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内容简介

本书作者撷取了四十余位著名英美作家近五十篇的文学佳作。通过对各时期主要文学流派作品的简介，向读者展示了英美文学的大致框架，引发读者去思考、欣赏，去遨游英美文学的知识海洋。

全书以题材广泛、风格各异，集知识与趣味于一体为特色，来满足广大大专院校师生、涉外工作者、出国人员以及有一定英语基础且对英美文学感兴趣的读者的需求。


再版前言

承蒙读者厚爱，《英美文学精华导读》一书自2004年面世以来，到2009年的四年里重印次数达7次，对一本纯粹的文学教材来说，取得这样的“业绩”着实令人颇感欣慰。使用本书的教师与学生的反馈意见非常积极肯定，普遍认为本书可操作性强，而且内容极具趣味性，展现了较大的想象空间，会较快地引发学生的认知兴趣，能够让他们非常容易融入课堂讨论，并运用书中介绍的文学欣赏知识并根据自己的人生经历，分享他们自己对作品的诠释和欣赏角度。深受大家的肯定鼓舞，根据师生教学和读者使用当中发现的问题以及提出的意见和建议，也出于审美和篇幅的考虑，本书再版时，主编对全书的构架、章节编排方式和部分章节内容作了调整，章节内容变化大致如下：英国文学部分第五章第四节换掉了D·H·劳伦斯的《儿子与情人》选段，取而代之的是他的名篇《马贩子的女儿》和代表诗作《蛇》（王玉编）；美国文学部分第一章第三节去掉纳撒尼尔·霍桑的《年轻的小伙子古德曼·布朗》，换上他的著名短篇小说《胎记》（王玉编）；美国文学第二章第三节换掉亨利·詹姆斯的《黛西·米勒》的节选，改用欧·亨利的名篇《警察与赞美诗》（胡平编）；美国文学第三章第四节，删去原有艾兹拉·庞德的诗歌，另选了尤金·奥尼尔的戏剧《毛猿》第二场（胡平编）。希望再版的《英美文学精华导读（第二版）》更加受到读者的关注和支持，为大家带来更愉悦的阅读体验。

编者

2010年元月于华理苑


前言

21世纪国际间竞争的特点是在交际中竞争、在竞争中交际。参与竞争之人首先应是跨文化交际的高手，才可能成为竞争的赢家。人们要在跨文化交际中游刃有余、占据主动，除了专业基础厚实，还应具备国际化意识，即一方面应通晓本国的语言、文化、历史和国情等，另一方面还必须熟悉并掌握目标语国家的文学、历史、国情与发展现状等人文知识，做到“知己知彼”，才能达到交际的目的。人总是隶属于某个社会阶层、民族或国家，而该阶层、民族或国家的思想、感情、审美情趣、时空观、价值观等都会或多或少地体现在其个人处世判事之中。因此，可以毫不夸张地说，在跨文化交际中，人文素质的高低和对目标语国家人文知识了解的多寡直接决定交际的成败与得失。

外语学习者，首先应该对自己国家悠久的历史、灿烂的文化和优秀的文学传统了如指掌并且由衷地感到自豪；同时，还要了解熟悉目标语国家的人文知识。英美历史提供了有关国家的历史发展轨迹和政治、经济、文化、教育等现状的一般人文知识；英美文学是英美文化的一部分，也是英美各历史阶段社会生活的一面镜子，是属于不同阶级和社会阶层的作家的思想、感情、审美趣味的集中表现，因而也直接或间接地、形象地体现了各不同社会阶层的人与人、人与社会、人与自然的关系以及人自身的心理状态、精神风貌、价值观和时空观。文学涵盖的知识极其广博，加上作家细致入微的观察，因而其提供的知识是丰富多维的。作为文学的载体和媒介的语言或庄重典雅，或诙谐幽默，或寓意丰盈，或辛辣尖刻，或俏皮夸张，或亦庄亦谐，均是英语语言文学的高度凝练，其具有的思想之美、语言之美、形象之美、音韵之美既能表现深刻的哲理，又引导读者产生丰富的联想，点燃内心炽热的情感，推崇高尚积极的思想品德。一个人有知识、重思想、讲感情、善联想，才能言之有物，他的语言才可能精确深刻，丰富多彩，才会有感染力和震撼力。可以说培养文学鉴赏能力既是培养语感的需要，又是提高文化修养的重要方面，还能陶冶情操、提高语言修养、锻炼思维、增长知识。所以要学好语言，必须学一点文学。本着这样的目的，我们选编了这本《英美文学精华导读》。

所谓“精华”，是因为本书合英、美文学为一体，撷取了四十余位著名作家近五十篇英美文学中脍炙人口且颇具代表性的名篇佳作，体裁多样，题材广泛，风格各异，文笔隽永，以期满足不同品位读者的不同认知需求和审美需要，真可谓“一书在手，即可纵览英美文学世界精品名作。”

所谓“导读”，是因为本书提供了各个时期主要的文学流派的简单介绍、主要作家及作品、作品选读、简要注释、启发性思考题、作品简评、参考阅读书目等等，为读者体验在浩瀚的文学海洋岸边嬉戏或浪中遨游的趣味提供导游。为了激发和引导读者的兴趣，书中还特地介绍了文学阅读和欣赏必要的相关知识。书后还附有英美获诺贝尔文学奖作家一览表，以方便在这方面有兴趣的读者作更进一步研读赏析。因此，可以说此书具备参考书的保存价值。

本书共有九个章节（其中英国文学五章，美国文学四章），基本上是按照文学史上传统的时期划分的，这样，读者对英美文学史的框架可以有大致了解。需要说明的一点是，各章作家及作品并不一定完全按照各章所介绍的文学思潮或流派选定的。

本书的整体构思及统稿、全书校对工作、英国部分第四、五章以及美国部分第四章由龙毛忠负责；英国部分第一、二、三章由颜静兰编写；美国部分第一、二、三章由王慧编写；作者图片由颜静兰、王慧提供。

本书的编写与出版得到了华东理工大学教务处教材立项经费资助、华东理工大学出版社等部门的大力支持，在此编者表示诚挚的谢意！在编写本书的过程中，我们参考借鉴了不少作者的著作和观点，在此谨表谢意。囿于编者的学识和水平，书中定有可商榷之处，恳请专家和读者指正。

编者

2004年元月于华理苑



上篇　英国文学


第一章　文艺复兴时期 Renaissance

文艺复兴于14世纪至16世纪起源于意大利，后扩展到了法国、德国、英国、荷兰等其他国家，成为全欧洲思想文化领域内一场伟大而进步的变革，也是文学艺术和科学繁荣发展的时代。文艺复兴是欧洲思想界和文化界以复兴灿烂的希腊、罗马古典文化为契机和形式，在政治、经济和文化等多方面因素交互作用下产生的。14世纪到16世纪西欧各国的封建社会内部产生了资本主义生产关系，新生的资产阶级为取得政治地位而向教会和封建意识形态发起挑战。在当时的意大利佛罗伦萨，城市手工业发达，商业贸易已有相当规模，市民阶级在文化的各个方面强烈地表现其新的思想意识。当政的美第奇家族不但乐于充当“文学家的保护人”，而且在建筑、音乐、诗歌等领域也有颇深的艺术造诣，从而推动了文艺复兴的发展。文艺复兴在英国起止较晚，从15世纪中期到17世纪初期。这场思想文化革命对英国社会、政治、经济等方面都产生了巨大而又深刻的影响，并使思想、文学、艺术出现无比高涨与空前的繁荣。

人文主义为文艺复兴时期的主要思想体系，它表现出强烈的反封建和反教会文化倾向，反对以神为中心的世界观，提倡以人为中心，唤醒人们积极进取、创造和科学实验的精神，这为社会进步奠定了思想基础。在这一革命思想指导下，文艺复兴时期的文学艺术领域天才辈出、群星灿烂，出现了大量美不胜收的优秀文学艺术作品。如：米开朗其罗的雕塑、达·芬奇的绘画、但丁的美学和诗歌等。这些富有生活气息的作品表现了那一时期的世界观和人生观，鲜明地表达出了新的时代精神：重视现世享乐生活、强调人的价值与个性、提倡理性和个人才智的发展。对人的才智与潜力的重新认识与倾心赞美是人文主义文学艺术的中心思想。比如莎士比亚认为：人是最伟大的，他为人类而骄傲，相信人的善良和理智，而且人终究可以战胜不可一世的黑暗。他这样讴歌一个精神与肉体完美结合的人：

人类是件多么了不起的杰作！多么高贵的理性！多么伟大的力量！多么优雅的仪表！多么文雅的举动！在行为上多么像个天使！在智慧上多么像个天神！宇宙的精华！万物的灵长！

——莎士比亚：《哈姆雷特》

英国文艺复兴时期人文主义文学经历了三个时期：第一时期（15世纪末到16世纪初）以研究古代希腊罗马哲学与文学遗产为主，《乌托邦》（Utopia
 ）一书的作者托马斯·莫尔（Thomas More）为这一时期人文主义创作的优秀代表，他的作品表达了那一时期人们对理想正义的社会制度的向往。第二时期（16世纪后半叶到17世纪初）被称为“伊丽莎白时代”，是英国文艺复兴的鼎盛时期，出现了一大批杰出的诗人和思想家，如：斯宾塞（Edmund Spenser）。莎士比亚的戏剧创作是该时期的辉煌标志。从莎士比亚去世到17世纪40年代，英国文艺复兴开始衰落，但也出现了弗朗西斯·培根这样一位伟大的哲学家和散文家。

文艺复兴是一次思想的大解放，是文化艺术的大发展，是人类社会的一大进步。它从根本上改变了人的价值观念，改变了人们对于生活的态度，给长期陷于基督教神学传统沉闷窒息的文坛送来了一股清新的气息。

第一节　威廉·莎士比亚（William Shakespeare, 1564～1616）

作者及作品简介
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莎士比亚为英国文艺复兴时期英国著名戏剧家和诗人。他出生于英格兰沃里克郡埃文河畔的斯特拉特福镇，父亲曾是经营羊毛、皮革制造及谷物的富商，后被选为镇长。莎士比亚幼年在当地文法学校读书，开始接触古代诗文喜剧等作品并学习拉丁文。十四岁家道败落，莎士比亚只得辍学帮助父亲养家理事。后当过学徒、乡村教师、贵族家仆、文书等。1582年同长他十岁的农家女安·哈瑟维结婚，生有一女儿和一对双胞胎儿子。1586年莎士比亚因偷猎乡绅的鹿兔而被迫远走伦敦。他先在剧院门前为人看马，后为剧院干些杂役，演些小角色，并开始剧作生涯。后因剧作创作的成功而发家，1597年在斯特拉特福购置了房产，1599年成为环球剧场股东之一。1610年莎士比亚退出戏剧生涯，回乡隐居。1616年4月23日在家乡病逝，葬于镇上的圣三一教堂。

莎士比亚一生共创作了37部戏剧，2部长诗和154首十四行诗。他的作品是人文主义文学的最杰出代表，对后代作家的影响颇为深远，在世界文学史上占有极其重要的地位。莎士比亚的戏剧创作按时代、思想和艺术风格的发展可分三个时期：

第一时期（1590～1600）以历史剧、喜剧为主，基调乐观向上，充满着以人文主义理想解决社会矛盾的信心。历史剧塑造了一系列正反面君主形象，反映了莎士比亚反对封建割据，拥护中央集权，要求开明君主进行自上而下改革，建立和谐社会关系的人文主义政治与道德理想，代表作品有《理查三世》（Richard III
 , 1592）、《亨利四世》（Henry IV
 , 1597）。喜剧以爱情、友谊、婚姻为主题，温和地揭露和嘲讽旧事物的衰朽和丑恶，主人公多是一些具有人文主义智慧与美德的青年男女，通过他们争取自由和幸福的斗争，歌颂进步、美好的新人新风。代表作品有《驯悍记》（The Taming of the Shrew
 , 1593）、《仲夏夜之梦》（A Mid-Summer Night's Dream
 , 1595）、《威尼斯商人》（The Merchant of Venice
 , 1596）、《温莎的风流娘儿们》（The Merry Wives of Windsor
 , 1598）、《无事生非》（Much Ado about Nothing
 , 1598）、《皆大欢喜》（As You Like It
 , 1599）和《第十二夜》（Twelfth Night
 , 1600）。第二时期（1601～1607）以悲剧为主，创作风格从乐观明快转为悲观忧郁，创作思想从歌颂人文主义理想转而揭露批判社会的种种罪恶和黑暗。塑造的主人公是一些雄心勃勃地想要发展或完善自己，但又不能克服时代和自身的局限，终于在同环境和内心敌对势力的力量悬殊斗争中，遭到不可避免的失败和牺牲的具有人文精神的青年。这一时期的代表作是四大悲剧：《哈姆雷特》（Hamlet
 , 1601）、《奥赛罗》（Othello
 , 1604）、《李尔王》（King Lear
 , 1605）、《麦克白》（Macbeth
 , 1605），它们标志着作者对时代、人生的深度思考。第三时期（1608～1613）为浪漫主义传奇剧，代表作为《辛白林》（Cymbeline
 , 1609）、《冬天的故事》（The Winter's Tale
 , 1610）、《暴风雨》（The Tempest
 , 1612）。莎士比亚在创作中仍然坚持人文主义理想，宽恕仁爱为主要精神，其创作风格添加了不少浓郁的浪漫空幻色彩。

154首十四行诗体的抒情诗是莎士比亚诗歌创作的辉煌成就。前126首是献给一位英俊、金发的贵族少年。诗人热烈地歌颂这位青年的美貌和诗人与他的友谊；后28首是写给一位黑肤女郎，至今无人知晓她是何许人。在这些十四行诗里，通过对友谊和爱情的歌颂，莎士比亚表达了他进步的世界观、人生观和审美观，一些诗不乏深刻的哲理思辨，给后人留下隽永的启示。

作品选读1


Sonnet 18


Shall I compare thee1
 to a Summer's day?

Thou art2
 more lovely and more temperate.

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And Summer's lease hath3
 all too short a date4
 .

Sometime5
 too hot the eye of heaven6
 shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;

And every fair7
 from fair8
 sometime declines,

By chance, or nature's changing course, untrimm'd9
 ;

But thy eternal Summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st10
 ,

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st11
 in his shade,

When in eternal line to time thou grow'st.12


So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Notes:

1. thee: you（宾格）

2. Thou art: You are

3. hath: has

4. date: period of time

5. sometime: sometimes, at times; now and then

6. the eye of heaven: the sun

7. fair: beautiful thing or person

8. fair: the quality of beauty

9. untrimm'd: stripped (of its beauty)

10. Thou ow'st: you own

11. thou wander'st: you wander

12. in eternal lines to time thou grow'st: in the poems, you become a part of time

作品简评

十四行诗是欧洲的一种抒情诗体，音译为“商籁体”。诗体格律较为严谨，起源于意大利文艺复兴初期，后传入英国，流行一时，并出现多种变体。莎士比亚发展并丰富了这一诗体，其诗结构更为流畅，主题愈加鲜明丰富。他的十四行诗为四、四、四、二编排，韵式为ABAB，CDCD，EFEF，GG，最后两行一般为总结性的警句。每行为抑扬格（轻读音节重读音节或者短音节长音节）、五音步（即每行10个音节、轻重交替）。

莎士比亚在第十八首诗中赞颂他美貌的青年朋友，并把他比作夏日，因为英国的夏天最为舒畅宜人，温暖但又无炎炎酷热。接着，诗人笔锋一转指出：夏日虽好但远比不上友人的青春与美貌。诗人坚信他的诗能够同时间抗衡，因而他朋友的美丽品质将在他的诗中永存。这首诗对青春、友情的生动渲染与热情歌颂正反映出文艺复兴时期人们对美的崇尚，对美好事物和品质的追求，人文主义思想在该诗中得到了很好的体现。最后两句“只要人类在呼吸，眼睛看得见，我这首诗就活着，使你的生命绵延”已成了千古传唱的绝句。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the main idea of Sonnet 18?

2. The poem“Sonnet 18”falls into 3 parts. What specific aspect of the poem is described in each part?

作品选读2

Hamlet, Prince of Denmark: ACT III, Scene I

To be, or not to be,1
 that is the question:

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles

And by opposing end them2
 . To die—to sleep,

No more;3
 and by a sleep to say we end

The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to: 'Tis a consummation4


Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;

To sleep, perchance to dream—ay, there's the rub5
 :

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,

When we have shuffled off6
 this mortal coil7
 ,

Must give us pause8
 . There's the respect

That makes calamity of so long life.

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time9
 ,

Th' oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,

The pangs of despised10
 love, the law's delay,

The insolence of office, and the spurns

That patient merit11
 of th' unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make12


With a bare bodkin13
 ? Who would fardels14
 bear,

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,

The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn15


No traveler returns, puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience16
 does make cowards of us all17
 ,

And thus the native hue of resolution18


Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,

And enterprises of great pitch19
 and moment20
 ,

With this regard their currents turn awry

And lose the name of action21
 .

Notes:

1. To be, or not to be: to exist, to live or to die

2. by opposing end them: end them by fighting (rather than endure them passively)

3. No more: That's all

4. consummation: final ending

5. the rub: the obstacle（障碍物）.

6. shuffled off: got free from

7. this mortal coil: this whole business of earthly living（尘世的烦恼）

8. give us pause: make us stop to think

9. time: this (temporal) world

10. despised: unvalued

11. merit: the worthy one

12. his quietus make: settle his final bill（从人世苦海中解脱）

13. bodkin: short dagger

14. fardels: burdens

15. bourn: boundary

16. conscience: awareness, moral understanding

17. make cowards of us all: cause us all to become cowards

18. the native hue of resolution: the natural colour of courage which is blood-red

19. pitch: magnitude

20. moment: importance

21. lose the name of action: lose the name (honour) that comes from action

作品简评

《哈姆雷特》（The Tragical History of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark
 , 1601）是莎士比亚戏剧中最为著名的一部悲剧。它讲述了这样一个故事：年轻英俊、正直善良的丹麦王子哈姆雷特因父亲猝死回国奔丧。父亲的死使他痛不欲生，但母亲却忙着改嫁。父亲的亡灵向哈姆雷特揭发叔父克劳狄斯毒死先王、篡位盗嫂的真相，并要儿子为他复仇雪恨。冷酷的现实使他万分震惊。他心情无比沉重，精神忧郁恍惚，对母亲又恨又爱，对鬼魂将信将疑，对生命意义产生了怀疑。哈姆雷特选择了装疯卖傻来摸清真相并伺机报仇。经过一段时间的调查后，他证实了父亲的鬼魂所说的都是真实的，并痛苦地发现世界是污浊瘴气的集合，是长满恶毒莠草的荒园，“丹麦和整个世界是座监狱”。个人悲剧已成为社会的悲剧，家庭复仇也演变为铲除罪恶、“重振乾坤”的社会责任心。最后在决斗中哈姆雷特刺死了克劳狄斯，为父亲报了仇，正义得到了伸张，而自己也因中了毒剑后毒性发作身亡。

莎士比亚在这个故事中，新瓶装旧酒，赋予了传统的历史故事以新的形式和内容。通过独特的艺术手法，莎士比亚塑造了哈姆雷特这个世界文学史上著名的典型形象，并在其身上倾注了自己的人文主义思想。《哈姆雷特》中主人公哈姆雷特有不少大篇的独白，以表现主人公内心的犹豫彷徨与激烈的思想斗争。本书第三幕的第一场就是哈姆雷特著名的关于生死问题的独白，也是人文主义者对思想与行动的思考。是生存，还是毁灭？是忍受命运的折磨，还是反抗人世的苦难？心灵深处矛盾重重的哈姆雷特在焦灼的内心和冷酷的现实之间思考、彷徨、痛苦。哈姆雷特的一生是个悲剧，他才华横溢，诗、戏、剑、乐等样样精通，是一个有理想、有正义感、想有所作为的热血男儿。可是，他身受邪恶势力包围，又不知如何与邪恶作斗争，客观环境与巨大的宗教道德力量的约束使他一再延宕将复仇付诸于行动，并使他痛感自己与理想实现的距离，这正是心灵高尚者的悲剧。

哈姆雷特的软弱与犹豫，多虑与延宕也正是莎士比亚时期那些富理想而弱行动的新兴资产阶级人文主义的代表。哈姆雷特最终未能摆脱死亡，但是他的精神以及他所代表的正义和真理已超越死亡。哈姆雷特取得了道义上的胜利，这就是该悲剧全部思想内容的实质所在。

Questions for Discussion

1. What stylistic devices are employed in Hamlet's soliloquy?

Suggested Reading List


Sonnet 29



Sonnet 73



Sonnet 116



Sonnet 130



The Tragedy of Macbeth



The Merchant of Venice


第二节　弗朗西斯·培根（Francis Bacon, 1561～1626）

作者及作品简介

[image: 017]


弗朗西斯·培根于1561年1月出生在伦敦一个官宦世家，父亲是伊丽莎白女皇的掌玺大臣。他从小好学，天赋极高，12岁就考入剑桥大学三一学院。读书期间，他经常独立思考社会和人生的真谛，敢于向权威挑战，他认为“真理是时间的女儿，不是权威的女儿”。大学毕业以后，他在巴黎生活了两年半，了解并汲取了不少新思想、新理念，这对他以后世界观的形成有很大影响。后进伦敦法律学校学习法律，1582年取得了律师资格并开始从事法律业务。1584年当选为国会议员，后被聘为女王的特别法律顾问，朝廷的首席检察官、枢密院顾问、掌玺大臣等。由于培根恃才傲物，树敌甚多，1621年被国会指控贪污受贿，革除一切职务，罚金四万英镑，监禁于伦敦塔内，终生不得担任官职。出狱后，培根专心从事哲学与文学方面的著述。1626年4月因试验用雪储藏食品而感染疾病，孤独地病逝于伦敦郊外。

作为资产阶级上升时期的代表，培根主张发展生产，渴望探索自然，要求发展科学，进行科学的“伟大复兴”。他认为经院哲学阻碍了当代科学的发展，因此极力批判经院哲学和神学权威，主张打破“偶像”，铲除各种偏见和幻想。培根的科学方法观以实验定性和归纳为主。他继承和发展了古代关于物质是万物本源的思想，认为世界是由物质构成的，物质具有运动的特性，运动是物质的属性。培根从唯物论立场出发，指出科学的任务在于认识自然界及其规律。但受时代的局限，他的世界观具有朴素唯物论和形而上学的特点。

在从政的过程中他不断从事学术理论著述，1597年出版了《培根论说文集》（Essays
 ），在书中将自己对社会的认识和思考以及对人生的理解，浓缩成许多富有哲理的名言警句，其中许多流传至今。这部散文集是英国散文发展史的一座丰碑。1605年出版了《学术的推进》（The Advancement of Learning
 ），论证了知识的巨大作用，提出一个有系统的科学百科全书的提纲，对后来18世纪以狄德罗为首的法国百科全书派编著百科全书起了重大作用。后又相继出版了《伟大的复兴》（The Great Instauration
 ）、《新大西岛》（The New Atlantis
 ），这些著作主要研究人类知识的作用和意义、知识的形成和知识的改造。培根决心复兴科学，对人类知识加以重新改造。《新工具》（The New Instrument
 ）是与亚里士多德的《工具篇》相对立的一部研究科学方法的重要哲学专著，培根提出了近代开创的经验认识原则和经验认识方法，第一次将归纳法引入科学和哲学研究。

“知识就是力量”是培根的一句名言，随着时间的推移，这一名言更加显出它的真理性和科学性。而培根作品中严谨的思维、精辟的论证、简洁明快的语言、朴实自然的文风对英国以后散文的发展有着深刻的积极影响。

作品选读1

Of Studies

Studies serve for delight, for ornament and for ability. Their chief use for delight is in privateness and retiring1
 ; for ornament, is in discourse2
 ; and for ability, is in the judgement and disposition3
 of business. For expert men can execute, and perhaps judge of particulars, one by one, but the general counsels4
 , and the plots5
 and marshalling of affairs, come best from those that are learned. To spend too much time in studies is sloth, to use them too much for ornament, is affectations6
 , to make judgment wholly by their rules7
 , is the humour8
 of a scholar. They perfect nature, and are perfected by experience: for natural abilities are like natural plants, that need proyning9
 by study; and studies themselves do give forth directions too much at large10
 , except they be bounded in by experience11
 . Crafty men contemn studies, simple men admire them, and wise men use them, for they teach not their own use, but that is a wisdom without them, and above them, won by observation. Read not to contradict and confute; nor to believe and take for granted, nor to find talk and discourse, but to weigh and consider12
 . Some books are to be tasted, others to be swallowed, and some few to be chewed and digested; that is, some books are to be read only in parts, others to be read, but not curiously13
 , and some few to be read wholly, and with diligence and attention. Some books also may be read by deputy14
 , and extracts made of them by others but that would be only in the less important arguments, and the meaner sort of books; else15
 distilled books are like common distilled waters, flashy things16
 . Reading maketh a full man; conference a ready man17
 , and writing an exact man. And therefore, if a man write18
 little, he had need have19
 a great memory, if he confer20
 little, he had need have a present wit21
 ; and if he read little, he had need have much cunning, to seem to know that22
 he doth not. Histories make men wise; poets witty; the mathematics subtitle23
 , natural philosophy24
 deep; moral25
 grave, logic and rhetoric able to contend. Abeunt studia in mores
 26
 . Nay27
 there is no stond28
 or impediment in the wit29
 , but may be wrought out30
 by fit studies: like as31
 diseases of the body may have appropriate exercises. Bowling is good for the stone and reins32
 ; shooting for the lungs and breast, gentle walking for the stomach; riding for the head and the like33
 . So if a man's wit be wandering34
 , let him study the mathematics: for in demonstrations, if his wit be called away never35
 so little, he must begin again. If his wit be not apt to distinguish or find differences, let him study the schoolmen36
 : for they are cymini sectores
 37
 . If he be not apt to beat over matters38
 , and to call up one thing to prove and illustrate another, let him study the lawyers' cases. So every defect of the mind may have a special receipt39
 .

Notes:

1. privateness and retiring: to withdraw for rest, seclusion especially for privacy 幽居独处，幽居养静

2. discourse: verbal interchange of ideas; conversation

3. disposition: management, to manage the things correctly

4. counsels: policy or plans

5. plots: plans; marshalling: to bring together and order in an appropriate or effective way 对事务的计划、布置与安排

6. affectations: taking on or displaying an attitude or mode of behavior not natural to oneself or not genuinely felt 虚假、做作

7. by their rules: relying chiefly on book knowledge 按书本的条条框框

8. humour: disposition or temperament, here refers to mental peculiarity 指书生、学者的怪癖

9. proyning (pruning): to cut away what is unwanted or superfluous

10. too much at large: too general, impractical, without a specific subject

11. except they be bounded in by experience: unless they are checked by experience

12. weigh and consider: to think, evaluate carefully, especially by balancing opposing factors or aspects

13. curiously: attentively, carefully

14. read by deputy: 由他人代读

15. else=or else, otherwise

16. flashy things: cheap and showy, not of good quality

17. a ready man: a man who is prompt in apprehending or reacting

18. write: take notes

19. had need have: would need to have

20. confer: to exchange views, discuss

21. a present wit=a ready mind: displayed readily and spontaneously 敏捷，机智

22. that=what

23. subtile=subtle: delicate 微妙的，细致的

24. natural philosophy: the study of nature and the physical universe 自然哲学（旧时用以指自然科学，尤指物理学）

25. moral: moral philosophy 伦理学

26. Abeunt studia in mores:〈Latin〉“Studies pass into the character”;“Studies have an influence upon the manners of those that are conversant in them”(by Bacon in Advancement of Learning
 )

27. Nay: And moreover

28. stond: hindrance, stoppage

29. in the wit=in the mind

30. wrought out: solved, removed

31. like as=as

32. stone and reins: gallstone and kidneys 胆结石和肾

33. and the like: and so on

34. wit be wandering: to lose clarity or coherence of thought

35. never=ever

36. the schoolmen: 欧洲中世纪经院哲学家

37. cymini sectores〈Latin〉: hair-splitters, one that makes excessively fine distinctions in reasoning 吹毛求疵，钻牛角尖的人

38. beat over matters: 调查追究事物

39. receipt=recipe: 药方

作品简评

培根一生成果丰硕与他在求知中正确运用科学的学习方法分不开。他在《论学习》这一名篇中集中地对学习方法作了科学的概括。全篇有论、有敘、有例，层次分明，从不同角度阐述了学习的重要性、学习的态度、正确的学习方法以及学习对性情陶冶的积极影响。

培根认为学习要得法，要积极思考，不要装饰过甚，不必照本宣科，要和实践相结合。读书态度要端正，既不要诘难作者，与他作对，也不要轻信，以为书上什么都对，更不要寻章摘句来炫耀一番，应该仔细斟酌掂量。培根进而指出人类知识浩瀚，须梳理分别对待。有的书只须读其中的一部分即可，有的书知其中梗概即可，而对于少数好书，则要精读、细读、反复地读，并吸收其精华，为我所用。培根还谈了各门学科对性格的作用和影响。比如：历史会使人变得聪明，诗歌使人思维敏捷，数学使人精缜，自然科学使人深刻，伦理学使人庄重，逻辑与修辞使人能言善辩。最后他总结：读书得当能益智增才，陶冶改善人的性情。

这篇《论学习》短小精悍，思想明快，表达简洁，措辞精炼，是一篇不可多得、值得反复细读咀嚼的好文章。该文中一些段落和句子已成为广为流传的警句格言。

作品选读2

Of Beauty

Virtue1
 is like a rich stone, best plain set2
 ; and surely virtue is best, in a body that is comely3
 , though not of delicate features; and that hath rather dignity of presence4
 , than beauty of aspect. Neither is it almost seen, that very beautiful persons are otherwise5
 of great virtue; as if nature were rather busy, not to err6
 , than in labor to produce excellency. And therefore they prove accomplished, but not of great spirit; and study rather behavior, than virtue7
 . But this holds not always8
 : for Augustus Caesar9
 , Titus Vespasianus10
 , Philip le Belle of France11
 , Edward the Fourth of England12
 , Alcibiades of Athens13
 , Ismael the Sophy of Persia14
 , were all high and great spirits; and yet the most beautiful men of their times. In beauty, that of favor15
 , is more than that of colour;16
 and that of decent and gracious motion, more than that of favor17
 . That is the best part of beauty, which a picture cannot express; no, nor the first sight of the life18
 . There is no excellent beauty, that hath not some strangeness in the proportion. A man cannot tell whether Apelles19
 , or Albert Durer20
 , were the more trifler21
 ; whereof22
 the one, would make a personage by geometrical proportions23
 ; the other, by taking the best parts out of divers faces, to make one excellent. Such personages, I think, would please nobody, but the painter that made them. Not but I think a painter may make a better face than ever was; but he must do it by a kind of felicity24
 (as a musician that maketh an excellent air in music), and not by rule. A man shall see faces, that if you examine them part by part, you shall find never a good; and yet altogether do well. If it be true that the principal part of beauty is in decent motion, certainly it is no marvel, though persons in years25
 seem many times more amiable; pulchrorum autumnus pulcher
 26
 ; for no youth can be comely but27
 by pardon28
 , and considering the youth, as to make up the comeliness29
 . Beauty is as summer fruits, which are easy to corrupt, and cannot last; and for the most part it makes a dissolute youth30
 , and an age a little out of countenance31
 ; but yet certainly again, if it light well, it maketh virtue shine, and vices blush.

Notes:

1. virtue: moral excellence and righteousness, goodness 美德

2. best plain set: at its best when it is set plainly

3. comely: pleasing and wholesome in appearance, attractive

4. dignity of presence: 举止端庄

5. otherwise: different, not so

6. to err: to make an error or a mistake

7. study rather behaviour, than virtue: 注意形体、仪态，而不是德行、内在的美

8. this holds not always: this does not always hold true 这不可绝对而论，并不总是这样

9. Augustus Caesar: (63B.C.～14A.D.) 1st Roman emperor who instituted reforms, imperial administration, added to empire by victories in Spain, Gaul, etc.and promoted agriculture and the arts. Augustus Age was the golden age of Latin literature 古罗马第一任皇帝奥古斯都·凯撒

10. Titus Vespasianus: Emperor of Rome (79～81) whose reign was marked by the capture of Jerusalem and by the construction of the Roman Colosseum（罗马圆形剧场）古罗马皇帝提图斯

11. Philip le Belle of France: Philip IV (1285～1314), king of France who reigned from 1285 to 1314 and his reign was one of the most momentous of medieval era, marked by new developments of French monarchy and restriction of feudal usages 法王菲利普四世

12. Edward the Forth of England: Edward IV (1442～1483) who reigned from 1461 to 1470; 1471 to 1483, the leading participant in the Yorkist-Lancastrian conflict known as the Wars of the Roses 英王爱德华四世

13. Alcibiades of Athens: Athenian politician and general whose brilliant military career foundered during the Peloponnesian War (431～404B.C.), during which he changed allegiance three times 公元前5世纪雅典政治家和将领，在伯罗奔尼撒战争中因三易其主而使其卓越的军事生涯毁于一旦

14. Ismael the Sophy of Persia: the sovereign of Persia (1499～1524) who reigned from 1502 to 1524 波斯国王

15. favour:〈archaic〉appearance, a facial feature 外貌

16. that of favor, is more than that of colour: 仪容之美胜于服饰之美

17. that of decent and gracious motion, more than that of favor: 优雅行为之美又胜于仪容之美

18. the life: the person you see at the first sight

19. Apelles: (4th century B.C) Greek painter, court painter of Philip II of Macedon and Alexander the Great, whose works, none of which survives, are described in ancient writings 公元前4世纪希腊画家

20. Albert Durer: (1471～1528) German famous painter, sculptor who wrote Of the Proportions of the Parts of the Human Body 德国著名画家、雕塑家

21. the more trifler: 更为滑稽可笑的人

22. whereof: of whom

23. by geometrical proportions: 按照几何比例

24. by a kind of felicity: by an appropriate and pleasing manner or style

25. persons in years: elderly people

26. Pulchrorum autumnus pulcher:〈Latin〉=the autumn of the beautiful is beautiful美人之秋亦是美

27. but: except

28. by pardon: by making allowance for defect

29. to make up the comeliness: 补其美观之不足

30. it makes a dissolute youth=it makes a youth dissolute; dissolute: lacking moral restraint, indulging in sensual pleasures or vices 生活放荡的

31. an age a little out of countenance= it makes an old man out of countenance; countenance: bearing, demeanor 行为，举止。使老年人行为举止失态

作品简评

《论美》一文作者引经据典，讲了美与品德结合的重要性。文章虽短，真知灼见，精辟警句甚多。

文章开卷，培根指出：美德好比宝石，它在朴素背景衬托下反愈显华丽。同样，一个打扮并不华贵却举止端庄而有美德的人是令人肃然起敬的。过于追求外表美而没有内在美的人，其结果是一无所为。培根认为优雅举止之美要胜于外表的美，而最高的美是任何画家都无法表现的，这是一种奇妙的、无法用言语和绘画来表述或描绘的美。有些老人因其风度举止优雅得体而显得可爱，而有的年轻人尽管外表美貌，却因缺乏优美的修养而显丑陋。

最后培根总结：美的外表须与美的德行结合起来，只有这样，美才会真正地焕发光彩。

Questions for Discussion

1. What are the themes of the two essays by Francis Bacon?

2. Do you enjoy reading“Of Studies”and“Of Beauty”? Do you have any comment to make on the ideas expressed in the essays?

3. Francis Bacon is celebrated for his style of essay writing. Can you make some tentative analysis of his style?

Suggested Reading List


Of Truth



Of Innovations



Of Love



Of Friendship



Of Travel


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

英诗种类概览 Poetry

Poetry is one of the three major types, or genres, of literature, the others being prose and drama. Poems are often divided into lines and stanzas. Many poems employ regular rhythmical patterns, or metres. However, some are written in free verse. Most poems make use of highly concise, musical, and emotionally charged language. Many also use imagery, figurative language and devices of sound like rhyme. Types of poetry include narrative poetry such as ballads, epics, metrical romances; dramatic poetry like dramatic monologues and dramatic dialogues; lyrics such as sonnets, odes, elegies, and love poems.

叙事诗 Narrative Poem

A narrative poem tells a story in verse. Three traditional types of narrative poems include ballads, such as Sir Patrick Spens; epics, such as Beowulf; and metrical romances, such as Sir Gawain and the Green Knight
 .

There are some famous narrative poems in English literature, for example, Spenser's The Faerie Queene
 , Milton's Paradise Lost
 , Coleridge's The Rime of the Ancient Mariner
 , and Tennyson's The Lady of Shalott
 .

抒情诗 Lyric Poem

A lyric poem expresses the observations and feelings of a single speaker. Unlike a narrative poem, it presents an experience or a single effect, but it does not tell a full story. Types of lyrics include the elegy, the ode, and the sonnet.

The lyric, flourished in the songs and sonnets of the Renaissance, was revived by the Romantic poets, and remained the most common poetic form in the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. Alfred Lord Tennyson, Robert Browning, Elizabeth Barrett Browning, Matthew Arnold, William Butler Yeats, W.H. Auden, Dylan Thomas and Stevie Smith all wrote great lyric poems.

颂词 Ode

The ode is a lyric poem of some length that honors an individual, a thing, or a trait dealing with a lofty theme in a dignified manner. The form dates back to classical times and is originally intended to be sung at festivals or in plays. The English odes are generally of three types:

1) the Pindaric ode, following the pattern originated by the ancient Greek poet Pindar.

2) the Cowleyan ode, named after Abraham Cowley, an English poet of the 17th
 century.

3) the Horatian ode, named after the ancient Roman poet Horace. Shelley's Ode to the West Wind
 is of the Horatian type, i.e. with stanzas of uniform length and arrangement. Here Shelley employed the“tyerza rima”, an Italian measure first used by Dante in his well-known poem La Divina Commedia (The Divine Comedy)
 . Here we find a variant of the original Italian pattern: five 14-lined stanzas of iambic pentameter, each of the stanzas containing four tercets and a closing couplet. The rime scheme is aba, bcb, cdc, ded, ee.

十四行诗 Sonnet

A sonnet is a fourteen-line lyric poem with a single theme. Sonnets vary but are usually written in iambic pentameter, following one of two traditional patterns.

The Petrarchan or ltalian sonnet is divided into two parts, an eight-line octave and six-line sestet. The octave rhymes abba abba
 , while the sestet generally rhymes cde cde
 or uses some combination of cd
 rhymes. The octave raises a question, states a problem, or presents a brief narrative, and the sestet answers the question, solves the problem, or comments on the narrative.

The Shakespearean or English sonnet has three four-line quatrains plus a concluding two line couplet. The rhyme scheme of such a sonnet is usually abab cdcd efef gg
 . Each of the three quatrains usually explores a different variation of the main theme. Then the couplet presents a summarizing or concluding statement.

素体诗 Blank Verse

Blank verse is poetry written in unrhymed iambic pentameter lines. Each iambic foot has one weakly stressed syllable followed by one strongly stressed syllable. A pentameter line has five of these feet. Blank verse usually contains occasional variations in rhythm that are introduced to create emphasis, variety, and naturalness of sound. Because blank verse sounds much like ordinary spoken English, it is often used in drama and in poetry. Great English writers of blank verse include Shakespeare, Wordsworth, Browning, and Auden. The following line come from Wordsworth's blank-verse poem Lines Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey
 :
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自由诗 Free Verse

Free verse is poetry not written in a regular rhythmical pattern or meter. Instead of having metrical feet and lines, free verse has a rhythm that suits its meaning and that uses the sounds of spoken language in lines of different lengths. Free verse has been widely used in twentieth-century poetry. An example is The Galloping Cat
 by Stevie Smith:

All the same I

intend to go on being

A cat that likes to

Gallop about doing good

So

Now with my bald head I go,

Chopping the untidy flowers down, to and fro.

图画诗 Pictorialism

Pictorialism is an important poetic device characterized by efforts to achieve striking visual effects. Among its features are irregularity of line, contrast or enchantment of light, color and images. With specific images in mind, poets like E. E. Cummings not only resort to concrete images, with their color and light, for poetic treatment, but also seek to draw every ounce of picturesque value from typographical peculiarities. Other means of pictorialism include personification, juxtaposition and the matching of colors with verbs of action as shown in Sunset by E. E. Cummings with gold“swarms”, silver“chants”and rose“ring”, etc.


名人名言

People do not lack strength; they lack will.

人们缺少的不是力量，而是勇气。

—Hugo（雨果）




第二章　新古典主义时期 Neo-Classicism

欧洲文艺复兴后产生了一种主张理性至上、尊重传统道德价值、倡导公民义务等新古典主义（Neo-Classicism）文艺思潮。这一思潮发端于法国，对西欧各国也有一定影响。文艺复兴是在古典规范的影响下艺术和文学的复兴，其思想基础是关怀人，尊重人，以人为本位的世界观。新古典主义虽然与文艺复兴在受希腊罗马的古典主义艺术影响这点上相似，但是因为时代的变化，追求的审美目标上有所不同，新古典主义时期的文学理论和创作原则遵循唯理主义观点，认为艺术必须从理性出发，注重古典艺术形式的完整，追求典雅、庄重、和谐。因而，新古典主义作家极其重视艺术规则，并且认为只有深入学习古典作家如贺拉斯等并仔细模仿他们的作品，才能够学到那些规则，创造出优秀作品。比如蒲柏认为“古代规律务必恪遵，模仿自然即是模仿他们”，古希腊、古罗马作家的作品是诗歌艺术的最优秀的典范，每位作家应“天天诵读，夜夜思忖”，终生研读学习。

新古典主义在英国文学中主要指1660～1784年间从德莱顿到约翰逊这一文学发展阶段，可大致分为三个时期：王政时期、文学全盛时期和约翰逊时期。这一阶段的主要代表作家有：德莱顿、斯威夫特、斯梯尔、爱狄生、约翰逊、哥尔德斯密斯、吉本等。在文学理论和创作实践中，这一阶段作家的散文、诗歌以及戏剧创作一般以严谨清晰的思想、简约优美的形式与和谐完整的结构为主。17世纪中叶英国散文开始进入形式讲究、体律丰满的境地，古典主义的创作原则逐渐促使散文文体规范化和形式上典雅完美。到18世纪中叶散文又出现了一次自觉繁荣的高潮，斯梯尔、斯威夫特、爱狄生等撰写的散文一扫文风雕琢、华而不实之习气而使得散文面向生活，走向朴素、诚实和自信。古典诗派崇尚理性，注重形式，精益求精，内容以说教与讽刺为主。德莱顿是古典主义诗派的杰出代表，他的英雄双韵体令人耳目一新，既有精巧钟灵之美，又有阳刚豪壮之势，被奉为诗律的楷模。18世纪初，古典主义精神在蒲柏诗中得到了极其充分的体现，并使英雄双韵体形式的运用达到最高的完美境界。他的诗作思想明晰、结构匀称、语言优雅、音韵和谐，影响英国诗坛多年。

第一节　亚历山大·蒲柏（Alexander Pope, 1688～1734）

作者及作品简介
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蒲柏出生于一个当时在政治上极受歧视的天主教徒家庭。12岁时患重病，由于健康受到损害，从此家居读书。16岁时开始写诗，23岁发表诗篇《批评论》（An Essay on Criticism
 , 1711），受到文坛注意，后以写诗和翻译古典作品为生，成为当时不多见的职业作家。

蒲柏在文学上崇奉新古典主义，重节制，讲法则，这也与当时提倡理性的英国上层社会相适应。他主张诗应该严格划分体裁，绝不容许不同体裁诗作混为一体。他擅长把平淡的话写得华美无比。他认为卓越的诗句“内容是人们熟知的，文字是绝妙空前的”。他的作品无不精心雕琢，技巧圆熟，在形式上至臻完美，为世人折服。在英语诗歌史上，双韵体诗由乔叟最先起用，后经斯宾塞、马洛等人发展，再由德莱顿恢复弘扬，最后经蒲柏的完善扩充，形式更整齐优美，节奏更跌宕变化。这种五音步抑扬格、两行成一组相互押韵的“英雄双韵体”在诗歌艺术中达到了神韵独步千古的境界，成为英国诗歌史上的最高成就。

蒲柏的成名之作《批评论》运用英雄双韵体，宣扬文学批评家必须有高雅的趣味的新古典主义理论。《卷发遇劫记》（The Rape of the Lock
 , 1714）是仿英雄体诗所写，作者故意小题大作，使用罗珂珂式的华丽文笔描写一对贵族男女因追逐游戏而交恶的社会新闻，但又意含讽刺，展示了时髦社会中人们生活的空虚无聊。蒲柏也翻译了一些古希腊荷马的著名史诗，如《伊里亚特》（The Iliad
 , 1715～1720），《奥德赛》（The Odyssey
 , 1725～1726）。他所编辑的《莎士比亚全集》（The Works of Shakespeare
 ）1725年问世。在《道德论》（Moral Essay
 , 1731～1733）中蒲柏认为：人各有特点，有的纯朴单一，有的矛盾复杂；伟大的人可能有意想不到的弱点；行为和动机之间可能没有必然的联系。作者在论述正当使用财产时指出，在奢侈求美之中亦应注意合乎自然，就像建筑与园艺不能以大为美而忽略整体的比例与和谐。蒲柏的后期作品哲理诗《人论》（Essay on Man
 , 1732～1734）是一首反映了流行在当时上层人士之间的哲学信念，如“凡存在的都是合理的。”

作品选读

An Essay on Criticism: Part II

A little learning1
 is a dang'rous thing;

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring2
 :

There shallow draughts intoxicate3
 the brain,

And drinking largely sobers4
 us again5
 .

Fir'd6
 at first sight with what the Muse imparts,

In fearless youth we tempt the heights of Arts7
 ,

While from the bounded level of our mind,

Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind,

But more advanc'd8
 , behold with strange surprise

New, distant scenes of endless science rise!

So pleas'd at first, the tow'ring Alps we try,

Mount o'er the vales9
 , and seem to tread the sky;

Th' eternal snows10
 appear already past,

And the first clouds and mountains seem the last;

But those11
 attain'd, we tremble to survey12


The growing labours of the lengthen'd13
 way,

Th' increasing prospect tires our wand'ring eyes14
 ,

Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arise15
 !

Notes:

1. learning: knowledge

2. Pierian spring: spring relating to the learning of poetry诗泉，诗才的源泉，诗的灵感。传说掌管文艺、音乐、天文等九位缪斯（Muses）女神应Pieros女儿们的挑战，在缪斯们居住的赫利孔山（Helicon）赛歌。赫利孔山听得心旷神怡，不断长高，大有上逼天穹之势。最后双翼神马铂伽索斯（Pegasus）遵照波塞冬的命令用马蹄踩住了山的长势，马蹄所踩之处泉水喷涌，饮之即可获作诗灵感。

3. intoxicate: to cause stupefaction, stimulation, or excitement by drinking

4. sobers: becomes temperate, self-restrained

5. The more knowledge you gain, the more clear mind you'll have: compare the line with that from Francis Bacon's“Essay of Atheism”(It is true that a little philosophy inclineth man's mind to Atheism, but depth in philosophy bringeth men's minds about to religion.)

6. Fir'd: excited

7. Arts: the liberal arts

8. more advanc'd: farther away

9. vales: valleys

10. snows: refer to wide expanse of snow

11. those: refer to“the first clouds and mountains”

12. survey: take a general view

13. lengthen'd: prolonged

14. wand'ring eyes: eyes moving from one view to anther

15. Alps on Alps arise: one height overtops another

作品简评

《批评论》是蒲柏23岁时的成名作，构思不同凡响，论述极为审慎，他的政治、哲学、伦理观点可以在诗中一览无遗。蒲柏在《批评论》中除了详尽地叙述了古典主义诗歌的原理，精辟到位地阐述了他的创作观点外，对如何进行批评和怎样做个批评家作了绝妙的论述。他认为对作品不负责地瞎指责和乱批评比拙劣作家写的作品更贻害众人。批评家应有“坦白、谦逊、诚挚”等品质与趣味，但他们必须不违背“自然”。做一个具有健全判断力的真正的批评家的要诀是：“追随自然、依自然原则判断，自然的合理准则永远不会变。”在诗中蒲柏将枯燥抽象的理论写得情文并茂，真知灼见，比比皆是；警句名言，俯拾即是。

这里节选了《批评论》第二段的一部分。开首诗人就忠告人们：“求学问最忌讳一知半解”，学识片面、一知半解贻害无穷。他进一步告诫人们：“浅尝辄止，使人头晕目眩；尽情畅饮，才能清醒聪慧”。如果你见识短浅，就看不到风光无限。只有站得高，才能看得远。“步步深入，景色更令人惊叹！”这些诗句读来真切自然，隽永清新，耐人寻味。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the main idea of Pope's On Criticism
 ?

2. How are the heroic couplets used in the poem?

3. How do you understand the last line“Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arise”?

Suggested Reading List


Essay on Man



Moral Essay


第二节　丹尼尔·笛福（Daniel Defoe, 1660～1730）

作者及作品简介
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笛福出生在伦敦一个中下层阶级家庭，从小表现出与众不同的睿智和大胆。大学生活开拓了笛福的视野，他对学校开设的商业课程产生了浓厚的兴趣，这对他日后从商产生了一定的影响并打下了良好的基础。毕业后，笛福放弃了当牧师的计划转向经商，到二十多岁时已成为有一定积蓄的小商人，确立了自己的地位。他把经商看成是一种乐趣，是他最热爱的事业。同时，笛福还醉心于政治活动，一边经商一边从政，以犀利的文笔写下了一篇篇脍炙人口的政论文，如他向政府提出对社会生活各方面进行改革的《计划论述》（An Essay Upon Project
 , 1697）。他筹集资金创办的《法兰西与全欧政事评论报》（The Review of the Affairs of France and of All Europe
 , 1704～1713）是英国有史以来第一份不依赖政府来讨论政治思想的刊物。笛福以法国时事为借口，对当时英国的政治、经济、宗教、科学、艺术等方面进行了全方位的抨击，对社会产生了很大的影响，并带动了其他报纸的出现与发展。59岁那年，笛福开始了文学创作，第一部小说《鲁宾逊漂流记》（Robinson Crusoe
 , 1719）一出版即大获成功。

笛福一生写了15部小说，按主题可分为冒险小说和历史小说两大类。冒险小说中较为出名的是《辛格顿船长》（Captain Singleton
 , 1720），描写了主人公为生存致富而不择手段地残酷斗争。在历史小说《大疫年的回忆》（A Journal of the Plague Year
 , 1722）中，作者以一个目击者的身份描写了1664～1665年伦敦鼠疫流行时的悲惨景象。笛福以其特有的细腻观察及精细入微的描写把那段历史写得惊心动魄、有声有色，既有强烈的历史感，又有冲击性的现实意义。

笛福被推崇为“现代小说之父”，主要在于他文学创作上的现实主义表现手法。他一反传统的人物塑造，在人物塑造、细节描述和语言的生活化方面独树一帜，为英国文学开辟了现实主义小说的道路。

作品选读

Robinson Crusoe: Chapter 8

After I had been there about ten or twelve days, it came into my thoughts, that I should lose my reckoning of time1
 for want of books2
 and pen and ink, and should even forget the Sabbath days3
 from the working days; but to prevent this I cut it with my knife upon a large post, in capital letters, and making it into a great cross I set it up on the shore where I first landed, viz.4
 I came on Shore here on the 30th of Sept.
 1659. Upon the sides of this square post I cut every day a notch with my knife, and every seventh notch was as long again as the rest5
 , and every first day of the month as long again as that long one, and thus I kept my calendar, or weekly, monthly, and yearly reckoning of time.

In the next place we are to observe, that among the many things which I brought out of the ship in the several voyages, which, as above mentioned, I made to it, I got several things of less value, but not all less useful to me, which I omitted setting down before; as in particular, pens, ink, and paper, several parcels in the captain's, mate's, gunner's, and carpenter's keeping, three or four compasses, some mathematical instruments, dials, perspectives6
 , charts, and books of navigation, all which I huddled together, whether I might want them or no; also I found three very good Bibles which came to me in my cargo from England, and which I had packed up among my things; some Portuguese books also, and among them two or three Popish prayer-books7
 , and several other books, all which I carefully secured. And I must not forget, that we had in the ship a dog and two cats, of whose eminent history I may have occasion to say something in its place; for I carried both the cats with me, and as for the dog, he jumped out of the ship of himself and swam on shore to me the day after I went on shore with my first cargo, and was a trusty servant to me many years; I wanted nothing that he could fetch me, nor any company that he could make up to me, I only wanted to have him talk to me, but that would not do: as I observed before, I found pen, ink and paper, and I husbanded them8
 to the utmost, and I shall show, that while my ink lasted, I kept things very exact, but after that was gone I could not, for I could not make any ink by any means that I could devise.

And this put me in mind that I wanted many things, notwithstanding all that I had amassed together, and of these, this of ink was one, as also spade, pick-axe, and shovel to dig or remove the earth, needles, pins, and thread; as for linen, I soon learned to want that9
 without much difficulty. This want of tools made every work I did go on heavily, and it was near a whole year before I had entirely finished my little pale or surrounded habitation: the piles or stakes, which were as heavy as I could well lift, were a long time in cutting and preparing in the woods, and more by far in bringing home, so that I spent some times two days in cutting and bringing home one of those posts, and a third day in driving it into the ground; for which purpose I got a heavy piece of wood at first, but at last bethought my self of one of the iron crows10
 , which however though I found it, yet it made driving those posts or piles very laborious and tedious work.

But what need I have been concerned at the tediousness of any thing I had to do, seeing I had time enough to do it in, nor had I any other employment if that had been over, at least, that I could foresee, except the ranging the island to seek for food, which I did more or less every day.

I now began to consider seriously my condition, and the circumstance I was reduced to, and I drew up the state of my affairs in writing, not so much to leave them to any that were to come after me, for I was like to have but few heirs, as to deliver my thoughts from daily poring upon them, and afflicting my mind; and as my reason began now to master my despondency11
 , I began to comfort my self as well as I could, and to set the good against the evil, that I might have something to distinguish my case from worse, and I stated it very impartially, like debtor and creditor, the comforts I enjoyed, against the miseries I suffered, thus:

Evil12


I am cast upon a horrible desolate island, void of all hope of recovery.

I am singled out and separated, as it were, from all the world to be miserable.

I am divided from mankind, a solitaire, one banished from humane society.

I have not clothes to cover me.

I am without any defence or means to resist any violence of man or beast.

I have no soul to speak to, or relieve me.

Good13


But I am alive, and not drowned as all my ship's company was.

But I am singled out too from all the ship's crew to be spared from death; and he that miraculously saved me from death, can deliver me from this condition.

But I am in a hot climate, where if I had clothes I could hardly wear them.

But I am cast on an island, where I see no wild beasts to hurt me, as I saw on the coast of Africa: and what if I had been shipwrecked there?

But god wonderfully sent the ship in near enough to the shore, that I have gotten out so many necessary things as will either supply my wants, or enable me to supply my self even as long as I live.

Upon the whole, here was an undoubted testimony, that there was scarce any condition in the world so miserable, but there was something negative or something positive to be thankful for in it; and let this stand as a direction from the experience of the most miserable of all conditions in this world, that we may always find in it something to comfort ourselves from, and to set in the description of good and evil, on the credit side of the accompt14
 .

Having now brought my mind a little to relish my condition, and given over looking out to sea to see if I could spy15
 a ship, I say, giving over these things, I began to apply my self to accommodate my way of living, and to make things as easy to me as I could.

I have already described my habitation, which was a tent under the side of a rock, surrounded with a strong pale of posts and cables, but I might now rather call it a wall, for I raised a kind of wall up against it of turfs, about two foot thick on the outside, and after some time, I think it was a year and half, I raised rafters from it leaning to the rock, and thatched or covered it with bows of trees, and such things as I could get to keep out the rain, which I found at some times of the year very violent.

I have already observed how I brought all my goods into this pale, and into the cave which I had made behind me: but I must observe too, that at first this was a confused heap of goods, which as they lay in no order, so they took up all my place, I had no room to turn myself; so I set my self to enlarge my cave and works farther into the earth, for it was a loose sandy rock, which yielded easily to the labour I bestowed on it; and so when I found I was pretty safe as to beasts of prey, I worked side-ways to the right hand into the rock, and then turning to the right again, worked quite out and made me a door to come out, on the out-side of my pale or fortification.

This gave me not only egress and regress, as it were a back way to my tent and to my storehouse, but gave me room to stow my goods.

And now I began to apply myself to make such necessary things as I found I most wanted, as particularly a chair and a table, for without these I was not able to enjoy the few comforts I had in the world, I could not write, or eat, or do several things with so much pleasure without a table.

So I went to work; and here I must needs observe, that as reason is the substance and original16
 of the mathematics, so by stating and squaring every thing by reason, and by making the most rational judgment of things, every man may be in time master of every mechanic art. I had never handled a tool in my life, and yet in time by labour, application, and contrivance, I found at last that I wanted nothing but I could have made it, especially if I had had tools; however I made abundance of things, even without tools, and some with no more tools than an adze and a hatchet, which perhaps were never made that way before, and that with infinite labour: for example, if I wanted a board, I had no other way but to cut down a tree, set it on an edge before me, and hew it flat on either side with my axe, till I had brought it to be thin as a plank, and then dub it smooth with my adze. It is true, by this method I could make but one board out of a whole tree, but this I had no remedy for but patience, any more than I had for the prodigious deal of time and labour which it took me up to make a plank or board: but my time or labour was little worth, and so it was as well employed one way as another.

However, I made me a table and a chair, as I observed above, in the first place, and this I did out of the short pieces of boards that I brought on my raft from the ship: but when I had wrought out some boards, as above, I made large shelves of the breadth of a foot and half one over another, all along one side of my cave, to lay all my tools, nails, and iron-work, and in a word, to separate every thing at large in their places, that I might come easily at them; I knocked pieces into the wall of the rock to hang my guns and all things that would hang up.

So that had my cave been to be seen, it looked like a general magazine of all necessary things, and I had every thing so ready at my hand, that it was a great pleasure to me to see all my goods in such order, and especially to find my stock of all necessaries so great.

And now it was when I began to keep a journal of every day's employment, for indeed at first I was in too much hurry, and not only hurry as to labour, but in too much discomposure of mind, and my journal would have been full of many dull things: for example, I must have said thus. Sept. The 30th. After I got to shore and had escaped drowning, instead of being thankful to God for my deliverance17
 , having first vomited with the great quantity of salt water which was gotten into my stomach, and recovering my self a little, I ran about the shore, wringing my hands and beating my head and face, exclaiming at my misery, and crying out, I was undone, undone18
 , till tired and faint I was forced to lie down on the ground to repose, but durst19
 not sleep for fear of being devoured.

Some days after this, and after I had been on board the ship, and got all that I could out of her, yet I could not forbear getting up to the top of a little mountain and looking out to sea in hopes of seeing a ship, then fancy at a vast distance I spied a sail, please myself with the hopes of it, and then after looking steadily till I was almost blind, lose it quite, and sit down and weep like a child, and thus increase my misery by my folly.

But having gotten over these things in some measure, and having settled my household stuff and habitation, made me a table and a chair, and all as handsome20
 about me as I could, I began to keep my journal, of which I shall here give you the copy (though in it will be told all these particulars over again) as long as it lasted, for having no more ink I was forced to leave it off.

Notes:

1. reckoning of time: 计算时间

2. want of books: lack of notebooks

3. the Sabbath days: 安息日，休息日

4. viz.＝namely 即，就是

5. as long again as the rest: twice as long as the rest

6. perspectives: telescopes

7. popish prayer-books: prayer-books for Roman Catholics

8. husbanded them: used sparingly, economically

9. to want that: to go without that

10. the iron crows: the iron crow bars 撬杠

11. despondency: depression of spirits from loss of hope, confidence

12. evil: demerits 坏处，缺点

13. good: merits 好处，优点

14. accompt=account

15. spy: discover by close observation, catch sight of

16. original: origin

17. deliverance: rescue from danger, 从危险中解救出来

18. I was undone: 我完蛋了，我完了

19. durst: dare的过去式和过去分词

20. handsome: appropriate or fitting

作品简评

《鲁宾逊漂流记》这部小说在英国和欧洲文学发展史上都占有极为重要的地位。笛福用第一人称，按时间顺序平铺直叙地向人们讲述了鲁宾逊的不凡漂流经历：19岁的青年鲁宾逊不安于平凡悠闲的生活，不听父母的苦劝，只身从舒适的家中出走，去海外经商闯荡。他先被摩尔人掳去做奴隶，后又逃出来，在巴西苦干多年成为一个种植园主。一次为了补充其种植园的劳力，他前往非洲购买奴隶，不幸船只失事，他漂流至南美一渺无人烟的荒岛。在那里，他靠自己的劳动顽强地生活了28年。他自力更生，修建住所，猎取食物，自制各种用具，还种植粮食，制作面包，驯养牲畜。他以其聪明的头脑，充沛的精力和勤劳的双手为自己创造了文明的生活条件。

鲁宾逊是欧洲文学乃至世界文学中第一个资产阶级开拓者的正面形象。他身处孤岛，有着勇敢、聪慧、乐观及奋勇拼搏的精神，他不是在逆境中消沉，感叹命运的不公，而是用勤劳的双手为自己开拓出了一片新天地。小说充分表现出了一个新兴资产阶级积极向上的典型人物的特征，而鲁宾逊则是笛福心目中资产阶级的理想化身。这篇节选生动地记叙了鲁宾逊在孤岛上“从坏事中考虑好事”的思想历程，以及依靠岛上有限的条件，辛苦地制造出一件件像样的“家具”。

小说语言浅显、明朗、易懂，贴近真实的社会生活。《大不列颠百科全书》称笛福是“使用通俗语言进行文学创作第一人”。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the theme of Robinson Crusoe
 ?

2. What makes Robinson Crusoe come over the horrible difficulties and live on the island for years?

3. What are the characteristics of Defoe's style and language?

Suggested Reading List


Moll Flanders



A Journal of the Plague Year


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

韵律 Rhyme

Rhyme is the repetition of sounds at the ends of words. End rhyme occurs when rhyming words appear at the ends of lines. Internal rhyme occurs when rhyming words fall within a line. Exact rhyme is the use of identical rhyming sounds, as in love
 and dove
 . Approximate, or slant rhyme, is the use of sounds that are similar but not identical, as in prove
 and glove
 .

韵脚 Rhyme Scheme

A rhyme scheme is a regular pattern of rhyming words in a poem or stanza. To indicate a rhyme scheme, assign each final sound in the poem or stanza a different letter. The following lines from Charlotte Brontê's On the Death of Anne Brontê
 have been marked:

There's little joy in life for me, (a)

And little terror in the grave; (b)

I've lived the parting hour to see (a)

Of one I would have died to save. (b)

The rhyme scheme of this stanza is abab
 .

格律 Meter

The meter of a poem is its rhythmical pattern. This pattern is determined by the number and types of stresses, or beats, in each line. To describe the meter of a poem, you must scan its lines. Scanning involves marking the stressed and unstressed syllables, as follows:

[image: 033]


—Emily Brontê: Song


As is seen, each stressed syllable is marked with a slanted line (ˊ) and each unstressed syllable with a horseshoe symbol (ˇ). The stresses are then divided by vertical lines into groups called feet. The following types of feet are common in English poetry:

1. iamb: a foot with one unstressed syllable followed by one stressed syllable, as in the word[image: ]
 .

2. trochee: a foot with one stressed syllable followed by one unstressed syllable, as in the word[image: ]


3. anapest: a foot with two unstressed syllables followed by one stressed syllable, as in the word[image: ]
 .

4. dactyl: a foot with one stressed syllable followed by two unstressed syllables, as in the word [image: ]
 .

5. spondee: a foot with two stressed syllables, as in the word [image: ]


6. pyrrhic: a foot with two unstressed syllables, as in the last foot of the word [image: ]


7. amphibrach: a foot with an unstressed syllable, one stressed syllable, and another unstressed syllable, as in the word [image: ]


8. ampimacer: a foot with a stressed syllable, one unstressed syllable, and another stressed syllable, as in [image: ]
 .

A line of poetry is described as iambic
 , trochaic
 , anapestic
 , or dactylic
 according to what kind of foot appears most often in the line.

Lines are also described in terms of the number of feet that occur in them, as follows:

1. monometer: verse written in one-foot lines

2. dimeter: verse written in two-foot lines

3. trimeter: verse written in three-foot lines

4. tetrameter: verse written in four-foot lines

5. pentameter: verse written in five-foot lines

6. hexameter: verse written in six-foot lines

7. heptameter: verse written in seven-foot lines

A complete description of the meter of a line tells both how many feet there are in the line and what kind of foot is most common, for example,“iambic pentameter”,“iambic tetrameter”. Poetry that does not have a regular meter is called free verse.

诗节 Stanza

A stanza is a group of lines in a poem, seen as a unit. Many poems are divided into stanzas that are separated by spaces. Stanzas often function like paragraphs in prose. Each stanza states and develops one main idea.

Stanzas are commonly named according to the number or lines found in them, as follows:

1. couplet: a two-line stanza

2. tercet: a three-line stanza

3. quatrain: a four-line stanza

4. cinquain: a five-line stanza

5. sestet: a six-line stanza

6. heptastich: a seven-line stanza

7. octave: an eight-line stanza


名人名言

A truly great book should be read in youth, again in maturity and once more in old age, as a fine building should be seen by morning light, at noon and by moonlight.

一本真正伟大的书应该在青年时读，然后在成熟后读，最后在老年时还要读。正如一个优美的建筑应该在晨光中看，中午再看，最后在月光中看。

—Robertson Davies（戴维斯）




第三章　浪漫主义时期 Romanticism

18世纪末和19世纪初浪漫主义文学在整个欧洲盛行。浪漫主义作家反映了处在资产阶级革命和社会变革时期的社会情绪、意识形态及人生观。他们注重人的本能和感情，作品偏重于表现主观理想，抒发强烈的个人感情，以此表达对现实社会的不满。浪漫主义文学与古典主义标榜的理性和规则相对立，强调人的主观精神和个性自由，着力表现个人的灵感和想象，思想与情感，尤其主张以诗歌来抒发个人的情感，表达对理想的追求。

英国诗人布莱克和彭斯开创了浪漫主义诗歌的先河，到了19世纪上半叶，英国的浪漫主义诗歌达到顶峰。由于诗人的社会立场和作品的思想内涵不尽相同，19世纪前期英国浪漫主义可以分为消极浪漫主义和积极浪漫主义两个流派。以华兹华斯、柯尔律治、骚塞等“湖畔诗人”为代表的消极浪漫主义诗人愤世嫉俗，忧郁失望，作品以歌吟湖光山色和田野风光为主。而以拜伦、雪莱、济慈等为代表的积极浪漫主义诗人则充满破除封建束缚的革命激情和向往新生活的崇高理想。作品强调自由平等与个性解放，充满瑰丽的想象和奔放的激情。拜伦的诗体长篇小说《唐璜》，对欧洲各国的社会弊端予以辛辣的讽刺和揭露。雪莱的抒情诗剧《解放了的普罗米修斯》，则描绘了没有压迫和剥削的大同世界，寄托了诗人的空想社会主义的理想。

英国浪漫主义无论是消极派还是积极派在艺术创作中都有其鲜明的共同点。浪漫主义诗人一般都视大自然为“美”、“生命”及“理想境界”的象征，注重大自然与人类心灵的沟通与交融，自然景色对内心的感染与感悟是浪漫主义诗作的着力表现点。通俗歌谣和民间传说等民间文化成为浪漫主义诗人创作的丰富的素材来源。而诗歌也不只是反映理性观念的镜子，更是表达个人情感与展示想象力的艺术工具。诗歌的格律跳出传统规范的制约，更为舒展、自由、灵活。英国浪漫主义诗歌促进了英国文学的发展与繁荣，也为世界文学事业的发展作出了卓越贡献。

第一节　威廉·布莱克（William Blake, 1757～1827）

作者及作品简介

[image: 036]


威廉·布莱克于1757年11月28日出生于敦一小商人家庭。他自小个性极强，想象力丰富。他是个天才的铜版雕刻艺术家和诗人，他的画常常别出心裁，独树一帜。他曾为但丁的《神曲》、杨格的《夜思》、格雷的诗歌和《圣经》等作过插图。他的诗明快别致，不落俗套。布莱克把他的诗和插图刻在铜版上自己出版，铜版上优美的诗和精致的画取得了互为补充、相得益彰的艺术效果。不幸的是他许多出色的诗作得不到同时代人的理解和认可，其艺术天才也得不到皇家艺术学院的承认。最后他在穷困中默默无闻地死去，死后墓上无碑，过了整整一个世纪后，人们才为他竖立了墓碑。

布莱克的诗作有著名的诗集《天真之歌》（Songs of Innocence
 , 1783）和《经验之歌》（Songs of Experience
 , 1794）及其他一些讴歌革命、颂扬人生、追求理想的无韵长诗，如《亚美利加》、《洛斯之歌》和《米尔顿》等。《天真之歌》展现在我们面前的是一个充满博爱、仁慈、怜悯和快乐的世界。诗人用孩子般的“天真眼光”来看世界，用空想欢乐主义来理解社会。鲜明有力的诗句中处处渗透出诗人对生活与自然的孩子般的率直而欣悦的感受以及对宇宙和谐的领悟。在《经验之歌》创作与刻印期间，诗人的思想受到法国革命的巨大冲击，他对革命寄予了深切的同情。那时的英国由于连年对法国用兵，民穷财尽，诗人清楚地理解了英国人民的苦难，他不再“天真”，已对社会有了深刻的“经验”。在这本诗集中，诗人引导读者进入可怖而阴暗的伦敦街巷、教堂与学校，目睹政府与教会毒害与摧残青少年的情景。人民的贫困生活，不幸遭遇与愁苦心绪在诗中得到了淋漓尽致的描叙。

布莱克的其他作品与《天真之歌》和《经验之歌》的风格有所不同。在形式上，他放弃了惯用的格律而采用无韵的自由诗体，内容上，他以歌颂人性的解放与精神的自由、歌颂革命、反对传统的理性主义及英国封建专制以及追求崇高而神圣的理想为主。如《耶路撒冷》（Jerusalem
 , 1804～1818）一诗长达四千多行，主要讲了人的堕落与重生。布莱克把人世艰苦等描写得淋漓酣畅，并表达出了奋进的理想。但是这些诗往往充满意象，象征主义色彩浓厚，诗句晦涩难懂。

布莱克的作品歌唱自然环境中生活的欢乐、人类的仁慈和社会的博爱，同时还抨击封建专制，揭露社会黑暗，同情人民的遭遇，颂扬革命运动。内容上独树一帜，不落前人窠臼，诗中的人道主义与民主主义精神赋予诗歌极大的生命力；艺术上他更是打破了18世纪古典主义的清规戒律。他强调本能、感情、想象力，以清新奔放的无韵体诗抒发理想。布莱克给诗坛带来的一股清新、奇特的诗风对以后浪漫主义的发展有着功不可没的贡献，是英国浪漫主义诗歌的先驱。

作品选读1

The Chimney Sweeper

A little black thing among the snow,

Crying ‘weep!’‘weep!’1
 in notes of woe!

“Where are thy father & mother? Say?”

“They are both gone up to the church to pray.

“Because I was happy upon the heath2
 ,

“And smil'd among the winter's snow,

“They clothed me in the clothes of death3
 ,

“And taught me to sing the notes of woe4
 .

“And because I am happy & dance & sing,

“They think they have done me no injury,

“And are gone to praise God & his Priest & King,

“Who make up a heaven of our misery.5
 ”

Notes:

1. ‘weep!’‘weep!’=chimney sweep，扫烟囱的孩子在街上揽活时的呼叫声，与weep（哭泣）同音，听起来凄惨悲哀。

2. heath: an extensive tract of uncultivated open land covered with herbage and low shrubs荒野

3. the clothes of death: black colour clothes

4. the notes of woe: to cry“weep”

5. Who make up a heaven of our misery=Who make a heaven out of our misery

作品简评

《扫烟囱的孩子》描写了贫穷孩子为生存而沿街喊叫，在狭窄黑暗的烟囱里为人们打扫烟囱。在《天真之歌》和《经验之歌》两个诗集中都有这样相同名字与主题的诗，但在《天真之歌》中，人们情绪乐观，孩子们虽苦却对前景充满希望：“后来来了个天使，拿了把金钥匙，开棺材放出了孩子们，他们边跳，边笑，边跑过草坪，到河里洗了澡，太阳里晒得亮晶晶……”，他们升上云端，在风里游戏，“只要你做个好孩子”，天使对汤姆说，“上帝会做你的父亲，你将永远快乐。”

而在《经验之歌》中，上帝不仅没有做扫烟囱孩子们的父亲去拯救他们，而是与教士、国王合伙在他们的血汗和痛苦之上建筑天堂：“因为我显得快活，还唱歌跳舞，他们就以为没有把我害苦，就跑去赞美了上帝、教士和国王，夸他们拿我们的苦难造成了天堂。”诗人用简单的语言、简洁的形象、浅显的道理讥讽、揭露了宗教的虚伪、百姓的艰苦和孩童的不幸。

Questions for Discussion

1. What makes the little black chimney sweeper cry“in notes of woe”?

2. Why does the chimney sweeper think that it is“God & his Priest & King who make up a heaven of our misery”?

3. What social evils are exposed and attacked by the poet?

作品选读2

The Tiger

Tiger! Tiger! burning bright1


In the forest of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?2


In what distant deeps or skies

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspires3
 ?

What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, and what art,

Could twist the sinews4
 of thy heart?

And when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand? And what dread feet?5


What the hammer? What the chain?

In what furnace was thy brain?6


What the anvil7
 ? What dread grasp8


Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,

And water'd heaven with their tears,

Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?9


Tiger! Tiger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

Notes:

1. burning bright: 老虎目光炯炯，眼睛如燃烧的烈火照亮了黑夜森林

2. fearful symmetry: elegant and beautiful as a result of harmonious arrangement of all parts of its body

3. aspires: soars, flies

4. sinews: solid resilient strength, power

5. What dread hand? And what dread feet: dread 意为dreadful, terrible. 此句相当于What dread hand forged thy dread feet?

5. What dread hand? And what dread feet: dread 意为dreadful, terrible. 此句相当于What dread hand forged thy dread feet?

6. In what furnace was thy brain: 你的脑子是在什么样的铁炉子里炼出来的?

7. anvil: 铁砧

8. grasp: arm

9. Did he who made the Lamb make thee? 难道是同一个造物主创造了温柔的绵羊和凶猛的虎？

作品简评

《虎》是布莱克著名的短诗，收入《经验之歌》中，与《天真之歌》中一首关于羊羔的诗形成对比。羊羔温柔而敦厚，纯朴且富于幻想，实际上它是《天真之歌》中理想世界的化身。老虎则有着震天撼地的巨大力量。这只带有一定神秘宗教色彩的老虎可以说是人民力量的象征，人民一旦觉醒，就会产生猛虎般的力量去摧毁旧世界，重筑一个崭新的世界。有的则认为老虎代表了人类灵魂中一股想要冲破无知、压抑、迷信的包围的力量。“老虎”究竟象征着什么？评论家对此争议颇多，至今尚无定论。但诗人似乎用它代表一种能推翻他所痛恨的旧世界的威力。

该诗节奏铿锵，诗文精炼，措词干净利落。猛虎雄伟而可怖的形象跃然纸上：“老虎！老虎！火一样辉煌，烧穿了黑夜的森林和草莽”。诗歌开首两行描写老虎的眼睛如燃烧的烈火照亮了黑夜森林。寥寥数词形成一种“铁砧”似抨抨然的音乐，奏出了雷霆万钧之力的乐章，预示了一种震撼天地的力量。

Questions for Discussion

1. What's your opinion of Blake's choice of the tiger to symbolize the awesome forces of nature?

2. What properties of the tiger are suggested by the images in the poem?

3. What does the use of the tiger as a symbol of experience suggest about Blake's view of that world?

Suggested Reading List


London



America



Europe



The Songs of Los


第二节　罗伯特·彭斯（Robert Burns, 1759～1796）

作者及作品简介

[image: 039]


罗伯特·彭斯是苏格兰有史以来最杰出的农民诗人，他在短暂的37个年头中，搜集、整理、复兴了大量苏格兰民歌。这些民歌又触发了他的创作灵感，从而写出了几百首出色地抒写苏格兰人民劳动、生活、风俗和感情的诗。他的诗主旨鲜明，语言纯朴，极富乡土气息，一扫18世纪古典主义、感伤主义的沉闷忧郁之气，为19世纪浪漫主义的发展带来了一股醇醪浓郁的土地气息和强劲有力的新风尚。

彭斯1759年出生在苏格兰西南部一个贫穷农民家庭。由于家境困难，彭斯从小开始田间劳动，空暇之余阅读了大量苏格兰诗人和英国作家的作品，如休姆的哲学、弥尔顿的《失乐园》及荷马、莎士比亚等人的作品。1786年他出版了《主要用苏格兰方言写的诗》（Poems, Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect
 , 1786），受到读者热烈的欢迎及评论家的如潮好评。他记录了不少北部高原丰富的民间歌曲，为其后来的创作提供了大量素材。长期贫困和辛苦劳作使彭斯的健康日益衰退。37岁那年他突发心脏病离世，为世间留下了一笔宝贵的优秀诗歌遗产。

彭斯的创作有着坚实的生活内容和深厚的民间基础。他认为大自然所赋予的灵感比什么学问都重要，这一创作思想后来成为浪漫主义的主要观点。在此指导下，彭斯用苏格兰方言写的诗诚挚感人，又充满音乐魅力，许多诗至今在世界各地为人们广泛吟唱。

彭斯的主要作品可以分为政治诗、讽刺诗和抒情诗三大类。彭斯写了许多热情歌颂革命、自由、平等和反对专制的杰出政治诗歌。如：《自由树》（The Tree of Liberty
 , 1794）、《罗伯特·布鲁士向班诺克本进发》（Robert Bruce's March To Bannockburn
 ）、《苏格兰人》（Scots Wha Hae
 , 1793）、《不管那一套》（For a' That and a' That
 ，1795）。诗中，他满怀激情讴歌美国人民争取独立的革命战斗精神，并积极拥护“暴君被打得屁滚尿流”的法国革命，号召人民起来反对一切暴政。彭斯的讽刺诗以揭露残暴的专制、嘲弄贪婪的权贵和讥讽虚伪的宗教为主。诗中时常伴有幽默的成分，既尖锐锋利，入木三分，又妙趣横生，回味无穷。《威利长老的祈祷》（Holy Willie's Prayer
 , 1785）是彭斯讽刺诗的巅峰之作。彭斯编写了近370首抒情诗歌。有的是根据流行歌谣部分或全部改写的，有的是诗人依据民间曲子自己创作的。这些诗主要描写和歌颂爱情、大自然和人民的生活。抒情诗中最精彩的是爱情诗，少男少女纯洁的初恋之情、老妪白翁的眷眷黄昏之恋及少妇育儿的骄傲、情人相见的欢乐、家人别离的痛楚等，各种复杂心绪和感觉均被诗人用朴素的语言自然地表达了出来，深深地打动了全世界数百万读者的心灵。著名的有《一朵红红的玫瑰》（A Red, Red Rose
 , 1794）、《走过麦田里》（Comin Thro the Rye
 ）、《如果你站在冷风里》（O Wert Thou in the Cauld Blast
 ）、《我爱琴姑娘》（I Love My Jean
 ）、《高原的玛丽》（Highland Mary
 , 1792）等。

作品选读1

A Red, Red Rose

O my Luve's1
 like a red, red rose,

That's newly sprung in June.

O my Luve's like the melodie2
 ,

That's sweetly play'd in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie3
 lass,

So deep in luve am I;

And I will luve thee still, my dear,

Till a'4
 the seas gang5
 dry.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,

And the rocks melt wi'6
 the sun;

And I will luve thee still, my dear,

While the sands o'7
 life shall run.

And fare-thee-weel8
 , my only Luve!

And fare-thee-weel, a while!

And I will come again, my Luve,

Tho'9
 it were ten thousand mile!

Notes:

1. Luve=love

2. melodie=melody

3. bonnie: pretty, beautiful

4. a'=all

5. gang: to go

6. wi'= with

7. o'=of

8. weel: well

9. Tho'=Though

作品简评

《一朵红红的玫瑰》（A Red, Red Rose
 ）是罗伯特·彭斯爱情诗中最著名的一首。诗人将火一样的激情献给了爱情：“啊，我的爱人像朵红红的玫瑰，六月里迎风初开；啊，我的爱人像支甜甜的曲子，奏得合拍又和谐。”诗人一开始用“红玫瑰”这一姿容姣美、色彩绚丽、品格高尚的花朵突出“爱人”的美，用甜美悦耳的乐曲展示爱人内心的温柔。诗的后半部分又出现岩石、海洋、太阳等比喻，用空间的广大与时间的长远来进一步讴歌真正爱情的永恒与坚贞。最后一句“我准定回来，亲爱的，哪怕跋涉千万里！”写出了经岁月考验、风雨侵蚀而深化后的爱情的不朽。清新有力的比喻，自然朴实的语言，升华的爱情使这首爱情诗久盛不衰，成为千古绝唱。

Questions for Discussion

1. What does the red rose stand for?

2. The poem has been highly praised and sung as a love song. Give some reasons for its popularity.

作品选读2

Auld Lang Syne

Should auld acquaintance1
 be forgot,

And never brought to mind?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,

And auld lang syne2
 ?

CHORUS:

For auld lang syne, my dear,

For auld lang syne,

We'll tak a cup of kindness yet,

For auld lang syne!

And surely ye'll be3
 your pint-stowp4
 ,

And surely I'll be mine,

And we'll tak a cup of kindness yet,

For auld lang syne!

We twa hae5
 run about the braes6
 ,

And pou'd7
 the gowans8
 fine,

But we've wander'd monie9
 a weary fit10
 ,

Sin'11
 auld lang syne.

We twa hae paidl'd12
 in the burn13


Frae14
 morning sun15
 till dine16
 ,

But seas between us braid17
 hae roar'd

Sin' auld lang syne.

And there's a hand my trusty fiere18
 ,

And gie's a hand o' thine,

And we'll tak a right guid-willie waught19
 ,

For auld lang syne.

Notes:

1. acquaintance: friends

2. auld lang syne: literally means“old long ago”. Better translation is perhaps“times gone by”.

3. be: pay for

4. pint-stowp: pint tankard 能装一品脱酒的大酒杯

5. twa hae: two have

6. braes: hills

7. pou'd: pulled

8. gowans: daisies

9. monie: many

10. fit: foot

11. sin'=since

12. paidl't: paddled

13. burn: stream

14. Frae: from

15. morning sun: noon

16. dine: dinner/ evening time

17. braid: broad

18. fiere: friend

19. guid-willie waught: goodwill drink

作品简评

彭斯性格豪爽、热情，重友谊爱交际，他的一首首描写朋友之情的友情诗发自肺腑，气韵生动，感人至深。在这首仍在世界各地吟唱不绝的《往昔时光》（Auld Lang Syne
 ）中，诗人借用了一支优美而古老的曲调唱出了时光无法将友谊侵蚀的心声：“我们曾赤脚淌过河流，水声笑语里将时间忘。如今大海的怒涛把我们隔开，逝去了往昔的时光！忠实的老友，伸出你的手，让我们握手聚一堂。再来痛饮一杯欢乐酒，为了往昔的时光！”（王佐良译文）

那句朴素、温暖的“为了往昔的时光”在诗中起伏荡漾，引起人们深切的感慨和怀念，此诗的强烈感染力使人们至今吟歌不止。

Questions for Discussion

1. How do you like Robert Burns'songs?

2. What is the characteristics of Robert Burns' works?

3. What's the difference between the poems written by William Black and Robert Burns?

Suggested Reading List


The Tree of Liberty



Robert Bruce's March To Bannockburn



Scots Wha Hae



For a' That and a' That



Holy Willie's Prayer



Comin Thro the Rye



O Wert Thou in the Cauld Blast



I Love My Jean



Highland Mary


第三节　威廉·华兹华斯（William Wordsworth, 1770～1850）

作者及作品简介

[image: 042]


威廉·华兹华斯是英国19世纪浪漫主义文学的先驱，“湖畔派”诗人的杰出代表，是继莎士比亚、弥尔顿之后的一代诗歌创作大家。他出身于英国一个律师家庭，在英格兰北部的优美湖区度过了童年生活，因而一生对大自然景色和风光怀着一种神圣而特殊的感情。华兹华斯在少年时代就喜爱文学，特别对诗歌有着十分浓厚的兴趣。1789年华兹华斯进入剑桥大学的圣·约翰大学就读，他把大量的时间花在阅读文学作品和诗歌创作上。大学毕业后他四处浪游，观察社会生活，积累了大量生活素材、情感体验和思想感悟。他两次赴法，法国大革命年代的新思想以及他在法国的情感经历对他以后的诗歌创作有着举足轻重的影响。

华兹华斯在创作初期发表了An Evening Walk
 （1793）, Descriptive Sketches
 （1795）等感伤忧郁的诗歌，诗中丰富的形象和深刻的比喻引起了评论家们的注意和好评。1798年他和诗人柯尔律治发表了著名的《抒情歌谣集》（Lyrical Ballads
 ），他的诗歌创作也在这一时期达到了高峰。他在《抒情歌谣集》再版时详细地阐述了浪漫主义新诗的理论，主张以平民的语言抒写平民的事物、思想与情感，该诗集序言成了英国诗坛上浪漫主义文学的宣言。随后他还创作了《不朽颂》（Ode on Intimations of Immortality
 , 1807）、《责任颂》（Ode to Duty
 , 1807）等优秀作品，其自传体长诗《序曲》（The Prelude
 , 1850）是他的诗歌创作中的最高成就。1843年华兹华斯荣获“桂冠诗人”称号。

华兹华斯的诗歌创作视线主要定格在长期被文学家们所遗忘的英国乡间的风土人情和普通人的日常生活上。他通过诗歌来表现乡间的凡人琐事，热情颂扬人道主义和博爱精神。在语言和格律上，华兹华斯有大胆的革新和实验。他的诗文笔朴素清新，自然流畅，一反新古典主义平板、典雅的风格，开创了新鲜活泼的浪漫主义诗风。他用平易自然的文字来尽情描绘大自然的美丽，抒发他对大自然的热爱以及个人情感融于大自然后的升华。诗中有景有情，情景交融，寓意深远，富有强烈的自我反思和人生探索的哲理。

作品选读1

My Heart Leaps Up When I Behold

My heart leaps up when I behold1


A rainbow in the sky:

So was it2
 when my life began;

So is it now I am a man;

So be it when I shall grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child is father3
 of the Man;

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety4


Notes:

1. behold: see

2. so was it=it was so

3. father: a person who creates, originates, or founds something

4. natural piety: devotion to nature 对大自然的敬虔

作品简评

这首短诗表达了诗人希望永葆儿童时代的天真纯洁之心。诗中诗人叙述到他一见到大自然的美丽壮观杰作——彩虹，就会心跳不已，兴奋无比，小时候就有这种感觉，长大仍是如此，并希望以后还是如此，永葆对大自然的敬虔情怀。

这首诗可以分为三个部分：开首二行叙述了看见彩虹的激动心情。接下来四行通过不同的时态was, is, be表示诗人过去、现在、未来对大自然的态度，即：岁月的推移不可改变诗人见到大自然景色的兴奋、雀跃之情。第六行短促有力，把诗人的情绪推向高潮。最后三行是诗人展开的遐想与沉思：成年人性情中纯洁的部分源自童年，成年人应尊重自己的童年和少年，并永驻对大自然热爱之心与童年纯洁之心。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why does a rainbow make the poet feel so excited?

2. What is the poet's hope in the poem“My Heart Leaps Up When I Behold”?

3. What do you think the poet means when he speaks of“natural piety”?

作品选读2

The Solitary Reaper

Yon1
 solitary2
 Highland3
 Lass!

Reaping and singing by herself;

Stop here, or gently pass4
 !

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,

And sings a melancholy strain5
 ;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt6


More welcome notes to weary bands

Of travellers7
 in some shady haunt,

Among Arabian sands8
 :

A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard

In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,

Breaking the silence of the seas

Among the farthest Hebrides9
 .

Will no one tell me what she sings?—

Perhaps the plaintive numbers10
 flow

For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay11
 ,

Familiar matter of to-day?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

That has been, and may be again?

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang

As if her song could have no ending;

I saw her singing at her work,

And o'er the sickle bending12
 ;—

I listen'd, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I bore,?

Long after it was heard no more.?

Notes:

1. yon: yonder, over there

2. solitary: having no companions; lonesome or lonely 寂寞孤独的

3. Highland: the Highlands 苏格兰高地

4. gently pass: pass by without disturbing her

5. strain: tune 曲调

6. chaunt: old spelling for“chant”吟唱

7. weary bands/ Of travellers: groups of travellers who are tired out

8. Arabian sands: the deserts in Arabia

9. Hebrides: an island group of western and northwest Scotland in the Atlantic Ocean, divided into the Inner Hebrides, closer to the Scottish mainland, and the Outer Hebrides, to the northwest. Norwegians ruled the islands until 1266. Native Scottish chieftains controlled the Hebrides until the 16th century when the islands passed to the kingdom of Scotland.

10. numbers: verses, groups of music notes

11. lay: a short lyrical or narrative poem, a kind of folk song 短诗，民歌

12. o'er the sickle bending＝bending over the sickle

作品简评

这首诗据说是诗人一次远足时看到一个苏格兰高地农家女在麦田里边劳作边歌唱的情形而写成的抒情诗。全诗共四节，八行一节。诗人开首通过一系列产生强烈视觉与听觉的动词如：“behold, listen, reaping, singing, cuts, binds, sings”栩栩如生地描绘了一个苏格兰高地农家女在麦田里收割的情景，同时又用了“solitary, melancholy”两个词，突出地表现收割女的孤寂心情。接着，诗人运用反衬手法描写了姑娘歌声的美妙动听，并展开想象的翅膀揣测着歌的大意，表达了自己听到歌声时内心产生的美感与心灵受到的震动。虽然歌声已逝，但乐声已驻诗人心头。自由流畅的叙述诗体和自然质朴的语言与诗人的丰富想象及情绪抒发融为一体，使读者吟读时亦会产生美的共鸣与感官与心灵的愉悦体验。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why does the“Highland Lass”sing“melancholy”in the field?

2. What makes the poet deeply touched while listening to the song?

3. What can we learn from the last line“the music in my heart I bore, long after it was heard no more”?

作品选读3

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud

I wander'd lonely as a cloud

That floats on high1
 o'er vales and hills,

When2
 all at once I saw a crowd,

A host of3
 golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the Milky Way4
 ,

They stretch'd in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly5
 dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they

Out-did6
 the sparkling waves in glee7
 :

A poet could not but be gay

In such a jocund company!

I gazed-and gazed-but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood8
 ,

They flash upon that inward eye9


Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.

Notes:

1. on high: in the sky

2. when: and then, just then

3. a host of: a large number of

4. Milky Way: the galaxy containing the solar system, visible as a broad band of faint light in the night sky 银河

5. sprightly: lively, brisk

6. Out-did: did better, surpassed

7. glee: jubilant delight, joy

8. in vacant or in pensive mood: in an unthinking mood or in a seriously thoughtful mood

9. inward eye: the mind's eye, the imagination

作品简评

该诗抒发了诗人独自漫游时突遇一大片美丽黄水仙而产生的种种联想与情感。当诗人“孤独地漫游着，就像一朵云在山谷上飘荡”时，忽然，一大片迎春开放的黄水仙映入眼帘，它们在树荫下，湖水边，随风翩跹。诗人用第一人称“I”与拟人手法对水仙花的美姿进行了美轮美奂的描写：它们如银河中的星星晶莹闪亮，它们比粼粼碧波跳得更欢。诗人最后点出：这一大自然的景象使他欣喜欢畅，更是他精神的宝藏。每当他孤寂无聊时，这大自然奇妙的景色带给他美好的回忆，使他感到莫大的安慰并感受到心灵的喜悦。

该诗反映了他在《抒情歌谣集·序言》中阐述的思想：“emotion recollected in tranquility”（诗的强烈情感在于宁静之时回忆起的情感）。诗人在诗中歌颂了大自然的奇妙之美外，还表述了瞬间之美所带来的永恒之乐，这也正是浪漫主义精髓所在，华兹华斯的诗歌魅力所在。

Questions for Discussion

1. How does the poet successfully employ personification to describe the beauty of the daffodils?

2. How does the poet express his appreciation of memory in the poem?

3. Why does the poet prefer to use first person in most of his poems?

4. Which poem by Wordsworth do you like best? Why?

Suggested Reading List


We are Seven



The Table Turned



Lines Composed a Few Miles Above



Tintern Abbey



The Prelude


第四节　珀西·比希·雪莱（Percy Bysshe Shelley, 1792～1822）

作者及作品简介

[image: 047]


雪莱是英国浪漫主义时期的伟大诗人，英国积极浪漫主义文学道路的重要开拓者，亦是世界文学史上最出色的抒情诗人之一。他的诗情感丰富，激情跌宕，语言优美生动，并富有深刻的象征意义。

雪莱出身于贵族家庭，从小受到严格的教育。他在校学习期间对哲学、文学和自然科学产生了极大兴趣。他思想激进，同情革命，在牛津大学学习时因发表了《无神论的必然性》（The Necessity of Atheism
 , 1811）而被学校开除。他曾在都柏林自费印刷并在街道散发他写的《告爱尔兰人民书》（Address to the Irish People
 , 1812），支持爱尔兰的民族自由和宗教解放，鼓舞革命的信心。受到威廉·葛德文《社会正义》一书的影响后，他的思想愈加倾向革命，除了激烈地抨击不合理的社会制度外，他积极主张用教育手段改革社会，并呼吁家庭婚姻需建立在纯洁自由的爱情基础之上。1816年5月雪莱来到瑞士并结识了拜伦，他们经常一起探讨诗歌创作问题。1822年7月8日，雪莱与朋友驾帆船回住所时突遇风暴，不幸舟沉身亡，年仅30岁。

雪莱的文学创作始于中学时代，18岁时已出版了两部传奇小说和一本诗集。1813年私印的长诗《麦布女王》（Queen Mab
 , 1813）阐述了他宏大的政治理想、个人的思想追求和独特的美学观点。移居意大利后他的文学创作达到顶峰，优秀作品不断问世，如著名的诗作《伊斯兰的反叛》（The Revolt of Islam
 , 1818）、《西风颂》（Ode to the West Wind
 , 1819）、《致云雀》（Ode to a Skylark
 , 1820）、《解放了的普罗米修斯》（Prometheus Unbound
 , 1819）等。

雪莱认为诗是生命的形象在永恒的真理中的表达，是“最美、最善的思想在最善、最美的时刻”的表现。他的长篇诗社会主题鲜明，表现出诗人强烈的社会责任感和历史使命感。他的抒情诗思想奔放，情感炽热，想象丰富，语言生动。尤其是他将诗歌旋律的音乐性与节奏韵律的多样性融为一体，为英国诗歌的推进作出了贡献。

作品选读

Ode to the West Wind

I

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being1
 ,

Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead

Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing2
 ,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red3
 ,

Pestilence-stricken multitudes4
 : O thou,

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,

Each like a corpse within its grave, until

Thine azure sister of the Spring5
 shall blowHer clarion6
 o'er the dreaming earth, and fill

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)

With living hues and odours plain and hill:

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;

Destroyer and preserver7
 ; hear, oh hear!

