在当下。不管曾经发生过什么，将来可能会发生什么，此时此刻才定是最关键的！

毫无疑问，总是将精力放在担心各种各样的事情上，已经成了很多人掌握的一种略微神经质的艺术。我们总是让过去的困扰和未来的担忧控制着现在的生活，以至于我们总是以焦虑、挫败、苦闷和绝望的心情结束思考。另一方面，我们也总是安慰自己“有朝一日”会比今天更好，而对满足感、当下要事、幸福感后知后觉。

可惜，告诉自己“向前看”也仅是被翻来覆去地当作一种精神动力，“有朝一日”总是迟迟不愿现身。约翰·列侬曾说：“生活，就是当我们忙于别的事情时所发生的事。”当我们在“忙别的事”时，我们的孩子正在成长，我们挚爱的人正在离开或死亡，我们的身材正在走样，我们的梦想正在悄悄溜走。简而言之，我们其实错过了生活。




许多人以为生活可以彩排和预演。但其实它不能。实际上，没人能保证他明天依然无恙。“现在”是我们唯一能够拥有和把握的时刻。只有当我们的焦点放在此时此刻，才能排挤掉内心的不安。恐惧是对未来可能发生的事所表现的忧虑——我们缺钱，我们的孩子会遇到麻烦，我们会变老甚至死去……

为了克服恐惧，最好的办法就是将你的注意力拉回到当下。马克·吐温曾说：“我已经克服了那些曾经在生活中真实发生过的困境。”我认为这句话再正确不过了。试着练习集中注意力，活在当下。而你的付出必将获得巨大的回报。










































Chapter 4 成长在灵魂高处













Reading makes a full man, conference a ready man, and writing an exact man.


—Bacon










阅读使人充实，交谈使人机智，写作使人精确。


——培根























Companionship of Books　以书为伴

Samuel Smiles










A man may usually be known by the books he
 reads as well as by the company he keeps; for there is a companionship of books as well as of men; and one should always live in the best company, whether it be of books or of men.

A good book may be among the best of friends. It is the same today that it always was, and it will never change. It is the most patient and cheerful of companions. It does not turn its back upon us in times of adversity or distress. It always receives us with the same kindness; amusing and instructing us in youth, and comforting and consoling us in age.

Men often discover their affinity to each other by the mutual love they have for a book just as two persons sometimes discover a friend by the admiration which both entertain for a third. There is an old proverb, “Love me, love my dog.” But there is more wisdom in this: “Love me, love my book.” The book is a truer and higher bond of union. Men can think, feel, and sympathize with each other through their favorite author. They live in him together, and he in them.




A good book is often the best urn of a life enshrining the best that life could think out; for the world of a man’s life is, for the most part, but the world of his thoughts. Thus the best books are treasuries of good words, the golden thoughts, which, remembered and cherished, become our constant companions and comforters.

Books possess an essence of immortality. They are by far the most lasting products of human effort. Temples and statues decay, but books survive. Time is of no account with great thoughts, which are as fresh today as when they first passed through their author’s minds, ages ago. What was then said and thought still speaks to us as vividly as ever from the printed page. The only effect of time has been to sift out the bad products; for nothing in literature can long survive but what is really good.

Books introduce us into the best society; they bring us into the presence of the greatest minds that have ever lived. We hear what they said and did; we see the as if they were really alive; we sympathize with them, enjoy with them, grieve with them; their experience becomes ours, and we feel as if we were in a measure actors with them in the scenes which they describe.




The great and good do not die, even in this world. Embalmed in books, their spirits walk abroad. The book is a living voice. It is an intellect to which on still listens.
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通常，看一个人读什么书，就可以了解他的为人，
 正如看他和什么人交往，就可以了解他的为人一样；因为有人以书为伴，有人以人为伴；无论是与书还是与人为友，我们都应该以最好的为伴。

一本好书可以成为你最好的朋友。它始终如一，过去如此，现在如此，将来也永不会改变。它是最有耐心、最令人愉悦的伴侣。在我们身陷逆境、遭受痛苦时，它也不会背弃我们。它给予我们一如既往的亲切；年轻时，它陶冶我们的情操，指引我们的道路；年老时，它又给予我们慰藉，勉励我们向前。




人们经常因为喜爱同一本书而结识对方，正如两个人因为敬仰同一个人而结为知己一样。有句古谚说道：“爱屋及乌。”但还有另一句更具智慧的名语：“爱我及书”。书是更真实而高尚的情谊纽带。人们可以通过共同喜爱的作家沟通思想，交流感情，彼此惺惺相惜。他们与他们喜爱的作家彼此相通，情感相融。

一本好书常常如最精美的宝器，绽放着生命的思想的精华；因为一个人的人生境界，主要就体现在其思想的境界上。因此，最好的书是藏着金玉良言和高贵思想的宝库，这些良言和思想若能铭记于心并多加珍视，就会成为我们忠实的伴侣和永恒的慰藉。

书籍具有不朽的本质。它们是人类努力创造的最持久的成果。寺庙和雕像会腐朽，而书却经久长存。对于伟大的思想来说，时间是无关紧要的，多年前初次闪现于作者脑海的伟大思想，今日依然清晰如故。时间惟一的作用是淘汰低劣的作品；因为只有真正的佳作才能经世长存。

书籍将引领我们与最优秀的人为伍；它使我们与各个时代的伟大智者促膝谈心。如闻其声，如观其行，
 如见其人；与他们惺惺相惜，悲喜与共，感同身受。我们觉得自己仿佛是一个演员，与他们共同演绎他们所描绘的舞台。

伟大和美好不会逝去，即使是在人世间。他们的精神被载入史册，传于天下。书是人至今仍在聆听的声音，永远充满智慧和活力。




















The Joys of Writing　写作的乐趣

Winston Churchill









The fortunate people in the world—the only really fortunate people in the world, in my mind, are those whose work is also their pleasure. The class is not a large one, not nearly so large as it is often represented to be; and authors are perhaps one of the most important elements in its composition. They enjoy in this respect at least a real harmony of life. To my mind, to be able to make your work your pleasure is the one class distinction in the world worth striving for; and I do not wonder that others are inclined to envy those happy human beings who find their livelihood in the gay effusions of their fancy, to whom every hour of labour is an hour of enjoyment, to whom repose—however necessary—is a tiresome interlude. And even a holiday is almost deprivation. Whether a man writes well or ill, has much to say or little, if he cares about writing at all, he will appreciate the pleasures of composition. To sit at one’s table on a sunny morning, with four clear hours of uninterruptible security, plenty of nice white paper, and a squeezer pen—that is true happiness. The complete absorption of the mind upon an agreeable occupation—what more is there than that to desire? What does it matter what happens outside? The House of Commons may do what it likes, and so may the House of Lords. The heathen may rage furiously in every part of the globe. The bottom may be knocked clean out of the American market. Consols may fall and suffragettes may rise. Nevermind, for four hours, at any rate, we will withdraw ourselves from a common, ill-governed, and disorderly world, and with the key of fancy unlock that cupboard where all the good things of the infinite are put away.












在我看来，世界上幸运的人——世界上唯一真正幸运的人，是那些干着自己喜爱工作的人。这类人并不多，比幸运这个词平常所代表的数量少太多；而作家也许是组成这类人最重要的部分之一。在这一方面，他们至少享受着生活中真正的和谐。依我看，让工作成为一种乐趣，是世界上值得追求的一类荣誉。而我从不怀疑有人会嫉妒这些幸福者，他们在他们奇特构思的快乐源泉中找到了谋生之道，对这些人来说，每个小时的劳动都是一个小时的享受，而休息——无论多么必要——都是无聊的幕间表演。甚至度假也是一种乐趣被剥夺的感觉。一个人写得是好是坏，想说的是多是少，只要真心喜欢写作，就会享受到创作带来的乐趣。在一个阳光明媚的清晨，坐在书桌前，伴着整整不被打扰的四个小时，一摞赏心的雪白稿纸，外加一支挤压式钢笔——这就是真正的幸福。全身心专注于一种令人愉快的职业——此外还有何可求呢？外面发生天大的事又有什么打紧？下议院爱干什么干什么去，上议院也一样。异教徒可以遍布全世界各个角落，美国市场尽可翻个底朝天，公债也可尽情涨跌，女权运动也可随意翻腾。都无所谓，无论如何，在这四个小时里，我们可以将自己拖离这个粗俗、放纵、混乱的世界，用想象力这把钥匙，去开启收藏了宇宙中所有美好事物的柜橱。







































How to Talk to Anyone, Anytime, Anywhere　谈话的艺术

Larry King









I never wanted to be anything but a broadcaster, a talker. And for 40 years, I’ve been doing just that. To me, the ability to talk well is one of the great pleasures in life and can bring with it some of life’s greatest rewards.

I’m not saying it’s always easy. The vast majority of people would rather jump out of an airplane without a parachute than sit next to someone they’ve never met at a dinner party.

But the more you work at it, the easier it will be. To get you started, here are my six basic ingredients for learning how to talk to anyone, anytime, anywhere.


1. You Don’t Have to Be Quotable




If you could have witnessed my first morning in broadcasting, you would have bet the ranch that I was the last guy who’d survive, much less succeed, as a professional talker.

It happened at WAER, a small radio station in Miami Beach, on the morning of May 1, 1957. I had been hanging around there hoping to crash into my dream world of radio. The station’s general manager liked my voice but didn’t have any openings.




I lived near the station and went by every day, watching the disc jockeys, the newscasters, the sports announcers. After three weeks the morning deejay quit. The manager told me I had the job starting Monday morning.


I didn’t sleep that whole weekend. I kept
 rehearsing
 ①
 things to say. By Monday I was a basket case.

The manager called me into his office to wish me luck. And then I was on the air.

Picture me at 9 a.m. sitting in the studio with my new theme song, Les Elgart’s “Swinging Down the Lane
 ” cued up. I start the song. Then I fade the music down so I can talk. Only nothing comes out. My mouth feels like cotton.

So I bring the music up and fade it again. Still no words coming out of my mouth. It happens a third time. The only thing my listeners are hearing is a record going up and down in volume.

Finally, the exasperated
 ②
 manage kicks open the door to the control room and shouts, “This is a communications business!” Then he turns and leaves, slamming the door behind him.




In that instant, I leaned toward the microphone and said: “Good morning. This is my first day on the radio. I’ve been practicing all weekend. But my mouth is dry. I’m nervous. The general manager just kicked open the door and said, ‘This is a communication business.’” I wasn’t exactly quotable that morning, but I was able to get some thing out by telling my listeners about the predicament
 ③
 I was in, and that gave me the confidence to continue. The rest of the show—as well as my career—went fine.


2. Attitude Counts




After that fiasco in Miami, I made a commitment to keep talking even when it might not be comfortable—in other words, to work at it. The right attitude—the will to talk—is crucial to becoming a better talker.

I think one reason I’ve had a certain amount of success in broadcasting is that the audience can see I love what I’m doing. You can’t fake that. And if you try, you will fail.

Tommy Lasorda, the former manager of the Los Angeles Dodgers, once came on my radio show the night after his team suffered a crushing loss in the National League playoffs. From his enthusiasm you never would have guessed he was the losing manager.




When I asked him how he could be so exuberant
 ④
 , he said, “The best day of my life is when I manage
 a winning game. The second-best day of my life is when I manage a losing game.” That enthusiasm and his willingness to share it have made him a successful manager and a very successful talker too.


3. Remember to Take Turns




Careful listening makes you a better talker. Good follow-up questions are the mark of a good
 conversationalist. In fact, I have an important rule that I remind myself every morning: nothing I say this day will teach me anything; so if I’m going to learn, I have to do it by listening.


4. Broaden Your Horizons




The best conversationalists are able to talk about issues and experiences beyond their own daily lives. You can expand your world through travel, but you can also do it without leaving your own backyard.


When I was a boy, my widowed mother got an
 elderly woman to care for us while Mom tried to scrape up money for food, clothing and to keep our little apartment. The helper’s father had fought in the Civil War, and as a child she had actually seen Abraham Lincoln. I was able to talk to her, so in a way my childhood was a window on another era in history.




The point is this: people with backgrounds different from your own can help broaden your conversational repertoire
 ⑤
 and your thinking.


5. Keep It Light




One of my cardinal rules of conversation is never stay too serious too long. Similarly, a key quality I look for in a potential guest is a sense of humor, preferably self-deprecating. Frank Sinatra is one guest who’s never been afraid to make fun of himself.

During an interview with me, Sinatra recalled comedian Don Rickles coming over to his table at a Las Vegas restaurant to ask a favor. Rickles was dining with a friend.

“Would you mind saying hi to her, Frank?”

“Of course not,” the singer replied. “Bring her over.”

Then Rickles said that his friend would be even more impressed if Sinatra could come over to their table. So a short time later, Sinatra good-naturedly walked across the restaurant, slapped Rickles on the back and said how delighted he was to see him.

Whereupon Rickles said, “Beat it, Frank. This is personal.”




What’s key to the story—and most appealing to the audience—is that Sinatra so obviously enjoys retelling this joke at his own expense.


6. Be the Genuine You




Anybody I’ve ever talked to for more than a few minutes knows at least two things about me: I’m from Brooklyn, New York, and I’m Jewish. That’s because I’m deeply proud of both.

You should be as open and honest with your conversational partners as you’d want them to be with you, willing to reveal what your background is and what your likes and dislikes are. That’s part of the give-and-take of conversation, part of getting to know people.

Talk-show hosts Regis Philbin and Kathie Lee Gifford come into our homes easily and naturally, and they’re not afraid to reveal their tastes or tell stories on themselves. Without making themselves the focus of their talk, they are themselves. If they—or a guest—tell a sad or joyful story, they are not afraid to show their feelings.

Mel Tillis, the successful country-and-western singer, is absolutely charming as an interview guest, even though he stutters. It doesn’t show up when he’s singing, but it does when he’s talking. Instead of letting it bother him, Mel is upfront about the problem, jokes about it, and is so completely at ease with himself that he puts you at ease too.




As for myself, I learned something critical after surviving that case of “mike fright” on my first day of broadcasting: be honest, and you won’t go wrong.

Whether you’re talking to one person or a million, the rules are the same. It’s all about making a connection. Show empathy, enthusiasm and a willingness to listen, and you can’t help becoming a master of talk.
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①
 rehearse [ri'hə:s]
 v. 预演，
 排演；
 预先演习；
 详述；
 复述


②
 exasperated [ig'zæspəreitid]
 adj. 恼怒的


③
 predicament [pri'dikəmənt]
 n. 困境


④
 exuberant [ig'zju:bərənt]
 adj. 兴高采烈的；
 繁茂的；
 丰富的


⑤
 repertoire ['repətwɑ:]
 n. 全部节目；
 全部才能





【作者简介】




拉里·金（Larry King，1933— ），美国著名主持人，有“世界最富盛名的王牌主持人”之称。曾获艾美奖，写过多本书籍，被《时代》杂志称为“麦克风霸主”。他主持的“拉里·金现场”是美国有线新闻网（CNN）收视率最高的节目；2012年2月，拉里·金正式结束CNN任职。













我从来没有想过从事别的工作，除了当一名电视台主播，做一个谈话者。40年来，我一直都在做这份工作。对我来说，侃侃而谈的能力可以带来巨大的生活乐趣，也可以带来人生中一些最好的回报。

我并不是说这份工作总是很容易。绝大多数人宁愿不带降落伞跳下飞机，也不愿在宴会上坐在从未谋面的陌生人旁边。

但是，你练习得越多，与人谈话就会变得越容易。在你开始学习如何跟任何人在任何时间地点谈话之前，请看我列出的以下六个基本要点。


1．你不必字字珠玑




如果你见过我首次播报早间新闻的情景，你肯定会打赌我很难在职业生涯中走下去，更别说做一个专业的谈话者了。

那是1957年5月1日的时候，在迈阿密海滩的一个小电台WAER。当时我一直在那里无所事事地闲逛，希望借此开启我所梦想的广播世界。电台的总经理喜欢我的声音，但那时台里没有空缺职位。




我住的地方离电台很近。于是我每天都会过去，看音乐节目主持人、新闻主播、体育新闻播音员在那里工作。三个星期后，早间时段的音乐节目主持人辞职了，经理便让我星期一上午开始上班。

我整个周末都没睡，一直在排练要说的东西。到周一的时候，我几乎快精神崩溃了。

经理把我叫进他的办公室，给了我祝福。然后我就开始了第一次播音。

你可以想象一下，上午9点，我坐在工作室里，旁边放着新的主题歌曲——莱斯·埃尔加特的《一路摇摆》。我开始播放这首歌。然后我把音乐的音量降下来，开始说话。但我什么也没说出来，我的嘴就像棉花一样绵软无力。

于是我把音乐声音调大，之后又调小。但我的嘴里仍没能吐出一个词来。第三次尝试还是一样的结果。我的听众听到的只是音乐的音量上上下下调个不停。

最后，气急败坏的经理踢开控制室的门，高声叫道：“这是一个交谈的活计！”然后他转身离去，猛地把身后的门“砰”地一声关上了。

在那一瞬间，我前倾着身体，对着麦克风说：“早上好。这是我第一天做广播节目。我整个周末都一直在练习，练得嘴巴很干。我很紧张。总经理刚刚又踢门进来说，‘这是一个交谈的活计’。”那天早上我所说的并没什么值得引用的话，但我能够讲出一些东西，把我的困境告诉听众。这给了我继续做下去的信心。那天剩下的节目时间——以及我后来的职业生涯——进展得都还不错。





2．态度很重要


经过迈阿密的惨败之后，我下定决心：即使在不舒服的情况下，我也要不停地讲话——换句话说，不断努力练习。正确的态度——谈话的意愿——这是至关重要的，只有这样，你才能成为一个更好的谈话者。


我想，我能在广播上取得一定的成功，原因之一就是观众可以看出我对自己工作的热爱。这是无法伪装出来的。如果你只是尽力伪装，那你必将失败。

汤米·莱索达，前洛杉矶道奇队的经理，当他的球队在国联季后赛中遭受毁灭性的惨败后，第二天晚上，他就出现在我的广播节目里。从与他谈话的热情里，你绝对不会想到他的球队刚刚遭到惨败。

当我问他为何可以如此精力旺盛时，他说：“我人生中最好的一天就是我管理的球队成功赢得比赛的时候。第二好的一天就是我管理的球队输掉比赛的时候。”这种热情与分享精神已经使他成为一个成功的经理，也成了一个非常成功的谈话者。





3．记得努力倾听




仔细倾听他人的声音能让你成为更好的交谈者。不断提出好问题是一个优秀谈话者的标志。事实上，我每天早上都提醒自己要注意一条重要规则：我说的东西对自己毫无教益，所以如果我要学习，我就必须努力倾听。


4．开阔你的视野




最好的谈话者能够谈论超出自己日常生活范围的问题和经历。你可以通过旅行来扩展你的视野，但你也可以足不出户就丰富自己的阅历。

当我还是个小男孩时，我那守寡的母亲委托一位老奶奶照顾我们，而她自己则在外面努力工作赚钱，以供我们饮食穿衣，支付我们小公寓的租金。老奶奶的父亲曾参加过国内战争。当时她还只是一个孩子，但她亲眼见过亚伯拉罕·林肯。我可以跟她交谈，所以在某种程度上，我的童年为我打开了通往另一个历史时代的窗口。

我认为，与自己背景不同的人能帮助扩展你的交谈能力，让你的思想更开阔、更深刻。


5．保持轻松愉快的氛围


我谈话的一个基本规则就是永远不要太久地保持严肃氛围。同样，我想从潜在嘉宾身上找到的关键品质就是幽默感，而且最好有自嘲精神。弗兰克·辛纳特拉就是一位从不害怕取笑自己的嘉宾。




在一次采访中，辛纳特拉回忆起喜剧演员唐·瑞克斯曾在拉斯维加斯的餐馆里请求他帮忙的事。当时，瑞克斯正在和朋友吃饭。

“你能过去和我朋友打声招呼吗，弗兰克？”

“当然可以，”辛纳特拉说，“把她叫过来吧。”

然后，瑞克斯说道，如果辛纳特拉能到他们的餐桌来，那他的朋友一定会更满意。所以，过了一会儿，
 辛纳特拉满怀善意地穿过餐厅，轻轻拍了拍瑞克斯的背，并跟他说很高兴见到他。

于是瑞克斯对他说道：“走开，弗兰克。注意这是私人场合。”

这个故事的关键——最吸引观众的就是——辛纳特拉显然很喜欢重复讲述这个故事，自己取笑自己。


6．做真实的自己


和我交谈过几分钟的人都知道与我有关的至少两件事：我来自纽约布鲁克林，以及我是犹太人。因为我为这两者而感到无比骄傲。

如果你希望你的谈话对象能对你开诚布公，那你就应该对他们敞开心扉，真诚沟通，愿意透露你的背景，分享你喜欢的和不喜欢的东西。这样，你才能在谈话时保持分享和获取信息之间的平衡，才能不断地了解他人。

脱口秀主持人里吉斯·菲尔宾和凯西·李·吉福德会很轻松自然地来到我家，他们并不害怕暴露他们的品味，或者讲述自己身上发生的故事。他们在谈话时，并不会刻意让自己成为焦点，而是表现出真实的自己。如果他们——或者一位客人——讲了一个悲伤或快乐的故事，他们并不害怕流露出自己的情感。




梅尔·蒂利什，一位成功的乡村音乐歌手，绝对是一个魅力十足的采访嘉宾，尽管他说话有些口吃。他唱歌时并不结巴，但他说话时确实会口齿不太利索。他没有因为口吃而深受困扰，反而勇敢地面对这个问题，还拿它开玩笑，在完全放松的状态下自得其乐，让你也倍感轻松愉快。

至于我自己，在头一天广播时经历了“麦克风恐惧症”并幸存下来后，我学到了关键的一点：要诚实
 ，你就不会出错。

不论你现在是跟一个人或一百万人谈话，规则是不变的。交谈实质上就是要与他人建立一种联系。时刻保持对话的热情，总是愿意理解他人、倾听他人，那你自然而然便会成为谈话大师。



















My Declaration of Self-esteem


　我的成长宣言

Virginia Satir









The following was written in answer to a 15-year-old girl’s question, “How can I prepare myself for a fulfilling life?”

I am me.

In all the world, there is no one else exactly like me. There are persons who have some parts like me, but no one adds up exactly like me. Therefore, everything that comes out of me is authentically mine because I alone choose.

I own everything about me—my body, including everything it does; my mind, including all its thoughts and ideas; my eyes, including the images of all they behold; my feelings, whatever they may be—anger, joy, frustration, love, disappointment, excitement; my mouth, and all the words that come out of it, polite, sweet or rough, correct or incorrect; my voice, loud or soft; and all my actions, whether they be to others or to myself.

I own my fantasies, my dreams, my hopes, my fears.




I own all my triumphs and successes, all my failures and mistakes.

Because I own all of me, I can become intimately acquainted with me. By so doing I can love me and be friendly with me in all my parts. I can then make it possible for all of me to work in my best interests.

I know there are aspects about myself that puzzle me, and other aspects that I do not know. But as long as I am friendly and loving to myself, I can courageously and hopefully look for the solutions to the puzzles and for ways to find out more about me.

However I look and sound, whatever I say and do, and whatever I think and feel at a given moment in time is me. This is authentic and represents where I am at that moment in time. When I review later how I looked and sounded, what I said and did, and how I thought and felt, some parts may turn out to be unfitting. I can discard that which is unfitting and keep that which proved fitting, and invent something new for that which I have discarded.

I can see, hear, feel, think, say, and do. I have the tools to survive, to be close to others, to be productive, and to make sense and order out of the world of people and things outside of me.

I own me, and therefore I can engineer me.




I am me and I am okay.





【作者简介】

维吉尼亚·萨提亚（Virginia Satir，1916—1988），美国著名心理治疗师、家庭治疗师。她是第一代的家庭治疗师，从50年代起已居于领导地位。代表作有《萨提亚治疗实录》《新家庭如何塑造人》等。

















一个15岁女孩曾向我提出问题：“我该怎么做，才能过一个充实的生活？”以下就是我的答案。

做你自己。

在这个世界上，没有任何一个人和我一样。有些人可能与我有某些相似之处，但没有人同我一模一样。所以，我的一切都有我独一无二的特性，因为这是我自己的选择。

我是我自己的主人——我的身体，包括所有的一切；我的头脑，包括所有的想法思绪；我的眼睛，包括所看到的一切景象；我的感觉，不论是生气还是喜悦，失望沮丧还是兴奋快乐；我的嘴巴，我所说的一字一句，无论是中听还是逆耳，无论是对还是错；我的声音，不管是嘹亮还是轻柔；以及我的所有行为，不管是对他人还是对自己的一举一动。




我有我的幻想，我的美梦，我的希望，我的恐惧。

胜利和成功由我自己创造，失败和错误由我自己承担。

因为我主宰着全部的自己，我深刻地了解自己。所以，我喜欢自己，接纳自己的一切。然后，我能够展现出自己最好的一面。

然而，我知道多少会有些地方让自己困惑，总有一块连自己也无法理解的角落。但是，只要我多多关爱自己，我就可以鼓起勇气和希望，为心中的疑问找到答案，并了解自己更多。

我的所见所闻，我的一言一行，我的所思所想，我都会接受，因为这就是我。这代表了那个时刻最真实的我。而后，当我回顾我的这些一举一动时，会发现有些可能不合时宜。我会摒弃那些不宜之处，保留那些可取之处，并为我之所弃填补新的内容。

我身心健全，而且自力更生。我有生存的技能，我关怀他人，为创造一个更美好的世界而作出贡献。

我拥有自己，因此我会做自己的主宰。

我就是我，我很好。


















Dreaming Big　远大梦想

Richard Macalintal









When we were a child and someone asks us a question of what we want when we grow up, we can easily answer and say like “I want to be a doctor” or “I want to be a lawyer”.

But now, ask someone in your office what they want in life. Maybe they’ll just say they want a phone, they want a car, a new dress or house perhaps.

Dreaming is free but a kid and a grown-up like me have different point of view regarding it. When kids answer to this question, they won’t hesitate to answer no matter how big their dreams are. They didn’t mean to worry if it’s achievable or not. What they do know is that they want it and it can be achieved. It’s something that for them, nothing can hinder
 ①
 towards realizing it. But as we grow up, we tend to realize that the world is harsh. Given the opportunity to answer the same question, we may pause for a while and think of something that can be realistic and more achievable
 ②
 . In short, we might dream something smaller. This is mainly because our mindset is affected by lots of facts that give us fear of dreaming big. We tend to analyze a lot thus limiting our ability to think big. As a result, this fear becomes a hindrance to achieve greater things in life.




More importantly, are we really living the dream we set out to dream? Was our dream big enough? Did we even have a dream? It turns out that one of the main reasons we work really hard without getting very far is because we don’t have an inspiring long term vision
 ③
 that leads us, step-by-step, into the future of our dreams. Most of the time, we’ve either forgotten our dreams or didn’t have one to start out with. As Victor Hugo said, “There is nothing like a dream to create the future.” We need a dream, and we need to dream big! In business terminology, the dream is typically called the Vision, and it defines the final destination of your business success. The dream tells you where you are going and becomes, in effect, your North Star.

So start dreaming big, opportunities are endless!





当我们还是小孩时，别人问我们长大了想当什么，我们很容易就给出答案，说出“我想当医生”或“我想当律师”这类的话。




但是现在，问你办公室里的人们，他们在生活中想要什么。他们也许只会说想要手机、汽车、新衣服或房子。

梦想是自由的，但是小孩对待梦想的看法和像我这样的成人却有所不同。当小孩回答这个问题时，无论他们的梦想有多大，他们都会毫不犹豫。他们不会担心梦想是否会实现。他们真正清楚的是他们想得到它并且会实现。似乎对他们来说，任何事都阻挡不了他们去实现梦想。然而对于我们成年人，我们逐渐意识到世界的残酷性。当我们有机会回答同样的问题时，我们会停顿一会儿，然后想些现实的、且更容易做到的事。简言之，我们的梦想会更小。这主要的原因是我们的心态被众多现实所影响，因而我们害怕有大梦想。我们倾向分析很多从而限制了我们考虑大梦想的能力。最终，这种害怕成为我们追求更好生活的障碍。

更重要的是，我们确实实现了我们打算实现的梦想了吗？我们的梦想足够大吗？我们是否还有梦想呢？结果表明，我们努力工作却没有很大的进步，其主要原因之一就是我们没有一个长远且激励人心的目标，来指引我们一步步地走向梦想中的未来。大多数的时间里，我们要么忘记了自己的梦想，要么就没有梦想。正如维克特·雨果所说：“创造未来的只有梦想。”我们需要梦想，我们需要远大的梦想！在商业术语中，梦想被典型地称为愿景，表示商业成功的最终目标。梦想告诉你该往哪走，你要成为什么，事实上，它就是指引你的北极星。




所以梦想远大，机会无限！
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①
 hinder ['hɪndə]
 vt. 阻碍；
 打扰


②
 achievable [ə'tʃivəbl]
 adj. 可完成的；
 可有成就的；
 做得到的


















Motivation Does Wonders　动力造就奇迹

Ammarah Khan









If going through the pages of history, you will find dozens of such failures who replaced their defeat by taking successive attempts. This is noticeable that success is never at your door step, this is your attitude towards your destination and your continuous hard work that it brings there. On the other side, daily papers illustrate ample of such examples of individuals who embrace suicide because they lose heart at the cries of unsuccessful results. What is the difference between these two cases, this is the presence of eminent force of motivation in former’s life which unfortunately may be absent in the later ones’.

Though motivation does not have any substantial
 ①
 existence, yet it generates and springs out such results which change the entire life of an individual or community. While criticizing, we often forget that there are already numbers of despairing factors in our society which prevail to discourage an individual’s efforts. We ignore that by commenting on someone’s honest hard work, in fact we are degrading human grace. Many of our kids suffer and go in deep inferiority complex just because there is no one to motivate them; there is not even a single bit of appreciation for them.




Mostly people are very much sure about their future targets but are confused about what should they choose and what is exactly as per their nature. For this case motivation is very much beneficial
 ②
 as it encourages you to reach your ambition. It helps you to develop confidence in your abilities and encourages you to step ahead without getting worried how hard your target may be. Therefore, to have some motivational hand behind you is much important.

Motivation does wonders, it will help you to make strategic plans to overcome hurdles smoothly and reach the target efficiently. It serves you to discover the hurdles and challenges that might come in your way and gives you courage to cope with them. You will be encouraged by your internal spirit to find errors and lacking in them that are becoming hurdles to meet you goals.

Motivation plays a refreshing role. It suggests ways to bring changes in you and your team especially in the case when you have failed in a certain target and you are feeling depressed and are hearted. You will also get help about how to overcome your errors and to make powerful and adequate abilities so that you become capable of producing maximum in the appropriate field and can get a fruitful result.




If you have someone’s motivation behind you, you will definitely get it no matter how hard is the way. Your aim assists you to enhance your potential so that you can give your maximum while working. Your strong self commitments suggest you ways to follow such strategies that would help you to boost up your efforts. It will help you to hone your abilities so that you can perform the best while working or leading a team.


Motivation basically helps a person to attain
 his ambitions by utilizing all of his internal spirits. It provides motivation for accomplishment of one’s ambitions, life work counseling, personality making and other sort of counseling. If you are lucky to get such motivation, you will see that it will work to set targets, affirmative individual development mentoring and other kinds of counseling.

It helps you to reach at your target through beating all the challenges. It suggests strategies and new ways to boost up your competency. It provides turning point of your career. It gives ways how to deal effectively with the clashes on your way to your aim. It helps you to improve your governing and decision making abilities. It helps you to boost up your performance efficiencies. It also suggests solutions and strategies to get out of problems. It helps you to develop leadership qualities in your personality. It also improves self management skills. It suggests you how to deal efficiently with your competitors. It directs how to make team work efficient.





Therefore motivation is very important in
 individual’s life as it gives solution to all the hurdles
 ③
 and complications while establishing or running any career. So, one must establish one must have some motivational spirit to get one’s targets in life.
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①
 substantial [səb'stænʃ(ə)l]
 adj. 大量的；
 实质的；
 内容充实的


②
 beneficial [benɪ'fɪʃ(ə)l]
 adj. 有益的；
 有利的；
 可享利益的


③
 hurdle ['hɜːd(ə)l]
 n. 障碍；
 栏；
 跳栏

如果你翻看历史，你会发现很多失败者都会化悲愤为力量，失败之后会不断地努力。显而易见，成功从来都不是信手拈来的，它取决于你对待目标的态度和坚持不懈的努力。另一方面，日报刊登了大量因失败灰心而自杀的案例。这两者之间的不同在于，前者的生命存在着强大的动力，不幸的是，后者没有。




虽然动力不是客观存在的东西，但是它可以产生改变整个个人生活或社会的结果。在我们进行批判的时候，我们常常忘了社会中已经存在大量令人绝望的因素，而这些因素普遍会阻拦人们的努力。我们通过对别人的努力程度的评判而忽视它，但事实上，我们在贬低人性魅力。我们的许多孩子仅仅因为没有人激励他们，甚至没有获得一丁点儿的称赞，从而遭受并陷入深深的自卑感当中。

大多数人很明确自己的未来目标，但是他们对自己应该做什么选择感到迷惑，他们不清楚自己的本性到底是怎样的。在这种情况下，动机会激励你追求志向，这时它就显得非常有帮助。它会帮助你提高自己的能力、自信心，激励你无需担心目标有多难，只管大胆迈步向前走。因此，在你身后有个推动力非常重要。

动力造就奇迹，它有助于你制定战略计划，顺利地克服障碍，有效地达到目标。它有益于你发现追求目标的道路上可能出现的障碍和挑战，赐予你勇气去克服它们。你会被你的内心精神激励着发现错误，缺少它们将会成为你达成目标的障碍。




动力起着重振雄心的作用。尤其当你和你的团队在某个目标中失败后感到绝望和心碎之时，它会给你们指引方向，带来改变。你也会在如何克服错误、锻炼强大且足够的能力方面得到帮助。因此，你会在合适的领域有足够的才能发挥最大效率，获得大丰收。

如果你身后有一股推动力，那么无论你的路有多艰苦，你就一定会成功。你的目标有助于你发掘潜能，这样你就可以在工作的时候发挥最大效率。你强烈的自我承诺向你表明，遵从这种战略会帮助你更加努力。它会帮助你锻炼自己的能力，这样，在你工作或领导团队的时候就可以表现得最好。

根本上，动力会帮助人们通过利用个人所有的内在精神来实现志向。这种内在精神会提供动力实现人生志向、计划毕生事业、塑造个人性格和提供建议的能力。如果你足够幸运拥有这个动力，那么你将发现它有利于有效地设定目标、积极的个人发展指导以及提供其他建议。

动力有助于你通过应对挑战达到自己的目标。它将提供策略和新方法来提升你的能力。它会给你的事业带来转折点。它会提供给你有效地处理在实现目标的过程中出现的碰撞。它将帮助你提高自己的管理和决策能力。它将帮助你提高自己的执行效率。它还会为你提供解决问题的办法和对策。它会帮助你发扬你个性中的领导特质。它还会改善自我管理技能。它会教你有效地处理与竞争者的关系。它会指导你如何更有效地进行团队工作。




因此，动力在人的生活中有着极其重要的作用。因为在你建立和发展事业的过程中，它会提供你遇到的所有障碍及复杂问题的解决方法。所以，人必须要拥有动力精神来实现自己的生活目标。


















A Letter From Kai-fu Li　李开复致女儿的一封信










Dear Daughter,


As we drove off from Columbia, I wanted to write a letter to you to tell you all that is on my mind.

First, I want to tell you how proud we are. Getting into Columbia is a real testament
 ①
 to what a great well-rounded student you are. Your academic, artistic, and social skills have truly blossomed in the last few years. Whether it is getting the highest grade in Calculus, completing your elegant fashion design, successfully selling your painted running shoes, or becoming one of the top orators in Model United Nations, you have become a talented and accomplished young woman. You should be as proud of yourself as we are.

College will be the most important years in your life. It is in college that you will truly discover what learning is about. You often question “what good is this course”. I encourage you to be inquisitive, but I also want to tell you: “Education is what you have left after all that is taught is forgotten.” What I mean by that is the materials taught isn’t as important as you gaining the ability to learn a new subject and the ability to analyze a new problem. That is really what learning in college is about—this will be the period where you go from teacher-taught to master-inspired, after which you must become self-learner. So do take each subject seriously, and even if what you learn isn’t critical to your life, the skills of learning will be something you cherish forever.




Do not fall into the trap of dogma
 ②
 . There is no single simple answer to any question. Remember during your high school debate class, I always asked you to take on the side that you don’t believe in? I did that for a reason—things are rarely “black and white”, and there are always many ways to look at a problem. You will become a better problem solver if you recognize that. This is called “critical thinking”, and it is the most important thinking skill you need for your life. This also means you need to become tolerant and supportive of others. I will always remember when I went to my Ph.D. advisor and proposed a new thesis topic. He said “I don’t agree with you, but I’ll support you.” After the years, I have learned this isn’t just flexibility, it is encouragement of critical thinking, and an empowering
 ③
 style of leadership, and it has become a part of me. I hope it will become a part of you too.




Follow your passion in college. Take courses you think you will enjoy. Don’t be trapped in what others think or say. Steve Jobs says when you are in college, your passion will create many dots, and later in your life you will connect them. In his great speech given at Stanford’s commencement, he gave the great example where he took calligraphy, and a decade later, it became the basis of the beautiful Macintosh fonts, which later ignited desktop publishing and brought wonderful tools like Microsoft Word to our lives. His expedition into calligraphy was a dot, and Macintosh became the connecting line. So don’t worry too much about what job you will have, and don’t be too utilitarian
 ④
 , and if you like Japanese or Korean, go for it, even if your dad thinks “it’s not useful”. Enjoy picking your dots, and be assured one day you will find your calling, and connect a beautiful curve through the dots.

Do your best in classes, but don’t let pressure get to you. Your mother and I have no expectations for your grades. If you graduate and learn something in your four years, we would feel happy. Your Columbia degree will take you far, even if you don’t graduate with honors. So please don’t give yourself pressure. During your last few months in high school, you were so happy because there was little pressure and college applications are finished. But in the past few weeks, we saw you are beginning to worry (did you know you bite your nails when you are nervous?). Please don’t be worried. The only thing that matters is that you learned. The only metric you should use is that you tried. Grades are just silly letters that give the vain people something to brag, and the lazy people something to fear. You are too good to be either.




Most importantly, make friends and be happy. College friends are often the best in life, because during college you are closer to them physically than to your family. Also, going through independence and adulthood is a natural bonding experience. Pick a few friends and become really close to them—pick the ones who are genuine and sincere to you. Don’t worry about their hobbies, grades, looks, or even personalities. You have developed some real friendships in high school in your last two years, so trust your instinct, and make new friends. You are a genuine and sincere person—anyone would enjoy being your friend, so be confident, outgoing, and pro-active. If you think you like someone, tell her. You have very little to lose. Give people the benefit of the doubt; don’t stereotype; and be forgiving. People are not perfect, so as long as they are genuine and sincere, trust them and be good to them. They will give back. This is my secret of success—that I am genuine with people and trust them (unless they do something to lose my trust). Some people tell me that occasionally I would be taken advantage of. They are right, but I can tell you that that loss is nothing compared to what I gained. In my last 18 years leading people, I have realized that only one thing matters—to gain the trust and respect of others, and to do so, you need to trust and respect others first. Whether it is for management, work, or friendship, this is something you should ponder
 ⑤
 .





Do keep your high school friends, and stay
 connected to them, but do not use them as substitutes for college friendship, and do not spend too much time with them, because that would eat into your time to make new friends.


Start planning for your summers early—what
 would you like to do? Where would you like to live? What would you like to learn? What have you learned in college that might change your mind? I think your plan of studying fashion is good, and you should decide where you want to be, and get into the right courses. We of course hope you come back to Beijing, but you should go where you think is best for you.




Whether it is summer-planning, or coursework planning, or picking a major, or managing your time, you should take control of your life. In the past, I have helped you quite a bit, whether it is in college applications, designing your extracurricular
 ⑥
 activities, or picking the initial coursework. I will always be there for you, but the time has come for you to be in the driver’s seat—this is your life, and you need to be in control. I will always remember the exhilarating feeling in my life—that I got to decide to skip kindergarten, that I got to decide to change to computer science major, that I got to decide to leave academia for Apple, that I got to decide to go to China, that I got to decide to go to Google, and most recently, that I got to decide to start my own business. Being able to decide means you get to live the life that you want to. Life is too short to live the life others do or others want you to. Being in control feels great. Try it, and you’ll love it!

I told your mom I’m writing this letter, and asked what she wanted me to say. She thought and said: “just ask her to take care of herself.” Simple but deeply caring—that is how your mother is, and that is why you love her so much. In this simple sentence is her hope that you will become independent in the way you take care of yourself—that you will remember to take your medicine, that you will get enough sleep, that you will have a balanced diet, that you will get some exercise, and that you will go see a doctor whenever you don’t feel good. An ancient Chinese proverb says that the most important thing to be nice to your parents is to take care of yourself. This is because your parents love you so much, and that if you are well, they will have comfort. You will understand this one day when you become a mother. But in the meantime, please listen to your mother and take care of yourself.




College is the four years where you have:

• the greatest amount of free time

• the first chance to be independent

• the most flexibility to change

• the lowest risk for making mistakes

So please treasure your college years—make the best of your free time, become an independent thinker in control of your destiny, evolve yourself into a bi-cultural talent, be bold to experiment, learn and grow through your successes and challenges.

When I faced the greatest challenge and opportunity in my life in 2005, you gave me a big hug and said “bonne chance”, which means “good luck” and “good courage”. Now I do the same for you. Bonne chance, my angel and princess. May Columbia become the happiest four years in your life, and may you blossom into just what you dream to be.





Love,



Dad (& Mom)















亲爱的女儿：


当我们驱车驶离哥伦比亚大学时，我很想提笔写封信给你，把此刻我脑海中的万千思绪转达于你。

首先，我想告诉你，我们为你无比自豪。进入哥伦比亚大学足以证明你是一个如此全面而优异的学生。近几年里，无论你的学业表现，还是你的艺术才能以及社交能力都日臻卓然。你考取过微积分第一名，亲手设计出优雅的时装，成功贩售了自己手绘的跑鞋，甚至你还站上“模拟联合国”的演讲台进行了一次成功的讲演。你已然出落成有才华、有造诣的年轻女性，你同样应该为自己感到自豪。

大学将是你人生中最重要的时光。只有在大学阶段你才会发现学习的真谛。你总喜欢问“这门功课有什么用”。我鼓励你勤思好问，但我同样想告诉你：“教
 育的实质就是忘光所学之后还能留下的东西。”意即书本上学到的知识并不是最主要的，掌握学习新知的能力和分析新问题的本领才至关重要。这才是大学学习的要义所在——由老师为中心的填鸭式教学变成学生为主的启发式教育，经历这一阶段后你将成为一名自主的学习者。所以，即使所学看似无关紧要，也应认真对待每门功课，从中悟到的学习技能将会令你受用终生。




凡事不要武断，任何问题都不会简单到只有一个答案。还记得你高中时的辩论课么，我总是让你站到你否认的那一方来论辩。我之所以这么做是因为，事情很少是非黑即白的，而且一个问题常常可以换多个角度来看。如果能意识到这一点，你将会在面对问题时游刃有余。这叫做“批判性思维”，是你人生中最需要的一种思考能力，意味着你要包容和接纳不同于你的他人观点。我永远记得，在读博士时我曾向我的导师提出一个新论题，他对我说：“我不同意你，但我支持你。”多年后，我认识到这不仅仅是一种变通的说辞，更是一种对批判性思考的鼓励，一种敢于放手的领导作风，这一点已经融入我的处事之道，我希望这也能成为你的人生哲学。

在大学里，要追随自己的热情之所在。选择自己喜欢的课程。不要被他人的想法或意见所左右。史蒂夫·乔布斯曾说过，读大学时你的热情会创建出许多个兴趣点，而在日后的人生中这些点将被一个个串连起来。在他为斯坦福大学毕业典礼所做的著名演说中，他举了自身这样一个很好的例子：他在大学里凭着兴趣修学了书法，而十年后，这成了建立苹果机漂亮字体库的基础，并由此生发出了后来的桌面出版系统，也使得像微软文档这样的出色软件得以走进我们的生活。应该说，对书法艺术的探索就是他人生中的一个点，而苹果机的出现则是连起这个点的那条线。所以不必太担心你将来要从事什么工作，也不要有太强的功利心。如果你喜欢日语或者韩语，就去学吧，哪怕爸爸认为“那没用”。尽情选择你人生的兴趣点吧，并坚信有一天你会在其间找到自己职业生涯的契机，藉由这些点勾勒出生命中一道优美的曲线。




课业上要努力，但不要给自己太多压力。你母亲和我在成绩上对你没有过多要求，只要你顺利毕业并在四年里有所学得，我们就很高兴了。即便你没能以优异的成绩毕业，哥伦比亚大学这一起点也足以让你行得更远。所以千万别给自己压力。你高中的最后几个月就过得无忧无虑的，因为那时几乎没什么压力可言，大学也已经申请下来了。但最近这几周里，我们注意到你又开始烦乱（知道你紧张时会咬指甲吗？）。没什么好担心的。唯一重要的是你用心学了，而唯一可以用来衡量的标准就是你努力与否。分数只是些愚蠢的数字罢了，虚荣的人可以籍此吹嘘，而懒惰的人却要为此恐慌。你如此优秀，不会沦为这两种人。




最重要的是要广交朋友，乐观开朗。大学时代的朋友往往是你一生中最值得珍惜的，因为大学四年你和他们朝夕相处，亲过家人。同时，一起学会独立，一起长大成人，这种经历自然会将你们紧密相连。结交几个真诚的朋友，用心相待，别在意他们的喜好、学业、外在甚至是个性。你在高中的后两年里已经交到了一些真心的朋友，所以尽管相信自己的直觉，去结识新的朋友吧。你本真诚，任何人都会乐于跟你做朋友的，所以在交往中要自信、外向、主动一点。如果你感觉自己喜欢谁，就坦率告诉她，你也没什么可损失的。从善意的角度看待他人的行为，不要存成见
 ，要宽容大度。人无完人，只要他们够真诚，你就要信任他们，友善待之，他们必将回报于你。这亦是我成功的秘诀——坦诚相见，信赖他人（除非他们做了失信于我的事）。有人告诉我说，我偶尔会被人利用了。他们说得对，但是我可以告诉你，那点损失和我得到的相比根本不算什么。在我过去18年的领导生涯里，我意识到了重要的一点，那就是，要赢得他人的信任和尊重；而要做到这一点，你首先就要信任和尊重他人。因此，无论是在管理还是在工作中，抑或是与他人建立友谊，这一点都值得你深思。

不要断绝你高中时代的朋友，同他们保持联系。但不要让他们取代你大学阶段的友谊，也不要把时间过多地花在这些老朋友身上，否则你就没空结交新朋友了。




早点开始规划你的暑期安排——想做什么？想呆在哪？想学点什么吗？有没有大学里学到的哪样东西能转变你的思想？我觉得你打算学时尚设计的想法就很不错，你应该想好去哪里学，并选好相应的课程。我们当然希望你能回北京来，但你还是应该去你最想去的地方。

不管是暑期计划，课程规划，选择专业，还是时间管理，你都要把握住自己。过去，无论是申请大学，
 策划课外活动，还是选择初始课程，我都不断地从旁指点你。我会一直守护你，但现在该是你自己掌舵的时候了——你自己的人生，要自己来作主。我总能回想起人生中那些个令人振奋的时刻——决定不上幼儿园，决定转修计算机专业，决定离开学术界转投苹果公司，决定回国发展，决定任职谷歌，乃至最近决定创办我自己的公司。有抉择力意味着你将开始过自己想要的人生。人生苦短，不应随波逐流或为他人过活。我的人生我作主是一种非凡的体验。去尝试吧，你会喜欢的！

我告诉你妈妈我在写这封信，问她有什么想对你说的话。她想了想，说：“让她照顾好自己。”言简而情深，这才是你的妈妈，亦是你深爱她的原因。千言万语都饱含在这短短的一句话里，她寄望于你能通过照顾自己学会如何独立生活——她想提醒你要按时吃药，注意休息，合理膳食，适量运动，不舒服时一定记得去看医生。中国有句古话：“身体发肤，受之父母，不敢毁伤，孝之始也。”（意思是说，孝敬父母最好的方式就是爱护自己，因为父母如此爱你，你一切都好，他们也就安心了。）等你为人之母时就会深谙其意了。与此同时，听你妈妈的话，好好照顾自己。





大学这四年里你将：

·最大限度地拥有自由时间

·第一次有机会独立生活

·处于可塑性最强的阶段

·从错误中获取教训的代价最小

所以，珍惜你的大学时光吧——充分利用你的自由时间，成为能独立思考来掌控自身命运的人，把自己发展成学贯中西的人才，大胆去尝试，在成功与挑战中不断学习和成长。

当我在2005年面临人生中最大的挑战与机遇时，你给了我一个大大的拥抱，用法文“Bonne Chance”来鼓励我，这句话代表着“好运”与“坚强”。现在我要对你说同样的话，Bonne Chance，我的天使我的公主。愿哥伦比亚大学的四年成为你人生中最快乐的时光，祝你成长为你梦想的那个你！


爱你的，



爸爸（携妈妈）







































What matters is not the idea a man holds, but the depth at which he holds it.

重要的不是思想，而是思想的深度。


















紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译








美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译



8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译



9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译








假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。








策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007































那些触动我心扉的故事


目录


Chapter 1 岁月如歌的光阴

A Day at the Tradition 传统赛的一天



My Father’s Music 父亲的音乐



A Service of Love (Ⅰ) 爱的奉献（1）



A Service of Love (Ⅱ) 爱的奉献（2）



Swans Mate for Life 天鹅的爱情



A Story Happened on an Island 孤岛上的故事





Chapter 2 静谧动人的声音

A Child’s Dream of a Star 一个孩子的星星梦



Dining with Mr. Yepp, a Smiling Face in the Cafeteria 餐厅的笑脸——让叶普先生



The Gift of the Magi (Ⅰ) 麦琪的礼物（1）



The Gift of the Magi (Ⅱ) 麦琪的礼物（2）



The Perfect Dog 完美的狗





Chapter 3 震撼非凡的身影

The Daffodil Principle 水仙花的启示



Three Peach Stones 三棵核桃



Dreams Do Come True 美梦终会成真



Overcoming Adversity: Find What You Love 扭转逆境：找到你的至爱



I Never Write Right 小女孩的作家梦





Chapter 4 浮生若梦的幻影

A Haunted House 鬼屋



The Black Cat 黑猫



The Monkey’s Paw (Ⅰ) 猴爪（1）



The Monkey’s Paw (Ⅱ) 猴爪（2）



The Monkey’s Paw (Ⅲ) 猴爪（3）




















































别忘了我看不到我自己，我的角色仅限于看向镜子里的那个人。






























































































Don’t forget that I cannot see myself that my role is limited to being the one who looks in the mirror.
 

























Chapter 1 岁月如歌的光阴













Life’s best lessons are learned by living.









人生最好的启示来自于生活。






















A Day at the Tradition　传统赛的一天

Christine Clifford









Several years ago I was diagnosed with cancer. It was the most difficult time I have ever faced. I think it was my sense of humor that allowed me to hold onto my sanity
 ①
 . Like many people who have gone through chemotherapy, I lost all of my hair and I was bald as a cue ball. I always had enjoyed wearing hats, so when my hair deserted me, I ordered several special hats with the hair already attached. It was easy and I never had to worry about how my hair looked.

I have always been a big golf fan. In fact, I have been to twenty-three straight U.S. Opens. At one point during my cancer treatments, my husband John and I decided to get away from the cold Minnesota winter and took a trip to Scottsdale, Arizona. There was a Senior PGA Tour event called The Tradition being played, and that seemed like just the ticket to lift my spirits.




The first day of the tournament brought out a huge gallery. It was a beautiful day, and I was in heaven. I was standing just off the third tee, behind the fairway ropes, watching my three favorite golfers in the world approach the tee box: Jack Nicklaus, Raymond Floyd and Tom Weiskopf.

Just as they arrived at the tee, the unimaginable happened. A huge gust of wind came up from out of nowhere and blew my hat and hair right off my head and into the middle of the fairway! The thousands of spectators
 ②
 lining the fairway fell into an awkward silence, all eyes on me. Even my golf idols were
 watching me, as my hair was in their flight path. I was mortified! Embarrassed as I was, I knew I couldn’t just stand there. Someone had to do something to get things moving again.

