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第一卷 玫瑰色歌谣 Roseate Songs

也许没有一个人能够忘记孩童时期的童谣，因为它们是那么的清脆、悦耳；

也许没有一个少男少女能够忘记青春时期的“纵歌”，因为它们是那么的激越、动人。

每一段年龄都有属于那段年龄的歌谣，或高唱，或低吟，或轻快，或舒缓，它们相伴人们的一生，令人回味再三，意韵无穷。


Relationship That Lasts永远的关系

If somebody tells you，"I'll love you forever," will you believe it?

I don't think there's any reason not to. We are ready to believe such commitment at the moment, whatever change may happen afterwards. as for the belief in an everlasting love, that's another thing.

Then you may be asked whether there is such a thing as an everlasting love. I'd answer I believe in it. but an everlasting love is not immutable.

You may unswervingly love or be loved by a person. but love will change its composition with the passage of time. it will not remain the same. in the course of your growth and as a result of your increased experience, love will become something different to you.

In the beginning you believed a fervent love for a person could last indefinitely. By and by, however, "fervent" gave way to "prosaic". Precisely because of this change it became possible for love to last. then what was meant by an everlasting love would eventually end up in a sort of interdependence.


We used to insist on the difference between love and liking. the former seemed much more beautiful than the latter. one day, however, it turns out there's really no need to make such difference. liking is actually a sort of love. by the same token, the everlasting interdependence is actually an everlasting love.

I wish I could believe there was somebody who would love me forever. That's, as we all know, too romantic to be true. Instead, it will more often than not be a case of lasting relationship.

假如有人对你说，我永远爱你，你是否会相信呢?

我想不到有什么理由不相信。无论将来变成怎样，那一刻，我们会愿意相信这个承诺。是否相信有永远的爱，那又是另一回事。

接着，你也许被问到是否存在永远的爱这样的事。我会回答说，我相信。但永远的爱不是永远不变的。

你也许永远爱一个人，或永远被一个人所爱。但是，爱的成分会在年月中改变。爱不是只有一样。当你成长，当你经历愈来愈多的事情，你对爱的体会也会不一样了。

从前所相信的永远，是永远炽热地爱一个人。后来的永远，也许是从炽热走到平淡。因为平淡，才可以更长久。然后，所谓永远，有一天又会变成互相依存。

我们曾经坚持把爱和喜欢分开。爱是比喜欢美丽许多的。终有一天，我们开始相信，不必把喜欢和爱分开。喜欢也是一种爱。正如，永远的依存，也是永远的爱。

我希望我能够相信一个人永远地爱我。可是，我们都知道，那只是过于浪漫的想法。永远的关系，反而更有可能。


Right Beside You身边总有你

The passengers on the bus watched sympathetically as the young woman with the white cane made her way carefully up the steps. She paid the driver and then, using her hands to feel the location of the seats, settled into one. She placed her briefcase on her lap and rested her cane against her leg.

It had been a year since Susan, thirty-four, became blind. As the result of a medical accident she was sightless, suddenly thrown into a world of darkness, anger, frustration and selfpity. All she had to cling to was her husband Mark.

Mark was an Air Force officer and he loved Susan with all his heart. When she first lost her sight, he watched her sink into despair and he became determined to use every means possible to help his wife.

Finally, Susan felt ready to return to her job, but how would she get there? She used to take the bus, but she was now too frightened to get around the city by herself. Mark volunteered to ride the bus with Susan each morning and evening until she got the hang of it. And that is exactly what happened.


For two weeks, Mark, military uniform and all, accompanied Susan to and from work each day. He taught her how to rely on her other senses, specifically her hearing, to determine where she was and how to adapt to her new environment. He helped her befriend the bus drivers who could watch out for her, and save her a seat.

当这个手持白杖的年轻女子小心翼翼地上车时，车上的乘客都向她投去怜悯的目光。她向司机付了车费之后，双手摸索着座位，然后坐好，把公文包放在膝盖上，手杖靠着腿。

34岁的苏珊失明已有一年了。一起医疗事故夺去了她的视力，她顿时陷入黑暗之中，内心充满愤怒、沮丧，还有顾影自怜，而她可以依靠的只有她的丈夫马克了。

马克是名空军军官，他深爱着苏珊。苏珊失明的头些日子，他眼睁睁地看着妻子陷入绝望，心里打定主意，要尽一切办法帮助她。

苏珊终于愿意重返工作岗位了。可她怎么去上班呢？以前都是乘公交车去的，但是她现在很害怕，自己一个人不敢在城里转。于是马克自告奋勇早晚坐公车接送，直到她可以一个人应付。这就是事情的经过。

整整两周，马克每天都一身戎装，陪着苏珊一起上下班，教她怎么凭借其他感官，尤其是听觉，判断她所处的位置，以及如何适应新的环境。他还帮她与司机交好，这样司机能照顾她，并给她留个座位。


Each morning they made the journey together, and Mark would take a taxi back to his office. Although that meant he had to travel through the city and the routine was costly and exhausting, Mark knew it was only a matter of time before Susan would be able to ride the bus on her own. He believed in her.

Finally, Susan decided that she was ready to try the trip on her own. Monday morning arrived. Before she left, she embraced her husband tightly. Her eyes filled with tears of gratitude for his loyalty, his patience, and his love. She said good-bye and, for the first time, they went their separate ways. Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday... Each day on her own went perfectly, and a wild gaiety took hold of Susan. She was doing it! She was going to work all by herself!

On Friday morning, Susan took the bus to work as usual. As she was exiting the bus, the driver said，"Miss, I sure envy you." Curious, Susan asked the driver why.

"You know, every morning for the past week, a fine looking gentleman in a military uniform has been standing across the corner watching you when you get off the bus. He makes sure you cross the street safely and he watches you until you enter your office building. Then he blows you a kiss, gives you a salute and walks away. You are one lucky lady," the bus driver said.

Tears of happiness poured down Susan's cheeks. She was so lucky for he had given her a gift more powerful than sight, a gift she didn't need to see to believe—the gift of love that can bring light where there is darkness.


每天早上，他们都一起同行，然后马克再乘出租车回去上班。尽管马克得穿过整座城市，而且疲惫不堪，又花费不菲，但是他坚信苏珊一定能独立乘车的，只是时间问题。

最后，苏珊决定自己独自坐车上班。星期一上午，临行前，她紧紧地拥抱着自己的丈夫，眼里蓄满了感激的泪水，感谢他的忠诚，他的耐心，还有他的爱。她向他道了别，他们第一次朝着不同的方向走去。周一、周二、周三、周四……每天她的独行之旅都很顺利，苏珊感到一阵狂喜。她成功了！她真的能一个人去上班了！

周五早上，苏珊照常乘公共汽车去上班。就要下车了，司机说：“小姐，我真羡慕你啊。”苏珊感到很奇怪，便问司机为什么。

“是这样的，上星期，每天早上都有一个仪表堂堂穿着军装的男士一直站在拐弯处看着你下车，看着你安全地穿过街道，又看着你走进办公楼，他向你飞一个吻，冲你行个礼，然后才动身离去。你真是个幸运的姑娘啊！”司机说。

苏珊的脸上流下幸福的泪水。她是幸运的，因为马克给了她比视力更珍贵的礼物，一份她不需要看就能体会到的礼物——这就是爱的礼物，它能给黑暗带来光明。


I'm Going to Marry You One Day总有一天我会嫁给你

"I'm going to marry you one day." Beth said to her long time crush Jake. She wore her favorite blue teddy bear shirt. Her four-year-old blue eyes shined in the sun.

"No you're not, you're a girl." Jake said.

The California afternoon wind blew his light brown hair. Jumping off the monkey bars he laughed back to class.

Sitting alone and confused she didn't know what to do. Beth sat high on the monkey bars crying. How can her future husband just leave like that?

She was going to get him, but how? "I will not let him get away! I won't! I won't!"

15 years later:

"I love you, too, Jake." Hanging up the phone she caught her mom smiling.“What?”

"When is he coming in from France? He's been there for a while." She sat down on her black leather couch. The house was made up of different Indian stuff. On the walls were different dream catchers. Her mother was a full blood Cherokee Indian. She passed away when Beth was eight.


"He has a lot of schooling to do right now. Maybe this Saturday."

Fixing her short overalls she thought of Jake. Who would have thought they were going to date when she turned five?

贝丝对她爱慕已久的杰克说：“总有一天我会嫁给你。”她穿着最喜欢的带玩具熊的蓝色衬衣。四岁的她，蓝色的眼睛在阳光下闪闪发亮。

杰克说：“不，不行，你还是一个小女孩呢。”

加利福尼亚午后的微风吹拂着他浅棕色的头发。他从单杠上跳下来，一路笑着跑回了教室。

贝丝独自坐在那里，满脸迷惑，不知所措。她坐在高高的单杠上哭起来。她未来的丈夫怎么就这样走开了呢？

她一定要得到他，但该怎么做呢？“我不会让他离开我！不会！绝不会！”

15年后。

“我也爱你，杰克。”挂断电话之后，她发现母亲在笑。“怎么了？”

母亲坐在黑皮沙发上说道：“他什么时候从法国回来啊？他在那里待了有一阵子了。”整栋房子都是印度风格的设计，墙上挂满了各种不同的捕梦网。母亲的母亲是纯正的切罗基印第安血统。在贝丝八岁时她就去世了。

“他现在学业很繁重，可能要到这周六才行。”

整理短裤的时候，她突然想起了杰克。在她还是个五岁孩子时，谁会想到他们会约会呢？


"Is he still living in Colorado?" Her mother Kay wore a white tank top with tan pants. And long blonde hair with pretty blue eyes. She was the most beautiful woman on Earth. And Beth is looking like her by the minute.

"Yeah, I hate having a long distance relationship." She plopped on a leather chair.

"It's ok baby, you know he loves you more than anything in this world. Love will keep you together."

Beth could not help but smile. Her mother is and will always be her best friend.

Jake sat in his hotel the school rented for him. School of law. He loved going overseas for everything. But he missed being with Beth. That hurt him the most.

Spending the lonely nights in the hotel made him think of how much it would hurt to spend the rest of his life without her in it.

Getting up off his bed he went into the bathroom. Watching his reflection in the mirror, all he could think about was Beth. He would leave Thursday, and get there Friday night.

Turning off the light he jumped into the cold bed. On a coffee table near his bed rested a frame with them in it. It was taken at a beach about two years ago. It was the best time of their lives.

It was Thursday morning and Beth waited for Jake's morning phone call. He would call at eigh—it was ten.

Beth got out of bed and got her favorite blue tank top. She took off her shirt and screamed at the top of her lungs.

"What? What?" Her mother came rushing into her room.
 Staring at her naked daughter she saw the lump of her breast."Does it hurt?"

“他还在科罗拉多吗？”她母亲凯穿着白色的背心和褐色的短裤。她有着长长的金发和漂亮的蓝眼睛。她是这个世界上最美丽的女人。贝丝长得越来越像她了。

“是的，我真讨厌这种天各一方的感觉。”她一屁股坐在皮椅上。

“不要担心，宝贝，你应该明白他爱你胜过世界上的其他任何东西。爱会使你们在一起的。”

贝丝禁不住笑了起来。母亲现在是而且永远都会是她最好的朋友。

杰克坐在学校为他租的旅馆里。他读的是法学院。他愿意为了任何事情出国。但他又非常想念贝丝。这令他非常痛苦。

在旅馆度过一个个孤单的夜晚，使他体会到生活中没有了她将是多么痛苦。

他从床上爬起来，走进浴室。看着镜子里的自己，脑子里想的却都是贝丝。他周四就要出发，周五晚上就能够到达。

他关了灯，爬上冰冷的床。在床边的咖啡桌上有一张他们两人的照片。那是两年前他们在海边拍的。那是他们生命中最美好的一段时光。

周四早上，贝丝正在等杰克的电话。他通常会在八点打过来，但现在已经十点了。

贝丝下了床，拿出自己最喜欢的那件蓝色衬衣。她脱下睡衣，突然尖叫起来。

她母亲冲进房间问道：“怎么了？怎么了？”看到女儿裸着身子，她注意到了她胸部的肿块。“疼吗？”


Beth could only say "No." Looking at the lump, she cried in pain.

"Let's get you to the doctor."

"Ok, let me get dressed."

Shutting the door behind her, the room became silent. Shaking she put on her shirt, and ran out into the living room.

"Mom, where are my blue shorts?"

"In the dresser, second drawer."

Finishing getting dressed she hopped into her car. Her red mustang drove like a baby.

They waited for the doctor to come in. Beth could not begin to think she had cancer. As her mind drifted off her cell phone rang.

"Hello?" Her heart skipped a beat, hoping it was Jake.

"Hey, how are you?" He asked out of breath.

"Could be better. Why didn't you call me this morning?"

"Sorry, school got hold of me today."

"Why are you out of breath?" Looking stunned she stared at her mother.

"I'm so sorry, he'll call back." Her mother gave Beth a hug.

The doctor came in, and greeted his self. "Hello. I'm Kevin Baker." He smiled while examining her breast.

A few minutes went by while they waited for an answer."Yeah, it's cancer, it looks like it's been there for a while."

Jake sat in the waiting room, unsure about going in or not. He just waited, five minutes passed as he walked towards a CNA. "Hi. My girl friend is seeing a doctor right now, can
 I have the room number?"

She checked her files. "What's her name?"

贝丝只是说“不”，她盯着那个肿块，痛哭起来。

“走，我们去看医生。”

“好吧，我穿上衣服。”

她关上了门，屋内一片寂静。她颤抖着穿上了衬衣，突然跑回了客厅。

“妈妈，我的蓝短裤呢？”

“在衣柜里，第二个抽屉。”

穿好衣服，她跳进汽车。她的红色野马脱缰而出。

在等待医生的时候，贝丝禁不住怀疑自己得了癌症。正当她的思绪游离的时候，手机响了。

“你好？”她的心跳加速，希望是杰克的电话。

“嘿，你好吗？”他上气不接下气地问道。

“还不错。你今天早上怎么没给我打电话？”

“对不起，今天学校事情比较多。”

“你怎么气喘吁吁的啊？”她突然感到有点头晕，看了母亲一眼。

母亲拥抱着贝丝说：“真是可惜，不过他还会打过来的。”

这时，医生进来并做了自我介绍：“您好，我是凯文·贝克。”在检查她胸部的时候，他一直保持微笑。

几分钟过去了，她们等到了结果。“是的，是癌症。而且好像已经有一段时间了。”

杰克坐在候诊室，不知道是否该进去。他一直在那里等着，五分钟之后，他走过去问一位助理护士：“你好，我女朋友在里面做检查。你能告诉我她的房间号吗？”

她看了一下记录，问道：“她叫什么名字？”


"Beth Fowley." Jake looked around the waiting room.

"Jake!" Beth said surprised. She gave him a hug. He held her tightly, never wanting to let go of his angel. "I missed you so very much. I left last night; I could not stand being without you again." He kissed her lips.

"I missed you, too." Beth answered back.

"Let's go home." Kay hugged Jake.

Once they got home Jake grabbed her by the hand and sat her down.

"Beth, I loved you all my life. Ever since I saw you on the monkey bars, saying you were going to marry me. I knew I loved you. I can't spend another lonely night at home without you being there. You make my life complete. Will you marry me, Beth?"

Tears of pain flooded her blue eyes. "I can't marry you." She shook her head, "I just can't."

Getting up, her mother tried stopping her. But Beth closed the door behind her. The door that she hid behind, hoping one day she could wake up, and the cancer could be gone. And Jake can have a wonderful life with her.Forever, How can he love someone that is going to die from cancer?

A week passed, message after message, Beth would not answer. Her mother would answer the phone every time he called. Jake had no idea what was going on. He needed to talk to Beth right away, and holding his phone calls was not going to help one bit. It couldn't help the canyon deep whole in his heart that was full of pain.

He had to see her, whether she liked it or not. He had to
 tell her he didn't care what happened to her, he still wanted to be with her. Getting dressed in his blue jean shorts, and his favorite white shirt she loved to see him in. He got into his car.

杰克环顾了一下候诊室，答道：“贝丝·福尔利。”

“杰克！”贝丝吃惊地喊道。她跑过去抱住他。他将她紧紧地拥在怀里，好像永远不想让他的天使飞走。“我太想你了，我昨天晚上就出发了。我再也无法忍受没有你的日子了。”他亲吻了她的双唇。

贝丝回答道：“我也想你。”

贝丝拥抱了一下杰克说：“我们回家吧。”

他们一回到家，杰克就抓着她的手，让她坐下来。

“贝丝，我爱你，一辈子。自从我在单杠上看到你的那天，你对我说要嫁给我开始，我就知道我爱上了你。没有你在我身边，我无法忍受独自度过哪怕一个夜晚。你使我的生命变得完整。贝丝，嫁给我，好吗？”

痛苦的眼泪涌出她蓝色的眼睛，她摇着头说：“我不能嫁给你，不能。”

母亲从床上起来，想去阻止她。但是贝丝关上了门。她躲在门后，希望有一天当她醒来后，癌症能够消失。她能和杰克共同享受幸福的生活，直到永远。但是，他怎么可能爱一个即将死于癌症的人呢？

一周过去了，一条条的信息，贝丝都没有回复。每次杰克打来电话都是母亲去接。杰克不知道怎么回事。他需要马上和贝丝谈谈，打电话已经解决不了任何问题。这无法填平他内心深处痛苦的峡谷。

他必须亲自见她，不论她喜欢与否。他要告诉她自己不在乎发生在她身上的任何事情。他仍然希望能与她在一起。他穿上了蓝色牛仔短裤，还有那件他最爱的白衬衣，她最喜欢看他穿这件衣服。然后，他上了车。


Reaching her door he looked in the driveway, her mother's car was not there. Now she would have to face him, and not hide behind her mother. He knocked.

"Coming." Beth answered, she opened the door. She wore a red robe with her name on it. She got from her grandma a few years ago.

"Please let me in, we need to talk."

She could not be rude. They needed to talk alright, about how he was going to lose his only love to cancer. How was he going to take that? She opened the door wider, and he slowly walked in.

"I hate how you can't talk to me. I hate that we can't be together. Don't you understand I love you?" He ran his hand through his brown hair frustrated. "You can tell me anything you need to. I'm here for you today, tomorrow, and forever. And you know this. Now what is wrong?"

He cradled her on the leather couch. All her fears, and pain went away for that moment. Nothing seemed to matter, but him and her, together, forever. A silent tear ran down her right cheek and landed on Jake's shoulder.

"I love you, that's why I have to let you go." She wiped her tear. Jake hated to see her so upset; she was usually a strong willed person. Her coming down like this was not usual, and it freaked him out.

"Let me go? Come on, what's wrong?" Jake held her tighter, giving her a light kiss on her cheek.

"I have breast cancer. I found out a few weeks ago. I don't want to marry you, and have you get hurt…"


来到她的家门，他看了一下车道。她母亲的车不在。这次她必须要面对他，没法躲在母亲身后了。他敲了敲门。

“来啦，”贝丝说着，打开了门。她穿着一件红色的睡袍，上面绣着自己的名字。那是几年前，她祖母送给她的。

“请让我进去，我们需要谈谈。”

她不能粗鲁无礼。他们确实需要好好谈谈，谈谈他将如何看着自己惟一的爱人被癌症夺走。让他如何接受？她把门开大些，他慢慢走了进来。

“我不知道你为什么不和我谈。我不知道为什么我们不能在一起。难道你不知道我有多爱你吗？”他失落地把手插进棕色的头发里，继续说道：“你可以告诉我任何你要说的事情。我今天在这里，明天，永远都在这里。你是知道的。但是，现在出了什么问题？”

他轻轻地抱着她坐在沙发上。那一刻，她所有的恐惧、痛苦都消失了。世界上任何事情都无所谓，只要他们能够永远在一起。一行眼泪悄悄地从她的右脸颊上滴落，落在杰克的肩上。

她擦干泪水，说道：“我爱你，但这正是我让你离开我的原因。”杰克不愿意看到她如此消沉。她是一个意志坚强的人。她从未像现在这样失落，这使他产生了一种不祥的感觉。

“让我离开？天哪，到底为什么？”杰克更紧地拥着她，在她的脸颊上轻轻地吻了一下。

“我得了乳癌，我也是在几周前才知道。我不想嫁给你，因为我不想让你痛苦……”


He stopped her words with the sweetest kiss man could make. All her doubts and fears slowly drifted away like the wind. Everything fell into place; they found the love they thought they had missed. They will forever be in love's arms.

他用男人最甜蜜的热吻打断了她的话。她所有的疑虑和恐惧像风一样慢慢散去。所有的一切都恢复了正常，他们又找回了曾经以为已经失去的爱情。


Even Though It Was Hard虽然我很舍不得

Just separated with Blue, Blue is a very nice girl, beautiful and gentle. Many friends said that I was a fool to let her go. Even though it was hard, I still had to let her go.

The 1st day

Using her blanket and covering herself tightly, she didn't get up. Her dorm mates were afraid to go in and comfort her. She didn't eat anything the whole day, didn't wash her face or brush her teeth. At night, I could hear her crying beneath the blanket.

和蓝分手了，蓝是个很好的女孩，很漂亮也很温柔，虽然很多朋友说我离开她很傻，可我还是放手了，虽然我很舍不得。

第一天

她没有起床，把自己用被子捂得严严实实的，她宿舍的人都不敢去安慰她，她一天都没有吃饭，连刷牙洗脸都没有，晚上睡觉的时候我听到她在被子里抽泣。


The 2nd day

She ate today, forced down by her roommates. Her eyes were red. I always called her "Cry baby". She always squirmed her mouth and retorted："No, I'm not."

The 3rd day

Today, she dressed very pretty, walked into a bar and drank a lot of alcohol. Using tempting moves, she surveyed the room. Many men came up to her and flirted with her telling her how beautiful she was. She drank a lot more. When a much older man, old enough to be her father, walked up and said："Miss, let me take you home," she splashed her drink onto his face. As the older man got ready to slap her, Mu showed up and saved Blue. I know all this because I was watching from a corner in the bar.

The 4th day

Today, she got up really early. After busying around all morning, she locked herself inside the bathroom. When her roommates opened the door, they were amazed："So clean."

The 5th day

She began studying. She had done very well in school before.However, when we got together, her grades deteriorated. It is good to focus on something else as it will improve recovery.

Three months later

She became president of the Student Union. She is becoming more and more able. She also becomes more open. Soon, she will need to prepare for graduate school.

One year later

There are many men beside her, many who are better than
 me. She never takes notice of them, but she gets along with Ling very well. There are rumors about them in school. She treats him like an elder brother, but rumor cannot be blocked.

第二天

今天她吃饭了，是她的舍友强制性让她吃的。她的眼眶红红的，我总说她是个爱哭鬼，她每次都噘着小嘴说她不是。

第三天

今天她穿得很妖艳，走进一家酒吧，喝了好多酒，用一种很具诱惑力的眼光环视全场，好多人上来搭腔“小姐，你好漂亮啊。”她喝了很多，当一个年纪可以做她爸爸的男人对她说“小姐，我送你回家吧”的时候她把手中的酒全泼在他的脸上，那个该死的老头扬起他的手掌就要打下去的时候，小睦来了，救了蓝。这一切我都知道，我就在酒吧的一个角落里看着。

第四天

今天她早早就起床了，忙忙碌碌了一上午，然后把自己关在浴室里好久，当舍友们踹门进去的时候都惊呼道：“好干净啊！”

第五天

她开始学习了，其实她原来学习很好，我们开始后受我影响她的成绩也退步了，这也好，转移一下注意力，恢复得也快。

三个月后

她成了学生会主席，越来越能干，也开朗了不少。马上她就要考研了。

一年后

在她身边的男生很多，比我优秀的也很多，可她根本没在意过，不过她和凌关系很好，校园里谣传他们的关系很暧昧。她只是把他当哥哥，可是流言是挡不住的。


Three years later

She is getting married. The groom is Ling. She is writing wedding invitations. After she wrote one, two, and three…12th card, she bent over the desk and tears fell down uncontrollably. I stepped forward and saw that on all the invitations, the groom's name was mine.

I want to cry too, but ghost cannot cry. I do not have any tears.

Three years ago, when I was carrying her birthday cake crossing a street, a car crashed into me.

三年后

她要结婚了，新郎是凌，她在写结婚请帖，一张，两张，三张……，写到第十二张的时候她哭了，趴在桌上眼泪完全抑制不住，我上前一看，所有的喜帖上新郎写的都是我的名字。

我也很想哭，可是鬼魂是不能哭的，我没有眼泪。

三年前，我横穿马路，遇上车祸，手里提着要给她庆祝生日的蛋糕。


Best Way To Keep Love将爱放飞

There was once a lonely girl who longed so much for love. One day while she was walking in the woods she found two starving songbirds. She took them home and put them in a small cage. She cared them with love and the birds grew strong. Every morning they greeted her with a wonderful song. The girl felt great love for the birds.

从前，有个寂寞的女孩非常渴望爱。一天，她走在丛林中，发现两只快要饿死的小鸟。她把它们带回家，放入一个小笼子。经她悉心照料，鸟儿一天天强壮起来。每天早晨，鸟儿都要用美妙的歌声向她表示问候。女孩不由得爱上了这两只小鸟。


One day the girl left the door to the cage open. The larger and stronger of the two birds flew from the cage. The girl was so frightened that he would fly away. As he flew close, she grasped him wildly. Her heart felt glad at her success in capturing him. Suddenly she felt the bird go limp. She opened her hand and stared in horror at the dead bird. Her desperate love had killed him.

She noticed the other bird moving back and forth on the edge of the cage. She could feel his great need for freedom. He needed to soar into the clear, blue sky. She lifted him from the cage and tossed him softly into the air. The bird circled once, twice, three times.

The girl watched delightedly at the bird's enjoyment. Her heart was no longer concerned with her loss. She wanted the bird to be happy. Suddenly the bird flew closer and landed softly on her shoulder. It sang the sweetest melody that she had ever heard.

The fastest way to lose love is to hold on it too tight, the best way to keep love is to give it wings!

一天，女孩敞开了鸟笼的小门。那只较大较壮的鸟儿飞出了鸟笼。女孩非常害怕鸟儿会飞走。鸟儿飞近时，她死命将它抓住。她十分高兴，终于又把它捉了回来。突然间，她感觉到鸟儿四肢无力。她张开手，惊恐地盯着手中的死鸟。她不顾一切的爱害死了鸟儿。

她注意到另一只鸟儿在笼边扑闪着翅膀。她可以感觉到它对自由的无限向往。它渴望冲向明净的蓝天。她将它举起，轻轻抛向空中。鸟儿盘旋了一圈，两圈，三圈。


看到鸟儿快乐的样子，女孩很高兴。她的内心不再计较自己的得失。她希望鸟儿幸福。突然，鸟儿飞近了，轻轻落在她的肩上，唱起了她从未听过的最动人的歌。

失去爱的方法，最快莫过于将其牢牢地抓在手心；令爱长驻的方法，最好莫过于赋予它一双翅膀——将爱放飞！


Salty Coffee咸味咖啡

He met her on a party. She was so outstanding, many guys chasing after her, while he was so normal, nobody paid attention to him. At the end of the party, he invited her to have coffee with him, she was surprised, but due to being polite, she promised.

They sat in a nice coffee shop, he was too nervous to say anything, she felt uncomfortable, she thought, please, let me go home...suddenly he asked the waiter: "would you please give me some salt? I'd like to put it in my coffee."

Everybody stared at him, so strange! His face turned red, but, still, he put the salt in his coffee and drank it. She asked him curiously："why you have this hobby?"

He replied: "when I was a little boy, I was living near the sea, I liked playing in the sea, I could feel the taste of the sea, just like the taste of the salty coffee. Now every time I have the salty coffee, always think of my childhood, think of my hometown, I miss my hometown so much, I miss my parents who are still living there".

While saying that tears filled his eyes. She was deeply
 touched. That's his true feeling, from the bottom of his heart. A man who can tell out his homesickness, he must be a man who loves home, cares about home, has responsibility of home. Then she also started to speak, spoke about her faraway hometown, her childhood, her family.

他和她相遇在一个晚会上。她是那么出众，许多家伙追随着她，而他是那么平凡，没有人注意到他。在晚会结束的时候，他邀请她和他一起喝咖啡，她很吃惊，但是出于礼貌，她答应了。

他们坐在一间漂亮的咖啡馆，他太紧张了以致于无话可说，她感到很不舒服，她想，请快让我回家吧……突然他对侍者说：“请给我来点盐好吗？我喜欢在咖啡里放盐。”

所有人都盯住他，太奇怪了！他的脸红了，但是他依旧把盐放在他的咖啡里，把咖啡喝掉了。她好奇地问他：“你怎么有这样的习惯啊？”

他回答道：“当我是个小男孩的时候，我生活在海边，我喜欢在海里玩耍，我能感受到大海的味道，就像这咸味咖啡的味道。现在每一次喝这咸味的咖啡，我都会想起我的童年，想起我的故乡，我十分想念我的故乡，我思念我依旧生活在那里的父母。”

说着泪水充满了他的双眼。她被深深地触动了。那是他从心底发出的真实情感。一个能说出乡愁的男人，他一定是个爱家、顾家、有家庭责任感的人。于是她也开始谈起她遥远的故乡，她的童年和她的家庭。


That was a really nice talk, also a beautiful beginning of their story. They continued to date. She found that actually he was a man who meets all her demands; he had tolerance, was kind hearted, warm, careful. He was such a good person but she almost missed him!

Thanks to his salty coffee! Then the story was just like every beautiful love story, the princess married to the prince, then they were living the happy life...And, every time she made coffee for him, she put some salt in the coffee, as she knew that's the way he liked it.

After 40 years, he passed away, left her a letter which said: "My dearest, please forgive me, forgive my whole life lie. This was the only lie I said to you——the salty coffee.

Remember the first time we dated? I was so nervous at that time, actually I wanted some sugar, but I said salt. It was hard for me to change so I just went ahead. I never thought that could be the start of our communication!

I tried to tell you the truth many times in my life, but I was too afraid to do that, as I have promised not to lie to you for anything. Now I'm dying, I'm afraid of nothing so I tell you the truth: I don't like the salty coffee, what a strange bad taste. But I have had the salty coffee for my whole life!

Since I knew you, I never feel sorry for anything I do for you. Having you with me is my biggest happiness for my whole life. If I can live for the second time, still want to know you and have you for my whole life, even though I have to drink the salty coffee again".

Her tears made the letter totally wet. Someday, someone
 asked her：" what's the taste of salty coffee？" "It's sweet." She replied.

那的确是一次精彩的谈话，也是他们故事的美丽开始。他们继续约会了。她发现他确实是一个符合她所有要求的男人；他宽容，善良，亲切，细心。他是那么好的一个人，而她却差点儿错过他！

感谢他的咸味咖啡！于是故事正象每一个美丽的爱情故事一样，公主嫁给了王子，然后他们过上了幸福美满的生活……并且每一次她为他作咖啡，她都放些盐，因为她知道那是他喜欢的方式。

40年以后，他去了，留给她一封信，信上说：“我最亲爱的，请原谅我，原谅我一生的谎言。这是我唯一一次对你说谎——咸味咖啡。

记得我们第一次约会吗？在那个时刻我太紧张了，实际上我想要的是一些糖，但是我说了盐。对我来说改变是困难的，所以我只能顺水推舟了。我从没想过这会是我们相约的开始！

我这一生，很多次想告诉你真相，但是我很怕这样做，因为我发过誓不因为任何事对你撒谎。现在我要走了，我不再担心什么了，所以我告诉你真相：我不喜欢咸味咖啡，那是多么怪的坏味道。但是我在一生的时间里享用了咸味咖啡！

自从我认识你，对于你我没有做过任何感到懊悔的事。拥有你是我一生最幸福的事。如果我能有第二次生命，我还是想认识你，拥有你一生一世，即使是我必须再一次享用咸味咖啡。”

她的泪水把信纸全打湿了。某天，有人问起她：“咸味咖啡是什么味道呢？”“是甜的。”她回答说。


The Wallet钱 夹

As I walked home one freezing day, I stumbled on a wallet someone had lost in the street. I picked it up and looked inside to find some identification so I could call the owner. But the wallet contained only three dollars and a crumpled letter that looked as if it had been in there for years. The envelope was worn and the only thing that was legible on it was the return address. I started to open the letter, hoping to find some clue. Then I saw the dateline——1924. The letter had been written almost sixty years earlier. It was written in a beautiful feminine handwriting, on powder-blue stationery with a little flower in the left－hand corner. It was a"Dear John"letter that told the recipient, whose name appeared to be Michael, that the writer could not see him any more because her mother forbade it. Even so, she wrote that she would always love him. It was signed Hannah.