II

Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky's commotion,

Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed,

Shook8
 from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean9
 ,

Angels10
 of rain and lightning: there are spread

On the blue surface of thine aëry surge,

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head

Of some fierce Maenad11
 , even from the dim verge

Of the horizon to the zenith's height,

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge

Of the dying year, to which this closing night

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,

Vaulted with all thy congregated might

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere

Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh hear!

III

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams

The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,

Lull'd by the coil12
 of his crystalline streams,

Beside a pumice13
 isle in Baiae's bay14
 ,

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers

Quivering within the wave's intenser day15
 ,

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou

For whose path the Atlantic's level powers16


Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below

The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear

The sapless foliage of the ocean, know

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear,

And tremble and despoil17
 themselves: oh hear!

IV

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share

The impulse of thy strength, only less free

Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even

I were as in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed18


Scarce seem'd a vision; I would ne'er have striven

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need19
 .

Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!

A heavy weight of hours has chain'd and bow'd

One too like thee20
 : tameless, and swift, and proud.

V

Make me thy lyre21
 , even as the forest is:

What if my leaves are falling like its own22
 !

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies23


Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone,

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,

My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe

Like wither'd leaves to quicken a new birth!

And, by the incantation of this verse,

Scatter, as from an unextinguish'd hearth

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!

Be through my lips to unawaken'd earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

Notes:

1. being: life, existence

2. enchanter fleeing: feeling from an enchanter

3. hectic red: unhealthy, morbid red, feverish

4. pestilence-stricken multitudes: the dead leaves 枯黄枝叶

5. sister of the Spring: the south wind, which is the“sister”of the west wind

6. clarion: the trumpet which produces clear, sharp and thrill tones

7. Destroyer and preserver: The west wind is considered the“destroyer”, for it drives the last signs of life from the trees; it is also considered the“preserver”, for it scatters the seeds which will come to life in the spring.

8. shook: ［古］ shaken

9. the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean: the huge, accumulated mass of clouds between the sky and the stormy sea

10. Angels: the messengers (of rain and lightning)

11. Maenad: a priestess of Bacchus, the Greek and Roman God of wine and revelry, a very frenzied woman in Greek mythology

12. coil: the noise of the tide, 潮声

13. Pumice Isle: an isle near Naples, Italy

14. Baiae's bay: an ancient Roman resort, ten miles to the west of Naples

15. intenser day:“day”refers to“daylight”, the translucency of the water is more intense than the dazzling daylight above its surface 晶莹透明的海水比阳光还要炫目亮丽

16. the Atlantic's level powers: the waves of the Atlantic Ocean surging and moving forcefully

17. despoil: strip of their leaves

18. skiey speed: speed through skies

19. As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need: I pray to you in my great need

20. thee: referring to Shelley himself

21. lyre: a stringed instrument which produces musical sounds when the wind passes over it

22. like its own: like its own leaves, like the leaves of the forest itself

23. thy mighty harmonies: the music which has or shows great strength, force and intensity

作品简评

1819年秋的意大利佛罗伦萨附近，阿诺斯河畔的狂风暴雨和阿尔卑斯山南地区的电闪雷鸣壮观景象使雪莱感触万分，蓄积已久的激情顿时爆发，歌颂革命力量的不朽诗歌《西风颂》挥就而成。

全诗共分五节，第一节描写了西风的双重作用：它既是一个有力的“破坏者”，摧枯拉朽，横扫秋叶，使牛鬼蛇神无处躲藏；又是一个有责任心的“保护者”，播撒种子，将其深吹入土，孕育新生命。第二、三节描写了西风的威力，它驱散乱云，释放雷雨。黑雨、火焰与冰雹一起把蔚蓝的地中海从夏天的沉睡中唤醒，汹涌的大西洋也心甘情愿为西风让出了一条道。第四节抒发了诗人的无比感慨之情，他希望自己能和西风一样奔放而不受世俗羁绊，桀骜不驯而能自由翱翔。第五节诗人表达了自己的强烈愿望：让我们合二为一，并从我的唇间吹出醒世预言的号角，既然冬天已经来到，春天还会远吗？

诗人借西风横扫落叶之势来比喻强大的革命力量，歌颂了西风既是破坏者又是保护者的精神境界，同时也抒发了诗人自己豪迈奔放的革命热情以及对自由与新生活的热切渴望与追求。这首诗充满战斗热情，并在一定程度上代表了当时欧洲最先进的思想，因而马克思和恩格斯称他是个“天才的预言家”。

《西风颂》一诗想象丰富，风、叶、云、水的写景与诗人的强烈抒情和谐结合。诗中每行都是整齐划一的五音步抑扬格（iambic pentameter），每节有四组三行诗句，并以aba,bcb,cdc,ded...押韵，结尾是一组双行偶句（ee）将诗意推向高潮。

Questions for Discussion

1. In what sense is the west wind a“destroyer and preserver”?

2. Whose“new birth”do you think the poet wishes to bring about?

3. What does West Wind symbolize in the poem?

4. Many features of the classical ode can be found in this poem. Find some specific examples from the poem.

Suggested Reading List


Queen Mab



Prometheus Unbound



Ode to a Skylark


第五节　乔治·戈登·拜伦（George Gordon Byron, 1788～1824）

作者及作品简介

[image: 051]


拜伦是欧洲19世纪最伟大的诗人之一，也是英国浪漫主义文学运动的杰出代表。他出身在英国伦敦一破落的贵族家庭，天生一足跛，他对此很敏感。他在中学和大学期间阅读了大量的文学作品，深受法国启蒙思想家卢梭的影响。1807年他发表了第一本诗集《消闲的时光》（Hours of Idleness
 , 1807），受到了《爱丁堡评论》保守派人士的严厉批评。于是，拜伦发表了长诗《英国诗人和苏格兰评论家》（English Bards and Scotch Reviewers
 , 1809）进行回击，诗中犀利的讽刺才能与锋芒毕露的观点在英国文坛引起强烈反响。1812年他的新作《恰尔德·哈罗尔德游记》（Childe Harold's Pilgrimage
 , 1809～1818）第一、二章一出版即使他风靡全国，他写道“一夜醒来，发现自己已经成了名人”。

大学毕业后，拜伦在英国的上议院获得了世袭的议员席位。后在葡萄牙、阿尔巴尼亚、希腊、土耳其等国游历两年之久。这些国家的历史文化使他兴趣盎然，并对他的创作产生了很大的影响。回国后，他在英国议院为工人辩护，谴责政府反人民的行径。1814年拜伦在欧洲活动期间，积极支持意大利的“烧炭党”和希腊民族解放运动的活动，甚至亲临前线参加军事指挥。1824年，年仅36岁的拜伦因积劳成疾而患病离世。拜伦一生为民主、自由、民族解放的理想积极斗争，努力创作，他的作品具有深刻的历史进步意义和无以比拟的艺术价值。

拜伦在他的一生中创作了大量的优秀诗歌。作为对时代有着强烈责任感的诗人，拜伦一直关注着发生在英国和欧洲各国的主要政治事件，并创作了一系列政治诗，如：《“编织机法案”制订者颂》（Ode to the Framers of the Frame Bill
 , 1812），《当一个人在本国无自由可争取时》（When a Man Hath No Freedom to Fight for at Home
 , 1820），《审判的幻境》（The Vision of Judgment
 , 1822）等。这些作品立场坚定、笔力锋锐，在当时社会上产生了较大的积极影响。

但他最杰出、数量最多的创作是抒情诗。这些诗充分表现了他对生活的无比热爱、对自然的由衷向往、对纯真爱情的热烈追求。主题丰富生动，诗句朴实感人，字里行间处处洋溢着浪漫主义的情调。影响较大的作品有《希伯来歌曲》（Hebrew Melodies
 , 1815）、《当初我们俩分别》（When We Two Parted
 , 1813）、《雅典的女郎》（Maid of Athens
 , 1810）、《佛罗伦萨至比萨途中随感》（Stanzas Written on the Road Between Florence and Pisa
 , 1831）。

另外，拜伦长篇叙事诗被公认为英国浪漫主义时期的光辉诗篇，如《恰尔德·哈罗尔德游记》、《唐璜》（Don Juan
 , 1818～1823）、《海盗》（The Corsair
 , 1814）、《锡隆的囚徒》（The Prisoner of Chillon
 , 1816）等，这些作品多角度、全方位地向读者展示了当时欧洲和英国的社会风貌。作品场景宏大，情节生动，抒情、说理、讽刺、幽默和批判多点发挥，展现出了诗人非凡的创作才华与独特风格。

作品选读

She Walks in Beauty

She walks in beauty, like the night

Of cloudless climes1
 and starry skies,

And all that's best of dark and bright

Meet in her aspect2
 and her eyes,

Thus mellow'd3
 to that tender light

Which heaven to gaudy4
 day denies5
 .

One shade6
 the more, one ray the less,

Had half impair'd7
 the nameless8
 grace

Which waves in every raven tress9
 ,

Or softly lightens o'er her face;

Where thoughts serenely sweet express

How pure, how dear their dwelling-place10
 .

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent11
 ,

The smiles that win12
 , the tints that glow,

But13
 tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below14
 ,

A heart whose love is innocent15
 .

Notes:

1. climes: climate

2. aspect: look, facial expression 面容，仪容

3. mellow'd: mellowed, softness, sweetness

4. gaudy: showy

5. to gaudy day denies: denies to gaudy day 炫丽的白昼无法与这柔和之光相比

6. shade: 色调的淡浓

7. had half impair'd: would have half impaired

8. nameless: defying description, inexpressible

9. raven tress: black and shiny hair

10. dwelling-place: mind 心灵

11. eloquent: vividly or movingly expressive 动人的，意味深长的（内心感情流露）

12. win: charming

13. but: only

14. all below: 人间所有，世上万物

15. innocent: simple, unsophisticated 纯洁无瑕

作品简评

这首诗写于1814年的一次舞会后。当时的拜伦在舞会上遇到了美貌的威尔莫·霍顿夫人。这位美丽新寡的夫人，身着黑色丧服，上面镶缀的闪烁金属片犹如夜空繁星，激起诗人无比遐想。

皎洁无云但星光闪烁的夜是那样的迷人，炫丽的白昼无法与这柔和之光相比，而且无论是增加还是减少一分色泽，都会损害这优雅奇妙的美。她那乌黑的头发、恬静的脸庞、迷人的微笑，处处透出平静而含情脉脉的温情。从她脸上、眼中流露出的典雅显示出她是一个善良的、纯洁的女子。虽然题目是“她从美中走来”，但诗中描写的是她的五官、头发以及心灵，优美的诗句一扫丧服带来的阴霾之气，拜伦精心刻画了一个集外表美与内心美于一身的形象。

Questions for Discussion

1. How does“she”walk in beauty?

2. Why“One shade the more, one ray the less”would impair“the nameless grace”?

3. What does“she”impress you most after reading the poem?

Suggested Reading List


Childe Harold's Pilgrimage



Don Juan


第六节　约翰·济慈（John Keats, 1795～1821）

作者及作品简介
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济慈是英国浪漫主义诗人中最年轻、最有才气的优秀诗人之一，他一生崇尚创作永恒的美和不朽的真理相结合的优秀诗篇。他出生在伦敦，自小家境窘困，性格内向，但他十分喜爱文学，大量阅读古代经典作品。虽然他不满16岁就离校学医，但结识了雪莱等著名诗人后，在他们的影响下弃医从文，走上了诗歌创作的道路。

《仿斯宾塞》（Imitation of Spenser
 , 1814）是济慈创作的第一首诗，灵秀才华崭露头角。随后他又写了不少优秀的十四行诗，这些早期诗作收集在1817年3月出版的第一部诗集中，出版后得到好评。1818年，他在古希腊神话中关于凡人和月亮女神的恋爱故事的基础上创作了长诗《恩底弥翁》（Endymion
 ）。该诗以其丰富的想象，绚丽的篇章，独特的语言以及鲜明的艺术观点而受人瞩目，但他反古典主义的进步倾向却受到保守杂志的无情诽谤和攻击。他毫不动摇，更加勤奋地投入诗歌创作。根据薄伽丘的《十日谈》创作的叙事诗《伊萨贝拉》（Isabella
 , 1820）进一步拓宽了济慈诗歌创作的境界和作品的思想深度。以后陆续出版的诗作《圣·阿格尼斯节前夕》（The Eve of St. Agnes
 , 1819）、《希腊古瓮颂》（Ode on a Grecian Urn
 ）、《夜莺颂》（Ode to a Nightingale
 , 1819）、《秋颂》（To Autumn
 , 1820）、《忧郁颂》（Ode on Melancholy
 , 1820）等成为英国诗歌中的不朽之作。济慈后因照看患肺结核的弟弟不幸染病去世，年仅25岁。

济慈在短促一生中给英国和世界文学留下了不少著名诗篇，人们认为他完美地体现了西方浪漫主义诗歌的特色，并被推崇为欧洲浪漫主义运动的杰出代表。他的诗有自由民主的思想闪光，更有追求创作完美诗歌的唯美倾向。他极其重视诗歌韵律的音乐性和语言对感官的刺激作用，因为他信奉美是真实而永恒的，诗歌则是美的最好体现，诗人应以最完美的艺术手法来描述、表达世上最美的事物与感受。

作品选读

On First Looking into Chapman's1
 Homer2


Much have I travell'd in the realms of gold3
 ,

And many goodly4
 states and kingdoms seen;

Round many western islands have I been

Which bards5
 in fealty6
 to Apollo7
 hold.

Oft of one wide expanse8
 had I been told

That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne9
 ;

Yet did I never breathe its pure serene10


Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:

Then felt I like some watcher11
 of the skies

When a new planet swims into his ken12
 ;

Or like stout Cortez13
 when with eagle eyes

He star'd at the Pacific—and all his men

Look'd at each other with a wild surmise14


Silent, upon a peak in Darien15
 .

Notes:

1. Chapman: (George Chapman, 1559～1634) 英国17世纪的诗人和剧作家。1616年发表了译著The Whole Works of Homer
 （《荷马全集》），虽有不少语言错误，但译作中火热的人文主义激情赢得了不少文人的赞颂。

2. Homer: 荷马，希腊伟大的史诗作者，他创作了西方文学最伟大的两部作品：《伊利亚特》（The Iliad
 ）和《奥德赛》（The Odyssey
 ）。

3. realms of gold: kingdom of rich poetry, kingdom of great literature

4. goodly: beautiful

5. bards: 吟游诗人

6. fealty: fidelity, faithfulness

7. Apollo: In Greek and Roman mythology, Apollo refers to the god of music, poetry

8. wide expanse: 广袤的领域

9. demesne: realm

10. pure serene: clear air

11. watcher: astronomer, stargazer

12. ken: range of vision 视野，济慈把Chapman翻译的荷马史诗看作是进入自己视野中的一颗新星

13. Cortez: Hermando Cortez (1485～1547), Spanish explorer and conquistador who conquered Mexico for Spain. Here Keats was mistaken. The Pacific was discovered in 1513 by Balboa, Spanish explorer and colonial governor, not by Cortez.

14. with a wild surmise: 带着各种奇野的猜测

15. Darien: the Isthmus of Panama 巴拿马地峡。据记载，1513年西班牙勘探家Balboa登上巴拿马地峡山包，意外地发现了一望无际的太平洋。济慈以该典故告诉人们，自己读荷马史诗就像发现太平洋一样令人激动和兴奋。

作品简评

1816年的一个夏日，济慈的朋友Charles Clark邀济慈共读译作家Chapman的《荷马史诗》。这是一本新借到的古本，两人兴致勃勃，读了一宿，兴奋激动之余，济慈挥笔写下这首诗来表达自己的心情。这首诗的主题是诗人发现文学新天地的狂喜之情。荷马是济慈向往已久的伟大诗人，因语言障碍使他无法畅读荷马作品，而这次能有机会拜读Chapman译的荷马史诗，让他激动不已。

诗开首济慈就把自己比作一个“黄金国度”的勘探者，“我”在灿烂如金的文学世界饱览群书，涉猎了许多文学作品，但因不懂希腊文而无缘领略荷马的作品。接着诗人用了两个意象表达了自己读荷马作品的心情：荷马作品像一颗被天文学家发现的新星（a new planet）进入自己的视野，使他顿时眼界大开；荷马译作又像被勘探家发现的太平洋，浩瀚无际，令他诗界开阔。

该诗是济慈早期诗的代表作，采用了意大利十四行诗的格式，以“abba, abba, cdcdcd”押韵。诗作短小精悍，格律紧凑，意味深长。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why was Keats so excited while reading Homer's works?

2. What do“western island”and“watcher of the skies”refer to?

Suggested Reading List


The Eve of St. Agnes



Ode on a Grecian Urn



Ode to a Nightingale



To Autumn


第七节　简·奥斯丁（Jane Austin, 1775～1817）

作者及作品简介
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简·奥斯丁出知于英国南部小镇斯蒂文顿的教区牧师家庭，她没有进入正规学校受教育，但在父母指导下阅读了大量文学作品，尤其爱读当时流行的小说。12岁左右奥斯丁开始写作练习，1811年出版了第一部作品《理智和情感》（Sense and Sensibility
 ），后又接连创作了《傲慢与偏见》（Pride and Prejudice
 , 1813）、《曼斯菲尔德庄园》（Mansfield Park
 , 1814）、《爱玛》（Emma
 , 1815）、《诺桑觉寺》（Northanger Abbey
 , 1818）和《劝导》（Persuasion
 , 1818）。奥斯汀终身未婚，后因劳累过度，积劳成疾，42岁便离开人世。

奥斯丁共创作了六部长篇小说，《理智和情感》以性格迥异两姐妹的爱情婚姻经历为主线，强调了在处理婚姻大事中，不可轻易动情，以免遭受无法弥补的精神创伤。作者在作品中传递了这样一个观点：人们（尤其是妇女）要想获得幸福，必须学会用理智来控制感情。《傲慢与偏见》和《爱玛》是奥斯丁的代表作，主题仍围绕着爱情与婚姻进行。小说把爱情、婚姻与财产、社会地位联系了起来，以生动的笔触反映了当时的风俗习惯和人们的心理意识。作者通过作品告诉人们：为了财产和地位而结婚是错误的，但结婚不考虑财产也是愚蠢的。两部小说结构精致，文笔精彩，其中《爱玛》中的现实主义成分增多，戏剧性的夸张减少，结构更为严谨。《劝导》是奥斯丁最后一部小说，思想和感情在深度和广度上都有拓展。书中作者以幽默和讽刺的笔调对中产阶级的虚伪和势利进行了鞭挞。

奥斯丁的小说虽然都围绕爱情和婚姻这单一主题展开，但触角渗入许多方面，如教区生活、社会风俗、家庭习惯、妇女心理等。作者对妇女的追求、失落、痛苦刻画得如实逼真，其语言独树一帜，清新活泼，讽刺犀利，对话张弛有度。奥斯丁已是公认的经典作家，她的作品至今仍有着极高的文学价值和深刻的社会意义。

作品选读

Pride and Prejudice: Chapter I

It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a wife.

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a neighbourhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he is considered as the rightful property1
 of some one or other of their daughters.

“My dear Mr. Bennet,”said his lady to him one day,“have you heard that Netherfield Park2
 is let at last?”

Mr. Bennet replied that he had not3
 .

“But it is,”returned she;“for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me all about it.”

Mr. Bennet made no answer.

“Do not you want to know who has taken it?”cried his wife impatiently.

“You want to tell me, and I have no objection to hearing it.”

This was invitation enough.

“Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that Netherfield is taken by a young man of large fortune from the north of England; that he came down on Monday in a chaise and four4
 to see the place, and was so much delighted with it that he agreed with Mr. Morris immediately; that he is to take possession before Michaelmas5
 , and some of his servants are to be in the house by the end of next week.”

“What is his name?”

“Bingley.”

“Is he married or single?”

“Oh! single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large fortune; four or five thousand a year. What a fine thing for our girls!”

“How so? How can it affect them?”

“My dear Mr. Bennet,”replied his wife,“how can you be so tiresome! You must know that I am thinking of his marrying one of them.”

“Is that his design in settling here?”

“Design! nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely that he may fall in love with one of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he comes.”

“I see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go, or you may send them by themselves, which perhaps will be still better; for, as you are as handsome as any of them, Mr. Bingley might like you the best of the party.”

“My dear, you flatter me. I certainly have had my share of beauty, but I do not pretend to be anything extraordinary now. When a woman has five grown up daughters, she ought to give over thinking of her own beauty.”

“In such cases, a woman has not often much beauty to think of.”

“But, my dear, you must indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when he comes into the neighbourhood.”

“It is more than I engage for6
 , I assure you.”

“But consider your daughters. Only think what an establishment7
 it would be for one of them. Sir William and Lady Lucas are determined to go, merely on that account, for in general, you know they visit no new comers. Indeed you must go, for it will be impossible for us to visit him, if you do not.”

“You are over-scrupulous, surely. I dare say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you; and I will send a few lines by you to assure him of my hearty consent to his marrying whichever he chooses of the girls; though I must throw in a good word for my little Lizzy8
 . ”

“I desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better than the others; and I am sure she is not half so handsome as Jane9
 , nor half so good humoured as Lydia10
 . But you are always giving her the preference.”

“They have none of them much to recommend them,”replied he;“they are all silly and ignorant like other girls; but Lizzy has something more of quickness than her sisters.”

“Mr. Bennet, how can you abuse your own children in such way? You take delight in vexing me. You have no compassion on my poor nerves.”

“You mistake me, my dear. I have a high respect for your nerves. They are my old friends. I have heard you mention them with consideration these twenty years at least.”

“Ah! you do not know what I suffer.”

“But I hope you will get over it, and live to see many young men of four thousand a year come into the neighbourhood.”

“It will be no use to us if twenty such should come, since you will not visit them.”

“Depend upon it, my dear, that when there are twenty I will visit them all.”

Mr. Bennet was so odd a mixture of quick parts, sarcastic humour, reserve, and caprice, that the experience of three and twenty years had been insufficient to make his wife understand his character. Her mind was less difficult to develop11
 . She was a woman of mean understanding, little information, and uncertain temper12
 . When she was discontented, she fancied herself nervous. The business of her life was to get her daughters married; its solace was visiting and news.

Notes:

1. the rightful property: property held or owned by just or proper claim 合法拥有的财产

2. Netherfield Park: Mr. Bennet家附近的一所住宅

3. he had not: he had not heard

4. a chaise and four: 有四匹马拉的车

5. Michaelmas: September 29, the day on which a Christian feast is observed in honor of the archangel Michael 米迦勒节，纪念天使长米迦勒的基督教节日

6. engage for: promise

7. establishment: arrangement of marriage

8. Lizzy: Elizabeth，小说主角，Bennet家第二个女儿

9. Jane: Bennet家的大女儿

10. Lydia: Bennet家的小女儿

11. Her mind was less difficult to develop: It was easier to understand her mind.

12. She was a woman of mean understanding, little information, and uncertain temper: 她是那种见识短、学识浅、变化无常的女人

作品简评

简·奥斯丁在《傲慢与偏见》中用古典的现实主义笔法，讲述了Bennet一家五个待嫁女儿的爱情婚姻故事，描写了当时社会中人们对婚姻的各种不同看法和做法。二女儿Elizabeth与Darcy的故事是小说的主线，Darcy的傲慢让Elizabeth对他产生偏见，种种误会又使他们成见加深。后经历了种种无奈、有趣的事件后，骄傲的Darcy不傲了，Elizabeth的偏见也消除了，她欣然接受求婚，两人终成眷属。

作者在《傲慢与偏见》中嘲笑为金钱而出嫁的女子，反对无理智地、盲目为情欲而结婚的做法，同时又强调理想的婚姻要有感情的培植。小说反映出了当时社会妇女要求独立、平等，反对门第与腐朽婚姻制度的思想。

小说情节曲折，富有喜剧性，语言机智幽默，这在《傲慢与偏见》的开场白中就可有所领略。作者用寥寥数笔交待了Bennet一家，勾画出一个势利的母亲、玩世不恭的父亲的形象，精彩的对话与恰到好处的讽刺意味给小说增添了趣味性和可读性。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why is Mrs. Bennet so happy to know that Netherfield Park is taken by a young man?

2. What are the characters of Mr. and Mrs. Bennet?

3. What can we learn about the life and custom of the 18th
 century through reading the novel?

Suggested Reading List


Sense and Sensibility



Emma


第八节　玛丽·雪莱（Mary Shelley, 1797～1851）

作者及作品简介
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玛丽·雪莱是维多利亚时代的一位重要作家。她父亲威廉·葛德文是英国著名的哲学家，母亲玛丽·沃尔斯通克拉夫特是英国女性主义运动的先驱，而她的丈夫是英国著名的诗人、创作脍炙人口的《西风颂》的作者珀西·比希·雪莱。玛丽在伦敦出生几天后母亲就去世了，她在父亲的书房里接受良好的教育。对文学的热爱，对雪莱的崇拜使她在雪莱的第一个妻子去世后便嫁给了他。1818年，年仅20岁的玛丽出版了第一部也是最重要的一部科幻恐怖小说《弗兰肯斯坦》（Frankenstein
 ）。该书一出版就大受欢迎，并引起当时社会舆论特别是科学界的广泛争论。1826年出版的《最后一人》（The Last Man
 ）表达了她较为激进的自由民主观点，而《洛道尔》（Lodore
 , 1835）则是一本自传体小说。玛丽后来创作的小说、游记、诗歌等都不如第一部成功。

小说《弗兰肯斯坦》全名为《弗兰肯斯坦：现代普罗米修斯》（Frankenstein: the Modern Prometheus
 ），是当前英美文化中的一个热点。小说被翻译成100多种语言，近100次被改编为戏剧，10年左右就被重拍一次电影。小说中的怪物在西方家喻户晓，“Frankenstein”被吸收进英语词汇，指“创造怪物的人最终受到怪物的伤害”、“作法自毙、毁灭创造者自己的人或物”。一些术语也不断出现，如：“弗兰肯斯坦食品”，指通过基因改良的食物，它将破坏植物的自然序列，威胁人类的生存。不少评论家把《弗兰肯斯坦》作为西方科幻小说的源头，小说中涉及的文学、教育、心理学、医学等知识让人惊叹。而当今社会克隆技术的迅速发展以及关于克隆人问题的争论，使人们发现两百多年前玛丽·雪莱就已预见到克隆人的可能以及由此可能带来的灾难。小说的社会文化影响远远超过了它的文学创作价值和意义。

作品选读

Frankenstein: Chapter 1

I am by birth a Genevese1
 ; and my family is one of the most distinguished of that republic. My ancestors had been for many years counsellors and syndics2
 ; and my father had filled several public situations with honour and reputation. He was respected by all who knew him for his integrity and indefatigable attention to public business. He passed his younger days perpetually occupied by the affairs of his country; a variety of circumstances had prevented his marrying early, nor was it until the decline of life that he became a husband and the father of a family.

As the circumstances of his marriage illustrate his character, I cannot refrain from relating them. One of his most intimate friends was a merchant, who, from a flourishing state, fell, through numerous mischances3
 , into poverty. This man, whose name was Beaufort, was of a proud and unbending disposition, and could not bear to live in poverty and oblivion in the same country where he had formerly been distinguished for his rank and magnificence. Having paid his debts, therefore, in the most honourable manner, he retreated with his daughter to the town of Lucerne, where he lived unknown and in wretchedness. My father loved Beaufort with the truest friendship, and was deeply grieved by his retreat in these unfortunate circumstances. He bitterly deplored the false pride which led his friend to a conduct so little worthy of the affection that united them. He lost no time in endeavouring to seek him out, with the hope of persuading him to begin the world again through his credit and assistance.

Beaufort had taken effectual measures to conceal himself; and it was ten months before my father discovered his abode4
 . Overjoyed at this discovery, he hastened to the house, which was situated in a mean street, near the Reuss. But when he entered, misery and despair alone welcomed him. Beaufort had saved but a very small sum of money from the wreck of his fortunes; but it was sufficient to provide him with sustenance for some months, and in the meantime he hoped to procure some respectable employment in a merchant's house. The interval was, consequently, spent in inaction; his grief only became more deep and rankling when he had leisure for reflection; and at length it took so fast hold of his mind that at the end of three months he lay on a bed of sickness, incapable of any exertion.

His daughter attended him with the greatest tenderness; but she saw with despair that their little fund was rapidly decreasing, and that there was no other prospect of support. But Caroline Beaufort possessed a mind of an uncommon mould; and her courage rose to support her in her adversity. She procured plain work; she plaited straw; and by various means contrived to earn a pittance scarcely sufficient to support life.

Several months passed in this manner. Her father grew worse; her time was more entirely occupied in attending him; her means of subsistence decreased; and in the tenth month her father died in her arms, leaving her an orphan and a beggar. This last blow overcame her; and she knelt by Beaufort's coffin, weeping bitterly, when my father entered the chamber. He came like a protecting spirit to the poor girl, who committed herself to his care; and after the interment5
 of his friend, he conducted her to Geneva, and placed her under the protection of a relation. Two years after this event Caroline became his wife.

There was a considerable difference between the ages of my parents, but this circumstance seemed to unite them only closer in bonds of devoted affection. There was a sense of justice in my father's upright mind, which rendered it necessary that he should approve highly to love strongly. Perhaps during former years he had suffered from the late discovered unworthiness of one beloved, and so was disposed to set a greater value on tried worth. There was a show of gratitude and worship in his attachment to my mother, differing wholly from the doating fondness of age, for it was inspired by reverence for her virtues, and a desire to be the means of, in some degree, recompensing her for the sorrows she had endured, but which gave inexpressible grace to his behaviour to her. Everything was made to yield to her wishes and her convenience. He strove to shelter her, as a fair exotic is sheltered by the gardener, from every rougher wind, and to surround her with all that could tend to excite pleasurable emotion in her soft and benevolent mind. Her health, and even the tranquillity of her hitherto6
 constant spirit, had been shaken by what she had gone through. During the two years that had elapsed previous to their marriage my father had gradually relinquished7
 all his public functions; and immediately after their union they sought the pleasant climate of Italy, and the change of scene and interest attendant on a tour through that land of wonders, as a restorative for her weakened frame.

From Italy they visited Germany and France. I, their eldest child, was born in Naples, and as an infant accompanied them in their rambles. I remained for several years their only child. Much as they were attached to each other, they seemed to draw inexhaustible8
 stores of affection from a very mine of love to bestow them upon me. My mother's tender caresses, and my father's smile of benevolent pleasure while regarding me, are my first recollections. I was their plaything and their idol, and something better—their child, the innocent and helpless creature bestowed on them by Heaven, whom to bring up to good, and whose future lot it was in their hands to direct to happiness or misery, according as they fulfilled their duties towards me. With this deep consciousness of what they owed towards the being to which they had given life, added to the active spirit of tenderness that animated both, it may be imagined that while during every hour of my infant life I received a lesson of patience, of charity, and of self control, I was so guided by a silken cord that all seemed but one train of enjoyment to me.

For a long time I was their only care. My mother had much desired to have a daughter, but I continued their single offspring. When I was about five years old, while making an excursion beyond the frontiers of Italy, they passed a week on the shores of the Lake of Como. Their benevolent disposition often made them enter the cottages of the poor. This, to my mother, was more than a duty; it was a necessity, a passion—remembering what she had suffered, and how she had been relieved—for her to act in her turn the guardian angel to the afflicted. During one of their walks a poor cot in the foldings of a vale attracted their notice as being singularly disconsolate9
 , while the number of half-clothed children gathered about it spoke of penury10
 in its worst shape. One day, when my father had gone by himself to Milan, my mother, accompanied by me, visited this abode. She found a peasant and his wife, hard working, bent down by care and labour, distributing a scanty meal to five hungry babes. Among these there was one which attracted my mother far above all the rest. She appeared of a different stock. The four others were dark eyed, hardy little vagrants; this child was thin, and very fair. Her hair was the brightest living gold, and, despite the poverty of her clothing, seemed to set a crown of distinction on her head. Her brow was clear and ample, her blue eyes cloudless, and her lips and the moulding of her face so expressive of sensibility and sweetness, that none could behold her without looking on her as of a distinct species, a being heaven-sent, and bearing a celestial stamp in all her features.

The peasant woman, perceiving that my mother fixed eyes of wonder and admiration on this lovely girl, eagerly communicated her history. She was not her child, but the daughter of a Milanese nobleman. Her mother was a German, and had died on giving her birth. The infant had been placed with these good people to nurse: they were better off then. They had not been long married, and their eldest child was but just born. The father of their charge was one of those Italians nursed in the memory of the antique glory of Italy—one among the schiaviognor frementi, who exerted himself to obtain the liberty of his country. He became the victim of its weakness. Whether he had died, or still lingered in the dungeons11
 of Austria, was not known. His property was confiscated, his child became an orphan and a beggar. She continued with her foster parents, and bloomed in their rude abode, fairer than a garden rose among dark-leaved brambles.

When my father returned from Milan, he found playing with me in the hall of our villa a child fairer than pictured cherub—a creature who seemed to shed radiance from her looks, and whose form and motions were lighter than the chamois12
 of the hills. The apparition was soon explained. With his permission my mother prevailed on her rustic guardians to yield their charge to her. They were fond of the sweet orphan. Her presence had seemed a blessing to them; but it would be unfair to her to keep her in poverty and want, when Providence13
 afforded her such powerful protection. They consulted their village priest, and the result was that Elizabeth Lavenza became the inmate of my parents' house—my more than sister the beautiful and adored companion of all my occupations and my pleasures.

Every one loved Elizabeth. The passionate and almost reverential attachment with which all regarded her became, while I shared it, my pride and my delight. On the evening previous to her being brought to my home, my mother had said playfully“I have a pretty present for my Victor—tomorrow he shall have it.”And when, on the morrow, she presented Elizabeth to me as her promised gift, I, with childish seriousness, interpreted her words literally, and looked upon Elizabeth as mine—mine to protect, love, and cherish. All praises bestowed on her, I received as made to a possession of my own. We called each other familiarly by the name of cousin. No word, no expression could body forth the kind of relation in which she stood to me—my more than sister, since till death she was to be mine only.

Notes:

1. Genevese: 日内瓦人

2. syndics: a civil magistrate or government official in England

3. mischances: unfortunate occurrences

4. abode: a dwelling place, a home

5. interment: the act or ritual of burying the dead

6. hitherto: until this time

7. relinquish: give up, abandon

8. inexhaustible: that cannot be entirely consumed or used up 无穷尽的

9. disconsolate: cheerless, gloomy 闷闷不乐

10. penury: extreme poverty 拮据，极度贫穷

11. dungeons: a dark, often underground cell used to confine prisoners（用来关押犯人的）地牢

12. chamois: extremely agile goat antelope of mountainous regions of Europe, having upright horns with backward-hooked tips（欧洲山区一种活动极为敏捷的）岩羚羊

13. Providence: the care, guardianship, and control exercised by a deity, God

作品简评

《弗兰肯斯坦》这篇著名科幻恐怖小说是玛丽·雪莱在一座古堡里与诗人拜伦、雪莱一起讲鬼故事，并相约把每人讲述的离奇故事写下来而创作的。玛丽在写作中从当时流行的哥特小说中获得了不少灵感与激情。小说以丰富的想象和跳跃式的思维，用第一人称讲述了一个恐怖的故事：维克多·弗兰肯斯坦是伦敦一所大学的生物学教授，经过两年的努力，他造出了一个外貌丑陋、身高2.5米的怪物。怪物要求弗兰肯斯坦教授再为它造个女伴。担心怪物种族将在地球上繁衍，威胁人类的生存，所以，教授拒绝了怪物的要求，因而遭到怪物报复。它残忍地杀害了教授的妻儿、亲友。弗兰肯斯坦教授翻山越岭、漂洋过海，决心找到怪物并制服它，最后心力交瘁地带着悔恨与遗憾死去。

弗兰肯斯坦造的怪物有着同人类一样复杂的思想和感情世界，它用报复来发泄内心的痛苦和仇恨，从而让制造它的弗兰肯斯坦教授处于悲惨的境遇。小说结构严谨，情节生动，故事发展似乎荒诞离奇又合乎情理。第一章介绍了弗兰肯斯坦的身世，语言简洁易懂，叙述流畅，为当时流行小说的发展作出了贡献。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why did Frankenstein create a monster?

2. What made the monster kill people?

3. Why do you think horror stories appeal to readers?

4. Many areas of scientific researches carry both potential benefits and dangers for our human beings. Which area do you believe humans should never get involved in? Why?

Suggested Reading List


Frankenstein: The Modern Prometheus


第九节　查尔斯·兰姆（Charles Lamb, 1775～1834）

作者及作品简介
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查尔斯·兰姆是英国著名的散文家，伊利亚（Elia）是他在文学创作时所用的笔名。兰姆生于伦敦，自幼好读书，7岁入伦敦基督慈幼学校，与诗人柯尔律治、亨特同学。因口吃他放弃了去剑桥大学深造的计划。17岁时去了东印度公司工作，在那儿做了整整33年的簿记员，直至退休。工作业余时间他醉心于文学创作。兰姆终生未婚，毕生精心照料患有精神病的姐姐玛丽·兰姆。

兰姆作品主要是散文、诗歌和戏剧。早年他和姐姐合著的《莎士比亚故事集》（Tales from Shakespeare
 , 1809），用散文形式叙述莎士比亚剧作的故事，风靡一时，流传至今，对传播莎士比亚戏剧起到了积极推广作用。1830的出版的《诗集》（Album Verses
 ）中的隽秀诗篇赢得一些评论家的赞赏。但他最重要的作品是他的散文创作，代表作有《伊利亚随笔》（Essays of Elia
 , 1823）、《伊利亚随笔续集》（Last Essays of Elia
 , 1833）。两本集子收录了兰姆最优秀的散文作品，如《古瓷》（Old China
 ）、《梦中孩子》（Dream Children
 ）、《除夕随想》（New Year's Eve
 ）、《扫烟囱的童工赞》（The Praise of Chimney Sweepers
 ）、《单身汉对结过婚的人行为的抱怨》（A Bachelor's Complaint of the Behavior of Married People
 ）等。

兰姆的散文以辛辣讽刺的笔触揭露了当时社会的矛盾与黑暗，对社会底层的贫穷百姓表达了深切的同情。在他的作品中，生活琐事和知识性题材让读者感到亲近熟悉。诚挚的情感、细腻的文笔、幽默的讽刺、妥切的典故引用、对人物栩栩如生的刻画和富有生活气息和人情味的描写使兰姆的作品得以流芳后世，成为浪漫主义散文的杰作。

作品选读

Dream-Children: A Reverie

Children love to listen to stories about their elders, when they were children; to stretch their imagination to the conception of a traditionary great-uncle, or grandame1
 , whom they never saw. It was in this spirit that my little ones2
 crept about me the other evening to hear about their great-grandmother Field3
 , who lived in a great house in Norfolk4
 (a hundred times bigger than that in which they and papa5
 lived) which had been the scene — so at least it was generally believed in that part of the country — of the tragic incidents which they had lately become familiar with from the ballad of the Children in the Wood6
 . Certain it is that the whole story of the children and their cruel uncle was to be seen fairly carved out in wood upon the chimney-piece of the great hall, the whole story down to the Robin Redbreasts, till a foolish rich Person pulled it down to set up a marble one of modern invention in its stead, with no story upon it. Here Alice7
 put out one of her dear mother's looks, too tender to be called upbraiding8
 . Then I went on to say, how religious and how good their great grandmother Field was, how beloved and respected by every body, though she was not indeed the mistress of this great house, but had only the charge of it (and yet in some respects she might be said to be the mistress of it too) committed to her by the owner, who preferred living in a newer and more fashionable mansion which he had purchased somewhere in the adjoining county; but still she lived in it in a manner as if it had been her own, and kept up the dignity of the great house in a sort while she lived, which afterwards came to decay, and was nearly pulled down, and all its old ornaments stripped and carried away to the owner's other house, where they were set up, and looked as awkward as if some one were to carry away the old tombs they had seen lately at the Abbey9
 , and stick them up in Lady C.'s tawdry10
 gilt drawing-room. Here John11
 smiled, as much as to say,“that would be foolish indeed.”And then I told how, when she came to die, her funeral was attended by a concourse of all the poor, and some of the gentry too, of the neighbourhood for many miles round, to show their respect for her memory, because she had been such a good and religious woman; so good indeed that she knew all the Psaltery12
 by heart, ay, and a great part of the Testament13
 besides. Here little Alice spread her hands. Then I told what a tall, upright, graceful person their great-grandmother Field once was; and how in her youth she was esteemed the best dancer — here Alice's little right foot played an involuntary movement, till, upon my looking grave, it desisted14
 — the best dancer, I was saying, in the county, till a cruel disease, called a cancer, came, and bowed her down with pain; but it could never bend her good spirits, or make them stoop, but they were still upright, because she was so good and religious. Then I told how she was used to sleep by herself in a lone chamber of the great lone house; and how she believed that an apparition15
 of two infants was to be seen at midnight gliding up and down the great staircase near where she slept, but she said“those innocents would do her no harm;”and how frightened I used to be, though in those days I had my maid to sleep with me, because I was never half so good or religious as she — and yet I never saw the infants. Here John expanded all his eye-brows and tried to look courageous. Then I told how good she was to all her grand-children, having us to the great-house in the holydays, where I in particular used to spend many hours by myself, in gazing upon the old busts of the Twelve Caesars16
 , that had been Emperors of Rome, till the old marble heads would seem to live again, or I to be turned into marble with them; how I never could be tired with roaming about that huge mansion, with its vast empty rooms, with their worn-out hangings, fluttering tapestry, and carved oaken pannels, with the gilding almost rubbed out — sometimes in the spacious old-fashioned gardens, which I had almost to myself, unless17
 when now and then a solitary gardening man would cross me — and how the nectarines and peaches hung upon the walls, without my ever offering to pluck them, because they were forbidden fruit, unless now and then, — and because I had more pleasure in strolling about among the old melancholy-looking yew trees, or the firs, and picking up the red berries, and the fir apples, which were good for nothing but to look at — or in lying about upon the fresh grass, with all the fine garden smells around me — or basking in the orangery, till I could almost fancy myself ripening too along with the oranges and the limes in that grateful warmth — or in watching the dace that darted to and fro in the fish-pond, at the bottom of the garden, with here and there a great sulky pike hanging midway down the water in silent state, as if it mocked at their impertinent friskings, — I had more pleasure in these busy-idle diversions than in all the sweet flavours of peaches, nectarines, oranges, and such like common baits of children. Here John slyly deposited back upon the plate a bunch of grapes, which, not unobserved by Alice, he had meditated dividing with her, and both seemed willing to relinquish them for the present as irrelevant. Then in somewhat a more heightened tone, I told how, though their great-grandmother Field loved all her grand-children, yet in an especial manner she might be said to love their uncle, John L-18
 , because he was so handsome and spirited a youth, and a king to the rest of us; and, instead of moping about in solitary corners, like some of us, he would mount the most mettlesome horse he could get, when but an imp19
 no bigger than themselves, and make it carry him half over the county in a morning, and join the hunters when there were any out — and yet he loved the old great house and gardens too, but had too much spirit to be always pent up within their boundaries — and how their uncle grew up to man's estate20
 as brave as he was handsome, to the admiration of every body, but of their great-grandmother Field most especially; and how he used to carry me upon his back when I was a lame-footed boy — for he was a good bit older than me — many a mile when I could not walk pain; — and how in after life he became lame-footed too, and I did not always (I fear) make allowances enough for him when he was impatient, and in pain, nor remember sufficiently how considerate he had been to me when I was lame-footed; and how when he died, though he had not been dead an hour, it seemed as if he had died a great while ago, such a distance there is betwixt21
 life and death; and how I bore his death as I thought pretty well at first, but afterwards it haunted and haunted me; and though I did not cry or take it to heart as some do, and as I think he would have done if I had died, yet I missed him all day long, and knew not till then how much I had loved him. I missed his kindness, and I missed his crossness, and wished him to be alive again, to be quarrelling with him (for we quarreled sometimes), rather than not have him again, and was as uneasy without him, as he their poor uncle must have been when the doctor took off his limb. Here the children fell a crying, and asked if their little mourning which they had on was not for uncle John, and they looked up, and prayed me not to go on about their uncle, but to tell them, some stories about their pretty dead mother. Then I told how for seven long years, in hope sometimes, sometimes in despair, yet persisting ever, I courted the fair Alice W-n22
 ; and, as much as children could understand, I explained to them what coyness, and difficulty, and denial meant in maidens — when suddenly, turning to Alice, the soul of the first Alice looked out at her eyes with such a reality of re-presentment, that I became in doubt which of them stood there before me, or whose that bright hair was; and while I stood gazing, both the children gradually grew fainter to my view, receding, and still receding till nothing at last but two mournful features were seen in the uttermost distance, which, without speech, strangely impressed upon me the effects of speech;“We are not of Alice, nor of thee, nor are we children at all. The children of Alice called Bartrum father. We are nothing; less than nothing, and dreams. We are only what might have been, and must wait upon the tedious shores of Lethe23
 millions of ages before we have existence, and a name”...and immediately awaking, I found myself quietly seated in my bachelor arm-chair, where I had fallen asleep, with the faithful Bridget24
 unchanged by my side — but John L. (or James Elia)25
 was gone for ever.

Notes:

1. a traditionary great-uncle, or grandame: a legendary great-uncle or grandma

2. my little ones: my children

3. great-grandmother Field: Lamb's grandma

4. Norfolk: a historical region of eastern England bordering on the North Sea. Settled in prehistoric times, it was part of the Anglo-Saxon kingdom of East Anglia. Its name means“the northern people”, as opposed to“the southern people”of Suffolk.

5. papa: Lamb himself

6. the Children in the Wood: 源于《古英诗歌拾遗》（Reliques of Old English Poetry
 ）中广泛流传的民谣

7. Alice: Lamb's imaginary daughter

8. upbraiding: reproaching

9. the Abbey: the Westminster Abbey

10. tawdry: gaudy and cheap in nature or appearance

11. John: Lamb's imaginary son

12. Psaltery: the book of Psalms

13. the Testament: the New Testament

14. desist: cease doing something

15. an apparition: a ghostly figure; a specter, a sudden, unusual sight

16. the old busts of the Twelve Caesars: 罗马帝国初期十二位皇帝的半身塑像

17. unless: except

18. John L-: John Lamb, Charles Lamb's elder brother who died in 1821

19. an imp: a mischievous child

20. man's estate: adulthood

21. betwixt: between

22. Ailce W-n: Alice Winterton, Lamb's lover who later married William Bartrum

23. Lethe: one of the five rivers in Hades, the river of forgetfulness 希腊神话中的忘川河，人饮其水，就忘却前生

24. Bridget: Lamb' sister

25. James Elia: Lamb's brother, John Lamb

作品简评

查尔斯·兰姆在《梦中孩子》一文中以浅显的语言，优美的文笔，生动的情节，写出了梦中给Alice姐弟讲故事的情景。文章开首就以亲切的口吻谈到“孩子都爱听大人讲他们小时候的故事”。于是“我”对Alice姐弟讲了他们曾祖母的事：她心地善良，漂亮正直，能背出《圣经》中的所有诗篇。她忠实地为主人看管着一所衰败的大房子直至患癌症死去。祖母最爱约翰叔叔，他英俊勇敢，受人爱戴。当“我”腿瘸时他悉心照料“我”，常常背着“我”走好几英里。他不幸过早去世，让“我”伤心无比，日夜思念。孩子们听得出神，并为约翰叔叔的早逝伤心哭泣。他们要“我”讲讲他们的母亲，于是“我”讲啊讲啊，突然发现孩子们身影模糊，渐渐离“我”远去。醒来发觉原来是一场梦，只有姐姐忠实地坐在“我”身边，哥哥约翰永远地离去。

兰姆用优雅且忧郁的笔调回忆了小时候祖母的形象与兄妹三人的生活，梦中的孩子神态逼真，叙述流畅，语言简朴易懂，回忆亲切又是那样震撼心灵，人性的光芒从字里行间自然流露，熠熠闪光。

Questions for Discussion

1. Who is Alice and John?

2. What makes the essay“Dream Children”so touching?

3. What is a good piece of essay?

Suggested Reading List


Old China



New Year's Eve



The Praise of Chimney Sweepers


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

小说统称 Fiction

Fiction is prose writing about imaginary characters and events including novels and short stories. Some writers of fiction base their stories on real people and events, while others rely solely on their imaginations.

长篇小说 Novel

A fictional prose narrative of considerable length, dealing especially with human experience through a usually connected sequence of events, typically having a plot that is unfolded by the actions, speech, and thoughts of the characters.

传奇 Legend

A legend is a widely told story about the past that may or may not be based in fact. A legend often reflects a people's identity or cultural values, generally with more historical and less emphasis on the supernatural things in a myth. English legends include the stories of King Arthur and His knights of the Round Table and Robin Hood and His Merrymen under the Greenwood
 .

神话 Myth

A myth is a fictional tale originally with religious significance, which explains the actions of gods or heroes, the causes of natural phenomena, or both. Allusions to characters and motifs from Greek, Roman, Norse, and Celtic myths are common in English literature. In addition, mythological stories are often retold or adapted, as Bernard Shaw's Pygmalion illustrates. Pygmalion was a character from Greek mythology who created a beautiful sculpture of a woman and then fell in love with his own creation.

哥特式小说 Gothic

Gothic is a term used to describe literary works that make extensive use of primitive, medieval, wild, mysterious, or supernatural elements. Gothic elements offended eighteenth-century Neoclassical writers but appealed to the Romantic writers who followed them. Gothic novels, such as Mary Shelley's Frankenstein
 , are often set in gloomy castles where horrifying, supernatural events take place.

现实主义小说 Realism

Realism is the presentation in art of details from actual life. During the last part of the nineteenth century and the first part of the twentieth, realism enjoyed considerable popularity among writers in the English-speaking world. Nowhere, perhaps, was Realism more evident than in the novel. Novels often dealt with grim social realities and presented realistic portrayals of the psychological states of characters.

意识流小说 Stream of Consciousness

Stream of consciousness is a narrative technique that presents thoughts as if they were coming directly from a character's mind. Lacking chronological order, the events in a stream of consciousness narrative are presented from the character's point of view, mixed in with the character's ongoing feelings and memories. Developed by writers such as James Joyce and Virginia Woolf, stream-of-consciousness writing is used to reveal a character's complex psychology and to present it in realistic detail.


第四章　批判现实主义文学时期（维多利亚时期）Critical Realism

批判现实主义19世纪30年代出现在法国并很快遍及欧美，是以分析、描绘、暴露和批判现实为主的资产阶级文学思潮。其名称源于高尔基，他说：“批判地再现当时存在的社会制度和社会关系，解剖性地暴露、撕毁所有一切的假面具，故称之为批判现实主义。”和其他国家的情况相似，英国批判现实主义文学也是作为对浪漫主义文学的反拨而登上历史舞台的，其基本特征有如下几点：

一、反映现实的客观性、具体性和真实性。由于工业的发展，当时的英国劳资矛盾尖锐，工人运动风起云涌，英国批判现实主义文学直接描写劳资矛盾，反映工人的生活和斗争。

二、强烈的暴露性和批判性。英国批判现实主义文学从人道主义立场出发，对社会地位低下的小人物的不幸命运寄予深切的同情，对社会的腐朽黑暗予以大胆暴露和抨击批判。

三、塑造典型环境中的典型人物，使人物和环境达到高度统一。作家笔下的人物无论是大资本家，还是小商人、穷苦教师、孤儿等都形象生动、丰满、真实，塑造了众多的各具情态、流传不朽的文学典型，逼真地展示了资本主义社会各个阶层的生活和风貌。

英国批判现实主义作家以人道主义为出发点，企图通过个人反抗和改良主义改造社会，因此他们不可能指出变革社会的正确途径。但批判现实主义文学在艺术上却取得了高度的成就，被誉为欧洲文学史上继古希腊悲剧、伊丽莎白戏剧后的第三大高峰。特别是小说创作，在凝练主题、塑造典型、刻画性格、构思情节和提炼语言方面都为小说的发展作出突出贡献。

批判现实主义文学的重要代表作家是狄更斯、萨克雷、乔治·爱略特等。其他现实主义作家包括肖伯纳、哈代、威尔斯、高尔斯华绥等。

第一节　查尔斯·狄更斯（Charles Dickens, 1812～1870）

作者及作品简介
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狄更斯是英国19世纪批判现实主义文学的最高代表。他出身贫寒，少年时代饱尝困苦，熟悉社会底层人们的生活和思想，这对他以后的文学创作产生了重大影响。17岁时到律师事务所当书记员，后来成为报社的议会采访记者，从而了解到资产阶级上层机构的内幕。

狄更斯一生勤奋创作，写了近20部中长篇小说。他的作品对资产阶级的贪婪、虚伪及其统治机构的腐败作了无情的揭露和谴责，对被压迫、被侮辱、被损害的下层人民寄以深切的同情，对19世纪上半期的英国社会生活作了高度的艺术概括，其批判的力度和深度比当时所发表的所有政论文章加起来的力量还要大得多。但作品中表现出来的善恶报应、阶级调和等思想也削弱了对社会批判的力量。狄更斯是塑造人物形象的能手，他善于抓住人物特征，把人物勾画出来，给读者留下深刻的印象。他的小说充满了妙趣横生的幽默和尖刻的讽刺。夸张的手法增强了他的小说的艺术效果。

他的主要作品有《雾都孤儿》（Oliver Twist
 , 1838）、《老古玩店》（The Old Curiosity Shop
 , 1841）、《董贝父子》（Dombey and Son
 , 1848）、《大卫·科波菲尔》（David Copperfield
 , 1850）、《艰难时世》（Hard Times
 , 1854）、《双城记》（A Tale of Two Cities
 , 1859）、《远大前程》（Great Expectations
 , 1861）等等。

作品选读

Oliver Twist: Chapter 2

TREATS OF OLIVER TWIST'S GROWTH, EDUCATION, AND BOARD

For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was the victim of a systematic course of treachery and deception. He was brought up by hand. The hungry and destitute situation of the infant orphan was duly reported by the workhouse authorities to the parish authorities. The parish authorities inquired with dignity of the workhouse authorities, whether there was no female then domiciled in“the house”who was in a situation to impart to Oliver Twist, the consolation and nourishment of which he stood in need. The workhouse authorities replied with humility, that there was not. Upon this, the parish authorities magnanimously and humanely resolved, that Oliver should be“farmed,”or, in other words, that he should be dispatched to a branch-workhouse some three miles off, where twenty or thirty other juvenile offenders against the poor-laws, rolled about the floor all day, without the inconvenience of too much food or too much clothing, under the parental superintendence of an elderly female, who received the culprits at and for the consideration of sevenpence-halfpenny per small head per week. Sevenpence-halfpenny's worth per week is a good round diet for a child; a great deal may be got for sevenpence-halfpenny: quite enough to overload its stomach, and make it uncomfortable. The elderly female was a woman of wisdom and experience; she knew what was good for children; and she had a very accurate perception of what was good for herself. So, she appropriated the greater part of the weekly stipend to her own use, and consigned the rising parochial generation to even a shorter allowance than was originally provided for them. Thereby finding in the lowest depth a deeper still; and proving herself a very great experimental philosopher.

Everybody knows the story of another experimental philosopher who had a great theory about a horse being able to live without eating, and who demonstrated it so well, that he had got his own horse down to a straw a day, and would unquestionably have rendered him a very spirited and rapacious animal on nothing at all, if he had not died, four-and-twenty hours before he was to have had his first comfortable bait of air. Unfortunately for, the experimental philosophy of the female to whose protecting care Oliver Twist was delivered over, a similar result usually attended the operation of HER system; for at the very moment when a child had contrived to exist upon the smallest possible portion of the weakest possible food, it did perversely happen in eight and a half cases out of ten, either that it sickened from want and cold, or fell into the fire from neglect, or got half-smothered by accident; in any one of which cases, the miserable little being was usually summoned into another world, and there gathered to the fathers it had never known in this.

Occasionally, when there was some more than usually interesting inquest upon a parish child who had been overlooked in turning up a bedstead, or inadvertently scalded to death when there happened to be a washing — though the latter accident was very scarce, anything approaching to a washing being of rare occurrence in the farm — the jury would take it into their heads to ask troublesome questions, or the parishioners would rebelliously affix their signatures to a remonstrance. But these impertinences were speedily checked by the evidence of the surgeon, and the testimony of the beadle; the former of whom had always opened the body and found nothing inside (which was very probable indeed), and the latter of whom invariably swore whatever the parish wanted; which was very self-devotional. Besides, the board made periodical pilgrimages to the farm, and always sent the beadle the day before, to say they were going. The children were neat and clean to behold, when THEY went; and what more would the people have!

It cannot be expected that this system of farming would produce any very extraordinary or luxuriant crop. Oliver Twist's ninth birthday found him a pale thin child, somewhat diminutive in stature, and decidedly small in circumference. But nature or inheritance had implanted a good sturdy spirit in Oliver's breast. It had had plenty of room to expand, thanks to the spare diet of the establishment; and perhaps to this circumstance may be attributed his having any ninth birth-day at all. Be this as it may, however, it was his ninth birthday; and he was keeping it in the coal-cellar with a select party of two other young gentlemen, who, after participating with him in a sound thrashing, had been locked up therein for atrociously presuming to be hungry, when Mrs. Mann, the good lady of the house, was unexpectedly startled by the apparition of Mr. Bumble, the beadle, striving to undo the wicket of the garden-gate.

“Goodness gracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?”said Mrs. Mann, thrusting her head out of the window in well-affected ecstasies of joy.“(Susan, take Oliver and them two brats upstairs, and wash'em directly.) — My heart alive! Mr. Bumble, how glad I am to see you, surely!”

Now, Mr. Bumble was a fat man, and a choleric; so, instead of responding to this open-hearted salutation in a kindred spirit, he gave the little wicket a tremendous shake, and then bestowed upon it a kick which could have emanated from no leg but a beadle's.

“Lor, only think,”said Mrs. Mann, running out, — for the three boys had been removed by this time, —“only think of that! That I should have forgotten that the gate was bolted on the inside, on account of them dear children! Walk in sir; walk in, pray, Mr. Bumble, do, sir.”

Although this invitation was accompanied with a curtsey that might have softened the heart of a church-warden, it by no means mollified the beadle.

“Do you think this respectful or proper conduct, Mrs. Mann,”inquired Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane,“to keep the parish officers a-waiting at your garden-gate, when they come here upon porochial business connecteo with the porochial orphans? Are you aweer, Mrs. Mann, that you are, as I may say, a porochial delegate, and a stipendiary?”

“I'm sure Mr. Bumble, that I was only a-telling one or two of the dear children as is so fond of you, that it was you a-coming,”replied Mrs. Mann with great humility.

Mr. Bumble had a great idea of his oratorical powers and his importance. He had displayed the one, and vindicated the other. He relaxed.

“Well, well, Mrs. Mann,”he replied in a calmer tone;“it may be as you say; it may be. Lead the way in, Mrs. Mann, for I come on business, and have something to say.”

Mrs. Mann ushered the beadle into a small parlour with a brick floor; placed a seat for him; and officiously deposited his cocked hat and cane on the table before him. Mr. Bumble wiped from his forehead the perspiration which his walk had engendered, glanced complacently at the cocked hat, and smiled. Yes, he smiled. Beadles are but men: and Mr. Bumble smiled.

“Now don't you be offended at what I'm a-going to say,”observed Mrs. Mann, with captivating sweetness.“You've had a long walk, you know, or I wouldn't mention it. Now, will you take a little drop of somethin, Mr. Bumble?”

“Not a drop. Not a drop,”said Mr. Bumble, waving his right hand in a dignified, but placid manner.

“I think you will,”said Mrs. Mann, who had noticed the tone of the refusal, and the gesture that had accompanied it.“Just a leetle drop, with a little cold water, and a lump of sugar.”

Mr. Bumble coughed.

“Now, just a leetle drop,”said Mrs. Mann persuasively.

“What is it?”inquired the beadle.

“Why, it's what I'm obliged to keep a little of in the house, to put into the blessed infants' Daffy, when they ain't well, Mr. Bumble,”replied Mrs. Mann as she opened a corner cupboard, and took down a bottle and glass.“It's gin. I'll not deceive you, Mr. B. It's gin.”

“Do you give the children Daffy, Mrs. Mann?”inquired Bumble, following with his eyes the interesting process of mixing.

“Ah, bless'em, that I do, dear as it is,”replied the nurse.“I couldn't see'em suffer before my very eyes, you know, sir.”

“No”, said Mr. Bumble approvingly;“no, you could not. You are a humane woman, Mrs. Mann.”(Here she set down the glass.)“I shall take an early opportunity of mentioning it to the board, Mrs. Mann.”(He drew it towards him.)“You feel as a mother, Mrs. Mann.”(He stirred the gin-and-water.)“I — I drink your health with cheerfulness, Mrs. Mann”; and he swallowed half of it.

“And now about business,”said the beadle, taking out a leathern pocket-book.“The child that was half-baptized Oliver Twist, is nineyear old to-day.”

“Bless him!”interposed Mrs. Mann, inflaming her left eye with the corner of her apron.

“And notwithstanding a offered reward of ten pound, which was afterwards increased to twenty pound. Notwithstanding the most superlative, and, I may say, supernat'ral exertions on the part of this parish,”said Bumble,“we have never been able to discover who is his father, or what was his mother's settlement, name, or condition.”

Mrs Mann raised her hands in astonishment; but added, after a moment's reflection,“How comes he to have any name at all, then?”

The beadle drew himself up with great pride, and said,“I inwented it.”

“You, Mr. Bumble!”

“I, Mrs. Mann. We name our fondlings in alphabetical order. The last was a S, — Swubble, I named him. This was a T, — Twist, I named HIM. The next one comes will be Unwin, and the next Vilkins. I have got names ready made to the end of the alphabet, and all the way through it again, when we come to Z.”

“Why, you're quite a literary character, sir!”said Mrs. Mann.

“Well, well,”said the beadle, evidently gratified with the compliment;“perhaps I may be. Perhaps I may be, Mrs. Mann.”He finished the gin-and-water, and added,“Oliver being now too old to remain here, the board have determined to have him back into the house. I have come out myself to take him there. So let me see him at once.”

“I'll fetch him directly,”said Mrs. Mann, leaving the room for that purpose. Oliver, having had by this time as much of the outer coat of dirt which encrusted his face and hands, removed, as could be scrubbed off in one washing, was led into the room by his benevolent protectress.

“Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,”said Mrs. Mann.

Oliver made a bow, which was divided between the beadle on the chair, and the cocked hat on the table.

“Will you go along with me, Oliver?”said Mr. Bumble, in a majestic voice.

Oliver was about to say that he would go along with anybody with great readiness, when, glancing upward, he caught sight of Mrs. Mann, who had got behind the beadle's chair, and was shaking her fist at him with a furious countenance. He took the hint at once, for the fist had been too often impressed upon his body not to be deeply impressed upon his recollection.

“Will she go with me?”inquired poor Oliver.

“No, she can't,”replied Mr. Bumble.“But she'll come and see you sometimes.”

This was no very great consolation to the child. Young as he was, however, he had sense enough to make a feint of feeling great regret at going away. It was no very difficult matter for the boy to call tears into his eyes. Hunger and recent ill-usage are great assistants if you want to cry; and Oliver cried very naturally indeed. Mrs. Mann gave him a thousand embraces, and what Oliver wanted a great deal more, a piece of bread and butter, less he should seem too hungry when he got to the workhouse. With the slice of bread in his hand, and the little brown-cloth parish cap on his head, Oliver was then led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home where one kind word or look had never lighted the gloom of his infant years. And yet he burst into an agony of childish grief, as the cottage-gate closed after him. Wretched as were the little companions in misery he was leaving behind, they were the only friends he had ever known; and a sense of his loneliness in the great wide world, sank into the child's heart for the first time.

Mr. Bumble walked on with long strides; little Oliver, firmly grasping his gold-laced cuff, trotted beside him, inquiring at the end of every quarter of a mile whether they were“nearly there.”To these interrogations Mr. Bumble returned very brief and snappish replies; for the temporary blandness which gin-and-water awakens in some bosoms had by this time evaporated; and he was once again a beadle.

Oliver had not been within the walls of the workhouse a quarter of an hour, and had scarcely completed the demolition of a second slice of bread, when Mr. Bumble, who had handed him over to the care of an old woman, returned; and, telling him it was a board night, informed him that the board had said he was to appear before it forthwith.

Not having a very clearly defined notion of what a live board was, Oliver was rather astounded by this intelligence, and was not quite certain whether he ought to laugh or cry. He had no time to think about the matter, however; for Mr. Bumble gave him a tap on the head, with his cane, to wake him up: and another on the back to make him lively: and bidding him to follow, conducted him into a large white-washed room, where eight or ten fat gentlemen were sitting round a table. At the top of the table, seated in an armchair rather higher than the rest, was a particularly fat gentleman with a very round, red face.

“Bow to the board,”said Bumble. Oliver brushed away two or three tears that were lingering in his eyes; and seeing no board but the table, fortunately bowed to that.

“What's your name, boy?”said the gentleman in the high chair.

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many gentlemen, which made him tremble; and the beadle gave him another tap behind, which made him cry. These two causes made him answer in a very low and hesitating voice; whereupon a gentleman in a white waistcoat said he was a fool. Which was a capital way of raising his spirits, and putting him quite at his ease.

“Boy,”said the gentleman in the high chair,“listen to me. You know you're an orphan, I suppose?”

“What's that, sir?”inquired poor Oliver.

“The boy IS a fool — I thought he was,”said the gentleman in the white waistcoat.

“Hush!”said the gentleman who had spoken first.“You know you've got no father or mother, and that you were brought up by the parish, don't you?”

“Yes, sir,”replied Oliver, weeping bitterly.

“What are you crying for?”inquired the gentleman in the white waistcoat. And to be sure it was very extraordinary. What COULD the boy be crying for?

“I hope you say your prayers every night,”said another gentleman in a gruff voice;“and pray for the people who feed you, and take care of you — like a Christian.”

“Yes, sir,”stammered the boy. The gentleman who spoke last was unconsciously right. It would have been very like a Christian, and a marvellously good Christian too, if Oliver had prayed for the people who fed and took care of HIM. But he hadn't, because nobody had taught him.

“Well! You have come here to be educated, and taught a useful trade,”said the red-faced gentleman in the high chair.

“So you'll begin to pick oakum tomorrow morning at six o'clock,”added the surly one in the white waistcoat.

For the combination of both these blessings in the one simple process of picking oakum, Oliver bowed low by the direction of the beadle, and was then hurried away to a large ward, where, on a rough, hard bed, he sobbed himself to sleep. What a novel illustration of the tender laws of England! They let the paupers go to sleep!

Poor Oliver! He little thought, as he lay sleeping in happy unconsciousness of all around him, that the board had that very day arrived at a decision which would exercise the most material influence over all his future fortunes. But they had. And this was it:

The members of this board were very sage, deep, philosophical men; and when they came to turn their attention to the workhouse, they found out at once, what ordinary folks would never have discovered — the poor people liked it! It was a regular place of public entertainment for the poorer classes; a tavern where there was nothing to pay; a public breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper all the year round; a brick and mortar elysium, where it was all play and no work.“Oho!”said the board, looking very knowing;“we are the fellows to set this to rights; we'll stop it all, in no time.”So, they established the rule, that all poor people should have the alternative (for they would compel nobody, not they,) of being starved by a gradual process in the house, or by a quick one out of it. With this view, they contracted with the water-works to lay on an unlimited supply of water; and with a corn-factor to supply periodically small quantities of oatmeal; and issued three meals of thin gruel a day, with an onion twice a week, and half a roll of Sundays. They made a great many other wise and humane regulations, having reference to the ladies, which it is not necessary to repeat; kindly undertook to divorce poor married people, in consequence of the great expense of a suit in Doctors'Commons; and, instead of compelling a man to support his family, as they had theretofore done, took his family away from him, and made him a bachelor! There is no saying how many applicants for relief, under these last two heads, might have started up in all classes of society, if it had not been coupled with the workhouse; but the board were long-headed men, and had provided for this difficulty. The relief was inseparable from the workhouse and the gruel; and that frightened people.

For the first six months after Oliver Twist was removed, the system was in full operation. It was rather expensive at first, in consequence of the increase in the undertaker's bill, and the necessity of taking in the clothes of all the paupers, which fluttered loosely on their wasted, shrunken forms, after a week or two's gruel. But the number of workhouse inmates got thin as well as the paupers; and the board were in ecstasies.

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall, with a copper at one end: out of which the master, dressed in an apron for the purpose1
 , and assisted by one or two women, ladled the gruel at mealtimes. Of this festive composition2
 each boy had one porringer, and no more — except on occasions of great public rejoicing3
 , when he had two ounces and a quarter of bread besides. The bowls never wanted washing. The boys polished them with their spoons till they shone again; and when they had performed this operation (which never took very long, the spoons being nearly as large as the bowls), they would sit staring at the copper, with such eager eyes, as if they could have devoured the very bricks of which it was composed; employing themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most assiduously, with the view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel4
 that might have been cast thereon. Boys have generally excellent appetites. Oliver Twist and his companions suffered the tortures of slow starvation for three months: at last they got so voracious and wild with hunger, that one boy, who was tall for his age, and hadn't been used to that sort of thing5
 (for his father had kept a small cook-shop), hinted darkly to his companions, that unless he had another basin of gruel per diem6
 , he was afraid he might some night happen to eat the boy who slept next him, who happened to be a weakly youth of tender age. He had a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitly believed him. A council was held; lots were cast who should walk up to the master after supper that evening, and ask for more; and it fell to7
 Oliver Twist.

The evening arrived; the boys took their places. The master, in his cook's uniform, stationed himself at the copper; his pauper assistants ranged themselves behind him; the gruel was served out; and a long grace was said over the short commons8
 . The gruel disappeared; the boys whispered each other, and winked at Oliver; while his next neighbours nudged him. Child as he was, he was desperate with hunger, and reckless with misery. He rose from the table; and advancing to the master, basin and spoon in hand, said: somewhat alarmed at his own temerity:

“Please, sir, I want some more.”

The master was a fat, healthy man; but he turned very pale. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on the small rebel for some seconds, and then clung for support to the copper. The assistants were paralysed with wonder; the boys with fear.

“What!”said the master at length, in a faint voice.

“Please, sir,”replied Oliver,“I want some more.”

The master aimed a blow at Oliver's head with the ladle; pinioned him in his arms9
 ; and shrieked aloud for the beadle.

The board were sitting in solemn conclave10
 , when Mr. Bumble11
 rushed into the room in great excitement, and addressing the gentleman in the high chair, said,

“Mr. Limbkins12
 , I beg your pardon, sir! Oliver Twist has asked for more!”

There was a general start. Horror was depicted on every countenance.

“For MORE!”said Mr. Limbkins.“Compose yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinctly. Do I understand that he asked for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted by the dietary?”

“He did, sir,”replied Bumble.

“That boy will be hung,”said the gentleman in the white waistcoat.“I know that boy will be hung.”

Nobody controverted the prophetic gentleman's opinion. An animated discussion took place. Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was next morning pasted on the outside of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist off the hands of the parish13
 . In other words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were offered to any man or woman who wanted an apprentice to any trade, business, or calling.

“I never was more convinced of anything in my life,”said the gentleman in the white waistcoat, as he knocked at the gate and read the bill next morning:“I never was more convinced of anything in my life, than I am, that that boy will come to be hung.”

As I purpose14
 to show in the sequel whether the white-waist-coated gentleman was right or not, I should perhaps mar the interest of this narrative (supposing it to possess any at all), if I ventured to hint, just yet, whether the life of Oliver Twist had this violent termination or no.

Notes:

1. for the purpose: 为此目的，指开饭。

2. festive composition: 丰盛宴会上吃的一碗杂羹，指gruel。这里用festive修饰composition是矛盾修饰法（oxymoron），含讽刺意义

3. occasions of great public rejoicing: 盛大的节日

4. with the view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel: 希望找到点滴飞溅的粥沫

5. that sort of thing: 那一类的事，指the torture of slow starvation

6. per diem:〈拉丁文〉每天

7. it fell to: 抽中签的是……

8. a long grace was said over the short commons: 在短短的一顿饭之前做很长时间的感恩祷告

9. pinioned him in his arms: 用他的手臂缚住他

10. The board were sitting in solemn conclave:（教区的）董事会正举行庄严的秘密会议，sit in conclave 指举行秘密会议

11. Mr. Bumble: 教区差役，即上文厨子喊叫的“the beadle”

12. Mr. Limbkins: 教区董事会董事

13. take Oliver Twist off the hands of the parish: 把Oliver Twist从教区带走（因济贫院是教区办的“慈善事业”，意谓让教区摆脱麻烦）

14. As I purpose: 从这里起是作者在小说中的插话

作品简评

《雾都孤儿》是狄更斯的第一部重要的反映社会问题小说。小说的大致情节是：出生在济贫院的奥列佛是个孤儿，他在贫民院中受了九年的折磨后被送到一个承办丧事的店里当学徒，同样饱受虐待。他忍无可忍，跑到伦敦，不料又落入贼窟。几经波折，奥列佛被其父生前的朋友从贼窟中救出，找到了亲人，得到了遗产，过上幸福生活。这部作品以奥列佛的种种遭遇为主线，揭示了资本主义社会中儿童在肉体和精神上所受到的严重摧残。同时，小说以伦敦为背景，描写了各种人物和事件，真实地反映了当时英国社会生活的许多侧面。

所选片段讲的是，有一天，在济贫院长期吃不饱、饥饿难耐的孤儿们用抽签方式抽中奥列佛向管事提出再添一点食物，结果，在院内引起轩然大波，管理层的董事会董事们气急败坏、如临大敌，急欲置奥列佛于死地而后快。作家以生动的描写和夸张的手法，反映了儿童在济贫院中的痛苦生活；用讽刺的语言，揭露了资产阶级和所谓慈善家的丑恶嘴脸和虚伪本性。

Questions for Discussion

1. What do you think happened in workhouses during the reign of Queen Victoria?

2. Do you know anything about the“Poor Law”?

3. Try to find out where the irony lies and the language characteristics in this chapter.

Suggested Reading List


David Copperfield



Dombey and Son



A Tale of Two Cities


第二节　夏洛蒂·勃朗特（Charlotte Bronte, 1816～1855）

作者及作品简介
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夏洛蒂·勃朗特出生于英国北部约克郡。父亲是个牧师。夏洛蒂与几个姐妹被送到一所为牧师之女开设的慈善学校就读，那里恶劣的生活条件夺去了两个姐姐的生命。父亲只好把她们领回家，在家中念书。姊妹几个天生聪颖，都对文学有着浓厚的兴趣。她们广泛阅读，自编手抄本刊物，练习写作。1846年她们（夏洛蒂、艾米莉、安妮）自费出版了化名诗集《柯勒、埃利斯和阿克顿·贝尔诗集》（Poems by Currer, Ellis and Acton Bell
 ）。尽管诗集备受冷遇，只卖出两本，却给她们带来精神上的安慰。

后来三姐妹开始写小说。夏洛蒂的第一本小说《教授》（Professor
 , 1857）是根据她在布鲁塞尔的经历写成的，遭到出版商的拒绝，直到她去世以后才出版。1847年10月，夏洛蒂的小说《简·爱》出版，因其题材的新颖和感情的真挚立刻受到读者和多数批评家的欢迎。同年12月，艾米莉的小说《呼啸山庄》（The Wuthering Heights
 ）和安妮的小说《艾格尼斯·格雷》（Agnes Grey
 , 1848）出版，但没有引起多大注意。1848年不幸接踵而来。夏洛蒂唯一的、徒有才华却耽于酗酒的弟弟先病故，不久艾米莉和安妮也因肺病相继去世。1848年8月夏洛蒂完成小说《谢利》（Shirley
 , 1849），出版后又获成功。1853年她的最后一部小说《维莱特》（Villette
 ）问世。夏洛蒂的作品描写了女主人公对当时冷酷无情与不公道的社会的抗议，揭示了在资本主义制度下广大劳动人民，特别是妇女和儿童的悲惨遭遇，提出了妇女在家庭和社会生活中应与男子享有同等地位这样一个主题。

夏洛蒂的爱情生活坎坷。1854年她与父亲的副牧师结婚，次年因怀孕期间染病去世。

作品选读

Jane Eyre: Chapter 8 Volume II

A SPLENDID Midsummer shone over England: skies so pure, suns so radiant as were then seen in long succession, seldom favour even singly, our wave-girt land1
 . It was as if a band of Italian days had come from the South, like a flock of glorious passenger birds, and lighted to rest them on the cliffs of Albion2
 . The hay was all got in; the fields round Thornfield were green and shorn; the roads white and baked; the trees were in their dark prime; hedge and wood, full-leaved and deeply tinted, contrasted well with the sunny hue of the cleared meadows between.

On Midsummer-eve3
 , Adele, weary with gathering wild strawberries in Hay Lane half the day, had gone to bed with the sun. I watched her drop asleep, and when I left her, I sought the garden.

It was now the sweetest hour of the twenty-four:“Day its fervid fires had wasted4
 , ”and dew fell cool on panting plain and scorched summit. Where the sun had gone down in simple state- pure of the pomp of clouds- spread a solemn purple, burning with the light of red jewel and furnace flame at one point, on one hill-peak, and extending high and wide, soft and still softer, over half heaven. The east had its own charm of fine deep blue, and its own modest gem, a rising and solitary star: soon it would boast the moon; but she was yet beneath the horizon.

I walked a while on the pavement; but a subtle, well-known scent — that of a cigar — stole from some window; I saw the library casement open a hand-breadth; I knew I might be watched thence; so I went apart into the orchard. No nook in the grounds more sheltered and more Eden-like; it was full of trees, it bloomed with flowers: a very high wall shut it out from the court, on one side; on the other, a beech avenue screened it from the lawn. At the bottom was a sunk fence; its sole separation from lonely fields: a winding walk, bordered with laurels and terminating in a giant horse-chestnut, circled at the base by a seat, led down to the fence. Here one could wander unseen. While such honey-dew fell, such silence reigned, such gloaming gathered, I felt as if I could haunt such shade for ever; but in threading the flower and fruit parterres at the upper part of the enclosure, enticed there by the light the now rising moon cast on this more open quarter, my step is stayed — not by sound, not by sight, but once more by a warning fragrance.

Sweet-briar and southernwood, jasmine, pink, and rose have long been yielding their evening sacrifice of incense: this new scent is neither of shrub nor flower; it is — I know it well — it is Mr. Rochester's cigar. I look round and I listen. I see trees laden with ripening fruit. I hear a nightingale warbling in a wood half a mile off; no moving form is visible, no coming step audible; but that perfume increases: I must flee. I make for the wicket leading to the shrubbery, and I see Mr. Rochester entering. I step aside into the ivy recess; he will not stay long: he will soon return whence he came, and if I sit still he will never see me.

But no eventide is as pleasant to him as to me, and this antique garden as attractive; and he strolls on, now lifting the gooseberry-tree branches to look at the fruit, large as plums, with which they are laden; now taking a ripe cherry from the wall; now stooping towards a knot of flowers, either to inhale their fragrance or to admire the dew-beads on their petals. A great moth goes humming by me; it alights on a plant at Mr. Rochester's foot: he sees it, and bends to examine it.

“Now, he has his back towards me,”thought I,“and he is occupied too; perhaps, if I walk softly, I can slip away unnoticed.”

I trod on an edging of turf that the crackle of the pebbly gravel might not betray me: he was standing among the beds at a yard or two distant from where I had to pass; the moth apparently engaged him.“I shall get by very well,”I meditated. As I crossed his shadow, thrown long over the garden by the moon, not yet risen high, he said quietly, without turning:

“Jane, come and look at this fellow.”

I had made no noise: he had not eyes behind — could his shadow feel?

I started at first, and then I approached him.

“Look at his wings,”said he,“he reminds me rather of a West Indian insect; one does not often see so large and gay a night-rover in England; there! he is flown.”

The moth roamed away. I was sheepishly retreating also; but Mr. Rochester followed me, and when we reached the wicket, he said:

“Turn back: on so lovely a night it is a shame to sit in the house; and surely no one can wish to go to bed while sunset is thus at meeting with moonrise.”

It is one of my faults, that though my tongue is sometimes prompt enough at an answer, there are times when it sadly fails me in framing an excuse; and always the lapse occurs at some crisis, when a facile word or plausible pretext is specially wanted to get me out of painful embarrassment. I did not like to walk at this hour alone with Mr. Rochester in the shadowy orchard; but I could not find a reason to allege for leaving him. I followed with lagging step, and thoughts busily bent on discovering a means of extrication; but he himself looked so composed and so grave also, I became ashamed of feeling any confusion: the evil — if evil existent or prospective there was — seemed to lie with me only; his mind was unconscious and quiet.

“Jane,”he recommenced, as we entered the laurel walk, and slowly strayed down in the direction of the sunk fence and the horse-chestnut,“Thornfield is a pleasant place in summer, is it not?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You must have become in some degree attached to the house, — you, who have an eye for natural beauties, and a good deal of the organ of Adhesiveness?”

“I am attached to it, indeed.”

“And, though I don't comprehend how it is, I perceive you have acquired a degree of regard for that foolish little child Adele, too; and even for simple dame Fairfax?”

“Yes, sir; in different ways, I have an affection for both.”

“And would be sorry to part with them?”

“Yes.”

“Pity!”he said, and sighed and paused.“It is always the way of events in this life,”he continued presently:“no sooner have you got settled in a pleasant resting-place, than a voice calls out to you to rise and move on, for the hour of repose is expired.”

“Must I move on, sir?”I asked.“Must I leave Thornfield?”

“I believe you must, Jane. I am sorry, Janet, but I believe indeed you must.”

This was a blow: but I did not let it prostrate me.

“Well, sir, I shall be ready when the order to march comes.”

“It is come now — I must give it to-night.”

“Then you are going to be married, sir?”

“Ex-act-ly — pre-cise-ly: with your usual acuteness, you have hit the nail straight on the head.”

“Soon, sir?”

“Very soon, my — that is, Miss Eyre: and you'll remember, Jane, the first time I, or Rumour, plainly intimated to you that it was my intention to put my old bachelor's neck into the sacred noose, to enter into the holy estate of matrimony — to take Miss Ingram to my bosom, in short (she's an extensive armful: but that's not to the point — one can't have too much of such a very excellent thing as my beautiful Blanche): well, as I was saying — listen to me, Jane! You're not turning your head to look after more moths, are you? That was only a lady-clock, child, ‘flying away home’. I wish to remind you that it was you who first said to me, with that discretion I respect in you — with that foresight, prudence, and humility which befit your responsible and dependent position — that in case I married Miss Ingram, both you and little Adele had better trot forthwith. I pass over the sort of slur conveyed in this suggestion on the character of my beloved; indeed, when you are far away, Janet, I'll try to forget it: I shall notice only its wisdom; which is such that I have made it my law of action. Adele must go to school; and you, Miss Eyre, must get a new situation.”

“Yes, sir, I will advertise immediately: and meantime, I suppose —”I was going to say,“I suppose I may stay here, till I find another shelter to betake myself to,”but I stopped, feeling it would not do to risk a long sentence, for my voice was not quite under command.

“In about a month I hope to be a bridegroom,”continued Mr. Rochester;“and in the interim, I shall myself look out for employment and an asylum for you.”

“Thank you, sir; I am sorry to give —”

“Oh, no need to apologise! I consider that when a dependant does her duty as well as you have done yours, she has a sort of claim upon her employer for any little assistance he can conveniently render her; indeed I have already, through my future mother-in-law, heard of a place that I think will suit: it is to undertake the education of the five daughters of Mrs. Dionysius O'Gall of Bitternutt Lodge, Connaught, Ireland. You'll like Ireland, I think: they're such warmhearted people there, they say.”

“It is a long way off, sir.”

“No matter — a girl of your sense will not object to the voyage or the distance.”

“Not the voyage, but the distance: and then the sea is a barrier —”

“From what, Jane?”

“From England; and from Thornfield; and —”

“Well?”

“From you, sir.”

I said this almost involuntarily, and, with as little sanction of free will, my tears gushed out. I did not cry so as to be heard, however; I avoided sobbing. The thought of Mrs. O'Gall and Bitternutt Lodge struck cold to my heart; and colder the thought of all the brine and foam, destined, as it seemed, to rush between me and the master at whose side I now walked, and coldest the remembrance of the wider ocean — wealth, caste, custom intervened between me and what I naturally and inevitably loved.

“It is a long way,”I again said.

“It is, to be sure; and when you get to Bitternutt Lodge, Connaught, Ireland, I shall never see you again, Jane: that's morally certain. I never go over to Ireland, not having myself much of a fancy for the country. We have been good friends, Jane, have we not?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And when friends are on the eve of separation, they like to spend the little time that remains to them close to each other. Come! We'll talk over the voyage and the parting quietly half an hour or so, while the stars enter into their shining life up in heaven yonder: here is the chestnut tree: here is the bench at its old roots. Come, we will sit there in peace to-night, though we should never more be destined to sit there together.”He seated me and himself.

“It is a long way to Ireland, Janet, and I am sorry to send my little friend on such weary travels: but if I can't do better, how is it to be helped? Are you anything akin to me, do you think, Jane?”

I could risk no sort of answer by this time: my heart was still.

“Because,”he said,“I sometimes have a queer feeling with regard to you- especially when you are near me, as now: it is as if I had a string somewhere under my left ribs5
 , tightly and inextricably knotted to a similar string situated in the corresponding quarter of your little frame. And if that boisterous Channel and two hundred miles or so of land come broad between us, I am afraid that cord of communion will be snapt; and then I've a nervous notion I should take to bleeding inwardly. As for you, — you'd forget me.”

“That I never should, sir: you know...”Impossible to proceed.

“Jane, do you hear that nightingale singing in the wood? — Listen!”

In listening, I sobbed convulsively; for I could repress what I endured no longer; I was obliged to yield, and I was shaken from head to foot with acute distress. When I did speak, it was only to express an impetuous wish that I had never been born, or never come to Thornfield.

“Because you are sorry to leave it?”

The vehemence of emotion, stirred by grief and love within me, was claiming mastery, and struggling for full sway, and asserting a right to predominate, to overcome, to live, rise, and reign at last: yes, — and to speak.

“I grieve to leave Thornfield: I love Thornfield: — I love it, because I have lived in it a full and delightful life, — momentarily at least. I have not been trampled on. I have not been petrified. I have not been buried with inferior minds, and excluded from every glimpse of communion with what is bright and energetic and high. I have talked, face to face, with what I reverence, with what I delight in, — with an original, a vigorous, an expanded mind. I have known you, Mr. Rochester; and it strikes me with terror and anguish to feel I absolutely must be torn from you for ever. I see the necessity of departure; and it is like looking on the necessity of death.”

“Where do you see the necessity?”he asked suddenly.

“Where? You, sir, have placed it before me.”

“In what shape?”

“In the shape of Miss Ingram; a noble and beautiful woman, — your bride.”

“My bride! What bride? I have no bride!”

“But you will have.”

“Yes; — I will! — I will!”He set his teeth.

“Then I must go: — you have said it yourself.”

“No: you must stay! I swear it...and the oath shall be kept.”

“I tell you I must go!”I retorted, roused to something like passion.“Do you think I can stay to become nothing to you? Do you think I am an automaton? — a machine without feelings? And can bear to have my morsel of bread snatched from my lips, and my drop of living water dashed from my cup? Do you think, because I am poor, obscure, plain, and little, I am soulless and heartless? You think wrong! — I have as much soul as you, — and full as much heart! And if God had gifted me with some beauty and much wealth, I should have made it as hard for you to leave me, as it is now for me to leave you. I am not talking to you now through the medium of custom, conventionalities, nor even of mortal flesh; — it is my spirit that addresses your spirit; just as if both had passed through the grave, and we stood at God's feet, equal, — as we are!”

“As we are!”repeated Mr. Rochester —“so,”he added, enclosing me in his arms, gathering me to his breast, pressing his lips on my lips:“so, Jane!”

“Yes, so, sir,”I rejoined:“and yet not so; for you are a married man — or as good as a married man, and wed to one inferior to you — to one with whom you have no sympathy — whom I do not believe you truly love; for I have seen and heard you sneer at her. I would scorn such a union: therefore I am better than you — let me go!”

“Where, Jane? To Ireland?”

“Yes...to Ireland. I have spoken my mind, and can go anywhere now.”

“Jane, be still; don't struggle so, like a wild frantic bird that is rending its own plumage in its desperation.”

“I am no bird; and no net ensnares me; I am a free human being with an independent will, which I now exert to leave you.”

Another effort set me at liberty, and I stood erect before him.

“And your will shall decide your destiny,”he said:“I offer you my hand, my heart, and a share of all my possessions.”

“You play a farce, which I merely laugh at.”

“I ask you to pass through life at my side — to be my second self, and best earthly companion.”

“For that fate you have already made your choice, and must abide by it.”

“Jane, be still a few moments; you are over-excited: I will be still too.”

A waft of wind came sweeping down the laurel-walk and trembled through the boughs of the chestnut: it wandered away — away — to an indefinite distance — it died. The nightingale's song was then the only voice of the hour: in listening to it, I again wept. Mr. Rochester sat quiet, looking at me gently and seriously. Some time passed before he spoke; he at last said —

“Come to my side, Jane, and let us explain and understand one another.”

“I will never again come to your side: I am torn away now, and cannot return.”

“But, Jane, I summon you as my wife: it is you only I intend to marry.”

I was silent: I thought he mocked me.

“Come, Jane — come hither.”

“Your bride stands between us.”

He rose, and with a stride reached me.

“My bride is here,”he said, again drawing me to him,“because my equal is here, and my likeness. Jane, will you marry me?”

Still I did not answer, and still I writhed myself from his grasp: for I was still incredulous.

“Do you doubt me, Jane?”

“Entirely.”

“You have no faith in me?”

“Not a whit.”

“Am I a liar in your eyes?”he asked passionately.“Little sceptic, you shall be convinced. What love have I for Miss Ingram? None: and that you know. What love has she for me? None: as I have taken pains to prove: I caused a rumour to reach her that my fortune was not a third of what was supposed, and after that I presented myself to see the result; it was coldness both from her and her mother. I would not — I could not — marry Miss Ingram. You — you strange, you almost unearthly thing! — I love as my own flesh. You — poor and obscure, and small and plain as you are — I entreat to accept me as a husband.”

“What, me!”I ejaculated; beginning in his earnestness — and especially in his incivility — to credit his sincerity:“me, who have not a friend in the world but you — if you are my friend: not a shilling but what you have given me?”

“You, Jane, I must have you for my own — entirely my own. Will you be mine? Say yes, quickly.”

“Mr. Rochester, let me look at your face: turn to the moonlight.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to read your countenance; turn!”

“There! you will find it scarcely more legible than a crumpled, scratched page. Read on: only make haste, for I suffer.”

His face was very much agitated and very much flushed, and there were strong workings in the features, and strange gleams in the eyes.

“Oh, Jane, you torture me!”he exclaimed.“With that searching and yet faithful and generous look, you torture me!”

“How can I do that? If you are true, and your offer real, my only feelings to you must be gratitude and devotion — they cannot torture.”

“Gratitude!”he ejaculated; and added wildly —“Jane, accept me quickly. Say, Edward — give me my name — Edward — I will marry you.”

“Are you in earnest? Do you truly love me? Do you sincerely wish me to be your wife?”

“I do; and if an oath is necessary to satisfy you, I swear it.”

“Then, sir, I will marry you.”

“Edward — my little wife!”

“Dear Edward!”

“Come to me — come to me entirely now,”said he; and added, in his deepest tone, speaking in my ear as his cheek was laid on mine,“Make my happiness — I will make yours.”

“God pardon me!”he subjoined ere long;“and man, meddle not with me6
 : I have her, and will hold her.”

“There is no one to meddle, sir. I have no kindred to interfere.”

“No — that is the best of it,”he said. And if I had loved him less I should have thought his accent and look of exultation savage; but, sitting by him, roused from the nightmare of parting — called to the paradise of union — I thought only of the bliss given me to drink in so abundant a flow. Again and again he said,“Are you happy, Jane?”And again and again I answered,“Yes,”after which he murmured,“It will atone — it will atone. Have I not found her friendless, and cold, and comfortless? Will I not guard, and cherish, and solace her? Is there not love in my heart, and constancy in my resolves? It will expiate at God's tribunal. I know my Maker sanctions what I do. For the world's judgment — I wash my hands thereof7
 . For man's opinion — I defy it.”

But what had befallen the night? The moon was not yet set, and we were all in shadow: I could scarcely see my master's face, near as I was. And what ailed the chestnut tree? it writhed and groaned; while wind roared in the laurel walk, and came sweeping over us.

“We must go in,”said Mr. Rochester:“the weather changes. I could have sat with thee till morning, Jane.”