So I took a deep breath, went under the ropes and out into the middle of the fairway. I grabbed my hat and hair, nestled them back on my head as best I could. Then I turned to the golfers and loudly announced, “Gentlemen, the wind is blowing from left to right.”

They said the laughter could be heard all the way to the nineteenth hole.








几年前我被诊断出癌症，这是我人生中最艰难的一段时期。我想，正是由于我的幽默感，才让我还能保持高度的理智。正如许多经历过化疗的人一样，我的头发都掉光了，看起来就像是一颗光亮的台球。我原本就十分喜爱戴帽子，所以当我全秃了以后，我就买了几顶自带头发的那种帽子。这样很方便，我也不用担心我的发型是否好看。

我是一个狂热的高尔夫球迷。事实上，我去过23场美国高尔夫公开赛的现场。有一次，在我的癌症治疗期间，我和丈夫约翰决定离开明尼苏达州的寒冷冬天，前往亚利桑那州的斯科茨代尔旅行。那儿正举行职业高球员协会（PGA）宿将巡回赛，这一传统赛事似乎让我的精神为之一振。

第一天的锦标赛仿佛上演在一个巨型画廊里，如此美丽，至若天堂。我站在第三个球座的旁边，前面就是球道绳索，能一眼看见我最喜欢的三个高尔夫球手：杰克·尼克劳斯、雷蒙德·弗洛伊德和汤姆·维斯科普夫在发球台上的飒爽英姿。

正当他们走到球座旁时，意想不到的事情发生了。不知道从哪儿刮来一阵大风，将我配有头发的帽子吹到了赛道中央！万千的观众顿时鸦雀无声，气氛极为尴尬，我被各种眼光包围着。甚至连我的高尔夫偶像也盯着我看，因为我的帽子和头发占了他们的赛道。真苦恼！这情况尴尬至极，我知道我不能只呆站在那里，总得有谁来打破这个僵局。




于是，我深吸了一口气，沿着绳索往下走到了赛道中间。我抓起这顶带假发的帽子，尽可能优雅地将它重新戴回头顶。然后我转向了高尔夫球手们，向他们大声喊道:“嘿，先生们，风向是从左往右的！”

据说，当时1到19号洞口的观众席都洋溢起欢乐的笑声。
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 注释 [image: 饰图12.jpg]






①
 sanity [ˈsænɪti]
 n. 神志正常；
 心智健康；
 头脑清楚；
 通情达理


②
 spectator [ˈspɛkˌtetɚ]
 n. 观众，
 旁观者


















My Father’s Music　父亲的音乐

Wayne Kalyn









I remember the day Dad first lugged the heavy accordion up our front stoop, taxing his small frame. He gathered my mother and me in the living room and opened the case as if it were a treasure chest. “Here it is,” he said. “Once you learn to play, it’ll stay with you for life.”

If my thin smile didn’t match his full-fledged grin, it was because I had prayed for a guitar or a piano. For the next two weeks, the accordion was stored in the hall closet. Then one evening Dad announced that I would start lessons the following week. In disbelief I shot my eyes toward Mom for support. The firm set of her jaw told me I was out of luck.

Spending $300 for an accordion and $5 per lesson was out of character for my father. He was practical always—something he learned growing up on a Pennsylvania farm. Clothes, heat and sometimes even food were scarce.




Dad was a supervisor
 ①
 in a company that serviced jet engines. Weekends, he tinkered in the cellar, turning scraps of plywood into a utility cabinet or fixing a broken toy with spare parts. Quiet and shy, he was never more comfortable than when at his workbench.

Only music carried Dad away from his world of tools and projects. On a Sunday drive, he turned the radio on immediately. At red lights, I’d notice his foot tapping in time. He seemed to hang on every note.

Still, I wasn’t prepared when, rummaging
 ②
 in a closet, I found a case that looked to me like a tiny guitar’s. Opening it, I saw the polished glow of a beautiful violin. “It’s your father’s,” Mom said. “His parents bought it for him. I guess he got too busy on the farm to ever learn to play it.” I tried to imagine Dad’s rough hands on this delicate instrument—and couldn’t.

I was ordered to practice half an hour every day, and every day I tried to get out of it. My future seemed to be outside playing ball, not in the house mastering songs I would soon forget. But my parents hounded me to practice.

Gradually, to my surprise, I was able to string notes together and coordinate my hands to play simple songs. Often, after supper, my father would request a tune or two. As he sat in his easy chair, I would fumble through “Lady of Spain
 ” and “Beer Barrel Polka
 ”.




“Very nice, better than last week,” he’d say. Then I would follow into a melody of his favorites, “Red River Valley
 ” and “Home on the Range
 ”, and he would drift off to sleep, the newspaper folded on his lap. I took it as a compliment that he could relax under the spell of my playing.

One July evening I was giving an almost flawless rendition of “Come Back to Sorrento
 ”, and my parents called me to an open window. An elderly neighbor, rarely seen outside her house, was leaning against our car humming dreamily to the tune. When I finished, she smiled broadly and called out, “I remember that song as a child in Italy. Beautiful, just beautiful.”

Throughout the summer, Mr. Zelli’s lessons grew more difficult. It took me a week and a half to master them now. All the while I could hear my buddies outside playing heated games of stickball. I’d also hear an occasional taunt
 ③
 ; “Hey, where’s your monkey and cup?”

Such humiliation paled, though, beside the impending fall recital. I would have to play a solo on a local movie theater’s stage. I wanted to skip the whole thing. Emotions boiled over in the car one Sunday afternoon. “I don’t want to play a solo.” I said. “You have to,” replied my father.




“Why?” I shouted. “Because you didn’t get to play your violin when you were a kid? Why should I have to play this stupid instrument when you never had to play yours?” Dad pulled the car over and pointed at me. “Because you can bring people joy. You can touch their hearts. That’s a gift I won’t let you throw away.” He added softly, “Someday you’ll have the chance I never had: you’ll play beautiful music for your family. And you’ll understand why you’ve worked so hard.”

I was speechless. I had rarely heard Dad speak with such feeling about anything, much less the accordion. From then on, I practiced without my parents’ making me.

The evening of the concert Mom wore glittery earrings and more makeup than I could remember. Dad got out of work early, put on a suit and tie, and slicked down his hair with Vitalis. They were ready an hour early, so we sat in the living room chatting nervously. I got the unspoken message that playing this one song was a dream come true for them.

我还记得那一天——瘦弱的父亲将沉重的手风琴费力地拖到前门的情景。他招呼我和妈妈到客厅里来，然后打开了这个他视若珍宝的箱子。“看这个，”他说，“一旦你学会了它，它便会成为你终身的伙伴
 。”




和他发自内心的笑容不同，我只是勉强地笑了笑。因为我期待已久的，其实是一把吉他或一台钢琴
 。在接下来的两周里，那架手风琴都一直被放在走廊的壁橱里。一天傍晚，父亲突然宣布，我从下周起就要开始学手风琴了。带着疑惑，我赶忙向妈妈使眼色以求支援。可她紧绷的下巴告诉我
 ，我不走运了。


花300美元买一架手风琴
 ，每次上课再花5美元，这着实不符合父亲的性格。他一直是比较务实的——这是他在宾夕法尼亚州的农场习来的。衣物、暖气，甚至有时候连食物都会紧缺。

爸爸在一家为喷气式飞机提供引擎服务的公司担任主管。周末，他也总是在地下室里捣鼓，把一些胶合板的边角料做成实用的柜子，或者用一些零件把坏了的玩具修好。他性格内向腼腆，没有什么地方比工作台更能让他感到舒适了。

只有音乐能让父亲走出他那满是工具和材料的世界。在一个周日，我们驾车外出的时候，他一上车就打开了收音机。遇到红灯时，我注意到他的脚在有节奏地打着拍子，貌似还挺合拍的。




然而，当我在壁橱里翻找出一个像是装小吉他的盒子时，还是挺意外的。打开一看，是一把锃亮而漂亮的小提琴。“这是你父亲的，”妈妈说，“你祖父母买给他的。我想他平时忙于农务，所以没有时间学。”我试着想象父亲那粗糙的手在这精致的乐器上拨弄的场景——简直无法想象。

爸爸要求我每天练琴半小时，但我每天都想躲开。我的未来应该是在户外打球，而不是在屋里重复着这些让我很快就会忘记的歌曲。但父母总是不断地敦促我练习。

令我惊喜的是，我渐渐能把几个零散的音符串联在一起
 ，演奏出简单的歌曲了，手的协调性也好多了。晚饭后，父亲常常让我拉上一两首曲子。他躺在老爷椅里，听我笨拙地拉完《西班牙女郎》和《波尔卡啤酒桶》。

他会说：“非常好，比上周好多了。”然后我就继续拉他喜欢的曲子《红河谷》和《山上之家》，他会在我的歌声中慢慢入睡，报纸就叠在膝盖上。我把这看作一种赞扬：他能够在我的琴声中得到放松。

7月的一个傍晚，我正在拉《重返索伦托》，效果近乎完美。父母突然把我叫到窗前。一位不太出门、上了年纪的邻居正靠在我们的车上，沉醉地跟着调子哼唱。曲终，她欣喜地笑了，大声说道：“我小时候在意大利就听过这首歌。美，真是太美了！”




整个夏天，泽利先生的课变得越来越难。我现在得花上一周半的时间才能掌握。我总是听到伙伴们在室外玩棍子球的欢闹声。偶尔还会听到一声讽刺：“嘿，伙计，你的猴子和奖杯哪儿去了？”

不过，这种羞辱与即将到来的秋季演奏会相比，就显得微不足道了。我会在当地一家影院的舞台上独奏一曲。我很想躲过这一切。一个周日的下午，我的情绪在车上爆发了。“我真的不想独奏。”我抱怨道。“你必须这样做。”父亲只回了我这几个字。

“为什么？”我吼道，“难道就因为你小时候没能拉小提琴吗？你都从来不拉琴，为什么我就一定得拉这笨重的乐器
 ？”父亲将车停在路边，指着我说，“因为你能给人们带来欢乐。你能触动他们的心弦。我不能让你丢掉这种天赋。”他语气稍缓，“某一天你会拥有我从不曾拥有的机会：你能为你的家人演奏美妙的音乐。那时你就能明白自己如此努力的原因了。”

我顿时语塞。我极少能感受到父亲掏心窝的话，更别说是因为拉手风琴的事了。从那时起，即使父母不敦促，我也会自觉地练琴。

音乐会那晚，我记得母亲戴上了闪亮的耳环，精心打扮了一番。父亲也早早下了班，西装革履，还用乳液将头发抹得油亮亮的。他们提前一个小时就准备好了，我们坐在客厅紧张地聊着。我能感觉到，我演奏这首歌曲，就是实现了他们的一个梦想。
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 注释 [image: 饰图12.jpg]






①
 supervisor [ˈsjupɚˌvaɪzɚ]
 n. 监督者，
 管理者；
 镇长


②
 rummage [ˈrʌmɪdʒ]
 v. 翻查；
 搜出；
 翻箱倒柜


③
 taunt [tɔnt]
 n. 嘲弄，
 奚落；
 讥讽；
 嘲弄的对象，
 笑柄


















A Service of Love (Ⅰ
 )　爱的奉献（1）

O. Henry









When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard.

That is our premise. This story shall draw a conclusion from it, and show at the same time that the premise is incorrect. That will be a new thing in logic, and a feat in story-telling somewhat older than the Great Wall of China.

Joe Larrabee came out of the post-oak flats of the Middle West pulsing with a genius for pictorial art. At six he drew a picture of the town pump with a prominent citizen passing it hastily. This effort was framed and hung in the drug store window by the side of the ear of corn with an uneven number of rows. At twenty he left for New York with a flowing necktie and a capital tied up somewhat closer.


Delia Caruthers did things in six octaves so
 promisingly in a pine-tree village in the South that her relatives chipped in enough in her chip hat for her to go “North” and “finish”. They could not see her f—, but that is our story.




Joe and Delia met in an atelier where a number of art and music students had gathered to discuss chiaroscuro, Wagner, music, Rembrandt’s works, pictures, Waldteufel, wall paper, Chopin and Oolong.

Joe and Delia became enamored one of the other, or each of the other, as you please, and in a short time were married—for (see above), when one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard.

Mr. and Mrs. Larrabee began housekeeping in a flat. It was a lonesome flat—something like the A sharp way down at the left-hand end of the keyboard. And they were happy; for they had their Art, and they had each other. And my advice to the rich young man would be—sell all thou hast, and give it to the poor—janitor for the privilege of living in a flat with your Art and your Delia.

Flat-dwellers shall indorse my dictum that theirs is the only true happiness. If a home is happy it cannot fit too close—let the dresser collapse and become a billiard table; let the mantel turn to a rowing machine, the escritoire to a spare bedchamber, the washstand to an upright piano; let the four walls come together, if they will, so you and your Delia are between. But if home be the other kind, let it be wide and long—enter you at the Golden Gate, hang your hat on Hatteras, your cape on Cape Horn and go out by the Labrador.




Joe was painting in the class of the great Magister—you know his fame. His fees are high; his lessons are light—his high-lights have brought him renown. Delia was studying under Rosenstock—you know his repute as a disturber of the piano keys.

They were mighty happy as long as their money lasted. So is every—but I will not be cynical. Their aims were very clear and defined. Joe was to become capable very soon of turning out pictures that old gentlemen with thin side-whiskers and thick pocketbooks would sandbag one another in his studio for the privilege of buying. Delia was to become familiar and then contemptuous with Music, so that when she saw the orchestra seats and boxes unsold she could have sore throat and lobster in a private dining-room and refuse to go on the stage.

But the best, in my opinion, was the home life in the little flat—the ardent, voluble chats after the day’s study; the cozy dinners and fresh, light breakfasts; the interchange of ambitions—ambitions interwoven each with the other’s or else inconsiderable—the mutual help and inspiration; and—overlook my artlessness—stuffed olives and cheese sandwiches at 11 p.m.




But after a while Art flagged. It sometimes does, even if some switchman doesn’t flag it. Everything going out and nothing coming in, as the vulgarians say. Money was lacking to pay Mr. Magister and Herr Rosenstock their prices. When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard. So, Delia said she must give music lessons to keep the chafing dish bubbling.

For two or three days she went out canvassing for pupils. One evening she came home elated.


“Joe, dear,” she said, gleefully, “I’ve a pupil.
 And, oh, the loveliest people! General—General A. B. Pinkney’s daughter—on Seventy-first street. Such a splendid house, Joe—you ought to see the front door! Byzantine I think you would call it. And inside! Oh, Joe, I never saw anything like it before.

“My pupil is his daughter Clementina. I dearly love her already. She’s a delicate thing-dresses always in white; and the sweetest, simplest manners! Only eighteen years old. I’m to give three lessons a week; and, just think, Joe! $5 a lesson. I don’t mind it a bit; for when I get two or three more pupils I can resume my lessons with Herr Rosenstock. Now, smooth out that wrinkle between your brows, dear, and let’s have a nice supper.”




“That’s all right for you, Dele,” said Joe, attacking a can of peas with a carving knife and a hatchet, “but how about me? Do you think I’m going to let you hustle for wages while I philander in the regions of high art? Not by the bones of Benvenuto Cellini! I guess I can sell papers or lay cobblestones, and bring in a dollar or two.”

Delia came and hung about his neck.

“Joe, dear, you are silly. You must keep on at your studies. It is not as if I had quit my music and gone to work at something else. While I teach I learn. I am always with my music. And we can live as happily as millionaires on $15 a week. You mustn’t think of leaving Mr. Magister.”

“All right,” said Joe, reaching for the blue scalloped vegetable dish. “But I hate for you to be giving lessons. It isn’t Art. But you’re a trump and a dear to do it.”

“When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard,” said Delia.

“Magister praised the sky in that sketch I made in the park,” said Joe. “And Tinkle gave me permission to hang two of them in his window. I may sell one if the right kind of a moneyed idiot sees them.”

“I’m sure you will,” said Delia, sweetly. “And now let’s be thankful for Gen. Pinkney and this veal roast.”








一旦某个人爱上了另一个人的艺术，那么一切奉献都不在话下。

那是我们的前提。这个故事将由此得出结论，同时表明这个前提是错的。这从逻辑上讲要数新鲜的事了，可从讲故事的技艺上看，却已像中国的万里长城那般古老。

乔·拉腊比来自美国中西部的栎树平原，他整个人的骨子里都脉动着绘画的天赋。6岁时他画了一幅画，画中是一台镇上的抽水机，画面显现出一位匆匆路过的行人。这幅作品被装上框挂在药店的橱窗上，画旁是几排数目不等的玉米穗
 。20岁时，他前往纽约，当时的他领带飘摇，钱包更是飘渺。

来自南方松树村庄的迪莉娅·凯鲁瑟斯能将六个八度弹得出神入化，于是她的亲朋好友们凑份子让她去“北方”“深造”。他们无法预知她的未——，而这就是我们要讲的故事。

乔和迪莉娅在一个画室里邂逅对方，一些学艺术和音乐的学生聚集在这画室里讨论明暗效果、瓦格纳、音乐、伦布兰特的作品、绘画、瓦尔特费尔、壁纸、肖邦和奥朗。

乔和迪莉娅一见倾心，或是相互倾心，你高兴怎么说就怎么说，而且不久就结为了夫妻——因为（见上文），一旦某个人爱上了另一个人的艺术，那么一切奉献都不在话下。




从此以后，拉腊比夫妇就在一所公寓里过起了日子。公寓非常冷清——就像左手末端琴键上的A音一样陡然滑落。他们生活得很幸福；因为他们拥有自己的艺术，还拥有彼此。我要劝那些有钱的年轻人，卖掉你的家当，然后将卖得的钱交给穷苦的守门人吧——以争取和你的艺术以及迪莉娅一起在公寓里生活的权利。

居住在公寓里的人们会认可我的说法，那就是，他们拥有的幸福才是唯一真实的幸福。幸福的家庭拥挤得只能一物多用又何妨——让壁橱翻倒充当台球桌，将壁炉架当作划船器，将写字桌当作临时的卧榻
 ，洗脸架充当竖式钢琴；如果可能的话，让四堵墙壁挤拢来，将你和你的迪莉娅围在中间。但倘若是另一类的家庭，也就无所谓它是多么宽大——你可以从金门海峡进门，将帽子挂在哈特勒斯，将披肩挂在合恩角，出门还要经过拉布拉多。

乔在著名的曼切斯特老师那儿学画——你也知道他的名声。他收费高昂，课程轻松——他也因此而闻名。迪莉娅在罗森斯托克那儿学习——你也知道他是一个出了名的专跟钢琴键过不去的家伙。

只要他们的钱还没用完，生活就很幸福。每个家庭都是这样——可我并不悲观。他们的目标非常清晰明确。乔很快就能作出一些画作，那些鬓须稀疏而钱袋殷实的老先生们，就会挤满他的画室，争相购买他的作品。迪莉娅要把音乐练熟，达到对其不屑一顾的程度，以至于要是她见到音乐厅里的位置和包厢不满座，她就可以谎称喉咙痛，在专用的餐室里吃龙虾，拒绝登台。




可在我看来，最美满的还是小公寓里的家庭生活：一天的学习之后，夫妻俩热情地促膝交谈；享受舒适的晚饭和清新淡雅的早餐；互诉心中的梦想——与对方有关的梦想，否则就不予考虑——相互帮助与启发；还有，恕我不懂讲究——晚上11点钟饱吃一顿橄榄和奶酪三明治。

可是没过多久，艺术就偃旗息鼓。即使没有人去动摇它，有时它自己也会衰落。俗话说，坐吃山空，他们的钱已经不够交曼切斯特和罗森斯托克两位先生的学费了。一旦某个人爱上了另一个人的艺术，那么一切奉献都不在话下。于是迪莉娅说，她要去教音乐，以维持三餐供应。

她在外面奔走了两三天，兜揽学生。一天晚上，她兴高采烈地回到家。

“乔，亲爱的，”她高兴地说，“我招到了一个学生
 。而且，哦，那家人可爱极了！她是住在71号街的一位将军——埃·皮·品克奈将军的女儿。他们家的房子非常华丽，乔——你真该去看看那大门！我想你会说那是拜占庭风格。还有里面！哦，乔，我从没有见过那样的房子。




“我收的学生就是他的女儿克莱门蒂娜。我可喜欢她了。她是个娇美的小家伙，总是穿白色的衣服；而且她举止可爱又淳朴！她只有18岁。我每星期上三次课；你想想看，乔！每节课5块钱。可是我一点也不在乎；等我再找到两三个学生，我又可以到罗森斯托克先生那儿去学习了
 。所以，别皱眉了，亲爱的，让我们好好享受一顿晚餐吧。”

“你倒好了，迪莉，”乔说着，用小斧和餐刀撬开一听青豆，“可我怎么办呢？你以为我能让你忙着挣钱，而自己却倘佯在崇高的艺术中吗？我以本韦努托·切利尼的尸骨赌咒，绝对不能！我想我可以卖卖报纸，或去搬石头铺马路，这样多少也能挣得一两美元。”

迪莉娅走过来，环住他的脖子。

“乔，你真傻。你一定要坚持作画。我并没有放弃音乐去做其他的事啊。我边教书也边学习呢。我一直与我的音乐同在。即便每周只赚15美元，我们也可以像百万富翁那样幸福地生活。你可千万别想离开曼切斯特先生的课堂。”

“没错，”乔说着伸手去拿那只荷叶花边的蓝色盘子
 ，“可是我不想让你去教课。那可不是艺术。你真好，竟愿意做这般牺牲。”

“一旦某个人爱上了另一个人的艺术，那么一切奉献都不在话下。”迪莉娅说。




“曼切斯特夸奖了我在公园里画的那幅素描，他说上面的天空画得很不错，”乔说，“丁克还答应让我在他的橱窗里挂上两幅。若是哪个有钱的傻瓜看中了它，我还可以卖出一幅。”

“我相信你一定能卖出去，”迪莉娅甜蜜地说，“现在，还是让我们感谢品克奈将军和这些烤肉吧。”


















A Service of Love (Ⅱ
 )　爱的奉献（2）

O. Henry





During all of the next week the Larrabees had an early breakfast. Joe was enthusiastic about some morning-effect sketches he was doing in Central Park, and Delia packed him off breakfasted, coddled, praised and kissed at 7 o’clock. Art is an engaging mistress. It was most times 7 o’clock when he returned in the evening.

At the end of the week Delia, sweetly proud but languid, triumphantly tossed three five-dollar bills on the 8x10 (inches) centre table of the 8x10 (feet) flat parlour.

“Sometimes,” she said, a little wearily, “Clementina tries me. I’m afraid she doesn’t practice enough, and I have to tell her the same things so often. And then she always dresses entirely in white, and that does get monotonous. But Gen. Pinkney is the dearest old man! I wish you could know him, Joe. He comes in sometimes when I am with Clementina at the piano—he is a widower, you know—and stands there pulling his white goatee. ‘And how are the semiquavers and the demisemiquavers progressing?’ he always asks.





“I wish you could see the wainscoting in that
 drawing-room, Joe! And those Astrakhan rug portieres. And Clementina has such a funny little cough. I hope she is stronger than she looks. Oh, I really am getting attached to her, she is so gentle and high bred. Gen. Pinkney’s brother was once Minister to Bolivia.”

And then Joe, with the air of a Monte Cristo, drew forth a ten, a five, a two and a one—all legal tender notes—and laid them beside Delia’s earnings.

“Sold that watercolor of the obelisk to a man from Peoria,” he announced overwhelmingly.

“Don’t joke with me,” said Delia, “not from Peoria!”

“All the way. I wish you could see him, Dele. Fat man with a woollen muffler and a quill toothpick. He saw the sketch in Tinkle’s window and thought it was a windmill at first, he was game, though, and bought it anyhow. He ordered another—an oil sketch of the Lackawanna freight depot—to take back with him. Music lessons! Oh, I guess Art is still in it.”

“I’m so glad you’ve kept on,” said Delia, heartily. “You’re bound to win, dear. Thirty-three dollars! We never had so much to spend before. We’ll have oysters to-night.”




“And filet mignon with champignons,” said Joe. “Were is the olive fork?”

On the next Saturday evening Joe reached home first. He spread his $18 on the parlour table and washed what seemed to be a great deal of dark paint from his hands.

Half an hour later Delia arrived, her right hand tied up in a shapeless bundle of wraps and bandages.

“How is this?” asked Joe after the usual greetings. Delia laughed, but not very joyously.

“Clementina,” she explained, “insisted upon a Welsh rabbit after her lesson. She is such a queer girl. Welsh rabbits at 5 in the afternoon. The General was there. You should have seen him run for the chafing dish, Joe, just as if there wasn’t a servant in the house. I know Clementina isn’t in good health; she is so nervous. In serving the rabbit she spilled a great lot of it, boiling hot, over my hand and wrist. It hurt awfully, Joe. And the dear girl was so sorry! But Gen. Pinkney!—Joe, that old man nearly went distracted. He rushed downstairs and sent somebody—they said the furnace man or somebody in the basement—out to a drug store for some oil and things to bind it up with. It doesn’t hurt so much now.”

“What’s this?” asked Joe, taking the hand tenderly and pulling at some white strands beneath the bandages.




“It’s something soft,” said Delia, “that had oil on it. Oh, Joe, did you sell another sketch?” She had seen the money on the table.

“Did I?” said Joe; “just ask the man from Peoria. He got his depot to-day, and he isn’t sure but he thinks he wants another parkscape and a view on the Hudson. What time this afternoon did you burn your hand, Dele?”

“Five o’clock, I think,” said Dele, plaintively. “The iron—I mean the rabbit came off the fire about that time. You ought to have seen Gen. Pinkney, Joe, when—”

“Sit down here a moment, Dele,” said Joe. He drew her to the couch, sat beside her and put his arm across her shoulders.

“What have you been doing for the last two weeks, Dele?” he asked.

She braved it for a moment or two with an eye full of love and stubbornness, and murmured a phrase or two vaguely of Gen. Pinkney; but at length down went her head and out came the truth and tears.

“I couldn’t get any pupils,” she confessed. “And I couldn’t bear to have you give up your lessons; and I got a place ironing shirts in that big Twenty-fourth street laundry. And I think I did very well to make up both General Pinkney and Clementina, don’t you, Joe? And when a girl in the laundry set down a hot iron on my hand this afternoon I was all the way home making up that story about the Welsh rabbit. You’re not angry, are you, Joe? And if I hadn’t got the work you mightn’t have sold your sketches to that man from Peoria.”




“He wasn’t from Peoria,” said Joe, slowly.

“Well, it doesn’t matter where he was from. How clever you are, Joe—and—kiss me, Joe—and what made you ever suspect that I wasn’t giving music lessons to Clementina?”

“I didn’t,” said Joe, “until to-night. And I wouldn’t have then, only I sent up this cotton waste and oil from the engine-room this afternoon for a girl upstairs who had her hand burned with a smoothing-iron. I’ve been firing the engine in that laundry for the last two weeks.”

“And then you didn’t—”

“My purchaser from Peoria,” said Joe, “and Gen. Pinkney are both creations of the same art—but you wouldn’t call it either painting or music.”

And then they both laughed, and Joe began:

“When one loves one’s Art no service seems—”

But Delia stopped him with her hand on his lips. “No,” she said—“just ‘When one loves’.”








接下来的一整个星期，拉腊比夫妇早早就吃过了早餐。乔兴致满满地来到中央公园画他的晨间印象素描，七点时分，迪莉娅为他送来早饭，顺道向他撒撒娇，赞美一番他的画作，两人再亲吻一阵。艺术是一位迷人的情妇。他晚上回家时，大多已是7点钟了。

到了周末，骄傲中带着疲倦的迪莉娅就会得意洋洋地将三张5美元钞票扔在80×10（英尺）的客厅中间那张80×10（英寸）的桌子上。

“有时候，”她略显疲倦地说，“克里门蒂娜可让人费劲了。恐怕她根本没练习到位，同样的问题我要重复好多遍。而且她全身都穿成白色，看上去既单调又乏味。可品克奈将军却好得没话说！我希望你能够认识他，乔。有时他会在我与克里门蒂娜弹钢琴时进来——他是个鳏夫，你知道的——他就站在那儿，捋着他白色的山羊胡子。‘16分音符和32分音符学得怎么样了？’他总是问。”

“我希望你能看看那客厅里的壁板，乔！还有那些阿斯特拉罕的毯式门帷。克里门蒂娜总有些微微咳嗽。我希望她的身体不像看起来那么娇弱。喔，我真是越来越喜欢她了，她这么温柔，又有教养。品克奈将军的弟弟还曾担任过驻波利维亚公使。”

接着，乔带着基督山伯爵的神气
 ，掏出一张10元、一张5元、一张2元和一张1元的钞票——全是合法的纸币——放在迪莉娅的钱旁边。




“那幅方尖石塔水彩画卖给了一个从皮奥里亚来的男人，”他郑重其事地宣布。

“别跟我开玩笑啦，”迪莉娅说，“不是从皮奥里亚来的吧！”

“就是那儿来的。我希望你能见见他，迪莉。他胖胖的，围着羊毛围巾，还咬着羽毛牙签。他在丁克的橱窗里看到了那幅画，刚开始还以为是风车呢。他倒很气派，一口气就买下了。他还预定了一幅拉克万纳货站的油画——准备带回去。我的音乐课！呵，我想艺术还是有用的。”

“我很高兴你坚持下来了，”迪莉娅由衷地说，“你注定会成功的，亲爱的。33美元啊！我们之前可从没有过这么多钱。我们今晚可以吃牡蛎咯。”

“再来点菲力牛排加金针菇，”乔说，“橄榄叉在哪儿？”

接下来的那个周六晚上，乔先回到家。他把他的18块钱摊在客厅的桌子上，然后把手上大块貌似黑色颜料的东西洗干净。

半个钟头以后，迪莉娅来了，她的右手用绷带胡乱地缠成一团。

“怎么回事？”乔照例问候之后问道。迪莉娅笑了，可是笑得并不十分欢乐。

“克里门蒂娜，”她解释说，“上了课之后一定要吃奶酪面包。她真是个古怪的女孩儿，下午5点钟还要吃威尔士干酪。将军也在场。你该看看他奔去拿烘锅的样子，乔，好像家里没有佣人似的，我知道克里门蒂娜身体不好；她神经脆弱。她浇奶酪时泼翻了许多，滚烫的，溅在我的手腕上。痛得要命，乔。那可爱的女孩难过极了！还有品克奈将军！乔，那老头儿差点要发狂了。他冲下楼去叫人，他们说是烧炉子的或是地下室里的什么人，到药房里去买了一些油和别的东西来替我包扎。现在倒不怎么痛了。”




“这是什么？”乔轻轻地握住那只手，扯着绷带下面的几根白线，问道。

“那是软纱，”迪莉娅说，“上面涂了油。喔，乔，你又卖了画吗？”她看到了桌子上的钱。

“有吗？”乔说，“只是去问了问那个从皮奥里亚来的人。他今天来取了画，他还没怎么确定，可能还要一幅公园景致和一幅哈得逊河风景。你今天下午什么时候烫到手的，迪莉娅？”

“大概5点钟吧，”迪莉娅可怜巴巴地说，“那个熨——我是说奶酪，大概在那个时候烧好。你真该看到品克奈将军，乔，他……”

“先在这儿坐一会儿吧，迪莉，”乔说着扶她到沙发上，坐在她身旁，用手臂圈住她的肩膀。

“这两个星期来，你到底在做什么呀，迪莉？”他问道。

她定了一会儿神，眼神里充满了爱意和倔强，之后小声嘟哝了几句，提到了品克奈将军；可最终垂下头来，一边哭，一边说了实话。




“我找不到学生，”她供认道，“我又不忍心看你放弃你的课程，于是在24号街那家大洗衣作坊里找了份烫衬衣的活儿。我以为我把品克奈将军和克里门蒂娜两个人编造得很好呢，可不是吗，乔？今天下午，洗衣坊里一个姑娘的热熨斗烫了我的手，我一路上就编出那个威尔士干酪的故事。你不会生我的气，对吧，乔？如果我不去做工，你也许不可能把你的画卖给那个皮奥里亚人。”

“他不是从皮奥利亚来的。”乔慢慢吞吞地说。

“他打哪儿来都一样。你真聪明，乔——亲亲我，乔——你怎么会怀疑我没有教克里门蒂娜音乐呢？”

“我没有，”乔说，“直到今晚前都没有怀疑，本来今晚也不会起疑的，可是今天下午，我把机器间的油和废纱头送给楼上一个被熨斗烫了手的姑娘。两星期来，我就在那家洗衣作坊的炉子房烧火。”

“那你并没有——”

“我那位皮奥里亚来的买主，”乔说，“和品克奈将军都是同一艺术的产物——只是那既非绘画也非音乐罢了。”

接着，两人都笑了，乔说：

“当一个人爱上了另一个人的艺术，那么一切奉献都——”




可是迪莉娅用手掩住了他的嘴。“不，”她说——“只需说‘当一个人爱上了另一个人’。”






















Swans Mate for Life　天鹅的爱情

Hal Torrance









The end of my sophomore year was approaching. Mom called me at the dorm one muggy
 ①
 evening during the last week of May. My summer break would be spent with Grandma and Grandpa, helping out around their farm. The arrangement made good sense to all the family. I wasn’t fully convinced of that myself but figured it was just one summer. Next year would be my little brother’s turn.

I packed my car after my last exam and said my good-byes until the fall. My friends would keep until then. Most of them were going home for the summer anyway.

The farm was about a three-hour drive from school. My grandparents were both in their seventies, and I knew they really needed the help around the farm. Getting in the hay would be something Grandpa couldn’t do by himself. He also needed help with repairs to the barns and a host of other chores.




I arrived late that afternoon. Grandma had fixed more food than the three of us could possibly eat. She doted
 ②
 over me entirely too much. I figured all the attention would taper off once she got used to having me around, but it didn’t. Grandpa wanted to bring me up to date on literally everything. By the time I settled in for bed that night, I’d decided things would be okay. After all, it was just for one summer.

The next morning, Grandpa fixed breakfast for the two of us. He told me Grandma had tired herself out yesterday and was going to rest in bed a little longer. I made a mental note to myself to not ask her to do things for me while I was there. I was there to help, not be a burden.

Grandpa surprised me that morning. Once we were out of the house, he seemed more in his own element. The farm was his domain. Despite his age, there was confidence in the way he moved about the place. He didn’t seem like the same person who had fallen asleep last night on the couch before the six o’clock news was finished. As we walked the pastures getting a close-up look at the livestock, Grandpa seemed to know each cow. And there were nearly two hundred of them!




We didn’t do much real work that first day, but I gained a sense of appreciation for what Grandpa had done all those years before I was even born. He wasn’t an educated man, but he had raised and provided for four children on this farm. I was impressed by that.


Weeks passed. By June we had already baled
 one cutting of hay and gotten it safely into the barn. I gradually settled into a routine of daily work with Grandpa. He had a mental schedule of things that needed doing, and we worked on part of it each day. In the evenings I usually read or talked with Grandma. She never grew tired of hearing about college or anything I was involved in. She told me stories about her childhood, family and the early years after she and Grandpa had married.

The last Saturday in June, Grandpa suggested we go fishing, since we were caught up on everything. The pond was in a low pasture near the woods. Years before, Grandpa had stocked it with fish. We drove the pickup to the pond that day, looking over the livestock as we went. We hadn’t expected what we saw when we got to the pond that morning: One of the swans was dead. Grandpa had given the pair of swans to Grandma on their fiftieth anniversary.




“Why don’t we see about buying another one,” I suggested, hoping the situation could somehow be righted. Grandpa thought for a few moments before answering. He finally said, “No...it’s not that easy, Bruce. You see, swans mate for life.” He raised his finger to point, holding the fishing pole in his other hand. “There’s nothing we can do for the one that’s left. He has to work it out for himself.”

We caught enough fish that morning for lunch. On the way back to the house, Grandpa asked me not to tell Grandma about the swan. She didn’t get down to the pond much anymore, and there was no sense in her knowing about it right away.

A few days later, we drove by the pond while doing our morning check on the cows. We found the other swan lying near the same spot we had found the first one. It, too, was dead.

The month of July started with me and Grandpa putting up a new stretch of fence. Then July 12 came. That was the day Grandma passed away. I’d overslept that morning. Grandpa had not knocked on my door, either. It was nearly eight o’clock by the time I could hurriedly dress myself and get down to the kitchen. I saw Dr. Morgan sitting at the kitchen table. He was a neighbor my grandparents’ age, long since retired. He’d come to the house several times before on social calls. I immediately knew something was wrong. This morning, his tattered old black bag was by his feet, and my grandfather was obviously shaken.




Grandma had died suddenly that morning of a stroke
 ③
 . By the afternoon, my parents were there. The old house was soon crowded with relatives and Grandpa’s friends.

The funeral was held the next day. Grandpa had insisted on having it as soon as possible. On the second day after the funeral, Grandpa announced at the breakfast table, “This is a working farm. We have a lot of things to do. The rest of you should get back to your own lives.” Most of the family had already left, but this was Grandpa’s way of telling the rest it was time for them to go home. My parents were the last to leave after lunch.

Grandpa was not a man who could outwardly express his grief around others, and we all worried about him. There had been talk of his giving up the farm. My parents thought he was too old to live out there alone. He wouldn’t hear of it, though. I was proud of the way the old man had stood his ground.

The rest of the summer flowed by. We stayed busy working. I thought there was something different about Grandpa but couldn’t quite put my finger on it. I started to wonder if he would be better off living with someone after all, but I knew he could not leave the farm.




September was nearing, and part of me did not want to leave. I thought of skipping the fall semester and staying around a few more months. When I mentioned it, Grandpa quickly told me that my place was back at college.

The day finally came for me to pack my car and leave. I shook his hand and chanced a hug. As I drove down the driveway, I saw him in the rearview mirror. He waved to me and then walked to the pasture gate to start the morning livestock check. That’s how I like to remember him.

Mom called me at school on a blustery
 ④
 October day to tell me Grandpa had died. A neighbor had stopped by that morning for coffee and found him in the kitchen. He died of a stroke, same as Grandma. At that moment, I understood what he’d clumsily tried to explain to me about the swan on that morning we fished together by the pond.





我大学的第二个学年即将结束。5月最后一个礼拜，一个闷热的夜晚，母亲打电话到宿舍告诉我说，今年夏天我将要和爷爷奶奶共度暑假，去他们的农场上帮忙。这个安排对全家人都有好处，我却并不十分信服，不过转念一想，也只是一个暑假罢了。明年就该轮到我弟弟了。




最后一场考试结束后，我就整理好了行装放进车里，并与我的朋友们告别，相约秋天再见。他们大多数人都会回家过暑假。

农场离学校有三个小时的车程。我的爷爷奶奶都是年届七旬的老人，他们的确需要帮手来帮忙打理农场。爷爷独自一人没法收割干草，而且他也需要有人帮忙修理谷仓，做其他的一些杂务。

那天下午晚些时候，我到达了农场。奶奶准备了很多食物
 ，我们三个人根本都吃不完。她太宠爱我了，我原以为一旦她习惯了我在身边，对我的关注就会慢慢消退，但是，后来的事实证明并非如此。爷爷几乎做得面面俱到，他想让我熟悉每一件事情。到晚上上床睡觉的时候，我告诉自己：没关系，一切都会好的。毕竟，我只待一个暑假而已。

第二天一早，爷爷为我们俩做好了早餐。他告诉我说奶奶昨天太累了，要在床上多休息一会儿。我在心里暗暗记下：以后不要让奶奶为我做事了，毕竟我是来这里帮忙的，我可不想成为他们的负担。

那天早晨，爷爷着实让人大吃一惊。我们一走出房子，爷爷似乎就立刻变得轻松自在起来。这座农场就是他的领地，尽管他年事已高，但他在这里四处走动的时候，总是显得自信满满，自得其乐。与昨晚6点新闻结束之前就在沙发上呼呼大睡的爷爷相比，现在的他似乎摇身一变，成了一个截然不同的人。我们走到草场上仔细查看牲畜，而爷爷似乎认识每一头牛，那里竟然有近两百头牛！




第一天，我们没干什么实质性的活儿，但对于爷爷从我出生前以来这些年一直从事的事情，我不禁从心底油然而生一股欣赏钦佩之情。他没受过什么教育，也没多少文化，但他却在这个农场上将四个子女抚养成人。我被深深地感动了。

一转眼，几个星期过去了。到6月的时候，我们已经将干草收割打捆，并顺利地送入谷仓。我逐渐适应了和爷爷一起完成每天的例行工作。对于需要做的事情，他脑子里列了一个时间表，每天我们都会各自完成这些工作。晚上，我时常和奶奶一块儿聊天或看书。她从来不会厌倦谈论我的大学生活以及与我有关的一切；而她也对我回忆起她的童年，她的家人，以及她和爷爷刚结婚那几年的往事。

6月的最后一个星期六，爷爷提议我们去钓鱼，因为我们已经干完了所有当时能做的农活。池塘位于树林附近的一片低矮的草场中，几年前，爷爷在池塘里放养了很多鱼。那天，我们开着皮卡车去池塘边，途中还去查看了一下牲畜。当我们到达池塘的时候，看到了未曾预料到的意外一幕：一对天鹅中的一只死掉了。那对天鹅可是爷爷在结婚50周年纪念日送给奶奶的礼物。




“为什么我们不再买一只天鹅呢？”我提了个建议，想缓和一下当时的气氛。爷爷陷入了沉思，久久不回答我的问题。最后，他说道：“不……没那么简单，孩子。天鹅一生只有一个伴侣。”他举起一根手指，另一只手上握着钓鱼竿，“我们不能为剩下的那只天鹅做什么，它要靠自己度过这个难关。”

那天上午，我们很快便钓到了很多鱼，足够午饭时美餐一顿了。在回家的路上，爷爷嘱咐我不要对奶奶提起天鹅的事。她现在很少去塘边，而且让她知道这件事也没有任何意义。

几天后的一个早晨，我们和往常一样开车去检查牲畜。路过池塘时，在那只天鹅死去的同一地点，我们发现那儿躺着另一只天鹅，它也已经死去了。

7月初，我和爷爷开始建造一段新的围栏。然后，就到了7月12日——奶奶去世的那一天。那天早晨，我睡过头了，爷爷也没有来敲门。等我急匆匆穿好衣服，走下楼梯进入厨房的时候，都快到8点了。我看见摩根医生坐在餐桌边。他和我的爷爷奶奶年纪相仿，是他们的邻居，已经退休很多年了，以前也曾应邀来过好几次。我立刻发觉有什么事情发生了。这天早上，他那破旧的黑包就扔在脚边，而我爷爷明显有些摇晃，似乎站立不稳。




那天早晨，奶奶因为中风突然去世。到下午的时候，我父母也赶到了。这座老房子里很快挤满了亲戚和爷爷的朋友。

因为爷爷坚持让奶奶尽早入土为安，所以葬礼就在第二天举行。葬礼过后的第二天，爷爷在早餐时向大家宣布：“这个农场还需要正常运作，我们有很多事情要做。其余的人都回到你们自己的生活中去吧。”大多数家人已经离开，但是爷爷要以自己的方式告诉留下的人，是时候该回去了。我父母是最迟离开的，那天午饭后他们也走了。

爷爷不是一个会在人前表达悲痛的人，我们都为他感到担忧。于是，有人提出让他放弃继续在农场生活。我父母也觉得他年纪太大，不适合独自在那里生活。但他并不听从他们的建议。老人以自己的方式坚守着自己的立场，我为他感到骄傲。

剩下的日子飞一般地过去。我们总是忙着干活。我觉察到爷爷有些变化，但我又不能明确说出有什么不同来。我开始想，如果他能和谁一起住，是否会对他更好一些。但是，我清楚地知道，他不能离开农场。

9月渐渐临近，我有些不愿意离去。我甚至想过秋天的那个学期不去上学，而在农场上多待几个月时间。当我跟爷爷说起我的想法时，他毅然告诉我说，学校才是我该去的地方。

















A Story Happened on an Island


　孤岛上的故事

Anonymous





The only survivor of a shipwreck was washed up on a small, uninhabited
 ①
 island. He prayed feverishly for God to rescue him, and every day he scanned the horizon for help, but none seemed forthcoming.

Exhausted, he eventually managed to build a little hut out of driftwood to protect him from the elements, and to store his few possessions. But then one day, after scavenging
 ②
 for food, he arrived home to find his little hut in flames, the smoke rolling up to the sky.

The worst had happened; everything was lost.

He was stunned with grief and anger. “God how you could do this to me!” he cried.

Early the next day, however, he was awakened by the sound of a ship that was approaching the island. It had come to rescue him. “How did you know I was here?” asked the weary man of his rescuers. “We saw your smoke signal,” they replied.

It is easy to get discouraged when things are going bad.




But we shouldn’t lose heart, because God is at work in our lives, even in the midst of pain and suffering.

Remember, next time your little hut is burning to the ground it just may be a smoke signal that summons the grace of God.


For all the negative things we have to say to
 ourselves, God has a positive answer for it.
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①
  uninhabited [ˌʌnɪnˈhæbɪtɪd]
 a. 无人居住的，
 无人烟的，
 荒凉的；
 杳无人烟的


②
  scavenge [ˈskævəndʒ]
 v. 清除污物，
 打扫；（
 在废物中）
 寻觅





在一场船难中，唯一的幸存者随着潮水，漂流到了一座无人小岛上。他每天都发自肺腑地狂热祈祷，祈求上帝能够早日救他离开此处，让他回到家乡。他每天都注视着海上是否有可搭救他的人，但是除了汪洋一片，什么也没有。




后来，精疲力竭的他决定勉强建造一个简陋的小木屋，以便保护他在这险恶的环境中生存，并且帮他保存他所剩无几的东西。但是有一天，在他捕完食物、准备回小屋时，突然发现他的小屋竟然陷在熊熊烈火之中，大火引起的浓烟不断向天上窜去。

最糟糕的是：他剩下的所有东西，在这一瞬间通通化为乌有了。

对此他十分震惊。悲痛的他愤怒地对着上天吶喊道：“神啊！你怎么可以能这样对我！”


然而，第二天一早，他被一艘正靠近小岛的船只的鸣笛声惊醒了。是的，有人来救他了。这个疲惫的人问那些救援人员：“你们怎么知道我在这里？”“因为我们看到了你的浓烟信号。”他们回答说
 。

人在碰到困难时，很容易会泄气。

但是，无论遭受什么样的痛苦和折磨，都不要因此而失去信心，因为上帝一直在我们的生命中做着他的工作。

记住：下一次你的小木屋被夷为平地的时候，那可能只是烟雾信号呼求上帝恩典的时候。

对于所有我们认为负面的事情，我们都该告诉自己：上帝都是有正面答案的。
































Chapter 2 静谧动人的声音













The hardest arithmetic to master is that which enables us to count our blessings.









世界上最难的算术题就是如何清点我们的祝福。


















A Child’s Dream of a Star　一个孩子的星星梦

Charles Dickens









There was once a child and he strolled about a good deal, and thought of a number of things. He had a sister, who was a child too, and his constant companion. These two used to wonder all day long. They wondered at the beauty of the flowers; they wondered at the height and blueness of the sky; they wondered at the depth of the bright water; they wondered at the goodness and the power of God who made the lovely world.

They used to say to one another, sometimes, supposing all the children upon earth were to die, would the flowers, and the water, and the sky be sorry? They believed they would be sorry. For, said they, the buds are the children of the flowers, and the little playful streams that gambol down the hill-sides are the children of the water; and the smallest bright specks playing at hide and seek in the sky all night, must surely be the children of the stars; and they would all be grieved to see their playmates, the children of men, no more.




There was one clear shining star that used to come out in the sky before the rest, near the church spire, above the graves. It was larger and more beautiful, they thought, than all the others, and every night they watched for it, standing hand in hand at a window. Whoever saw it first cried out, “I see the star!” And often they cried out both together, knowing so well when it would rise, and where. So they grew to be such friends with it, that, before lying down in their beds, they always looked out once again, to bid it good-night; and when they were turning round to sleep, they used to say, “God bless the star!”

But while she was still very young, oh very, very young, the sister drooped, and came to be so weak that she could no longer stand in the window at night; and then the child looked sadly out by himself, and when he saw the star, turned round and said to the patient pale face on the bed, “I see the star!” and then a smile would come upon the face, and a little weak voice used to say, “God bless my brother and the star!”

And so the time came all too soon! When the child looked out alone, and when there was no face on the bed; and when there was a little grave among the graves, not there before; and when the star made long rays down toward him, as he saw it through his tears.




Now, these rays were so bright, and they seemed to make such a shining way from earth to Heaven, that when the child went to his solitary bed, he dreamed about the star; and dreamed that, lying where he was, he saw a train of people taken up that sparkling road by angels. And the star, opening, showed him a great world of light, where many more such angels waited to receive them.

All these angels, who were waiting, turned their beaming eyes upon the people who were carried up into the star; and some came out from the long rows in which they stood, and fell upon the people’s necks, and kissed them tenderly, and went away with them down avenues of light, and were so happy in their company, that lying in his bed he wept for joy.

But, there were many angels who did not go with them, and among them one he knew. The patient face that once had lain upon the bed was glorified and radiant, but his heart found out his sister among all the host.

His sister’s angel lingered near the entrance of the star, and said to the leader among those who had brought the people thither:

“Is my brother come?”




And he said “No.”

She was turning hopefully away, when the child stretched out his arms, and cried, “O, sister, I am here! Take me!” and then she turned her beaming eyes upon him, and it was night; and the star was shining into the room, making long rays down towards him as he saw it through his tears.

From that hour forth, the child looked out upon the star as on the home he was to go to, when his time should come; and he thought that he did not belong to the earth alone, but to the star too, because of his sister’s angel gone before.

There was a baby born to be a brother to the child; and while he was so little that he never yet had spoken word he stretched his tiny form out on his bed, and died.

Again the child dreamed of the open star, and of the company of angels, and the train of people, and the rows of angels with their beaming eyes all turned upon those people’s faces.

Said his sister’s angel to the leader:

“Is my brother come?”

And he said “Not that one, but another.”

As the child beheld his brother’s angel in her arms, he cried, “O, sister, I am here! Take me!” And she turned and smiled upon him, and the star was shining.




He grew to be a young man, and was busy at his books when an old servant came to him and said:

“Thy mother is no more. I bring her blessing on her darling son!”

Again at night he saw the star, and all that former company. Said his sister’s angel to the leader:

“Is my brother come?”

And he said, “Thy mother!”

A mighty cry of joy went forth through all the star, because the mother was reunited to her two children. And he stretched out his arms and cried, “O, mother, sister, and brother, I am here! Take me!” And they answered him, “Not yet,” and the star was shining.

He grew to be a man, whose hair was turning gray, and he was sitting in his chair by the fireside, heavy with grief, and with his face bedewed with tears, when the star opened once again. Said his sister’s angel to the leader “Is my brother come?”

And he said, “Nay, but his maiden daughter.”

And the man who had been the child saw his daughter, newly lost to him, a celestial creature among those three, and he said, “My daughter’s head is on my sister’s bosom, and her arm is around my mother’s neck, and at her feet there is the baby of old time, and I can bear the parting from her, God be praised!”




And the star was shining.

Thus the child came to be an old man, and his once smooth face was wrinkled, and his steps were slow and feeble, and his back was bent. And one night as he lay upon his bed, his children standing round, he cried, as he had cried so long ago:

“I see the star!”

They whispered one to another, “He is dying.”

And he said, “I am. My age is falling from me like a garment, and I move towards the star as a child. And O, my Father, now I thank Thee that it has so often opened, to receive those dear ones who await me!”

And the star was shining, and it shines upon his grave.