It was a beautiful letter, but there was no way, except for the name Michael, to identify the owner. Maybe if I called information, the operator could find a phone listing for the address on the envelope. The operator suggested I speak with
 her supervisor, who hesitated for a moment, then said, "Well, there is a phone listing at that address, but I can't give you the number." She said as a courtesy, she would call that number, explain my story and ask whoever answered if the person wanted her to connect me.

一个寒冷的日子，我在回家的路上偶然发现了一个遗失的钱夹。我拾起它并试图找到一些可联系失主的身份证明。但是皮夹中只有3元钱和一封被弄皱的信，这封信看来好像已经放在钱夹里很多年了。信封已磨损，惟有寄信人的住址还清晰可辨。我打开信，希望找到一些线索。信的落款日期是1924年，差不多写于60年前。信的隽秀笔迹出自女性之手，在淡蓝色信笺的左侧角落有一朵小花。这是一封“绝情信”，写给迈克尔的，发信人因她母亲的阻拦再不能见他。即便如此，她写道她仍会一直爱他。署名是汉娜。

这是一封精美的信，但是除了迈克尔的名字以外，没有其他办法确定皮夹的主人。或许询问信息台，话务员可以通过信封上的住址查到电话。话务员建议我和她的负责人说，那位负责人犹豫了一会儿，然后说：“嗯，有那个住址的电话号码，但我不能给你。”她说出于礼貌，她可以打那个电话，说明我的情况后，看接电话的人是否愿意让她再与我联系。


I waited a few minutes and then the super visor was back on the line."I have a party who will speak with you." I asked the woman on the other end of the line if she knew anyone by the name of Hannah. She gasped."Oh! We bought this house from a family who had a daughter named Hannah. But that was thirty years ago!" "Would you know where that family could be located now?" I asked."I remember that Hannah had to place her mother in a nursing home some years ago,"the woman said."Maybe if you got in touch with them, they might be able to track down the daughter."She gave me the name of the nursing home, and I called the number.The woman on the phone told me the old lady had passed away some years ago, but the nursing home did have a phone number for where the daughter might be living. I thanked the person at the nursing home and phoned the number she gave me. The woman who answered explained that Hannah herself was now living in a nursing home. This whole thing is stupid, I thought to myself. Why am I making such a big deal over finding the owner of a wallet that has only three dollars and a letter that is almost sixty years old？

Nevertheless, I called the nursing home in which Hannah was supposed to be living, and the man who answered the phone told me，"Yes, Hannah is staying with us."Even though it was already 10 P.M., I asked if I could come by to see her."Well,"he said hesitatingly,"if you want to take a chance, she might be in the day room watching television."


我等候了几分钟，然后那位负责人回到线上：“有一位女士将会和你说。”我问电话另一端的女士，她是否认识一个叫汉娜的人。她吃惊地说：“哦！我们从一户人家买来这栋房子，他们家的女儿叫汉娜。但已经是30年前的事了！”“你知道那户人家现在可能住在哪里吗？”我追问，“我记得汉娜数年以前将她的母亲送到一家养老院。”女人说，“如果你和他们联系，他们可能会找到她女儿。”她给了我养老院的名字，我拨通了电话。电话中的女人告诉我老妇人数年前就已经过世，但是养老院确实有个电话号码，老妇人的女儿可能住在那里。我谢过养老院的人并按她给我的号码去了电话。接电话的女人解释说现在汉娜自己也是住在一家养老院内。我想这整件事真是太傻了，为什么我费这么大的劲去找只有3美元和一封信的钱夹主人，而那封信差不多已有60年了？

然而不管怎么样，我还是打电话给汉娜所在的养老院，接电话的男人告诉我，“是的，汉娜是和我们在一起。”即使已经是晚上10点了，我还是问是否可以前去看她，那人犹豫地说：“好吧，你可以试试运气，她可能在客厅里看电视。”


I thanked him and drove over to the nursing home. The night nurse and a guard greeted me at the door. We went up to the third floor of the large building. In the day room, the nurse introduced me to Hannah. She was a sweet, silverhaired old－timer with a warm smile and a twinkle in her eyes. I told her about finding the wallet and showed her the letter. The second she saw the powder—blue envelope with that little flower on the left, she took a deep breath and said, "Young man, this letter was the last contact I ever had with Michael."She looked away for a moment, deep in thought, and then said softly, "I loved him very much. But I was only sixteen at the time and my mother felt I was too young. Oh, he was so handsome. He looked like Sean Connery, the actor."

"Yes,"she continued,"Michael Goldstein was a wonderful person. If you should find him, tell him I think of him often. And, " she hesitated for a moment, almost biting her lip, tears welled up in her eyes, "I never did marry. I guess no one ever matched up to Michael…"I thanked Hannah and said good—bye. I took the elevator to the first floor and as I stood by the door, the guard there asked, "Was the old lady able to help you？"I told him she had given me a lead. "At least I have a last name. But I think I'll let it go for a while. I spent almost the whole day trying to find the owner of this wallet. "I had taken out the wallet, which was a simple brown leather case with red lacing on the side. When the guard saw it, he said,"Hey, wait a minute! That's Mr. Goldstein's wallet. I'd know it anywhere with that bright red lacing. He 's always losing that wallet. I must have found it in the halls at least three
 times."

我谢过了他并开车到养老院。值夜班的护士和一个守卫在门口接待了我。我们上了大楼的三层。在客厅中，护士向汉娜介绍了我。她是一个和蔼的老人，满头银发，面带微笑，神采奕奕。我告诉她关于拾到钱夹的事并给她看了信。她看见左边有花的淡蓝色信封的一刻，深深地吸了一口气并说：“年轻人，这封信是我和迈克尔的最后联系。”她把视线转向别处，陷入沉思，然后柔和地说：“我非常爱他，但是我那时只有16岁，我母亲觉得我年龄太小了。哦，他是如此英俊，看起来像演员肖恩·康纳利一样。”

“是的”，她继续说，“迈克尔·戈尔茨坦是一个非常好的人。如果你能找到他，告诉他我时常想念他，且……”她犹豫了一会儿，几乎是咬着嘴唇，热泪盈眶，“我一直没有结婚，我想没有人比得上迈克尔……”我谢过汉娜并向她道别，乘电梯下到一楼，当我站到门口时，那门卫问：“老人能帮助你吗？”我告诉他老太太已经给我线索，“至少我知道了姓氏，但我想我暂时放一阵子，因为我已花费了几乎一整天时间来找这个钱夹的主人。”我取出钱夹，那是个朴实无华褐色带红边的皮夹。当门卫看到它的时候，他说，“嗨，等一下！那是戈尔茨坦先生的皮夹。无论在何处，只要见到那鲜亮的红边，我就能认出来。他总是丢失那个皮夹，我曾在门厅中至少发现过3次。”


"Who's Mr. Goldstein？"I asked, as my hand began to shake. "He's one of the old－timers on the eighth floor. That's Mike Goldstein's wallet for sure. He must have lost it on one of his walks. "I thanked the guard and quickly ran back to the nurse's office. I told her what the guard had said. We went back to the elevator and got on. I prayed that Mr. Goldstein would be up.

On the eighth floor, the floor nurse said, "I think he's still in the day room. He likes to read at night. He's a darling old man. "We went to the only room that had any lights on, and there was a man reading a book. The nurse went over to him and asked if he had lost his wallet. Mr. Goldstein looked up with surprise, put his hand in his back pocket and said, "Oh, it is missing." "This kind gentleman found a wallet and we wondered if it could be yours. "I handed Mr. Goldstein the wallet, and the second he saw it, he smiled with relief and said, "Yes, that's it！ It must have dropped out of my pocket this afternoon. I want to give you a reward."

"No, thank you, "I said. "But I have to tell you something. I read the letter in the hope of finding out who owned the wallet. "The smile on his face suddenly disappeared." You read that letter？"Not only did I read it, I think I know where Hannah is."

He suddenly grew pale. "Hannah？You know where she is？How is she？Is she still as pretty as she was？Please, please tell me," he begged. "She's fine……just as pretty as when you knew her," I said softly.

The old man smiled with anticipation and asked, "Could
 you tell me where she is？I want to call her tomorrow. "He grabbed my hand and said, "You know something, mister？I was so in love with that girl that when that letter came, my life literally ended. I never married. I guess I've always loved her."

“谁是戈尔茨坦先生？”我问，手开始颤抖。“他是8楼的一位老计时员，那肯定是迈克尔·戈尔茨坦的皮夹，他准是在散步时弄丢的。”我向门卫道了谢就很快跑回护士办公室，告诉她门卫说的话。我们乘电梯去楼上，我祈祷戈尔茨坦先生还没睡。

到了8楼，楼层护士说：“我想他在客厅中，他喜欢晚上看书，他是一个可爱的老人。”我们走进惟一亮灯的房间，一位老人正在看书。护士走过去问他是否遗失了钱夹。戈尔茨坦先生惊奇地抬起头，手摸向他背后的口袋，“哦，它是不见了！”“这位好心的先生拾到了一个钱夹，我们想它可能是你的。”我将钱夹递给了戈尔茨坦先生，他看见钱夹时，松了一口气，笑了，并说：“是的，就是它！一定是今天下午从我的口袋里掉出来的。我要酬谢你。”

“不，谢谢您。”我说。“我必须告诉你一件事，为了找到钱夹的主人，我看了里面的信。”他脸上的微笑突然消失，“你看了那封信？”“我不仅看了信，还知道汉娜在哪里。”

他脸色突然变得苍白，“汉娜？你知道她在哪儿？她还好吗？她还是那么漂亮吗？请快告诉我。”他请求说。“她很好……就和你当初认识她时一样漂亮。”我柔和地说。

他露出期待的微笑，问：“你可以告诉我她在哪儿吗？我想明天打电话给她。”他抓着我的手继续说：“你知道吗，先生？我是那么地爱着那个女孩，以致于收到那封信时，我的生命就结束了，我一直未娶，因为我始终爱着她!”


"Michael, " I said, "come with me. "We took the elevator down to the third floor. The hallways were darkened and only one or two little night lights lit our way to the day room, where Hannah was sitting alone, watching the television.

The nurse walked over to her. "Hannah, "she said softly, pointing to Michael, who was waiting with me in the doorway."Do you know this man？"She adjusted her glasses, looked for a moment, but didn't say a word.

Michael said softly, almost in a whisper, "Hannah, it's Michael. Do you remember me？"She gasped. "Michael! I don't believe it! Michael! It's you! My Michael!"He walked slowly toward her, and they embraced. The nurse and I left with tears streaming down our faces. "See," I said. "See how the good Lord works! If it's meant to be, it will be."

About three weeks later, I got a call at my office from the nursing home. "Can you break away on Sunday to attend a wedding？Michael and Hannah are going to tie the knot!"

It was a beautiful wedding, with all the people at the nursing home dressed up to join in the celebration. Hannah wore a light beige dress and looked beautiful. Michael wore a dark blue suit and stood tall. They made me their best man. The hospital gave them their own room, and if you ever wanted to see a seventy-six-year-old bride and a seventynine-year-old groom acting like two teenagers, you had to see this couple. A perfect ending for a love affair that had lasted nearly sixty years.


“迈克尔，”我说，“跟我来！”我们乘电梯到三楼，走廊很昏暗，只有一两个小夜灯照着我们到客厅，汉娜正独自坐在那儿看电视!

走到她跟前！迈克尔和我等候在门口，护士指着迈克尔轻声说：“汉娜，你认识这个男人吗？”她扶了扶眼镜，看了一会儿，但沉默不语!

迈克尔轻轻地，几乎在耳语：“汉娜，我是迈克尔！你还记得我吗？”她一下激动起来：“迈克尔！我不敢相信！迈克尔！是你！我的迈克尔！”他慢慢走向她，两人拥抱在一起！护士和我泪流满面地走开了！“看，”我说，“上帝的安排！如果事情注定要这样，那就一定会这样！”

3个星期后，我在办公室接到养老院打来的电话，“你能在星期日抽空参加一个婚礼吗？迈克尔和汉娜要喜结良缘了！”

婚礼办得很热闹，养老院的所有人都盛妆打扮前来庆祝！汉娜穿着一件浅米色连衣裙，看起来很漂亮！迈克尔穿着深蓝色的西装，站得笔直！他们让我做男傧相！医院给了他们俩自己的房间，如果你要想看看76岁的新娘和79岁的新郎就像两个十几岁的年轻人，那你一定得来见见这对夫妇！一份持续了60年的爱终于得到了完美的结局！


Bug Spray #5 5号杀虫剂

Our wedding was on October 14, 1996. But our marriage began three weeks later. We were dressed up and on our way to the swankiest restaurant in town. We had saved all week for the big splurge.

One problem—my bride was wearing the most horrible perfume ever manufactured. Smelled like a mixture of mustard gas, black pepper, and vaporized maple syrup. I still get queasy thinking about it.

We had stopped at a railroad crossing. It was cold outside. The windows were up and the heater was on. My nose and lungs silently begged for mercy. But I didn't want to upset my bride with a comment about her perfume.

I had decided the one perfect marriage in history would be ours. No conflicts...no harsh words...no hurt feelings...no tears...nothing negative. My wife had made a similar resolution. For three weeks we had walked on egg shells, protecting each other from the slightest unpleasantness.

Dare I break the spell? Dare I be honest and open? She had soaked in that blasted stuff every day of our marriage. I knew
 I couldn't hold out forever. So I said in my sweetest, softest voice, "Honey, that perfume smells like bug spray."

Silence! Like the silence that must have followed President Roosevelt's announcement that the Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor. I stared straight ahead trying to concentrate on the steady metallic rhythm of the train cars rolling by.

我们是在1996年10月14日举行婚礼的，然而真正意义上的婚姻生活是在三个星期后才开始。那时我们穿戴整齐，驾车前往镇上最豪华的餐馆。整整一个星期我们省吃俭用，就是为了在那里美餐一顿。

但问题是：我的新娘子喷了世界上最难闻的香水。那种香水闻上去像是芥子气、黑胡椒粉和枫蜜蒸汽的混合体。我现在回想起来还想吐。

我们停在一个与铁路相交的路口。车外很冷，于是我关上车窗开暖气。我的鼻子和肺部开始无声地求救。但是我不想因为说出自己对香水的不满而坏了我新娘子的好心情。

我早已下定决心要使我们的婚姻成为历史上最完美的：没有冲突，不会恶言相向，不伤感情，不垂泪，总之没有不愉快的事情。我的妻子也下了类似的决心。三个星期以来，我们都小心翼翼，如履薄冰，以免给对方带来哪怕一丁点的不愉快。

我敢打破这层薄冰吗？我敢坦诚率直地说出来吗？结婚后的每一天她满身都是这股难闻的气味。我知道自己迟早都会受不了。于是我用最悦耳、最温柔的声音对她说：“亲爱的，你的香水闻起来像杀虫剂。”

接着是一阵沉默，就像是美国总统罗斯福宣布日本轰炸珍珠港之后紧跟着的死一般的沉寂。火车轰隆隆地驶过，我呆望着前方，试图把注意力集中在车厢规律的移动上。


I glanced at my bride out of the corner of my eye. Her lower lip was quivering slightly. The way it still does when she's fighting a good cry. We drove on.

After an eternity she mumbled softly，"I won't use that brand again." Any married person can finish the story. We choked down our gourmet dinner. Pouted. Went through the"It's all my fault, Honey" routine. She teared. And we finally reconciled, promising never to be cross with each other again. The whole episode is now part of our family lore. Our repertory of delightful "young and dumb" stories.

But I still think our marriage began with my observation about the perfume. At that point we began to grow. We discovered marriage is a union stronger than emotions. We began to drop the foolishness about unruffled bliss. We took our first step toward learning that one all important lesson, a lesson no one ever outgrows—love is a death resurrection relationship.

As for the perfume...I sprayed the rest on roaches. It worked!

我用眼角的余光偷偷瞟了我的新娘子一眼。她的下唇在微微颤抖。直到现在，每当她强忍泪水的时候，她的下唇还是会这样。我们继续向前开。

过了很久，她才轻轻地咕哝了一句：“我再也不用那个牌子的香水了。”每个已婚人士都能猜到接下来的事情。我们勉强咽下那顿丰盛美味的晚餐。她噘着嘴生气。我说着“这都是我的错，亲爱的”之类的话，照例道歉个不停。她痛哭了一场。最后我们和好了，答应不再生对方的气。现在，这件事成了我们家庭历史的一部分，“年少无
 知”的故事之一。

至今，我仍然认为我对她的香水的批评是我们婚姻的真正起点。那时我们才开始成长。我们发现，要维持一段婚姻，光靠感情还不够。我们开始放弃家庭永无争吵的天真想法。我们迈出学习的第一步，渐渐学会一门重要的、永无止境的学问——爱即是感情破裂的一种起死回生。

至于那瓶香水……我把剩下的都用来喷蟑螂了。确实有效！



第二卷 爱是一个动词Love Is A Verb

可以说，没有一个人不需要爱，获得爱是无比幸福的事儿。也许人人在获取爱的同时也都想施予爱，但有多少人真正表达了自己的爱呢？爱不仅仅是一个名词，爱更是一个动词，大声地说出你的爱吧，让你的父母听见，让你的孩子听见，让你的爱人听见，让他们知道你是多么地爱他们，多么地在乎他们。爱需要表达。


Return To Paradise重返爱天堂

Lisa stood facing the Caribbean Sea, feeling the faint breeze against her face; her eyes were shut and she felt the white sand warm between her bare toes. The place was beautiful beyond belief, but it was still unable to ease the grief she felt as she remembered the last time she had been here.

She had married James right here on this spot three years ago to the day. Dressed in a simple white shift dress, miniature white roses attempting to tame her long dark curls, Lisa had been happier than she had ever thought possible. James was even less formal, yet utterly irresistible in creased summer trousers and a loose white cotton shirt. His dark hair was slightly ruffled and his eyes were full of adoration as he looked at his bride to be. The justice of the peace had read their vows as they held hands and laughed at the sheer joy of being young, in love and staying in a five star resort on the Caribbean island of the Dominican Republic. They had seen the years blissfully stretching ahead of them, together forever. They planned their children, two she said; he said four so they compromised on three (two girls and a boy of course); where
 they would live, the travelling they would do together—it was all certain, or so they had thought then.

But that seemed such a long time ago now. A lot can change in just a few years—a lot of heartache can change a person and drive a wedge through the strongest ties, break even the deepest love. Three years to the day and they had returned, though this time not for the beachside marriages the island was famous for, but for one of its equally popular quickie divorces.

莉萨伫立在加勒比海边，面向着大海，感受微风轻拂脸颊——她闭上双眼，裸露的脚趾间拥满了温暖的沙粒。这个地方美得简直令人难以置信，但回忆起上次在这的情景时,此般美景依然无法抚慰心中的伤痛。

三年前的今天，莉萨就是在这里和詹姆斯结婚的。她身着简洁的白色长礼裙，小小的白玫瑰服贴、点缀着她又黑又长的卷发，如此的幸福感是她从未企及的。詹姆斯的装扮更休闲，一条带摺的清凉夏裤和一件宽松的白色棉质衬衫，配上一头稍稍凌乱的黑发，然而他看上去依然是魅力不可挡，当他凝视着自己的准新娘时，眼神里写满了爱意。他们手牵手，聆听太平绅士宣读他们的誓言。他们为年轻而欢呼，为爱情而雀跃，为身处多米尼加共和国加勒比岛屿的五星级胜地而陶醉。他们似乎看到未来的幸福之路在眼前展开，直至相携到老。他们商量着生孩子的事，她说要两个，他却想要四个，最终各退一步，决定生三个（当然是两女一男）。他们计划着安居的地方，计划着一起旅游——所有事情都显得顺理成章，或者大约他们当时便想到这些。

然而这一切似乎是许久以前的事了，短短几年时间就可能发生许多变故。太多的伤痛可以改变一个人，可以破坏最牢固的关系，甚至可以摧毁最刻骨的爱情。三年后的今天，他们又回到了这个岛上，但并非因为此地闻名的海滨婚礼，而是因为此地同样闻名的闪电离婚。


Lisa let out a sigh that was filled with pain and regret. What could she do but move on, find a new life and new dreams？—the old one was beyond repair. How could this beautiful place, with its lush green coastline, eternity of azure blue sea and endless sands be a place for the agony she felt now?

The man stood watching under the palm tree. He couldn't take his eyes off the dark-haired woman he saw standing at the water's edge, apparently gazing out to sea as though she was waiting for something—or someone. She was beautiful, with her slim figure dressed in a loose flowing cotton dress, her crazy hair and bright blue eyes not far off the colour of the sea itself. It wasn't her looks that attracted him though; he came across many beautiful women through his work as a freelance photographer. It was her loneliness and intensity that lured him. Even at some distance he was aware that she was different from any other woman he could ever meet.

Lisa sensed the man approaching even before she turned around. She had been aware of him standing there staring at her and had felt strangely calm about being observed. She looked at him and felt the instant spark of connection she had only experienced once before. He walked slowly towards her and they held each other's gaze. It felt like meeting a long lost friend—not a stranger on a strange beach.


莉萨深深地叹了一口气，带出了心中的痛苦和悲伤。除了继续前行，寻找新生活和新梦想她还能做什么呢?——毕竟旧的已经无法弥补。这里有繁茂的绿色海岸线、无边的蔚蓝大海和绵延的沙滩，可是现在如此美丽的地方怎么就成了她心中无法隐忍的痛？

一个男子站在棕榈树下，目不转睛地注视着这位黑发女子：她伫立在水边，凝望着大海，显然像是在等待什么——或是某人。她很美，身段修长，一袭宽松的棉质裙与头发在风中起舞，那双明亮的蓝眼睛，美得简直可以与大海的颜色相媲美。然而吸引他的并非她的容貌，作为一名自由摄影师，因为工作上的关系，他见过的美女无数。吸引他的是她的落寞和深情。尽管隔着一些距离，但是他仍能感觉到她是不同于他所见过的任何其他女性的。

未曾转身，莉萨便察觉到了男人在靠近。她早已发觉他站在远处盯凝着她，奇怪的是，她并没有因为被注视而感到不自在。她看着他，瞬间闪过一丝心灵相通的火花，这样的碰撞以前只有过一次。他慢慢地向她走近，两人的目光胶着了。他们就像见到一个失去联络很久的朋友——而不是在陌生的地方遇见一个陌生人。


Later, sitting at one of the many bars on the resort, sipping the local cocktails they began to talk. First pleasantries—their hotels, the quality of the food and friendliness of the locals. Their conversation was strangely hesitant considering the naturalness and confidence of their earlier meeting. Onlookers, however, would have detected the subtle flirtation as they mirrored each other's actions and looked directly into each other's eyes. Only later, after the alcohol had had its loosening effect, did the conversation deepen. They talked of why they were here and finally, against her better judgment, Lisa opened up about her heartache of the past year and how events had led her back to the place where she had married the only man she believed she could ever love. She told him of things that had been locked deep inside her, that she had so far been able to tell no one. She told him how she had felt after she had lost her baby.

She was six months pregnant and the happiest she had ever been when the pains had started. She was staying with her mother as James was working out of town. He hadn't made it back in time. The doctor had said it was just one of those things and that they could try again. But how could she when she couldn't even look James in the eye? She hated him then, for not being there, for not hurting as much as her; but most of all she hated him for looking so much like the tiny baby boy that she held for just three hours before they took him away. All through the following months she had withdrawn from her husband, family, and friends—not wanting to recover from the pain she felt—that would have been a betrayal of her son. At
 the funeral she had refused to stand next to her husband and the next day she had left him.

过了一会儿，他们在附近林立的酒吧里找了一间坐了下来。啜饮着当地的鸡尾酒，开始交谈。最初是谈论一些有趣的事——聊他们住的酒店，食物的品质以及当地人的友好热情。然而再深入下去时，相比之前见面的自然和从容，他们的谈话便莫名地犹豫不前了。尽管如此，从他们端详对方的举止和直视对方眼睛的神态中，旁观者还是能洞悉到些许微妙的暧昧。直到酒精逐渐发挥了让人放松的效力，谈话才继续深入下去。他们谈论着来此地的原因，最后，虽然明知不太适宜，莉萨仍将她去年所经历的痛苦尽数道出，以及是什么事情让她又回到了这里——在这儿，她嫁给了一个曾以为会深爱一生的男人。她将一直锁在心底、至今仍无法向他人启齿的话倾吐了出来，并向他倾诉失去宝宝后悲痛的心情。

那时她已怀孕六个月，还是世界上最幸福的人。直到事情发生的前一刻。当时她和母亲待在一起，詹姆斯在郊外工作，没能及时赶回来。医生说这是很平常的事情，他们还有机会。然而她无法做到，她连正视詹姆斯的眼睛都办不到。她恨他，恨他当时不在身边，恨他没有自己那么伤心，更恨他和仅仅在自己怀里躺了三个小时就被抱走的儿子如此相像。接下来的几个月，她远离了丈夫、家庭和朋友，不愿从伤痛中走出来——她觉得那样做是对儿子的背叛。在葬礼上，她拒绝站在丈夫旁边。第二天，她便离开了他。


Looking up, Lisa could see her pain reflected in the man's eyes. For the first time in months she didn't feel alone, she felt the unbearable burden begin to lift from her—only a bit, but it was a start. She began to believe that maybe she had a future after all and maybe it could be with this man, with his kind hazel eyes, wet with their shared tears.

They had come here to dissolve their marriage, but maybe there was hope. Lisa stood up and took James by the hand and led him away from the bar towards the beach where they had made their vows to each other three years ago. Tomorrow she would cancel the divorce; tonight they would work on renewing their promises.

抬起头，莉萨读出自己的伤痛映满了男人的双眼。几个月来，她第一次不再感到孤独，她感到压得她喘不过气来的担子开始减轻，尽管只有一点点，但起码这是个开始。她开始相信自己还是有未来的，也许是和眼前这个男人、也许是和他这双温柔的淡褐色眼睛——里面噙着他们共同的泪花。

他们来此本为结束他们的婚姻，但也许事情还有转机。她站起身，牵起詹姆斯的手，领着他走出酒吧，走向他们三年前互相许下诺言的沙滩。明天，她会取消离婚，今晚，他们将重续承诺。


The Rose Of First Love初恋玫瑰

Today is Valentine's day.

Girl: "I will go…" Bending her head, she says to a boy, who is a shy guy as she is.

The boy, not echoing, only kicks small pebbles with his tiptoes, here and there.

After a while, the girl says again, in an oblique voice: "I should go…" Raising her head, casting a quick glance at him and diverting her eyesight again, she tangles the fringes of her dress.

今天是情人节。

女孩儿：“我走了……”低着头，向对面那个同样腼腆的男孩子说。

男孩子用脚尖踢着地上的小石子儿，没有回答。

过了会儿，女孩儿又小声说了一遍，“我该走了……”一边抬起头来飞快地看了男孩子一眼，重又垂下了眼帘，绞着裙角。


Boy: Enh……Inarticulately giving her a response, the boy hides carefully the other hand behind his back again. It seems that there are some tiny sweats on his front, or a shade flurry in his mind of saying something or not.

Still a long silence.

"I'll go." Seemingly being angry, the girl bravely raises her head, glares at him, with a shred of gentle encouragement in her eyes.

Becoming more anxious, he seems not to know how to jump out of this dilemma; or seems to make crucial decision. Finally, strengthening that hand, turning red, with a little thrill, the boy says："……for you!"

It is a rose, very rosy, keenly flowering, like a mass of fire, burning on the boy's hand. The girl smiles, very happily.

But immediately, she turns back and runs away, while turns her head and says with smile："I will go!"

However, after no more than several paces, it seems that something bring to her mind. She runs back to the boy, with red cheeks，Enh——ssnatching the rose from his hand, without saying a word, runs away again.

Watching her silhouette in distance, the boy smiles…

I stand on the terrain, occasionally witnessing this scene of the prologue of love in the sunshine, and can not help giving a smile from my heart. I recall my own first love, which not make her debut from a bouquet of red rose hiding behind the back?


男孩子：“嗯……”含糊地应了一声，把刚才一直藏在身后的手藏得更深了……额上似乎有些细细的汗珠，又像有些欲说还休的慌乱……

又是好一阵沉默。

“我走了！” 女孩儿好像有些嗔怒了…… 勇敢地抬起头来，盯着男孩子，目光里却有温柔的鼓励……

男孩子更慌乱了，像是没有办法似的，又像是下了好大的决心……终于把藏在身后的手递到女孩儿的面前，脸红得厉害，似乎声音也有些在抖：“……给你。”

那是一支鲜红的玫瑰，开得正艳，像是一团火，燃烧在男孩子的手上。

女孩儿笑了，笑得好开心。但一转身就跑开了，一边回头一边笑着说：“我走了！”

可没有跑几步，又像想起了什么，红着脸颊又跑回来，一把抢过男孩子手里的那支红玫瑰，也不说话，就又跑远了……

望着女孩子跑远的背影，男孩子笑了……

我在阳台上，无意中目睹了夕阳底下这一幕爱情的序曲，忍不住也会心地笑了……想起了自己的初恋，不也是开始于一支藏在身后的红玫瑰里吗？


Love Lies爱的谎言

A girl and a boy were on a motorcycle, speeding through the night.

They loved each other a lot.

Girl: "Slow down a little. I'm scared."

Boy: "No, it's so fun."

Girl: "Please... it's so scary."

Boy: "Then say that you love me."

Girl: "Fine. I love you. Can you slow down now?"

Boy: "Give me a big hug."

The girl gave him a big hug.

Girl: "Now can you slow down?"

Boy: "Can you take off my helmet and put it on? It's uncomfortable and it's bothering me while I drive."

The next day, there was a story in the newspaper. A motorcycle had crashed into a building because its brakes were broken.

There were two people on the motorcycle, of which one died, and the other had survived...

The guy knew that the brakes were broken. He didn't want to let the girl know, because he knew that the girl would
 have gotten scared.

Instead, he was told the last time that she loved him, got a hug from her, put his helmet on her so that she can live, and die himself...

Once in a while, right in the middle of an ordinary life, Love gives us a fairy tale...

一天夜里，男孩骑摩托车带着女孩超速行驶。

他们彼此深爱着对方。

女孩：“慢一点……我怕……”

男孩：“不，这样很有趣……”

女孩：“求求你,……这样太吓人了……”

男孩：“好吧，那你说你爱我……”

女孩：“好……我爱你……你现在可以慢下来了吗？”

男孩：“紧紧抱我一下……”

女孩紧紧拥抱了他一下。

女孩：“现在你可以慢下来了吧？”

男孩：“你可以脱下我的头盔并自己戴上吗？它让我感到不舒服？还干扰我驾车。”

第二天，报纸报道：一辆摩托车因为刹车失灵而撞毁在一幢建筑物上。

车上有两个人，一个死亡，一个幸存……

驾车的男孩知道刹车失灵，但他没有让女孩知道，因为那样会让女孩感到害怕。

相反，他让女孩最后一次说她爱他，最后一次拥抱他，并让她戴上自己的头盔，结果，女孩活着，他自己死了……

就在一会儿的时间里，就在平常的生活里，爱向我们展示了一个神话！


Damaged Goods受损的物品

The dust mites danced in the ray of sunshine that provided the only light in the rabbi's office. He leaned back in his office chair and sighed as he stroked his beard. Then he took his wire-rimmed glasses and polished them absentmindedly on his flannel shirt.