“And so,”thought I,“could I with you.”I should have said so, perhaps, but a livid, vivid spark leapt out of a cloud at which I was looking, and there was a crack, a crash, and a close rattling peal; and I thought only of hiding my dazzled eyes against Mr. Rochester's shoulder.

The rain rushed down. He hurried me up the walk, through the grounds, and into the house; but we were quite wet before we could pass the threshold. He was taking off my shawl in the hall, and shaking the water out of my loosened hair, when Mrs. Fairfax emerged from her room. I did not observe her at first, nor did Mr. Rochester. The lamp was lit. The dock was on the stroke of twelve.

“Hasten to take off your wet things,”said he;“and before you go, good-night — good-night, my darling!”

He kissed me repeatedly. When I looked up, on leaving his arms, there stood the widow, pale, grave, and amazed. I only smiled at her, and ran upstairs.“Explanation will do for another time,”thought I. Still, when I reached my chamber, I felt a pang at the idea she should even temporarily misconstrue what she had seen. But joy soon effaced every other feeling; and loud as the wind blew, near and deep as the thunder crashed, fierce and frequent as the lightning gleamed, cataract-like as the rain fell during a storm of two hours' duration, I experienced no fear and little awe. Mr. Rochester came thrice to my door in the course of it, to ask if I was safe and tranquil: and that was comfort, that was strength for anything.

Before I left my bed in the morning, little Adele came running in to tell me that the great horse-chestnut at the bottom of the orchard had been struck by lightning in the night, and half of it split away.

Notes:

1. wave-girt land: 波涛环绕的地方，即英格兰

2. the cliffs of Albion: 阿尔比恩的悬崖，Albion是英格兰或不列颠的诗名

3. Midsummer-eve: 6月24日，施洗者约翰节

4. Day its fervid fires had wasted: 白天已将它炽热的火耗尽，出自苏格兰诗人托马斯·坎贝尔（Thomas Campbell, 1777～1844）的诗《土耳其女王》（The Turkish Lady）第5～6行，“Day her sultry fires had wasted, Calm and sweet the moonlight rose.”

5. A string somewhere under my left rib: 暗指《旧约·创世纪》中亚当和夏娃的故事

6. and man, meddle not with me: 不要让人来干涉我。此处隐含着罗切斯特的不安，他早有妻室

7. I wash my hands thereof: 我可以不管

作品简评

《简·爱》是夏洛蒂的成名作，也是她的代表作。夏洛蒂在小说中成功塑造了一个外表不美、但有着火热激情、不屈不挠性格的妇女形象。主人公简·爱自幼失去父母，寄居在舅母家里，遭到舅母一家大小的百般虐待，并被打发到罗伍德慈善学校。简·爱在这所贫苦孤儿的牢狱里苦熬了八年，后应聘去做家庭教师。作品生动感人地叙述了简·爱的悲苦生活经历，特别是她同庄园主罗切斯特从相爱到结合的曲折过程，对英国黑暗的社会现实进行了揭露和批判，反映了妇女在社会和家庭生活中跟男子平等的要求和捍卫独立人格的执着精神，是英国批判现实主义文学中一部反映妇女问题的小说。其思想内容主要表现在以下几个方面:

首先，刻画和赞扬了简·爱这个充满反抗精神和个人奋斗精神的女性形象。

其次，通过简·爱和罗切斯特爱情婚姻的描写，表现鲜明的民主主义倾向。

其三，作品揭露了慈善机关的伪善。

总之，作品通过简·爱的生活经历，揭露了金钱统治的资本主义社会的黑暗和宗教的反动，反映了贵族阶级的没落，歌颂了具有民主主义思想倾向的叛逆精神。

本文节选自小说第二卷第八章。该章以细腻的笔触描述了简·爱的独立意识和追求平等的强烈愿望。按照维多利亚时期妇女的行为规范，简·爱有两大过失：一是向一个男人主动表达自己的爱情；二是拒绝另一个男人的求婚。当时有一种评价说《简·爱》的作者如果是一个女性，那她“也是一个非女性化的女人”。遭此非议的主要原因在于作者充分而大胆地描写了女人的“偏见、观念和激情”。从女权主义角度来看，《简·爱》远远超出了自己的时代，真正在文学中确立起妇女的独立意识。它不仅控诉了男性的压迫，歌颂了女性的优越，而且还真实地反映了女性的真实情感，弗吉尼亚·吴尔夫曾赞扬它“勇敢、真诚、紧紧扣住女人的感受。”

Questions for Discussion

1. Charlotte Bronte was one of the first women novelists to employ the theme of the“independent”woman. Throughout the novel, Jane Eyre is seen as a woman struggling against social structures to define herself on her own terms. Discuss how the female sensibility is expressed in this chapter.

2. How does Mr. Rochester treat Jane in this chapter?

3. What aspects in Jane's character attract him most?

Suggested Reading List
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Villette
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第三节　艾米莉·勃朗特（Emily Bronte, 1818～1848）

作者及作品简介

[image: 086]


艾米莉·勃朗特是夏洛蒂·勃朗特的妹妹，但是性格与姐姐很不相同。她孤僻内向，喜欢动物，热爱家乡的哈沃斯荒原，常常独自一人牵着爱犬在荒原上漫游。艾米莉也当过家庭教师，但为期很短。艾米莉很早就开始写诗。以诗而论，她在三姐妹中成就最大。她的一些诗歌记述了童年与姐弟（妹）们所作的文学游戏中的故事，其中一首是优美动人的挽歌，以凄凉哀婉的格调表达了主人公对情人的深切怀念。其他的诗歌也都感情真挚，想象丰富，富有哲理，极具个性。1846年勃朗特三姐妹的自选诗以《柯勒、埃利斯和阿克顿·贝尔诗集》之名自费出版。埃利斯即艾米莉的化名。

1847年艾米莉唯一的一部小说《呼啸山庄》出版。尽管当时没有引起世人注意，现在却被评论家们推崇为维多利亚时期一部独具特色的伟大作品。艾米莉终身未嫁，却凭借一颗敏感热烈的心描绘出一个感人肺腑的爱情复仇故事。1848年12月，艾米莉病逝，年仅30岁。

作品选读

The Wuthering Heights: Chapter 15

Another week over — and I1
 am so many days nearer health, and spring! I have now heard all my neighbour's history, at different sittings, as the housekeeper2
 could spare time from more important occupations. I'll continue it in her own words, only a little condensed. She is, on the whole, a very fair narrator, and I don't think I could improve her style.

In the evening, she said, the evening of my visit to the Heights, I knew, as well as if I saw him, that Mr Heathcliff was about the place3
 ; and I shunned going out, because I still carried his letter in my pocket, and didn't want to be threatened or teased any more. I had made up my mind not to give it till my master went somewhere, as I could not guess how its receipt would affect Catherine. The consequence was, that it did not reach her before the lapse of three days. The fourth was Sunday, and I brought it into her room after the family were gone to church. There was a manservant left to keep the house with me, and we generally made a practice of locking the doors during the hours of service; but on that occasion the weather was so warm and pleasant that I set them wide open, and, to fulfil my engagement4
 , as I knew who would be coming, I told my companion that the mistress wished very much for some oranges, and he must run over to the village and get a few, to be paid for on the morrow. He departed, and I went upstairs.

Mrs Linton sat in a loose, white dress, with a light shawl over her shoulders, in the recess of the open window, as usual. Her thick, long hair had been partly removed at the beginning of her illness, and now she wore it simply combed in its natural tresses over her temples and neck. Her appearance was altered, as I had told Heathcliff; but when she was calm, there seemed unearthly beauty in the change. The flash of her eyes had been succeeded by a dreamy and melancholy softness; they no longer gave the impression of looking at the objects around her: they appeared always to gaze beyond, and far beyond — you would have said out of this world. Then the paleness of her face — its haggard aspect having vanished as she recovered flesh — and the peculiar expression arising from her mental state, though painfully suggestive of their causes, added to the touching interest which she awakened5
 ; and — invariably to me, I know, and to any person who saw her, I should think — refuted more tangible proofs of convalescence, and stamped her as one doomed to decay.

A book lay spread on the sill before her, and the scarcely perceptible wind fluttered its leaves at intervals. I believe Linton had laid it there: for she never endeavoured to divert herself with reading, or occupation of any kind, and he would spend many an hour in trying to entice her attention to some subject which had formerly been her amusement. She was conscious of his aim, and in her better moods endured his efforts placidly, only showing their uselessness by now and then suppressing a wearied sigh, and checking him at last with the saddest of smiles and kisses. At other times, she would turn petulantly away, and hide her face in her hands, or even push him off angrily; and then he took care to let her alone, for he was certain of doing no good.

Gimmerton chapel bells were still ringing; and the full, mellow flow of the beck in the valley came soothingly on the ear. It was a sweet substitute for the yet absent murmur of the summer foliage, which drowned that music about the Grange when the trees were in leaf. At Wuthering Heights it always sounded on quiet days following a great thaw or a season of steady rain. And of Wuthering Heights Catherine was thinking as she listened: that is, if she thought or listened at all; but she had the vague, distant look I mentioned before, which expressed no recognition of material things either by ear or eye.

“There's a letter for you, Mrs Linton,”I said, gently inserting it in one hand that rested on her knee.“You must read it immediately, because it wants an answer. Shall I break the seal?”

“Yes,”she answered, without altering the direction of her eyes. I opened it — it was very short.“Now”, I continued,“read it.”She drew away her hand, and let it fall. I replaced it in her lap, and stood waiting till it should please her to glance down; but that movement was so long delayed that at last I resumed:

“Must I read it, ma'am? It is from Mr Heathcliff.”

There was a start and a troubled gleam of recollection, and a struggle to arrange her ideas. She lifted the letter, and seemed to peruse it; and when she came to the signature she sighed: yet still I found she had not gathered its import, for, upon my desiring to hear her reply, she merely pointed to the name, and gazed at me with mournful and questioning eagerness.

“Well, he wishes to see you,”said I, guessing her need of an interpreter.“He's in the garden by this time, and impatient to know what answer I shall bring.”

As I spoke, I observed a large dog lying on the sunny grass beneath raise its ears as if about to bark, and then smoothing them back, announce, by a wag of the tail, that someone approached whom it did not consider a stranger. Mrs Linton bent forward, and listened breathlessly. The minute after a step traversed the hall; the open house was too tempting for Heathcliff to resist walking in: most likely he supposed that I was inclined to shirk my promise, and so resolved to trust to his own audacity. With straining eagerness Catherine gazed towards the entrance of her chamber. He did not hit the right room directly, she motioned me to admit him, but he found it out ere I could reach the door, and in a stride or two was at her side, and had her grasped in his arms.

He neither spoke nor loosed his hold for some five minutes, during which period he bestowed more kisses than ever he gave in his life before, I dare say: but then my mistress had kissed him first, and I plainly saw that he could hardly bear, for downright agony, to look into her face! The same conviction had stricken him as me, from the instant he beheld her, that there was no prospect of ultimate recovery there — she was fated, sure to die.

“Oh, Cathy! Oh, my life! how can I bear it?”was the first sentence he uttered, in a tone that did not seek to disguise his despair. And now he stared at her so earnestly that I thought the very intensity of his gaze would bring tears into his eyes; but they burned with anguish: they did not melt.

“What now?”said Catherine, leaning back, and returning his look with a suddenly clouded brow: her humour was a mere vane for constantly varying caprices.“You and Edgar have broken my heart, Heathcliff! And you both came to bewail the deed to me, as if you were the people to be pitied! I shall not pity you, not I. You have killed me — and thriven on it, I think. How strong you are! How many years do you mean to live after I am gone?”

Heathcliff had knelt on one knee to embrace her; he attempted to rise, but she seized his hair, and kept him down.

“I wish I could hold you,”she continued bitterly,“till we were both dead! I shouldn't care what you suffered. I care nothing for your sufferings. Why shouldn't you suffer? I do! Will you forget me? Will you be happy when I am in the earth? Will you say twenty years hence,“That's the grave of Catherine Earnshaw. I loved her long ago, and was wretched to lose her; but it is past. I've loved many others since: my children are dearer to me than she was; and at death, I shall not rejoice that I am going to her: I shall be sorry that I must leave them!”“Will you say so, Heathcliff?”

“Don't torture me till I am as mad as yourself,”cried he, wrenching his head free, and grinding his teeth.

The two, to a cool spectator, made a strange and fearful picture. Well might Catherine deem that heaven would be a land of exile to her, unless with her mortal body she cast away her moral character also. Her present countenance had a wild vindictiveness in its white cheek, and a bloodless lip and scintillating eye; and she retained in her closed fingers a portion of the locks she had been grasping. As to her companion, while raising himself with one hand, he had taken her arm with the other; and so inadequate was his stock of gentleness to the requirements of her condition, that on his letting go I saw four distinct impressions left blue in the colourless skin.

“Are you possessed with a devil,”he pursued savagely,“to talk in that manner to me when you are dying? Do you reflect that all those words will be branded on my memory, and eating deeper eternally after you have left me? You know you lie to say I have killed you: and, Catherine, you know that I could as soon forget you as my existence6
 ! Is it not sufficient for your infernal selfishness, that while you are at peace I shall writhe in the torments of hell?”

“I shall not be at peace,”moaned Catherine, recalled to a sense of physical weakness by the violent, unequal throbbing of her heart, which beat visibly and audibly under this excess of agitation. She said nothing further till the paroxysm was over; then she continued, more kindly —

“I'm not wishing you greater torment than I have, Heathcliff. I only wish us never to be parted: and should a word of mine distress you hereafter, think I feel the same distress underground, and for my own sake, forgive me! Come here and kneel down again! You never harmed me in your life. Nay, if you nurse anger, that will be worse to remember than my harsh words! Won't you come here again? Do!”

Heathcliff went to the back of her chair, and leant over, but not so far as to let her see his face, which was livid with emotion. She bent round to look at him; he would not permit it: turning abruptly, he walked to the fireplace, where he stood, silent, with his back towards us. Mrs Linton's glance followed him suspiciously: every movement woke a new sentiment in her. After a pause and a prolonged gaze, she resumed; addressing me in accents of indignant disappointment —

“Oh, you see, Nelly, he would not relent a moment to keep me out of the grave. That is how I'm loved! Well, never mind. That is not my Heathcliff. I shall love mine yet; and take him with me: he's in my soul. And”, added she, musingly,“the thing that irks me most in this shattered prison, after all. I'm tired, tired of being enclosed here. I'm wearying to escape into that glorious world, and to be always there: not seeing it dimly through tears, and yearning for it through the walls of an aching heart; but really with it, and in it. Nelly, you think you are better and more fortunate than I; in full health and strength: you are sorry for me — very soon that will be altered. I shall be sorry for you. I shall be incomparably beyond and above you all. I wonder he won't be near me!”She went on to herself.“I thought he wished it. Heathcliff, dear! you should not be sullen now. Do come to me, Heathcliff.”

In her eagerness she rose and supported herself on the arm of the chair. At that earnest appeal he turned to her, looking absolutely desperate. His eyes, wide and wet, at last flashed fiercely on her; his breast heaved convulsively. An instant they held asunder, and then how they met I hardly saw, but Catherine made a spring, and he caught her, and they were locked in an embrace from which I thought my mistress would never be released alive: in fact, to my eyes, she seemed directly insensible. He flung himself into the nearest seat, and on my approaching hurriedly to ascertain if she had fainted, he gnashed at me, and foamed like a mad dog, and gathered her to him with greedy jealousy. I did not feel as if I were in the company of a creature of my own species: it appeared that he would not understand, though I spoke to him; so I stood off, and held my tongue, in great perplexity.

A movement of Catherine's relieved me a little presently: she put up her hand to clasp his neck, and bring her cheek to his as he held her; while he, in return, covering her with frantic caresses, said wildly —

“You teach me now how cruel you've been — cruel and false. Why did you despise me? Why did you betray your own heart, Cathy? I have not one word of comfort. You deserve this. You have killed yourself7
 . Yes, you may kiss me, and cry; and ring out my kisses and tears: they'll blight you — they'll damn you. You loved me — then what right had you to leave me? What right — answer me — for the poor fancy you felt for Linton? Because misery and degradation, and death, and nothing that God or Satan could inflict would have parted us, you, of your own will, did it. I have not broken your heart — you have broken it; and in breaking it, you have broken mine. So much the worse for me, that I am strong. Do I want to live? What kind of living will it be when you — oh, God! would you like to live with your soul in the grave?”

“Let me alone, let me alone,”sobbed Catherine.“If I have done wrong, I'm dying for it. It is enough! You left me too: but I won't upbraid you! I forgive you. Forgive me!”

“It is hard to forgive, and to look at those eyes, and feel those wasted hands,”he answered.“Kiss me again; and don't let me see your eyes! I forgive what you have done to me. I love my murderer — but yours! How can I?”

They were silent — their faces hid against each other, and washed by each other's tears. At least, I suppose the weeping was on both sides; as it seemed Heathcliff could weep on a great occasion like this.

I grew very uncomfortable, meanwhile; for the afternoon wore fast away, the man whom I had sent off returned from his errand, and I could distinguish, by the shine of the westering sun up the valley, a concourse thickening outside Gimmerton chapel porch.

“Service is over,”I announced.“My master will be here in half an hour.”

Heathcliff groaned a curse, and strained Catherine closer: she never moved.

Ere long I perceived a group of the servants passing up the road towards the kitchen wing. Mr Linton was not far behind; he opened the gate himself and sauntered slowly up, probably enjoying the lovely afternoon that breathed as soft as summer.

“Now he is here,”I exclaimed.“For Heaven's sake, hurry down! You'll not meet anyone on the front stairs. Do be quick; and stay among the trees till he is fairly in.”

“I must go, Cathy,”said Heathcliff, seeking to extricate himself from his companion's arms.“But if I live, I'll see you again before you are asleep. I won't stray five yards from your window.”

“You must not go!”she answered, holding him as firmly as her strength allowed.“You shall not, I tell you.”

“For one hour,”he pleaded earnestly.

“Not for one minute,”she replied.

“I must — Linton will be up immediately,”persisted the alarmed intruder.

He would have risen, and unfixed her fingers by the act — she clung fast, gasping: there was mad resolution in her face.

“No!”she shrieked.“Oh, don't, don't go. It is the last time! Edgar will not hurt us. Heathcliff, I shall die! I shall die!”

“Damn the fool! There he is,”cried Heathcliff, sinking back into his seat.“Hush, my darling! Hush, hush, Catherine! I'll stay. If he shot me so, I'd expire with a blessing on my lips.”

And there they were fast again. I heard my master mounting the stairs — the cold sweat ran from my forehead: I was horrified.

“Are you going to listen to her ravings?”I said passionately.“She does not know what she says. Will you ruin her, because she has not wit to help herself? Get up! You could be free instantly. That is the most diabolical deed that ever you did. We are all done for — master, mistress, and servant.”

I wrung my hands, and cried out; Mr Linton hastened his step at the noise. In the midst of my agitation, I was sincerely glad to observe that Catherine's arms had fallen relaxed, and her head hung down.

“She's fainted or dead,”I thought:“so much the better. Far better that she should be dead, than lingering a burden and a misery-maker to all about her.”

Edgar sprang to his unbidden guest, blanched with astonishment and rage. What he meant to do, I cannot tell; however, the other stopped all demonstrations, at once, by placing the lifeless looking form in his arms.

“Look there!”he said;“unless you be a fiend, help her first — then you shall speak to me!”

He walked into the parlour, and sat down. Mr Linton summoned me, and with great difficulty, and after resorting to many means, we managed to restore her to sensation; but she was all bewildered; she sighed, and moaned, and knew nobody. Edgar, in his anxiety for her, forgot her hated friend. I did not. I went, at the earliest opportunity, and besought him to depart; affirming that Catherine was better, and he should hear from me in the morning how she passed the night.

“I shall not refuse to go out of doors,”he answered,“but I shall stay in the garden: and, Nelly, mind you keep your word tomorrow. I shall be under those larch trees. Mind! or I pay another visit, whether Linton be in or not.”

He sent a rapid glance through the half-open door of the chamber, and, ascertaining that what I stated was apparently true, delivered the house of his luckless presence.

Notes:

1. I: refers to Mr. Lockwood, Heathcliff's tenant, 这里的“我”指希斯克利夫在画眉山庄的佃户

2. the housekeeper: Nelly, 凯瑟琳的女仆，下面故事的叙述者

3. Mr. Heathcliff was about the place: 希斯克利夫先生就躲在画眉山庄附近

4. to fulfill my engagement: 完成送信及安排两人见面的任务

5. added to the touching interest which she awakened: 使她格外令人怜恤

6. I could as soon forget you as my existence! 我无法忘记你就像无法忘记自己的存在

7. You have killed yourself: 指凯瑟琳决定嫁给林顿，害了自己

作品简评

《呼啸山庄》的主人公希斯克利夫是呼啸山庄老主人恩萧从利物浦带回的一个弃儿。希斯克利夫在山庄受到恩萧的儿子罕德利和奴仆们的歧视、虐待，甚至野蛮的肉体折磨。从此，希斯克利夫决心报仇。恩萧的女儿凯瑟琳对希斯克利夫所受到的不公平待遇愤愤不平，两人在共同反抗罕德利的斗争中成为亲密伙伴。后来，凯瑟琳和附近画眉山庄的年轻主人艾德加·林顿结婚，希斯克利夫为此出走。三年后，希斯克利夫回来报仇，他和林顿之间发生了严重冲突，凯瑟琳因此一病不起，命在旦夕。这节选文章描述了凯瑟琳和希斯克利夫的最后一次会面，是故事发展的高潮。

《呼啸山庄》以它特有的对自然景物的粗犷描写、人物的强烈感情和紧张的戏剧场面著称。作品反映了当时英国社会尖锐的阶级矛盾，鞭挞了英国资产阶级社会的势力、虚伪和种种不平现象，使读者对主人公的遭遇产生极大的同情，对门第观念、宗教禁锢和压迫者的残暴感到厌恶与憎恨。小说以充满想象的艺术形式表现了个人精神上的压力、紧张和冲突。凯瑟琳和希斯克利夫的那种超自然、刻骨铭心的爱情以及鬼魂、幽灵的出没为小说蒙上的一层神秘主义的色彩。也紧紧扣住了读者的心弦，不愧是“一切文学中最严酷、也是最动人心弦的段落之一”（Arnold Kettle）。

Questions for Discussion

1. What might be the causes for the tragic ending of the love between Heathcliff and Catherine?

2. In this chapter, can you detect any distortions in human nature caused by unfavorable environment? Try to analyze Catherine's and Heathcliff's characters.

3. Comment upon the denouement of the novel as contrasted with the happy ending of Charlotte Bronte's Jane Eyre.

Suggested Reading List


Old Stoic



Last lines


第四节　托马斯·哈代（Thomas Hardy, 1840～1928）

作者及作品简介

[image: 092]


托马斯·哈代是19世纪末英国伟大的现实主义小说家和诗人。他出生于英国南部多塞特郡。父亲是位建筑师，母亲家境富裕。16岁时拜一位建筑师为师学了六年，后又在伦敦度过了六年孤立无助的学徒生涯，同时从事文学、哲学和神学研究。这六年是年轻的哈代思想成熟的时期。资本主义文明发达的都市生活使他开阔了眼界，丰富了阅历，他成了一个“自由思想者”。1867年夏，哈代返回故乡，开始从事创作。1871年他的第一部长篇小说《非常手段》（Desperate Remedies
 ）出版。随后，《绿荫下》（Under the Greenwood Tree
 , 1872）和《一双蓝眼睛》（A Pair of Blue Eyes
 , 1873）相继出版，哈代便决定放弃建筑业而专事写作。1928年，哈代逝世，享年88岁。

哈代一生创作颇丰，写了14部长篇小说、44部短篇小说和大量诗歌。他将自己的作品分为三类：“罗曼史和幻想”（Romances and Fantasies），“爱情阴谋故事”（Novels of Ingenuity）和“性格和环境小说”（Novels of Character and Environment）。这三类小说包括：《绿荫下》、《远离尘嚣》（Far from the Madding Crowd
 , 1874）、《还乡》（The Return of the Native
 , 1878）、《卡斯特桥市长》（The Mayor of Casterbridge
 , 1886）、《林中人》（The Woodlanders
 , 1887）、《德伯家的苔丝》（Tess of the d'Urbervilles
 , 1891）和《无名的裘德》（Jude the Obscure
 , 1896）。第三类作品最能代表哈代的创作精神，标志着他现实主义创作的最高形式。

托马斯·哈代敏锐而深刻地观察他所处的那个金玉其外、败絮其中的社会和时代，在其作品中撕破了维多利亚王朝虚伪的乐观主义面纱，揭露了资本主义毁灭农民的罪恶。哈代是高尔基所说的“极少令人怀疑他们描写的事件、人物性格、思想感情逻辑的正确性”的那些诚实艺术家之一。然而，作为一个思想家，哈代缺乏对社会规律的理解。因此，在他的作品中表现出带有宿命论色彩的悲观主义世界观。尽管如此，哈代在他的作品中所显示的现实主义的卓越技巧对后来的小说家仍产生了积极的影响。

作品选读

Tess of the d'Urbervilles1
 : Chapter 34

They drove by the level road along the valley to a distance of a few miles, and, reaching Wellbridge, turned away from the village to the left, and over the great Elizabethan bridge which gives the place half its name. Immediately behind it stood the house wherein they had engaged lodgings, whose exterior features are so well known to all travellers through the Froom Valley; once portion of a fine manorial residence, and the property and seat of a d'Urberville, but since its partial demolition a farm-house.

“Welcome to one of your ancestral mansions!”said Clare as he handed her down. But he regretted the pleasantry; it was too near a satire.

On entering they found that, though they had only engaged a couple of rooms, the farmer had taken advantage of their proposed presence during the coming days to pay a New Year's visit to some friends, leaving a woman from a neighbouring cottage to minister to their few wants. The absoluteness of possession pleased them, and they realized it as the first moment of their experience under their own exclusive roof-tree2
 .

But he found that the mouldy old habitation somewhat depressed his bride. When the carriage was gone they ascended the stairs to wash their hands, the charwoman showing the way. On the landing Tess stopped and started.

“What's the matter?”said he.

“Those horrid women!”she answered, with a smile.“How they frightened me.”

He looked up, and perceived two life-size portraits on panels built into the masonry. As all visitors to the mansion are aware, these paintings represent women of middle age, of a date some two hundred years ago, whose lineaments3
 once seen can never be forgotten. The long pointed features, narrow eye, and smirk of the one, so suggestive of merciless treachery; the bill-hook nose, large teeth, and bold eye of the other, suggesting arrogance to the point of ferocity, haunt the beholder afterwards in his dreams.

“Whose portraits are those?”asked Clare of the charwoman.

“I have been told by old folk that they were ladies of the d'Urberville family, the ancient lords of this manor,”she said.“Owing to their being builded into the wall they can't be moved away.”

The unpleasantness of the matter was that, in addition to their effect upon Tess, her fine features were unquestionably traceable in these exaggerated forms. He said nothing of this, however, and, regretting that he had gone out of his way to choose the house for their bridal time, went on into the adjoining room. The place having been rather hastily prepared for them they washed their hands in one basin. Clare touched hers under the water.

“Which are my fingers and which are yours?”he said, looking up.“They are very much mixed.”

“They are all yours,”said she, very prettily, and endeavoured to be gayer than she was. He had not been displeased with her thoughtfulness on such an occasion; it was what every sensible woman would show: but Tess knew that she had been thoughtful to excess, and struggled against it.

The sun was so low on that short last afternoon of the year that it shone in through a small opening and formed a golden staff which stretched across to her skirt, where it made a spot like a paint-mark set upon her. They went into the ancient parlour to tea, and here they shared their first common meal alone. Such was their childishness, or rather his, that he found it interesting to use the same bread-and-butter plate as herself, and to brush crumbs from her lips with his own. He wondered a little that she did not enter into these frivolities with his own zest.

Looking at her silently for a long time;“She is a dear dear Tess,”he thought to himself, as one deciding on the true construction of a difficult passage.“Do I realize solemnly enough how utterly and irretrievably this little womanly thing is the creature of my good or bad faith and fortune? I think not. I think I could not, unless I were a woman myself. What I am in worldly estate, she is4
 . What I become, she must become. What I cannot be, she cannot be. And shall I ever neglect her, or hurt her, or even forget to consider her? God forbid such a crime!”

They sat on over the tea-table waiting for their luggage, which the dairyman had promised to send before it grew dark. But evening began to close in, and the luggage did not arrive, and they had brought nothing more than they stood in5
 . With the departure of the sun the calm mood of the winter day changed. Out of doors there began noises as of silk smartly rubbed; the restful dead leaves of the preceding autumn were stirred to irritated resurrection, and whirled about unwillingly, and tapped against the shutters. It soon began to rain.

“That cock knew the weather was going to change,”said Clare.

The woman who had attended upon them had gone home for the night, but she had placed candles upon the table, and now they lit them. Each candle-flame drew towards the fireplace.

“These old houses are so draughty,”continued Angel, looking at the flames, and at the grease guttering down the sides.“I wonder where that luggage is. We haven't even a brush and comb.”

“I don't know,”she answered, absent-minded.

“Tess, you are not a bit cheerful this evening—not at all as you used to be. Those harridans on the panels upstairs have unsettled you. I am sorry I brought you here. I wonder if you really love me, after all?”

He knew that she did, and the words had no serious intent; but she was surcharged with emotion, and winced like a wounded animal. Though she tried not to shed tears she could not help showing one or two.

“I did not mean it!”said he, sorry.“You are worried at not having your things, I know. I cannot think why old Jonathan has not come with them. Why, it is seven o'clock? Ah, there he is!”

A knock had come to the door, and, there being nobody else to answer it Clare went out. He returned to the room with a small package in his hand.

“It is not Jonathan, after all,”he said.

“How vexing!”said Tess.

The packet had been brought by a special messenger, who had arrived at Talbothays from Emminster Vicarage immediately after the departure of the married couple, and had followed them hither, being under injunction to deliver it into nobody's hands but theirs. Clare brought it to the light. It was less than a foot long, sewed up in canvas, sealed in red wax with his father's seal, and directed in his father's hand to“Mrs Angel Clare”.

“It is a little wedding-present for you, Tess,”said he, handing it to her.“How thoughtful they are!”

Tess looked a little flustered as she took it.

“I think I would rather have you open it, dearest,”said she, turning over the parcel.“I don't like to break those great seals; they look so serious. Please open it for me!”

He undid the parcel. Inside was a case of morocco leather, on the top of which lay a note and a key.

The note was for Clare, in the following words:

My DEAR SON, —Possibly you have forgotten that on the death of your godmother, Mrs Pitney, when you were a lad, she—vain kind woman that she was—left to me a portion of the contents of her jewel-case in trust for your wife, if you should ever have one, as a mark of her affection for you and whomsoever you should choose. This trust I have fulfilled, and the diamonds have been locked up at my banker's ever since. Though I feel it to be a somewhat incongruous act in the circumstances, I am, as you will see, bound to hand over the articles to the woman to whom the use of them for her lifetime will now rightly belong, and they are therefore promptly sent. They become, I believe, heirlooms, strictly speaking, according to the terms of your godmother's will. The precise words of the clause that refers to this matter are enclosed.

“I do remember,”said Clare,“but I had quite forgotten.”

Unlocking the case, they found it to contain a necklace, with pendant, bracelets, and ear-rings; and also some other small ornaments.

Tess seemed afraid to touch them at first, but her eyes sparkled for a moment as much as the stones when Clare spread out the set.

“Are they mine?”she asked incredulously.

“They are, certainly,”said he.

He looked into the fire. He remembered how, when he was a lad of fifteen, his godmother, the Squire's wife—the only rich person with whom he had ever come in contact—had pinned her faith to his success; had prophesied a wondrous career for him. There had seemed nothing at all out of keeping with such a conjectured career in the storing up of these showy ornaments for his wife and the wives of her descendants. They gleamed somewhat ironically now.“Yet why?”he asked himself. It was but a question of vanity throughout; and if that were admitted into one side of the equation it should be admitted into the other. His wife was a d'Urberville: whom could they become better than her?

Suddenly he said with enthusiasm—

“Tess, put them on; put them on!”And he turned from the fire to help her.

But as if by magic she had already donned them—necklace, ear-rings, bracelets, and all.

“But the gown isn't right, Tess,”said Clare.“It ought to be a low one for a set of brilliants like that.”

“Ought it?”said Tess.

“Yes,”said he.

He suggested to her how to tuck in the upper edge of her bodice, so as to make it roughly approximate to the cut for evening wear; and when she had done this, and the pendant to the necklace hung isolated amid the whiteness of her throat, as it was designed to do, he stepped back to survey her.

“My heavens,”said Clare,“how beautiful you are!”

As everybody knows, fine feathers make fine birds; a peasant girl but very moderately prepossessing to the casual observer in her simple condition and attire, will bloom as an amazing beauty if clothed as a woman of fashion with the aids that Art can render; while the beauty of the midnight crush6
 would often cut but a sorry figure if placed inside the field-woman's wrapper upon a monotonous acreage of turnips on a dull day. He had never till now estimated the artistic excellence of Tess' limbs and features.

“If you were only to appear in a ball-room!”he said.“But no no, dearest; I think I love you best in the wing-bonnet and cotton-frock—yes, better than in this, well as you support these dignities.”

Tess' sense of her striking appearance had given her a flush of excitement, which was yet not happiness.

“I'll take them off,”she said,“in case Jonathan should see me. They are not fit for me, are they? They must be sold, I suppose?”

“Let them stay a few minutes longer. Sell them? Never. It would be a breach of faith.”

Influenced by a second thought she readily obeyed. She had something to tell, and there might be help in these. She sat down with the jewels upon her; and they again indulged in conjectures as to where Jonathan could possibly be with their baggage. The ale they had poured out for his consumption when he came had gone flat with long standing7
 .

Shortly after this they began supper, which was already laid on a side-table. Ere they had finished there was a jerk in the fire-smoke, the rising skein of which bulged out into the room, as if some giant had laid his hand on the chimney-top for a moment. It had been caused by the opening of the outer door. A heavy step was now heard in the passage, and Angel went out.

“I couldn't make nobody hear at all by knocking,”apologized Jonathan Kail, for it was he at last;“and as 't was raining out I opened the door. I've brought the things, sir.”

“I am very glad to see them. But you are very late.”

“Well, yes, sir.”

There was something subdued in Jonathan Kail's tone which had not been there in the day, and lines of concern were ploughed upon his forehead in addition to the lines of years. He continued—

“We've all been gallied at the dairy at what might ha' been a most terrible affliction since you and your Mis'ess8
 —so to name her now—left us this afternoon. Perhaps you ha'nt forgot the cock's afternoon crow?”

“Dear me;—what—”

“Well, some says it do mane one thing, and some another; but what's happened is that poor little Retty Priddle hev9
 tried to drown herself.”

“No! Really! Why, she bade us good-bye with the rest—”

“Yes. Well, sir, when you and your Mis'ess—so to name what she lawful is—when you two drove away, as I say, Retty and Marian put on their bonnets and went out; and as there is not much doing now, being New Year's Eve, and folks mops and brooms10
 from what's inside'em, nobody took much notice. They went on to Lew-Everard, where they had summut11
 to drink, and then on they vamped12
 to Dree-armed Cross, and there they seemed to have parted, Retty striking across the water-meads as if for home, and Marian going on to the next village, where there's another public-house. Nothing more was zeed13
 or heard o' Retty till the waterman, on his way home, noticed something by the Great Pool; 't was her bonnet and shawl packed up. In the water he found her. He and another man brought her home, thinking 'a14
 was dead; but she fetched round15
 by degrees.”

Angel, suddenly recollecting that Tess was overhearing this gloomy tale, went to shut the door between the passage and the ante-room to the inner parlour where she was; but his wife, flinging a shawl round her, had come to the outer room and was listening to the man's narrative, her eyes resting absently on the luggage and the drops of rain glistening upon it.

“And, more than this, there's Marian; she's been found dead drunk by the withy-bed—a girl who hev never been known to touch anything before except shilling ale16
 ; though, to be sure, 'a was always a good trencher-woman17
 , as her face showed. It seems as if the maids had all gone out o' their minds!“

“And Izz?”asked Tess.

“Izz is about house as usual; but 'a do say 'a18
 can guess how it happened; and she seems to be very low in mind about it, poor maid, as well she mid be19
 . And so you see, sir, as all this happened just when we was packing your few traps and your Mis'ess's night-rail20
 and dressing things into the cart, why, it belated me.”

“Yes. Well, Jonathan, will you get the trunks upstairs, and drink a cup of ale, and hasten back as soon as you can, in case you should be wanted?”

Tess had gone back to the inner parlour, and sat down by the fire, looking wistfully into it. She heard Jonathan Kail's heavy footsteps up and down the stairs till he had done placing the luggage, and heard him express his thanks for the ale her husband took out to him, and for the gratuity he received. Jonathan's footsteps then died from the door, and his cart creaked away.

Angel slid forward the massive oak bar which secured the door, and coming in to where she sat over the hearth, pressed her cheeks between his hands from behind. He expected her to jump up gaily and unpack the toilet-gear that she had been so anxious about, but as she did not rise he sat down with her in the firelight, the candles on the supper-table being too thin and glimmering to interfere with its glow.

“I am so sorry you should have heard this sad story about the girls,”he said.“Still, don't let it depress you. Retty was naturally morbid, you know.”

“Without the least cause,”said Tess.“While they who have cause to be, hide it, and pretend they are not.”

This incident had turned the scale21
 for her. They were simple and innocent girls on whom the unhappiness of unrequited love had fallen; they had deserved better at the hands of Fate. She had deserved worse—yet she was the chosen one. It was wicked of her to take all without paying. She would pay to the uttermost farthing; she would tell, there and then. This final determination she came to when she looked into the fire, he holding her hand.

A steady glare from the now flameless embers painted the sides and back of the fireplace with its colour, and the well-polished andirons, and the old brass tongs that would not meet. The underside of the mantel-shelf was flushed with the high-coloured light, and the legs of the table nearest the fire. Tess' face and neck reflected the same warmth, which each gem turned into an Aldebaran22
 or a Sirius—a constellation of white, red, and green flashes, that interchanged their hues with her every pulsation.

“Do you remember what we said to each other this morning about telling our faults?”he asked abruptly, finding that she still remained immovable.“We spoke lightly perhaps, and you may well have done so. But for me it was no light promise. I want to make a confession to you, Love.”

This, from him, so unexpectedly apposite, had the effect upon her of a Providential interposition23
 .

“You have to confess something?”she said quickly, and even with gladness and relief.

“You did not expect it? Ah—you thought too highly of me. Now listen. Put your head there, because I want you to forgive me, and not to be indignant with me for not telling you before, as perhaps I ought to have done.”

How strange it was! He seemed to be her double. She did not speak, and Clare went on—

“I did not mention it because I was afraid of endangering my chance of you, darling, the great prize of my life—my Fellowship I call you. My brother's Fellowship was won at his college, mine at Talbothays Dairy. Well, I would not risk it. I was going to tell you a month ago—at the time you agreed to be mine, but I could not; I thought it might frighten you away from me. I put it off; then I thought I would tell you yesterday, to give you a chance at least of escaping me. But I did not. And I did not this morning, when you proposed our confessing our faults on the landing—the sinner that I was! But I must, now I see you sitting there so solemnly. I wonder if you will forgive me?”

“O yes! I am sure that—”

“Well, I hope so. But wait a minute. You don't know. To begin at the beginning. Though I imagine my poor father fears that I am one of the eternally lost for my doctrines, I am of course, a believer in good morals, Tess, as much as you. I used to wish to be a teacher of men, and it was a great disappointment to me when I found I could not enter the Church. I admired spotlessness, even though I could lay no claim to it, and hated impurity, as I hope I do now. Whatever one may think of plenary inspiration24
 , one must heartily subscribe to these words of Paul:“Be thou an example—in word, in conversation, in charity, in spirit, in faith, in purity.”It is the only safeguard for us poor human beings.“Integer vitae25
 ”, says a Roman poet26
 , who is strange company for St Paul27
 —The man of upright life, from frailties free,

Stands not in need of Moorish spear or bow. Well, a certain place is paved with good intentions28
 , and having felt all that so strongly, you will see what a terrible remorse it bred in me when, in the midst of my fine aims for other people, I myself fell.”

He then told her of that time of his life to which allusion has been made when, tossed about by doubts and difficulties in London, like a cork on the waves, he plunged into eight-and-forty hours' dissipation with a stranger.

“Happily I awoke almost immediately to a sense of my folly,”he continued.“I would have no more to say to her, and I came home. I have never repeated the offence. But I felt I should like to treat you with perfect frankness and honour, and I could not do so without telling this. Do you forgive me?”

She pressed his hand tightly for an answer.

“Then we will dismiss it at once and for ever!—too painful as it is for the occasion—and talk of something lighter.”

“O, Angel—I am almost glad—because now you can forgive me! I have not made my confession. I have a confession, too—remember, I said so.”

“Ah, to be sure! Now then for it, wicked little one.”

“Perhaps, although you smile, it is as serious as yours, or more so.”

“It can hardly be more serious, dearest.”

“It cannot—O no, it cannot!”She jumped up joyfully at the hope.“No, it cannot be more serious, certainly,”she cried,“because 'tis just the same! I will tell you now.”

She sat down again.

Their hands were still joined. The ashes under the grate were lit by the fire vertically, like a torrid waste. Imagination might have beheld a Last Day luridness in this red-coaled glow, which fell on his face and hand, and on hers, peering into the loose hair about her brow, and firing the delicate skin underneath. A large shadow of her shape rose upon the wall and ceiling. She bent forward, at which each diamond on her neck gave a sinister wink like a toad's29
 ; and pressing her forehead against his temple she entered on her story of her acquaintance with Alec d'Urberville and its results, murmuring the words without flinching, and with her eyelids drooping down.

Notes:

1. d'Urbervilles:“d”是法语de的缩写，相当于英语的of。欧洲封建社会中，把de放在贵族的封地地名之前来表示贵族的姓氏，后来这种带有de的姓氏就被认为是贵族

2. roof-tree: 他们独自占有的房间，这里用房梁代表房屋

3. lineaments=features

4. What I am in worldly estate, she is: 这里指他们有福同享，有难同当

5. stood in: had in 身上穿的（衣服）

6. crush: 拥挤的社交聚会

7. gone with long standing: 因为搁得太久酒里的泡沫都散了

8. Mis'ess=Missis

9. hev=has/had

10. mops and brooms=half-drunk

11. summut=something

12. vamped=tramped

13. was zeed=was seen

14. 'a=she

15. fetched round=came to herself

16. shilling ale: 一先令的麦酒，即一加仑卖一先令者，酒力极薄。

17. trencher-woman: 大饭量的女人

18. but'a do say'a…=but she does say she…

19. as well she mid be=as well she might be, 这也难怪她……

20. night-rail=night gown

21. turn the scale: 有决定性的效果

22. Aldebaran or a Sirius: 爱尔代巴伦是金牛星座里最亮的星，即二十八宿里的毕宿王。西锐厄为大犬座里最亮的，即天狼星，也是恒星里最亮的。恒星因年龄不同而现不同的颜色，通常为蓝、白、黄、红各种，前两者表示壮盛，后两者表示衰老。

23. Providential interposition: 真是天公有意替她排解了。

24. plenary inspiration: 完全灵感论。《圣经》里的话全部受上帝的灵感而来，所以是完全不会错的。这里引用的是《新约·提摩太前书》第四章第十二节的一段文字。

25. integer vitae=blameless in life, 无可非议的生活

26. a Roman poet: 指罗马诗人贺拉斯。这里所引用的两行，见他的《歌咏诗集》第一卷第二十二首第一行。摩尔人是罗马时代居非洲北部西端毛里塔尼亚之民族，其人勇悍善战，故以他们的弓和箭为喻。“正直的生活”一语引自莎士比亚的《泰特斯·安德洛尼克斯》第四幕第二场第二十二行。

27. St. Paul: 圣保罗，耶稣门徒之一，积极传播基督教义，被害于罗马。新约书信部分多出于他之手。

28. a certain place is paved with good intentions: 英语有句成语“Hell is paved with good intentions.”意思是空有善念而不实行，死后亦须下地狱。这儿的“某个地方”，就是替代地狱，因为在结婚之日提地狱不吉利。

29. like a toad's: 好像毒蛤蟆（的眼睛）。蛤蟆有毒，为欧洲中古以来迷信的说法。

作品简评

在小说《德伯家的苔丝》中，哈代满怀同情地描述了农村姑娘苔丝悲剧性的一生。苔丝纯洁、善良、美丽，具有淳朴的道德观念和很强的自尊心，感情真挚热烈。但是由于资本主义侵入乡村，极大地破坏了农民赖以生存的小农经济，导致农民颠沛流离，生活苦不堪言。生在贫苦之家的苔丝不但要在生活的危境中抵抗贫困，还要在道德的压力之下代表自然的力量与资本主义文明抗争。通过苔丝备受磨难而终于毁灭的悲剧，哈代渲染了一种悲观主义的命运观念。首先，他把苔丝的悲剧上升到全人类的高度，认为人类无法挣脱那种神秘、不可解释的命运。其次，哈代关于命运的观念是建立在异教的背景之上的。他笔下那种宿命的力量不是来自上帝，而是来自于一种弥漫宇宙的意志。当然，哈代的悲观主义宿命观是建立在对资本主义世界的深刻认识和彻底否定的基础之上的。他的命运观显示了伟大的批判精神，显然比维多利亚时代虚假的乐观主义更为深刻。但哈代用唯心论解释社会变化的原因，表现人类无法改变自己命运的宿命论思想，也有其局限性。

哈代善于使用对比冲突的描写手法刻画人物和渲染气氛。这一点在《德伯家的苔丝》中表现得尤为突出。哈代的对比是多层次多角度的：人与社会环境、人与自然、情感与理智、外貌与内心等等。哈代拿“自然儿女”—女主人公苔丝—同资产阶级社会的“文明人”安玑·克莱、亚雷·德伯相对照，通过善与恶、美与丑、仁爱与自私、单纯淡泊与利欲熏心、忠贞不渝与薄情寡义、朴实自然与矫揉造作、辛勤劳作与寄生腐朽的对比，肯定了“自然儿女”，否定了资产阶级社会中的“文明人”。小说的副标题“一个纯洁的女人”极其鲜明地表现了哈代的道德立场，谴责了资本主义摧残人性、破坏自然的罪恶。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why was Tess horrified while she was walking on the landing? In Clare's eyes, what else could be shown from the two portraits?

2. For what reason was Tess“not a bit”cheerful on her wedding night?

3. What had happened to the three girls after the young couple drove away from the dairy? What was the sign before this incident? Explain.

4. What helped Tess come to her final determination of telling Clare about her truth completely?

5. What was Tess' reaction after she was told about Clare's fault?

Suggested Reading List


The Return of the Native



The Mayor of Casterbridge


第五节　托马斯·胡德（Thomas Hood, 1799～1845）

作者及作品简介

[image: 101]


托马斯·胡德出生在伦敦一个书商家庭。由于家庭经济困难，胡德只受过普通教育，他一生在贫困和疾病中度过。

胡德是个有才能的雕刻家和漫画家，他在许多幽默杂志上投稿，自己也办过幽默杂志。胡德创作了许多诗歌，著名的有《衬衫之歌》（The Song of the Shirt
 , 1843）、《悲叹之桥》（The Bridge of Sighs
 , 1844）、《基尔曼塞格小姐和她贵重的腿》（Miss Kilmansegg and Her Precious Leg
 , 1841～1843）。胡德的诗歌主要揭露了资本主义社会贫富不均的现象，对劳动人民寄予深切的同情。他的诗作感情真挚，描写细腻。恩格斯评论胡德说“有敏锐的心灵，但没有一点精神力量”（《英国工人阶级状况》第261页）。

作品选读

The Song of the Shirt

With fingers weary and worn;

With eyelids heavy and red,

woman sat, in unwomanly rags1
 ,

Plying her needle and thread2
 , —

Stitch! stitch! stitch!

In poverty, hunger and dirt;

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch3


She sang the“Song of the Shirt!”“Work! work! work!

While the cock is crowing aloof4
 !

And work...work...work—

Till the stars shine through the roof!

It's O! to be a slave

Along with the barbarous Turk,

Where woman has never a soul to save,

If this is Christian work5
 !

“Work...work...work...!

Till the brain begins to swim6
 !

Work...work...work—

Till the eyes are heavy and dim!

Seam, and gusset, and band7
 ,

Band, and gusset, and seam,—

Till over the buttons I fall asleep,

And sew them on in a dream.

“O men8
 with sisters dear!

O men with mothers and wives!

It is not linen you're wearing out,

But human creatures' lives!

Stitch...stitch...stitch—

In poverty, hunger, and dirt,—

Sewing at once with a double thread,

A shroud as well as a shirt9
 !

“But why do I talk of Death—

That phantom of grisly bone10
 ?

I hardly fear its terrible shape,

It seems so like my own—11


It seems so like my own,

Because of the fasts I keep12
 ;

O God! that bread should be so dear13
 ,

And flesh and blood so cheap!“Work...work...work...!

My labour never flags14
 ;

And what are its wages? A bed of straw,

A crust of bread...and rags,

That shatter'd roof...and this naked floor—

A table...a broken chair—

And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank,

For sometimes falling there15
 !

“Work...work...work...!

From weary chime to chime16
 ,

Work...work...work

As prisoners work for crime17
 !

Band, and gusset, and seam,

Seam, and gusset, and band,

Till the heart is sick and the brain benumb'd,

As well as the weary hand.

“Work...work...work...!

In the dull December light,

And work...work...work

When the weather is warm and bright!

While underneath the eaves

The brooding swallows cling,

As if to show me their sunny backs

And twit me with the Spring18
 .

“O! but to breathe the breath

Of the cowslip and primrose sweet—19


With the sky above my head,

And the grass beneath my feet!

For only one short hour

To feel as I used to feel20
 ,

Before I knew the woes of want21
 ,

And the walk that costs a meal!

“O! but for one short hour—

A respite however brief!

No blessed22
 leisure for love or hope,

But only time for Grief!

A little weeping would ease my heart;

But in their briny bed23


My tears must stop, for every drop

Hinders needle and thread24
 !

“Seam, and gusset, and band,

Band, and gusset, and seam,

Work...work...work

Like the Engine that works by Steam!

A mere machine of iron and wood

That toils for Mammon's sake—25


Without a brain to ponder and craze26
 ,

Or a heart to feel and break!”

With fingers weary and worn,

With eyelids heavy and red,

A woman sat, in unwomanly rags,

Plying her needle and thread—

Stitch! stitch! stitch!

In poverty, hunger, and dirt;

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch,

Would that its tone could reach the rich27
 ! —

She sang this“Song of the Shirt!”

Notes:

1. in unwomanly rags: 意指衣衫褴褛不能遮体

2. plying her needle and thread: 千针万线地、不停地缝来补去

3. a voice of dolorous pitch: 悲哀的声调

4. aloof = at a distance

5. it's O! To be a slave / Along with the barbarous Turk, / Where woman has never a soul to save, / If this is Christian work: 意指我干得太苦了，如果这确实是基督徒的活儿的话，这无异于做土耳其人的奴隶，妇女的灵魂永远得不到拯救。信仰伊斯兰教的土耳其人被基督徒认为是野蛮人，故用the barbarous Turk。

6. the brain begins to swim: 头脑开始发晕

7. gusset: 加三角布料用以加固或放大衣服；band: 镶边

8. men: 指那些有钱人

9. Sewing at once with a double thread, /A shroud as well as a shirt: at once = at the same time，意为“富人穿上新衣，缝工的生命却断送了”。

10. That phantom of grisly bone: 那吓人的白骨鬼怪，这是上文中death的同位语

11. I hardly fear his terrible shape, / It seems so like my own: 意指缝衣女工由于受饥挨饿，骨瘦如柴，形如鬼怪，因此也就不会怕它了

12. the fasts I keep: 节食，禁食

13. that bread should be so dear: 真想不到面包如此昂贵

14. My labor never flags: 劳动时我从不偷懒

15. my shadow I thank/ For sometimes falling there: 我感谢自己的身影投在墙上，总算使空空四壁略有点缀

16. From weary chime to chime: 意指从白天到黑夜，从黑夜到天明。

17. work for crime: 因犯了罪而不得不干活

18. twit me with the spring: 意指燕子已经报春笑，我却不能停下手中的活去欣赏美好的春光。

19. but to breathe the breath / Of the cowslip and primrose sweet: How nice it would be but to breathe the sweet breath of... 要是能闻一闻立金花和樱草花的香味该多好啊！

20. For only one short hour / To feel as I used to feel: How nice it would be to feel for only one short hour as I used to feel.

21. the woes of want: 贫困之苦恼

22. blessed: 使人感到愉快的

23. their briny bed: 眼眶，their 指下文中的my tears。

24. Hinders needle and thread: 意指泪水挡住了视线，使人无法缝纫

25. That toils for Mammon's sake: 为了有钱人辛勤劳作。Mammon 意为“财神”，喻指有钱人

26. craze: 这里指渴望

27. Would that its tone could reach the rich: 要是……该多好啊！

作品简评

《衬衫之歌》是胡德的代表作，它用现实主义的手法，通过一个缝纫女工的自述，揭示了劳动人民的悲惨生活，表达了诗人对被压迫者的深切同情，但全诗自始至终都是倾诉苦楚，没有一点要求反抗或斗争的精神，最后以“但愿此曲能传到富人的耳中”结尾。恩格斯说他“没有一点精神力量”原因或许就在于此。

Questions for Discussion

1. What rhetorical devices have been employed by the poet to stress the impressiveness and vividness of the poem?

2. What was the laborer awarded for her hard work?

3. Compare the first and the last stanzas and state the intention of the poet.

4. How are you feeling after you have finished reading the poem for the first time, and the second time, and the third ?

Suggested Reading List


The Bridge of Sighs



Miss Kilmansegg and Her Precious Leg


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

象征和象征意义 Symbol and Symbolism

Symbols are a part of our everyday lives. The eagle is a symbol of America; the skull and crossbones on a bottle is a symbol of poison; and the dove is a symbol of peace. The literary symbol shares something similar. Generally speaking, a symbol is a sign which suggests more than its literal meaning.

Literary symbols are of two broad types: the conventional ones and the occasionally-coined ones. Certain symbols occur again and again in literature, thus becoming conventional and possessing almost settled symbolic meanings. For instance, roses symbolize love; spring symbolizes life, and winter death; a journey on the road often symbolizes the journey through life. These conventional symbols are easy to recognize and identify. However, in order to convey particular meanings, writers often create their own symbols in their writing. This type of symbols acquires its suggestiveness not only from qualities inherent in itself but also from the way in which it is used in a given work or context. For example, Whitman and Sandburg both use grass in their poems as a symbol to represent nature. In“Mending Wall”, Robert Frost seems to be talking about a simple and familiar process—mending a wall with a neighbor in spring. Yet, by the end of the poem, the wall, the neighbor, and the act of mending a wall become symbolic; they come to represent things larger than themselves.

Symbolism is especially appropriate for poetry because it enables poets to compress a very complex idea or set of ideas into one image or even one word. Therefore, symbolism is one of the most powerful devices that poets employ in creation.

冲突 Conflict

Conflict is a struggle between two opposing forces or characters in a short story, novel, play, or narrative poem. Conflict can be external or internal, and it can take one of these forms: (1) a person against another person; (2) a person against society; (3) a person against nature; (4) two elements or ideas struggling for mastery within a person.


名人名言

Poetry is more serious and philosophical than history.

同历史相比，诗歌更加严肃，更富哲理。

—Aristotle（亚里士多德）




第五章　现代主义文学时期 Modernism

19世纪维多利亚时代的英国批判现实主义文学经过狄更斯、萨克雷、乔治·爱略特等大师度过了它的光辉灿烂的时代。尽管它已经越过其顶峰而开始逐渐由盛而衰，但在20世纪初的十多年中它仍不失为一股相当强的潮流。世纪之初，一些小说家继承了维多利亚时代的批判现实主义传统，但同时也进行了大胆的实验。

现代主义文学是19世纪末至当代在欧美出现的众多以反传统和非理性为特征的文艺流派、思潮的总称。它包括19世纪末的前期象征主义、唯美主义、印象主义和20世纪前期的后期象征主义、意识流小说、未来主义、表现主义、超现实主义、荒诞派、新小说、存在主义、黑色幽默、魔幻现实主义等。现代主义文学的哲学基础主要是叔本华、柏格森、尼采、弗洛伊德和萨特等人的非理性主义哲学。现代主义文学的基本特征是：非理性的思想基础，全面异化的思想内容，反传统的形式革新。现代主义文学最常见的表现手法有：象征法、意识流、荒诞手法和语言革新等。

第一节　萧伯纳（George Bernard Shaw, 1856～1950）

作者及作品简介

[image: 106]


乔治·伯纳·萧，即萧伯纳，是自莎士比亚以来英国最伟大的戏剧家。他出生于爱尔兰的都柏林。14岁即离开学校开始进入社会。20岁来到伦敦，没有工作长达九年。在这期间，他积极参加社会活动，同时认真研究马克思和恩格斯的著作。尽管他承认受马恩影响较大，但他没能接受其用革命的方式重新建设世界的必要性的观点。他是“费边社”——英国一个信奉改良主义的组织——的重要成员之一。他的写作生涯也由此开始。

萧伯纳写过五本长篇小说，但找不到出版商。于是他在报刊上评论音乐、艺术、新书，后又成为戏剧评论家，用他犀利的文笔对伦敦的商业剧院大加抨击。由于他看到戏剧的宣传、教育力量，他就选择了戏剧作为他特别的武器。19世纪90年代初，萧伯纳将写作从小说转向戏剧。他的戏剧创作活动从1892年开始，持续了将近60年之久；连同一个翻译剧本在内，他总共写了51个剧本。

萧伯纳的第一部戏剧集《不愉快的戏剧》（Plays Unpleasant
 , 1892～1893）打破了英国剧坛长期以来所处的停滞状态，扭转了迎合有闲阶级低级趣味的轻浮戏剧和传奇剧占据整个英国舞台的局面。他的剧本对资产阶级进行了猛烈的攻击，尖锐地揭露了资本主义社会的真相，剥下了上流社会绅士淑女们的伪善外衣，撕毁了他们的遮羞布，把他们赤裸裸地拉上了舞台。这对资产阶级来说，确实是“不愉快”的。也正因为此，这个戏剧集一出世就遭到厄运：戏剧集的第一个剧本《鳏夫的房产》（Widowers' Houses
 , 1892）只上演了两场就被搁置起来；第三个剧本《华伦夫人的职业》（Mrs. Warren's Profession
 , 1893）竟被禁演达30年之久。

萧伯纳的其他重要剧本有《人与超人》（Man and Superman
 , 1903）、《巴巴拉少校》（Major Barbara
 , 1905）、《安乔克利斯与狮子》（Androcles and the Lion
 ）、《皮格马利翁》（Pygmalion
 , 1913）、《伤心之家》（Heartbreak Houses
 , 1917）、《苹果车》（The Apple Cart
 , 1930）、《圣女贞德》（Saint Joan
 , 1924）等。

作品选读

Mrs. Warren's Profession: ACT II

Inside the cottage after nightfall. Looking eastward from within instead of westward from without, the latticed window, with its curtains drawn, is now seen in the middle of the front wall of the cottage, with the porch door to the left of it. In the left-hand side wall is the door leading to the kitchen. Farther back against the same wall is a dresser with a candle and matches on it, and Frank's rifle standing beside them, with the barrel resting in the plate-rack. In the centre a table stands with a lighted lamp on it. Vivie's books and writing materials are on a table to the right of the window, against the wall. The fireplace is on the right, with a settle: there is no fire. Two of the chairs are set right and left of the table.

The cottage door opens, shewing a fine starlit night without; and Mrs Warren, her shoulders wrapped in a shawl borrowed from Vivie, enters, followed by Frank, who throws his cap on the window seat. She has had enough of walking, and gives a gasp of relief as she unpins her hat; takes it off; sticks the pin through the crown; and puts it on the table.

MRS WARREN. O Lord! I don't know which is the worst of the country, the walking or the sitting at home with nothing to do. I could do with a whisky and soda now very well, if only they had such a thing in this place.

FRANK. Perhaps Vivie's got some.

MRS WARREN. Nonsense! What would a young girl like her be doing with such things! Never mind: it don't matter. I wonder how she passes her time here. I'd a good deal rather be in Vienna.

FRANK. Let me take you there. (He helps her to take off her shawl, gallantly giving her shoulders a very perceptible squeeze as he does so
 .)

MRS WARREN. Ah! would you? I'm beginning to think youre a chip of the old block.

FRANK. Like the gov'nor, eh? (He hangs the shawl on the nearest chair, and sits down
 .)

MRS WARREN. Never you mind. What do you know about such things? Youre only a boy. (She goes to the hearth, to be farther from temptation
 .)

FRANK. Do come to Vienna with me? It'd be ever such larks.

MRS WARREN. No, thank you. Vienna is no place for you—at least not until youre a little older. (She nods at him to emphasize this piece of advice. He makes a mock-piteous face, belied by his laughing eyes. She looks at him; then comes back to him
 .) Now, look here, little boy (taking his face in her hands and turning it up to her
 ); I know you through and through by your likeness to your father, better than you know yourself. Don't you go taking any silly ideas into your head about me. Do you hear?

FRANK. (gallantly wooing her with his voice
 ) Cant help it. My dear Mrs Warren: it runs in the family.

She pretends to box his ears; then looks at the pretty laughing up-turned face for a moment, tempted. At last she kisses him, and immediately turns away, out of patience with herself.

MRS WARREN. There! I shouldnt have done that. I am wicked. Never you mind, my dear: it's only a motherly kiss. Go and make love to Vivie.

FRANK. So I have.

MRS WARREN. (turning on him with a sharp note of alarm in her voice
 ) What!

FRANK. Vivie and I are ever such chums.

MRS WARREN. What do you mean? Now see here: I won't have any young scamp tampering with my little girl. Do you hear? I wont have it.

FRANK. (quite unabashed
 ) My dear Mrs Warren: don't you be alarmed. My intentions are honourable: ever so honourable; and your little girl is jolly well able to take care of herself. She don't need looking after half so much as her mother. She ain't so handsome, you know.

MRS WARRAN. (taken aback by his assurance
 ) Well, you have got a nice healthy two inches thick of cheek all over you. I don't know where you got it. Not from your father, anyhow.

CROFTS. (in the garden
 ) The gipsies, I suppose?

REV. S. (replying
 ) The broomsquires1
 are far worse.

MRS WARREN. (to Frank
 ) S-sh! Remember! you've had your warning.

Crofts and the Reverend Samuel come in from the garden, the clergyman continuing his conversation as he enters.

REV. S. The perjury at the Winchester assizes2
 is deplorable.

MRS WARREN. Well? What became of you two? And wheres Praddy and Vivie?

CROFTS. (putting his hat on the settle and his stick in the chimney corner
 ) They went up the hill. We went to the village. I wanted a drink. (He sits down on the settle, putting his legs up along the seat
 .)

MRS WARREN. Well, she oughtn't to go off like that without telling me. (To Frank
 )

Get your father a chair, Frank: where are your manners? (Frank springs up and gracefully offers his father his chair; and then takes another from the wall and sits down at the table, in the middle, with his father on his right and Mrs Warren on his left
 .) George: where are you going to stay tonight? You can't stay here. And whats Praddy going to do?

CROFTS. Gardner'll put me up.

MRS WARREN. Oh no doubt youve taken care of youself! But what about Praddy?

CROFTS. Don't know. I suppose he can sleep at the inn.

MRS WARREN. Havn't you room for him, Sam?

REV. S. Well-er-you see, as rector here, I am not free to do as I like. Er...what is Mr Praed's social position?

MRS WARREN. Oh, he's all right: he's an architect. What an old stick-in-the-mud you are, Sam!

FRANK. Yes, it's all right, gov'nor. He built that place down in Wales for the Duke. Caernarvon Castle they call it. You must have heard of it.

(He winks with lightning smartness at Mrs Warren, and regards his father blandly
 .)

REV. S. Oh, in that case, of course we shall only be too happy. I suppose he knows the Duke personally.

FRANK. Oh, ever so intimately! We can stick him in Georgina's old room.

MRS WARREN. Well, thats settled. Now if those two would only come in and let us have supper. They've no right to stay out after dark like this.

CROFTS. (aggressively
 ) What harm are they doing you?

MRS WARREN. Well, harm or not, I don't like it.

FRANK. Better not wait for them, Mrs Warren. Praed will stay out as long as possible. He has never known before what it is to stray over the heath on a summer night with my Vivie.

CROFTS. (sitting up in some consternation
 ) I say, you know! Come!

REV. S. (rising, startled out of his professional manner into real force and sincerity
 ) Frank, once for all, it's out of the question. Mrs Warren will tell you that it's not to be thought of.

CROFTS. Of course not.

FRANK. (with enchanting placidity
 ) Is that so, Mrs Warren?

MRS WARREN. (reflectively
 ) Well, Sam, I don't know. If the girl wants to get married, no good can come of keeping her unmarried.

REV. S. (astounded
 ) But married to him! —your daughter to my son! Only think: it's impossible.

CROFTS. Of course it's impossible. Don't be a fool, Kitty.

MRS WARREN. (nettled
 ) Why not? Isn't my daughter good enough for your son?

REV. S. But surely, my dear Mrs Warren, you know the reasons—

MRS WARREN. (defiantly
 ) I know no reasons. If you know any, you can tell them to the lad or to the girl, or to your congregation, if you like.

REV. S. (collapsing helplessly into his chair
 ) You know very well that I couldn't tell anyone the reasons. But my boy will believe me when I tell him there are reasons.

FRANK. Quite right. Dad: he will. But has your boy's conduct ever been influenced by your reasons?

CROFTS. You can't marry her: and thats all about it. (He gets up and stands on the hearth, with his back to the fireplace, frowning determinedly
 .)

MRS WARREN. (turning on him sharply
 ) What have you got to do with it, pray?

FRANK. (with his prettiest lyrical cadence
 ) Precisely what I was going to ask, myself, in my own graceful fashion.

CROFTS. (to Mrs Warren
 ) I suppose you don't want to marry the girl to man younger than herself and without either a profession or twopence to keep her on. Ask Sam, if you don't believe me. (To the parson
 ) How much more money are you going to give him?

REV. S. Not another penny. He has had his patrimony; and he spent the last of it in July. (Mrs Warren's face falls
 )

CROFTS. (watching her
 ) There! I told you. (He resumes his place on the settle and puts up his legs on the seat again, as if the matter were finally disposed of
 .)

FRANK. (plaintively
 ) This is ever so mercenary. Do you suppose Miss Warren's going to marry for money? If we love one another—

MRS WARREN. Thank you. Your love's a pretty cheap commodity, my lad. If you have no means of keeping a wife, that settles it: you can't have Vivie.

FRANK. (much amused
 ) What do you say, gov'nor, eh?

REV. S. I agree with Mrs Warren.

FRANK. And good old Crofts has already expressed his opinion.

CROFTS. (turning angrily on his elbow
 ) Look here: I want none of your cheek.

FRANK. (pointedly
 ) I'm ever so sorry to surprise you, Crofts, but you allowed yourself the liberty of speaking to me like a father a moment ago. One father is enough, thank you.

CROFTS. (contemptuously
 ) Yah! (He turns away again
 )

FRANK. (rising
 ) Mrs Warren: I cannot give my Vivie up, even for your sake.

MRS WARREN. (muttering
 ) Young scamp!

FRANK. (continuing
 ) And as you no doubt intend to hold out other prospects to her, I shall lose no time in placing my case before her. (They stare at him; and he begins to declaim gracefully
 .)

He either fears his fate too much,

Or his deserts are small,

That dares not put it to the touch

To gain or lose it all3
 .

The cottage door opens whilst he is reciting; and Vivie and Praed come in. He breaks off. Praed put his hat on the dresser. There is an immediate improvement in the company's behaviour. Crofts takes down his legs from the settle and pulls himself together as Praed joins him at the fireplace. Mrs Warren loses her ease of manner and takes refuge in querulousness.

MRS WARREN. Wherever have you been, Vivie?

VIVIE. (taking off her hat and throwing it carelessly on the table
 ) On the hill.

MRS WARREN. Well, you shouldn't go off like that without letting me know. How could I tell what had become of you? And night coming on too!

VIVIE. (going to the door of the kitchen and opening it, ignoring her mother
 ) Now, about supper? (All rise except Mrs Warren
 .) We shall be rather crowded in here, I'm afraid.

MRS WARREN. Did you hear what I said, Vivie?

VIVIE. (quietly
 ) Yes, mother. (Reverting to the supper difficulty
 ) How many are we?

(Counting
 ) One, two, three, four, five, six. Well, two will have to wait until the rest are done: Mrs. Alison has only plates and knives for four.

PRAED. Oh, it doesn't matter about me. I—

VIVIE. You have had a long walk and are hungry, Mr Praed: you shall have your supper at once. I can wait myself. I want one person to wait with me. Frank: are you hungry?

FRANK. Not the least in the world. Completely off my peck, in fact.

MRS WARREN. (to Crofts
 ) Neither are you, George. You can wait.

CROFTS. Oh, hang it. I've eaten nothing since teatime. Can't Sam do it?

FRANK. Would you starve my poor father?

REV. S. (testily
 ) Allow me to speak for myself, sir. I am perfectly willing to wait.

VIVIE. (decisively
 ) Theres no need. Only two are wanted. (She opens the door of the kitchen
 ) Will you take my mother in, Mr Gardner. (The parson takes Mrs Warren; and they pass into the kitchen. Praed and Crofts follow. All except Praed clearly disapprove of the arrangement, but do not know how to resist it. Vivie stands at the door looking in at them
 .) Can you squeeze past to that corner, Mr Praed: it's rather a tight fit. Take care of your coat against the white-wash: thats right. Now, are you all comfortable?

PRAED. (within
 ) Quite, thank you.

MRS WARREN. (within
 ) Leave the door open, dearie. (Vivie frowns; but Frank checks her with a gesture, and steals to the cottage door, which he softly sets wide open
 .) Oh Lor, what a draught! Youd better shut it, dear.

Vivie shuts it with a slam, and then, noting with disgust that her mother's hat and shawl are lying about, takes them tidily to the window seat, whilst Frank noiselessly shuts the cottage door.

FRANK. (exulting
 ) Aha! Got rid of em. Well, Vivvums: what do you think of me guvernor?

VIVIE. (preoccupied and serious
 ) I've hardly spoken to him. He doesn't strike me as being a particularly able person.

FRANK. Well, you know, the old man is not altogether such a fool as he looks. You see, he was shoved into the Church rather; and in trying to live to it he makes much bigger ass of himself than he really is. I don't dislike him as much as you might expect. He means well. How do you think you'll get on with him?

VIVIE. (rather grimly
 ) I don't think my future life will be much concerned with him, or with any of that old circle of my mother's, except perhaps Praed. (She sits down on the settle
 .) What do you think of my mother?

FRANK. Really and truly?

VIVIE. Yes, really and truly.

FRANK. Well, she's ever so jolly. But she's rather a caution, isn't she? And Crofts! Oh my eye. Crofts! (He sits beside her
 .)

VIVIE. What a lot, Frank!

FNRAK. What a crew!

VIVIE. (with intense contempt for them
 ) If I thought that I was like that...that I was going to be a waster, shifting along from one meal to another with no purpose, and no character, and no grit in me, I'd open an artery and bleed to death without one moment's hesitation.

FRANK. Oh no, you wouldn't. Why should they take any grind when they can afford not to? I wish I had their luck. No: what I object to is their form. It isn't the thing: it's slovenly, ever so slovenly.

VIVIE. Do you think your form will be any better when you're as old as Crofts, if you don't work?

FRANK. Of course I do. Ever so much better. Vivvums mustnt lecture: her little boy's incorrigible. (He attempts to take her face caressingly in his hands
 .)

VIVIE. (striking his hands down sharply
 ) Off with you: Vivvums is not in a humour for petting her little boy this evening. (She rises and comes forward to the other side of the room
 .)

FRANK. (following her
 ) How unkind!

VIVIE. (stamping at him
 ) Be serious. I'm serious.

FRANK. Good. Let us talk learnedly. Miss Warren: do do you know that all the most advanced thinkers are agreed that half the diseases of modern civilization are due to starvation of the affections in the young. Now, I—

VIVIE. (cutting him short
 ) You are very tiresome. (She opens the inner door
 .) Have you room for Frank there? He's complaining of starvation.

MRS WARREN. (within
 ) Of course there is (clatter of knives and glasses as she moves the things on the table
 ) Here! theres room now beside me. Come along, Mr Frank.

FRANK. Her little boy will be ever so even with his Vivvums for this. (He passes into the kitchen
 )

MRS WARREN. (within
 ) Here, Vivie: come on you too, child. You must be famished. (She enters, followed by Crofts, who holds the door open for Vivie with marked deference. She goes out without looking at him; and he shuts the door after her
 ) Why, George, you can't be done: you've eated nothing. Is there anything wrong with you?

CROFTS. Oh, all I wanted was a drink. (He thrusts his hands in his pockets, and begins prowling about the room, restless and sulky.
 )

MRS WARREN. Well, I like enough to eat. But a little of that cold beef and cheese and lettuce goes a long way. (With a sigh of only half repletion she sits down lazily on the settle
 )

CROFTS. What do you go encouraging that young pup for?

MRS WARREN. (on the alert at once
 ) Now see here, George: what are you up to about that girl? I've been watching your way of looking at her. Remember: I know you and what your looks mean.

CROFTS. There's no harm in looking at her, is there?

MRS WARREN. I'd put you out and pack you back to London pretty soon if I saw any of your nonsense. My girl's little finger is more to me than your whole body and soul. (Crofts receives this with a sneering grin. Mrs. Warren, flushing a little at her failure to impose on him in the character of a theatrically devoted mother, adds in a lower key.
 ) Make your mind easy: the young pup has no more chance than you have.

CROFTS. Mayn't a man take an interest in a girl!

MRS WARREN. Not a man like you.

CROFTS. How old is she?

MRS WARREN. Never you mind how old she is.

CROFTS. Why do you make such a secret of it?

MRS WARREN. Because I choose.

CROFTS. Well, I'm not fifty yet: and my property is as good as ever it was—

MRS WARREN. (interrupting him
 ) Yes; because you're as stingy as youre vicious.

CROFTS. (continuing
 ) And a baronet isn't to be picked up every day. No other man in my position would put up with you for a mother-in-law. Why shouldn't she marry me?

MRS WARREN. You!

CROFTS. We three could live together quite comfortably. I'd die before her and leave a bouncing widow with plenty of money. Why not? it's been growing in my mind all the time I've been walking with that fool inside there.

MRS WARREN. (revolted
 ) Yes; it's the sort of thing that would grow in your mind.

He halts in his prowling; and the two look at one another, she steadfastly, with a sort of awe behind her contemptuous disgust: he stealthily, with a carnal gleam in his eye and a loose grin.

CROFTS. (suddenly becoming anxious and urgent as he sees no sign of sympathy in her
 ) Look here. Kitty: you're a sensible woman: you needn't put on any moral airs. I'll ask no more questions; and you need answer none. I'll settle the whole property on her; and if you want a cheque for yourself on the wedding day, you can name any figure you like—in reason.

MRS WARREN. So it's come to that with you, George, like all the other worn—out creatures!

CROFTS. (savagely
 ) Damn you!

Before she can retort the door of the kitchen is opened; and the voices of the others are heard returning. Crofts, unable to recover his presence of mind, hurries out of the cottage. The clergyman appears at the kitchen door.

REV. S. (looking around
 ) Where is Sir George?

MRS WARREN. Gone out to have a pipe. (The clergyman takes his hat from the table, and joins Mrs Warren at the fireside. Meanwhile Vivie comes in, followed by Frank, who collapses into the nearest chair with an air of extreme exhaustion. Mrs Warren looks round at Vivie and says, with her affectation of maternal patronage even more forced than usual.
 ) Well, dearie: have you had a good supper?

VIVIE. You know what Mrs Alison's suppers are. (She turns to Frank and pets him.
 ) Poor Frank! was all the beef gone? did it get nothing but bread and cheese and ginger beer? (Seriously, as if she had done quite enough trifling for one evening
 ) Her butter is really awful. I must get some down from the stores.

FRANK. Do, in Heaven's name!

Vivie goes to the writing-table and makes a memorandum to order the butter. Praed comes in from the kitchen, putting up his handkerchief, which he has been using as a napkin.

REV. S. Frank, my boy; it is time for us to be thinking of home. Your mother does not know yet that we have visitors.

PRAED. I'm afraid we're giving trouble.

FRANK. (rising
 ) Not the least in the world; my mother will be delighted to see you. She's a genuinely intellectual artistic woman; and she sees nobody here from one year's end to another except the gov'nor; so you can imagine how jolly dull it pans out for her. (To his father
 ) You're not intellectual or artistic are you, pater? So take Praed home at once; and I'll stay here and entertain Mrs Warren. You'll pick up Crofts in the garden. He'll be excellent company for the bull-pup.

PRAED. (taking his hat from the dresser, and coming close to Frank
 ) Come with us, Frank. Mrs Warren has not seen Miss Vivie for a long time; and we have prevented them from having a moment together yet.

FRANK. (quite softened, and looking at Praed with romantic admiration
 ) Of course. I forgot. Ever so thanks for reminding me. Perfect gentleman, Praddy. Always were. My ideal through life. (He rises to go, but pauses a moment between the two older men, and puts his hand on Praed's shoulder
 ) Ah, if you had only been my father instead of this unworthy old man! (He puts his other hand on his father's shoulder.
 )

REV. S. (blustering
 ) Silence, sir, silence; you are profane.

MRS WARREN. (laughing heartily
 ) You should keep him in better order, Sam. Goodnight. Here: take George his hat and stick with my compliments.

REV. S. (taking them
 ) Goodnight. (They shake hands. As he passes Vivie he shakes hands with her also and bids her good night. Then, in booming command, to Frank
 ) Come along, sir, at once. (He goes out
 )

MRS WARREN. Byebye, Praddy.

PRAED. Byebye, Kitty.

They shake hands affectionately and go out together, she accompanying him to the garden gate.

FRANK. (to Vivie
 ) Kissums?

VIVIE. (fiercely
 ) No. I hate you. (She takes a couple of books and some paper from the writing-table, and sits down with them at the middle table, at the end next the fireplace.
 )

FRANK. (grimacing
 ) Sorry. (He goes for his cap and rifle. Mrs Warren returns. He takes her hand
 ) Good night, dear Mrs Warren. (He kisses her hand. She snatches it away, her lips tightening, and looks more than half disposed to box his ears. He laughs mischievously and runs off, clapping-to the door behind him.
 )

MRS WARREN. (resigning herself to4
 an evening of boredom now that the men are gone
 ) Did you ever in your life hear anyone rattle on so? Isn't he a tease? (She sits at the table
 ) Now that I think of it, dearie, don't you go on encouraging him. I'm sure he's a regular5
 good-for-nothing.

VIVIE. (rising to fetch more books
 ) I'm afraid so. Poor Frank! I shall have to get rid of him; but I shall feel sorry for him, though he's not worth it. That man Crofts does not seem to me to be good for much either: is he? (She throws the books on the table rather roughly.
 )

MRS WARREN. (galled6
 by Vivie's indifference
 ) What do you know of men, child, to talk that way about them? You'll have to make up your mind to see a good deal of Sir George Crofts, as he's a friend of mine.

VIVIE. (quite unmoved
 ) Why? (She sits down and opens a book.
 )

Do you expect that we shall be much together? You and I, I mean?

MRS WARREN. (staring at her
 ) Of course: until youre married. Youre not going back to college again.

VIVIE. Do you think my way of life would suit you? I doubt it.

MRS WARREN. Your way of life! What do you mean?

VIVIE. (Cutting a page of her book with the paper knife on her chatelaine7

 ) Has it really never occurred to you, mother, that I have a way of life like other people?

MRS WARREN. What nonsense is this youre trying to talk? Do you want to shew your independence, now that youre a great little person at school? Dont be a fool, child.

VIVIE. (Indulgently
 ) That's all you have to say on the subject, is it, mother?

MRS WARREN. (puzzled, then angry
 ) Dont you keep on asking me questions like that. (Violently
 ) Hold your tongue. (Vivie works on, losing no time, and saying nothing.
 ) You and your way of life, indeed! What next? (She looks at Vivie again. No reply.
 ) Your way of life will be what I please, so it will. (Another pause
 ) Ive been noticing these airs in you ever since you got that tripos8
 or whatever you call it. If you think I'm going to put up with them youre mistaken; and the sooner you find it out, the better. (Muttering
 ) All I have to say on the subject, indeed! (Again raising her voice angrily
 ) Do you know who youre speaking to, Miss?

VIVIE. (Looking across at her without raising her head from her book
 ) No. Who are you? What are you?

MRS WARREN. (rising breathless
 ) You young imp!

VIVIE. Everybody knows my reputation, my social standing, and the profession I intend to pursue. I know nothing about you. What is that way of life which you invite me to share with you and Sir George Crofts, pray?

MRS WARREN. Take care. I shall do something I'll be sorry for after, and you too.

VIVIE. (putting aside her books with cool decision
 ) Well, let us drop the subject until you are better able to face it. (Looking critically at her mother
 ) You want some good walks and a little lawn tennis to set you up. You are shockingly out of condition: you were not able to manage twenty yards uphill today without stopping to pant; and your wrists are mere rolls of fat. Look at mine. (She holds out her wrists.
 )

MRS WARREN. (after looking at her helplessly, begins to whimper
 ) Vivie—

VIVIE. (springing up sharply
 ) Now pray dont begin to cry. Anything but that. I really cannot stand whimpering. I will go out of the room if you do.

MRS WARREN. (piteously
 ) Oh, my darling, how can you be so hard on me? Have I no rights over you as your mother?

VIVIE. Are you my mother?

MRS WARREN. (appalled
 ) Am I your mother! Oh, Vivie!

VIVIE. Then where are our relatives? My father? Our family friends? You claim the rights of a mother; the right to call me fool and child; to speak to me as no woman in authority over me at college dare speak to me; to dictate my way of life; and to force on me the acquaintance of a brute whom anyone can see to be the most vicious sort of London man about town. Before I give myself the trouble to resist such claims, I may as well find out whether they have any real existence.

MRS WARREN. (distracted9
 , throwing herself on her knees
 ) Oh no, no. Stop, stop. I am your mother: I swear it. Oh, you can't mean to turn on me—my own child! It's not natural. You believe me, dont you? Say you believe me.

VIVIE. Who was my father?

MRS WARREN. You dont know what youre asking. I can't tell you.

VIVIE. (determinedly
 ) Oh yes you can, if you like. I have a right to know; and you know very well that I have that right. You can refuse to tell me, if you please; but if you do, will see the last of me tomorrow morning.

MRS WARREN. Oh, it's too horrible to hear you talk like that. You wouldnt—you couldnt leave me.

VIVIE. (Ruthlessly
 ) Yes, without a moment's hesitation, if you trifle with me about this. (Shivering with disgust
 ) How can I feel sure that I may not have the contaminated blood of that brutal waster in my veins?

MRS WARREN. No, no. On my oath it's not he, nor any of the rest that you have ever met. I'm certain of that, at least.

(Vivie's eyes fasten sternly on her mother as the significance of this flashes on her.
 )

VIVIE. (slowly
 ) You are certain of that, at least. Ah! You mean that that is all you are certain of. (Thoughtfully
 ) I see. (Mrs Warren buries her face in her hands
 ) Dont do that, mother: you know you dont feel it a bit. (Mrs Warren takes down her hands and looks up deplorably at Vivie, who takes out her watch and says
 ) Well, that is enough for tonight. At what hour would you like breakfast? Is half-past eight too early for you?

MRS WARREN. (wildly
 ) My God, what sort of woman are you?

VIVIE. (coolly
 ) The sort the world is mostly made of, I should hope. Otherwise I dont understand how it gets its business done. Come (taking her mother by the wrist, and pulling her up pretty resolutely
 ): pull yourself together. Thats right.

MRS WARREN. (querulously
 ) Youre very rough with me, Vivie.

VIVIE. Nonsense. What about bed? It's past ten.

MRS WARREN. (passionately
 ) Whats the use of my going to bed? Do you think I could sleep?

VIVIE. Why not? I shall.

MRS WARREN. You! youve no heart. (She suddenly breaks out vehemently in her natural tongue—the dialect of a woman of the people—with all her affectations of maternal authority and conventional manners gone, and an overwhelming inspiration of true conviction and scorn in her
 ) Oh, I wont bear it: I wont put up with the injustice of it. What right have you to set yourself up above me like this? You boast of what you are to me—to me, who gave you the chance of being what you are. What chance had I! Shame on you for a bad daughter and a stuck-up prude!

VIVIE. (Sitting down with a shrug, no longer confident; for her replies, which have sounded sensible and strong to her so far, now begin to ring rather woodenly and even priggishly against the new tone of her mother
 ) Dont think for a moment I set myself above you in any way. You attacked me with the conventional authority of a mother: I defended myself with the conventional superiority of a respectable woman. Frankly, I am not going to stand any of your nonsense; and when you drop it I shall not expect you to stand any of mine. I shall always respect your right to your own opinions and your own way of life.

MRS WARREN. My own opinions and my own way of life! Listen to her talking! Do you think I was brought up like you? able to pick and choose my own way of life? Do you think I did what I did because I liked it, or thought it right, or wouldnt rather have gone to college and been a lady if I'd had the chance?

VIVIE. Everybody has some choice, mother. The poorest girl alive may not be able to choose between being Queen of England or Principal of Newnham; but she can choose between rag-picking and flower-selling, according to her taste. People are always blaming their circumstances for what they are. I dont believe in circumstances. The people who get on in this world are the people who get up and look for the circumstances they want, and, if they cant find them, make them.

MRS WARREN. Oh, it's easy to talk, very easy, isnt it? Here! would you like to know what my circumstances were?

VIVIE. Yes. You had better tell me. Won't you sit down?

MRS WARREN. Oh, I'll sit down; dont you be afraid. (She plants her chair farther forward with brazen energy, and sits down. Vivie is impressed in spite of herself
 ) D'you know what your gran'mother was?

VIVIE. No.

MRS WARREN. No you dont. I do. She called herself a widow and had a fried-fish shop down by the Mint, and kept herself and four daughters out of it. Two of us were sisters: that was me and Liz; and we were both good-looking and well made. I suppose our father was a well-fed man; mother pretended he was a gentleman; but I dont know. The other two were only half sisters undersized, ugly, starved looking, hard working, honest poor creatures: Liz and I would have half-murdered them if mother hadnt half-murdered us to keep our hands off them. They were the respectable ones. Well, what did they get by their respectability? I'll tell you. One of them worked in a whitelead factory twelve hours a day for nine shillings a week until she died of lead poisoning. She only expected to get her hands a little paralyzed; but she died. The other was always held up to us as a model because she married a Government labourer in the Deptford victualling yard, and kept his room and the three children neat and tidy on eighteen shillings a week—until he took to drink. That was worth being respectable for, wasnt it?

VIVIE. (now thoughtfully attentive
 ) Did you and your sister think so?

MRS WARREN. Liz didnt, I can tell you: she had more spirit10
 . We both went to a church school—that was part of the ladylike airs we gave ourselves to be superior to the children that knew nothing and went nowhere—and we stayed there until Liz went out one night and never came back. I know the school-mistress thought I'd soon follow her example; for the clergyman was always warning me that Lizzie'd end by jumping off Waterloo Bridge. Poor fool: that was all he knew about it! But I was more afraid of the whitelead factory than I was of the river; and so would you have been in my place. That clergyman got me a situation as a scullery11
 maid in a temperance restaurant where they sent out for anything you liked. Then I was waitress; and then I went to the bar at Waterloo station: fourteen hours a day serving drinks and washing glasses for four shillings a week and my board. That was considered a great promotion for me. Well, one cold, wretched night, when I was so tired I could hardly keep myself awake, who should come up for a half of Scotch but Lizzie, in a long fur cloak, elegant and comfortable, with a lot of sovereigns in her purse.

VIVIE. (grimly
 ) My aunt Lizzie!

MRS WARREN. Yes, and a very good aunt to have, too. She's living down at Winchester now, close to the cathedral, one of the most respectable ladies there. Chaperones girls at the county ball, if you please. No river for Liz, thank you! You remind me of Liz a little; she was a first-rate businesswoman—saved money from the beginning—never let herself look too like what she was—never lost her head or threw away a chance. When she saw I'd grown up good-looking she said to me across the bar“What are you doing there, you little fool? Wearing out your health and your appearance for other people's profit!”Liz was saving money then to take a house for herself in Brussels; and she thought we two could save faster than one. So she lent me some money and gave me a start, and I saved steadily and first paid her back, and then went into business with her as her partner. Why shouldn't I have done it? The house in Brussels was real high class: a much better place for a woman to be in than the factory where Anne Jane got poisoned. None of our girls were ever treated as I was treated in the scullery of that temperance place, or at the Waterloo bar, or at home. Would you have had me stay in them and become a worn out old drudge12
 before I was forty?

VIVIE. (intensely interested by this time
 ) No; but why did you choose that business? Saving money and good management will succeed in any business.

MRS WARREN. Yes, saving money. But where can a woman get the money to save in any other business? Could you save out of four shillings a week and keep yourself dressed as well? Not you. Of course, if youre a plain woman and cant earn anything more; or if you have a turn for music, or the stage, or newspaper-writing; that's different. But neither Liz nor I had any turn for such things; all we had was our appearance and our turn for pleasing men. Do you think we were such fools as to let other people trade in our good looks by employing us as shopgirls, or barmaids, or waitresses, when we could trade in them ourselves and get all the profits instead of starvation wages? Not likely.

VIVIE. You were certainly quite justified—from the business point of view.

MRS WARREN. Yes; or any other point of view. What is any respectable girl brought up to do but to catch some rich man's fancy and get the benefit of his money by marrying him? —as if a marriage ceremony could make any difference in the right or wrong of the thing! Oh! the hypocrisy of the world makes me sick! Liz and I had to work and save and calculate just like other people; elseways we should be as poor as any good-for-nothing drunken waster of a woman that thinks her luck will last for ever. (with great energy
 ) I despise such people: theyve no character; and if theres a thing I hate in a woman, it's want of character.

VIVIE. Come now, mother: frankly! Isnt it part of what you call character in a woman that she should greatly dislike such a way of making money?

MRS WARREN. Why, of course. Everybody dislikes having to work and make money; but they have to do it all the same. I'm sure Ive often pitied a poor girl, tired out and in low spirits, having to try to please some man that she doesn't care two straws for—some half-drunken fool that thinks he's making himself agreeable when he's teasing and worrying and disgusting a woman so that hardly any money could pay her for putting up with it. But she has to bear with disagreeables and take the rough with the smooth, just like a nurse in a hospital or anyone else. It's not work that any woman would do for pleasure, goodness knows; though to hear the pious people talk you would suppose it was a bed of roses.

VIVIE. Still, you consider it worth while. It pays.

MRS WARREN. Of course it's worth while to a poor girl, if she can resist temptation and is good-looking and well conducted and sensible. It's far better than any other employment open to her. I always thought that oughtnt to be. It cant be right, Vivie, that there shouldnt be better opportunities for women. I stick to that: it's wrong. But it's so, right or wrong; and a girl must make the best of it. But of course it's not worth while for a lady. If you took to it youd be a fool; but I should have been a fool if I'd taken to anything else.

VIVIE. (more and more deeply moved
 ) Mother; suppose we were both as poor as you were in those wretched old days, are you quite sure that you wouldnt advise me to try the Waterloo bar, or marry a labourer, or even go into the factory?

MRS WARREN. (indignantly
 ) Of course not. What sort of mother do you take me for! How could you keep your self-respect in such starvation and slavery? And whats a woman worth? Whats life worth! without self-respect! Why am I independent and able to give my daughter a first-rate education, when other women that had just as good opportunities are in the gutter? Because I always knew how to respect myself and control myself. Why is Liz looked up to in a cathedral town? The same reason. Where would we be now if we'd minded the clergyman's foolishness? Scrubbing floors for one and sixpence a day and nothing to look forward to but the workhouse infirmary. Dont you be led astray by people who dont know the world, my girl. The only way for a woman to provide for herself decently is for her to be good to some man that can afford to be good to her. If she's in his own station of life, let her make him marry her; but if she's far beneath him she cant expect it: why should she? It wouldnt be for her own happiness. Ask any lady in London society that has daughters; and she'll tell you the same, except that I tell you straight and she'll tell you crooked13
 . Thats all the difference.

VIVIE. (fascinated, gazing at her
 ) My dear mother; you are a wonderful woman: you are stronger than all England. And are you really and truly not one wee bit doubtful—or—or - ashamed?

MRS WARREN. Well, of course, dearie, it's only good manners to be ashamed of it; it's expected from a woman. Women have to pretend to feel a great deal that they dont feel. Liz used to be angry with me for plumping out the truth about it. She used to say that when every woman could learn enough from what was going on in the world before her eyes, there was no need to talk about it to her. But then Liz was such a perfect lady! She had the true instinct of it; while I was always a bit of a vulgarian14
 . I used to be so pleased when you sent me your photos to see that you were growing up like Liz; youve just her ladylike, determined way. But I cant stand saying one thing when everyone knows I mean another. Whats the use in such hypocrisy? If people arrange the world that way for women, theres no good pretending its arranged the other way. No: I never was a bit ashamed really. I consider I had a right to be proud of how we managed everything so respectably, and never had a word against us, and how the girls were so well taken care of. Some of them did very well, one of them married an ambassador. But of course now I darent talk about such things; whatever would they think of us! (She yawns
 ) Oh dear! I do believe I'm getting sleepy after all. (She stretches herself lazily, thoroughly relieved by her explosion, and placidly ready for her night's rest
 ).