从前有个小男孩，四处漫步闲逛，脑子里想着各种各样的事情。他有个姐姐，也是个小孩子，是他最忠实的伙伴。他们常常终日遐想。他们惊叹花儿的美丽，惊叹天空的高远和蔚蓝，惊叹清澈河水的幽深，惊叹这个可爱世界的创造者——上帝——的仁慈和力量。

他们经常这样问彼此：“假如世界上的小孩子都死了
 ，花儿、河水和天空会感到难过吗？”他们坚信，它们会感到难过的。因为他们说过：“花蕾是花的孩子；山谷里欢快的小溪是河水的孩子；整夜不睡觉在天上玩捉迷藏的小亮点，一定是星星的孩子；如果它们再也看不到自己的伙伴——人类的孩子，它们一定都会伤心难过。”




每天夜晚，在教堂的顶尖附近，在墓地的上空，总有一颗闪亮的星星先于其他星星出现在夜空中。在他们眼中，它比其他星星都更大更美。每天夜晚，他们都手拉着手站在窗前守候着它。无论谁先看到那颗星星，都会大声喊道：“我看见星星啦!”但他们常常同时喊出这句话，因为他们太熟悉它升起的时间和地方了。于是，他们慢慢地成为了它的好朋友。每天临睡前，他们都要探出头再看它一眼，向它道声晚安；当他们转身准备入睡时，他们会念上一句：“上帝保佑星星！”

可是他的姐姐，还很年轻的，非常年轻的姐姐枯萎憔悴了。她变得很虚弱，再也无法站在窗前看星星
 。于是，那个小男孩只好一个人伤心地望着窗外。每当他看到那颗星星时，他就会转身对着床上那张苍白的面孔说：“我看见星星了！”接着，一丝微笑掠过她的脸，一个微弱的声音答道：“愿上帝保佑我的弟弟和星星！”

不幸的时刻终于还是来了，一切都来得太过突然。从此小男孩独自一人望着窗外；从此床上不再有任何脸庞；从此墓地里又多了一座从前没有的小小坟墓。每当他满眼泪光地望着那颗星星时，星星的光芒就会洒在他的身上。




如今，这些光芒是那么的耀眼，仿佛铺开了一条通往天堂的星光大道。当小男孩独自一人睡在自己的床上时，他梦见了那颗星星，梦见自己躺在床上，看见一群人在天使的带领下走上那条星光大道。然后那颗星星打开了，一个光明的世界出现在他眼前，还有许多这样的天使正在恭候着他们。

这些恭候在此的天使们，用它们愉快的目光注视着这些被带到星星上的人们。有些天使从长长的队伍中飞出来，落在人们的脖子上，温柔地亲吻着，然后带领他们沿着星光大道离开了，他们在一起时很开心。躺在床上的小男孩高兴得哭了。

可还有一些天使没有和他们一起离开，其中有一张小男孩熟悉的脸庞。那张曾经躺在床上的苍白脸庞，现在已变得光彩照人。可他十分确定那就是自己的姐姐。

他的天使姐姐在星星的入口处徘徊着不愿离去，问那位把人们带上星星的天使长：

“我的弟弟来了吗？”

天使长答道：“没有。”

她满怀希望地转身准备离开，这时小男孩伸出双臂喊道：“噢！姐姐，我在这儿呢！带我走吧！”她转过身，满脸笑容地看着他。然后，天黑了，星光在房间里闪耀。当他满眼泪光地望着那颗星星时，星星的光芒就会洒在他的身上。




从那以后，小男孩每次看到那颗星星，就仿佛看到了自己死后将要回的家。他觉得自己不但属于人间，也属于那颗星星，因为他的天使姐姐就在那儿。

不久，一个小婴儿诞生了，小男孩有了一个弟弟
 。可是，他太小了，还没说过一句话，只在床上伸伸手脚就夭折了。

小男孩再一次梦见那颗敞开的星星、成群的天使和人们。那些天使正满脸笑容地注视着人们的脸庞。

他的天使姐姐向天使长问道：

“我的弟弟来了吗？”

天使长答道：“来了，但不是那个弟弟，是另外一个。”


当小男孩看到弟弟投入天使姐姐的怀抱时
 ，他大声叫道：“噢！姐姐，我在这儿呢！带我走吧！”于是，她转过身，满脸笑容地看着他，那颗星星在闪耀。

他渐渐长大了，成了一个年轻人。一天，他正在埋头苦读。这时，一位老仆人走近他，说道：

“您的母亲去世了，我带来了她对心爱儿子的真心祝福！”




那天夜里，他又梦见了那颗星星，还有从前梦里的那些天使和人们。他的天使姐姐向天使长问道：

“我的弟弟来了吗？”

天使长答道：“没有，你的妈妈来了。”

一声喜悦的惊呼响彻整个星星，因为妈妈再次和自己的两个孩子团聚了。小男孩伸出双臂喊道：“噢！妈妈，姐姐，弟弟，我在这儿呢！带我走吧！”只听见他们齐声答道：“现在还不行。”那颗星星依旧在闪耀。

渐渐地，他步入中年，头发也慢慢地发白了。一天，他心情沉重地坐在壁炉旁的安乐椅上，泪水打湿了脸庞。这时，星星的大门再一次打开了。他的天使姐姐向天使长问道：“我的弟弟来了吗？”

天使长答道：“没有，但是他尚未出嫁的女儿来了。”

这个曾经是小男孩的中年人看到了自己刚刚失去的女儿，一个天国里的新生灵，就在三位亲人的中间。他说道：“我女儿的头正倚在我姐姐的胸前，她的胳膊环绕在我母亲的脖子上，她的脚边是那位旧时的婴儿。感谢上帝！我可以忍受与她分离了。”

那颗星星依旧在闪耀。

就这样，小男孩变成了一位老人，曾经嫩滑的脸庞也爬满了皱纹，脚步也迟缓无力，背也驼了。一天晚上，他躺在自己的床上，子女围绕在他身旁。他大喊了一声，就像很久很久以前那样喊道：

















Dining with Mr. Yepp, a Smiling Face in the Cafeteria


　餐厅的笑脸——
 让叶普先生

伴你用餐

Anonymous









I was a freshman in college when I met Mr. Yepp. He was friendly and smiled a lot. He was almost always standing by the cashier that checked us into the university cafeteria, and I would run into Mr. Yepp during three of my daily meals.

However, as the years past, I became annoyed by him. He would stand there and shake every person’s hand that came through the cafeteria. This was a problem for me because I did not want to offend him by refusing his handshake; however, I did not want to shake hands with him before coming into the cafeteria to eat because he was shaking every single person’s hand, and I had sanitary
 ①
 concerns. When we had the swine flu
 ②
 outbreak at the university, I started to avoid him by going through the back door.

I am out of college now, working full-time, and Mr. Yepp is still standing by the cashier doing the same thing that he has been doing for many years. A few weeks ago, I took some time to sit down and talk with him. It turns out he is not on the payroll, and he comes to the cafeteria of his own free will. Many times one may see him cleaning up after the students, and he sometimes even fills in for the cashier at the door, so I was surprised to learn that he is not a paid employee. When I asked him what motivated him to do what he does, he told me that he enjoys the stress-free environment. He is 79 years old but looks to be in his 50’s. He retired many years ago and comes to the cafeteria to keep his mind and body active.




I noticed that he always takes a to-go plate before leaving the cafeteria. It turns out that he takes this plate home to his wife, who suffers from dementia
 ③
 . I asked him about her, and he told me that he wakes up every morning at the same time, makes her breakfast, then leaves the house to give her space, which he says they both need, and he returns in the evening with dinner. He says that she took such great care of him when they were young and that he does the same for her now.

I asked Mr. Yepp, “Is a college campus really less stressful?” His answer was that he enjoys seeing and interacting with the young kids who have so much potential. After my talk with Mr. Yepp, I was embarrassed to have had the thoughts I had about his kindness. It never occurred to me that many times, he was probably the first smiling face that many students at the university saw in the morning, or that his speaking to everyone who walks into the cafeteria is a gesture that probably means a lot to many of the students, whose days he brightens. So now every time I run into Mr. Yepp, I make it a point to stop, give him a high five
 ④
 , and smile before moving on. Mr. Yepp spends an average of 8 hours a day just to be a smiling face in the cafeteria. He can be seen going from table to table and speaking words of encouragement to many young men and women.




So today I name Mr. Yepp one of our many “Everyday Angels” .
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①
  sanitary [ˈsænɪˌtɛri]
 a. 卫生的；
 清洁的


②
  swine flu [swaɪn flu]
 n. 猪流感


③
  dementia [dɪˈmɛnʃə]
 n. 痴呆


④
  high five（
 运动员等相互间致意用的）
 举手击掌





遇见叶普先生是在我大学一年级的时候。他时常面带友善的笑容，几乎总会站在门口和收银员一起迎接我们走进学校餐厅，因此，我一日三餐都会碰到叶普先生。




年复一年如此这般，我开始讨厌他了。他站在那里迎来送往，要和每一个从他身旁经过的人握手。出于卫生的考虑，我并不想在进餐厅用餐前握他的手，因为那双手和每个人都接触过，但如何拒绝又不冒犯他成了我的困扰。所以，当校园爆发猪流感时，我不得不绕走餐厅后门来躲避他。

如今，我已走出校门参加工作，而叶普先生还站在同样的位置做着这些年来重复在做的事。几个星期前，我有机会和他一起坐下来聊天，这时我才知道他在餐厅工作并没有薪水，可他却自愿为大家服务。我们总能看到他在学生离去后收拾餐桌的身影，有时还会站在门口顶替收银员的工作。知道他做这一切都是义务的时，我很吃惊。问他出于什么这样做，他告诉我，他喜欢这里轻松的氛围。他已经79岁高龄了，但看起来却还像50来岁的人。多年前他离休后就一直在餐厅帮忙，浑身上下都充满了活力。

我留意到，他从餐厅走时总会带上一个餐盒。原来，他是带给家中患有痴呆症的妻子的。聊到妻子，他告诉我说，每天早晨他都会准时起床，为她做好早饭后才出门。白天让她独处，也是给双方都留些彼此所需的空间。而到了晚上，他会带晚饭回家。他说，年轻时她给了他那么多的关爱，现在是他回报的时候了。
















The Gift of the Magi (Ⅰ
 )　麦琪的礼物（1）

O. Henry









One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating.


While the mistress of the home is gradually
 subsiding from the first stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name “Mr. James Dillingham Young”.




The “Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze during a former period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, though, they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above he was called “Jim” and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is all very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling—something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honor of being owned by Jim.




There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other was Della’s hair. Had the queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Della would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet.





On went her old brown jacket; on went her old
 brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: “Mne. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.” One flight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the “Sofronie”.

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della.

“I buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.”

Down rippled the brown cascade.

“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.

“Give it to me quick,” said Della.

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation—as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value—the description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a chain.




When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends—a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically.




“If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes a second look at me, he’ll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do—oh! What could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?”

At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops.





1美元87美分。多一分钱都没有了。其中60美分还是一分分的零钱凑起来的。虽然深感在买卖时分毫必争实在丢人现眼，但这些零钱仍是她红着脸从杂货店老板、菜贩和屠夫那儿讨价还价，一分两分地攒下来的。德拉数了三遍。的确是1美元87美分。可明天就是圣诞节了。

除了扑倒在破旧的小沙发上大哭一场，显然再无别的应对之法。德拉的确就是这样。这就使一种精神上的思考就此而生——世俗生活是由哽咽、抽泣和微笑组成的，而抽泣总是处于支配地位。

这位主妇的心情逐渐平复了下来，让我们扫视一下她的家吧。一套每周8美元租金的公寓
 ，自带家具。要说它是乞丐窝有点夸张，可从外观上看，其实也差不远。

楼下的过道里有个永远不会收到信的邮箱，还有一个永远也不会被按响的电铃。那儿还有一张名片，上面写着“詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·杨先生”。




“迪林厄姆”这个名号，是主人在每周30美元的辉煌日子时趁着兴子加上去的。如今，他的收入缩减到了20美元，他们也开始严肃地考虑，是否应该把自己缩写成谦逊而务实的D。但每当詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·杨先生回家走进楼上的房间时，詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·杨太太——就是刚刚为大家介绍的德拉——总会叫他一声“吉姆”，给他一个最热烈的拥抱。一切都非常完好。

德拉慢慢停止了哭泣，又往脸上抹了点粉。她站在窗前，两眼无神地看着一只爬行在昏暗后院里灰白篱笆上的灰白色的猫。明天就是圣诞了，而德拉能用来给吉姆买礼物的钱总共也只有1美元87美分。过去的几个月，她费尽心思用最大的努力一分分地攒积下来，却只有这点点钱。一周区区20美元的收入的确入不敷出，支出总是大于预算。因此，能给她心爱的吉姆买圣诞礼物的钱，也只有这1美元87美分。她无时无刻不在幸福地幻想着要送爱人一件称心的礼物，一件精致、稀有、贵重的礼物——至少是些配得上吉姆的东西才行。

房间的窗户与窗户之间有一面镜子。也许你可以想象到周租8美元公寓里的镜子。哪怕是一个非常瘦小的人，也得不断转动着观察从那狭长的镜子里投射出来的影像，才可能看得清自己的样貌。而苗条瘦弱的德拉也早已习惯这么做了。




突然，她从窗户边回过身来，立在了镜子跟前。她两眼目光闪烁，可不到二十秒，她的面色却失去了神色。她将头发迅速放下，让它们完全垂落下来。

现在，让我们来看看詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·杨夫妇各自拥有的一件为之自豪的物品。吉姆有一块从祖父那儿传下来的金表；而德拉拥有的则是一头美丽无比的秀发。如果示巴女王住在风井对面的房间里，那德拉全然可以把洗完后的秀发抛出窗外晾晒，只为一比女王的金银珠宝；如果所罗门是这里的门房，那每当吉姆从他面前走过时定会从怀里摸出表来，让那把财富塞满地下室的所罗门王嫉妒得扯胡子。

此刻，德拉披散而下的秀发如同涟漪波浪，如棕色瀑布般倾泻而下。她的美发长及膝下，如一袭长袍加身。接着，她又紧张而迅速地把头发扎好。她有过那么一分钟的犹豫，当她呆站原地之时，几颗眼泪滴上了破旧的红毯。

她穿上她的棕色旧外套，戴上棕色旧帽子，眼里残留着晶莹的泪花，裙角一摆，便晃悠着出门、下楼、上街。

她在一块招牌前停了下来，上面写着：“索夫罗尼夫人，各类发制品”。德拉箭步跑去，缓了缓气，定了定神。里面是一位肥胖的女士，肤色惨白冰冷，看上去简直不像“索夫罗尼”。




“您要买我的头发吗？”德拉询问道。

“我收购头发，”这位女士说，“把帽子摘掉，让我看看你的头发。”

棕色瀑布倾泻下来。

“20美元。”这位夫人用一只老练的手掂了掂头发，说道。

“快把钱给我吧。”德拉说。

噢，之后的两个小时长出了愉快的翅膀，轻快地掠过。忘了这随口的比喻吧。她正于各家店铺里寻觅着送给吉姆的礼物。

她终于找到了。它一定是为吉姆量身定制的。她把所有店铺都翻遍了，各个商店都没有这么一件东西。一根简朴的白金表带。上面镌刻着一些简单的花纹。和所有优质物品一样，这是一只低调而华丽的简单表链，和那只金表交相辉映。在第一眼看到它时，她就知道这东西一定要戴在吉姆的手上才能相配。它就像吉姆本人，虽然低调但却满腹才华——这一形容对两者都挺适用。她花了21美元将表链买下，然后身揣剩下的87美分急忙赶回了家。有了表链的金表，无论何时何地，吉姆都能骄傲地看时间了。尽管这是一块异常珍贵的表，但之前苦于过于破旧的皮革表链，弄得吉姆有时只敢偷偷地看上一眼。

德拉回到家，稍微平复了一下狂喜的情绪，变得理智平静了些。她翻出烫发钳，打燃煤气炉，试图弥补这为爱失去的发型。这可真是件麻烦事，亲爱的朋友们——一项浩大的工程啊。




不到四十分钟，她的头上就已烫出一圈圈小卷发，这让她看起来像一名逃课的小学生。她长久地盯着镜子里的自己，小心而又仔细。

“我这个样子，”德拉自言自语地说，“在吉姆看第二眼之前，就算不至于气到把我宰掉，也会嫌弃我像个在康尼岛上负责合唱的小姑娘吧
 。但是除此之外我能做什么呢——唉，1美元87美分又有什么用呢？”

7点的时候，她就把咖啡煮好了，煎锅也已经放在了热烫的炉火上，准备煎晚餐吃的肉排。






















The Gift of the Magi (Ⅱ
 )　麦琪的礼物（2）

O. Henry









Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: “Please God, make him think I am still pretty.”

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two—and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.




Della wriggled off the table and went for him.

“Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold because I couldn’t have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It’ll grow out again—you won’t mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say ‘Merry Christmas!’ Jim, and let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice—what a beautiful, nice gift I’ve got for you.”

“You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor.

“Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me just as well, anyhow? I’m me without my hair, ain’t I?”

Jim looked about the room curiously.

“You say your hair is gone?” he said, with an air almost of idiocy.

“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. “It’s sold, I tell you—sold and gone, too. It’s Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she went on with sudden serious sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?”




Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a million a year—what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.

“Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said, “about me. I don’t think there’s anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if you’ll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first.”

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! A quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.

For there lay The Combs—the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims—just the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone.




But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: “My hair grows so fast, Jim!”

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!”

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.

“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You’ll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it.”

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.

“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep em a while. They’re too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops on.”




The magi, as you know, were wise men—wonderfully wise men—who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.





吉姆从不晚归。德拉手里握着那根表链，静坐在紧靠他进门位置的桌子一角。然后，她听见他的脚步声从楼下渐渐传来，有一瞬间她的面色都发白了。德拉总是习惯祈祷一些最简单的日常琐事，此时，她在心里默默许愿：“保佑我啊上帝，让吉姆觉得我依然美丽。”

门开了，吉姆走进来，又关上了门。他显得十分瘦削，面色严肃。可怜的人啊，他才22岁——就得肩负起整个家庭！他需要买件新大衣，他连手套都没有。




吉姆在门口停下了脚步，像猎狗闻到了鹌鹑气味似的一动也不动。他的双眼锁定在德拉身上，专注的神情让德拉难以捉摸，这让她不寒而栗。那种眼神不是愤怒，也不是讶异，又不是伤心，更不是厌恶，而是一种让她始料未及的神态。他就这么，以这种特别的神情一直凝视着德拉。

德拉从桌子上扭了下来，朝他走去。

“吉姆，亲爱的，”她喊道，“别这样盯着我。我把头发剪来卖了，因为我无法安度一个不送你礼物的圣诞节。它会再长起来的——你不介意的，对吗？我真的不得不这么做。我的头发长得可快了。说‘圣诞快乐’吧！吉姆，让我们开心点儿。你不知道这是一件多么棒——多么美丽别致的礼物！”

“你把头发剪了？”吉姆问着，问得有些费力，似乎他的大脑在经历高速运转之后都无法接受这个板上钉钉的事实。

“剪来卖了，”德拉说，“无论怎样，你不还是一样爱我吗？少了头发，我还是我，不是吗？”

吉姆好奇地环视了一眼房间。

“你是说你的头发没了？”他白痴似地问了一句。

“你就别找了，”德拉说，“告诉你吧，已经卖了——卖了就没有了。孩子，这是圣诞前夜。对我好一些，因为这都是为了你呀。也许我的头发数得清，”她的语气突然变得异常温柔，“但谁也数不清我对你的爱。我可以把肉排放锅上了吗，吉姆？”




吉姆如梦初醒，一把抱住德拉。此刻，让我们花上十秒钟，从另一个角度，以一种细致入微的眼光去审视那些看似微不足道的细节吧。一周8美元和一年百万美元——有什么差别呢？数学大师或知识分子都只能给出错误的答案。麦琪带来了珍贵的礼物，但那却不在其中。这句生涩的断言将在后文有所阐释。

吉姆从大衣口袋里掏出一个袋子，然后把它扔在了桌子上。

“可别误会我了，德尔，”他说，“我不认为世间能有什么东西会让我对我女孩儿的爱意降低分毫，无论剪发还是修面还是洗头
 。只是，一旦打开这个袋子，你就能看见你之所以让我失态的原因了。”

白皙的手指在绳子上轻快地舞动，袋子随之打开。紧接而来的是喜悦的尖叫，但在一瞬之后，噢！却又突然变成了歇斯底里的眼泪和痛苦，这楚楚可怜的样儿急需公寓的一家之主倾尽所有前来安慰。

桌上摆放着一套梳子——一整套梳子，包括梳鬓角的，梳后脑的，一应俱全。这曾是很久以前，当德拉经过百老汇的一个橱窗时就一见钟情的物品。这精致的发梳，显而易见是用纯度最高的玳瑁打造的，梳沿上面镶嵌着宝石——色调与她已经卖掉的秀发相得益彰。她知道，这套梳子价格不菲，因此她仅仅只是渴求，从未想过拥有。而在此刻，这都是她的了，遗憾的是，那最能匹配这精致礼物的美丽秀发已经难觅芳踪。




她仍然把发梳搂在了胸口，过了好久才扬起沾满泪水的眼睛，微笑着说：“我的头发长得挺快的，吉姆！”

随后，德拉像一只被烫到的小猫那样一跃而起，叫道：“喔！喔！”

吉姆还没有看过他的美丽礼物呢。她摊开的手掌迫不及待地伸向他，那块贵金属似乎正闪现着她热忱的心情和快乐的神态。

“它超棒的对吗，吉姆？我寻遍全城才找到它。你现在必须每天看一百次时间。把表给我，我要看看它挂上去会是什么样子。”

相反，吉姆一头倒在了沙发，双手背在脑袋下面，露出微笑。

“德尔，”他说，“让我们把圣诞礼物先扔一边吧。对于目前的生活而言，它们太过精致。我用卖金表的钱为你买了发梳。此刻，我建议你可以下肉排了。”

你们知道，麦琪是智者——充满智慧的贤人——他们给生在马槽里的耶稣带来了礼物。他们创造了赠送圣诞礼物的艺术。毫无疑问，智者的礼物定是最合适的礼物，若是礼物重复，兴许还能享受交换的优待。我在这里蹩脚地讲述了一对住在公寓里的傻孩子的平淡故事，他们极不理智地为对方献祭了家里最珍贵的宝物。然而，容我对眼下的聪明人说最后一句话
 ，在所有互赠礼物的人中，这俩人最为明智。他们无处不明智。他们就是麦琪。




















The Perfect Dog　完美的狗

Jan Peck









During summer vacations, I would volunteer at the vet’s, so I’d seen a lot of dogs. Minnie was by far the funniest-looking dog I’d ever seen. Thin curly hair barely covered her sausage-shaped body. Her bugged-out eyes always seemed surprised. And her tail looked like a rat’s tail.

She was brought to the vet to be put to sleep because her owners didn’t want her anymore. I thought Minnie had a sweet personality, though. “No one should judge her by her looks,” I thought. So the vet spayed her and gave her the necessary shots. Finally, I advertised Minnie in the local paper: “Funny-looking dog, well behaved, needs loving family.”

When a young man called, I warned him that Minnie was strange looking. The boy on the phone told me that his grandfather’s sixteen-year-old dog had just died. They wanted Minnie no matter what. I gave Minnie a good bath and fluffed up what was left of her scraggly hair. Then we waited for them to arrive.




At last, an old car drove up in front of the vet’s. Two kids raced to the door. They scooped Minnie into their arms and rushed her out to their grandfather, who was waiting in the car. I hurried behind them to see his reaction to Minnie.

Inside the car, the grandfather cradled Minnie in his arms and stroked her soft hair. She licked his face. Her rattail wagged around so quickly that it looked like it might fly off her body. It was love at first lick.

“She’s perfect!” the old man exclaimed.

I was thankful that Minnie had found the good home that she deserved. That’s when I saw that the grandfather’s eyes were a milky white color—he was blind.





暑假期间，我在宠物诊所当志愿者，所以平时可以看到很多小狗。米妮是我目前为止看到过长得最滑稽的狗。又细又卷的毛发勉强盖住她那腊肠般的身体。最近她凸出的眼睛常常看起来处于惊恐状，尾巴则像一条老鼠的尾巴。

由于主人的遗弃，她到兽医院来是准备被执行安乐死的。但我觉得，米妮的性格既活泼又可爱。我想：“可不能只看她的外表。”接下来，兽医给她做了绝育手术，然后做了些必要的身体检查。最后，我在当地一家报社为米妮登了一份广告：“滑稽可爱的小狗，性格温顺，寻一户充满爱的家庭。”




一个年轻男孩打来了认领电话，我提醒他说其实米妮的外型并不好看。男孩却在电话里告诉我，他的祖父有一条16岁高龄的狗狗，但不幸刚去世了。他们想要米妮，并不计较什么外表。于是我把米妮洗得干干净净，把她蓬乱的毛发理得顺滑整齐，然后等着男孩他们的到来。

之后，一辆老式轿车停在了宠物诊所的门前。两个孩子迫不及待地朝大门跑来。他们抓起米妮抱在怀里，朝着等在轿车里的祖父跑去。我赶紧跟在后面，想看看老人对米妮的反应。

车里，这位祖父环抱着米妮，轻抚着她柔软的毛发。米妮轻轻舔着老人的脸。她的“鼠尾巴”摇得飞快，看起来像快要从身体上飞出去一样。就这么一舔，爱已弥漫。

“她真完美！”老人赞叹着。

我发现这位祖父的眼球是乳白色的——他看不见。就在这一刻，我很感激，米妮终于找到了一个渴望已久的好归宿。


















Chapter 3 震撼非凡的身影













I don’t measure a man’s success by how high he climbs but how high he bounces
 when he hits bottom.









一个人的成功不是看他爬得有多高，而是看他跌到谷底之后能反弹多高。














The Daffodil Principle　水仙花的启示

Jaroldeen Asplundh Edwards









Several times my daughter had telephoned to say, “Mother, you must come see the daffodils before they are over.” I wanted to go, but it was a two-hour drive from Laguna to Lake Arrowhead. “I will come next Tuesday,” I promised, a little reluctantly, on her third call.

Next Tuesday dawned cold and rainy. Still, I had promised, and so I drove there. When I finally walked into Carolyn’s house and hugged and greeted my grandchildren, I said, “Forget the daffodils, Carolyn! The road is invisible in the clouds and fog, and there is nothing in the world except you and these children that I want to see bad enough to drive another inch!”

My daughter smiled calmly and said, “We drive in this all the time, Mother.”

“Well, you won’t get me back on the road until it clears, and then I’m heading for home!” I assured her.

“I was hoping you’d take me over to the garage to pick up my car.”




“How far will we have to drive?”

“Just a few blocks,” Carolyn said. “I’ll drive. I’m used to this.”

After several minutes, I had to ask, “Where are we going? This isn’t the way to the garage!”

“We’re going to my garage the long way,” Carolyn smiled, “by way of the daffodils.”

“Carolyn,” I said sternly, “please turn around.”

“It’s all right, Mother, I promise. You will never forgive yourself if you miss this experience.”

After about twenty minutes, we turned onto a small gravel road and I saw a small church. On the far side of the church, I saw a hand-lettered sign that said, “Daffodil Garden”.

We got out of the car and each took a child’s hand, and I followed Carolyn down the path. Then, we turned a corner of the path, and I looked up and gasped. Before me lay the most glorious sight. It looked as though someone had taken a great vat of gold and poured it down over the mountain peak and slopes. The flowers were planted in majestic, swirling patterns—great ribbons and swaths of deep orange, white, lemon yellow, salmon pink, saffron, and butter yellow. Each different-colored variety was planted as a group so that it swirled and flowed like its own river with its own unique hue. There were five acres of flowers.




“But who has done this?” I asked Carolyn.

“It’s just one woman,” Carolyn answered. “She lives on the property. That’s her home.” Carolyn pointed to a well kept A-frame house that looked small and modest in the midst of all that glory. We walked up to the house. On the patio, we saw a poster. “Answers to the Questions I Know You Are Asking” was the headline.

The first answer was a simple one. “50,000 bulbs,” it read. The second answer was, “One at a time, by one woman. Two hands, two feet, and very little brain.” The third answer was, “Began in 1958.”

There it was, The Daffodil Principle. For me, that moment was a life-changing experience.

I thought of this woman whom I had never met, who, more than forty years before, had begun—one bulb at a time—to bring her vision of beauty and joy to an obscure mountain top. Still, just planting one bulb at a time, year after year, had changed the world. This unknown woman had forever changed the world in which she lived. She had created something of ineffable (indescribable) magnificence, beauty, and inspiration.

The principle her daffodil garden taught is one of the greatest principles of celebration. That is, learning to move toward our goals and desires one step at a time—often just one baby-step at a time—and learning to love the doing, learning to use the accumulation of time. When we multiply tiny pieces of time with small increments of daily effort, we too will find we can accomplish magnificent things. We can change the world.




“It makes me sad in a way,” I admitted to Carolyn. “What might I have accomplished if I had thought of a wonderful goal thirty-five or forty years ago and had worked away at it ‘one bulb at a time’ through all those years. Just think what I might have been able to achieve!”

My daughter summed up the message of the day in her usual direct way. “Start tomorrow,” she said.





女儿几次打电话跟我说：“妈妈，水仙花谢之前，您一定要记得来看看它们哦。”我倒是想去，但从拉古娜到箭头湖有两个半小时的车程。“我下周二会去。”虽然有点不情愿，但在女儿打来三次电话后，我还是向女儿这样承诺了。

到了周二，却是阴冷多雨的天气。然而，既然已经答应女儿，我还是驱车前往了。终于到达了卡洛琳的家，我和我的外孙们纷纷拥抱、彼此问候，我说：“别想水仙花啦，卡洛琳！云雾遮住了道路，要不是为了见你和我的外孙们，我都撑不到这里。”




女儿淡淡地笑着说：“妈妈，我们经常在这样的天气里开车呢。”

“除非雾散了我才去，而且之后我就要立刻开车回家！”我坚定地说。

“我希望您能载我到修车厂取车。”

“有多远？”

“就几条街而已。”卡洛琳回答。“我来开吧，我已经习惯这种天气了。”

几分钟后，我忍不住问她：“我们要去哪儿？这不是去修理厂的路啊！”

女儿笑着回答：“我们就是去修车厂的路啊，刚好会路过水仙花开的地方。”

“卡洛琳，”我很坚决地说道，“请你马上掉头！”

“没关系的，妈妈，我保证您不虚此行，如果错过这次赏花机会，您会终生遗憾的。”

20分钟后，我们转到了一条小石子路上，我看到了一座小教堂。绕到教堂的另一边，一块手写的牌子上写着“水仙公园”。

我们一手牵着一个孩子下了车，我一路上都紧跟着卡洛琳。接着，我们到达了小径的一角。我抬头一看，不禁倒吸一口冷气，这是多么辉煌的景象啊。就像是有人将一缸黄金倾倒在漫山遍野上。花朵灿烂盛开，花纹呈螺旋状——有像巨幅彩带的，深橘色，白色，柠檬黄，鲑鱼粉，藏红色，奶油黄……差不多5亩花田，每个不同颜色的品种作为一个群体来种植，看上去就像一条极具特色的河流，按自己的方式盘旋着，流动着。




“这些是谁的杰作？”我问卡洛琳。

“是一位女士，”卡洛琳回答，然后指着繁花簇锦深处，那儿隐藏着一栋虽然很小、却被保存得很好的A字型屋子，“这里都是她的地方。那儿就是她的家。”于是，我们朝着屋子走去。走到露台前，我们看到一张海报，标题为：“答案——给那些我知道你想问的问题”。

第一个答案很简单：“50,000朵。”上面写着。第二个答案是：“一位妇女，一次一颗，两只
 手，两只脚，带着最单纯的头脑。”第三个答案是：“始于1958年。”

此刻，对于我来说，这些水仙花给了我足以改变人生观的启发。

我在头脑中描绘起这个素未谋面的妇女来，是她，在40年前就开始，一次一颗种子，把她对美丽和幸福的见解，播种在这片不起眼的高山之巅。就这样，一次一颗，年复一年，直至改变了整个世界。这位不知名的妇女竟然就这样把她居住的地方永久地改变了。她就这样创造了非凡的壮丽，又兼具了美感和灵感。




这片黄水仙给人最大的启发就是，学会一步一个脚印地朝目标和梦想进发——哪怕是婴儿般的一次一小步——我们还要学会热爱我们所坚持的，学习把握好时间，循序渐进。当这些一天一点的努力日积月累，我们也会发现，创造辉煌并非难事。谁都可以改变世界。

“这趟旅途让我有点怅然若失，”我向卡洛琳承认道。“如果我在35年或40年前，为一个美好的愿望，一天一点地付出并持之以恒，真是难以想象我现在已经有多么大的成就了！”

女儿用一贯直接的方式总结了今天的收获。她说：“妈妈，那就从明天开始吧！”






















Three Peach Stones　三棵核桃

R. Duncan









Observe a child; any one will do. You will see that not a day passes in which he does not find something or other to make him happy, though he may be in tears the next moment. Then look at a man; any one of us will do. You will notice that weeks and months can pass in which day is greeted with nothing more than resignation, and endure with every polite indifference. Indeed, most men are as miserable as sinners though they are too bored to sin-perhaps their sin is their indifference. But it is true that they so seldom smile that when they do we do not recognize their face, so distorted is it from the fixed mask we take for granted. And even then a man can not smile like a child, for a child smiles with his eyes, whereas a man smiles with his lips alone. It is not a smile; but a grin; something to do with humor, but little to do with happiness. And then, as anyone can see, there is a point (but who can define that point?) when a man becomes an old man, and then he will smile again.




It would seem that happiness is something to do with simplicity, and that it is the ability to extract
 ①
 pleasure form the simplest things—such as a peach stone for instance.

It is obvious that it is nothing to do with success. For Sir Henry Stewart was certainly successful. It is twenty years ago since he came down to our village from London, and bought a couple of old cottages, which he had knocked into one. He used his house as weekend refuge. He was a barrister. And the village followed his brilliant career with something almost amounting to paternal pride.

I remember some ten years ago when he was made a King’s Counsel, Amos and I, seeing him get off the London train, went to congratulate him. We grinned with pleasure; he merely looked as miserable as though he’d received a penal sentence
 ②
 . It was the same when he was knighted; he never smiled a bit, he didn’t even bother to celebrate with a round of drinks at the “Blue Fox”. He took his success as a child does his medicine. And not one of his achievements brought even a ghost of a smile to his tired eyes.

I asked him one day, soon after he’d retired to potter about his garden, what it was like to achieve all one’s ambitions. He looked down at his roses and went on watering them. Then he said, “The only value in achieving one’s ambition is that you then realize that they are not worth achieving.” Quickly he moved the conversation on to a more practical level, and within a moment we were back to a safe discussion on the weather. That was two years ago.




I recall this incident, for yesterday, I was passing his house, and had drawn up
 ③
 my cart just outside his garden wall. I had pulled in from the road for no other reason than to let a bus pass me. As I set there filling my pipe, I suddenly heard a shout of sheer joy come from the other side of the wall.

I peered over. There stood Sir Henry doing nothing less than a tribal war dance of sheer unashamed ecstasy. Even when he observed my bewildered face staring over the wall he did not seem put out or embarrassed
 ④
 , but shouted for me to climb over.

“Come and see, Jan. Look! I have done it at last! I have done it at last!”

There he was, holding a small box of earth in his had. I observed three tiny shoots out of it.

“And there were only three!” he said, his eyes laughing to heaven.




“Three what?” I asked.

“Peach stones,” he replied. “I’ve always wanted to make peach stones grow, even since I was a child, when I used to take them home after a party, or as a man after a banquet. And I used to plant them, and then forgot where I planted them. But now at last I have done it, and, what’s more, I had only three stones, and there you are, one, two, three shoots,” he counted.

And Sir Henry ran off, calling for his wife to come and see his achievement—his achievement of simplicity.
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①
 extract [ɪk'strækt]
 v. 提取；
 取出


②
 penal sentence 刑事判决


③
 draw up 使（
 车、
 马等）
 停住；（
 车、
 马等）
 停下来


④
 embarrass [ɪm'bærəs]
 v. 使局促不安；
 使困窘





观察一个孩子，任何一个都行。你会发现，他们总会在一天中找到乐子，虽然下一秒可能就会哭哭啼啼。再看看一个成年人，我们当中的任何一个都行。你会注意到，人们月复一月、周复一周地生活在忍气吞声和冷冰冰的礼貌中。大多数人事实上就如罪人那样恐怖，尽管他们也厌弃犯罪——也许他们的罪恶就是他们的冷漠。他们不苟言笑，就算难得一笑，我们也分辨不出来；久而久之，我们就把这些脸当成了一张张僵硬的面具。成年人甚至不会像孩童那样笑；因为孩童的笑是用眼睛，而成年人的笑只会动动嘴唇。这不是笑，而是呲牙咧嘴；这可能很搞笑，但与快乐无关。还有，众说周知，当成年人步入老年之后，他又会笑了（其原因还无人知晓）。




幸福来源于简单，是一种从最简单的事物——比如说一枚核桃中汲取快乐的能力。

很显然，幸福与成功无关。亨利·斯图亚特爵士是一位杰出的成功人士。20年前，他从伦敦来到我们的村庄，买了几间村舍，然后把它们合并在一起。他把这里作为他周末的休养之处。他是一位讼务律师。看着他辉煌的成就，村里人怀着一种几近父辈的骄傲。

我记得约摸10年前，亨利成为了国王的法律顾问。我和阿莫斯去火车站送他
 ，向他表示我们的祝贺。我们都开心地笑了，但他却一脸痛苦的样子，好像是被判了刑。他受封为爵士时也是这个样子。他从不开怀大笑，也不愿在“蓝狐”酒家喝酒庆祝。他获取成功就像是小孩吞了药一样。在他的成就之中，没有一个能让他疲惫的双眼增添一丝淡淡的笑意。




一天，他在他的花园里散步，我问他，达成自己的目标后是什么感觉。他没有理睬我，低头浇他的玫瑰。过了一会儿，他说，“实现自己抱负的唯一价值就是让你意识到它们根本不值得你去追求。”当他还要深入下去时，为了避免尴尬，我们还是转到了较为温和的话题上——天气。这番对话发生在两年前。

昨天，我路过亨利的宅子，把马车停在他的花园外。这时，我想起了那件事。我之所以把马车从大路边停到花园边，就是为了要给一辆公交车让路。在我往烟斗里添加烟草时，我突然听到了一阵笑声从围墙里面传出来。

我向围墙里张望，看到亨利手舞足蹈，一副欣喜若狂的样子。即使在他看到我困惑不解的样子时，他也没有停止跳舞，或是感到窘迫，还呼喊着让我爬围墙过来。

“简，来看看，我终于做成了，我终于做成了！”

我看到他手里握着一小盒泥土，里面有三棵幼嫩的小苗。

“这有三个呢！”他笑盈盈地说。

我问道：“三个什么？”

“三个核桃，”他补充道，“我一直想要种三棵核桃树。我小时候经常在聚会后把核桃种子带回家，成年了，就在宴会后这么做。我经常把它们种下去，之后就忘了种的地方。但现在终于成功了，你看，我有三棵核桃。”他认真地数着，“一个，两个，三个。”




亨利说完后就走开了，叫他的妻子也来看看他的成就——他从简单之处所获取的成功。


















Dreams Do Come True　美梦终会成真

Anonymous









As a child, my parents, by their example, instilled
 ①
 in me a love for reading. I dreamed of being a writer but the pursuit of dreams was never discussed or encouraged—leaving me to write in secret in my room.

Life progressed, however, and an interest in interior design surfaced in my teens. However, at my parents’ insistence, I enrolled in secretarial
 ②
 school and worked in that area contentedly, for twenty years.

Married with two children at thirty-eight, I grew restless. I was unhappy with my job and felt exhausted at the end of the day. I wanted to do something creative with my life. “Life begins at forty” became my mantra
 ③
 .

A growing addiction to decorating shows on television reawakened my teenage interest. As I devoured every word and every scene, I vowed that I would let nothing deter me from becoming an interior designer.

With my fortieth birthday ten months away, I signed up for a two-year interior-decorating course. I crammed two years of work into nine months to ensure that I received my diploma for my fortieth birthday. I met my self-imposed deadline with twelve days to spare and I was ecstatic.




The next step was to get some hands-on experience at a design firm. A visit to a newly opened interiors showroom ushered me into a dream job that opened more opportunities for me than I could have ever imagined. I donned the hat of a decorating consultant at the showroom and I was on my way to creating the career I envisioned.

Opportunity knocked at my door in 1997. I peeked and saw the possibility of writing a decorating column for a woman’s magazine. The editor liked the idea and the monthly column debuted in February 1998.

Writing did not only open doors for decorating projects, it also provided me with the opportunity to teach interior decorating classes. A three-year teaching experience added a new dimension to my career while the confidence and reputation I gained were invaluable.

In the midst of the enjoying my new career and the diversity of experiences, I realized that I was involved in doing something I dreamed of as a child. I was writing. To master the finer skills, I signed up for a freelance writing course. Encouraging feedback from tutors gave me the confidence to submit my work for publication on the internet.




An online newsletter published the story of my mission to redefine myself and pursue my dream. The response from readers was unexpected and overwhelming. From around the world, people emailed to say that they identified with my experience. Some even asked for advice. They inspired me to write self-care articles and motivational pieces, especially for women. Soon, this hobby had developed into a passion that consumed me—and my writing.

Nevertheless, working a fulltime job and struggling to write at night while fighting sleep and fatigue did not whittle
 ④
 away at my determination to be a fulltime freelance writer. I hung on because I had another dream—to retire at fifty, even though my fifty-first birthday was staring me in the face.

Prompted by my husband and grown, working children, I handed in my resignation on the 8th of August 2006. The next day, knowing that I will have the time to do the kind of research and writing I enjoy, I sent my writing resume and copies of my published clips to the three local newspapers in my country. I contacted every editor I had worked with before to let them know that I would be available for assignments.




One week before I left, the oldest and largest newspaper in my country commissioned me to write a weekly motivational/inspirational column for their Sunday pullout magazine for women. On the 30th August 2006, eighteen days before I turned fifty-one, I left my office for the last time.

I now write two regular columns while researching and writing feature articles on a variety of other topics, mostly for publication in online magazines. Three books are works in progress and my website is under construction.

My family tells me that I look younger and seem more energetic. I am living my childhood dream, doing what I love. I am a fulltime freelance writer with yet another dream—to be a motivational speaker.

On my journey, I have learned that it is never too late to pursue, and live your dream.





小时候，我的父母，以他们自己为榜样，有意识地培养我对阅读的热爱。我梦想成为一名作家，但对这一梦想的追求，我从未与人讨论过，也从未受过他人的鼓励——我总是把自己关在房间里秘密地写作。




生活在不断地继续着。在十几岁的青少年时期，我忽然对室内设计产生了浓厚的兴趣。然而，在我父母的坚持下，我进入了秘书学校，并在这个领域心满意足地工作了20年。

婚后育有两个孩子、已经38岁的我开始变得焦躁不安。我不满意自己的工作，在一天结束的时候，时常感觉很疲惫。我想在生活中做些创造性的事情。于是，“生命始于四十”成了我的口头禅。

对电视装饰节目的日益沉迷唤醒了我十几岁时的兴趣。当我细细品味节目中的每一句话和每一个场景时，我发誓：我不允许任何东西阻碍我成为一名室内设计师。

离我40岁生日还有10个月时，我报名参加了一个为期两年的室内装饰课程。我把两年的课程挤压在9个月里完成，以保证在我40岁生日那天能获得文凭。离我自己设定的最后期限还有12天时，我圆满完成了任务。在那个时刻，我欣喜若狂。

下一个步骤，就是去设计公司工作以获得一些实践经验。我拜访了一间新开张的内饰陈列室，这次经历不仅带给我一份梦寐以求的工作，而且也为我开启了远远超出想象的更多机会。我在展厅戴上装饰顾问的帽子，感觉自己正在通往设想中的职业生涯的路上。

1997年，我的机会终于来了
 。我稍微留意了一番，发现了为女性杂志编写装饰专栏的可能。编辑喜欢这个主意，并在1998年2月首次推出每月一期的装饰专栏。




专栏写作不仅为装饰项目开放了大门，也让我有机会从事室内装饰类的教学工作。为期三年的教学经验为我的事业添加了一个新的维度，我从中获得的信心和荣誉更是无比珍贵。

正当我享受崭新的事业和丰富多彩的经历时，我意识到我在做的事情实际上就是我小时候的梦想。我正在从事写作。为了掌握更好的写作技能，我报名参加了一个自由写作课程。导师鼓励性的反馈给了我信心，于是我将自己的作品发表在互联网上。

一家在线通讯发表了我重新定义自己、追求梦想的故事。读者的反应出人意料，反响巨大。来自世界各地的人们发电子邮件给我，告诉我说他们认同我的经历。一些人甚至要求我为他们提供建议。他们也激发了我去写作有关自爱励志的文章，尤其是针对女性。很快，这个爱好变成了一种激情，萦绕着我和我的写作。

然而，拥有一份全职工作的同时，努力在夜间写作、对抗睡意和疲倦，这并没有削弱我成为一个全职自由撰稿人的决心。我能坚持下去，因为我有另一个梦想——在50岁时退休，尽管我的51岁生日已近在眼前。




由于我的丈夫以及已经长大并工作了的孩子们不停地怂恿，2006年8月8日，我提交了我的辞呈。因为我知道辞职后将会有充足的时间从事我喜欢的研究和写作，第二天，我就把我写作的简历、发表的文章复印件寄给了三份当地报纸。我联系了每一个之前共事过的编辑，告知他们我可以接受他们的约稿。

在我离职的前一周，国内历史最悠久、规模最大的报纸委托我为他们周日附送的女性杂志撰写每周励志专栏。2006年8月30日，我终于告别了我的办公室，并且不再回来。那一天，离我的51岁生日只有18天了。

我现在在两个常规专栏发表文章，同时研究和写作其他各种主题的专题文章，主要发表在网络杂志上。三本书的写作正在进展中，我的网站也正在建设中。

我的家人告诉我，我看起来似乎更年轻、更有活力了。我实现了我童年的梦想，做了我喜欢的事情：我是一名全职自由撰稿人，我还梦想成为一名励志演说家。

从我的生活轨迹中，我已经学会了一条真理：追求并实现你的梦想，永远都不会太迟。
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①
 instill [in'stil]
 v. 逐渐灌输；
 滴注





②
 secretarial [.sekrə'tɛriəl]
 a. 秘书的


③
 mantra ['mʌntrə]
 n. 颂歌，
 咒语


④
 whittle ['witl]
 v. 削（
 木头）；
 削减


















Overcoming Adversity: Find What You Love　扭转逆境：找到你的至爱

Steve Jobs









I am honored to be with you today at your commencement from one of the finest universities in the world. I never graduated from college. Truth be told, this is the closest I’ve ever gotten to a college graduation. Today I want to tell you three stories from my life. That’s it. No big deal. Just three stories.

The first story is about connecting the dots. I dropped out of Reed College after the first 6 months. So why did I drop out? It started before I was born. My biological mother was a young, unwed college graduate student, and she decided to put me up for adoption. She felt very strongly that I should be adopted by college graduates. My biological mother later found out that my mother had never graduated from college and that my father had never graduated from high school. She refused to sign the final adoption papers. She only relented a few months later when my parents promised that I would someday go to college.




And 17 years later I did go to college. But I naively chose a college that was almost as expensive as Stanford, and all of my working-class parents’ savings were being spent on my college tuition. After six months, I couldn’t see the value in it. I had no idea what I wanted to do with my life...and here I was spending all of the money my parents had saved their entire life. So I decided to drop out and trust that it would all work out OK. It was pretty scary at the time, but looking back it was one of the best decisions I ever made. The minute I dropped out I could stop taking the required classes that didn’t interest me, and begin dropping in on the ones that looked interesting.

Reed College at that time offered perhaps the best calligraphy
 ①
 instruction in the country. Throughout the campus every poster, every label on every drawer, was beautifully hand calligraphed. Because I had dropped out and didn’t have to take the normal classes, I decided to take a calligraphy class to learn how to do this. I learned about serif and san serif typefaces, about varying the amount of space between different letter combinations, about what makes great typography great.

None of this had even a hope of any practical application in my life. But ten years later, when we were designing the first Macintosh computer, it all came back to me. And we designed it all into the Mac. It was the first computer with beautiful typography. If I had never dropped in on that single course in college, the Mac would have never had multiple typefaces or proportionally spaced fonts.




My second story is about love and loss. I was lucky—I found what I loved to do early in life. Woz and I started Apple in my parents’ garage when I was 20. We worked hard, and in 10 years Apple had grown from just the two of us in a garage into a $2 billion company with over 4,000 employees. We had just released our finest creation—the Macintosh—a year earlier, and I had just turned 30. And then I got fired. How can you get fired from a company you started?

I really didn’t know what to do for a few months. I was a very public failure, and I even thought about running away from the valley. But something slowly began to dawn on me—I still loved what I did. I had been rejected, but I was still in love. And so I decided to start over. I didn’t see it then, but it turned out that getting fired from Apple was the best thing that could have ever happened to me. The heaviness of being successful was replaced by the lightness of being a beginner again, less sure about everything. It freed me to enter one of the most creative periods of my life.




During the next five years, I started a company named NeXT, another company named Pixar, and fell in love with an amazing woman who would become my wife. Pixar went on to create the worlds first computer animated feature film, Toy Story
 , and is now the most successful animation studio in the world. In a remarkable turn of events, Apple bought NeXT, I retuned to Apple, and the technology we developed at NeXT is at the heart of Apple’s current renaissance
 ②
 . And Laurene and I have a wonderful family together.

I’m pretty sure none of this would have happened if I hadn’t been fired from Apple. It was awful tasting medicine, but I guess the patient needed it. Sometimes life hits you in the head with a brick. Don’t lose faith. I’m convinced that the only thing that kept me going was that I loved what I did. You’ve got to find what you love. And that is as true for your work as it is for your lovers.

My third story is about death. When I was 17, I read a quote that went something like: “If you live each day as if it was your last, someday you’ll most certainly be right.” It made an impression on me, and since then, for the past 33 years, I have looked in the mirror every morning and asked myself: “If today were the last day of my life, would I want to do what I am about to do today?” And whenever the answer has been “No” for too many days in a row, I know I need to change something.




Remembering that I’ll be dead soon is the most important tool I’ve ever encountered to help me make the big choices in life. Because almost everything—all external expectations, all pride, all fear of embarrassment or failure—these things just fall away in the face of death, leaving only what is truly important.

About a year ago I was diagnosed with cancer. I had a scan at 7:30 in the morning. It clearly showed a tumor on my pancreas
 ③
 . I didn’t even know what a pancreas was. The doctors told me this was almost certainly a type of cancer that is incurable, and that I should expect to live no longer than three to six months. My doctor advised me to go home and get my affairs in order, which is doctor’s code for prepare to die.

I lived with that diagnosis all day. Later that evening I had a biopsy, where they stuck an endoscope down my throat, through my stomach and into my intestines
 ④
 , put a needle into my pancreas and got a few cells from the tumor. When they viewed the cells under a microscope the doctors started crying because it turned out to be a very rare form of pancreatic cancer that is curable with surgery. I had the surgery and I’m fine now. This was the closest I’ve been to facing death. Having lived through it, I can now talk about it with a bit more certainty than when death was a useful but purely intellectual concept.