"So," he said,"you were divorced. Now you want to marry this good Jewish boy. What's the problem?"

He nestled his grizzled chin in his hand and smiled softly at me.

I want to shriek. What's the problem? First of all, I'm Christian. Second, I'm older than he is. Third--and not least, by any means——I'm divorced! Instead, I looked back into his soft brown eyes and tried to form the words.

"Don't you think," I stuttered,"that being divorced is like being used? Like being damaged goods?"

He settled back into the office chair and stretched so that he was looking at the ceiling. He stroked the scraggly beard that covered his chin and his neck. Then, he returned to his spot behind the desk and leaned toward me.


"Say you have to have surgery. Say you have a choice between two doctors. Who are you going to choose? The one right out of medical school or the one with experience?"

"The one with experience," I said.

His face crinkled into a grin."I would, too," he locked his eyes with mine."So in this marriage, you will be the one with experience. That's not such a bad thing, you know."

微尘在射进拉比办公室的那缕阳光中飞舞着，那缕阳光是拉比办公室里惟一的光源。拉比坐在椅子上往后仰，抚摸着他的胡须叹息了一声。他摘下金属丝镜架的眼镜，漫不经心地在他的法兰绒衬衫上擦拭着。

“这么说，”他开了口，“你离婚了。现在你想与这位犹太好小伙子结婚，有什么问题?”

他用手把住他那有花白胡须的下巴，温柔地冲我微笑着。

我真想尖叫。有什么问题?首先，我是基督教徒。第二，我比他年龄大。第三，这绝不是最不重要的——我离过婚!但我没有叫，而是迎向他那双温柔的棕色的眼睛，努力组织着话语。

“您不认为，”我结结巴巴地说，“离过婚就像东西被用过一样吧?就像是受损的物品吧?”

他坐在椅子上，头往后靠，伸直了腿，将目光投向天花板。他轻捋着他那稀稀拉拉的、遮盖了下巴和脖子的胡须，然后他将身子转回办公桌前并朝我这边俯过来。

“比如说你得做个手术。有两位医生可供你选择。你会选谁?选位刚从医学院毕业的，还是选那位有经验的?”

“有经验的那位，”我回答。

他笑了，脸上都是皱纹。“我也是，”他凝视着我说。“那么在这桩婚姻中，你就是有经验的一方。要知道这并不是什么坏事。”


"Often, marriages tend to drift. They get caught in dangerous currents. They get off course and head toward hidden sandbars. No one notices until it is too late. On your face, I see the pain of a marriage gone bad. You will notice the drift in this marriage. You'll call out when you see the rocks. You'll yell to watch out and pay attention. You'll be the person with experience," he sighed."And believe me, that's not such a bad thing. Not bad at all."

He walked to the window and peeked between the slats of the blinds."You see, no one here knows about my first wife. I don't hide it, but I don't make a big deal about it. She died early in our marriage before I moved here. Now, late at night I think of all the words I never said. I think of all the chances I let pass by in that first marriage, and I believe I'm a better husband to my wife today because of the woman I lost."

For the first time, the sadness in his eyes had meaning. Now I understood why I chose to come talk to this man about marriage instead of taking an easier route and getting married outside both our religions. The word "rabbi" means teacher. Somehow I sensed he could teach me, or even lend me, the courage I needed in order to try again, to marry again and to love again.

"I will marry you and your David," said the rabbi."If you promise me that you will be the person who yells out when you see the marriage is in danger."

I promised him I would, and I rose to leave.

"By the way，" he called to me as I hesitated in his doorway,"did anyone ever tell you that Joanna is a good
 Hebrew name?"

“婚姻往往像在水上漂流，会陷入危险的激流里，会偏离航向流向暗藏的沙洲。等注意到时已经晚了。在你的脸上，我看到了一桩失败婚姻留下的痛苦。在这桩婚姻中你会注意到流向。当你看到岩石时你会大喊一声。你会呼叫要小心些，注意点。你将是有经验的那个人，”他叹息着说。“相信我，那并不是什么坏事，真地不是。”

他走到窗边，透过百叶板向外瞥了一眼。“你瞧，这里没有人知道我的第一位妻子。我并没有掩藏，但我也没有大肆渲染。我们结婚没多久她就去世了，后来我迁居到这里。现在，夜深人静时我想到所有那些我从未能说出的话，我想到所有那些我在第一次婚姻中错过的机会。我相信对于我现在的妻子我是个更好的丈夫，是因为那位我失去的女人。”

第一次，他眼里的悲伤显露出了含义。现在我明白了为什么我选择来和这个人谈婚姻，而没有图省事去找不属于我们双方宗教的人为我们主持婚礼。“拉比”一词意味着老师。不知怎的，我感觉出他会教给我，甚至会给予我去再次尝试、再次结婚、再次奉献出爱情所需要的勇气。

“我会为你和你的戴维主持婚礼，”拉比说。“但条件是，你要答应我，当你发现婚姻陷入危机时你要大声说出来。”

我答应他我会的，然后我起身离开。

“顺便说一句，”当我走到门口犹豫片刻时他叫住我，“有没有人告诉过你乔安娜是个好的希伯来语名字?”


Sixteen years have passed since the rabbi married David and me on a rainy October morning. And, yes, I have called out several times when I sensed we were in danger. I would tell the rabbi how well his analogy has served me, but I cannot. He died two years after our wedding. But I will always be grateful for the priceless gift he gave me: the wisdom to know that all of our experiences in life make us not less valuable, but more valuable, not less able to love, but more able to love.

10月一个下雨的早晨，拉比为我和戴维举行了婚礼。一晃16年过去了。是的，有几次当我感觉到我们身陷危机时我就大声地说了出来。我多想告诉拉比他的比喻让我多么受益。但是我无法告诉他。我们结婚两年后他就去世了。但是我永远感激他赐予我的无价的礼物：一种智慧，它使我懂得我们生活中所有的经历并不会使我们贬值，而是使我们更有价值，并不会使我们丧失爱的能力，而是使我们更有能力去爱。


Just We Two For Breakfast两个人的早餐

When my husband and I celebrated our 38th wedding anniversary at our favorite restaurant, Lenny, the piano player, asked，"How did you do it?"

I knew there was no simple answer, but as the weekend approached, I wondered if one reason might be our ritual of breakfast in bed every Saturday and Sunday.

当我和丈夫在我们最喜欢的饭馆庆祝结婚38周年纪念日时，那个弹钢琴的莱尼过来问道：“你们是怎么过来的？”

我知道， 对于这个问题无法简简单单地回答。 但随着周末一天天的临近，我开始在想：或许其中的一个原因就是我们每逢星期六和星期天都在床上吃早餐。


It all started with the breakfast tray my mother gave us as a wedding gift. It had a glass top and slatted wooden side pockets for the morning paper—just as you used to see in the movies. Mother loved her movies, and although she rarely had breakfast in bed, she held high hopes for her daughter. My adoring bridegroom took the message to heart.

Feeling guilty, I suggested we take turns. Despite grumblings——"hate crumbs in my bed"——Sunday morning found my spouse eagerly awaiting his tray. Soon these weekend breakfasts became such a part of our lives that I never even thought about them. I only knew we treasured this separate, blissful time——read, relax, forget the things we should remember.

Sifting through the years, I recalled how our weekends changed,but that we still preserved the ritual.We started our family (as new parents, we slept after breakfast more than we read),but we always found our way back to where we started, just two for breakfast，one on Saturday and one on Sunday.

When we had more time, my tray became more festive. First it was fruit slices placed in geometric pattern; then flowers came from our garden——sometimes just one blossom sprouting from a grapefruit half. This arranger of mine had developed a flair for decorating, using everything from amaryllis to the buds of a maple tree. My husband said my cooking inspired him. Mother would have approved. Perhaps it was the Saturday when the big strawberry wore a daisy hat that I began to think, how can I top this? One dark winter night I woke with a vision of a snowman on a tray. That Sunday I scooped a handful of snow and in no time had my man made. With a
 flourish I put a miniature pinecone on his head.

一切都是从那个早餐托盘开始的，我妈把它作为结婚礼物送给我们。盘面是玻璃的，两边各有一个细长的木制侧袋用来放晨报——就像过去常常在电影中见到的那样。我妈很喜欢那些电影，尽管她自己很少在床上用早餐，却非常希望女儿能这样。深爱着我的新郎把我母亲的话牢记在心里。

出于心里感觉有些愧疚，我提议由我们两个轮流准备早餐。星期天早上，虽然他嘴里嘟嘟囔囔地抱怨着——“我讨厌饭渣弄到床上。”——但我还是见到丈夫在急切地等候他的早餐。周末早餐不久就成为我们生活中的一部分，习以为常也就不去想它了。我只知道我俩都很珍视这段与其他时间有别的幸福时光——看看报、放松一下自己，忘记那些本该记在心里的事情。

细想逝去的岁月，我回忆起我们周末生活的诸多变化，但这个老习惯却依旧保留下来。我们建立起了这个家庭（初为父母时，早饭后的时间我们多半是睡一会儿，而不是阅读），但是我们总能够找到归路，返回起点——只是两个人的早餐，星期六一次，星期天一次。

当我们有了更多的时间，我的早餐托盘上就变得更加具有喜庆色彩。开始时是以几何图形排列的水果片，随后便是从自家花园里摘来的鲜花——有时候只是一朵，开在一半的葡萄柚当中。没想到这竟激发出我在装饰、点缀方面的天赋，各种各样的东西，从孤挺花到枫树的叶芽，都成为我手下的装饰材料。丈夫说我做的早餐启发了他，妈妈也会赞同他的说法。或许是在那个星期六，在一个大草莓上放一个雏菊做帽子之后，我开始在想：我怎么才能够超过它？在一个漆黑的冬夜，我从梦中醒来，眼前仿佛看到有一个雪人站在托盘上。就在那个星期天，我铲来了一捧雪，很快就做好了一个雪人。我轻轻地把一个微型松果按在雪人的头上。


As I delivered the tray, complete with a nicely frozen snowman, I waited for a reaction. There was none but as I headed down the stairs I heard a whoop of laughter and then,"You've won! Yes, sir, you've won the prize!"

我端着早餐上楼，盘面上放着那个冻结实的小雪人，我期待着他的反应——什么也没有——但就在我下楼时，我听到他放声大笑起来，紧接着，他说道：“你赢了！毫无疑问，你得奖了！”


Do You Turn Off Your Cell Phone?你的手机关了吗？

The girl would turn her cell phone off and put it by her photo on the desk every night before going to bed. This habit has been with her ever since she bought the phone.

The girl had a very close boyfriend. When they couldn't meet, they would either call or send messages to each other. They both liked this type of communication.

One night, the boy really missed the girl. When he called her however, the girl's cell phone was off because she was already asleep. The next day, the boy asked the girl to leave her cell phone on at night because when he needed to find her and could not, he would be worried.

女孩每天临睡会先关掉手机，然后把它放在写字台自己的相架前，这个习惯从买了手机的时候就这样保持着。

女孩有个很要好的男朋友，两个人不见面的时候，就打打电话或发发短信，大家都喜欢这样的联络方式。

有一天夜里，男孩很想念女孩子，打了过去却关机，因为女孩已经睡下了。第二天，男孩对女孩说：“以后晚上不要关机，好么？我想你的时候找不到你，心会不安。”


From that day forth, the girl began a new habit. Her cell phone never shuts down at night. Because she was afraid that she might not be able to hear the phone ring in her sleep, she tried to stay very alert. As days passed, she became thinner and thinner. Slowly, a gap began to form between them.

The girl wanted to revive their relationship. On one night, she called the boy. However what she got was a sweet female voice："Sorry, the subscriber you dailed is power off."

The girl knew that her love has just been turned off.

After a long time, the girl has a new love. No matter how well they got along, the girl however refused to get married. In the girl's heart, she always remembered that boy's words and the night when that phone was power off.

The girl still keeps the habit of leaving her cell phone on all throughout the night, but not expecting that it'll ring.

One night, the girl caught ill. In moment of fluster, instead of calling her parents, she dialed the new boy's cell phone. The boy was already asleep but his cell phone was still on.

Later, the girl asked the boy: "Why don't you turn your cell phone off at night?"

The boy answered: "I'm afraid that if you need anything at night and aren't able to find me, you'll worry."

The girl finally married the boy.

Later at night, do you turn off your cell phone?


从那以后，女孩开始另一种习惯——整夜都不关机。因为害怕他打来自己会因睡死而听不到，女孩夜夜都很警醒，人便日渐消瘦。然而，慢慢地，两个人之间还是有了裂痕。

女孩很想挽回即将分手的局面，便在一个深夜里给男孩打电话，回答她的却是很好听的女声：“Sorry，你所拨打的电话已关机。”

于是女孩知道，她的爱情已经关机。

很久以后，女孩有了另一场爱情。虽然两个人在一起的感觉也很好，但女孩怎么也不肯嫁。女孩的心里还是会想起那个男孩的话和那个关机的夜。

女孩还是保持着整夜不关机的习惯，只是不再期待它会响起。

一天夜里，女孩身染急症，慌乱之中把本想拨给父母的电话拨到了新的男友那里。男孩早已睡下，但手机还开着。

后来女孩问这个男孩：“为什么深夜还不关机？”

男孩说：“我怕你夜里有事找不到我，会心慌。”

女孩最终嫁给了这个男孩。

夜深了，你的手机关了吗？


The Measure Of Love Is Loving Without Measure爱的限度就是无限度地去爱

Freda Bright says, "Only in opera do people die of love." It's true. You really can't love somebody to death. I've known people to die from no love, but I've never known anyone to be loved to death. We just can't love one another enough.

A heart-warming story tells of a woman who finally decided to ask her boss for a raise in salary. All day she felt nervous and apprehensive. Late in the afternoon she summoned the courage to approach her employer. To her delight, the boss agreed to a raise.

The woman arrived home that evening to a beautiful table set with their best dishes. Candles were softly glowing. Her husband had come home early and prepared a festive meal. She wondered if someone from the office had tipped him off, or... did he just somehow know that she would not get turned down?

She found him in the kitchen and told him the good news. They embraced and kissed, then sat down to the wonderful
 meal. Next to her plate the woman found a beautifully lettered note. It read: "Congratulations, darling! I knew you'd get the raise! These things will tell you how much I love you."

Following the supper, her husband went into the kitchen to clean up. She noticed that a second card had fallen from his pocket. Picking it off the floor, she read: "Don't worry about not getting the raise! You deserve it anyway! These things will tell you how much I love you."

弗里达·布赖特说过：“只有在歌剧中，人们才会为爱而死。” 这是千真万确的。的确，你不会因为爱一个人而死。我知道有人因为缺乏爱而死，可我从来没有听说过谁因被爱而死。我们恰好是相互之间爱也爱不够。

有一个感人的故事，讲的是有个女人终于决定去向老板提出加薪的要求。她一整天都焦虑不安。下午晚些时候，她鼓起勇气向老板提议。让她感到高兴的是，老板同意给她加薪。

当晚，女人回家后，发现漂亮的餐桌上已经摆满了丰盛的菜肴，烛光在轻轻地摇曳着。丈夫提早回家准备了一顿庆祝宴。她心想，会不会是办公室里有人向他通风报信了呢？或者……他不知怎么竟知道她不会被拒绝？

她在厨房找到了他，告诉了他这个好消息。他们拥抱亲吻，然后坐下来共享美餐。在她的盘子旁边，女人看到了一张字迹优美的便条。上面写着：“祝贺你，亲爱的！我就知道你会加薪的。我为你做的这一切会告诉你，我有多么爱你。”

晚餐后，丈夫到厨房洗碗。她注意到又有张卡片从他口袋里掉了出来。她把卡片从地板上拣起来，念道：“不要因为没有加薪而烦恼！不管怎样，是该给你加薪了！我为你做的这一切会告诉你，我有多么爱你。”


Someone has said that the measure of love is when you love without measure. What this man feels for his spouse is total acceptance and love, whether she succeeds or fails. His love celebrates her victories and soothes her wounds. He stands with her, no matter what life throws in their direction.

Upon receiving the Nobel Peace Prize, Mother Teresa said:"What can you do to promote world peace? Go home and love your family." And love your friends，Love them without measure.

有人曾经说过，爱的限度就是无限度地去爱。不管妻子成功还是失败，这个男人都给予她完全的包容和爱。他的爱庆祝她的胜利，也抚平她的创伤。不管生活的道路上遇到什么，他们始终同舟共济。

特蕾莎修女在接受诺贝尔和平奖时说道：“你能为促进世界和平做些什么呢？回家爱你的家人吧。” 还要爱你的朋友，爱他们无止境。


Words From Heart说出心里话

Most people need to hear those "three little words"—I love you. Once in a while, they hear them just in time.

I met Connie the day she was admitted to the hospice ward, where I worked as a volunteer. Her husband, Bill, stood nervously nearby as she was transferred from the turning-bed to the hospital bed. Although Connie was in the final stages of her fight against cancer, she was alert and cheerful. We got her settled in. I finished marking her name on all the hospital supplies she would be using, then asked if she needed anything.

大多数人需要听到那“三个字”——我爱你。有时他们就会在最需要的时候听到。

我在康尼住进收容所病房的那天见到了她。我在那儿当义工。把她从轮床抬上病床时，她的丈夫比尔焦虑不安地站在旁边。虽然康尼处于和癌症搏斗的晚期，但她仍然神智清醒，精神愉快。我们把她安顿好。我在医院提供给她使用的所有用品上标上她的名字，然后问她是否需要什么。


"Oh, yes," she said, "would you please show me how to use the TV? I enjoy the soaps so much and I don't want to get behind on what's happening." Connie was a romantic. She loved soap operas, romance novels and movies with a good love story. As we became acquainted, she confided how frustrating it was to be married 32 years to a man who often called her "a silly woman."

"Oh, I know Bill loves me," she said, "but he has never been one to say he loves me, or send cards to me." She sighed and looked out the window at the trees in the courtyard. "I'd give anything if he'd say 'I love you'， but it's just not in his nature."

Bill visited Connie every day. In the beginning, he sat next to the bed while she watched the soaps. Later, when she began sleeping more, he paced up and down the hallway outside her room. Soon, when she no longer watched television and had fewer waking moments, I began spending more of my volunteer time with Bill.

He talked about having worked as a carpenter and how he liked to go fishing. He and Connie had no children, but they'd been enjoying retirement by traveling, until Connie got sick. Bill could not express his feelings about the fact that his wife was dying.

One day, over coffee in the cafeteria, I got him on the subject of women and how we need romance in our lives; how we love to get sentimental1 cards and love letters.

"Do you tell Connie you love her?" I asked (knowing his answer), and he looked at me as if I was crazy.


"I don't have to," he said. "She knows I do!"

“啊，是的，”她说，“请告诉我怎么用电视好吗？我非常喜欢肥皂剧，想随时跟上进展情况。”康尼是个浪漫的人。她酷爱肥皂剧、浪漫小说和讲述美好爱情故事的电影。随着我们越来越熟，她向我吐露说，跟一个经常叫她“傻女人”的男人生活了32年有多么沮丧。

“唉，我知道比尔爱我，”她说道，“可是他从来不说他爱我，也不给我寄贺卡。”她叹了口气，朝窗外庭院里的树望去。“如果他说声‘我爱你’，我愿意付出一切，可这根本不是他的性格。”

比尔每天都来探望康尼。一开始，康尼看肥皂剧，他就坐在床旁。后来，她睡的时候多了，比尔就在屋外走廊里踱来踱去。不久，康尼不再看电视了，醒的时候也少了，我开始花更多的义工时间和比尔在一起。

他谈到他一直是个木工，他多么喜欢钓鱼。他和康尼没有孩子，但他们四处旅游，享受着退休生活，直到康尼得病。对他妻子病危这一事实，比尔无法表达他的感受。

一天，在自助餐厅喝咖啡时，我设法和比尔谈起女人这个话题，谈到生活中我们多么需要浪漫，多想收到充满柔情蜜意的卡片和情书。

“你跟康尼说你爱她吗？”我明知故问。他瞧着我，就好像我有神经病。

“我没有必要说，”他说道。“她知道我爱她！”


"I'm sure she knows," I said, reaching over and touching his hands rough, carpenter's hands that were gripping the cup as if it were the only thing he had to hang onto, "but she needs to hear it, Bill. She needs to hear what she has meant to you all these years. Please think about it."

We walked back to Connie's room. Bill disappeared inside, and I left to visit another patient. Later, I saw Bill sitting by the bed. He was holding Connie's hand as she slept. The date was February 12.

Two days later I walked down the hospice ward at noon. There stood Bill, leaning up against the wall in the hallway, staring at the floor. I already knew from the head nurse that Connie had died at 11 A.M..

When Bill saw me, he allowed himself to come into my arms for a long time. His face was wet with tears and he was trembling. Finally, he leaned back against the wall and took a deep breath.

"I have to say something," he said. "I have to say how good I feel about telling her." He stopped to blow his nose. "I thought a lot about what you said, and this morning I told her how much I loved her...and loved being married to her. You should have seen her smile!"

I went into the room to say my own goodbye to Connie. There，on the bedside table，was a large Valentine card from Bill. You know, the sentimental kind that says，"To my wonderful wife...I love you."


“我肯定她知道，”我说。我伸出手，触摸着他那双木工粗糙的手。这双手紧握着杯子，似乎它是他需要依附的惟一东西——“可是她需要听到它，比尔。她需要听到所有这些年来她对你意味什么。请你考虑考虑。”

我们走回康尼的房间。比尔进了屋，我走开去看望另一个病人。后来，我看见比尔坐在床边。康尼入睡了，他握着她的一只手。那天是2月12日。

两天后的中午时分，我顺着收容所病房过道向前走着。比尔站在那里，靠着墙，凝视着地面。护士长已经告诉我，康尼在上午11点故去了。

比尔看见我后，让我拥抱了他许久。他满脸泪水，浑身颤抖。最后，他向后靠在墙上，深深地吸了一口气。

“我有话非说不可，”他说道。“我得说，对她说出来，感觉真是好极了。”他停下来擤鼻子。“你说的话我想了很多；今天早上我对她说我多么爱她……我多么珍惜和她结为夫妻。你真该看看她的笑容！”

我走进康尼的房间，亲自去和她告别。我看见，床头桌上放着一张比尔给她的大大的情人节贺卡——就是那种充满柔情蜜意的贺卡，上面写着：“给我出色的妻子……我爱你。”


Love Is Just A Thread爱只是一根线

Sometimes I really doubt whether there is love between my parents. Every day they are very busy trying to earn money in order to pay the high tuition for my brother and me. They don't act in the romantic ways that I read in books or I see on TV. In their opinion, "I love you" is too luxurious for them to say. Sending flowers to each other on Valentine's Day is even more out of the question. Finally my father has a bad temper. When he's very tired from the hard work, it is easy for him to lose his temper.

One day, my mother was sewing a quilt. I silently sat down beside her and looked at her.

"Mom, I have a question to ask you," I said after a while.

"What?" she replied, still doing her work.

"Is there love between you and Dad?" I asked her in a very low voice.

My mother stopped her work and raised her head with surprise in her eyes. She didn't answer immediately. Then she bowed her head and continued to sew the quilt.

I was very worried because I thought I had hurt her. I was
 in a great embarrassment and I didn't know what I should do. But at last I heard my mother say the following words:

"Susan," she said thoughtfully，"Look at this thread. Sometimes it appears, but most of it disappears in the quilt. The thread really makes the quilt strong and durable. If life is a quilt, then love should be a thread. It can hardly be seen anywhere or anytime, but it's really there. Love is inside."

有时候，我真的怀疑父母之间是否有真爱。他们天天忙于赚钱，为我和弟弟支付学费。他们从未像我在书中读到，或在电视中看到的那样互诉衷肠。他们认为“我爱你”太奢侈，很难说出口。更不用说在情人节送花这样的事了。我父亲的脾气非常坏。经过一天的劳累之后，他经常会发脾气。

一天，母亲正在缝被子，我静静地坐在她旁边看着她。

过了一会，我说：“妈妈，我想问你一个问题。”

“什么问题？”她一边继续缝着，一边回答道。

我低声地问道：“你和爸爸之间有没有爱情啊？”

母亲突然停下了手中的活，满眼诧异地抬起头。她没有立即作答。然后低下头，继续缝被子。

我担心伤害了她。我非常尴尬，不知道该怎么办。不过，后来我听见母亲说：

“苏珊，看看这些线。有时候，你能看得见，但是大多数都隐藏在被子里。这些线使被子坚固耐用。如果生活就像一床被子，那么爱就是其中的线。你不可能随时随地看到它，但是它却实实在在地存在着。爱是内在的。”


I listened carefully but I couldn't understand her until the next spring. At that time, my father suddenly got sick seriously. My mother had to stay with him in the hospital for a month. When they returned from the hospital, they both looked very pale. It seemed both of them had had a serious illness.

After they were back, every day in the morning and dusk, my mother helped my father walk slowly on the country road. My father had never been so gentle. It seemed they were the most harmonious couple. Along the country road, there were many beautiful flowers, green grass and trees. The sun gently glistened through the leaves. All of these made up the most beautiful picture in the world.

The doctor had said my father would recover in two months. But after two months he still couldn't walk by himself. All of us were worried about him.

"Dad, how are you feeling now?" I asked him one day.

"Susan, don't worry about me." he said gently. "To tell you the truth, I just like walking with your mom. I like this kind of life." Reading his eyes, I know he loves my mother deeply.

Once I thought love meant flowers, gifts and sweet kisses. But from this experience, I understand that love is just a thread in the quilt of our life. Love is inside, making life strong and warm.

我仔细地听着，却无法明白她的话，直到来年的春天。那时候，我父亲得了重病。母亲在医院里待了一个月。当他们从医院回来的时
 候，都显得非常苍白。就像他们都得了一场重病一样。

他们回来之后，每天的清晨或黄昏，母亲都会搀扶着父亲在乡村的小路上漫步。父亲从未如此温和过。他们就像是天作之合。在小路旁边，有许多美丽的野花、绿草和树木。阳光穿过树叶的缝隙，温柔地照射在地面上。这一切形成了一幅世间最美好的画面。

医生说父亲将在两个月后康复。但是两个月之后，他仍然无法独立行走。我们都很为他担心。

有一天，我问他：“爸爸，你感觉怎么样？”

他温和地说：“苏珊，不用为我担心。跟你说吧，我喜欢与你妈妈一块散步的感觉。我喜欢这种生活。”从他的眼神里，我看得出他对母亲的爱之深刻。

我曾经认为爱情就是鲜花、礼物和甜蜜的亲吻。但是从那一刻起，我明白了，爱情就像是生活中被子里的一根线。爱情就在里面，使生活变得坚固而温暖。


Happy Because Shortcomings因为缺点而幸福

A man and his girlfriend were married. It was a large celebration.

All of their friends and family came to see the lovely ceremony and to partake of the festivities and celebrations. All had a wonderful time.

The bride was gorgeous in her white wedding gown and the groom was very dashing in his black tuxedo. Everyone could tell that the love they had for each other was true.

A few months later, the wife came to the husband with a proposal，"I read in a magazine, a while ago, about how we can strengthen our marriage," she offered，"each of us will write a list of the things that we find a bit annoying with the other person. Then, we can talk about how we can fix them together and make our lives happier together."

The husband agreed. So each of them went to a separate room in the house and thought of the things that annoyed them about the other. They thought about this question for the rest of the day and wrote down what they came up with.

The next morning, at the breakfast table, they decided
 that they would go over their lists. "I'll start," offered the wife. She took out her list. It had many items on it. Enough to fill 3 pages, in fact. As she started reading the list of the little annoyances, she noticed that tears were starting to ap－pear in her husband's eyes.

一个男人和他的女朋友结婚，举行了一场盛大的结婚庆典。

所有的朋友和家人都来到结婚典礼上参加婚宴和庆祝活动。大家都过得很开心。

穿着白色婚纱的新娘漂亮迷人，穿着黑色礼服的新郎英俊潇洒。每个人都能看出他们彼此的爱是真诚的。

几个月后，妻子走近丈夫提议说：“我刚才在杂志上看到一篇文章，说的是怎样巩固婚姻。”她说，“我们两个人都各自把对方的小毛病列在一张纸上，然后我们商量一下怎样解决，以便使我们的生活更幸福。”

丈夫同意了。于是他们各自走向不同的房间去想对方的缺点。那一天余下的时间里，他们都在思考这个问题，并且把他们想到的都写下来。

第二天早上，吃早饭的时候，他们决定谈谈彼此的缺点。“我先开始吧。”妻子说。她拿出她的单子，上面列举了很多条，事实上，足足写满了三页。当她开始念的时候，她注意到丈夫眼里含着泪花。


"What's wrong?" she asked."Nothing," the husband replied,"keep reading your list."

The wife continued to read until she had read all three pages to her husband. She neatly placed her list on the table and folded her hands over the top of it.

"Now, you read your list and then we'll talk about the things on both of our lists," she said happily.

Quietly the husband stated,"I don't have anything on my list. I think that you are perfect the way that you are. I don't want you to change anything for me. You are lovely and wonderful and I wouldn't want to try and change anything about you."

The wife, touched by his honesty and the depth of his love for her and his acceptance of her, turned her head and wept.

In life, there are enough times when we are disappointed, depressed and annoyed. We don't really have to go looking for them. We have a wonderful world that is full of beauty, light and promise. Why waste time in this world looking for the bad, disappointing or annoying when we can look around us, and see the wondrous things before us?

“怎么啦？”她问,“没什么。”丈夫答道，“继续念吧。”

妻子又接着念。整整三页都念完之后她把单子整齐地放在桌上，两手交叉放在上面。

“现在该你念了，然后我们谈谈所列举的缺点。”她高兴地说。

丈夫平静地说：“我什么也没写，我觉得像你这样就很完美了，我不想让你为我改变什么。你很可爱迷人，我不想让你改变。”


妻子被丈夫的诚实和对她深深的爱和接纳感动了，她转过头去哭起来。

生命中我们有很多的失望、沮丧和烦恼，我们根本不需要寻找。我们美妙的世界充满了美丽、光明和希望。但是，当我们放眼四周时，为什么浪费时间寻找不快、失望和烦恼，而看不到我们面前的美好事物呢？



第三卷 爱是一条双行道 Love Is A Two-way Street

当一扇爱的门关闭时，另一扇正在开启。不要总是埋怨你的生活里缺少爱，失去的同时你也在得到。在你的人生道路上，请多多关注道路的两旁，你不但会看到美丽的风景，你也能收获真爱。


The Remembrance Of Lilacs紫丁香的回忆

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

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

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

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

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

一家人刚移居罗德岛。5月的那个星期天, 年轻女人感到有点儿忧伤。毕竟, 这一天是母亲节——而她却与俄亥俄州的父母亲遥距800英里。

那天早上她给母亲打去电话, 祝母亲节日愉快。随后, 她的母亲向她提起, 因为春天已经来临, 所以院子里的色彩是多么绚丽。在她们通话的当儿, 年轻女人几乎可以闻到悬垂在父母亲后门外大灌木丛上的紫丁香醉人的芬芳。

后来, 她向丈夫说起她是如何怀念那些紫丁香时, 他突然从椅子上跃起。“我知道在哪儿能找到你想要的东西。 ”他说，“带上孩子,走吧。”

于是, 他们就出发了, 驱车行驶在罗德岛北部的乡村小路上, 那种天气只有5月中旬才会有：闪亮的阳光、蔚蓝色的晴空以及生机勃勃、随处可见的绿意。他们穿过一座座小村庄和一座座拔地而起的房屋, 穿过废弃的苹果园, 来到了树林和灌木丛掩映的老农场。

他们停下车。车道两边长满了茂盛的雪松、杜松和白桦树。眼前没有一棵紫丁香。


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“随我来,”那个男人说，“翻过那座小山，有个老地窖，几年前是一个人的农场，四周长满了紫丁香。这块地的主人说我可以随时到这儿来闲逛。我相信，要是我们采几束紫丁香，他不会介意。”

还没等他们到达半山腰，紫丁香的芬芳已经向他们飘了过来。于是，孩子们开始奔跑。不久，那位母亲也开始跑起来，直至到达山顶。

那里，远离了过往司机的视野，避开了纷扰的文明世界，高耸的丁香花丛开满了硕大的圆锥形的串串花束，几乎把花茎压成了两折。年轻女人微笑着冲到最近的一处花丛，把脸埋在鲜花中，啜饮着芳香，陶醉在重新唤起的记忆中。

在那个男人察看地窖试图向孩子们解释这座房子必定是什么样子的当儿，那个女人不由自主地走进了紫丁香花丛。她小心翼翼地从这儿摘一枝，那儿挑一束，然后用丈夫的袖珍小刀将它们剪下来。她不慌不忙，像欣赏稀有珍宝似地欣赏着每一朵花。

然而，他们终于还是返回了汽车，走上了回家的路。孩子们叽叽喳喳说个不停，那个男人驾着车，那个女人坐在那儿面带微笑，她周围放满了鲜花，眼睛里充满着向往。

当他们离家不足3英里时，她突然向丈夫大声喊道：“停车，就在这里停车！”

那个男人嘎地刹住车。还没等他问为什么，女人就已经下了车,匆匆走向附近的草坡，怀里仍抱着紫丁香。山顶上是一家疗养院，因为这是一个美丽的春日，所以病人正在室外和亲友溜达或坐在门廊上。


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

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

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

I was that man. The young mother was, and is, my wife. Now, every May, our own yard is redolent with lilacs. Every Mother's Day our kids gather purple bouquets. And every year I remember that smile on a lonely old woman's face, and the kindness that put the smile there.