VIVIE. I believe it is I who will not be able to sleep now. (She goes to the dresser and lights the candle. Then she extinguishes the lamp, darkening the room a good deal
 ) Better let in some fresh air before locking up. (She opens the cottage door, and finds that it is broad moonlight
 ) What a beautiful night! Look! (She draws aside the curtains of the window. The landscape is seen bathed in the radiance of the harvest moon rising over Blackdown
 )

MRS WARREN. (with a perfunctory15
 glance at the scene
 ) Yes, dear; but take care you dont catch your death of cold from the night air.

VIVIE. (contemptuously
 ) Nonsense.

MRS WARREN. (querulously
 ) Oh yes, everything I say is nonsense, according to you.

VIVIE. (turning to her quickly
 ) No: really that is not so, mother. You have got completely the better of me tonight, though I intended it to be the other way. Let us be good friends now.

MRS WARREN. (shaking her head a little ruefully
 ) So it has been the other way. But I suppose I must give in to it. I always got the worst of it from Liz; and now I suppose it'll be the same with you.

VIVIE. Well, never mind. Come: goodnight, dear old mother.

(She takes her mother in her arms
 )

MRS WARREN. (fondly
 ) I brought you up well, didnt I, dearie?

VIVIE. You did.

MRS WARREN. And youll be good to your poor old mother for it, wont you?

VIVIE. I will, dear. (Kissing her
 ) Good night.

MRS WARREN. (with unction16
 ) Blessings on my own dearie darling! a mother's blessing!

She embraces her daughter protectingly, instinctively looking upward for divine sanction.

Notes:

1. broomsquires: small country landowners.

2. assizes: law courts.

3. from the poem My Dear and Only Love, by the Marquis of Montrose（1612～1650）.

4. resigning herself to: be ready to accept or endure uncomplainingly

5. regular: thorough; complete

6. gall: hurt the feelings of; humiliate

7. chatelaine:〈陈旧用法〉系于妇人腰带上悬挂钥匙等的链子

8. tripos:（剑桥大学）荣誉学位考试

9. distracted: with the mind confused; bewildered

10. spirit: courage

11. scullery: 洗碗碟的地方

12. drudge: person who must work hard and long at unpleasant tasks

13. crooked: dishonest, not straight-forward

14. vulgarian: person of bad taste, esp. a rich person whose manners and taste are bad

15. perfunctory: done as a duty of routine but without care or interest

16. unction:（pretended, insincere) earnestness, smoothness in speech or manner

作品简评

资产阶级的肮脏金钱是剧本《华伦夫人的职业》的主题。萧伯纳开宗明义地指出，他所要揭露的是以下两个事实：第一，娼妓们是贫穷妇女为了生存而被迫卖身的；第二，像其他资本主义商业一样，卖淫是资本家们为了利润而组织起来的国际大商业，甚至教会也通过出租产业给卖淫生意而从中牟利。剧本还进一步深刻地指出，寄生的资产阶级是依靠剥削人民大众来养肥自己的，是在人民的贫苦与痛苦的基础上猎取利润的。剧作家还深刻地揭示出：在人剥削人的社会里，骇人听闻的罪恶和腐朽堕落的现象都是用所谓高尚体面的假面具来掩盖的。

在这出戏里，萧伯纳调动了多种艺术手段，加强戏剧冲突，使剧情波澜起伏，跌宕多姿，使剧本所反映的社会生活更加典型。剧中的对话和独白生动洗练，铿锵有力，节奏鲜明，读来朗朗上口，具有雄辩的说服力量。

Questions for Discussion

1. Do you think that it might be true that Vivie and Frank are brother and sister?

2. Does what Mrs Warren says hold water?

3. What do you suggest would be the root of the misery of the working class women?

4. What do you think of the characterization of Bernard Shaw in this play?

Suggested Reading List


Widowers' Houses



Major Barbara


第二节　威廉·巴特勒·叶芝（William Butler Yeats, 1865～1939）

作者及作品简介
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威廉·巴特勒·叶芝是英语世界第一流的诗人。他出生于都柏林。父亲是个画家，家境不算宽裕。1883年叶芝中学毕业后，决定要成为一名艺术家。于是他进了艺术学院，但不久他又离开了学校，开始专心从事诗歌创作。在他诗歌创作生涯早期，他主张诗的语言应当是朦胧的、暗示性的、微妙的。因此他早期的诗作是朦胧甜美而略带忧郁的，充满了美丽的辞藻，但他很快就学会将诗写得实在硬朗，而同时仍然保留了许多美丽的东西。

叶芝曾参加过爱尔兰民族主义运动，1899年他创建了爱尔兰国家剧院，更积极地参加社会活动，慢慢成为一个民族人物。有两样东西一明一暗地闪现在叶芝的诗里，一个是爱尔兰民族解放运动，一个是他个人的一套神秘主义体系。前者使他的诗增加了英雄主义的色彩，这在现代英语诗里是少见的——虽然他本人对民族解放运动，特别是武装斗争有保留；后者是叶芝本人用心构筑的，却没有毁了叶芝的诗。

在他诗歌创作最成熟的时期，他的作品是现实主义—象征主义—玄学派性质的，展现出他驾驭语词和韵律的魔力。语言既明白如话，又比一般白话更高一层，做到了透亮而又深刻。这个阶段的代表作有《塔楼》（The Tower
 , 1928）、《盘旋的楼梯》（The Winding Stair
 , 1933）。盘旋的楼梯是叶芝诗中重要的象征符号，包含着他对人生历史和哲学的深刻见解。在他看来，生活就像沿盘旋的楼梯而上，人生的旅程是一个个重复但同时又不断进步的一个过程。我们在往复盘旋的同时又在上升。

叶芝还写过诗剧，他同格里高利夫人一起主持的阿贝剧院在爱尔兰文艺复兴中起到重要作用。与叶芝同时或稍后的诗人，大都佩服他的诗才。1923年，叶芝获诺贝尔文学奖。1939年，叶芝在战火笼罩下的法国悄然辞世。他被誉为20世纪上半叶最重要的英语诗人。

他的主要诗作有:《玫瑰》（The Rose
 , 1893）、《芦苇中的风》（The Wind Among the Reeds
 , 1899）、《库尔园的野天鹅》（The Wild Swans at Coole
 , 1919）、《驶向拜占庭》（Sailing to Byzantium
 , 1926）、《丽达与天鹅》（Leda and the Swan
 , 1928）等。

作品选读1

The Lake Isle of Innisfree1


I will arise and go now2
 , and go to Innisfree,

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made3
 ;

Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,

And live alone in the bee-loud glade4
 .

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow5
 ,

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings6
 ;

There midnight's all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,

And evening full of the linnet's wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day,

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;

While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,

I hear it in the deep heart's core.

Notes:

1. Innisfree is an inlet in the lake in Irish legends. Here the author is referring to a place for hermitage.

2. I will arise and go now: 《圣经·路加福音》（Luke
 ）第十五章第十八节：“I will arise and go to my father”。这一行和《圣经》的语言类似，所以叶芝在《自传》中说它是“陈旧的语言”。

3. of clay and wattles made: 指用树枝柳条敷上泥土制成的。

4. the bee-loud glade: an open place in the wood where bees buzz loudly 指蜂鸣阵阵的林中空地。

5. peace comes dropping slow: 闲适安静的境界（peace）是点滴聚成（comes dropping slow），即慢慢形成的。

6. Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings: the veils of the morning 指清晨的薄薄烟雾。在这行中诗人用对比手法描写了有声的蟋蟀和静寂的境界，这同中国古诗中的名句“蝉噪林愈静，鸟鸣山更幽”有异曲同工之妙。

作品简评

《茵尼斯弗利岛》常被认为是叶芝最为有名最富浪漫主义的抒情小诗之一，是他在19世纪后期盛行于英国的前拉斐尔派的影响下创作的作品，也是他“第一首具有自己音调的抒情诗”。

诗人想效仿梭罗，摆脱生活的羁绊，远离浮躁的人群，听不到城市的喧嚣，躲到一个和平宁静的小岛上去：安静的自然美，就像面纱一样从天空降落。诗中出现的意象“柳条屋”、“云豆架”、“蜜蜂巢”，清晰具体，仿佛能让人闻到泥土气息，明朗生动，富有民间文学中一种质朴的生气，不同于当时流行的空洞陈腐的诗风。他在诗中还把迷人的湖岛景色和大城市灰色的人行道，作鲜明的对比，表达了自己对大城市生活的厌倦，内心渴望回归自然，过一种古老、纯朴、隐士般生活的愿望。《茵内斯弗里湖岛》一诗结构紧凑，语言流畅，富于韵律，抒发的感情和我国晋代诗人陶渊明诗中“羁鸟恋旧林，池鱼思故渊”等句所表现的感情很有相似之处。

Questions for Discussion

1. Scan the meter and rhyme. What are the effects of these musical elements upon you?

2. What do“roadway”and“pavements grey”in line 11 stand for? What is the meaning of the last two lines?

3. What does Innisfree symbolize in the poem? What emotions or ideas does the poem want to convey through it?

作品选读2

Down by the Salley Gardens

Down by the salley gardens my love and I did meet;

She passed the salley gardens with little snow-white feet.

She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree;

But I, being young and foolish, with her would not agree.

In a field by the river my love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand.

She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs;

But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears.

Question for Discussion

What is your attitude towards life and love?

作品简评

这首小诗是叶芝写得非常平实朴素诗中的一首。全诗共两节，每节四行，韵脚为aabb，比较规整。语言简练朴实，简单易懂，略带诙谐幽默，然而意义深刻，表明不同的人对待生活、爱情不同的态度。

Suggested Reading List


The Second Coming



When You Are Old



Sailing to Byzantium


第三节　戴维·赫伯特·劳伦斯（David Herbert Lawrence, 1885～1930）

作者及作品简介

[image: 124]


戴维·赫伯特·劳伦斯是英国现代主义鼎盛时期的代表作家之一。他出生于诺丁汉郡的一个煤乡，父亲是煤矿工人，母亲出生于中产阶级家庭，当过小学教师。劳伦斯受其母亲影响很大，父母关系紧张，他们之间永无休止的争吵在他心灵深处罩上了一层恐怖的阴影，这在他一生的作品中隐约可见。16岁中学毕业后，劳伦斯当了几年见习教师，后考上诺丁汉大学两年制的师资班。读书期间劳伦斯即开始第一部的小说创作，因其在书中所表现的儿女情长而受到母亲与校方的严厉批评。该书直到1911年才得以出版，定名为《白孔雀》（The White Peacock
 ）。

1908年大学毕业后劳伦斯当上正式教师。但当其母于1910年逝世时，劳伦斯沉浸在过度的悲痛和疾病之中，不得不放弃教职，从此专事创作。由于对当时英国生活中的工业化物质文明和商业气息感到厌恶，也为了逃避现实，劳伦斯一生大部分时间都是在国外度过的，过着漂泊不定的生活，1930年因肺病在法国南部逝世。

劳伦斯是一位多产作家，从1911到1930年间，创作了大量的长短篇小说、诗歌、评论等。虽然他在诗歌方面也取得了巨大成就，但确立他文坛地位的还是他的小说。他的主要作品有长篇小说《儿子与情人》（Sons and Lovers
 , 1913）、《虹》（Rainbow
 , 1915）、《恋爱中的女人》（Women in Love
 , 1916）、《查特莱夫人的情人》（Lady Chatterley's Lover
 , 1928）等。劳伦斯的不少长篇小说和短篇小说都以他熟悉的矿区为背景、以矿工的生活为素材。他在创作中融入弗洛伊德的心理学说，反映了“人的行为是性欲受到压抑的表现”。因此，他的小说以潜在的性心理作为人物性行为的动力，直接描写了性生活；同时他又强调人的原始本能，把理性作为压抑天性的因素加以摈弃，主张让本能得到最充分的发挥，以达到完美的人性。由于劳伦斯的小说对性爱描写较多，因此一直引起很大争议，被打上有伤风化的标记。但在劳伦斯看来，性爱是人类天性的一部分，是不能也无法回避的。尽管存在着争议，劳伦斯仍被大多数评论家推崇为一流小说大师。

在创作上，他摈弃了英国19世纪传统的艺术表现形式，语言质朴、精练，大量使用淳朴的生活语言。在小说结构上不重情节的发展，不追求故事的离奇和戏剧性的高潮，而重在对人物的精神世界作细腻的刻画，探索人与人，特别是男人与女人之间的关系，以及描绘难以言传的各种情绪，写出人们感情上的冲突、矛盾和复杂的内心世界。

作品选读

Snake

A snake came to my water-trough1


On a hot, hot day, and I in pyjamas for the heat,

To drink there.

In the deep, strange-scented shade of the great dark carob-tree2


I came down the steps with my pitcher3


And must wait, must stand and wait, for there he was at the trough before me.

He reached down from a fissure4
 in the earth-wall in the gloom

And trailed his yellow-brown slackness soft-bellied down, over the edge of the stone trough

And rested his throat upon the stone bottom,

And where the water had dripped from the tap, in a small clearness,

He sipped with his straight mouth,

Softly drank through his straight gums, into his slack long body,

Silently.

Someone was before me at my water-trough,

And I, like a second comer, waiting.

He lifted his head from his drinking, as cattle do,

And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do,

And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused a moment,

And stooped and drank a little more,

Being earth-brown, earth-golden from the burning bowels of the earth

On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna5
 smoking.

The voice of my education said to me

He must be killed,

For in Sicily6
 the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are venomous7
 .

And voices in me said, If you were a man

You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off.

But must I confess how I liked him,

How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at my water-trough

And depart peaceful, pacified8
 , and thankless,

Into the burning bowels of this earth?

Was it cowardice9
 , that I dared not kill him?

Was it perversity10
 , that I longed to talk to him?

Was it humility, to feel so honoured?

I felt so honoured.

And yet those voices:

If you were not afraid, you would kill him!

And truly I was afraid, I was most afraid,

But even so, honoured still more

That he should seek my hospitality

From out the dark door of the secret earth.

He drank enough

And lifted his head, dreamily, as one who has drunken,

And flickered his tongue like a forked night on the air, so black,

Seeming to lick his lips,

And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the air,

And slowly turned his head,

And slowly, very slowly, as if thrice adream,

Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round

And climb again the broken bank of my wall-face.

And as he put his head into that dreadful hole,

And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders, and entered farther,

A sort of horror, a sort of protest against his withdrawing into that horrid black hole,

Deliberately going into the blackness, and slowly drawing himself after,

Overcame me now his back was turned.

I looked round, I put down my pitcher,

I picked up a clumsy log

And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter11
 .

I think it did not hit him,

But suddenly that part of him that was left behind convulsed12
 in undignified haste.

Writhed13
 like lightning, and was gone

Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall-front,

At which, in the intense still noon, I stared with fascination.

And immediately I regretted it.

I thought how paltry14
 , how vulgar, what a mean act!

I despised myself and the voices of my accursed15
 human education.

And I thought of the albatross16


And I wished he would come back, my snake.

For he seemed to me again like a king,

Like a king in exile, uncrowned in the underworld,

Now due to be crowned again.

And so, I missed my chance with one of the lords

Of life.

And I have something to expiate17
 :

A pettiness18
 .

Notes:

1. water-trough: long narrow open box or channel for animals to feed or drink from.

2. carob-tree: red-flowered evergreen common to the Mediterranean 角豆树

3. pitcher: large container for liquids, with one or two handles and a lip for pouring 大水罐；大壶

4. fissure: long deep crack in rock or in the earth（岩石或土地中的）深长裂缝

5. Etna: volcanic mountain in Sicily, Europe's highest 埃特纳火山

6. Sicily: 西西里岛（意大利南部）

7. venomous:（of a snake) secreting poisonous fluid 分泌毒液的；有毒的

8. pacified: calm, quiet 安静的；温和的

9. cowardice: fearfulness; feelings or behaviour of a coward 胆小；怯懦

10. perversity: unreasonable or excessive feelings 不近情理；过分

11. clatter: continuous noise of hard和objects falling or knocking against each other（咔嗒的）撞击声

12. convulse: make sudden violent, uncontrollable movements 剧烈震动、摆动

13. writhe:（of the body) twist or roll about 扭动；翻滚

14. paltry: worthless, contemptible 无价值的；可鄙的

15. accursed: hateful, detestable, annoying 可恨的；可恶的；讨厌的

16. albatross: the bird that a sailor in Samuel Taylor Coleridge's“The Rime of the Ancient Mariner”long repented killing 信天翁的故事

17. expiate: accept punishment for wrong one has done and do something to show one is sorry 受罚及补偿

18. pettiness: meanness, baseness 狭隘；卑劣

作品简评

劳伦斯一生诗作甚丰，有一千余首之多。但评论界普遍认为他的诗歌与他的小说相比，质量较为参差不齐，有一部分极为优秀，堪称20世纪英语诗歌经典作品，同时也不乏大量的平庸之作，而诗歌《蛇》无疑是前一类作品的代表。

《蛇》有着极其丰富的思想意义。在现实的表层上，它讲述了诗人与一条蛇的遭遇故事，而在更深的象征层面上，它表现了诗人或者以他为代表的人类所经历的内心自我意识之间的相互冲突。劳伦斯的蛇代表着人类作为与动物无异的“血性生命”的所有本能，通过对蛇的外貌、形体到动作的细微观察和描述，诗人引发了读者对蛇性的重新思考，并进而反观西方文化传统对蛇的界定，在一定意义上颠覆了传统道德观。

全诗以无韵的自由诗体写成，而段落中反复出现的“s”音让语言有一种极度轻松感，同时诗行的长短不一以及尾韵的消失也增加了语言的自由度，突出表现了现代派诗歌的意境。同时这也是一首叙事诗，诗歌在一开篇便将一个故事的基本要素交代清楚，如角色、时间、地点、事件等。作为句子主语的蛇与出现在插入语成分中的“我”相比，有着更为重要的位置，而接下来的一段中“我”对于前来造访的蛇所表现出的敬意更进一步确立了蛇的尊贵地位，蛇在此带给人的是一种清凉、慵懒、轻柔与宁静的愉悦感。但在接下来的诗行里，诗人却企图为蛇附上某个危险的身份标记，尽管此时的诗人似乎并非有意识地想到蛇的危险，但“我所受教育发出的声音，对我说：/他必须被杀死”，这种声音与诗人内在的本能形成对立，它来自西方文化中有关蛇的传统观念，即它是邪恶和禽兽的象征。具有讽刺意味的是，那条蛇既安静又平和，毫无害人之意却最终被人伤害。全诗在诗人的忏悔声中结束。尽管诗人一再诅咒人类教育中那些专嗜扼杀美好天性的力量，却无力挽回那已失去的本能自我。但另一方面，此时的诗人显然已经摆脱了那些固有的社会意识的影响，也因此能有足够大的心胸进行深刻的反省。劳伦斯用他创造的富有积极意义的蛇形象颠覆了人们幻想中的凶残的禽兽形象，如此不仅为自然界的兽类还为人“内心之兽”洗去了不白之冤。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the symbolic meaning of snake in this poem?

2. Has the poet's attitude toward the snake changed throughout the poem? Why?

3. What is the theme of the poem? Can you find social and religious themes throughout the poem?

作品选读2

The Horse Dealer's Daughter

“Well, Mabel, and what are you going to do with yourself?”asked Joe, with foolish flippancy1
 . He felt quite safe himself. Without listening for an answer, he turned aside, worked a grain of tobacco to the tip of his tongue, and spat it out. He did not care about anything, since he felt safe himself.

The three brothers and the sister sat round the desolate breakfast table, attempting some sort of desultory consultation. The morning's post had given the final tap to the family fortunes, and all was over. The dreary dining-room itself, with its heavy mahogany furniture, looked as if it were waiting to be done away with.

But the consultation amounted to nothing. There was a strange air of ineffectuality about the three men, as they sprawled at table, smoking and reflecting vaguely on their own condition. The girl was alone, a rather short, sullen-looking young woman of twenty-seven. She did not share the same life as her brothers. She would have been good-looking, save for the impassive fixity of her face,“bull-dog”, as her brothers called it.

There was a confused tramping of horses' feet outside. The three men all sprawled round in their chairs to watch. Beyond the dark holly bushes that separated the strip of lawn from the highroad, they could see a cavalcade2
 of shire horses3
 swinging out of their own yard, being taken for exercise. This was the last time. These were the last horses that would go through their hands. The young men watched with critical, callous look. They were all frightened at the collapse of their lives, and the sense of disaster in which they were involved left them no inner freedom.

Yet they were three fine, well-set fellows enough. Joe, the eldest, was a man of thirty-three, broad and handsome in a hot, flushed way. His face was red, he twisted his black moustache over a thick finger, his eyes were shallow and restless. He had a sensual way of uncovering his teeth when he laughed, and his bearing was stupid. Now he watched the horses with a glazed look of helplessness in his eyes, a certain stupor of downfall.

The great draught-horses4
 swung past. They were tied head to tail, four of them, and they heaved along to where a lane branched off from the highroad, planting their great hoofs floutingly in the fine black mud, swinging their great rounded haunches sumptuously, and trotting a few sudden steps as they were led into the lane, round the corner. Every movement showed a massive, slumbrous strength, and a stupidity which held them in subjection. The groom5
 at the head looked back, jerking the leading rope. And the cavalcade moved out of sight up the lane, the tail of the last horse, bobbed up tight and stiff, held out taut from the swinging great haunches as they rocked behind the hedges in a motion-like sleep.

Joe watched with glazed hopeless eyes. The horses were almost like his own body to him. He felt he was done for now. Luckily he was engaged to a woman as old as himself, and therefore her father, who was steward of a neighbouring estate, would provide him with a job. He would marry and go into harness. His life was over, he would be a subject animal now.

He turned uneasily aside, the retreating steps of the horses echoing in his ears. Then, with foolish restlessness, he reached for the scraps of bacon-rind from the plates, and making a faint whistling sound, flung them to the terrier that lay against the fender. He watched the dog swallow them, and waited till the creature looked into his eyes. Then a faint grin came on his face, and in a high, foolish voice he said:

“You won't get much more bacon, shall you, you little b —?”

The dog faintly and dismally wagged its tail, then lowered his haunches, circled round, and lay down again.

There was another helpless silence at the table. Joe sprawled uneasily in his seat, not willing to go till the family conclave6
 was dissolved. Fred Henry, the second brother, was erect, clean-limbed, alert. He had watched the passing of the horses with more sang-froid7
 . If he was an animal, like Joe, he was an animal which controls, not one which is controlled. He was master of any horse, and he carried himself with a well-tempered air of mastery. But he was not master of the situations of life. He pushed his coarse brown moustache upwards, off his lip, and glanced irritably at his sister, who sat impassive and inscrutable.

“You'll go and stop with Lucy for a bit, shan't you?”he asked. The girl did not answer.

“I don't see what else you can do,”persisted Fred Henry.

“Go as a skivvy8
 , ”Joe interpolated laconically9
 .

The girl did not move a muscle.

“If I was her, I should go in for training for a nurse,”said Malcolm, the youngest of them all. He was the baby of the family, a young man of twenty-two, with a fresh, jaunty museau10
 .

But Mabel did not take any notice of him. They had talked at her and round her for so many years, that she hardly heard them at all.

The marble clock on the mantel-piece softly chimed the half-hour, the dog rose uneasily from the hearthrug and looked at the party at the breakfast table. But still they sat on in ineffectual conclave.

“Oh, all right,”said Joe suddenly, apropos of11
 nothing.“I'll get a move on.”

He pushed back his chair, straddled his knees with a downward jerk, to get them free, in horsey fashion, and went to the fire. Still he did not go out of the room; he was curious to know what the others would do or say. He began to charge his pipe, looking down at the dog and saying, in a high, affected voice:

“Going wi' me? Going wi' me are ter12
 ? Tha'rt goin' further than tha counts on just now, dost hear?”

The dog faintly wagged its tail, the man stuck out his jaw and covered his pipe with his hands, and puffed intently, losing himself in the tobacco, looking down all the while at the dog with an absent brown eye. The dog looked up at him in mournful distrust. Joe stood with his knees stuck out, in real horsey fashion.

“Have you had a letter from Lucy?”Fred Henry asked of his sister.

“Last week,”came the neutral reply.

“And what does she say?”

There was no answer.

“Does she ask you to go and stop there?”persisted Fred Henry.

“She says I can if I like.”

“Well, then, you'd better. Tell her you'll come on Monday.”

This was received in silence.

“That's what you'll do then, is it?”said Fred Henry, in some exasperation.

But she made no answer. There was a silence of futility and irritation in the room. Malcolm grinned fatuously13
 .

“You'll have to make up your mind between now and next Wednesday,”said Joe loudly,“or else find yourself lodgings on the kerbstone.”

The face of the young woman darkened, but she sat on immutable.

“Here's Jack Fergusson!”exclaimed Malcolm, who was looking aimlessly out of the window.

“Where?”exclaimed Joe, loudly.

“Just gone past.”

“Coming in?”

Malcolm craned his neck to see the gate.

“Yes,”he said.

There was a silence. Mabel sat on like one condemned, at the head of the table. Then a whistle was heard from the kitchen. The dog got up and barked sharply. Joe opened the door and shouted:

“Come on.”

After a moment a young man entered. He was muffled up in overcoat and a purple woollen scarf, and his tweed cap, which he did not remove, was pulled down on his head. He was of medium height, his face was rather long and pale, his eyes looked tired.

“Hello, Jack! Well, Jack!”exclaimed Malcolm and Joe. Fred Henry merely said,“Jack.”

“What's doing?”asked the newcomer, evidently addressing Fred Henry.

“Same. We've got to be out by Wednesday. Got a cold?”

“I have-got it bad, too.”

“Why don't you stop in?”

“Me stop in? When I can't stand on my legs, perhaps I shall have a chance.”The young man spoke huskily. He had a slight Scotch accent.

“It's a knock-out, isn't it,”said Joe, boisterously14
 ,“if a doctor goes round croaking with a cold. Looks bad for the patients, doesn't it?”

The young doctor looked at him slowly.

“Anything the matter with you, then?”he asked sarcastically.

“Not as I know of. Damn your eyes, I hope not. Why?”

“I thought you were very concerned about the patients, wondered if you might be one yourself.”

“Damn it, no, I've never been patient to no flaming doctor, and hope I never shall be,”returned Joe.

At this point Mabel rose from the table, and they all seemed to become aware of her existence. She began putting the dishes together. The young doctor looked at her, but did not address her. He had not greeted her. She went out of the room with the tray, her face impassive and unchanged.

“When are you off then, all of you?”asked the doctor.

“I'm catching the eleven-forty,”replied Malcolm.“Are you goin' down wi' th' trap15
 , Joe?”

“Yes, I've told you I'm going down wi' th' trap, haven't I?”

“We'd better be getting her in16
 then. So long, Jack, if I don't see you before I go,”said Malcolm, shaking hands.

He went out, followed by Joe, who seemed to have his tail between his legs.

“Well, this is the devil's own,”exclaimed the doctor, when he was left alone with Fred Henry.“Going before Wednesday, are you?”

“That's the orders,”replied the other.

“Where, to Northampton17
 ?”

“That's it.”

“The devil!”exclaimed Fergusson, with quiet chagrin18
 .

And there was silence between the two.

“All settled up, are you?”asked Fergusson.

“About.”

There was another pause.

“Well, I shall miss yer, Freddy, boy,”said the young doctor.

“And I shall miss thee, Jack,”returned the other.

“Miss you like hell,”mused the doctor.

Fred Henry turned aside. There was nothing to say. Mabel came in again, to finish clearing the table.

“What are you going to do, then, Miss Pervin?”asked Fergusson.“Going to your sister's, are you?”

Mabel looked at him with her steady, dangerous eyes, that always made him uncomfortable, unsettling his superficial ease.

“No,”she said.

“Well, what in the name of fortune are you going to do? Say what you mean to do,”cried Fred Henry, with futile intensity.

But she only averted her head, and continued her work. She folded the white table-cloth, and put on the chenille cloth.

“The sulkiest bitch that ever trod!”muttered her brother.

But she finished her task with perfectly impassive face, the young doctor watching her interestedly all the while. Then she went out.

Fred Henry stared after her, clenching his lips, his blue eyes fixing in sharp antagonism, as he made a grimace19
 of sour exasperation.

“You could bray her into bits, and that's all you'd get out of her,”he said, in a small, narrowed tone.

The doctor smiled faintly.

“What's she going to do, then?”he asked.

“Strike me if I know!”returned the other.

There was a pause. Then the doctor stirred.

“I'll be seeing you tonight, shall I?”he said to his friend.

“Ay — where's it to be? Are we going over to Jessdale?”

“I don't know. I've got such a cold on me. I'll come round to the Moon and Stars, anyway.”

“Let Lizzie and May miss their night for once, eh?”

“That's it — if I feel as I do now.”

“All's one —”

The two young men went through the passage and down to the back door together. The house was large, but it was servantless now, and desolate. At the back was a small bricked house-yard, and beyond that a big square, gravelled fine and red, and having stables on two sides. Sloping, dank, winter-dark fields stretched away on the open sides.

But the stables were empty. Joseph Pervin, the father of the family, had been a man of no education, who had become a fairly large horse dealer. The stables had been full of horses, there was a great turmoil and come-and-go of horses and of dealers and grooms. Then the kitchen was full of servants. But of late things had declined. The old man had married a second time, to retrieve his fortunes. Now he was dead and everything was gone to the dogs, there was nothing but debt and threatening.

For months, Mabel had been servantless in the big house, keeping the home together in penury20
 for her ineffectual brothers. She had kept house for ten years. But previously, it was with unstinted means. Then, however brutal and coarse everything was, the sense of money had kept her proud, confident. The men might be foul-mouthed, the women in the kitchen might have bad reputations, her brothers might have illegitimate children. But so long as there was money, the girl felt herself established, and brutally proud, reserved.

No company came to the house, save dealers and coarse men. Mabel had no associates of her own sex, after her sister went away. But she did not mind. She went regularly to church, she attended to her father. And she lived in the memory of her mother, who had died when she was fourteen, and whom she had loved. She had loved her father, too, in a different way, depending upon him, and feeling secure in him, until at the age of fifty-four he married again. And then she had set hard against him. Now he had died and left them all hopelessly in debt.

She had suffered badly during the period of poverty. Nothing, however, could shake the curious, sullen, animal pride that dominated each member of the family. Now, for Mabel, the end had come. Still she would not cast about her. She would follow her own way just the same. She would always hold the keys of her own situation. Mindless and persistent, she endured from day to day. Why should she think? Why should she answer anybody? It was enough that this was the end, and there was no way out. She need not pass any more darkly along the main street of the small town, avoiding every eye. She need not demean herself any more, going into the shops and buying the cheapest food. This was at an end. She thought of nobody, not even of herself. Mindless and persistent, she seemed in a sort of ecstasy to be coming nearer to her fulfilment, her own glorification, approaching her dead mother, who was glorified.

In the afternoon she took a little bag, with shears and sponge and a small scrubbing brush, and went out. It was a grey, wintry day, with saddened, dark-green fields and an atmosphere blackened by the smoke of foundries not far off. She went quickly, darkly along the causeway, heeding nobody, through the town to the churchyard.

There she always felt secure, as if no one could see her, although as a matter of fact she was exposed to the stare of everyone who passed along under the churchyard wall. Nevertheless, once under the shadow of the great looming church, among the graves, she felt immune from the world, reserved within the thick churchyard wall as in another country.

Carefully she clipped the grass from the grave, and arranged the pinky-white, small chrysanthemums in the tin cross. When this was done, she took an empty jar from a neighbouring grave, brought water, and carefully, most scrupulously sponged the marble headstone and the coping-stone21
 .

It gave her sincere satisfaction to do this. She felt in immediate contact with the world of her mother. She took minute pains, went through the park in a state bordering on pure happiness, as if in performing this task she came into a subtle, intimate connection with her mother. For the life she followed here in the world was far less real than the world of death she inherited from her mother.

The doctor's house was just by the church. Fergusson, being a mere hired assistant, was slave to the countryside. As he hurried now to attend to the outpatients in the surgery, glancing across the graveyard with his quick eye, he saw the girl at her task at the grave. She seemed so intent and remote, it was like looking into another world. Some mystical element was touched in him. He slowed down as he walked, watching her as if spell-bound.

She lifted her eyes, feeling him looking. Their eyes met. And each looked again at once, each feeling, in some way, found out by the other. He lifted his cap and passed on down the road. There remained distinct in his consciousness, like a vision, the memory of her face, lifted from the tombstone in the churchyard, and looking at him with slow, large, portentous eyes. It was portentous, her face. It seemed to mesmerize22
 him. There was a heavy power in her eyes which laid hold of his whole being, as if he had drunk some powerful drug. He had been feeling weak and done before. Now the life came back into him, he felt delivered from his own fretted, daily self.

He finished his duties at the surgery as quickly as might be, hastily filling up the bottles of the waiting people with cheap drugs. Then, in perpetual haste, he set off again to visit several cases in another part of his round, before teatime. At all times he preferred to walk, if he could, but particularly when he was not well. He fancied the motion restored him.

The afternoon was falling. It was grey, deadened, and wintry, with a slow, moist, heavy coldness sinking in and deadening all the faculties. But why should he think or notice? He hastily climbed the hill and turned across the dark-green fields, following the black cinder-track. In the distance, across a shallow dip in the country, the small town was clustered like smouldering ash, a tower, a spire, a heap of low, raw, extinct houses. And on the nearest fringe of the town, sloping into the dip, was Oldmeadow, the Pervins' house. He could see the stables and the outbuildings distinctly, as they lay towards him on the slope. Well, he would not go there many more times! Another resource would be lost to him, another place gone: the only company he cared for in the alien, ugly little town he was losing. Nothing but work, drudgery, constant hastening from dwelling to dwelling among the colliers23
 and the iron-workers. It wore him out, but at the same time he had a craving for it. It was a stimulant to him to be in the homes of the working people, moving as it were through the innermost body of their life. His nerves were excited and gratified. He could come so near, into the very lives of the rough, inarticulate, powerfully emotional men and women. He grumbled, he said he hated the hellish hole. But as a matter of fact it excited him, the contact with the rough, strongly-feeling people was a stimulant applied direct to his nerves.

Below Oldmeadow, in the green, shallow, soddened hollow of fields, lay a square, deep pond. Roving across the landscape, the doctor's quick eye detected a figure in black passing through the gate of the field, down towards the pond. He looked again. It would be Mabel Pervin. His mind suddenly became alive and attentive.

Why was she going down there? He pulled up on the path on the slope above, and stood staring. He could just make sure of the small black figure moving in the hollow of the failing day. He seemed to see her in the midst of such obscurity, that he was like a clairvoyant24
 , seeing rather with the mind's eye than with ordinary sight. Yet he could see her positively enough, whilst he kept his eye attentive. He felt, if he looked away from her, in the thick, ugly falling dusk, he would lose her altogether.

He followed her minutely as she moved, direct and intent, like something transmitted rather than stirring in voluntary activity, straight down the field towards the pond. There she stood on the bank for a moment. She never raised her head. Then she waded slowly into the water.

He stood motionless as the small black figure walked slowly and deliberately towards the centre of the pond, very slowly, gradually moving deeper into the motionless water, and still moving forward as the water got up to her breast. Then he could see her no more in the dusk of the dead afternoon.

“There!”he exclaimed.“Would you believe it?”

And he hastened straight down, running over the wet, soddened fields, pushing through the hedges, down into the depression of callous wintry obscurity. It took him several minutes to come to the pond. He stood on the bank, breathing heavily. He could see nothing. His eyes seemed to penetrate the dead water. Yes, perhaps that was the dark shadow of her black clothing beneath the surface of the water.

He slowly ventured into the pond. The bottom was deep, soft clay, he sank in, and the water clasped dead cold round his legs. As he stirred he could smell the cold, rotten clay that fouled up into the water. It was objectionable in his lungs. Still, repelled and yet not heeding, he moved deeper into the pond. The cold water rose over his thighs, over his loins, upon his abdomen. The lower part of his body was all sunk in the hideous cold element. And the bottom was so deeply soft and uncertain, he was afraid of pitching with his mouth underneath. He could not swim, and was afraid.

He crouched a little, spreading his hands under the water and moving them round, trying to feel for her. The dead cold pond swayed upon his chest. He moved again, a little deeper, and again, with his hands underneath, he felt all around under the water. And he touched her clothing. But it evaded his fingers. He made a desperate effort to grasp it.

And so doing he lost his balance and went under, horribly, suffocating in the foul earthy water, struggling madly for a few moments. At last, after what seemed an eternity, he got his footing, rose again into the air and looked around. He gasped, and knew he was in the world. Then he looked at the water. She had risen near him. He grasped her clothing, and drawing her nearer, turned to take his way to land again.

He went very slowly, carefully, absorbed in the slow progress. He rose higher, climbing out of the pond. The water was now only about his legs; he was thankful, full of relief to be out of the clutches of the pond. He lifted her and staggered on to the bank, out of the horror of wet, grey clay.

He laid her down on the bank. She was quite unconscious and running with water. He made the water come from her mouth, he worked to restore her. He did not have to work very long before he could feel the breathing begin again in her; she was breathing naturally. He worked a little longer. He could feel her live beneath his hands; she was coming back. He wiped her face, wrapped her in his overcoat, looked round into the dim, dark-grey world, then lifted her and staggered down the bank and across the fields.

It seemed an unthinkably long way, and his burden so heavy he felt he would never get to the house. But at last he was in the stable-yard, and then in the house-yard. He opened the door and went into the house. In the kitchen he laid her down on the hearthrug, and called. The house was empty. But the fire was burning in the grate.

Then again he kneeled to attend to her. She was breathing regularly, her eyes were wide open and as if conscious, but there seemed something missing in her look. She was conscious in herself, but unconscious of her surroundings.

He ran upstairs, took blankets from a bed, and put them before the fire to warm. Then he removed her saturated, earthy-smelling clothing, rubbed her dry with a towel, and wrapped her naked in the blankets. Then he went into the dining-room, to look for spirits. There was a little whisky. He drank a gulp himself, and put some into her mouth.

The effect was instantaneous. She looked full into his face, as if she had been seeing him for some time, and yet had only just become conscious of him.

“Dr. Fergusson?”she said.

“What?'”he answered.

He was divesting himself of his coat, intending to find some dry clothing upstairs. He could not bear the smell of the dead, clayey water, and he was mortally afraid for his own health.

“What did I do?”she asked.

“Walked into the pond,”he replied. He had begun to shudder like one sick, and could hardly attend to her. Her eyes remained full on him, he seemed to be going dark in his mind, looking back at her helplessly. The shuddering became quieter in him, his life came back in him, dark and unknowing, but strong again.

“Was I out of my mind?”she asked, while her eyes were fixed on him all the time.

“Maybe, for the moment,”he replied. He felt quiet, because his strength had come back. The strange fretful strain had left him.

“Am I out of my mind now?”she asked.

“Are you?”he reflected a moment.“No,”he answered truthfully,“I don't see that you are.”He turned his face aside. He was afraid now, because he felt dazed, and felt dimly that her power was stronger than his, in this issue. And she continued to look at him fixedly all the time.“Can you tell me where I shall find some dry things to put on?”he asked.

“Did you dive into the pond for me?”she asked.

“No,”he answered.“I walked in. But I went in overhead as well.”

There was silence for a moment. He hesitated. He very much wanted to go upstairs to get into dry clothing. But there was another desire in him. And she seemed to hold him. His will seemed to have gone to sleep, and left him, standing there slack before her. But he felt warm inside himself. He did not shudder at all, though his clothes were sodden on him.

“Why did you?”she asked.

“Because I didn't want you to do such a foolish thing,”he said.

“It wasn't foolish,”she said, still gazing at him as she lay on the floor, with a sofa cushion under her head.“It was the right thing to do. I knew best, then.”

“I'll go and shift these wet things,”he said. But still he had not the power to move out of her presence, until she sent him. It was as if she had the life of his body in her hands, and he could not extricate himself. Or perhaps he did not want to.

Suddenly she sat up. Then she became aware of her own immediate condition. She felt the blankets about her, she knew her own limbs. For a moment it seemed as if her reason were going. She looked round, with wild eye, as if seeking something. He stood still with fear. She saw her clothing lying scattered.

“Who undressed me?”she asked, her eyes resting full and inevitable on his face.

“I did,”he replied,“to bring you round.”

For some moments she sat and gazed at him awfully, her lips parted.

“Do you love me then?”she asked.

He only stood and stared at her, fascinated. His soul seemed to melt.

She shuffled25
 forward on her knees, and put her arms round him, round his legs, as he stood there, pressing her breasts against his knees and thighs, clutching him with strange, convulsive certainty, pressing his thighs against her, drawing him to her face, her throat, as she looked up at him with flaring, humble eyes, of transfiguration, triumphant in first possession.

“You love me,”she murmured, in strange transport, yearning and triumphant and confident.“You love me. I know you love me, I know.”

And she was passionately kissing his knees, through the wet clothing, passionately and indiscriminately kissing his knees, his legs, as if unaware of everything.

He looked down at the tangled wet hair, the wild, bare, animal shoulders. He was amazed, bewildered, and afraid. He had never thought of loving her. He had never wanted to love her. When he rescued her and restored her, he was a doctor, and she was a patient. He had had no single personal thought of her. Nay, this introduction of the personal element was very distasteful to him, a violation of his professional honour. It was horrible to have her there embracing his knees. It was horrible. He revolted from it, violently. And yet-and yet-he had not the power to break away.

She looked at him again, with the same supplication of powerful love, and that same transcendent, frightening light of triumph. In view of the delicate flame which seemed to come from her face like a light, he was powerless. And yet he had never intended to love her. He had never intended. And something stubborn in him could not give way.

“You love me,”she repeated, in a murmur of deep, rhapsodic assurance.“You love me.”

Her hands were drawing him, drawing him down to her. He was afraid, even a little horrified. For he had, really, no intention of loving her. Yet her hands were drawing him towards her. He put out his hand quickly to steady himself, and grasped her bare shoulder. A flame seemed to burn the hand that grasped her soft shoulder. He had no intention of loving her: his whole will was against his yielding. It was horrible. And yet wonderful was the touch of her shoulders, beautiful the shining of her face. Was she perhaps mad? He had a horror of yielding to her. Yet something in him ached also.

He had been staring away at the door, away from her. But his hand remained on her shoulder. She had gone suddenly very still. He looked down at her. Her eyes were now wide with fear, with doubt, the light was dying from her face, a shadow of terrible grayness was returning. He could not bear the touch of her eyes' question upon him, and the look of death behind the question.

With an inward groan he gave way, and let his heart yield towards her. A sudden gentle smile came on his face. And her eyes, which never left his face, slowly, slowly filled with tears. He watched the strange water rise in her eyes, like some slow fountain coming up. And his heart seemed to burn and melt away in his breast.

He could not bear to look at her any more. He dropped on his knees and caught her head with his arms and pressed her face against his throat. She was very still. His heart, which seemed to have broken, was burning with a kind of agony in his breast. And he felt her slow, hot tears wetting his throat. But he could not move.

He felt the hot tears wet his neck and the hollows of his neck, and he remained motionless, suspended through one of man's eternities. Only now it had become indispensable to him to have her face pressed close to him; he could never let her go again. He could never let her head go away from the close clutch of his arm. He wanted to remain like that for ever, with his heart hurting him in a pain that was also life to him. Without knowing, he was looking down on her damp, soft brown hair.

Then, as it were suddenly, he smelt the horrid stagnant smell of that water. And at the same moment she drew away from him and looked at him. Her eyes were wistful and unfathomable. He was afraid of them, and he fell to kissing her, not knowing what he was doing. He wanted her eyes not to have that terrible, wistful, unfathomable look.

When she turned her face to him again, a faint delicate flush was glowing, and there was again dawning that terrible shining of joy in her eyes, which really terrified him, and yet which he now wanted to see, because he feared the look of doubt still more.

“You love me?”she said, rather faltering.

“Yes.”The word cost him a painful effort. Not because it wasn't true. But because it was too newly true, the saying seemed to tear open again his newly-torn heart. And he hardly wanted it to be true, even now.

She lifted her face to him, and he bent forward and kissed her on the mouth, gently, with the one kiss that is an eternal pledge. And as he kissed her his heart strained again in his breast. He never intended to love her. But now it was over. He had crossed over the gulf to her, and all that he had left behind had shrivelled and become void.

After the kiss, her eyes again slowly filled with tears. She sat still, away from him, with her face drooped aside, and her hands folded in her lap. The tears fell very slowly. There was complete silence. He too sat there motionless and silent on the hearthrug. The strange pain of his heart that was broken seemed to consume him. That he should love her? That this was love! That he should be ripped open in this way! Him, a doctor! How they would all jeer if they knew! It was agony to him to think they might know.

In the curious naked pain of the thought he looked again to her. She was sitting there drooped into a muse. He saw a tear fall, and his heart flared hot. He saw for the first time that one of her shoulders was quite uncovered, one arm bare, he could see one of her small breasts; dimly, because it had become almost dark in the room.

“Why are you crying?”he asked, in an altered voice.

She looked up at him, and behind her tears the consciousness of her situation for the first time brought a dark look of shame to her eyes.

“I'm not crying, really,”she said, watching him half frightened.

He reached his hand, and softly closed it on her bare arm.

“I love you! I love you!”he said in a soft, low vibrating voice, unlike himself.

She shrank, and dropped her head. The soft, penetrating grip of his hand on her arm distressed her. She looked up at him.

“I want to go,”she said.“I want to go and get you some dry things.”

“Why?”he said.“I'm all right.”

“But I want to go,”she said.“And I want you to change your things.”

He released her arm, and she wrapped herself in the blanket, looking at him rather frightened. And still she did not rise.

“Kiss me,”she said wistfully.

He kissed her, but briefly, half in anger.

Then, after a second, she rose nervously, all mixed up in the blanket. He watched her in her confusion, as she tried to extricate herself and wrap herself up so that she could walk. He watched her relentlessly, as she knew. And as she went, the blanket trailing, and as he saw a glimpse of her feet and her white leg, he tried to remember her as she was when he had wrapped her in the blanket. But then he didn't want to remember, because she had been nothing to him then, and his nature revolted from remembering her as she was when she was nothing to him.

A tumbling, muffled noise from within the dark house startled him. Then he heard her voice:“There are clothes.”He rose and went to the foot of the stairs, and gathered up the garments she had thrown down. Then he came back to the fire, to rub himself down and dress. He grinned at his own appearance when he had finished.

The fire was sinking, so he put on coal. The house was now quite dark, save for the light of a street-lamp that shone in faintly from beyond the holly trees. He lit the gas with matches he found on the mantelpiece. Then he emptied the pockets of his own clothes, and threw all his wet things in a heap into the scullery. After which he gathered up her sodden clothes, gently, and put them in a separate heap on the copper-top in the scullery.

It was six o'clock on the clock. His own watch had stopped. He ought to go back to the surgery. He waited, and still she did not come down. So he went to the foot of the stairs and called:

“I shall have to go.”

Almost immediately he heard her coming down. She had on her best dress of black voile, and her hair was tidy, but still damp. She looked at him — and in spite of herself, smiled.

“I don't like you in those clothes,”she said.

“Do I look a sight?”he answered.

They were shy of one another.

“I'll make you some tea,”she said.

“No, I must go.”

“Must you?”And she looked at him again with the wide, strained, doubtful eyes. And again, from the pain of his breast, he knew how he loved her. He went and bent to kiss her, gently, passionately, with his heart's painful kiss.

“And my hair smells so horrible,”she murmured in distraction.“And I'm so awful, I'm so awful! Oh, no, I'm too awful.”And she broke into bitter, heartbroken sobbing.“You can't want to love me, I'm horrible.”

“Don't be silly, don't be silly,”he said, trying to comfort her, kissing her, holding her in his arms.“I want you, I want to marry you, we're going to be married, quickly, quickly-to-morrow if I can.”

But she only sobbed terribly, and cried:

“I feel awful. I feel awful. I feel I'm horrible to you.”

“No, I want you, I want you,”was all he answered, blindly, with that terrible intonation which frightened her almost more than her horror lest he should not want her.

Notes:

1. flippancy: quality of not showing sufficient respect or seriousness 轻率；轻浮

2. cavalcade: procession of people on horseback 骑马的行列

3. shire horse: powerful breed of horse used for pulling carts or wagons（用于拉车的）夏尔马

4. draught-horse: one that pulls heavy loads 挽马，役马

5. groom: servant in charge of horses 马夫

6. conclave:（private) meeting（秘密）会议

7. sang-froid: calmness in face of danger or in an emergency 冷静；镇定

8. skivvy: a depreciatory term for a domestic servant 仆人；下人

9. laconically: tersely, briefly 简明地

10. museau: slang for face or mug

11. apropos of: with reference to, concerning 关于，至于

12. Go wi' me are ter?: Go with me are you?

13. fatuously: stupidly, foolishly 愚蠢地，笨地

14. boisterously: noisily, cheerfully 喧闹地；活跃地

15. trap: a small carriage 轻便马车

16. get (sb./sth.）in: cause to be in, gather or collect

17. Northampton: 北安普敦（英国英格兰中部城市）

18. chagrin: disappointment or annoyance 失望，懊恼

19. grimace: ugly twisted expression on the face, expressing pain or disgust 怪相，鬼脸

20. penury: extreme poverty 贫穷

21. coping-stone: stone covering the headstone 压顶石

22. mesmerize: hold the attention of (sb.）completely 迷住，吸引住（某人）

23. collier: coal miner 煤矿工人

24. clairvoyant: person having the supposed power of seeing in the mind either future events or things that exist or are happening out of sight 有超人视力或洞察力的人

25. shuffle: walk without lifting the feet completely clear of the ground 拖着脚步走

作品简评

劳伦斯的短篇小说《马贩子的女儿》创作于1916年1月，此时已是他前十年写作生涯的后期，也是他对现代工业社会的认识和男女两性关系的探索日趋成熟的阶段，他的创作手法已经形成自己独特的艺术风格。他认为，高度物质文明的机器时代和战争的结果使人丧失了原始的天性。为此，他试图在自己的作品中从两性的自然本能出发去寻找人的天性。短篇小说《马贩子的女儿》被评论家们称为“觉醒的诗篇”，作品娴熟地运用了心理分析的手法．通过情感体验来展示人物的心态，挖掘本能与理智间的关系，以及对人的作用，企图从人的自然本能中寻求一种能维护人性的信念。小说讲述的是女主人公梅宝和年轻乡村医生之间发生的微妙的爱情故事。身为马贩子的女儿，梅宝的家境曾一度富足。但父亲去世后。家道中落，三个哥哥冷酷无能，只顾竞相择路而逃，梅宝不堪内心的孤独和世事的炎凉，在为母亲上完坟后，选择溺水来结束自己无望的生命。但碰巧被乡村医生费格森冒着生命危险从水中救出。本能的冲动使她重新燃起生命和爱情之火，而爱欲的本能也在费格森的内心深处萌动并在他几乎麻木的身体里注入了一股生命的活力。表面上这是一个爱情故事，实际上劳伦斯向我们暗示了这对年轻男女由于所处环境的压抑使他们丧失了爱的能力，从而导致了各自的孤独悲剧。

小说围绕理智与本能这一主线，以精湛、细腻的笔法刻画了人物的无意识心理，展示了人的心灵深处最隐秘的角落，揭示了人性的深层欲望。作者一如既往地诠释了人性回归主题，强调性在人的本性中的作用。与以往的创作不同的是，劳伦斯特别关注了爱的本能与死亡本能之间的复杂关系。爱的本能一旦获释，便能与死亡本能相抗衡，遏制人性固有的毁灭性冲动，使人恢复生机和活力；而当爱的本能受到抑制时，生命的活力将让位于死神的魔掌。在某种程度上，《马贩子的女儿》体现了劳伦斯追求和谐统一的两性关系以改善人类生存状况的理想。同时小说通过大量运用象征手法，描写了工业发展带来的自然环境的恶化：如到处阴沉沉、暗淡无光，连空气都让工厂冒出的浓烟熏得黑糊糊的，潮湿凛冽的寒气使人感到窒息；小说也提出了一些影响人们意识的社会因素：金钱意识，冷漠的人际关系，宗教的禁欲主义，家庭的败落等等。

Questions for Discussion

1. What does this story say about the nature of love? What does it insinuate about the relationship between men and women?

2. Do you think Lawrence's way of representing love is authentic and accurate, or do you find it contrived? Explain your reasons.

3. What is the prevailing mood of the story? How much of this is contributed by the language and the descriptive passages?

4. What value does Lawrence seem to place on personality, rational intentions, and civilized ideas of duty?

Suggested Reading List


Women in Love



Lady Chatterley's Lover



The White Peacock


第四节　詹姆斯·乔伊斯（James Joyce, 1882～1941）

作者及作品简介

[image: 141]


詹姆斯·乔伊斯出生于爱尔兰首都都柏林，自幼喜爱学习语言，后掌握了多种外语。他广泛阅读各种书籍，对文学产生了浓厚的兴趣，接受了严格的古典文化以及宗教教育。19世纪末，爱尔兰政局动荡不安，罗马天主教势力无孔不入。乔伊斯不满爱尔兰天主教的偏执与狭隘以及都柏林知识界令人窒息的空气，因此大学一毕业便离家赴欧洲大陆，从此长期侨居国外，实施“自我放逐”。他的生活并不安逸，晚年又患严重的眼疾，多年来一直为贫困所困扰，常常食不果腹。

乔伊斯的文学生涯也坎坷不平，由于他的作品无论在内容上还是在技巧上都有高度的实验性，出版时历经磨难，出版后又屡遭非议。他的主要作品包括短篇小说集《都柏林人》（Dubliners
 , 1914）和长篇小说《青年艺术家的肖像》（A Portrait of the Artist As a Young Man
 , 1916）、《尤利西斯》（Ulysses
 , 1922）、《芬尼根的苏醒》（Finnegans Wake
 , 1939）。

虽然从1912年离开故乡之后再未返回，但他始终对故乡都柏林怀有深挚的感情，他的小说都是反映都柏林的人和事；由于他本人跳出圈外，故而他所作的评价比较冷静客观。《青年艺术家的肖像》是乔伊斯的第一部长篇小说，带有半自传性质。该小说叙述了斯蒂芬·德迪勒斯心理和艺术的成长历程。他认识到，要想成为一位真正的艺术家，就必须摆脱爱尔兰在宗教、政治、社会等方面顽固偏见的影响。在这部小说中，乔伊斯开始使用了意识流的手法。

宏篇巨著《尤利西斯》是乔伊斯的代表作。他戏仿古希腊诗人荷马的著名史诗《奥德赛》的模式，讲述了一个叫做布卢姆的人及其妻子以及斯蒂芬·德迪勒斯在都柏林一天的生活经历，几乎触及了都柏林的每一个侧面。为了将角色的表面生活和内心活动完整地表现出来，乔伊斯将现实主义的白描与人物内心最隐秘、最随意的思想活动的记述密切地结合起来，大量使用了“意识流”的手法。小说应用了历史、文学、宗教以及地理方面的各种典故。语言丰富多彩，夹杂着成语、双关语、文字游戏等。《尤利西斯》深沉复杂，其结构盘根错节，含义有多种解释，反映出作者在人物描写上的深度和广度。尽管难以读懂，它却具有史诗般的分量，被誉为西方文学中意识流小说的经典之作。

更为难懂的《芬尼根的苏醒》则描述了一个人一夜之间的噩梦和狂想，文中的语言好似梦呓，超越了合理的界限，反映了一个种族的集体无意识。

《都柏林人》共有15篇故事，描绘了20世纪初都柏林形形色色的中下层市民的生活。其主题是要揭示弥漫于社会生活中的瘫痪状态；这种麻木疲软、死气沉沉、无所作为的瘫痪状态渗透在都柏林的道德、精神、社会和政治生活的各个领域，也是现代西方社会的普遍气氛。这15篇小说的写作有一个共同的特点，那就是精神上的启示和顿悟。主人公在受尽挫折之后，终于在某一个关键时刻豁然开朗，看清了自己的处境，从中悟出人生的本质。《都柏林人》在结构与技巧上仍然保持了现实主义和自然主义的特点，文字还比较清晰，笔法审慎，语气沉静，节奏平稳，没有大起大落的波澜，没有高度戏剧化的情节与冲突；作者不追求故事情节的动人，而是通过对日常生活中平凡琐事的描绘来揭示理想的破灭和人生的本质。乔伊斯巧妙地使用了象征手法，使其表现的主题超越了地域的界限，具有深刻的普遍意义。

詹姆斯·乔伊斯是20世纪世界最重要的作家之一。现实主义与象征主义相结合是他文学成就的最大特征。他是一位注重心理分析的小说家，在作品中大量运用了“意识流”的手法。他对人性的洞察和直率的描述，他在语言应用与文体风格上的创新与探索对20世纪的文学有极其深刻的影响。经过近半个世纪的争议，他终于在世界文学史上占有了一席之地，被公认为西方现代主义文学大师，一位具有真正创造性的天才，甚至被某些评论家认为是“最富于想象力”的文学巨匠。

作品选读

Araby

North Richmond Street, being blind1
 , was a quiet street except at the hour when the Christian Brothers' School set the boys free. An uninhabited house of two stories stood at the blind end, detached from its neighbors in a square ground. The other houses of the street, conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at one another with brown imperturbable faces.

The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back drawing-room. Air, musty from having long been enclosed, hung in all the rooms,2
 and the waste room behind the kitchen was littered with old useless papers. Among these I found a few paper-covered books, the pages of which were curled and damp: The Abbot
 , by Walter Scott, The Devout Communicant
 and The Memoirs of Vidocq
 .3
 I liked the last best because its leaves were yellow. The wild garden behind the house contained a central apple-tree and a few straggling bushes under one of which I found the late tenant's rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a very charitable priest; in his will he had left all his money to institutions and the furniture of his house to his sister.

When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we had well eaten our dinners. When we met in the street the houses had grown sombre. The space of sky above us was the color of ever-changing violet and towards it the lamps of the street lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played till our bodies glowed.4
 Our shouts echoed in the silent street. The career of our play brought us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran the gantlet of the rough tribes from the cottages,5
 to the back doors of the dark dripping gardens where odors arose from the ashpits, to the dark odorous stables where a coachman smoothed and combed the horse or shook music from the buckled harness. When we returned to the street light from the kitchen windows had filled the areas. If my uncle was seen turning the corner we hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely housed. Or if Mangan's sister came out on the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we watched her from our shadow peer up and down the street. We waited to see whether she would remain or go in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and walked up to Mangan's steps resignedly.6
 She was waiting for us, her figure defined by the light from the half-opened door. Her brother always teased he before he obeyed and I stood by the railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved her body and the soft rope of her hair tossed from side to side.

Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlor watching her door. The blind7
 was pulled down within an inch of the sash so that I could not be seen. When she came out on the doorstep my heart leaped. I ran to the hall, seized my books and followed her. I kept her brown figure always in my eye and, when we came near the point at which our ways diverged, I quickened my pace and passed her. This happened morning after morning. I had never spoken to her, except for a few casual words, and yet her name was like a summons to all my foolish blood.

Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing I had to go to carry some of the parcels. We walked through the flaring streets, jostled by drunken men and bargaining women, amid the curses of laborers, the shrill litanies8
 of shopboys who stood on guard by the barrels of pigs' cheeks, the nasal chanting of street singers, who sang a come-all-you about O'Donovan Rossa,9
 or a ballad about the troubles in our native land. These noises converged in a single sensation of life for me: I imagined that I bore my chalice10
 safely through the throng of foes. Her name sprang to my lips at moments in strange prayers and praises which I myself did not understand. My eyes were often full of tears (I could not tell why) and at times a flood from my heart seemed to pour itself out into my bosom. I thought little of the future. I did not know whether I would ever speak to her or not or, if I spoke to her, how I could tell her of my confused adoration. But my body was like a harp and her words and gestures were like fingers running upon the wires.

One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which the priest had died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was no sound in the house. Through one of the broken panes I heard the rain impinge upon the earth, the fine incessant needles of water playing in the sodden beds. Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed below me. I was thankful that I could see so little. All my senses seemed to desire to veil themselves and, feeling that I was about to slip from them, I pressed the palms of my hands together until they trembled, murmuring: O love
 ! O love
 ! many times.

At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the first words to me I was so confused that I did not know what to answer. She asked me was I going to Araby. I forget whether I answered yes or no. It would be a splendid bazaar, she said; she would love to go.

—And why can't you? I asked.

While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and round her wrist. She could not go, she said, because there would be a retreat that week in her convent.11
 Her brother and two other boys were fighting for their caps and I was alone at the railings. She held one of the spikes, bowing her head towards me. The light from the lamp opposite our door caught the white curve of her neck, lit up her hair that rested there and, falling, lit up the hand upon the railing. It fell over one side of her dress and caught the white border of a petticoat, just visible as she stood at ease.

—It's well for you, she said.

—If I go, I said, I will bring you something.

What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping thoughts after that evening! I wished to annihilate the tedious intervening days. I chafed against12
 the work of school. At night in my bedroom and by day in the classroom her image came between me and the page I strove to read. The syllables of the word Araby
 were called to me through the silence in which my soul luxuriated and cast an Eastern enchantment over me. I asked for leave to go to the bazaar on Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped it was not some Freemason13
 affair. I answered few questions in class. I watched my master's face pass from amiability to sternness; he hoped I was not beginning to idle. I could not call my wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any patience with the serious work of life which, now that it stood between me and my desire, seemed to me child's play, ugly monotonous child's play.

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished to go to the bazaar in the evening. He was fussing at the hall-stand, looking for the hatbrush, and answered me curtly:

—Yes, boy, I know.

As he was in the hall I could not go into the front parlor and lie at the window. I left the house in bad humor and walked slowly towards the school. The air was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me.

When I came home to dinner my uncle had not yet been home. Still it was early. I sat staring at the clock for some time and, when its ticking began to irritate me, I left the room. I mounted the staircase and gained the upper part of the house. The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me and I went from room to room singing. From the front window I saw my companions playing below in the street. Their cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my forehead against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark house, where she lived. I may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brown-clad figure cast by my imagination, touched discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at the hand upon the railings and at the border below the dress.

When I came downstairs again I found Mrs. Mercer sitting at the fire. She was an old garrulous woman, a pawnbroker's widow, who collected used stamps for some pious purpose. I had to endure the gossip of the tea-table. The meal was prolonged beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come. Mrs. Mercer stood up to go: she was sorry she couldn't wait any longer, but it was after eight o'clock and she did not like to be out late, as the night air was bad for her. When she had gone I began to walk up and down the room, clenching my fists. My aunt said:

—I'm afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord.14


At nine o'clock I heard my uncle's latchkey in the halldoor. I heard him talking to himself and heard the hall-stand rocking when it had received the weight of his overcoat. I could interpret these signs. When he was midway through his dinner I asked him to give me the money to go to the bazaar. He had forgotten.

—The people are in bed and after their first sleep now, he said.

I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically:

—Can't you give him the money and let him go? You've kept him late enough as it is.

My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said he believed in the old saying: All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy
 . He asked me where I was going and, when I had told him a second time he asked me did I know The Arab's Farewell to his Steed
 15
 . When I left the kitchen he was about to recite the opening lines of the piece to my aunt.

I held a florin tightly in my hand as I strode down Buckingham Street towards the station. The sight of the streets thronged with buyers and glaring with gas recalled to me the purpose of my journey. I took my seat in a third-class carriage of a deserted train. After an intolerable delay the train moved out of the station slowly. It crept onward among ruinous houses and over the twinkling river. At Westland Row Station a crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but the porters moved them back, saying that it was a special train for the bazaar. I remained alone in the bare carriage. In a few minutes the train drew up beside an improvised wooden platform16
 . I passed out on to the road and saw by the lighted dial of a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In front of me was a large building which displayed the magical name.

I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar would be closed, I passed in quickly through a turnstile, handing a shilling to a weary-looking man. I found myself in a big hall girdled at half its height by a gallery17
 . Nearly all the stalls were closed and the greater part of the hall was in darkness. I recognized a silence like that which pervades a church after a service. I walked into the center of the bazaar timidly. A few people were gathered about the stalls which were still open. Before a curtain, over which the words Caft Chantant
 18
 were written in colored lamps, two men were counting money on a salver.19
 I listened to the fall of the coins.

Remembering with difficulty why I had come I went over to one of the stalls and examined porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets. At the door of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two young gentlemen. I remarked their English accents and listened vaguely to their conversation.

—O, I never said such a thing!

—O, but you did!

—O, but I didn't!

—Didn't she say that?

—Yes, I heard her.

—O, there's a ... fib!20


Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to buy anything. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked humbly at the great jars that stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and murmured:

—No, thank you.

The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went back to the two young-men. They began to talk of the same subject. Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.

I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my interest in her wares seem the more real. Then I turned away slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed the two pennies to fall against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that the light was out. The upper part of the hall was now completely dark.

Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with anguish and anger.

Notes:

1. blind: dead-end (street ）死胡同

2. Air, musty from ... all the rooms: 由于长期关闭，所有房间都弥漫着一股霉湿的气味。

3. The Abbot: 英国小说家司各特（Walter Scott, 1771～1832）写的传奇小说。The Devout Communicant: 18世纪英国方济各会（Franciscan）修道士贝克（Pacificus Baker, 1695～1774）写的宗教著作。The Memoirs of Vidocq: 法国人维多克（Francois-Jules Vidocq, 1775～1857）写的回忆录，此人曾是罪犯，后成为一名侦探。

4. till our bodies glowed: till our bodies became warm.

5. we run the gantlet ... the cottage: 我们遭到住在那些小屋子里的粗人们的咒骂。run the gantlet是指古代军队里的一种刑法，受罚的人要从两排不断挥舞木棍的人中间走过挨打。现在这个短语意为“to proceed while under attack from both sides, as by criticism, gossip, etc.”

6. resignedly: tamely, obediently

7. the blind: 百叶窗

8. litanies: a form of prayer in the Christian church in which the priest calls out the people to reply, always in the same words.（宗教仪式里的）连祷文，通常有固定的回答格式。这里指shopboys单调重复的叫卖声。

9. O'Donovan Rossa: 指Jeremiah O'Donovan（1831～1915），爱尔兰独立运动领导人，被人称为Dynamite Rossa

10. Chalice: a gold or silver ornamental cup, used esp. to hold wine in Christian religious services such as the Mass (cf. the Holy Grail, the cup believed to have been used by Christ before his death, and in which, it is said, some of his blood was collected.)

11. convent: a place where nuns live according to their promises. 修道院，这里指Miss Mangan上的教会学校要有一次静修，在静修期内，学生必须更加严格遵守教规。

12. chafed against: became impatient

13. Freemason: 共济会，国际性秘密团体，旨在传授并执行其互助纲领，提倡仁爱、贞洁、互助精神。爱尔兰的天主教会把共济会的纲领视作是基督教徒反对天主教的阴谋。所以这里主人公的姨妈希望他夜访Araby集市与共济会的事情无关，不是去干什么秘密帮会的勾当。

14. this night of Our Lord: this Saturday evening

15. The Arab's Farewell to his Steed: 英国诗人Caroline Norton写的歌谣。这首诗名应为The Arab to His Favorite Steed，叙述了一个阿拉伯人卖掉了心爱的马，继而伤心后悔不已，便将卖马所得的钱全都扔了。这里“我”的叔叔提及这首诗是因为他错将Araby听成了Arab。

16. improvised wooden platform: 临时搭成的木板站台

17. a big hall... by a gallery: 一个大厅由一条环形长廊将其分成上下两层。

18. Cafe Chantant: the name of a night club

19. salver: silver tray or any fine metal plate often used for serving food, drink, etc., formally

20. fib: a small unimportant lie（无伤大雅的）谎言

作品简评

《阿拉比》是《都柏林人》中的第三篇短篇小说。故事用第一人称叙述了一个少年的一次经历。少年出于朦胧的爱情（他“爱”上了同伴曼根的姐姐），一心想到阿拉比集市为他心目中的姑娘买件礼物，因为他曾庄严承诺过。他一味沉溺于自己的幻想和憧憬，对周围的环境缺乏正确的认识。当他经过种种焦急的期盼最终来到集市时，残酷的现实无情地粉碎了他美丽的幻想，他“感到自己是个受虚荣心驱使和嘲弄的可怜虫”，就在这一刻，他认识了自我以及他的幻想的盲目性。这标志了他的顿悟和渐趋成熟，从蒙昧的少年进入了初懂世事的青年。故事虽然描写的是主人公“我”的具体经历，但它已超出了个别的范畴，而具有代表人的成长规律的普遍意义。

故事用第一人称的叙述方式，故事虽不以情节取胜，用的却是讲故事的方式。那么讲故事的人是不是就是文中的少年？从小说的表述来看，语调平静温和而稳重，对各种物象的描写细致入微，言辞清晰准确而审慎，呈现给读者的静态的而非动态的画面的那种慢铺缓叙，还有在故事末尾少年精神上的感悟，都只有经历了人生的沧桑，经历了无数次希望与幻灭之后，拂去了少年时的激情和向往，带着沧桑过后的平静与悲凉的老者才能做得到。

故事中两种颜色的对比十分强烈，白色象征着孩子的天真纯洁的爱，黑色则代表着现实世界的粗俗和严酷。当人认识到两者之间的巨大差别时，就会进一步认识自我，调整自我，摆正自我与周围世界的关系，就会多几分成功的机会而少一些失误。

Questions for Discussion

1. What do the beginning sentences do besides describing the physical space? What does it say about Dublin?

2. At what moments in the story does the boy romanticize, or project an air of enchantment upon the ordinary life? At what other moments in the story does the boy confront reality? What does he find so bitterly disillusioning in his visit to the bazaar?

3. What is the nature of the boy's sudden realization? How does Joyce help prepare the readers for this moment of illumination?

4.“I imagined that I bore my chalice safely through a throng of foes.”Why does the author use the word chalice? Notice other religious images in the story. Discuss their significance with regard to theme.

5. From what point of view is the story told? What is the relation between the narrator and the boy? Are they exactly the same person?

Suggested Reading List


Dubliners



A Portrait of the Artist As a Young Man



Ulysses



Finnegans Wake


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

反语 Irony

Irony always involves a contrast, a disparity between the expected and the actual. When the irony implies a discrepancy between what is said and what is meant, it is verbal irony, the most familiar kind. Stories often contain other kinds of irony besides verbal irony; whenever we sense a sharp distinction between the ideas or opinions of the narrator of a story and those of the author, we are generally reading a work written from an ironic point of view — especially when the narrator is telling us something that we are clearly expected to doubt or to interpret very differently.

Storyteller are sometimes fond of irony of fate (or a cosmic irony）— developments that reveal a terrible, distance between what people deserve and what they get, between what is and what ought to be. O. Henry's The Cop and the Anthem best exemplifies this kind of irony. The story's surprise ending suggests that some malicious fate is deliberately frustrating human efforts, and the reader's sympathy is aroused.

人物性格和人物刻画 Characters and Characterization

Characters are persons — or animals, things, or natural forces presented as persons — appearing in a short story, novel, play, or narrative poem. Characters are sometimes described as dynamic or static. Dynamic characters experience some change in personality or attitude. This change is an essential one and usually involves more than a mere change in surroundings or condition. In Nathaniel Hawthorne's The Scarlet Letter
 , Hester Prynne, for example, undergoes a major change from being rebellious at the beginning of the novel to being submissive and repentant at the end. Static characters remain the same throughout a narrative. They do not develop or change beyond the way in which they are first presented.

Characters in a novel are generally more fully developed than those in a short story. Not only does the novelist have room to develop perhaps more than one dynamic character, but he or she may reveal a main character in many different stages of change. Pip, in Charles Dickens' novel Great Expectations
 , is a character who, in the course of growing up, undergoes important and basic changes in personality and outlook.

Characters are sometimes classified as flat or round. Plot characters have only one or two“sides,”representing one or two traits. They are often stereotypes that can be summed up in a few words, for example, an“anxious miser”or a“strong, silent type.”Round characters are complex and have many“sides”or traits. Their behavior is unpredictable because they are individuals, and their personalities are fully developed and require lengthy analysis. Flat characters, when developed by a skillful writer, may be as impressive as round characters.

Characterization refers to the personality a character displays; also, it is the means by which an author reveals that personality. Generally, a writer develops a character in one or more of the following ways:（1）by showing the character acting and speaking;（2）by revealing a physical description of the character;（3）by revealing the character's thoughts;（4）by revealing what other characters think about the character;（5）by commenting directly on the character. The first four methods are indirect methods of characterization. The writer shows or dramatizes the character and allows you to draw your own conclusions. The writer tells you directly what a character is like.

Direct characterization is always supported by indirect techniques, as characters must act or speak if the writer is developing a story. Also, if characters are to be believable, the reader must hear or see, rather than simply be told, what the characters think or feel or do.


名人名言

The shortest way to do many things is to do only one thing at a time.

要想多做一些事情的捷径是一次只做一件事情。

—Cecil（塞西尔）





下篇　美国文学


第一章　浪漫主义时期 Romanticism

美国文学中的浪漫主义时代是指自18世纪末期到南北战争爆发前夕的这段时间，因为文学的勃兴与繁荣，又称“美国文艺复兴”。华盛顿·欧文的《见闻札记》（The Sketch Book
 , 1820）的出版宣告了这一伟大时代的开始，惠特曼的《草叶集》（Leaves of Grass
 , 1855）则标志着浪漫主义文学的高峰。

政治、经济等各种因素推动了浪漫主义文学在美国独立后迅速发展。政治上，民主和平等成为这个新兴国家的口号。经济上，随着蒸汽动力在工业和农业上的广泛应用，大批工厂的兴建以及技术领域的创新，出现了一个经济繁荣期，激发了人们的乐观主义情怀。美国清教主义对这一时期美国作家的影响也不容忽视，它为作家的创作提供了道德准则。此外，西部拓殖也如火如荼。在开拓者的拓荒生活以及他们与印第安人的冲突与对抗之中，浪漫主义情怀不断喷涌。最后，国外浪漫主义运动的影响，尤其是沃尔特·司各特、塞缪尔·泰勒·柯尔律治、威廉·华兹华斯等人的影响，也促成了浪漫主义的发展。

《牛津美国文学词典》对美国浪漫主义文学的特征作了准确的描述，即“感伤主义，原始主义和对‘高尚的野蛮人’的崇拜，对自然之美与简朴生活的讴歌、内省，对未受文明玷污的普通人的礼赞，钟情于往昔的田园生活、边陲远地，复古主义，个人主义，病态的忧郁，以及历史题材的罗曼史”。

经过近半个世纪的发展，到19世纪40年代美国浪漫主义渐趋其顶峰。一批新英格兰作家成立了“超验主义俱乐部”，从而宣告了美国浪漫主义文学进入了一个新的阶段，即“新英格兰超验主义”。其代表人物是拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生和亨利·戴维·梭罗。爱默生的《自然》（Nature
 , 1836）被广泛认作是美国超验主义的宣言书，且被浪漫主义作家奉为圭臬。超验主义者认为超灵是宇宙的主宰，他们强调个体的价值。在他们眼中，自然就是上帝的化身。

这一时期作家辈出。但限于篇幅，我们只选取了华盛顿·欧文、纳撒尼尔·霍桑、埃德加·爱伦·坡、华尔特·惠特曼、埃米莉·迪金森等最具代表性的作家及其作品。

第一节　华盛顿·欧文（Washington Irving, 1783～1859）

作者及作品简介

[image: 151]


华盛顿·欧文是一位享誉国际的文学家，在美国文学史上享有“美国文学之父”的称号。

欧文于1783年4月3日出身于纽约一富裕商人家庭。中学毕业后遵照父亲的意愿，开始修习法律，后来取得律师执业资格。但他对文学情有独钟。在弗吉尼亚州任律师期间，他与其兄威廉·欧文以及朋友鲍尔丁等人开始发表一些妙趣横生的讽刺小品文和短诗，后于1808年结集出版，书名为《大杂烩》（Salmagundi
 ）。

欧文第一部重要作品是《纽约外史：从世界的起源到荷兰王朝的终结》（A History of New York from the Beginning of the World to the End of the Dutch Dynasty
 , 1809）。他以幽默的笔调刻画出当时偏执迟钝的荷兰移民形象，内容滑稽可笑，读来令人捧腹。该书出版后反响热烈。此后10年，除英美战争期间曾于1814年担任过短期军职之外，他一直在帮助哥哥经商。1815年欧文去英国利物浦，在他哥哥所开设的分行工作。1818年分行因经济萧条而倒闭，他留居英国。在此期间，欧文结识了沃尔特·司各特、托马斯·莫尔等文学大师，并在司各特的鼓励下继续创作。

自1815年到1819年间，欧文陆续发表了30余篇散文、随笔和故事，于1820年结集为《见闻札记》（The Sketch Book
 ）出版，引起欧洲和美国文学界的重视。这部作品奠定了欧文在美国文学史上的地位。其中《瑞普·凡·温可尔》（Rip Van Winkle
 ）和《睡谷传奇》（The Legend of Sleepy Hollow
 ）可以说是妇孺皆知，为他在英美两国都赢得了巨大的声誉。

此后，欧文又陆续发表了《布雷斯布里奇田庄》（Bracebridge Hall
 , 1822）、故事集《旅客谈》（Tales of a Traveler
 , 1824）、《哥伦布的生平和航行》（The Life and Voyages of Christopher Columbus
 , 1828）、《攻克格拉纳达》（A Chronicle of the Conquest of Granada
 , 1829）等作品。但影响都不及《见闻札记》。欧文曾任美国驻英公使馆秘书。牛津大学曾授予他名誉法学博士学位，英国皇家学会也向他颁发了勋章。1832年欧文回到美国，写了《草原游记》一书（A Tour on the Prairies
 , 1835）。1842年再度赴马德里，出任美国驻西班牙公使，1846年回国。在他书中描写过的睡谷附近度过了晚年，1859年11月28日逝世。这一时期他的代表作品是卷帙浩繁的五卷本：《华盛顿传》（Life of George Washington
 , 1855～1859）。

作品选读

Rip Van Winkle

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson1
 must remember the Kaatskill Mountains2
 . They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family3
 , and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have described the light smoke curling up from a village whose shingle roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists, in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant4
 (may he rest in peace!), and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weathercocks.

In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly timeworn and weather-beaten), there lived many years since, while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days5
 of Peter Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina6
 . He inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was a simple good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor and an obedient, henpecked husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be obsequious and conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation, and a curtain lecture is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant7
 wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.

Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, who, as usual, with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles, and never failed, whenever they talked those matters over in their evening gossips, to lay all the blame on Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. He assisted at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles8
 , and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the village, he was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at him throughout the neighborhood.

The great error in Rip's composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of profitable labor. It could not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar's lance, and fish all day without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble. He would carry a fowling piece on his shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, or building stone fences; the women of the village, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody's business but his own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent little piece of ground in the whole country; everything about it went wrong, and would go wrong in spite of him. His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some out-door work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away under his management, acre by acre, until there was little more left than a mere patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst-conditioned farm in the neighborhood.

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes of his father. He was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother's heels, equipped in a pair of his father's cast-off galligaskins, which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train9
 in bad weather.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled10
 dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever can be got with least thought or trouble, and would rather starve on a penny than work for a pound. If left to himself, he would have whistled life away in perfect contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her tongue was incessantly going, and everything he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of household eloquence11
 . Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of the kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh volley12
 from his wife; so that he was fain to13
 draw off his forces14
 and take to the outside of the house15
 — the only side which, in truth, belongs to a henpecked husband.

Rip's sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked as his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his master's going so often astray. True, it is, in all points of spirit befitting an honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods—but what courage can withstand the ever-during and all-besetting16
 terrors of a woman's tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air17
 , casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he would fly to the door with yelping precipitation.

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener with constant use. For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the village; which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of His Majesty George the Third18
 . Here they used to sit in the shade through a long lazy summer's day, talking listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about nothing. But it would have been worth any statesman's money to have heard the profound discussions that sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their hands from some passing traveler. How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper learned little man, who was not to be daunted by the most gigantic word in the dictionary, and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events some months after they had taken place!

The opinions of this junto19
 were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the village20
 and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took his seat from morning till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; so that the neighbors could tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sundial. It is true he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents, however (for every great man has his adherents）, perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his opinions. When anything that was read or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and to send forth short, frequent, and angry puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds; and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the fragrant vapor curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect approbation.

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant wife, who would suddenly break in upon the tranquility of the assemblage and call the members all to naught21
 ; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him outright with encouraging her husband in habits of idleness.

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair, and his only alternative, to escape from the labor of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take gun in hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share the contents of his wallet22
 with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution.“Poor Wolf,”he would say,“thy mistress leads thee a dog's life of it23
 ; but never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand by thee!”Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully in his master's face, and, if dogs can feel pity, I verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumn day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill Mountains. He was after his favorite sport of squirrel-shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and re-echoed with the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. From an opening between the trees he could overlook all the lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark24
 , here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom, and at last losing itself in the huge highlands.

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged25
 , the bottom filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance hallooing,“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!”He looked round, but could see nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight across the mountain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him, and turned again to descend, when he heard the same cry ring through the still evening air:“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!”—at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and, giving a low growl, skulked to his master's side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks and bending under the weight of something he carried on his back. He was surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfrequented place, but supposing it to be some one of the neighborhood in need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield it.

On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger's appearance. He was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair and a grizzled beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkin strapped round the waist—several pair of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with the load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving each other, they clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft, between lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thunder-showers which often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks of which impending trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and his companion had labored on in silence; for though the former marveled greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was something strange and incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired awe and checked familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in the centre was a company of odd-looking personages playing at nine-pins26
 . They were dressed in a quaint outlandish fashion: some wore short doublets27
 , others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most of them had enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the guide's. Their visages, too, were peculiar: one had a large head, broad face, and small piggish eyes; the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock's tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was one who seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes with roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish28
 painting in the parlor of Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, and which had been brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement.

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these folks were evidently amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder.

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their play, and stared at him with such fixed statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth, lack-lustre countenances, that his heart turned within him and his knees smote together. His companion now emptied the contents of the keg into large flagons, and made signs to him to wait upon the company. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound silence, and then returned to their game.

By degrees Rip's awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much of the flavor of excellent Hollands29
 . He was naturally a thirsty soul30
 , and was soon tempted to repeat the draught. One taste provoked another, and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often that at length his senses were overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he fell into a deep sleep.

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had first seen the old man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The birds were hopping and twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the pure mountain breeze.“Surely,”thought Rip,“I have not slept here all night.”He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain ravine—the wild retreat among the rocks—the woe-begone31
 party at nine-pins—the flagon—“Oh, that flagon! that wicked flagon!”thought Rip—“what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean, well-oiled fowling piece, he found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel encrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now suspected that the grave roysterers32
 of the mountain had put a trick upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him and shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening's gambol, and if he met with any of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in the joints, and wanting in his usual activity.“These mountain-beds do not agree with me,”thought Rip,“and if this frolic should lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame Van Winkle. With some difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the gully up which he and his companion had ascended the preceding evening; but to his astonishment a mountain stream was now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock and filling the glen with babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, working his toilsome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel33
 , and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild grape vines that twisted their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in his path.

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs to the amphitheatre; but no traces of such opening remained. The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall, over which the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathering foam, and fell into a broad deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing of a flock of idle crows, sporting high in air34
 about a dry tree that overhung a sunny precipice; and who, secure in their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man's perplexities. What was to be done? The morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward.

As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none whom he knew; which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with every one in the country round. Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever they cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had grown a foot long!

He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran at his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The very village was altered; it was larger and more populous. There were rows of houses which he had never seen before, and those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the doors—strange faces at the windows—everything was strange. His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and the world around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, which he had left but the day before. There stood the Kaatskill Mountains—there ran the silver Hudson at a distance—there was every hill and dale precisely as it had always been. Rip was sorely perplexed.“That flagon last night,”thought he,“has addled my poor head sadly35
 .”

It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog, that looked like Wolf, was skulking about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut indeed.—“My very dog,”sighed poor Rip,“has forgotten me!”

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This desolateness overcame all his connubial fears36
 —he called loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers rang for a moment with his voice, and then all again was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the village inn—but it too was gone. A large rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping windows, some of them broken and mended with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was painted,“The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle.”Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of yore37
 , there now was reared a tall, naked pole, with something on the top that looked like a red nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes38
 —all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a sceptre, the head was decorated with a cocked hat39
 , and underneath was painted in large characters, GENERAL WASHINGTON.

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip recollected. The very character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquility. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling forth40
 the contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking41
 fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was haranguing vehemently about rights of citizens—elections—members of Congress—liberty— Bunker's Hill42
 —heroes of Seventy-six43
 —and other words, which were a perfect Babylonish jargon44
 to the bewildered Van Winkle.

The appearance of Rip, with his long, grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, and an army of women and children at his heels, soon attracted the attention of the tavern politicians. They crowded round him, eyeing him from head to foot with great curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and, drawing him partly aside, inquired“on which side he voted?”Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow pulled him by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear,“Whether he was Federal or Democrat45
 .”Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the question; when a knowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right and left with his elbows as he passed, and, planting himself before Van Winkle, with one arm akimbo46
 , the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded in an austere tone,“What brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder and a mob at his heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?”—“Alas! gentlemen,”cried Rip, somewhat dismayed,“I am a poor, quiet man, a native of the place, and a loyal subject of the king, God bless him!”

Here a general shout burst from the bystanders—“A Tory! a Tory!47
 a spy! a refugee! hustle him! away with him!”It was with great difficulty that the self-important man in the cocked hat restored order; and, having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit what he came there for, and whom he was seeking. The poor man humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in search of some of his neighbors, who used to keep about the tavern.

“Well—who are they?—name them.”

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired,“Where's Nicholas Vedder?”

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied in a thin piping voice,“Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There was a wooden tombstone in the churchyard that used to tell all about him, but that's rotten and gone too.”

“Where's Brom Dutcher?”

“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the storming of Stony Point48
 —others say he was drowned in a squall at the foot of Antony's Nose49
 . I don't know—he never came back again.”

“Where's Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”

“He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and is now in Congress.”

Rip's heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends, and finding himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand: war—Congress—Stony Point;—he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair,“Does nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?”

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!”exclaimed two or three.“Oh, to be sure! that's Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree.”

Rip looked and beheld a precise counterpart of himself as he went up the mountain; apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now completely confounded. He doubted his own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the midst of his bewilderment the man in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his name.

“God knows,”exclaimed he, at his wit's end;“I'm not myself—I'm somebody else—that's me yonder—no—that's somebody else got into my shoes50
 . I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they've changed my gun, and everything's changed, and I'm changed; and I can't tell what's my name, or who I am!”

The by-standers began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which the self-important man in the cocked hat retired with some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh comely woman passed through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to cry.“Hush, Rip,”cried she,“hush, you little fool! the old man won't hurt you.”The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his mind.

“What is your name, my good woman?”asked he.

“Judith Gardenier.”

“And your father's name?”

“Ah, poor man! Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it's twenty years since he went away from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since—his dog came home without him; but whether he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.”

Rip had but one question more to ask, but he put it with a faltering voice:

“Where's your mother?”

“Oh, she, too, had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a New England peddler.”

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. This honest man could contain himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms.“I am your father!”cried he—“Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now! Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?”

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment, exclaimed,“Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself! Welcome home again, old neighbor. Why, where have you been these twenty long years?”

Rip's story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one night. The neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each other, and put their tongues in their cheeks; and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed down the corners of his mouth and shook his head—upon which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighborhood. He recollected Rip at once, and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He assured the company that it was a fact, handed down from his ancestor the historian, that the Kaatskill Mountains had always been haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson51
 , the first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half-moon52
 , being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise and keep a guardian eye upon the river and the great city called by his name. That his father had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at nine-pins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder.

To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more important concerns of the election. Rip's daughter took him home to live with her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for her husband, whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb upon his back. As to Rip's son and heir, who was the ditto of himself53
 , seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but evinced an hereditary disposition to attend to anything else but his business.

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former cronies, though all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and preferred making friends among the rising generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor.

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man can be idle with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench at the inn-door, and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times“before the war.”It was some time before he could get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to comprehend the strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How that there had been a revolutionary war—that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England—and that, instead of being a subject of his Majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but little impression on him; but there was one species of despotism under which he had long groaned, and that was—petticoat government54
 . Happily, that was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased, without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance.

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle's hotel. He was observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently awaked. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, or child in the neighborhood, but knew it by heart. Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and that this was one point on which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day they never hear a thunderstorm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of nine-pins; and it is a common wish of all henpecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle's flagon.

Notes:

1. the Hudson: 哈得孙河，位于美国纽约州东部，以英国勘探家Hendrick Hudson的名字命名。

2. the Kaatskill Mountains: 卡兹基尔山脉，位于哈得孙河流域。

3. the Appalachian family: 阿巴拉契亚山脉，位于美国东北部。

4. Peter Stuyvesant: 彼得·斯泰维森特（1592～1672），荷兰人，1647～1664任曼哈顿岛（即今纽约州）总督。

5. in the chivalrous days: 骑士制度的时代

6. Fort Christina: 克里斯蒂娜要塞，在今特拉华州的纽卡斯尔。

7. termagant: an overbearing or nagging woman 悍妇

8. marbles: any of several games played with little balls made of a hard substance (as glass）弹子游戏

9. train: a part of a gown that trails behind the wearer 裙裾

10. well-oiled: 随遇而安的

11. a torrent of household eloquence: Rip is constantly chided by Dame Van Winkle，妻子的一顿臭骂

12. volley: a burst of criticism directed at Rip 连珠炮式的责骂

13. was fain to: was forced to 被迫

14. draw off his forces: give up

15. take to the outside of the house: leave the house to avoid his wife's chiding

16. ever-during and all-besetting: 无休无止而令人头痛的

17. with a gallows air: 带着一副就要受绞刑的样子

18. His Majesty George the Third: 乔治三世国王陛下（1738～1820），于1760～1820任英国国王。

19. this junto: a group of persons joined for a common purpose 这群死党

20. a patriarch of the village: the oldest member or representative of the village 村里的长者

21. call the members all to naught: dismiss the party 驱散会众

22. wallet: knapsack 帆布背包

23. thy mistress leads thee a dog's life of it: your mistress makes you live a miserable life

24. a lagging bark: 一只几乎停止不动的小船;bark: a small sailing ship

25. shagged: covered with thick, tangled, or unkempt vegetation 草木丛生的

26. nine-pins: 九柱戏

27. doublets: a man's close-fitting jacket worn 紧身上衣

28. Flemish: 佛兰德人的; Flanders: 欧洲古国，位于北海沿岸，为今日比利时、法国、荷兰的部分地区。

29. Hollands: 荷兰杜松子酒

30. a thirsty soul: 嗜酒如命的人

31. woe-begone: sad- or dismal-looking 愁眉苦脸的

32. roysterer: 喝酒的人

33. sassafras, and witch-hazel: 黄樟和金缕梅

34. sporting high in air: 在空中高高地飞来飞去

35. has addled my poor head sadly: has made me confused completely

36. his connubial fears: his fear towards his wife 他对妻子的恐惧

37. of yore: in the old days

38. a singular assemblage of stars and stripes: 美国国旗

39. cocked hat: 三角帽

40. doling forth: telling bit by bit

41. bilious: 黄疸病

42. Bunker's Hill: a hill near Boston, Massachusetts, where the first pitched battle of the American War of Independence took place 邦克山，位于波士顿附近，美国独立战争中英美两军激战之地。

43. heroes of Seventy-six: The Americans gained independence from Britain in 1776.