Death is very likely the single best invention of Life. It is Life’s change agent. It clears out the old to make way for the new. Your time is limited, so don’t waste it living someone else’s life. Don’t be trapped by dogma
 ⑤
 —which is living with the results of other people’s thinking. Don’t let the noise of others’ opinions drown out your own inner voice. And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition. They somehow already know what you truly want to become. Everything else is secondary.
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①
 calligraphy [kə'ligrəfi]
 n. 书法


②
 renaissance [rə'neisəns]
 n. 文艺复兴；
 再生


③
 pancreas ['pæŋkriəs]
 n. 胰脏


④
 intestine [in'testin]
 n. 肠


⑤
 dogma ['dɔ:gmə,'dɔgmə]
 n. 教条；
 教义；
 信条





今天，能与你们一起参加毕业典礼
 ，我深感荣幸。你们即将从世界上最顶尖的大学毕业。而我从未大学毕业。说实话，今天算是我最接近大学毕业的时刻。我想要跟你们分享我生活中的三个故事。仅此而已。没什么大不了的东西，只是三个故事而已。




第一个故事是关于连接人生的节点。我在里德大学仅上了六个月便退学了。我为什么要退学呢？这得从我出生之前开始说起。我的生母是一名年轻未婚的在校研究生，她决定将我送给别人收养，并强烈坚持我应该被大学毕业生收养。我的生母后来发现，我的养母大学没有毕业，我的养父连高中都没有毕业。她就拒绝签这个收养合同。几个月后，我的养父母同意将来一定会送我上大学，她的态度才缓和下来。

17年后，我的确上大学了。但是我很无知地选了一所学费几乎跟斯坦福一样贵的大学。我那工薪阶层的养父母把所有的积蓄都花在了我的学费上。六个月后，我看不到其中的价值所在。我不知道我想过什么样的生活……而这时，我就要花光父母的终生积蓄。所以我决定退学，并且相信未来一切都会好的。那时我感到非常害怕，但是现在回想起来，这是我做出的最正确的决定之一。从退学那一刻起，我可以跳过不感兴趣的必修课，而开始旁听一些看上去有意思的课。

里德学院在那时提供的也许是全美最好的美术字课程。学院里面的每张海报、每个抽屉的标签上全都是漂亮的手写美术字。因为我已经退学，不用再去上那些常规的课程，于是我选择了一个书法班，想学学怎么写美术字。我学到了衬线字体和无衬线字体，也学到了不同字母组合之间的间距变化，以及如何做出漂亮的版式。




似乎我一辈子也不太可能实际应用这些知识。但10年之后，当我们在设计第一台苹果电脑时，这一切都重新出现在我脑海里。我们将其全都设计进了苹果电脑，第一台有漂亮字体的电脑。如果我没有旁听那样一门课里，苹果电脑可能就不会有多重字体，也不会有等比例间距字体。

我的第二个故事是关于爱和失去。我很幸运——我在人生早期就发现自己喜欢做什么。20岁的时候，我和沃兹在我父母的车库里开创了苹果公司。我们努力工作，10年之后，苹果已经从只有我们两人的车库里发展成了一个20亿美元的公司，员工人数超过4,000人。我们推出了我们最好的创造——苹果电脑——而就在一年前，我刚过而立之年。然后我被炒鱿鱼了。你怎么可能被你自己创立的公司炒了鱿鱼呢？

接下去的几个月里，我真的不知道该做什么。我成了人人皆知的失败者，甚至一度想逃离硅谷。但事情渐渐明朗起来——我还是喜欢我做过的事情。虽然我被驱逐了，但是我仍然钟爱它。于是，我决定从头再来。后来的事实证明，从苹果公司被解雇可能是发生在我身上的最好的事情了，而当时的我并没有看到这一点。我卸下成功者的沉重负担，重新成为一个轻松的创业者，对一切都不再那么肯定。这让我感觉如此自由，从而进入了人生中最富有创造力的时期之一。




在接下来的5年里，我开了一家叫做NeXT的公司，又开一家叫做皮克斯的公司，也爱上了一个了不起的女人。这个女人后来成了我的妻子。皮克斯公司制作了世界上第一部电脑动画电影《玩具总动员》，现在它是世界上最成功的动画工作室。在大规模的购并中，苹果公司收购了NeXT，于是我又回到了苹果。我们在NeXT研发出的技术成为后来苹果复兴的核心技术。我和劳伦也拥有了美满的家庭，幸福地生活在一起。

如果当初我不被苹果解雇，我敢肯定这一切将不可能发生。这帖药很苦，但是我想病人很需要它。有时生活会给你迎头一击，但不要失去信心。我确信唯一让我一直走下去的，就是我对自己事业的热爱。你得找到你的至爱，无论工作，还是爱情，都应如此。

我的第三个故事是关于死亡的。我17岁时读到一句名言，大概是这样说的：“如果你把每一天当成最后一天去过，那么终有一天你肯定是正确的。”这让我印象深刻。从那以后，在过去的33年里，我每天早上看着镜子中的自己，扪心自问：“如果今天是我生命中的最后一天，我还要做今天本来要去做的事情吗？”每当连续几天答案都是“不”时，我就知道我需要改变了。




时刻提醒自己终将死去，是我遇到的最重要的“工具”，它能帮助我做出人生的重大抉择。因为几乎所有的东西——所有外部期望、所有的骄傲、所有对难堪或失败的恐惧——面对死亡时，这些东西便灰飞烟灭了，只留下真正重要的东西。

大约一年前，我被诊断出患了癌症。我在早上7点半作了断层扫描，结果清楚地显示我的胰腺上有一个肿瘤。我甚至都不知道胰腺是什么东西。医生们告诉我，这几乎是一种无法治愈的癌症，我存活的时间大概不超过三到六个月。医生建议我回家，把诸事安排妥当，这是医生让我准备后事的暗语。

我整天都想着那个诊断结果。那天晚上我做了一个活切片检查。他们将一个内窥镜伸进我的喉咙，穿过我的胃，进入我的肠子，用一根针在我的胰腺肿瘤上取了几个细胞。当他们在显微镜下观察那些细胞后
 ，医生开始哭泣，因为那是一个非常罕见的胰腺癌，通过手术是可以治愈的。我做了这个手术，现在我痊愈了。这是我最近距离面对死亡的经历。有过这样的经历，我现在可以更确定地谈论死亡，而不仅仅把它当成一个有用的纯粹的理论概念。




死亡很可能是生命最好的发明。它是推动生命改变的催化剂。它将旧的生命清除以便给新的生命让路。你的时间是有限的，所以不要浪费时间去过别人的生活。不要被教条束缚住手脚——盲从教条就是活在别人思考的结果里。不要被其他人喧嚣的观点掩盖住你内心真实的声音。最重要的是，要有勇气去跟随你的内心和直觉，只有它们知道你真正想成为什么。其他一切都是次要的。






















I Never Write Right　小女孩的作家梦

Linda Stafford









When I was fifteen, I announced to my English class that I was going to write and illustrate
 ①
 my own books. Half the students sneered
 ②
 , the rest nearly fell out of their chairs laughing. “Don’t be silly, only geniuses can become writers,” the English teacher said smugly, “And you are getting a D this semester.” I was so humiliated I burst into tears.

That night I wrote a short sad poem about broken dreams and mailed it to the Capri’s Weekly
 newspaper. To my astonishment, they published it and sent me two dollars. I was a published and paid writer. I showed my teacher and fellow students. They laughed. “Just plain dumb luck,” the teacher said. I tasted success. I’d sold the first thing I’d ever written. That was more than any of them had done and if it was just dumb luck, that was fine with me.

During the next two years I sold dozens of poems, letters, jokes and recipes. By the time I graduated from high school, with a C minus average, I had scrapbooks filled with my published work. I never mentioned my writing to my teachers, friends or my family again. They were dream killers and if people must choose between their friends and their dreams, they must always choose their dreams.




I had four children at the time, and the oldest was only four. While the children napped, I typed on my ancient typewriter. I wrote what I felt. It took nine months, just like a baby. I chose a publisher at random and put the manuscript
 ③
 in an empty Pampers diapers package, the only box I could find. I’d never heard of manuscript boxes. The letter I enclosed read, “I wrote this book myself, I hope you like it. I also do the illustrations. Chapter six and twelve are my favourites. Thank you.” I tied a string around the diaper box and mailed it without a self addressed stamped envelope and without making a copy of the manuscript.

A month later I received a contract, an advance on royalties, and a request to start working on another book. Crying Wind
 , the title of my book, became a best seller, was translated into fifteen languages and Braille and sold worldwide. I appeared on TV talk shows during the day and changed diapers at night. I traveled from New York to California and Canada on promotional tours. My first book also became required reading in native American schools in Canada.




The worst year I ever had as a writer I earned two dollars. I was fifteen, remember? In my best year I earned 36,000 dollars. Most years I earned between five thousand and ten thousand. No, it isn’t enough to live on, but it’s still more than I’d make working part time and it’s five thousand to ten thousand more than I’d make if I didn’t write at all. People ask what college I attended, what degrees I had and what qualifications I have to be a writer. The answer is: “None.” I just write. I’m not a genius. I’m not gifted and I don’t write right. I’m lazy, undisciplined, and spend more time with my children and friends than I do writing. I didn’t own a thesaurus until four years ago and I use a small Webster’s dictionary that I’d bought at K-Mart for 89 cents. I use an electric typewriter that I paid a hundred and twenty nine dollars for six years ago. I’ve never used a word processor. I do all the cooking, cleaning and laundry for a family of six and fit my writing in a few minutes here and there. I write everything in longhand on yellow tablets while sitting on the sofa with my four kids eating pizza and watching TV. When the book is finished, I type it and mail it to the publisher. I’ve written eight books. Four have been published and three are still out with the publishers. One stinks. To all those who dream of writing, I’m shouting at you: “Yes, you can. Yes, you can. Don’t listen to them.” I don’t write right but I’ve beaten the odds
 ④
 . Writing is easy, it’s fun and anyone can do it. Of course, a little dumb luck doesn’t hurt.
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①
 illustrate ['iləstreit]
 v. 举例说明；（
 为书）
 作插图，
 图解


②
 sneer [sniə]
 v. 嘲笑，
 冷笑


③
 manuscript ['mænjuskript]
 n. 手稿；
 原稿


④
 odds [ɔdz]
 n. 机率，
 可能性；
 差别；
 让步；
 优势












在我15岁的时候，我在英语课上宣布：我要编写我自己的书，并为之设计插画。一半的学生开始窃笑，其余的则笑得几乎从椅子上跌下来。“别傻了，只有天才才能成为作家，”英文老师自以为是地说道，“而你这个学期的成绩只是‘差’。”我感觉受到了奇耻大辱，忍不住放声大哭起来。

那天晚上，我写了一首关于梦想破灭的伤心短诗，并将它寄给了《卡普里周报》。令我惊讶的是，他们发表了它，并给我寄来了2美元稿酬。我成了一个发表过作品并取得了稿费的作家。我把那首诗拿给老师和同学看，他们笑了。“瞎猫逮着死耗子。”老师说道。我尝到了成功的甜蜜，我卖掉了我所写的第一篇作品。那是他们任何人未能做到的，就算只是因为运气，我也无所谓。

在接下来的两年里，我发表了几十篇诗歌、书信、笑话和食谱。从高中毕业时我的平均成绩只有“中”，但是我的剪贴簿里已经贴满了我发表的作品。我从来没有向我的老师、朋友或家人再次提起我的写作，因为他们是梦想杀手。如果有人要在朋友和梦想之间作出选择，他们总应该选择后者。

我有四个孩子，最大的那时只有4岁。孩子们进入梦乡时，我就开始在那台老掉牙的打字机上敲入文字。我花了整整九个月时间写下自己的感受，这部书稿就像是一个婴儿，而我就像是一位怀胎十月的母亲。然后，我随意选择了一家出版社，将手稿用空的“帮宝适”尿布盒子包起来——这是我唯一能找到的盒子了。我从来没听说过什么手稿箱。在随手稿附上的信里，我写道：“这本书是我自己写的，希望你喜欢它。插图也是我自己画的。第六章和第十二章是我的最爱。谢谢。”我用绳子捆好尿布盒子，然后寄了出去，没有在信封上写上自己的地址，甚至也没有留下一份手稿的复印件。




一个月后，我收到一份合同、一份预付款，以及一份让我着手写另一本书的请求
 。我的书《哭泣的风》成了畅销书，并被译成15国文字和盲文销往世界各地。我白天出现在电视访谈节目中，晚上则回家换尿片。我从纽约来到加州、加拿大巡回宣传我的书。我的第一本书也被列入加拿大美国本土学校的必读书目。

我作为一个作家，最糟糕的一年只挣到了2美元，那年我15岁，还记得吗？而我干得最好的时候，一年可以挣36,000美元。大多数时候，我的收入在5,000至10,000之间。依靠这些钱过日子是远远不够的，但它仍然超过我做兼职工作的收入，而且如果我没有写作，那我连这每年5,000到10,000的收入也不会有。人们常常问我读了什么大学、获得了什么学位和资格才成为一个作家。我的答案是：“什么也没有。”我只是写作。我并不是一个天才，没有天赋才华，甚至不能正确地书写。我很懒惰，没有经过任何正式训练；比起花在写作上的时间，我在孩子和朋友身上花去更多的时间。直到四年前，我才有了一本同义词典，之前一直用的是在凯马特超市用89美分买的韦氏袖珍词典。我用的是六年前花129美元买的电动打字机，从来不用文字处理程序。我要为我的六口之家洗衣、做饭、打扫卫生，有空的时候，见缝插针地这里写几分钟，那里写几分钟。陪四个孩子坐在沙发上一边吃比萨饼一边看电视时，我总是把想到的东西快速地记在黄色的笔记簿上。这本书完成后，我把它打印出来邮寄给出版商。我一共写了八本书，四本已出版，三本还在出版社。还有一本糟透了。对于那些梦想写作的人，我想大喊一声：“没错，你可以的。是的，你一定行。别听他们的。”虽然我不能正确书写，但是我战胜了困难，实现了原本不可能的梦想
 。写作很容易，而且十分有趣，每个人都可以写作。当然，有点好运气并没什么害处。




























Chapter 4 浮生若梦的幻影














Imagination is more important than knowledge. Knowledge is limited. Imagination encircles the world.










想象力比知识更为重要。知识是有限的，而想象力则包围着整个世界。














A Haunted House　鬼屋

Virginia Woolf









Whatever hour you woke there was a door shutting. From room to room they went, hand in hand, lifting here, opening there, making sure—a ghostly couple.

“Here we left it,” she said. And he added, “Oh, but here too.” “It’s upstairs,” she murmured. “And in the garden,” he whispered. “Quietly,” they said, “or we shall wake them.”

But it wasn’t that you woke us. Oh, no. “They’re looking for it; they’re drawing the curtain,” one might say, and so read on a page or two. “Now they’ve found it,” one would be certain, stopping the pencil on the margin. And then, tired of reading, one might rise and see for oneself, the house all empty, the doors standing open, only the wood pigeons bubbling with content and the hum of the threshing machine sounding from the farm. “What did I come in here for? What did I want to find?” My hands were empty. “Perhaps it’s upstairs then?” The apples were in the loft. And so down again, the garden still as ever, only the book had slipped into the grass.




But they had found it in the drawing room. Not that one could ever see them. The windowpanes reflected apples, reflected roses; all the leaves were green in the glass. If they moved in the drawing room, the apple only turned its yellow side. Yet, the moment after, if the door was opened, spread about the floor, hung upon the walls, pendant from the ceiling—what? My hands were empty. The shadow of a thrush crossed the carpet; from the deepest wells of silence the wood pigeon drew its bubble of sound. “Safe, safe, safe” the pulse of the house beat softly. “The treasure buried; the room…” the pulse stopped short. Oh, was that the buried treasure?

A moment later the light had faded. Out in the garden then? But the trees spun darkness for a wandering beam of sun. So fine, so rare, coolly sunk beneath the surface the beam I sought always burned behind the glass. Death was the glass; death was between us, coming to the woman first, hundreds of years ago, leaving the house, sealing all the windows; the rooms were darkened. He left it, left her, went North, went East, saw the stars turned in the Southern sky; sought the house, found it dropped beneath the Downs. “Safe, safe, safe,” the pulse of the house beat gladly. “The Treasure yours.”




The wind roars up the avenue. Trees stoop and bend this way and that. Moonbeams splash and spill wildly in the rain. But the beam of the lamp falls straight from the window. The candle burns stiff and still. Wandering through the house, opening the windows, whispering not to wake us, the ghostly couple seek their joy.

“Here we slept,” she says. And he adds, “Kisses without number.” “Waking in the morning—” “Silver between the trees—” “Upstairs—” “In the garden—” “When summer came—” “In winter snowtime—” The doors go shutting far in the distance, gently knocking like the pulse of a heart.

Nearer they come, cease at the doorway. The wind falls, the rain slides silver down the glass. Our eyes darken, we hear no steps beside us; we see no lady spread her ghostly cloak. His hands shield the lantern. “Look,” he breathes. “Sound asleep. Love upon their lips.”

Stooping, holding their silver lamp above us, long they look and deeply. Long they pause. The wind drives straightly; the flame stoops slightly. Wild beams of moonlight cross both floor and wall, and, meeting, stain the faces bent; the faces pondering; the faces that search the sleepers and seek their hidden joy.

“Safe, safe, safe,” the heart of the house beats proudly. “Long years—” he sighs. “Again you found me.” “Here,” she murmurs, “sleeping; in the garden reading; laughing, rolling apples in the loft. Here we left our treasure—” Stooping, their light lifts the lids upon my eyes. “Safe! Safe! Safe!” the pulse of the house beats wildly. Waking, I cry “Oh, is this your buried treasure? The light in the heart.”
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无论什么时候醒来，总会听到关门的声音。于是他们手拉着手，逐间屋子仔细检查，一一确认——是一对鬼夫妻。

“还剩这间。”她说。“噢，这儿也是……”他补充道。“在楼上。”她嘟哝了一句。“花园里也有。”他悄声说。“小声点儿，否则会吵醒他们。”他们同时开口。

但其实不是你们吵醒了我们。哦，不，“他们正在努力寻找着；他们在窗帘上画着什么。”其中一个说道，然后读了一两页。“现在他们找到了。”其中一人非常确定地边说边停下了手里的铅笔。然后，他们观察得累了，一人自顾自地起身去查看。房子空空如也，门也都静静地敞开着，只有斑鸠咕咕的声音和远处农场打谷机传来的嗡嗡声。“我刚刚是进来干什么来的？我是想找到什么？”我的手里什么东西也没有。“也许是在楼上？”突然想到是否是阁楼上的苹果滚动的声音。但是又一无所获地下来了，花园也安静如初，只有书本滑落到草地上的痕迹。




但他们又在客厅找到了什么。不是他们亲眼看到了什么，而是玻璃窗反射出苹果和玫瑰的影子；从玻璃里透过的树叶都是绿茵茵的。如果鬼魅在客厅中移动，那苹果只会映射出泛黄的那一面。但是紧接着，如果门是开着的，那么那些散落在地上、贴挂在墙面、悬挂在天花板上的……什么？我手里竟然还是空空如也。一只画眉的身影跃过地毯；斑鸠从静寂深井里发出冒泡的声音，“安了，安了，安了……”这座房子拍打着轻柔的节奏。“难道这房间下有埋藏的宝藏……”节奏骤然停止。噢，真的是埋藏的宝藏吗？

过了一会儿，灯光渐暗。花园里又是怎样一番景象呢？树木透过黑暗，跳跃在一束阳光里。如此精妙，如此罕见，那些我追寻的光束总是看似静谧地沉浸在表面，殊不知玻璃已被深深地灼热。这就是玻璃之死；死亡就在你我之间，从数千年前的女人开始，弃掉这座房子，密封所有的窗户，每个房间都笼罩在黑暗里。随着南方的天空星现星陨，他离开了这里，离开了她，去了北方，去了东部，任凭这屋子在开阔的高地中慢慢被湮没……“安了，安了，安了……”屋子的节奏又轻快地敲打起来。“原来这就是你们所寻求的宝藏。”




风顺着林荫道呼啸而来，树被吹得东倒西歪。月光倾泻而下，肆意飞舞在雨中。但是灯光却直直地从窗户透了出来，烛火忽明忽暗地燃烧着。游走在这所屋子的每个角落，轻轻推开所有的窗户，那些不会打扰到我们的悄悄话，都是这对鬼夫妻寻觅着的小愉悦。

“或许我们该睡了。”她说。“无数的亲吻。”他补充道。“当清晨醒来——”“当银色洒满树林——”“当楼上——”“当花园里——”“当盛夏来临——”“当雪中穿梭——”远远的，门被合上了，只剩下轻柔的敲门声如同心脏的蠢蠢跳动融化在空气里。

他们越走越近，在门口停下脚步。风轻轻地掠过，雨水泛着银色的光亮顺着玻璃窗滑落。我们眼前一黑，听不到身旁的脚步声；也没有看到穿着黑色斗篷如鬼魅般的女子。他的手持着油灯。“看！”他的呼吸声匀促有力。“听起来像是睡着了，愿爱停留在他们的唇齿之间。”




他们弯腰将银色灯盏举过头顶，意味深长地打量着，停驻了许久。风直直地呼啸而过，火苗也被吹弯了腰。窗外的月光放肆地浸透着每一寸地板和墙壁，交相辉映，像足了一张张扭曲的、深思的和试图探索沉睡者隐藏的快乐的脸。

“安了，安了，安了……”如心脏般的律动再次高昂响起。“许多年——”他哼了起来，“你再次寻到了我。”“就在这里，”她轻声接唱，“安睡着；我们在花园里理解着世界，笑着，在阁楼上滚动苹果。这都是我们曾丢弃掉的财富——”弯下身，却有光明为我揭开欣赏世界的眼帘。“安了！安了！安了！”游荡在这座房子的律动越鸣越野。梦醒，我哭了，“噢，这就是被掩埋了的财富？那可以照亮心间的光芒！”






















The Black Cat　黑猫

Edgar Allan Poe









I know you will not believe this story. Only a madman could hope that you would believe it—and I am not mad. But as I am going to die tomorrow, I would like to tell my story to the world today. Perhaps some day, somebody more calm and less excitable than me, will be able to explain it.

I have always loved animals. I loved them deeply, from the very first days of my life. When I was young, we always had many animals in our house, and so I used to spend most of my days playing with them and taking care of them. As the years passed, I grew into a quiet, gentle man, and my love for animals grew too. I found that they were more friendly, more honest than most men Animals were always my best friends.

I got married when I was quite young. Luckily, my wife loved animals too, and she used to buy me many animals as presents. In fact, our house was always full of animals—we had birds, fish, a dog, chickens, and a cat.




This cat, whom we called Pluto, was a large black cat. He was a beautiful animal, and he was also very clever. I loved Pluto more than I loved all my other animals. I wanted to do everything for him myself, so I never let my wife take care of him. I used to play with him and give him his food, and he followed me everywhere I went.

For several years Pluto and I were the best of friends, but during this time my life slowly changed. I became a heavy drinker, and my need for alcohol soon grew into a terrible disease. I was often angry and violent. I began to shout at my wife, and I even started to hit her. My animals, too, felt the change in me. I stopped taking care of them and sometimes I was even cruel to them. But I was never cruel to Pluto. As time passed, my disease grew worse, and soon even Pluto was not safe from my violence.

One night I arrived home late. I was very, very drunk. When Pluto saw me, he tried to run away from me, and this made me angry. I caught him by his neck and shook him. He, in his fright, bit me on the hand. At once, a wild, terrible anger filled me, and I could feel nothing except burning hate. Slowly I took a knife from my pocket, opened it, and then carefully cut out one of Pluto’s eyes from its socket. I shake today as I write these words down. Every time I remember that day, I still feel sadness and pain.




When I woke up the next morning, I felt ashamed of what I had done. But this feeling was not strong enough to make me change my life. I continued to drink because it was too difficult for me to stop. Soon, I had forgotten what I had done.

As the months passed, Pluto got better. His empty eye socket still looked terrible, but at least he wasn’t in pain any more. Not surprisingly, he used to run away from me when he saw me, frightened that I would hurt him again. At first I was sad to see him run away—an animal which had once so loved me. Then I began to feel a little angry. There is something strange about the human heart. We humans seem to like hurt-ing ourselves. Haven’t we all, a hundred times, done something stupid or evil just because we know that we should not do it? It was because of this, this need to hurt myself, that I did this next evil thing…

One morning I woke, found a rope and calmly tied it round Pluto’s neck. Then I hung the poor animal from a tree and left it there to die. I cried as I did this terrible thing. My face was wet with tears and my heart was black and heavy. But I killed it. I killed it because I knew it had loved me, because it hadn’t hurt me, even because I knew that I was doing something terrible and wrong.




That same night we had a fire in our house. I was woken from my sleep by loud shouts of “Fire!” When I opened my eyes, I found that the fire had already reached the bedroom. My wife and I ran out of the house as fast as we could. Luckily we escaped death, but the house and almost everything in it was destroyed.

The next day I went back into the house and saw several people standing in a group, looking at a wall. It was the only wall of the house that was still standing after the fire. It was one of my bedroom walls, the one where the head of my bed had rested. As I came nearer to the wall I heard someone say, “How strange!” and another person, “That’s impossible!” And then I saw it—a huge cat. Not a real cat, but the shape of a cat outlined in the white bedroom wall. It was as clear as a picture. I could even see a rope around the animal’s neck.

I stood there in horror, too frightened to move. Then, slowly, I thought back to the night before. I had left the cat hanging from a tree, in the garden at the back of my house. When a neighbour had first noticed the fire, many people had run into the garden. One of them had probably cut the cat from the tree and thrown it through my open window, in order to wake me up. The cat’s body had hit my bedroom wall and left its shape there, because the plaster on that wall was new and still soft.




Although I thought that this was a very reasonable explanation, the strange shape on the wall still worried me. I thought about the cat day and night. I began to feel sorry that I had killed it. I started walking around the streets at night looking at all the cats, to see if I could find another one like Pluto.

One night, I was drinking in my favourite bar when I suddenly noticed a large, black cat. I went up to it and touched it. It was very large—as large as Pluto had been. It also looked very like Pluto. Except for one thing. Pluto had been black all over, but this cat had a white mark on its front.

I touched the cat and he immediately lay down against my leg and seemed very friendly towards me. This, I decided, was the cat that I wanted. I offered the barman some money to buy the cat from him, but he said that the cat didn’t belong to him. In fact, he had no idea where it had come from.

So I took the cat home. My wife liked it immediately, and it stayed with us from that day. But soon—I do not know why—the cat started to make me angry, and, as time passed, I began to hate it. I did not hurt it in any way, but I always tried to keep as far away from it as possible.




I knew one reason why I hated this cat so much. On the morning after I had brought it home, I saw that, like Pluto, it had lost one of its eyes. My wife, who was the kind, gentle person that I had once been, only loved the cat more because of this. But the cat didn’t like my wife. It loved me alone.

Every time I sat down, it used to jump onto my knees. When I went out of a room, it used to run out in front of me and get between my feet, or climb up my legs. At these times, I wanted to kill it. But I didn’t, because I was too afraid—afraid of the cat, and even more afraid of the white mark on its chest.

I have already mentioned this mark. At first, there was nothing strange about it. It was just a white mark. But slowly this mark grew and changed until it had the clear shape of a terrible, a horrible thing—It was the shape of the gallows! Yes, those horrible wooden posts from which they hang men by a rope around the neck!

As each day passed, my fear grew and grew. I, a man, a strong man, had become afraid of a cat! Why was I so frightened, so worried by a stupid animal? Day and night, I could get no rest. I had the most terrible dreams, and my mind turned to dark, evil thoughts. I hated everything, everybody—and life itself.




One day my wife and I needed to get something from the cellar underneath the house. The cat followed us down the steps and threw itself in front of me. I almost fell on my face and, mad with anger, I took hold of an axe and tried to kill the animal. But my wife caught my arm to stop me, and then anger exploded in my mind. I turned and drove the axe deep into her head. She fell dead on the floor, without a sound.

After this horrible murder, I calmly made plans to hide the body. I knew I couldn’t take it out of the house, either by day or night, because the neighbours would see me. So I had to think of other ways…I could cut the body up into very small pieces and then burn them in a fire. I could hide the body under the floor. Or I could put the body in a box and then ask someone to carry the box away…Finally, I thought of a better idea. I decided to hide the body behind the walls of the cellar.

I knew immediately which wall to choose. There was a wall in the cellar round the bottom of an old chimney, which was no longer used. This wall had bricks in the front and back but was empty in the middle. I started work at once. I took out some of the bricks from the front wall and carefully put the body against the back wall. Then I put back the bricks and covered them with plaster. I made sure that the plaster did not look new, and soon the wall looked just the same as all the other walls. When I had finished my work, I looked at the plaster. “I’ve never done a better piece of work!” I said to myself happily.




I then looked around for the cat, to kill it. It had brought too much unhappiness into my life, and so it, too, must now die. I looked for it everywhere, but it had disappeared. I was free at last! That night I had a deep, peaceful sleep—I, who had just killed my wife, slept well!

Three days passed and still the cat did not appear. I was now a happy man, happier than I had been for a long time. I wasn’t worried by what I had done. People had asked a few questions and the police had visited my house, but they had found nothing.

On the fourth day the police visited again and began to search the house. They looked into all the rooms and then went down into the cellar. I went with them, feeling calm and safe. I watched them as they looked everywhere. They seemed quite happy that there was nothing there and they got ready to leave. I was very happy. I was sure that I was safe, but I wanted to say something, just a word or two, to show how unworried I was.




“Gentlemen,” I said, “I’m pleased that you’ve found nothing here, and that you are now leaving this hous…But let me show you something, gentlemen. Do you see how well built this house is? These walls, you will notice, are very strong.”As I said these words, I knocked on the wall with a stick—the wall where I had hidden my wife!

At that moment we heard a sound. It was a strange sound, unlike anything I had ever heard before. The sound was soft at first, almost like a baby crying. Then it grew louder and louder and turned into one long, endless scream. It was like a cry rising from Hell.

The policemen looked at me, then at one another. They ran to the wall and started pulling out the bricks as fast as they could. In minutes the wall was down and there, for all to see, was the body of my dead wife. On top of her head, with a red, open mouth and one burning eye, sat the black cat—the animal which had made me a murderer, and which would now send me to my death.




I had put the horrible thing into the wall, alive, with my wife!
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我知道你们不会信这个故事。只有疯子才会指望你们相信它的真实——我又没疯。但是鉴于明天就是我的死期，我今天还是要把我的故事说出来。或许今后某些比我明察秋毫的人，会解释这一切蹊跷。


我一降生就喜欢动物
 ，可以说是非常爱。小时候，家里有很多动物，我总是一天到晚跟它们泡在一起，并负责照顾它们。随着时光流逝，我长成一位安静内敛的绅士，而我对动物的感情也与日俱增。我越发觉得它们的友好和忠诚了，其中大部分的雄性动物都是我最好的朋友。




我很早就结婚了。幸运的是，我的妻子也很爱动物，她常常买些动物当做礼物送给我。实际上，我们家简直就是个汇集了鸟、鱼、狗、鸡、猫的动物园。


我们有一只大黑猫
 ，叫布鲁托。它真是漂亮极了，还很聪明。在我的动物们中，我最爱的就是布鲁托。我想亲自为他操办一切事情，所以从不让妻子插手来照顾他。我经常和它玩耍，给它喂食，它也总是天天屁颠颠地围着我转。

布鲁托和我成了相伴多年的好朋友，可是我的生活也在悄悄起着变化。我变成了一个酒鬼，我嗜酒的程度之深以至于让我患了重病，从此变得易怒和暴力。我开始冲妻子发火，甚至动手打她
 。我的动物们，也同样感受到了我的变化
 。我不再好好照顾它们，有时候甚至以虐待它们为乐，当然，布鲁托除外，我从不动它。随着时间的推移，我的病情恶化了，最近连布鲁托也未能幸免于难，成了我施暴的对象。

有一天我喝得酩酊大醉，很晚才回到家。布鲁托看到我，试图赶紧逃开，这让我火冒三丈。我掐住它的脖子用力摇晃。它带着巨大的恐惧咬伤了我的手。顿时，一股强烈的怒火涌遍我全身，就如正在熊熊燃烧的仇恨。我慢慢地从口袋里掏出一把弹簧刀，一点一点地，把布鲁托的一只眼球从眼眶里挖了出来。直到现在写下这些文字，我的身体仍然止不住地颤抖。每次想起当时的情景，我仍然会被笼罩在难以言喻的悲伤和痛苦之中。




第二天早上起床后，我为昨晚的事羞愧难当。可这种感觉还是没强烈到足以让我改变当时的生活。我仍然嗜酒如命，酒这玩意儿真是太诱惑人了。很快，我甚至忘了自己曾造过的孽。

几个月后，布鲁托恢复了许多。它空洞洞的眼眶看上去还是挺吓人的，但是好歹它不觉得痛了。不出所料，它一看到我就跑得很远
 ，生怕我会再次伤害它。起初，看到这个曾经跟我很亲密的小东西如今再也不愿和我亲近，心里还是十分难过。后来，我开始觉得有点恼人。人心就是蹊跷。我们人类似乎也喜欢自我折磨。可是，总有那么多人，一遍又一遍地做着本不愿做、却又无法控制的糊涂事。就是这种观念作祟，这种自我折磨的潜在需求，让我又做了一件错事。

一天早上，我醒来后看到了一根绳子，就随意地往布鲁托的脖子上绕了绕。然后我把这个可怜的小东西挂到一棵树上，就这样让它慢慢等死。我为自己这种龌龊的行径流泪了。泪流满面的我，感到自己心狠手辣，又心情沉重。但我却杀了它，或许因为它曾经很黏我，或许因为它并未伤害过我，甚至因为我深知自己的恶性，所以我得杀了它。

就在那晚，我在房间里生火取暖。可后来我却被一阵尖叫声吵醒：“起火啦！”我睁开眼睛，发现火苗已经蹿到了我的卧室门口。我和妻子赶紧跑出了房子。所幸我们人无大碍，但是整座房子和里面的每一样东西都烧毁了。




第二天，我走近已经烧毁的房子，看到几个人站在一堆，正往一面墙上看着什么。这是火灾后唯一还没倒的一面墙，刚好是我房间靠床头的的那面墙。当我离墙越来越近时，听到有人在说：“真是奇怪！”另外有一个人说：“这，不可能的吧！”最后我看到了——一只巨大的猫。不是真猫，而是卧室这面白墙上留下的一个猫的形状，它就如一幅画一样清晰。我甚至能看到猫脖子上绕着的那根绳子。

我呆若木鸡，诚惶诚恐地站在那儿不敢动。接着，我渐渐地回想起了那晚的情形——我将布鲁托吊在房屋后花园的树上。当邻居刚发现起火的时候，很多人都跑进了花园。有人割断了吊着布鲁托的绳子，把它从其中一扇开着的窗户扔了进来，想以此来叫醒我。布鲁托用身子不断撞击着我卧室的墙，所以那面又软又掉壁灰的新墙留下了它身体的形状。

虽然我认为这是一个很合理的解释，但是墙上奇怪的图形还是让我心惊胆颤。我开始对布鲁托日思夜想，并为我对它所下的毒手而深感愧疚。我开始在夜间走上街头，观察所有的猫，希望找到另一只和布鲁托很像的猫。

一天晚上，我正在常去的酒吧里喝酒，突然看到了一只很大的黑猫
 。我赶紧朝它走去，轻轻抚摸着它。它的体型跟布鲁托一样大，长得也很像布鲁托。唯有一点例外。布鲁托全身都是黑色的，这只猫的前胸上有一小撮白色的毛。




我抚摸着这只猫，它也立即很友好地靠着我的腿趴了下来。这就是我想要的那只猫。我向酒吧老板提出花钱把这只猫买下，可他说猫不是他的。实际上，他也不知道这只猫是从哪儿蹿出来的。

于是，我便带着猫回家了。妻子立马看中了这个家伙，从那天起，它就跟我们相处在了一起。然而，很快地，不知为何这只猫就开始让我火大，而且我越来越讨厌它。尽管我没有伤害它，但总是试图离它远点。

我心里其实很清楚自己为什么如此讨厌它。就在我带它回家的第二天早上，我竟然看见它跟布鲁托一样，也是没了一只眼睛！而我的妻子，这位似我以前那样温文尔雅的人，却对这只猫情有独钟。可是猫却不亲近我的妻子，它只喜欢我一个人。

每当我坐下来，它就跳上我的膝盖来。当我走出房间，它也喜欢跑到我前面，在我双脚之间钻来钻去，或者爬到我腿上。每每这时，我真是想杀了它。但是，我没有，我实在是太、太害怕猫了，尤其是它前胸上那撮标志性的白毛。

我上文提到过这撮白毛。起初这倒没什么奇怪的，就是一个白色的标记。然而这些毛发渐渐、渐渐地，长得越来越清晰，最后形成了一个可怕恐怖的东西，将我内心深处最害怕的东西给挖了出来——白毛长成了一个绞刑架的形状！是的，就是将人用绳子缠住脖子后，吊上去的那种恐怖木桩！




我的恐惧与日俱增。我，一个男人，一个强壮的男人，竟然变得怕猫！我怎么就这么怕这种傻动物呢？每日每夜，我心中的恐惧都闲不下来。我天天做噩梦，心理也变得十分阴暗邪恶。我厌倦所有的人和事，甚至厌倦了生活。

一天，我和妻子去地窖取东西。猫跟着我们下了台阶，突然间蹿到我前面，害我差点摔了个面朝天。我恼怒极了，提起斧头就准备杀了这畜生。而妻子抓住我的手臂阻止了这次杀戮，更是让我怒不可遏。我转身抬手一斧，深深地砍在妻子的头上。她当时就一声不吭地倒地断气了。

在这场残酷的杀戮后，我开始冷静下来，计划着该怎样藏匿尸体。我知道，无论白天还是夜晚，我都无法把尸体搬离屋子，因为肯定会被邻居看见。于是我得想点别的办法……我可以将尸体切成小块放在锅里给煮了。我可以把尸体埋在地板下。我也可以把尸体放在一个箱子里然后叫人把箱子运出去……最后，我想了一个更好的办法。我决定将尸体藏在地窖的墙皮里。

我很快就选好了藏尸的墙。地窖里靠近旧烟囱底部有一面不再用的墙，墙前后都砌了砖，但是中间是空的。我立马开动，准备凿墙藏尸。我先把前面的墙砖敲了一些下来，然后小心翼翼地将尸体竖着放了进去，然后将砖涂好石膏再砌回去。我看了下，石膏涂抹的部分看上去旧旧的，很快，这面墙看上去就和其他墙没什么区别了。搞定这一切后，我盯着这些石膏，开心地想：“这真是我干得最漂亮的一件事儿！”




接着我开始找那只猫，准备把它也杀掉。它给我的生活带来了那么多不如意，它是该死！然而，我找遍整个屋子也找不到它。我终于解放啦！那晚，我睡得特别踏实——我这个刚刚杀了自己妻子的人，呵呵，竟然睡得如此安稳！

三天过去了，那只猫仍然没有现身。现在我可是一个快乐的人啦，比之前很长一段时间都要快乐。我也不再为自己造过的孽而担忧。左邻右舍也问过我几句，警察也检查过屋子，但是他们都一无所获。

第四天，警察又来了，开始搜查房间的每个角落。他们每间房都仔细地搜着，然后下到了地窖里。我也跟在后面，神情自若。他们搜地窖时，我就站在一边看。他们什么也没搜到，似乎开心地准备撤了。因为确保了自己没事，我也很高兴，但我还是想说两句什么，以示我高枕无忧。

“先生，”我说，“我很高兴你们没有在这儿发现什么，你们也正准备离开这房……但是先生们，我还想让你们知道个事，您有看到我这座房子很结实对吧？您会发现，这些墙都着实坚固。”我一边说着，一边用根棍子敲了敲那面藏有我妻子尸体的墙！




就在这一瞬间，我们都听到了一阵声响，奇怪的声响，跟我之前听到的任何声响都不一样。声音起初很柔和，就像婴儿在哭泣，而后越来越响，最后变成绵延凄厉的尖叫。听起来像是来自地狱般的哭嚎。

警察看着我，继而面面相觑。他们跑到墙边，开始一个劲儿地拆砖。仅几分钟工夫，墙就被拆掉了。所有人都看到了这一幕，我妻子的尸体就在里面。她张着的嘴还留有斑斑血迹，一只眼睛被灼瞎了，在她的头顶上，坐着一只黑色的猫——也就是它，让我成了一个凶手，现在，也将我送上了死亡之路。

我把这可怕的东西，活生生地，和我妻子一道埋进了墙里！






















The Monkey’s Paw (Ⅰ
 )　猴爪（1）

W. W. Jacobs









“Be careful what you wish for, you may receive it.”


—Anonymous






Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour of Laburnum villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess; the former, who posessed ideas about the game involving radical chances, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.

“I’m listening,” said the latter grimly surveying the board as he streched out his hand. “Check.”

“I should hardly think that he’s come tonight,” said his father, with his hand poised over the board.




“Mate,” replied the son.

“That’s the worst of living so far out,” bawled Mr. White with sudden and unlooked-for violence; “Of all the beastly, slushy, out of the way places to live in, this is the worst. Path’s a bog, and the road’s a torrent. I don’t know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses in the road are let, they think it doesn’t matter.”

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife soothingly; “perhaps you’ll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.

“There he is,” said Herbert White as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.

The old man rose with hospitable haste and opening the door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and coughed gently as her husband entered the room followed by a tall, burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage.

“Sergeant-Major Morris,” he said, introducing him.

The Sergeant-Major took hands and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly as his host got out whiskey and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.




At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of wild scenes and doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. “When he went away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him.”

“He don’t look to have taken much harm.” said Mrs. White politely.

“I’d like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look around a bit, you know.”

“Better where you are,” said the Sergeant-Major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass and sighning softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” said the old man. “What was that that you started telling me the other day about a monkey’s paw or something, Morris?”

“Nothing.” said the soldier hastily. “Leastways, nothing worth hearing.”




“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White curiously.

“Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps.” said the Sargeant-Major off-handedly.

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absent-mindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for him again.

“To look at,” said the Sergeant-Major, fumbling in his pocket, “it’s just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.”

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr. White as he took it from his son, and having examined it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the Sergeant-Major, “a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled people’s lifes, and that those who interefered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it.”

His manners were so impressive that his hearers were concious that their light laughter had jarred somewhat.

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert White cleverly.




The soldier regarded him the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,” he said quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked Mrs. White.

“I did,” said the seargent-major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?” persisted the old lady.

“The first man had his three wishes. Yes,” was the reply, “I don’t know what the first two were, but the third was for death. That’s how I got the paw.”

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.

“If you’ve had your three wishes it’s no good to you now then Morris,” said the old man at last. “What do you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy I suppose,” he said slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, but I don’t think I will. It has caused me enough mischief already. Besides, people won’t buy. They think it’s a fairy tale, some of them; and those who do think anything of it want to try it first and pay me afterward.”




“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?”

“I don’t know,” said the other. “I don’t know.”

He took the paw, and dangling it between his forefinger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier solemnly.

“If you don’t want it Morris,” said the other, “give it to me.”

“I won’t.” said his friend doggedly. “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don’t blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the fire like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his possesion closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired.

“Hold it up in your right hand, and wish aloud,” said the sergeant-major, “But I warn you of the
 consequences.”

“Sounds like the ‘Arabian Nights’,” said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the supper.

“Don’t you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?”

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket, and all three burst into laughter as the Seargent-Major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.




“If you must wish,” he said gruffly, “Wish for something sensible.”

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a second installment of the soldier’s adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey’s paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,” said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time to catch the last train, “we shan’t make much out of it.”

“Did you give anything for it, father?” inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.

“A trifle,” said he, colouring slightly, “He didn’t want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.”

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we’re going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to be an emporer, father, to begin with; then you can’t be henpecked.”

He darted around the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. “I don’t know what to wish for, and that’s a fact,” he said slowly. “It seems to me I’ve got all I want.”




“If you only cleared the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t you!” said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that’ll just do it.”

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face, somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down and struck a few impressive chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man distinctly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted his words, interupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him.

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor. “As I wished, it twisted in my hand like a snake.”

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I never shall.”

“It must have been your fancy, father,” said his wife, regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”




They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled on all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the rest of the night.

“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade them goodnight, “and something horrible squatting on top of your wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-gotten gains.”

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last was so horrible and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass containig a little water to throw over it. His hand grasped the monkey’s paw, and with a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed.





【作者小课堂】

威廉·威马克·雅各布斯（W.W.Jacobs
 ，1863—1943），英国著名小说家，生于伦敦，毕业于伯克拜克大学。他是一个多产的小说家，写过大量的讽刺小说和恐怖小说。这篇著于1901年的《猴爪》是他的主要代表作，曾被多次改编为电影和剧本，斯蒂芬·金的小说《宠物公墓》深受其影响。








“小心许愿，因为你不知道它将如何实现。”


——佚名






屋外，夜晚冰凉而湿润，但金链花别墅小客厅的百叶窗却开着，屋里透出明亮的炉火光。父亲和儿子在屋里下国际象棋；父亲认为这个游戏彻底靠运气，于是把国王置于不必要的险境，就连坐在壁炉边静静织毛衣的白发老妇人都忍不住惊呼起来。

“你听，外面的风声可真大。”怀特先生说。当他发现自己犯了致命错误，已成落地棋时，只好故作和善地希望儿子不要发现。

“我听到了。”儿子说。他面无表情地盯住棋盘，察看片刻，然后伸出一只手。“将！”

“他今晚大概不会来了。”父亲说着，手悬停在棋盘上方。

“呵呵，将死啦！”儿子说。

“这是到目前为止最糟糕的生活环境，”怀特先生突然激动地高声抱怨起来，“在所有恶劣而泥泞的偏远住地中，这里是最糟糕的。小路如沼泽，大道像河沟。我真纳闷，人们究竟是怎么想的。我猜，由于这一带只有两间房可出租，所以人们也就不在乎了。”




“没关系，亲爱的，”妻子安慰他说，“说不定你下一盘能赢呢。”

怀特先生猛地抬起头，恰好看见母亲和儿子在互递眼色。他不好意思再说下去，灰白的胡子下面藏着一抹坏笑。

这时，有人砰地推开院门，迈着沉重的脚步走进屋来。“他来了。”赫伯特·怀特说。

好客的老头赶忙站起来，打开客厅门。随后，门口传来了他向客人致以问候的声音。客人还问起了他的近况，于是怀特太太轻呼“嘘，嘘”。丈夫进屋时，身后跟着一个高大健壮的男人，他眼睛明亮、面色红润，怀特太太轻咳了两声。

“这是莫里斯军士长。”怀特先生向家人介绍了这位来客。

莫里斯跟大家握了手，在主人在壁炉边给他准备好的椅子上坐了下来。他高兴地看着主人拿出威士忌和平底酒杯，又在壁炉架上摆出一把小铜壶。

第三杯酒下肚之后，莫里斯的眼睛变得闪闪发亮，开始跟大家交谈起来。一家人远远地望着这位客人，对他产生了浓厚的兴趣。莫里斯在椅子上耸起宽阔的双肩，讲述异国风光和他的英勇事迹，讲述战争、瘟疫和奇人异事。

“21年前，”怀特先生对妻子和儿子点点头说，“他离开的时候，还是个瘦瘦的年轻仓货员。如今，再看看他。”




“现在的样子也没什么不好。”怀特太太礼貌地说。

“我也想去印度，”老头说，“你懂的，就想去那儿转一转。”

“还是在家更好。”莫里斯摇着头说。他放下空酒杯，轻叹一声，又摇了摇头。

“我很想瞧瞧那些老神庙、托钵僧和杂技演员。”老头说。“莫里斯，你是不是在前几天说过，要告诉我一件有关猴爪或别的什么东西的事吗，是什么呀？”

“没什么，”莫里斯赶紧说，“至少，也没什么好听的。”

“猴爪？”怀特太太好奇地凑过来。

“呃，那是个或许被你们称为魔幻的东西。”莫里斯立即回答。

三个听众迫不及待地探过身子想要听个究竟。客人茫然地把空酒杯举到唇边，随后又放下去。主人马上为他斟满了酒。

“瞧，”莫里斯一边说，一边在衣袋里摸索，“它就是个普通的小猴爪，只是被风干了。”

他从衣袋里掏出那个东西，举在手中。怀特太太厌恶地扭过头，她的儿子却把它接了过来，好奇地检查着。




“它有什么魔力？”怀特先生问。他从儿子手里拿过猴爪，打量片刻，随后把它放在桌子上。

“一个老僧人给它下了魔咒，”莫里斯说，“他是个非常神圣的人。他想通过猴爪来证明人生全凭命运支配，凡是企图干预命运的人，都不会有好收场。他给这个猴爪下过魔咒之后，猴爪就可以分别满足三个人的愿望，但每人只能许三次愿。”

他的表情如此严肃认真，让这三位听众意识到他们的轻笑声让他感到不快。

“那么，先生，您为什么不许三个愿望呢？”赫伯特·怀特机灵地问道。

莫里斯盯着他。中年人打量不知天高地厚的小青年时，一般都爱用这种眼光。“我许了。”他平静地回答，布满斑痕的脸变得苍白起来。

“那你的三个愿望都实现了？”怀特太太问。

“是的。”莫里斯说，酒杯碰到他坚硬的牙齿，发出轻微的撞击声。

“还有人许过愿吗？”老妇人问道。

“嗯，第一个人也许了三个愿望，”莫里斯回答。“我不知道他的前两个愿望是什么，但他的第三个愿望是死亡。这就是我得到这个猴爪的原因。”

他的声音非常低沉，大家变得鸦雀无声。

“莫里斯，要是你许了三次愿，结果又对你没什么好处
 ，”最后，老头说，“那你还留着它干什么呢？”




莫里斯摇摇头。“我估计，这大概是出于一种怪癖，”他慢慢地说。“我的确曾想把它卖掉，可我不会这么做。它已经给我带来够多的灾难了。再说，别人也不会买。一部分人以为它就是个童话故事；而那些多少有些相信的人想要先试一试，再付钱给我。”

“如果你还能许三个愿，”老头热切地盯着他，说道，“你还会许愿吗？”

“我不知道，”他说，“我不知道。”

莫里斯拿起猴爪，用食指和大拇指捏住它，摇晃几下，突然把它扔进壁炉里。怀特轻轻叫了一声，弯下腰，把猴爪取了出来。

“最好烧掉它。”莫里斯一脸严肃地说。

“莫里斯，如果你不想要它，”老头说，“就把它给我吧。”

“我不会给你的，”他的朋友坚决地说，“我要烧了它。要是你留着，以后发生什么事都不能怪我。若你够聪明的话，就该再把它扔进火里。”

老头赶紧摇头，仔细检查这新得到的宝贝。“你是怎么许愿的？”他问。

“举起右手，大声喊出你的愿望，”莫里斯说，“我要警告你，后果非常严重。”

“听起来像是《天方夜谭》。”怀特太太说着，站起身来，开始准备晚餐。




“你不觉得你该许个愿让我长出四双手来吗？”

丈夫从衣袋里拿出那个宝贝，三人开怀大笑。莫里斯惊慌地抓住老头的胳膊。

“假如你真想许愿，”他用沙哑的声音说，“最好说一些合情合理的愿望。”

怀特先生把猴爪放回衣袋，摆好椅子，让朋友坐到桌边来。吃晚饭时，三个人暂时忘记了那个宝贝，他们听莫里斯讲述印度冒险经历第二部，听得十分入迷。

“假如猴爪的故事和他告诉我们的其他故事一样不切实际，”当大门在客人身后关上时——他要去赶末班车，赫伯特说道，“我们也定然不能用它换到多少好处。”

“你给他报酬了吗，他爸？”怀特太太认真地看着丈夫问道。

“我给了他一点钱，”他微红着脸。“他不要，可我非让他收下。他又拥抱了我一下，然后把钱扔到一边去了。”

“很有可能，”赫伯特装出一副恐怖的样子
 ，说道，“我们会变成百万富翁，会出名，会过上幸福生活。爸爸，第一个愿望是当皇帝吧，这样你就不会受管制了。”

说完，赫伯特围着桌子飞跑着，怀特太太夹着沙发套，生气地在后面追赶。





怀特先生从衣袋里掏出猴爪
 ，怀疑地瞅着它。“说真的，我真不知道该许什么愿，”他慢慢地说道。“我想要的好像都得到了。”

“要是把房子打扫干净，你就会感到非常幸福，不是吗
 ？”赫伯特说着，把手搭在父亲肩膀上。“所以，你就说希望得到两百英镑吧，这就可以用来打扫屋子了。”

父亲不好意思地笑着，笑他自己容易上当，他拿起猴爪，而他的儿子
 ，则神情凝重， 母亲朝他递眼色，打乱了他的表情，于是他坐下来，扣出几声响亮的和弦。

“我希望得到两百英镑。”老头响亮地说。

钢琴发出美妙的声音来配合他的话，可是老人突然发出一声惊叫打断了琴声。妻子和儿子向他跑去。

“它动了，”他惊叫出声。猴爪正躺在地板上，他用厌恶的眼光盯着那个宝贝。“我刚才许愿时，它像蛇一样在我手里扭动起来。”

“是吗，我怎么没看到钱呢，”儿子说着，把猴爪捡起来，放在桌子上。“我敢打赌，咱们永远也看不到这笔钱。”

“这肯定是你的幻觉，他爸
 。”妻子担心地望着他，说道。

他摇摇头。“不要紧，反正它没有伤害我，可还是吓了我一跳。”




两个男人抽完烟，在壁炉边坐了下来。外面的风比任何时候都要大，楼上的房门突然响了一声，老头紧张地跳起来。三个人默不作声，气氛变得分外压抑
 。直到这对老夫妻都去睡觉了。

“我希望你会发现现金装在一个大口袋里，而口袋就在床中间，”赫伯特对父母道晚安时说，“有个怪兽会蹲在大衣柜上，看你有没有私吞这笔横财。”

他独自坐在黑暗中，望着即将熄灭的壁炉。壁炉里出现许多脸孔，最后一张面孔非常可怕，看起来特别熟悉。他惊讶地盯着这张面孔，它的模样很逼真，脸上带着一丝不安的微笑。他从桌子上抓起一个水杯，把剩下的一点水都浇进火里。他拿起那个猴爪，手微微颤抖。他把手在外套上擦了擦
 ，转身睡觉去了。
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In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table he laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, shriveled little paw was pitched on the side-board with a carelessness which betokened no great belief in its virtues.