那个年轻女人走到门廊的尽头，只见那里有一个上了年纪的病人正坐在轮椅里，独自一人，低着头，背对着其他人。年轻女人越过门
 廊栏杆，将鲜花放在了老太太的膝间。老太太抬起头，露出了笑脸。两个女人聊了一会儿，都兴高采烈。随后，那个年轻女人转身跑回到家人的身边。当汽车开动时，坐在轮椅里的那个女人挥动着手，手里紧紧地握着那束紫丁香花。

“妈妈,”孩子们问，“那人是谁呀？你为什么把我们的花送给她？她是谁的母亲呀？”他们的母亲说，“她不认识那个老太太，但今天是母亲节，她看起来是那么孤独，而鲜花会给任何人带来好心情。”再说,她补充道，“我拥有你们，而且我还有自己的母亲，即使她离我很远。那个女人比我更需要那些鲜花。”

孩子们得到了满意的答案，但她的丈夫却没有。第二天，他买了半打紫丁香幼苗，栽到了院子四周；而且从那以后，每隔一段时间，他就会增加一些。

我就是那个男人，那个年轻母亲是我妻子。如今，每年5月，我们自家的院子都会散发出浓烈的紫丁香的芬芳。每逢母亲节，我们的孩子都要采撷紫丁香花束。而且每年我都会记起一位孤独的老太太脸上露出的笑容，以及笑容里呈现出的那种慈祥。


Thelma Married Five Times And Loved Life结五次婚热爱生活的西尔玛

Even at the age of 75, Thelma was very vivacious and full of life. When her husband passed away, her children suggested that she move to a "senior living community." As gregarious and life-loving person, Thelma decided to do so.

Shortly after moving in, Thelma became a self-appointed activities director, coordinating all sorts of things for the people in the community to do and quickly became very popular and made many friends.

When Thelma turned 80, her newfound friends showed their appreciation by throwing a surprise birthday party for her. When Thelma entered the dining room for dinner that night, she was greeted by a standing ovation and one of the coordinators led her to the head table. The night was filled with laughter and entertainment, but throughout the evening, Thelma could not take her eyes off a gentleman sitting at the other end of the table.

When the festivities ended, Thelma quickly rose from her
 seat and rushed over to the man. "Pardon me," Thelma said."Please forgive me if I made you feel uncomfortable by staring at you all night. I just couldn’t help myself from looking your way. You see, you look just like my fifth husband."

"Your fifth husband!" replied the gentleman. "Forgive me for asking, but how many times have you been married?"

With that, a smile came across Thelma's face as she responded, "Four."

They were married shortly after.

即使在75岁的时候，西尔玛仍然过着快乐充实的生活。丈夫去世以后，她的孩子建议她搬到“老年人生活小区”去住。喜欢交友热爱生活的西尔玛就决定搬到那里去住。

搬过去不久，西尔玛就成为了活动的领导者，她参与为社区人们做的一切活动，并很快被大家所喜欢，交了很多朋友。

当西尔玛80岁的时候，她的一些新朋友为她举办了一个生日晚会来表达对她的喜爱。那晚，当她来到晚宴大厅的时候，大家都站起来欢呼着向她致意，其中有一个人把她带到首席。那晚充满了笑声和欢乐，但是整个晚会上，西尔玛的眼神都没有离开一个坐在另一头的绅士身上。

当庆祝结束的时候，西尔玛迅速地离开座位冲到那个男士面前：“对不起，请原谅刚才我一直那样盯着你让你感到不安。我只是控制不住自己去看你。你看，你长的就像我第五个丈夫一样。”

“你第五个丈夫！”这个男士惊讶地说，“请原谅我不礼貌的问题，但是你结了几次婚啊？”

这时，西尔玛脸上露出笑容，回答到：“四次”。

不久，他们就结婚了。


Love Growing Up In Heart爱在心里成长

Maybe God wants us to meet a few wrong people before meeting the right one so that when we finally meet the right person, we will know how to be grateful for that gift.

When the door of happiness closes, another opens, but often times we look so long at the closed door that we don't see the one which has been opened for us.

The best kind of friend is the kind you can sit on a porch and swing with, never say a word, and then walk away feeling like it was the best conversation you've ever had.

It's true that we don't know what we've got until we lose it, but it's also true that we don't know what we've been missing until it arrives.

Giving someone all your love is never an assurance that they'll love you back! Don't expect love in return; just wait for it to grow in their heart but if it doesn't, be content it grew in yours. It takes only a minute to get a crush on someone, an hour to like someone, and a day to love someone, but it takes a lifetime to forget someone.

Don't go for looks; they can deceive. Don't go for wealth;
 even that fades away. Go for someone who makes you smile because it takes only a smile to make a dark day seem bright. Find the one that makes your heart smile.

或许是上帝的安排，在最终找到知音之前，我们总要遇到一些不尽如意的人，只有这样，我们才能对知音这份礼物充满感激之情。

一道幸福之门关闭时，另一扇就会打开。我们经常太多太多地只看见关闭的门，而对开启的门却熟视无睹。

也许最好的朋友就是那些你坐在门廊下，看到的来回过往的行人。你与他们一言未语，走开时却感到好像有过最好的交谈。

无疑，一件东西只有失去时，我们才会懂得其真正的价值。同样，一件东西在得到之前，我们并没有意识到它的缺少。

将爱全部付出，并不能确保一定会得到回报。别指望爱有什么回报，耐心地等待它在你所爱的人的心里生根发芽，成长壮大。即使不会那样，也要感到满足，相信爱在自己心里成长。迷恋一个人只需要一分钟，喜欢一个人需要一个小时，爱上一个人需要一天，而忘记一个人则需要一辈子的时间。

不要追求华丽的外表，外表常常具有欺骗性。不要追求万贯家产，财富也会散尽。寻找那个可以使你微笑的人，只有微笑才能使黑暗的日子变得光明。寻找那个能够使你的心灵微笑的人。


Whatever Love Means——Diana爱就是一切——黛安娜

Although neither or them remembered the occasion, Diana first met her future husband when she was just a baby. It happened during the winter of 1961, when twelve-year-old Charles, Prince of Wales, was visiting his mother's Sandringham retreat.

At the time, young Prince Charles barely glanced at the tiny baby sleeping in her cot. After all, now could a twelveyear-old boy be interested in babies?

But the Prince would eventually take a very keen interest in this particular baby —it would just take some time.

In fact, it would be sixteen years before Prince Charles and Lady Diana Spencer took place in the middle of a farmer's field during a shooting party in November 1977.

It was a cold, rainy, bleak afternoon when sixteen-yearold Diana, dressed in a borrowed parka that was too large for her, boots, and blue jeans, crossed the field to meet the heir to the British throne.

It was almost twilight when the two came face to face near Nobottle Woods.


"What a sad man," Diana thought when she first saw him. The future Princess was intrigued to finally meet the most eligible bachelor in England, though she was not impressed with his five-foot-ten-inch height, thinking to herself that she would tower over him in high heels. But Diana would later say that she admired his beautiful blue eyes.

尽管两人已记不清那段往事，可当黛安娜头一次见到她未来的丈夫时，还只是个孩子。那是在1961年的冬天，当时年仅十二岁的威尔士王储查尔斯正呆在夏丁汉他母亲的休养所。

那时，年轻的查尔斯王子几乎看都没看那个睡在童床里的小不点儿。毕竟，十二岁的孩子怎么会对婴儿感兴趣呢？

然而，这位王子最终就是对这个婴孩产生了强烈的兴趣——只不过那是后来的事了。

实际上，查尔斯王子与黛安娜·斯宾塞女士再次相遇已是十六年后了。那次邂逅是在1977年11月的一次乡村狩猎会途中。

那是一个阴雨绵绵，寒风刺骨的下午，十六岁的黛安娜，身穿借来的一件过大的毛皮风雪大衣，足登长靴，下身是一件蓝色牛仔裤。她正经过这片狩猎场朝着这位英国王位继承人走来。

接近黄昏时分，二人在诺布托树木附近迎面相遇。

当黛安娜第一眼看到王子时，心里想：“一个多么忧郁的人。”尽管黛安娜对于他五英尺十英寸的身高并不心为然，觉得要是她穿着高跟鞋肯定会高过他，但这位未来的王妃还是期盼与英国最令人中意的单身汉见面。可是黛安娜后来说她很羡慕王子那双迷人的蓝色眼睛。


The Prince later remarked that he thought Diana was "a very jolly and attractive" girl，"full of fun，" though Diana herself believed that "he barely noticed me at all."

Diana, it was discovered later, first came to the attention of the royal family when she acted as a bridesmaid for her sister Jane's wedding that April. It was the first major social occasion that Diana attended as a young woman. And many of the royals were surprised at how beautiful and mature the once-gawky girl had become.

Even the Queen Mother. Prince Charles's grandmother, noticed Diana's beauty, grace, and charm. She complimented the Earl on the fine job he had done in bringing Diana up.

A short time later, Prince Charles sent his valet to handdeliver a formal invitation for Diana to accompany him that very evening to the opera and a latenight dinner at the palace.

Though she was flustered, and the invitation came at such short notice, Diana accepted. She and her roommate, Carolyn Bartholomew, hurried to dress and prepare Diana for her big date. The evening was a success, and an invitation to party on the royal yacht came soon after……

Although she was intimidated by the crowd at Balmoral, Diana was wise enough not to stay in the castle itself. She asked for, and was granted, an invitation to stay with her sister Jane and her young husband at their cottage on the Balmoral estate.

The Prince visited Diana there every day, offering to escort her to a barbecue, or extending an invitation for a long walk in the woods.


虽然黛安娜自己认为“他根本没注意过我”，但王子后来说道，他觉得黛安娜是个“快乐而迷人的”姑娘，“很有趣。”

人们后来发现，黛安娜第一次引起皇室的注意是在那年四月她姐姐简的婚礼上，当时她是伴娘。这是她成年后参加的第一个大型社交活动，许多皇室成员对这个当初还是个粗笨难看的丫头，现如今却出落成如此成熟美丽的女人颇感惊讶。

就连查尔斯王子的祖母王后陛下都注意到了黛安娜的美丽、端庄和迷人。她称赞伯爵对黛安娜的精心培养。

不久之后，查尔斯王子派随从亲手送给她一张正式的请柬，邀请黛安娜当晚陪伴他去看歌剧并出席午夜的宫廷晚宴。

尽管黛安娜感到局促不安，且请柬来得太匆忙，可她还是接受了。她与她的室友卡洛琳·巴赛洛缪，匆匆忙忙地梳洗打扮并为黛安娜做好了去赴这个重大约会的准备。当晚非常尽兴，不久邀请她参加皇家游艇聚会的请柬又接踵而至……

虽然黛安娜对于拜尔马洛的众王族感到有些害怕，可她十分明智没有前往城堡。她提出请求，并得到批准，邀请她住在姐姐简和简的年轻丈夫在拜尔马洛的别墅中。

王子每天都去那里拜访她，要么提出陪她参加户外烤肉宴，要么邀请她去树林中进行长时间散步。


When Charles went to Switzerland for a ski vacation, Diana missed him terribly. He called her after a day or two, and told Diana he had something important to ask her.

He arrived home on February, 3, 1981.Three days later, he arranged to see Diana at Windsor Castle. Late that evening, while Prince Charles was showing Diana the nursery, he asked her to marry him.

To his surprise, Diana treated his proposal as a joke, She actually giggled. But soon she could see that Prince Charles was serious. Despite an insistent voice inside her head that told her she would never be Queen, she accepted his proposal.

Diana told Prince Charles over and over that she loved him.

"Whatever love means." Was his reply.

当查尔斯去瑞士作滑雪旅行时，黛安娜对他朝思暮想。查尔斯到那里一两天后就打电话给她，告诉黛安娜他回英格兰后，要问她一些重要的事情。

1981年2月3日他回来了。三天后，他安排在温莎堡见黛安娜。那天晚上，当查尔斯王子陪黛安娜参观育婴室的时候，他向她求婚。

令王子惊讶的是，黛安娜把他的求婚当作了一个玩笑。她咯咯地笑起来。但不久后她看得出查尔斯王子是认真的。尽管她的脑海中一直有个声音告诫她不要想着去当王妃，可她还是接受了王子的请求。

黛安娜一遍又一遍地对王子说她爱他。

“爱就是一切，”王子答道。


A Walk In The Woods林中漫步

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

我实在不明白！为什么这个年老女士会对一片毫无用处的老灌木林如此紧张呢？她给当地报纸写了信，甚至给全国性的报纸也写了信，对拟将在她们村子里修建小路的方案表示抗议。但从地图上看，这条拟建的小路离她家并不近，那一带也并非风景优美。这不仅使我感到迷惑，还激起了我的好奇心。


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

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

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

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

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


"Yes, that's what it is!" she said softly，"There are letters and a lover's heart".

很快就要进行对新小路的调查了，我想了解一下她反对的原因。于是我敲响了小屋的门，一位叫玛丽·史密斯的女士接待了我，然后她带我去树林中走走。

“我一直深爱这个地方，”她说，“这里珍藏了我和其他许多人的回忆。我们都曾在这个地方呆过。人们称它为‘情人路’。它其实并不能算是什么路，也不通往什么重要的地方，但这正是我们来这里的原因。远离他人，只有我们自己。”她补充说道。

那天林间实在迷人，小鸟唱着歌，松鼠在树枝间张望，很自在地活动，显然这里人迹罕至，它们一点都不害怕。我能想象得出，在小路修好后，汽车通过这片宁静的树林将会是怎样的喧闹，因此我猜这对她来说可能意味着些什么。但我坚持认为社区的需要重于个人的意见，所以我没说什么。村里目前的交通，特别是对于老人和小孩来说，尤其危险，所以对我来说他们的安全比这个老年女士的怪念头更重要。

“拿这棵树来说吧，”她停了一会儿说，“对你来说它只是一棵普通的树，与这里其它的树没什么区别。”她轻轻地摸着这棵树的树皮说：“看这，在这个枝条下面，你看见了什么？”

“好像有人用小刀在这里刻过什么东西。”我略略看了一下后说。

“是的，正是这样！”她轻轻地说，“是一些字母和一颗爱人的心。”


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

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

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

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

Mary Smith was quiet for a while, then she sobbed."His mother showed me the telegram. 'Sergeant R Holmes….Killed in action in the invasion of France'".

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

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


我又看了一下，这回看得认真了一些。刻的那颗心还在那，此外还依稀可以看见有支箭穿心而过。心一边的字母已无法辨认了，但在另一边，字母“R”清晰可见，后面还有个像是“I”的字母。“初恋罗曼史？”我问道，“你知道他们是谁吗？”

“唔，我知道。”玛丽·史密斯说，“写的是‘RH爱MS’。”

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

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

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

“我本来希望你和罗宾会结婚的。”她母亲说，“我只有他一个孩子，我本希望能做祖母，有非常可爱的小宝宝。”她真是那么说的！

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


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

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

I turned away, sick at heart.

玛丽·史密斯又停了会儿没说话。她轻柔地抚摸着那棵刻过的树，就像她曾经抚摸他一样。“现在他们想把我们的树夺走。”她又轻轻地抽噎了一下，然后她转过身来对着我。“当时我年轻漂亮，我爱嫁给谁都可以，我当时可不是现在这么老的。我拥有生命里所要的一切，一个值得爱的男人、健康的身体和充满梦想的未来。”

她顿了顿，朝四周看了一眼。微风轻轻吹拂着树叶，发出叹息般的沙沙声。“当然，那时还有其他人，但他们连罗宾的一丝一毫都比
 不上！”她肯定地说。“现在我一无所有——只剩下残留在这棵树上的记忆。那个可恶的家伙竟建议把路修在我们所站的这个地方，我真希望掐死他，我会对他说：你从没爱过吗，你活过吗，你从不知道什么叫记忆吗？你知道，不仅仅是我们，现在我仍能看见些男男女女像当年的我和罗宾那样到这儿来。是的，我一定要对他说！”

我转过身去，心里感到很难过。


The Best Kind Of Love最亲密的爱

I have a friend who is falling in love. She honestly claims the sky is bluer. Mozart moves her to tears. She has lost 15 pounds and looks like a cover girl.

"I'm young again!" she shouts exuberantly.

As my friend raves on about her new love, I've taken a good look at my old one. My husband of almost 20 years, Scott, has gained 15 pounds. Once a marathon runner, he now runs only down hospital halls. His hairline is receding and his body shows the signs of long working hours and too many candy bars. Yet he can still give me a certain look across a restaurant table and I want to ask for the check and head home.

When my friend asked me"What will make this love last?"I ran through all the obvious reasons: commitment, shared interests, unselfishness, physical attraction, communication.Yet there's more. We still have fun. Spontaneous good times.Yesterday, after slipping the rubber band off the rolled up newspaper, Scott flipped it playfully at me: this led to an all-out war. Last Saturday at the grocery,we split the list and raced each other to
 see who could make it to the checkout first. Even washing dishes can be a blast. We enjoy simply being together.

我的一个朋友最近恋爱了。她很诚恳地宣称她的天更加蓝了。莫扎特的音乐可以让她感动到流泪。她骤减了15磅，看上去就好像那些封面女郎一样。

“我的青春又回来了！”她兴奋地喊道。

我的朋友就这样喋喋不休地谈论着她的新欢，我不得不看了看我自己的旧爱。和我结婚快要20年的丈夫，Scott，最近又长了15磅。他曾经是个马拉松选手，不过现在只能跑完医院的走廊而已。他的发线越来越靠后(他要秃头啦)，他的身体就像是长时间工作加上过量的糖果棒的标本。不过他坐在餐桌的对面的样子仍然让我有感觉 ——感觉想马上买单回家。

每当朋友问我“这样的爱情怎么能保持到现在？”的时候，我尝试说出所有想当然的理由：约定，共同的兴趣，无私，个人魅力，交流……当然还有更重要的：我们在一起时仍然有乐趣，有很多无意中的愉快时光。昨天，Scott 用橡胶带把卷起来的报纸绑好，开着玩笑轻轻敲了我一下：然后鸡飞狗跳的“战争”就这样开始了。还有上个星期六，在杂货店，我们把购物列表分成两半，看看谁最先买完结帐。就算是洗碗的时候我们也很疯狂地玩。几乎是只要在一起我们就很开心。


And there are surprises. One time I came home to find a note on the front door that led me to another note, then another, until I reached the walk-in closet. I opened the door to find Scott holding a "pot of gold" (my cooking kettle) and the "treasure" of a gift package. Sometimes I leave him notes on the mirror and little presents under his pillow.

There is understanding. I understand why he must play basketball with the guys. And he understands why, once a year, I must get away from the house, the kids—and even him-to meet my sisters for a few days of nonstop talking and laughing.

There is sharing. Not only do we share household worries and parental burdens—we also share ideas. Scott came home from a convention last month and presented me with a thick historical novel. Though he prefers thrillers and science fiction, he had read the novel on the plane. He touched my heart when he explained it was because he wanted to be able to exchange ideas about the book after I'd read it.

There is forgiveness. When I'm embarrassingly loud and crazy at parties, Scott forgives me. When he confessed losing some of our savings in the stock market, I gave him a hug and said, "It's okay. It's only money."

There is sensitivity. Last week he walked through the door with that look that tells me it's been a tough day. After he spent some time with the kids, I asked him what happened. He told me about a 60-year-old woman who'd had a stroke. He wept as he recalled the woman's husband standing beside her bed, caressing her hand. How was he going to tell this hus-
 band of 40 years that his wife would probably never recover? I shed a few tears myself. Because of the medical crisis. Because there were still people who have been married 40 years. Because my husband is still moved and concerned after years of hospital rooms and dying patients.

当然还有各样地惊喜。有一次回家的时候，发现前门上面有张纸条。这纸条又让我找另一张纸条，然后一张接一张，直到我走到屋外的储物室。打开门，顿时发现Scott一手拿着一个“金瓶子”(我的厨用瓶子)，一手拿着一大礼包的“财宝”。有时候我也在镜子上给他留纸条，然后把小礼物放在他的枕头下面。

还有理解。我理解他为什么一定要和朋友们打篮球。他也理解为什么每年我离开家一次，只是为了去和我姐妹们唧唧喳喳嬉闹上几天，而且还要带上孩子，甚至有时候也把他拖上。

还有分享。我们不止“分享”家务劳动和作为父母的负担—— 我们也共享我们的想法。Scott 上个月参加了一个会议，回家时给我带了一本很厚的历史小说。虽然他更喜欢恐怖和科幻小说，他还是在飞机上读了这本书。当他对我解释，看这本书只是为了可以在我看了之后和我有所讨论的时候，我被从心底被感动了。

还有宽容。当我在派对上令人尴尬地大声叫着跳着的时候，Scott原谅了我。当他忏悔道他在股市上丢掉了我们的一些存款的时候，我给了他一个拥抱然后说：“没关系，钱不是最重要的。”

还有敏感。上个星期当他回来的时候，脸上的神情让我感觉他这天过得很不好。在他和孩子们玩了一会儿后，我问他怎么了。他说有一个六十岁的老太太得了中风。当回忆到那个老太太的丈夫站在床边，握着她的手的时候，Scott哭了。他怎么来对这个结婚40年的丈夫说他的夫人很可能永远不能复原呢。我也流了一些泪。因为这样的病。也因为现在还有结婚超过40年的夫妇。更因为我的丈夫在医院工作多年，却仍然会被临危的病人们感动，还担心着这些病人。


There is faith. Last Tuesday a friend came over and confessed her fear that her husband is losing his courageous battle with cancer. On Wednesday I went to lunch with a friend who is struggling to reshape her life after divorce. On Thursday a neighbor called to talk about the frightening effects of Alzheimer's disease on her father-in-law's personality. On Friday a childhood friend called long-distance to tell me her father had died. I hung up the phone and thought, This is too much heartache for one week. Through my tears, as I went out to run some errands, I noticed the boisterous orange blossoms of the gladiolus outside my window. I heard the delighted laughter of my son and his friend as they played. I caught sight of a wedding party emerging from a neighbor's house. The bride, dressed in satin and lace, tossed her bouquet to her cheering friends. That night, I told my husband about these events.

We helped each other acknowledge the cycles of life and that the joys counter the sorrows. It was enough to keep us going.

Finally, there is knowing. I know Scott will throw his laundry just shy of the hamper every night; he'll be late to most appointments and eat the last chocolate in the box. He knows that I sleep with a pillow over my head; I'll lock us out of the house at a regular basis, and I will also eat the last chocolate.

I guess our love lasts because it is comfortable. No, the sky is not bluer: it's just a familiar hue.

We don't feel particularly young: we've experienced too much that has contributed to our growth and wisdom, taking
 its toll on our bodies, and created our memories.

还有信仰。上周二，一个朋友到家里来，向我倾诉她的丈夫正在流失和癌症斗争的勇气。周三，我和一个朋友一起午餐——她正烦恼着在离婚之后如何重新梳理自己的生活。周四，一个邻居告诉我老年痴呆症在她岳父身上有着多么可怕的影响。周五，一个儿时的朋友打长途电话告诉我她的父亲去世了。在我挂了电话之后，想：这个星期真是一个伤心的星期。哭过之后，我有事要出去一下。我注意到鲜艳夺目的橙色剑兰正在我的窗外开放着。我听到我的孩子和他们的朋友一起玩耍的嬉戏声。我看到邻居家正好在举行着婚礼。新娘穿着绸缎和蕾丝的礼服，将花束抛向她欢呼的朋友。那晚，我告诉我的丈夫发生的这些事情。

我们帮助对方来了解生命的循环，以及怎么用欢乐来对抗痛苦。这就已经足够让我们继续生活下去了。

最后，还有相互了解。我知道Scott会把衣服扔得到处都是，然后晚上又面对满地的东西脸红；约会时他总是迟到，还会把盒子里最后一块巧克力吃掉。他也知道我总是喜欢在头上放着枕头睡觉；把我们锁在屋外是我的家常便饭，还有我也会把盒子里最后一块巧克力吃掉。

我觉得我们的爱之所以能延续是因为它很温馨。当然，我的天空并没有变得更蓝：它还是我熟悉的色彩。

我们也不特别地感到年轻：我们经历过太多了。这些经历帮助我们成长，让我们更有智慧，让我们切身感受到痛苦，也创造了我们的回忆。


I hope we've got what it takes to make our love last. As a bride, I had Scott's wedding band engraved with Robert Browning's line "Grow old along with me!" We're following those instructions.

但愿我们都知道是什么让我们的爱保持下来的。在我还是新娘的时候，Scott给我的结婚戒指上面刻Robert Browning的名言：“让我们一起变老吧！”我们一直遵循着这些指导。


The Bargain Hunters淘宝者

John and I may look like your average couple walking around at a garage sale, but we're actually professionals for good deals—and we know all the tricks to get them. So when we saw the sign outside a little country church proclaiming"Fair! Bargains! Open 9:00 A.M. today!" John pulled over.

We were half an hour early, which was just on time for us. We went up to the door and knocked. No response. I knocked again. This time the door opened a crack. A glumfaced woman looked out at us. "Yes?"

约翰和我看上去似乎就像一对寻常夫妇，在旧货摊上转悠着，但我们其实可是淘宝的专业人士哦——我们知道买到划算东西的所有窍门。所以当我们看到一个乡村小教堂外挂着牌子，写着“卖场！便宜货！今天上午9点开卖！”时，约翰就把车开到了路边。

我们早到了半小时，但对于我们来说却恰是时候。我们走到门前，敲了敲门，没人回答。我又敲了敲门。这一次门开了一个缝。一个愁眉不展的女人从里面看着我们。“有事吗？”


"Sorry, we're early birds," I said."But we're just on the way to the airport and have only a few minutes to spare." It wasn't true, of course, but the airport story never failed to get us first crack at the merchandise, without any competition.

"Could we just have a quick peek?" I asked her.

The woman sighed. "It's not ready," she said. "Our helpers haven't turned up. Not a one."

"We don't mind if it's disorganized," John said.

Seeing we weren't going away, the woman pulled the door open. Inside, a man in a brown coat stood looking around in despair. No wonder. The room was in shambles. Unopened cartons littered the floor, alongside piles of many books and clothing. Sculpture, paintings and furniture were pushed into corners. This wasn't a sale, it was a disaster.

"We don't know what to do," said the woman. Her eyes were wet. "We've never done a fair before."

The man came over and held out his hand. "My name's Glenn," he said."I'm the minister here. This is my wife." He put an arm around her shoulder. "You're free to look around. Gwen, you'd better go make up a sign canceling the fair."

John and I looked at each other. We couldn't just leave. John turned to the couple. "Don't cancel the fair," he said."Just do what we tell you."

"We've got less than half an hour before we're supposed to open," said Gwen.

"Then you'd better let us get started," I said, looking around.

There's a science to setting up a fair, and after years in the
 business, John and I were experts. But this was a challenge even for us. John began slicing open cartons. Gwen walked around. "Is there anything we can do?" she asked.

“抱歉，我们来早了，”我说，“但我们正要去机场，只剩下几分钟了。”当然这不是真的，但这个机场的故事向来都能让我们最先看到货物，还不用跟人竞争。

“能让我们扫上一眼吗？”我问她。

那个女人叹了口气。“还没准备好呢，”她说，“给我们帮忙的人还没来，一个都没来。”

“我们不在意会场乱点。”约翰说。

看我们没有离开的意思，女人拉开了门。里面有一个穿着棕色外套的男人，他站在那儿，绝望地环顾四周。怪不得呢，房间里一片混乱。还没打开的纸板箱在地板上乱放着，旁边是成堆的书和衣服。雕塑、油画和家具都被推到了墙角。这哪里是义卖，简直是一场灾难。

“我们不知道该怎么办，”女人说。她的眼里噙着泪花。“我们以前从没卖过东西。”

那个男人走过来伸出手。“我叫格伦，”他说，“我是这里的牧师。这位是我太太。”他用一只胳膊搂住女人的肩膀。“你们可以随便看看。格温，你最好写个通告，就说今天的卖场取消了。”

约翰和我你看着我，我看着你。我们不能就这么走了。约翰转向这对夫妇。“别取消它，”他说。“照我们说的做就可以了。”

“可现在离我们定的开场时间连半小时都没有。”格温说。

“那么你们最好让我们现在就开始。”我说着，四处打量。

开卖场是一门学问，多年的买卖经验让约翰和我都成了专家。但这次对我们来说也是一次挑战。约翰开始切开纸板箱。格温在旁边走来走去。“我们能帮上什么忙吗？”她问。


"Have your morning tea," I answered."And leave the mess to us." If Gwen remembered our imaginary trip to the airport, she didn't say so.

I pulled up my sleeves and started the work. John and I barely spoke—we were so practiced we didn't need to, especially when we came across two choice pieces. One was a folio of Chinese prints, the other a beautiful vase. John's eyes met mine and I knew he was thinking the same thing I was: We could just set these off to the side where nobody will see them. But we just couldn't do it. With one last longing look, I laid the folio out on a table and placed the vase with the other china.

"That's it," I said, washing my hands. "Everything's OK."

John looked at his watch. "Five minutes to spare!" he exclaimed."How did we do all this so quickly?" I had no idea.

Glenn and Gwen stared at the displays in silence. Then they looked at us with a mixture of joy, relief and... something else I couldn't name. Something almost like wonder.

Glenn thanked God for his goodness. Then he thanked him for sending two helpers for the fair. "We'd like you each to have something as a reward for all your hard work," Glenn said when he was finished. "Please take whatever you'd like. On us."

He didn't have to ask twice. Quick as a flash John grabbed the folio of Chinese prints and I snatched up the vase. The door opened and our first customers came in.

John and I drove away with our treasures. "It's odd,"
 John admitted. "That was a record breaker. But I don't feel all that spent."