44. Babylonish jargon: 像巴比伦话一样。Babylon is an ancient city, the capital of Babylonia. 巴比伦为大约公元前3000年所建的中东古城

45. Federal or Democrat: These refer to the political parties which developed in George Washington's administration, with Alexander Hamilton leading the Federalists and Thomas Jefferson the Democrats. 联邦党人还是民主党人

46. with one arm akimbo: with one arm on the hip

47. Tory: an American upholding the cause of the British Crown against the supporters of colonial independence during the American Revolution 托利党员，独立战争时的亲英保王派

48. Stony Point: on the west bank of the Hudson, south of the West Point, captured by General Anthony Wayne during the war 地名

49. Antony's Nose: a mountain near West Point 地名

50. somebody else got into my shoes: became me

51. Hendrick Hudson: English navigator and explorer; in ship Half Moon discovered（1609）Hudson River 亨德里克·哈得孙（英国航海和探险家，于1609年首航哈得孙河。）

52. Half-moon: 船名

53. the ditto of himself: a living mirror of himself 和自己一模一样

54. petticoat government: 女人的管辖、统治

作品简评

《瑞普·凡·温可尔》选自欧文的《见闻札记》，展现的是一个偏僻山村的生活情景及诸多人物性格。小说充满浪漫主义色彩，语言幽默、揶揄，读来妙趣横生。

瑞普为人忠厚善良，性情温和，乐于助人，但他非常惧怕妻子，是个典型的“妻管严”。一天，因为回家迟了怕挨老婆责骂，瑞普索性带上猎狗去打猎。在山里遇见了一个矮胖老头，瑞普好心地替老头把一桶酒背上了山顶后，却见到了一群服饰奇异、面容古怪的人在玩九柱戏。瑞普听命服侍这群人喝酒，自己也在一旁乘机偷喝。不料却喝得酩酊大醉，一觉睡了二十年。醒来后，瑞普回到村里，发现一切都变了样：他家人去楼空，满眼残垣断壁；原先的乡村旅店不复存在，人们谈论着令瑞普困惑不解的“共和”、“联邦”；国王乔治的画像换成了华盛顿将军的头像。

小说把神奇的民间传说与美国独立前后纽约州的乡村生活画面完美地结合起来。瑞普的善良、乐于助人与现代人的唯利是图形成鲜明对照。作者通过这篇小说试图暗示人们：美国独立战争的胜利并没有对普通民众的生活产生任何巨大影响。

Questions for Discussion

1. Do you have any idea of the historical background against which this story took place?

2. What do you think of Rip and his wife? What do they symbolize?

3. What kind of independence did Rip have upon his return to the village? What about the villagers?

4. In what way is this a classic story of wish fulfilment?

5. How is the tale's credibility enhanced by the use of two narrators?

6. What details reveal the author's romantic fascination with the past and nature?

7. What is the theme of the story?

Suggested Reading List


The Legend of Sleepy Hollow



The Sketch Book


第二节　纳撒尼尔·霍桑（Nathaniel Hawthorne, 1804～1864）

作者及作品简介

[image: 163]


1804年霍桑出身于马萨诸塞州萨莱姆的一个破落贵族家庭。父亲早逝后，他便随母亲移居外公家，在那里度过了孤独而压抑的童年。其间，他大量阅读了菲尔丁、斯莫莱特、司各特等人的作品，为他以后成为一名伟大的作家奠定了基础。他的祖辈中有人曾参与清教徒迫害异端的事件，是著名的1692年“塞勒姆审巫案”的三名法官之一。家族中的清教传统对他的创作思想产生了深刻的影响。

1821年霍桑到博多因学院学习，与后来成为著名诗人的朗费罗、后来当选为总统的皮尔斯等同窗就读。大学毕业后回到萨莱姆镇，开始短篇小说创作。1928年自费出版长篇小说《范肖》（Fanshawe
 ）。其后陆续有短篇小说问世，后来结集出版在《重讲的故事》（Twice-Told Tales
 ）中。他前期的小说集还有《古屋青苔》（Mosses from an Old Manse
 , 1846）、《雪影》（The Snow-Image
 , 1851）等，逐渐得到重视和好评。霍桑的短篇小说大多取材于新英格兰的历史或现实生活，着重探讨人性和人的命运等问题。

从1850年起，霍桑进入创作的高峰和成熟时期。他先后发表了四部长篇小说：《红字》（The Scarlet Letter
 , 1850）、《带有七个尖角阁的房子》（The House of the Seven Gables
 , 1851）、《福谷传奇》（The Blithedale Romance
 , 1852）和《玉石雕像》（The Marble Faun
 , 1860）。《红字》以殖民地时期新英格兰生活为背景，描写一个受不合理的婚姻束缚的少妇犯了为加尔文教派所严禁的通奸罪而被示众，暴露了当时政教合一体制统治下殖民地社会中的某些黑暗面。《红字》发表后获得巨大成功，被誉为美国浪漫主义文学的杰作，从此确定了霍桑在美国文学史上的地位。

霍桑不赞成爱默生的超验主义，对社会改革和科学进步持怀疑态度。他的短篇小说《胎记》（The Birthmark
 ）其实就是对过于自信的个人主义的批驳和对科学的怀疑。他深受清教主义传统的影响，相信人的“原罪”（original sin），把现实生活中的许多问题归结为“人类的罪恶天性”。他的作品多取材于新英格兰地区，探索心中的阴暗面，暴露人性中那隐蔽的“恶”，因而他的小说有“心理罗曼史”之称。

艺术上，他擅长揭示人物的内心冲突和心理描写，想象丰富，常用象征和隐喻的手法，善于挖掘潜藏于事物深处的意义，作品带有浓厚的宗教气氛和寓言神秘色彩，其文字较为晦涩，作品充满阴郁的调子。

作品选读

The Birthmark

In the latter part of the last century there lived a man of science, an eminent proficient in every branch of natural philosophy, who not long before our story opens had made experience of a spiritual affinity1
 more attractive than any chemical one. He had left his laboratory to the care of an assistant, cleared his fine countenance from the furnace smoke, washed the stain of acids from his fingers, and persuaded a beautiful woman to become his wife. In those days when the comparatively recent discovery of electricity and other kindred mysteries of Nature seemed to open paths into the region of miracle, it was not unusual for the love of science to rival the love of woman in its depth and absorbing energy. The higher intellect, the imagination, the spirit, and even the heart might all find their congenial aliment2
 in pursuits which, as some of their ardent votaries3
 believed, would ascend from one step of powerful intelligence to another, until the philosopher should lay his hand on the secret of creative force and perhaps make new worlds for himself. We know not whether Aylmer possessed this degree of faith in man's ultimate control over Nature. He had devoted himself, however, too unreservedly to scientific studies ever to be weaned from them by any second passion. His love for his young wife might prove the stronger of the two; but it could only be by intertwining itself with his love of science, and uniting the strength of the latter to his own.

Such a union accordingly took place, and was attended with truly remarkable consequences and a deeply impressive moral. One day, very soon after their marriage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife with a trouble in his countenance that grew stronger until he spoke.

“Georgiana,”said he,“has it never occurred to you that the mark upon your cheek might be removed?”

“No, indeed,”said she, smiling; but perceiving the seriousness of his manner, she blushed deeply.“To tell you the truth it has been so often called a charm that I was simple enough to imagine it might be so.”

“Ah, upon another face perhaps it might,”replied her husband;“but never on yours. No, dearest Georgiana, you came so nearly perfect from the hand of Nature that this slightest possible defect, which we hesitate whether to term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the visible mark of earthly imperfection.”

“Shocks you, my husband!”cried Georgiana, deeply hurt; at first reddening with momentary anger, but then bursting into tears.“Then why did you take me from my mother's side? You cannot love what shocks you!”

To explain this conversation it must be mentioned that in the centre of Georgiana's left cheek there was a singular mark, deeply interwoven, as it were, with the texture and substance of her face. In the usual state of her complexion-a healthy though delicate bloom-the mark wore a tint of deeper crimson4
 , which imperfectly defined its shape amid the surrounding rosiness. When she blushed it gradually became more indistinct, and finally vanished amid the triumphant rush of blood that bathed the whole cheek with its brilliant glow. But if any shifting motion caused her to turn pale there was the mark again, a crimson stain upon the snow, in what Aylmer sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinctness. Its shape bore not a little similarity to the human hand, though of the smallest pygmy5
 size. Georgiana's lovers were wont6
 to say that some fairy at her birth hour had laid her tiny hand upon the infant's cheek, and left this impress there in token of7
 the magic endowments that were to give her such sway over all hearts. Many a desperate swain8
 would have risked life for the privilege of pressing his lips to the mysterious hand. It must not be concealed, however, that the impression wrought by this fairy sign manual varied exceedingly, according to the difference of temperament in the beholders. Some fastidious9
 persons-but they were exclusively of her own sex-affirmed that the bloody hand, as they chose to call it, quite destroyed the effect of Georgiana's beauty, and rendered her countenance even hideous. But it would be as reasonable to say that one of those small blue stains which sometimes occur in the purest statuary marble would convert the Eve of Powers10
 to a monster. Masculine observers, if the birthmark did not heighten their admiration, contented themselves with wishing it away, that the world might possess one living specimen of ideal loveliness without the semblance of a flaw. After his marriage, —for he thought little or nothing of the matter before, —Aylmer discovered that this was the case with himself.

Had she been less beautiful, —if Envy's self could have found aught11
 else to sneer at, —he might have felt his affection heightened by the prettiness of this mimic hand, now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now stealing forth again and glimmering to and fro with every pulse of emotion that throbbed within her heart; but seeing her otherwise so perfect, he found this one defect grow more and more intolerable with every moment of their united lives. It was the fatal flaw of humanity which Nature, in one shape or another, stamps ineffaceably on all her productions, either to imply that they are temporary and finite, or that their perfection must be wrought by toil and pain. The crimson hand expressed the ineludible12
 gripe in which mortality clutches the highest and purest of earthly mould, degrading them into kindred with the lowest, and even with the very brutes, like whom their visible frames return to dust. In this manner, selecting it as the symbol of his wife's liability to sin, sorrow, decay, and death, Aylmer's sombre imagination was not long in rendering the birthmark a frightful object, causing him more trouble and horror than ever Georgiana's beauty, whether of soul or sense, had given him delight.

At all the seasons which should have been their happiest, he invariably and without intending it, nay13
 , in spite of a purpose to the contrary, reverted to this one disastrous topic. Trifling as it at first appeared, it so connected itself with innumerable trains of thought and modes of feeling that it became the central point of all. With the morning twilight Aylmer opened his eyes upon his wife's face and recognized the symbol of imperfection; and when they sat together at the evening hearth his eyes wandered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld, flickering with the blaze of the wood fire, the spectral hand that wrote mortality where he would fain14
 have worshipped. Georgiana soon learned to shudder at his gaze. It needed but a glance with the peculiar expression that his face often wore to change the roses of her cheek into a deathlike paleness, amid which the crimson hand was brought strongly out, like a bass-relief of ruby on the whitest marble.

Late one night when the lights were growing dim, so as hardly to betray the stain on the poor wife's cheek, she herself, for the first time, voluntarily took up the subject.

“Do you remember, my dear Aylmer,”said she, with a feeble attempt at a smile,“have you any recollection of a dream last night about this odious15
 hand?”

“None! none whatever!”replied Aylmer, starting; but then he added, in a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake of concealing the real depth of his emotion,“I might well dream of it; for before I fell asleep it had taken a pretty firm hold of my fancy.”

“And you did dream of it?”continued Georgiana, hastily; for she dreaded lest a gush of tears should interrupt what she had to say.“A terrible dream! I wonder that you can forget it. Is it possible to forget this one expression?-'It is in her heart now; we must have it out!' Reflect, my husband; for by all means I would have you recall that dream.”

The mind is in a sad state when Sleep, the all-involving, cannot confine her spectres within the dim region of her sway, but suffers them to break forth, affrighting this actual life with secrets that perchance16
 belong to a deeper one. Aylmer now remembered his dream. He had fancied himself with his servant Aminadab, attempting an operation for the removal of the birthmark; but the deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand, until at length its tiny grasp appeared to have caught hold of Georgiana's heart; whence, however, her husband was inexorably17
 resolved to cut or wrench it away.

When the dream had shaped itself perfectly in his memory, Aylmer sat in his wife's presence with a guilty feeling. Truth often finds its way to the mind close muffled in robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncompromising directness of matters in regard to which we practise an unconscious self-deception during our waking moments. Until now he had not been aware of the tyrannizing influence acquired by one idea over his mind, and of the lengths which he might find in his heart to go for the sake of giving himself peace.

“Aylmer,”resumed Georgiana, solemnly,“I know not what may be the cost to both of us to rid me of this fatal birthmark. Perhaps its removal may cause cureless deformity; or it may be the stain goes as deep as life itself. Again: do we know that there is a possibility, on any terms, of unclasping the firm gripe of this little hand which was laid upon me before I came into the world?”

“Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon the subject,”hastily interrupted Aylmer.“I am convinced of the perfect practicability of its removal.”

“If there be the remotest possibility of it,”continued Georgiana,“let the attempt be made at whatever risk. Danger is nothing to me; for life, while this hateful mark makes me the object of your horror and disgust, —life is a burden which I would fling down with joy. Either remove this dreadful hand, or take my wretched life! You have deep science. All the world bears witness of it. You have achieved great wonders. Cannot you remove this little, little mark, which I cover with the tips of two small fingers? Is this beyond your power, for the sake of your own peace, and to save your poor wife from madness?”

“Noblest, dearest, tenderest wife,”cried Aylmer, rapturously,“doubt not my power. I have already given this matter the deepest thought-thought which might almost have enlightened me to create a being less perfect than yourself. Georgiana, you have led me deeper than ever into the heart of science. I feel myself fully competent to render this dear cheek as faultless as its fellow; and then, most beloved, what will be my triumph when I shall have corrected what Nature left imperfect in her fairest work! Even Pygmalion18
 , when his sculptured woman assumed life, felt not greater ecstasy than mine will be.”

“It is resolved, then,”said Georgiana, faintly smiling.“And, Aylmer, spare me not, though you should find the birthmark take refuge in my heart at last.”

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek-her right cheek-not that which bore the impress of the crimson hand.

The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that he had formed whereby he might have opportunity for the intense thought and constant watchfulness which the proposed operation would require; while Georgiana, likewise, would enjoy the perfect repose19
 essential to its success. They were to seclude themselves in the extensive apartments occupied by Aylmer as a laboratory, and where, during his toilsome youth, he had made discoveries in the elemental powers of Nature that had roused the admiration of all the learned societies in Europe. Seated calmly in this laboratory, the pale philosopher had investigated the secrets of the highest cloud region and of the profoundest mines; he had satisfied himself of the causes that kindled and kept alive the fires of the volcano; and had explained the mystery of fountains, and how it is that they gush forth, some so bright and pure, and others with such rich medicinal virtues, from the dark bosom of the earth. Here, too, at an earlier period, he had studied the wonders of the human frame, and attempted to fathom the very process by which Nature assimilates all her precious influences from earth and air, and from the spiritual world, to create and foster man, her masterpiece. The latter pursuit, however, Aylmer had long laid aside in unwilling recognition of the truth-against which all seekers sooner or later stumble-that our great creative Mother, while she amuses us with apparently working in the broadest sunshine, is yet severely careful to keep her own secrets, and, in spite of her pretended openness, shows us nothing but results. She permits us, indeed, to mar20
 , but seldom to mend, and, like a jealous patentee, on no account to make. Now, however, Aylmer resumed these half-forgotten investigations; not, of course, with such hopes or wishes as first suggested them; but because they involved much physiological truth and lay in the path of his proposed scheme for the treatment of Georgiana.

As he led her over the threshold of the laboratory, Georgiana was cold and tremulous. Aylmer looked cheerfully into her face, with intent to reassure her, but was so startled with the intense glow of the birthmark upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not restrain a strong convulsive shudder. His wife fainted.

“Aminadab! Aminadab!”shouted Aylmer, stamping violently on the floor.

Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a man of low stature, but bulky frame, with shaggy hair hanging about his visage, which was grimed with the vapors of the furnace. This personage had been Aylmer's underworker during his whole scientific career, and was admirably fitted for that office by his great mechanical readiness, and the skill with which, while incapable of comprehending a single principle, he executed all the details of his master's experiments. With his vast strength, his shaggy hair, his smoky aspect, and the indescribable earthiness that incrusted him, he seemed to represent man's physical nature; while Aylmer's slender figure, and pale, intellectual face, were no less apt a type of the spiritual element.

“Throw open the door of the boudoir21
 , Aminadab,”said Aylmer,“and burn a pastil22
 .”

“Yes, master,”answered Aminadab, looking intently at the lifeless form of Georgiana; and then he muttered to himself,“If she were my wife, I'd never part with that birthmark.”

When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found herself breathing an atmosphere of penetrating fragrance, the gentle potency of which had recalled her from her deathlike faintness. The scene around her looked like enchantment. Aylmer had converted those smoky, dingy, sombre rooms, where he had spent his brightest years in recondite23
 pursuits, into a series of beautiful apartments not unfit to be the secluded abode of a lovely woman. The walls were hung with gorgeous curtains, which imparted the combination of grandeur and grace that no other species of adornment can achieve; and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, their rich and ponderous folds, concealing all angles and straight lines, appeared to shut in the scene from infinite space. For aught Georgiana knew, it might be a pavilion among the clouds. And Aylmer, excluding the sunshine, which would have interfered with his chemical processes, had supplied its place with perfumed lamps, emitting flames of various hue, but all uniting in a soft, impurpled radiance. He now knelt by his wife's side, watching her earnestly, but without alarm; for he was confident in his science, and felt that he could draw a magic circle round her within which no evil might intrude.

“Where am I? Ah, I remember,”said Georgiana, faintly; and she placed her hand over her cheek to hide the terrible mark from her husband's eyes.

“Fear not, dearest!”exclaimed he.“Do not shrink from me! Believe me, Georgiana, I even rejoice in this single imperfection, since it will be such a rapture to remove it.”

“Oh, spare me!”sadly replied his wife.“Pray do not look at it again. I never can forget that convulsive shudder.”

In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to release her mind from the burden of actual things, Aylmer now put in practice some of the light and playful secrets which science had taught him among its profounder lore. Airy figures, absolutely bodiless ideas, and forms of unsubstantial beauty came and danced before her, imprinting their momentary footsteps on beams of light. Though she had some indistinct idea of the method of these optical phenomena, still the illusion was almost perfect enough to warrant the belief that her husband possessed sway over the spiritual world. Then again, when she felt a wish to look forth from her seclusion, immediately, as if her thoughts were answered, the procession of external existence flitted across a screen. The scenery and the figures of actual life were perfectly represented, but with that bewitching, yet indescribable difference which always makes a picture, an image, or a shadow so much more attractive than the original. When wearied of this, Aylmer bade her cast her eyes upon a vessel containing a quantity of earth. She did so, with little interest at first; but was soon startled to perceive the germ of a plant shooting upward from the soil. Then came the slender stalk; the leaves gradually unfolded themselves; and amid them was a perfect and lovely flower.

“It is magical!”cried Georgiana.“I dare not touch it.”

“Nay, pluck it,”answered Aylmer, —“pluck it, and inhale its brief perfume while you may. The flower will wither in a few moments and leave nothing save its brown seed vessels; but thence24
 may be perpetuated a race as ephemeral25
 as itself.”

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than the whole plant suffered a blight26
 , its leaves turning coal-black as if by the agency of fire.

“There was too powerful a stimulus,”said Aylmer, thoughtfully.

To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed to take her portrait by a scientific process of his own invention. It was to be effected by rays of light striking upon a polished plate of metal. Georgiana assented; but, on looking at the result, was affrighted to find the features of the portrait blurred and indefinable; while the minute figure of a hand appeared where the cheek should have been. Aylmer snatched the metallic plate and threw it into a jar of corrosive acid.

Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures. In the intervals of study and chemical experiment he came to her flushed and exhausted, but seemed invigorated by her presence, and spoke in glowing language of the resources of his art. He gave a history of the long dynasty of the alchemists27
 , who spent so many ages in quest of the universal solvent by which the golden principle might be elicited from all things vile and base. Aylmer appeared to believe that, by the plainest scientific logic, it was altogether within the limits of possibility to discover this long-sought medium;“but,”he added,“a philosopher who should go deep enough to acquire the power would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to the exercise of it.”Not less singular were his opinions in regard to the elixir vitae28
 . He more than intimated that it was at his option to concoct29
 a liquid that should prolong life for years, perhaps interminably; but that it would produce a discord in Nature which all the world, and chiefly the quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find cause to curse.

“Aylmer, are you in earnest?”asked Georgiana, looking at him with amazement and fear.“It is terrible to possess such power, or even to dream of possessing it.”

“Oh, do not tremble, my love,”said her husband.“I would not wrong either you or myself by working such inharmonious effects upon our lives; but I would have you consider how trifling, in comparison, is the skill requisite to remove this little hand.”

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual, shrank as if a redhot iron had touched her cheek.

Again Aylmer applied himself to his labors. She could hear his voice in the distant furnace room giving directions to Aminadab, whose harsh, uncouth, misshapen tones were audible in response, more like the grunt or growl of a brute than human speech. After hours of absence, Aylmer reappeared and proposed that she should now examine his cabinet of chemical products and natural treasures of the earth. Among the former he showed her a small vial, in which, he remarked, was contained a gentle yet most powerful fragrance, capable of impregnating all the breezes that blow across a kingdom. They were of inestimable value, the contents of that little vial; and, as he said so, he threw some of the perfume into the air and filled the room with piercing and invigorating delight.

“And what is this?”asked Georgiana, pointing to a small crystal globe containing a gold-colored liquid.“It is so beautiful to the eye that I could imagine it the elixir of life.”

“In one sense it is,”replied Aylmer;“or, rather, the elixir of immortality. It is the most precious poison that ever was concocted in this world. By its aid I could apportion the lifetime of any mortal at whom you might point your finger. The strength of the dose would determine whether he were to linger out years, or drop dead in the midst of a breath. No king on his guarded throne could keep his life if I, in my private station, should deem that the welfare of millions justified me in depriving him of it.”

“Why do you keep such a terrific drug?”inquired Georgiana in horror.

“Do not mistrust me, dearest,”said her husband, smiling;“its virtuous potency is yet greater than its harmful one. But see! here is a powerful cosmetic. With a few drops of this in a vase of water, freckles may be washed away as easily as the hands are cleansed. A stronger infusion would take the blood out of the cheek, and leave the rosiest beauty a pale ghost.”

“Is it with this lotion that you intend to bathe my cheek?”asked Georgiana, anxiously.

“Oh, no,”hastily replied her husband;“this is merely superficial. Your case demands a remedy that shall go deeper.”

In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally made minute inquiries as to her sensations and whether the confinement of the rooms and the temperature of the atmosphere agreed with her. These questions had such a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture that she was already subjected to certain physical influences, either breathed in with the fragrant air or taken with her food. She fancied likewise, but it might be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of her system--a strange, indefinite sensation creeping through her veins, and tingling, half painfully, half pleasurably, at her heart. Still, whenever she dared to look into the mirror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and with the crimson birthmark stamped upon her cheek. Not even Aylmer now hated it so much as she.

To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband found it necessary to devote to the processes of combination and analysis, Georgiana turned over the volumes of his scientific library. In many dark old tomes30
 she met with chapters full of romance and poetry. They were the works of philosophers of the middle ages, such as Albertus Magnus31
 , Cornelius Agrippa32
 , Paracelsus33
 , and the famous friar34
 who created the prophetic Brazen Head. All these antique naturalists stood in advance of their centuries, yet were imbued with some of their credulity, and therefore were believed, and perhaps imagined themselves to have acquired from the investigation of Nature a power above Nature, and from physics a sway over the spiritual world. Hardly less curious and imaginative were the early volumes of the Transactions of the Royal Society35
 , in which the members, knowing little of the limits of natural possibility, were continually recording wonders or proposing methods whereby wonders might be wrought.

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a large folio from her husband's own hand, in which he had recorded every experiment of his scientific career, its original aim, the methods adopted for its development, and its final success or failure, with the circumstances to which either event was attributable. The book, in truth, was both the history and emblem of his ardent, ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and laborious life. He handled physical details as if there were nothing beyond them; yet spiritualized them all, and redeemed himself from materialism by his strong and eager aspiration towards the infinite. In his grasp the veriest clod of earth assumed a soul. Georgiana, as she read, reverenced Aylmer and loved him more profoundly than ever, but with a less entire dependence on his judgment than heretofore. Much as he had accomplished, she could not but observe that his most splendid successes were almost invariably failures, if compared with the ideal at which he aimed. His brightest diamonds were the merest pebbles, and felt to be so by himself, in comparison with the inestimable gems which lay hidden beyond his reach. The volume, rich with achievements that had won renown for its author, was yet as melancholy a record as ever mortal hand had penned. It was the sad confession and continual exemplification of the shortcomings of the composite man, the spirit burdened with clay36
 and working in matter, and of the despair that assails the higher nature at finding itself so miserably thwarted by the earthly part. Perhaps every man of genius in whatever sphere might recognize the image of his own experience in Aylmer's journal.

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that she laid her face upon the open volume and burst into tears. In this situation she was found by her husband.

“It is dangerous to read in a sorcerer's books,”said he with a smile, though his countenance was uneasy and displeased.“Georgiana, there are pages in that volume which I can scarcely glance over and keep my senses. Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you.”

“It has made me worship you more than ever,”said she.

“Ah, wait for this one success,”rejoined he,“then worship me if you will. I shall deem myself hardly unworthy of it. But come, I have sought you for the luxury of your voice. Sing to me, dearest.”

So she poured out the liquid music of her voice to quench the thirst of his spirit. He then took his leave with a boyish exuberance of gayety, assuring her that her seclusion would endure but a little longer, and that the result was already certain. Scarcely had he departed when Georgiana felt irresistibly impelled to follow him. She had forgotten to inform Aylmer of a symptom which for two or three hours past had begun to excite her attention. It was a sensation in the fatal birthmark, not painful, but which induced a restlessness throughout her system. Hastening after her husband, she intruded for the first time into the laboratory.

The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace, that hot and feverish worker, with the intense glow of its fire, which by the quantities of soot clustered above it seemed to have been burning for ages. There was a distilling apparatus in full operation. Around the room were retorts, tubes, cylinders, crucibles, and other apparatus of chemical research. An electrical machine stood ready for immediate use. The atmosphere felt oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors which had been tormented forth by the processes of science. The severe and homely simplicity of the apartment, with its naked walls and brick pavement, looked strange, accustomed as Georgiana had become to the fantastic elegance of her boudoir. But what chiefly, indeed almost solely, drew her attention, was the aspect of Aylmer himself.

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and hung over the furnace as if it depended upon his utmost watchfulness whether the liquid which it was distilling should be the draught of immortal happiness or misery. How different from the sanguine37
 and joyous mien that he had assumed for Georgiana's encouragement!

“Carefully now, Aminadab; carefully, thou human machine; carefully, thou man of clay!”muttered Aylmer, more to himself than his assistant.“Now, if there be a thought too much or too little, it is all over.”

“Ho! ho!”mumbled Aminadab.“Look, master! look!”

Aylmer raised his eyes hastily, and at first reddened, then grew paler than ever, on beholding Georgiana. He rushed towards her and seized her arm with a gripe that left the print of his fingers upon it.

“Why do you come hither38
 ? Have you no trust in your husband?”cried he, impetuously.“Would you throw the blight of that fatal birthmark over my labors? It is not well done. Go, prying woman, go!”

“Nay, Aylmer,”said Georgiana with the firmness of which she possessed no stinted endowment,“it is not you that have a right to complain. You mistrust your wife; you have concealed the anxiety with which you watch the development of this experiment. Think not so unworthily of me, my husband. Tell me all the risk we run, and fear not that I shall shrink; for my share in it is far less than your own.”

“No, no, Georgiana!”said Aylmer, impatiently;“it must not be.”

“I submit,”replied she calmly.“And, Aylmer, I shall quaff39
 whatever draught you bring me; but it will be on the same principle that would induce me to take a dose of poison if offered by your hand.”

“My noble wife,”said Aylmer, deeply moved,“I knew not the height and depth of your nature until now. Nothing shall be concealed. Know, then, that this crimson hand, superficial as it seems, has clutched its grasp into your being with a strength of which I had no previous conception. I have already administered agents powerful enough to do aught except to change your entire physical system. Only one thing remains to be tried. If that fail us we are ruined.”

“Why did you hesitate to tell me this?”asked she.

“Because, Georgiana,”said Aylmer, in a low voice,“there is danger.”

“Danger? There is but one danger-that this horrible stigma shall be left upon my cheek!”cried Georgiana.“Remove it, remove it, whatever be the cost, or we shall both go mad!”

“Heaven knows your words are too true,”said Aylmer, sadly.“And now, dearest, return to your boudoir. In a little while all will be tested.”

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a solemn tenderness which spoke far more than his words how much was now at stake. After his departure Georgiana became rapt in musings. She considered the character of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at any previous moment. Her heart exulted, while it trembled, at his honorable love-so pure and lofty that it would accept nothing less than perfection nor miserably make itself contented with an earthlier nature than he had dreamed of. She felt how much more precious was such a sentiment than that meaner kind which would have borne with the imperfection for her sake, and have been guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its perfect idea to the level of the actual; and with her whole spirit she prayed that, for a single moment, she might satisfy his highest and deepest conception. Longer than one moment she well knew it could not be; for his spirit was ever on the march, ever ascending, and each instant required something that was beyond the scope of the instant before.

The sound of her husband's footsteps aroused her. He bore a crystal goblet containing a liquor colorless as water, but bright enough to be the draught of immortality. Aylmer was pale; but it seemed rather the consequence of a highly-wrought state of mind and tension of spirit than of fear or doubt.

“The concoction of the draught has been perfect,”said he, in answer to Georgiana's look.“Unless all my science have deceived me, it cannot fail.”

“Save on your account, my dearest Aylmer,”observed his wife,“I might wish to put off this birthmark of mortality by relinquishing mortality itself in preference to any other mode. Life is but a sad possession to those who have attained precisely the degree of moral advancement at which I stand. Were I weaker and blinder it might be happiness. Were I stronger, it might be endured hopefully. But, being what I find myself, methinks40
 I am of all mortals the most fit to die.”

“You are fit for heaven without tasting death!”replied her husband“But why do we speak of dying? The draught cannot fail. Behold its effect upon this plant.”

On the window seat there stood a geranium41
 diseased with yellow blotches, which had overspread all its leaves. Aylmer poured a small quantity of the liquid upon the soil in which it grew. In a little time, when the roots of the plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly blotches began to be extinguished in a living verdure.

“There needed no proof,”said Georgiana, quietly.“Give me the goblet I joyfully stake all upon your word.”

“Drink, then, thou lofty creature!”exclaimed Aylmer, with fervid admiration.“There is no taint of imperfection on thy spirit. Thy sensible frame, too, shall soon be all perfect.”

She quaffed the liquid and returned the goblet to his hand.

“It is grateful,”said she with a placid smile.“Methinks it is like water from a heavenly fountain; for it contains I know not what of unobtrusive fragrance and deliciousness. It allays a feverish thirst that had parched me for many days. Now, dearest, let me sleep. My earthly senses are closing over my spirit like the leaves around the heart of a rose at sunset.”

She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as if it required almost more energy than she could command to pronounce the faint and lingering syllables. Scarcely had they loitered through her lips ere42
 she was lost in slumber. Aylmer sat by her side, watching her aspect with the emotions proper to a man the whole value of whose existence was involved in the process now to be tested. Mingled with this mood, however, was the philosophic investigation characteristic of the man of science. Not the minutest symptom escaped him. A heightened flush of the cheek, a slight irregularity of breath, a quiver of the eyelid, a hardly perceptible tremor through the frame, —such were the details which, as the moments passed, he wrote down in his folio volume. Intense thought had set its stamp upon every previous page of that volume, but the thoughts of years were all concentrated upon the last.

While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at the fatal hand, and not without a shudder. Yet once, by a strange and unaccountable impulse he pressed it with his lips. His spirit recoiled, however, in the very act, and Georgiana, out of the midst of her deep sleep, moved uneasily and murmured as if in remonstrance. Again Aylmer resumed his watch. Nor was it without avail. The crimson hand, which at first had been strongly visible upon the marble paleness of Georgiana's cheek, now grew more faintly outlined. She remained not less pale than ever; but the birthmark with every breath that came and went, lost somewhat of its former distinctness. Its presence had been awful; its departure was more awful still. Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out the sky, and you will know how that mysterious symbol passed away.

“By Heaven! it is well-nigh gone!”said Aylmer to himself, in almost irrepressible ecstasy.“I can scarcely trace it now. Success! success! And now it is like the faintest rose color. The lightest flush of blood across her cheek would overcome it. But she is so pale!”

He drew aside the window curtain and suffered the light of natural day to fall into the room and rest upon her cheek. At the same time he heard a gross, hoarse chuckle, which he had long known as his servant Aminadab's expression of delight.

“Ah, clod! ah, earthly mass!”cried Aylmer, laughing in a sort of frenzy,“you have served me well! Matter and spirit-earth and heaven-have both done their part in this! Laugh, thing of the senses! You have earned the right to laugh.”

These exclamations broke Georgiana's sleep. She slowly unclosed her eyes and gazed into the mirror which her husband had arranged for that purpose. A faint smile flitted over her lips when she recognized how barely perceptible was now that crimson hand which had once blazed forth with such disastrous brilliancy as to scare away all their happiness. But then her eyes sought Aylmer's face with a trouble and anxiety that he could by no means account for.

“My poor Aylmer!”murmured she.

“Poor? Nay, richest, happiest, most favored!”exclaimed he.“My peerless bride, it is successful! You are perfect!”

“My poor Aylmer,”she repeated, with a more than human tenderness,“you have aimed loftily; you have done nobly. Do not repent that with so high and pure a feeling, you have rejected the best the earth could offer. Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dying!”

Alas! it was too true! The fatal hand had grappled with the mystery of life, and was the bond by which an angelic spirit kept itself in union with a mortal frame. As the last crimson tint of the birthmark-that sole token of human imperfection-faded from her cheek, the parting breath of the now perfect woman passed into the atmosphere, and her soul, lingering a moment near her husband, took its heavenward flight. Then a hoarse, chuckling laugh was heard again! Thus ever does the gross fatality of earth exult in its invariable triumph over the immortal essence which, in this dim sphere of half development, demands the completeness of a higher state. Yet, had Alymer reached a profounder wisdom, he need not thus have flung away the happiness which would have woven his mortal life of the selfsame texture with the celestial. The momentary circumstance was too strong for him; he failed to look beyond the shadowy scope of time, and, living once for all in eternity, to find the perfect future in the present.

Notes:

1. spiritual affinity: 精神亲和力；精神吸引力

2. congenial aliment: 指相宜的养料

3. votary: person who dedicates himself to sth, esp religious work and service 献身者

4. crimson: deep red 深红色，绯红

5. pygmy: very small person or species of animal; dwarf 侏儒，矮个子

6. wont:（wont to do sth) in the habit of doing sth; accustomed to doing sth 惯于或已适应做某事

7. in token of: as evidence of sth 作为某事的证据

8. swain: young male lover, suitor 情郎；求爱的男子

9. fastidious: hard to please; easily disgusted 吹毛求疵的，爱挑剔的

10. Powers: 海勒姆·鲍威斯（Hiram Powers, 1805～1873），美国著名雕刻家，其作品《堕落前的夏娃》受到高度赞美。

11. aught: anything 任何事物

12. ineludible: inescapable 逃脱不了的，无法规避的

13. nay: no

14. fain: 与would连用，表示“欣然地，乐意地；宁愿”

15. odious: disgusting, hateful 可憎的，可恶的

16. perchance: perhaps

17. inexorably: relentlessly, unstoppably 坚持不懈地，不可阻挡地

18. Pygmalion: 皮格马利翁，希腊神话中的塞浦路斯国王，热恋自己所雕的阿芙洛蒂特象牙雕像，由于祈祷虔诚，女神为之感动，赋予雕像生命，他遂娶这位少女为妻。

19. repose: rest, tranquility 休息，安宁

20. mar: damage, spoil 损坏，毁坏

21. boudoir: woman's bedroom or private sitting-room（旧时的）闺房

22. pastil: small flavored sweet for sucking, esp one containing medicine for a sore throat, lozenge 香锭，锭剂

23. recondite: little known or understood, obscure 深奥的，不能理解的

24. thence: from there 由彼处，从那里

25. ephemeral: living, lasting for a very short time（生存、持续）短暂的

26. blight: disease that withers plants（植物）枯萎病

27. alchemist: person who studied and practiced a medieval form of chemistry, the chief aim of which was to discover how to turn ordinary metals into gold 炼金术士

28. the elixir vitae: imaginary substance with which medieval scientists hoped to change metals into gold or to make people live for ever 炼金药；长生不老药

29. concoct: make (sth) by mixing ingredients 调制

30. tome: large, heavy book, esp a scholarly or serious one 大部头书，大本书（尤指学术性或理论性的书籍）

31. Magnus: 艾伯塔斯·马格努斯（Albertus Magnus，1193～1280），日耳曼哲学家与神学家

32. Cornelius Agrippa: 科尼利厄斯·阿格里帕（1486～1535），日耳曼医生与神学家

33. Paracelsus: 帕拉塞尔斯（1493—1541），瑞士出生的炼金术士与医生

34. the famous friar: 指英国科学家罗杰·培根（Roger Bacon，1214—1294），人称“可敬的医生”。西方历史上有关此人的传说纷纭，其中之一便是铜头的故事。据传培根造了一只铜头，只要他能听到铜头说话，他的种种计划便可大功告成；反之，则会失败。

35. the Royal Society:（英国）皇家学会，成立于1662年，全名为The Royal Society of London for Improving Natural Knowledge。

36. the spirit burdened with clay: 典出《旧约·创世纪》，上帝用泥土造出人类的始祖亚当。

37. sanguine: hopeful, optimistic 充满希望的，乐观的

38. hither: to or towards this place 到此处，向此处

39. quaff: drink by swallowing large amounts at a time 大口地喝

40. methinks: it seems to me 我想，据我看来

41. geranium: garden plant with red, pink or white flowers 天竺葵

42. ere: before

作品简评

《胎记》收录于霍桑的短篇小说集《古屋青苔》中，小说情节并不复杂，从表面上看，这部富于幻想和浪漫色彩的小说讲述了一位理想主义的科学家追求完美而遭受挫败的故事，但作品并不是一桩简单而仅仅关于世俗生活的悲剧。男主人公艾默是一位“在各门自然科学中都负有盛名的科学家”，他美丽的妻子乔治亚娜自出生起左边脸颊上就带着一块绯红色的酷似小手的胎记。艾默偏信这块小瑕疵破坏了妻子的完美，他把她带进实验室，让她服下了自己配制的药水，药水起效了，胎记逐渐消失，然而一同带走的，还有乔治亚娜美丽的生命。这两个主角都具有一定的象征意义，丈夫艾默作为科学家，是19世纪现代科学和文明的化身，他坚信科学的力量会改变自然规律，并努力按人类的意志塑造世界，从而满足人类的一切主观愿望；他企图依靠自己的科学手段将妻子脸上的胎记除去，从而彻底消除自己心头上由于虚荣而笼罩的阴影。妻子乔治亚娜则是自然的化身，作者一开始就把她描写得美丽动人，除了有娇美的外表，她的真实、顺从的性情都使她与丈夫之间形成了鲜明的对比。

如同霍桑的其他许多作品一样，人们可以从这个淡化了社会背景的故事中发掘出更多的内涵、更多有关人内心深处的秘密。我们不应该因为霍桑反对人类利用现代科学手段满足私欲戕害生灵，而将他理解为对科学进步持有否定的态度。如果这样会削弱作品的主题，无法领悟作者对“现代文明人类”的辛辣嘲弄。他创作的目的在于批判现代社会人类掌握现代科学技术之后，对物质追求日益增长的欲望。在作者的心目中，只有真善美才是最有价值的，而一切通过其他手段争取来的满足不过是弄巧成拙而已。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why does Georgiana decide to let her husband remove the birthmark even though it may“cause cureless deformity; or it may be the stain goes as deep as life itself”?

2. In much of his fiction, Hawthorne treats pride as an“evil.”Is there an evil type of pride evident in“The Birthmark”?

3. Beyond this story, do you think science and technology advance society (make the world a better place to live) or hinder the progress of society (create more problems）?

Suggested Reading List


The Minister's Black Veil



The House of the Seven Gables



The Scarlet Letter


第三节　埃德加·爱伦·坡（Edgar Allen Poe, 1809～1849）

作者及作品简介

[image: 177]


埃德加·爱伦·坡1809年1月19日出身于波士顿的一个演员家庭。幼年时父母先后去世。1811年他由弗吉尼亚里士满商人约翰·爱伦收养，随爱伦夫妇去英国。回里士满后，于1826年进入弗吉尼亚大学。一年后，由于负债和赌博而退学。1827年服兵役，1830年被选送至西点军校。因渎职被军校开除后，爱伦·坡在巴尔的摩、里士满、纽约与费城等地写稿，曾在《南方文学使者》、《伯顿绅士杂志》参与编辑工作。1835年与表妹维吉尼亚·克莱姆结婚。1847年妻子病故，此后，他精神逐渐失常，1849年10月7日死于巴尔的摩。

爱伦·坡是一位多才多艺的作家，在诗歌、短篇小说以及文艺批评等方面都有很高的成就。爱伦·坡的诗集有《帖木儿》（Tamerlane
 , 1827）、《艾尔·阿拉夫》（Al Aaraaf
 , 1829）、《诗集》（Poems
 , 1831）。诗中大多是古怪、奇特、病态的形象。他着重描写忧郁的情绪，著名的《乌鸦》（The Raven
 , 1845）一诗就是这方面的代表作。爱伦·坡有着独特的诗学见解，在《诗学原则》（The Poetic Principle
 , 1850）一文中提出诗歌要短而精，能一气读完，认为自己的《乌鸦》就是一个典范。《乌鸦》、《致海伦》（To Helen
 ）以及《安娜贝尔·李》（Annabel Lee
 , 1849）是他的名篇。他认为诗歌就是“美的节奏之创造”，强调诗歌应给人以美感，而不在于说教。他不无偏激地认为“美女之死是世界上最具诗意的主题”。他的“以诗为诗”的主张其实是西方唯美主义的“为艺术而艺术”论的最早滥觞。

爱伦·坡是一位多产的作家，一生共著有短篇小说近万篇。他的短篇小说大致可分为三类：恐怖故事、谋杀疑案及科学难解之谜。他开创了侦探小说的先河，被誉为“侦探小说的鼻祖”。其小说风格怪异离奇，充满恐怖气氛。代表作品有：《厄舍古屋的倒塌》（The Fall of the House of Usher
 , 1839）、《怪诞故事集》（Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque
 , 1840）、《莫格街谋杀案》（The Murders in the Rue Morgue
 , 1841）、《被盗窃的信》（The Purloined Letter
 , 1844）以及《金甲虫》（The Gold Bug
 , 1843）。

在文艺批评方面，坡的主要作品有《创作哲学》（The Philosophy of Composition
 , 1846）、《诗学原则》等。

美国文学界对爱伦·坡是毁誉参半。但在英国，坡却受到王尔德、奥登、叶芝、劳伦斯等作家的极力推崇。他同时也受到弗洛伊德本人以及心理批评家的关注。爱伦·坡的某些作品为弗洛伊德理论及卡夫卡小说艺术开创了先河。

作品选读1

To Helen1


Helen, thy beauty is to me

Like those Nicean2
 barks3
 of yore4
 ,

That gently, o'er a perfumed sea,

The weary, wayworn wanderer bore

To his own native shore.

On desperate seas long wont to roam,

Thy hyacinth5
 hair, thy classic face,

Thy Naiad6
 airs have brought me home

To the glory that was Greece,

And the grandeur that was Rome.

Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche7


How statue-like I see thee stand,

The agate lamp within thy hand!

Ah, Psyche8
 , from the regions which

Are Holy Land9
 !

Notes:

1. Helen: A character of Greek myth, she was the beautiful daughter of Zeus. Her abduction by Paris was the cause of the Trojan War. 在希腊神话中，海伦是宙斯之女，被帕里斯诱走，引起了特洛伊战争。

2. Nicean: an ancient city of the Byzantine Empire 尼西亚

3. barks: small sailing ships

4. of yore: in olden days, of long ago

5. hyacinth: curled in the manner of the hyacinth flower 卷曲的

6. Naiad: a freshwater nymph believed by Greeks and Romans to inhabit rivers, lakes, and springs, giving life to the waters 仙女

7. window niche: a recessed window 壁龛式窗户

8. Psyche: in mythology, the lover of Cupid 普赛克，罗马神话中爱神丘比特的情人。

9. Holy Land: Palestine and its chief city Jerusalem 巴勒斯坦及耶路撒冷（巴勒斯坦中部城市），宗教圣地

作品简评

《致海伦》发表于1831年，是诗人的代表作。这是一首悼念诗，是爱伦·坡为了纪念简·斯蒂恩·斯坦那德（Mrs. Stanard）而作的。斯坦那德夫人是爱伦·坡中学同学的母亲，端庄美丽，是爱伦·坡心目中美的偶像。1824年4月，31岁的斯坦那德夫人不幸因病去世。爱伦·坡非常伤心，在很长一段时间里精神恍惚，常做噩梦，甚至多次在夜间到斯坦那德夫人坟前哭泣。这种美丽女人的死是坡的诗歌中反复出现的主题，也是他最擅长的题材之一。

海伦是古希腊神话中的绝色美人，斯巴达王梅内莱厄斯（Menelaus）的王后。后来，因为她被特洛伊王子帕里斯（Paris）诱拐离去引起了特洛伊战争（Trojan War）。

在这首诗中，爱伦·坡将自己比作成一个风尘仆仆、疲惫不堪的流浪汉，而海伦的美就像是一艘古老的尼西亚帆船，指引他到达安全的港湾。诗虽短，却充分体现了他对“美”，“纯”和“音律”的追求。

Questions for Discussion

1. In the first stanza of the poem, what likeness does Poe draw between Helen and the Nicean barks?

2. What are the images that Poe establishes in the readers' minds through the description of Helen's supernal beauty? What effect does this have on the poet?

3. Explicate how the persona of the poet is created in the short lyric“To Helen”.

作品选读2

Annabel Lee

It was many and many a year ago,

In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

By the name of Annabel Lee;

And this maiden she1
 lived with no other thought

Than to love and be loved by me.

I was a child and she was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love—

I and my Annabel Lee—

With a love that the winged seraphs2
 of Heaven

Coveted3
 her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,

In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling

My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her highborn kinsmen came

And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre4


In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,

Went envying her and me—

Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know, In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night, Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it1
 was stronger by far than the love

Of those who were older than we—

Of many far wiser than we—

And neither the angels in Heaven above,

Nor the demons under the sea,

Can ever dissever5
 my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.

For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise, but I see the bright eyes6


Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And so, all the night-tide7
 , I lie down by the side

Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,

In the sepulchre there by the sea—

In her tomb by the sounding sea.

Notes:

1. this maiden she: Poe uses two subjects in order to maintain the rhythm, just as he does in line 27.

2. seraphs: the 6-winged angels standing in the presence of God 六翼天使

3. covet: desire eagerly 垂涎，艳羡

4. sepulchre: tomb 坟墓

5. dissever: sever, separate, disunite 使分离

6. (never...）but I see: (never...) without my seeing

7. night-tide:〈poetic〉night-time

作品简评

《安娜贝尔·李》发表于1850年1月——爱伦·坡死后三个月，是他的遗世之作。与《致海伦》一样，《安娜贝尔·李》也是一首悼念诗。1847年，诗人的妻子，年仅26岁的维吉尼亚·克莱姆（Virginia Clemm）不幸因肺结核死亡。伤心之余，爱伦·坡写下了这首后人广为传诵的诗歌。

全诗共分成6个诗节，强调节奏和韵律。在格律上以抑抑扬格为主，抑扬格交替出现。另外，爱伦·坡还采用了头韵、中间韵和尾韵，在句式上运用平行结构，通过多次重复某些诗行来加强效果。这些诗歌技巧的娴熟运用赋予这首诗以很强的音乐性，与主题以及其忧郁的情调非常契合。

Questions for Discussion

1. How does the poet manage to convey to the reader the message of the timelessness of love?

2. Study the poem and see how Poe succeeds in bringing a realistic as well as supernatural note into the poem. Explain the literary elements and rhetorical devices that Poe has used to create this effect.

3. Retell the story of Annabel Lee in prose form.

Suggested Reading List


The Raven



The Fall of the House of Usher



The Purloined Letter



The Murders in the Rue Morgue


第四节　华尔特·惠特曼（Walt Whitman, 1819～1892）

作者及作品简介
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惠特曼1819年出身于美国长岛的一个木匠家庭，只受过五年初等教育，11岁开始独立谋生。迫于生计，惠特曼曾做过乡村学校的教师，当过信差，学过排字，在数家报社或杂志做过编辑，并曾主编《布鲁克林自由人》报。惠特曼渴望认识世界，乐朋好友，这使他对社会和美国各阶层人民的生活有了广泛深入的了解。在与船夫、领航员、马车夫、机械工、渔夫、杂工等结交朋友的时候他取得了许多第一手材料，为他以后的创作提供了极好的素材。12岁那年他就在《长岛爱国者》报上发表了他的第一篇文章。

但是，青少年时代的惠特曼一直沉浸在自己的政治雄心和党派热情中，早期的作品没有很高的成就。1849年9月，由于惠特曼所参加的“自由土地党”与民主党保守派妥协，诗人愤然退出《布鲁克林自由人》报，退出政治活动，开始郑重考虑通过文学创作来为美国的民主事业服务。他走过的是一条实践与理想并存，充满了追求、斗争和挫败的艰难曲折的道路。

经过一段时间的探索、积累和准备，惠特曼终于用诗歌来为民主和自由呐喊了，那就是1855年发表的《草叶集》（Leaves of Grass
 ）。以“草叶”命名自己的诗集其寓意在于：草是最平凡、最普遍而又密集成群、生生不息的。草叶象征着一切平凡、普通的事物和平凡的民众，也象征着发展中的美国。《草叶集》初版包括了12首没有标题的诗，他们从形式到内容在美国文学史上都是全新的。这薄薄一册划时代的诗集受到了普遍的冷遇，只有爱默生给诗人写了一封热情洋溢的信。惠特曼从这封信中得到巨大的鼓舞。在他后半生的37年中，惠特曼不断将《草叶集》加以扩充。《草叶集》先后共出了9版，由最初的12首诗，发展到401首。它记录着诗人一生的思想和探索过程，也反映出国家和时代的面貌，反映了美国独立战争和内战的重大史实，是19世纪美国的史诗。

《草叶集》中较为有名的是《自我之歌》（Song of Myself
 ）、《阔斧之歌》（Song of the Broad-Axe
 , 1856）、《我听见美国在歌唱》（I Hear America Singing
 ）等。《草叶集》在艺术上，创造了“自由体”（free verse）的诗歌形式，创立了新的风格。他的诗一般不跨行，而以行中短句构成一种隐约的内部节奏，随着奔放的激情、恣肆的想象和纵横的议论而形成一种舒卷自如的旋律，宛若行云流水，当行则行，当止则止，所以“自由”是《草叶集》的一大特点。惠特曼“自由体”的诗歌形式对美国乃至世界的新诗发展都有着深远的影响。

作品选读1

I Hear America Singing

I hear America singing, the varied carols1
 I hear,

Those of mechanics, each one singing his2
 as it should be blithe3
 and strong,

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work,

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deckhand singing on the steamboat deck,

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing as he stands,

The wood-cutter's song, the ploughboy's on his way in the morning, or at noon intermission or at sundown,

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, or of the girl sewing or washing,

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else4
 ,

The day what belongs to the day5
 , at night the party of young fellows, robust, friendly,

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.

Notes:

1. carols: songs of joy or mirth 欢乐的歌

2. his: his own song 自己的歌

3. blithe: merry and lighthearted 快乐无忧的

4. Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else: Everyone is singing his or her own song instead of others', expressing his or her feelings.

5. The day what belongs to the day: The day is singing a song that belongs to the day. 白天唱着白天的歌。

作品简评

在《我听见美国在歌唱》里，惠特曼展现的是一幅令人振奋的画面：一群来自各行各业的自豪而健康的美国人劳作着，歌唱着。机修工、木匠、泥瓦匠、船夫、水手、鞋匠、帽商、伐木工、耕童等都在唱着自己的歌。歌声汇集成了一曲大合唱，赞颂美国，赞颂“美国梦”。从城市到乡村，从海洋到陆地，到处充满了欢乐。在这首诗里，惠特曼热情地颂扬了普通劳动者。

Questions for Discussion

1. Analyze how the total effect of the poem is achieved, especially through the use of parallelism and repetition.

2. To whom does each song belong? Are the people literally singing? Should we interpret“singing”figuratively?

3. Study the title. In what sense does the speaker hear America singing?

作品选读2

O Captain! My Captain!1


O Captain! My Captain! our fearful trip2
 is done,

The ship has weather'd every rack3
 , the prize4
 we sought is won,

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

But O heart! heart! heart!

O the bleeding drops of red,

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! My Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths—for you the shores acrowding,

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

Here Captain! dear father!

This am beneath your head!

It is some dream that on the deck,

You've fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pule nor will.

The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

Exult O shores, and ring O bells!

But I with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

Notes:

1. Captain: Whitman compares the United States to a ship, and Lincoln to its captain who steered it through the stormy years of the Civil War. 惠特曼将美国比作一艘船，将林肯比作船长，指引着美国人民破浪向前。

2. our fearful trip: Here Whitman is again comparing the Civil War to a fearful trip. 惠特曼将美国内战比作成可怕的航程。

3. has weathered every rack: Here,“weather”refers to“come safely through all the storms and trials.”此处“weather”指安然度过狂风骇浪，经受住了考验。

4. the prize: the abolition of Negro slavery system 奴隶制的废除

作品简评

1865年4月，深受美国人民爱戴的林肯总统遇刺身亡。惠特曼接到这不幸的消息后，饱含悲愤，深情地写下了《哦，船长！我的船长》等好几首悼念诗，歌颂林肯在南北战争中为了捍卫民主思想所作的不懈努力，表达了他对林肯的赞美和哀思。

《哦，船长！我的船长》整首诗歌极富象征意义，比如，惠特曼将美国比作一艘航船，将林肯比作船长；每一诗节看上去就像一艘乘风破浪的航船。在形式上，和惠特曼的其他诗歌不同，这首诗并没有完全突破传统。诗歌分成三个诗节，各个诗节均由四长四短的诗行组成，音步接近抑扬格。在各诗节的结尾重复着同样一句哀叹：“他倒下死了，已经冰凉。”这样的安排在某种程度上更能显示主题的庄严与沉重，更能表达诗人对林肯的咏叹。

Questions for Discussion

1. The poem is obviously written in the form of an allegory. Explain how this form strengthens the effect of the poem.

2. Why do the rhythms of the poem seem appropriate to the poem's subject?

3. Make a comparison of this poem with“When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloomed”, another eulogy written by Whitman in memory of Lincoln.

Suggested Reading List


When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd



Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking


第五节　埃米莉·迪金森（Emily Dickinson, 1830～1886）

作者及作品简介

[image: 184]


埃米莉·迪金森，美国19世纪最伟大、最富影响力的女诗人，1830年12月10日出身于马萨诸塞州阿默斯特镇一个律师家庭。父亲是当地的名人，还曾当选过国会议员。他笃信基督，是个虔诚的教徒，基督教对于埃米莉的思想和性格有着极大的影响。埃米莉曾于1840至1847年间在当地的中学就读，后来又在霍利约克女子神学院学习了一年。回家乡后，埃米莉开始自学古典神话，研读《圣经》以及莎士比亚的作品。她还认真阅读过许多英美诗人和小说家的著作，例如托马斯·布朗、约翰·堂恩、乔治·艾略特、布朗宁夫妇等。埃米莉的生活单调而平静，接触面非常有限。除父母和兄妹外，只有为数很少的几个朋友。1855年迪金森前往华盛顿探望父亲，在归途中和查尔斯·沃兹沃思邂逅，以后两人开始了书信往来。然而，沃兹沃思是个有家室的人，迪金森在感情上受到了挫折。埃米莉自1858年后几乎足不出户，70年代更是连房门都不迈出一步，文学史上因而称她为“阿默斯特的修女”。

埃米莉一生共写了1 775首诗歌。然而，在她生前只有七首诗被朋友从她的信件中抄录出发表。在埃米莉的诗歌中，读者可以体会到传统宗教和爱默生的“超验主义”对她的创作的影响。爱情、死亡以及永生是埃米莉诗歌里反复出现的主题。在形式上，她的诗歌多以民谣以及17世纪英国宗教圣歌作者艾萨克·沃茨惯常采用的传统韵律为主。埃米莉用词简练，常常省略介词、连词和冠词，不理睬语法规则，还随意使用大写和破折号。这些形式和主题上的独创性对于美国现代诗歌的发展无疑大有裨益。

作品选读1

I Died for Beauty—But Was Scarce

I died for Beauty—but was scarce1


Adjusted in the Tomb

When1One who died for Truth, was lain

In an adjoining Room2
 —

He questioned softly“Why I failed”?

“For Beauty”, I replied—

“And I—for Truth—Themself3
 are One—

We Brethren, are”, He said—

And so, as Kinsmen, met a Night4
 —

We talked between the Rooms—

Until the Moss had reached our lips—

And covered up—our names—

Notes:

1. scare ... when ...: scarcely ... when ... 刚……就……

2. Room: tomb 墓穴

3. themself: themselves

4. a Night: one night

作品简评

真与美是文学的永恒主题。诗人在这里只用了短短12行诗就道出了真与美的精髓：美与真一体并存、不可分离。真美结合铸就永恒。我们似乎听到英国浪漫主义诗人济慈的《希腊古瓷颂》（Ode on a Grecian Urn
 ）在回响：“真即是美，美即为真（Beauty is truth, truth beauty
 ）。”这首诗歌无疑是诗人迪金森创作原则的宣言。

Questions for Discussion

1. What are Dickinson's thoughts on Truth and Beauty?

2. What intellectual and literary movements are those concepts associated with?

3. Why are the speakers in the poem portrayed as corpses in adjacent tombs?

作品选读2

Because I Could Not Stop for Death

Because I could not stop for Death—

He kindly stopped for me—

The Carriage held but just Ourselves—

And Immortality.

We slowly drove—He knew no haste

And I had put away

My labor and my leisure too,

For His Civility—

We passed the School, where Children strove

At Recess—in the Ring—

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain1
 —

We passed the Setting Sun—

Or rather—He passed Us—

The Dews drew quivering and chill—

For only Gossamer, my Gown—

My Tippet2
 —only Tulle3
 —

We paused before a House that seemed

A Swelling of the Ground—

The Roof was scarcely visible—

The Cornice4
 —in the Ground—

Since then—'tis Centuries—and yet

Feels shorter than the Day

I first surmised the Horses' Heads

Were toward Eternity—

Notes:

1. Gazing Grain: the grain has kernels like eyes 凝眸而视的谷物

2. Tippet: a shoulder cape of fur or cloth or scarf 斗篷，披肩

3. Tulle: thin, net fabric used chiefly for veils or ballet costumes 绢网

4. Cornice: the molded and projecting horizontal member that crowns an architectural composition 上楣，檐口

作品简评

《因为我不能停下来等待死神》描述的是诗人被死神的和蔼和礼貌所打动，放弃了工作和休息，和“永生”一道坐上他的马车。他们经过学校，学生们正在课间休息；穿过长满庄稼的田野；看见太阳西下。诗人忽然间觉得衣薄体寒，才发觉原来已经来到了坟墓。几个世纪飞逝而过，诗人第一次醒悟到：死神的马车是驶向永恒的，人的灵魂也是永恒的。死亡和永生是迪金森诗中反复出现的主题，有所不同的是，在这首诗里诗人运用了拟人手法，将两者都人格化了。

Questions for Discussion

1. Who is the poet's companion in the carriage?

2. The landscape changes continuously as their carriage passed“the School”,“the Fields”and“the Setting Sun”. What stages of life can these remind people of?

3. What is Dickinson's attitude toward death? From her attitude toward death, what can be deduced about her attitude toward life? Is the image of death employed symbolically? Is death a way of portraying life?

Suggested Reading List


My Life Closed Twice before Its Close



Wild Nights—Wild Nights



Death is a Dialogue between



Tell All the Truth But Tell It Slant—


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

讽喻 Allegory

Allegory is a story or narrative, usually of some length, in which characters, actions or settings represent abstract ideas or moral qualities. It usually carries two meanings, a literal meaning and a symbolic meaning. In other words, it is a method of telling one story while seeming to tell another. The Pilgrim's Progress
 (1684) by John Bunyan is one of the most famous allegories. It personifies abstract ideas and human virtues and vices in characters such as Mr. Worldly-Wise, Giant Despair, Hopeful, Lechery, Pride, and Christian, the pilgrim.

寓言 Fable

A fable is a short story, often with animals as its characters, which illustrates a moral. These animals speak and act like human beings. The fable is an ancient form, dating back to ancient Greek and Roman times in which appeared two world-famous fable writers: Aesop and Phaedrus.


名人名言

Knowledge is a treasure, but practice is the key to it.

知识是一座宝库，而实践就是开启宝库的钥匙。

—Fuller（富勒）




第二章　现实主义时期 Realism

在美国文学史上，从内战结束到第一次世界大战爆发这段时期见证了美国文学现实主义的兴起和发展。现实主义主宰了美国文学，尤其是美国小说，将近半个世纪的时光。

内战后的美国社会为现实主义的发展提供了肥沃的土壤。在政治领域，民主的程度不断提高。随着社会体制以及价值体系的变革，美国社会的意识形态也发生了巨变。工业化和城市化进程的速度之快前所未有。另外，新一轮的移民潮使人口遽增。现实主义就是在这样的背景下发展起来的。

与浪漫主义作家相反，现实主义作家着眼于现实生活，努力把现实生活真实地反映给读者。他们十分关注对生活经验的描摹而不是沉浸于形而上的思辨，他们把视角转向普通人的生活，关心下层人民的疾苦，敢于揭露批判美国社会的阴暗面。他们认为小说中的人物比情节更重要。在风格方面他们注重口语和方言的运用，与浪漫主义强调的高雅文风形成了鲜明的对照。

威廉·迪安·豪威尔斯是现实主义流派的热情倡导者，作为《大西洋月刊》的资深编辑，他写了热情洋溢的评论文章，给现实主义文学以无私的关爱与呵护。正因如此，他被誉为美国文学事实上的领袖。另外两个现实主义巨匠是马克·吐温和亨利·詹姆斯。马克·吐温强调的是对人物语言和对生活本身的摹写，而亨利·詹姆斯则注重对人物内心世界的探索。可以断言，没有前者的地方色彩主义和后者的心理现实主义，美国的现实主义文学就不会如此绚丽多姿。

第一节　马克·吐温（Mark Twain, 1835～1910）

作者及作品简介

[image: 187]


马克·吐温（1835～1910），原名塞谬尔·朗赫恩·克莱门斯（Samuel Langhorne Clemens），马克·吐温是其笔名。他出身于密西西比河畔密苏里的弗罗里达一个乡村律师家庭，家境贫寒，童年时代几乎没有受过什么正规的学校教育。他幼年丧父，很小就开始做工谋生，曾在印刷所做学徒。1851年在他的哥哥欧莱思开办的报馆中充当排字工人，并开始学习写作幽默小品。1853年后在中西部和东部作排字工人。1856年在密西西比河上遇见老舵手贺拉斯毕·克斯比，拜他为师。一年半后成为密西西比河上的领航员。内战爆发后，水路交通中断。他随哥哥到西部，成为数家报纸的固定撰稿人。自1862年起，他开始采用马克·吐温为笔名。1865年，他的第一部短篇小说《卡拉维拉斯县著名的跳蛙》（The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County
 ）在纽约一家杂志上发表后，好评如潮。吐温作为一名幽默小说作家几乎是一夜成名。四年后，吐温把他去欧洲和巴勒斯坦旅行的报道辑成《傻瓜出国记》（The Innocents Abroad
 , 1869）。这部小说集的出版进一步确立了他的幽默小说家的地位。

1873年，吐温与华纳合写了长篇小说《镀金时代》（The Gilded Age
 ），是对当时美国人所吹嘘的“黄金时代”的辛辣讽刺。1876年，长篇小说《汤姆·索耶历险记》（The Adventures of Tom Sawyer
 ）出版。小说虽然是以密西西比河上某小镇为背景的少年读物，但深受不同年龄读者的喜爱。书中描写了淘气的汤姆和他的伙伴哈克贝里·费恩以及汤姆的女友贝姬·撒切尔的许多故事，不少是作者的亲身经历，有许多合乎孩子心理的有趣情节。1884年，《汤姆·索耶历险记》的姊妹篇《哈克贝里·费恩历险记》（The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn
 ）出版，再次得到批评家的高度评价，深受国内外读者的欢迎。

命运对吐温一直是那样地残酷。他的家庭屡遭不幸：两个女儿一病一死，妻子的健康也恶化，并于1904年去世；他投资制造自动排字机失败而破产。为了偿还债务，他外出旅行演讲，访问了夏威夷、新西兰、澳大利亚、印度和南美等地。1897年写成《赤道旅行记》（Following the Equator
 ），其中讽刺并谴责帝国主义对殖民地人民的压迫。家庭的不幸在吐温的心里投下了巨大的阴影。他讽刺的笔调也越来越犀利。《败坏了哈德莱堡的人》（The Man Who Corrupted Hadleyburg
 , 1900）是他晚期的代表作品。

马克·吐温被誉为“美国文学中的林肯”。他的作品既有现实主义的精心描写，又有浪漫主义的抒情；既有人物心理具体剖析，又有奇特风趣的想象；民间口语及俚语的大量运用使作品既富有生活气息，又简明流畅。小说主题的深刻性和艺术的独创性，代表了美国文学空前的成就，是美国文学的一大里程碑。

作品选读1

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer: Chapter 2

Saturday morning was come, and all the summer world was bright and fresh, and brimming with life. There was a song in every heart; and if the heart was young the music issued at the lips. There was cheer in every face and a spring in every step. The locust-trees were in bloom and the fragrance of the blossoms filled the air. Cardiff Hill, beyond the village and above it, was green with vegetation and it lay just far enough away to seem a Delectable Land1
 , dreamy, reposeful, and inviting.

Tom appeared on the sidewalk with a bucket of whitewash and a long-handled brush. He surveyed the fence, and all gladness left him and a deep melancholy settled down upon his spirit. Thirty yards of board fence nine feet high. Life to him seemed hollow, and existence but2
 a burden. Sighing, he dipped his brush and passed it along the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did it again; compared the insignificant whitewashed streak with the far-reaching continent of unwhitewashed fence, and sat down on a tree-box discouraged. Jim came skipping out at the gate with a tin pail, and singing“Buffalo Gals3
 ”. Bringing water from the town pump had always been hateful work in Tom's eyes before, but now it did not strike him so. He remembered that there was company at the pump. White, mulatto4
 , and negro boys and girls were always there waiting their turns, resting, trading playthings, quarrelling, fighting, skylarking. And he remembered that although the pump was only a hundred and fifty yards off, Jim never got back with a bucket of water under an hour; and even then somebody generally had to go after him. Tom said:

“Say, Jim, I'll fetch the water if you'll whitewash some.”

Jim shook his head and said:

“Can't, Mars Tom. Ole missis, she tole me I got to go an' git dis water an' not stop foolin' roun' wid anybody. She say she spec' Mars Tom gwine to ax me to whitewash, an' so she tole me go 'long an' 'tend to my own business—she 'lowed she'd'tend to de whitewashin'.”5


“Oh, never you mind what she said, Jim. That's the way she always talks. Gimme the bucket—I won't be gone only a minute. She won't ever know.”

“Oh, I dasn't, Mars Tom. Ole missis she'd take an' tar de head off'n me. 'Deed she would.”6


“She! She never licks anybody—whacks 'em7
 over the head with her thimble8
 , and who cares for that, I'd like to know. She talks awful, but talk don't hurt—anyways, it don't if she don't cry. Jim, I'll give you a marvel. I'll give you a white alley9
 !”

Jim began to waver.

“White alley, Jim! And it's a bully taw10
 .”

“My! Dat's a mighty gay marvel, I tell you! But Mars Tom I's powerful 'fraid ole missis—”

“And besides, if you will I'll show you my sore toe.”

Jim was only human—this attraction was too much for him. He put down his pail, took the white alley, and bent over the toe with absorbing interest while the bandage was being unwound. In another moment he was flying down the street with his pail and a tingling rear11
 , Tom was whitewashing with vigor, and Aunt Polly was retiring from the field with a slipper in her hand and triumph in her eye. But Tom's energy did not last. He began to think of the fun he had planned for this day, and his sorrows multiplied. Soon the free boys would come tripping along on all sorts of delicious expeditions, and they would make a world of fun of him for having to work—the very thought of it burnt him like fire. He got out his worldly wealth and examined it—bits of toys, marbles, and trash; enough to buy an exchange of work, maybe, but not half enough to buy so much as half an hour of pure freedom. So he returned his straitened means12
 to his pocket, and gave up the idea of trying to buy the boys. At this dark and hopeless moment an inspiration burst upon13
 him! Nothing less than a great, magnificent inspiration.

He took up his brush and went tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove in sight presently—the very boy, of all boys, whose ridicule he had been dreading. Ben's gait was the hop-skip-and-jump14
 —proof enough that his heart was light and his anticipations high. He was eating an apple, and giving a long, melodious whoop, at intervals, followed by a deep-toned ding-dong-dong, ding-dong-dong, for he was personating15
 a steamboat. As he drew near, he slackened speed, took the middle of the street, leaned far over to star-board and rounded to ponderously and with laborious pomp and circumstance—for he was personating the“Big missouri”, and considered himself to be drawing nine feet of water. He was boat and captain and engine-bells combined, so he had to imagine himself standing on his own hurricane-deck giving the orders and executing them:

“Stop her, sir! Ting-a-ling-ling!”The headway ran almost out, and he drew up slowly toward the sidewalk.

“Ship up to back! Ting-a-ling-ling!”His arms straightened and stiffened down his sides.

“Set her back on the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow! ch-chow-wow! Chow!”His right hand, meantime, describing stately circles—for it was representing a forty-foot wheel.

“Let her go back on the labboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ch-chow-chow!”The left hand began to describe circles.

“Stop the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Stop the stabboard! Come ahead on the stabboard! Stop her! Let your outside turn over slow! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ow-ow! Get out that head-line! Lively now! Come—out with your spring-line—what're you about there! Take a turn round that stump with the bight of it! Stand by that stage, now—let her go! Done with the engines, sir! Ting-a-ling--ling!”“Sh't! s'h't! sh't!”(trying the gauge-cocks16
 ).

Tom went on whitewashing—paid no attention to the steamboat. Ben stared a moment and then said:

“Hi-Yi! You're up a stump17
 , ain't you!”

No answer. Tom surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist, then he gave his brush another gentle sweep and surveyed the result, as before. Ben ranged up alongside of him. Tom's mouth watered for the apple, but he stuck to his work. Ben said:

“Hello, old chap, you got to work, hey?”

Tom wheeled suddenly and said:

“Why, it's you, Ben! I warn't18
 noticing.”

“Say—I'm
 going in a-swimming, I
 am. Don't you wish you could? But of course you'd druther19
 work—wouldn't you? Course you would!”

Tom contemplated the boy20
 a bit, and said:

“What do you call work?”

“Why, ain't that work
 ?”

Tom resumed his whitewashing, and answered carelessly:

“Well, maybe it is, and maybe it ain't. All I know is, it suits Tom Sawyer.”

“Oh, come now, you don't mean to let on21
 that you like it?”

The brush continued to move.

“Like it? Well, I don't see why I oughtn't to like it. Does a boy get a chance to whitewash a fence every day?”

That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom swept his brush daintily back and forth—stepped back to note the effect—added a touch here and there—criticised the effect again—Ben watching every move and getting more and more interested, more and more absorbed. Presently he said:

“Say, Tom, let me whitewash a little.”

Tom considered—was about to consent; but he altered his mind:

“No, no; I reckon it wouldn't hardly do, Ben. You see, Aunt Polly's awful particular about this fence—right here on the street, you know—but if it was the back fence I wouldn't mind and she wouldn't. Yes, she's awful particular about this fence; it's got to be done very careful; I reckon there ain't one boy in a thousand, maybe two thousand, that can do it the way it's got to be done.”

“No—is that so? Oh, come now—lemme just try. Only just a little. I'd let you, if you was me, Tom.”

“Ben, I'd like to, honest injun22
 ; but Aunt Polly—well, Jim wanted to do it, but she wouldn't let him; Sid wanted to do it, and she wouldn't let Sid. Now don't you see how I'm fixed? If you was to tackle this fence and anything was to happen to it—”

“Oh, shucks23
 , I'll be just as careful. Now lemme try. Say—I'll give you the core of my apple.”

“Well, here—No, Ben; now don't. I'm afeard—”

“I'll give you all
 of it!”

Tom gave up the brush with reluctance in his face, but alacrity24
 in his heart. And while the late steamer“Big Missouri”25
 worked and sweated in the sun, the retired artist sat on a barrel in the shade close by, dangled his legs, munched his apple, and planned the slaughter of more innocents. There was no lack of material; boys happened along every little while; they came to jeer, but remained to whitewash. By the time Ben was fagged out, Tom had traded the next chance to Billy Fisher for a kite, in good repair; and when he played out, Johnny Miller bought in for a dead rat and a string to swing it with; and so on, and so on, hour after hour. And when the middle of the afternoon came, from being a poor poverty-stricken boy in the morning, Tom was literally rolling in wealth. He had besides the things before mentioned, twelve marbles, part of a jews-harp26
 , a piece of blue bottle-glass to look through, a spool cannon, a key that wouldn't unlock anything, a fragment of chalk, a glass stopper of a decanter, a tin soldier, a couple of tadpoles, six fire-crackers, a kitten with only one eye, a brass doorknob, a dog-collar —but no dog—the handle of a knife, four pieces of orange-peel, and a dilapidated old window sash. He had had a nice, good, idle time all the while—plenty of company—and the fence had three coats of whitewash on it! If he hadn't run out of whitewash he would have bankrupted every boy in the village.

Tom said to himself that it was not such a hollow world, after all. He had discovered a great law of human action, without knowing it—namely, that in order to make a man or a boy covet a thing, it is only necessary to make the thing difficult to attain. If he had been a great and wise philosopher, like the writer of this book, he would now have comprehended that Work consists of whatever a body is obliged to do, and that Play consists of whatever a body is not obliged to do. And this would help him to understand why constructing artificial flowers or performing on a treadmill is work, while rolling ten-pins or climbing Mont Blanc is only amusement. There are wealthy gentlemen in England who drive four-horse passenger-coaches twenty or thirty miles on a daily line in the summer, because the privilege costs them considerable money; but if they were offered wages for the service, that would turn it into work, and then they would resign.

The boy mused awhile over the substantial change which had taken place in his worldly circumstances, and then wended27
 toward headquarters to report.

Notes:

1. Delectable Land: land of great happiness 乐土

2. but: only

3. Buffalo Gals: Buffalo is a port city in New York State on Lake Erie and the Niagara 布法罗城; Gal = girl.

4. mulatto: a person of mixed white and black ancestry 黑人与白人的混血儿

5. Can't, Mars Tom.…she'd'tend to de whitewashin.：I can't, Master Tom. Old missis told me I got to go and get this water and stop fooling round with anybody. She said she expected that Master Tom was going to ask me to whitewash, and so she told me to go along and attend to my own business—she allowed she'd attend to the whitewashing. allow=suppose.

6. Oh, I dasn't, Mars Tom. 'Deed she would.: Oh, I daren't, Master Tom. Old missis would take and tar the head off me. Indeed she would.

7. whacks 'em: whacks them 重击

8. thimble: a pitted cap or cover worn on the finger to push the needle in sewing 顶针

9. alley: a playing marble（儿童游戏用的）大理石弹子

10. taw: a marble 石弹

11. a tingling rear: tingling: prickling, stinging; rear: buttocks. 屁股上感到刺痛。

12. his straitened means: This refers to the few toys Tom had to bribe the other boys.

13. an inspiration burst upon him: an idea occurred to Tom

14. the hop-skip-and-jump: 三级跳

15. personating: imitating 摹仿

16. trying the gauge-cocks: 摹仿气门放气的声音

17. up a stump:〈colloquial〉be in an awkward situation 〈口语〉处境尴尬

18. warn't = am not

19. druther = rather

20. contemplated the boy: looked at the boy attentively 留意地看着

21. let on: pretend 假装

22. honest injun: honestly 老实地说

23. shucks:〈interjection〉usually used in the plural form to show one's disappointment, disgust, etc.（表示藐视、失望、厌恶等）呸！什么！

24. alacrity: cheerful willingness 欣然同意

25. Big Missouri: Here it refers to Ben.

26. jew's-harp: a small lyre-shaped musical instrument 单簧口琴

27. wended: proceeded on; went 走

作品简评

《汤姆·索耶历险记》发表于1876年，是吐温最重要的作品之一。作者从自己在密苏里州尼巴尔的童年生活汲取了素材，以极为幽默的笔触描述了小镇的生活情景。这里节选的是小说的第二章，讲的是一个星期六的早晨，汤姆奉姨妈之命去粉刷围栏的故事。汤姆讨厌这让人头痛的工作，于是他想尽办法，利用其他孩子的好奇心，哄骗小伙伴们帮他干活，自己却在一旁的阴凉地里享用他们的贿赂。小说中的汤姆虽生性调皮，好作弄人，但为人正直。他喜爱梦想，热爱冒险，性格顽强。这些性格在书中被吐温刻画得惟妙惟肖。

小说并不以情节见长，小说中的一系列事件也无必然的关联，但读来轻松愉快。吐温从儿童心理出发，以历险记的形式来揭露宗教的虚伪、市民的贪婪、庸俗和保守，对社会生活中的阴暗面进行了严厉的讽刺和有力的鞭挞。《汤姆·索耶历险记》中令人捧腹的幽默、夸张的手法、朴实的语言以及对儿童心理细致入微的描写标志着这位小说大师艺术上的成熟，同时也奠定了吐温文学创作的基本特色。

Questions for Discussion

1. Discuss the character of Aunt Polly. Describe her relationship to Tom.

2. What kind of boy is Tom?

3. How is Tom's relationship with the other boys of his age, especially as is depicted in the whitewashing scene?

4. Make a close study of the language used in the excerpt. What would have been lost if Mark Twain had employed a different style, say, formal language?

作品选读2

The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County

In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous1
 old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunto append the result2
 . I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured3
 that if I asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me to death with some exasperating reminiscence4
 of him as long and as tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, it succeeded5
 .

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room stove of the dilapidated tavern6
 in the decayed mining camp of Angel's, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He roused up, and gave me good day7
 . I told him that a friend of mine had commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley—Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel8
 , who he had heard was at one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything about this Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat down and reeled off9
 the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key10
 to which he tuned his initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was anything ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once.

“Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le—well, there was a feller11
 here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of '49—or maybe it was the spring of '50—I don't recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other is because I remember the big flume12
 warn't13
 finished when he first came to the camp; but anyway, he was the curiousest man about always betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he couldn't he'd change sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit him—any way just so's he got a bet14
 , he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance15
 ; there couldn't be no solit'ry16
 thing mentioned but that feller'd17
 offer to bet on it, and take any side you please, as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find him flush18
 or you'd find him busted19
 at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting20
 , he would be there reg'lar21
 to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and so he was too, and a good man. If he even see a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it would take him to get to—to wherever he was going to, and if you took him up22
 , he would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for how long he was on the road. Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no difference to him—he'd bet on any thing—the dangdest23
 feller. Parson Walker's wife laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn't going to save her; but one morning he came in, and Smiley up and asked him how she was, and he said she was considerable better—thank the Lord for his inf'nite24
 mercy—and coming on so smart that with the blessing of Prov'dence she'd get well yet; and Smiley before he thought, says, 'Well, I'll resk two-and-a-half she don't anyway.'

“Thish-yer25
 Smiley had a mare—the boys called her the fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because of course she was faster than that—and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards' start, and then pass her under way; but always at the fag-end26
 of the race she'd get excited and desperatelike, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out on one side among the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose—and always fetch up at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.

“And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him you'd think he warn't worth a cent but to set around and look ornery and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him he was a different dog; his under-jaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'castle27
 of a steamboat, and his teeth would uncover and shine like the furnaces. And a dog might tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson—which was the name of the pup—Andrew Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else—and the bets being doubled and doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that other dog jest28
 by the j'int29
 of his hind leg and freeze to it—not chaw, you understand, but only jest grip and hang on till they throwed up the sponge30
 , if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs, because they'd been sawed off in a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt, he see in a minute how he'd been imposed on31
 , and how the other dog had him in the door32
 , so to speak, and he 'peared33
 surprised, and then he looked sorter34
 discouraged-like, and didn't try no more to win the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He gave Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take holt of35
 , which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself36
 if he'd lived, for the stuff was in him and he had genius—I know it, because he hadn't had no opportunities to speak of, and it don't stand to reason that a dog could make such a fight as he could under them circumstances if he hadn't no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I think of the last fight of his'n37
 , and the way it turned out.

“Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken-cocks, and tomcats38
 and all them kind of things, till you couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you. He ketched39
 a frog one day, and took him home, and said he calc'lated40
 to educate him; and so he never done nothing for three months but set in his back yard and learn41
 that frog to jump. And you bet he did learn him, too. He'd give him a little punch behind, and the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut—see him turn one summerset42
 , or maybe a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up so in the matter of ketching flies, and kep' him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly every time as fur as43
 he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could do 'most44
 anything—and I believe him. Why, I've seen him set Dan'l Webster45
 down here on this floor—Dan'l Webster was the name of the frog—and sing out, 'Flies, Dan'l, flies!' and quicker'n46
 you could wink he'd spring straight up and snake a fly off'n47
 the counter there, and flop down on the floor ag'in48
 as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea he'd been doin' any more'n49
 any frog might do. You never see a frog so modest and straightfor'ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. And when it come to fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at one straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit50
 , you understand; and when it came to that, Smiley would ante up51
 money on him as long as he had a red52
 . Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well as he might be, for fellers that had traveled and been everywheres all said he laid over53
 any frog that ever they see.

“Well, Smiley kep' the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him downtown sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller—a stranger in the camp, he was—came acrost him with his box, and says:

“‘What might it be that you've got in the box?’”

“And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, ‘It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain't54
 —it's only just a frog.’”

“And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this way and that, and says, ‘H'm-so 'tis. Well, what's he good for?’

“‘Well,’ Smiley says, easy and careless,‘he's good enough for one thing, I should judge—he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County.’”

“The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, and gave it back to Smiley, and says, very deliverate, ‘Well,’ he says,”‘I don't see no p'ints55
 about that frog that's any better'n any other frog.’”

“‘Maybe you don't,’ Smiley says.‘Maybe you understand frogs and maybe you don't understand'em; maybe you've had experience, and maybe you ain't only a amature56
 , as it were. Anyways, I've got my opinion, and I'll resk forty dollars that he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County.’”

“And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder57
 sad-like, ‘Well, I'm only a stranger here, and I ain't got no frog58
 ; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you.’”

“And then Smiley says, ‘That's all right—that's all right—if you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog.’ And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set59
 down to wait.”

“So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to himself, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth open60
 and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail-shot—filled him pretty near up to his chin—and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him in, and give him to this feller, and says:

“‘Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his forepaws just even with Dan'l's, and I'll give the word.’ Then he says, ‘One—two—three—git!’ and him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped off lively, but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted61
 up his shoulders—so—like a Frenchman, but it warn't no use—he couldn't budge; he was planted as solid as a church, and he couldn't no more stir than if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprized, and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea what the matter was, of course.

“The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, he sorter62
 jerked his thumb over his shoulder—so—at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate,‘Well,’ he says, ‘I don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog.’”

“Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a long time, and at last he says, ‘I do wonder what in the nation that frog throwed off for—I wonder what if there ain't something the matter with him—he 'pears to look mighty baggy, somehow.’ And he ketched Dan'l by the nap of the neck, and hefted him, and says, ‘Why blame my cats if he don't weigh five pounds!’ and turned him upside down and he belched out a double handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man—he set the frog down and took out after63
 the feller, but he never ketched him. And—”

(Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.) And turning to me as he moved away, he said;“Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy—I ain't going to be gone a second.”

But, by your leave64
 , I did not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away.

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler, returning, and he buttonholed me and recommenced:

“Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller65
 one-eyed cow that didn't have no tail, only just a short stump like a bannanner66
 , and—”

“Oh! hang Smiley and his afflicted cow!”I muttered, good-naturedly, and bidding the old gentleman good day, I departed.

Notes:

1. garrulous: pointlessly or annoyingly talkative 喋喋不休的

2. I hereunto append the result: I record the result of that visit as follows. 以下就是此次拜访的记录。hereunto = to this

3. conjectured: guessed 猜测

4. exasperating reminiscence: annoying account of the past experiences 他那冗长的有关Jim Smiley的事迹令听者生厌。

5. If that was the design, it succeeded: If this was my friend's intention, he achieved his purpose. 如果我朋友是出于这个意图，那么他的目的达到了。

6. the dilapidated tavern: the decayed inn 快要倒塌的小酒店

7. gave me good day: greeted me 跟我打了个招呼

8. the Gospel: one of the first four New Testament books telling of the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus Christ 四《福音书》之一

9. reeled off: talked at length 喋喋不休地讲

10. gentle-flowing key: (to speak) in a slow, gentle tone 语调缓慢、柔和

11. feller = fellow

12. the big flume: the big inclined channel for conveying water 大水槽

13. warn't = wasn't

14. any way just so's he got a bet: any way would do so long as he could get others to bet on something with him

15. laying for a chance: wait for a chance 等待时机

16. solit'ry = solitary

17. feller'd = fellow would

18. flush: get excited

19. busted: lost the bet without any money left 输个精光

20. camp-meeting: a series of evangelistic meetings usually held outdoors 野外的布道会

21. reg'lar = regular

22. if you took him up: if you agreed to make a bet with him 如果你同意和他打赌

23. dangest = most damned; dang = damned

24. inf'nite = infinite

25. Thish-yer = This here: While he was here

26. at the fag-end: at the last part of the race 比赛的末了

27. fo'castle = forecastle 水手舱

28. jest = just

29. j'int = joint

30. throwed up the sponge: admitted defeat 认输

31. he'd been imposed on: he'd been taken advantage of, cheated 受骗上当

32. had him in the door: (He was frustrated) the other dog didn't have hind legs. 他扑了个空。

33. 'peared = appeared

34. sorter = sort of

35. take holt of: take hold of

36. hisself = himself

37. his'n = his

38. tomcats: male domestic cats 公猫

39. ketched = caught

40. cal'late = calculate

41. learn: teach or train 训练

42. summerset = somersault 翻筋斗

43. as fur as = as far as

44. 'most = almost

45. Dan'l Webster = Daniel Webster (an American statesman and orator）美国政治家、演说家

46. quicker'n = quicker than

47. off'n = off on

48. ag'in = again

49. any more'n = any more than

50. his strong suit: something in which one excels 拿手好戏

51. ante up: make a higher stake 下更大的赌注

52. a red = a red cent 一分钱

53. laid over: excelled or surpassed 超过，胜出

54. it ain't = it isn't

55. p'ints = points

56. amature = amateur

57. kinder = kind of

58. I ain't got no frog = I haven't got any frog.

59. set = sat

60. prized his mouth open: force his mouth open 撬开（某人的）嘴

61. hysted = hoisted (shrugged)

62. sorter = sort of

63. took out after: ran after

64. by your leave: excuse me (an apololgy for rude and unwelcome behavior）请原谅

65. yaller = yellow

66. bannanner = banana

作品简评

《卡拉维拉斯县著名的跳蛙》是马克·吐温根据从酒店听来的笑话改编而成，1865年在纽约的一家报纸上发表。故事刚登出，就获得了成功，马克·吐温从此确立了他在美国文学界的地位。

故事发生在安吉尔矿区小镇，联系到小说的时代背景，读者不由地会联想到当时加利福尼亚的淘金热。小说的开头和结尾以第一人称交代了故事的原由和结局，其余部分统统是西蒙·惠勒（Simon Wheeler）一个人在滔滔不绝地讲故事：吉姆（Jim Smiley）嗜赌如命，每赌必赢，不料最后却在一个看似老实的外乡人手里栽了跟头。西蒙啰啰嗦嗦，没多少文化，讲的是俚语和方言。然而，正是这再土不过的土话使得小说带有浓郁的乡土气息，让人感觉亲切、真实而又自然。另外，马克·吐温还在西部幽默传统的基础上，运用了夸张的手法。这使他的幽默作品读来颇有讽喻之意：外乡人为了占便宜，用铁砂灌满了跳蛙的肚子，就如同采矿者们为了各自的利益而勾心斗角。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the historical background of the story? How is that knowledge helpful in understanding the story?

2. What makes the story a representative of tall tales?

3. Simon Wheeler's account is full of misspellings, and grammatical errors. What effect does Mark Twain wish to achieve through these?

4. What do you think of Jim Smiley?

5. What makes the story a humorous one?

6. This story works with two basic character types: the naive and the knowing. How is this character relationship important?

Suggested Reading List


The Man That Corrupted Hadleyburg



The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn



Life on the Mississippi


第二节　欧·亨利（O. Henry, 1862～1910）

作者及作品简介
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欧·亨利原名威廉·西德尼·波特（William Sydney Porter），是美国著名的批判现实主义作家，也是世界三大短篇小说大师之一。1862年9月11日出身于北卡罗来纳州格林斯波罗镇一个医师家庭。他的一生富于传奇性，当过药房学徒、牧牛人、会计员、土地局办事员、新闻记者、银行出纳员，甚至蹲过监狱。1901年迁居纽约，专门从事写作。欧·亨利在大约十年的时间内创作的短篇小说三百多篇，收集在《白菜与国王》（Cabbages and Kings）（1904）、《四百万》（The Four Million）（1906）、《西部之心》（Heart of the West）（1907）、《城市之音》（The Voice of the City）（1908）、《命运之路》（Roads of Destiny）（1909）等小说集里。其中一些名篇如《麦琪的礼物》（The Gift of the Magi）、《警察与赞美诗》（The Cop and the Anthem）、《最后一片藤叶》（The Last Leaf）、《爱的牺牲》（A Service of Love）、《带家具出租的房间》（The Furnished Room）等使他享誉世界。随着大量佳作的问世，欧·亨利的生活有所转机。但毫无节制的生活方式（好赌、贪杯）与过度的写作劳累使他英年早逝，死时年仅48岁。

欧·亨利善于描写美国社会尤其是纽约普通百姓的生活，其中以描写纽约曼哈顿市民生活的作品最为著名，有“曼哈顿的桂冠诗人”之称。他小说的特点有：一、擅长在凡人小事中发掘不同寻常的意味。欧·亨利一生困顿，常与失意落魄的小人物同甘共苦。他笔下的人物，命运坎坷，身无居所，食不果腹，但却有着纯洁美好的心灵、仁慈善良的品格、真挚深沉的爱情，闪烁着人性的光芒。二、他的小说构思别出心裁，情节曲折，故事结局出人意外，但又在情理之中。欧·亨利善于构想情节，勾勒矛盾，设计悬念，埋下伏笔。常常在结尾时让人物的心理情境突然发生戏剧性的变化，或使主人公命运陡然逆转，让读者豁然开朗。三、语言诙谐幽默，擅长使用比喻、夸张、双关语、谐音等手段，把故事渲染得妙趣横生。所以他又被誉为“美国生活的幽默百科全书”。

作品选读

The Cop And The Anthem

On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneasily. When wild geese honk high of nights1
 , and when women without sealskin coats grow kind to their husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasily on his bench in the park, you may know that winter is near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy's lap. That was Jack Frost's2
 card. Jack is kind to the regular denizens3
 of Madison Square, and gives fair warning of his annual call. At the corners of four streets he hands his pasteboard4
 to the North Wind, footman of the mansion of All Outdoors, so that the inhabitants thereof may make ready.

Soapy's mind became cognizant of the fact that the time had come for him to resolve himself into a singular Committee of Ways and Means5
 to provide against the coming rigour. And therefore he moved uneasily on his bench.

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the highest. In them there were no considerations of Mediterranean cruises, of soporific Southern skies or drifting in the Vesuvian Bay. Three months on the Island6
 was what his soul craved. Three months of assured board and bed and congenial company, safe from Boreas7
 and bluecoats8
 , seemed to Soapy the essence of things desirable.

For years the hospitable Blackwell's9
 had been his winter quarters. Just as his more fortunate fellow New Yorkers had bought their tickets to Palm Beach10
 and the Riviera11
 each winter, so Soapy had made his humble arrangements for his annual hegira to the Island. And now the time was come. On the previous night three Sabbath newspapers, distributed beneath his coat, about his ankles and over his lap, had failed to repulse the cold as he slept on his bench near the spurting fountain in the ancient square. So the Island loomed large and timely in Soapy's mind. He scorned the provisions made in the name of charity for the city's dependents. In Soapy's opinion the Law was more benign than Philanthropy. There was an endless round of institutions, municipal and eleemosynary, on which he might set out and receive lodging and food accordant with the simple life. But to one of Soapy's proud spirit the gifts of charity are encumbered. If not in coin you must pay in humiliation of spirit for every benefit received at the hands of philanthropy. As Caesar had his Brutus12
 , every bed of charity must have its toll of a bath, every loaf of bread its compensation of a private and personal inquisition. Wherefore it is better to be a guest of the law, which though conducted by rules, does not meddle unduly with a gentleman's private affairs.

Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at once set about accomplishing his desire. There were many easy ways of doing this. The pleasantest was to dine luxuriously at some expensive restaurant; and then, after declaring insolvency, be handed over quietly and without uproar to a policeman. An accommodating magistrate would do the rest.

Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the square and across the level sea of asphalt13
 , where Broadway and Fifth Avenue flow together. Up Broadway he turned, and halted at a glittering cafe, where are gathered together nightly the choicest products of the grape, the silkworm and the protoplasm14
 .

Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowest button of his vest upward. He was shaven, and his coat was decent and his neat black, ready-tied four-in-hand15
 had been presented to him by a lady missionary on Thanksgiving Day. If he could reach a table in the restaurant unsuspected success would be his. The portion of him that would show above the table would raise no doubt in the waiter's mind. A roasted mallard duck, thought Soapy, would be about the thing-with a bottle of Chablis16
 , and then Camembert17
 , a demi-tasse18
 and a cigar. One dollar for the cigar would be enough. The total would not be so high as to call forth any supreme manifestation of revenge from the cafe management; and yet the meat would leave him filled and happy for the journey to his winter refuge.

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant door the head waiter's eye fell upon his frayed trousers and decadent shoes. Strong and ready hands turned him about and conveyed him in silence and haste to the sidewalk and averted the ignoble fate of the menaced mallard19
 .

Soapy turned off Broadway. It seemed that his route to the coveted island was not to be an epicurean20
 one. Some other way of entering limbo must be thought of.

At a corner of Sixth Avenue electric lights and cunningly displayed wares behind plate-glass made a shop window conspicuous. Soapy took a cobblestone and dashed it through the glass. People came running around the corner, a policeman in the lead. Soapy stood still, with his hands in his pockets, and smiled at the sight of brass buttons21
 .

“Where's the man that done that?”inquired the officer excitedly.

“Don't you figure out that I might have had something to do with it?”said Soapy, not without sarcasm, but friendly, as one greets good fortune.

The policeman's mind refused to accept Soapy even as a clue. Men who smash windows do not remain to parley with the law's minions22
 . They take to their heels. The policeman saw a man half way down the block running to catch a car. With drawn club he joined in the pursuit. Soapy, with disgust in his heart, loafed along, twice unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of no great pretensions. It catered to large appetites and modest purses23
 . Its crockery and atmosphere were thick; its soup and napery thin. Into this place Soapy took his accusive shoes and telltale trousers without challenge. At a table he sat and consumed beefsteak, flapjacks, doughnuts and pie. And then to the waiter be betrayed the fact that the minutest coin and himself were strangers24
 .

“Now, get busy and call a cop,”said Soapy.“And don't keep a gentleman waiting.”

“No cop for youse,”said the waiter, with a voice like butter cakes and an eye like the cherry in a Manhattan cocktail.“Hey, Con!25
 ”

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous pavement two waiters pitched Soapy. He arose, joint by joint, as a carpenter's rule opens, and beat the dust from his clothes. Arrest seemed but a rosy dream. The Island seemed very far away. A policeman who stood before a drug store two doors away laughed and walked down the street.