“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs. White. “The idea of our listening to such nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, father?”

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said the frivolous Herbert.

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,” said his father, “that you might if you so wished attribute it to coincedence.”

“Well don’t break into the money before I come back,” said Herbert as he rose from the table. “I’m afraid it’ll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you.”




His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road; and returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband’s credulity. All of which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door at the postman’s knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired Sergeant-Majors of bibulous habits when she found that the post brought a tailor’s bill.

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home,” she said as they sat at dinner.

“I dare say,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; “but for all that, the thing moved in my hand; that I’ll swear to.”

“You thought it did,” said the old lady soothingly.

“I say it did,” replied the other. “There was no thought about it; I had just—What’s the matter?”

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental connexion with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed, and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cusion of her chair.




She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband’s coat, a garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex would permit for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent.

“I—was asked to call,” he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. “I come from ‘Maw and Meggins’.”

The old lady started. “Is anything the matter?” she asked breathlessly. “Has anything happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it?”

Her husband interposed, “There, there, mother,” he said hastily. “Sit down, and don’t jump to conclusions. You’ve not brought bad news, I’m sure sir,” and eyed the other wistfully.




“I’m sorry—” began the visitor.

“Is he hurt?” demanded the mother wildly.

The visitor bowed in assent. “Badly hurt,” he said quietly, “but he is not in any pain.”

“Oh thank God!” said the old woman, clasping her hands. “Thank God for that! Thank—”

She broke off as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned on her and she saw the awful confirmation of her fears in the others averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-witted husband, laid her trembling hand on his. There was a long silence.

“He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor at length in a low voice.

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, ”yes.”

He sat staring out the window, and taking his wife’s hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont to do in their old courting days nearly forty years before.

“He was the only one left to us,” he said, turning gently to the visitor. “It is hard.”

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. “The firm wishes me to covey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss,” he said, without looking round. “I beg that you will understand I am only their servant and merely obeying orders.”




There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the husband’s face was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action.

“I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility,” continued the other. “They admit no liability at all, but in consideration of your son’s services, they wish to present you with a certain sum as compensation.”

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His dry lips shaped the words, “How much?”

“Two hundred pounds,” was the answer.

Unconcious of his wife’s shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.





第二天早晨，当冬日的阳光倾洒在餐桌上，赫伯特开始嘲笑他的恐惧来。房间里的空气如平日里一样清新，跟昨晚大不相同。那个干瘪又脏兮兮的小猴爪斜放在餐具柜上，没有人留意，因为谁也不相信它的魔力。




“我猜，所有的老军人全都一样，”怀特太太说。“咱们怎么会相信这种胡说！这几天怎么能确定愿望会不会实现呢？他爸，如果它真的实现了，两百英镑又怎么能伤害你呢？”

“这笔钱大概会从天而降，砸在他脑袋上。”赫伯特轻佻地说。

“莫里斯说过，事情会发生得非常自然
 ，”父亲说，“你也许会把它归之于巧合。”

“那好，在我回家之前，最好不要独吞这笔钱，”赫伯特说着，从桌边站起来，“我怕它会把你变成吝啬而贪婪的人，那样一来，我们就会和你断绝关系。”

母亲笑着，陪着儿子走到大门口，看着他走上马路，然后回到餐桌旁。丈夫因为轻信而付出了代价，她因此十分高兴。尽管如此，她还是不动声色地忙碌着。当邮差开始敲门时，她急忙跑到大门口去开门。看到邮差送来裁缝的账单，她又跟丈夫谈了几句退役的莫里斯嗜酒的坏习惯。

“我希望，赫伯特回家后还能再说几句有趣的话。”他们坐下吃晚餐时，她对丈夫说。

“我敢说，”怀特先生说着，给自己倒了一点啤酒
 ，“一切都在我的掌控之中，这点我可以发誓。”

“这只是你自己的想法。”妻子安慰他说。

“没错，”丈夫回答，“我也没有胡思乱想，我只是……怎么了？”




妻子并没回答。她在观察屋外那个陌生人的神秘举动，他犹豫不决地窥视着他们的房子，似乎决定走进去。她心里想着那两百英镑，同时又见那人穿着不赖，头上还戴着崭新的缎面礼帽。他在门口停顿了三次，但每次都又继续向前走。当他第四次来到门口，站在那儿时，把手放在门上，突然把心一横，猛地推开门走了进去。看到这里，怀特太太立刻把双手放在背后，慌忙解开围裙的带子，把它压在椅垫下面。

她把陌生人领进来，他显得忐忑不安。老妇人为房间的凌乱和丈夫的脏外套道歉（那是他做园艺工作时穿的），陌生人偷偷地窥视着她，心事重重地听着。然后，她拿出女性的全部耐心，等待陌生人开口提出来访理由，他却第一次出奇地沉默了。

“我……被派来通知你们，”最后，陌生人终于开口了。他弯下腰，摘掉裤子上的一片棉花
 ，“我来自‘莫和梅吉恩’公司。”

老妇人很惊讶。“出什么事了吗？”她紧张地问，“赫伯特出了什么事？怎么样？他怎么样了？”

丈夫插嘴道：“孩子妈妈，”他急忙说，“坐下来，别忙着下结论。一定不是坏消息，我敢肯定，先生。”他渴望地瞅着陌生人。

“很抱歉……”陌生人说。

“他受伤了？”母亲疯一般地问。




陌生人鞠躬以示默认。“他伤得很厉害，”他平静地说，“可他没感到任何痛苦。”

“噢，感谢上帝！”老妇人十指交叉说道，“感谢上帝！感谢……”

她渐渐明白这番话的不祥含义，突然沉默下来。她的恐惧在陌生人别过去的脸上得到了印证。她屏住呼吸，转向比她更迟钝的丈夫，把颤抖的手放在他手心里。他们久久地沉默着。

“他被机器搅进去了。”最后，陌生人低声说。

“被机器搅进去了，”怀特先生茫然地重复着
 ，“是的。”

他坐下来，望着窗外，把妻子的手夹在他的双手之间，就像近四十年前他们恋爱时那样。

“我们只剩下这一个孩子，”他说着，缓缓转向陌生人。“这个打击很残酷。”

陌生人咳了几声站起来，慢慢走到窗口，“公司希望我来转达真切的慰唁，对你们的巨大损失表示同情，”他头也不回地说，“我请求你们理解我，我只是公司的雇员，我之所以到这儿来，仅仅是为了服从命令。”

没有人回答他。老妇人脸色惨白，眼珠一动不
 动，听不到任何呼吸声。老头的表情非常复杂，他的军人朋友说到第一个许愿者死亡的时候，几乎也是这种表情。




“我要告诉你们，‘莫和梅吉恩’公司拒绝承担任何责任，”陌生人继续说，“因为他们认为公司毫无责任。不过，考虑到你儿子对公司作出的贡献，他们想要赠给你们一笔钱，以此作为补偿。”

怀特先生放开妻子的手，站起来，用可怕的眼神盯住陌生人，从干瘪的嘴唇里挤出两个字：“多少？”

“两百英镑。”陌生人回答。

老头没在意妻子的尖叫，脸上隐约透着笑意，他伸出双手，像盲人一样，颓然倒地。






















The Monkey’s Paw (Ⅲ
 )　猴爪（3）

W. W. Jacobs









In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and came back to the house steeped in shadows and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to happen—something else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.

But the days passed, and expectations gave way to resignation—the hopeless resignation of the old, sometimes mis-called apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to weariness.

It was a about a week after that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed and listened.




“Come back,” he said tenderly. “You will be cold.”

“It is colder for my son,” said the old woman, and wept afresh.

The sounds of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start.

“The paw!” she cried wildly. “The monkey’s paw!”

He started up in alarm. “Where? Where is it? What’s the matter?”

She came stumbling across the room toward him. “I want it,” she said quietly. “You’ve not destroyed it?”

“It’s in the parlour, on the bracket,” he replied, marveling. “Why?”

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.

“I only just thought of it,” she said hysterically. “Why didn’t I think of it before? Why didn’t you think of it?”

“Think of what?” he questioned.

“The other two wishes,” she replied rapidly. “We’ve only had one.”

“Was not that enough?” he demanded fiercely.

“No,” she cried triumphantly; “We’ll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again.”




The man sat in bed and flung the bedcloths from his quaking limbs. “Good God, you are mad!” he cried aghast. “Get it,” she panted; “get it quickly, and wish—Oh my boy, my boy!”

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. “Get back to bed,” he said unsteadily. “You don’t know what you are saying.”

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old woman, feverishly; “why not the second?”

“A coincidence,” stammered the old man.

“Go get it and wish,” cried his wife, quivering with excitement.

The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. “He has been dead ten days, and besides he—I would not tell you else, but—I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too terrible for you to see then, how now?”

“Bring him back,” cried the old woman, and dragged him towards the door. “Do you think I fear the child I have nursed?”

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlour, and then to the mantlepiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutillated son before him ere he could escape from the room seized up on him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall until he found himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand.




Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.

“Wish!” she cried in a strong voice.

“It is foolish and wicked,” he faltered.

“Wish!” repeated his wife.

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.”

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering through the window. The candle-end, which had burned below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him.




Neither spoke, but lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up his courage, he took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candle.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another; and at the same moment a knock came so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door.

The matches fell from his hand and spilled in the passage. He stood motionless, his breath suspended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.

“What’s that?” cried the old woman, starting up.

“A rat,” said the old man in shaking tones—“a rat. It passed me on the stairs.”

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.




“It’s Herbert!”

She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly.

“What are you going to do?” he whispered hoarsely.

“It’s my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling mechanically. “I forgot it was two miles away. What are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door.”

“For God’s sake don’t let it in,” cried the old man, trembling.

“You’re afraid of your own son,” she cried struggling. “Let me go. I’m coming, Herbert; I’m coming.”

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from the room. Her husband followed to the landing, and called after her appealing as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old woman’s voice, strained and panting.

“The bolt,” she cried loudly. “Come down. I can’t reach it.”

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If only he could find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same moment he found the monkey’s paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish.




The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back, and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave him the courage to run down to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The streetlamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.





那是个巨大的新墓地，离家大约有两英里远。老人把儿子埋葬后回到家里，他们沉浸在忧戚和沉默之中。一切结束得这么快，他们还没回过神来，还期望着发生别的什么事——一些能减轻这重负的事，这于两颗苍老的心来说，实在不堪忍受。

日子一天天过去。期望渐渐变成了认命——他们绝望地认命，有时候会被误称为漠然。 他们几乎一句话都不说，因为他们现在没什么可说的，消沉的日子太过漫长。




大约一周后，老头突然从夜里醒来
 。他伸手一摸，妻子不在身边。房间里黑漆漆的，窗户附近传来一阵轻微的啜泣声。他从床上坐起来，仔细倾听。

“回来睡觉吧，”他轻声说，“你会着凉的。”

“我儿子住的地方比这儿更冷。”老太婆说着，又啜泣起来。

她的啜泣声渐渐在他耳边消失。床很温暖，他两眼昏沉欲睡。他断断续续地打着盹儿，后
 来就睡着了，直到被妻子的喊叫声惊醒。

“爪子！”她拼命地大喊，“猴爪！”

他被吓了一跳。“在哪儿？它在哪儿呢？出什么事了？”

她踉跄地穿过屋子走向丈夫。“我需要它，”她平静地说，“你没有弄坏它吧？”

“它在客厅的壁炉架上，”他不解地回答，“你要它干什么？”

她又哭又笑，俯下身子，亲吻丈夫。

“我刚刚想到它，”她异常激动地说。“为什么我以前没想到它？为什么你没想到？”

“想到什么？”他问。

“剩下的两个愿望呀，”她飞快地回答，“我们还有一个机会。”

“难道这还不够吗？”他难过地说。

“当然不够，”她得意地大叫，“我们可以许个更好的愿望。起来，快去拿猴爪，让我们的儿子复活。”




老头坐起来，从颤抖的四肢上掀开被子，“上帝呀，你疯了！”他惊慌地大叫，“快去拿，”她气喘吁吁地说，“快去拿它，然后再许个愿……噢，儿子，我的儿子！”

丈夫划起一根火柴，点燃蜡烛。“上床睡觉去，”他哆哆嗦嗦地说，“你都不知道自己在说些什么。”

“我们的第一个愿望实现了，”老妇人兴奋地说，“为什么不试试第二个呢？”

“那是……巧合。”老头结结巴巴地说。

“去，去拿它，然后再许个愿。”老太婆激动得全身发颤。

老头转身看着她，声音有些发抖，“他已经死了十天了，此外，他……我真不愿意对你说这个，可是……现在我只能够认出他的衣服。假如他的模样让你恐惧，那该怎么办？”

“把他带回来，”老太婆大喊，还一边把老头往门口方向拉，“你认为，我会害怕我养大的孩子吗？”

老头走进黑暗中，摸着黑来到客
 厅，走向壁炉架。那个宝贝还在，他非常害怕，唯恐那个没说出口的愿望把肢体残缺不全的儿子带到面前，自己还来不及逃走就会被他捉住。他忽然找不到门在哪儿了，于是屏住了呼吸，额头渗出冷汗来。他绕着桌子摸索着，沿着墙边摸索。最后，他发现自己站在狭窄的走廊里，手里抓着那个害人的东西。




当他回到房间，发现就连妻子的脸也变得非常可怕。她脸色惨白，充满期待，眼神也似乎不太正常，看起来让人害怕。他害怕她。

“许愿！”她大声叫道。

“这是愚蠢而邪恶的事。”他结结巴巴地说。

“许愿！”妻子重复道。

他举起手。“我想要我的儿子复活。”


那个宝贝跌落到地板上
 ，他恐惧地盯看它。然后，他颤颤巍巍地陷进椅子里。老妇人眼睛发亮，她走到窗前，拉起了百叶窗。

他坐在那儿，冷得发抖，偶尔看看老妇人望着窗外的身影。蜡烛已经燃到尽头，火苗在陶瓷烛台的边缘跳动，影子被投射到天花板和墙壁上，跳动着。最后，火苗猛地蹿起来，然后完全熄灭了。老头回到床上，宝贝的失灵让他感受到一种无法言说的释然，一分钟后，老妇人默默回到床上，漠然地在他身边躺了下来。

两个人都没说话，他们静静地躺着，倾听时钟的滴答声。楼梯上发出吱吱的响动
 ，一只老鼠尖声叫着，迅速跑过墙边。黑暗让人十分压抑。躺了一段时间之后，老头鼓起勇气，拿出火柴，划着一根，下楼去找蜡烛。

火柴在楼梯口熄灭了。他停住脚，又划了一根火柴。与此同时，大门口传来敲门声，声音鬼鬼祟祟，轻得几乎听不出来。




火柴从老头手里掉下去，落在过道上。他面目表情地站在那儿，直到敲门声再次响起，他才得以呼出气来。接下来，他转过身，飞速跑回房间，回身关好房门。第三次敲门声回荡在房子里。

“什么声音？”老太婆喊着，坐了起来。

“耗子，”老头用颤抖的声音说，“一只耗子。它从我身边跑过，上了楼梯。”

妻子坐在床上听。响亮的敲门声，在房子里回荡
 。

“是赫伯特！”

她向门口跑去，丈夫却拦在她面前，紧紧地攥住她的胳膊。

“你要干什么？”他沙哑地低语。

“是我儿子在敲门，是赫伯特！”她大喊，机械地挣扎着。“我忘了，墓地离这儿有两英里远呢。你干吗抓着我？放手。我说什么也要去开门。”

“看在上帝份上，别让它进来。”老头哆哆嗦嗦地大叫。

“你居然害怕自己的儿子，”她大叫，继续挣扎。“放开我。赫伯特！我来了，妈妈来了！”

敲门声又响起了。突然，老太婆猛地挣脱手臂，跑出房间。丈夫追着她来到楼梯平台处，求她回来，她却急忙地奔向楼下。老头听见摘下链子的哗啦声，门闩也被缓缓拔出。接着，他听到妻子紧张而喘息的声音。




“门闩，”她大叫，“来帮帮我呀。我够不着它。”

可是丈夫四脚着地，拼命地在地板上摸索，寻找那个猴爪。要是能够在那个东西从外面进来之前找到它就好了。连续的敲门声不断地在房子里回响。妻子从走廊里拖出一把椅子，放到门后，老头能听见椅子在地板上的摩擦声。老头听到门闩被慢慢拉开的声音，这时，他突然摸到猴爪，立刻声嘶力竭地说出第三个，也是最后一个愿望。

敲门声突然停止，但回声仍在房子里回旋。老头听见椅子被拉开的声音。大门打开了，寒风扑向楼梯
 ，妻子发出一阵长长的、交织着痛苦和失望的哀号。妻子的声音给了老头勇气，他跑到她身边，然后又来到门外。街灯在对面闪光，路上静悄悄的，空无一人。













































































There are two sides to every story...at least.



每个故事都可以从两个方面看，至少两个方面。



















紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译








美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译



8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译



9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译








假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。








策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007


















快乐是自找的
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不要为明天忧虑，因为明天自有明天的忧虑；一天的难处一天就当够了。


























































































Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will bring worries of its own. Today’s trouble is enough for today.






















Don’t Worry, Be Happy





莫忧愁，幸福至




Anonymous









Come on guys, spare a thought for what on earth you are missing off late.

Yes, the second most beautiful thing that your lips can do—smile!

Agreed you have had enough and howsoever detached you may try to be, bad tidings have this amazing knack of finding you. Nevertheless, wasn’t life supposed to be one bitch! Moreover, worrying is the worst way of dealing with life’s daily travails.

In a perfect world, things would be perfect for all of us. But then it is not a perfect world and things are far from being perfect. Ups and downs are part and parcel of everyone’s life. The pressures of unmet expectations do tend to take a toll on our personality, affecting our overall well-being. Professional success and personal bliss are dreams of yours, mine and the entire human race. The everyday struggle that we go through isn’t the only thing bogging us down, though.




India can at best be described as a nation of “Haves” and “Have-Nots”. There are no doubt plenty of reasons to be worried about the state of affairs in a nation as diverse as ours. While struggling with our finances and remaining stoic in the midst of an unprecedented loot is too big an ask, isn’t it?

But the moot question is: Has worrying ever changed anything? The answer is a big no. Worrying is just an exercise which is physically and mentally taxing, without bearing any tangible result. And remember that there is always someone with more problems than you have. If things are beyond your control and there is nothing you can do about it, for God sake don’t worry about it. Rather, channelise your energy and keep striving for your goal in a calm and composed manner.

Remember, worrying is nothing but a terrible misuse of imagination. Put your mind to better use and do full justice to your imagination by thinking positive and being in a state of ecstasy. So next time before you dare to worry, just do me a favor: Stop!





来吧朋友们，花点时间想想，你最近究竟遗失了什么。




是的，那就是你的嘴唇能做的第二大美丽之事——微笑！

我知道，无论你怎样努力挣扎，倒霉事总会像幽灵一样缠上你，甩都甩不掉。然而，生活并不是一团糟，焦虑是处理日常琐事的下下策。

在完美的世界里，我们的一切都是那么完美无瑕。但我们的世界远远不及完美，所以我们的遭遇也许就不会样样顺心。荣辱成败是每个人生活中不可或缺的一部分。未实现的期望所带来的沮丧也许会破坏我们的品格，影响我们全面发展。功成名就是我和你以及所有人类的梦想。然而，我们每天都要应对的阻碍，并不是唯一拖累我们的事情。

印度这个国家，用“富人和穷人”国度来形容是再适合不过了。在一个像我们国家一样多元化的国度里，一定有一大堆的理由去为这个国家的大小事情而担忧。我们在为国家财政绞尽脑汁时，又要恪守禁欲主义，这是不是有点难？

但悬而未决的问题是：忧虑有用吗？答案当然是否定的。忧虑就像是身体上和精神上的双重纳税，得不到任何实际的回报。不要忘记，总有一个人的烦恼要比你多。如果事情超出了你的控制范围，你也无能为力，那就看在上帝的面子上，不要再忧虑了。相反地，你最好保存你的能量，以沉着冷静的心态向着你的目标前进。




切记！忧虑就是胡思乱想的糟糕结果。你应该乐观向上，用心思索，适当处理你的暇想。所以，下次你再感觉忧虑时，请记住，要马上停下来。


























Chapter 1 意外的恩赐













We make a living by what we get. We make a life by what we give.









我们依靠我们所得的得以生存，我们凭借我们所付出的得到生命。














A Doll From Santa　来自圣诞老人的洋娃娃

Alice Ferguson









Alice’s mother died when she was five years old. Although her nine brother and sisters were loving and caring, they were no replacement for a mother’s love.

The year was 1925, and life was hard. Alice, who grew up to be my mother, told me that her family was too poor to even afford to give her a doll.

In the aftermath of her loss, Alice vowed to care for others. First, her father, then her husband, later her three children and then her grandchildren were the main focus of her life. She felt that she could make up for her sad childhood through her dedication to her own family, but an unfilled void seemed to remain.

In December 1982, I had a job at a local bank. One afternoon, we were decorating the tree in the bank lobby and singing carols, getting ready for the Christmas season. One of my customers approached me with a sample of her handiwork: beautiful handmade dolls. She was taking orders for Christmas. I decided to get one for my daughter, Katie, who was almost five years old. Then I had an idea. I asked my customer if she could make me a special doll for my mother—one with gray hair and spectacles: a grandmother doll.




The doll maker felt that this idea was certainly unique and took it on as a creative challenge. So I placed my Christmas order: two dolls, one blonde and one gray-haired for Christmas morning!

Things really started to fall into place when a friend had told me that his dad—who played Santa Claus at various charitable
 ①
 functions in my area—would be willing to make a visit on Christmas morning to our home to deliver my Katie her presents! Knowing that my parents would be there as well, I began to get ready for what would turn out to be one of the most memorable days of my mother’s life.

Christmas Day arrived and at the planned time, so did Santa Claus. I had prepared the presents for Santa to deliver, along with one for my mother tucked into the bottom of Santa’s bag. Katie was surprised and elated that Santa had come to see her at her own house, the happiest I had ever seen her in her young life.


My mother was enjoying watching her granddaughter’s reaction to the visit from this special guest. As Santa turned to leave he looked once more into his knapsack and retrieved one more gift. As he asked who Alice was
 , my mother, taken aback
 ②
 by her name being called, indicated that she in fact was Alice. Santa handed her the gift, which was accompanied by a message card that read:









For Alice,



I was cleaning out my
 sleigh
 ③
 before my trip this year and came across this package that was supposed to be delivered on December 25, 1925. The present inside has aged, but I felt that you might still wish to have it. Many apologies for the lateness of the gift.



Love,



Santa Claus






My mother’s reaction was one of the most profound and deeply emotional scenes I have ever witnessed. She couldn’t speak but only clasped
 ④
 the doll she had waited fifty-seven years to receive as tears of joy coursed down her cheeks. That doll, given by “Santa”, made my mother the happiest “child” alive.





爱丽丝5岁时，她母亲就去世了。尽管她的九个兄弟姐妹都很关心她，对她十分照顾，但他们的关心和照顾都不能取代一个母亲的爱。




那是1925年的时候，生活还十分艰辛。后来，爱丽丝生下了我。她告诉我那时家里一贫如洗，连一个娃娃都买不起。

爱丽丝没有机会享受母爱，就发誓要把自己的爱传递给身边的人。最初是她的父亲、丈夫，后来是她的三个孩子，再后来是她的孙子孙女。这些亲人就是她生命的重心。她觉得她儿时的悲伤能在为家庭的付出中得到弥补，但在她的心中，始终有个无法补全的空白。

1982年12月，我在当地一家银行工作。一天下午，我们在银行大厅装扮圣诞树，唱着颂歌，准备过圣诞节。我的一位顾客给我看了她的手工制品——
 漂亮的手工娃娃。她正在接受圣诞节礼品订单。我觉得娃娃很不错，也想给我5岁的女儿凯蒂做一个。突然，我有了个主意——为母亲做个特殊的娃娃——一个满头白发、鼻梁上架着一副眼镜的祖母娃娃。我随即便问那位顾客，能否帮我母亲做一个这样的娃娃。

她觉得我的想法十分新奇，就答应了我，并把我的请求当成了一项富有创意的挑战。这样，我便也预订了两件圣诞节礼物：两个娃娃，一个金发碧眼，另一个白发苍苍。

一切都井然有序地进行着。我的一位朋友告诉我，她的父亲在当地的很多慈善场合扮演过圣诞老人，她说她父亲很乐意在圣诞节早晨来我家为凯蒂送礼物。圣诞节那天，我的父母也会在我家，我开始等待着那将要发生的事情，因为那或许会让这一天成为母亲生命中一个最值得铭记的日子。




圣诞节如期而至，圣诞老人也按时出现了。我早已准备好了礼物，包括母亲的礼物，并把它们都塞进了圣诞老人的背包里。圣诞老人的到来令凯蒂惊喜万分，在她年幼的时候，我还从来没有见她这么开心过。

母亲在一旁看着她的孙女因为这位特殊来宾而兴高采烈的样子，脸上也洋溢着浓浓的笑意。圣诞老人转身要走的时候又看了一眼他的包，从里面再拿出了一样礼物。当他询问谁是爱丽丝的时候，我母亲有点吃惊，然后表明就是她自己。圣诞老人把礼物交给她，礼物上面还附有一张卡片。卡片上写着：






致爱丽丝：



在这次出行前我把雪橇打扫了一番，意外发现了这份包裹，它本该在1925年12月25日就要送出的。里面的礼物也已经老旧了，但我觉得你也许还会喜欢它。对于这份迟来的礼物，我感到非常抱歉。



爱你的，



圣诞老人




母亲那时的表情极为复杂，我从未见过母亲有这样的反应。她激动得说不出话来，只是紧紧地抱着这个她已经苦等了57年的娃娃，脸上满是幸福的泪珠。这个圣诞老人送的娃娃，令我的母亲拥有了一个最快乐的“童年”。
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①
 charitable
 ['tʃærɪtəb(ə)l]
 a. 慈善事业的
 ；
 慷慨的
 ，
 仁慈的





②
 taken aback 吃惊，
 惊讶


③
 sleigh [sleɪ]
 n. 雪橇


④
 clasp [klɑ:sp]
 v. 紧抱；
 扣紧；
 紧紧缠绕


















Flowers on the Bus　巴士上的鲜花

Jean Hendrichson









We were a very motley crowd of people who took the bus every day that summer 33 years ago. During the early morning ride from the suburb, we sat drowsily
 ①
 with our collars up to our ears, a cheerless and taciturn bunch.

One of the passengers was a small grey man who took the bus to the centre for senior citizens every morning. He walked with a stoop and a sad look on his face when he, with some difficulty, boarded the bus and sat down alone behind the driver. No one ever paid very much attention to him.

Then one July morning he said good morning to the driver and smiled short-sightedly down through the bus before he sat down. The driver nodded guardedly. The rest of us were silent.

The next day, the old man boarded the bus energetically, smiled and said in a loud voice: “And a very good morning to you all!” Some of us looked up, amazed, and murmured “Good morning,” in reply.




The following weeks we were more alert. Our friend was now dressed in a nice old suit and a wide out-of-date tie. The thin hair had been carefully combed. He said good morning to us every day and we gradually began to nod and talk to each other.

One morning he had a bunch of wild flowers in his hand. They were already dangling a little because of the heat. The driver turned around smilingly and asked: “Have you got yourself a girlfriend, Charlie?” We never got to know if his name really was “Charlie”, but he nodded shyly and said yes.

The other passengers whistled and clapped at him. Charlie bowed and waved the flowers before he sat down on his seat.

Every morning after that Charlie always brought a flower. Some of the regular passengers began bringing him flowers for his bouquet, gently nudged
 ②
 him and said shyly: “Here.” Everyone smiled. The men started to jest about it, talk to each other, and share the newspaper.

The summer went by, and autumn was closing in, when one morning Charlie wasn’t waiting at his usual stop. When he wasn’t there the next day and the day after that, we started wondering if he was sick or—hopefully—on holiday somewhere.





When we came nearer to the centre for senior
 citizens, one of the passengers asked the driver to wait. We all held our breaths when she went to the door.

Yes, the staff said, they knew who we were talking about. The elderly gentleman was fine, but he hadn’t been coming to the centre that week. One of his very close friends had died at the weekend. They expected him back on Monday. How silent we were the rest of the way to work.

The next Monday Charlie was waiting at the stop, stooping a bit more, a little bit more grey, and without a tie. He seemed to have shrinked again. Inside the bus was a silence akin to
 ③
 that in a church. Even though no one had talked about it, all those of us, who he had made such an impression on that summer, sat with our eyes filled with tears and a bunch of wild flowers in our hands.





33年前的夏天，我们素不相识，但我们每天清早都在郊区等车，然后乘坐同一辆巴士。在车上，我们都把衣领高高竖起，然后无精打采地倚在座位上打盹。车厢里死气沉沉的。

乘客中有一位头发花白的老人，他每天早晨都会搭这班车去老年中心。他佝偻着背，脸色阴沉，上车时有些步履不便。他独自坐在司机的后面，很少有人会太在意他的存在。




7月的一个早晨，他向司机打了声招呼，还回头朝我们微微地笑了下。司机带着一丝戒备，稍稍点了点头表示回应，而我们都缄默无声。

第二天，这位老人看起来精神抖擞。他大步踏上巴士，带着明亮的微笑，大声向我们问好：“大家早上好！”一些人抬起头朝那老人看了看，表情惊讶，嘴里咕咕嚷嚷地回应道：“早上好。”

接下来的几个礼拜，我们都变得更加机警。我们这位朋友身穿一套笔挺的老式西服，脖子上系着一条宽松的过时领带，稀疏的头发也仔细地梳理过。他每天都向我们问好，渐渐地，我们也开始点头致意并互相攀谈了。


一天早晨，他手里拿了一束野花，由于天气太热
 ，花儿都已经干瘪得东倒西歪了。司机扭过头，笑着问他：“查理，你新交了个女朋友？”我们从来不知道他叫“查理”，不过他羞涩地点头承认了。

有位乘客吹起了口哨，并且轻轻拍了一下查理。他向我们鞠了个躬，挥了挥手中的花，然后才坐下。

从这以后的每个早晨，他都会带着一束花。一些常客也会给他带些花，让他的花束显得更艳丽。他们轻轻地推一下他，然后难为情地说道：“给你。”每个人都笑了。有人开始拿这件事开玩笑，彼此交谈，还有人相互传阅报纸。










Whatever You Need　小小安慰，暖人心田

Martin Rutte









I was working as a consultant in a beer company, helping the president and senior vice-president formulate
 ①
 and implement their new strategic vision. It was an enormous challenge.

At the same time, my mother was in the final stage of cancer.

I worked during the day and drove 40 miles to be with her every night. It was tiring and stressful, but it was I wanted to do. My commitment was to continue to do excellent consulting during the day, even though my evenings were very hard. I didn’t want to bother the president with my situation, yet I felt someone at the company needed to know what was going on. So I told the vice-president of Human Resources, asking him not to share the information with anyone.

A few days later, the president called me into his office. I figured he wanted to talk to me about one of the many issues we were working on. When I entered, he asked me to sit down. He faced me from across his large desk, looked me in the eye and said, “I hear your mother is very ill.”




I was totally caught by surprise and burst into tears. He just looked at me, let my crying subside
 ②
 , and then gently said a sentence I will never forget: “Whatever you need.”

That was it. His understanding and his willingness to both let me be in my pain and to offer me everything were qualities of compassion that I carry with me to this day.





我曾在一家啤酒公司做咨询顾问，协助总裁和高级副总裁制定和实施一些新的战略方针。这份工作可不轻松。

也就在那段时间，我的母亲已经癌症晚期了。

我白天埋头工作，晚上驱车40英里赶回家陪母亲。我感到压力重重，疲惫不堪，但我心甘情愿。即使晚上会出很多状况，休息不好，但我仍保证继续做好咨询工作，而且不想拿家里的事麻烦总裁。但是我又觉得公司里总该有人知道我的特殊情况，就把事情告诉了人力资源部的副主管，并请求他不要说出去。

几天后，总裁叫我去他的办公室。我猜他可能会和我谈我们正在处理的一些事情。我一进去，他就让我坐下。他坐在那张巨型办公桌后面，看着我的眼睛说道：“听说你的母亲病得不轻啊。”





我惊呆了，眼泪夺眶而出
 。他只是静静地看着我，让我自己慢慢平静下来，然后非常轻柔地说了一句我永远也不会忘记的话：“需要什么，尽管说。”

仅仅如此而已。但他能理解我，让我在痛苦中发泄悲伤，并给予一切我所需的。正是他这样的同情和体恤之心一直鼓励着我，支撑着我走到现在。
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①
 formulate ['fɔ:mjʊleɪt]
 v. 制定


②
 subside [səb'saɪd]
 v. 平息；
 减弱
















Jessie’s Glove　杰西的手套

Rick Phillips









I do a lot of management training each year for the Circle K Corporation, a national chain of convenience stores. Among the topics we address in our seminars
 ①
 is the retention of quality employees—a real challenge to managers when you consider the pay scale in the service industry. During these discussions, I ask the participants, “What has caused you to stay long enough to become a manager?” Some time back a new manager took the question and slowly, with her voice almost breaking, said, “It was a $19 baseball glove.”

Cynthia told the group that she originally took a Circle K clerk job as an interim position while she
 looked for something better. On her second or third day behind the counter, she received a phone call from her nine-year-old son, Jessie. He needed a baseball glove for Little League. She explained that as a single mother, money was very tight, and her first check would have to go for paying bills. Perhaps she could buy his baseball glove with her second or third check.




When Cynthia arrived for work the next morning, Patricia, the store manager, asked her to come to the small room in back of the store that served as an office. Cynthia wondered if she had done something wrong or left some part of her job incomplete from the day before. She was concerned and confused.

Patricia handed her a box. “I overheard
 ②
 you talking to your son yesterday,” she said, “and I know that it is hard to explain things to kids. This is a baseball glove for Jessie because he may not understand how important he is, even though you have to pay bills before you can buy gloves. You know we can’t pay good people like you as much as we would like to; but we do care, and I want you to know you are important to us.”

The thoughtfulness, empathy
 ③
 and love of this convenience store manager demonstrates vividly that people remember more how much an employer cares than how much the employer pays. An important lesson for the price of a Little League baseball glove.





我每年都会为CK便利店——一家全国连锁式便利店集团培训众多管理人员。在我们的研讨会上，其中有一个话题是关于如何留住优秀员工。对管理者来说，在服务行业制定员工薪级是一件棘手的事情。在讨论中，我问与会者这样一个问题：“是什么使你决心长期留在公司，最后成为管理层的一员？”过了一会，一位新上任的经理用几乎发颤的声音缓慢地回答道：“一双价值19美元的棒球手套。”




她叫辛西娅。她告诉我们，起初她只是在CK便利店做临时工，同时还在找更好的工作。在她上班后的两三天，辛西娅接到了她9岁儿子杰西打来的电话。儿子在电话里说要买一个棒球手套去参加少年棒球联合会。她向我们解释说，身为一个单亲妈妈，经济总是非常紧张，收到的第一笔钱一定要用来支付账单。也许她能用第二笔或第三笔钱给儿子买手套。

第二天早上，辛西娅去商店上班，她的经理帕特丽夏把她叫到了商店后面的小间办公室。她思前想后，纳闷自己是不是犯了什么错，亦或是昨天没按时完成工作任务。她困惑极了。

帕特丽夏递给她一个盒子，说道：“我昨天不小心听到了你和你儿子的对话，我也知道你很难向孩子解释这些事情。这手套是给杰西的。杰西也许并不明白他在你心中是多么宝贵，尽管你还得在给他买手套前先付清账单。你明白，我们不能随意给像你这样的优秀人才支付我们想给的薪水，但这并不意味着我们不重视你。我现在想让你知道，你在我们心中也是何等的宝贵。”




这家便利店对员工的体贴、同情和关爱，形象生动地告诉了我们，比起雇主支付的薪水，员工更多地记住的是雇主的关怀。这就是棒球手套给我们上的重要一课。
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①
 seminar ['semɪnɑ:]
 n. 讨论会


②
 overhear [əʊvə'hɪə]
 v. 无意中听到


③
 empathy ['empəθɪ]
 n. 同情；
 共情；
 移情


















Roses for a Dime　售价一毛的玫瑰

Thomas Pucci














Bobby was getting cold sitting out in his backyard in the snow. Bobby didn’t wear boots; he didn’t like them and anyway he didn’t own any. The thin sneakers he wore had a few holes in them and they did a poor job of keeping out the cold.



Bobby had been in his backyard for about an hour already. And, try as he might, he could not come up with an idea for his mother’s Christmas gift. He shook his head as he thought, “This is useless, even if I do come up with an idea, I don’t have any money to spend.”



Ever since his father had passed away three years ago, the family of five had struggled. It wasn’t because his mother didn’t care, or try, there just never seemed to be enough. She worked nights at the hospital, but the small wage that she was earning could only be stretched so far.



What the family lacked in money and material things, they more than made up for in love and family unity. Bobby had two older and one younger sister, who ran the household in their mother’s absence.






All three of his sisters had already made beautiful gifts for their mother. Somehow it just wasn’t fair. Here it was Christmas Eve already, and he had nothing.



Wiping a tear from his eye, Bobby kicked the snow and started to walk down to the street where the shops and stores were. It wasn’t easy being six without a father, especially when he needed a man to talk to.



Bobby walked from shop to shop, looking into each decorated window. Everything seemed so beautiful and so out of reach. It was starting to get dark and Bobby
 reluctantly
 ①
 turned to walk home when suddenly his eyes caught the
 glimmer
 ②
 of the setting sun’s rays reflecting off of something along the curb. He reached down and discovered a shiny dime.



Never before has anyone felt so wealthy as Bobby felt at that moment. As he held his newly found treasure, warmth spread throughout his entire body and he walked into the first store he saw. His excitement quickly turned cold when salesperson after salesperson told him that he could not buy anything with only a dime.



He saw a flower shop and went inside to wait in line. When the shop owner asked if he could help him, Bobby presented the dime and asked if he could buy one flower for his mother’s Christmas gift. The shop owner looked at Bobby and his ten cent offering. Then he put his hand on Bobby’s shoulder and said to him, “You just wait here and I’ll see what I can do for you.”






As Bobby waited, he looked at the beautiful flowers and even though he was a boy, he could see why mothers and girls liked flowers.



The sound of the door closing as the last customer left jolted Bobby back to reality. All alone in the shop, Bobby began to feel alone and afraid.



Suddenly the shop owner came out and moved to the counter. There, before Bobby’s eyes, lay twelve long stem, red roses, with leaves of green and tiny white flowers all tied tighter with a big silver bow. Bobby’s heart sank as the owner picked them up and placed them gently into a long white box.



“That will be ten cents, young man,” the shop owner said, reaching out his hand for the dime. Slowly, Bobby moved his hand to give the man his dime. Could this be true? No one else would give him a thing for his dime! Sensing the boy’s reluctance, the shop owner added, “I just happened to have some roses on sale for ten cents a dozen. Would you like them?”



This time Bobby did not
 hesitate
 ③
 , and when the man placed the long box into his hands, he knew it was true. Walking out the door that the owner was holding for Bobby, he heard the shop keeper say, “Merry Christmas, son.”






As he returned inside, the shop keeper’s wife walked out. “Who were you talking to back there and where are the roses you were fixing?”



Staring out the window, and blinking the tears from his own eyes, he replied, “A strange thing happened to me this morning. While I was setting up things to open the shop, I thought I heard a voice telling me to set aside a dozen of my best roses for a special gift. I wasn’t sure at the time whether I had lost my mind or what, but I set them aside anyway. Then just a few minutes ago, a little boy came into the shop and wanted to buy a flower for his mother with one small dime.”



“When I looked at him, I saw myself, many years ago. I too, was a poor boy with nothing to buy my mother a Christmas gift. A
 bearded
 ④
 man, whom I never knew, stopped me on the street and told me that he want to give me ten dollars.”



“When I saw that little boy tonight, I knew who that voice was, and I put together a dozen of my very best roses.”



The shop owner and his wife hugged each other tightly, and as they stepped out into the bitter cold air, they somehow didn’t feel cold at all.











鲍比在院子里的雪地上坐着，慢慢地觉得冰凉刺骨。鲍比赤着脚——他不喜欢穿靴子，但就算想穿，他也没有靴子可穿。鲍比脚上的塑胶鞋很薄，上面还漏了几个洞，根本很难抵抗严寒的侵袭。

鲍比已经在院子里呆了大约一个小时了，他绞尽脑汁地想着该送妈妈什么圣诞礼物。尽管如此，还是没有一点头绪。“算了吧，”他一边摇着脑袋一边想，“这有什么用呢，就算我想到该送什么，我也掏不出一毛钱来。”

自从鲍比的爸爸在三年前去世后，他们一家五口就一直在苦苦地挣扎着。并不是她母亲不在意，或是不努力，
 只是花销实在是太大了。她晚上在医院工作，但这微薄的薪水对于他们家来说也只能是杯水车薪。

这个家庭所缺乏的金钱和物质的东西，他们用爱和团结加倍地弥补。鲍比有两个姐姐和一个妹妹，她们包办了母亲不在家时的一切家务。

三个姐妹都为母亲准备了漂亮的礼物，即便它们看上去十分简陋。已经是平安夜了，鲍比却仍旧两手空空。

鲍比擦去了脸上的一滴眼泪，踢了一脚雪堆，然后朝商店林立的大街上走去。对6岁的鲍比来说，没有父亲真是一件难受的事，特别是在他需要向一个男人倾诉的时候。




鲍比从一家店逛到另一家店，眼睛一直盯着那些装扮华美的窗户，这一切都是那么美妙，又是那么遥不可及。暮色渐浓，但鲍比还是不想回家。忽然，他的眼睛前金光一闪，原来是路边某个物体受到落日光线的照射而发出了闪光。他走过去一看，发现了一枚金光闪闪的一毛钱硬币。

那一刻，鲍比感到了从未有过的富足感。他拿着这笔刚刚发现的财富，一股暖流流遍了全身。他迫不及待地冲进第一家他看到的店。但是，当店员告诉他一毛钱什么也买不到时，他犹如被当头泼了一盆冷水，热情瞬间被浇灭了，心也好像跌入了冰窟窿。

他又走进一家花店，在人群后面排着队。轮到他时，店主问他需要什么，鲍比胆怯地拿出那一毛钱，低声询问他是否能用这枚硬币给他母亲买一枝花作为圣诞节礼物。店主看着鲍比和他的钱，想了一会儿，随后把手放在鲍比的肩上，说：“你在这等会儿，我去看看我能为你做些什么。”

等待的时候，鲍比往四处看了看，到处都是美丽的鲜花。即使他还是个小男孩，他也明白了为什么鲜花对母亲和女孩这么有吸引力。

当最后一位顾客离开时，关门的声响把鲍比从幻想中拉回了现实。他发现店里只剩下他一人了，不禁感到了一丝孤独和恐惧。

突然，店主出现了，朝着柜台走了过来。鲍比看到柜台上放着12枝修长的红玫瑰，带着嫩绿的叶子，中间还点缀着一些娇小的白色花朵，外面用一个银色蝴蝶结将它们紧紧扎在一起。当店主把玫瑰放进一只白色长条盒子里时，鲍比的心沉到了谷底。




“小伙子，这些花售价一毛。”店家一边说，一边伸出手来向鲍比要那一毛钱。这会是真的吗？没有人会愿意为了他那一毛钱而把任何一样商品卖给他的。店主好像看出了他的心思，又说道：“我刚好有一些一毛钱一打的玫瑰，你不喜欢它们吗？”

这一次鲍比没有犹豫。当店主把那个长条盒子放到他手里时，他意识到，这一切都是真的。鲍比离开时，店主为他拉开了门向他告别道：“孩子，圣诞节快乐。”

店主回到店里后，他的妻子走了出来，问道：“刚才你在和谁说话呢？还有，你拾掇好的花呢？”

店主看着窗外，眨了眨眼睛，想把眼泪挤出去。他回答道：“今天早晨我碰到了一件怪事，在我准备开店时，我好像听到一个声音，告诉我要我拿出一打最珍贵的玫瑰花，来作为一件特殊的礼物。当时，我心里没底，以为是我产生了幻觉或是什么，但我并没理会。就在几分钟前，一个小男孩来到店里，想用一毛钱买一朵花当作礼物送给她母亲。”

“我看到他的时候，就想起了几十年前，那时我也是个小穷光蛋，也想为母亲买一份圣诞节礼物。我在大街上漫无目的地闲逛时，一个胡子拉碴的陌生人叫住了我，给了我10美元。”




“今晚看到这个小男孩时，我意识到那个声音是从哪儿来的了，我马上把这一打最好的玫瑰装了起来。”

店主和她的妻子紧紧相拥在一起。他们走进外面的冰天雪地，竟感受不到一丝冷意。
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①
 reluctantly [rɪ'lʌktəntli]
 ad. 不情愿地；
 嫌恶地


②
 glimmer ['glɪmə]
 n. 微光


③
 hesitate ['hezɪteɪt]
 v. 踌躇，
 犹豫


④
 bearded ['biədid]
 a. 有胡子的；
 有须的


















The Smile　微笑的力量

Antoine de Saint-Exupery









It is this story which I’d like to share with you now. It isn’t clear whether or not he meant this to be autobiographical or fiction. I choose to believe it to be the former. He said that he was captured by the enemy and thrown into a jail cell. He was sure that from the contemptuous
 ①
 looks and rough treatment he received from his jailers he would be executed the next day.

From here, I’ll tell the story as I remember it in my own words.

I was sure that I was to be killed. I became terribly nervous and distraught. I fumbled in my pockets to see if there were any cigarettes which had escaped their search. I found one and because of my shaking hands, I could barely get it to my lips. But I had no matches, they had taken those. I looked through the bars at my jailer. He did not make eye contact with me. After all, one does not make eye contact with a thing, a corpse. I called out to him “Have you got a light, por favor?” He looked at me, shrugged and came over to light my cigarette. As he came close and lit the match, his eyes inadvertently
 ②
 locked with mine. At that moment, I smiled. I don’t know why I did that. Perhaps it was nervousness, perhaps it was because, when you get very close, one to another, it is very hard not to smile. In any case, I smiled.




In that instant, it was as though a spark jumped across the gap between our two hearts, our two human souls. I know he didn’t want to, but my smile leaped through the bars and generated a smile on his lips, too. He lit my cigarette but stayed near, looking at me directly in the eyes and continuing to smile. I kept smiling at him, now aware of him as a person and not just a jailer. And his looking at me seemed to have a new dimension, too.

“Do you have kids?” he asked. “Yes, here, here.” I took out my wallet and nervously fumbled for the pictures of my family. He, too, took out the pictures of his ninos and began to talk about his plans and hopes for them. My eyes filled with tears. I said that I feared that I’d never see my family again, never have the chance to see them grow up. Tears came to his eyes, too. Suddenly, without another word, he unlocked my cell and silently led me out. Out of the jail, quietly and by back routes, out of the town. There, at the edge of town, he released me. And without another word, he turned back toward the town.





My life was saved by a smile. Yes, the smile—
 the unaffected, unplanned natural connection between people.

I tell this story in my work because I’d like people to consider that underneath all the layers we construct to protect ourselves, our dignity, our titles, our degrees, our status and our need to be seen in certain ways—underneath all that, remains the authentic, essential self. I’m not afraid to call it the soul. I really believe that if that part of you and that part of me could recognize each other, we wouldn’t be enemies. We couldn’t have hate or envy or fear. I sadly conclude that all those other layers, which we so carefully construct through our lives, distance and insulate
 ③
 us from truly contacting others.





我现在想讲一个故事，但我也不确定它是作者的亲身经历还是虚构的事。不过，我还是愿意相信它是由真实事件改编的。故事的主人公称他在一次战斗中被俘，然后被关进监狱。有一天，他从看守那轻蔑的表情和粗鲁的态度中确信，第二天自己就要被处决了。

接下来，我将用自己的话叙述这个故事。




毫无疑问，我的死期快到了。恐惧、焦躁压迫着我，我坐立不安。我在口袋里摸索，希望能有几根香烟逃过敌人的搜查。很走运，我找到了一根。由于手颤抖得太厉害，我费了好大的劲才把香烟放到嘴边。但这时我才发现自己没有火柴，都被他们搜走了。我看了一下牢房外面的看守，但他没有注意到我。也对，谁会去管一个行将要死的人呢。我叫了他一声：“能借个火么？”他回头看了看，耸了耸肩，然后走过来为我点烟。他靠近我，在点燃火柴的瞬间，不经意间与我四目相触。那一刻，我微微地笑了。我也不知道为什么会笑，也许是因为紧张，也许是离人很近的时候一定得笑。总之，我笑了。

那一刻，仿佛有一束火花跨越了我们两人心灵间的鸿沟。我知道他强忍着笑意，但我的笑意好像越过了栅栏的阻挡，跳到了他的脸上。于是，他也笑了。他为我点了烟，但没走开，而是看着我的眼睛，脸上还带着微笑。我也朝着他笑，意识到他跟我一样，也是个有感情的人，
 而不是一个残忍的狱卒。他看着我，好像对我的印象也有所改变。


他问我说：“你
 有孩子么？”“当然有了，看这里。”我拿出钱包，小心翼翼地把我家人的照片拿给他看。他也拿出了他小孩的照片，说了一大堆对他们的计划和期望。听着听着，我的眼里竟盈满了泪水。我说，恐怕我是要和家人永别了，再也没有机会看着我的孩子长大了。他也流泪了。突然，他默默地打开了牢房的锁，示意我出来。我静静地跟在他后面，他把我一直领出了监狱。在监狱的出口，他摆摆手，让我离开这里。他没说一句话就转身走了回去。










A Homeless Man’s Gift　流浪汉的礼物

Anonymous









On New Year’s Eve my husband and I stopped in San Francisco for dinner on our way back from a retreat. While eating we felt that we should do something different this year. I took a $20 bill and asked the restaurant owner to give me $5 bills.

After dinner, we headed out on the streets to find homeless people. The first guy we came across was sitting with a paper cup in his hand. We dropped in a $5 bill and moved on. Right across the street we saw another man sitting outside a club with his guitar. We requested him to play some music for us and he obliged, after which we dropped a bill in his cup.

Then my husband asked me if I would pose with the man for a picture. Initially
 ①
 , I hesitated although I thought that was a great idea. After some more coaxing from my husband, I asked the man for his permission. He agreed with a big smile on his face and insisted that I prop the guitar around my neck. There was something special about his smile—it was wholesome, from his heart, and we felt blessed.




We crossed the street and came across the first guy again and we thought, let’s take a picture here as well. I asked this man, if I could take a picture with him and he too agreed with a big smile. He took off his hat to pose for the picture, and we felt a warm, lovely smile.

We continued on our walk looking for more people and we came across another man with his guitar. He was collecting beads which had scattered
 ②
 on the ground from his broken necklace. I offered him a $5 bill and in return he gave me a can of Dr. Pepper and I said I didn’t need it. He then offered it to my husband and he too politely refused. We requested that he sing a song for us instead. He said sure and offered both of us a seat on the street. It was remarkably thoughtful—he had broken a chair in half. He placed the top back rest on the floor, on which he sat. The rest of the chair with the seat was on the pavement for his audience.

He sang a beautiful song, I remember a few words from it: “Why do you wait for the sunrise, the sun is always there. Look in your heart, it is always there.” We were deeply touched by his song. I wished him a great year ahead and he said to me “life is beautiful,” with a big smile on his face. I took a picture with this man too but this time my husband too wanted to be in the picture. At this point a drunk man was passing by and he offered to take our picture, which he did.




I gave my last $5 bill to the guitarist and said goodbye. But he would not let me go empty-handed. He gave me as many beads as he could pick up in his cupped hands and asked me to make a bracelet out of it. I took it with gratitude and we both felt that the people we met today had give us much more than we had given—a heartfelt smile brimming with joy.