“喝点早茶，”我回答道，“把这烂摊子交给我们就行了。”不知道格温还记不记得我们虚构的机场之行，就算记得，她也没说什么。

我卷起袖子，开始干活。约翰和我几乎不说话——我们太训练有素了，根本就不需要交流，尤其当我们偶然发现两件精美的物件时。一件是对开本的汉语书，另一件是个漂亮的花瓶。我们对视一眼，我知道他此时的想法和我的一样：我们完全可以把这两件东西放到一边去，让其他人都看不到。但是我们却不能这么做。我渴望地看了它们最后一眼，就把对开本放在桌上，把花瓶与其他瓷器放到了一起。

“就这样了，”我边洗手边说，“一切搞定。”

约翰看了看表。“还有5分钟呢！”他喊着。“我们怎么这么快就干完了？”我也不知道。

格伦和格温默不作声地凝视着摆放好的物品。然后他们看着我们，眼神里透着欣喜和如释重负，还有……一些我说不上来的感觉，一种类似敬畏、惊异的感觉。

格伦感谢了上帝的仁慈，接着他感谢上帝为卖场派来了两个帮手。“我们希望你们每人都拿一件东西，作为对你们辛勤劳动的回报，”格伦做完祷告后说道。“你们喜欢什么就尽管拿吧。算我们的。”

他根本用不着说第二遍。约翰动作快得就像一道闪电，一把抓起对开本的汉语书，而我则一把把那个花瓶抢了过来。门打开了，我们的第一批顾客走了进来。

约翰和我带着我们的宝物驾车离开了。“真奇怪，”约翰承认，“这次真是破纪录了。可我没觉得那么累。”


"It felt as if time slowed down for us," I said, trying to make sense of it. "And the way Glenn and Gwen looked at us when we were all done..."

"like we were angels," John said.

Us? Angels? Angels wouldn't have made a getaway with the little fair's most valuable merchandise, would they?

The folio prints fetched a good price at our stall the next weekend, but I didn't get the usual happiness from making a big sale. I looked over at John, who had just sold the vase for even more than we imagined. He didn't look any happier than I did.

The following day John and I turned some money into an anonymous bank cheque paid to the little country church. The real angels who lived there deserved it. After all, they'd done the lion's share of the work.

“我的感觉就好像时间专为我们走慢了，”我说，想理清其中道理。“当我们把东西收拾好的时候，格伦和格温看我们的眼神……”

“就好像我们是天使，”约翰说。

我们？天使？天使是不会在一个小义卖会上拿了最值钱的东西就跑掉，不是吗？

在接下来的周末，在我们的货摊上，对开本的书卖了个好价钱，可我却没从这单大买卖中感觉到以往的快乐。我朝约翰望去，他刚刚卖掉了那个花瓶，而且价钱比我们想象的还要高许多。他看上去也不比我高兴。

第二天，约翰和我把钱换成一张匿名的银行支票汇给了那个小乡村教堂。在那住的真正的天使应该得到这些钱。毕竟，是他们完成了绝大部分的工作。


Mystery Of The White Gardenia神秘的白色栀子花

Every year on my birthday from the time I turned 12, a white gardenia was delivered to my house in Bethesda, MD. No card or note came with it. Calls to the florist were always in vain, it was a cash purchase. After a while I stopped trying to discover the sender's identity and just delighted in the beauty and heady perfume of that one magical, perfect white flower nestled in soft pink tissue paper.

But I never stopped imagining who the anonymous giver might be. Some of my happiest moments were spent daydreaming about someone wonderful and exciting but too shy or eccentric to make known his or her identity.

自十二岁生日起，每年的这一天都会有一支白色的栀子花送到我在马里兰州伯特斯达市的家里。花上没有附带任何卡片或便条。打电话询问花店也一直没有线索，因为购花者使用现金付账。不久，我便不再查找送花人是谁，而只是端详着那裹在粉色软纸中神秘无暇的白色栀子花，任自己陶醉在它浓烈的香气与绮丽中。

但是我对于神秘送花人的猜想从来没有止息。我的许多快乐时光都是在幻想送花人的样子中度过的——那一定是个令人兴奋、富有魅力的人，只是出于个性害羞或脾气古怪而不愿公开他或她的身份。


My mother contributed to these imaginings. She'd ask me if there were someone for whom I had done a special kindness who might be showing appreciation. Perhaps the neighbor I'd helped when she was unloading a car full of groceries. Or maybe it was the old man across the street whose mail I retrieved during the winter so he wouldn't have to venture down his icy steps. As a teen-ager, though, I had more fun speculating that it might be a boy I had a crush on or one who had noticed me even though I didn't know him.

When I was 17, a boy broke my heart. The night he called for the last time, I cried myself to sleep. When I awoke in the morning, there was a message scribbled on my mirror in red lipstick: Heartily know, when half-gods go, the gods arrive. I thought about that quotation from Emerson for a long time, and until my heart healed, I left it where my mother had written it. When I finally went to get the glass cleaner, my mother knew everything was all right again.

I don't remember ever slamming my door in anger at her and shouting,"You just don't understand!?" Because she did understand.

One month before my high school graduation, my father died of a heart attack. My feelings ranged from grief to abandonment, fear and overwhelming anger that my dad was missing some of the most important events in my life. I became completely uninterested in my upcoming graduation, the senior class play and the prom. But my mother, in the midst of her own grief, would not hear of my skipping any of those things.

The day before my father died, my mother and I had gone
 shopping for a prom dress. We'd found a spectacular one, with yards and yards of dotted Swiss in red, white and blue. It made me feel like Scarlett O'Hara, but it was the wrong size. When my father died, I forgot about the dress.

母亲也会和我一起猜测。她会问我是不是我帮助过的人在向我表示感激之情。有可能是邻居感谢我帮她把杂物搬下车，也有可能是街对面住的老爷爷感谢我在冬天帮他取信，省得他冒险走下因结冰而打滑的台阶。不过十几岁的我更乐意猜测送花人是某个我迷恋的或是我并不认识但却对我留意已久的男孩。

17岁那年，一个男孩伤透了我的心。他最后一次打电话给我的那个晚上，我是在哭泣中入眠的。早晨醒来，只见我的镜子上有一行用红色唇膏写的留言：“你应当知道，半人半神走了，神就来了。”我用了很长时间体会爱默生的这句话。在抚平内心的伤痕之前，我一直没有抹去母亲的这句留言。而当我终于把它抹去时，母亲便知道一切又恢复了正常。

我从来不曾冲着她摔门，怒气冲冲地吼道：“你怎么就是不明白！？”因为她的确了解我的心思。

离高中毕业还有一周时，我的父亲死于心脏病。我的情绪十分复杂，对父亲的离去既悲伤又害怕，甚至怒不可遏——他就这样错过了我一生中几个最重要的时刻。我对即将到来的毕业典礼、高年级汇演和毕业舞会统统丧失了兴趣。但尽管母亲自己仍处于悲痛中，却不愿看到我错过任何一项活动。

父亲去世的前一天，母亲与我为毕业舞会挑选晚装。我们选中了那条令人惊艳的裙子——它有着红、白、蓝三色的缀花大裙摆。穿上它我觉得自己就像斯佳丽·奥赫拉一样。但是它不大合身。父亲一去世我就忘记了这回事。


My mother didn't. The day before the prom, I found that dress in the right size draped majestically over the living room sofa. It wasn't just delivered, still in the box. It was presented to me beautifully, artistically, lovingly. I didn't care if I had a new dress or not. But my mother did.

She wanted her children to feel loved and lovable, creative and imaginative, imbued with a sense that there was magic in the world and beauty even in the face of adversity. In truth, my mother wanted her children to see themselves much like the gardenia. Lovely, strong and perfect with an aura of magic and perhaps a bit of mystery.

My mother died 10 days after I was married. I was 22. That was the year the gardenias stopped coming.

母亲却没有忘。舞会的前一天，我发现那件晚装优雅地搭在客厅的沙发上，刚好合身。它不是简单地盛在盒子里邮递给我，而是饱含着爱心，并以一种极富美感与艺术性的方式呈现在我面前。我并不在意自己有没有新晚装，但母亲在意。

母亲要让自己的孩子能够感受到爱并且惹人疼爱；她要自己的孩子富有创造力与想象力，而且始终坚信：即使面临困境，奇迹仍会发生，美好依然存在。实际上，她想让她的孩子都把自己当作栀子花，成为可爱、坚强、完美的人，并具备一种极富魅力的气质，甚至有些神秘感。

在我结婚后的第10天，母亲去世了，当时我22岁。从那一年起，再也没有人给我送来栀子花。


A Long Way From Anywhere长路漫漫

The seven-year-old girl sat quietly on the steps of the old, gray apartment complex, waiting for her mommy and daddy to come down with the last few items that would fit into their dilapidated, old Ford. She wrapped her torn and stained blue blanket around her shoulders and cuddled her handsome clown doll to her chest. Taking a deep breath, she blew out a sigh and watched her warm breath turn to crystal as it touched the early-morning air.

Here we go again, she thought. Another trip to who knows where.

七岁的小女孩安静地坐在一栋灰旧的综合公寓楼的楼梯上，等着爸爸妈妈下来把最后几件东西放进他们那残旧的福特车里。她用又脏又破烂的蓝色毛毯裹住肩膀，然后把她那漂亮的小丑玩偶抱在怀里。她深深地吸了一口气，发出一声叹息，看着自己温热的呼吸在清晨的空气中化成结晶。

又要上路了，她想。再次踏上不知通往何处的旅途。


Her bright blue eyes grew dark as her parents hurried down the stairs with only a few items.

"Where is Mr. Fuzzy Teddy?" she asked.

Without a word, Mommy gently ushered the little girl into the backseat of the car. The child sat with her arms crossed. She knew another toy was being left behind because "there wasn't room" for it. She had heard the line so many times she wondered why she still asked. The last time they'd moved, her favorite doll had been left behind. The time before that, her four-foot-long, green snake with the rainbow-colored spots.

Each time something was left behind, it felt like a piece of her heart had been sliced off with a big, sharp carving knife. Since she was an only child and had no friends, her toys were her companions. To lose them was heart wrenching, but she suffered in silence. If she said anything, Daddy would just feel bad and go even more quiet than normal.

As they drove away, a salty tear rolled down her plump, pink cheek as she watched the red and green lights flashed by her window. It was Christmas Eve, and they were on the road again. She really thought that this year they were going to have a "real" Christmas. Mommy and she had put up a small tree they’d found out in the field. She had helped decorate it with popcorn and paper stars. They had even placed a little straw baby Jesus on one of the branches.

Now, they were driving away from the promise of Christmas. She wasn't sure where they were going, only that they were heading in the direction of California. They always headed to California when the money was running out. Daddy had a
 sister there who always let him "borrow" money and let them stay with her a few days until Daddy could "get back on his feet."

当看到父母只带着几件物件匆忙走下楼梯时，她明亮的蓝眼睛一下子沉了下来。

“毛毛泰迪先生去哪儿了？”她问。

妈妈没有说话，只是温柔地把小女孩领到车子后座。孩子双手交叉坐着，她知道又一件玩具被落下了，因为“没有地方”放它。这句话她已经听过无数次了，她也不明白自己为什么还要问这个问题。上一次他们搬家的时候，她最喜欢的洋娃娃被落下了。再上一次是她的4英尺长、身上有彩虹斑点的绿蛇。

每次当某样东西被落下，那感觉就像她的心被一把锋利的切肉刀割下了一块。因为她是独生女，又没有朋友，所以那些玩具就是她的伙伴。失去它们让她很伤心，但她仍然默默地忍受着。因为如果她有所怨言，爸爸会很难受，只会比平常更加沉默。

他们驾车离开的时候，小女孩望着车窗外红绿相间的彩灯，一颗咸咸的泪珠从她胖乎乎的粉嫩脸颊上滴了下来。今天是平安夜，可他们又要上路了。她原本以为今年他们会过上一个“真正的”圣诞节。妈妈和她在家里摆放了一棵在田地里找到的小树，她还帮忙用爆米花和纸星星装饰它，她们甚至还在其中一根树枝上挂了一个小稻草耶稣娃娃。

现在，他们离圣诞节越来越远了。她不知道他们要去哪里，只知道他们朝着加利福尼亚的方向驶去。每当钱快用完的时候，他们总会去加利福尼亚。爸爸在那里有一个姐姐，她总会“借”钱给爸爸，并让他们住上几天，直到爸爸“恢复过来”。


As the blustery day wore on, the little girl played in the backseat with her blanket, handmade clown doll, and a green, plastic jump rope with missing handles. Sitting on the edge of the Ford's tattered backseat, she'd drop the rope down a rust hole in the floor right beneath her feet. With a little help from her fingers, she had made the hole big enough so that she could watch the rope dance as its end hit the road flashing by. It kept her quiet for hours.

As day rolled into stormy night, her stomach tied into a tighter and tighter knot. Christmas would be here in no time, and they had no tree, no fireplace, and no place to stay so Santa could find her. Yet, she remained silent. Words were of no help when Daddy was involved.

As night fell, they pulled into a small diner for dinner. They ordered two of the "specials," which, in honor of the holiday, consisted of sliced turkey, dressing, and mashed potatoes and gravy. Everything tasted so good to her. She even got to share a piece of pumpkin pie with Mommy and Daddy. Maybe Christmas Eve on the road wasn't so bad after all. At least they were together.

It was late by the time they'd finished dinner, washed up in the bathroom, and hit the road again. The tired child lay down on the backseat, curled up under her thin, blue blanket, and imagined the Christmas they would have next year. She pictured a big home with enough rooms so that everyone had their own special place. She saw a big Christmas tree sparkling with hundreds of green, yellow, red, and blue lights. Silver tinsel hung from every branch. Popcorn and paper chains en-
 circled its limbs. Under the tree sat dozens of brightly colored packages, many of them with her name on them. In her mind she opened the biggest package and out popped a three-foot panda. She fell asleep with a smile on her face and a tear on her cheek.

窗外狂风怒号，白天渐渐消逝。小女孩在后座玩弄着毛毯、手制小丑玩偶，以及一条没了手柄的绿色塑胶跳绳。她坐在福特车破烂的后座边缘，把绳子垂到脚下车底座一个生锈的洞里。她用手指弄出了一个洞，当绳子末端跌跌撞撞地碰到路面的时候，她就可以透过那个洞看绳子跳舞。她就这样静静地看了几个小时。

白天渐渐转为风雨交加的夜晚，她的肚子也开始不停地打鼓。圣诞节很快就要带来，但他们没有圣诞树，没有壁炉，更没有一个让圣诞老人可以找到她的地方。可是，她依然没有说什么。当爸爸陷入困境的时候，话语并没有帮助。

夜幕降临，一家人在路边一家小餐馆停下来用餐。他们点了两份“特别套餐”——由于是节日，套餐包括火鸡切片、调味酱和肉汁土豆泥。她觉得每道菜都是那么可口，她甚至和爸爸妈妈分享了一块南瓜馅饼。也许在路上过平安夜并不是那么糟，至少一家人在一起。

他们吃完饭，在浴室洗过澡，又重新上路，这时已经很晚了。疲惫的孩子在后座躺下，蜷缩在薄薄的蓝色毛毯下，想象着明年的圣诞节。她脑海里浮现出这样一幅画面：他们住在一间很大的屋子里，每个人都有自己的地方。高大的圣诞树上闪烁着无数彩灯，绿的、黄的、红的、蓝的。整棵树都挂满银色的闪光片，爆米花和纸片绕满了树干。圣诞树下是一大堆五颜六色的包裹，其中很多都写着她的名字。她在脑中想象自己打开了最大的那个包裹，里面弹出一个3英尺高的熊猫。她睡着了，脸上带着一丝微笑，脸颊挂着一滴泪水。


Morning seemed to come early, and they were still driving. When she woke up, she felt the chill of the icy outside air as it poured in from the hole in the floor and the leaky windows. She wrapped the blanket closer around her shoulders, sat up, and crossed her legs under her to keep her feet warm. After yawning and wiping the sleep from her eyes, she turned to look out the window.

There by her side lay a brand-new Mickey Mouse coloring book, and a box of crayons. She picked up the toys without a word and just stared at them for a while.

"Mommy," she finally said in a whisper.

"Yes," her mom whispered back.

"Where did these toys come from?"

"Santa brought them," she said.

"But how?"

"Santa always finds good little girls and boys even when they're a long way from anywhere."

The little girl sat back in the seat and played quietly for hours with her new toys.

That little girl was me, and I found out many years later that my mom and dad had stopped at a convenience store and used their last two dollars to buy those toys. What should have been the worst Christmas of my life turned out to be the best Christmas, because my parents gave me more than toys. They gave me a belief in miracles.


早晨似乎来得特别早，而他们仍然在路上行驶着。她醒了，感觉到外面冰冷的空气从地板上的洞，还有漏风的车窗透进来。她用毛毯把肩膀裹得更紧，坐了起来，盘起腿，好让两脚暖和一些。她打打呵欠，揉了揉惺忪的睡眼，然后望向窗外。

在她身旁，放着一本全新的米奇老鼠填色本，还有一盒彩色蜡笔。她一声不吭地拿起这些玩具，看了它们好一段时间。

“妈妈，”她终于轻声说道。

“什么？”妈妈也轻声地回答。

“这些玩具是从哪儿来的？”

“圣诞老人带来的，”她说。

“但是现在怎么送来的？”

“即使那些乖孩子在路上，圣诞老人还是能找到他们。”

小女孩坐回到座位上，静静地玩着她的新玩具，足足玩了几个小时。

那个小女孩就是我。许多年以后，我才知道那天爸爸妈妈在一家便利店旁停下，用他们最后的两美元买了那些玩具。那天原本是我一生中最糟糕的圣诞节，但我的父母却把它变成最可贵的一个圣诞节，因为他们给予我的远远不止那些玩具，他们让我相信奇迹会出现。


A Christmas Story圣诞节的故事

Year after year my brothers, sister and I would wait anxiously on Christmas morning to hear my father's voice saying it was all right to come down. Usually I was the first one awake. I can remember Christmas since I was probably 6 or 7. I remember every year, starting at Thanksgiving, my growing eager for the season.

Even now as I look through the boxes of Christmas decorations, I see the same familiar ones: the ornaments with our birth years on them, our five stockings, four for the kids, one for the dog, and my father's "Winter village" that is set up on the mantle every year. It used to be easy for us to decide when to put up the decorations. But now that we all have jobs and social lives, it is usually a rushed activity. I'm still not sure what year our annual watching of White Christmas ended.

Each year, especially as we get older, little things change and during the holiday season is when you realize it. It almost brings a pain to a little place in your heart where all your hidden feelings go. The worst was the year after two of my grandparents had past away. Besides going to my mom's mother's
 house on Christmas Eve, and my dad's parent's house on Christmas Day, we just had our family over to our house on Christmas Day. Now when I think back to it, I miss having my grandfather slide our presents across the floor. I even miss him calling me my nickname "Jessie", even though I can't stand when people call me that.

每一年的圣诞节清晨，我和兄弟姐妹们都会焦急地等着父亲叫道：好了，可以下来了。通常我都是第一个醒来。我对圣诞节的记忆可以追溯到大约六七岁的时候。我清楚地记得每年从感恩节开始，我心中对圣诞季节的期盼就与日俱增。

如今翻看圣诞饰品盒的时候，我看到的装饰品还是和童年时代一模一样：写有我们出生年份的装饰物；五只圣诞袜，其中四只是给孩子的，剩下一只是给小狗的；还有父亲的“冬日村庄”模型，每年他都会把它放在壁炉架上。以前，决定什么时候挂上这些饰品对我们而言是一件轻松的事情。但现在因为我们都有了自己的工作和社交生活，这事儿也变成了一项仓促的任务。我也不记得到底是从哪一年开始，我们不再看每年必看的《银色圣诞》了。

每一年，尤其随着我们渐渐长大，细小的事情开始发生改变，而我们往往就是在节假期间察觉到这些变化的。这几乎让我们心中收藏着最隐秘情感的角落感到隐隐作痛。最糟的时候是两位祖父母去世那一年。圣诞节前夜我们家会去我的外祖母家，圣诞当天就去我祖父母家，要不然就是在圣诞节那一天全家人都过来我们家里。现在回想起来，我很怀念祖父推着那些礼物滑过地板，甚至怀念他叫我的小名“杰西”，虽然我讨厌别人这样叫我。


Things change, not always for the good, but not always for the bad either. And the things that don't change have the most important meaning to us, and I'm sure they will for the rest of our lives. After all, every time I hear my father's words"All right you guys, come on down, nice and slow" And we go down the stairs in age descending order, first my older brother, then me, then my sister, then my younger brother, I still get the same feelings in the pit of my stomach...the feelings of love, giving, peace, and most of all the true Christmas spirit.

事物总是在变化，不一定都会变得更好，也不一定都会变得更糟。而不变的事情对我们总有最重要的意义，我确信这些事情将伴随我们的一生。每次当我听到父亲说“好了，孩子们，下来吧，乖乖的，慢慢来”。然后我们兄妹几个就按从大到小的顺序走下楼梯，先是我哥哥，接着是我，随后是妹妹，最后是弟弟。流年似水，我内心深处的情感却依旧未变……那就是爱、付出、平静，以及最重要的一点——圣诞的本质。



第四卷 最美丽的蔷薇The Most Beautiful Roses

蔷薇是美丽的，你一定也喜欢它，可是它也是带刺的，你一不小心就会伤到自己的手指头。可正是因为它的那些刺，它才分外地迷人。我们的身边有许许多多美丽的蔷薇，你要学会去呵护它们，懂得真正地欣赏它们。在获得那最美丽的蔷薇时，你要学会宽容与尊敬，让它的芬芳滋养你的一生。


Four Lovers In Life生命中的四位爱人

There was a rich merchant who had 4 wives. He loved the 4th wife the most and adorned her with rich robes and treated her to delicacies. He took great care of her and gave her nothing but the best.

He also loved the 3rd wife very much. He's very proud of her and always wanted to show off her to his friends. However, the merchant is always in great fear that she might run away with some other men.

He too, loved his 2nd wife. She is a very considerate person, always patient and in fact is the merchant's confidante. Whenever the merchant faced some problems, he always turned to his 2nd wife and she would always help him out and tide him through difficult times.

Now, the merchant's 1st wife is a very loyal partner and has made great contributions in maintaining his wealth and business as well as taking care of the household. However, the merchant did not love the first wife and although she loved him deeply, he hardly took notice of her.

One day, the merchant fell ill. Before long, he knew that
 he was going to die soon. He thought of his luxurious life and told himself, "Now I have 4 wives with me. But when I die, I'll be alone. How lonely I'll be!"

Thus, he asked the 4th wife, “I loved you most, endowed you with the finest clothing and showered great care over you. Now that I'm dying, will you follow me and keep me company?""No way!" replied the 4th wife and she walked away without another word.

从前，一位富有的商人娶了四个老婆。他最爱他的小老婆，给她华丽的衣裳和美味佳肴。他对她体贴入微，把最好的东西都给了她。

商人也很爱第三位老婆。他为她感到骄傲，并常把她作为在朋友面前炫耀的资本。但他同时也忧心忡忡，怕她与其他男人跑了。

当然，商人也爱二老婆，她既善解人意又耐心。事实上，她是商人的红颜知己。每每遇到困难，他就会找她，而她也总能帮助他走出困境，度过难关。

至于大老婆，她是一位忠诚的伴侣，替他照料生意、打理家务，忙里忙外，可谓劳苦功高。然而，尽管她爱得这么深，商人却偏不钟情于她，甚至没把她放在心上。

一日，商人得了重病，他自知将不久于人世。当他回顾自己奢华的一生，不禁心中怅然：“现在我虽然有四个老婆相伴，但死后却要孤零零一人。多寂寞啊！”

于是，他问小老婆：“我最疼你，给你买最漂亮的衣服，还对你呵护备至。现在我就要离开这个世界了，你愿意随我而去，与我相伴吗？”“绝不可能！”她丢下一句话，径自走开了。


The answer cut like a sharp knife right into the merchant's heart. The sad merchant then asked the 3rd wife，"I have loved you so much for all my life. Now that I'm dying, will you follow me and keep me company?" "No!" replied the 3rd wife. "Life is so good over here! I'm going to remarry when you die!" The merchant's heart sank and turned cold.

He then asked the 2nd wife，"I always turned to you for help and you've always helped me out. Now I need your help again. When I die, will you follow me and keep me company?""I'm sorry, I can't help you out this time!" replied the 2nd wife. "At the very most, I can only send you to your grave." The answer came like a bolt of thunder and the merchant was devastated.

Then a voice called out："I'll leave with you. I'll follow you no matter where you go." The merchant looked up and there was his first wife. She was so skinny, almost like she suffered from malnutrition. Greatly grieved, the merchant said,"I should have taken much better care of you while I could have!"

Actually, we all have 4 wives in our lives

The 4th wife is our body. No matter how much time and effort we lavish in making it look good, it'll leave us when we die.

Our 3rd wife is our possessions, status and wealth. When we die, they all go to others.

The 2nd wife is our family and friends. No matter how close they had been there for us when we're alive, the furthest they can stay by us is up to the grave.


The 1st wife is in fact our soul, often neglected in our pursuit of material, wealth and sensual pleasure.

小老婆的回答如一把尖刀插在商人心上。伤心的商人继而问第三个老婆：“我一直对你宠爱有加。如今，我将不久于人世，你愿意随我而去，与我相伴吗？”“不！”她拒绝道，“人间的生活多么美好啊！你死后我会改嫁他人！”商人的心倏地下沉，渐渐变冷。

他再转向二老婆，问道：“我过去常常求助于你，你也总能为我排忧解难。现在我想再请你帮一次忙。我死后，你愿意随我而去，与我相伴吗？”“很抱歉，这一次我帮不了你，”她说，“我最多只能让你入土为安。”这句话犹如晴天霹雳，商人彻底绝望了。

这时，旁边传来一个声音：“我愿意随你一同离去。无论你到哪里，我都会跟着你。”商人抬起头，看到了自己的大老婆。她是那么消瘦，一副营养不良的样子。商人悲痛万分，他说：“我过去就应该好好地珍惜你啊！”

其实，我们每个人的一生都有四位爱人相伴。

小老婆代表我们的躯体。无论我们花费多少的时间和精力想去装扮她，我们死后它终会弃我们而去。

第三位老婆代表财产、地位与金钱。一旦我们撒手西去，它终究会转向他人。

二老婆则代表了我们的家人与朋友。我们活着的时候，无论他们与我们多么亲近，他们最多也只能到墓前送我们最后一程。

至于大老婆，她则是我们的灵魂。当我们沉迷于追求物质、金钱或感官享受的时候，她常常会被遗忘在一旁。


Guess what? It is actually the only thing that follows us wherever we go. Perhaps it's a good idea to cultivate and strengthen it now rather than to wait until we're on our deathbed to lament.

结果呢？她才是唯一与我们永远相伴的。也许从现在开始，我们就应该悉心照顾好她，而不是等到临终之际才悔恨不已。


Marriage, Love And Freedom婚姻、爱与自由

You are asking, "Is it possible to be married and to be free?"

If you take marriage non-seriously, then you can be free. If you take it seriously, then freedom is impossible. Take marriage just as a game——it is a game. Have a little sense of humor, that it is a role you are playing on the stage of life; but it is not something that belongs to existence or has any reality——it is a fiction.

你问：“结婚后还保持自由,可能吗?”

轻松地看待婚姻，自由是可能的；严肃地看待婚姻，自由绝不可能。把婚姻就看作游戏——它是个游戏。多一点幽默感，它只是你在人生舞台上扮演的一个角色；并不属于存在，也没有真实性——它是个虚构。


But people are so stupid that they even start taking fiction for reality. I have seen people reading fiction with tears in their eyes, because in the fiction things are going so tragically. It is a very good device in the movies that they put the lights off, so everybody can enjoy the movie, laugh, cry, be sad, be happy. If there was light it would be a little difficult——what will others think? And they know perfectly well that the screen is empty——there is nobody; it is just a projected picture. But they forget it completely.

And the same has happened with our lives. Many things which are simply to be taken humorously, we take so seriously——and from that seriousness begins our problem.

In the first place, why should you get married? You love someone, live with someone——it is part of your basic rights. You can live with someone, you can love someone.

Marriage is not something that happens in heaven, it happens here, through the crafty priests. But if you want to join the game with society and don't want to stand alone and aloof, you make it clear to your wife or to your husband that this marriage is just a game: "Never take it seriously. I will remain as independent as I was before marriage, and you will remain as independent as you were before marriage. Neither I am going to interfere in your life, nor are you going to interfere in my life; we will live as two friends together, sharing our joys, sharing our freedom——but not becoming a burden on each other."


但人们如此愚蠢，居然把虚构当作现实。我看见，人们读小说，悲惨的故事让他们流泪。播放电影时，把灯关掉，这样做很好，因此每个人能享受这部电影，欢笑、哭泣、伤心、快乐。如果灯开着，这就有点难——如果表露情绪，别人会怎么想？他们知道得很清楚，屏幕空无一物——没有人，只是投影的图像。但他们完全忘了这个事实。

我们的生活里，也发生同样的事。很多事情，只须幽默看待，我们却那么严肃——结果问题纷至沓来。

首先，你为什么要结婚呢？你爱某人，与某人一起生活——这都是你的基本权利。你能与某人一起生活，你能爱某人。

天堂里没有婚姻，只在尘世，通过牧师的狡诈而存在。但是，如果你不想超然独立，而想参与这个社会游戏，那么你就要让你的妻子或丈夫弄清楚，婚姻仅仅是个游戏：“别把婚姻看得那么严肃。婚姻中，我将保持独立性，与婚前一样，你也是如此。你不妨碍我的生活，我也不妨碍你的生活；我们生活在一起，像两个好朋友，分享喜悦，分享自由——但绝不成为对方的负担。


And any moment we feel that the spring has passed, the honeymoon is over, we will be sincere enough not to go on pretending, but to say to each other that we loved much——and we will remain grateful to each other forever, and the days of love will haunt us in our memories, in our dreams, as golden——but the spring is over. Our paths have come to a point, where although it is sad, we have to part, because now, living together is not a sign of love. If I love you, I will leave you the moment I see my love has become a misery to you. If you love me, you will leave me the moment you see that your love is creating an imprisonment for me.

Love is the highest value in life: It should not be reduced to stupid rituals. And love and freedom go together——you cannot choose one and leave the other. A man who knows freedom is full of love, and a man who knows love is always willing to give freedom. If you cannot give freedom to the person you love, to whom can you give freedom? Giving freedom is nothing but trusting. Freedom is an expression of love.

So whether you are married or not, remember, all marriages are fake——just social conveniences. Their purpose is not to imprison you and bind you to each other; their purpose is to help you to grow with each other. But growth needs freedom; and in the past, all the cultures have forgotten that without freedom, love dies.

You see a bird on the wing in the sun, in the sky, and it looks so beautiful. Attracted by its beauty, you can catch the bird and put it in a golden cage.

Do you think it is the same bird? Superficially, yes, it is
 the same bird who was flying in the sky; but deep down it is not the same bird--because where is its sky, where is its freedom?

任何时刻，感觉到春天消失和蜜月结束，我们将足够真诚，绝不伪装，而告诉对方：我们曾非常相爱——我们将对此永远保持感激，那些充满爱的时光，萦绕在我们的记忆和梦里，如黄金般宝贵——但现在春天结束了。我们已走到那个点，尽管令人伤心，但我们必须分开，因为现在，共同生活不再是爱的象征。如果我真地爱你，当看见我的爱让你痛苦时，我将离开你；如果你真地爱我，当你看见你的爱禁锢我时，你将离开我。

爱是生命的最高价值：它不该蜕化为愚蠢的仪式。爱和自由在一起——不能做选择。知道自由的人充满了爱，知道爱的人总会给予自由。如果你不能给你所爱的人自由，那你又能把自由给谁呢？给予自由不是别的，就是信任。自由就是爱的表达。

所以无论你是否结婚，记住，一切婚姻都是捏造品——仅仅为了社会的方便。婚姻的意图，不是让你们彼此囚禁和束缚，而是让你们彼此帮助，共同成长。但成长需要自由；在过去，所有文化都遗忘了：没有自由，爱就消失。

你看见一只鸟，在阳光灿烂的天空中飞翔，多么美！它的美吸引着你，你能捉住它，把它放进金鸟笼里。

你认为它还是原来那只鸟吗？表面上，它还是那只在天空中飞翔的鸟，但是，在深处它已经不是原来那只鸟——因为，没有它的天空，哪来它的自由？


This golden cage may be valuable to you; it is not valuable to the bird. For the bird, to be free in the sky is the only valuable thing in life. And the same is true about human beings.