Five blocks Soapy travelled before his courage permitted him to woo capture again. This time the opportunity presented what he fatuously termed to himself a“cinch26
 .”A young woman of a modest and pleasing guise was standing before a show window gazing with sprightly interest at its display of shaving mugs and inkstands, and two yards from the window a large policeman of severe demeanour leaned against a water-plug.

It was Soapy's design to assume the role of the despicable and execrated“masher27
 .”The refined and elegant appearance of his victim and the contiguity of the conscientious cop encouraged him to believe that he would soon feel the pleasant official clutch upon his arm that would ensure his winter quarters on the right little, tight little isle.

Soapy straightened the lady missionary's ready-made tie, dragged his shrinking cuffs into the open, set his hat at a killing cant28
 and sidled toward the young woman. He made eyes at her, was taken with sudden coughs and“hems,”smiled, smirked and went brazenly through the impudent and contemptible litany of the“masher.”With half an eye Soapy saw that the policeman was watching him fixedly. The young woman moved away a few steps, and again bestowed her absorbed attention upon the shaving mugs. Soapy followed, boldly stepping to her side, raised his hat and said:

“Ah there, Bedelia29
 ! Don't you want to come and play in my yard?”

The policeman was still looking. The persecuted young woman had but to beckon a finger and Soapy would be practically en route30
 for his insular haven31
 . Already he imagined he could feel the cozy warmth of the station-house32
 . The young woman faced him and, stretching out a hand, caught Soapy's coat sleeve.

“Sure, Mike,”she said joyfully,“if you'll blow me to a pail of suds33
 . I'd have spoke to you sooner, but the cop was watching.”

With the young woman playing the clinging ivy to his oak Soapy walked past the policeman overcome with gloom. He seemed doomed to liberty.

At the next corner he shook off his companion and ran. He halted in the district where by night are found the lightest streets, hearts, vows and librettos. Women in furs and men in greatcoats moved gaily in the wintry air. A sudden fear seized Soapy that some dreadful enchantment had rendered him immune to arrest. The thought brought a little of panic upon it, and when he came upon another policeman lounging grandly in front of a transplendent theatre he caught at the immediate straw of“disorderly conduct34
 .”

On the sidewalk Soapy began to yell drunken gibberish at the top of his harsh voice. He danced, howled, raved and otherwise disturbed the welkin35
 .

The policeman twirled his club, turned his back to Soapy and remarked to a citizen.

“'Tis one of them Yale lads celebratin' the goose egg they give to the Hartford College36
 . Noisy; but no harm. We've instructions to lave them be37
 .”

Disconsolate, Soapy ceased his unavailing racket. Would never a policeman lay hands on him? In his fancy the Island seemed an unattainable Arcadia38
 . He buttoned his thin coat against the chilling wind.

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man lighting a cigar at a swinging light. His silk umbrella he had set by the door on entering. Soapy stepped inside, secured the umbrella and sauntered off with it slowly. The man at the cigar light followed hastily.

“My umbrella,”he said, sternly.

“Oh, is it?”sneered Soapy, adding insult to petit larceny39
 .“Well, why don't you call a policeman? I took it. Your umbrella! Why don't you call a cop? There stands one on the corner.”

The umbrella owner slowed his steps. Soapy did likewise, with a presentiment that luck would again run against him. The policeman looked at the two curiously.

“Of course,”said the umbrella man—“that is-well, you know how these mistakes occur I — if it's your umbrella I hope you'll excuse me — I picked it up this morning in a restaurant — If you recognise it as yours, why I hope you'll”

“Of course it's mine,”said Soapy, viciously.

The ex-umbrella man retreated. The policeman hurried to assist a tall blonde in an opera cloak across the street in front of a street car that was approaching two blocks away.

Soapy walked eastward through a street damaged by improvements40
 . He hurled the umbrella wrathfully into an excavation. He muttered against the men who wear helmets and carry clubs. Because he wanted to fall into their clutches, they seemed to regard him as a king who could do no wrong41
 .

At length Soapy reached one of the avenues to the east where the glitter and turmoil was but faint. He set his face down this toward Madison Square, for the homing instinct survives even when the home is a park bench.

But on an unusually quiet corner Soapy came to a standstill. Here was an old church, quaint and rambling and gabled. Through one violet-stained window a soft light glowed, where, no doubt, the organist loitered over the keys42
 , making sure of his mastery of the coming Sabbath anthem. For there drifted out to Soapy's ears sweet music that caught and held him transfixed against the convolutions of the iron fence43
 .

The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehicles and pedestrians were few; sparrows twittered sleepily in the eaves — for a little while the scene might have been a country churchyard. And the anthem that the organist played cemented Soapy to the iron fence, for he had known it well in the days when his life contained such things as mothers and roses and ambitions and friends and immaculate thoughts and collars.

The conjunction of Soapy's receptive state of mind and the influences about the old church wrought a sudden and wonderful change in his soul. He viewed with swift horror the pit into which he had tumbled, the degraded days, unworthy desires, dead hopes, wrecked faculties and base motives that made up his existence.

And also in a moment his heart responded thrillingly to this novel mood. An instantaneous and strong impulse moved him to battle with his desperate fate. He would pull himself out of the mire; he would make a man of himself again; he would conquer the evil that had taken possession of him. There was time; he was comparatively young yet; he would resurrect his old eager ambitions and pursue them without faltering. Those solemn but sweet organ notes had set up a revolution in him. Tomorrow he would go into the roaring downtown district and find work. A fur importer had once offered him a place as driver. He would find him tomorrow and ask for the position. He would be somebody in the world. He would-

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked quickly around into the broad face of a policeman.

“What are you doin' here?”asked the officer.

“Nothin',”said Soapy.

“Then come along,”said the policeman.

“Three months on the Island,”said the Magistrate in the Police Court the next morning.

Notes:

1. of night: at night

2. Jack frost（杰克·弗洛斯特）：frost personified,“霜冻”的拟人化称呼。

3. denizens: inhabitants 居民

4. pasteboard: Jack Frost's visiting card, 所谓杰克·弗洛斯特的名片，喻指冬天来临的信息。

5. Committee of Ways and Means: 单人财务委员会

6. the Island: referring to the jail on Blackwell Island 指布莱克韦尔岛，在纽约东河上，岛上有监狱。

7. Boreas: the God of the North Wind in Greek mythology; 这里就指“北风”。

8. Bluecoats: police (usu. dressed in blue)

9. Blackwell's: 布莱克韦尔岛上的监狱

10. Palm Beach（棕榈滩）：美国佛罗里达州东南部城镇，冬季游憩胜地。

11. the Riviera（里维埃拉）：南欧沿地中海一带，在法国的东南部和意大利的西北部，是假日游憩胜地。

12. Marcus Junius Brutus（布鲁图）：（85B.C.～42B.C.）罗马贵族派政治家，刺杀凯撒的主谋，后逃往希腊，集结军队对抗安东尼和屋大维联军，战败后自杀。Julius Caesar（凯撒）：（100B.C.～44B.C.）罗马统帅、政治家，罗马的独裁者，被共和派贵族刺杀。

13. the level sea of asphalt: the level ground of the square paved with asphalt 沥青铺就的平坦路面

14. the choicest products of the grape, the silkworm and the protoplasm: the best grape wine, the silk napkins or table cloth, and delicacies 作者诙谐的说法，指美酒、华丽衣物和上流人物。

15. four-in-hand: a kind o f necktie tied with a slip-knot 一种可活动的领结

16. Chablis（夏布利酒）：a type of non-sweet white wine from Burgundy, France 原产于法国的一种无甜味的白葡萄酒。

17. Camembert: 卡门贝干酪，一种产于法国的软干酪（cheese）。原为法国诺曼底一村庄，产此干酪而得名。

18. demi-tasse: a small cup of black coffee, 一小杯清咖

19. averted the ignoble fate of the menaced mallard: saved the mallard from being eaten free of charge 作者诙谐的说法，指苏比没有能吃上野鸭。

20. epicurean: Epicurus（341-270 BC）, the Greek philosopher, taught that pleasure is the end of all morality and that genuine pleasure is derived from a life of prudence, honor, and justice. Here it means“pleasant”. 上下文意思是靠大吃一通进监狱并非一件舒心的事。

21. brass buttons: police whose coats have brass buttons on，指警察（因为警察上衣的纽扣是黄铜制的。）

22. the law's minions: 法律的宠臣即警察

23. It catered to large appetites and modest purses: It means here one can eat much but doesn't need to have much money 可以填饱肚子，又花不了多少钱

24. the minutest coin and himself were strangers: It means he didn't even know what is a coin, i.e he was penniless 他还不知道钱是什么玩意呢！

25. Con: con man, swindler 骗子

26. cinch: a sure or easy thing 十拿九稳的事

27. masher: one who annoys women not acquainted with him, by attempting familiarities 本意是捣蛋者，这里指调戏妇女的人。

28. at a killing cant: tilted in an amusing way 这里是一种夸张、诙谐的说法，意思是（帽子）歪得几乎要落下来。

29. Bedelia: 这是苏比随意叫的一个女士的名字

30. en route:（French) on the way

31. insular haven: his desired refuge on the Island-the jail 作者诙谐的说法，指岛上的监狱。

32. the station: the police station 警署

33. if you'll blow me to a pail of suds:“blow”and“suds”are both slang words. The sentence means“if you'll treat me to a mug of beer”如果你肯破费给我买一杯啤酒的话

34. he caught at the immediate straw of“disorderly conduct”: 他捞到了“扰乱治安”这根救命稻草。

35. disturbed the welkin: disturb law and order 扰乱治安

36. Yale lads celebratin' the goose egg they give to the Hartford College: 这是耶鲁小子们在庆祝胜利，他们在球赛中大胜哈特福德学院。

37. to lave them be: to leave them alone

38. Acadia（阿卡狄亚）：原为古希腊一山区，现在位于伯罗奔尼撒半岛中部。这里的居民过着田园牧歌式的淳朴生活，有“世外桃园”之称。

39. petit larceny: petty theft 盗窃

40. improvements: renovation 修整，修理，修缮

41. a king who could do no wrong: king can do no wrong 英语谚语：国王不可能犯错误。

42. loitered over the keys: played the organ in a leisurely way（风琴师）轻松弹奏（教堂音乐）

43. held him transfixed against the convolutions of the iron fence:（美妙的音乐）吸引了他，把他粘在了螺旋形的铁栏杆上。

作品简评

《警察与赞美诗》是欧·亨利的代表作品之一。小说描述了一个穷困失业、无家可归的流浪汉苏比的故事。在冬天即将到来时，为进入他的“冬季寓所”——布莱克韦尔监狱，苏比费劲心机故意犯罪，期望让警察逮捕。他犯的罪不轻不重，正好能判三个月监禁，这样他就可以有吃、有喝、有住、有同伴聊天，“愉快地”度过寒冬。可是，几次惹事生非均未达到目的。正当他受到教堂中赞美诗音乐的感化，决定放弃过去的生活，重新开始时，却被警察抓住，“如愿”地被送进了监狱里。

小说讲述的故事并不复杂，篇幅也不长，但却浓缩了欧·亨利短篇小说的典型的艺术风格：跌宕起伏的情节、出人意外但又合情合理的结局，幽默风趣的语气，隐含辛辣讽刺的意味。苏比几次惹事生非，可他总是“背运”：先是“调戏”一个女子，但这貌似“文雅娴静”的女子却反过来勾搭他。接着又拿走一位“衣冠楚楚”的顾客的伞，可这伞原本“来路不正”。“简朴而颇讨人喜欢”的女子原本就是暗娼、“衣冠楚楚”的顾客竟然也是小偷。最后，苏比欲改邪归正，警察却以“莫须有”的罪名将他投入了监狱。这里，作者似乎在“赏玩”主人公的狼狈相：用无动于衷的语气，生动形象的比喻，幽默诙谐的夸张和辛辣讽刺，把苏比痛苦挣扎的惨状，微妙的心理活动刻画得得入木三分，活灵活现，令人捧腹之余又辛酸唏嘘。这正是欧·亨利“含泪的微笑”的独特艺术风格的具体体现。小说的另一个鲜明特点就是人物的心理描写。最典型的例子是苏比听了教堂的音乐后，想要“把自己拔出泥沼……”、“做一个顶天立地的男子汉”那段经典的内心独白，使人觉得这个“小人物”的形象顿时高大起来：心灵得以净化，人格精神得以升华，人物形象更加丰满鲜活，故事也被推向高潮。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why did Soapy try every possible way to go to Blackwell's? Why did arrest seem to be a rosy dream to Soapy?

2. Why did Soapy fail to be arrested by police while he disturbed law and order? Why did he feel that luck would always run against him?

3. Are you surprised by the ending of the story? What is O. Henry ending?

Suggested Reading List


The Gift of the Magi



The Last Leaf



A Service of Love



The Furnished Room


第三节　西奥多·德莱塞（Theodore Dreiser, 1871～1945）

作者及作品简介
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西奥多·德莱塞，美国20世纪著名的现实主义小说家。1871年8月27日生于印第安纳州的特雷霍特镇。父亲是笃信天主教的德国移民。德莱塞家境贫寒，兄弟姐妹众多，中学未毕业便步入社会自谋生计。后来，德莱塞在一位中学教师的资助下到印第安纳大学专修文学。在大学求学期间，他阅读了达尔文（Charles Darwin）、赫胥黎（Thomas Huxley）和斯宾塞（Herbert Spencer）等人的著作，受到他们进步思想的影响，开始走上无神论者的道路。德莱塞在大学只学习一年便辍学前往芝加哥寻求发展。为了生存，德莱塞干过洗碗工、检票员、洗衣房工人和家具店伙计等各种杂活。这段艰难的生活经历使得他有机会接触到下层劳动者，深刻体验美国社会的阴暗面，为他以后的文学创作提供了素材。

1892年起，德莱塞先后在芝加哥和圣路易斯等地的报社任记者，写些有关时事及社会新闻等方面的文章。1899年德莱塞开始创作第一部长篇小说《嘉莉妹妹》（Sister Carrie
 , 1900），并于第二年出版。由于小说揭露了美国社会贫富分化以及道德沦丧等丑恶现象，被认为“有伤风化”，遭到禁止出版的厄运。小说受到的不公正待遇使得德莱塞搁笔达10年之久，直到1909年他才重新投入了长篇小说的创作，写成了《珍妮姑娘》（Jennie Gerhardt
 , 1911）。1911年后，德莱塞进入了创作的高峰期，陆续发表了《欲望三部曲（Trilogy of Desire
 ）》（由《金融家》（The Financier
 , 1912）、《巨人》（The Titan
 , 1914）、《斯多噶》（The Stoic
 , 1947）三部长篇小说组成）、《天才》（The Genius
 , 1915）、《美国的悲剧》（An American Tragedy
 , 1925）等多部长篇小说。俄国的十月革命和他1927年的苏联之行无疑对德莱塞的文学创作产生了深刻影响，他的世界观和创作思想都有所改变。除长篇小说外，德莱塞还出版过四部短篇小说集，以及一些诗歌、散文、政论、剧本等集子。1941年，德莱塞当选为美国作家协会主席。1944年获得美国文学艺术学会的荣誉奖。

虽然评论界对德莱塞毁誉不一，但他在美国文学史上的重要地位是不容否认的。他的作品涉及广泛的社会问题，具有很高的思想价值。其早期的作品有明显的自然主义倾向，但大部分作品是典型的批判现实主义的力作。

作品选读

Sister Carrie: Chapter 47

In the city, at that time, there were a number of charities similar in nature to that of the captain's, which Hurstwood now patronised1
 in a like unfortunate way. One was a convent mission-house of the Sisters of Mercy2
 in Fifteenth Street—a row of red brick family dwellings, before the door of which hung a plain wooden contribution box, on which was painted the statement that every noon a meal was given free to all those who might apply and ask for aid. This simple announcement was modest in the extreme, covering, as it did, a charity so broad. Institutions and charities are so large and so numerous in New York that such things as this are not often noticed by the more comfortably situated. But to one whose mind is upon the matter, they grow exceedingly under inspection. Unless one were looking up this matter in particular, he could have stood at Sixth Avenue and Fifteenth Street for days around the noon hour and never have noticed that out of the vast crowd that surged along that busy thoroughfare there turned out, every few seconds, some weather-beaten, heavy-footed specimen of humanity, gaunt in countenance3
 and dilapidated in the matter of clothes4
 . The fact is none the less true, however, and the colder the day the more apparent it became. Space and a lack of culinary room5
 in the mission-house, compelled an arrangement which permitted of only twenty-five or thirty eating at one time, so that a line had to be formed outside and an orderly entrance effected. This caused a daily spectacle which, however, had become so common by repetition during a number of years that now nothing was thought of it. The men waited patiently, like cattle, in the coldest weather—waited for several hours before they could be admitted. No questions were asked and no service rendered. They ate and went away again, some of them returning regularly day after day the winter through.

A big, motherly looking woman invariably stood guard at the door during the entire operation and counted the admissible number. The men moved up in solemn order. There was no haste and no eagerness displayed. It was almost a dumb procession. In the bitterest weather this line was to be found here. Under an icy wind there was a prodigious slapping of hands6
 and a dancing of feet. Fingers and the features of the face looked as if severely nipped by the cold. A study of these men in broad light proved them to be nearly all of a type. They belonged to the class that sit on the park benches during the endurable days and sleep upon them during the summer nights. They frequent the Bowery and those down-at-the-heels East Side streets7
 where poor clothes and shrunken features are not singled out as curious. They are the men who are in the lodging-house sitting-rooms during bleak and bitter weather and who swarm about the cheaper shelters which only open at six8
 in a number of the lower East Side streets. Miserable food, ill-timed and greedily eaten, had played havoc with bone and muscle. They were all pale, flabby, sunken-eyed, hollow-chested, with eyes that glinted and shone and lips that were a sickly red by contrast. Their hair was but half attended to, their ears anaemic in hue, and their shoes broken in leather and run down at heel and toe. They were of the class which simply floats and drifts, every wave of people washing up one, as breakers do driftwood upon a stormy shore.

For nearly a quarter of a century, in another section of the city, Fleischmann, the baker, had given a loaf of bread to any one who would come for it to the side door of his restaurant at the corner of Broadway and Tenth Street, at midnight. Every night during twenty years about three hundred men had formed in line and at the appointed time marched past the doorway, picked their loaf from a great box placed just outside, and vanished again into the night. From the beginning to the present time there had been little change in the character or number of these men. There were two or three figures that had grown familiar to those who had seen this little procession pass year after year. Two of them had missed scarcely a night in fifteen years. There were about forty, more or less, regular callers. The remainder of the line was formed of strangers. In times of panic and unusual hardships there were seldom more than three hundred. In times of prosperity, when little is heard of the unemployed, there were seldom less. The same number, winter and summer, in storm or calm, in good times and bad, held this melancholy midnight rendezvous at Fleischmann's bread box.

At both of these two charities, during the severe winter which was now on, Hurstwood was a frequent visitor. On one occasion it was peculiarly cold, and finding no comfort in begging about the streets, he waited until noon before seeking this free offering to the poor. Already, at eleven o'clock of this morning, several such as he had shambled forward out of Sixth Avenue, their thin clothes flapping and fluttering in the wind. They leaned against the iron railing which protects the walls of the Ninth Regiment Armory9
 , which fronts upon that section of Fifteenth Street, having come early in order to be first in. Having an hour to wait, they at first lingered at a respectful distance; but others coming up, they moved closer in order to protect their right of precedence. To this collection Hurstwood came up from the west out of Seventh Avenue and stopped close to the door, nearer than all the others. Those who had been waiting before him, but farther away, now drew near, and by a certain stolidity of demeanour, no words being spoken, indicated that they were first.

Seeing the opposition to his action, he looked sullenly along the line, then moved out, taking his place at the foot. When order had been restored, the animal feeling of opposition relaxed.

“Must be pretty near noon,”ventured one.

“It is,”said another.“I've been waiting nearly an hour.”

“Gee, but it's cold!”

They peered eagerly at the door, where all must enter. A grocery man drove up and carried in several baskets of eatables. This started some words upon grocery men and the cost of food in general.

“I see meat's gone up,”said one.

“If there wuz war, it would help this country a lot.”

The line was growing rapidly. Already there were fifty or more, and those at the head, by their demeanour, evidently congratulated themselves upon not having so long to wait as those at the foot. There was much jerking of heads, and looking down the line.

“It don't matter how near you get to the front, so long as you're in the first twenty-five,”commented one of the first twenty-five.“You all go in together.”

“Humph!”ejaculated Hurstwood, who had been so sturdily displaced.

“This here Single Tax10
 is the thing,”said another.“There ain't going to be no order till it comes.”

For the most part there was silence; gaunt men shuffling, glancing, and beating their arms.

At last the door opened and the motherly-looking sister appeared. She only looked an order11
 . Slowly the line moved up and, one by one, passed in, until twenty-five were counted. Then she interposed a stout arm, and the line halted, with six men on the steps. Of these the ex-manager was one. Waiting thus, some talked, some ejaculated concerning the misery of it; some brooded, as did Hurstwood. At last he was admitted, and, having eaten, came away, almost angered because of his pains in getting it.

At eleven o'clock of another evening, perhaps two weeks later, he was at the midnight offering of a loaf—waiting patiently. It had been an unfortunate day with him, but now he took his fate with a touch of philosophy. If he could secure no supper, or was hungry late in the evening, here was a place he could come. A few minutes before twelve, a great box of bread was pushed out, and exactly on the hour a portly, round-faced German took position by it, calling“Ready.”The whole line at once moved forward each taking his loaf in turn and going his separate way. On this occasion, the ex-manager ate his as he went plodding the dark streets in silence to his bed.

By January he had about concluded that the game was up with him. Life had always seemed a precious thing, but now constant want and weakened vitality had made the charms of earth rather dull and inconspicuous. Several times, when fortune pressed most harshly, he thought he would end his troubles; but with a change of weather, or the arrival of a quarter or a dime, his mood would change, and he would wait. Each day he would find some old paper lying about and look into it, to see if there was any trace of Carrie, but all summer and fall he had looked in vain. Then he noticed that his eyes were beginning to hurt him, and this ailment rapidly increased until, in the dark chambers of the lodgings he frequented, he did not attempt to read. Bad and irregular eating was weakening every function of his body. The one recourse left him was to doze when a place offered and he could get the money to occupy it.

He was beginning to find, in his wretched clothing and meagre state of body, that people took him for a chronic type of bum and beggar. Police hustled him along, restaurant and lodginghouse keepers turned him out promptly the moment he had his due; pedestrians waved him off. He found it more and more difficult to get anything from anybody.

At last he admitted to himself that the game was up. It was after a long series of appeals to pedestrians, in which he had been refused and refused—every one hastening from contact.

“Give me a little something, will you, mister?”he said to the last one.“For God's sake, do; I'm starving.”

“Aw, get out,”said the man, who happened to be a common type himself.“You're no good. I'll give you nawthin'.”

Hurstwood put his hands, red from cold, down in his pockets. Tears came into his eyes.

“That's right,”he said;“I'm no good now. I was all right. I had money. I'm going to quit this,”and, with death in his heart, he started down toward the Bowery. People had turned on the gas before and died; why shouldn't he? He remembered a lodginghouse where there were little, close rooms, with gas-jets in them, almost pre-arranged, he thought, for what he wanted to do, which rented for fifteen cents. Then he remembered that he had no fifteen cents.

On the way he met a comfortable-looking gentleman, coming, clean-shaven, out of a fine barber shop.

“Would you mind giving me a little something?”he asked this man boldly.

The gentleman looked him over and fished for a dime. Nothing but quarters were in his pocket.

“Here,”he said, handing him one, to be rid of him.“Be off, now.”

Hurstwood moved on, wondering. The sight of the large, bright coin pleased him a little. He remembered that he was hungry and that he could get a bed for ten cents. With this, the idea of death passed, for the time being, out of his mind. It was only when he could get nothing but insults that death seemed worth while.

One day, in the middle of the winter, the sharpest spell of the season set in. It broke grey and cold in the first day, and on the second snowed. Poor luck pursuing him, he had secured but ten cents by nightfall, and this he had spent for food. At evening he found himself at the Boulevard and Sixty-seventh Street, where he finally turned his face Bowery-ward. Especially fatigued because of the wandering propensity which had seized him in the morning, he now half dragged his wet feet, shuffling the soles upon the sidewalk. An old, thin coat was turned up about his red ears—his cracked derby hat was pulled down until it turned them outward. His hands were in his pockets.

“I'll just go down Broadway,”he said to himself.

When he reached Forty-second Street, the fire signs were already blazing brightly. Crowds were hastening to dine. Through bright windows, at every corner, might be seen gay companies in luxuriant restaurants. There were coaches and crowded cable cars.

In his weary and hungry state, he should never have come here. The contrast was too sharp. Even he was recalled keenly to better things.“What's the use?”he thought.“It's all up with me12
 . I'll quit this.”

People turned to look after him, so uncouth was his shambling figure. Several officers followed him with their eyes, to see that he did not beg of anybody.

Once he paused in an aimless, incoherent sort of way and looked through the windows of an imposing restaurant, before which blazed a fire sign, and through the large, plate windows of which could be seen the red and gold decorations, the palms, the white napery, and shining glassware, and, above all, the comfortable crowd. Weak as his mind had become, his hunger was sharp enough to show the importance of this. He stopped stock still, his frayed trousers soaking in the slush, and peered foolishly in.

“Eat,”he mumbled.“That's right, eat. Nobody else wants any13
 .”

Then his voice dropped even lower, and his mind half lost the fancy it had.

“It's mighty cold,”he said.“Awful cold.”

At Broadway and Thirty-ninth Street was blazing, in incandescent fire, Carrie's name.“Carrie Madenda,”it read,“and the Casino Company.”All the wet, snowy sidewalk was bright with this radiated fire. It was so bright that it attracted Hurstwood's gaze. He looked up, and then at a large, gilt-framed posterboard, on which was a fine lithograph of Carrie, lifesize.

Hurstwood gazed at it a moment, snuffling and hunching one shoulder, as if something were scratching him. He was so run down, however, that his mind was not exactly clear.

He approached that entrance and went in.

“Well?”said the attendant, staring at him. Seeing him pause, he went over and shoved him.“Get out of here,”he said.

“I want to see Miss Madenda,”he said.

“You do, eh?”the other said, almost tickled at the spectacle.“Get out of here,”and he shoved him again. Hurstwood had no strength to resist.

“I want to see Miss Madenda,”he tried to explain, even as he was being hustled away.“I'm all right. I—”

The man gave him a last push and closed the door. As he did so, Hurstwood slipped and fell in the snow. It hurt him, and some vague sense of shame returned. He began to cry and swear foolishly.

“God damned dog!”he said.“Damned old cur,”wiping the slush from his worthless coat.“I—I hired such people as you once.”

Now a fierce feeling against Carrie welled up—just one fierce, angry thought before the whole thing slipped out of his mind.

“She owes me something to eat,”he said.“She owes it to me.”

Hopelessly he turned back into Broadway again and slopped onward and away, begging, crying, losing track of his thoughts, one after another, as a mind decayed and disjointed is wont to do.

It was truly a wintry evening, a few days later, when his one distinct mental decision was reached. Already, at four o'clock, the sombre hue of night was thickening the air. A heavy snow was falling—a fine picking, whipping snow, borne forward by a swift wind in long, thin lines. The streets were bedded with it—six inches of cold, soft carpet, churned to a dirty brown by the crush of teams14
 and the feet of men. Along Broadway men picked their way in ulsters and umbrellas. Along the Bowery, men slouched through it with collars and hats pulled over their ears. In the former thoroughfare businessmen and travellers were making for comfortable hotels. In the latter, crowds on cold errands shifted past dingy stores, in the deep recesses of which lights were already gleaming. There were early lights in the cable cars, whose usual clatter was reduced by the mantle15
 about the wheels. The whole city was muffled by this fast-thickening mantle.

In her comfortable chambers at the Waldorf16
 , Carrie was reading at this time“Pere Goriot17
 ,”which Ames had recommended to her. It was so strong, and Ames's mere recommendation had so aroused her interest, that she caught nearly the full sympathetic significance of it. For the first time, it was being borne in upon her how silly and worthless had been her earlier reading, as a whole. Becoming wearied, however, she yawned and came to the window, looking out upon the old winding procession of carriages rolling up Fifth Avenue.

“Isn't it bad?”she observed to Lola.

“Terrible!”said that little lady, joining her.“I hope it snows enough to go sleigh riding.”

“Oh, dear,”said Carrie, with whom the sufferings of Father Goriot were still keen.“That's all you think of. Aren't you sorry for the people who haven't anything to-night?”

“Of course I am,”said Lola;“but what can I do? I haven't anything.”

Carrie smiled.

“You wouldn't care, if you had,”she returned.

“I would, too,”said Lola.“But people never gave me anything when I was hard up.”

“Isn't it just awful?”said Carrie, studying the winter's storm.

“Look at that man over there,”laughed Lola, who had caught sight of some one falling down.“How sheepish men look when they fall, don't they?”

“We'll have to take a coach to-night,”answered Carrie absently.

In the lobby of the Imperial18
 , Mr. Charles Drouet was just arriving, shaking the snow from a very handsome ulster. Bad weather had driven him home early and stirred his desire for those pleasures which shut out the snow and gloom of life. A good dinner, the company of a young woman, and an evening at the theatre were the chief things for him.

“Why, hello, Harry!”he said, addressing a lounger in one of the comfortable lobby chairs.“How are you?”

“Oh, about six and six19
 ,”said the other.“Rotten weather, isn't it?”

“Well, I should say,”said the other.“I've been just sitting here thinking where I'd go to-night.”

“Come along with me,”said Drouet.“I can introduce you to something dead swell20
 .”

“Who is it?”said the other.

“Oh, a couple of girls over here in Fortieth Street. We could have a dandy21
 time. I was just looking for you.”

“Supposing you get 'em and take 'em out to dinner?”

“Sure,”said Drouet.“Wait'll I go upstairs and change my clothes.”

“Well, I'll be in the barber shop,”said the other.“I want to get a shave.”

“All right,”said Drouet, creaking off in his good shoes toward the elevator. The old butterfly22
 was as light on the wing as ever.

On an incoming vestibuled Pullman23
 , speeding at forty miles an hour through the snow of the evening, were three others, all related.

“First call for dinner in the dining-car,”a Pullman servitor was announcing, as he hastened through the aisle in snow-white apron and jacket.

“I don't believe I want to play any more,”said the youngest, a black-haired beauty, turned supercilious by fortune, as she pushed a euchre hand24
 away from her.

“Shall we go into dinner?”inquired her husband, who was all that fine raiment can make.

“Oh, not yet,”she answered.“I don't want to play any more, though.”

“Jessica,”said her mother, who was also a study in what good clothing can do for age25
 ,“push that pin down in your tie—it's coming up.”

Jessica obeyed, incidentally touching at her lovely hair and looking at a little jewel-faced watch. Her husband studied her, for beauty, even cold, is fascinating from one point of view.

“Well, we won't have much more of this weather,”he said.“It only takes two weeks to get to Rome.”

Mrs. Hurstwood nestled comfortably in her corner and smiled. It was so nice to be the mother-in-law of a rich young man—one whose financial state had borne her personal inspection.

“Do you suppose the boat will sail promptly?”asked Jessica,“if it keeps up like this?”

“Oh, yes,”answered her husband.“This won't make any difference.”

Passing down the aisle came a very fair-haired banker's son, also of Chicago, who had long eyed this supercilious beauty. Even now he did not hesitate to glance at her, and she was conscious of it. With a specially conjured show of indifference, she turned her pretty face wholly away. It was not wifely modesty at all. By so much was her pride satisfied.

At this moment Hurstwood stood before a dirty four story building in a side street quite near the Bowery, whose one-time coat of buff had been changed by soot and rain. He mingled with a crowd of men—a crowd which had been, and was still, gathering by degrees.

It began with the approach of two or three, who hung about the closed wooden doors and beat their feet to keep them warm. They had on faded derby hats with dents in them. Their misfit coats were heavy with melted snow and turned up at the collars. Their trousers were mere bags, frayed at the bottom and wobbling over big, soppy shoes, torn at the sides and worn almost to shreds. They made no effort to go in, but shifted ruefully about, digging their hands deep in their pockets and leering at the crowd and the increasing lamps. With the minutes, increased the number. There were old men with grizzled beards and sunken eyes, men who were comparatively young but shrunken by diseases, men who were middle-aged. None were fat. There was a face in the thick of the collection which was as white as drained veal. There was another red as brick. Some came with thin, rounded shoulders, others with wooden legs, still others with frames so lean that clothes only flapped about them. There were great ears, swollen noses, thick lips, and, above all, red, blood-shot eyes. Not a normal, healthy face in the whole mass; not a straight figure; not a straightforward, steady glance.

In the drive of the wind and sleet they pushed in on one another. There were wrists, unprotected by coat or pocket, which were red with cold. There were ears, half covered by every conceivable semblance of a hat, which still looked stiff and bitten. In the snow they shifted, now one foot, now another, almost rocking in unison.

With the growth of the crowd about the door came a murmur. It was not conversation, but a running comment directed at any one in general. It contained oaths and slang phrases.

“By damn, I wish they'd hurry up.”

“Look at the copper26
 watchin'.”

“Maybe it ain't winter, nuther!”

“I wisht27
 I was in Sing Sing28
 .”

Now a sharper lash of wind cut down and they huddled closer. It was an edging, shifting, pushing throng. There was no anger, no pleading, no threatening words. It was all sullen endurance, unlightened by either wit or good fellowship.

A carriage went jingling by with some reclining figure in it. One of the men nearest the door saw it.

“Look at the bloke ridin'.”

“He ain't so cold.”

“Eh, eh, eh!”yelled another, the carriage having long since passed out of hearing.

Little by little the night crept on. Along the walk a crowd turned out on its way home. Men and shop-girls went by with quick steps. The cross-town cars began to be crowded. The gas lamps were blazing, and every window bloomed ruddy with a steady flame. Still the crowd hung about the door, unwavering.

“Ain't they ever goin' to open up?”queried a hoarse voice, suggestively.

This seemed to renew the general interest in the closed door, and many gazed in that direction. They looked at it as dumb brutes look, as dogs paw and whine and study the knob. They shifted and blinked and muttered, now a curse, now a comment. Still they waited and still the snow whirled and cut them with biting flakes. On the old hats and peaked shoulders it was piling. It gathered in little heaps and curves and no one brushed it off. In the centre of the crowd the warmth and steam melted it, and water trickled off hat rims and down noses, which the owners could not reach to scratch. On the outer rim the piles remained unmelted. Hurstwood, who could not get in the centre, stood with head lowered to the weather and bent his form.

A light appeared through the transom overhead. It sent a thrill of possibility through the watchers. There was a murmur of recognition. At last the bars grated inside and the crowd pricked up its ears. Footsteps shuffled within and it murmured again. Some one called:“Slow up there, now,”and then the door opened. It was push and jam for a minute, with grim, beast silence to prove its quality, and then it melted inward, like logs floating, and disappeared. There were wet hats and wet shoulders, a cold, shrunken, disgruntled mass, pouring in between bleak walls. It was just six o'clock and there was supper in every hurrying pedestrian's face. And yet no supper was provided here—nothing but beds.

Hurstwood laid down his fifteen cents and crept off with weary steps to his allotted room. It was a dingy affair—wooden, dusty, hard. A small gas-jet furnished sufficient light for so rueful a corner.

“Hm!”he said, clearing his throat and locking the door.

Now he began leisurely to take off his clothes, but stopped first with his coat, and tucked it along the crack under the door. His vest he arranged in the same place. His old wet, cracked hat he laid softly upon the table. Then he pulled off his shoes and lay down.

It seemed as if he thought a while, for now he arose and turned the gas out, standing calmly in the blackness, hidden from view. After a few moments, in which he reviewed nothing, but merely hesitated, he turned the gas on again, but applied no match. Even then he stood there, hidden wholly in that kindness which is night, while the uprising fumes filled the room. When the odour reached his nostrils, he quit his attitude and fumbled for the bed.“What's the use?”he said, weakly, as he stretched himself to rest.

And now Carrie had attained that which in the beginning seemed life's object, or, at least, such fraction of it as human beings ever attain of their original desires. She could look about on her gowns and carriage, her furniture and bank account. Friends there were, as the world takes it—those who would bow and smile in acknowledgment of her success. For these she had once craved. Applause there was, and publicity—once far off, essential things, but now grown trivial and indifferent. Beauty also—her type of loveliness—and yet she was lonely. In her rocking-chair she sat, when not otherwise engaged—singing and dreaming.

Thus in life there is ever the intellectual and the emotional nature—the mind that reasons, and the mind that feels. Of one come the men of action—generals and statesmen; of the other, the poets and dreamers—artists all.

As harps in the wind, the latter respond to every breath of fancy, voicing in their moods all the ebb and flow of the ideal.

Man has not yet comprehended the dreamer any more than he has the ideal. For him the laws and morals of the world are unduly severe. Ever hearkening to29
 the sound of beauty, straining for the flash of its distant wings, he watches to follow, wearying his feet in travelling. So watched Carrie, so followed, rocking and singing.

And it must be remembered that reason had little part in this. Chicago dawning, she saw the city offering more of loveliness than she had ever known, and instinctively, by force of her moods alone, clung to it. In fine raiment and elegant surroundings, men seemed to be contented. Hence, she drew near these things. Chicago, New York; Drouet, Hurstwood; the world of fashion and the world of stage—these were but incidents. Not them, but that which they represented, she longed for. Time proved the representation false.

Oh, the tangle of human life! How dimly as yet we see. Here was Carrie, in the beginning poor, unsophisticated, emotional; responding with desire to everything most lovely in life, yet finding herself turned as by a wall. Laws to say:“Be allured, if you will, by everything lovely, but draw not nigh30
 unless by righteousness.”Convention to say:“You shall not better your situation save by honest labour.”If honest labour be unremunerative and difficult to endure; if it be the long, long road which never reaches beauty, but wearies the feet and the heart; if the drag to follow beauty be such that one abandons the admired way, taking rather the despised path leading to her dreams quickly, who shall cast the first stone31
 ? Not evil, but longing for that which is better, more often directs the steps of the erring. Not evil, but goodness more often allures the feeling mind unused to reason.

Amid the tinsel and shine of her state walked Carrie, unhappy. As when Drouet took her, she had thought:“Now I am lifted into that which is best”; as when Hurstwood seemingly offered her the better way:“Now am I happy.”But since the world goes its way past all who will not partake of its folly, she now found herself alone. Her purse was open to him whose need was greatest. In her walks on Broadway, she no longer thought of the elegance of the creatures who passed her. Had they more of that peace and beauty which glimmered afar off, then were they to be envied.

Drouet abandoned his claim and was seen no more. Of Hurstwood's death she was not even aware. A slow, black boat setting out from the pier at Twenty-seventh Street upon its weekly errand bore, with many others, his nameless body to the Potter's Field32
 .

Thus passed all that was of interest concerning these twain in their relation to her. Their influence upon her life is explicable alone by the nature of her longings. Time was when both represented for her all that was most potent in earthly success. They were the personal representatives of a state most blessed to attain—the titled ambassadors of comfort and peace, aglow with their credentials. It is but natural that when the world which they represented no longer allured her, its ambassadors should be discredited. Even had Hurstwood returned in his original beauty and glory, he could not now have allured her. She had learned that in his world, as in her own present state, was not happiness.

Sitting alone, she was now an illustration of the devious ways by which one who feels, rather than reasons, may be led in the pursuit of beauty. Though often disillusioned, she was still waiting for that halcyon day when she would be led forth among dreams become real. Ames had pointed out a farther step, but on and on beyond that, if accomplished, would lie others for her. It was forever to be the pursuit of that radiance of delight which tints the distant hilltops of the world.

Oh, Carrie, Carrie! Oh, blind strivings of the human heart! Onward onward, it saith33
 , and where beauty leads, there it follows. Whether it be the tinkle of a lone sheep bell o'er some quiet landscape, or the glimmer of beauty in sylvan places, or the show of soul in some passing eye, the heart knows and makes answer, following. It is when the feet weary and hope seems vain that the heartaches and the longings arise. Know, then, that for you is neither surfeit nor content. In your rocking-chair, by your window dreaming, shall you long, alone. In your rocking-chair, by your window, shall you dream such happiness as you may never feel.

Notes:

1. patronise: to haunt or frequent 经常光顾

2. the Sisters of Mercy: 罗马天主教慈善修女会

3. gaunt in countenance: excessively thin and angular 面容憔悴

4. dilapidated in the matter of clothes: shabby and torn clothes 衣衫褴褛

5. culinary room: kitchen

6. a prodigious slapping of hands: They clapped their hands to warm them. 拍手取暖

7. the Bowery and those down-at-the-heels East Side streets: the impoverished places or districts in New York City where the poor or the homeless dwelt 纽约的贫民区

8. open at six: open at six o'clock in the evening

9. Ninth Regiment Armory: 第九军团军械库

10. Single Tax: a system by which all revenue is derived from a tax on one thing, especially land 单一税

11. She only looked an order: She didn't utter a single word. However, she gave the order through the look in her eyes. 她只是用眼神示意。

12. It's all up with me: It's all over with me. 一切都完了。

13. Nobody else wants any: No one else is short of food to eat.

14. teams: vehicles with animals harnessed to it 运输马车

15. mantle: a covering of snow 积雪

16. the Waldorf: It is the name of a luxuriant hotel in New York City at that time.

17. Pere Goriot: Father Goriot, a famous novel by Balzac, critical realist writer of France. 《高老头》，法国19世纪批判现实主义作家巴尔扎克的著名小说。

18. the Imperial: another posh hotel in the city where the businessmen liked to stay

19. about six and six: just so so 马马虎虎，还凑合

20. something dead swell: some wonderful people or things

21. dandy:〈slang〉excellent

22. the old butterfly: This refers to Drouet.

23. Pullman: a railroad passenger car with specially comfortable furnishings for day or especially for night travel 卧铺车厢

24. a euchre hand: a hand of paper cards

25. age: the old

26. copper:〈slang〉policeman

27. I wisht: I wished

28. Sing Sing: the name of a prison in New York State 纽约州的新新监狱

29. hearkening to: listening to

30. nigh: near

31. who shall cast the first stone?: who shall begin first?“Throw the first stone”is a story from The Bible. People bring a woman who commits adultery to Jesus.“Teacher,”they said to Jesus,“this woman was caught in the very act of committing adultery. In our Law Moses commanded that such a woman must be stoned to death. Now, what do you say?”They said this to trap Jesus, so that they could accuse him. But he bent over and wrote on the ground with his finger, as they stood there asking him questions. He straightly ended up and said to them,“whichever one of you has committed no sin may throw the first stone at her.”Then he bent over again and wrote on the ground. When they heard this, they all left, one by one, the older ones first. 这一典故后来被人用来劝戒大家对人不要过于苛刻。

32. Potter's Field: a public graveyard in the suburbs of New York City波特墓地，在纽约市外，专门埋葬穷人和无名氏的尸体。

33. It saith: it says

作品简评

《嘉莉妹妹》（Sister Carrie
 , 1900）是德莱塞创作的第一部长篇小说，描写了农村姑娘嘉莉到芝加哥谋生，追求幸福生活却最终梦想幻灭的辛酸历程。嘉莉年轻美貌，天真单纯，梦想着有朝一日能过上豪华舒适的生活。然而，贫困和失业令她回到残酷的现实生活中来。她做了推销员杜洛埃（Drouet）的情妇，后又与酒店经理赫斯特渥德（Hurstwood）同居。在纽约，嘉莉由于一个偶然的机会当上了演员，并出了名，收入丰厚。但是，优越的物质生活并没有给她带来精神上的幸福和满足，嘉莉仍然感到孤独和空虚。

这里节选的是小说的最后一章，主要讲述的是赫斯特渥德的悲惨结局。嘉莉在成名之后逐渐与他断绝了来往，赫斯特渥德饥寒交迫，穷困潦倒，竟沦为乞丐，流浪街头。绝望之极，赫斯特渥德用讨来的钱租了一间房间，开煤气结束了生命。而与此同时，嘉莉正坐在舒适的摇椅里憧憬着虚幻的幸福。

《嘉莉妹妹》主要成功之处在于作者对资本主义社会各种社会弊端的无情揭露，谴责和抨击了金钱的腐蚀作用以及不平等的社会制度。德莱塞对于美国社会的批判深刻而直接。作家辛克莱·刘易斯赞扬道：“德莱塞在美国小说领域内突破了维多利亚式的、豪威尔斯式的胆怯与高雅传统，打开了通向忠实、大胆与激情的通道。”德莱塞的批判现实主义创作风格是美国文学的宝贵财富。

Questions for Discussion

1. The opening paragraphs present a gloomy picture of the homeless and the starving. What kind of literary genre does this style of writing remind you of?

2. How does Dreiser successfully render Hurstwood's misery?

3. What's Carrie's attitude towards the homeless as is revealed in her conversation with Ames?

4. At the end of the book, Carrie is sitting in her cozy rocking-chair, dreaming of happiness that will never come true. What is the significance of such an ending?

Suggested Reading List


The Financier



Jennie Gerhardt



An American Tragedy


第四节　凯特·肖邦（Kate Chopin, 1851～1904）

作者及作品简介
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凯特·肖邦的一生是美国文学史上一个奇特的故事。她39岁时才开始写作，很快就崭露头角，获得成功。在其后短短的10年里，她驰骋文坛，发表了两篇短篇小说集和两部长篇小说，成为一位很有建树的乡土文学作家。

肖邦于1851年出身于美国密苏里州圣路易斯市的一个富商家庭。父亲在她四岁那年一次事故中丧生，自此肖邦便由母亲、外祖母、曾祖母抚养成人，一直生活在这样一群精明强干、开朗健谈、独立坚强的女人中间，直至出嫁。这些女性与当时社会提倡的软弱顺从的女性形象迥然不同，这对肖邦性格的形成产生了极大的影响。肖邦自幼好学，酷爱文学和音乐，不仅极具语言才能和音乐天赋，而且具备对事物敏感和细致入微的观察能力，为她今后从事写作奠定了坚实基础。

1889年6月肖邦的第一个短篇《智胜神明》（Wiser Than a God
 ）发表。故事描写了女性对事业的献身和对传统婚姻的反叛。它表现了肖邦对妇女问题的关注，这种关注成为后来肖邦作品中不断出现的主题。1890年，肖邦完成了她的第一部长篇小说《过错》（At Fault
 ）。这部小说探讨了婚姻观念、道德理想以及现代女性的困惑等妇女问题。她在其后的三年里共完成了40个短篇。这些故事以路易斯安那州中北部地区为背景，用细腻的描写和优美的文字描写了普通人的喜怒哀乐，展示了当地的风俗民情，极富感染力，表现出她作为乡土作家的横溢才华和娴熟技巧。

1897年，短篇小说集《阿卡迪亚》（A Night in Acadie
 ）出版。这部集子描述了19世纪美国妇女在爱情、婚姻、家庭诸方面的独特经历，也揭示了传统观念对妇女的束缚。肖邦特别注重表现女性对爱情的大胆追求。爱的力量之强大，可以冲破种族、性别、阶级、地位、名誉的羁绊。1898年夏季，第三个短篇小说集《一种职业，一种声音》（A Vocation and a Voice
 ）出版。在这些故事里，肖邦更深入地讨论了人的情感和道德观念，探索什么是充实人生的主题。

除了写小说和短篇，肖邦还发表过诗歌和译作以及一些评论性文章。但她的主要成就还在于她的文学作品。

作品选读

The Story of an Hour

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences, veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's name leading the list of“killed.”He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which someone was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will—as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been.

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under her breath:“Free, free, free!”The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.

There would be no one to live for her during those coming years; she would live for herself. There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.

And yet she had loved him—sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

“Free! Body and soul free!”she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for admission.“Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door—you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake open the door.”

“Go away. I am not making myself ill.”No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that open window.

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long1
 . It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long2
 .

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.

Someone was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travel stained, composedly carrying his gripsack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

But Richards was too late.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease—of joy that kills.

Notes:

1. 但愿生命能长久。

2. 生命也许会（过于）长久。

作品简评

《一个小时的故事》（1894）是一个经常被收入文学选集的著名短篇。女主人公马拉德夫人有心脏病。当她得知丈夫在铁路事故中丧生的消息后，的确有一阵沉浸在悲痛之中，但随之而来的却是从心底里发出的“自由啦！自由啦！”的欢呼和那种挣脱羁绊的感觉。马拉德夫人欣喜而激动，憧憬着属于自己的未来，她准备只为自己而不是为别人活着，准备充分享受生活而不是活着而已。正在此时，马拉德先生安然无恙地回到家中（原来有关他的死讯是误传）。马拉德夫人对新生活的憧憬被丈夫的意外归来打断了，在巨大的刺激下心脏病突然发作，离开人世。

在精神上获得新生的女主人公在那一小时已经成为一个和以前完全不一样的人了，她已无法再回到旧日生活的轨道上去。故事的结尾别具讽刺意味：为马拉德夫人检查的医生说是极度的喜悦夺去了她的性命。

Questions for Discussion

1. Do you think that Mrs. Mallard's marriage was a happy one? Why/why not?

2. What do you think is the cause that killed Mrs. Mallard?

Suggested Reading List


The Awakening



The Storm


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

故事情节Plot

Plot is the first and most obvious quality of a story. Plot is what happens in a story. Unlike life, which is random and unpredictable, the short story will usually be shaped by a chain of events, one leading inevitably to another in a line of rising action to a moment of crisis—the climax. In“A Good Man Is Hard to Find”
 , the grandmother's secret taking of the cat on the journey; her chance thought to visit the old plantation;and the conversation with Red Sammy are all carefully arranged events by the author that combine to advance the plot, and lead to the final tragedy. The outcome of climax we call the denouement, a French word meaning the untangling of a knot.

For the reader, the plot is the underlying pattern in a work of fiction, the structural element that gives it unity and order. For the writer, the plot is the guiding principle of selection and arrangement. The writer will usually add coherence to the plot by signaling to the reader in advance the outcome of the action. We call these hints foreshadowing. When the reader finishes“A Good Man Is Hard to Find”
 , he may realize that actually the outcome is foreshadowed several times in the early episodes. Sometimes the author may interrupt the action in a flashback in order to describe crucial events that occurred earlier. The flashback is one form of exposition, the process of giving the reader necessary information concerning characters and events existing before the action proper of a story begins.


名人名言

Life is like an onion: you peel it off one layer at a time, and sometimes you weep.

生活像一个洋葱：你只能一层一层地把它剥开，有时你还得流泪。

—Carl Sandburg（桑德堡）




第三章　现代主义时期 Modernism

狭义地讲，美国文学史上的现代主义时期以第一次世界大战为起点，经历了20世纪30年代经济大萧条时期一直延续到第二次世界大战。

工业化程度的加剧、城市化进程的加深、科技的高速发展、第一次世界大战造成的创伤、30年代的经济大萧条、情绪上强烈的不安和焦灼感、以及随之而来的社会价值体系的崩溃等诸多历史因素以一种前所未有的方式对知识分子的世界观产生着巨大影响。道德水准江河日下，恐惧、失落、迷惘、幻灭已经成为困扰美国民众的普遍的社会症候。

同欧洲的现代主义作家一样，美国现代主义作家通过形式、技巧和风格的大胆实验，与习俗和传统决裂。西格蒙德·弗洛伊德的心理分析理论（psychoanalysis），威廉·詹姆斯的意识流学说（stream of consciousness）以及卡尔·荣格的原型象征理论（archetypal symbol）对他们的文学创作产生了巨大影响。他们特别注重对人们的内心世界的挖掘。现代主义作品体现了作家在美学上的反叛与创新，反映出作家对精神上达到大彻大悟的渴求以他们对同胞的日益强烈的责任感。

这一时期最为引人注目的文学运动就是作家的自我流放，也称“第二次美国文艺复兴”。第一次世界大战结束后，刚从战场返回家园的一批年轻的作家离开了美国，在法国巴黎形成了一个由作家和画家组成的小团体，不断实践新的思维方法与表达模式。格特鲁德·斯坦因称他们是“迷惘的一代”。其中最著名的有诗人埃兹拉·庞德、E·E·卡明斯，小说家欧内斯特·海明威、威廉·福克纳。本章讨论的其他重要作家还包括埃德温·阿林顿·罗宾逊、罗伯特·弗罗斯特和詹姆斯·瑟伯。

第一节　埃德温·阿林顿·罗宾逊（Edwin Arlington Robinson, 1869～1935）

作者及作品简介
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艾德温·阿林顿·罗宾逊，美国诗人，出身于缅因州海德泰德的一个商人家庭。罗宾逊出生后不久，全家便搬到了附近的加德纳镇，这个地方就是他日后诗中所写的“蒂尔伯里镇（Tilbury Town）”的原型。罗宾逊自幼酷爱写诗，是当地诗社的年龄最小的成员。1891年罗宾逊进入哈佛大学学习，两年后因家道中落、经济困难不得不辍学回家。1896年自费出版了诗集《急流与昨夜》（The Torrent and the Night Before
 ，1897年再版时易名为《夜之子》，The Children of the Night
 ），但并未引起评论界的注意。

1897年罗宾逊去纽约谋生，虽然生活窘迫但仍坚持诗歌创作。1902年罗宾逊在友人帮助下发表诗体小说《克莱格上尉》（Captain Craig
 ）。西奥图·罗斯福总统非常欣赏他的诗歌，并帮助他在纽约市海关谋得验关员的职位。这份差事比较清闲，罗宾逊因此有充裕的时间进行诗歌创作。诗集《河下游的城镇》（The Town Down the River
 , 1909）和《天边人影》（The Man Against the Sky
 , 1916）的出版，确立了罗宾逊在诗坛的地位。罗宾逊以中世纪亚瑟王传说为基础写成了长篇叙事诗三部曲：《墨林》（Merlin
 , 1917）、《朗斯洛》（Lancelot
 , 1920）和《特里斯丹》（Tristram
 , 1927）。他的其他作品还包括《埃冯的收成》（Avon's Harvest
 , 1921）和《诗集》（Collected Poems
 , 1921）等。罗宾逊在诗歌创作上的成就使他分别于1922年、1925年、1928年三次获得普利策奖。

罗宾逊尝试过剧本创作，但多以失败而告终。他最擅长写短诗，其中最著名的是蒂尔伯里镇居民的人物群像。他的诗具有强烈的现实感，在形式上多采用传统格律。罗宾逊的诗歌语言简洁、用词浅显，因而深受读者喜爱。

作品选读1

Richard Cory

Whenever Richard Gory went down town,

We people on the pavement looked at him:

He was a gentleman from sole to crown,

Clean favored1
 , and imperially slim.

And he was always quietly arrayed2
 ,

And he was always human when he talked;

But still he fluttered pulses when he said,

“Good-morning,”and he glittered when he walked.

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king—

And admirably schooled in every grace3
 :

In fine4
 , we thought that he was everything

To make us wish that we were in his place.

So on we worked, and waited for the light,

And went without the meat, and cursed the bread;

And Richard Gory, one calm summer night,

Went home and put a bullet through his head.

Notes:

1. clean favored:〈archaic〉 having a clean countenance 面貌干净的

2. quietly arrayed: not brightly dressed 衣着朴素

3. schooled in every grace: with refined manners 举止文雅

4. In fine: in brief, in short 总之；总而言之

作品简评

《理查·柯瑞》选自诗集《夜之子》（The Children of the Night
 ），是罗宾逊的早期诗作。这是一首短小精悍的叙事诗。诗人自己对柯瑞这个人物几乎不着一字，而是通过街上行人对柯瑞的印象来将这个人物形象呈现出来。他生活富有、仪表堂堂、文质彬彬，受到全镇人的尊敬和羡慕。在人们眼中，他的生活堪比帝王。每个人都在祈望自己能过上柯瑞的生活。然而，出人意料的是，这位在人们看来生活在至福中的人竟然用一颗子弹结束了自己年轻的生命。

诗人用简单明了的语言娓娓道来，始终保持着一种平淡而又客观的语调。除了最后一行，全诗都是表达对柯瑞的艳羡。但就在最后一行的平淡中读者体会到了深深的震撼。诗人并没有明确地告诉读者柯瑞为何自杀，而是固执地留下空白，让读者自己去思考、判断。不同的人或许会得出不同的答案。但有一点是肯定的：在物质生活的富足之外柯瑞还需要更多的东西来支撑生命。

Questions for Discussion

1. What do words like“crown,”“imperially,”“arrayed,”“glittered,”and“grace”tell us about Richard Cory?

2. What do the townspeople think of Cory? What do you think of the townspeople?

3. What was missing in Richard Cory?

4. Do Richard Cory's actions reveal his personality? What is it?

5. Why did Richard Cory commit suicide?

6. What is the theme of the poem?

作品选读2

Miniver Cheevy

Miniver Cheevy, a child of scorn,

Grew lean while he assailed1
 the seasons;

He wept that he was ever born,

And he had reasons.

Miniver loved the days of old

When swords were bright and steeds2
 were prancing3
 ;

The vision of a warrior bold

Would set him dancing.

Miniver sighed for what was not,

And dreamed, and rested from his labors;

He dreamed of Thebes4
 and Camelot5
 ,

And Priam's6
 neighbors.

Miniver mourned the ripe renown

That made so many a name so fragrant;

He mourned Romance, now on the town7
 ,

And Art, a vagrant.

Miniver loved the Medici8
 ,

Albeit9
 he had never seen one;

He would have sinned incessantly

Could he have been one.

Miniver cursed the commonplace

And eyed a khaki suit10
 with loathing

He missed the mediaeval grace

Of iron clothing.

Miniver scorned the gold he sought,

But sore11
 annoyed was he without it;

Miniver thought, and thought, and thought,

And thought about it.

Miniver Cheevy, born too late;

Scratched his head and kept on thinking;

Miniver coughed, and called it fate,

And kept on drinking.

Notes:

1. assail: to attack violently; here, to go through 这里指“经历、度过”。

2. steed: a spirited horse (as for war）战马

3. prance:（of a horse) to spring forward on the hind legs（马）腾跃

4. Thebes: a city in ancient Greece 底比斯（希腊古城）

5. Camelot: the legendary site of King Arthur's palace and court 卡梅洛特（传说中亚瑟王宫廷所在地）

6. Priam:（in mythology) king of Troy during the Trojan War 普赖恩（特洛伊战争期间在位的特洛伊王）

7. on the town: in carefree pursuit of urban pleasures 到城里寻欢作乐

8. Medici: a powerful family in the Renaissance Florence, Italy 美弟奇家族，文艺复兴时期意大利佛罗伦萨极有势力的家族

9. Albeit: although

10. a khaki suit: a khaki-colored cloth made usually of cotton or wool and used especially for military uniforms 卡其布军装

11. sore:〈archaic〉greatly

作品简评

《米尼弗·契维》出自诗集《河下游的城镇》（The Town Down the River
 , 1907），是罗宾逊人物肖像诗中最为著名的一篇。

契维一方面向往古时的荣光，蔑视现世的庸俗，另一方面又不得不承认自己对金钱和物质的贪恋。他一边感叹自己生不逢时，一边又不采取任何积极的措施，只知道借酒浇愁，以酒精麻痹思想。他认为他的失败不是自身的缘故，而是世界和时代出了毛病。

这首诗的笔调既幽默又感伤；语气既富同情，又含嘲弄。诗人通过契维让人惋惜的一生，展现了美好的理想与黯淡的现实之间的矛盾，启发读者对现代人所处的困境进行思考。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why does Miniver Cheevy prefer an earlier, more“romantic”era than his own?

2. What problems does Miniver Cheevy have?

3. How does Miniver Cheevy go about solving his problems? Does he successfully solve his problems?

4. Study how the poet achieves a most telling effect through the use of a sequence of verbs: assailed, wept, loved, sighed, dreamed, rested (from his labors）, mourned, cursed, scorned.

5. Make a comparison of the problems of Miniver Cheevy with those of Richard Cory. How are their problems different, and similar?

Suggested Reading List


Mr. Flood's Party



Eros Turannos



Luke Havergal



The Tree in Pamela's Garden


第二节　罗伯特·弗罗斯特（Robert Frost, 1874～1963）

作者及作品简介
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罗伯特·弗罗斯特是享誉海外的美国著名诗人。1874年3月出生于加利福尼亚州的旧金山市。父亲热衷政治，曾做过校长和新闻记者，在他11岁时去世。母亲做过教师，喜爱诗文。弗罗斯特的父亲过世后，举家迁到了马萨诸塞州的劳伦斯城。在那里他进了中学，开始接受正规教育，对诗歌产生了浓厚的兴趣，并在16岁时发表了第一首诗《诺什·特黑斯》（La Noche Triste
 ）。高中毕业后，弗罗斯特在达特第斯学院和哈佛大学就读过一段时间，但都中途退学。回家后，弗罗斯特时而务农，时而到母亲任职的中学里教教书，间或写写诗歌，过着闲适的生活。

1912年全家迁往英国伦敦定居后，弗罗斯特的诗歌创作生涯才真正开始。在诗人埃兹拉·庞德（Ezra Pound）的支持与鼓励下，弗罗斯特出版了诗集《少年的意愿》（A Boy's Wish
 , 1913）和《波士顿以北》（North of Boston
 , 1914），得到英国诗歌界的好评，并引起美国诗歌界的注意。《修墙》（Mending Wall
 ）、《摘苹果之后》（After Apple-Picking
 ）、《雇工之死》（The Death of the Hired Man
 ）等现在广为传诵的诗篇都收录在《波士顿以北》这部诗集里。

一战爆发后，弗罗斯特回到美国，在新罕布什尔州买下一个农场，重新开始了耕种、教书和写诗的生活。1916年，诗集《山间》（Mountain Interval
 ）的出版标志着他的诗歌创作进入了成熟阶段。《未选择的路》（The Road Not Taken
 ）、《白桦树》（Birches
 ）等富于哲理性的诗篇均收入该集。以后又陆续发表了《新罕布什尔》（New Hampshire
 , 1923）、《西流的溪涧》（West-Running Brook
 , 1928）、《又一片牧场》（A Further Range
 , 1936）、《一株作证的树》（A Witness Tree
 , 1942）等诗集，受到了广泛肯定。他分别在1924年、1931年、1937年、1943年四次获得普利策奖，并受聘在几所著名的大学中任教师、驻校诗人与诗歌顾问。他是美国非官方的桂冠诗人，在他75岁与85岁诞辰时，美国参议院作出决议向他表示敬意。

弗罗斯特的诗歌在格律方面与传统诗歌相近，常用无韵体和四行体的各种变体，但他摒弃了唯美派诗人的矫揉造作，与意象派等现代派诗歌不无相通之处，因而被称做是“交替性诗人”。弗罗斯特从新英格兰的自然景色和风俗人情中汲取灵感，将看似平淡的生活场景以清新自然的笔触娓娓道来，让读者在不经意中感受其哲思颖悟。

作品选读1

Mending Wall

Something there is that doesn't love a wall,

That sends the frozen-ground-swell1
 under it

And spills the upper boulders2
 in the sun,

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast.

The work of hunters is another thing:

I have come after them and made repair

Where they have left not one stone on a stone.

But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,

To please the yelping3
 dogs. The gaps I mean,

No one has seen them made or heard them made,

But at spring mending-time we find them there.

I let my neighbor know beyond the hill;

And on a day we meet to walk the line4


And set the wall between us once again.

We keep the wall between us as we go.

To each the boulders that have fallen to each.

And some are loaves5
 and some so nearly balls6


We have to use a spell7
 to make them balance:

“Stay where you are until our backs are turned!”

We wear our fingers rough with handling them.

Oh, just another kind of outdoor game,

One on a side. It comes to little more:

There where it is we do not need the wall:

He is all pine and I am apple orchard.

My apple trees will never get across

And eat the cones8
 under his pines, I tell him.

He only says,“Good fences make good neighbors.”

Spring is the mischief in me9
 , and I wonder

If I could put a notion in his head:

“Why do they make good neighbors? Isn't it

Where there are cows? But here there are no cows.

Before I built a wall I'd ask to know

What I was walling in or walling out,

And to whom I was like10
 to give offense.

Something there is that doesn't love a wall,

That wants it down”. I could say“Elves”to him,

But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather

He said it for himself. I see him there,

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top

In each hand, like an old-stone11
 savage armed.

He moves in darkness as it seems to me,

Not of woods only and the shade of trees.

He will not go behind his father's saying,

And he likes having thought of it so well

He says again,“Good fences make good neighbors.”

Notes:

1. frozen-ground-swell (ground-swell): a broad deep undulation of the ocean caused by an often distant gale or seismic disturbance 激涌

2. boulders: large, rounded or worn rocks 大鹅卵石，圆石

3. yelping: making a short sharp cry 汪汪叫

4. walk the line: to follow on foot for the purpose of measuring, surveying, or inspecting 步测

5. loaves: loaf-shaped stones 长形石头

6. balls: round-shaped stones 圆形石头

7. spell: word supposed to have some magic power 咒语

8. cones:（松树的）球果

9. Spring is the mischief in me: the springtime causes the speaker to be playful 春天一到，作者变得顽皮起来

10. like:〈colloq.〉likely

11. old-stone: as from the Stone Age 旧石器时代

作品简评

《修墙》是弗罗斯特的经常被引用的名篇之一，既有浓厚的幽默感，又蕴涵着深刻的哲理性。诗人选取修墙这样一件生活中平淡无奇的小事，引导读者进行联想，体会诗里的弦外之音。在“Something there is that doesn't love a wall, that wants it down”和“Good fences make good neighbors”等看似矛盾的诗句里，诗人隐喻人世间有许多有形的和无形的墙。“墙”这一意象给予读者无限的想象和诠释的空间。但归根结底，这首小诗表达了人类的生存悖谬：人们一方面憎恶一切束缚，另一方面又需要自我约束。

Questions for Discussion

1. Is there any difference between the poet's attitude toward the wall and that of his neighbor? What is it?

2.“He moves in darkness ... not of woods only and the shade of trees.”The sentence is obviously unfinished. What other kind of darkness does his neighbor move in?

3. This statement“Something there is that doesn't love a wall”appears twice in the poem. For what purpose is this line repeated? What does the“something”refer to?

4. What is the symbolic meaning of the wall?

5. What is the effect of simple language in“Mending Wall”?

作品选读2

The Road Not Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim1
 ,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear2
 ;

Though as for that, the passing there

Had worn3
 them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept4
 the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

Notes:

1. claim: the right to ask for 要求权

2. wanted wear: was not frequently traveled

3. Had worn: Would have worn

4. kept: reserved

作品简评

《未选择的路》作于1915年2月弗罗斯特携全家离开伦敦回美国的前夕，被收录在诗集《山间》（Mountain Interval
 ）里，于1916年发表。当时弗罗斯特的诗歌已经得到英国诗歌界的认可，但在国内却反响平平。他的好友爱德华·托马斯（Edward Thomas
 ）投身于第一次世界大战，生死未卜。弗罗斯特有感于此，写下本诗以抒胸臆。

这是一首意味隽永的哲理诗。弗罗斯特以单数第一人称“我”作为本诗的叙事者，将自己的一段亲身经历以诗歌的形式表达出来，从而拉近了诗人和读者的距离，增强了诗歌的真实感。在叙事者面前有两条路，该选择哪一条呢？他没有步前人后尘，选择了那条“幽寂”、“人迹罕至”的道路。从某种意义上说，世人在人生的岔道口上作出的抉择就如同林中择路一样，选择一旦作出便再也没有回头的余地。

Questions for Discussion

1. Who is the speaker of the poem? What does he say about the two roads?

2. What is the symbolic meaning of the two roads in the poem?

3. Why did the poet choose the road that is less traveled by? What does this symbolize?

4. What is the speaker's regret and why?

5. What does the speaker conclude about his or her choice?

作品选读3

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.

His house is in the village, though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer

To stop without a farmhouse near

Between the woods and frozen lake

The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake

To ask if there is some mistake.

The only other sound's the sweep

Of easy wind and downy1
 flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,

But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep2
 ,

And miles to go before I sleep.

Notes:

1. downy: soft and fluffy 羽绒般轻柔的

2. sleep: death at the end of one's life, or simply rest at night 安息，安寝

作品简评

《雪夜林边驻马》收录在诗集《新罕布什尔》（New Hampshire
 , 1923），是弗罗斯特最广为传诵的诗作之一。在一个雪夜，诗人路过一片树林，看见雪花飞舞，树林银装素裹，不由得驻足欣赏起这大自然的美景来。然而，遗憾的是诗人不能在这自然美景中久留，他必须继续他的旅程，因为他还有承诺在等他去兑现，有责任和义务要他去承担。

这首诗反映了弗罗斯特对人与自然以及人与社会关系的思索。诗中所描述的“树林”、“小马”、“村庄”以及“承诺”无疑有着象征意义。在诗人看来，和人与自然的关系相比，人与社会之间的关系更为重要。全诗分为四节，每节四行，基本韵律是抑扬格四音步，韵式如下：aaba, bbcb, ccdc, dddd。

Questions for Discussion

1. What makes the speaker stop by the woods on the snowy evening?

2. What similarities do the owner of the woods and the horse share? How is the poet different from them?

3. What prompts the poet to leave the woods? Does he take his leave willingly? What does this imply?

4. What does the horse represent?

5. What associations does the word“sleep”tend to stir up in the mind of the reader?

6. The poet has to make a decision: whether he should stay to admire the natural beauty or go on with his journey to keep his promises. And he chooses the latter. What does this signify?

Suggested Reading List


Fire and Ice



After Apple-Picking



Mowing



Nothing Gold Can Stay



Spring Pools


第三节　尤金·奥尼尔（Eugene O'Neil, 1888-1953）

作者及作品简介
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尤金·奥尼尔是美国戏剧创始人和美国最伟大的剧作家，诺贝尔文学奖得主。奥尼尔出生在纽约，父亲是一位著名的演员。年幼的奥尼尔随父亲的剧团走南闯北，居无定所。他上过普林斯顿大学，但第一年因为行为不检点被开除。此后，他又远航南美、南非。这一段漂泊的人生经历为他日后的戏剧创作积累了丰富的素材。1916年是奥尼尔一个转折点，这年，他的独幕剧《东航卡迪夫》（Bound East for Cardiff）第一次搬上舞台，这标志着他戏剧创作生涯的开始。奥尼尔是位多产的剧作家，他的剧作贴近生活，领域宽广，角色多样。其优秀剧作有《天边外》（Beyond the Horizon, 1920, 获普利策奖）、《琼斯皇帝》（The Emperor Jones, 1920）、《安娜·克利斯蒂》（Anna Christie, 1921，获普利策奖）、《毛猿》（The Hairy Ape, 1922）、《榆树下的欲望》（Desire under the Elms, 1924）、《奇异的插曲》（Strange Interlude, 1928，获普利策奖）、《啊、荒野》（Ah, Wilderness, 1933）、《无穷的岁月》（Days Without Ends, 1934）、《送冰人来了》（The Iceman Cometh, 1946）和《进入黑夜的漫长旅程》（Long Day's Journey into Night, 1940，获普利策奖）等。奥尼尔一生四获普利策奖，1936年还获诺贝尔文学奖。

奥尼尔是美国文学史上的一座丰碑。他永不止步的戏剧尝试，大胆执着的戏剧创新，丰富和发展了美国的戏剧创作，并对后来的戏剧家如田纳西·威廉斯、威廉姆斯·英奇和爱德华·阿尔比等产生了深远的影响，可以说，奥尼尔戏剧创作标志着美国民族戏剧的成熟。奥尼尔的戏剧继承了斯特林堡和易卜生的艺术风格，把传统的现实主义手法和现代的表现主义技巧完美地结合在一起，揭示出现代人情感和心理的复杂性、多样性。他善于表现在外在压力的作用下人的性格的扭曲和变形，人格精神的分裂以及对归宿感的普遍诉求等等主题。他的作品悲剧性既烙下了现代心理分析学的印记，又渗透着古希腊的悲剧意识。此外，他还擅于运用大量的文字说明来创设情景，使用多样化的舞台道具来提升他的舞台表现力量。

作品选读

The Hairy Ape: Scene II

Two days out. A section of the promenade deck. MILDRED DOUGLAS and her aunt are discovered reclining in deck chairs. The former is a girl of twenty, slender, delicate, with a pale, pretty face marred by a self-conscious expression of disdainful superiority. She looks fretful, nervous and discontented, bored by her own anemia1
 . Her aunt is a pompous and proud-and fat-old lady. She is a type even to the point of a double chin and lorgnettes. She is dressed pretentiously, as if afraid her face alone would never indicate her position in life. MILDRED is dressed all in white.

The impression to be conveyed by this scene is one of the beautiful, vivid life of the sea all about—sunshine on the deck in a great flood, the fresh sea wind blowing across it. In the midst of this, these two incongruous, artificial figures, inert and disharmonious, the elder like a gray lump of dough touched up with rouge, the younger looking as if the vitality of her stock had been sapped before she was conceived2
 , so that she is the expression not of its life energy but merely of the artificialities that energy had won for itself in the spending.

MILDRED. (looking up with affected dreaminess
 ) How the black smoke swirls back against the sky! Is it not beautiful?

AUNT. (without looking up) I dislike smoke of any kind.

MILDRED. My great-grandmother smoked a pipe-a clay pipe.

AUNT. (ruffling
 ) Vulgar!

MILDRED. She was too distant a relative to be vulgar. Time mellows pipe3
 .

AUNT. (pretending boredom but irritated
 ) Did the sociology you took up at college teach you that--to play the ghoul on every possible occasion, excavating old bones4
 ? Why not let your great-grandmother rest in her grave?

MILDRED. (dreamily
 ) With her pipe beside her—puffing in Paradise.

AUNT. (with spite
 ) Yes, you are a natural born ghoul. You are even getting to look like one, my dear.

MILDRED. (in a passionless tone
 ) I detest you, Aunt. (Looking at her critically
 ) Do you know what you remind me of? Of a cold pork pudding against a background of linoleum5
 table-cloth in the kitchen of a—but the possibilities are wearisome. (She closes her eyes
 .)

AUNT. (with a bitter laugh
 ) Merci6
 for your candor. But since I am and must be your chaperon—in appearance, at least—let us patch up some sort of armed truce7
 . For my part you are quite free to indulge any pose of eccentricity that beguiles you—as long as you observe the amenities—

MILDRED. (drawling
 ) The inanities8
 ?

MILDRED. (going on as if she hadn't heard
 ) After exhausting the morbid thrills of social service work on New York's East Side9
 — how they must have hated you, by the way, the poor that you made so much poorer in their own eyes!—you are now bent on making your slumming international. Well, I hope Whitechapel10
 will provide the needed nerve tonic. Do not ask me to chaperon you there, however. I told your father I would not. I loathe deformity. We will hire an army of detectives and you may investigate everything—they allow you to see.

MILDRED. (protesting with a trace of genuine earnestness
 ) Please do not mock my attempts to discover how the other half lives. Give me credit for some sort of groping sincerity in that at least. I would like to help them. I would like to be some use in the world. Is it my fault I don't know how? I would like to be sincere, to touch life somewhere. (With weary bitterness
 ) But I'm afraid I have neither the vitality nor integrity. All that was burnt out in our stock11
 before I was born. Grandfather's blast furnaces, flaming to the sky, melting steel, making millions—then father keeping those home fires burning, making more millions--and little me at the tail-end of it all12
 . I'm a waste product in the Bessemer process—like the millions. Or rather, I inherit the acquired trait of the by-product, wealth, but none of the energy, none of the strength of the steel that made it. I am sired by gold and damned by it13
 , as they say at the race track—damned in more ways than one. (She laughs mirthlessly
 .)

AUNT. (unimpressed—superciliously
 ) You seem to be going in for sincerity today. It isn't becoming to you, really—except as an obvious pose. Be as artificial as you are, I advise. There's a sort of sincerity in that, you know. And, after all, you must confess you like that better.

MILDRED. (again affected and bored
 ) Yes, I suppose I do. Pardon me for my outburst. When a leopard complains of its spots, it must sound rather grotesque. (In a mocking tone
 ) Purr, little Leopard. Purr, scratch, tear, kill, gorge yourself and be happy—only stay in the jungle where your spots are camouflaged. In a cage they make you conspicuous14
 .

AUNT. I don't know what you are talking about.

MILDRED. It would be rude to talk about anything to you. Let's just talk. (She looks at her wrist watch
 ) Well, thank goodness, it's about time for them to come for me. That ought to give me a new thrill, Aunt.

AUNT. (affectedly troubled
 ) You don't mean to say you're really going? The dirt—the heat15
 must be frightful—

MILDRED. Grandfather started as a puddler. I should have inherited an immunity to heat that would make a salamander shiver16
 . It will be fun to put it to the test.

AUNT. But don't you have to have the captain's—or someone's—permission to visit the stokehole?

MILDRED. (with a triumphant smile
 ) I have it—both his and the chief engineer's. Oh, they didn't want to at first, in spite of my social service credentials. They didn't seem a bit anxious that I should investigate how the other half lives and works on a ship. So I had to tell them that my father, the president of Nazareth Steel, chairman of the board of directors of this line, had told me it would be all right.

AUNT. He didn't.

MILDRED. How naÏve age makes one! But I said he did, Aunt. I even said he had given me a letter to them—which I had lost. And they were afraid to take the chance that I might be lying. (Excitedly
 ) So it's ho! For the stokehole. The second engineer is to escort me. (Looking at her watch again
 ) It's time. And here he comes, I think. (The SECOND ENGINEER enters. He is a husky, fine-looking man of thirty-five or so. He stops before the two and tips his cap, visibly embarrassed and ill-at-ease
 .)

SECOND ENGINEER. Miss Douglas?

MILDRED. (Throwing off her rugs17
 and getting to her feet
 ) Are we all ready to start?

SECOND ENGINEER. In just a second, ma'am. I'm waiting for the Fourth. He's coming along.

MILDRED. (with a scornful smile
 ) You don't care to shoulder this responsibility alone, is that it?

SECOND ENGINEER. (forcing a smile
 ) Two are better than one. (Disturbed by her eyes, glances out to sea—blurts out
 ) A fine day we're having.

MILDRED. Is it?

SECOND ENGINEER. A nice warm breeze—

MILDRED. It feels cold to me.

SECOND ENGINEER. But it's hot enough in the sun—

MILDRED. Not hot enough for me. I don't like Nature. I was never athletic.

SECOND ENGINEER. (forcing a smile
 ) Well you'll find it hot enough where you're going.

MILDRED. Do you mean hell?

SECOND ENGINEER. (flabbergasted, decides to laugh
 ) Ho-ho! No, I mean the stokehole.

MILDRED. My grandfather was a puddler. He played with boiling steel.

SECOND ENGINEER. (all at sea—uneasy
 ) Is that so? Hum, you'll excuse me, ma'am, but are you intending to wear that dress?

MILDRED. Why not?

SECOND ENGINEER. You'll likely rub against oil and dirt. It can't be helped.

MILDRED. It doesn't matter. I have lots of white dresses.

SECOND ENGINEER. I have an old coat you might throw over—

MILDRED. I have fifty dresses like this. I will throw this one into the sea when I come back. That ought to wash it clean, don't you think?

SECOND ENGINEER. (doggedly
 ) There's ladders to climb down that are none too clean—and dark alleyways—

MILDRED. I will wear this very dress and none other.

SECOND ENGINEER. No offense meant. It's none of my business. I was only warning you—

MILDRED. Warning? That sounds thrilling.

SECOND ENGINEER. (looking down the deck—with a sigh of relief
 ) There's the Fourth now. He's waiting for us. If you'll come—

MILDRED. Go on. I'll follow you. (He goes
 . MILDRED turns a mocking smile on her aunt
 ) An oaf—but a handsome, virile oaf.

AUNT. (scornfully
 ) Poser18
 !

MILDRED. Take care. He said there were dark alleyways—

AUNT. (in the same tone
 ) Poser!

MILDRED. (biting her lips angrily
 ) You are right. But would that my millions were not so anemically chaste!

AUNT. Yes, for a fresh pose I have no doubt you would drag the name of Douglas in the gutter!

MILDRED. From which it sprang. Good-by, Aunt. Don't pray too hard that I may fall into the fiery furnace.

AUNT. Poser!

MILDRED. (viciously
 ) Old hag! (She slaps her aunt insultingly across the face and walks off, laughing gaily
 .)

AUNT. (screams after her
 ) I said poser!

Scene III

The stokehole. In the rear, the dimly-outlined bulks of the furnaces and boilers. High overhead one hanging electric bulb sheds just enough light through the murky air laden with coal dust to pile up masses of shadows everywhere. A line of men, stripped to the waist, is before the furnace doors. They bend over, looking neither to right nor left, handling their shovels as if they were part of their bodies, with a strange, awkward, swinging rhythm. They use the shovels to throw open the furnace doors. Then from these fiery round holes in the black a flood of terrific light and heat pours full upon the men who are outlined in silhouette in the crouching, inhuman attitudes of chained gorillas. The men shovel with a rhythmic motion, swinging as on a pivot from the coal which lies in heaps on the floor behind to hurl it into the flaming mouths before them. There is a tumult of noise—the brazen clang of the furnace doors as they are flung open or slammed shut, the grating, teeth-gritting grind of steel against steel, of crunching coal. This clash of sounds stuns one's ears with its rending dissonance. But there is order in it, rhythm, a mechanical regulated recurrence, a tempo. And rising above all, making the air hum with the quiver of liberated energy, the roar of leaping flames in the furnaces, the monotonous throbbing beat of the engines19
 .

As the curtain rises, the furnace doors are shut. The men are taking a breathing spell20
 . One or two are arranging the coal behind them, pulling it into more accessible heaps. The others can be dimly made out leaning on their shovels in relaxed attitudes of exhaustion.

PADDY. (from somewhere in the line — plaintively
 ) Yerra, will this divil's own watch nivir end? Me back is broke21
 . I'm destroyed entirely.

YANK. (from the center of the line—with exuberant scorn
 ) Aw, yub make me sick! Lie down and croak, why don't yuh? Always beefin', dat's you! Say, dis is a cinch! Dis was made for me! It's my meat, get me! (A whistle is blown—a thin, shrill note from somewhere overhead in the darkness. YANK curses without resentment
 ) Dere's de damn engineer crakin' de whip. He tinks we're loafin'22
 .

PADDY. (vindictively
 ) God stiffen him!

YANK. (in an exultant tone of command
 ) Come on, youse guys! Git into de game! She's gittin' hungry23
 ! Pile some grub in her. Trow it into her belly! Come on now, all of youse! Open her up! (at this last all the men, who have followed his movements of getting into position, throw open their furnace doors with a deafening clang. The fiery light floods over their shoulders as they bend round for the coal. Rivulets of sooty sweat have traced maps on their backs. The enlarged muscles form bunches of high light and shadow
 .)

YANK. (Chanting a count as he shovels without seeming effort
 ) One—two—tree—(His voice rising exultantly in the joy of battle
 ) Dat's de stuff! Let her have it ! All togedder now! Sling it into her! Let her ride! Shoot de piece now! Call de toin24
 on her! Grive her into it! Feel her move! Watch her smoke! Speed, dat's her middle name! Give her coal, youse guys! Coal, dat's her booze25
 ! Drink it up, baby! Let's see yuh sprint! Dig in26
 and gain a lap! Dere she go-o-es. (This last in the chanting formula of the gallery gods at the six-day bike race. He slams his furnace door shut. The others do likewise with as much unison as their wearied bodies will permit. The effect is of one fiery eye27
 after another being blotted out with a series of accompanying bangs
 .)

PADDY. (groaning
 ) Me back is broke. I'm bate out—bate—(There is a pause. Then the inexorable whistle sounds again from the dim regions above the electric light. There is a growl of cursing rage from all sides
 .)

YANK. (shaking his fist upward-contemptuously) Take it easy dere, you! Who d'yuh tink's runnin's dis game, me or you? When I get ready, we move. Not before! When I get read, get me!

VOICES. (approvingly) That's the stuff!

Yank tal him, py golly!

Yank an't affeerd.

Goot poy28
 , Yank!

Give him hell29
 !

Tell'im'e's a bloody swine!

Bloody slave-driver!

YANK. (contemptuously
 ) He ain't got no noive30
 . He's yellow31
 , get me? All de engineers is yellow. Dey got streaks a mile wide32
 . Aw, to hell wit him! Let's move, youse guys. We had a rest. Come on, she needs it! Give her pep! It ain't for him. Him and his whistle, dey don't belong. But we belong, see! We gotter feed de baby! Come on! (He turns and flings his furnace door open. They all follow his lead. At this instant the SECOND and FOURTH ENGINEERS enter from darkness on the left with MILDRED between them. She starts, turns paler, her pose is crumbling, she shivers with fright in spite of the blazing heat, but forces herself to leave the ENGINEERS and take a few steps nearer the men. She is right behind YANK. All this happens quickly while the men have their backs turned
 .)

YANK. Come on, youse guys! (He is turning to get coal when the whistle sounds again in a peremptory, irritating note. This drives YANK into a sudden fury. While the other men have turned full around and stopped dumbfoundedly by the spectacle of MILDRED standing there in her white dress, YANK does not turn far enough to see her. Besides, his head is thrown back, he blinks upward through the murk trying to find the owner of the whistle, he brandishes his shovel murderously over his head in one hand, pounding on his chest, gorilla-like, with the other, shouting) Toin off dat whistle! Come down outa dere, yuh yellow, brass-buttoned, Belfast bum33
 , yuh! Come down and I'll knock yer brains out! Yuh lousy, stinkin', yellow mut of a Catholicmoiderin' bastard! Come down and I'll moider34
 yuh! Pullin dat whistle on me, huh? I'll show yuh! I'll crash yer skull in! I'll drive yer teet' down yer troat! I'll slam yer nose trou de back of yer head! I'll cut yer guts out for a nickel, yuh lousy boob, yuh dirty, crummy, muck-eatin' son of a — (Suddenly he becomes conscious of all the other men starting at something directly behind his back. He whirls defensively with a snarling, murderous growl, crouching to spring, his lips drawn back over his teeth, this small eyes gleaming ferociously. He sees MILDRED, like a white apparition in the full light from the open furnace doors. He glares into her eyes, turned to stone. As for her, during his speech she has listened, paralyzed with horror, terror, her whole personality crushed, beaten in, collapsed, by the terrific impact of this unknown, abysmal brutality, naked and shameless. As she looks at his gorilla face, as his eyes bore into hers, she utters a low, choking cry and shrinks away from him, putting both hands up before her eyes to shut out the sight of his face, to protect her own. This startles YANK to a reaction. His mouth falls open, his eyes grow bewildered
 .)

MILDRED. (about to faint—to the
 ENGINEERS, who now have her one by each arm-whimperingly
 ) Take me away! Oh, the filthy beast! (She faints. They carry her quickly back, disappearing in the darkness at the left, rear. An iron door clangs shut. Rage and bewildered fury rush back on
 YANK. He feels himself insulted in some unknown fashion in the very heart of his pride. He roars“God damn yuh!”and hurls his shovel after them at the door which has just closed. It hit the steel bulkhead with a clang and falls clattering on the steel floor. From overhead the whistle sounds again in a long, angry, insistent command
 .)

Notes:

1. anemia:（Br.）anaemia, 本意是“贫血症”，这里是指缺乏生气与活力。

2. conceived: formed in her mother's womb 当她还在娘肚子里的时候

3. Time mellows pipes: time may dissolve everything 时间消解一切东西。

4. old bones: forefathers 祖先，先辈

5. linoleum: 亚麻油地毡，铺地板油布

6. Merci:（French word) Thanks

7. to patch up some sort of armed truce: settle or resolve a quarrel or dispute 停止争执，解决争端。

8. 米尔德雷德把她姨妈说的“amenities”误听成“inanities”，从侧面反映她们俩话不投机。

9. New York's East Side: 纽约的一个贫民区。

10. Whitechapel: 伦敦的一个区。

11. stock: family

12. little me at the tail-end of it all: compared with my forefathers, how small I am! 同先辈相比，我是何等渺小！

13. I am sired by gold and damned by it: I am born in a rich family, and I am condemned by God because of it. 我出生富贵，我也因此受到上帝的惩罚。

14. 这一段作者用了一个比喻：“豹皮”在丛林里是伪装，在笼子里是标志。米尔德雷德的姨妈责备她矫揉造作，她似乎在说，这好比豹子的皮。

15. The dirt — the heat: the stokehole

16. 这两句暗示：我爷爷当初也是锅炉工，我应该继承了他不怕高温的传统。Salamander: a mythical animal supposed able to live in fire.（Salamander，据说是一种能在火里生活的神奇动物）

17. rug: a piece of thick warm covering or blanket 一种厚地毯

18. 离开时，双方还在对骂。米尔德雷德骂她姨妈是傻瓜，姨妈说她矫揉造作。

19. 锅炉房尽管昏暗、嘈杂、肮脏，工作条件极其恶劣，工作也极其辛苦，但在米尔德雷德到来之前，这里的一切事情井井有条，十分平静。暗示着米尔德雷德的到来即将引发一场波澜。

20. a breathing spell: a short break for rest 短暂的休息

21. divil: devil; nivir: never; me back: my back. 这里作者故意使用一些拼写错误的单词或不规范的语法来暗示说话人的身份和文化水平。下文中类似的现象列举如下：yuh: you; dat's: that's; dis is: this is; dere's: there's; tink: think; trow: throw; trou: through; togedder: together; dey: they etc.

22. beefin':〈slang〉complaining; meat:〈slang〉something that one especially enjoys.

23. she: the furnace 火炉

24. toin: turn

25. booze: 含酒精的饮料

26. dig in: work hard

27. fiery eye: furnace door

28. Goot poy: good boy

29. Give him hell: scold or punish sb 申斥、惩罚某人

30. noive: naive 天真的

31. yellow: cowardly 胆小的，懦夫的

32. Dey got streaks a mile wide: they are extremely cowardly 他们非常胆小。

33. Belfast: a city in Ireland; bum: loafer 游手好闲者

34. moider: 根据上下文，应该是murder。意思是“杂种，下来！我宰了你！”

作品简评

《毛猿》是奥尼尔的代表作之一，也是表现主义流派的代表作之一。主题是探讨资本主义社会中人的“归属”问题。

主人公杨克是美国现代产业工人的典型代表。他是一艘远洋邮轮上的司炉，终日在地狱般的炉膛口干着沉重的劳活。他体魄强壮，性格粗犷，赢得了同事们的尊敬和敬畏。他也因此志得意满，以为自己是“原动力”，是“钢铁”，是能“管世界”的人。但是，当轮船公司董事长的女儿米尔德雷德屈驾来到锅炉房看工人干活时，看到他那大猩猩般肮脏、可怕的脸膛，以及粗鲁野蛮的言行举止，这娇生惯养的董事长女儿就被吓得昏厥过去，并大骂杨克是“凶恶的野兽”、“肮脏的畜牲”。杨克觉得受到莫大的侮辱，勃然大怒，执意报复社会。他先在纽约第五大街上，公开侮辱闲散的绅士们，结果被投入监狱。出狱后，他投奔“世界产联”，自告奋勇要去炸垮百万富翁的钢铁工厂，结果却被产联的工人们当作特务机关的探子而赶出门外。杨克终于认识到自己在世界上原本没有地位，他来到动物园的大猩猩房前，打开笼门，与猩猩握手示好，却被猩猩猛力一抱，筋断骨折而亡。

杨克（Yank）这个名字本身就意味深长，很容易使人联想到“扬基人”（Yankee）（美国人的别称）。这样，主人公杨克的个人的命运就具有了某种普遍意义，个人的悲剧上升为民族的悲剧乃至人类的悲剧。寻找自我、寻找归属是奥尼尔一贯探索的主题，也是美国以及西方现代文学中普遍流行的主题。扬克是一个具有象征意义的人物：他在拼命寻找自己的归属，但似乎永远也没有归属。

该剧共有八个场景，这里节选了场景二和场景三。场景二是在远洋邮轮的甲板上，两个女人米尔德雷德和她的姨妈在闲聊、散步。前者苗条、漂亮、高傲、目空一切。后者肥胖臃肿、自命不凡。她们漫不经心地闲聊，但话不投机。正是通过他们无聊、乏味的闲谈，作者把一个青春美貌、矫揉造作、孤高傲慢的富家小姐的形象刻画得栩栩如生，跃然纸上。这就为场景三主人公杨克与米尔德雷德的会面时尴尬窘迫的情景埋下了伏笔。场景三描写了扬克和其他锅炉工拼命工作的情景以及米尔德雷德小姐在参观锅炉时被扬克的鲁莽、粗野的举止和他的肮脏、大猩猩般的面貌所吓倒的情景。这一场景寓意极为深刻：在锅炉工当中，扬克一条汉子；在富家小姐的面前，他又如同一个“毛猿”，这使得杨克开始寻找认同与归宿。

奥尼尔擅长为每一个场景提供详细的文字说明，意在突出不同场景下人物的不同性格和情绪特点。人物的对话中穿插了大量的俚语和方言，很多话语不合乎语法规范，这反映了不同文化、不同教养人物的不同文化素质，从而就使人物的性格、形象更加丰满、鲜活。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the confrontation between Mildred and Yank? What do you think cause the confrontation?

2. What conditions do Yank and other stokers work in? How do they work? Is Yank satisfied with the dirty stokehole job? Why?