新年前夜，我和丈夫暂留在旧金山。吃晚饭时，我们突发奇想，决定在今年的最后一天做点有意义的事情。我拿出了20美元，向餐馆老板换了几张5美元的钞票。

饭后，我们就到大街上寻找流浪汉。过了不久，我们遇到了第一位流浪汉，他手上拿着一个纸杯。我们扔下了5美元后转身离开。在对面的街道上，我们又碰到了一位流浪者。他抱着一把吉他，坐在一家俱乐部的外面。我们请他为我们弹奏一曲。我们在他的纸杯中投入5美元后，他开始了他的表演。

一曲落幕，丈夫提议我和这位流浪艺人合影留念。一开始，我有些犹豫，尽管我也觉得这个主意不错。禁不住丈夫不断的鼓动，我上前询问是否可以合影。他答应了，脸上浮现出笑容，还坚持把吉他挂在我的脖子上。他的笑脸与众不同，那是从心底所散发出的自然、纯真的笑容，我们深受感动。




我们离开后，在途中再一次碰到了第一位流浪汉。我们想，不妨也和他合个影吧。我问他能否同他合影，他也答应了，并绽开了笑颜。他把帽子摘下，面对照相机，摆好姿势，脸上浮现出真挚、温馨的笑容。

拍完照后，我们继续往前，寻找更多的流浪汉。不一会儿，又一位带着吉他的流浪艺人映入了我们眼帘。他的项链断了，珠子散了一地，他正从地上把它们捡起来。我给了他5美元，作为回报，他塞给了我一个辣椒罐。我表示自己不需要，他就递给我的丈夫，
 但也遭到了婉拒。为了避免尴尬，我们就请他为我们唱首歌。他欣然应允，非常体贴地把一张椅子拆成两半，把有靠背的那部分倚在地上，自己坐了上去，把另一半给我们，让我们坐在人行道上欣赏他的表演。

他的歌声悦耳动听，如同天籁，深深地抓住了我们的心。我还记着几句歌词：“何必等那日出，太阳永不落下；看看你的心，
 它永远在那儿。”我向他祝福，希望他来年顺利安康。他开心地笑了，“生活是多姿多彩的。”他对我说道。我请求和他合影，不过这次我的丈夫也要和我们一起合影。正在这时，一个醉汉路过这里，他主动为我们拍了照片。




我把最后的5美元钞票给了这位吉他表演家，并跟他道别。但他却不肯让我空手离开。他把他搜集起来的珠子都塞给了我，并嘱咐我用这些珠子做一个手镯。我满怀感激，收下了他的礼物。在这个特殊的夜晚，我们从流浪汉那里收获了洋溢着纯真欢乐的微笑，这让我们觉得，我们的付出远没有我们所得到的多。
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①
 initially [ɪ'nɪʃ(ə)lɪ]
 ad. 最初，
 首先；
 开头


②
 scatter ['skætə]
 v. 分散






















Love Is in the Moment　爱在此时此刻

Annie









It was early morning, yet already it had been a stupendously
 ①
 bad day. One thing after another. The downward spiral continued when a large pitcher of orange juice slid from my hands and smashed to the floor. Glass and sticky juice spewed to the farthest corners of the kitchen, slithering down cabinets and appliances, puddling at my feet.

Stunned, I looked at the mess. Then I dropped dejectedly down to the floor, my eyes filling with overdue tears. The tears came from begrudging and angry acceptance that “today is just not my day.”

Bad day or not, errands had to be done. Filled with angst and negative mental baggage, I got in my car to drive into town. In the few minutes it took to travel to the bank I made a decision. I would be careful not to pass my bad day off to anyone else. I would be cordial and polite. And I would not retaliate when that harried driver pulled quickly and rudely in front of me causing me to slam on my breaks, dumping the contents of my drink onto the front car seat!




Standing in line at the bank, I was silently talking to myself. Actually, I was scolding
 ②
 myself. All of the events that had accumulated and contributed to my bad day were, in reality, so very minor and trivial. I was over-reacting. I was indulging in self-pity. I tried to imagine the innumerable
 ③
 individual lives that had been effected by 9/11, by the war in Iraq, by the tsunami.

For the second time that day my eyes filled with tears as I realized how disconnected I felt from all those individuals who are trying to cope with truly traumatic events in their lives. They all seemed so distant and unknowable, and this justified and intensified my belief that I was being self-centered and selfish. I was sure that all my efforts to be a caring and loving person were for naught.

A voice broke through my mental distractions. Somehow I had mechanically finished my bank transaction and the teller was trying to get my attention. “Young lady,” she was saying, “Young lady!”

I looked up and into the eyes of the bank teller, a silver-haired grandmother with a gentle beauty. Her keen eyes reflected concern as she leaned forward and softly said, “I don’t know what is happening inside of you, but please, believe me when I tell you that—everything will be okay.”




And then she did something quite marvelous. My hands were resting on the counter. She took her hands and placed them gently on top of mine. The touch was quick but electric. And in that moment my world shifted.

In the moment of her touch my self-doubt vanished
 ④
 . I found understanding and acceptance. I knew that love was being channeled through the heart of this beautiful woman directly into my heart. I was infused with a profound awareness—that I am loved. I was speechless. I smiled. It was my first smile of the day. But it would not be my last, as from that moment on my entire day was transformed.

Perhaps without even knowing it, the kind-hearted bank teller allowed herself to be a conduit of divine love. She was instrumental in transforming a day that seemed destined to be a day of tears into a day of smiles. The seemingly small gesture of this gentle woman not only changed the course of my day, it became a powerful reminder in my life. The profound effect of that one simple, loving touch remains in my heart to this day.

More people than not scoff at the idea of world peace. Laugh if you wish. As for myself, I believe it is possible to transform our world...one act of loving kindness at a time.




Remember: A simple smile. A warm handshake. A kind word. A gentle hug. Through these, we open the transformative power of love.





那真是糟糕透顶的一天，倒霉事一件接着一件。首先是早上，一大罐橘子汁忽然从我手中滑落，摔在了地上，玻璃渣和粘稠的果汁四处飞散，遍布厨房的每一个角落，连橱柜和电器也未能幸免。

我站在一滩汁水中，看着这一片狼藉的景象，整个人呆若木鸡。过了一会儿，我沮丧地蹲在地板上，眼泪不自觉地流了下来。我不得不愤怒又无奈地承认，今天是我的倒霉日。

幸运也好，倒霉也罢，该做的事情还是要做。打扫完厨房后，我让司机送我去了镇里，在车上，我还在担心接下来还会发生什么，就这样胡思乱想了一路。在去银行的短短几分钟里，我决定一定要小心一点，避免把自己的霉运传给其他人。我会热情和礼貌地对待大家，还有，
 我也不会责怪我那个鲁莽的司机。他还没等我坐稳就猛踩了一脚油门，我一个没拿稳，我的早餐——一杯饮料就洒在了前面的座位上。

在银行排队等候时，我在心里默默地跟自己说话，事实上，我是在责备自己。这些所谓的倒霉事其实都是些微不足道的小事而已，是我太敏感，太顾影自怜了。为了摆脱搅扰，
 我开始努力想象在“9.11”事件、伊拉克战争和海啸中那无数遭遇不幸的人。




当我意识到，与那些努力应对生活中真正的惨痛事件的人们相比，我的不幸是多么微不足道时，我的眼泪再一次奔涌而出，他们看起来似乎离我很遥远，也很陌生，但这一点也不妨碍我得出结论——我既以自我为中心，又无比自私。我敢肯定，我想要成为一个关爱他人、富有爱心的人所付出的一切努力都化成了泡影。

突然，一个声音把我从幻想中唤醒了。原来我已在恍惚之间机械地完成了银行业务，而那个银行柜员正努力想要引起我的注意。她向我喊道：“女士，这位年轻女士！”

我抬头一看，望着她的眼睛，她已经是当祖母的年纪了，满头银发，慈祥和蔼。她热切的目光中透着关怀，身子微微前倾，柔声向我说道：“虽然我不知道你遭遇了什么，但请相信我，一切都会好起来的。”

接下来，她做了件美妙绝伦的事情。那时，我的手放在柜台上，她把她的手轻柔地覆盖在我的手上面，那碰触虽是转瞬之间，但就在接触的一刹那，仿佛有一股电流贯穿了我的全身。那一刻，我的世界从黑暗转向了光明。




那一瞬间的碰触，我的自怨自艾就烟消云散了。我懂得了理解和接纳。我知道爱的暖流从那位和蔼的女人身上传递到了我的心中。我深深地意识到了被爱着的喜悦。我静静地笑了，
 那是我在那天第一次微笑。但我知道，这不是最后一次微笑，因为从那一刻起，这一天已经变得完全不同了。

也许她并不知道，她的热心肠足以让她成为神圣之爱的使者，把一个注定充斥着泪水的日子变成了一个充满欢笑的一天。这位温柔的女士看似微小的举动，不仅改变了我的一天，更成为了我人生中一个有力的提醒。那次微小但充满爱意的触碰，直到今天仍然对我的内心影响深远。

提起世界和平，很多人不免忍不住哑然失笑。想笑的人就笑吧，但我却坚信，世界是可以改变的，一个简单的善行就足够。

请记住，一个简单微笑，一次温暖握手，一句善意话语，一个轻柔拥抱，都能让我们开启足以改变世界的爱的魔力。
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①
 stupendously [stju:'pendəsli]
 ad. 巨大地；
 惊人地


②
 scold [skəʊld]
 v. 责骂，
 责备


③
 innumerable [ɪ'nʊmərəbl]
 a. 无数的，
 数不清的


④
 vanish ['vænɪʃ]
 v. 消失


































Chapter 2 奉献的快乐













The happiest people on this planet are not those who live on their own terms but are those who change their terms for the ones whom they love!









在这个世界上，最幸福的人不是那些活在自己信条里的人，而是为了所爱的人能改变自己信条的人。














All in a Day’s Work　温柔的触碰

Naomi Rhode









He was admitted to emergency receiving and placed on the cardiac floor. Long hair, unshaven, dirty, dangerously obese, with a black motorcycle jacket tossed on the bottom shelf of the stretcher, he was an outsider to this sterile
 ①
 world of shining terrazzo floors, efficient uniformed professionals, and strict infection control procedures. Definitely an untouchable.

The nurses at the station looked wide-eyed as this mound of humanity was wheeled by, each glancing nervously at Bonnie, the head nurse. “Let this one not be mine to admit, bathe and tend to...” was their pleading, unspoken message.

One of the true marks of a leader, a consummate professional, is to do the unthinkable. To tackle the impossible. To touch the untouchable. It was Bonnie who said, “I want this patient myself.” Highly unusual for a head nurse—unconventional—but the stuff out of which human spirits thrive, heal and soar.




As she donned her latex gloves and proceeded to bathe this huge, very unclean man, her heart almost broke. Where was his family? Who was his mother? What was he like as a little boy? She hummed quietly as she worked. It seemed to ease the fear and embarrassment she knew he must be feeling.

And then on a whim she said, “We don’t have time for back rubs much in hospitals these days, but I bet one would really feel good. And it would help you relax your muscles and start to heal. That is what this place is all about…a place to heal.”

The thick, scaly, ruddy skin told a story of an abusive lifestyle: probably lots of addictive behavior with food, alcohol and drugs. As she rubbed those taut
 ②
 muscles, she hummed and prayed. Prayed for the soul of a little boy grown up, rejected by life’s rudeness and striving for acceptance in a hard, hostile world.

The finale was warmed lotion and baby powder. Almost laughable—such a contrast to this huge, foreign surface. As he rolled over onto his back, tears ran down his cheeks and his chin trembled. With amazingly beautiful brown eyes, he smiled and said in a quivering
 ③
 voice, “No one has touched me for years. Thank you. I am healing.”








一天，医院紧急接收了一位病人，随后把他安置在心脏科。他头发很长，胡子拉碴，胖得出奇，全身脏兮兮的，一件黑色的摩托夹克被扔在担架下面。对这个有着锃光发亮的水磨地板、身穿制服的高效专业人士，以及严格的感染控制程序的无菌世界来讲，他是一个不受欢迎的外人。很明显，他也是一个不可接触的人。

这一科室的护士都瞪大了眼睛，看着一个山一样的男人坐在轮椅上推了进来，每个人都紧张地瞥了一下她们的护士长邦妮，心里面默默地祈求着：“千万不要让我负责他，还要给他洗澡，照顾他……”


作为一个领导者，一位出色的专业人士，其特征之一就是完成那些不可思议的任务，
 处理不可能处理的麻烦，以及接触无法接触的病人。这就是邦妮，她说：“这个病人我负责。”这对一个护士长来说显得不同寻常——也不合常理——但人性会释放光芒，所有的脆弱都会变得坚强，我们为此得以进步而展翅翱翔
 。

当她戴上乳胶手套，给这位身躯庞大、肮脏不堪的病人洗澡时，她的心都快碎了。他的家人在哪里？谁是他的母亲？他小时候是什么样子？邦妮一边给他洗澡，一边静静地哼唱。在洗澡的过程中，他的恐惧与窘迫慢慢地得以缓解。

突然，她想到了个好主意：“很长时间以来，我们医院都没时间给病人搓后背了，但我敢打赌这会令你非常舒服，它既放松了你的肌肉，又有利于你的康复。这里可是个医人疾病的地方啊。”




他厚厚的皮肤上布满了鳞状的纹路，表层红红的一片，表明了他过着一种肆意放荡的生活，也许是无节制的饮食、酗酒，或是吸毒成瘾。邦妮在揉搓这些硬邦邦的皮肤时，默默地祈祷着，她为这个小男孩——在成长道路上遭遇生活的艰辛，挣扎着想要融入这个冷冰冰、充满敌意的世界的灵魂祈祷。

最后，邦妮为他涂抹了一些温热的润肤露和爽身粉。这些东西与这个巨大的身躯一比，真是非常滑稽。他翻了个身，仰面朝天，眼泪悄然落下，下颚微微地颤抖着。他那双棕色的眼睛异常漂亮，他微笑着，
 颤抖着说：“这些年来从没有一个人碰过我。谢谢你，我感觉好多了。”
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①
 sterile ['steraɪl]
 a. 无菌的


②
 taut [tɔ:t]
 a. 拉紧的；
 紧张的


③
 quivering ['kwivəriŋ]
 a. 颤抖的


















How Selfless Real Love Is　真爱无私

Sarat Kishore Panda









My wife called, “How long will you be with that newspaper? Will you come here and make your darling daughter eat her food?”

I tossed the paper away and rushed to the scene. My only daughter, Sindu, looked frightened; tears were welling up in her eyes. In front of her was a bowl filled to its brim with curd rice. Sindu is a nice child, quite intelligent for her age.

I cleared my throat and picked up the bowl. “Sindu, darling, why don’t you take a few mouthful of this curd rice? Just for Dad’s sake, dear.”

Sindu softened a bit and wiped her tears with the back of her hands. “Ok, Dad. I will eat—not just a few mouthfuls, but the whole lot of this. But, you should...” Sindu hesitated. “Dad, if I eat this entire curd Rice, will you give me whatever I ask for?”

“Promise.” I covered the pink soft hand extended by my daughter with mine, and clinched the deal. Now I became a bit anxious. “Sindu, dear, you shouldn’t insist on getting a computer or any such expensive items. Dad does not have that kind of money right now. Ok?”




“No, Dad. I do not want anything expensive.” Slowly and painfully, she finished eating the whole quantity. I was silently angry with my wife and my mother for forcing my child to eat something that she detested
 ①
 . After the ordeal was through, Sindu came to me with her eyes wide with expectation. All our attention was on her. “Dad, I want to have my head shaved off, this Sunday!” was her demand.

“Atrocious!” shouted my wife. “A girl child having her head shaved off? Impossible!”

“Never in our family!” My mother rasped. “She has been watching too much of television. Our culture is getting totally spoiled with these TV programs!”

“Sindu, darling, why don’t you ask for something else? We will be sad seeing you with a clean-shaven head.”

“Please, Sindu, why don’t you try to understand our feelings?” I tried to plead with her.

“Dad, you saw how difficult it was for me to eat that curd rice.” Sindu was in tears. “And you promised to grant me whatever I ask for. Now, you are going back on your words. Was it not you who told me the story of King Harishchandra, and its moral that we should honor our promises no matter what?”




It was time for me to call the shots
 ②
 . “Our promise must be kept.”

“Are you out of your mind?” chorused my mother and wife.

“No. If we go back on our promises, she will never learn to honour her own. Sindu, your wish will be fulfilled.”

With her head clean-shaven, Sindu had a round-face, and her eyes looked big and beautiful.

On Monday morning, I dropped her at her school. It was a sight to watch my hairless Sindu walking towards her classroom. She turned around and waved. I waved back with a smile. Just then, a boy alighted from a car, and shouted, “Sinduja, please wait for me!” What struck me was the hairless head of that boy. “Maybe, that is the in-stuff,” I thought.

“Sir, your daughter Sinduja is great indeed!” Without introducing herself, a lady got out of the car, and continued, “That boy who is walking along with your daughter is my son Harish. He is suffering from... leukemia.” She paused to muffle her sobs
 ③
 . “Harish could not attend the school for the whole of the last month. He lost all his hair due to the side effects of the chemotherapy. He refused to come back to school fearing the unintentional
 ④
 but cruel teasing of the schoolmates. Sinduja visited him last week, and promised him that she will take care of the teasing issue. But, I never imagined she would sacrifice her lovely hair for the sake of my son!”




“Sir, you and your wife are blessed to have such a noble soul as your daughter.”

I stood transfixed and then, I wept. “My little Angel, you are teaching me how selfless real love is!”

The happiest people on this planet are not those who live on their own terms but are those who change their terms for the ones whom they love!





我妻子向我嚷道：“你看报纸还要看多久？你的宝贝女儿不肯吃饭，快来哄哄她吃饭吧。”

我把报纸一扔，匆忙走了过去。我的独女欣顿坐在桌子前，脸上一副受惊的样子，
 眼里还蓄满了泪水。桌子上摆着一碗满满的奶酪饭。欣顿是个漂亮的女孩子，她比同龄人要聪明机灵不少。

我清了清嗓子，拿起那碗饭递给欣顿：“欣顿，我的宝贝儿，为什么不吃几口奶酪饭呢？就当给老爸一个面子，吃点吧。”




欣顿稍微软了下来，用手背擦了擦泪水。“好吧，老爸，我会吃的。但不只是吃几口，而是全部吃掉。但是，你得……”她犹豫了下，“如果我把饭全吃了，你会给我任何我想要的东西么？”

“我答应你。”我的手和女儿粉嘟嘟的小手重叠在一起，达成了这个协议。不过，我马上就有了一丝不安。“欣顿，答应我，不要缠着买电脑还有其他贵的东西，老爸现在没钱去买，明白吗？”

“老爸，你放心，我不要这些东西。”随后，她表情痛苦地慢慢把这碗饭全吃了下去。我在一旁暗暗地生我母亲和妻子的气，他们竟然强迫我的孩子吃她如此厌恶的东西。在通过了这一严酷的考验后，她走到我这里，眼里满是期盼
 。我的注意力全都放在她身上。“老爸，这个星期天我想把头发都剃掉。”

“岂有此理！”我的妻子大声嚷嚷着，“一个女孩怎么能把头发剃光？这怎么成！”

“在我们家绝对不允许这样！”我母亲厉声说道，“她肯定是看了太多电视节目。我们宝贵的文化被这些糟糕的电视节目全毁了！”

“欣顿，我的宝贝儿，为什么不要点别的呢？你变成一个光头的话，我们都会很伤心的。”

我继续试着说服她，“拜托，欣顿，为什么不试着考虑下我们的感受呢？”




“老爸，你也看见了我吃这碗奶酪饭的时候有多痛苦。”欣顿流着泪说，“你答应过我会给我一切我想要的。现在，你却要违背你的诺言。你忘了你曾给我讲过的关于哈里什昌德拉国王的故事吗？这个故事不是教育我们无论许了什么诺言，都不能反悔吗？”

现在是我做决断的时候了。“我们一定说话算话。”

我的母亲和妻子一起向我吼道：“你难道疯了吗？”

“不，我没有。如果我们食言的话，她就永远也不会遵守自己的诺言。欣顿，你的愿望可以实现了。”

欣顿的头发剃光之后，显出了她圆圆的脸庞，她的眼睛看起来又大又漂亮。

星期一早上，我送欣顿去学校。我看着光头的欣顿走向她的教室。她回过头来向我摆了摆手，我带着笑容，也朝她挥了挥手。就在那时，一个男孩从车上跳了下来，大声喊道：“
 欣顿，等等我！”我愣了一下，因为那个男孩也是个光头。我暗自思忖：“也许这就是她剃光头发的内幕吧。”

“先生，你的女儿欣顿实在是太好了。”一位女士从车上走下来，还没有介绍自己，就继续说道，“和你女儿走在一起的那个男孩是我的儿子哈里什，他患了……白血病。”她停了下，想忍住啜泣。“哈里什上个月都不能来学校。由于化疗的副作用，他的头发都掉光了。他拒绝回学校，因为他害怕同学们尖酸的嘲笑，虽然他也知道他们不是有意的。欣顿上星期来看过他，欣顿答应会帮我儿子解决这件事。但是，我从来没有想过，欣顿会为了我儿子剪掉她一头的秀发！”




“先生，你和你的妻子真有福，因为你们拥有你们的女儿这样高尚的灵魂。”

我呆在那儿一动也不动，过了一会儿，眼泪夺眶而出。“我的小天使啊，你教会了我真正的爱是何等无私！”

在这个世界上，最幸福的人不是那些活在自己信条里的人，而是为了所爱的人能改变自己信条的人。
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①
 detest [dɪ'test]
 v. 厌恶；
 憎恨


②
 call the shots 发号施令；
 做决断


③
 sob [sɒb]
 n. 啜泣声


④
 unintentional [ʌnɪn'tenʃ(ə)n(ə)l]
 a. 非故意的；
 无意识的


















The Art of Giving　奉献的艺术

Rochman Reese & Sofan Chan









True giving comes from the same place inside you as your deepest happiness. They are inexplicably intertwined.

A gift is something that is enjoyed twice. First by the giver who revels in the pleasure of giving something special and then also enjoyed by the person who receives the gift.

A very special form of giving takes the form of small, personal acts of kindness. Very often it is not money or belongings that people need, it’s the things that can’t be seen, such as advice, reassurance, a kind word, compliments or a smile.

The act of giving doesn’t have to be limited to an exchange of presents at Christmas time or Birthdays. You can treat every person you come into contact with as someone who you can give a gift to.


You may be a bit
 sceptical
 ①
 , wondering what
 exactly do you have to give? Everybody has something of value for another person. It could be a kind word, a simple smile, some appreciation, the sharing of some special knowledge, even a helping hand or a bit of support during a difficult emotional time.




You have something to give everyone.

The act of true giving is something wonderful and amazing. With most things in this world, there is only a limited amount of what you can give away. Fortunately, generosity and kindness are not bound to these same material limitations.

One of life’s most basic laws is “every single act of love, kindness and generosity will multiply and return to you many times over.” The more you give the happier you will feel.

Many thousands of years ago a great sage in Babylon said “The reward of charity depends entirely upon the extent of the kindness in it.”

It is one of life’s wonderful paradoxes that you limit the power of your giving by having an expectation of getting something in return. When you give without any thought or desire for something back, your returns will be truly limitless.


Your life is like a river of energy, continually flowing. What happens when a river stops moving? It get very muddy
 , and stagnant
 ②
 . A fast flowing river is full of life and clear water. Where would you rather drink?




The acts of giving and receiving are a continuous process of circulation that continues the flow of your life’s energies. For one person to receive someone else has to give. It’s a cycle of energy that flows continually onwards.

Pause for as moment as you read this, and take a big, deep breath. Hold it for as long as you possibly can. As you hold it inside, notice how uncomfortable you begin to feel when you are holding on to something that is meant to be released.

Now, breathe out, completely and hold your breath with your lungs fully emptied. Feel how uncomfortable you feel when you are resisting taking in something that you need.

True giving, without expectation of anything in return is as effortless as breathing.

How often do you expect back from the person you gave something to a gift of a similar or greater value? Is this true giving or merely an unvoiced expectation of an exchange of similar goods?

Have you ever heard anyone saying “I just give and give and give until I have nothing left”?




This behaviour has many other names. Self denial, self pity, martyrdom
 ③
 , self righteousness to name just a few.

This is an ego based form of giving. It is giving with an expectation of something in return. In reality, this is not giving at all but an unvocalised form of barter. If, through the act of giving, you feel that you have “lost something or are somehow lessened” then the gift was not truly given from your heart.

Truly giving something from the heart is an action which will fill your life with joy.This is where the expression to “give whole heartedly” comes from.

The intention behind your giving is the most important thing. The intention should always be to create happiness for both the giver and the receiver.

If you experience resentment and a feeling of “I don’t really want to give this to this person, but I feel that I have to” or “I really should give them something”, this is probably what ultimately will come back to you. Perhaps in this case, you need to consider not giving the gift at all!

What you give out is what comes back in direct proportions to the feelings you have in the act of giving.

It’s very simple. If you want to experience more joy, give joy to others, if you want more love, learn to give love, if you want attention and appreciation, learn to give appreciation to others. These are some of life’s most precious gifts and they don’t cost you anything.




When you meet someone, you can silently send them a blessing, wishing them happiness, joy and laughter. This kind of silent giving is very powerful. Do this, (with no thought of return) and you will suddenly find people around you opening to you in joy and happiness.

Make a decision that wherever you go, to whoever you meet, to give. As long as you are giving, you will also be receiving. The more you give, the more will flow back to you and be returned many times over. Giving creates a pattern of happiness, joy and love in your life beyond your wildest expectations.

In ancient China, Lao Tsu wrote, “Kindness in words creates confidence. Kindness in thinking creates profoundness. Kindness in Giving Creates Love.”





真正的给予和最深的幸福来自于心灵深处同样的地方，它们就像是一对孪生兄弟。

一份礼物可以令两个人感到快乐。首先是送礼物的人，因为他觉得他送了一份别具意味的礼物。而后是收到礼物的人，他也一定会因此而喜上眉梢。




个人小小的善行也可以当做礼物给予他人。人们往往并不在意钱和物，而需要建议、保证、良言、赞赏或是微笑这些无形的东西。

并不只是在圣诞节或是别人过生日时，才能赠送礼物。你身边所接触的每个人，都可以是你送礼物的对象。

你也许会有些疑惑，究竟你该送些什么呢？每个人都有一些对他人来说非常珍贵的东西。它们可以是一些温润的话语，一个浅浅的微笑，一些称许的话，专业知识的分享，甚至可以是在遇到情感困境时的一点帮助和支持。

你肯定拥有可以奉献的东西。

真正的给予奇妙无比。对于世界上大多数物质事物而言，你能所给予的都是有限的。但幸运的是，慷慨和良善并不受同样的限制。

生活中最基本的一条定则是，“每一次包含着爱、良善和慷慨的行为所产生的祝福会不断堆积，再数倍地回报于你。”奉献越多，幸福也就越多。

几千年前，巴比伦一位伟大的圣人曾说过：“对奉献的奖赏完全取决于其中的良善。”

有时你的奉献稀少，因为你希望可以得到一些回报，这可能是众多生活奇妙的悖论之一。但你若不曾对自己的付出期待什么回报，那么祝福就会源源不断地降临到你身上。




你的生命就好比一条活力四射、不停流动的河流。如果水流停止，将会发生什么？这条河会变得泥泞不堪，丧失活力。相反，一条水流湍急的河饱含着生命的能量和清澈的水流。你若口渴，会去哪条河里饮水呢？

给予和收获就像一个持续不断的流通过程，它促进了生命能量的流动。对一个人来说，
 有进就必有出，这就使得能量一直在向前循环。

当你看到这里时，请停下来，
 深深地饱吸一口气，然后憋住，憋得越久越好。你在憋气时，就会发现憋着一口本该释放出去的气是多么难受。

现在，把气全部吐出去，把肺里的空气排空。保持这个状态，你就会意识到不让所需的东西进来也难以忍受。

真正的给予，不期待任何回报，其实就像呼吸那样容易。

你经常希望你给予礼物的人回赠你相同价值或是更好的礼物吗？这是真正的给予吗？还是只是暗暗地期待，希望能得到相同的回报。

你曾听人说过“我奉献，奉献，奉献，直到一无所有”么？

这种行为有很多别的称谓。克己、自怜、受难、自义等等。

这是一种基于自我价值上的奉献，它要求一定程度上的回报。事实上，这根本就不是奉献，只是一种伪装的交易。假如在奉献时觉得自己损失了什么，那说明你并没有从心里把这份礼物送出去。




从心里的奉献所带来的喜乐，会犹如潮水，涌动在你的生命之中。“全心的奉献”就来源于此。

你奉献的动机很重要，纯正的动机会使送礼者和收礼者都感到幸福。


如果你对给予感到厌恶，
 觉得“我真的不想送礼，但又不得不送”，或者“我的确应该送些什么”，那么，其他人在送你礼物时也会这么想。也许，在这种情形下，不送才是明智之举。

你在给予中所附着的情感越多，回到你身上的也就越多。

这很简单。如果你想要体会到更多欢乐，就把欢乐送给他人；想要更多的关爱，就试着关爱他人；想受到关注和欣赏，就多多关注和欣赏别人。这些都是生命中最珍贵的礼物，而且它们并不需要付出任何代价。

在你遇见他人之时，默默地为他们祝福，希望他们幸福安康，喜乐满溢，笑口常开。这其中蕴涵着无穷的力量，如果你这样做了（别想着有什么回报），你就会发现，仿佛在刹那间，身边的人都洋溢着欢欣和快乐。

现在，请你立下心愿，无论你去哪里，见到什么人，都要试着去奉献。只要你肯拿出去，你就一定会得到回报。你给的越多，得到的也就越多，而且比先前给予的要翻上好几倍。奉献将让你的生命充满幸福、欢乐和爱，它会远远超越你所预期的设想。




“言善信，心善渊，与善仁。”这是中国古代的老子为我们留下的关于奉献的至理名言。
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①
 sceptical ['skeptikəl]
 a. 怀疑的


②
 stagnation [stæg'neʃən]
 n. 停滞；
 滞止


③
 martyrdom ['mɑ:tədəm]
 n. 殉难，
 牺牲；
 受苦，
 受难


















The Circle of Love　爱的循环

Paul Mauchline









Why do many people continuously get trapped in the vicious circle
 ①
 of relationships based on infatuation? It is simple: they do not love themselves, and therefore they are willing to forfeit their individuality, including their wants and needs, just to have somebody in their life.

The degree to which you love yourself is the degree to which you will be able to extend love to others, and inevitably to find the one for you.

Do you extend as much kindness to yourself, as you do to others?

Do you love yourself?

Take a few moments. Ponder these questions carefully and soulfully.

Look at the second question again. Are you guilty of giving up time with friends and family—or, perhaps more importantly, giving up the pursuit of your dreams—for the sake of another? If this is you, don’t panic or feel bad: you are not alone. Millions of people are in this vicious circle. The good news is that you can change, reverse this pattern, and move from a vicious circle into a loving circle.




Don’t know where to begin?

Let me provide the “Circle of Love” road map, so you can recognize the road signs on your path to love.

It all starts with you. You are the center of your “Circle of Love”.

Finding the right person with whom to share your life is not the first focus of loving. The primary focus is how you live your daily life: it’s developing your capacity for loving yourself, so that you may better love those around you. It all centers on you. On a daily basis, increase the love you give to yourself. Be kind and loving to you. Start doing things for you. This is not being selfish: this is an act of self-love. You will be amazed how your new attitude towards giving and receiving love returns to you.

Love extended to others in a healthy way is like the knowledge that a teacher shares with his or her students. At the end of the class, the teacher retains the knowledge and the students have gained the knowledge. Love is like the teacher’s knowledge in that it should be shared, not given away at one’s own expense. The more you share love, the more love you will gain.




There is a world of difference between the person who possesses self-love and the person who does not. The former is truly giving in sharing love with others, whereas the latter is not. It all starts with loving yourself: this will allow you to give a more enriched love to others. Once you reach this point, your Circle of Love will expand.

Within an expanded Circle of Love, you will be able to extend, attract, and recognize committed love. Once you have the committed love you seek, you can rise to new levels of love in your life. Love’s Journey is an endless road, and your Loves’ Circle just keeps getting bigger.

Your life and the lives of those you love are happening now. Your life today is not a dress rehearsal
 ②
 for another life you will have later...Live it with love now.





为什么很多人总会陷入一种恶性循环：迷恋自己的伴侣而不能自拔？答案很简单，他们并不爱自己，因此他们只想要在生命中拥有一个伴侣，而宁肯丧失自己的个性，包括自己的欲望和要求。

你爱自己的程度决定了你能把多少爱献给别人，同时也必然决定了你是否能找到你的梦中情人。




你是否善待自己，就如同你善待他人呢？

你爱你自己吗？

停下来认真仔细地想想这些问题。

请再看一下第二个问题。你曾为没有时间陪伴朋友和家人感到愧疚吗？或者，更严重一点，你曾因他人而放弃自己的梦想吗？如果答案是肯定的，也没有必要惊慌失措，因为这样的情况并不只发生在你一个人身上。事实上，有成千上万的人像你一样，陷入这样的恶性循环之中。不过，还有挽救的办法，你可以转变现在的情形，从恶性循环中跳出来，进入爱的循环。

不知道从哪里着手？

我这里有“爱之循环”的地图，你可以靠着这些路标走向目的地——爱。

一切都取决于你，因为你就是“爱之循环”的中心。

找到合适的人分享你的生活并不是爱的首要任务。你首先要关注的，是如何过好每天。这能不断锻炼你爱自己的能力，这样你才能更爱身边的人，一切都取决于你。在每天的生活中，爱自己多一点，对自己好一点，
 为自己做点事。这不是自私，这叫做自爱。你将对这一新的给予和收获爱的态度给你带来的改变而惊讶不已。

用健康的方式传递给他人的爱，就像老师传授给学生的知识。一堂课结束，老师没有失去自己拥有的知识，却让学生得到了知识。爱就像老师的知识，它需要分享出去，但并不会因此而遭受损失。你付出的爱越多，你收获的爱也会越多。




这个世界中有两类人，会自爱的人和不会自爱的人，他们之间的差异很大。会自爱的人能把爱传递给他人，不会自爱的人却不能。你要先学会爱自己，这样才能有更丰盛的爱去爱别人。一旦你领悟到了这一点，爱的循环就能不断扩大。

在一个延伸的爱的循环里，你可以传递、吸引并感知真挚的爱。一旦你获得了你一直在寻找的真挚的爱，你生命中爱的层次就能更上一层楼了。爱的路程没有止境，爱的循环也会越来越大。

你的生命和你所爱之人的生命正实实在在地延续着。你今天的生活并不是为了将来的生活进行的彩排……从现在起，生活在爱里吧。
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①
 vicious circle 恶性循环


②
 rehearsal [rɪ'hɜ:s(ə)l]
 n. 排演；
 预演；
 练习









I Heard a Little Voice


那一丝细微的声音

Anne Walton













I was working with a young man who was in his early 30s and fairly close to death. His parents have come from out of town and were spending as much time as possible with him at the hospital. They had been with him for many hours and finally took a break to go out for dinner. While they were out, their son died. The parents were devastated
 ①
 , the man’s mother in particular, not only had her son died. But he died during her absence. She was obviously distressed and frequently rested her head on her son’s chest and cried.

As I was standing with her, I distinctly heard a little voice in my head say: suggest that she get up on the bed and hold him. My mind whizzed. How could I make such a suggestion? What if someone saw? What would people think? I tried to ignore the voice, hoping it would go away. Not seconds later, the voice said in a louder, more insistent
 ②
 tone, she needs to get up on the bed and hold him!




“Would you like to get up on the bed and hold him?” I heard myself ask. She all but leap onto it. I remained with her while she held her son, stroked his face, talked with him and sang to him. Those moments with this mother and her son were some of the most exquisite moments of my life. I felt blessed that I was able to be with her while she said good-bye to her child.





我曾和一个年轻人一起工作过。那时他刚刚30出头，但却染上了重症，随时都会死去。 他的父母从城外赶到医院，整日整夜地陪伴着他。某个晚上，他们出去买晚饭，前脚刚走，他们的儿子就停止了呼吸。他们得知儿子的死讯后惊呆了，
 尤其是她的母亲，她为没有亲自看见儿子闭上眼睛而悔恨不已。她悲痛万分，伏在儿子的胸口上不停地嚎啕大哭。

我在一旁站着，脑海中突然传来了一个微小却清晰的声音：“让她起来，抱住他的儿子。”我的思绪飞转着。我怎么能这样建议她呢？再说，别人看到了会怎么想？我努力不去理会这个声音，希望它快点消失。但过了没一会儿，这个声音又出现了，而且比刚才更清晰，以一种更迫切的口吻，告诉我说这位母亲需要起来去抱住她的儿子！

“伯母，可以起来么，他也许需要你的拥抱。”我听到自己这样问她。她答应了。接下来，我一直陪着她，看着她抱着她的儿子，轻抚他的脸，和他说话，还唱歌给他听。当时的场景温馨极了，那成为了我人生中最值得回味的一段记忆。我听到她柔声地向她儿子告别，那一刻，我觉得自己是有福的。
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①
 devastated ['dɛvəstetɪd]
 a. 极为震惊的


②
 insistent [ɪn'sɪst(ə)nt]
 a. 坚持的；
 迫切的


















Tiny Wisdom: The Good That We Can Give　小智慧：我们可以给予的美好




Lori Deschene









As someone whose profession requires me to spend a great deal of time alone, I’m always trying to strike a balance between solitude and connection; so yesterday I decided to write from this courtyard outside the activity center in my apartment community.

I ended up sitting next to two men who I overheard discussing something that sounded personal.

I didn’t stay for long, at the risk of being intrusive
 ①
 , but I quickly realized one of the men was coaching the other to be more confident when meeting new people.

He told him to close his eyes and call to mind positive things that made him feel self-assured, happy, and peaceful. Then he asked him to open his eyes and introduce himself, while mentally reinforcing that he wants something for the other person, not from him.

This simple suggestion hit me as quite profound. It begged the question: What’s the difference between approaching someone as if there’s something you need to get and approaching someone as if there’s something you want to give?




If we want something from people, we come to them from a place of lack, unbalance, and maybe even neediness.

If we want something for people, we come to them from a place of wholeness, presence, and maybe even love.

And it’s not just about self-confidence or altruism. It’s also about taking responsibility for creating positive energy around us, which inevitably multiples.

When we give good thoughts, good vibes, and a smile, we generally get it back.

Though I had moved to sit further away from the men, I could still overhear their conversation—and I eventually realized one was actually coaching the other to be a successful salesman.

Turns out he would want something from the people he would meet.

Still, I was grateful this message came to me, because I found it inspiring, and I knew upon hearing it that I wanted to give it to you.

Inevitably we are going to want things from other people. Hopefully we’ll be able to be honest about that and simply ask for what we need.




But when we don’t, perhaps we can share a little light by approaching each other with the intention of giving something good.

We all have so much to give. We just need to consciously
 ②
 choose to access and share it.





鉴于工作需要，我需要长时间的独处，所以我总是尝试在一人独处和与人交流之间取得平衡。所以昨天我决定，在我公寓社区的活动中心外的院子里写作。

最后我坐在了两个男人旁，但他们好像在谈一些私事。无意间，我听到了他们的对话。

我不想打扰到他们，所以并不想在这里呆太久，但我很快意识到，这两个男人中的一个正在教另一个如何在遇到陌生人时变得更有自信。

他要求他的同伴闭上眼睛，回想那些让他感到自信、幸福和宁静等诸如此类的积极的事。然后他让他的同伴张开眼睛，开始介绍自己，与此同时，不断地暗示他强化一个观念：他是要为别人做点什么，而不是索取什么。

这简单的暗示令我陷入了沉思：在接触一些你有所求的人，以及接触一些你想要给予的人之间，有什么不同？




如果我们有求于人，我们在他们面前就会表现出缺乏、失衡，甚至是贫穷。

如果我们要给予他人，我们就会体现出富足、存在，甚至是爱。

这不仅仅只是自信或是利他。这也是我们的责任在身边创造着正能量，毫无疑问，这种能量会成倍地扩散出去。

当我们提出不错的想法，营造出美妙的气氛，或仅仅只是笑一笑，我们都会得到回报。

虽然坐的地方离他们远了点，但我还是听到了他们的对话。最后我意识到，这个人是在教另外一个人如何成为一名杰出的推销员。

原来，那个人是想要知道如何从遇到的人当中获得什么。

然而，我还是很感激能够听到这番对话，因为它对我很有启发。而且，正因为它对我的帮助很大，我也想把这件事告诉你们。

我们都想要从别人那里得到什么，这是不容置疑的。但我们希望我们能承认这一点，大方地索取我们所需的东西。

而如果不这样做，我们也许无法做到以给予美好的目的而接近对方。

我们都有很多可以给予的东西，我们只需要有意识地选择它们，发现它们，并奉献它们。
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①
 intrusive [ɪn'tru:sɪv]
 a. 侵入的；
 打扰的


②
 consciously ['kɑnʃəsli]
 ad. 自觉地；
 有意识地





















Carnations With a Smile at a Supermarket　超市里微笑的康乃馨

Kat C.









Every since I was little I loved doing things for other people. As I got older I began doing random things for people. For example, during holidays, such as Christmas, I would make out an extra card along with the ones for my relatives. Then I would go and find someone in the grocery store and just hand it to them and walk away! It was so much fun. Although I admit, the first time I did it I was so nervous. I didn’t know who to give the card to. So I said a little prayer and knew that the right person would just appear...about that time an elderly man ran into me with his shopping cart! It was an accident, and he apologized a million times! We smiled and he walked away, and I knew that he was the one! Later I found him in a different aisle, handed him the cards, smiled and said Happy Holidays, then walked away! It was so great, and the feeling I had afterward was unexplainable!

Then one day I ordered some Smile Cards. When they came in, I started a new project. When I go into a store, I locate a person who I think needs a smile! Then, I buy a flower, a carnation to be exact, and wrap it in the most beautiful paper they have. I tie lots of ribbons
 ①
 on it to make it unique, and then slip the smile card into an envelope and attach it to the flower. After that, I pay for it and explain to the cashier
 ②
 who it is to go to (I live in a pretty small town so it’s easy to get the help of the cashiers). They then give it to that person when they come through! Once in awhile I’ll buy the flower and then just leave it for the cashier! That gets smiles!




My favorite time was when I picked out this elderly woman who was walking around the store somewhat confused. I had come across her numerous
 ③
 times and she only smiled—slightly—once. When she came to the check out (I was watching from outside) her face lit up and the smile was the biggest I had ever seen! Later that week the cashier told me that the lady had been so surprised and while she was walking out with the grocery bagger to her car, she was planning what she was going to do for someone else! It was awesome!

I absolutely love the random acts of kindness cards. I keep at least two in my purse and others in my car, locker and everywhere I go. As I mentioned, my club, is doing a Random Acts of Kindness Project with the smile cards so they also are using them. I look forward to hearing about their success. I even used them in school; I bought my entire math class cans of pop after lunch one day. They came in from lunch and a can of pop and a smile card were setting on their desks that day. It totally lightened the mood in the class that day because we were studying for a test! The smile cards are a great program that brings smiles into the lives of many!








当我很小的时候，我就喜欢帮助他人。随着年龄渐长，我开始随机做一些好事。比如，我会在圣诞节这种节假日送给亲戚卡片。我还会在杂货店把额外的卡片送给陌生人。把卡片给他们后，我就立马离开，这简直是乐趣无穷。但我也必须承认，第一次送卡片时我很紧张，因为不知道要送给谁。于是我做了简短的祷告，祈求合适的人马上出现。就在那时，一位老人推着他的购物车，一不小心就撞上了我。他连声说对不起。看我没事，我们都笑了，他也推着车离开了。我心里闪过一个念头，他就是最合适的人。之后，我在另一个通道上找到了他，微笑着把卡片递给他，并祝他节日快乐，然后走开。这样的感觉太棒了，真是妙不可言！


有一天，
 我订购了一些微笑卡片。收到卡片以后，我开始了我的新计划。当我走进一家商店时，我就会搜索那些需要微笑的人。我会去买束鲜花，确切地说是康乃馨，然后用精美的包装纸把花裹起来。我还在花朵上系了一些丝带，令它看上去更加特别。我把微笑卡片塞入一个信封，再把它附到花上。忙活完这些后，我到收银员那里付钱，请他把花送给我指定的人（我所在的那个镇子很小，所以让收银员帮忙是件很容易的事）。当那些人来付钱时，收银员就会把花送给他们。我买了花，再把它们交给收银员，由他们送出去。就是这样，我收获了不少的笑脸。




留给我印象最深的是一位老妇人。这位老妇人看起来心事重重，她在商店里走来走去。我曾无数次地同她擦肩而过，但只看到她笑过一次，而且还是勉强地笑。当她那天走到收银台时（我在外面看着），她脸上的乌云好像刹那间散开了，露出了我从来没有见过的笑颜。过了几天，那个收银员告诉我说，当时那位老妇人别提有多惊讶了，而且当她和商店的搬运工走向她的车时，她还打算将为别人做些什么。这太不可思议了！

我太喜欢用这样随机散发卡片的方式来转播善意了。在我的钱包里至少放了两张微笑卡片，车里和抽屉里也放了一些，无论去哪里，我都带着它们。我的俱乐部正在做一个随机传递善意的活动，俱乐部的成员也在使用这些微笑卡片。我期待听到他们成功的消息。微笑卡片甚至在学校里也能施展拳脚。一天午餐过后，我给数学班上的每一位学生准备了汽水和微笑卡片。他们从食堂回到教室，发现一听汽水和一张微笑卡片出现在他们的课桌上。他们之前正在为准备考试而感到焦虑和烦恼，看到这些小礼物后，一下子精神就舒展了。这些微笑卡片真的把微笑带给了许许多多的人。
















My Mom’s First Truly Anonymous Kind Act　一件无形的礼物

Anonymous









Here’s a story my mom recently emailed our family. I thought I’d share with the group!

Per your invitation card instructions, I decided to do my first truly anonymous act of kindness as my baby-shower offering.

For junior, I wanted to crochet
 ①
 a receiving blanket and I just learned crocheting. Then I realized what you had asked for was an anonymous act of kindness. I decided to do it for someone unknown. I got white yarn and started crocheting with as much good wishes and blessings as possible for an unknown baby. It came out beautifully with a center area of shaded blue. And I myself felt a little bit attached to it by the time it was completed! But I remembered what you had asked for.

So I asked a friend to accompany me. She had no experience of this sort either. First, we decided to go to a remote
 ②
 hospital in Oakland on a Saturday. But my car broke down and had to be in the shop over the weekend and my friend does not like to drive much, so we changed the plan to a community hospital.





My friend wasn’t able to accompany me so I
 borrowed her car. I don’t adapt well to other cars and would normally avoid it. But today, that was it.

My daughter-in-law wrote a nice note and we put it in the bag along with a smile card. First we reached the reception area and asked for the volunteer desk. But I thought I should explain to the receptionist. She first told me that the volunteer area is closed on Sundays. Then I told her, “I have a niece who is pregnant. For her Baby Shower, she does not want any gifts other than an anonymous act of kindness. I have crocheted this receiving blanket and wanted to offer it to a newborn.” She looked at it and asked, “You made it? Why don’t you sell it?” I told her, “No, no, this is not for sale. This is for my niece. And she will be starting a new generation in our family. So I want to give it to a baby anonymously.” She was touched and gave us all the information to PICU as well as the pediatric unit.

Both of us ended up at a door which required a key access only. The door opened up for us and a staff member asked us if we wanted to go in. So we went in, and went to PICU.




We reached the nurse station and approached a nurse. I repeated the same words. She was clearly blown away. She said “Oh my goodness! You made something with your own hands that you want to give away? And this is absolutely beautiful! I will have to decide which baby to give it to. I don’t have words. This is not even mine and do you want to leave your name?” I told her, “No. It has to be anonymous.”

She asked me when my niece was due, and I told her January. She gave her blessing: “May God bless her and her baby. I feel so good about this and the blanket is not even mine. May God bless you and the mother and baby.”

So your idea of having people gift you with an anonymous act of kindness has really affected so many people, including me. Thank you for asking for such a gift—our blessings are with you, as are many others’ who you may not even be aware of!





这是我母亲刚刚通过电子邮件给我们讲的故事。我想我应该与大家分享。

看着你请帖上的指示，我决定要做第一次真正的匿名善事，作为我给迎婴派对（译者注：在孩子出生前举办的特殊派对）的礼物。




原本我想编织一条包裹布，而且我刚学会编织。后来我意识到，你要求的是做一件不留名的善事。我决定去帮助陌生人。我用白色的纺线，为一个陌生的宝宝做了一条包裹布，尽可能多地把希望和祝福编织进去。包裹布做好了，中间是一片蓝色阴影，真是美极了。我感觉，在完成这份礼物的时候，我有点被它吸引住了。但我还记得你的要求。

接下来，我叫上一个朋友和我一起把这份礼物送出去。她以前也没做过这种事。一开始，我们打算在某个周六去奥克兰一家偏远的医院，但是我的车坏了，这个周末就只有把它留在维修店了。而这位朋友又不愿意开车太久，我们就只好改变计划，转而去社区医院。

后来，朋友有事不能陪我了，因此我只好借她的车去。我不太喜欢开别人的车，一般我都会避免，但今天不同，所以就这样吧。

我的儿媳做了一张漂亮的纸条，我们把它和一张微笑卡片放在一个袋子里。我们先去了医院的招待处，打算询问哪里是志愿者服务区。不过我想，我应该和前台解释一下。她告诉我说，志愿者服务区在星期天是不开门的。我说：“我有一个侄女，她怀孕了，在她的迎婴派对上，她不想要任何礼物，只要一件匿名的善事。所以我应她的要求，做了这块包裹布，想送给一个新生儿。”她看了看这份礼物，问道：“这是你做的？为什么不卖了它呢？”我说：“噢，不是的，它不卖的，它是为了我的侄女而做的。她就要为我们家带来新一代的成员了，所以我想把这块包裹布送给一个陌生的婴儿。”她大为感动，随后告诉了我们所有关于儿科重症监护室和儿科病房的信息。




在一扇需要钥匙才能通过的门前，我们停了下来。过了一会儿，门打开了，里面的职员问我们是否要进来。我们点了点头，走进了儿科重症监护室。

我们到了护士站，看到一个护士正在值班，我进去之后，又把刚才那番话给她讲了一遍。她显然很惊讶：“我的天呐，你亲手做了一份礼物，现在想把它送出去？这绝对是一件美事。我想想，该送哪个婴儿好呢？我真是没主意了。因为这不是我送的，所以你想要留下名字吗？”我回答道：“不，这是一份匿名的礼物。”

她问我我的侄女什么时候生产，我告诉她是在1月份。她为我们祝福道：“愿神赐福给她和她的孩子。虽然这块包裹布不是我的，但这感觉太棒了。愿神赐福你，还有这位母亲和她的孩子。”

你让别人把一件匿名的善事当礼物送给你的点子，真的感染了许多人，包括我在内。谢谢你索取这样的一份礼物——我们祝福你，还有很多陌生人也一同祝福你。






























Chapter 3 我们拥有一切













In some situations, the happier course is to know when good enough is good enough and not to worry about perfection or making the perfect choice.









在某些情形下，能知足常乐，不为完美和作出最佳选择而忧虑，这样就会获得更多的幸福。














Admire Their Glow　珍惜爱的光辉

Michael T. Smith









I looked at my beautiful Christmas tree and sighed. It was time. The New Year was a week old and my tree still stood in the corner of our room with its collection of memories proudly displayed
 ①
 in a shower of colorful lights. I’d procrastinated long enough.

I got up, went to the garage and hauled all the boxes into the room. The garland was the first to come down. The tree looked naked already. I took the large ornaments off next. They made a large pile on our bed. An hour later, our bed was covered with Christmas memories. Each pile contained an ornament
 ②
 along with its matching brothers and sisters from sets purchased many years ago.

I prepared the boxes and carefully placed ornaments in their protective packaging, pausing every few minutes to admire a favorite. “Hey, little Santa!” I held the Santa from my childhood. “Thanks for being my friend for almost fifty years.” He was a little ragged but still gives me a flood of wonderful memories. “Until next year, my dear friend.”





There was a collection of handmade ones. My
 children made in their first years of school, more than twenty years ago. Made by tiny hands, they are far from perfect in design, but every year they go on my memory tree—memories of young giggles on Christmas morning and a smiling face when they handed them to me when I came home from work. “Look what we made, Daddy!”

“Oh! It is beautiful. Let’s find a special spot on the tree for it.” Every year since, they are displayed.

A few hours after I started, the filled boxes were back in the garage, the room was vacuumed
 ③
 and I sat staring at a barren corner. The room seemed so empty. It took me two days of work to assemble and decorate my tree, but only a few hours to take it apart.