这个金鸟笼，对你而言，也许有价值；对鸟而言，毫无价值。在鸟看来，空中的自由飞翔，才是它生命中唯一的价值。对于人类，也是同样的道理。


The Most Beautiful Roses最美丽的蔷薇

The old lady had always been proud of the great rose-tree in her garden, and was fond of telling how it had grown from a cutting she had brought years before from Italy, when she was first married. She and her husband had been travelling back in their carriage from Rome ( it was before the time of railways ) and on a bad piece of road south of Siena they had broken down, and had been forced to pass the night in a little house by the road-side. The accommodation was wretched of course; she had spent a sleepless night, and rising early had stood, wrapped up, at her window, with the cool air blowing on her face, to watch the dawn.

老太太一直为她园中那株蔷薇树感到骄傲，她对人讲，这树是怎么从一根由意大利带回的枝条上长起来的，那是好多年以前的事，那时她刚结婚。 她和丈夫正从罗马乘坐马车回国（那时还没有火车），一天在辛拿城南一段崎岖的路上，车子出了毛病，不得已只好暂时到路边一所小宅院去过夜。 设备当然是简陋极了；她度过了一个不眠之夜，次日很早起身，披衣凝立窗前，在拂面的习习晨风中，注视天色破晓。


She could still, after all these years, remember the blue mountains with the bright moon above them, and how a faroff town on one of the peaks had gradually grown whiter and whiter, till the moon faded, the mountains were touched with the pink of the rising sun, and suddenly the town was lit as by an illumination, one window after another catching and reflecting the sun's beam, till at last the whole little city twinkled and sparkled up in the sky like a nest of stars.

That morning, finding they would have to wait while their carriage was being repaired, they had driven in a local conveyance up to the city on the mountain, where they had been told they would find better quarters; and there they had stayed two or three days. It was one of the miniature Italian cities with a high church, a pretentious piazza, a few narrow streets and little palaces, perched, all compact and complete, on the top of a mountain, within and enclosure of walls hardly larger than an English kitchen garden. But it was full of life and nose, echoing all day and all night with the sounds of feet and voices.

The Cafe of the simple inn where they stayed was the meeting place of the notabilities of the little city; the Sindaco, the avvocato, the doctor, and a few others; and among them they noticed a beautiful, slim, talkative old man, with bright black eyes and snow-white hair — tall and straight and still with the figure of a youth, although the waiter told them with pride that the Conte was molto vecchio — would in fact be eightey in the following year. He was the last of his family, the waiter added — they had once been great and rich people
 — but he had no descendants; in fact the waiter mentioned with complacency, as if it were a story on which the locality prided itself, that the Conte had been unfortunate in love, and had never married.

虽然事隔多年，她仍然记得青山上一轮皓月，远山之颠的一座城镇，逐渐泛白，继而月落，山边为徐徐升起的朝阳染成绯红；不久，城镇恍然似为巨焰所映，陡然大亮，窗扉一扇扇在朝霞的照耀下，光晶泛彩。最后整个小城在天宇之间闪烁辉耀起来，宛若一团星群。

由于修车尚待时日，那天早上他们便搭乘当地车辆去了那座山城，那里据说可以觅到较好住处；他们在那里逗留了两三天。 那座城是典型意大利式的小城，有一座高耸的教堂，一个矜饰的广场，几条狭窄的街道，几所矮小的楼房，紧凑齐全，毕集于一座山头之上，周围还有城墙环绕，占地比一个英国的家厨菜园也大不许多。 然而这里却充满生机，非常热闹，轮蹄喧哗，彻夜不休。

他们下榻的一家普通旅店中的餐馆为城中名流聚会之地；包括市长，律师，医生，以及一些其他人物；这些人中他们遇见了一位风姿翩翩，消瘦健谈的老人，乌黑的眸子炯炯有神，头发已经雪白——他的体格修长挺立，仍然具有年轻人的身段，虽然侍者骄傲地对他们讲，这位伯爵已经年纪很大——实际上翌年即满八十。 他是他家族的最后一人，侍者补充道——他家曾经是富贵望族——但他没有后代；伯爵在爱情上受过挫折，并从此未曾结婚，云云。 实际上侍者提及此事时面有得意之色，仿佛这是当地人民引以为荣的一段故事。


The old gentleman, however, seemed cheerful enough; and it was plain that he took an interest in the strangers, and wished to make their acquaintance. This was soon effected by the friendly waiter; and after a little talk the old man invited them to visit his villa and garden which were just outside the walls of the town. So the next afternoon, when the sun began to descend, and they saw in glimpses through door-ways and windows, blue shadows beginning to spread over the brown mountains, they went to pay their visit. It was not much of a place, a small, modernized, stucco villa, with a hot pebbly garden, and in it a stone basin with torpid gold-fish, and a statue of Diana and her hounds against the wall. But what gave a glory to it was a gigantic rose-tree which clambered over the house, almost smothering the windows, and filling the air with the perfume of its sweetness. Yes, it was a fine rose, the Conte said proudly when they praised it, and he would tell the Signora about it. And as they sat there, drinking the wine he offered them, he alluded with the cheerful indifference of old age to his love-affair, as though he took for granted that they had heard of it already.

"The lady lived across the valley there beyond that hill. I was a young man then, for it was many years ago. I used to ride over to see her; it was a long way, but I rode fast, for young men, as no doubt the Signora knows, are impatient. But the lady was not kind, she would keep me waiting, oh, for hours; and one day when I had waited very long I grew very angry, and as I walked up and down in the garden where she had told me she would see me, I broke one of her roses, broke
 a branch from it; and when I saw what I had done, I hid it inside my coat—so—; and when I came home I planted it, and the Signora sees how it has grown. If the Signora admires it, I must give her a cutting to plant also in her garden; I am told the English have beautiful gardens that are green, and not burnt with the sun like ours."

这为老先生兴致很高；显然他对这两位陌生人很感兴趣，并愿意结识他们。这事随即由友好的侍者促成；于是，在一次短暂的交谈之后，老人便邀请他们去他的别墅与花园做客，地址即在城墙之外不远的地方。于是次日下午，当夕阳开始西沉，门窗启处，兰色暗影已渐渐笼罩棕褐的山岭时，他们遂欣然命驾。那里地势局促——一座不大的现代式灰墁别墅而外，另有一个炎澳的软石路面的花园，石砌水池之中浮游着一些懒散的金鱼，池旁靠墙处并有一尊女猎神及其猎犬的雕像等等。但是足为这小园增色的是其中一巨株蔷薇，树身过屋，绿荫翳窗，使院中沁满浓香。的确，这是一株不错的蔷薇，伯爵听了客人夸奖之后得意地说，并说他乐意把树的来历讲给夫人听听。于是当他们坐定之后，一边饮着酒时，他便以老年人满不在乎的欣然神情，略微提了提他的一段旧情，仿佛他相信他们对此一定早有所闻似的。

“女士就住在青山背后的河谷对岸。 那时我还是个少年，因为这已是多年前的事了。我常常骑马过去看她；路途不近，但我骑得很快，这点夫人当然理解，年轻人总是性急的。但这位女士心地不善良，喜欢叫人等个不休，往往一等就是几个小时；一天，我因为等得过久而生气起来。 当我在她叫我等她的那个花园中踱来踱去时，我折了她的一朵，应该说一枝，蔷薇；当我发现自己做了这么一件事时，我便把那枝蔷薇藏在外衣里面——就像这样——；回来以后我就把它种上，而夫人也已看到，它长得多好。 如果夫人喜爱的话，我当然要奉赠一枝，好把它栽在园里；听说英国人的花园非常美丽，青葱翠绿，不像我们此地给太阳晒得那么燥热。”


The next day, when their mended carriage had come up to fetch them, and they were just starting to drive away from the inn, the Conte's old servant appeared with the rose-cutting neatly wrapped up, and the compliments and wishes for a buon viaggio from her master. The town collected to see them depart, and the children heard a rush of feet behind them for a few moments, but soon they were far down towards the valley; the little town with all its noise and life was high above them on its mountain peak.

She had planted the rose at home, where it had grown and flourished in a wonderful manner; and every June the great mass of leaves and shoots still broke out into a passionate splendour of scent and crimson colour, as if in its root and fibres there still burnt the anger and thwarted desire of that Italian lover. Of course the old Conte must have died many years ago; she had forgotten his name, and had even forgotten the name of the mountain city that she had stayed in, after first seeing it twinkling at dawn in the sky, like a nest of stars.

第二天，修好了的马车来迎接他们。 正当他们即将离开旅社之际，伯爵的老仆赶来，奉上包扎精致的蔷薇枝条一束，并代其主人转致一路平安之意。 城中的人也都跑来向他们道别，儿童尾随在车子后面，一直跟出城外。 他们听见车后的脚步声乱哄了一阵，但不久车子已经往下走了很远，进入河谷地带，而这座喧闹的山顶小城则早已高高地在他们头顶之上了。

她把蔷薇栽在家中，蔷薇长得枝邃叶茂，十分美丽；每逢六月到
 来，浓碧的枝叶丛中，猩红馥郁，蔚成一派情如火灼的奇观，仿佛它的根茎之间依旧燃烧着那位意大利情人的愤怒与郁悒。 当然那老伯爵此时肯定早已去世多年；而她也记不起他的名字，甚至连她所住过的那座山城叫什么名字，她也都记不起了，虽然她曾经在拂晓之时看它在空中闪烁发光，宛若一团星群。


Happiness Will Come Again幸福会再来

Are you aware that everything in our life always seemingly imitate each other?

The things you encountered today appeared to have happened before，only the trivial details were somewhat different .

Take, the scene of love, for example, your lovers may have been different over the years, whereas there are many things you might also have experienced in the past.Falling in love is no more than the several specified phases. The flirtation between lovebirds is also simply about the several specifid steps. Also the quarrel between the two is nothing but for the several specified reasons. The breakup，or failure in love, seems to bear lots of subtle resemblances to the previous one, too.

Things occur between friends, like jealousy, aloofness, diffidation, are not fresh. Haven't these sorts of things arisen between you and your friends before? This time, the roles have been exchanged only.

It is not only the people who appear in our lives that we seemingly have known, but also our life. Say you have once hurt the one who was deeply in love with you. And one day
 you were hurt by the one you were deeply in love with. It was not what we call nemesis，because there was no right or wrong about feelings between man and woman. Nor was there so called circulation. We considered startlingly that all the things before our eyes were out of nemesis ,which were merely man's life. The miscellaneous things in our life will originally imitate each other.

有没有发觉，人生的万件事情，总好像是互相模仿？

你今天遇到的事情，从前好像已经遭遇过了，只是细枝末节有点不同罢了。

比如爱情的场景，多少年来，你爱的人不一样，但是，许多事情你从前也经历过了。恋爱也不外乎那几个阶段。情侣调情，也不外乎那几个步骤。两个人吵架，也不外乎那几个理由。后来的分手，或者失恋，跟上次失恋也好像有很多微妙的相似。

朋友间发生的事，像妒忌、疏远、绝交，并不新鲜。你以前不也是跟朋友发生过这些事情吗？只是，这一次，大家的角色对调了。

似曾相识的，不单单是一些在我们生命里出现的人，还有我们的生活。你曾伤害一个爱你至深的人，一天，你被你至深的爱人深深伤害。这并不是什么报应，男女感情，无所谓对错，也无所谓循环。我们吃惊地以为眼前一切是报应，这只不过是人生。人生里的万件事情，本来便会相互模仿。


Love is like this, so is long or forever parting.

Happiness is like this, and so is sorrow.

To be a human will sometimes be tedious in that the things happened were too similar. To be a human will sometimes be fun, because we know happiness will come again due to similarity.

爱情如是，生死别离如是。

快乐如是，悲伤也如是。

做人有时很闷，因为发生的事太相似了。做人有时很有趣，因为相似，我们知道快乐会重来。


Love And Time爱与时间

Once upon a time, there was an island where all the feelings lived: Happiness, Sadness, Knowledge, and all of the others, including Love. One day it was announced to the feelings that the island would sink, so all constructed boats and left. Except for Love.

Love was the only one who stayed. Love wanted to hold out until the last possible moment.

When the island had almost sunk, Love decided to ask for help.

Richness was passing by Love in a grand boat. Love said,

从前，一个小岛上驻扎着林林总总各种感情，有幸福、悲伤、知识等等，还有爱。有一天，感情们接到通知说，小岛马上就要下沉，于是纷纷造船逃离。惟有爱无动于衷。

爱是唯一准备留下来的。 爱要坚持到最后可能的时刻。

小岛快要沉没时，爱禁不住求救起来。

富有驾驶一艘豪轮经过，爱恳请道：


"Richness, can you take me with you?"

Richness answered, "No, I can't. There is a lot of gold and silver in my boat. There is no place here for you."

Love decided to ask Vanity who was also passing by in a beautiful vessel. "Vanity, please help me!"

"I can't help you, Love. You are all wet and might damage my boat," Vanity answered.

Sadness was close by so Love asked, "Sadness, let me go with you."

"Oh，Love, I am so sad that I need to be by myself!"

Happiness passed by Love, too, but she was so happy that she did not even hear when Love called her.

Suddenly, there was a voice, "Come, Love, I will take you." It was an elder. So blessed and overjoyed, Love even forgot to ask the elder where they were going. When they arrived at dry land, the elder went her own way. Realizing how much was owed the elder, Love asked Knowledge, another elder, "Who Helped me?"

"It was Time," Knowledge answered.

"Time?" asked Love. "But why did Time help me?"

Knowledge smiled with deep wisdom and answered, "Because only Time is capable of understanding how valuable Love is."

“富有，带上我吧。”

“不成，不成，”富有说，“我船上载满了金银财宝，哪容得下你。”

虚荣乘着漂亮的小船经过，爱前往求助，“虚荣，帮帮我吧！”


“我没法帮你呀，爱，你看你，全身透湿，会把我的船弄坏的。”虚荣说。

悲伤打爱身边经过，爱赶紧叫住他，“我跟你一快走吧。”

“哎呀，爱，真对不起，我好悲伤，我想一个人待着！”

幸福从爱身边经过，正沉浸于自己的快乐呢，根本没听见爱的呼唤。

突然，一个声音响起来，“来吧，爱，我带你一起走。”原来是一个长者。爱高兴极了，竟然忘了问他们这是去哪。到达一片干燥的陆地后，长者自顾走了。爱意识到自己实在需要对她感恩戴德，于是去问另一位长者知识，“是谁帮了我？”

“是时间。”知识回答说。

“时间？可时间为什么要帮我呢？”

知识意味深长地笑着说，“因为只有时间能理解爱的价值。”


Touch Me抚摩我

Touch me. Don't be afraid. I can't hurt you. Go ahead and touch my smooth surface. Feel the cold, glass-like smoothness and the crevices and lines that make me what I am. Use both hands if you wish. We are more similar than you dare to believe.

Touch my face. Yes, I have a face like yours. It has weathered the centuries as yours has the years. My face portrays my evolution. Yours, the birth and death of a generation. My face has aged like yours as we have endured together the testimony of earth's elements.

I have eyes like yours. My inscriptions stare out at you as I search for the meaning of why we are here. I look into your eyes and see who you are. Who am I? I was formed millions of years past and now you see the results of my evolution.

I can feel your hands and the sweat from your palms flow into the countless combination of the letters that make me. I know you. I have known you since I was able to breathe in the air as my smoothness began to take shape and my color matured along with natural flaws. You have known me since the days when you came to take me from my mother.


You cannot hear me. I am static and unmoving. But, I can hear your murmurs and your cries of pain and sadness. Your sons and daughters ask why? There are no answers. I am very old. I have seen everything and I am none the wiser for the pain and suffering I have witnessed since I rose from the bowels of the earth. I have witnessed the conflict, the death, the civilizations, and the societies that have come before you. Yet I remain mystified about this day.

抚摸我吧，别害怕，我不会伤害你。来吧，抚摸我光滑的皮肤。感觉玻璃般的冰冷与光滑，以及其中的裂缝和刮痕，感受我的存在。如果你愿意，请用双手抚摸吧。我们的相似之处将超越你的想象。

抚摸我的脸。没错，我有着和你一样的面孔。我的脸随着时代的变迁而风化如同你的脸随着岁月的流逝而逐渐苍老。我的脸展示了我的世纪进程。你的, 则描绘了一生的沧桑曲折。当我们一起忍受了尘世中风雨的考验时，脸上也被刻下了岁月的痕迹！

我有着和你一样的眼睛。我的碑铭注视着你，仿佛在寻找生命的意义。让我透过你的双眼看看你是谁。而我又是谁？我已生存了数百万年，你看到的是我最终的演变。

我可以感觉到你的双手，汗水从手掌流入数不清的碑文的缝隙。我认得你。从我可以呼吸，从我开始成型，从我的色彩在风的侵袭下而越变浓烈时，我就认识你。你也早已认识我，当你带我离开母亲时。

你听不到我的声音，因为我是静止的。但我却听到了你的低声诉语，你的痛苦哀号。你的子女们问“为什么？”这没有答案。我已经老了。我看到了一切，但我承认面对自己所目睹的苦难沧桑我并不是一个智者。我目睹了战争、死亡、人类文明还有人类社会这些曾经你所经历的种种，但我依然困惑不解。


I feel sad yet alive with a purpose. I have come to know those who are now an integral part of the reason for my being here at this place and time. That purpose has become apparent as I stand before you on this day while your brethren gather to witness my reflections and the changes of light that mirror your soul.

I am a reflection of you……

I am all of you……

I am your spirit……

I am The Wall……

我感到悲伤，却清楚地感受到自己存在的目的。我渐渐了解那些刻在我身上的名字，是他们让我有存在的理由。今天，当你们围聚在我身边，看那些名字在我身上的反射，而光线的变化也折射出你们的灵魂——我越发清楚我存在的目的。

我就是你的映像……

我就是你的全部……

我就是你的灵魂……

我就是面墙……


She Left Her Shoes爱的遗鞋

She left her shoes, she took everything else, her toothbrush, her clothes, and even that stupid little silver vase on the table we kept candy in. Just dumped it out on the table and took the vase. The tiny apartment we shared seemed different now, her stuff was gone, it wasn't much really, although now the room seemed like a jigsaw puzzle with a few pieces missing, incomplete. The closet seemed empty too; most of it was her stuff anyway. But there they were at the bottom, piled up like they usually were, every single one of them.

她把鞋子留在了这里，其它的统统都带走了——包括她的牙刷、她的衣服，甚至我们摆放在桌上装糖果的银色小瓶子，她直接把糖果倒在了桌上，然后把瓶子拿走了。这个二人世界的小蜗居看上去已经和以前大不一样了，属于她的东西虽然不是特别多，可都给搬得干干净净，这间房子现在就如同一幅残缺的拼图，不再像以前那样完整。衣柜也变得空空如也，里面的东西本来都是她的。然而就在柜子的底层，也和往常一样堆积在那里，她的鞋子却给留了下来，一只也不少。


Why did she leave her shoes? She couldn't have forgotten them, I knew too well that she took great pride in her shoe collection, but there they still were, right down to her favorite pair of sandals. They were black with a design etched into the wide band that stretched across the top of them, the soles scuffed and worn; a delicate imprint of where her toes rested was visible in the soft fabric.

It seemed funny to me, she walked out of my life without her shoes, is that irony, or am I thinking of something else? In a way I was glad they were still here, she would have to come back for them, right? I mean how could she go on with the rest of her life without her shoes? But she's not coming back, I know she isn't, she would rather walk barefoot over glass than have to see me again. But Christ she left all of her shoes! All of them, every sneaker, boot and sandal, every high heel and clog, every flip-flop. What do I do? Do I leave them here, or bag them up and throw them in the trash? Do I look at them every morning when I get dressed and wonder why she left them? She knew it, she knows what's she's doing. I can't throw them out for fear she may return for them someday. I can't get rid of myself of her completely with all her shoes still in my life, can't dispose of them or the person that walked in them.

她为什么要把鞋子留下来呢？她绝对不可能是忘了拿，我知道她向来是很宝贝她的鞋子收藏。可是，这些鞋子真的就躺在那里，还包括那双黑色的凉鞋，她的至爱凉鞋——宽宽的鞋面，上面还镂刻有花
 纹，鞋底已经磨损破旧，她的脚趾印还依稀可见于鞋内软皮上。

这可真让我百思不得其解，她既然选择离开我，却又不带走她的鞋？这是一种讽刺吗？还是我想歪了？从某种角度说，我又暗自高兴，鞋子既然给留了下来，那么她总有一天会回来拿的，对吗？我是说没了这些鞋子，她以后日子怎么过啊？可是，她不会再回来了。我知道她不会的，她宁愿光脚踩玻璃也不愿意回来看我的。可是，老天！她怎么就把鞋子给留下来了呢？所有的鞋，包括全部的球鞋、靴子、凉鞋，高跟鞋、木屐、人字拖……我该怎么办啊？任它们放在这儿，还是打包扔掉呢？我是不是要每天打开衣柜就看见它们，然后冥思苦想她留下鞋子的目的呢？她一定是有意这样做的，她很清楚自己在做什么。这些鞋子我不能扔，因为我怕有一天她会回来拿。她的鞋就这样留在我生命里，彻底摆脱对她的思念是不可能的，无论是鞋子还是它们的主人我也无法舍弃。


Her shoes, leaving a deep footprint on my heart, I can't sweep it away. All I can do is stare at them and wonder, stare at their laces and straps their buttons and tread. They still connect me to her though, in some distant bizarre way they do. I can remember the good times we had, what pair she was wearing at that moment in time. They are hers and no else's, she wore down the heels, and she scuffed their sides, it's her fragile footprint imbedded on the insole. I sit on the floor next to them and wonder how many places had she gone while wearing these shoes, how many miles she walked in them, what pair was she wearing when she decided to leave me? I pick up a high heel she often wore and absently smell it, it's not disgusting I think, it's just the last tangible link I have to her. The last bit of reality I have of her. She left her shoes; she took everything else, except her shoes. They remain at the bottom of my closet, a shrine to her memory.

她的鞋子在我心中留下的深印实在难以抚平，我只能痴痴地看着她的鞋，看着那些鞋带，然后傻傻地把鞋扣系好。这些鞋子将我和她连结在一起，虽然方式是那样滑稽可笑。回想起和她在一起的快乐时光，想着她在那时那刻穿着哪双鞋子。鞋子是她的，不是别人的，鞋跟磨短了，鞋边磨破了，鞋内是她纤纤的足印。我席地坐在她的鞋子旁边，想着她穿着这些鞋子到过多少地方，走了多少的路？她最后下定决心要离开我时穿的又是哪双鞋呢？我拿起了一只她常穿的高跟鞋，心不在焉地嗅了一下，我一点也不觉得恶心，因为属于她而实实在在能让我拥有的就只剩那气息了，这也是回忆以外她留给我的最后一丝真实存在。她把鞋子遗留在这儿；其余一切都带走了，除了鞋子之外。它们躺在衣柜的底层，那个属于她的，属于回忆的神圣角落。


A Woman Of Beauty And Grace美丽优雅的女人

There were sensitivity and a beauty to her that have nothing to do with looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart.

It is said that the true nature of being is veiled. The labor of words, the expression of art, the seemingly ceaseless buzz that is human thought all have in common the need to get at what really is so. The hope to draw close to and possess the truth of being can be a feverish one. In some cases it can even be fatal, if pleasure is one's truth and its attainment more important than life itself. In other lives, though, the search for what is truthful gives life.

她有着一种与外表无关的灵气和美丽。她的话语轻而易举地征服了人心，她正是我们要聆听的声音。

很多人都说人生的真谛是个未知的概念。言词的费力诠释、艺术的着力表现还有人类那似乎永无休止的纷繁思考，三者都苦苦追寻人生的真谛。希望走近以至完全把握存在的真意可以令人十分狂热。有时候，有些人以自己笃信的真理为志趣，追寻真理甚于保全生命，于是就有舍生取义之举。然而，也有另外的一种人生，他们在寻求真谛的过程中灌溉生命。


I used to find notes left in the collection basket, beautiful notes about my homilies and about the writer's thoughts on the daily scriptural readings. The person who penned the notes would add reflections to my thoughts and would always include some quotes from poets and mystics he or she had read and remembered and loved. The notes fascinated me. Here was someone immersed in a search for truth and beauty. Words had been treasured, words that were beautiful. And I felt as if the words somehow delighted in being discovered, for they were obviously very generous to the as yet anonymous writer of the notes. And now this person was in turn learning the secret of sharing them. Beauty so shines when given away. The only truth that exists is, in that sense, free.

It was a long time before I met the author of the notes.

One Sunday morning, I was told that someone was waiting for me in the office. The young person who answered the rectory door said that it was "the woman who said she left all the notes." When I saw her I was shocked, since I immediately recognized her from church but had no idea that it was she who wrote the notes. She was sitting in a chair in the office with her hands folded in her lap. Her head was bowed and when she raised it to look at me, she could barely smile without pain. Her face was disfigured, and the skin so tight from surgical procedures that smiling or laughing was very difficult for her. She had suffered terribly from treatment to remove the growths that had so marred her face.

We chatted for a while that Sunday morning and agreed to meet for lunch later that week.


过去，我常常在教堂的心意篮里面发现一些优美的小短文，有些是关于我的布道，有些是作者日常读《圣经》的感想。写这些短文的人不仅对我的一些观点加以反思，同时还会引用一些他/她曾经读过的，令他/她难忘又喜爱的诗人或者神秘主义者的话。我给这些短文迷住了。我看到了一个执着于追寻真与美的人。其珍而重之的字句，优美动人。我还感觉到好像那些字句也乐于让我们发现，它们是那么毫无保留地，慷慨地为这无名氏作者借用，而现在轮到这位无名氏来学习与人分享这些美文的奥秘。分享令美愈加闪耀生辉，在这个意义上说，其实世上唯一的真理是分毫不费的。

过了很久我才见到这些短文的作者。

一个星期天早上，我被告知有人正在办公室等我。帮我应门的年轻人说“是个女人，说留言是她放的。”看见她的时候我大吃一惊，因为我马上就认出她是我的教区信徒，只是我一直不知道那些短文是她写的。她坐在办公室的一张椅子上，两手相扣搁在大腿上，低垂着头。在抬头看我的时候，她微笑起来却十分费劲。那是一张破了相的脸，外科手术使她的脸皮绷得紧紧的，笑对她来说也是很困难的。为了去除脸上碍眼的肉瘤她接受了手术治疗，这令她吃尽苦头。

那个星期天早上我们聊了一会儿，并决定那个星期再找个时间一起吃顿午饭。


As it turned out we went to lunch several times, and she always wore a hat during the meal. I think that treatments of some sort had caused a lot of her hair to fall out. We shared things about our lives.I told her about my schooling and growing up. She told me that she had worked for years for an insurance company. She never mentioned family, and I did not ask.

We spoke of authors we both had read, and it was easy to tell that books are a great love of hers.

I have thought about her often over the years and how she struggled in a society that places an incredible premium on looks, class, wealth and all the other fineries of life. She suffered from a disfigurement that cannot be made to look attractive. I know that her condition hurt her deeply.

Would her life have been different had she been pretty? Chances are it would have. And yet there were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that had nothing to do with looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart. Her words came from a wounded but loving heart, very much like all hearts, but she had more of a need to be aware of it, to live with it and learn from it. She possessed a finetuned sense of beauty. Her only fear in life was the loss of a friend.

How long does it take most of us to reach that level of human growth, if we ever get there? We get so consumed and diminished, worrying about all the things that need improving, we can easily forget to cherish those things that last. Friendship, so rare and so good, just needs our care--maybe even the
 simple gesture of writing a little note now and then, or the dropping of some beautiful words in a basket, in the hope that such beauty will be shared and taken to heart.

后来我们不只吃了一顿午饭，而是好几顿。每次一起吃饭的时候她都戴着帽子。我想可能是她接受的某种治疗使她掉了不少头发。我们分享了各自生活中的点点滴滴。我跟她讲我读书和成长的故事。她告诉我她在一家保险公司里已经工作多年了。她从来没有提过自己的家庭，我也没有问。

我们还谈到大家都读过的作家作品，不难发现她非常喜欢看书。

这些年我经常想起她，在这个以外表、地位和财富等虚名浮利挂帅的社会中她是怎样一路挺过来的呢？毁掉的容颜使她怎么也无法变得耀眼迷人。我知道这深深地刺痛着她。

如果她长得漂亮，她的生命轨迹会不会有所不同呢？有可能。不过她有种独特的灵气和美，与外表完全无关。她的话轻而易举地征服了人心，她正是我们要聆听的声音。她的隽语出于一颗受过伤却充满爱的心，就像所有人的心一样，只不过她比别人更注重对自己心灵的关注、用心去体会生活并从中学习。她拥有一种细腻的美感。她生命里唯一的恐惧就是失去朋友。

我们究竟要花多长时间才能达到如此高度的成熟？能否最终达到还是个未知数呢。我们老觉得身心疲惫，怀才不遇，只顾为眼前的不足忧心忡忡，却忘了珍视一些历久常新的东西。友谊珍贵而美好，只需我们用心呵护，有时候简简单单的表示就已经足够了，譬如偶尔写几句话给朋友，或者在篮子里投入一些优美动人的字条，以期大家都能分享，记住美妙的时刻、美好的感觉。


The truth of her life was a desire to see beyond the surface for a glimpse of what it is that matters. She found beauty and grace and they befriended her, and showed her what is real.

她生命的真谛就是要透过事物的表面一睹其真正的本质。她发现了美和上帝的慈爱，而美和慈爱也待她如友，把生命的真谛呈现给她。



第五卷 爱的错误也美丽 Loving Errors Are Beautiful

就像“美丽的谎言”一样，爱的错误也是一种美丽，因为施爱者的初衷是美好的。你的生活中也不乏这样的例子，那就请你珍爱它们，就像你珍爱你得到的所有爱的礼物那样。你会发现：真正的爱是没有对错之分的，因为你得到的是一颗爱的心。


Life Together一生相随

One fine day, an old couple around the age of 70, walks into a lawyer's office. Apparently, they are there to file a divorce. Lawyer was very puzzled, after having a chat with them, he got their story.

This couple had been quarreling all their 40 over years of marriage nothing ever seems to go right.

They hang on because of their children, afraid that it might affect their up-bringing. Now, all their children have already grown up, have their own family, there's nothing else the old couple have to worry about, all they wanted is to lead their own life free from all these years of unhappiness from their marriage, so both agree on a divorce.

Lawyer was having a hard time trying to get the papers done, because he felt that after 40 years of marriage at the age of 70, he couldn't understand why the old couple would still wants a divorce.

While they were signing the papers, the wife told the husband. "I really love you, but I really can't carry on anymore, I'm sorry."


"It's OK, I understand." said the husband. Looking at this, the lawyer suggested a dinner together, just three of them, wife thought, why not, since they are still going be friends.

At the dining table, there was a silence of awkwardness.

在一个阳光明媚的日子里，一对70多岁的老夫妇走进了律师事务所。显然地，他们准备到那儿办理离婚手续。律师对这对年老的夫妇提出要离婚的事感到非常困惑。后来，跟他们交谈了之后，他得知他们之间有这样一段故事：

这对夫妇从40年前结婚之日起就一直吵个不停。他们似乎找不到共同点，一切在他们看来都格格不入。

由于担心他们的离婚会给孩子的成长带来不良影响，这对老夫妇把离婚的事搁浅到现在。现在，他们的孩子都长大成人了，也有他们各自的家庭了。于是，这对老夫妇再也没有什么事可以担忧的了。他们现在渴望的就是过各自的生活，免受这些年来婚姻带给他们的种种不幸。正因为这样，两个老人都赞同通过离婚解决事情的争端。

律师极其艰难地为他们拟造了一份离婚协议书，因为他觉得，经过婚后40年的相濡以沫现在两个老人都70多岁了，他就是弄不明白为什么这对老夫妇仍然坚持要离婚。

当他们签署文件时，老夫人遗憾地告诉丈夫：“我真的很爱你，但我再也不能忍受下去了，我非常抱歉。”

“没有关系，我理解。”她的丈夫有点悲伤地回答道。看到他们夫妇还有一线挽救的希望，律师于是建议他们三个人一起去吃顿晚餐。就他们三个人，老夫人想道，为什么不呢，反正他们很快就成为朋友了。

餐桌上，这对夫妇沉默不语，尴尬的气氛顿时弥漫开来。


The first dish was roasted chicken, immediately, the old man took the drumstick for the old lady. "Take this, it's your favorite."