3. After visiting the stokehole, why did Mildred paralyze and faint, and why did her whole personality crush?

Suggested Reading List


Beyond the Horizon



The Emperor Jones



Desire under the Elms



Long Day's Journey into Night


第四节　E·E·卡明斯（E. E. Cummings, 1894～1962）

作者及作品简介

[image: 239]


E·E·卡明斯，美国著名现代派诗人，画家。1894年出生于马萨诸塞州的剑桥，自幼喜爱绘画和文学。卡明斯的父亲是哈佛大学教授，唯一神教牧师。在哈佛大学读完本科和硕士学位以后，卡明斯积极投身于第一次世界大战，曾参加美国志愿者救护车队，在法国战地工作。1917年，卡明斯蒙冤被捕入狱，这段经历后来被写进了《巨大的房间》（The Enormous Room
 , 1922）。

战争结束后，卡明斯旅居巴黎学习绘画，同时从事诗歌创作。1923年出版了第一部诗集《郁金香与烟囱》（Tulips and Chimneys
 , 1923），形成了自己独特的诗风。卡明斯的其他著作还包括：《诗四十一首》（XLI Poems
 , 1925）、《是五》（Is
 5, 1926）、《万岁！》（Viva
 , 1931）、《不用谢》（No Thanks
 , 1935）、《诗集》（Collected Poems
 , 1938）以及《诗九十五首》（95 Poems
 , 1958）等12部诗集。1957年，因他在诗歌创作上的杰出成就，卡明斯被授予波林根诗歌奖和波士顿艺术节诗歌奖。

卡明斯的诗歌与传统诗歌，甚至与许多现代派诗歌大相迥异。他在诗歌形式上进行了大胆实验，取消了几乎所有的大写字母，随意处置标点符号，生造词汇，也不理会传统语法句法。卡明斯的诗歌语言平实、通俗。这些形式新颖、意象独特的诗歌强调并突出了诗歌的视觉效果。

作品选读1

Portrait

Buffalo Bill's1


defunct2


who used to

ride a watersmooth-silver

stallion3


and break onetwothreefourfive pigeonsjustlikethat4


Jesus5


he was a handsome man

and what i want to know is

how do you like your blueeyed boy6


Mister Death

Notes:

1. Buffalo Bill: It is the stage name of William Frederick Cody, an American frontier scout and showman who after 1883 toured the United States and Europe with his Wild West Show
 . 威廉·弗雷德里克·科迪（1846～1917），美国边境侦察员和主持人。

2. defunct: dead

3. ride a watersmooth-silver stallion: ride a gray horse whose skin was like smooth, silver water.

4. break onetwothreefourfive pigeonsjustlikethat: Here,“break”means“to shoot”. He shoots his targets, pigeons in this case, as fast as he counts the numbers.

5. Jesus: An exclamation indicating admiration.

6. blueeyed boy: 即blue-eyed boy; A“blue-eyed boy”is a slang term for an employee, a pupil or a worker who is a favorite with the boss or the teacher.

作品简评

这是一首思考死亡的诗歌，而不是一曲挽歌。在诗的第一节中，我们读出了对威廉·弗雷德里克·科迪的崇拜，一句话便尽数写出其昔日之荣光。在第二节中笔锋一转，死神降临，叱咤风云的科迪在死神的手中归于沉寂。全诗语言幽默轻松，全无悼亡诗的沉重。死之凝重在充满揶揄和反讽的话语中被完全消解。死神对每个人都是公平的。这首诗反映了诗人对偶像时代美国英雄崇拜现象的理性质疑。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the significance of the shape of the poem? How does it help to convey the poet's message to the reader?

2. What effect does the poet wish to achieve by“onetwothreefourfive”and“pigeonsjustlikethat”? What sound do these remind you of? What other meanings are implied by grouping the words together like this?

3. What rhetorical devices are used in the poem?

4. The poet opens his poem with“Buffalo Bill's defunct”. Why doesn't the poet simply write“Buffalo Bill's dead”?

作品选读2

O sweet spontaneous

O sweet spontaneous

earth how often have

the

doting

fingers of

prurient1
 philosophers pinched2


and

poked

thee

, has the naughty thumb

of science prodded

thy

beauty how

often have religions taken

thee upon their scraggy3
 knees

squeezing and

buffeting4
 thee that thou mightest conceive5


gods

(but

true

to the incomparable

couch of death thy

rhythmic

lover

thou answerest

them only with

spring)

Notes:

1. prurient: lascivious 好色的

2. pinch: to squeeze between the finger and thumb 捏，挤

3. scraggy: bony and lean 瘦的

4. buffet: to strike repeatedly 打击，拳击

5. conceive: produce, spawn 生产，产生

作品简评

这首诗选自诗集《郁金香与烟囱》，歌颂自然，赞美大地。卡明斯在诗中将哲学、科学以及宗教拟人化，认为他们各怀鬼胎、居心叵测。他们都要从自然中汲取力量来恢复自己逝去的青春。但他们都把灵动的生命看作抽象的概念，企图使生命和自然服从人类的意志。而大自然的兴衰枯荣是不以他们的意志为转移的。严酷的冬天过后，又是生机勃勃的春天。这首诗反映了诗人反理性传统的明显倾向。与主题的反叛精神相呼应，诗歌在形式上也求新求异。

Questions for Discussion

1. What are the rhetoric devices employed in the poem?

2. What does the poet compare philosophy, science and religion to?

3. How is the relationship between earth and death?

4. How does the form of the poem conform to its theme?

Suggested Reading List


Chanson Innocenter



The Enormous Room


第五节　欧内斯特·海明威（Ernest Hemingway, 1899～1961）

作者及作品简介

[image: 241]


欧内斯特·海明威出身于一个颇有文化教养的家庭。父亲是颇有名望的外科医生，常常带他去打猎钓鱼。母亲是音乐教师，时常带他观看演出，参观画展，听音乐会。父母的影响对于海明威的性格以及爱好有着毋庸置疑的影响。

海明威高中毕业后做过《堪萨斯星报》（Kansas City Star
 ）的记者。激战正酣的第一次世界大战极大地吸引了他。不久他便辞去职务，满腔热忱地投身战争，成为一名救护车司机奋战于战争第一线。然而战争给予他的除了身上那200多块弹片和十几次手术的痛苦外，便是心灵上的空虚和惆怅。

在意大利受伤后，海明威返回美国，结婚成家，成为《多伦多星报》（Toronto Star
 ）的驻欧洲记者。但不久海明威便再度放弃了记者生涯，开始学习写作。在巴黎逗留期间他受到了美国实验主义者格特鲁德·斯坦因（Gertrude Stein）的影响，形成了自己简短朴素的写作风格。现代派伟大诗人埃兹拉·庞德（Ezra Pound）也给予海明威以帮助。同时，他还结识了菲茨杰拉德（F. Scott Fitzgerald）。

海明威初期发表的作品多为一些短篇小说，而其中大部分都是关于尼克·亚当的童年以及青年时期的故事。这些故事讲述的多半是关于成长、理想幻灭以及如何在一个充满敌意的、没有希望的世界里生存下去等问题。

发表于1926年的《太阳照常升起》（The Sun Also Rises
 ）是海明威的第一部长篇小说。它表达了第一次世界大战后一部分美国年轻知识分子对现实的绝望。斯坦因在前言里评论到：“你们都是迷惘的一代（You are all a lost generation）。”“迷惘一代”的称号由此诞生，而海明威也被公认为“迷惘一代”的代表作家。

1929年海明威出版了另一部以一战为背景的小说——《永别了，武器》（Farewell to Arms
 ）。这部小说的主人公亨利，一位美国志愿者，讲述了战争对于人性及人类精神的毁灭，他与战争的决裂，以及美好爱情的破灭。

1940年海明威发表了有关西班牙内战的著名小说《丧钟为谁而鸣》（For Whom the Bell Tolls
 ）。罗伯特·乔丹投身于西班牙人民的正义事业，但他始终难以走出父亲死亡留下的阴影。像海明威的父亲一样，乔丹的父亲用手枪自杀身亡。但乔丹没有自杀，而是为了保护他的爱人和朋友英勇牺牲。

海明威后期的作品颇受冷遇，脾气也因而变得日益暴躁和阴霾。1952年《老人与海》（The Old Man and the Sea
 ）发表后，评论界对该书毁誉参半。1954年他获得了诺贝尔文学奖。1961年，因不堪忍受身体和精神病痛的折磨，用自己心爱的猎枪结束了生命。

海明威对于世界文学的主要贡献还在于他创造了“冰山原则”——简洁的文字，鲜明的形象，丰富的情感和深刻的思想。这既是构成海明威“冰山原则”的四大要素，也是海明威的基本创作风格。

作品选读1

A Clean, Well-Lighted Place

It was late and every one had left the cafe except an old man who sat in the shadow the leaves of the tree made against the electric light. In the day time the street was dusty, but at night the dew settled the dust and the old man liked to sit late because he was deaf and now at night it was quiet and he felt the difference. The two waiters inside the cafe knew that the old man was a little drunk, and while he was a good client they knew that if he became too drunk he would leave without paying, so they kept watch on him.

“Last week he tried to commit suicide,”one waiter said.

“Why?”

“He was in despair.”

“What about?”

“Nothing.”

“How do you know it was nothing?”

“He has plenty of money.”

They sat together at a table that was close against the wall near the door of the cafe and looked at the terrace where the tables were all empty except where the old man sat in the shadow of the leaves of the tree that moved slightly in the wind. A girl and a soldier went by in the street. The street light shone on the brass number on his collar. The girl wore no head covering and hurried beside him.

“The guard will pick him up,”one waiter said.

“What does it matter if he gets what he's after?”

“He had better get off the street now. The guard will get him. They went by five minutes ago.”

The old man sitting in the shadow rapped on his saucer with his glass. The younger waiter went over to him.

“What do you want?”

The old man looked at him.“Another brandy,”he said.

“You'll be drunk,”the waiter said. The old man looked at him. The waiter went away.

“He'll stay all night,”he said to his colleague.“I'm sleepy now. I never get into bed before three o'clock. He should have killed himself last week.”

The waiter took the brandy bottle and another saucer from the counter inside the cafe and marched out to the old man's table. He put down the saucer and poured the glass full of brandy.

“You should have killed yourself last week,”he said to the deaf man. The old man motioned with his finger.“A little more,”he said. The waiter poured on into the glass so that the brandy slopped over and ran down the stem into the top saucer of the pile.“Thank you,”the old man said. The waiter took the bottle back inside the cafe. He sat down at the table with his colleague again.

“He's drunk now,”he said.

“He's drunk every night.”

“What did he want to kill himself for?”

“How should I know.”

“How did he do it?”

“He hung himself with a rope.”

“Who cut him down?”

“His niece.”

“Why did they do it?”

“Fear for his soul.”

“How much money has he got?”

“He's got plenty.”

“He must be eighty years old.”

“Anyway I should say he was eighty.”

“I wish he would go home. I never get to bed before three o'clock. What kind of hour is that to go to bed?”

“He stays up because he likes it.”

“He's lonely. I'm not lonely. I have a wife waiting in bed for me.”

“He had a wife once too.”

“A wife would be no good to him now.”

“You can't tell. He might be better with a wife.”

“His niece looks after him.”

“I know. You said she cut him down.”

“I wouldn't want to be that old. An old man is a nasty thing.”

“Not always. This old man is clean. He drinks without spilling. Even now, drunk. Look at him.”

“I don't want to look at him. I wish he would go home. He has no regard for those who must work.”

The old man looked from his glass across the square, then over at the waiters.

“Another brandy,”he said, pointing to his glass. The waiter who was in a hurry came over.

“Finished,”he said, speaking with that omission of syntax stupid people employ when talking to drunken people or foreigners.“No more tonight. Close now.”

“Another,”said the old man.

“No. Finished.”The waiter wiped the edge of the table with a towel and shook his head.

The old man stood up, slowly counted the saucers, took a leather coin purse from his pocket and paid for the drinks, leaving half a peseta1
 tip.

The waiter watched him go down the street, a very old man walking unsteadily but with dignity.

“Why didn't you let him stay and drink?”the unhurried waiter asked. They were putting up the shutters.“It is not half-past two.”

“I want to go home to bed.”

“What is an hour?”

“More to me than to him.”

“An hour is the same.”

“You talk like an old man yourself. He can buy a bottle and drink at home.”

“It's not the same.”

“No, it is not,”agreed the waiter with a wife. He did not wish to be unjust. He was only in a hurry.

“And you? You have no fear of going home before your usual hour?”

“Are you trying to insult me?”

“No, hombre2
 , only to make a joke.”

“No,”the waiter who was in a hurry said, rising from pulling down the metal shutters.“I have confidence. I am all confidence.”

“You have youth, confidence, and a job,”the older waiter said.“You have everything.”

“And what do you lack?”

“Everything but work.”

“You have everything I have.”

“No. I have never had confidence and I am not young.”

“Come on. Stop talking nonsense and lock up.”

“I am one of those who like to stay late at the cafe,”the older waiter said.“With all those who do not want to go to bed. With all those who need a light for the night.”

“I want to go home and into bed.”

“We are of two different kinds,”the older waiter said. He was now dressed to go home.“It is not only a question of youth and confidence although those things are very beautiful. Each night I am reluctant to close up because there may be some one who needs the cafe.”

“Hombre, there are bodegas3
 open all night long.”

“You do not understand. This is a clean and pleasant cafe. It is well lighted. The light is very good and also, now, there are shadows of the leaves.”

“Good night,”said the younger waiter.

“Good night,”the other said. Turning off the electric light he continued the conversation with himself. It is the light of course but it is necessary that the place be clean and pleasant. You do not want music. Certainly you do not want music. Nor can you stand before a bar with dignity although that is all that is provided for these hours. What did he fear? It was not fear or dread. It was a nothing that he knew too well. It was all a nothing and a man was nothing too. It was only that and light was all it needed and a certain cleanness and order. Some lived in it and never felt it but he knew it all was nada y pues nada y nada y pues nada4
 . Our nada who art in nada, nada be thy name thy kingdom nada thy will be nada in nada as it is in nada. Give us this nada our daily nada and nada us our nada as we nada our nadas and nada us not into nada but deliver us from nada; pues nada5
 . Hail nothing full of nothing, nothing is with thee. He smiled and stood before a bar with a shining steam pressure coffee machine.

“What's yours?”asked the barman.

“Nada.”

“Otro loco mas6
 , ”said the barman and turned away.

“A little cup,”said the waiter.

The barman poured it for him.

“The light is very bright and pleasant but the bar is unpolished,”the waiter said.

The barman looked at him but did not answer. It was too late at night for conversation.

“You want another copita7
 ?”the barman asked.

“No, thank you,”said the waiter and went out. He disliked bars and bodegas. A clean, well-lighted cafe was a very different thing. Now, without thinking further, he would go home to his room. He would lie in the bed and finally, with daylight, he would go to sleep. After all, he said to himself, it is probably only insomnia. Many must have it.

Notes:

1. peseta: unit of currency in Spain 比塞塔，西班牙货币单位

2. hombre: 西班牙语，男士的称呼

3. bodegas:〈Spanish〉wine-shops 酒店

4. nada y pues… nada:〈Spanish〉nothing and then nothing and nothing and then nothing. 一切都是虚无缥缈的，一切都是为了虚无缥缈，虚无缥缈，为了虚无缥缈。

5. Our nada who art… pues nada: The old waiter was saying the Lord's Prayer. Note the repetition of the word“nada”, which means“nothing”in English.

6. Otro loco mas:〈Spanish〉Another lunatic 西班牙语，意为“又一个疯子”。

7. copita:〈Spanish〉little cup 小酒杯

作品简评

本篇选自海明威的短篇小说集《胜者无所得》（Winner Take Nothing
 , 1933），长期以来备受文学评论家的青睐，被公认为是海明威最为成功、感人的短篇小说之一。与海明威的大多数小说一样，这篇短篇小说在简单的叙事层面下隐藏着深刻的内涵。

海明威在叙事视角的选取方面可谓匠心独具：他通过咖啡店中两名侍者的谈话来讲述一个经常光顾该店的老者的故事。老者是两位侍者所讲故事中的人，而两侍者却是海明威的故事中的人物。老者的处境与那位年纪大些侍者的处境是相契合的。老者作为故事中的人成为小说背景的一部分，也为小说中两位侍者的人物形象塑造作了衬托和铺垫。读者必须从人物简洁洗练的语言入手，去把握人物的心理状态和反应。

“光明”一词在小说里多次重复。很明显，它不仅作为“黑暗”的对立面而存在，也是对抗虚无状态的有效武器。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the point of view in this story? Does it change? Where? Does the writer bring his own point of view into the story?

2. Critics' opinions vary on how to attribute parts of the dialogue in this short story. Read the story carefully to decide which lines belong to the older waiter and which to the younger waiter.

3. What does light signify in the story?

4. Why is the old man reluctant to leave the cafe? What does“a clean, well-lighted”cafe represent to the old man as well as to the older waiter?

5. Compare the younger waiter and the older waiter in their attitudes toward the old man. Does the word“nothingness”mean the same to both of them?

6. Can you explain Hemingway's“nada”philosophy?

作品选读2

Hills Like White Elephants

The Hills across the valley of the Ebro1
 were long and white. On this side there was no shade and no trees and the station was between two lines of rails in the sun. Close against the side of the station there was the warm shadow of the building and a curtain, made of strings of bamboo beads, hung across the open door into the bar, to keep out flies. The American and the girl with him sat at a table in the shade, outside the building. It was very hot and the express2
 from Barcelona3
 would come in forty minutes. It stopped at this junction for two minutes and went on to Madrid4
 .

“What should we drink?”the girl asked. She had taken off her hat and put it on the table.

“It's pretty hot,”the man said.

“Let's drink beer.”

“Dos cervezas5
 , ”the man said into the curtain.

“Big ones?”a woman asked from the doorway.

“Yes. Two big ones.”

The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads6
 . She put the felt pads and the beer glasses on the table and looked at the man and the girl. The girl was looking off at the line of hills. They were white in the sun and the country was brown and dry.

“They look like white elephants,”she said.

“I've never seen one,”the man drank his beer.

“No, you wouldn't have.”

“I might have,”the man said.“Just because you say I wouldn't have doesn't prove anything.”

The girl looked at the bead curtain.“They've painted something on it,”she said.“What does it say?”

“Anis del Toro7
 . It's a drink.”

“Could we try it?”

The man called“Listen”through the curtain. The woman came out from the bar.

“Four reales8
 . ”

“We want two Anis del Toro.”

“With water?”

“Do you want it with water?”

“I don't know,”the girl said.“Is it good with water?”

“It's all right.”

“You want them with water?”asked the woman.

“Yes, with water.”

“It tastes like licorice9
 , ”the girl said and put the glass down.

“That's the way with everything.”

“Yes,”said the girl.“Everything tastes of licorice. Especially all the things you've waited so long for, like absinthe10
 .”

“Oh, cut it out.”

“You started it,”the girl said.“I was being amused. I was having a fine time.”

“Well, let's try and have a fine time.”

“All right. I was trying. I said the mountains looked like white elephants. Wasn't that bright?”

“That was bright.”

“I wanted to try this new drink. That's all we do, isn't it—look at things and try new drinks?”

“I guess so.”

The girl looked across at the hills.

“They're lovely hills,”she said.“They don't really look like white elephants. I just meant the coloring of their skin through the trees.”

“Should we have another drink?”

“All right.”

The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table.

“The beer's nice and cool,”the man said.

“It's lovely,”the girl said.

“It's really an awfully simple operation, Jig,”the man said.“It's not really an operation at all.”

The girl looked at the ground the table legs rested on.

“I know you wouldn't mind it, Jig. It's really not anything. It's just to let the air in.”

The girl did not say anything.

“I'll go with you and I'll stay with you all the time. They just let the air in and then it's all perfectly natural.”

“Then what will we do afterward?”

“We'll be fine afterward. Just like we were before.”

“What makes you think so?”

“That's the only thing that bothers us. It's the only thing that's made us unhappy.”

The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand out and took hold of two of the strings of beads.

“And you think then we'll be all right and be happy.”

“I know we will. You don't have to be afraid. I've known lots of people that have done it.”

“So have I,”said the girl.“And afterward they were all so happy.”

“Well,”the man said,“if you don't want to you don't have to. I wouldn't have you do it if you didn't want to. But I know it's perfectly simple.”

“And you really want to?”

“I think it's the best thing to do. But I don't want you to do it if you don't really want to.”

“And if I do it you'll be happy and things will be like they were and you'll love me?”

“I love you now. You know I love you.”

“I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if I say things are like white elephants, and you'll like it?”

“I'll love it. I love it now but I just can't think about it. You know how I get when I worry.”

“If I do it you won't ever worry?”

“I won't worry about that because it's perfectly simple.”

“Then I'll do it. Because I don't care about me.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don't care about me.”

“Well, I care about you.”

“Oh, yes. But I don't care about me. And I'll do it and then everything will be fine.”

“I don't want you to do it if you feel that way.”

The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on the other side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. Far away, beyond the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved across the field of grain and she saw the river through the trees.

“And we could have all this,”she said.“And we could have everything and every day we make it more impossible.”

“What did you say?”

“I said we could have everything.”

“We can have everything.”

“No, we can't.”

“We can have the whole world.”

“No, we can't.”

“We can go everywhere.”

“No, we can't. It isn't ours any more.”

“It's ours.”

“No, it isn't. And once they take it away, you never get it back.”

“But they haven't taken it away.”

“We'll wait and see.”

“Come on back in the shade,”he said.“You mustn't feel that way.”

“I don't feel any way,”the girl said.“I just know things.”

“I don't want you to do anything that you don't want to do—”

“Nor that isn't good for me,”she said.“I know. Could we have another beer?”

“All right. But you've got to realize—”

“I realize,”the girl said.“Can't we maybe stop talking?”

They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on the dry side of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table.

“You've got to realize,”he said,“that I don't want you to do it if you don't want to. I'm perfectly willing to go through with it if it means anything to you.”

“Doesn't it mean anything to you? We could get along.”

“Of course it does. But I don't want anybody but you. I don't want any one else. And I know it's perfectly simple.”

“Yes, you know it's perfectly simple.”

“It's all right for you to say that, but I do know it.”

“Would you do something for me now?”

“I'd do anything for you.”

“Would you please please please please please please please stop talking?”

He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of the station. There were labels on them from all the hotels where they had spent nights.

“But I don't want you to,”he said,“I don't care anything about it.”

“I'll scream,”the girl said.

The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of beer and put them down on the damp felt pads.“The train comes in five minutes,”she said.

“What did she say?”asked the girl.

“That the train is coming in five minutes.”

The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her.

“I'd better take the bags over to the other side of the station,”the man said. She smiled at him.

“All right. Then come back and we'll finish the beer.”

He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the station to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the train. Coming back, he walked through the barroom, where people waiting for the train were drinking. He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at the people. They were all waiting reasonably for the train. He went out through the bead curtain. She was sitting at the table and smiled at him.

“Do you feel better?”he asked.

“I feel fine,”she said.“There's nothing wrong with me. I feel fine.”

Notes:

1. the Ebro: a river rising in northern Spain 埃布罗河

2. express: an express train 快车

3. Barcelona: a city of northeast Spain on the Mediterranean Sea 巴塞罗那

4. Madrid: the capital city of Spain 马德里

5. Dos cervezas:〈Spanish〉Two glasses of beer，西班牙语，意为“来两杯啤酒“。

6. felt: a cloth made of wool and fur often mixed with natural or synthetic fibers 毡；felt pads: 毡质杯垫

7. Anis del Tororeales:（Spanish) a kind of liquor 西班牙语，茴香酒。

8. four reales: a kind of currency once used in Spain 雷阿尔，旧时西班牙的一种银币。

9. licorice: a Mediterranean perennial plant 甘草

10. absinthe: a green liqueur flavored with wormwood or a substitute, anise, and other aromatics 苦艾酒

作品简评

本篇选自短篇小说集《没有女人的男人》（Men Without Woman
 , 1927），是海明威短篇小说的经典之作。这篇小说几无情节可言：一男一女在火车站等车的时候，男的企图说服女的去做一个“小手术”。虽然作者并没有直接交代是什么手术，但读者能够猜出是人工流产。

小说主要由两人的对话构成，海明威运用的是非常典型的客观叙事视角——如同一架摄影机——它拍到什么，读者就看到什么。全文鲜有叙事者的干预和介入。小说省略了一切说明性的提示，例如人物的身份，故事的背景以及事情的来龙去脉，但细心的读者能够体会得出这场谈话是他们关系变化的前奏。海明威之所以刻意回避任何解释与说明无非是想营造一种模糊性，使得事件的解释具有多重可能性，由读者自己去揣摩可能的答案。

海明威的“冰山文体”在这则短篇小说里得到了完美的体现，读者所能看到的只是露出海面的冰山一角，隐藏在海水深处的才是冰山的主体，而这部分只能通过读者感受、猜测和想象才能得以补全。

Questions for Discussion

1. How does the author manage to get such tension into a story that speaks about so little?

2. How can the conversation about elephants and beer reveal their conflict so powerfully?

3. What does the dialogue between the man and woman reveal about their relationship?

4. What is being left unsaid in the story? What does the man want the woman to do?

5. What is the point of view in the story? What if Hemingway had used an omniscient point of view?

Suggested Reading List


Winner Take Nothing



Farewell to Arms



The old Man and the Sea


第六节　詹姆斯·瑟伯（James Thurber, 1894～1961）

作者及作品简介

[image: 251]


詹姆斯·瑟伯是美国著名散文家、短篇小说家、幽默大师、漫画家。他生于美国俄亥俄州首府哥伦布市，曾在俄亥俄大学就读。早年做过《哥伦布电讯报》和《芝加哥论坛》记者，后来成为《纽约人》（The New Yorker
 ）杂志的编辑和撰稿人。他的短篇小说《沃尔特·米笛的秘密生活》（The Secret Life of Walter Mitty
 ）的主人公沃尔特爱做白日梦，是个妄想当英雄的懦夫。如今在美国，“沃尔特·米笛”已成为这类人的代名词。

瑟伯的小说以幽默见长，同时也不失严肃。他的文字简洁、清新，深受E·B·怀特的影响。瑟伯强调写作要口语化，他与《纽约人》的其他撰稿人一道，创造了一种新的文风——“纽约人作风”，至今还被众多作家模仿。有的评论家甚至认为他的文风可以与海明威相媲美。他常常将视角转向那些滑稽可笑的人，描写他们的种种怪癖，把这些人物刻画得活灵活现。

1929年瑟伯与E·B·怀特合作，发表了第一本小说《性，必要吗？》（Is Sex Necessary
 ?），是对欧洲以弗洛伊德（Freud）为代表的心理分析学家的讽喻。自20世纪40年代起，他原本就差的视力更是每况愈下，到20世纪50年代时几乎失明。即便在这种情况下他还笔耕不辍，著有幻想小说《十三座钟》（The 13 Clocks
 , 1950）、人物传记《与罗斯一起的年头》（The Years with Ross
 , 1959），还出版过画集《瑟伯画册》（The Thurber Album
 , 1952）以及散文集《灯笼与长矛》（Lanterns and lances
 , 1961）。他的小说中所表现出来的那种独特的见解、对纽约人心理与道德的写照，以及谋篇布局上的独创性使他跻身于美国20世纪最伟大的幽默作家之列。

作品选读

The Unicorn in the Garden

Once upon a sunny morning1
 a man who sat in a breakfast nook2
 looked up from his scrambled eggs to see a white unicorn with a gold horn quietly cropping3
 the roses in the garden. The man went up to the bedroom where his wife was still asleep and woke her.“There's a unicorn in the garden,”he said.“Eating roses.”She opened one unfriendly eye and looked at him.“The unicorn is a mythical beast,”she said, and turned her back on him. The man walked slowly downstairs and out in to the garden. The unicorn was still there; he was now browsing among the tulips.“Here, unicorn,”said the man, and he pulled up a lily and gave it to him. The unicorn ate it gravely. With a high heart4
 , because there was a unicorn in his garden, the man went upstairs and roused his wife again.“The unicorn,”he said,“ate a lily.”His wife sat up in bed and looked at him, coldly.“You are a booby5
 , ”she said,“and I am going to have you put in the booby-hatch6
 . ”The man, who had never liked the words“booby”and“booby-hatch”, and who liked them even less on a shining morning when there was a unicorn in the garden, thought for a moment.“We'll see about that,”he said. He walked over to the door.“He has a golden horn in the middle of his forehead,”he told her. Then he went back to the garden to watch the unicorn; but the unicorn had gone away. The man sat down among the roses and went to sleep.

As soon as the husband had gone out of the house, the wife got up and dressed as fast as she could. She was very excited and there was a gloat7
 in her eye. She telephoned the police and she telephoned a psychiatrist; she told them to hurry to her house and bring a strait-jacket8
 . When the police and the psychiatrist arrived they sat down in chairs and looked at her, with great interest.“My husband,”she said,“saw a unicorn this morning.”The police looked at the psychiatrist and the psychiatrist looked at the police.“He told me it had a golden horn in the middle of its forehead,”she said. At a solemn signal from the psychiatrist, the police leaped from their chairs and seized the wife. They had a hard time subduing her, for she put up a terrific struggle but they finally subdued her. Just as they got her into the strait-jacket, the husband came back into the house.

“Did you tell your wife you saw a unicorn?”asked the police.“Of course not,”said the husband.“The unicorn is a mythical beast.”“Take her away. I'm sorry, sir, but your wife is as crazy as a jay bird9
 . ”So they took her away, cursing and screaming, and shut her up in an institution. The husband lived happily ever after.

MORAL: Don't count your boobies until they are hatched.10


Notes:

1. Once upon ...: Children's fairy tales traditionally begin with“Once upon a time
 ...”and end with“They all lived happily ever after
 .”Note that this story is taken from Thurber's Fables for Our Time
 .

2. breakfast nook: a corner of the kitchen with a small table and, often, high-backed benches; popular in American homes in the 1930's and 40's.

3. cropping: the way animals eat the top of plants 吃（草的上部）

4. high heart: great happiness

5. booby: someone who is insane 疯子

6. booby-hatch:〈slang〉an insane asylum, a hospital for the mentally ill 精神病院

7. gloat: observing or thinking about something with triumphant and often malicious satisfaction, gratification, or delight 观望；幸灾乐祸的观望

8. strait-jacket: a cover or overgarment of strong material (as canvas) used to bind the body and especially the arms closely in restraining a violent prisoner or patient（给精神病人穿的）约束衣

9. as crazy as a jay bird:〈slang〉insane

10. Don't count your boobies until they are hatched: The actual proverb is“Don't count your chickens until they are hatched”, which means“don't count on something before it happens.”

作品简评

寓言体小说《花园中的独角兽》的情节并不复杂：男人叫醒妻子，报告说花园里有一只独角兽。妻子把丈夫看成是精神病人，打电话叫来了警察和精神病医生。没料到她的丈夫、警察和精神病医生却反而把她当作精神病人捆了起来。

瑟伯通过作品开头与结尾的精彩对比，使读者们领悟到了夫妻间精神与情感上缺乏交流是现代生活的一种弊病。故事虽然篇幅精短，但结构完整，立意新奇，尤其是结局让人颇感意外。

Questions for Discussion

1. What does the setting tell us about the man's style of life?

2. Was the husband disappointed by his wife's reaction when he told her about the unicorn in the garden? How is his disappointment made clear to us?

3. Was the husband worried by his wife's threat that she would send him to the booby-hatch?

4. Why did the police and the psychiatrist look at the woman“with great interest”? Why didn't the husband come until they had subdued the wife?

5. Why did the husband respond as he did to the police's question?

6. What sort of institution was the wife taken to?

7. What is the theme of the story?

Suggested Reading List


The Secret Life of Walter Mitty



Is Sex Necessary?



My Lift and Hard Times


第七节　威廉·福克纳（William Faulkner, 1897～1962）

作者及作品简介

[image: 253]


威廉·福克纳是美国南方文学的代表作家，诺贝尔文学奖获得者。他原姓Falkner（后自己改为Faulkner），1897年9月出生于密西西比州的新阿尔巴尼。曾祖父是美国内战中的英雄，父亲曾任密西西比大学的司库。他们在当地原属名门望族，但在福克纳出生前后家道中落。福克纳自幼喜爱文学，读了许多经典文学著作，如莎士比亚、狄更斯、巴尔扎克等人的作品，后来在菲尔·斯通的指导下，系统研读了19世纪英国浪漫主义诗歌和法国象征主义诗歌。一战爆发后，他于1918年应征入伍，成为加拿大皇家空军的一员，但却从未上过战场。军旅生涯虽短，但却在他早期的作品中留下了深深的烙印。回乡后福克纳进入密西西比大学，一年后便退了学。1924年在新奥尔良结识了当时颇受推崇的作家舍伍德·安德森，并在他的鼓励与帮助下进行小说创作，1920年发表了他的第一部小说《军饷》（Soldier's Pay
 ）。

1929年，小说《喧哗与骚动》（The Sound and the Fury
 ）出版，成为轰动一时的畅销书。福克纳的写作日趋成熟，家世小说渐成体系。在以后的小说创作中，福克纳也多以南方的历史以及现实生活为题材，运用多角度叙述手法和“意识流”写作技巧，以他所虚构的“约克纳帕塔法县”（Yoknapatawpha County）为背景，围绕着几个家族的兴衰，反映了美国南方社会在资本主义巨大冲击下在近一个世纪中的演变。福克纳的家世小说还包括《我弥留之际》（As I Lay Dying
 , 1930）、《八月之光》（Light in August
 , 1932）、《押沙龙，押沙龙》（Absalom, Absalom
 , 1936）以及《去吧，摩西》（Go Down Moses
 , 1942）。这些著作不仅表达了他对南方传统文化与历史的留恋，同时也揭露了奴隶制、种族主义以及清教的种种罪恶。

作品选读

A Rose for Emily

I

When Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through a sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument1
 , the women mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one save an old man-servant—a combined gardener and cook—had seen in at least ten years.

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with cupolas and spires, and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seventies2
 , set on what had once been our most select street. But garages and cotton gins had encroached and obliterated even the august names of that neighborhood; only Miss Emily's house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps—an eyesore among eyesores3
 . And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatives of those august names where they lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous graves of Union and Confederate soldiers4
 who fell at the battle of Jefferson.

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary obligation upon the town, dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor—he who fathered the edict that no Negro woman should appear on the street without an apron—remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily's father had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris' generation and thought could have invented it, and only a woman could have believed it.

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and aldermen5
 , this arrangement created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice. February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to call at the sheriff's office at her convenience. A week later the mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received in reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy in faded ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax notice was also enclosed, without comment.

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation waited upon her, knocked at the door through which no visitor had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons eight or ten years earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway mounted into still more shadow. It smelled of dust and disuse—a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the parlor. It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened the blinds of one window, they could see that the leather was cracked; and when they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray. On a tarnished gilt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss Emily's father.

They rose when she entered—a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold chain descending to her waist and vanishing into her belt, leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton was small and spare; perhaps that was why what would have been merely plumpness in another was obesity in her6
 . She looked bloated, like a body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces of coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to another while the visitors stated their errand.

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened quietly until the spokesman came to a stumbling halt7
 . Then they could hear the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold chain.

Her voice was dry and cold.“I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to the city records and satisfy yourselves.”

“But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn't you get a notice from the sheriff, signed by him?”

“I received a paper, yes,”Miss Emily said.“Perhaps he considers himself the sheriff... I have no taxes in Jefferson.”

“But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see. We must go by the—”

“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson.”

“But Miss Emily—”

“See Colonel Sartoris.”(Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.)“I have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobe!”The Negro appeared.“Show these gentlemen out.”

II

So she vanquished them, horse and foot8
 , just as she had vanquished their fathers thirty years before about the smell. That was two years after her father's death and a short time after her sweetheart—the one we believed would marry her—had deserted her. After her father's death she went out very little; after her sweetheart went away, people hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call, but were not received, and the only sign of life about the place was the Negro man—a young man then—going in and out with a market basket.

“Just as if a man—any man—could keep a kitchen properly,”the ladies said; so they were not surprised when the smell developed. It was another link between the gross, teeming world and the high and mighty Griersons.

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years old.

“But what will you have me do about it, madam?”he said.

“Why, send her word to stop it,”the woman said.“Isn't there a law?”

“I'm sure that won't be necessary,”Judge Stevens said.“It's probably just a snake or a rat that nigger of hers killed in the yard. I'll speak to him about it.”

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in diffident deprecation.“We really must do something about it, Judge. I'd be the last one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but we've got to do something.”That night the Board of Aldermen met—three graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rising generation.

“It's simple enough,”he said.“Send her word to have her place cleaned up. Give her a certain time do it in, and if she don't ...”

“Dammit, sir,”Judge Stevens said,“will you accuse a lady to her face of smelling bad?”

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily's lawn and slunk about the house like burglars, sniffing along the base of the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of them performed a regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. They broke open the cellar door and sprinkled lime there, and in all the outbuildings9
 . As they recrossed the lawn, a window that had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and her upright torso10
 motionless as that of an idol. They crept quietly across the lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that lined the street. After a week or two the smell went away.

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People in our town, remembering how old lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held themselves a little too high for what they really were. None of the young men were quite good enough for Miss Emily and such. We had long thought of them as a tableau11
 , Miss Emily a slender figure in white in the background, her father a spraddled silhouette12
 in the foreground, his back to her and clutching a horsewhip, the two of them framed by the backflung front door13
 . When she got to be thirty and was still single, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with insanity in the family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances if they had really materialized.

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was left to her; and in a way, people were glad. At last they could pity Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized. Now she too would know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or less14
 .

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer condolence and aid, as is our custom. Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face. She told them that her father was not dead. She did that for three days, with the ministers calling on her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the body. Just as they were about to resort to law and force15
 , she broke down, and they buried her father quickly.

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We remembered all the young men her father had driven away, and we knew that with nothing left, she would have to cling to that which had robbed her, as people will.

III

She was sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short, making her look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored church windows—sort of tragic and serene.

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in the summer after her father's death they began the work. The construction company came with niggers and mules and machinery, and a foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee—a big, dark, ready man, with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would follow in groups to hear him cuss the niggers, and the niggers singing in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the square, Homer Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving in the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays16
 from the livery stable.

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies all said,“Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer.”But there were still others, older people, who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse oblige17
 —without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said,“Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to her.”She had some kin in Alabama; but years ago her father had fallen out with18
 them over the estate of old Lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no communication between the two families. They had not even been represented at the funeral.

And as soon as the old people said,“Poor Emily,”the whispering began.“Do you suppose it's really so?”they said to one another.“Of course it is. What else could ...”This behind their hands19
 ; rustling of craned silk and satin20
 behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the matched team passed:“Poor Emily.”

She carried her head high enough—even when we believed that she was fallen21
 . It was as if she demanded more than ever the recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness22
 . Like when she bought the rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to say“Poor Emily,”and while the two female cousins were visiting her.

“I want some poison,”she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a slight woman, though thinner than usual, with cold, haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was strained across the temples and about the eye-sockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper's face23
 ought to look.“I want some poison,”she said.

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats24
 and such? I'd recom—”

“I want the best you have. I don't care what kind.”

The druggist named several.“They'll kill anything up to an elephant. But what you want is—”

“Arsenic,”Miss Emily said.“Is that a good one?”

“Is ... arsenic? Yes, ma'am. But what you want—”

“I want arsenic.”

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a strained flag.“Why, of course,”the druggist said.“If that's what you want. But the law requires you to tell what you are going to use it for.”

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye for eye, until he looked away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her the package; the druggist didn't come back. When she opened the package at home there was written on the box, under the skull and bones:“For rats.”

IV

So the next day we all said,“She will kill herself”; and we said it would be the best thing. When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said,“She will marry him.”Then we said,“She will persuade him yet,”because Homer himself had remarked—he liked men, and it was known that he drank with the younger men in the Elks' Club—that he was not a marrying man. Later we said,“Poor Emily”behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the glittering buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked and cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove.

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad example to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist minister25
 —Miss Emily's people were Episcopal26
 —to call upon her. He would never divulge what happened during that interview, but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the following day the minister's wife wrote to Miss Emily's relations in Alabama.

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At first nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily had been to the jeweler's and ordered a man's toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on each piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete outfit of men's clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said,“They are married.”We were really glad. We were glad because the two female cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been.

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron—the streets had been finished some time since—was gone. We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off27
 , but we believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal28
 , and we were all Miss Emily's allies to help circumvent the cousins.）Sure enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had expected all along, within three days Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening.

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The Negro man went in and out with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and then we would see her at a window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled the lime, but for almost six months she did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was to be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had thwarted her woman's life so many times had been too virulent and too furious to die.

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the next few years it grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased turning. Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man.

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years, when she was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio in one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris' contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were sent to church on Sunday with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate29
 . Meanwhile her taxes had been remitted.

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the painting pupils grew up and fell away and did not send their children to her with boxes of color and tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies' magazines. The front door closed upon the last one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten the metal numbers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She would not listen to them.

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in and out with the market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned by the post office a week later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the downstairs windows—she had evidently shut up the top floor of the house—like the carven torso of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she passed from generation to generation—dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse.

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering Negro man to wait on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up trying to get any information from the Negro. He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse.

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray head propped on a pillow yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight.

V

The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed, sibilant voices and their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right through the house and out the back and was not seen again.

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre30
 ; and the very old men—some in their brushed Confederate uniforms—on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now by the narrow bottle-neck31
 of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before they opened it.

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance curtains32
 of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the man's toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram33
 was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed.

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of love34
 , had cuckolded him35
 . What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair.

Notes:

1. a fallen monument: Emily is the symbol of tradition and the old way of life. Therefore, her death is like the falling of a monument.

2. the seventies: the 1870s

3. an eyesore among eyesores: the most unpleasant thing to look at 极刺目的东西

4. Union and Confederate soldiers: soldiers of the warring parties in the American Civil War（1861～1865）.

5. aldermen: members of the municipal legislative body 议员

6. what would have been merely plumpness in another was obesity in her: because Emily was short, a little extra weight, which made women of larger frame look fat, made her look excessively fat

7. a stumbling halt: a pause caused by hesitation in the speaking 说话时因犹豫而出现停顿

8. horse and foot:〈idiom〉completely

9. outbuildings: buildings, e.g. a shed or stable, separate from the main building 外屋（车库，谷仓等）

10. her upright torso: the trunk of her body in erect posture 挺直的身材

11. tableau: striking and lifelike representation, esp. scene in which living models pose silently and without moving 生动的场面

12. a spraddled silhouette: a dark image, whose legs are wide apart 叉开腿站立的身影

13. framed by the backflung front door: the front door flung back and served as a frame for a picture

14. the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or less: the great excitement and despair caused by the gain or loss of a small amount of money.

15. resort to law and force: make use of law and force for help 诉诸法律及强硬措施

16. the matched team of bays: a pair of reddish-brown horses that are similar in size and appearance

17. noblesse oblige:〈French〉noble obligation expected of people of high social position 地位高的人应有的品德

18. fallen out with: quarreled with

19. This behind their hands: they gossipped with their hands covering the mouths

20. rustling of craned silk and satin: the rustling sound of their silk and satin dresses caused by the movements

21. fallen: morally degraded 堕落的

22. that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness: the eagerness in showing that she was unaffected by the outside world

23. a lighthouse-keeper's face: a face with the strained and intense expression as that of a lighthouse-keeper's

24. For rats: an example of pun. A person who deceives or breaks a promise is also called a rat.

25. the Baptist minister: the clergyman of the Baptist Church, a Protestant sect of the Christian church 浸礼教牧师

26. Episcopal: of the Anglican Church, a Protestant sect of the Christian Church 美国圣公会，（美国的）主教派教会

27. a public blowing-off: a big sensation 轰动

28. cabal: a group of people who carry on secret intrigue 阴谋集团

29. collection plate: the plate used to collect money during a church service

30. the ladies sibilant and macabre: the ladies whispering about the death

31. bottle-neck: a short, narrow passage; here it refers to something that connects the past and the future

32. valance curtains: short curtains around the frame of a bed 帷幔

33. monogram: a person's initials combined in one design 花押字（自己姓名起首字母组成）

34. grimace of love: pretended and false love

35. cuckolded him: made him the man whose wife has committed adultery 戴绿帽子

作品简评

《献给埃米莉的玫瑰》发表于1930年，在题材的选取、主题的表达以及写作手法等方面堪称是福克纳最具代表性的短篇小说。故事以虚构的“约克纳帕塔法县”的杰斐逊镇为背景，围绕老处女埃米莉的故事，反映了南方贵族的没落与美国内战后南方社会的变迁。

父亲去世以后，埃米莉和仆人住在他留下的一座古老房子里。不久，镇上来了一个建筑队，领队是个名叫霍默·巴伦的北方佬。埃米莉热恋着他，霍默成为她生活的中心。然而，霍默很快对埃米莉心生厌倦，欲弃之而去。埃米莉为了留住他，宁可把他毒死，与他的尸体相伴，也不愿让他抛弃自己活着离开小镇。

埃米莉在故事中是传统的化身，被看作是南方古老生活方式的楷模。通过埃米莉之死，福克纳无疑是在向读者暗示南方传统社会和经济的未来命运。

故事的叙述视角比较奇特，福克纳没有采用传统的第三人称全知视角，而是通过小镇居民的观察和议论进行间接叙述。因而，读者对于埃米莉的印象是零散的、不全面的。直到小说的结尾，人们撬开了埃米莉卧室的门，读者才能将各种零星的信息串联起来，了解到整个事件的始末。另外，故事没有按照时间顺序而发展，而是采用了倒叙的手法，消弭了历史与现实之间的界限。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the attitude of the townspeople towards Emily? Does it change in the course of the narrative?

2. Describe Emily Grierson's character.

3. What is Miss Emily's attitude towards social change and the passage of time?

4. What are the forces that Emily stands for and fights against?

5. Why doesn't the author write according to the time sequence? Why is the story divided into five sections?

6. Who is the narrator? What if the story is told from the point of view of the main character?

7. What is the significance of the title?

8. What does the story reveal about the culture and mores of the South at that time?

Suggested Reading List


Barn Burning



The Bear



Dry September


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

视角 Point of View

Point of view is the position from which the story is told. It is the author's relationship to his or her fictional world, especially to the minds of the characters. There are four common points of view as follows.

全知视角 omniscient point of view

In the omniscient position, the author, not one of the characters, tells the story, and the author assumes complete knowledge of the characters' actions and thoughts. The author can thus move at will from one place to another, one time to another, one character to another, and can even speak his or her own views directly to the reader as the work goes along. Examples are Hawthorne's The Scarlet Letter
 , Hardy's Tess of the D'Urbervilles, and
 Fielding's Joseph Andrews
 .

有限全知视角 limited omniscient point of view

When the limited omniscient position is used, the author still narrates the story but restricts his or her revelation—and therefore our knowledge—of the thoughts of all but one character. This character may be either a main or peripheral character. Examples are Hawthorne's Young Goodman Brown
 , Crane's The Open Boat
 and, for the most part, Jane Austen's Pride and Prejudice
 .

第一人称视角 first-person point of view

In the first-person position, the author is even more restricted: one of the characters tells the story, eliminating the author as narrator. Whereas in the limited omniscient point of view the author can reveal anything about one character, even things the character may be dimly aware of, here the narration is restricted to what one character says he or she observes. The character-narrator may be a major character who is at the center of events or a minor character who does not participate but simply observes the action. Examples of first-person narratives are Dickens's Great Expectations
 , Twain's Huckleberry Finn
 , F. Scott Fitzgerald's The Great Gatsby
 , Poe's The Cask of Amontillado
 , and Melville's Bartleby the Scrivener
 .

客观视角 objective point of view

In the objective position, the author is more restricted than in any other. Though the author is the narrator, he or she refuses to enter the minds of any of the characters. The writer sees them as we would in real life. This point of view is sometimes called“dramatic”because we see the characters as we would the characters in a play. We learn about them from what they say and do, how they look, and what other characters say about them. But we don't learn what they think unless they tell us. This point of view is the least common of all. Examples are Hemingway's Hills Like White Elephant
 and The Killers
 , Stephen Crane's The Blue Hotel
 , and Shirley Jackson's The Lottery
 .


名人名言

There is always one good. That is knowledge; there is only one evil, that is ignorance.

善只有一个，那就是知识；恶只有一个，那就是愚昧。

—Socrates（苏格拉底）




第四章　后现代主义时期 Post-Modernism

“后现代主义”是一个20世纪六七十年代盛行于西方国家的文艺思潮。作为一个运动，后现代主义文学主要发生在美国，并构成了美国六七十年代的主流文学，其主要表现形式为小说，因此，美国著名的后现代派作家大都是小说家。“后现代”相对于“现代”，如同所有早期的文学运动一样——浪漫主义相对于古典主义、现实主义相对于浪漫主义、现代主义相对于现实主义等等——后现代主义既继承了现代主义的许多创作特点，又在此基础上有所突破，因此后现代主义既是一种晚期的现代主义，又是一种反现代主义的文学思潮。

现代主义将一战后的世界看作是一个破碎、混乱、空虚的精神荒原，因此拒绝沿用19世纪传统现实主义理性、有序、和谐、因果式的创作方法，而是大胆创新，运用碎片式、断裂式、多层结构、意识流、内心独白、自由联想、蒙太奇等形式主义创作方法，更加深刻有力地再现了西方世界在一战后的时代精神与艺术氛围。现代主义文学最常见的表现手法有：象征法、意识流、荒诞手法和语言革新等。

后现代派文学继承了现代派文学所有创作方法，并把这些方法发展到了新的高度。只不过现代主义运用这些形式主义创作方法来表现一个较之现实主义手法更为真实的现实，而后现代派小说家则运用这些方法来表现现实的不可表现性。所以，后现代派小说家在作品中通过各种激进、创新、反传统、非线性甚至极端的手段，如剪切、拼贴、堆砌、文字游戏、字型排列等来解构小说虚构现实的过程，还其人工制品和非自然的本来面貌，并以此暗示各种控制、操纵大众思想与行为的政治与思想体系也是一种虚构。可以说，后现代主义是西方思想与文学史上一个极其深刻与革命性的文艺思潮。

后现代派文学的发展分为两个浪潮：第一个浪潮从20世纪60年代初到20世纪60年代末，主要作家包括霍克斯、冯尼格、巴斯、品钦、里德、巴塞尔姆、迪莱尼、海勒等人；第二个浪潮从20世纪60年代末到20世纪80年代初，主要作家除第一次浪潮的部分作家外，还增加了盖迪斯、贾德曼、苏克尼克、加德纳、凯茨、麦克罗伊等人。这些作家的创作较之前期的后现代主义创作更为大胆与激进。

为了达到打破框架的目的，后现代派小说家往往采用为社会大众熟悉的通俗文学形式，如神话传说、浪漫故事、科幻小说、侦探惊险小说、色情小说等，因为只有通过对大众熟悉的文学形式的摹仿与揭露才能最大限度地达到打破框架，揭示文本的虚构性的目的。

在后现代派小说中，主题让位于形式，文学退化为一场文字游戏。情节杂芜、荒诞，无时间顺序，无逻辑因果关系；语言夸张、滑稽，有时冗长啰嗦，有时干脆取消所有叙事与对话，只剩下一些语音和词汇的堆砌。其他常用的创作方法还有：用不同颜色的油墨印刷文本、页面采用双栏、利用脚注、边注、不同字型、免装订（用盒装）、无文本（大字报小说）、无纸张（录音带、光盘、网络）等等，不一而足。

进入20世纪80年代后，后现代主义极端的创作方法开始被一种较为传统、保守、更接近现实主义的创作方式所取代，即“新现实主义”或“后现代现实主义”。

第一节　约翰·厄普代克（John Updike, 1932～2009）

作者及作品简介

[image: 264]


约翰·厄普代克以“兔子五部曲”享誉美国文坛。他出生于宾夕法尼亚州的史灵顿，一个典型的美国小镇。厄普代克的童年时代，美国正处在大萧条以及二战的阴影笼罩之下。受母亲影响，他从小爱好文学。1950年，厄普代克高中毕业，在其母的鼓励下，考入哈佛大学专修英文。当时的哈佛名人荟萃，如爱略特、弗罗斯特、纳博科夫都在那里讲学或执教。厄普代克在优秀的人文环境中迅速成长。1954年，他以优异的成绩毕业，获得一笔奖学金，得以前往牛津进修美术。一年以后回到美国，在《纽约客》（New Yorker
 ）杂志任职，同时在业余时间从事创作。1957年离开《纽约人》，从事专职写作。

四十几年来，他一共出版了17部长篇小说，10部短篇小说集，6部诗集，5部散文及评论集，1部戏剧，1部传记。然而，尽管厄普代克尝试过多种文学体裁的创作，最能体现他艺术成就的仍是小说。他曾于1964年、1987年两次获全国图书奖，1987年获普利策奖。主要作品有长篇小说《贫民院集市》（Poorhouse Fair
 , 1959）、《人马》（The Centaur
 , 1963）、《农场》（Of the Farm
 , 1965）、《夫妇们》（Couples
 , 1968）、《一个月里全是星期天》（A Month of Sundays
 , 1975）、《政变》（The Coup
 , 1978）、《依斯特维克的女巫》（The Witches of Eastwick
 , 1984）、《巴西》（Brazil
 , 1994）、“兔子五部曲”以及《美丽百合花》（White Lily
 , 1995）。短篇小说集有《鸽羽》（Pigeon Feathers
 , 1962）、《欧林格故事》（Olinger Stories
 , 1964）、《音乐学院》（The Music School
 , 1966）、《贝赫：一本书》（Bech: A Book
 , 1970）、《路途遥遥》（Too Far to Go: The Maple Stories
 , 1979）、《贝赫归来》（Bech is Back
 , 1982）、以及《相信我》（Trust Me
 , 1987）等。

约翰·厄普代克的代表作是“兔子五部曲”。从1960年的《兔子，跑吧》（Rabbit, Run
 ）开始，每隔十年，厄普代克就会推出一部，《兔子归来》（Rabbit Redux
 , 1971）、《兔子富了》（Rabbit Is Rich
 , 1981）、《兔子死了》（Rabbit at Rest
 , 1990）、《记忆中的兔子》（Rabbit Remembered
 , 2000）。被誉为“美国中产阶级风尚的经典史诗性作品”的“兔子五部曲”描绘了一个中心人物：绰号“兔子”的哈利·阿姆斯特朗从26岁到55岁的人生历程，为美国文学留下了一个难忘的形象。小说折射出40年来美国社会的变迁：50年代的保守、60年代的动荡、70年代的平庸、80年代的价值消亡。大萧条、越战、黑人民权运动、性解放、嬉皮士、能源危机、毒品泛滥，所有这些都在“兔子五部曲”中得以展现。

厄普代克学过绘画，发表了不少诗作，这对他的小说创作大有裨益。他拥有画家对色彩、光影、细节独特的敏感和超长的描摹能力，同时又有诗人般奔驰的想象和娴熟的语言技巧。他是当之无愧的语言大师：作品细腻，抒情流畅，风格精致优雅。对细节和客观世界的忠实，使他选择了现实主义的文学传统。与大多数选择了现实主义创作道路的当代作家，如同贝娄、马拉默德以及契弗一样，他的作品表达了他对人类的终极关怀。在厄普代克看来，人具有双重性：既有对性欲和感官享乐的热爱，又有精神追求。它们之间的矛盾，构成了他作品的主要张力之一。他所塑造的人物在沉湎于尘世生活的同时，还有着模模糊糊的渴望，希冀为自己彷徨的灵魂找到一条出路。面对危机时，他们会求助于信仰。他们所求助的，可能是性爱，可能是宗教，也可能是某种带有神秘倾向的终极力量。“所有问题基本上都无法解决时，信仰是逃出绝望的一步。”这一步毕竟代表着他们不愿放弃追求。

作品选读

A&P

In walks these three girls in nothing but bathing suits. I'm in the third check-out slot, with my back to the door, so I don't see them until they're over by the bread. The one that caught my eye first was the one in the plaid green two piece. She was a chunky kid, with a good tan and a sweet broad soft-looking can1
 with those two crescents of white just under it, where the sun never seems to hit, at the top of the backs of her legs. I stood there with my hand on a box of HiHo crackers2
 trying to remember if I rang it up or not. I ring it up again and the customer starts giving me hell. She's one of these cash-register-watchers, a witch about fifty with rouge on her cheekbones and no eyebrows, and I know it made her day to trip me up3
 . She'd been watching cash registers for fifty years and probably never seen a mistake before.

By the time I got her feathers smoothed4
 and her goodies into a bag—she gives me a little snort in passing, if she'd been born at the right time they would have burned her over in Salem5
 —by the time I get her on her way the girls had circled around the bread and were coming back, without a pushcart, back my way along the counters, in the aisle between the check-outs and the Special bins. They didn't even have shoes on. There was this chunky one, with the two-piece—it was bright green and the seams on the bra were still sharp and her belly was still pretty pale so I guessed she just got it (the suit）—there was this one, with one of those chubby berry-faces, the lips all bunched together under her nose, this one, and a tall one, with black hair that hadn't quite frizzed right, and one of these sunburns right across under the eyes and a chin that was too long—you know, the kind of girl other girls think is very“striking”and“attractive”but never quite makes it6
 , as they very well know, which is why they like her so much—and then the third one, that wasn't quite so tall. She was the queen. She kind of led them, the other two peeking around and making their shoulders round. She didn't look around, not this queen, she just walked straight on slowly, on these long white prima-donna7
 legs. She came down a little hard on her heels, as if she didn't walk in her bare feet that much, putting down her heels and then letting the weight move along to her toes as if she was testing the floor with every step, putting a little deliberate extra action into it. You never know for sure how girls' minds work (do you really think it's a mind in there or just a little buzz like a bee in a glass jar?）but you got the idea she had talked the other two into coming in here with her, and now she was showing them how to do it, walk slow and hold yourself straight.

She had on a kind of dirty-pink—beige maybe, I don't know—bathing suit with a little nubble all over it and, what got me, the straps were down. They were off her shoulders looped loose around the cool tops of her arms, and I guess as a result the suit had slipped a little on her, so all around the top of the cloth there was this shining rim. If it hadn't been there you wouldn't have known there could have been anything whiter than those shoulders. With the straps pushed off, there was nothing between the top of the suit and the top of her head except just her, this clean bare plane of the top of her chest down from the shoulder bones like a dented sheet of metal tilted in the light. I mean, it was more than pretty.

She had sort of oaky hair that the sun and salt had bleached , done up in a bun that was unraveling, and a kind of prim face. Walking into the A & P with your straps down, I suppose it's the only kind of face you can have. She held her head so high her neck, coming up out of those white shoulders, looked kind of stretched, but I didn't mind. The longer her neck was, the more of her there was.

She must have felt in the corner of her eye me and over my shoulder Stokesie in the second slot watching, but she didn't tip. Not this queen. She kept her eyes moving across the racks, and stopped, and turned so slow it made my stomach rub the inside of my apron, and buzzed to the other two, who kind of huddled against her for relief, and they all three of them went up the cat-and-dog-food-breakfast-cereal-macaroni-rice-raisins-seasonings-spreads-spaghetti-soft-drinks-crackers-and-cookies aisle. From the third slot I look straight up this aisle to the meat counter, and I watched them all the way. The fat one with the tan sort of fumbled with the cookies, but on second thought she put the packages back. The sheep8
 pushing their carts down the aisle—the girls were walking against the usual traffic (not that we have one-way signs or anything）—were pretty hilarious. You could see them, when Queenie's white shoulders dawned on them, kind of jerk, or hop, or hiccup, but their eyes snapped back to their own baskets and on they pushed. I bet you could set off dynamite in an A & P and the people would by and large keep reaching and checking oatmeal off their lists and muttering“Let me see, there was a third thing, began with A, asparagus, no, ah, yes, applesauce!”or whatever it is they do mutter. But there was no doubt, this jiggled them. A few houseslaves in pin curlers even looked around after pushing their carts past to make sure what they had seen was correct.

You know, it's one thing to have a girl in a bathing suit down on the beach, where what with the glare nobody can look at each other much anyway, and another thing in the cool of the A &. P, under the fluorescent lights, against all those stacked packages, with her feet paddling along naked over our checker-board green-and-cream rubber-tile floor.

“Oh Daddy,”Stokesie said beside me.“I feel so faint.”

“Darling,”I said,“Hold me tight.”Stokesie's married, with two babies chalked up on his fuselage9
 already, but as far as I can tell that's the only difference. He's twenty-two, and I was nineteen this April.

“Is it done?”he asks, the responsible married man finding his voice. I forgot to say he thinks he's going to be manager some sunny day, maybe in 1990 when it's called the Great Alexandrov and Petrooshki Tea Company or something.

What he meant was, our town is five miles from a beach, with a big summer colony out on the Point, but we're right in the middle of town, and the women generally put on a shirt or shorts or something before they get out of the car into the street. And anyway these are usually women with six children and varicose veins mapping their legs and nobody, including them, could care less. As I say, we're right in the middle of town, and if you stand at our front doors you can see two banks and the Congregational church and the newspaper store and three real-estate offices and about twenty-seven old freeloaders tearing up Central Street because the sewer broke again. It's not as if we're on the Cape; we're north of Boston and there's people in this town haven't seen the ocean for twenty years.

The girls had reached the meat counter and were asking McMahon something. He pointed, they pointed, and they shuffled out of sight behind a pyramid of Diet Delight peaches. All that was left for us to see was old McMahon patting his mouth and looking after them sizing up their joints10
 . Poor kids, I began to feel sorry for them, they couldn't help it. Now here comes the sad part of the story, at least my family says it's' sad but I don't think it's sad myself. The store's pretty empty, it being Thursday afternoon, so there was nothing much to do except lean on the register and wait for the girls to show up again. The whole store was like a pinball machine and I didn't know which tunnel they'd come out of. After a while they come around out of the far aisle, around the light bulbs, records at discount of the Caribbean Six or Tony Martin Sings11
 or some such gunk12
 you wonder they waste the wax on, sixpacks of candy bars, and plastic toys done up in cellophane that fall apart when a kid looks at them anyway. Around they come, Queenie still leading the way, and holding a little gray jar in her hand. Slots Three through Seven are unmanned and I could see her wondering between Stokesie and me, but Stokesie with his usual luck draws an old party in baggy gray pants who stumbles up with four giant cans of pineapple juice (what do these bums do with all that pineapple juice? I've often asked myself) so the girls come to me. Queenie puts down the jar and I take it into my fingers icy cold. Kingfish Fancy Herring Snacks in Pure Sour Cream: 49c. Now her hands are empty, not a ring or a bracelet, bare as God made them, and I wonder where the money's coming from. Still with that prim look she lifts a folded dollar bill out of the hollow at the center of her nubbled pink top. The jar went heavy in my hand. Really,I thought that was so cute.

Then everybody's luck begins to run out. Lengel comes in from haggling with a truck full of cabbages on the lot and is about to scuttle into that door marked MANAGER behind which he hides all day when the girls touch his eye. Lengel's pretty dreary, teaches Sunday school and the rest, but he doesn't miss that much. He comes over and says,“Girls, this isn't the beach.”

Queenie blushes, though maybe it's just a brush of sunburn I was noticing for the first time, now that she was so close.“My mother asked me to pick up a jar of herring snacks.”Her voice kind of startled me, the way voices do when you see the people first, coming out so flat and dumb yet kind of tony, too, the way it ticked over“pick up”and“snacks.”All of a sudden I slid right down her voice into her living room. Her father and the other men were standing around in ice-cream coats and bow ties and the women were in sandals picking up herring snacks on toothpicks off a big plate and they were all holding drinks the color of water with olives and sprigs of mint in them. When my parents have somebody over they get lemonade and if it's a real racy affair Schlitz13
 in tall glasses with“They'll Do it Every Time”cartoons stenciled on.

“That's all right,”Lengel said.“But this isn't the beach.”His repeating this struck me as funny, as if it had just occurred to him, and he had been thinking all these years the A & P was a great big dune and he was the head lifeguard. He didn't like my smiling—as I say he doesn't miss much—but he concentrates on giving the girls that sad Sunday-school-superintendent stare14
 .

Queenie's blush is no sunburn now, and the plump one in plaid, that I liked better from the back—a really sweet can—pipes up,“We weren't doing any shopping. We just came in for the one thing.”

“That makes no difference,”Lengel tells her, and I could see from the way his eyes went that he hadn't noticed she was wearing a two-piece before.“We want you decently dressed when you come in here.”

“We are decent,”Queenie says suddenly, her lower lip pushing, getting sore now that she remembers her place, a place from which the crowd that runs the A & P must look pretty crummy15
 , Fancy Herring Snacks flashed in her very blue eyes.

“Girls, I don't want to argue with you. After this come in here with your shoulders covered. It's our policy.”He turns his back. That's policy for you. Policy is what the kingpins want. What the others want is juvenile delinquency.

All this while, the customers had been showing up with their carts but, you know, sheep, seeing a scene, they had all bunched up on Stokesie, who shook open a paper bag as gently as peeling a peach, not wanting to miss a word. I could feel in the silence everybody getting nervous, most of all Lengel, who asks me,“Sammy, have you rung up this purchase?”

I thought and said“No”but it wasn't about that I was thinking. I go through the punches, 4,9, GROC, TOT—it's more complicated than you think and after you do it often enough, it begins to make a little song, that you hear words to, in my case“Hello (bing
 ) there, you (gung
 ) hap-py pee-pul (splat）!”— the splat being the drawer flying out. I uncrease the bill, tenderly as you may imagine, it just having come from between the two smoothest scoops of vanilla I had ever known there were, and pass a half and a penny into her narrow pink palm, and nestle the herrings in a bag and twist its neck and hand it over, all the time thinking.

The girls, and who'd blame them, are in a hurry to get out, so I say“I quit”to Lengel quick enough for them to hear, hoping they'll stop and watch me, their unsuspected hero. They keep right on going, into the electric eye, the door flies open and they flicker across the lot to their car, Queenie and Plaid and Big Tall Goony-Goony (not that as raw material she was so bad）, leaving me with Lengel and a kink in his eyebrow.

“Did you say something, Sammy?”

“I said I quit.”

“I thought you did.”

“You didn't have to embarrass them.”

“It was they who were embarrassing us.”

I started to say something that came out“Fiddle-de-doo.”It's a saying of my grandmother's, and I know she would have been pleased.

“I don't think you know what you're saying,”Lengel said.

“I know you don't,”I said.“But I do.”I pull the bow at the back of my apron and start shrugging it off my shoulders. A couple of customers that had been heading for my slot begin to knock against each other, like scared pigs in a chute.

Lengel sighs and begins to look very patient and old and gray. He's been a friend of my parents for years.“Sammy, you don't want to do this to your Mom and Dad,”he tells me. It's true. I don't. But it seems to me that once you begin a gesture it's fatal not to go through with it. I fold the apron,“Sammy”stitched in red on the pocket, and put it on the counter, and drop the bow tie on top of it. The bow tie is theirs, if you've ever wondered.“You'll feel this for the rest of your life,”Lengel says, and I know that's true, too, but remembering how he made that pretty girl blush makes me so scrunchy inside I punch the No Sale tab and the machine whirs“pee-pul”and the drawer splats out. One advantage to this scene taking place in summer, I can follow this up with a clean exit, there's no fumbling around getting your coat and galoshes , I just saunter into the electric eye in my white shirt that my mother ironed the night before, and the door heaves itself open, and outside the sunshine is skating around on the asphalt.

I look around for my girls, but they're gone, of course. There wasn't anybody but some young married screaming with her children about some candy they didn't get by the door of a powder-blue Falcon station wagon. Looking back in the big windows, over the bags of peat moss and aluminum lawn furniture stacked on the pavement, I could see Lengel in my place in the slot, checking the sheep through. His face was dark gray and his back stiff, as if he'd just had an injection of iron, and my stomach kind of fell as I felt how hard the world was going to be to me hereafter.

1961

Notes:

1. can:〈俚〉臀部

2. HiHo crackers: HiHo牌饼干

3. trip up: to catch a person in an error 挑……毛病

4. get sb.'s feathers smoothed: make sb. calm down

5. Salem: 马萨渚塞州的一个县，1692年曾在此发生过美国历史上著名的女巫审判案，处死了19名所谓的“女巫”。

6. but never quite makes it: 总是不够漂亮动人

7. prima-donna: 歌剧的主要演员，该词在句中作形容词，意为“像女明星那样的”。

8. sheep: 在此指超市里的顾客

9. with two babies...on his fuselage: 已经有了两个孩子；chalk up: credit, charge, 记账；fuselage: 弹壳。Chalk up on one's fuselage 原为军事用语，指士兵用粉笔在弹壳上记下他打死敌人的数目。作者用这一典故只表达一种幽默感。

10. joints: 原意是“（牛、羊等）带骨的大块腿肉”，这里指姑娘们的大腿。作者用这个词一是体现了McMahon的屠夫身份，二是表达了一种幽默感。

11. the Caribbean Six, Tony Martin Sings: 乐队名

12. gunk: 肮脏的货色

13. Schlitz: 啤酒名

14. Sunday-school superintendent stare: 主日学校学监的目光

15. getting sore now...pretty crummy: 她十分恼火，想起了自己的社会地位，比起她来，那些经营超市的人当然算不得什么。

作品简评

故事用第一人称写成，叙述者是一个普通青年。作者通过他的眼睛来观察周围的世界，并记录下他的反应。故事语言通俗，夹杂着俚语，这正是桑米这样的年轻人的语言特色，增强了故事的现实感。

故事的标题也很别致。“A & P”到底是什么意思？这引起了读者的好奇心，读到故事中间才发现这是一家超市的名字。也许这两个缩写字母代表的是“A & P”即“大西洋与太平洋”。它既是真实的店名，也暗示着店中发生的故事具有普遍意义。这是年轻人在十八九岁这一年龄段带有共性的经历。

另外双关语的运用不仅平添了不少的幽默，而且也能让读者从字里行间体味到作者要传达的更深涵义。

Questions for Discussion

1. Pay attention to how artfully the author arranges details to set the story in an ordinary supermarket. What does this close attention to detail contribute to the story?

2. What is the dramatic conflict in the story? When does it become apparent? What is the climax of the story?

3. How fully does Updike draw the character of Sammy? What characteristics does Sammy show? Why does Sammy quit his job? Is he any less a hero for wanting the girls to notice his heroism?

4. Of what value to the story is the carefully detailed portrait of Queenie, the leader of the three girls?

5. What do you understand from the conclusion of the story? What does Sammy mean when he realizes“how hard the world was going to be ... hereafter”?

Suggested Reading List


Rabbit, Run



Rabbit Redux



Rabbit is Rich



Rabbit at Rest


第二节　艾萨克·巴什维斯·辛格（Issac Bashevis Singer, 1904～1991）

作者及作品简介

[image: 270]


犹太人有着以《圣经》为代表的极为悠久的历史与传统。他们自认为是和上帝定有契约的民族，是上帝的选民。这个民族几经沉沦，失去祖国，散居各地，处于异乡人的地位。他们既怕周围异教徒对他们采取不接受的敌视态度，又担心被同化吞并。长期以来，他们相对集中地居住在犹太区，建立自己的犹太教堂，听从拉比教诲，强调自己独特的宗教和生活方式。但在美国当代生活中，他们面临着宗教生活世俗化，古老传统融入现代文明的矛盾冲突，面临着美国生活方式的不断侵袭，以及犹太人本身的日趋同化。在这个过程中美国诞生了一批犹太作家，反映了这些犹太式主题：边缘地位、自我本质危机、孤独、异化、归化、沉沦等等，而这些问题恰恰在西方当代生活和思潮中具有普遍意义，投合了时代潮流。犹太文学大大兴旺，并对美国文学产生巨大影响。

艾萨克·巴什维斯·辛格是1978年诺贝尔文学奖得主，在第二次世界大战后崛起的美国犹太作家群中可谓独树一帜。他的主要作品都是用意第绪语写成，读者群较小，只有通过翻译成英文才为广大美国公众所了解。他用这一行将消亡的语言写出一部又一部诗意盎然的作品。从他的作品中，可以看到几千年积淀下来的犹太传统，领略到二战前东欧犹太小镇的风情，了解到普通犹太人在旧大陆的生活思想和宗教情怀，以及身处新大陆的犹太人面对双重身份的困惑。

艾萨克·辛格出生于波兰的一个小镇。童年的辛格在强烈的宗教氛围中长大，对犹太人传统的生活方式、风格、信仰，有着深刻的认识。尽管父母希望他子承父业成为一名拉比，但他自己执意成为作家。1923年辛格正式步入文学界，在华沙的一家意第绪语文学刊物任校对，间或从事翻译工作。后于1933年转入一家杂志社当编辑。1935年，辛格来到美国，在纽约意第绪语刊物《犹太人前进报》（Jewish Daily Forward
 ）任记者。

艾萨克·辛格的第一部长篇小说《撒旦在戈雷》（Satan in Goray
 ）用意第绪语写成，1935年在波兰出版。英文版1955年在美国面世。其后50年间，辛格共创作了13部长篇小说，12部短篇小说集，13部儿童读物，4部戏剧。1970年、1974年两次获全国图书奖。

他的代表作有长篇小说《莫斯卡特一家》（The Family Moskat
 , 1950〈英文版年代，以下同〉）、《卢布林的魔术师》（The Magician of Lublin
 , 1960）、《庄园》（The Manor
 , 1967）、《产业》（The Estate
 , 1969）、《冤家：一个爱情故事》（Enemies: A Love Story
 , 1972）以及短篇小说集《傻瓜吉姆佩尔及其他故事》（Gimpel the Fool
 , 1957）、《市场街的斯宾诺莎》（The Spinoza of Market Street
 , 1961）、《卡夫卡的朋友》（A Friend of Kafka
 , 1970）、《羽王皇冠》（A Crown of Feathers
 , 1973）等。艾萨克·辛格的长篇小说或者内涵丰富场面宏大，人物众多，力图再现犹太人的人生百态和近现代的迁移和兴亡史；或者篇幅较短，时间跨度也不大，集中关注的是焦点人物的心路历程。短篇小说体裁多样，情节曲折，勾勒出新旧大陆犹太人的众生相。

1978年，瑞典文学院将诺贝尔文学奖颁给艾萨克·辛格，理由是：“由于他那充满激情的、植根于波兰—犹太人的文化传统的艺术，这种艺术将人类共同的处境逼真地反映出来。”从这个角度来解读辛格的作品，或许再恰当不过了。

作品选读

Gimpel the Fool

I

I am Gimpel the fool. I don't think myself a fool. On the contrary. But that's what folks call me. They gave me the name while I was still in school. I had seven names in all: imbecile, donkey, flax-head, dope, grump, ninny, and fool. The last name stuck. What did my foolishness consist of? I was easy to take in. They said,“Gimpel, you know the rabbi's wife has been brought to childbed?”So I skipped school. Well, it turned out to be a lie. How was I supposed to know? She hadn't had a big belly. But I never looked at her belly. Was that really so foolish? The gang laughed and hee-hawed, stomped and danced and chanted a good-night prayer. And instead of the raisins they gave when a woman's lying in1
 , they stuffed my hand full of goat turds. I was no weakling. If I slapped someone he'd see all the way to Cracow2
 . But I' m really not a slugger by nature. I think to myself: Let it pass. So they take advantage of me.

I was coming home from school and heard a dog barking. I'm not afraid of dogs, but of course I never want to start up with them. One of them may be mad, and if he bites there's not a Tartar in the world who can help you. So I made tracks. Then I looked around and saw the whole market place wild with laughter. It was no dog at all but Wolf-Leib the thief. How was I supposed to know it was he? It sounded like a howling bitch.

When the pranksters and leg-pullers found that I was easy to fool, every one of them tried his luck with me.“Gimpel, the czar is coming to Frampol; Gimpel, the moon fell down in Turbeen; Gimpel, little Hodel Furpiece found a treasure behind the bathhouse.”And I like a Golem believed everyone. In the first place, everything is possible, as it is written in The Wisdom of the Fathers
 3
 , I've forgotten just how. Second I had to believe when the whole town came down on me4
 ! If I ever dared to say,“Ah, you're kidding!”there was trouble. People got angry.“What do you mean! You want to call everyone a liar?”What was I to do? I believe them, and I hope at least that did them some good.

I was an orphan. My grandfather who brought me up was already bent toward the gave. So they turned me over to a baker, and what a time they gave me there! Every woman or girl who came to bake a batch of noodles had to fool me at least once.“Gimpel, there's a fair in Heaven; Gimpel, the rabbi gave birth to a calf in the seventh month; Gimpel, a cow flew over the roof and laid brass eggs.”A student from the yeshiva came once to buy a roll, and he said,“You, Gimpel, while you stand here scraping with your baker's shovel the Messiah has come. The dead have arisen.”“What do you mean?”I said.“I heard no one blowing the ram' s horn!”he said,“Are you deaf?”And all began to cry,“We heard it, we heard!”Then in came Rietze the candle-dipper and called out in her hoarse voice,“Gimpel, your father and mother have stood up from the grave. They're looking for you.”

To tell the truth, I knew very well that nothing of the sort had happened, but all the same, as folks were talking, I threw on my wool vest and went out. Maybe something had happened. What did I stand to lose by looking5
 ? Well, what a cat music went up6
 ! And then I took a vow to believe nothing more. But that was no go either. They confused me so that I didn't know the big end from the small.

I went to the rabbi to get some advice. He said,“It is written, better to be a fool all your days than for one hour to be evil. You are not a fool. They are the fools. For he who causes his neighbor to feel shame loses Paradise himself.”Nevertheless, the rabbi's daughter took me in. As I left the rabbinical court she said,“Have you kissed the wall yet?”I said,“No; what for?”She answered,“It's the law; you have got to do it after every visit,”Well, there didn' t seem to be any harm in it. And she burst out laughing. It was a fine trick. She put one over on me all right7
 .

I wanted to go off to another town, but then everyone got busy matchmaking, and they were after me so they nearly tore my coat tails off. They talked at me and talked until I got water on the ear8
 . She was no chaste maiden, but they told me she was a virgin pure. She had a limp, and they said it was deliberate, from coyness. She had a bastard, and they told me the child was her little brother. I cried,“You're wasting your time. I'll never marry that whore.”But they said indignantly,“What a way to talk! Aren't you ashamed of yourself? We can take you to the rabbi and have you fined for giving her a bad name.”I saw then that I wouldn't escape them so easily and I thought: They're set on making me their butt. But when you're married the husband's the master, and if that's all right with her it's agreeable to me too. Besides, you can't pass through life unscathed, nor expect to.

I went to her clay house, which was built on the sand, and the whole gang, hollering and chorusing, came after me. They acted like bear-baiters. When we came to the well they stopped all the same. They were afraid to start anything with Elka. Her mouth would open as if it were on a hinge, and she had a fierce tongue. I entered the house. Lines were strung from wall to wall and clothes were drying. Barefoot she stood by the tub, doing the wash. She was dressed in a worn hand-me-down gown of plush. She had her hair up in braids and pinned across her head. It took my breath away, almost, the reek of all.

Evidently she knew who I was. She took a look at me and said,“Look who's here! He's come, the drip. Grab a seat.”

I told her all; I denied nothing.“Tell me the truth,”I said,“Are you really a virgin, and is that mischievous Yechiel actually your little brother? Don't be deceitful with me, for I'm an orphan.”

“I'm an orphan myself,”she answered,“and whoever tires to twist you up, may the end of his nose take a twist. But don't let them think they can take advantage of me. I want a dowry of fifty guilders, and let them take up a collection besides. Otherwise they can kiss my you-know-what.”She was very plainspoken. I said,“It's the bride and not the groom who gives a dowry.”The she said,“Don't argue with me. Either a flat ‘yes’ or a flat ‘no’—Go back where you came from.”

I thought:No bread was baked from this dough. but ours is not a poor town. They consented to everything and proceeded with the wedding. It so happened that there was a dysentery epidemic at the time. The ceremony was held at the cemetery gates, near the little corpse-washing hut. The fellows got drunk. While the marriage contract was being drawn up I heard the most pious high rabbi ask,“Is the bride a widow or a divorced woman?”and the sexton's wife answered for her,“Both a widow and divorced.”It was a black moment for me. But what was I to do, run away from under the marriage canopy?

There was singing and dancing. An old granny danced opposite me, hugging a braided white chalah. The master of revels made a“God'a mercy”in memory of the bride's parents. The schoolboys threw burrs as on Tishe b'Av fast day. There were a lot of gifts after the sermon: a noodle board, a kneading trough, a bucket, brooms, ladles, household articles galore. Then I took a look and saw two strapping young men carrying a crib.“What do we need this for?”I asked. So they said,“Don't nick your brains about it. It's all right, it'll come in handy.”I realized I was going to be rooked. Take it another way though, what did I stand to lose? I reflected: I'll see what comes of it. A whole town can't go altogether crazy.

II

At night I came where my wife lay, but she wouldn't let me in.“Say, look here, is this what they married us for?”I said. And she said,“My monthly has come.”“But yesterday they took you to the ritual bath, and that's afterward, isn't it supposed to be?”“Today isn't yesterday,”said she,“and yesterday's not today. You can beat it if you don't like it.”In short, I waited.

Not four months later she was in childbed. The townsfolk hid their laughter with their knuckles. But what could I do? She suffered intolerable pains and clawed at the walls.“Gimpel,”she cried,“I'm going. Forgive me!”The house filled with women. They were boiling pans of water. The screams rose to the welkin.

The thing to do was to go to the House of Prayer to repeat Psalms, and that was what I did.

The townsfolk liked that, all right. I stood in a corner saying Psalms and prayers, and they shook their heads at me.“Pray, pray!”they told me.“Prayer never made any woman pregnant.”One of the congregation put a straw to my mouth and said,“Hay for the cows.”There was something to that too, by God!

She gave birth to a boy. Friday at the synagogue the sexton stood up before the Ark9
 , pounded on the reading table, and announced,“The wealthy Reb Gimpel invites the congregation to a feast in honor of the birth of a son.”The whole House of Prayer rang with laughter. My face was flaming. But there was nothing I could do. After all, I was the one responsible for the circumcision honors and rituals10
 .

Half the town came running. You couldn't wedge another soul in. Women brought peppered chick-peas, and there was a keg of beer from the tavern. I ate and drank as much as anyone, and they all congratulated me. Then there was a circumcision, and I named the boy after my father, may he rest in peace. When all were gone and I was left with my wife alone, she thrust her head through the bed-curtain and called me to her.

“Gimpel,”said she,“why are you silent? Has your ship gone and sunk?

“What shall I say?”I answered.“A fine thing you've done to me! If my mother had known of it she'd have died a second time.”

She said,“Are you crazy, or what?”

“How can you make such a fool,”I said,“of one who should be the lord and master?”

“What's the matter with you?”she said.“What have you taken it into your head to imagine?”

I saw that I must speak bluntly and openly.“Do you think this is the way to use an orphan?”I said.“You have borne a bastard.”

She answered,“Drive this foolishness out of your head. The child is yours.”

“How can he be mine?”I argued.“He was born seventeen weeks after the wedding.”

She told me then that he was premature. I said,“Isn't he a little too premature?”She said she had had a grandmother who carried just as short a time and she resembled this grandmother of hers as one drop of water does another. She swore to it with such oaths that you would have believed a peasant at the fair if he had used them. To tell the plain truth, I didn't believe her; but when I talked it over next day with the schoolmaster he told me that the very same thing had happened to Adam and Eve. Two they went up to bed, and four they descended11
 .

“There isn't a woman in the world who is not the granddaugher of Eve,”he said.

That was how it was; they argued me dumb. But then, who really knows how such things are?

I began to forget my sorrow. I loved the child madly and he loved me too. As soon as he saw me he'd wave his little hands and want me to pick him up, and when he was colicky I was the only one who could pacify him. I bought him a little bone teething ring and a little gilded cap. He was forever catching the evil eye12
 from someone, and then I had to run to get one of those abracadabras for him that would get him out of it. I worked like an ox. You know how expenses go up when there's an infant in the house. I don't want to lie about it; I didn't dislike Elka either, for that matter. She swore at me and cursed, and I couldn't get enough of her13
 . What strength she had! One of her looks could rob you of the power of speech. And her orations! Pitch and sulphur, that's what they were full of, any yet somehow also full of charm. I adored her every word. She gave me bloody wounds though.

In the evening I brought her a white loaf as well as a dark one, and poppyseed rolls I baked myself. I thieved because of her and swiped everything I could lay hands on: macaroons, raisins, almonds, cakes. I hope I may be forgiven for stealing from the Saturday pots the women left to warm in the baker's oven. I would take out scraps of meat, a chunk of pudding, a chicken leg or head, a piece of tripe, whatever I could nip quickly. She ate and became fat and handsome.

I had to sleep away from home all during the week, at the bakery. On Friday nights when I got home she always made an excuse of some sort. Either she had heartburn, or a stitch in the side, or hiccups, or headaches. You know what women's excuses are. I had a bitter time of it. It was rough. To add to it, this little brother of hers, the bastard, was growing bigger. He'd put lumps on me14
 , and when I wanted to hit back she'd open her mouth and curse so powerfully I saw a green haze floating before my eyes. Ten times a day she threatened to divorce me. Another man in my place would have taken French leave and disappeared. But I'm the type that bears it and says nothing. What's one to do? Shoulders are from God, and burdens too.

One night there was a calamity in the bakery; the oven burst, and we almost had a fire. There was nothing to do but go home, so I went home. Let me, I thought, also taste the joy of sleeping in bed in mid-week. I didn't want to wake the sleeping mite and tiptoed into the house. Coming in, it seemed to me that I heard not the snoring of one but, as it were, a double snore, one a thin enough snore and the other like the snoring of a slaughtered ox. Oh, I didn't like that! I didn't like it at all, I went up to the bed, and things suddenly turned black. Next to Elka 1ay a man's form. Another in my place would have made uproar, and enough noise to rouse the whole town, but the thought occurred to me that I might wake the child. A little thing like that—why frighten a little swallow, I thought. All right then, I went back to the bakery and stretched out on a sack of flour and till morning I never shut an eye. I shivered as if I had had malaria.“Enough of being a donkey.”I said to myself.“Gimpel isn't going to be a sucker all his life. There's a limit even to the foolishness of a fool like Gimpel.”

In the morning I went to the rabbi to get advice, and it made a great commotion in the town. They sent the beadle for Elka right away. She came, carrying the child. And what do you think she did? She denied it, denied everything, bone and stone!“He's out of his head,”she said.“I know nothing of dreams or divinations.”They yelled at her, warned her, hammered on the table, but she stuck to her guns: it was a false accusation, she said.

The butchers and the horse-traders took her part. One of the lads from the slaughterhouse came by and said to me,“We've got our eye on you, you're a marked man.”Meanwhile the child started to bear down and soiled itself. In the rabbinical court there was an Ark of the Covenant, and they couldn't allow that, so they sent Elka away.

I said to the rabbi,“What shall I do?”

“You must divorce her at once,”said he.

“And what if she refuses?”I asked.

He said,“You must serve the divorce. That's all you have to do.”

I said,“Well, all right, Rabbi. Let me think about it.”

“There's nothing to think about,”said he.“You mustn't remain under the same roof with her.”

“And if I want to see the child?”I asked.

“Let her go, the harlot,”said he,“and her brood of bastards with her.”

The verdict he gave was that I mustn't even cross her threshold—never again, as long as I should live.

During the day it didn't bother me so much. I thought: It was bound to happen, the abscess had to burst. But at night when I stretched out upon the sacks I felt it all very bitterly. A longing took me, for her and for the child. I wanted to be angry, but that's my misfortune exactly. I don't have it in me to be really angry. In the first place—this was how my thoughts went—there's bound to be a slip sometimes. You can't live without errors. Probably that lad who was with her led her on and gave her presents and what not, and women are often long on hair and short on sense, and so he got around her.And then since she denies it so, maybe I was only seeing things? Hallucinations do happen. You see a figure or a mannikin or something, but when you come up closer it's nothing, there's not a thing there. And if that's so, I'm doing her an injustice. And when I got so far in my thoughts I started to weep. I sobbed so that I wet the flour where I lay. In the morning I went to the rabbi and told him that I had made a mistake. The rabbi wrote on with his quill, and he said that if that were so he would have to reconsider the whole case. Until he had finished I wasn't to go near my wife, but I might send her bread and money by messenger.

III

Nine months passed before all the rabbis could come to an agreement. Letters went back and forth. I hadn't realized that there could be so much erudition about a matter like this.

Meanwhile Elka gave birth to still another child, a girl this time. On the Sabbath I went to the synagogue and invoked a blessing on her. They called me up to the Torah15
 , and I named the child for my mother-in-law—may she rest in peace. The louts and loudmouths of the town who came into the bakery gave me a going over. All Frampol refreshed its spirits because of my trouble and grief. However, I resolved that I would always believe what I was told. What's the good of notbelieving? Today it's your wife you don't believe; tomorrow it's God Himself you won't take stock in.

By an apprentice who was her neighbor I sent daily a corn or a wheat loaf, or a piece of pastry, rolls or bagels, or, when I got the chance, a slab of pudding, a slice of honeycake, or wedding strudel—whatever came my way. The apprentice was a goodhearted lad, and more than once he added something on his own. He had formerly annoyed me a lot, plucking my nose and digging me in the ribs, but when he started to be a visitor to my house he became kind and friendly.“Hey, you,Gimpel,”he said to me,“you have a very decent little wife and two fine kids. You don't deserve them.”

“But the things people say about her,”I said.

“Well, they have long tongues,”he said,“and nothing to do with them but babble. Ignore it as you ignore the cold of last winter.”

One day the rabbi sent for me and said,“Are you certain, Gimpel, that you were wrong about your wife?”

I said,“I'm certain.”

“Why, but look here! You yourself saw it.”

“It must have been a shadow,”I said.

“The shadow of what?”

“Just one of the beams, I think.”

“You can go home then. You owe thanks to the Yanover rabbi. He found an obscure reference in Maimonides that favored you.”

I seized the rabbi's hand and kissed it.

I wanted to run home immediately. It's no small thing to be separated for so long a time from wife and child. Then I reflected: I'd better go back to work now, and go home in the evening. I said nothing to anyone, although as far as my heart was concerned it was like one of the Holy Days. The women teased and twitted me as they did every day, but my thought was: Go on, with your loose talk. The truth is out, like the oil upon the water. Maimonides says it's right, and therefore it is right!

At night, when I had covered the dough to let it rise, I took my share of bread and a little sack of flour and started homeward. The moon was full and the stars were glistening, something to terrify the soul. I hurried onward, and before me darted a long shadow. It was winter, and a fresh snow had fallen. I had a mind to sing, but it was growing late and I didn't want to wake the householders. Then I felt like whistling, but I remembered that you don't whistle at night because it brings the demons out. So I was silent and walked as fast as I could.

Dogs in the Christian yards barked at me when I passed, but I thought: Bark your teeth out! What are you but mere dogs? Whereas I am a man, the husband of a fine wife, the father of promising children.

As I approached the house my heart started to pound as though it were the heart of a criminal; I felt no fear, but my heart went thump! thump! Well, no drawing back. I quietly lifted the latch and went in. Elka was asleep. I looked at the infant's cradle. The shutter was closed, but the moon forced its way through the cracks. I saw the newborn child's face and loved it as soon as I saw it—immediately—each tiny bone.

Then I came nearer to the bed. And what did I see but the apprentice lying there beside Elka. The moon went out all at once. It was utterly black, and I trembled. My teeth chattered. The bread fell from my hands, and my wife waked and said,“Who is that, ah?”

I muttered,“It's me.”

“Gimpel?”she asked.“How come you're here? I thought it was forbidden.”

“The rabbi said,”I answered and shook as with a fever.

“Listen to me, Gimpel,”she said,“go out to the shed and see if the goat's all right.”It seems she's been sick. I have forgotten to say that we had a goat. When I heard she was unwell I went into the yard. The nannygoat was a good little creature. I had a nearly human feeling for her.

With hesitant steps I went up to the shed and opened the door. The goat stood there on her four feet. I felt her everywhere, drew her by the horns, examined her udders, and found nothing wrong. She had probably eaten too much bark.“Good night, little goat,”I said.“Keep well.”And the little beast answered with a“Maa”as though to thank me for the good will.

I went back. The apprentice had vanished.

“Where,”I asked,“is the lad?”

“What lad?”my wife answered.

“What do you mean?”I said.“The apprentice. You were sleeping with him.”

“The things I have dreamed this night and the night before,”she said,“may they come true and lay you low, body and soul! An evil spirit has taken root in you and dazzles your sight.”She screamed out.“You hateful creature! You moon calf! You spook16
 ! You uncouth man! Get out, or I'll scream all Frampol out of bed!”

Before I could move, her brother sprang out from behind the oven and struck me a blow on the back of the head. I thought he had broken my neck. I felt that something about me was deeply wrong, and I said,“Don't make a scandal. All that's needed now is that people should accuse me of raising spooks and dybbuks.”For that was what she had meant.“No one will touch bread of my baking.”

In short, I somehow calmed her.

“Well,”she said,“that's enough. Lie down, and be shattered by wheels.”

Next morning I called the apprentice aside.“ Listen here, brother!”I said. And so on and so forth.“What do you say?”He stared at me as though I had dropped from the roof or something.

“I swear,”he said,“you'd better go to an herb doctor or some healer. I'm afraid you have a screw loose, but I'll hush it up for you17
 .”And that's how the thing stood.

To make a long story short, I lived twenty years with my wife. She bore me six children, four daughters and two sons. All kinds of things happened, but I neither saw nor heard. I believed, and that's all. The rabbi recently said to me“Belief in itself is beneficial. It is written that a good man lives by his faith.”

Suddenly my wife took sick. It began with a trifle, a little growth upon the breast. But she evidently was not destined to live long; she had no years. I spent a fortune on her. I have forgotten to say that by this time I had a bakery of my own and in Frampol was considered to be some thing of a rich man. Daily the healer came, and every witch doctor in the neighborhood was brought. They decided to use leeches, and after that to try cupping. They even called a doctor from Lublin, but it was too late. Before she died she called me to her bed and said,“Forgive me, Gimpel.”

I said,“What is there to forgive? You have been a good and faithful wife.”

“Woe, Gimpel!”she said.“It was ugly how I deceived you all these years. I want to go clean to my Maker, and so I have to tell you that the children are not yours.”

If I had been clouted on the head with a piece of wood it couldn't have bewildered me more.

“Whose are they?”I asked.

“I don't know,”she said.“There were a lot... but they're not yours.”And as she spoke she tossed her head to the side, her eyes turned glassy, and it was all up with Elka. On her whitened lips there remained a smile.

I imagined that, dead as she was, she was saying,“I deceived Gimpel. That was the meaning of my brief life.”

IV

One night, when the period of mourning was done, as I lay dreaming on the flour sacks, there came the Spirit of Evil himself and said to me,“Gimpel, why do you sleep?”

I said,“What should I be doing? Eating kreplach?”

“The whole world deceives you,”he said,“and you ought to deceive the world in your turn.”

“How can I deceive all the world?”I asked him.