My tree is a good marriage or a great friendship. Like the tree, they take a long time to assemble and decorate with memories, but can be torn down quickly. All it takes is an unkind word or a thoughtless act, and what once stood proudly in the glow of love comes tumbling down
 ④
 .

Every year I have to put my tree away, but not my marriage or friendships. I take great care of those. They get to glow in the corner of my life for as long as I live. I get to analyze my tree and find memories for a few weeks every year. I can do the same with the loves in my life every day. When I held the Santa, a flood of wonderful memories returned. The same happens when I hold my wife or see the smile of a friend across the room.





Take great care of your friendships and your
 marriage. Once they come down, they aren’t as easy to put back together as a Christmas tree, if at all. Stand them in that special spot in the corner of your heart and admire their glow.





我瞅了瞅装扮华丽的圣诞树，叹了口气。圣诞节已经过去一个星期了，但这棵圣诞树还是呆在我的房间里。它上面挂满了五颜六色的小灯泡，骄傲地展现着其中的种种回忆。我耽搁得够久了，该把它处理掉了。

我起身去车库，拿来了很多箱子，把它们都搬进了房间。我先把花环取了下来，这样这棵树看上去就光秃秃的了。接下来，把较大的装饰物都拿了下来。它们在我的床上堆成了一座小山。一个小时后，我的床上就都是这些圣诞节的回忆了。每一堆都有一个装饰物和它的配对，这些都是兄弟姐妹们很多年前买来的。




我仔细地把装饰物放进袋子，再放进保护盒里。稍过几分钟，我就会停下来，欣赏并赞美一下手中的宝贝。“嘿，小圣诞老人！”我手里拿着的这个圣诞老人从我小时候起就陪着我了。“谢谢你做了我将近50年的朋友。”它已经有点破破烂烂的，但它还是给了我很多美妙的回忆。“明年再见，我的好朋友。”

床上还摆了些手工制品。这是我的孩子在20多年前开始读书的时候做的。他们用稚嫩的小手做的这些小玩意远谈不上精致，但它们每年都会进入我的记忆中——圣诞节早晨，当我下班回家时，就会迎来那一声声清脆的笑声和一张张欢乐的笑脸。他们把他们的杰作拿给我看：“爸爸，看看我们的作品！”

“噢，太棒了。让我们在圣诞树上找个特别的地方，把它们挂起来吧。”从那以后，每年这些手工制品都会挂在树上。

几个小时后，满满的几箱装饰物就被我放进车库里了。房间清空了，我坐在床上，呆呆地盯着空空的角落。房间看上去是那么的空旷。我花了两天时间装扮这棵树，但是仅用了几个小时就把它全拆了。

我的圣诞树应该是一段好的婚姻或友情。它们就像这棵树一样，需要用记忆来组合和装扮，但也会立刻就荡然无遗。这一切的罪魁祸首往往只需要一句无情的话，或是一个欠考虑的动作。曾经骄傲地树立在爱的光辉中的爱情或婚姻，就会瞬即倒塌。
















Each Life Has Its Place　每个生命都有自己的价值

Leslie Karen Lobell, M.A.









The song, “Virginia Woolf
 ” written by Emily Saliers and performed by the Indigo Girls really touched my life. It speaks of a young woman, reading the diary of Virginia Woolf, who feels as if she is “on a kind of telephone line through time” speaking with a long lost friend. This young woman feels she has received a letter to her soul. She realizes she is alright: her life would come, and it would go, but her life, like each life, has its place.

“…But sent your soul like a message in a bottle to me /And it was my rebirth /So we know it’s alright, life will come and life will go /Still we know it’s alright, someone will get a message to your soul /Then you know it’s alright, and you feel it’s alright…Each life has its place…”

I saw the Indigo Girls a few times on their tour to promote their recording “Rites of Passage
 ”. Yet, I still was not prepared for what would happen to me one evening when I went with a friend from graduate school to see them, once again, in concert. The last song they played before taking a break was “Virginia Woolf
 ”. As I was listening, something hit me so strong, like a zing to my heart. I started to sob. I was still crying when my friend and I walked out to the lobby
 ①
 for intermission. “Are you okay?” she asked, concerned about me. Through my tears, all I could manage to get out was, “If I could write one song like that, then I’d know that my life would have been worthwhile!”





I needed to believe the words: “each life has its
 place.” I needed to know that my life would have its place. I needed meaning. I needed a reason for my life. My life would come, and my life would go. But I wanted to leave something behind: something that could send a message to the soul of another human being, perhaps even centuries later. In that one moment, listening to that song, I became desperately aware of my need to touch this world somehow, and leave a legacy behind.

I certainly am not the first person to feel this way. Perhaps all of us, somehow, are seeking meaning. Many of us long for immortality. Leaving a legacy is one way for us to become immortalized
 ②
 . People create legacies in different ways. Some become parents: They bear children, pass on their genes, they may even pass on their wisdom, and it is through their children that they leave a legacy behind. Some people need to build something physical, like a skyscraper or a cathedral, to leave their legacy. Authors leave their books and articles. Songwriters leave their lyrics. Most of us try to leave something “concrete” behind.





However, it is unnecessary to leave behind
 something concrete in order to leave a legacy. What gives our lives meaning, I believe, is how we touch the lives of others. Unless we choose to live in complete isolation
 ③
 , we all touch the lives of other people constantly. Every interaction we have, even for the briefest moment, is an exchange of energy: it is an opportunity to affect another person either in a positive way or in a negative way. Often, we are completely unaware of the ways in which we touch or affect others. Yet we do…all the time.

We do not always know why we are here, how we can fulfill our destiny, or what will give our lives meaning. Perhaps you were put on this Earth for the one moment that you chose to smile at a stranger passing by. A small gesture, yes. However, it is possible that that stranger was feeling utterly alone and in the depths of despair, and, unbeknownst to you, that one act of kindness, that moment of connection, influenced that person to choose to live another day…You may wonder, “What possible meaning could there be for the life of a beggar on the street?” Perhaps that beggar was put there to teach one person to feel compassion
 ④
 …Even the newborn child who dies during childbirth touches the lives of a mother, relatives, and friends. That child may be teaching those around him or her about love, loss, and the preciousness of life.




We cannot always know which of our actions will help us to fulfill our purpose for being on this planet. All that we can do is to do our best. We can try to remain aware and to affect the lives of others in a positive way, by smiling more often and sending good energy out to those we encounter in our daily lives. Through it all, maybe we just need simply to trust the words, “Each life has its place.” Trust this. Your life has its place. May you make that discovery with joy.





由艾米丽·塞雷尔创作、蓝色少女合唱团演唱的这首《弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫》，深深地打动了我。歌词描述了一位年轻女人，读着弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫的日记
 ，感觉就像在电话上和一位久未联系的朋友聊天。这位年轻女人感觉好像收到了一封寄往她灵魂的信。她意识到她的生命怎样到来，也要怎样离去，但是，就像其他的生命一样，她的生命也有自己的价值。




“……把你的灵魂如同便条般放入瓶子后递给我，我就因此而重生。好吧，我们知道生命会来也会走，好吧，我们知道有人也会传递信息于你的灵魂。你知道这很正常，感觉也不错……每个生命都有其价值……”

我已经看到蓝色少女合唱团好几次，在他们的巡回演出上，宣传他们的唱片——《通过仪式》。然而，我一点也未曾料到，那天晚上在音乐会上再次看她们演出时所发生的事情。那天，我和一位母校的朋友观看了这次演出，休息前的最后一首歌就是《弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫》。我静静地聆听着，突然，一些东西猛地撞了我一下，就像一颗子弹射进了我的心脏。我禁不住啜泣起来。在我和朋友中场休息走到大厅时，我还是无法停止哭泣。她关切地问我：“你还好吗？”我泪眼婆娑地回答道：“要是我能写出这样一首歌，我也就无憾了。”

我应该相信：“每一个生命都有自己的价值。”我也应该知道，我的生命也有它的价值。但我需要生存的意义，以及生活下去的理由。我的生命会来，也会走。但我想在离开之前留下一点痕迹：一条可以直抵别人灵魂的信息，也许要几个世纪以后才会有人收到。耳边环绕着《弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫》的歌声，那一刻，我非常清醒地意识到，我生命的意义就是以某种方式碰触这个世界，并留下一件属于自己的东西。




我当然不是第一个有这种感觉的人。也许我们都在寻找生命的意义。很多人都渴望永恒，而留下一件属于自己的东西是最有可能达到这一目的的方法。人类为此各显其能。那些为人父母的人，他们
 养育子女，遗传给他们自己的基因，甚至是智慧，这样他们就能在世界上留下属于自己的东西。还有一些人建设建筑物，比如摩天大楼和大教堂，来作为自己在世上生活过的凭据。作家留下他们的书籍和文章，词曲者留下他们的歌词。我们中的绝大数人都想留下一些“有形”的东西。


然而，想要留下有形的东西是没必要的
 。我觉得，如何与他人的生活相交相融，才赋予了我们生活的意义。除非我们选择过一种离群索居的生活，否则我们都会不断地和别人接触。即使时间很短，我们的每一次碰触也都是能量的交流：无论通过积极还是消极的方式，这都是一个可以改变他人的机会。但通常情况下，我们完全忽视了要如何去接触或影响他人，而且我们一直处于这样的一种状态中。

我们有时会困惑，我们为什么存活于此，我们如何能掌握自己的命运，或者什么才是我们的意义。也许，当你对陌生人微笑时，这些疑惑就烟消云散了。是的，一个简单的表情而已。然而，那个路人当时很可能正处于极度的孤独与绝望之中，来自于你——一个陌生人的善意，那刹那的火花，也许就会令他的生活焕然一新……你也许会问：“对街头的乞丐来说，他们的生命有什么价值？”也许乞丐的价值在于他们会令人产生同情之感……甚至那些不幸夭折的婴儿，也会触碰到母亲、亲属和朋友的生命，让他们明白何为生命的爱、失去和珍贵。




我们无法一直确保凭着我们所做的，就可以实现我们在这世界上生存的目的。我们唯一可以做的，是竭尽全力，不留遗憾。对日常生活中经常要打交道的人，我们可以多向他们微笑，传递自己的正能量，我们能以一种积极的方式，保持对别人生命的清晰认识，并感染他们。总之，我们或许只要单纯地相信：“每个生命都有自己的价值。”不要怀疑，你的生命有它独特的位置。盼望你以喜乐的心认识到这一点。
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①
 lobby ['lɒbɪ]
 n. 大厅


②
 immortalized [ɪ'mɔrtl,aɪz]
 a. 不灭的，
 永生的


③
 isolation [aɪsə'leɪʃ(ə)n]
 n. 隔离；
 孤立


④
 compassion [kəm'pæʃ(ə)n]
 n. 同情；
 怜悯


















When “Good Enough” Is Better Than Perfect　完美不美，知足最美

Gretchen Rubin









I was inspired by an observation by Voltaire to make my resolution “Don’t let the perfect be the enemy of the good.” In other words, instead of pushing yourself to an impossible “perfect”, and therefore getting nowhere, accept “good”. Many things worth doing are worth doing badly.

I have a friend who never exercises unless she’s training for a marathon; as a consequence, she almost never exercises. I never push myself when I exercise, and although I suspect she scoffs at my wimpy workouts, I’ve managed to get myself to exercise several times a week for years. If I’d tried to have a more ambitious
 ①
 workout, I’m sure I wouldn’t have exercised at all.

Along the same lines, I told a friend that one of my happiness-project resolutions was to “remember birthdays”, and so I was sending out happy-birthday e-mails. He said, “Oh, you shouldn’t e-mail! You should call or write a hand-written note; that’s much nicer.” True—but I won’t. And it’s better to get something done imperfectly than to do nothing perfectly.




The perfect can also become the enemy of the good in the quest for perfect information. There are two ways to approach decision-making: as a satisficer (yes, that is a word) or as a maximizer.

Satisficers are those who make a decision or take action once their criteria are met. That doesn’t mean they’ll settle for mediocrity
 ②
 ; their criteria can be very high, but as soon as they find the pasta sauce or the business card that has the qualities they want, they’re satisfied. Maximizers want to make the optimal decision. Even if they see a bicycle or a backpack that meets their requirements, they can’t make a decision until after they’ve examined every option, to make the best possible choice. Studies suggest that satisficers tend to be happier than maximizers; maximizers spend a lot more time and energy to reach a decision, and they’re often anxious about whether they did, in fact, make the best choice.

In almost every category, I’m a satisficer, and in fact, I often felt guilty about not doing more research before making decisions. But it’s one of my Secrets of Adulthood: Most decisions don’t require extensive research. In picking a girls’ summer camp, a friend got information from 25 camps and visited five in person. We got information from five camps and picked the one that friend’s daughter loved. I used to think that my lack of diligence was a sign of laziness, and my resolution “Don’t let the perfect be the enemy of the good” has made me feel a lot better.




In some situations, the happier course is to know when good enough is good enough and not to worry about perfection or making the perfect choice.





在做出某个决定前，伏尔泰的一番言论令我备受启发：“不让完美成为不错之敌。”换句话说，如果硬要逼自己去实现一个无法实现的“完美”，到头来一无所获，那么，还不如保持“不错”的状态。诸多费尽心力去做的事，其实只要大致应对就行了。

我有一位朋友，她从来不锻炼，除非是要去参加马拉松比赛。所以说，她几乎不怎么锻炼身体。但我从不强迫自己锻炼。尽管我怀疑她嘲笑我低强度的锻炼，但我这样坚持每周锻炼几次已经好几年了。我敢打包票，如果我试着去挑战一些高强度的锻炼项目，我想我现在一定已经放弃锻炼了。

同样，我告诉我的一个朋友，我把“回忆生日”作为寻求幸福的一种方法，而且还用电子邮件发了很多生日卡片。他不太同意我的做法：“噢，你不应该发电子邮件，你该打电话或是制作一张手写的字条，那样会好很多。”没错——但我不想这么做。做一些不完美的事总比想得到完美却一事无成要好。




为了追求完美无缺的信息，尽善尽美也会成为优秀的敌人。在面临选择时，人群大概可以分为两种，满足者和完美者。

满足者在他们的标准达到后，就会做出决定或是采取行动。这不是说他们甘居平庸，因为他们的标准也许会很高，但他们一旦找到符合自己要求的意大利面酱或是名片后，他们就会心满意足。而完美者追求最佳选择。即使他们看中了一辆自行车或是一个双肩包，在没有和别的商品比较一番，做出最佳选择前，也是不会下决心买的。研究证明，满足者要比完美者更觉得幸福。因为完美者耗费了很多时间和精力去做决定，实际上，他们还是对他们是否做出了最佳选择而忧心忡忡。

几乎在所有情况下，我应该算属于满足者，说真的，我也感到不安，我没有在下决定前调查太多的信息。但我的一条成人秘密是：大多数决定不需要太详尽的调查。一个朋友为了帮他女儿挑选合适的夏令营，他搜索了25个夏令营的信息，亲自拜访了其中的五个。我们从这五个中又选出了一个最符合他女儿喜好的夏令营。我曾常想，不勤奋是懒惰的标志，而“不让完美成为不错之敌”这一想法给了我很多安慰。   




在某些情形下，能知足常乐，不为完美和做出最佳选择而忧虑，这样就会获取更多的幸福。
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①
 ambitious [æm'bɪʃəs]
 a. 野心勃勃的；
 有雄心的


②
 mediocrity [mi:dɪ'ɒkrɪtɪ]
 n. 平庸之才；
 平常



















Love on the Other Side of the Fence


　围墙外的爱

Paul Mauchline










We all have heard the old cliche, “The grass is
 always greener on the other side of the fence.” So how do we feel about love on the other side of the fence? Is love on the other side of the fence better? In some cases, it is, but in many cases, it is not.

I have encountered many people, over the years, who find themselves in a new relationship after searching in greener pastures. These same people, however, eventually miss their old partner whom they know, in their heart of hearts, was the one for them. I recently read a letter, penned to Ann Landers by “Heavy-Hearted in Philly”, who said:

“I would like to share my story because I know a lot of people think of their lives the way I thought of mine. Sometimes you feel lonely and unloved in a marriage, even after 23 years. You feel as if there has got to be more to life, so you set out to find someone who can make you blissfully happy. You believe that you have found that someone and decide he is exactly what you want. So you pack up and say goodbye to that 23-year marriage and all the friends you made when you were part of a couple. You give your children the option of coming with you or staying with their father. You live the glorious life for a few years and then a light bulb goes on in your head. You realize that you have exactly the life that you had before—the only difference is that you’ve lost your friends, your children’s respect and the best friend you loved and shared everything with for 23 years. And you miss him. You realize that love does not just happen; it must be nurtured through the years. You cannot undo
 ①
 what has been done, so you settle for a lonely and loveless life with emptiness in your heart. Ann, please print my letter so others will not give up something that is truly precious and let them know that they won’t know how precious it is until they have thrown it away.”




This woman from Philly, after 23 years of marriage, set out to find someone new to make her “blissfully
 happy”. In my opinion, this is a very unrealistic expectation. We cannot expect a relationship or another individual to make us “blissfully happy”. We have to be happy within ourselves, first and foremost. Establishing a relationship with the right person should only enhance our happiness in life. Philly says something very significant
 ②
 that I am sure she wished she had realized at the early stages of her marriage: “Love does not just happen; it must be nurtured through the years.” If you are currently exploring the question, “Am I happy in my current relationship?” If you are currently single and asking yourself, “Am I ready for a relationship?” You need to understand what took this woman over 23 years to realize, so that you do not make the same mistake.




We have to incorporate the art of loving into our daily lives, as individuals, and as part of a couple in a loving, committed relationship. We have to understand, as she found out much too late, that: “love does not just happen, it must be nurtured through the years.” With this understanding, and while practicing the art of loving, you will be able honestly to answer some very important questions to yourself: “Are you the one for me?” and “Are you not the one for me?”







我们都听过这样一句俗语：“围墙外面的草比里面的草更绿。”那么，我们是如何看待围墙外面的爱情，它一定比围墙内的更完美吗？有时，这是确凿无误的，但大多数情形下，并非如此。




多年来我邂逅了很多人，他们都在寻找更肥美的牧场——之后发现自己陷入了一段新的感情。然而，这些人最终都错过了他们所熟悉的旧伴侣，而他们的内心深处知道，这些人才是最适合他们的人。我最近读到一封信，是寄给安·兰德丝的，署名为“悲伤沉重的菲莉”。信中写道：

“我想分享我自己的亲身经历，因为我知道，许许多多的人思考他们人生的方式与我一样。你有时在婚姻中会感到孤独寂寞，缺少爱情，即使婚后23年还是这样。你不甘心于此，就决定去寻找那个能让你快乐幸福的人。你坚信自己已经找到了能给你幸福的人，随后你就回家收拾东西，向与你相濡以沫23年的伴侣潇洒地道别，还有那些结交的朋友。你让孩子自己选择是跟你还是留在他们的父亲身边。就这样，头几年你过着甜蜜美满的日子，但没过多久，你就会猛然醒悟：原来的生活和现在几乎一模一样，但唯一的区别是朋友离弃了你，你的孩子也不再敬畏你，还有曾经挚爱的伴侣——23年来风雨同舟的爱人也离你而去。你非常想念你曾经的爱人，你这才明白爱不是一蹴而就，而是要历经年月，慢慢培养而成。世上没有后悔药，一切都不能回头了，你只能一个人忍受着孤独寂寞、无人怜爱的生活，默默地受那心灵空虚的煎熬。安，请把我的信打印出来，让更多的人以我的教训为戒，不要轻易放掉那弥足珍贵的感情，不要等到抛弃了才追悔莫及，才意识到所弃之物的宝贵。”











This Moment Is Worth Savoring


　品味每一刻，且行且珍惜

Lori Deschene









“The journey is the reward.” —Chinese Proverb

So much of our language about the things we enjoy in life revolves around getting ahead.

We wonder where our relationships are going. We plan to move forward in our careers. We talk about maintaining momentum
 ①
 with new projects.

None of these things are necessarily bad. We naturally crave growth to feel a sense of purpose and progress.

But sometimes we put so much energy into pushing and striving that we miss out on the joy of being where we are.

When we visualize ourselves taking a pause to fully absorb and appreciate our surroundings, it’s often after we’ve arrived. It’s when we’ve climbed the mountain and can finally stand proudly on its peak. It’s when we’ve made the commitment, secured the deal, or finished working on something we love.




From a purely mathematic standpoint, it’s clear we will have far fewer opportunities to enjoy arriving than we will have to enjoy the journey.

The question then becomes: Are we willing to relish in the many uncertain moments when we’re not sure yet where our efforts are leading?

I suspect it boils down to belief and intention.

If we believe we need to create massive change in order to experience joy, we will inevitably feel a sense of restlessness. This moment will feel like something we need to endure to get ahead—something painfully inadequate compared to where we’d rather be.

If we believe that every part of the process can be beautiful and joyful, we will feel a sense of calmness and peace. This moment will feel like something we need to savor while it lasts—something unique and worth celebrating, regardless of where it takes us.

We’re always going to want to spread our wings and fly. We crave
 ②
 freedom, adventure, and possibility, and we don’t want to feel stuck, bored, or limited.

Perhaps happiness is recognizing that we are never stuck. Even if we don’t recognize it, we are always growing and evolving, and the world we know is always changing.




There will never be another opportunity to seize the possibilities of this moment. We can limit ourselves by failing to recognize this, and in doing so, let life pass us by. Or we can realize the greatest adventure
 ③
 is always the one we’re in right now.





“旅程本身就是奖赏。”——中国谚语

对于享受生活，我们谈论最多的莫过于向前看，往前行。

我们考虑我们的情感要怎样发展，计划怎样进一步推动我们的事业，讨论如何保持新项目的发展势头。

这一切都非常合理。我们天生就渴望成长，以此寻求一种使命感和进步感。

但是很多时候，我们过度地迫使自己前进，如此一来，我们就享受不到当下生活的乐趣。

我们通常只有在到达目的地时，才会停下来欣赏四围的环境。这时我们已登上高山，可以自豪地站在山巅，一览众山小。这时我们已经做出了承诺，敲定了交易，完成了我们所热爱的事业。

从纯数学的角度来看，比起到达终点时的欣喜相比，我们有更多的机会享受旅途给我们带来的快乐。

问题随之而来：我们能否在还不确定自己的努力是否能得到回报、形势尚未明朗之时，品味、享受那一刻？




我想，这取决于一个人的信念和目的。

如果我们相信快乐需要我们做出巨大的改变才能获得，我们一定会感到焦虑不安。此时，我们好像为了前进而必须忍受一些痛苦之事，而它们与我们所期望的相比，远远不足。

但是，如果我们相信道路中的每一站都是美好和愉快的，我们就会感到宁静平和。此刻就有许多奇特的东西值得我们品味、庆祝，不管最终它会将我们带向何方。

我们总是想要展翅高飞，渴望自由自在、充满冒险性和可能性的生活，不希望感觉受到束缚、沉闷乏味或是疲倦无力。

或许幸福就是能够认识到自己不再受束缚。即使我们没有认识到这一点，我们也一直在成长和改进，我们所知的世界也一直在不断地变化。

再也没有别的机会能让我们抓住此刻的可能性了。我们如不能认识这一点，
 我们就把自己捆绑住了，这样，生命也会悄然流逝。反之，我们就能看到，最大的冒险其实就在眼前。
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①
 momentum [mə'mentəm]
 n. 势头


②
 crave [kreɪv]
 v. 渴望


③
 adventure [əd'ventʃə]
 n. 冒险






















Finding Happiness in the Midst of Grief　悲伤弥漫之处，仍觅幸福踪迹




Tammy Strobel









On January 14, 2012, I received a life changing phone call. I was still half asleep when I picked up the phone. It was my mom. She told me that my step-dad, Mahlon, was in the hospital. In the early morning hours my mom found Mahlon laying on the floor, beside their bed. She had a feeling that Mahlon had a stroke; his speech was mumbled, he couldn’t move the left side of his body and she said he’d already been airlifted to a hospital in Chico, California.


When my mom explained the situation, I felt
 terrified. I was terrified because deep in my core I knew that we were going to lose Mahlon. He already had a lot of compounding health problems—including Parkinson’s disease and the beginning stages of dementia—and a stroke would only complicate
 ①
 his fragile state.

I never imagined that Mahlon would be severely disabled as a result of the strokes, or that I would spend the first part of 2012 traveling between Oregon and California to help take care of him. Luckily, I had the time to help take care of my dad and be a support system for my mom.




Only six months later, on Sunday, June 10, 2012, I found myself in a hospital room with my mom and Mahlon. My mom and I sat on the opposite sides of my dad’s hospital-bed giving him hugs and kisses. We told him how much we loved him and that it was okay to let go. Holding Mahlon’s hand as he took his last breath was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.

The last six months of Mahlon’s life were filled with heart wrenching experiences, for Mahlon, our family and me. But unexpectedly these experiences helped me find happiness. These insights have led me to a few key observations, including:

Uncertainty is part of life. During the first part of the year, I spent a lot of time thinking about the uncertainty of Mahlon’s recovery. I wanted to control the outcome of his healing process even though I knew that wasn’t possible. So I decided to focus on what I could control. I decided to stop focusing on outcomes and to spend as much time with him as possible, telling him stories, and reflecting on positive memories.




Savor your memories. I always thought that I’d have more time with Mahlon; more time to watch Westerns, to enjoy the holidays, and to savor the little things. I can’t make new memories with Mahlon, but I can honor the ones I carry with me. For instance, I keep thinking about a trip I took with my parents last summer. We spent a few weeks in Lake Tahoe and it was wonderful. The weather was perfect and I had the opportunity to just sit and talk with Mahlon. We laughed, ate cherry ice cream cones, and he even did a little kayaking with me on the lake.

Give back. Over one-hundred people attended Mahlon’s memorial service
 ②
 and shared stories about his life. I was struck, yet again, by his strong community ties. He lived in Red Bluff, California for over forty years and volunteered with the local Lion’s Club for thirty-
 five years. His Lion’s buddies showed up to the service in their bright yellow vests and talked about Mahlon’s dedication to his family and his community.

Practice gratitude. My mom recently said that, “Losing Mahlon felt like a bullet going through her heart.” And I have to admit, the ups and downs of grief doesn’t always make me happy. Yet, I’m filled with a sense of gratitude because I had a dad I could count on. He was always there to listen, to give me hugs, and to remind me that relationships are more important than stuff, a fancy career, or lots of money. So when I start feeling sad, I pick up my journal and create a gratitude list. Practicing gratitude is one way that I’m coping with this loss.




Finding Happiness through Grief. Watching Mahlon’s health decline and subsequently losing him has made me rethink how and where I live my life. Recently, my husband and I decided to move back to Northern California to be closer to family, which make both of us happier. Life is too short to be so far from the people I love.

More than anything, I’m happy that Mahlon was my dad. He was part of my life for over twenty years and I’m incredibly grateful that I got to spend so much time with him and that he taught me so many valuable lessons.

Pay attention to the people in your life because relationships are the only true wealth. Tell your loved ones how much they mean to you. Write a letter, make a phone call, or send an email. Don’t wait. Show your love today.

“People come and go in your life but they never leave your dreams. Once they are in your subconscious, they are immortal.”—Patricia Hampl








2012年1月14日，我接到了一个改变我命运的电话。接电话时，我还睡得模模糊糊的。是我母亲打来的，她告诉我我的继父玛伦生病住院了。清晨的时候，我母亲发现玛伦躺在床边的地板上，她认为玛伦可能中风了，因为他口齿不清，无法向左边翻身。她说玛伦已被直升机送往加州奇科市的一家医院。

我母亲向我讲述那时的情形时，我害怕极了，因为我深深地感到玛伦要离开我们了。他的身体状况很不乐观，他有帕金森综合症，还出现了痴呆的早期症状。现在中风更是令他糟糕的身体雪上加霜。

我未曾想过玛伦会由于中风瘫痪在床，我也未料到我会在2012年年初从俄勒冈州赶到加州去照看他。幸运的是，我有时间来照管我的父亲，也可以分担我母亲的压力。

仅仅是六个月后，2012年的6月10日，那是个星期天，我和母亲在医院里陪着玛伦度过了生命的最后一程。玛伦躺在病床上，我们各坐在一边，紧紧地抱着他，亲吻他。我们告诉他我们很爱他，请他放心离去。我握着玛伦的手，看着他咽下最后一口气，我从没有做过如此痛苦难当的事情。

玛伦生命中的最后六个月饱受心脏绞痛的折磨，我们全家人也感到非常痛苦。但意外的是，这些痛苦的经历却令我找到了快乐。我领会到了关键的几点：




意外是生命的一部分。在这年年初，我用很多时间来思考玛伦会不会意外康复。我特别期望玛伦治疗的结果能受我的控制，但我也知道这不可能。因此我决定关注我所能控制的事情。我不去关注治疗的结果，转而花尽可能多的时间陪他，给他讲讲故事，帮他回忆一些快乐的记忆。

品味你的回忆。我总是想我还有更多的时间可以陪着玛伦，和他一起看西部片，享受周末，品尝生活中的小幸福。我再也不能和玛伦创造新的回忆，但我却可以拥有一直陪伴着我的记忆。比如，我一直回忆着去年夏天我和父母的一次旅行。我们在太浩湖玩了几个礼拜，那里的景色真是美不胜收。那段时间天气很好，我坐在玛伦的旁边，和他聊天，讲笑话。我们肆无忌惮地大笑，大口享受着樱桃味的冰淇淋蛋筒。玛伦甚至还和我在湖上划了一会儿船。

追忆过去。有一百多人来参加玛伦的追思会，分享有关玛伦的故事。看到玛伦这么广的社交圈，我再一次震惊了。他在加州的雷德布拉夫生活了40多年，还参加当地的狮子会，做了35年的志愿者。在追思会上，他在狮子会的好友穿着亮黄色的背心，向我们述说了玛伦为他的家庭和社团所做的奉献。

学习感恩。最近，我的母亲常说：“失去玛伦的感觉就像是一颗子弹穿过她的胸膛。”我不得不承认，在悲痛中沉浮不能给我带来快乐。但我仍然心存感激，因为我有一个可以依靠的父亲。他总会在我身边倾听我的忧伤，给我大大的拥抱，提醒我亲情要比物质的东西、一份大有前途的事业，或是家财万贯重要得多。所以，当我感到悲伤时，我就会翻开我的笔记本，写下一些值得感恩的事情。学习感恩是我应对失去的一种方法。




在悲伤中寻找快乐。看着玛伦一点点衰弱下去，最后又失去了生命，这促使我重新思考起我的人生。我和我的丈夫最近决定搬回北加州，与母亲住得近一点，这样我们都很开心。人生短暂，我们不能远离自己所爱的人。

作为玛伦的女儿，我感到很幸福，这比另外的一切都重要得多。20多年来，玛伦成为了我生命的一部分。我很感恩，他能与我相处那么长时间。他还给我留下了很多宝贵的教导。

请珍惜你生命中的人吧，亲情才是唯一真实的财富。告诉你心爱之人，
 他们对你有着多么深刻的意义。现在就行动吧，写一封信，打一通电话，或是发电子邮件，不要再延迟了。

“在你的一生之中，会有不少人成为你生命中的过客，他们从未在你心中留下印记。但如果你在潜意识中记住他们，他们就会长存你心中，永不逝去。”——帕特里夏·汉普尔
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①
 complicate ['kɒmplɪkeɪt]
 v. 使复杂化；
 使恶化；
 使卷入


②
 memorial service 追思会，
 追悼会






















Life Is to Be Whole　生命的完整

Anonymous









Imagine life as a game in which you are juggling some five balls in the air. You name them: Work, Family, Health, Friends, Spirit. And you are keeping all of these in the air. You will soon understand that work is a rubber ball. If you drop it, it will bounce
 ①
 back. But the other four balls—family, health, friends and spirit are made of glass. If you drop one of these, they will be irrevocably
 ②
 scuffed, marked, nicked, damaged or even shattered. They will never be the same. You must understand that and strive for balance in your life. But How?

Don’t undermine your worth by comparing yourself with others. It is because we are different that each of us is special. Don’t set your goals by what other people deem important. Only you know what is best for you. Don’t take for granted the things closest to your heart. Cling to them as you would cling to your life, for without them, life is meaningless.

Don’t let your life slip through your fingers by living in the past or for the future. By living your life one day at a time, you live all the days of your life. Don’t give up when you still have something to give. Nothing is really over until the moment you stop trying.




Don’t be afraid to admit that you are less than perfect. It is this fragile thread that binds
 ③
 us each together. Don’t be afraid to encounter risks. It is by taking chances that we learn how to be brave. Don’t shut love out of your life by saying it s impossible to find. The quickest way to receive love is to give; the fastest way to lose love is to hold it too tightly; and the best way to keep love is to give it wings. Don’t run through life so fast that you forget not only where you’ve been, but also where you are going.

Joy in living comes from having fine emotions, trusting them, giving them the freedom of a bird in the open. Joy in living can never be assumed as a pose, or put on from the outside as a mask. There is a wholeness about the person who has come to terms with his limitations, who has been brave enough to let go of his unrealistic dreams and not feel like a failure for doing so. There is a wholeness about the man or woman who has learned that he or she is strong enough to go through a tragedy and survive, who can lose someone and still feel like a complete person. Life is not a trap set for us by God so that he can condemn us for failing. Life is not a spelling bee, where no matter how many words you’ve gotten right, you’re disqualified
 ④
 if you make one mistake. Life is more like a baseball season, where even the best team loses one-third of its games and even the worst team has its days of brilliance. Our goal is to win more games than we lose.








设想生活是一个抛球游戏，你往空中抛5个球，这5个球分别叫工作、家庭、健康、朋友和灵魂。当你把这些球都抛在空中时，你很快就会看出工作是一个橡皮球。你把它扔在地上，它马上就弹起来。但其他的四个球，家庭、健康、朋友和灵魂都是玻璃做的。如果你把其中的一个扔在地上，球上肯定会有磨损、痕迹，甚至破损、四分五裂，再也无法复原。你一定要明白这个道理，权衡自己的生命。但如何才能做到呢？

不要在互相攀比中迷失了自己的价值。我们彼此之间都有差异，每个人都是独一无二的，因此人与人之间没有必要比较。不要争取别人眼中看为宝贵的东西，你自己要知道什么才是最适合你的。不要轻视那些最贴近你心的东西，依靠他们，就像你依靠自己的生命一样，因为如果你失去了他们，生命就会寡然无味。




不要让你的生命在对过去的怀念和对未来的憧憬中从指尖悄然溜走。过好每一天，你就能过好生命的全部。如果你还有可以给予的东西，请不要轻易放弃。当你不愿意再努力时，一切就真的完了。

不要害怕承认自己不够完美。因为正是这根易断的线把我们联系起来。不要害怕遭遇危险。我们正是在一次次的选择中历练自己，学习如何变得勇敢。不要认为爱无处可寻，就把生命中的爱拒之门外。给予可以最快地拥抱爱，把爱紧抓不放却能以最快的速度失去爱。而让爱延续下去的最好办法是给它一双翅膀，让它自由飞翔。不要在生命中急于前行，这样你不仅记不清你曾到过的地方，也会忘了你究竟要去哪里。

生活中的快乐来自积极乐观的情绪，信任它们，给它们自由，让它们如同鸟儿在空中高飞。生活中的快乐并不只是一种姿态，或是一张面具；
 生命的完整，在于敢于承认自己缺陷，勇于放弃自己不切实际的梦想，并不以此为耻；生命的完整，也在于认识到自己足以去应对悲惨的环境，或是在艰难的环境下生存，而不依赖别人的帮助。生活不是上帝为我们挖的陷阱，好让我们失败，以此来责怪我们。生活也不是一场拼字游戏，一招不慎即满盘皆输。生活更像是一场棒球赛，最好的队伍也有可能输掉三分之一的比赛，而最差的队伍也有其耀眼之处。我们要做的，就是尽可能地多获取胜利。
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①
 bounce [baʊns]
 v. 弹跳；
 弹起，
 反跳；
 弹回


②
 irrevocably [ɪ'rɛvəkəbli]
 ad. 不能取消地；
 不能撤回地


③
 bind [baɪnd]
 v. 绑


④
 disqualify [dɪs'kwɒlɪfaɪ]
 v. 取消……
 的资格


















Never Too Late　为时未晚

Linda









It was an unusually busy day for the hospital staff on the sixth floor. Ten new patients were admitted and Nurse Susan spent the morning and afternoon checking them in.

Her friend Sharron, an aide, prepared ten rooms for the patients and made sure they were comfortable. After they were finished she grabbed Sharron and said, “We deserve a break. Let’s go eat.”

Sitting across from each other in the noisy cafeteria, Susan noticed Sharron absently wiping the moisture off the outside of her glass with her thumbs. Her face reflected a weariness that came from more than just a busy day.

“You’re pretty quiet. Are you tired, or is something wrong?” Susan asked.

Sharron hesitated. However, seeing the sincere concern in her friend’s face, she confessed, “I can’t do this the rest of my life, Susan. I have to find a higher-paying job to provide for my family. We barely get by. If it weren’t for my parents keeping my kids, well, we wouldn’t make it.”




Susan noticed the bruises
 ①
 on Sharron’s wrists peeking out from under her jacket.

“What about your husband?”

“We can’t count on him. He can’t seem to hold a job. He’s got…problems.”

“Sharron, you’re so good with patients, and you love working here. Why don’t you go to school and become a nurse? There’s financial help available, and I’m sure your parents would agree to keep the kids while you are in class.”

“It’s too late for me, Susan; I’m too old for school. I’ve always wanted to be a nurse, that’s why I took this job as an aide; at least I get to care for patients.”

“How old are you?” Susan asked.

“Let’s just say I’m thirty-something.”

Susan pointed at the bruises on Sharron’s wrists. “I’m familiar with ‘problems’ like these. Honey, it’s never too late to become what you’ve dreamed of. Let me tell you how I know.”

Susan began sharing a part of her life few knew about. It was something she normally didn’t talk about, only when it helped someone else.




“I first married when I was thirteen years old and in the eighth grade.”

Sharron gasped.


“My husband was twenty-two. I had no idea he was violently
 abusive
 ②
 . We were married six years and I had three sons. One night my husband beat me so savagely he knocked out all my front teeth. I grabbed the boys and left
 .

“At the divorce settlement, the judge gave our sons to my husband because I was only nineteen and he felt I couldn’t provide for them. The shock of him taking my babies left me gasping for air. To make things worse, my ex took the boys and moved, cutting all contact I had with them.

“Just like the judge predicted, I struggled to make ends meet. I found work as a waitress, working for tips only. Many days my meals consisted of milk and crackers. The most difficult thing was the emptiness in my soul. I lived in a tiny one-room apartment and the loneliness would overwhelm me. I longed to play with my babies and hear them laugh.”

She paused. Even after four decades, the memory was still painful. Sharron’s eyes filled with tears as she reached out to comfort Susan. Now it didn’t matter if the bruises showed.




Susan continued, “I soon discovered that waitresses with grim faces didn’t get tips, so I hid behind a smiling mask and pressed on. I remarried and had a daughter. She became my reason for living, until she went to college.

“Then I was back where I started, not knowing what to do with myself—until the day my mother had surgery. I watched the nurses care for her and thought: I can do that. The problem was, I only had an eighth-grade education. Going back to high school seemed like a huge mountain to conquer. I decided to take small steps toward my goal. The first step was to get my GED. My daughter used to laugh at how our roles reversed. Now I was burning the midnight oil and asking her questions.”

Susan paused and looked directly in Sharron’s eyes. “I received my diploma
 ③
 when I was forty-six years old.”

Tears streamed down Sharron’s cheeks. Here was someone offering the key that might unlock the door in her dark life.


“The next step was to enroll in nursing school. For two long years I studied, cried and tried to quit. But my family wouldn’t let me. I remember calling my daughter and yelling, ‘Do you realize how many bones are in the human body, and I have to know them all! I can’t do this, I’m forty-six years old!’ But I did. Sharron, I can’t tell you how wonderful it felt when I received my cap and pin
 .”




Sharron’s lunch was cold, and the ice had melted in her tea by the time Susan finished talking. Reaching across the table and taking Sharron’s hands, Susan said, “You don’t have to put up with abuse. Don’t be a victim—take charge. You will be an excellent nurse. We will climb this mountain together.”

Sharron wiped her mascara-stained face with her napkin. “I had no idea you suffered so much pain. You seem like someone who has always had it together.”

“I guess I’ve developed an appreciation for the hardships of my life,” Susan answered. “If I use them to help others, then I really haven’t lost a thing. Sharron, promise me that you will go to school and become a nurse. Then help others by sharing your experiences.”

Sharron promised. In a few years she became a registered nurse and worked alongside her friend until Susan retired. Sharron never forgot her colleague or the rest of her promise.

Now Sharron sits across the table taking the hands of those who are bruised in body and soul, telling them, “It’s never too late. We will climb this mountain together.”








对住院部六楼的全体职工来说，那一天异常忙碌。科室里新来了十个病人，护士苏珊忙活了一天，帮他们登记入住。

她的朋友莎伦，是一位护工，为这十位病人准备好了房间，确保他们住得舒适。忙完这些事后，苏珊拉住莎伦，说：“我们该休息了，去吃点东西吧。”

在医院吵闹的咖啡厅里，她们挑了张桌子面对面坐了下来。苏珊注意到莎伦心不在焉地用手指擦拭着眼镜外面的雾气。她好像非常疲倦，而这远远不是一天的忙碌导致的。

“你非常安静。你是累了，还是有什么别的难处？”苏珊问道。

莎伦犹豫了一下。但是，看着她朋友脸上流露出的真诚的关心，她坦白道：“苏珊，我不能一直都做护工，我需要找一份收入更高的工作来养活我的家人。我们现在基本上还过得去，但如果不是我父母照看孩子的话，我想我们就难以为继了。”

苏珊注意到，莎伦从夹克衫中伸出来的手腕上有淤青。

“那你的丈夫呢？”

“他靠不住的。他找不到工作，而且，他有点问题……”

“莎伦，你对病人这么体贴，你又喜欢在这里工作，为什么你不去护士学校进修成为一名护士呢？学校里都有助学贷款，你的父母应该也会答应在你上学的时候照看孩子呀。”




“苏珊，我年纪太大，不适合去读书了。我其实一直想当一名护士，所以我才选择在这里当一名护工，起码我也能照顾病人。”

“你多大了？“苏珊问道。

“我都三十出头了。”

苏珊指了指莎伦手腕上的淤青，说道：“我很熟悉这类问题。亲爱的，你如果想实现你的梦想，为时未晚。我给你讲个故事吧。”

苏珊向莎伦讲述了一段她的经历。这段经历她很少向别人提起，只有她认为可以帮助别人时，她才会讲述这个故事。

“在我13岁时，
 那时我还在读初二，我就结婚了。”

莎伦倒吸了一口气。

“我的丈夫当时已经22了。我根本就没想到他有严重的家暴倾向。结婚六年后，我生了三个儿子。一天晚上，他暴打了我一顿，把我的门牙都打掉了。我当晚就拉着儿子们离家出走了。

“在审判庭上，法官把儿子都判给了我丈夫。当时我只有19岁，法官认为我没有抚养孩子的能力。我只能无奈地看着他把儿子从身边带走。更糟糕的是，我的前夫还带着他们搬了家，不允许我和他们有任何联系。




“就如那位法官预料的一样，我努力打工也只能勉强糊口。后来我找了份服务员的工作，
 除了小费外，我没有其他任何收入。我经常只吃一点牛奶和饼干。最难以忍受的是我内心的空虚。我一人生活在一个简陋的单人房间里，孤独和寂寞就像大山一样压在我的胸膛上，让我喘不过气来。我是多么希望能和我的儿子们一起玩耍，听听他们银铃般的笑声啊。”

苏珊顿了顿。即使40年过去了，但回忆起来还是那么痛苦。莎伦的双眼已经蓄满了泪水，她伸出手拍了拍苏珊的肩膀，想安慰一下她。此时，淤青暴露出来已经无所谓了。

苏珊继续说道：“我很快发现，服务员铁青着一张脸是收不到多少小费的，所以，从此以后我面对客人时都是笑盈盈的。我又结婚了，还有了个女儿。她成了我活下去的动力，一直到她上了大学。

“我女儿考上大学后，我就感到很迷惘，不知道该做些什么，直到我母亲动手术的那天。我看到护士照顾我的母亲，我想这我也能做。但有个很大的难题摆在我眼前，我只有初二的学历。回中学读书对我来说是一个很大的挑战。我想我还是一步一步慢慢来，首先是要获取高中同等学历。我的女儿那时常常开玩笑，说我们的角色都互换了。我经常开夜车，问她学习上的问题。”




她停下来，看着莎伦的眼睛，说道：“我在我46岁时拿到了文凭。”

莎伦的脸上已满是泪水。此时，仿佛有一道光，照亮了她黑暗的生活。

“下一步就是去护士学校上课。那两年的学习生涯真是太痛苦了，我曾经哭喊着要退学，但我的家人阻止了我。我记得我向女儿吼道，‘你知道人体有几根骨头吗，但我却必须要知道，我没法学下去了，我已经46岁了。’但是，莎伦，我还是做到了。我无法用言语来表达我拿到护士帽和胸针时那欣喜若狂的心情。”

当苏珊讲完这个故事，莎伦的午餐已经变得冰凉，奶茶中的冰块也早已融化。苏珊握住莎伦的手，说道：“你不用再忍受家暴了，别再做受害者，要成为自己的主人。你会成为一个出色的护士的。我们一起迎接这个挑战吧。”

莎伦的睫毛膏因为流泪都花了，她用手帕擦了擦。“我不知道你遭受过这么多的痛苦。你好像已经吃尽了世间所有的苦难。”

“我想我的苦难已经成为了我的财富，”苏珊说，“如果我用它们帮助别人，我也不会失去什么。莎伦，答应我去读护士学校，成为一名护士。然后你可以用你的经历来帮助更多的人。”

莎伦同意了。在几年后，
 她成为了一名注册护士，和苏珊一起工作直至苏珊退休。莎伦从未忘记过她的这位同事，还有这个承诺余下的部分。




































Chapter 4 快乐是自找的













Remember it all starts with you. Take the time to expand your knowledge of love, and practice the art of loving, always, to create the loving life you deserve.









要知道，一切都因你而改变。花时间去增长你对爱的见解，练习爱的艺术，去塑造你值得拥有的充满爱的人生吧！















Finding Happiness After a Diagnosis


　在病痛中寻找幸福

Laurie Erdman









You think I’m joking, right? “Find happiness after diagnosis.” “I’ve just been told I’ll be shooting myself up every day.” “I’ve been told this isn’t curable.” “There is no happiness in that, so stop pulling my leg.” “How is happiness even possible?”

Let me start with the fact that happiness is absolutely essential to living with any condition. Happiness is what puts a smile on our face. Happiness is what propels you to take action to take care of yourself. It leaves you open to giving and receiving love (Speaking of which, what are you doing for your loved one tomorrow?) Happiness is about maximizing your quality of life.

Without happiness, life loses its purpose. Seriously, why get up in the morning if we can’t be happy? (Of course this also applies to those walking dead who don’t even have the excuse of a diagnosis to bring them down.) Without happiness you risk depression and negative thoughts. Those negative thoughts send your cells the message to give up.




Don’t give up. It’s understandable that when you get the news of cancer, multiple sclerosis, diabetes, or the myriad of conditions doctors will tell you are manageable but not curable, you want to give up on happiness. But happiness is essential to not letting the diagnosis rule your life. But how do you find happiness after diagnosis?

Here are 5 quick tips I learned on my journey and help my clients cultivate
 ①
 happiness.


Laugh
 . Laughter really is the best medicine. If life isn’t feeling so funny, then check out a funny movie. Go to a comedy show. Call up your funniest, goofiest friend. Just laugh. Life without laughter is like a movie without a soundtrack.


Reach out
 . Let others help you. Ask for help. I know this is tough. But life is hard enough without help. Reach out to others for help, even if it’s just a shoulder to cry on. People want to help. Just be sure to be specific with your instructions.


Occasional and intentional indulgence
 . As for the indulgence part, create boundaries. For instance, I no longer drink red wine. However, I will have a glass if it’s a special occasion like a birthday or getting my book published, and the wine is really good (Opus One anyone
 ).





Love
 . This is really what it is all about. Whether a spouse, a friend, a dog, a child, giving and receiving love is what life is all about, even for the healthiest. Don’t let this key ingredient pass you by. Love transcends
 ②
 all.


Give back
 . When the big, scary diagnosis comes in, it is easy to say “woe is me.” But there are so many people worse off than you. So instead of sitting on the sofa crying, why not get up and help them. The simple act of giving of yourself will lift your spirits and remind you of why you are here. We are all here to serve.

So now it’s your turn, what can you do to find happiness, despite a blow to your health?





你肯定以为我是在开玩笑，知道自己得病了还开心得起来吗？“我刚得知自己每天都要打针。”“医生说我的病很难痊愈。”“在病榻上哪有幸福可言，别糊弄我了。”“幸福，没影儿的事！”

让我先明确一个事实，幸福，绝对存在于任何环境之中。幸福是你脸上的笑容，激励你照顾自己的力量，让你敞开心门，
 让你给予并接受爱。（顺便问一下，你明天打算为你心爱的人做点什么？）幸福能让你的生活质量臻于完美。

生命若离了幸福，就失去了意义。严肃点说，如果我们没有幸福，
 我们为什么要每天起床呢？（当然，对于那些行尸走肉来说，不需要一个诊断书来让他们消沉。）缺了幸福，你就容易受到堕落消沉的思想的侵蚀，这些思想会让你缴械投降，放弃抵抗。




不要放弃。当医生对你说你患有恶性肿瘤、多发性硬化症、糖尿病等可以控制但难以治愈的疾病时，你认为幸福已离你而去，这种想法完全可以理解。但是，幸
 福却可以让你的生活不受诊断书的摆布。那么，怎样才能在病痛中寻找幸福呢？

以下是我在自己的经历中体会到的五个快速找回快乐的方法，我也会用它们来帮助我的客人经营自己的幸福。


笑。
 笑是世上最好的一味良药。如果你的生活枯燥乏味，那么就去看一部搞笑的电影，看一场滑稽表演，打电话给你有趣的朋友。开怀大笑吧，生命中如果缺少了笑声，就好像一部电影没有声音一样。


寻求帮助。
 让别人来帮助你，我知道这并不容易，但生活若没有他人的帮助，就会变得异常艰辛。伸出手来，寻求帮助，
 哪怕是一个可以依靠着哭泣的肩膀。别人也是乐意帮忙的，不过请明确自己的需要。


偶尔肆意的放纵。
 对于这一点，我有自己的分寸。比如说，我一般不喝红酒，但在一些特殊的场合，如生日宴会或是我的图书出版的庆功会上，我会喝点红酒，滋味很好（比如说作品一号——美国著名的红酒品牌）。










Reasons to Make Laughter a Priority Every Day　把笑作为每天的首要任务

Jesslyn









“To laugh often and much; to win the respect of intelligent people and the affection of children; to earn the appreciation of honest critics and endure the betrayal of false friends; to appreciate beauty; to find the best in others; to leave the world a bit better, whether by a healthy child, a garden patch or a redeemed social condition; to know even one life has breathed easier because you have lived. This is to have succeeded.”


—Ralph Waldo Emerson


Mr. Emerson has bestowed a lot of wisdom in that quote. It is by far one of my favorites; one by which I strive to live. Indeed we can take away a lot from such a quote, but to laugh often and much will be the concentration of this post. Here, are 5 reasons you should make laughter a priority in your life every day:

1. Laughter reduces stress
 —Think about it. When was the last time you just about rolled on the floor, you laughed so hard? How did you feel afterwards? A little sore in the abdominal
 ①
 region, maybe, but likely you felt happier and more at ease. A hearty belly laugh just seems to put things back in perspective while releasing built up tension. A merry laugh increases health-benefiting hormones like endorphins while reducing stress hormones like cortisol.




2. Laughter helps you refocus
 —A bout of laughter may be just what you need to revaluate and put things back in perspective. Developing a sense of humor can give you a new outlook on life. So you missed your mouth and got toothpaste all over your shirt this morning. Laughing at yourself instead of becoming angry and frustrated sets you up to have a much better day. It will also make a humorous story to bring laughter to your coworkers. This brings me to point three.