Looking at this, the lawyer thought maybe there's still a chance, but the wife was frowning when she answer. "This is always the problem, you always think so highly of yourself, never thought about how I feel, don't you know that I hate drumsticks?"

Little did she know that, over the years, the husband have been trying all ways to please her, little did she know that drumsticks was the husband's favorite.

Little did he know that she never thought he understand her at all, little did he know that she hates drumsticks even though all he wants is the best for her.

That night, both of them couldn't sleep, toss and turn, toss and turn. After hours, the old man couldn't take it anymore, he knows that he still loves her, and he can't carry on life without her, he wants her back, he wants to tell her, he is sorry, he wanted to tell her，"I love you."

He picks up the phone, started dialing her number. Ringing never stops. He never stop dialing.

On the other side, she was sad, she couldn't understand how come after all these years, he still doesn't understand her at all, she loves him a lot, but she just can't take it anymore. Phone's ringing, she refuses to answer knowing that it's him. "What's the point of talking now that it's over. I have asked for it and now. I want to keep it this way, if not I will lose face." She thought. Phone still ringing. She has decided to
 pull out the cord.

第一道菜是烤鸡。立刻地，老夫人的丈夫夹了一个鸡腿给她说道：“尝尝这个，我知道你最喜欢吃鸡腿了。”

见到这种情景，律师心想，他们相亲相爱到这个地步本不应该提出离婚的。然而，出乎意料的是，当老夫人接过丈夫所夹的菜时，眉毛却很不自然地皱了一下答道：“这就是问题所在，你总是自以为是，从来没有顾及过我的感受，难道你就不知道我很讨厌吃鸡腿吗？”

她一点也不清楚，这些年来，她的丈夫一直使尽办法讨她开心；她一点也不知道，鸡腿是她丈夫最喜爱吃的食物。

他一点也不清楚，他的妻子会认为他完全不了解她；他一点也不知道，他妻子讨厌吃鸡腿，尽管他把自己最喜爱吃的都给了她。

那天晚上，两个老人都睡不着，各自在自己的床上辗转反侧，辗转反侧。挣扎了几个小时后，老夫人的丈夫终于忍耐不住，他发觉他仍然深爱着老夫人。他的生活不能没有老夫人，他要她回来，他要亲口告诉她，“我很抱歉；”他要亲口告诉她，“我爱你。”

于是，他拿起电话，开始按老夫人的电话号码，铃声响个不停，但另一边却没人接。尽管对方不接通他的电话，他还是一直不停地在按着重拔键。

另一方面，老夫人也很伤心，她搞不清楚为什么经过多年来的相处她丈夫仍然一点都不了解她。事实上，她也非常爱她的丈夫，但她再也不愿意跟他一起生活了。电话铃声在响，老夫人知道是她丈夫打来的，但她心意已决不再接他的电话。“现在谈论还有什么意思呢？我和你的感情已经结束了。当初，第一次提出离婚的人是我，那我现在也得保持这种现状。要不然，你会说我反悔，那我岂不是很丢脸。对，对，就这样下去。”老夫人心想道。电话铃声仍然在响，她于是索性把电话线拉开了。


Little did she remember, he had heart problems.

The next day, she received news that he had passed away. She rushed down to his apartment, saw his body, lying on the couch still holding on to the phone. He had a heart attack when he was still trying to get through her phone line.

As sad as she could be. She will have to clear his belongings. When she was looking through the drawers, she saw this insurance policy, dated from the day they got married, beneficiary is her. Together in that file there's this note.

"To my dearest wife, by the time you are reading this, I'm sure I'm no longer around, I bought this policy for you, though the amount is only $100k, I hope it will be able to help me continue my promise that I have made when we got married, I might not be around anymore, I want this amount of money to continue taking care of you, just like the way I will if I could have live longer. I want you to know I will always be around, by your side. I love you."

Tears flowed like river.

When you love someone, let them know. You never know what will happen the next minute. Learn to build a life together. Learn to love each other for who they are, Not what they are.

悲剧就这样发生了，她一点也不曾记起，她的丈夫有心脏病。

第二天早上，老夫人得知她丈夫昨晚已逝世的消息。她径直向他的公寓里跑去，发现死后的丈夫躺在沙发上，手里仍然拿着电话。那天晚上，当她的丈夫试图接通她的电话时，心脏病突然发作，他就这样离开了她。


尽管她很悲伤，老夫人仍不得不亲自动手清理他的遗物。当老夫人认真细致地翻着一个抽屉时，她发现了一张保险单。保险日期从他们结婚之日起算起，毫无疑问，保险受益人是她。在这个文件夹里，还有一份就是她丈夫亲手写的遗嘱，里面说道：

“献给我最亲爱的妻子：当你读着这封遗嘱的时候，我确信我已不在人间。我为你买了这份保险。虽然金额总数才区区100英磅，但我希望它能帮助我继续履行我们结婚时我所起的照顾你一生一世的诺言。我不能再陪你一起度过你的余生，但我希望保险金额里的钱能够帮助我实现照顾你后半生生活的愿望，就像我可以重生的话那样照顾你。我同时也想让你知道，我会一直在你的周围，在你的身边，保护你关心你，我爱你！”

老夫人读着读着，泪水如小河流水般奔涌而出。

当你爱着一个人的时候，务必要让他们知道，因为你永远不知道下一分钟将会发生什么事。学会一起生活，学会互爱，不是他们是你的什么，而是他们是你的谁。


The Invisible Wall无形的墙

I first fell in love with husband when we would sit and talk in the living room of my old apartment in front of the (ceilingto-floor) windows with the long, white curtains, drinking cups of scalding, black coffee. We would just sit and talk—sometimes until sunrise. I was so completely thrilled to have finally found that one special person and our wedding way was the happiest day of my life.

However, it was not long after our honeymoon when my husband climbed into the tomb called "the office" and wrapped his mind in a shroud of paperwork and buried himself in clients, and I said nothing for fear of turning into a nagging wife. It seemed as if overnight an invisible wall had been erected between us.

When our daughter, Desiree was born she quickly became the center of my world. I watched her grow from infant to toddler, and I no longer seemed to care that my husband was getting busier and spending less time at home. Somewhere between his work schedule and our home and young daughter, we were losing touch with each other. That invisible wall was
 now being cemented by the mortar of indifference.

Desiree went off to preschool and I returned to college to finish my degree, and I tried to find myself in the courses I took; I complained with all the other young women on campus about men who are insensitive. Sometimes late at night I cried and begged the whispering darkness to tell me who I really was, and my husband lay beside snoring like a hibernating bear unaware of my winter.

和丈夫堕入爱河那一刻，我们正坐在旧公寓的客厅里，眼前的白色长窗帘垂落在落地窗前。我们边聊天，边细呷着滚烫的黑咖啡。我们可以就一直这么坐着聊天——有时候可以聊到第二天太阳升起。当时我对他魂牵梦绕，如痴如醉，为自己能够找到一生的至爱而激动不已。结婚那天是我一生中最快乐的日子。

然而，蜜月后不久丈夫就钻进了“办公室”这个坟墓，他的世界只剩下数不清的文书工作和接见不完的客户。对此我默不作声，我怕自己变成一个唠叨的妻子。就好像在一夜之间，我们之间竖起了一堵无形的墙。

当我们的女儿蒂塞诞生后，她马上成了我世界的中心。看着她从嗷嗷待哺到跌跌撞撞地学走路，我好像已不再在乎丈夫越来越忙，在家的时间越来越短。在他的工作和我们的家与女儿之间，我们之间的鸿沟越来越明显。那无形的墙好像被淡漠的灰浆接合得更加坚固了。

蒂塞上幼儿园了，而我也回到大学去完成我的学位，我希望能在课程中找到自我；在学校里我向所有的年轻女子诉苦，抱怨着男人的迟钝与麻木。有时候，我会在夜里哭泣，乞求黑暗能给我答案，我究竟是谁。丈夫就像是冬眠的熊，打着呼噜，一点都没有意识到我的寒冬。


Then tragedy struck our lives, when my husband's younger brother was killed on September 11, 2001, along with thousand of other innocent people. He made it out okay and spoke to his wife to say he was going back in to help those that were still trapped. He was identified only by the engraving on the inside of his wedding band.

Attending my brother's memorial service was an eyeopening experience for the both of us. For the first time, we saw our own marriage was almost like my in-laws. At the tragic death of the youngest son they could not reach out console one another. It seemed as if somewhere between the oldest son's first tooth and the youngest son's graduation they had lost each other. Their wedding day photograph of the young, happy, smiling couple on the mantle of their fireplace was almost mocking those two minds that no longer touched. They were living in such an invisible wall between them that the heaviest battering with the strongest artillery would not penetrate, when love dies it is not in a moment of angry battle or when fiery bodies lose their heat; it lies broken and panting and exhausted at the bottom of a wall it cannot penetrate.

Recently one night, my husband told of his fear of dying. Until then he had been afraid to expose his naked souls. I spoke of trying to find myself in the writings in my journal. It seemed as if each of us had been hiding our soul-searching from the other.

We are slowly working toward building a bridge—not a wall, so that when we reach out to each other, we do not find
 a barrier we cannot penetrate and recoil from the coldness of the stone or retreat from the stranger on the other side.

不久一场悲剧降临，和其他上千个无辜的人们一起，丈夫的弟弟在9·11事件中丧生。本来他已平安地逃了出来，但他又对妻子说他要回去营救那些仍然被困的人们。后来人们只能通过他戴着的结婚戒指上的雕刻才把他辨认出来。

参加他弟弟的葬礼对我们两人来说都是很有启发的一次经历。有史以来第一次我们意识到自己的婚姻就跟他弟弟夫妇的没什么差别。他们最小的儿子死于意外时，他们都没有向对方寻求安慰。好像从他们长子长第一颗牙开始到他们最小儿子的毕业典礼，他们之间不再有任何联系似的。挂在壁炉上的结婚照，当年年轻的他们笑靥如花，对现在形同陌路的他们简直就是一种极大的嘲讽。世界上火力最猛的炮弹都无法摧毁这无形的墙。当爱已逝，激烈的争执或打斗都已经无济于事，两个人只能躲在各自无法被穿透的墙后，心力憔悴，精疲力竭地喘气。

最近的一个晚上，丈夫对我说起他对死亡的畏惧。在那之前，他一直害怕展现自己赤露的灵魂。我跟他说了自己尝试通过给杂志写作来找回自己。我们两人似乎一直都拒绝与对方进行心灵的沟通。

现在我们正慢慢地在彼此心灵间搭建一座桥——而不是一堵墙。当我们相互敞开心扉时，不再因为无法逾越的障碍而退回到冰冷的石头后面，或者躲避着另一方的陌生人。


Also Need The Courage To Be Loved被爱也需要勇气

My husband and I had been together for six years, and with him I had watched as his young children became young teenagers. They never say "I love you" or even call me Mom. And I didn't ask them to do this way, because I knew that I can't take the place of their real mother. When the children went to college, we promptly set up an e-mail and chat-line service to keep in touch with them.

Late one evening, as my husband snoozed and I was catching up on my e-mail, an "instant message" from Margo, my stepdaughter, appeared on the screen. As we had done in the past, we sent several messages back and forth, ex chang ing the latest news. That night she didn't ask if it was me or her dad on the other end of the keyboard, and I didn't identify myself either. After a while, I commented that it was late and I should get to sleep. The return message read,"Okay, talk to you later! Love you!"

A wave of sadness ran through me, and I realized that she must have thought she was writing to her father. I simply responded, "Love you, too! Have a good sleep!"


Then, Margo's final message appeared: "Tell Dad good night for me, too."

Suddenly, I realized that they've loved me for so many years. It's me who dare not to accept. I kept the chatting record preciously. It often reminds that the one to be loved should have courage, too.

我和丈夫结婚六年了，而且他的孩子们已经长成了青年人。这一切我和他都看在眼里。他们从没说过“我爱你”，甚至都没叫过我“妈妈”，而我也从未要求他们改变称呼，因为我觉得自己不能够取代孩子生母的位置。继女和继子上大学后，我和丈夫立刻申请了一个免费账户，通过电子邮件和网络聊天室同他们保持联系。

一天深夜，我丈夫已经小睡，我正在上网查看邮件，一封来自我继女玛欧的急件映入眼帘。我们通过发送信息进行沟通，继而还谈起了最近的见闻趣事。那天晚上，她始终都没问键盘那头的人是我还是她爸爸，而我也没有说明。聊了一会儿，我告诉她：“时间不早了，我要去睡觉了。”玛欧回答：“好的，以后再和你聊，我爱你！”

那时我才意识到她误以为我是她爸爸。我心头涌起阵阵伤感，但又不忍让玛欧失望，我便简单回复说：“我也爱你！晚安！”

随即，玛欧的最后留言也出现在屏幕上：“也代我向爸爸说声‘晚安’。”

我突然明白过来，这么多年他们一直爱着我，而我却不敢接受他们的爱。我一直珍藏着这段聊天记录，它时时提醒我——被爱也需要勇气。


Beautiful Wrong Kiss美丽的错吻

Mr. Baumann's doctors had warned him and his wife that he was at high risk for a heart attack. But when the attack actually came, Mrs. Baumann still wasn't prepared.Gripped with shock, fear, and panic, she rode by her husband's side in the ambulance, repeatedly crying.

At the hospital, the nurses had to pull Mrs. Baumann away from her husband so the doctors could examine him. After they had successfully stabilized his heart, Mrs. Baumann rushed down the hall to the telephones to call each of their seven children. With tears of exhaustion and relief, she told them of their father's heart attack, assuring them that his condition was now stable.

But when Mrs. Baumann returned to her husband's room, she gasped at the sight before her. Two nurses stood over her husband. Tubes ran in and out of his trembling body, and machines and monitors were humming and beeping. His face was bright red, and he was gasping for breath.

"What have you done to my husband?" she cried.

One of the nurses explained, as sympathetically as possible,
 that he had suffered a massive stroke.

A stroke! On top of the heart attack! Mrs. Baumann couldn't control her emotions. Overcome with grief and blinded by tears, she grabbed her husband's head off the pillow. She held him tightly in her arms, calling out his name and kissing his lips.

医生曾经提醒过鲍曼夫妇，鲍曼先生极有可能会心脏病发作。然而，当鲍曼先生病发的时候，鲍曼太太还是手足无措，显得毫无心理准备。在救护车上，守在丈夫身旁的她又惊又怕，恐慌不已，不断地啼哭着。

到了医院，护士们不得不把鲍曼太太从她丈夫身旁拉开，以便医生可以给鲍曼先生做检查。等到医生们成功地使鲍曼先生的病情稳定下来之后，鲍曼太太立即冲到医院大厅的电话旁，给七个孩子逐个打电话。身心疲惫，但同时也如释重负的鲍曼太太含泪把丈夫心脏病发作的事告诉了七个孩子，然后安慰他们说，父亲的病情已经稳定了。

但是，当鲍曼太太回到丈夫的病房时，眼前的一幕让她大吃一惊——只见两位护士站在她丈夫身旁，躺在病床上的鲍曼先生那颤抖不止的身体上插满了管子，各种仪器和监视器在“嘀嘀”地响个不停。他面色通红，正艰难地喘着气。

“你们对我丈夫都做了些什么？”鲍曼太太叫喊道。

其中一位护士用尽可能同情的口吻解释说，他刚刚突发严重中风。

中风！心脏病加中风！鲍曼太太再也抑制不住了。伤心欲绝的她被泪水模糊了双眼，她一把抱起丈夫的头，把他紧紧搂在怀里，呼唤着他的名字，吻着他的双唇。


At that very moment, the doctor walked in and demanded,"Mrs. Baumann, what do you think you're doing?"

She turned to the doctor and hotly declared, "The question is, Doctor, what have you done to my husband?"

The doctor shook his head and chuckled, "Mrs. Baumann, that is not your husband!"

For a moment, Mrs. Baumann was so stunned she couldn't speak. Then she looked more carefully at the man on the bed.

"He's...he's...not!" she cried, turning a dark shade of crimson. "Oh no! Oh dear! Oh no!"

Gently a nurse escorted Mrs. Baumann out into the hall.

"Why didn't that man try to stop me?" asked Mrs. Baumann.

"Because of his stroke, he's unable to move or to speak," the nurse answered.

Mrs. Baumann gasped. "And now he must be wondering why that strange lady kissed him!"

As soon as they entered her husband's room, Mrs. Baumann rushed to her husband's side and kissed him. Then, still very shaken, she related her mistake. "He had so many tubes and... and...I hope I didn't hurt him, Bernie!"

Mr. Baumann smiled and assured his wife that the man was probably feeling better than ever. But Mrs. Baumann decided she'd better go down to the chapel to pray for both Bernie and the man she'd kissed—and perhaps made worse!

这时，一位医生走了进来，问道：“鲍曼太太，你知道自己在干什么吗？”


鲍曼太太转向这位医生，厉声斥责道：“医生，我倒想问你，你对我丈夫做了些什么？”

医生摇了摇头，呵呵笑了起来：“鲍曼太太，那不是你丈夫呀！”

一时间，鲍曼太太愣住了，好久说不出话来。接着，她仔细地看了看床上的那名男子。

“他……他……不是！” 鲍曼太太大声叫道，脸颊顿时变得绯红，“噢，不！噢，我的天啊！噢，不！”

一位护士斯文地陪同鲍曼太太走出那名男子的病房，来到医院大厅。

“为什么那名男子不制止我呢？” 鲍曼太太疑惑地问。

“因为他中风了，不能动弹也不能说话，”护士回答说。

鲍曼太太倒吸一口气。“他一定在纳闷，这素不相识的女人为什么会亲他！”

当她们回到鲍曼先生的病房时，鲍曼太太马上扑到丈夫身边，亲吻他。接着，她心有余悸地向丈夫讲述了自己刚才犯的错误。“他身上插满了管子……真希望我没有弄疼他，伯尼！”

鲍曼先生微笑着安慰妻子，说那名男子也许从未有过如此美妙的感觉。尽管如此，鲍曼太太还是决定下楼到医院的小教堂去为她的丈夫，还有那个被她吻过的男人祈祷——也不知道他怎么样了，也许自己的吻加重了他的病情！


A few days later the doctor dropped by Mr. Baumann's room for his final checkup. "Mrs. Baumann," he said, "you'll be glad to know that your husband and my patient across the hall have both made miraculous recoveries. Do you suppose it was my good doctoring, your prayers, or your passionate kisses?"

"Why, why..." she fumbled.

"Maybe it was all three?" the doctor added with a wink.

几天以后，主治医生来到鲍曼先生的病房，为他做出院前的最后一次检查。“鲍曼太太，” 医生说，“有个消息一定会让你很高兴，你丈夫和大厅对面病房里的那位病人都奇迹般地康复了。你认为，这应该归功于我精湛的医术、你虔诚的祈祷，还是你那激情四溢的吻呢？”

“这，这……” 鲍曼太太支支吾吾地说。

“或许三者都兼而有之？”医生眨了眨眼，补充道。


Footprints Of Love爱的足迹

There were two strolling hearts that reposed on a huge rock at a shore. As the sunset revealed its passion, they watched over the two sets of footprints they engraved in the sand. The scene had made them think of eternity—each step engraved a zeal of an endless love.

But such heart-felt scene ended when the waves of the sea rushed towards the shore and washed the sand, leaving the sets of footprints unseen. Suddenly, the lovely sunset was covered with dark clouds and the soft breeze altered into a fierce wind. And the rock that both of them once dreamt was left alone, all alone...

海岸上，一对来这里散步的恋人靠在一块巨石上小憩。在灿烂的夕阳余辉下，他们凝望着自己留在沙滩上的两行脚印。此情此景让他们想到了天长地久——每一个脚印就记载了无尽的爱的激情。

但是，当海浪涌上海岸，冲刷沙滩，模糊了那一串串脚印，这醉人的画面就荡然无存了。突然，可爱的夕阳被乌云遮挡，柔柔的轻风幻化成凛冽的寒风。只剩下曾经出现在他们梦里的那块石头，孤零零地，孤零零地伫立着……


When we fall in love, it is our great desire to let the feeling remain in hearts. We feed this feeling by clinging to the other. Sometimes the demand for satisfaction is needed because of the fear of starving the heart. As we march towards the odyssey of our lives, we may pass to the point wherein our hearts become empty and longing. We feel the need to quench ourselves by seeking the oasis of love. Still, there are hearts that remain at lost and leave themselves to die and wither.

Many of us find it easy to play the melodies of love, but when things get rough and out of tune, we would actually avoid it and sometimes, go silent. There is also a tendency to give up and escape from the reality.

We must remember that the more we unravel the wonders of love, the more challenges we have to take. The sweetness of life's bitter can be achieved if we accept the challenges of love. This acceptance motivates us to grow.

Then we will begin to walk again at the shore and engrave new sets of footprints in the sand, accepting the truth that these footprints really disappear through the waves of time. We will also realize that every step we take marks a new experience and breeds new seeds of love. Time will come when we will notice another set of footprints joining us in our journey and become our partners for life.

当我们坠入爱河的时候，最大的愿望是让那一份浓情蜜意永远停驻在彼此心底。我们与对方相依相偎，以此来浇灌这份真情。有时候，出于对寂寞的恐惧，对满足感的需求就必不可少。当我们开始向自己
 生命中的奥德赛进发，可能会有内心空虚，渴望关爱的时刻。我们发觉需要找寻一块爱的绿洲来获得慰藉。然而，也有一些心灵还迷失在这旅途中，最终慢慢枯萎直至凋零。

许多人觉得演奏爱的乐章是件容易事，但是当情感遭遇波折，出现了不和谐的音符，我们就会回避这件事，有时会默默走开。很多人倾向于放弃，逃避现实。

我们必须记住，发现爱的奇迹越多，接受的挑战就越大。如果我们接受了爱的挑战，就收获了苦涩生活的甜蜜。这种接受激励我们成长。

那么，就让我们再次回到那海岸，在那里留下一串串新的足迹，并且坦然接受这些足迹会在岁月长河中消失的事实。我们也要意识到，每一个脚印都标志着一段新的经历，种下了新的爱的种子。当我们注意到有另一串脚印加入进来，成为我们生活中的一部分，爱就来了。


A Very Short Love Story初 恋

She was my first and foolish love. In the half-light of the morning I lay awake waiting for her quiet, almost silent feet to come down the hallway, for her scent—a curious mixture of honey and peach—to part the thick air outside my room filled with the lonely smells of young men living away from home. She would pause outside my door for a moment to put on her slippers before climbing the two steps down into the kitchen, and my foolish imagination would swell with the shadowy silhouette of her lingering by my door, a phantom more real than anything I could have seen with my open eyes. Every morning, every morning, I waited like that, for the circles of azure and gold and auburn to gather like clouds inside my closed eyelids as I felt her steps down the hallway over my body, and for the clouds to burst suddenly and reveal her large and limpid eyes framed with demure lashes, the ghost of a smile on her bud-like lips. Stretching out my arms toward the naked light bulb, my eyes still closed, I would cry out love and agony, muted by my blanket—I love you more than you will ever know, your image will be a fever that will last a lifetime
 in my brain, your name a poem heard deep, deep inside my ears, and I will tremble with tenderness and desire fro you at a mere imagined touch of your hand, always.

她是我荒谬初恋的女主角。在晨曦的微光中，我醒来躺着，等待着她那近乎无声的脚步下到门厅，等待着她那蜂蜜和蜜桃混合的一种说不清的气味，来冲淡游子屋外满满的浓厚的孤寂气息。她会在门外停留片刻，换了拖鞋，然后再走下两级台阶到厨房。那刻，我的荒谬的想象中便涨满了她在门外徘徊的侧影，再真实不过的幻影，比我睁眼所见的一切更真实。每一个清晨，每一个清晨，我便那样守侯着，守侯着赤橙黄绿的光晕像云朵似地聚拢在我紧闭的双睑，那时，就似她下到门厅，从我身上走过，那些云朵突然间散开，露出了她那大大的清澈的带着腼腆睫毛的眼，蓓蕾般的双唇一抹笑意依稀可见，我的双眼仍紧闭着，向着裸露着的白炽灯，我张开双臂，大声说出我的爱我的痛苦：你不知我有多爱你，你的倩影将是我脑中持续一生的兴奋点，你的名字就像一首沁入我耳的诗，仅仅想象轻触你的手,我便会轻轻地颤抖。所有这些声音都被毛毯捂住。


And now she was sitting in front of me, no longer a phantom, stirring slowly her cup of coffee into which she had carefully dropped two cubes of sugar the minute before, the movement of her hand deliberately and grossly delicate. Into the poorly lit corners of the plush hotel lounge seeped in music, a famous violin melody with a great deal of weeping on the Estring, as impeccably made-up waitresses in fluttering hanboks of magenta and blue floated down the aisles carrying trays of fruity cocktails. The coarseness of her age shocked me. I noticed the powder on her face, spread generously and glistening now in the damp wrinkles of her skin. I saw her no longer bud-like lips, and knew without having to look that they would leave a smear on the white porcelain of her coffee cap that she would try surreptitiously to wipe off when she thought that I was not looking. The new shirt under my favorite suit derided me as I searched her face hopelessly for some faint echo, for an almost Undetectable shadow of the girl whose steps had followed me into my new life in America and lulled me to sleep every night of these twenty-five odd years, the girl whose smile I greeted in the morning on my wife's pale and lovely face.

And remembering my wife, I felt a sudden pang of homesickness for the things I never thought I would get accustomed to the smell of Parmesan cheese sprinkled over freshly cooked pasta, the pleasure in hearing the double "r" of my adopted name pronounced effortlessly, the strength of full-flavored coffee taken black ("American-style" they called it here) in the morning, my wife's long limbs downed softly with hair only
 slightly darker than The color of forsythias. What was I doing here, this middle-aged, balding man with American citizenship and an American wife, a successful doctor with a passion for tennis and a fondness for fresh salads rather than pickled cabbages? I asked myself why I was still chasing the ghost that should have dissipated away twenty-five years ago with the footsteps that failed to reach my door one early morning. The folly of this trip angered me and made me silent.

而现在她正坐在我面前，不再是幻影。她正缓缓地搅拌着咖啡，那杯她刚小心地放入两块方糖的咖啡。她的动作从容不迫，十分悦目。从这间豪华旅馆休息室光线暗淡的一角渗出音乐来，是首著名的小提琴曲，曲里多有E弦音，装束完美的女侍者着品红色及蓝色的韩袍，托着果味鸡尾酒在厅里缓缓地移动。岁月在她身上的糙化令我震惊。我注意到她脸上抹的粉，均匀地分布在她湿湿皱皱的皮肤上，闪耀着。我看着她那蓓蕾不再的唇，明白不用瞧，它们定会在白瓷杯上留下油污，而她会在认为我没看她时悄悄地将它们擦掉。当我无望地搜索着她脸上含糊的反映时，我那心爱的套服内的新衬衣都在嘲笑我，为那女孩几乎捉摸不定的影子，她的脚步声已随我到美国的新生活，且在这二十五年多的每个夜晚安慰我入眠，为我曾经每早等候的那女孩的笑容的影子，若有若无地显现在妻子苍白可爱的脸上。

忆起妻，我感到一阵突然的思乡之痛，为我从没想过的习以为常：刚出炉的面食上撒着的巴马干酪的香味、听到不费力地发出我的美国名字中两个“R”时的愉悦、早晨不加牛奶原味咖啡的魅力、妻长长的四肢及披散着的比连翘稍黑的柔发。在这儿干什么？我，这个中年正秃顶的有位美国妻子的美籍男人，这个喜欢打网球和喜欢鲜沙拉更甚于泡菜的成功医生？我问自己，为什么仍追逐那个幻影，那个本应在二十五年前一个大清晨随着脚步声不再经过我的门前就要消失的幻影。这次荒唐的旅行使我懊恼而沉默不语。


We must have sat like that across the varnished table in the coffeeshop of the fanciest hotel in Seoul, miserable strangers.

"Do you have any children?" she asked me after a very small sip from her coffee cup. She held her coffee cup with both of her hands as if it were a hot cup of tea, even though the coffee must have gone cold with all her stirring. I felt the unpleasantness of the lukewarm liquid down my throat.

"No, but you?" I asked, meeting her effort to break the embarrassed silence. Please don't, I said to myself, please don't tell me of your daughters and sons grown to adults even before you've had time to say good-bye to their baby clothes. Don't tell me how fast saewol is, and touch the no longer firm skin of your throat with just that look in your eyes. The one you gave me when you came here into the lounge and saw me sitting here in a fancy, Western hotel that didn't exist when I was a poor college student living in your mother's boarding house, expecting, after a quarter of a century, for you to be what I thought you would always be—a fever in my brain.

"No,"she said."I miscarried my first and couldn't after."

She wore a two-piece summer suit of gaudy color that I had noticed was in vogue. On the streets of Seoul that afternoon, I had seen many wearing suits just like that: slightly fluted shoulders hiding the shoulder pads, beady buttons down the front, and a skirt just above the knees. She patted the front of her dress as if to iron out any wrinkles.

"I don't have any children."

I felt that I ought to change the subject. "And your mother?" I asked.


"She passed away years ago. Stroke."

I motioned to a smiling waitress and ordered a gin and tonic. "What about the house? Do you still keep boarders?"

我们现已坐在汉城的高级旅馆咖啡厅的一张光滑明亮的桌前，像一对可怜的陌生人。

“你有孩子吗？”她啜了一小口咖啡问道。她用双手捧着咖啡杯，好像那是杯热茶，即便那杯咖啡因她不停地搅动而已变凉。我感到微温的液体滑下咽喉的不快。

“没有，你呢？”我问，配合着她努力打破难堪的沉默。请别，我内心自语，请别对我说你的儿女已经长大成人，甚至你还来不及向他们的婴儿服道别。触着喉部不再绷紧的皮肤及同样的眼神，别对我说时光过得有多快。当你走进这间休息室，看着我坐在这间高级的西式旅馆时，你曾经留给我的形象，当我还是穷学生住在你母亲出租房时你的形象，过了四分之一世纪后，我一直期盼的，曾认为你将永远是我脑中兴奋点的形象，不复再存。

“没有，”她答，“我第一次怀孕流产后便不能生育了。”

她穿着两件套的夏装，我注意到其颜色正是时髦的俗艳。那天下午，在汉城的街上，我已见过许多那样着装的人：微坠的肩上托着肩垫，胸前缀着小而亮的圆扣，及膝的裙。她轻拍裙子的前摆，好似要熨平皱折似的。

“我没有孩子。”

我感到必须改变话题。“你的母亲好么？”我问道。

“她几年前去世了。中风。”

我向一位微笑的侍者示意，要了杜松子酒和香味饮料。“房子怎样？你还出租它们吗？”


"No, we had to sell it to pay the hospital bills. I live far away now. I haven't been back to the house in ten years."

Then all of a sudden, the awkwardness of the years spent living separate lives broke between us, and we talked of the"house" as if it had been, was still, ours. We talked of the forsythias blooming by the gates in the spring and the clay jars of kimchi buried in the backyard. I remember turning at the curve of the road, and arriving at the large, old-fashioned house with its slated roof and a huge chestnut tree rising up from behind it to cover parts of the roof. Entering through the gate, my eyes had been blinded by the sudden burst of sunlight until a dreamy image of a girl by the water pump in the middle of the front yard emerged slowly out of the sun, rotating around my suddenly feverish head and trembling like a mirage. The sleeves of her white shirt rolled up, a slender neck, black hair braided down her back in a simple plait, arms under the water falling from the mouth of the pump, glistening with the prismatic layering of light on wet skin. How could I let myself forget that image, even if I could?