3. Laughter has social benefits
 —Laughter draws people together. It brings a connection with others that nothing else can. Think about a time when something really funny happened. You are likely to remember whom you were with, and all the fun you shared over the experience. Humorous interactions are memorable interactions. Next time you get together with friends or family try bringing some humor to the event. Be playful and watch as the mood elevates. It’s infectious.




4. Laughter is medicine after all
 —Not only does laughter provides a physical release that reduces tension, but also studies indicate it actually boosts immunity
 ②
 . When we laugh and take on a lighthearted perspective, infection-fighting antibodies and immune cells are increased. Laughter can improve blood vessel function and decrease blood sugar spikes. I suppose this is why laughter is now considered a legitimate
 ③
 therapy.

5. Laughter may make you smarter
 —Last but not least, laughter can improve brain function. Laughter stimulates both right and left hemispheres
 ④
 of the brain igniting creativity. It opens the mind and heart to new ideas and experiences. Laughter can increase problem-solving skills, helping one become more efficient at daily tasks. Sounds like a fun way to become smarter to me.

Whatever reason you choose to implement more humor in your life, make it a priority. Watch a comedy, find a child to play with, go out with friends. Laugh at yourself and enjoy it. Your health and life will thank you. As Ethel Barrymore once said, “You grow up the day you have your first real laugh at yourself.”





“时常大笑；赢得智慧人的尊重和孩童的爱戴；获得批评家中肯的评价；忍受不忠诚朋友的背叛；欣赏美；发现别人最优秀之处；给世界留下一点美好的回忆，可以是一个健康的孩子，一片修整好的花园或是恢复良好的社会环境，因为你的原因，可以让一个人活得更加轻松。这些就是成功。”





——拉尔夫·瓦尔多·爱默生


爱默生的这句话中包涵了太多的智慧，它是我至今为止最喜欢的箴言之一，它激励着我勇敢地面对生活中的挑战。我们从这条箴言中可以汲取很多营养，但其精华之处却在于提醒我们要笑口常开。以下就是你应该每天都把笑当作首要任务的五个原因。


1. 笑能缓解压力
 ——想想看，你最后一次笑得倒在地上打滚是什么时候？之后你有什么感觉？也许腹部会有点疼，但你会比之前感到更加喜悦和舒畅。捧腹大笑能释放紧张情绪，愉快甜蜜的大笑能提高内啡肽之类有利健康的激素含量，同时降低皮质醇等压力激素的水平。


2. 笑能让你调整自己
 ——
 笑也许能让你重新审视一件事。幽默感也许会让你拥有一个全新的人生观。假设早晨你刷牙后忘了照镜子，衬衫领口上都被牙膏弄脏了，不要火冒三丈，也不要愁眉苦脸，对自己大笑吧，这样你就会感觉没那么糟糕。你也可以给同事讲讲你滑稽的遭遇，让你的同事也笑笑。这让我想到了下面的三点。





3. 笑拥有社会价值
 ——笑能把人聚集在一起。笑是联系人们感情的锁链，没有别的事物可以替代它的作用。回想一下你记忆中一件非常有趣的事，你大概还记得那时你和谁在一起，以及那时所有的情形。滑稽有趣的事总能给人留下深刻的记忆。下次和朋友或家人聚在一起时，讲点笑话，或做点别的有趣的事，让气氛高涨起来，尽情地玩闹吧。幽默是会传染的。


4. 笑是良药
 ——研究表明，笑不仅能放松身体，还能增强免疫力。我们开怀大笑时，抗感染的抗体和免疫细胞的数量会增加，血管功能会增强，血糖浓度会降低。我猜这就是为什么笑已经是公认的一种合理的治疗方式了。


5. 笑能让你更聪明
 ——最后一点，笑能增强大脑功能，同时刺激左右半脑的创新思维能力。笑能令自己接受更多的新观念，经历更多的新鲜事物。笑能使人找到更多解决问题的方法，让人在日常的工作生活中更有效率。听起来笑很适合我，又有趣，又能使我更聪明。

无论是什么原因促使你要在生活中增添更多的幽默，请记住，把它们作为你的重中之重。看一部喜剧片，与孩童玩耍，和朋友一起出去玩，大笑吧，并乐在其中。你会活得更健康、更长寿。埃塞尔·巴里摩尔曾说：“你向自己大笑时，你才真正成熟起来。”
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①
 abdominal [æb'dɒmɪn(ə)l]
 a. 腹部的


②
 immunity [ɪ'mju:nɪtɪ]
 n. 免疫力


③
 legitimate [lɪ'dʒɪtɪmət]
 a. 合法的；
 正当的；
 合理的；
 正统的


④
 hemisphere ['hemɪsfɪə]
 n. 半球


















I Make My Home a Heaven of Peace and Harmony　家如天堂，平静祥和

Anoyomous









Creating a peaceful and harmonious atmosphere in my home brings me joy. I smile as I see my family following my lead in keeping the peace. Regardless of
 ①
 what happens during the day, I know that I can always find support, comfort, and peace in my home. My home is a sanctuary for my family, our guests, and me.

My home is peaceful because I choose to make it that way. Each day, I focus on peace and serenity rather than allow negative emotions to take control. A happy home is worth working for. I strive to maintain a positive attitude through all situations.

Challenges are temporary
 ②
 concerns that come and go. I avoid allowing them to bring me down, knowing that happiness is a state of mind. I choose to be happy. Peace is a gift I give to my family and myself even as we work through challenges.

Remaining calm is easy for me. Because I feel better and can think more clearly when I am relaxed, my first priority in stressful situations is to take a deep breath to help relax my body and mind. I put the situation in perspective and work toward a positive resolution.




Through my own gentle and happy attitude, I make my home a harmonious place. The happier I am, the happier my family is also. Everyone wins when I am relaxed at home.

Today, I allow peace and harmony to reign in my home, knowing that happiness is found in how I choose to live each moment.





家里若到处洋溢着平静祥和，我的心情也会非常畅快。我看着我的家人在我的引领下得以享受宁静的生活，我感到很快乐。无论在外面遇到了什么，我都不会沮丧，因为我知道，在家里我总能找到依靠、安慰和宁静。我的家就是我自己、我的家人和客人的圣所。

在我家里，不见嘈杂，因为我努力在家里营造平静的气氛。每天，我都会让自己的心保持安静，不让一些消极的思想搅扰自己。我们应该努力打造一个幸福的家庭。我尽力在任何环境中都保持积极的态度。

生活中不免有难处，但它只是暂时的，很快就会过去。我知道幸福是一种心境，虽然外面有苦难，我也不会因此消沉，我的内心依然可以选择幸福。尽管处于难处之中，我也可以把平静带给我自己和我的家人。




我可以轻松自如地让自己处于平静之中。一旦我全身放松，我就会更加舒畅，看待问题也更加清晰。面对压力时，我首先会深吸一口气
 ，放松身体和神经。我会全面地看待问题，以积极的心态工作。

我温文尔雅，乐观开朗，在这样的心态下，我的家也变得温馨美丽。我越快乐，我的家庭也就越幸福
 。一人幸福，全家幸福。

如今，我让平静祥和来统治我的家，我也知道，幸福的生活是可以选择的。
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①
 regardless of 不顾，
 不管


②
 temporary [temp(ə)rərɪ]
 a. 暂时的，
 临时的


















Have You Ever Experienced a “Sacred Moment”　你是否经历过“神圣时刻”

Anoyomous









This is a moment of bliss when you were so involved in what you were doing that you felt light and happy and nothing else seemed to matter. A moment where you found your own real peace and power.

Every human is capable of experiencing these special moments. They can happen anywhere, at anytime. Think carefully, when was the last time you felt like this?

If your answer is “I can’t remember” Or “It has been too long ago”, then maybe the question you need to ask yourself is:

“How can I bring this back to my daily life?”

You can experience more sacred moments in your life by doing one very simple thing: “Slow down”!

“Slow down and enjoy life. It’s not only the scenery you miss by going too fast. You also miss the sense of where you are going and why.” —Eddie Cantor.

Do you live your life at a breakneck
 ①
 speed, rushing from one experience to the next? Barely giving yourself enough time to process the last event before rushing off to your next activity? This has become so common in modern society that it now seems “normal”. However, it is not.




Your natural state is one of love, happiness and tranquility, and if you take the time to look deep inside yourself, you will find it. For beneath all of your countless desires to rush this and finish that, underneath the pressures and deadlines
 ②
 of modern life, exists your own special, quiet space where you will experience your own sacred moments.

Throughout the ages, nearly every spiritual master has pointed to the power of inner silence as the source of enlightenment. When you begin to discover this power for yourself, your whole life will change. You will begin to live in a blissful state of love, happiness and tranquility.

Set aside a special time dedicated to visiting your own inner space of silence. The most important thing is that you make this a daily part of your life. It sounds unbelievable that doing such a simple thing as getting quiet can lead to such powerful results, but it is true. Just try it.




Make the commitment that for the next 30 days, you are going to set aside half an hour every day to finding your own sacred moments. Ask yourself “Is it possible for me to watch half an hours less television every night or get out of bed half an hour earlier every morning?” If your answer is yes:

The rewards are beyond comprehension.

Every day, before you start, say out loud “I dedicate this half hour to my next sacred moment.”

Gradually your experiences of sacred moments become longer and will happen more often. Until finally they lead you towards a state of continual bliss.

Have you ever walked into a library, a meditation room or a church and felt the overwhelming sense of quiet that pervades
 ③
 these places? This is because actions that are repeatedly performed in the same location imprint their energy onto the area.

You can easily imprint this same peaceful energy at your home or workplace. Start by dedicating one small area of your home or office as a place to experience “sacred moments”. It could be a whole room dedicated to performing yoga, taichi or some other form of meditation, or it could be one corner of your room where you perform your half hours sitting meditation every day. The important thing here is to practice everyday in the same spot for the next thirty days.




What you are doing is imprinting your own feelings of peace and tranquility into this area. Which means that the more you meditate in this location the easier it will become for you to slip into this special timeless state. Fill this area with inspiring, beautiful artworks and turn “sacred space” into something really special. A temple for your soul.

For thousands of years Artworks have been recognised as one of the most powerful tools in focusing the mind towards a state of divine bliss and tranquility. They work by sending powerful messages directly into your subconscious
 ④
 mind.

Imagine a friend or family member walking into the special Sacred Space that you have created. Immediately they begin to feel calm and at ease. Their worries slip away, and they begin to unconsciously relax. This is what makes creating peace within your home and yourself one of the greatest things you can do for others.

Many meditation centers and yoga studios display Artworks to help create powerful feelings of divine love, happiness and tranquility in their practice areas.

Creating a special “sacred space” is one of the most powerful ways of generating calmness and tranquility. We hope that you will be inspired to experience the awesome power of your own inner peace.




You will soon begin to experience the amazing effects that this simple practice will bring to your life.





这一刻，你感到无比的轻松和喜悦，任何事情都不再重要，喜乐的泉水似涌过全身。你在这一刻找到了真正的平和与力量。

神圣时刻可以发生在每个人身上，它不受时间和地点的限制。仔细想想，你最后一次感到神圣时刻是什么时候？

如果你说“我不记得了”或是“已经很久以前了”，那你就该问问自己：

“我该怎样才能找回神圣时刻呢？”

你可以感受到更多的神圣时刻，前提是你要做一件简单的小事：“放慢你的节奏！”

“放慢节奏，细细品味生活。匆忙的脚步不仅使你错过沿途的风景，更会令你茫茫然随波逐流，不知道要去哪里、为什么而去。” ——埃迪·康托尔

你的生活节奏是否快得离谱，经常是办完一件事，又心急火燎地冲往下一个地点？你是否刚做完一件事，就要急急忙忙地开始下一个活动？在现代社会中，人们对这些现象已见怪不怪
 ，习以为常了。但是，这些现象并不合理。




你的自然状态是爱、幸福和平静的结合体，只要洞察自己的内心，你就会找到它。在纷繁的欲望下，在现代社会的沉重压力和无数的截止日期下，有一个特殊而静谧的地方，那里专属于你，在那里，你可以享受你独有的神圣时刻。

近年来，几乎每位心灵大师都指出，心如止水所迸发出的力量才能开启灵感的源泉。你接近这股力量时，你焕然一新的时刻就到了。你的生活将到处都是喜乐、友爱、幸福和宁静。

每天都留出一段特殊的时间，与你内心的宁静之处相交汇。把它作为你人生中的日常组成部分，这极为重要。保持内心平静，看似简单，但它竟能产生如此巨大的力量，听起来有点不可思议。然而，这是千真万确的，请亲身体验一下吧。

下定决心，在未来的30天内，每天留出半个小时来寻找神圣时刻。问问你自己，你能否每天晚上少看半小时电视，或是清晨早半小时起床。如果你的回答是肯定的，那么：

你所得的奖赏将超乎你的想象。


每天清晨
 ，起床前的第一件事就是大声地说：“我把这半个小时全都献给下一个神圣时刻。”

渐渐地，你会发现神圣时刻的时间会变长，发生的次数也会更加频繁。你要持之以恒，总有一天，你会在它的引领下，发现你的快乐将永不衰减。




你曾走进一所图书馆、一间禅室或是一座教堂，感受到弥漫在空气之中的摄人心魄的宁静吗？他们无数次地重复着相同的动作，而这些动作把他们的能量铭刻在了他们所在之处。

你能毫不费力地把同样的宁静带到你的家里或是工作场所中。先把家里或办公室中的一小块地方作为你体验“神圣时刻”的场所。你可以在那里练瑜伽，打太极或是其他一些形式的冥想。或者，你可以每天在一个角落里冥想半小时。重点是，要在30天内每天都在相同的地方练习。

如此，你就是把自己安静平和的感情灌注在你所在之处，这意味着你冥想的时间越多，你就越容易在这里进入神圣时刻。把一些精妙绝伦、艺术感染力强的艺术品摆满你的修炼场所，让那里成为一个真正特殊的地方——一所培育你灵魂的庙宇。

数千年来，艺术品都被认为是一件可以让思想进入纯洁喜乐和宁静的强有力的工具，能让你在不知不觉中感受到强大的力量。

想象你的朋友或家人来到你所营造的神圣场所，他们也许立刻就能感受到一种特殊的平静扑面而来，忧愁烦恼会顷刻间消失得无影无踪，全身上下有一种说不出的轻松愉快之感。这就是你营造神圣场所能给他人带去的最好的一件礼物。




很多冥想场所和瑜伽会所都会摆放一些艺术品，让修行者可以感受到超凡脱俗的友爱、幸福和静谧。

建立一个特殊的神圣场所是获得安宁平静的最有效的方法之一。我们期望你在自己的内室中享受这种惊人的力量，并在其中得到启发。

你马上就会体验到这简单的小事将带给你生命的奇异效果。
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①
 breakneck ['breɪknek]
 a. 极快的


②
 deadline ['dedlaɪn]
 n. 截止期限，
 最后期限


③
 pervade [pə'veɪd]
 v. 遍及；
 弥漫


④
 subconscious [sʌb'kɒnʃəs]
 a. 潜意识的；
 下意识的






















Power of Passion　激情的力量

Sarah S.









A while ago, I didn’t think I had a passion. I would sit in front of the TV all day and not think about anything except the next show. I thought a passion was for fanatics with nothing better to do than obsess over a hobby. At that time, I didn’t know how important having a passion is to existence. It makes it easier to survive, knowing there is one thing to rely on—there’s one thing to think of each day for motivation
 ①
 and comfort.

There are so many passions, but no matter how big or small the activity, its meaning in our lives never changes. Whether one loves playing a sport, listening to music, or coming home to their children, the important thing is the satisfaction and joy derived from the activity.

My first encounter with this knowledge was in seventh grade. My sister, Amy, had a ballet rehearsal and I went with my mom to drop her off. I was bored and wanted nothing more than to go home. Then, as my mom stopped at a red light, someone caught my eye. It was a man dressed in rags
 ②
 standing on the side of the road. It wasn’t the fact that he was homeless that interested me, for I had seen many like him before. But in some way he was different. This man was not sitting down with a sad and hopeless expression. He was standing waving his hands and doing a half-dance, swaying and stomping his feet. He had an expression of pure delight. He held a radio like it was the most precious item he had.




Seeing all this surprised me. “Mom, why does that man have a radio even though he’s homeless?” I asked, not expecting much of an answer.

“He bought it,” she replied, focusing on the traffic. I was still puzzled.

“But if he’s homeless, why doesn’t he use his money to buy shelter or clothes? He wasted his money on something he doesn’t need. He should buy food.”

“Well, Sarah, sometimes food isn’t the most important thing. Music can be food for the soul. Food and shelter aren’t the only things we need. People need happiness to stay alive, too.”

I wasn’t expecting such a profound response and thought about what I had just seen. That man must care enough about music to buy a radio instead of food or clothes. Maybe my mom was right. I had never thought about bliss in depth, but I soon realized that happiness is a key to existence. If one lives in sadness, there’s nothing to keep one moving from day to day. That’s how essential a passion is. It provides the happiness on which every person thrives.




Since those few moments of seeing that scene, I’ve never gone a day without thinking of what’s truly important. A home, a meal, a piece of clothing: those are only parts of the picture. Now I realize that I’ve had passions all along, but never recognized their significance in my life. They were invisible hopes that I relied on without knowing. What’s often forgotten, and I had forgotten this myself, is that we all need a joy, a light in a dark day. We all need a passion.





以前，我不认为自己有激情。我会整天呆在电视机前，除了关心下一个节目的内容之外，不去想任何事情。我认为激情飘渺虚无，还不如做点喜欢的事来得实在。那时，我不知道激情是多么的重要，不知道它能让人活得更轻松自在，成为人的依靠、动力和安慰。

激情有很多种，人们所做的事也许有巨细之分，但于生活之意义却不会改变。有人喜欢运动，有人喜欢听音乐，还有人喜欢回家陪孩子，这都不重要，重要的是要从中汲取满足和欢乐。




我第一次领悟到这一点，是在我上初一的时候。我的妹妹艾米要去芭蕾舞彩排，我和妈妈送她过去。我感到很无聊，一心只想回家。回家的路上，在等红灯时，马路上的一个人吸引了我的眼球
 。他衣衫褴褛，应该是个流浪汉，但这不是他引起我兴趣的原因。这种人我已经看过不少了，而他，却和他们有点不同。他并没有坐在地上，脸上露出悲伤、无助的表情，而是手舞足蹈，脸上洋溢着纯然喜悦的神情。他手上拿着一台收音机，这应该就是他最值钱的东西了。

这一场景令我很惊讶。“妈妈，那个流浪汉为什么有个收音机？”我问道，但也不指望妈妈能回答什么。

不过，妈妈回答道，“他买的，”说着眼睛却盯着外面的车流。我还是不知所以。

“但他是个流浪汉呀。为什么他不去买顶帐篷或是一些衣服呢？那台收音机又不能帮到他什么，他应该去买食物才对。”

“呃，莎拉，有些时候食物并不是最重要的。我们的灵魂也需要食物，而音乐就可以充当这个角色。我们并不只满足于有东西吃，有地方住，我们还要活得开心自在。”

我并没有想到，妈妈会对这个问题给出这么深刻有哲理的回答。不过，那个流浪汉也许真的很喜欢音乐，所以才会去买台收音机，而不是食物或衣服。或许我妈妈是对的。我从未深入地思考过快乐，但我突然意识到，幸福才是生存的钥匙
 。如果人活在忧郁中，他就没有动力去支持他度过一天又一天的生活。激情的作用不容小觑，它能给人带去幸福，又是基于幸福，人类才得以茁壮成长。




自从那时起，我就经常思考生活中什么才是最重要的。一个住所，一份食物，或是一件衣服，这些都只是生活的一部分而已。现在我明白，我本来就有激情，只是我没有认识到它重要的价值和意义。它们是无形的盼望，我在不知不觉中依靠着它们。我们经常忘记，在黯淡无光的日子，我们需要快乐如明光一样驱散周围的黑暗。我们都需要激情。
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①
 motivation [ˌməutəˈveiʃən]
 n. 动机；
 动力


②
 in rags衣衫褴褛；
 鹑衣百结






















21 Habits of Happy People　迈向幸福的21个习惯

Cindy Holbrook









“Happiness is a habit—cultivate
 ①
 it.” —Elbert Hubbard

Happiness is one aspiration all people share. No one wants to be sad and depressed.

We’ve all seen people who are always happy—even amidst agonizing life trials. I’m not saying happy people don’t feel grief, sorrow or sadness; they just don’t let it overtake their life. The following are 21 things happy people make a habit of doing:


1. Appreciate Life




Be thankful that you woke up alive each morning. Develop a childlike sense of wonder towards life. Focus on the beauty of every living thing. Make the most of each day. Don’t take anything for granted. Don’t sweat the small stuff.


2. Choose Friends Wisely




Surround yourself with happy, positive people who share your values and goals. Friends that have the same ethics as you will encourage you to achieve your dreams. They help you to feel good about yourself. They are there to lend a helping hand when needed.





3. Be Considerate




Accept others for who they are as well as where they are in life. Respect them for who they are. Touch them with a kind and generous spirit. Help when you are able, without trying to change the other person. Try to brighten the day of everyone you come into contact with.


4. Learn Continuously




Keep up to date with the latest news regarding your career and hobbies. Try new and daring things that has sparked your interest—such as dancing, skiing, surfing or sky-diving.


5. Creative Problem Solving




Don’t wallow in self-pity. As soon as you face a challenge get busy finding a solution. Don’t let the set backs affect your mood, instead see each new obstacle you face as an opportunity to make a positive change. Learn to trust your gut instincts—it’s almost always right.


6. Do What They Love




Some statistics show that 80% of people dislike their jobs! No wonder there’s so many unhappy people running around. We spend a great deal of our life working. Choose a career that you enjoy—the extra money of a job you detest isn’t worth it. Make time to enjoy your hobbies and pursue special interests.





7. Enjoy Life




Take the time to see the beauty around you. There’s more to life than work. Take time to smell the roses, watch a sunset or sunrise with a loved one, take a walk along the seashore, hike in the woods etc. Learn to live in the present moment and cherish it. Don’t live in the past or the future.


8. Laugh




Don’t take yourself—or life too seriously. You can find humor in just about any situation. Laugh at yourself—no one’s perfect. When appropriate laugh and make light of the circumstances. (Naturally there are times that you should be serious as it would be improper to laugh.)


9. Forgive




Holding a grudge will hurt no one but you. Forgive others for your own peace of mind. When you make a mistake—own up to it—learn from it—and forgive yourself.


10. Gratitude







Develop an attitude of gratitude. Count your blessings; All of them—even the things that seem trivial
 ②
 . Be grateful for your home, your work and most importantly your family and friends. Take the time to tell them that you are happy they are in your life.


11. Invest in Relationships




Always make sure your loved ones know you love them even in times of conflict. Nurture and grow your relationships with your family and friends by making the time to spend with them. Don’t break your promises to them. Be supportive.


12. Keep Their Word




Honesty is the best policy. Every action and decision you make should be based on honesty. Be honest with yourself and with your loved ones.


13. Meditate




Meditation gives your very active brain a rest. When it’s rested you will have more energy and function at a higher level. Types of meditation include yoga, hypnosis, relaxation tapes, affirmations, visualization or just sitting in complete silence. Find something you enjoy and make the time to practice daily.


14. Mind Their Own Business




Concentrate on creating your life the way you want it. Take care of you and your family. Don’t get overly concerned with what other people are doing or saying. Don’t get caught up with gossip or name calling. Don’t judge. Everyone has a right to live their own life the way they want to—including you.





15. Optimism




See the glass as half full. Find the positive side of any given situation. It’s there—even though it may be hard to find. Know that everything happens for a reason, even though you may never know what the reason is. Steer clear of negative thoughts. If a negative thought creeps in—replace it with a positive thought.


16. Love Unconditionally




Accept others for who they are. You don’t put limitations on your love. Even though you may not always like the actions of your loved ones—you continue to love them.


17. Persistence




Never give up. Face each new challenge with the attitude that it will bring you one step closer to your goal. You will never fail, as long as you never give up. Focus on what you want, learn the required skills, make a plan to succeed and take action. We are always happiest while pursuing something of value to us.





18. Be Proactive




Accept what can not be changed. Happy people don’t waste energy on circumstances beyond their control. Accept your limitations as a human being. Determine how you can take control by creating the outcome you desire—rather than waiting to respond.


19. Self Care




Take care of your mind, body and health. Get regular medical check ups. Eat healthy and work out. Get plenty of rest. Drink lots of water. Exercise your mind by continually energizing it with interesting and exciting challenges.


20. Self Confidence




Don’t try to be someone that you’re not. After all no one likes a phony. Determine who you are in the inside—your own personal likes and dislikes. Be confident in who you are. Do the best you can and don’t second guess yourself.


21. Take Responsibility




Happy people know and understand that they are 100% responsible for their life. They take responsibility for their moods, attitude, thoughts, feelings, actions and words. They are the first to admit when they’ve made a mistake.




Begin today by taking responsibility for your happiness. Work on developing these habits as your own. The more you incorporate the above habits into your daily lifestyle—the happier you will be.

Most of all: be true to yourself.





“幸福乃是一种习惯，培养它吧。”——阿尔伯特·哈伯德

每个人都在苦苦寻觅幸福，而无人希望悲伤和沮丧。

我们总会看到身边有一些人总是笑呵呵的，尽管他们也会遭遇生活的磨难。我并不是说幸福的人不会感到忧伤、愁苦和悲痛，他们只是避免让这些掌控自己的生活。以下就是迈向幸福的21个习惯。


1．珍惜生命




每天早晨醒来，都要为还能呼吸而感恩。存有一颗童心，用它来观看生命中的奇妙之处。留心欣赏所有生物的美丽。活出每天的精彩，不要以为一切事情都是理所应当，也不要为小事斤斤计较。


2．明智择友


多结交一些性格开朗、积极向上、能传递于你价值和目标的朋友。志同道合的朋友会激励你实现你的梦想，帮助你以良好的心态面对自己，更会在你需要之时助你一臂之力。





3．体贴他人




接受并尊重人们的本来面目，用慷慨、友善的心态同他们接触。在力所能及的范围内给予他们帮助，别总想着改变他们。试着去照亮你所认识的每一个人的生活。


4．不断学习




及时关注关于你的事业和爱好的最新信息。尝试那些激起你兴趣的时尚、有挑战性的新事物，比如跳舞、滑雪、冲浪和跳伞。


5. 创意解难




别沉浸在自怨自艾中。一旦遭遇难处，马上找应对方法。但是，请不要被这些挫折所捆绑，而要看到，每个新的困难背后都隐藏着发展的契机。学会依靠你的直觉，因为它基本上不会说谎话。


6. 做己所爱




某些数据显示，几乎80%的人都讨厌自己的工作
 ，怪不得满大街都是愁眉苦脸的人。工作几乎是一辈子的事，别亏待自己，选择一份你心仪的工作吧。为了多赚钱而做自己不喜欢的事情，这样得不偿失。腾出时间来享受你的爱好，或是做一点特别的事情。


7. 享受生活




周围的美景永远比工作重要得多，值得你去细细欣赏。多花点时间闻闻玫瑰的芳香，和心爱的人观看日出日落，沿着海滩散散步，到森林探险等等。学着活在当下，珍惜眼前，不要沉迷过去，或是担忧未来。





8. 笑口常开




不要活得太严肃。在任何情形中，你都可以做一个幽默的人。对自己多笑笑吧——没有人是完美无缺的，不要太在意四周的环境，在适当的时候笑一笑。（当然，有些时候笑是不合时宜的，那时你要严肃一点。）


9. 放下愤恨




除了你自己以外，心怀怨恨不会伤害到任何人。如果你想要内心宁静，就放下仇恨吧。有错就及时承认，汲取教训，然后原谅自己。


10. 心存感恩




学会感恩，对任何事情都心存感激，哪怕是一些微不足道的事情。你要为你的房子、工作而感恩，特别是要感谢你的家人和朋友。请告诉他们，他们能够出现在你的生命之中，是多么值得庆幸的一件事。


11. 珍惜感情




确保你心爱之人知道你爱他们，即使在争吵时也不例外。多花点时间陪陪你的家人和朋友，滋养和呵护彼此之间的感情。不要违背许下的承诺。成为家人和朋友的坚实依靠。


12. 信守诺言




诚信是最好的品格。你的一举一动，所做的每一个决定，都要建立在诚信的磐石之上。对你自己和心爱之人都要坦诚相待。





13．沉思冥想




冥想能让你活跃的大脑安静下来，你就能有更充沛的精力和更高的工作效率。冥想的种类有很多，包括瑜伽、催眠、音乐放松、自我肯定、遐想，甚至是静坐。找一些你喜欢的方式，试着天天练习。


14. 少管闲事




关注你自己的生活，照顾你自己和你的家庭，别操心别人做了什么或是说了什么。不要热衷于说长道短。不要论断。每人都有权以自己的方式生活，包括你自己。


15. 乐观心态




要看到玻璃杯中有半杯水。在任何环境下都要看到积极的一面。尽管找到它很难，但它就在那里。万事发生都有其理，尽管你现在还不知道原因。把消沉的思想清空，如果它渗透进你的头脑，那就想想开心的事，把它替换掉。


16. 爱无条件




接受身边的人原来的样子。不要克制自己的爱，即使你可能会厌恶你心爱之人的一些行为，但不要停止爱他们。


17. 坚持忍耐




永远不要放弃。应战每一个新的难处时，都要怀着这样一个信念——它能让你离自己的目标更近一步。只要永不放弃，你就永远不会尝到失败的滋味。聚精于你想要的，学习必要的技能，为成功制定计划并采取行动。在追求有价值的目标时，我们就是最快乐的。





18. 高瞻远瞩




接受不能改变的事物。幸福的人不会浪费精力在那些无能为力的事情上。接受自身的不足，因为没有人可以完美无瑕。掌控事情的过程，而不只是等待。


19. 照顾自己




关心自己的思想和身体健康，按时检查身体。健康饮食，每天锻炼，睡眠充足，多多喝水。多尝试有趣、刺激的挑战，以此来锻炼自己的思维能力。


20. 保持自信




不要伪装自己，毕竟没有人喜欢虚伪的人。清楚地知道自己是谁，自己喜欢什么，厌恶什么。对真实的自己保持信心。做最好的自己，不要看低自己。


21. 有责任心




幸福的人会为自己的人生负起百分百的责任。他们会对自己的情绪、态度、想法、感觉、行为和言语负责，一旦犯错，他们会马上承认。

从现在起，对你的幸福负责吧。学习并慢慢培养这些习惯，你会发现，你越把这些习惯融入到你的生活中，你就会越幸福。

最重要的一点：真实待己。
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①
 cultivate ['kʌltɪveɪt]
 v. 培养；
 陶冶；
 耕作


②
 trivial ['trɪvɪəl]
 a. 不重要的，
 琐碎的；
 琐细的


















15 Things You Should Give up to Be Happy　若想幸福，你需要放下15件事




Dana Saviuc









Here is a list of 15 things which, if you give up on them, will make your life a lot easier and much, much happier. We hold on to so many things that cause us a great deal of pain, stress and suffering—and instead of letting them all go, instead of allowing ourselves to be stress free and happy—we cling on to them. Not anymore. Starting today we will give up on all those things that no longer serve us, and we will embrace
 ①
 change. Ready? Here we go:


1. Give up your need to always be right.
 There are so many of us who can’t stand the idea of being wrong—wanting to always be right—even at the risk of ending great relationships or causing a great deal of stress and pain, for us and for others. It’s just not worth it. Whenever you feel the “urgent” need to jump into a fight over who is right and who is wrong, ask yourself this question: “Would I rather be right, or would I rather be kind?” (Wayne Dyer). What difference will that make? Is your ego really that big?





2. Give up your need for control.
 Be willing to give up your need to always control everything that happens to you and around you—situations, events, people, etc. Whether they are loved ones, coworkers, or just strangers you meet on the street—just allow them to be. Allow everything and everyone to be just as they are and you will see how much better will that make you feel.

“By letting it go it all gets done. The world is won by those who let it go. But when you try and try. The world is beyond winning.” (Lao Tzu)


3. Give up on blame.
 Give up on your need to blame others for what you have or don’t have, for what you feel or don’t feel. Stop giving your powers away and start taking responsibility for your life.


4. Give up your self-defeating self-talk.
 Oh my God. How many people are hurting themselves because of their negative, polluted and repetitive self-defeating mindset? Don’t believe everything that your mind is telling you—especially if it’s negative and self-defeating. You are better than that.

“The mind is a superb instrument if used rightly. Used wrongly, however, it becomes very destructive.” (Eckhart Tolle)





5. Give up your limiting beliefs
 about what you can or cannot do, about what is possible or impossible. From now on, you are no longer going to allow your limiting beliefs to keep you stuck in the wrong place. Spread your wings and fly!

“A belief is not an idea held by the mind, it is an idea that holds the mind.” (Elly Roselle)


6. Give up complaining.
 Give up your constant need to complain about those many, many, many things—people, situations, events that make you unhappy, sad and depressed. Nobody can make you unhappy, no situation can make you sad or miserable unless you allow it to. It’s not the situation that triggers those feelings in you, but how you choose to look at it. Never underestimate
 ②
 the power of positive thinking.


7. Give up the luxury of criticism.
 Give up your need to criticize things, events or people that are different than you. We are all different, yet we are all the same. We all want to be happy, we all want to love and be loved and we all want to be understood. We all want something, and something is wished by us all.


8. Give up your need to impress others.
 Stop trying so hard to be something that you’re not just to make others like you. It doesn’t work this way. The moment you stop trying so hard to be something that you’re not, the moment you take off all your masks, the moment you accept and embrace the real you, you will find people will be drawn to you, effortlessly
 ③
 .





9. Give up your resistance to change.
 Change is good. Change will help you move from A to B. Change will help you make improvements in your life and also the lives of those around you. Follow your bliss, embrace change—don’t resist it.

“Follow your bliss and the universe will open doors for you where there were only walls” (Joseph Campbell)


10. Give up labels.
 Stop labeling those things, people or events that you don’t understand as being weird or different and try opening your mind, little by little. Minds only work when open.

“The highest form of ignorance is when you reject something you don’t know anything about.” (Wayne Dyer)


11. Give up on your fears.
 Fear is just an illusion, it doesn’t exist—you created it. It’s all in your mind. Correct the inside and the outside will fall into place.

“The only thing we have to fear, is fear itself.” (Franklin D. Roosevelt)





12. Give up your excuses.
 Send them packing and tell them they’re fired. You no longer need them. A lot of times we limit ourselves because of the many excuses we use. Instead of growing and working on improving ourselves and our lives, we get stuck, lying to ourselves, using all kind of excuses—excuses that 99.9% of the time are not even real.


13. Give up the past.
 I know, I know. It’s hard. Especially when the past looks so much better than the present and the future looks so frightening, but you have to take into consideration the fact that the present moment is all you have and all you will ever have. The past you are now longing for—the past that you are now dreaming about—was ignored by you when it was present. Stop deluding
 ④
 yourself. Be present in everything you do and enjoy life. After all life is a journey not a destination. Have a clear vision for the future, prepare yourself, but always be present in the now.


14. Give up attachment.
 This is a concept that, for most of us is so hard to grasp and I have to tell you that it was for me too (it still is), but it’s not something impossible. You get better and better at with time and practice. The moment you detach yourself from all things, (and that doesn’t mean you give up your love for them—because love and attachment have nothing to do with one another, attachment comes from a place of fear, while love…well, real love is pure, kind, and selfless, where there is love there can’t be fear, and because of that, attachment and love cannot coexist) you become so peaceful, so tolerant, so kind, and so serene. You will get to a place where you will be able to understand all things without even trying. A state beyond words.





15. Give up living your life to other people’s expectations.
 Way too many people are living a life that is not theirs to live. They live their lives according to what others think is best for them, they live their lives according to what their parents think is best for them, to what their friends, their enemies and their teachers, their government and the media think is best for them. They ignore their inner voice, that inner calling. They are so busy with pleasing everybody, with living up to other people’s expectations, that they lose control over their lives. They forget what makes them happy, what they want, what they need…and eventually they forget about themselves. You have one life—this one right now—you must live it, own it, and especially don’t let other people’s opinions distract you from your path.








以下所列的15个观点，你如果都能放下，你就会活得更轻松，更幸福。我们往往总是抓住很多事情不放，痛楚、压力和折磨也随之而来。我们不能放弃它们，也不能让我们的生活更轻松、更快乐，反而，我们非常依赖它们。从今天起，我们决定将这些事都弃之脑后，再也不让它们影响自己，我们也就能迎接全新的自己。准备好了吗？那就开始吧：


1. 放下是非对错。
 我们中有很多人无法承认自己错了。纵使要伤害到一段珍贵的感情，或是在我们和其他人身上造成巨大的压力和痛苦，我们也不愿承认自己错了。这太不值得了。当你迫切地想要与人争辩，争论孰是孰非时，请问自己一个问题：“我是更想证明自己是对的
 ，还是更想做一个和善的人？”（韦恩·戴尔）孰是孰非真的有那么重要吗？是不是你太看重自我了呢？


2．放下你的控制欲。
 请放下你想控制发生在你自身或周围一切事情的欲望，比如境况、事件、人等等。不管是你心爱之人、同事，还是只是大街上遇见的陌生人，不要设法控制他们。不要干涉任何事、任何人，就让他们保持原来的样子，如此，你就会感到比以前舒畅得多。

“无为而治。顺其自然者得天下
 ，逆者失之。”（老子）


3. 放下责备。
 不要因为自己有什么或缺什么、感到什么或没感到什么而责备他人。不要埋怨他人，对自己的生命负责。





4．放下自暴自弃的想法。
 天呐，有多少人用消极、糟糕和周而复始的自暴自弃的想法伤害自己。不要相信你的头脑所告诉你的一切，尤其是那些消极和自暴自弃的想法。事实上，你要优秀得多。

“如果运用得当，头脑是一件超级好用的工具，但若运用不当，它就会产生极大的破坏力。”（埃克哈特·托利）


5. 放下自我受限的念头
 ——有些事你能做，有些则不能；有些是有可能的，有些则没可能。从现在起，不要再让这些想法把自己捆锁在错误的地方。张开你的翅膀，振翅高飞吧。

“信念不受头脑的控制，而是要控制头脑。”（艾莉·若塞尔）


6. 放下抱怨。
 停止不停地抱怨周边的人和环境，以及数不胜数的令你愁苦、伤痛和沮丧的事情。若没有你的点头，任何人都不能令你愁苦，也没有任何环境可以使你感到伤痛和苦难。环境并不能带给你这些消沉的想法，你看待事物的角度才是罪魁祸首。永远不要低估积极乐观的思考方式所带来的巨大能量。


7．放下随便批评的习惯。
 停止批评不符你胃口的事物、事件和人。我们都是不同的，然而我们也都是相同的。我们都渴望幸福，去爱和被爱，理解和认同。我们也都想得到一些相同的东西。





8. 放下想给别人留下好印象的欲望。
 别再只是为了让别人喜欢你而辛苦地伪装自己，这压根就没用。当你不再辛苦地演戏，当你脱下自己的面具，当你接受并拥抱真正的自己时，你就会发现你已经吸引了众人的目光，这根本不费吹灰之力。


9. 放下对改变的抵触心理。
 改变有很多好处，它能帮你从A移到B，不仅改善你的生活，还能改善你身边人的生活。跟从你的快乐，拥抱改变吧——请不要抵抗。

“跟从你的快乐，世界就会为你所在之处——四面都是墙的地方打开一扇门。”（约瑟夫·坎贝尔）


10. 放下偏见。
 不要因为有些人和事不符你的喜好而产生偏见。试着慢慢地打开心门
 ，只有打开心门，思想才会泉涌而出。

“最厉害的忽视是你在全然不知的情况下拒绝了某样事物。”（韦恩·戴尔）


11. 放下恐惧。
 恐惧只是你创造出来的一种幻想，只存在于你的头脑中，它并不真实存在。正视你的内心和外在的事物，恐惧就会烟消云散。

“我们唯一恐惧的就是恐惧本身
 。”（富兰克林·罗斯福）


12．放下借口。
 解雇你的借口，让它们统统走人，因为你不再需要它们了。很多时候我们都感到自己受到很大的限制，这是因为我们习惯于使用太多的借口。我们没有为改善我们自己和我们的生活而成长和工作，反而被谎言所束缚，给自己找各种各样的托辞——99.9%的借口都是假的。





13. 放下过去。
 我非常明白这很难，特别是过去比现在要美好很多，而未来又是那么没有把握，令人恐惧战兢的时刻。然而，你要知道，你唯一拥有的就只有眼前。你现在所渴望、幻想的过去，当它还是现在时，你却没有好好珍惜。不要沉迷于自我幻想之中了。把握现在，享受生活吧。毕竟生命是一段旅途，而不是一个终点站。对未来有清晰的规划，为自己作好准备，但请活在当下，珍惜眼前。


14．放下迷恋。
 我们都难以停止迷恋，我也是（过去是，现在依旧是），但这并不是做不到的。只要加以时日不断地训练，你就会慢慢放下迷恋。你把自己和一切分离的那一刻（这不是说你不再爱他们——因为爱和迷恋有着本质上的区别，迷恋是由恐惧产生的，而真爱是纯洁、善良和无私的；哪里有爱哪里就没有恐惧，因此，爱和迷恋无法共存），你会变得十分温和、忍耐和平静。一切都会清澈明了，这种滋味妙不可言。


15. 不要活在别人对自己的期望中。
 很多人所过的生活并不是他们自己的，别人说什么样的生活最适合他们，他们就过什么样的生活。父母、朋友、对手、老师、统治者还有媒体所说的话都会影响他们。他们不理会内心的呼喊，而是忙于取悦所有人，活在别人对自己的期望中，以至于不能控制自己的生活。他们忘了什么才能使自己幸福，什么才是他们想要的，什么才是自己需要的……最终，他们连自己都会遗忘。你有自己的生命，从现在起，你必须活出自己的生命
 ，承担自己的生命。更重要的是，别让别人的意念左右你的道路。
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①
 embrace [ɪm'breɪs]
 v. 拥抱


②
 underestimate [ʌndər'estɪmeɪt]
 v. 低估；
 看轻


③
 effortlessly ['efətlisli]
 ad. 轻松地；
 毫不费劲地


④
 delude [dɪ'l(j)u:d]
 v. 迷惑；
 逃避



















Rainy Days Can Be Good Days


　雨天也是好日子

Leslie Karen Lobell









I grew up hearing Karen Carpenter sing, “Hanging around, nothing to do but frown. Rainy days and Mondays always get me down.” Later, Tina Turner would sing, “I can’t stand the rain.” When people would speak of “saving for a rainy day”, it was clear that they considered a “rainy day” to be a time of bad luck or struggle. All in all, when I was growing up, rainy days got a bad rap. Sunshine was good, rain was bad, and that was that! I pretty much believed it, too. I usually felt blue on a rainy day. As a child, I generally felt disappointed that the rain meant I could not go outside to play. As a young adult, I realized that a number of days without sunshine seemed to have a negative effect on my mood. So, for the most part, I agreed with the messages my culture gave me: that rainy days were bad days.

However, once in a while, a different message would come into my consciousness. As a child, I was fascinated
 ①
 with “Indians” (this was before it became politically correct to call them “Native Americans”). The Native Americans would perform rain dances. To them, rain was desirable, because they needed it to make the crops grow. That made sense to me…A few classic movie scenes left me with positive associations to the word “rain”: There was Paul Newman, in a lighter moment from the film “Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid
 ”, smiling and laughing while riding a bicycle to the tune of “Raindrops Keep Falling On My Head”. Then, of course, there was the famous “Singing in the Rain
 ” scene performed by Gene Kelly. There was Gene, dancing and singing in the rain, and having a glorious time. So, once in a while, when the right mood would strike, I would sing in the rain, too…Then my travels took me to new places. I lived on an island in Greece during a summer: a time when this island did not get a lot of rain. There, it was not taken for granted that water would come out of a tap whenever you turned it on. When I had to bathe more often from a sink rather than a bathtub, I learned that water was a precious commodity. Water was scarce, too, when I visited Berkeley, California during a drought. Suddenly, rain began to take on new meanings…




I was back living on the East Coast of the United States from 1988 through 1999. I remained conscious of conservation, but for the most part, it was easy to take water more-or-less for granted…and easy to get sucked back into the negative associations with rain. Grey clouds and rain would bring on the blues. I wanted sunshine. Then, in the year 2000, I moved to Providenciales in the Turks and Caicos Islands. I got my sunshine: so much of it, in fact, that after a while, I started longing for some rain. When I realized that I had memorized the number to call for a truck to bring water to the house—and, of course, I was paying by the truckload—I started finding myself wishing, even praying, for rain. A big rain would help water the lawn and fill the cistern
 ②
 . I began to welcome the sight of dark clouds. These days, rainy days are good days.




Rain, of course, in and of itself is not “good” or “bad”. Rain just is. The same can be said for the sun. It is neither good nor bad. It just is. The sun is the sun. Too much sun can scorch the Earth or our skin; too little sun hinders the growth of plants and can dampen the mood of human beings. Too much rain can cause floods; too little rain causes a drought. Too much or too little of either is usually considered a “bad thing” for us or for our plants. Balance is generally a good thing.

This may be true of all aspects of life. Everyone and everything has “good” and “bad” aspects. Without darkness we could not know light; without light we could not know darkness. Without “bad” we could not know “good”. We may think that we want just the good, but have you ever tasted something that was “sickeningly sweet”—or met someone you would term “a goody two shoes”? Most of us think, “Yuck!” In actuality, we prefer some balance.




Of course, how we see things also depends upon our perception
 ③
 . Whether we want to see rain (or anything else, for that matter) as bad or good is truly our own choice…just as we choose to see a glass as half empty or half full. We can choose to see the good in things, or choose to see the bad. Perhaps the happiest among us are those who can see both, yet appreciate and enjoy the beauty of the balance of life, as a whole…





我是听着卡伦·卡朋特的歌声中长大的——“无所事事，四处闲逛，一切都是那么令人厌烦。雨天和星期一总会让我沮丧
 。”几年后，蒂娜·特纳唱道
 ：“我受不了雨天。”人们经常会说“不是雨天就好”，很明显，雨天很讨人嫌。总之，在我长大的那段日子，雨天已经臭名昭著了。阳光明媚总是美好的，而阴雨绵绵却给人讨厌的感觉，就是如此。我也深以为然。每逢雨天，我都会感到很压抑。在我幼年时，下雨会让我很失望，因为我不能去外面玩耍了。成年后，我觉得连续的阴雨天、没有阳光的日子会严重影响我的心情
 ，令我萎靡不振。因此，我大致同意这一俗语：“雨天就是倒霉日。”




然而，有时，我也会听到别的关于雨天的看法。孩提时代，我很痴迷于“印第安人”（这是“美洲土著”改名之前的叫法，后来因为政治上的原因改为现在的名称）。美洲土著会跳祈雨舞。他们非常渴望下雨，因为雨水能滋润他们的庄稼得以成长。我好像觉悟到了一点什么……我想起了几部经典电影，里面有关雨的镜头让我对它产生了良好的印象：在《虎豹小霸王》这部影片中，保罗·纽曼骑着自行车，带着笑容，哼着这样的小调“雨点滴答滴答地落在我的头上”。当然，还有吉恩·凯利参演的《雨中曲》中的著名场景。吉恩在雨中载歌载舞，光彩夺目。自那时起，兴致来的时候，我也会像吉恩一样，在雨中唱歌。几年后，我去国外旅游，有年夏天住在希腊的一个小岛上。那段时间，整个岛都降雨稀少。在岛上，水龙头里不会理所当然地流出水来。我需要洗澡时，只有用脸盘洗，想在浴缸洗澡就有点异想天开了。这时我才知道水真是贵如金子了。后来，我又去过加州的伯克利，当时那里正遭遇干旱，水也是非常宝贵。雨天仿佛突然有了新的涵义……




1988年到1999年，我居住在自己的老家——
 美国的东海岸。我很注意节约用水，但大多数情况下，我还是会随便地用水，而且把不好的情绪归因于雨
 天。乌云密布、雨声阵阵时，我会很沮丧，闷闷不乐。我盼望阳光明媚的日子。2000年，我来到特克斯和凯科斯群岛的普罗维登西亚莱斯岛，那里的阳光很充足，但过了一段日子后，我又怀念起雨天来。我后来订了一货车的水，这时我才意识到自己是多么希望、甚至祈祷能够下雨。一场倾盆大雨能滋润草地，装满水池。天空出现乌云时，我就兴高采烈
 ；在那段时间，雨天就是好日子。

当然，雨天就其本身来说，无所谓“好”还是“坏”
 ，雨天就是雨天。晴天也是如此，不好也不坏。阳光太强烈会把地表烤焦，也会灼伤我们的皮肤。阳光太微弱会阻碍植物生长，还会压抑人们的心情。雨量过多会洪水泛滥，雨量稀少又易导致旱灾。太多或太少对我们或植物来说，都不是一件好事。不多不少才是最适宜的。

这同样也适用于生活中的方方面面。每一个人和每一件事都有其“好”和“坏”的一面。没有黑暗我们就不知道光明，没有光明我们又怎能知道黑暗。同理，没有“坏”，我们无从知道“好”。我们也许会坚持只想要好的一面，但你难道从未尝过一些“甜的恶心的”食物，或是碰见一些“伪君子”吗？绝大多人都会说：“真讨厌！”事实上，我们还是更喜欢不好不坏。




当然，我们看待事物的方法还是取决于我们对事物的认知。我们把雨天（或是别的一些事物）看作好还是坏，取决于我们自己的选择，就像我们看一只玻璃杯是一半空的还是一半满的一样。我们可以选择在一件事物中看到其好的一面，或坏的一面。也许能同时看到两者，而且把这作为整体，欣赏和享受生命的和谐的人，才是最幸福的人。
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①
 fascinate ['fæsɪneɪt]
 v. 使着迷，
 使神魂颠倒


②
 cistern ['sɪstən]
 n. 水箱；
 水池；
 贮水器


③
 perception [pə'sepʃ(ə)n]
 n. 知觉；
 感觉；
 看法






































The human race has one really effective weapon, and that is laughter. —Mark Twain


笑是人最有效的一件武器。——马克·吐温















紫云文心·袖珍馆

美丽英文文库已出版书目



我们很高兴能将这些至纯至美的英文佳作、至真至善的心灵经典呈现给你，带你走进一个美丽的英文殿堂，引你踏上一段成就自我的文学之旅……这一句句掩卷难忘的妙语佳言，一篇篇震撼心灵的永恒经典，让你在繁杂喧哗中体味到一股令人心醉的温暖，令你在品位华美的英文意境时，体会到静谧清澈的心灵之音。

生命的美好没有界限，每一次相遇都会使这美好变得愈发丰富。遇见美丽英文，爱上英文，用最快乐的方式学习英文……这就是我们为你精心送上的礼物。如果你的心在此刻被触动，请带着久违的心情，坐下来细细品读一番，聆听书籍的声音，推开梦想的心门，感受这永不消逝的美丽吧！





美丽英文袖珍馆 第1辑：

1．《假如人生不曾相遇》  刘育红 编译

2．《拥抱此刻的阳光》  彭 芳 编译

3．《成功是一种选择》  冯铃之 编译

4．《让爱在心里成长》  冯铃之 编译

5．《动物们教会我的事》  蒋云南 编译

6．《心灵深处的音乐》  刘育红 编译





美丽英文袖珍馆 第2辑：


7．《童年是孤单的冒险》  詹少晶 编译



8．《青春是华丽的旅行》  詹少晶 编译






9．《爱是最美丽的语言》  詹少晶 编译



10．《世界上最感人的书信》  詹翠琴 编译



11．《别处的风景》  王婉俊 编译



12．《成长是不可替代的事》  牛小蹊 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第3辑：


13．《那些震撼世界的声音》  满 屹 编译



14．《那些改变未来的身影》  张 露 编译



15．《无法忘却的电影对白》  冯铃之 编译



16．《童话若有张不老的脸》  胡燕娟 编译



17．《一个人，也能有好时光》 冯铃之 编译



18．《那一年，我们一起毕业》 徐玲燕 编译






美丽英文袖珍馆 第4辑：


19．《世界上最美的情书》  余
 莉 编译



20．《遇见成功的自己》  陈微微 编译



21．《那些激励我前行的睿思》 张 露 编译



22．《那些触动我心扉的故事》 李 影 编译



23．《致十年后的自己》  何之遥 编译



24．《快乐是自找的》  胡潇俊 编译








假如你能不断给我们建议，指出我们的不足，或推荐曾让自己拍案的小书给我们，我们将不胜感激。





策划热线：010-81570393

联络邮箱：youngbook@tom.com

直通QQ：2439007
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