"I felt sorry for you," she said, smiling now. "Your room was the last one on the hallway and next to the kitchen; mother and I made so much noise in the early mornings, the water, soups simmering, pots and pans clanging even though we tried to be quiet."

"I didn't mind," I said, speaking the truth.

"Do you remember…"

"I remember," I answered her and got up from the cushioned seat. "Let's go," I said, watching her still large eyes
 grow with surprise, "to the house."

“没有，我们不得不卖了它们来还看病的费用。我现在住的地方离那很远，我已有十年没到那里去了。”

突然，那些因各自度过的岁月形成的困扰在我们之间粉碎了。我们谈起了曾经的“房子”，好像现在还是我们的似的。我们谈起了在门旁一到春天便怒放的连翘，谈起了埋在后院的泡菜陶缸。我忆起，在路的转弯处转弯，便可达一幢老式的大房子。一棵大栗树从房后伸出来，遮盖了板石瓦房顶的一部分。穿过房子的大门，一束阳光突然闪现，晃住我的双眼，一位女孩梦幻般的形象慢慢地从阳光中显现。那个形象在我突然发烧的脑中旋转，像幻影般抖动着。她站在前院中央的水井边，白衬衫的袖子卷着，细长的脖子，一束黑色的马尾辫垂在背后，胳膊露在抽水机口撒出来的水下，湿湿的皮肤在耀眼的光线下闪闪发亮。我如何能够让自己忘掉这个形象，即使我能做到？

“很抱歉，”她现在微笑着说，“你的房间在门厅的最后一间，就靠着厨房，我和母亲每天早上弄了那么多的噪声，烧水啦、煨汤啦、移动瓢盆啦，虽然我们尽力减少噪声。”

“我不介意，”我说，道出了真话。

“你记得吗……”

“我记得，”我答道，然后从软垫椅起身。“我们走吧，”我说着，看着她仍然大大的眼睛里含着惊讶，“去那房子。”


In the cab, too busy with memory, she didn't speak a word, but I surprised myself by remembering the address of the house. We couldn't find it, even though we were sure we were at the right street corner. Unfamiliar, modern brick buildings were clustered where the old house had once been sprawled out, and children ran in the alleyway with the twilight on their backs, shouting once familiar names of other children that resonated weakly in my brain, "Insu-ya! Dongchul-a!" Everything had been uprooted and paved over; we couldn't even find the chestnut tree that used to shade the house. We stood at the curve of the road where the bean-curd vendor used to rest his rickshaw and wipe off the sweat from his forehead with the towel looped around his neck. We stared together at the ground as if to trace the footprint buried under the cement. She turned around and started walking away, and I closed my eyes to the sky bleeding red with the approaching night and heard in the harsh click of her cheap high heels on the cement, an echo of her footsteps from long ago. But opening my eyes cautiously, I saw her thick waist wrapped in a gaudy suit, the age that had settled on her figure, the unnatural ahjooma curls of her short hair. I closed my eyes again and saw the house where I had once foolishly loved rise up before me, resurrecting itself by degrees, the forsythias first.

出租车内，她思绪万千，一语不发。而我惊讶于自己还记得房子的地址。我们找不到它，虽然我们确定是站在正确的街角。陌生！现代的砖式建筑簇立在原先散乱分布的老房子的地方，孩子们在巷子里
 跑来跑去，夕阳照在他们背上，他们叫喊着其他孩子的名字，这些曾经熟悉的名字引起了我的一丝共鸣：“印寿——呀!董哲——啊!”一切都已被连根拔起又填平，我们已不能找到曾经荫护房子的栗木了。我们站在路的转弯处，过去卖豆奶的小贩常将人力车停在那里，然后拿起松松地绕在脖颈上的毛巾，擦去额头上的汗水。我们盯着地面，好像要挖掘出埋葬在水泥地面下的足迹。她转身，开始走开。面对天空因暮色的逼近而流淌着的红晕，我闭上双眼，听到她那双廉价的高跟鞋敲打着水泥地面的清脆声，像那很久以前脚步声的回响。但当我惊奇地张开双眼，却看到她那裹在艳俗的外套里臃肿的腰，看到了岁月在她的体形上烙下的痕迹，看到了她短发上不自然的粗糙卷曲。我重又闭上眼，看到了曾经滋生我那荒谬的爱的房子呈现在眼前，先是连翘，然后是渐渐掘起的房子。


Afterwards, she led the way. We went to a small streetside restaurant where a thick-set woman with a generously stained apron served us chicken gizzards with a bottle of soju. I lit the cigarette she held out to me. Suddenly becoming voluble, with memories I never knew I had loosening in my mouth, I talked of America and the years that separated me now from that image in my brain. The radio from the kitchen spilled out old melodies with pathetic lyrics; through the weeping voice of the female singer, I made out a verse about men always leaving women. Namja-neun, namja-neun da, moduga geurukye da, ah-aaa, aaaah-a. She started singing along, crying. I told her the banal truths about my wife that embarrassed me as soon as the words were out of my mouth. Both of us were drunk on something more than the bottle of soju.

"When I first met my wife, something about her reminded me of you," I said.

"You don't know anything about me," she said.

I thought how strange it was to sit here and watch her nostrils breathe out long plumes of coupling smoke from her cigarette, to compare her to my wife and find the original lacking.

"If you knew anything about me, you couldn't say that your wife reminds you of me. Do you know that I never miscarried? My mother made me get an abortion when the guy who lived in the room next to yours got me pregnant and refused to marry me." She looked at me flatly, expecting surprise. I remembered his thick and mobile underlip that repelled me, the showy strength of his biceps, and how he used
 to brag about failing the college entrance exam three times. He had lived on the monthly allowance his mother sent him out of her own small income, and all the boarders hated him. He had moved out suddenly, sometime after her footsteps stopped.

后来，她带路，我们去了街边的一家小旅馆，那里浓装女人围着满是污迹的围裙，给我们上了鸡肫和一瓶韩国白酒。我点了支她递给我的烟。突然记忆便从嘴中滔滔而出。我谈起了美国，谈起离开留在脑中的形象的她后的那些年。从厨房的电波传来悲伤的老曲调，透过女歌手如泣如诉的歌声，我得出男人总是离开女人的结论。男人，男人啊，所有的男人都是一样的，啊——，啊——哈。她开始跟着唱，哭泣着。我告诉她我妻子无趣的事实，话一出口，我便感到难堪。我们俩都醉了，不仅仅因为那瓶韩国白酒。

“当我第一次见到我的妻子，她身上的一些东西使我想起了你，”我说道。

“你对我一点都不了解，”她说道。

坐在这里看着她的鼻孔呼出长长的羽毛状的烟雾，将她同妻子对照，想找回原先的失落，我想这多奇怪啊。

“如果你了解我，你就不会说你的妻子使你想起了我。你知道我从来没有小产吗？当那个住在你隔壁的家伙让我怀孕并拒绝娶我时，我母亲叫我做了流产。”她直率地看着我，期望看到我惊讶。我记起了那个家伙令我厌恶的粗厚易动的大唇，惹眼的二头肌及他常自吹大学入学考试的三次落第。他靠他母亲送来的从微薄的收入中挤出的每月津贴生活，所有的寄膳者都讨厌他。她脚步声停止后不久，他突然搬出。


I saw them together in the empty and silent house, trapped like a pair of flies on flypaper one of those drowsy summer afternoons, listening breathlessly to the sounds of their own labored breathing. And then I understood.

The shadow of her silhouette had lingered all those mornings when I dreamed in fantastic colors, but not by my door.

Did I model my love for my wife after her, refusing to give more than what I thought I could give to the image in my brain? Was she the pure phantom I loved because I would never touch her, never allow my all too real hands to dissipate the mist? I realized I knew nothing about her at all, that underneath the wrinkles and cheap clothes and permed hair that I hated for betraying the image I made myself remember long ago, were colors of a different kind, mixed in combinations too subtle for my dream-dazed eyes, stories I couldn't imagine. And after twenty-five years, I wasn't sure that I wanted to hear new stories. Namja-neun da geurae. The song ended with a specious conclusion that all men are the same. The ashes from her cigarette fell onto the lap of her dress, but she didn't bother to shake them off. In the silence that followed, I could see that she was ashamed of the words that remained bare for me to see on the table even though the song was now over. Her darkened lashes fell over her cloudy eyes, leaving smudges. They were no longer demure and I realized that perhaps they never were, but the dull ache in my heart——as banal as the word "love" in a love story——surprised me. I was moved by what I did not remember.

"You don't know anything about me," she said suddenly,
 as if to assure herself.

"Why don't you tell me?" I asked her, reclining in the plastic chair with my eyes open, waiting for the enchantment to begin, once again.

我曾看见他们在空寂的房间里，陷在一起，像对在令人昏昏欲睡的夏天午时粘在苍蝇纸上的苍蝇，紧张地听着他们自己挣扎时的喘息。于是我明白了。

她的幻影一直徘徊在我梦幻到奇妙的颜色的那些早晨，但不在我门旁。

我是不是以她为模来爱妻，拒绝对妻付出超过我认为可以给脑中的形象更多的爱？我爱她那纯洁的幻影，是不是因为我从没接触她，从没允许自己真实的双手来拨开那层雾呢？我意识到自己根本不了解她，那个躲在皱纹、廉价服装和电烫头发下的她。我恨自己背叛了长久以来让自己一直记得的幻影，那光彩斑斓、迷离双眼无法分辨的、巧妙地混合的、无法想象有多少故事的幻影。二十五年后，我不知道是否还想听新的故事。《男人啊男人》，这首歌以所有的男人都是一样的具体结论结尾。她的烟灰落在她裙子的前摆，但她不想费心去将它们抖落。随之而来的沉默中，我发觉她很少言语，径自让我盯着桌子，即便那首歌曲已结束。她的黑色的睫毛覆在乌云般的双眼上，留下污渍，不再娴静，也许它们从不曾有过，但我心中的隐痛——如爱情故事的“爱”中一样无趣——令我惊讶。我被自己不再回忆感动了。

“你不了解我，”她突然说道，好象在安慰她自己。

“为什么你不告诉我？”我问她，睁着双眼斜躺在塑料椅上，等待着心醉的故事再一次开始。


A Chance Of A Lifetime生命的机遇

"This is a chance of a life time," I declared to my friend Stacy as I locked the door of my office and left the restaurant I managed. "It's every twenty-seven-year-old woman's dream to live in New York City, and in a few months I'll know if I get the transfer."

I watched the moonlight glisten on the waters of Laguna Beach. "I'll miss it here, but living in the Big Apple is everything I've ever wanted——a dream come true."

We met a group of our friends at a local cafe, and I jabbered on about the possibility of my move. Laughter erupted from a nearby table. I watched as a handsome man captured the attention of his friends with his engaging story. His broad, warm smile and air of confidence held me in a trance. Stacy nudged me. "You're staring, Michelle, and about to drool."

"Wow," I whispered. I watched the gorgeous guy push up the sleeves of his bulky sweater. Everyone at his table had their eyes fixed on him. "That's the man I want to marry." "Yeah, right," Stacy droned. "Tell us more about where you'd like to live in New York, because we all plan to visit you there when
 you land this job. " As I spoke my gaze drifted back to the debonair man.

“这可是我生命中的一次机遇，”我对斯泰西说。说着，我锁上办公室的门，离开了我经营多年的饭店。在纽约生活，这可是每个27岁的女人所梦寐以求的，还有几个月我就可以知道能否获准迁入。

我凝视着倒映在拉古纳湾水面上的月光。“我很留恋这里，可住在纽约是长久以来我心中惟一的梦想——如今，美梦就要成真了!”

在街上的一家小咖啡店里，我们遇到了一群朋友，我便和他们闲聊着我可能要走的事。这时，邻近的一张桌子爆发出阵阵笑声。我应声望去，看见一个英俊的男人正在给他的朋友讲一个引人人胜的故事。他那坦率、温暖的笑容和自信的模样让我不由地发怔。斯泰西轻轻地捅了我一下，说道：“嘿，米歇尔，你发什么呆，好像着魔了一样。”

我看着那英俊的家伙卷起他那宽松外套的衣袖。他桌边的同伴都全神贯注地望着他。我轻呼道；“哦！那正是我要嫁的男人。”“的确不错，”斯泰西说，“不过，还是快说说你在纽约打算住哪儿？要知道我们都打算等你工作定了去那儿看你。”我回答着她的问题，目光却不由自主地移向那个神采飞扬的男人。


Three months later my friends and I gathered at the same restaurant. "To life in the Big Apple!" they cheered as we tapped our glasses together. "My chance of a lifetime!" We talked for hours. I told them of my plan to save money by moving out of my beach cottage and renting a room for the few remaining months. Our friend offered, "I have a fellow South African friend who is considering renting one of the four bedrooms in his house. His name is Barry. A great guy." He scribbled on a napkin. "This is his number. He's a forty-twoyear-old confirmed bachelor. Says he's much too busy being a single dad to be a husband."

I made an appointment to see the room the same day. I approached the entrance of the spacious house, and the door opened. "You must be Michelle," he said. He pushed up the sleeves of his bulky sweater and flashed his handsome smile. It was the man from the restaurant months before——the man I wanted to marry.

I stood staring, my mouth gaping, hoping I wasn't drooling.

"You are Michelle, aren't you? " he said, coaxing me out of my trance." Would you like to see the room?"

I followed him through a tour of the house, then accepted when he offered me a cup of tea. Barry had a sophisticated kindness about him and listened attentively as I chattered nervously about myself. His silver-rimmed glasses accented a few gray streaks in his dark hair. Soon, his warm, inviting smile put me at ease, and we spent the next two hours talking casually. Ultimately, I decided not to take the room and reluctantly bade him good-bye.


The months went by quickly while I busied myself with preparation for the move. I thought of Bany often, but couldn't consider calling him.

三个月后，我和朋友又相聚在同一家餐厅里。我们互相碰杯，欢呼道：“为了纽约的新生活！”我们聊了几个小时，我总说这是我生命中的一次机遇。我告诉他们为省钱我决定搬出海边的小木屋，准备在离开前的几个月内租一间房间住。“有一个来自南非的朋友，”一个朋友主动提出，“他叫巴里，是个很不错的家伙。”“这是他的电话，”他在一张餐巾纸上写下了号码。“他是个42岁坚定的单身主义者。他戏言自己忙于做一个单身父亲而没有时间再做丈夫。”

当天，我便预约去看房子。我正朝那所大房子走去时，门开了。“你一定是米歇尔，”他说着，卷起他宽松外套的衣袖，脸上漾起迷人的微笑。这不就是几个月前饭店里的那个男人——那个我想要嫁的男人！

我目瞪口呆地站在那里，希望自己没有失态。

“你就是米歇尔，对吗？”他打断了我的思绪，说道：“你想看看房间吗？”

我便随着他参观了一下房子，并接受了他的邀请，喝了一杯茶。巴里沉稳而耐心，他专心地听我喋喋不休地谈论着自己。他那银镶边的眼镜使他深色头发中的几缕白发格外醒目。很快，他灿烂、热情的微笑令我放松。在接下来的两个小时里，我们随意地聊着。最后，我决定不租那房间，并依依不舍地和他道别。

之后，我整天忙于搬家的事，几个月飞快地过去了。这段日子里，尽管我常常想到巴里，却不曾想过要打电话给他。


"I'm moving to New York in three weeks, "I said to Stacy as we walked out of my office and into the dining area. "As much as I'd like to see him again, it would only complicate my life.

"Well, brace yourself for complications," Stacy muttered, then nodded toward the door. Barry, with his big blue eyes and engaging smile, walked into my restaurant.

"Hello," he said softly. "Do you have time to join me for a cup of coffee?"

"Of course." I tried not to gasp.

We slid into a booth and our conversation picked up where it left off before. He, too, was making a career change and was moving back to South Africa. His departure date was one week before mine. Now I knew I had to calm my pounding heart. We obviously had no future together. He took my phone number and invited me to dinner sometime. I accepted, suppressing my sadness, knowing I would be leaving in two short weeks and the date would probably never happen.

But it did. He picked me up a few days later for a movie and dinner. We talked for hours about our lives, our hopes, our separate dreams——mine in New York, his in South Africa. Never had I spoken so freely, so comfortably, with a man. He reached across the table and took my hand. I thought I saw in his eyes the same love l felt swelling in my hear. He said, "I'm just sorry I met you only one week before l leave."

"We still have seven days." I said meekly.


一天，当我和斯泰西离开我的办公室走向饭厅时，我说：“再过三个星期，我就要去纽约了，再见他一面，只会使我的生活变得一团糟。”

“那么，就让它一团糟吧！”斯泰西低语道，朝着门那边点了点头。是巴里，他用那双蔚蓝色的眼睛望着我，脸上带着摄人心魄的微笑，走进了饭店。

“你好，”他温柔地说道。“现在有空喝杯咖啡吗?”

“当然！”我试着不让自己窒息。

我们拐进了一家路边小店，接着上次的话题聊了起来。从他的谈话中，我得知他也正要换一份工作，回到南非去。他的行程先于我一个星期。现在我明白我必须让自己冲动的心冷静一下。很明显，我们俩不会有结果。他问了我的电话号码，说以后会请我吃饭。我强忍着悲痛接受了，因为我知道两个星期后我将离开，这可能是永远都无法实现的约会。

可它竟然实现了！几天后，他来接我，我们一起看电影，吃晚饭。我们聊了几个小时，聊生活，聊希望，聊我们各自的梦想——我的在纽约，而他的在南非。我从不曾和一个男人谈得如此畅快，如此舒服。他握住我的手。从他的眼神里，我想我看到了正在我心中急剧膨胀的爱。他说，“我真的很遗憾，走前的一个星期才遇到你。”

“可我们还有整整七天。”我无限深情地答道。


"Then let's make the most of it." He helped me on with my sweater. Hand in hand, we strolled to the car and made plans for the next day and the next and the next. As he drove me home, Tracy Chapman sang, "Give me one reason to stay, and I'll turn right back around." Was his heart singing along like mine?

We spent part of every day together for the next week. I knew I was falling in love, but dared not speak it. I couldn't upset our chances for a lifetime.

"And I know he loves me, too," l moaned to Stacy over a cup of coffee in my near-empty restaurant. "We've even talked about trying to get together over holidays. He's meeting me here soon to bring me a gift to remember him by."

Just then, Bary strolled in. I stood to welcome his arms around me. We sat, sipping our coffee. "I will miss you so much, "he said softly. "But I know you'll think of me whenever you hear this. "He placed a Tracy Chapman CD on the table in front of me. Then he pointed to the song title, Just Give Me One Reason. "We can listen to the same music and remember each other."

"Oh, and one more thing to remember me by." He set a small box on top of the CD. The same awe I felt at our first meeting paralyzed me now. The love I saw in his eyes as we gazed across the table was gift enough for a lifetime. Finally I reached for the box and opened it slowly. A diamond ring!


“那么就让我们充分地享受它们吧，”说着，他帮我穿上外套。我们手牵着手走向汽车，计划着我们的明天以及明天的明天。在他开车送我回家的路上，我心中响起了特蕾西·查普曼的歌,“给我一个留下的理由，我将会回头……”。不知他心里是否也在和我一起歌唱呢？

在之后的一个星期里，我们每天都会抽时间在一起。我深知自己已坠入了爱河，可却没有胆量说出来。我不愿因此而破坏我们各自生活中的良机。

“我知道，他也爱我，”当我和斯泰西在我那已快人去楼空的餐厅里喝咖啡时，我轻声说，“我们甚至已经在计划假期如何一起度过。他很快就要上这儿来，送我一件礼物做纪念。”

正说着，巴里走了进来。我站起来，投入他的怀抱。坐下后，我们各自抿着杯中的咖啡。“我会想你的，”他无限温存地说道。“不过，我想当你听它的时候一定会想起我，”他拿出那张特蕾西·查普曼的CD放在我的面前，他指着那首主打歌《我只要一个理由》，说道：“当我们听同一首歌时，我们都正在思念着对方。 ”

“对了，还有一样东西。”他拿出一个小盒子放在CD上。我好像第一次见他那样,完全怔住了。我们彼此凝望，他眼中的爱意是我一生都受用不尽的礼物。最后，我拿起那只盒子，慢慢地打开了它。一枚钻石戒指！


"Michelle, I have loved you from the first moment I saw you. On our first date, even before we had coffee, l knew you were the woman I was going to marry. I woke up this morning, desperate, thinking, it's May 3! In three days I'll lose my angel. Sure, my career in South Africa is a chance in a lifetime, but you, Michelle, are my dream come true. Please marry me."

"Yes, Barry, yes," I cried.

"I know what moving to New York means to you, but will you come with me to South Africa? I believe with all my heart, Michelle, that we were brought together on purpose. Nothing in my life is going as I planned it, but l know it's all a part of a bigger plan." Barry chuckled. "God has a great sense of humor, but a poor sense of timing."

Exactly one year later, on May 3, we were married under an African sky. Our dream come true. Our chance of a lifetime.

“米歇尔，我见到你的第一眼便深深地爱上了你。在我们第一次约会之前，不，甚至在我们一起喝咖啡之前，我已经知道你是我要娶的女人。今天早上，我睁开眼睛，一想到已经是5月3号，我绝望极了，再过三天，我将失去我的天使。的确，在非洲的事业是我生命中的一个转机。可是你,米歇尔，让我的梦想成真。请嫁给我吧，亲爱的米歇尔！”

“噢，是的，巴里，是的，我同意！”我流着泪答道。

“我知道到纽约对你意味着什么，可是你能到南非和我一同生活吗？我深深地感到，米歇尔，我们的相遇是上天的安排。我生活中的
 许多事都与计划背道而驰。可我相信那都是一个更大计划的组成部分！”巴里笑言：“上帝的确够幽默，可却不太会安排时间。”

一年后的5月3号，我和巴里在南非的天空下举行了婚礼。我们都梦想成真，也不曾错过我们生命中的机遇。


Hope And Comfort希望与安慰

Charley goes to the hospital to visit his wife.

"How are you feeling?" he asks, sitting at the bedside, close to Dolly who is smiling at him, her black hair resting against the white pillows.

"I'm fine," Dolly says quietly. She looks old and tired to Charley; she is deathly pale and has black pouches under her eyes.

"You look tired," Charley says. "Aren't you sleeping?"

"I was a bit restless last night."

Dolly does not mention the pain: she doesn't want to worry her husband.

"Any word from Linda?" she asks.

"She phoned again last night. I told her you were fine. I said there was nothing to worry about."

Linda, their eldest child, teaches in a university. Linda will come home for the holiday in August. Their son Colin and his children live in Australia. Colin hasn't been told that his mother is unwell. Colin't a worrier: it's best he's not upset.


Charley gazes across the hospital ward, bright with pale afternoon sunlight. Other visitors are doing their duties, gathering around the sick, bringing flowers and fruit, offering words of hope and comfort.

"Have you seen the doctor again?" Charley asks his wife.

"Tomorrow maybe."

查理去医院探望他太太。

“你觉得怎样？”他坐在床边，问道。身旁的多莉微笑地看着他，一头黑发铺在白色的枕头上。

“我很好。”多莉平静地说。在查理看来，她显得苍老无力；脸色如死一般的苍白，眼睛下面垂着黑色的眼袋。

“你好像很累，”查理说。“没有睡觉吗？”

“昨晚我有点睡不着。”

多莉没有提到她的病痛——她不想让丈夫担心。

“琳达有什么消息吗？”她接着问道。

“她昨晚又打了电话过来。我告诉她你没事，不用担心。”

琳达是他们最大的孩子，在一所大学任教。八月她会回家度假。查理和多莉的儿子科林还有他的孩子都住在澳大利亚。他们还没有告诉科林他母亲生病的事。科林是个爱担心的人，所以最好不要把他搅得心烦意乱。

查理凝望着医院病房外面，一切都被午后苍白的阳光照得明晃晃的。其他探病的人都在做着他们该做的事:守在病人身边，送来鲜花和水果，说着满怀希望和令人宽心的话。

“你有没有再看医生？”查理问他妻子。

“可能明天吧。”


"Any idea how long they'll keep you in?"

Dolly turns away and coughs into a tissue, then settles back. She takes Charley's hand again.

"They'll let me know on Monday. They have to do lots more tests. They won't let me home until they know. I'm sorry to be such a bother."

Dolly's small chest heaves under her heavy nightdress. Charley thinks of a frightened bird. He used to call her "Sweet Dolores" long ago when he mocked her sorrowful eyes and the way she took everything too seriously. He can't help wondering if she made herself sick with worry.

Poor Dolly!

"Are you managing all right, darling?"

"Yes."

Charley is eating out and staying away from the house as much as possible. He's managing all right.

The minutes pass. Charley is watching the visitors and glancing at the small alarm clock beside his wife's bed. He can hear its ticking. And he recalls the annoying ring when it dragged his wife from bed at the crack of dawn, and moments later her breakfast sounds clattering in the kitchen keeping him awake, reminding him that there's a day's work ahead and children to be schooled.

Tic-tic-tic-tic- tic-tic-tic.

The kids are all grown up now. Second grandchild imminent. Time is running out. A grey face in the mirror reminds Charley of middle age. Where's the point of having money if you can't enjoy it? Why can't clocks take their time? What's the hurry?


Ah? God have mercy! Dolly. How different might it have been without her?

“知道他们要让你在这儿待多久吗？”

这时，多莉转过脸去，用纸巾捂着嘴咳嗽，然后又转过头来，重新握住查理的手。

“星期一他们就会告诉我，他们还要做很多项检查。等结果确认了以后他们才会让我回家。真抱歉，我添了这么多麻烦。”

多莉小小的胸脯在沉重的睡衣下有节奏地起伏着，让查理联想到一只受惊的小鸟儿。很久以前，每逢他嘲笑她那双满载着忧伤的眼眸和她凡事都过于认真时，总是把她叫做“甜蜜的德洛丽丝”。他不禁想到，说不定是她过分的担忧让自己生病的。

可怜的多莉！

“你那边一切都还顺利吧，亲爱的？”

“嗯。”

这段时间查理都在外头吃饭，尽量不待在家里。他一切都还好。

时间一分一秒地过去。查理看着那些来探病的人，一边不时地瞄着妻子床头的那个小闹钟。他可以听见闹钟走动时发出的滴答声。他想起了以前，那令人恼火的闹钟铃声一大清早就把妻子从床上吵醒，一会儿以后厨房传来准备早餐的嘈杂声也把他给唤醒了，提醒他今天还有一堆事情要做，还要送孩子们去上学。

滴—答—滴—答—滴—答……

现在，孩子们都长大了。他们也将要迎来第二个孙子。逝者如斯，镜子里一张灰白的脸提醒查理自己已届中年。如果赚了钱却不能享受，那么有钱又有什么意义呢？为什么时钟就不能走慢点儿？那么匆匆忙忙地在赶什么呢？

啊——愿上帝垂怜！多莉啊，如果没有了她，一切会怎样的不同呢？


Dolly's eyelids droop. Her mouth opens a fraction. She looks almost dead. Moments pass slowly.

"This must be very boring for you," she says, without opening her eyes.

"Not at all. It does me good to see you."

"It's not nice having to visit anybody in hospital. It's so depressing."

"Don't think that way."

Dolly settles her head further back against the white pillows. Grimaces for an instant then gives a smile.

"You should leave now, Charley. I think I might sleep for a while."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

Charley bounces to his feet.

"I'll come later," he says.

"Please don't. The wards will be crammed with people on Saturday. Leave it till the morning. Come after three."

"Is that what you want?"

"It is, darling."

Dolly opens her eyes, smiles like a child. It's been a long time since Dolly was a child.

"You look tired, darling," she says. "Aren't you sleeping?"

"I was a bit restless last night."

"Try to take things easy."

Dolly squeezes her husband's hand, presses her ringed finger against his gold wedding ring. Her fingers are light as feathers.


"Off you go, darling," she says."Try not to worry."

Charley bends and kisses Dolly's forehead.

多莉的眼皮垂了下来，嘴巴微微张开。看起来就好像已经死去了一样。时间缓慢地走过。

“这肯定让你觉得很无聊吧。”她闭着眼睛说。

“一点也不。看着你，我觉得好受些。”

“到医院探望人，总归不是什么好受的感觉吧。太阴郁了。”

“别那么想。”

多莉把头往白色枕头上再靠了靠。有那么一瞬间，她的脸因痛苦而扭曲，但很快便换上一盏微笑。

“你该走了，查理。我想睡会儿。”

“真的吗？”

“嗯。”

查理立即站了起来。

“那我迟些再来。”他说道。

“别。星期六病房里挤满了人。早上再说吧，三点以后再过来。”

“你想这样吗？”

“是的，亲爱的。”

多莉睁开了眼睛，露出孩子般的微笑。多莉也曾是个孩子，那已经是很久以前的事了。

“你看起来很累，亲爱的。”她继续说道，“你不去睡吗？”

“昨晚我有点睡不着。”

“让自己放松点儿。”

多莉握了握丈夫的手，她戴着戒指的手指紧贴着他的金质婚戒。她的手指轻得像羽毛一样。

“你走吧，亲爱的，”她说。“不要担心。”

查理弯下身子，吻了吻多莉的额头。


"I'll see you tomorrow," he says.

Dolly's eyes close. Her fingers slip from his.

Charley walks along a polished corridor and finds the exit. Outside in the car park he locates his car and sits inside. He glances around at the visitors coming and going. Nurses walk past, reminding him of butterflies. Charley reaches for his mobile phone and taps in a number. The call is answered almost immediately.

"Katherine?" he says.

"Where are you? I've been waiting ages for your call."

"I'm outside the hospital. I've just been in to see her."

"How is she?"

"She's all right. As well as can be expected, I suppose. Who really knows?"

Charley pulls down the sunshade to protect his eyes from the blinding brightness, then returns his attention to his sister.

"She'll be in for a while longer."

"I'll see you later?" Katherine asks.

"I expect so."

"Stay tonight," she offers. "If you like."

Charley thinks of his own empty house, the quietness without Dolly and the dreadful silences she left behind.

"I'd like that," he says.

Charley says goodbye and puts the phone away. He smiles, probably for the first time that day. He starts the engine and as he drives away, Charley glances through the rear view mirror and sees the grey hospital building receding like a prison.


God help me, he thinks. God help us all.

“明天我再来看你。”他说。

多莉的眼睛合上了，她的手从他手中滑落。

查理穿过一条亮堂堂的走廊，找到了出口。接着来到停车场，找到自己的车，坐了进去。他看着周围来来往往的来探病的人；护士从旁边走过，让他联想到蝴蝶。查理伸手去拿手机，敲入一串号码。电话那边的人几乎马上就接了。

“是凯瑟琳吗？”他问道。

“你在哪里？我等你电话等了好久了。”

“我在医院外面，我刚刚去看过她。”

“她还好吗？”

“她还好。我想，与我们能期待的差不多。谁知道呢？”

查理把遮阳罩拉下来，不让刺目的阳光直射着眼睛，然后注意力又回到他的姐姐身上。

“她还得在里面待上一阵子。”

“我们过会儿见个面好吗？”凯瑟琳问。

“我也这么想。”

“今晚留下来过夜吧，”她接着提议，“如果你愿意的话。”

查理想到自己空空如也的屋子，那儿有的只是一片因为多莉的缺席而带来的安静，和她离开后留下的可怕的沉寂。

“没问题。”他说。

和凯瑟琳道别以后，查理把电话收好。他笑了笑，也许这是他今天第一次展露笑颜。他启动引擎，把车子开走。查理望着后视镜，从镜里，他看到那座灰白的医院楼渐渐地往后退去，就像一座监狱。

愿上帝帮助我，他在心中默念着。愿上帝帮助我们所有人。
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