He answered,“You might accumulate a bucket of urine every day and at night pour it into the dough. Let the sages of Frampol eat filth.”

“What about the judgment in the world to come?”I said.

“There is no world to come,”he said.“They've sold you a bill of goods18
 and talked you into believing you carried a cat in your belly. What nonsense!”

“Well, then,”I said,“and is there a God?”

He answered,“There is no God either.”

“What,”I said,“is there, then?”

“A thick mire19
 .”

He stood before my eyes with a goatish beard and horn, long-toothed, and with a tail. Hearing such words, I wanted to snatch him by the tail, but I tumbled from the flour sacks and nearly broke a rib. Then it happened that I had to answer the call of nature, and, passing, I saw the risen dough, which seemed to say to me, Do it. In brief, I let myself be persuaded.

At dawn the apprentice came. We kneaded the bread, scattered caraway seeds on it, and set it to bake. Then the apprentice went away, and I was left sitting in the little trench the oven on a pile of rags. Well, Gimpel, I thought, you've revenged yourself on them for all the shame they've put on you. Outside the frost glittered, but it was warm beside the oven. The flames heated my face. I bent my head and fell into a doze.

I saw in a dream at once, Elka in her shroud. She called to me,“What have you done, Gimpel?”

I said to her,“ It's all your fault,”and started to cry.

“You fool!”she said.“You fool! Because I was false is everything false too? I never deceived anyone but myself. I'm paying for it all, Gimpel. They spare you nothing here20
 .”

I looked at her face. It was black; I was startled and waked, and remained sitting dumb. I sensed that everything hung in the balance. A false step now and I'd lose Eternal Life. But God gave me His help. I seized the long shovel and took out the loaves, carried them into the yard, and started to dig a hole in the frozen earth.

My apprentice came back as I was doing it.“What are you doing boss?”he said, and grew pale as a corpse.

“I know what I'm doing,”I said, and I buried it all before his very eyes.

Then I went home, and took my hoard from its hiding place, and divided it among the children.“I saw your mother tonight,”I said.“She's turning black, poor thing.”

They were so astounded they couldn't speak a word.

“Be well,”I said,“and forget that such a one as Gimpel ever existed.”I put on my short coat, a pair of boots, took the bag that held my prayer shawl in one hand, my stock in the other, and kissed the mezzuzah. When people saw me in the street they were greatly surprised.

“Where are you going?”they said.

I answered,“Into the world.”And so I departed from Frampol.

I wandered over the land, and good people did not neglect me. After many years I became old and white; I heard a great deal, many lies and falsehoods, but the longer I lived the more I understood that there were really no lies. Whatever doesn't really happen is dreamed at night. It happens to one if it doesn't happen to another, tomorrow if not today, or a century hence if not next year. What difference can it make? Often I heard tales of which I said,“Now this is a thing that cannot happen.”But before a year had elapsed I heard that it actually had come to pass somewhere.

Going from place to place, eating at strange tables, it often happens that I spin yarns — improbable things that could never have happened — about devils, magicians, windmills, and the like. The children run after me, calling,“Grandfather, tell us a story.”Sometimes they ask for particular stories, and I try to please them. A fat young boy once said to me,“Grandfather, it's the same story you told us before.”The little rogue, he was right.

So it is with dreams too. It is many years since I left Frampol, but as soon as I shut my eyes I am there again. And whom do you think I see? Elka. She is standing by the washtub, as at our first encounter, but her face is shining and her eyes are as radiant as the eyes of a saint, and she speaks outlandish words to me, strange things. When I wake I have forgotten it all. But while the dream lasts I am comforted. She answers all my queries, and what comes out is that all is right. I weep and implore,“Let me be with you.”And she consoles me and tells me to be patient. The time is nearer than it is far. Sometimes she strokes and kisses me and weeps upon my face. When I awaken I feel her lips and taste the salt of her tears.

No doubt the world is entirely an imaginary world, but it is only once removed from the true world. At the door of the hovel where I lie, there stands the plank on which the dead are taken away. The gravedigger Jew has his spade ready. The grave waits and the worms are hungry; the shrouds are prepared — I carry them in my beggar's sack. Another shnonvris waiting to inherit my bed of straw. When the time comes will go joyfully. Whatever may be there, it will be real, without complication, without ridicule, without deception. God be praised: there even Gimpel cannot be deceived.

Notes:

1. lying in:（妇女）坐月子

2. If I slapped someone,…: 我揍起人来会让他回老家。

3. the Wisdom of the Fathers: 《圣经·旧约》中“智慧书”部分

4. came down me: 对付我

5. What did I stand to lose by looking? 我去看一下有什么损失呢？

6. what a cat music went up: 引起一阵哄笑。

7. She put one on me all right. 她跟我大大地开了一个玩笑。

8. got water on the ear: 耳朵都起茧子了

9. Ark:（犹太教堂中）放《圣经》的盒子

10. circumcision honors and rituals: 割礼的仪式

11. Two they went up to bed, and four they descended. 他们上床时是两人，下床时成了四人。

12. evil eye: 看人时会使人遭殃的眼睛

13. I couldn't get enough of her. 她骂我个没完。

14. He'd put lumps on me. 他弄得我全身都是肿块。

15. the Torah: 《律法》，《圣经》中《旧约》前五卷

16. raising spooks and dybbuks: 把鬼招来了

17. You have a screw loose, but I'll hush it up for you. 你一定是哪儿出了毛病，不过我不说出去。

18. They've sold you a bill of goods. 他们骗了你。

19. a thick mire: 大泥潭

20. They spare you nothing here. 这里他们一丝一毫也不饶你。

作品简评

艾萨克·辛格的短篇小说创作与他的长篇小说同样出色；甚至按照辛格本人的看法，他的短篇小说比长篇小说更胜一筹。作品中的人物无不惟妙惟肖，呼之欲出。他在《傻瓜吉姆佩尔》中塑造的主人公形象如此生动，以至于“吉姆佩尔”一词几乎成为所有受苦受难始终坚持信仰的犹太人的代名词。

吉姆佩尔是个面包师，在小镇人的眼里，他是个不折不扣的傻瓜。他成为人们茶余饭后的开心对象，常常被骗得团团转；无论人们对他说什么，他都深信不疑。在媒人的撮合下，他娶了一个放荡成性的女人，她给他留下了一群私生子。他面包房的一个学徒欺负他老实，不知羞耻地与他的妻子私通。所有这些都未能改变吉姆佩尔的人生态度。在吉姆佩尔看来，“信”是虔诚的标志，“不信”则有可能背弃上帝的意志，意味着丧失信仰。他真诚善良、天真朴实，默默承受着生活加诸于他的一切，表面上看，周围的人都比他精明；事实上，他在精神上高于他们，在道德上已达到了圣者的境界。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why was Gimpel given so many nicknames?

2. What do you get to know the Jewish people in the person of Gimpel?

Suggested Reading List


The Magician of Lublin



Enemies: A Love Story



The Spinoza of Market Street



A Crown of Feathers


第三节　伯纳德·马拉默德（Bernard Malamud, 1914～1986）

作者及作品简介

[image: 282]


伯纳德·马拉默德是当代美国文学中最重要的犹太作家之一。他1914年生于纽约的布鲁克林，1936年在纽约市立大学获文学学士学位，1942年在哥伦比亚大学获文学硕士学位。从1940年到1949年在纽约一所高中教了九年书，后在俄勒冈州立大学和佛蒙特州的本宁顿学院执教，在此期间他时常到哈佛大学举行讲座。

他从50年代初期开始文学创作，主要作品有长篇小说《店员》（The Assistant
 , 1957）、《装配工》（The Fixer
 , 1966）、《房客》（The Tenants
 , 1971）、《杜宾的传记》（Dubin's Lives
 , 1979）、《上帝的恩赐》（God's Grace
 , 1982）等，短篇小说集《魔桶》（The Magic Barrel
 , 1958）、《白痴优先》（Idiots First
 , 1963）、《伦布兰特的帽子》（Rembrandt's Hat
 , 1973）。

他作品的主要人物多是天生的失败者、命途多舛的人、辛酸的不适应环境的人或是遭受苦难的犹太人。受难者和牺牲品是犹太人的传统形象，诸如穷人、城市犹太人、推销员和商店老板，他们都是些担惊受怕、忧郁平和的困恼人物。

他的作品不论在主题思想还是在氛围风格上都带有浓重的犹太味，对人生的痛苦的认识使他的作品具有一定的普遍意义，他以犹太民族的苦难来表现整个人类的苦难。他曾经说人人都是犹太人；那些生活上失意、精神上彷徨的犹太人的困惑和痛苦说明了普通人在那个社会中的处境和遭遇。人生挣扎的际遇是宇宙性的，好似寓言，适用于任何人情局势。因此马拉默德的作品通常有道德寓言的性质，他的主人公在追求新生活时，往往要经受重重磨难，要付出对人生、对道德的责任，以及坚韧的毅力。他们的生存，靠的是得救的希望，虽然不是赦免，也是饶恕的希望：对于罪恶的轻微的饶恕；由于行为良好，缩短刑期的饶恕。这也是马拉默德与许多同时代作家有所不同的一点，他的作品展现出现代人在艰辛的世界上为生活而斗争的坚韧毅力，这来自于马拉默德对人生所抱的希望和信念。

作品选读

The Magic Barrel

Not long ago there lived in uptown New York1
 , in a small, almost meager room, though crowded with books, Leo Finkle, a rabbinical student in the Yeshivah University2
 . Finkle, after six years of study, was to be ordained in June and had been advised by an acquaintance that he might find it easier to win himself a congregation if he were married. Since he had no present prospects of marriage, after two tormented days of turning it over in his mind, he called in Pinye Salzman, a marriage broker whose two-line advertisement he had read in the Forward3
 .

The matchmaker appeared one night out of the dark fourth-floor hallway of the graystone rooming house where Finkle lived, grasping a black, strapped portfolio that Fhad been worn thin with use. Salzman, who had been long in the business, was of slight but dignified build, wearing an old hat, and an overcoat too short and tight for him. He smelled frankly of fish, which he loved to eat, and although he was missing a few teeth, his presence was not displeasing, because of an amiable manner curiously contrasted with mournful eyes. His voice, his lips, his wisp of beard, his bony fingers were animated, but give him a moment of repose and his mild blue eyes revealed a depth of sadness, a characteristic that put Leo a little at ease although the situation, for him, was inherently tense.

He at once informed Salzman why he had asked him to come, explaining that his home was in Cleveland, and that but for his parents, who had married comparatively late in life, he was alone in the world. He had for six years devoted himself almost entirely to his studies, as a result of which, understandably, he had found himself without time for a social life and the company of young women. Therefore he thought it the better part of trial and error—of embarrassing fumbling—to call in an experienced person to advise him on these matters4
 . He remarked in passing that the function of the marriage broker was ancient and honorable, highly approved in the Jewish community, because it made practical the necessary without hindering joy. Moreover, his own parents had been brought together by a matchmaker. They had made, if not a financially profitable marriage—since neither had possessed any worldly goods to speak of—at least a successful one in the sense of their everlasting devotion to each other. Salzman listened in embarrassed surprise, sensing a sort of apology. Later, however, he experienced a glow of pride in his work, an emotion that had left him years ago, and he heartily approved of Finkle.

The two went to their business. Leo had led Salzman to the only clear place in the room, a table near a window that overlooked the lamp-lit city. He seated himself at the matchmaker's side but facing him, attempting by an act of will to suppress the unpleasant tickle in his throat. Salzman eagerly unstrapped his portfolio and removed a loose rubber band from a thin packet of much-handled cards. As he flipped through them, a gesture and sound that physically hurt Leo, the student pretended not to see and gazed steadfastly out the window. Although it was still February, winter was on its last legs, signs of which he had for the first time in years begun to notice. He now observed the round white moon, moving high in the sky through a cloud menagerie5
 and watched with half-open mouth as it penetrated a huge hen, and dropped out of her like an egg laying itself. Salzman, though pretending through eye-glasses he had just slipped on, to be engaged in scanning the writing on the cards, stole occasional glances at the young man's distinguished face, noting with pleasure the long, severe scholar's nose, brown eyes heavy with learning, sensitive yet ascetic lips, and a certain almost hollow quality of the dark cheeks. He gazed around at shelves upon shelves of books and let out a soft, contented sigh.

When Leo's eyes fell upon the cards, he counted six spread out in Salzman's hand.

“So few?”he asked in disappointment.

“You wouldn't believe me how much cards I got in my office,”Salzman replied.“The drawers are already filled to the top, so I keep them now in a barrel, but is every girl good for a new rabbi?”

Leo blushed at this, regretting all he had revealed of himself in a curriculum vita he had sent to Salzman. He had thought it best to acquaint him with his strict standards and specifications, but in having done so, felt he had told the marriage broker more than was absolutely necessary.

He hesitantly inquired,“Do you keep photographs of your clients on file?”

“First comes family, amount of dowry, also what kind promises,”Salzman replied, unbuttoning his tight coat and settling himself in the chair.“After comes pictures, rabbi.”

“Call me Mr. Finkle. I'm not yet a rabbi.”

Salzman said he would, but instead called him doctor, which he changed to rabbi when Leo was not listening too attentively.

Salzman adjusted his horn-rimmed spectacles, gently cleared his throat and read in an eager voice the contents of the top-card:

“Sophie P. Twenty four years. Widow one year. No children. Educated high school and two years college. Father promises eight thousand dollars. Has wonderful wholesale business. Also real estate. On the mother's side comes teachers, also one actor. Well known on Second Avenue.”

Leo gazed up in surprise.“Did you say a widow?”

“A widow don't mean spoiled, rabbi. She lived with her husband maybe four months. He was a sick boy she made a mistake to marry him.”

“Marrying a widow has never entered my mind.”

“This is because you have no experience. A widow, especially if she is young and healthy like this girl, is a wonderful person to marry. She will be thankful to you the rest of her life. Believe me, if I was looking now for a bride, I would marry a widow.”

Leo reflected, then shook his head.

Salzman hunched his shoulders in an almost imperceptible gesture of disappointment. He placed the card down on the wooden table and began to read another:

“Lily H. High school teacher. Regular. Not a substitute6
 . Has savings and new Dodge car. Lived in Paris one year. Father is successful dentist thirty-five years. Interested in professional man. Well Americanized family. Wonderful opportunity.”

“I knew her personally,”said Salzman.“I wish you could see this girl. She is a doll. Also very intelligent. All day you could talk to her about books and theyater and what not. She also knows current events.”

“I don't believe you mentioned her age?”

“Her age?”Salzman said, raising his brows.“Her age is thirty-two years.”

Leo said after a while,“I'm afraid that seems a little too old.”

Salzman let out a laugh.“So how old are you, rabbi?”

“Twenty-seven.”

“So what is the difference, tell me, between twenty-seven and thirty-two? My own wife is seven years older than me. So what did I suffer?—Nothing. If Rothschild's7
 a daughter wants to marry you, would you say on account her age, no?”

“Yes,”Leo said dryly.

Salzman shook off the no in the yes8
 .“Five years don't mean a thing. I give you my word that when you will live with her for one week you will forget her age. What does it mean five years—that she lived more than somebody who is younger? On this girl, God bless her, years are not wasted. Each one that it comes makes better the bargain.”

“What subject does she teach in high school?”

“Languages. If you heard the way she speaks French, you will think it is music. I am in the business twenty-five years, and I recommend her with my whole heart. Believe me, I know what I'm talking, rabbi.”

“What's on the next card?”Leo said abruptly.

Salzman reluctantly turned up the third card:

“Ruth K. Nineteen years. Honor student. Father offers thirteen thousand cash to the right bridegroom. He is a medical doctor. Stomach specialist with marvelous practice. Brother in law owns own garment business. Particular people.”

Salzman looked as if he had read his trump card.

“Did you say nineteen?”Leo asked with interest.

“On the dot.”

“Is she attractive?”He blushed.“Pretty?”

Salzman kissed his finger tips.“A little doll. On this I give you my word. Let me call the father tonight and you will see what means pretty.”

But Leo was troubled.“You're sure she's that young?”

“This I am positive. The father will show you the birth certificate.”

“Are you positive there isn't something wrong with her?”Leo insisted.

“Who says there is wrong?”

“I don't understand why an American girl her age should go to a marriage broker.”

A smile spread over Salzman's face.

“So for the same reason you went, she comes.”

Leo flushed.“I am pressed for time.”

Salzman, realizing he had been tactless, quickly explained.“The father came, not her. He wants she should have the best, so he looks around himself. When we will locate the right boy he will introduce him and encourage. This makes a better marriage than if a young girl without experience takes for herself. I don't have to tell you this.”

“But don't you think this young girl believes in love?”Leo spoke uneasily.

Salzman was about to guffaw but caught himself and said soberly,“Love comes with the right person, not before.”

Leo parted dry lips but did not speak. Noticing that Salzman had snatched a glance at the next card, he cleverly asked,“How is her health?”

“Perfect,”Salzman said, breathing with difficulty.“Of course, she is a little lame on her right foot from an auto accident that it happened to her when she was twelve years, but nobody notices on account she is so brilliant and also beautiful.”

Leo got up heavily and went to the window. He felt curiously bitter and upbraided himself for having called in the marriage broker. Finally, he shook his head.

“Why not?”Salzman persisted, the pitch of his voice rising.

“Because I detest stomach specialists.”

“So what do you care what is his business? After you marry her do you need him? Who says he must come every Friday night in your house?”

Ashamed of the way the talk was going, Leo dismissed Salzman, who went home with heavy, melancholy eyes.

Though he had felt only relief at the marriage broker's departure, Leo was in low spirits the next day. He explained it as arising from Salzman's failure to produce a suitable bride for him. He did not care for his type of clientele. But when Leo found himself hesitating whether to seek out another matchmaker, one more polished than Pinye, he wondered if it could be—his protestations to the contrary, and although he honored his father and mother—that he did not, in essence, care for the matchmaking institution? This thought he quickly put out of mind yet found himself still upset. All day he ran around in the woods—missed an important appointment, forgot to give out his laundry, walked out of a Broadway cafeteria without paying and had to run back with the ticket in his hand; had even not recognized his landlady in the street when she passed with a friend and courteously called out,“A good evening to you, Doctor Finkle.”By nightfall, however, he had regained sufficient calm to sink his nose into a book and there found peace from his thoughts.

Almost at once there came a knock on the door. Before Leo could say enter, Salzman, commercial cupid9
 , was standing in the room. His face was gray and meager, his expression hungry, and he looked as if he would expire on his feet. Yet the marriage broker managed, by some trick of the muscles, to display a broad smile.

“So good evening. I am invited?”

Leo nodded, disturbed to see him again, yet unwilling to ask the man to leave.

Beaming still, Salzman laid his portfolio on the table.“Rabbi, I got for you tonight good news.”

“I've asked you not to call me rabbi. I'm still a student.”

“Your worries are finished. I have for you a first-class bride.”

“Leave me in peace concerning this subject.”Leo pretended lack of interest.

“The world will dance at your wedding.”

“Please, Mr. Salzman, no more.”

“But first must come back my strength,”Salzman said weakly. He fumbled with the portfolio straps and took out of the leather case an oily paper bag, from which he extracted a hard, seeded roll and a small, smoked white fish. With a quick motion of his hand he stripped the fish out of its skin and began ravenously to chew.“All day in a rush,”he muttered.

Leo watched him eat.

“A sliced tomato you have maybe?”Salzman hesitantly inquired.

“No.”

The marriage broker shut his eyes and ate. When he had finished he carefully cleaned up the crumbs and rolled up the remains of the fish, in the paper bag. His spectacled eyes roamed the room until he discovered, amid some piles of books, a one-burner gas stove. Lifting his hat he humbly asked,“A glass tea you got, rabbi?”

Conscience-stricken, Leo rose and brewed the tea. He served it with a chunk of lemon and two cubes of lump sugar, delighting Salzman.

After he had drunk his tea, Salzman's strength and good spirits were restored.

“So tell me, rabbi,”he said amiably,“you considered some more the three clients I mentioned yesterday?”

“There was no need to consider.”

“Why not?”

“None of them suits me.”

“What then suits you?”

Leo let it pass because he could give only a confused answer.

Without waiting for a reply, Salzman asked,“You remember this girl I talked to you—the high school teacher?”

“Age thirty-two?”

But, surprisingly, Salzman's face lit in a smile.“Age twenty-nine.”

Leo shot him a look.“Reduced from thirty-two?”

“A mistake,”Salzman avowed.“I talked today with the dentist. He took me to his safety deposit box and showed me the birth certificate. She was twenty-nine years last August. They made her a party in the mountains where she went for her vacation. When her father spoke to me the first time I forgot to write the age and I told you thirty-two, but now I remember this was a different client, a widow.”

“The same one you told me about? I thought she was twenty-four?”

“A different. Am I responsible that the world is filled with widows?”

“No, but I'm not interested in them, nor for that matter, in school teachers.”

Salzman pulled his clasped hands to his breast. Looking at the ceiling he devoutly exclaimed,“Yiddishe kinder10
 , what can I say to somebody that he is not interested in high school teachers? So what then you are interested?”

Leo flushed but controlled himself.

“In what else will you be interested,”Salzman went on,“if you not interested in this fine girl that she speaks four languages and has personally in the bank ten thousand dollars? Also her father guarantees further twelve thousand. Also she has a new car, wonderful clothes, talks on all subjects, and she will give you a first-class home and children. How near do we come in our life to paradise?”

“If she's so wonderful, why hasn't she married ten years ago?”

“Why?”said Salzman with a heavy laugh.“—Why? Because she is partikiler. This is why. She wants the best.”

Leo was silent, amused at how he had entangled himself. But Salzman had aroused his interest in Lily H., and he began seriously to consider calling on her. When the marriage broker observed how intently Leo's mind was at work on the facts he had supplied, he felt certain they would soon come to an agreement.

Late Saturday afternoon, conscious of Salzman, Leo Finkle walked with Lily Hirschorn along Riverside Drive. He walked briskly and erectly, wearing with distinction the black fedore11
 he had that morning taken with trepidation out of the dusty hat box on his closet shelf, and the heavy black Saturday coat he had thoroughly whisked clean. Leo also owned a walking stick, a present from a distant relative, but quickly put temptation aside and did not use it. Lily, petite and not unpretty, had on something signifying the approach of spring. She was au courant12
 , animatedly, with all sorts of subjects, and he weighed her words and found her surprisingly sound13
 —score another for Salzman, whom he uneasily sensed to be somewhere around, hiding perhaps high in a tree along the street, flashing the lady signals with a pocket mirror; or perhaps a cloven-hoofed Pan14
 , piping nuptial ditties15
 as he danced his invisible way before them, strewing wild buds on the walk and purple grapes in their path, symbolizing fruit of a union, though there was of course still none.

Lily startled Leo by remarking,“I was thinking of Mr. Salzman, a curious figure, wouldn't you say?”

Not certain what to answer, he nodded.

She bravely went on, blushing,“I for one am grateful for his introducing us. Aren't you?”

He courteously replied,“I am.”

“I mean,”she said with a little laugh—and it was all in good taste, or at least gave the effect of being not in bad—“do you mind that we came together so?”

He was not displeased with her honesty, recognizing that she meant to set the relationship aright, and understanding that it took a certain amount of experience in life, and courage, to want to do it quite that way. One had to have some sort of past to make that kind of beginning.

He said that he did not mind. Salzman's function was traditional and honorable—valuable for what it might achieve, which, he pointed out, was frequently nothing.

Lily agreed with a sigh. They walked on for a while and she said after a long silence, again with a nervous laugh,“Would you mind if I asked you something a little bit personal? Frankly, I find the subject fascinating.”Although Leo shrugged, she went on half embarrassedly,“How was it that you came to your calling?I mean was it a sudden passionate inspiration?”

Leo, after a time, slowly replied,“I was always interested in the Law.”

“You saw revealed in it the presence of the Highest?

He nodded and changed the subject.“I understand that you spent a little time in Paris, Miss Hirschorn?”

“Oh, did Mr. Salzman tell you, Rabbi Pinkle?”Leo winced but she went on,“It was ages ago and almost forgotten. I remember I had to return for my sister's wedding.”

And Lily would not be put off.“When,”she asked in a trembly voice,“did you become enamored of God?”

He stared at her. Then it came to him that she was talking not about Leo Pinkle, but of a total stranger, some mystical figure, perhaps even passionate prophet that Salzman had dreamed up for her—no relation to the living or dead. Leo trembled with rage and weakness. The trickster had obviously sold her a bill of goods16
 , just as he had him, who'd expected to become acquainted with a young lady of twenty-nine, only to behold, the moment he laid eyes upon her strained and anxious face, a woman past thirty-five and aging rapidly. Only his self-control had kept him this long in her presence.

“I am not.”he said gravely,“a talented religious person,”and in seeking words to go on, found himself possessed by shame and fear.“I think,”he said in a strained manner,“that I came to God not because I loved Him, but because I did not.”

This confession he spoke harshly because its unexpectedness shook him.

Lily wilted. Leo saw a profusion of loaves of bread go flying like ducks high over his head, not unlike the winged loaves by which he had counted himself to sleep last night. Mercifully, then, it snowed, which he would not put past Salzman's machinations.

He was infuriated with the marriage broker and swore he would throw him out of the room the minute he reappeared. But Salzman did not come that night, and when Leo's anger had subsided, an unaccountable despair grew in its place. At first he thought this was caused by his disappointment in Lily. But before long it became evident that he had involved himself with Salzman without a true knowledge of his own intent. He gradually realized—with an emptiness that seized him with six hands—that he had called in the broker to find him a bride because he was incapable of doing it himself. This terrifying insight he had derived as a result of his meeting and conversation with Lily Hirschorn. Her probing questions had somehow irritated him into revealing—to himself more than her—the true nature of his relationship to God, and from that it had come upon him, with shocking force, that apart from his parents, he had never loved anyone. Or perhaps it went the other way, that he did not love God so well as he might, because he had not loved man. It seemed to Leo that his whole life stood starkly revealed and he saw himself for the first time, as he truly was—unloved and loveless. This bitter but somehow not fully unexpected revelation brought him to a point of panic, controlled only by extraordinary effort. He covered his face with his hands and cried.

The week that followed was the worst of his life. He did not eat and lost weight. His beard darkened and grew ragged. He stopped attending seminars and almost never opened a book. He seriously considered leaving the Yeshivah, although he was deeply troubled at the thought of the loss of all his years of study—saw them like pages torn from a book, strewn over the city—and at the devastating effect of this decision upon his parents. But he had lived without knowledge of himself, and never in the Five Books and all the Commentaries17
 —mea culpa18
 —had the truth been revealed to him. He did not know where to turn, and in all this desolating loneliness there was no to whom, although he often thought of Lily but not once could bring himself to go downstairs and make the call. He became touchy and irritable, especially with his landlady, who asked him all manner of personal questions; on the other hand, sensing his own disagreeableness, he waylaid her on the stairs and apologized abjectly, until mortified, she ran from him. Out of this, however, he drew the consolation that he was a Jew and that a Jew suffered. But gradually, as the long and terrible week drew to a close, he regained his composure and some idea of purpose in life to go on as planned. Although he was imperfect, the ideal was not. As for his quest of a bride, the thought of continuing afflicted him with anxiety and heartburn, yet perhaps with this new knowledge of himself he would be more successful than in the past. Perhaps love would now come to him and a bride to that love. And for this sanctified seeking who needed a Salzman?

The marriage broker, a skeleton with haunted eyes, returned that very night. He looked, withal, the picture of frustrated expectancy—as if he had steadfastly waited the week at Miss Lily Hirschorn's side for a telephone call that never came.

Casually coughing, Salzman came immediately to the point:“So how did you like her?”

Leo's anger rose and he could not refrain from chiding the matchmaker:“Why did you lie to me, Salzman?

Salzman's pale face went dead white; the world had snowed on him.

“Did you not state that she was twenty-nine?”Leo insisted.

“I give you my word—”

“She was thirty-five, if a day19
 . At least thirty-five.”

“Of this don't be too sure. Her father told me—”

“Never mind. The worst of it was that you lied to her.”

“How did I lie to her, tell me?”

“You told her things about me that weren't true. You made me out to be more, consequently less than I am. She had in mind a totally different person, a sort of semimystical Wonder Rabbi.”

“All I said, you was a religious man.”

“I can imagine.”

Salzman sighed.“This is my weakness that I have,”he confessed.“My wife says to me I shouldn't be a salesman, but when I have two fine people that they would be wonderful to be married, I am so happy that I talk too much.”He smiled wanly.“This is why Salzman is a poor man.”

Leo's anger left him.“Well, Salzman, I'm afraid that's all.”

The marriage broker fastened hungry eyes on him.

“You don't want any more a bride?”

“I do,”said Leo,“but I have decided to seek her in a different way. I am no longer interested in an arranged marriage. To be frank, I now admit the necessity of premarital love. That is, I want to be in love with the one I marry.”

“Love?”said Salzman, astounded. After a moment he remarked,“For us, our love is our life, not for the ladies. In the ghetto they—”

“I know, I know,”said Leo.“I've thought of it often. Love, I have said to myself, should be a by-product of living and worship rather than its own end. Yet for myself I find it necessary to establish the level of my need and fulfill it.”Salzman shrugged but answered,“Listen, rabbi, if you want love, this I can find for you also. I have such beautiful clients that you will love them the minute your eyes will see them.”

Leo smiled unhappily.“I'm afraid you don't understand.”

But Salzman hastily unstrapped his portfolio and withdrew a manila packet from it.

“Pictures,”he said, quickly laying the envelope on the table.

Leo called after him to take the pictures away, but as if on the wings of the wind, Salzman had disappeared.

March came. Leo had returned to his regular routine. Although he felt not quite himself yet—lacked energy—he was making plans for a more active social life. Of course it would cost something, but he was an expert in cutting corners; and when there were no corners left he would make circles rounder20
 . All the while Salzman's pictures had lain on the table, gathering dust. Occasionally as Leo sat studying, or enjoying a cup of tea, his eyes fell on the manila envelope, but he never opened it.

The days went by and no social life to speak of developed with a member of the opposite sex—it was difficult, given the circumstances of his situation. One morning Leo toiled up the stairs to his room and stared out the window at the city. Although the day was bright his view of it was dark. For some time he watched the people in the street below hurrying along and then turned with a heavy heart to his little room. On the table was the packet. With a sudden relentless gesture he tore it open. For a half-hour he stood by the table in a state of excitement, examining the photographs of the ladies Salzman had included. Finally, with a deep sigh he put them down. There were six, of varying degrees of attractiveness, but look at them long enough and they all became Lily Hirschorn: all past their prime, all starved behind bright smiles, not a true personality in the lot. Life, despite their frantic yoohooings, had passed them by; they were pictures in a brief case that stank of fish. After a while, however, as Leo attempted to return the photographs into the envelope, he found in it another, a snapshot of the type taken by a machine for a quarter. He gazed at it a moment and let out a cry.

Her face deeply moved him. Why, he could at first not say. It gave him the impression of youth-spring flowers, yet age—a sense of having been used to the bone, wasted; this came from the eyes, which were hauntingly familiar, yet absolutely strange. He had a vivid impression that he had met her before, but try as he might he could not place her although he could almost recall her name, as if he had read it in her own handwriting. No, this couldn't be; he would have remembered her. It was not, he affirmed, that she had an extraordinary beauty—no, though her face was attractive enough; it was that something about her moved him. Feature for feature, even some of the ladies of the photographs could do better; but she leaped forth to his heart—had lived, or wanted to—more than just wanted, perhaps regretted how she had lived—had somehow deeply suffered: it could be seen in the depths of those reluctant eyes, and from the way the light enclosed and shone from her, and within her, opening realms of possibility: this was her own. Her he desired. His head ached and eyes narrowed with the intensity of his gazing, then as if an obscure fog had blown up in the mind, he experienced fear of her and was aware that he had received an impression, somehow ,of evil. He shuddered, saying softly, it is thus with us all. Leo brewed some tea in a small pot and sat sipping it without sugar, to calm him. But before he had finished drinking, again with excitement he examined the face and found it good: good for Leo Finkle. Only such a one could understand him and help him seek whatever he was seeking. She might perhaps, love him. How she had happened to be among the discards in Salzman's barrel he could never guess, but he knew he must urgently go find her.

Leo rushed downstairs, grabbed up the Bronx21
 telephone book, and searched for Salzman's home address. He was not listed, nor was his office. Neither was he in the Manhattan book. But Leo remembered having written down the address on a slip of paper after he had read Salzman's advertisement in the“personals”column of the Forward. He ran up to his room and tore through his papers, without luck. It was exasperating. Just when he needed matchmaker he was nowhere to be found. Fortunately Leo remembered to look in his wallet. There on a card he found his name written and a Bronx address. No phone number was listed—the reason—Leo now recalled—he had originally communicated with Salzman by letter. He got on his coat, put a hat on over his skull cap and hurried to the subway station. All the way to the far end of the Bronx he sat on the edge of his seat. He was more than once tempted to take out the picture and see if the girl's face was as he remembered it, but he refrained, allowing the snapshot to remain in his inside coat pocket, content to have her so close. When the train pulled into the station he was waiting at the door and bolted out. He quickly located the street Salzman had advertised.

The building he sought was less than a block from the subway, but it was not an office building, nor even a loft, nor a store in which one could rent office space. It was a very old tenement house. Leo found Salzman's name in pencil on a soiled tag under the bell and climbed three dark flights to his apartment. When he knocked, the door was opened by a thin, asthmatic, gray-haired woman, in felt slippers.

“Yes?”she said, expecting nothing. She listened without listening. He could have sworn he had seen her, too, before but he knew it was an illusion.

“Salzman—does he live here? Pinye Salzman,”he said,“the matchmaker?”

She stared at him a long minute.“Of course.”

He felt embarrassed.“Is he in?”

“No.”Her mouth, though left open, offered nothing more.

“The matter is urgent. Can you tell me where his office is?”

“In the air.”She pointed upward.

“You mean he has no office?”Leo asked.

“In his socks.”

He peered into the apartment. It was sunless and dingy, one large room divided by a half-open curtain, beyond which he could see a sagging metal bed. The near side of a room was crowded with rickety chairs, old bureaus, a three-legged table, racks of cooking utensils, and all the apparatus of a kitchen. But there was no sign of Salzman or his magic barrel, probably also a figment of the imagination. An odor of frying fish made Leo weak to the knees.

“Where is he?”he insisted.“I've got to see your husband.”

At length she answered,“So who knows where he is? Every time he thinks a new thought he runs to a different place. Go home, he will find you.”

“Tell him Leo Finkle.”

She gave no sign she had heard.

He walked downstairs, depressed.

But Salzman, breathless, stood waiting at his door.

Leo was astounded and overjoyed.“How did you get here before me?”

“I rushed.”

“Come inside.”

They entered, Leo fixed tea, and a sardine sandwich for Salzman. As they were drinking he reached behind him for the packet of pictures and handed them to the marriage broker.

Salzman put down his glass and said expectantly,“You found somebody you like?”

“Not among these.”

The marriage broker turned away.

“Here is the one I want.”Leo held forth the snapshot.

Salzman slipped on his glasses and took the picture into his trembling hand. He turned ghastly and let out a groan.

“What's the matter?”cried Leo.

“Excuse me. Was an accident this picture. She isn't for you.”

Salzman frantically shoved the manila packet into his portfolio. He thrust the snapshot into his pocket and fled down the stairs.

Leo, after momentary paralysis, gave chase and cornered the marriage broker in the vestibule. The landlady made hysterical outcries but neither of them listened.

“Give me back the picture, Salzman.”

“No.”The pain in his eyes was terrible.

“Tell me who she is then.”

“This I can't tell you. Excuse me.”

He made to depart, but Leo, forgetting himself, seized the matchmaker by his tight coat and shook him frenziedly.

“Please,”sighed Salzman.“Please.”

Leo ashamedly let him go.“Tell me who she is,”he begged.“It's very important for me to know.”

“She is not for you. She is a wild one—wild, without shame. This is not a bride for a rabbi.”

“What do you mean wild?”

“Like an animal. Like a dog. For her to be poor was a sin. This is why to me she is dead now.”

“In God's name, what do you mean?”

“Her I can't introduce to you,”Salzman cried.

“Why are you so excited?”

“Why, he asks,”Salzman said, bursting into tears.“This is my baby, my Stella, she would burn in hell.”

Leo hurried up to bed and hid under the covers. Under the covers he thought his life through. Although he soon fell asleep he could not sleep her out of his mind. He woke, beating his breast. Though he prayed to be rid of her, his prayers went unanswered. Through days of torment he endlessly struggled not to love her; fearing success, he escaped it. He then concluded to convert her to goodness, himself to God. The idea alternately nauseated and exalted him.

He perhaps did not know that he had come to a final decision until he encountered Salzman in a Broadway cafeteria. He was sitting alone at a rear table, sucking the bony remains of a fish. The marriage broker appeared haggard and transparent to the point of vanishing.

Salzman looked up at first without recognizing him. Leo had grown a pointed beard and his eyes were weighted with wisdom.

“Salzman,”he said,“love has at last come to my heart.”

“Who can love from a picture?”mocked the marriage broker.

“It is not impossible.”

“If you can love her, then you can love anybody. Let me show you some new clients that they just sent me their photographs. One is a little doll.”

“Just her I want,”Leo murmured.

“Don't be a fool, doctor. Don't bother with her.”

“Put me in touch with her, Salzman,”Leo said humbly.“Perhaps I can be of service.”

Salzman had stopped eating and Leo understood with emotion that it was now arranged.

Leaving the cafeteria, he was, however, afflicted by a tormenting suspicion that Salzman had planned it all to happen this way.

Leo was informed by letter that she would meet him on a certain corner, and she was there one spring night, waiting under a street lamp. He appeared, carrying a small bouquet of violets and rosebuds. Stella stood by the lamppost, smoking; She wore white with red shoes, which fitted his expectations, although in a troubled moment he had imagined the dress red, and only the shoes white. She waited uneasily and shyly. From afar he saw that her eyes—clearly her father's—were filled with desperate innocence. He pictured, in her, his own redemption. Violins and lit candles revolved in the sky. Leo ran forward with flower outthrust.

Around the corner, Salzman, leaning against a wall, chanted prayers for the dead.

Notes:

1. uptown New York: the living areas of New York, not the business center 纽约市的边远住宅区

2. the Yeshivah University: a Jewish university to train would-be religious leaders and Jewish law teachers

3. Forward: the Jewish Daily Forward, a Yiddish newspaper 《犹太人前进报》

4. He thought it better...on these matters: 他想与其自找苦吃，弄出差错——瞎闯、丢丑，不如请一位有经验的人在这方面给他出出主意。

5. menagerie: zoo

6. substitute: a person or a thing acting in place of another（此处指）代课教师

7. Rothschild:（1744～1812），德国的犹太银行家，其家族控制了当时的欧洲金融界

8. shook off the no in the yes: 不理会“是”的里面“不”的含义。这里指Salzman认为Finkle嘴上说的与心里想的不一致。

9. commercial cupid: the love god in business, 指Salzman作红娘是以营利为目的的。

10. Yiddishe kinder:〈Yiddish〉仁慈的主啊

11. Fedora: 浅顶软呢帽

12. au courant: up-to-date, current

13. sound: intelligent based on truth and good judgment

14. a cloven-hoofed Pan: 希腊神话中的羊头羊足人身的牧神

15. nuptial ditties: 结婚的小曲儿

16. The trickster had ... bill of goods: 这骗子显然耍了花招哄了她。

17. the Five Books and all the Commentaries: 指《圣经·旧约》中的摩西五书——《创世记》、《出埃及记》、《利未记》、《民数记》、《申命记》以及对《五书》的评论。

18. mea culpa:〈Yiddish〉I have sinned or erred.

19. if a day:（岁月等）十足

20. he was an expert… make circles rounder: 他善于精打细算，临到细无可细之时，还能精益求精。cut corners 是指以最简捷经济的方式做事。

21. Bronx: 布朗克斯，纽约市行政区

作品简评

《魔桶》被赞为马拉默德的“超级作品”。故事的主要情节围绕着主人公利奥·芬克尔寻求配偶的种种经历这一中心。利奥是一个性格尚不够成熟，缺乏生活经验的青年。由于长期关在犹太教神学院一心读书，过着与外界隔绝、清心寡欲的生活，因此，在即将当上犹太教士时，才被朋友提醒需要结婚以赢得更多的信徒，并非为了爱情。急切之中，他求助于专门做媒的平尼·萨尔兹曼。

他与第一位姑娘的约会使他惊觉他从未爱过人，也从未被人爱过，他的生命是一片空白。这种深夜梦回的觉悟比找不到妻子更使他难受。他的自省和彻悟是他的新生活的开始，他决定要通过爱情来为婚姻铺路，而再不为了赢得信徒去寻找一位妻子。他拒绝了媒人为他撮合的寡妇、中学教师、年轻的瘸姑娘。当他看到斯特拉的照片，立刻一见钟情。他既不知道她的名字，也不了解她的年龄、背景，更未考虑任何客观条件。尽管他被告知斯特拉是个放荡的姑娘，但仍坚持不肯放弃，他下决心去感化她，从她的身上找到自己新生活的转机。如果斯特拉因他对她的爱而感动得幡然自新，他的生命从此也就不再空白，从此也就有了价值。

正因为利奥富于自我牺牲的精神，他在寻求新生活时无论在精神上还是在生活上都是成功者。

在这篇小说里，现代生活与犹太传统、宗教信仰与世俗生活紧密地融为一体，悲剧因素与喜剧形式奇妙地组合在一起，马拉默德成就了一篇很好的道德寓言。

马拉默德的语言丰富多彩，幽默、讥讽、象征、隐喻融于一炉；他非常善于使用含义深长的象征词句来揭示人物的性格和命运。其语言尤其富于幽默特色，他的幽默极具现实性，使得他的文风诙谐而明快，散发出现代生活热腾腾的气息。

小说以具有民间故事特色的方式开头，在叙述的过程中，作者用现代的技巧充实了传统讲故事的基本艺术，那就是采用了魔幻现实主义的写作手法。魔幻与现实、悲戚与嬉戏的天衣无缝的结合，再加上幽默的遣词、丰富多彩的象征与比喻，使这篇小说读来回味悠长，艺术表现方面别具一格，不愧为一部经典之作。

Questions for Discussion

1. What does Leo Finkle come to learn about himself and about his capacity to love?

2. How do you evaluate Salzman? Does Malamud only make him a marriage salesman who manipulates the whole affair for his own benefit? Discuss.

3. What role do Lily Hirsohorn and Stella play in the process of Finkle's self-discovery? What is there in Stella's picture that so attracts Finkle?

4. Malamud uses strange images in the story, such as the changing appearance of Salzman, the Moon going through a cloud which looks like a hen laying egg. Note the other images in the story and discuss their effect upon the story.

5. What is the significance of the conclusion of the story? Why does Salzman lean“against a wall and chant prayers for the dead”?

Suggested Reading List


The Assistant



The Tenants



Idiots First


第四节　弗兰纳利·奥康纳（Flannery O'Connor, 1925～1964）

作者及作品简介

[image: 295]


弗兰纳利·奥康纳是位英年早逝的才女。她的短篇小说被视为美国文学中的佳作收入《好人难寻》（A Good Man Is Hard to Find and Other Stories
 , 1955）和《上升的一切必然汇合》又译作《水到渠成》（Everything That Rises Must Converge
 , 1965）两部集子。还有两部长篇小说《慧血》（Wise Blood
 , 1952），《强暴的人夺走了它》又译作《暴力得逞》（The Violent Bear It Away
 , 1960）。

奥康纳的作品长于表现孤僻、变态、偏执的心灵，塑造出个性鲜明、举止乖戾、言谈怪异、荒诞不经的人物形象。在描述他们时，奥康纳常常以轻松幽默的笔触揭示隐藏的悲剧故事，指出他们之所以与社会格格不入，不仅有社会和家庭的原因，更重要的是他们自身的性格缺陷。奥康纳作品中地方色彩和宗教气氛浓郁，具有南方文学基本的审美特征：野蛮、凶杀、暴力与疯狂等，但这些现象最终统一在宗教信仰之中。她把小说看作表明自己宗教观的一种手段。她的故事大都以圣经地带，即美国南方原教旨主义异常流行的地区为背景，描述这一地区乡下人无意义和琐碎的生活以及迷信和宗教引起的混乱和堕落，以笔勾勒出一个畸形、痛苦、恐怖的世界。

奥康纳常常被归入“南方文艺复兴”的代表作家之一。她虽然属于南方，却又超越了狭隘的地域界线。像福克纳一样，她能使这一地区的生活成为全人类的共同体验。奥康纳文笔超群，想象奇特，既有哥特式的神秘，又有漫画性的滑稽，是一个有厚重历史感、有深奥哲学头脑的作家。她触及的通常是人性最深层、最敏感的部分，让读者沉思良久。她的人物性格鲜明，对话栩栩如生。通过巧妙严谨的结构、冷静的笔触，把人物内心最奇特、最激烈的渴求与挣扎不露声色地表现出来。故事常常看似轻松、幽默、夸张，实则有触目惊心、发人深省的震撼力。

作品选读

A Good Man Is Hard to Find

The grandmother didn't want to go to Florida. She wanted to visit some of her connections in east Tennessee and she was seizing at every chance to change Bailey's mind. Bailey was the son she lived with, her only boy. He was sitting on the edge of his chair at the table, bent over the orange sports section of the Journal.“Now look here, Bailey,”she said,“see here, read this,”and she stood with one hand on her thin hip and the other rattling the newspaper at his bald head.“Here this fellow that calls himself The Misfit is aloose from the Federal Pen1
 and headed toward Florida and you read here what it says he did to these people. Just you read it. I wouldn't take my children in any direction with a criminal like that aloose in it. I couldn't answer to my conscience if I did.”

Bailey didn't look up from his reading so she wheeled around then and faced the children's mother, a young woman in slacks, whose face was as broad and innocent as a cabbage and was tied round with a green head-kerchief that had two points on the top like a rabbit's ears. She was sitting on the sofa feeding the baby his apricots out of a jar.“The children have been to Florida before,”the old lady said.“You all ought to take them somewhere else for a change so they would see different parts of the world and be broad. They never have been to east Tennessee.”

The children's mother didn't seem to hear her but the eight-year-old boy, John Wesley, a stocky child with glasses, said,“If you don't want to go to Florida, why dontcha stay at home?”He and the little girl, June Star, were reading the funny papers on the floor.

“She wouldn't stay at home to be queen for a day,”June Star said without raising her yellow head.

“Yes and what would you do if this fellow, The Misfit, caught you?”the grandmother asked.

“I'd smack his face,”John Wesley said.

“She wouldn't stay at home for a million bucks,”June Star said.“Afraid she'd miss something. She has to go everywhere we go.”

“All right, Miss,”the grandmother said.“Just remember that the next time you want me to curl your hair.”

June Star said her hair was naturally curly.

The next morning the grandmother was the first one in the car, ready to go. She had her big black valise that looked like the head of a hippopotamus in one corner, and underneath it she was hiding a basket with Pitty Sing, the cat, in it. She didn't intend for the cat to be left alone in the house for three days because he would miss her too much and she was afraid he might brush against one of the gas burners and accidentally asphyxiate himself. Her son, Bailey, didn't like to arrive at a motel with a cat.

She sat in the middle of the back seat with John Wesley and June Star on either side of her. Bailey and the children's mother and the baby sat in the front and they left Atlanta at eight forty-five with the mileage on the car at 55 890. The grandmother wrote this down because she thought it would be interesting to say how many miles they had been when they got back. It took them twenty minutes to reach the outskirts of the city.

The old lady settled herself comfortably, removing her white cotton gloves and putting them up with her purse on the shelf in front of the back window. The children's mother still had on slacks and still had her head tied up in a green kerchief, but the grandmother had on a navy blue straw sailor hat with a bunch of white violets on the brim and a navy blue dress with a small white dot in the print. Her collar and cuffs were white organdy trimmed with lace and at her neckline she had pinned a purple spray of cloth violets containing a sachet. In case of an accident, anyone seeing her dead on the highway would know at once that she was a lady.

She said she thought it was going to be a good day for driving, neither too hot nor too cold, and she cautioned Bailey that the speed limit was fifty-five miles an hour and that the patrolmen hid themselves behind billboards and small clumps of trees and sped out after you before you had a chance to slow down. She pointed out interesting details of the scenery: Stone Mountain2
 ; the blue granite that in some places came up to both sides of the high-way; the brilliant red clay banks slightly streaked with purple; and the various crops that made rows of green lace-work on the ground. The trees were full of silver-white sunlight and the meanest of them sparkled. The children were reading comic magazines and their mother had gone back to sleep.

“Let's go through Georgia fast so we won't have to look at it much,”John Wesley said.

“If I were a little boy,”said the grandmother,“I wouldn't talk about my native state that way. Tennessee has the mountains and Georgia has the hills.”

“Tennessee is just a hillbilly dumping ground,”John Wesley said,“and Georgia is a lousy state too.”

“You said it,”June Star said.

“In my time,”said the grandmother, folding her thin veined fingers,“children were more respectful of their native states and their parents and everything else. People did right then. Oh look at the cute little pickaninny3
 !”she said and pointed to a Negro child standing in the door of a shack.“Wouldn't that make a picture, now?”she asked and they all turned and looked at the little Negro out of the back window. He waved.

“He didn't have any britches4
 on,”June Star said.

“He probably didn't have any,”the grandmother explained.“Little niggers in the country don't have things like we do. If I could paint, I'd paint that picture,”she said.

The children exchanged comic books.

The grandmother offered to hold the baby and the children's mother passed him over the front seat to her. She set him on her knee and bounced him and told him about the things they were passing. She rolled her eyes and screwed up her mouth and stuck her leathery thin face into his smooth bland one. Occasionally he gave her a faraway smile. They passed a large cotton field with five or six graves fenced in the middle of it, like a small island.“Look at the graveyard!”the grandmother said, pointing it out.“That was the old family burying ground. That belonged to the plantation.”

“Where's the plantation?”John Wesley asked.

“Gone With the Wind ,”said the grandmother.“Ha. Ha.”

When the children finished all the comic books they had brought, they opened the lunch and ate it. The grandmother ate a peanut butter sandwich and an olive and would not let the children throw the box and the paper napkins out the window. When there was nothing else to do they played a game by choosing a cloud and making the other two guess what shape it suggested. John Wesley took one the shape of a cow and June Star guessed a cow and John Wesley said, no, an automobile, and June Star said he didn't play fair, and they began to slap each other over the grandmother.

The grandmother said she would tell them a story if they would keep quiet. When she told a story, she rolled her eyes and waved her head and was very dramatic. She said once when she was a maiden lady she had been courted by a Mr. Edgar Atkins Teagarden from Jasper, Georgia. She said he was a very good-looking man and a gentleman and that he brought her a watermelon every Saturday afternoon with his initials cut in it, E. A. T. Well, one Saturday, she said, Mr. Teagarden brought the watermelon and there was nobody at home and he left it on the front porch and returned in his buggy to Jasper, but she never got the watermelon, she said, because a nigger boy ate it when he saw the initials, E. A. T.! This story tickled John Wesley's funny bone and he giggled and giggled but June Star didn't think it was any good. She said she wouldn't marry a man that just brought her a watermelon on Saturday. The grandmother said she would have done well to marry Mr. Teagarden because he was a gentleman and had bought Coca-Cola stock when it first came out and that he had died only a few years ago, a very wealthy man.

They stopped at The Tower for barbecued sandwiches. The Tower was a part stucco and part wood filling station and dance hall set in a clearing outside of Timothy. A fat man named Red Sammy Butts ran it and there were signs stuck here and there on the building and for miles up and down the highway saying, TRY RED SAMMY'S FAMOUS BARBECUE. NONE LIKE FAMOUS RED SAMMY'S! RED SAM! THE FAT BOY WITH THE HAPPY LAUGH! A VETERAN! RED SAMMY'S YOUR MAN!

Red Sammy was lying on the bare ground outside The Tower with his head under a truck while a gray monkey about a foot high, chained to a small chinaberry tree, chattered nearby. The monkey sprang back into the tree and got on the highest limb as soon as he saw the children jump out of the car and run toward him.

Inside, The Tower was a long dark room with a counter at one end and tables at the other and dancing space in the middle. They all sat down at a broad table next to the nickelodeon5
 and Red Sam's wife, a tall burnt-brown woman with hair and eyes lighter than her skin, came and took their order. The children's mother put a dime in the machine and played“The Tennessee Waltz,”and the grandmother said that tune always made her want to dance. She asked Bailey if he would like to dance but he only glared at her. He didn't have a naturally sunny disposition like she did and trips made him nervous. The grandmother's brown eyes were very bright. She swayed her head from side to side and pretended she was dancing in her chair. June Star said play something she could tap to so the children's mother put in another dime and played a fast number and June Star stepped out onto the dance floor and did her tap routine.

“Ain't she cute?”Red Sam's wife said, leaning over the counter.“Would you like to come be my little girl?”

“No I certainly wouldn't,”June Star said.“I wouldn't live in a broken-down place like this for a million bucks!”and she ran back to the table.

“Ain't she cute?”the woman repeated, stretching her mouth politely.

“Aren't you ashamed?”hissed the grandmother.

Red Sam came in and told his wife to quit lounging on the counter and hurry with these people's order. His khaki trousers reached just to his hip bones and his stomach hung over them like a sack of meal swaying under his shirt. He came over and sat down at a table nearby and let out a combination sigh and yodel.“You can't win,”he said.“You can't win,”and he wiped his sweating red face off with a gray handkerchief.“These days you don't know who to trust,”he said.“Ain't that the truth?”

“People are certainly not nice like they used to be,”said the grandmother.

“Two fellers come in here last week,”Red Sammy said,“driving a Chrysler. It was an old beat-up car but it was a good one and these boys looked all right to me. Said they worked at the mill and you know I let them fellers charge the gas they bought? Now why did I do that?”

“Because you're a good man!”the grandmother said at once.

“Yes'm, I suppose so,”Red Sam said as if he were struck with the answer.

His wife brought the orders, carrying the five plates all at once without a tray, two in each hand and one balanced on her arm.“It isn't a soul in this green world of God's that you can trust,”she said.“And I don't count anybody out of that, not nobody,”she repeated, looking at Red Sammy.

“Did you read about that criminal, The Misfit, that's escaped?”asked the grandmother.

“I wouldn't be a bit surprised if he didn't attack this place right here,”said the woman.“If he hears about it being here, I wouldn't be none surprised to see him. If he hears it's two cent in the cash register, I wouldn't be a tall surprised if he...”

“That'll do,”Red Sam said.“Go bring these people their Co'-Colas,”and the woman went off to get the rest of the order.

“A good man is hard to find,”Red Sammy said.“Everything is getting terrible. I remember the day you could go off and leave your screen door unlatched. Not no more.”

He and the grandmother discussed better times. The old lady said that in her opinion Europe was entirely to blame for the way things were now. She said the way Europe acted you would think we were made of money and Red Sam said it was no use talking about it, she was exactly right. The children ran outside into the white sunlight and looked at the monkey in the lacy chinaberry tree. He was busy catching fleas on himself and biting each one carefully between his teeth as if it were a delicacy.

They drove off again into the hot afternoon. The grandmother took cat naps and woke up every few minutes with her own snoring. Outside of Toombsboro she woke up and recalled an old plantation that she had visited in this neighborhood once when she was a young lady. She said the house had six white columns across the front and that there was an avenue of oaks leading up to it and two little wooden trellis arbors on either side in front where you sat down with your suitor after a stroll in the garden. She recalled exactly which road to turn off to get to it. She knew that Bailey would not be willing to lose any time looking at an old house, but the more she talked about it, the more she wanted to see it once again and find out if the little twin arbors were still standing.“There was a secret panel in this house,”she said craftily, not telling the truth but wishing that she were,“and the story went that all the family silver was hidden in it when Sherman came through but it was never found”

“Hey!”John Wesley said.“Let's go see it! We'll find it! We'll poke all the woodwork and find it! Who lives there? Where do you turn off at? Hey Pop, can't we turn off there?”

“We never have seen a house with a secret panel!”June Star shrieked.“Let's go to the house with the secret panel! Hey Pop, cant' we go see the house with the secret panel!”

“It's not far from here, I know,”the grandmother said.“It wouldn't take over twenty minutes.”

Bailey was looking straight ahead. His jaw was as rigid as a horseshoe.“No,”he said.

The children began to yell and scream that they wanted to see the house with the secret panel. John Wesley kicked the back of the front seat and June Star hung over her mother's shoulder and whined desperately into her ear that they never had any fun even on their vacation, and that they could never do what THEY wanted to do. The baby began to scream and John Wesley kicked the back of the seat so hard that his father could feel the blows in his kidney.

“All right!”he shouted, and drew the car to a stop at the side of the road.“Will you all shut up? Will you all just shut up for one second? If you don't shut up, we won't go anywhere.”

“It would be very educational for them,”the grandmother murmured.

“All right,”Bailey said,“but get this: this is the only time we're going to stop for anything like this. This is the one and only time.”

“The dirt road that you have to turn down is about a mile back,”the grandmother directed.“I marked it when we passed.”

“A dirt road,”Bailey groaned.

After they had turned around and were headed toward the dirt road, the grandmother recalled other points about the house, the beautiful glass over the front doorway and the candle-lamp in the hall. John Wesley said that the secret panel was probably in the fireplace.

“You can't go inside this house,”Bailey said.“You don't know who lives there.”

“While you all talk to the people in front, I'll run around behind and get in a window,”John Wesley suggested.

“We'll all stay in the car,”his mother said.

They turned onto the dirt road and the car raced roughly along in a swirl of pink dust The grandmother recalled the times when there were no paved roads and thirty miles was a day's journey. The dirt road was hilly and there were sudden washes in it and sharp curve on dangerous embankments. All at once they would be on a hill, looking down over the blue tops of trees for miles around, then the next minute, they would be in a red depression with the dust-coated trees looking down on them.

“This place had better turn up in a minute,”Bailey said,“or I'm going to turn around.”

The road looked as if no one had traveled on it in months.

“It's not much farther,”the grandmother said and just as she said it, a horrible thought came to her. The thought was so embarrassing that she turned red in the face and her eyes dilated and her feet jumped up, upsetting her valise in the corner. The instant the valise moved, the newspaper top she had over the basket under it rose with a snarl and Pitty Sing, the cat, sprang onto Bailey's shoulder.

The children were thrown to the floor and their mother, clutching the baby, was thrown out the door onto the ground; the old lady was thrown into the front seat. The car turned over once and landed right-side-up in a gulch on the side of the road. Bailey remained in the driver's seat with the cat—gray-striped with a broad white face and an orange nose—clinging to his neck like a caterpillar.

As soon as the children saw they could move their arms and legs, they scrambled out of the car, shouting,“We've had an ACCIDENT!”The grandmother was curled up under the dashboard, hoping she was injured so that Bailey's wrath would not come down on her all at once. The horrible thought she had had before the accident was that the house she had remembered so vividly was not in Georgia but in Tennessee.

Bailey removed the cat from his neck with both hands and flung it out the window against the side of a pine tree. Then he got out of the car and started looking for the children's mother. She was sitting against the side of the red gutted ditch, holding the screaming baby, but she only had a cut down her face and a broken shoulder.“We've had an ACCIDENT!”the children screamed in a frenzy of delight.

“But nobody's killed,”June Star said with disappointment as the grandmother limped out of the car, her hat still pinned to her head but the broken front brim standing up at a jaunty angle and the violet spray hanging off the side. They all sat down in the ditch, except the children, to recover from the shock. They were all shaking.

“Maybe a car will come along,”said the children's mother hoarsely.

“I believe I have injured an organ,”said the grandmother, pressing her side, but no one answered her. Bailey's teeth were clattering. He had on a yellow sport shirt with bright blue parrots designed in it and his face was as yellow as the shirt. The grandmother decided that she would not mention that the house was in Tennessee.

The road was about ten feet above and they could see only the tops of the trees on the other side of it. Behind the ditch they were sitting in there were more woods, tall and dark and deep. In a few minutes they saw a car some distance away on top of a hill, coming slowly as if the occupants were watching them. The grandmother stood up and waved both arms dramatically to attract their attention. The car continued to come on slowly, disappeared around a bend and appeared again, moving even slower, on top of the hill they had gone over. It was a big black battered hearse-like automobile. There were three men in it.

It came to a stop just over them and for some minutes, the driver looked down with a steady expressionless gaze to where they were sitting, and didn't speak. Then he turned his head and muttered something to the other two and they got out. One was a fat boy in black trousers and a red sweat shirt with a silver stallion embossed on the front of it. He moved around on the right side of them and stood staring, his mouth partly open in a kind of loose grin. The other had on khaki pants and a blue striped coat and a gray hat pulled down very low, hiding most of his face. He came around slowly on the left side. Neither spoke.

The driver got out of the car and stood by the side of it, looking down at them. He was an older man than the other two. His hair was just beginning to gray and he wore silver-rimmed spectacles that gave him a scholarly look. He had a long creased face and didn't have on any shirt or undershirt. He had on blue jeans that were too tight for him and was holding a black hat and a gun. The two boys also had guns.

“We've had an ACCIDENT!”the children screamed.

The grandmother had the peculiar feeling that the bespectacled man was someone she knew. His face was as familiar to her as if she had known him all her life but she could not recall who he was. He moved away from the car and began to come down the embankment, placing his feet carefully so that he wouldn't slip. He had on tan and white shoes and no socks, and his ankles were red and thin.“Good afternoon,”he said.“I see you all had you a little spill.”

“We turned over twice!”said the grandmother.

“Oncet6
 , ”he corrected.“We seen it happen. Try their car and see will it run, Hiram,”he said quietly to the boy with the gray hat.

“What you got that gun for?”John Wesley asked.“What cha gonna do with that gun?”

“Lady,”the man said to the children's mother,“would you mind calling them children to sit down by you? Children make me nervous. I want all you all to sit down right together there where you're at.”

“What are you telling US what to do for?”June Star asked.

Behind them the line of woods gaped like a dark open mouth.“Come here,”said their mother.

“Look here now,”Bailey began suddenly,“we're in a predicament! We're in...”

The grandmother shrieked. She scrambled to her feet and stood staring.“You're The Misfit!”she said.“I recognized you at once.”

“Yes'm,”the man said, smiling slightly as if he were pleased in spite of himself to be known,“but it would have been better for all of you, lady, if you hadn't of reckernized me.”

Bailey turned his head sharply and said something to his mother that shocked even the children. The old lady began to cry and The Misfit reddened.

“Lady,”he said,“don't you get upset. Sometimes a man says things he don't mean. I don't reckon he meant to talk to you thataway.”

“You wouldn't shoot a lady, would you?”the grandmother said and removed a clean handkerchief from her cuff and began to slap at her eyes with it.

The Misfit pointed the toe of his shoe into the ground and made a little hole and then covered it up again.“I would hate to have to,”he said.

“Listen,”the grandmother almost screamed,“I know you're a good man. You don't look a bit like you have common blood. I know you must come from nice people!”

“Yes mam,”he said,“finest people in the world.”When he smiled he showed a row of strong white teeth.“God never made a finer woman than my mother and my daddy's heart was pure gold,”he said. The boy with the red sweat shirt had come around behind them and was standing with his gun at his hip. The Misfit squatted down on the ground.“Watch them children, Bobby Lee,”he said.“You know they make me nervous.”He looked at the six of them huddled together in front of him and he seemed to be embarrassed as if he couldn't think of anything to say.“Ain't a cloud in the sky,”he remarked, looking up at it.“Don't see no sun but don't see no cloud neither.”

“Yes, it's a beautiful day,”said the grandmother.“Listen,”she said,“you shouldn't call yourself The Misfit because 1 know you're a good man at heart. I can just look at you and tell.”

“Hush!”Bailey yelled.“Hush! Everybody shut up and let me handle this!”He was squatting in the position of a runner about to sprint forward but he didn't move.

“I pre-chate7
 that, lady,”The Misfit said and drew a little circle in the ground with the butt of his gun.

“It'll take a half a hour to fix this here car,”Hiram called, looking over the raised hood of it.

“Well, first you and Bobby Lee get him and that little boy to step over yonder with you,”The Misfit said, pointing to Bailey and John Wesley.“The boys want to ask you something,”he said to Bailey.“Would you mind stepping back in them woods there with them?”

“Listen,”Bailey began,“we're in a terrible predicament. Nobody realizes what this is,”his voice cracked. His eyes were as blue and intense as the parrots in his shirt and he remained perfectly still.

The grandmother reached up to adjust her hat brim as if she were going to the woods with him but it came off in her hand. She stood staring at it and after a second she let it fall on the ground. Hiram pulled Bailey up by the arm as if he were assisting an old man. John Wesley caught hold of his father's hand and Bobby Lee followed. They went off toward the woods and just as they reached the dark edge, Bailey turned and supporting himself against a gray naked pine trunk, he shouted,“I'll be back in a minute, Mamma, wait on me!”

“Come back this instant!”his mother shrilled but they all disappeared into the woods.

“Bailey Boy!”the grandmother called in a tragic voice but she found she was looking at The Misfit squatting on the ground in front of her.“1 just know you're a good man,”she said desperately.“You're not a bit common!”

“Nome, I ain't a good man,”The Misfit said after a second as if he had considered her statement carefully,“but I ain't the worst in the world neither. My daddy said I was different breed of dog from my brothers and sisters. ‘You know,’ Daddy said,‘it's some that can live their whole life out without asking about it and it's others has to know why it is, and this boy is one of the latters. He's going to be into everything!’”He put on his black hat and looked up suddenly and then away deep into the woods as if he were embarrassed again.“I'm sorry I don't have on a shirt before you ladies,”he said, hunching his shoulders slightly.“We buried our clothes that we had on when we escaped and we're just making do until we can get better. We borrowed these from some folks we met,”he explained.

“That's perfectly all right,”the grandmother said.“Maybe Bailey has an extra shirt in his suitcase.”

“I'll look and see terrectly8
 , ”The Misfit said.

“Where are they taking him?”the children's mother screamed.

“Daddy was a card9
 himself,”the Misfit said.“You couldn't put anything over him. He never got in trouble with the Authorities though. Just had the knack of handling them.”

“You could be honest too if you'd only try,”said the grandmother.“Think how wonderful it would be to settle down and live a comfortable life and not have to think about somebody chasing you all the time.”

The Misfit kept scratching in the ground with the butt of his gun as if he were thinking about it.“Yes'm, somebody is always after you,”he murmured.

The grandmother noticed how thin his shoulder blades were just behind his hat because she was standing up looking down on him.“Do you ever pray?”she asked.

He shook his head. All she saw was the black hat wiggle between his shoulder blades.“Nome,”he said.

There was a pistol shot from the woods, followed closely by another. Then silence. The old lady's head jerked around. She could hear the wind move through the tree tops like a long satisfied insuck of breath.“Bailey Boy!”she called.

“I was a gospel singer for a while,”The Misfit said.“I been most everything. Been in the arm service, both land and sea, at home and abroad, been twice married, been an undertaker, been with the railroads, plowed Mother Earth, been in a tornado, seen a man burnt alive oncet,”and he looked up at the children's mother and the little girl who were sitting close together, their faces white and their eyes glassy;“I even seen a woman flogged,”he said.

“Pray, pray,”the grandmother began,“pray, pray...”

“I never was a bad boy that I remember of,”The Misfit said in an almost dreamy voice,“but somewhere along the line I done something wrong and got sent to the penitentiary. I was buried alive,”and he looked up and held her attention to him by a steady stare.

“That's when you should have started to pray,”she said.“What did you do to get sent to the penitentiary that first time?”

“Turn to the right, it was a wall,”The Misfit said, looking up again at the cloudless sky.“Turn to the left, it was a wall. Look up it was a ceiling, look down it was a floor. I forgot what I done, lady. I set there and set there, trying to remember what it was I done and I ain't recalled it to this day. Oncet in a while, I would think it was coming to me, but it never come.”

“Maybe they put you in by mistake,”the old lady said vaguely.

“Nome,”he said.“It wasn't no mistake. They had the papers on me.”

“You must have stolen something,”she said.

The Misfit sneered slightly.“Nobody had nothing I wanted,”he said.“It was a head-doctor at the penitentiary said what I had done was kill my daddy but I known that for a lie. My daddy died in nineteen ought nineteen of the epidemic flu10
 and I never had a thing to do with it. He was buried in the Mount Hopewell Baptist churchyard and you can go there and see for yourself.”

“If you would pray,”the old lady said,“Jesus would help you.”

“That's right,”The Misfit said.

“Well then, why don't you pray?”she asked trembling with delight suddenly.

“I don't want no hep,”he said.“I'm doing all right by myself.”

Bobby Lee and Hiram came ambling back from the woods. Bobby Lee was dragging a yellow shirt with bright blue parrots in it.

“Throw me that shin, Bobby Lee,”The Misfit said. The shirt came flying at him and landed on his shoulder and he put it on. The grandmother couldn't name what the shirt reminded her of.“No, lady,”The Misfit said while he was buttoning it up.“I found out the crime don't matter. You can do one thing or you can do another, kill a man or take a tire off his car, because sooner or later you're going to forget what it was you done and just be punished for it.”

The children's mother had begun to make heaving noises as if she couldn't get her breath.

“Lady,”he asked,“would you and that little girl like to step off yonder with Bobby Lee and Hiram and join your husband?”

“Yes, thank you,”the mother said faintly. Her left arm dangled helplessly and she was holding the baby, who had gone to sleep, in the other.“Hep that lady up, Hiram,”The Misfit said as she struggled to climb out of the ditch,“and Bobby Lee, you hold onto that little girl's hand.”

“I don't want to hold hands with him,”June Star said.“He reminds me of a pig.”

The fat boy blushed and laughed and caught her by the arm and pulled her off into the woods after Hiram and her mother.

Alone with The Misfit, the grandmother found that she had lost her voice. There was not a cloud in the sky nor any sun. There was nothing around her but woods. She wanted to tell him that he must pray. She opened and closed her mouth several times before anything came out. Finally she found herself saying,“Jesus, Jesus,”meaning Jesus will help you, but the way she was saying it, it sounded as if she might be cursing.

“Yes'm,”The Misfit said as if he agreed.“Jesus thown everything off balance. It was the same case with Him as with me except He hadn't committed any crime and they could prove I had committed one because they had the papers on me. Of course,”he said,“they never shown me my papers. That's why I sign myself now. I said long ago, you get you a signature and sign everything you do and keep a copy of it. Then you'll know what you done and you can hold up the crime to the punishment and see do they match and in the end you'll have something to prove you ain't been treated right. I call myself The Misfit,”he said,“because I can't make what all I done wrong fit what all I gone through in punishment.”

There was a piercing scream from the woods, followed closely by a pistol report.“Does it seem right to you, lady, that one is punished a heap and another ain't punished at all?”

“Jesus!”the old lady cried.“You've got good blood! I know you wouldn't shoot a lady! I know you come from nice people! Pray! Jesus, you ought not to shoot a lady. I'll give you all the money I've got!”

“Lady,”The Misfit said, looking beyond her far into the woods,“there never was a body that give the undertaker a tip.”

There were two more pistol reports and the grandmother raised her head like a parched old turkey hen crying for water and called,“Bailey Boy, Bailey Boy!”as if her heart would break.

“Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead,”The Misfit continued,“and He shouldn't have done it. He thrown everything off balance. If He did what He said, then it's nothing for you to do but throw away everything and follow Him, and if He didn't, then it's nothing for you to do but enjoy the few minutes you got left the best way you can—by killing somebody or burning down his house or doing some other meanness to him. No pleasure but meanness,”he said and his voice had become almost a snarl.

“Maybe He didn't raise the dead,”the old lady mumbled, not knowing what she was saying and feeling so dizzy that she sank down in the ditch with her legs twisted under her.

“I wasn't there so I can't say He didn't,”The Misfit said.“I wisht I had of been there,”he said, hitting the ground with his fist.“It ain't right I wasn't there because if I had of been there I would of known. Listen lady,”he said in a high voice,“if I had of been there I would of known and I wouldn't be like I am now.”His voice seemed about to crack and the grandmother's head cleared for an instant. She saw the man's face twisted close to her own as if he were going to cry and she murmured,“Why you're one of my babies. You're one of my own children!”She reached out and touched him on the shoulder. The Misfit sprang back as if a snake had bitten him and shot her three times, through the chest. Then he put his gun down on the ground and took off his glasses and began to clean them.

Hiram and Bobby Lee returned from the woods and stood over the ditch, looking down at the grandmother who half sat and half lay in a puddle of blood with her legs crossed under her like a child's and her face smiling up at the cloudless sky.

Without his glasses, The Misfit's eyes were red-rimmed and pale and defenseless-looking.“Take her off and throw her where you thrown the others,”he said, picking up the cat that was rubbing itself against his leg.

“She was a talker, wasn't she?”Bobby Lee said, sliding down the ditch with a yodel.

“She would of been a good woman,”The Misfit said,“if it had been somebody there to shoot her every minute of her life.”

“Some fun!”Bobby Lee said.

“Shut up, Bobby Lee,”The Misfit said.“It's no real pleasure in life.”

Notes:

1. Federal Pen: short for the Federal Penitentiary

2. Stone Mountain: Stone Mountain, Georgia, some sixteen miles east of Atlanta, at over 700 feet is the largest stone mountain in North America. Sculptured into its side are the figures of Civil War heroes Jefferson Davis, Robert E. Lee, and Stonewall Jackson, further making Stone Mountain a tourist attraction.

3. pickaninny:〈offensive〉a small black child, also spelt as piccaninny

4. britches:〈informal〉trousers extending to or just below the knee. Also spelt as breeches.

5. nickelodeon: a player piano or a juke box operated by the insertion of a nickel in the slot.

6. oncet: once

7. pre-chate: appreciate

8. terrectly: directly

9. card:〈humorously〉person who is queer or amusing

10. in nineteen ought nineteen of the epidemic flu: it refers to the epidemic flu between 1918～1919, during which about 500,000 people died of it in the US.

作品简评

《好人难寻》讲述了贝利一家在老祖母的坚持下驱车前往田纳西州，途中因道路崎岖翻了车，他们就请路过的一辆车上的人帮忙。老祖母认出车上下来的人中有被通缉、绰号为“不合适宜的人”的越狱逃犯，并脱口道出他的名字，于是一家人惨遭杀害。

在其不少作品中，奥康纳论及“受天惠的时刻”（moment of grace），《好人难寻》也不例外。故事中老祖母和逃犯曾就“谁是好人”、“什么是犯罪”等社会价值、人生意义和宗教信仰等问题进行辩论。老祖母在听了逃犯的不幸遭遇和所受的不公正待遇后，深感同情，意识到存在于他们之间的人性纽带。这一刻是她受天惠的时刻，超越了原来狭隘的自我。

“不合适宜的人”是奥康纳笔下典型运用暴力的畸人。他以疯狂杀戮的暴力方式报复待他不公的社会。奥康纳认为，人的精神生活本身就是信仰和理智、道德与败坏、卑微与骄傲之间的一场激烈斗争，外界的暴力正是他们内心冲突的外在表现。人若想获救，只有通过暴力，因为只有暴力才能使人回到现实，为他们受天惠的时刻作好准备。

Questions for Discussion

1. What do you understand to be Flannery O'Connor's opinion of the grandmother? What conventional, social and religious values does the grandmother represent? How are they exposed in the story?

2. Summarize the character of The Misfit. What does he represent? What kind of philosophy does he convey in his justifying his actions? What does he mean when he says that Jesus“thrown everything off balance”?

3. Explain the function of the other family members in the story. Through her description of the grandmother and her family members, what kind of tone does O'Connor create in the story?

4. Which parts of the story are realistic and which parts are fanciful or improbable? What is accomplished by the mixture of realistic and unrealistic elements?

5. What is the theme of the story? What attitudes does O'Connor reveal towards“good and evil”?
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第五节　托尼·莫里森（Toni Morrison, 1931～）

作者及作品简介
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托尼·莫里森原名克洛艾·安东尼·沃福德，生于美国中西部俄亥俄州。以优异成绩从高中毕业后，她获得奖学金进入专为黑人开办的霍华德大学学习，暑假随学校剧团到南方巡回演出。南方之行使她对种族问题有了更深刻的了解。在大学期间改名托尼。她1953年获得文学学士学位；1955年获康耐尔大学英语硕士学位。毕业后回康耐尔大学执教直到1964年。1957年与建筑师哈罗德·莫里森结婚，并生两子。这次婚姻以失败告终。她辞去教职应聘到兰登书屋任编辑达20年之久，承担了反映黑人生活经历作品的编辑工作。后离开兰登，现为美国普林斯顿大学英美文学教授。

1993年，莫里森荣获诺贝尔文学奖，成为美国文学史上第一个获此殊荣的黑人作家，世界文学史上获此殊荣的第二个美国女作家（另外一个是美国女作家赛珍珠）。获奖之后的莫里森引起了世界的广泛关注和浓厚兴趣。

莫里森创作的作品主要有《最蓝的眼睛》（The Bluest Eye
 , 1970）、《秀拉》（Sula
 , 1973）、《所罗门之歌》（The Song of Solomon
 , 1975）；《柏油娃娃》（Tar Baby
 , 1981）；《心爱的》（Beloved
 , 1987）；《爵士乐》（Jazz
 , 1992）。在小说创作的同时，她还撰写了大量的评论文章。她最重要的评论文集《游戏于黑暗之中：白色与文学想象力》（Playing in the Dark: Whiteness and the Literary Imagination
 ）也于1992年面世。

莫里森在自己的创作中始终把笔触对准生活在黑白双重文化冲突中的黑人，表现出她对自己民族文化传统的关注和强烈的民族感情。但与前辈黑人作家不同的是，莫里森的作品中不仅鲜见黑白直接冲突，而且很少有白人人物出现。她的文学创作超越了早期黑人文学对种族歧视制度的抗议，而转向对黑人本身和黑人心灵的探索，着墨于对黑人文化遗产和黑人心路历程的探索。黑人，尤其是黑人女性如何在两种文化价值观的夹缝中发现自己、掌握自己，如何继承黑人本民族的文化遗产是莫里森小说创作一贯的主题。

莫里森的作品不仅有着深刻的社会性和思想性，还有别具一格的艺术风格。她的作品不仅语言优美，而且带有浓郁的本民族特色。黑人的词汇、比喻、意象、象征在她的小说中比比皆是。更为突出的是，莫里森成功地运用了黑人带有神话色彩的古老民间传说、口头文学以及魔幻情节来渲染人物和故事，这种黑人文学风格增强了她作品的艺术感染力。与此同时，她也注意博采现代文学大师之长，对一些现代派手法如意识流、对人物心理的探索、象征隐喻手法的运用、多层面的叙事风格等作了成功的尝试。莫里森最引人注目的写作特点是她打破了小说的传统创作模式，混淆了现实与虚构、历史与神话的界限，有意制造时序与空间的跳跃与变位，使自己的作品有一种朦胧感和神秘感，因而具有独特的艺术魅力。

莫里森的视角新颖，颇具启发性。她的文学成就使美国黑人文学、乃至美国文学的发展达到又一新的高度。莫里森帮助我们进一步了解了黑人民族，而她所涉及的种种主题，诸如文化冲突、价值定位、个人与社区、个人与历史的关系等等也是生活在这个地球上所有民族和种族所面对的问题。莫里森不仅属于黑人民族和美国人民，她也属于世界人民。

作品选读

The Song of Solomon: Chapter 15

The fan belt didn't last long enough for him to get to the next gasoline station. It broke on the edge of a little town called Jistann, the needle trembling at H. Milkman sold it to the tow-truck man for twenty dollars and caught the first bus out. It was probably best that way, for over the humming wheels, his legs folded in the little space in front of his seat, he had time to come down from the incredible high that had begun as soon as he slammed the Byrd woman's1
 door.

He couldn't get back to Shalimar2
 fast enough, and when he did get there, dusty and dirty from the run, he leaped into the car and drove to Sweet's3
 house. He almost broke her door down.“I want to swim!”he shouted.“Come on, let's go swimming. I'm dirty and I want waaaaater!”

Sweet smiled and said she'd give him a bath.

“Bath! You think I'd put myself in that tight little porcelain box? I need the sea! The whole goddam sea!”Laughing, hollering, he ran over to her and picked her up at the knees and ran around the room with her over his shoulder.“The sea! I have to swim in the sea. Don' t give me no itty bitty teeny tiny tub, girl. I need the whole entire complete deep blue sea!”

He stood her on her feet.“Don' t you all swim around here?”

“Over at the quarry is where the kids go sometimes.”

“Quarry? You all don't have no sea? No ocean?”

“Naw; this hill country.”

“Hill country. Mountain country. Flying country.”

“A man was here to see you.”

“Oh, yeah? That would be Mr. Guitar Bains4
 . ”

“He didn't give his name.”

“He don't have to! He' s Guitar Bains. Gitar, Gitar, Gitar Bains!”Milkman did a little dance and Sweet covered her mouth, laughing.

“Come on, Sweet, tell me where the sea is.”

“They some water comin down below the ridge on the other side. Real deep; wide too.”

“Then let's go! Come on!”He grabbed her arm and pulled her out to the car. He sang all the way:“Solomon'n Ryna Belali Shalut'...”

“Where you learn that?”She asked him.“That's a game we used to play when we was little.”

“Of course you did. Everybody did. Everybody but me. But I can play it now. It's my game now.”

The river in the valley was wide and green. Milkman took off his clothes, climbed a tree and dived into the water. He surfaced like a bullet, iridescent, grinning, splashing water.“Come on. Take them clothes off and come on in here.”

“Naw. I don' t wanna swim.”

“Come in here, girl!”

“Water moccasins in there.”

“Fuck' em. Get in here. Hurry up!”

She stepped out of her shoes, pulled her dress over her head and was ready. Milkman reached up for her as she came timidly down the bank, slipping, stumbling, laughing at her own awkwardness, then squealing as the cold river water danced up her legs, her hips, her waist. Milkman pulled her close and kissed her mouth, ending the kiss with a determined effort to pull her under the water. She fought him.“Oh, my hair! My hair's gonna get wet.”

“No it ain't,”he said, and poured a handful right in the middle of her scalp. Wiping her eyes, spluttering water, she turned to wade out, shrieking all the way.“Okay, okay,”he bellowed.“Leave me. Leave me in here by myself. I don' t care. I'll play with the water moccasins.”And he began to whoop and dive and splash and turn.“He could fly! You hear me? My great-granddaddy could fly! Goddam!”He whipped the water with his fists, then jumped straight up as though he too could take off, and landed on his back and sank down, his mouth and eyes full water. Up again. Still pounding, leaping, diving.“The son of a bitch could fly! You hear me, Sweet? That motherfucker could fly! Could fly! He didn't need no airplane. Didn't need no fucking tee double you ay. He could fly his own self!”

“Who you talkin 'bout?”Sweet was lying on her side, her cheek cupped in her hand.

“Solomon, that's who.”

“Oh, him.”She laughed.“You belong to that tribe of niggers?”She thought he was drunk.

“Yeah. That tribe. That flyin motherfuckin tribe. Oh, man! He didn't need no airplane. He just took off; got fed up. All the way up
 ! No more cotton! No more bales! No more orders! No more shit! He flew, baby. Lifted his beautiful black ass up in the sky and flew on home. Can you dig it? Jesus God, that must have been something to see. And you know what else? He tried to take his baby boy with him. My grandfather. Wow! Woooee! Guitar! You hear that? Guitar, my great-granddaddy could flyyyyyy and the whole damn town is named after him. Tell him, Sweet. Tell him my great-granddaddy could fly.”

“Where'd he go, Macon?”

“Back to Africa. Tell Guitar he went back to Africa.”

“Who'd he leave behind?”

“Everybody! He left everybody down on the ground and he sailed on off like a black eagle. ‘O-o-o-o-o-o Solomon done fly, Solomon done gone Solomon cut across the sky, Solomon gone home!’”He could hardly wait to get home. To tell his father, Pilate; and he would love to see Reverend Cooper and his friends.“You think Macon Dead was something? Huh. Let me tell you about his daddy. You ain't heard nothin yet.”

Milkman turned in his seat and tried to stretch his legs. It was morning. He'd changed buses three times and was now speeding home on the last leg of his trip. He looked out the window. Far away from Virginia, fall had already come. Ohio, Indiana, Michigan were dressed up like the Indian warriors from whom their names came. Blood red and yellow, ocher and ice blue.

He read the road signs with interest now, wondering what lay beneath the names. The Algonquins had named the territory he lived in Great Water, michi gami
 . How many dead lives and fading memories were buried in and beneath the names of the places in this country. Under the recorded names were other names, just as“Macon Dead,”recorded for all time in some dusty file, hid from view the real names of people, places, and things. Names that had meaning. No wonder Pilate put hers in her ear. When you know your name, you should hang on to it, for unless it is noted down and remembered, it will die when you do. Like the street he lived on, recorded as Mains Avenue, but called Not Doctor Street by the Negroes in memory of his grandfather, who was the first colored man of consequence in that city. Never mind that he probably didn't deserve their honor—they knew what kind of man he was: arrogant, color-struck, snobbish. They didn't care about that. They were paying their respect to whatever it was that made him bea doctor in the first place, when the odds were that he'd be a yardman all of his life. So they named a street after him. Pilate had taken a rock from every state she had lived in—because she had lived there. And having lived there, it was hers—and his, and his father's, his grandfather's, his grandmother's. Not Doctor Street, Solomon's Leap, Ryna's Gulch, Shalimar, Virginia.

He closed his eyes and thought of the black men in Shalimar, Roanoke, Petersburg, Newport News, Danville, in the Blood Bank, on Darling Street, in the pool halls, the barbershops. Their names. Names they got from yearnings, gestures, flaws, events, mistakes, weaknesses. Names that bore witness. Macon Dead, Sing Byrd, Crowell Byrd, Pilate, Reba, Hagar, Magdalene, First Corinthians, Milkman, Guitar; Railroad Tommy, Hospital Tommy, Empire State (he just stood around and swayed）, Small boy, Sweet, Circe, Moon, Nero, Humpty-Dumpty, Blue Boy, Scandinavia, Quack-Quack, Jericho,Spoonbread, Ice Man, Dough Belly, Rocky River, Gray Eye, Cock-a-Doodle-Doo, Cool Breeze, Muddy Waters, Pinetop, Jelly Roll, Fats, Lead-belly, Bo Diddley, Cat-Iron, Peg-Leg, Son, Shortstuff, Smokey Babe, Funny Papa, bukka, Pink, Bull Moose, B.B., T-Bone, Black Ace, Lemon, Washboard, Gatemouth, Cleanhead, Tampa Red, Juice Boy, Shine, Staggerlee, Jim the Devil, Fuck-up, and Dat Nigger.

Angling out from these thoughts of names was one more—the one that whispered in the spinning wheels of the bus:“Guitar is biding his time. Guitar is biding his time. Your day has come. Your day has come. Guitar is biding his time. Guitar is a very good Day. Guitar is a very good Day. A very good Day, a very good Day, and biding, biding his time.”

In the seventy-five-dollar car, and here on the big Greyhound, Milkman felt safe. But there were days and days ahead. Maybe if Guitar was back in the city now, among familiar surroundings, Milkman could defuse him. And certainly, in time, he would discover his foolishness. There was no gold. And although things would never be the same between them, at least the man-hunt would be over.

Even as he phrased the thought in his mind, Milkman knew it was not so. Either Guitar's disappointment with the gold that was not there was so deep it had deranged him, or his“work”had done it. Or maybe he simply allowed himself to feel about Milkman what he had always felt about Macon Dead and the Honoré crowd. In any case, he had snatched the first straw, limp and wet as it was, to prove to himself the need to kill Milkman. The Sunday-school girls deserved better than to be avenged by that hawk-headed raven-skinned Sunday man who included in his blood sweep four innocent white girls and one innocent black man.

Perhaps that's what all human relationships boiled down to: Would you save my life? or would you take it?

“Everybody wants a black man's life.”

Yeah. And black men were not excluded. With two exceptions, everybody he was close to seemed to prefer him out of his life. And the two exceptions were both women, both black, both old. From the beginning, his mother and Pilate had fought for his life, and he had never so much as made either of them a cup of tea.

Would you save my life or would you take it? Guitar was exceptional. To both questions he could answer yes.

“Should I go home first, or go to Pilate's first?”Out in the street, late at night with autumn air blowing cold off the lake, he tried to make up his mind. He was so eager for the sight of Pilate's face when he told her what he knew, he decided to see her first. He'd have a long time at his own house. He took a taxi to Darling Street, paid the driver, and bounded up the stairs. He pushed the door open and saw her standing over a tub of water, rinsing out the green bottles she used for her wine.

“Pilate!”he shouted.“Have I got stuff to tell you!”

She turned around. Milkman opened his arms wide so he could hold all of her in a warm embrace.“Come here, sweetheart,”he said, grinning. She came and broke a wet green bottle over his head.

When he came to, he was lying on his side in the cellar. He opened one eye and considered the option of not coming to a little while more. For a long time now he knew that anything could appear to be something else, and probably was. Nothing could be taken for granted. Women who loved you tried to cut your throat, while women who didn't even know your name scrubbed your back. Witches could sound like Katharine Hepburn and your best friend could try to strangle you. Smack in the middle of an orchid there might be a blob of jello and inside a Mickey Mouse doll, a fixed and radiant star.

So he lay on the cool damp floor of the cellar and tried to figure out what he was doing there. What did Pilate knock him out for? About the theft of her sack of bones? No. She'd come to his rescue immediately. What could it be, what else could he have done that would turn her against him? Then he knew. Hagar5
 . Something had happened to Hagar. Where was she? Had she run off? Was she sick or... Hagar was dead. The cords of his neck tightened. How? In Guitar's room, did she...?

What difference did it make? He had hurt her, left her, and now she was dead—he was certain of it. He had left her. While he dreamt of flying, Hagar was dying. Sweet's silvery voice came back to him:“Who'd he leave behind?”He left Ryna behind and twenty children. Twenty-one, since he dropped the one he tried to take with him. And Ryna had thrown herself all over the ground, lost her mind, and was still crying in a ditch. Who looked after those twenty children? Jesus Christ, he left twenty-one children! Guitar and the Days chose never to have children. Shalimar left his, but it was the children who sang about it and kept the story of his leaving alive.

Milkman rolled his head back and forth on the cellar floor. It was his fault, and Pilate knew it. She had thrown him in the cellar. What, he wondered, did she plan to do with him? Then he knew that too. Knew what Pilate's version of punishment was when somebody took another person's life. Hagar. Something of Hagar's must be nearby. Pilate would put him someplace near something that remained of the life he had taken, so he could have it. She would abide by this commandment from her father herself, and make him do it too.“You just can't fly on off and leave a body.”

Suddenly Milkman began to laugh. Curled up like a Polish sausage, a rope cutting his wrists, he laughed.

“Pilate!”he called.“Pilate! That's not what he meant. Pilate! He didn't mean that. He wasn't talking about the man in the cave. Pilate! He was talking about himself. His own father flew away. He was the ‘body.’ The body you shouldn't fly off and leave. Pilate! Pilate! Come here. Let me tell you what your father said. Pilate, he didn't even tell you to sing, Pilate. He was calling for his wife—your mother. Pilate! Get me out of here!”

Light exploded in his face. The cellar door opened over his head. Pilate's feet appeared on the stone steps, and paused.

“Pilate,”said Milkman, softly now,“that's not what he meant. I know what he meant. Come, let me tell you. And Pilate, those bones. They're not that white man's bones. He probably didn't even die. I went there. I saw. He wasn't there and the gold wasn't there either. Somebody found it and found him too. They must have, Pilate. Long before you got there. But, Pilate...”

She descended a few steps.

“Pilate?”

She came all the way down and he looked in her eyes and at her still mouth.“Pilate, your father's body floated up out of the grave you all dug for him. One month later it floated up. The Butlers, somebody, put his body in the cave. Wolves didn't drag the white man to the front of the cave and prop him on a rock. That was your father you found. You've been carrying your father's bones—all this time.”

“Papa?”She whispered.

“Yes. And, Pilate, you have to bury him. He wants you to bury him. Back where he belongs. On Solomon's Leap.”

“Papa?”she asked again.

Milkman did not speak; he watched her long fingers travel up her dress, to rest like the wing of a starling on her face.“I've been carryin Papa?”Pilate moved toward Milkman, stopped and looked at him for a while. Then her eyes turned to a rickety wooden table that stood against the stone wall of the cellar. It was in a part of the room so dark he had not even seen it. She walked over to the table and lifted from it a green-and-white shoe box, its cover held down with a rubber band.“Joyce,”it said on the box.“Thank heaven for little Joyce heels.”

“If I bury Papa, I guess I ought to bury this too—somewhere.”She looked back at Milkman.

“No,”he said.“No. Give it here.”

When he went home that evening, he walked into the house on Not Doctor Street with almost none of the things he'd taken with him. But he returned with a box of Hagar's hair. She wouldn't set foot on an airplane, so he drove. She seemed happy now. Her lips mobile again, she sat next to him in Macon's Buick, a mink stole Reba had won wrapped around her shoulders over her old black dress. The knit cap was pulled down on her forehead and her shoes still had no laces. Every now and then she glanced at the back seat to check on the sack. Peace circled her.

Milkman felt it too. His return to Not Doctor Street was not the triumph he'd hoped it would be, but there was relief in his mother's crooked smile. And Lena, though unforgiving as ever, was civil to him, since Corinthians had moved to a small house in Southside, which she shared with Porter. The Seven Days, Milkman guessed would be looking for a new recruit, as they had to when Robert Smith jumped off the roof of Mercy. But there were long rambling talks with his father, who could not hear it enough—the“boys”who remembered him in Danville; his mother' s running off with his father; the story about his father and his grandfather. He wasn't a bit interested in the flying part, but he liked the story and the fact that places were named for his people. Milkman softened his description of Circe, saying simply that she was alive, and taking care of the dogs.

“I ought maybe to take me a trip down there,”said Macon.

“Virginia?”Milkman asked him.

“Danville. I ought to go by and see some of those boys before these legs stop moving. Let Freddie pick up the rents, maybe.”

It was nice. No reconciliation took place between Pilate and Macon (although he seemed pleased to know that they were going to bury their father in Virginia）, and relations between Ruth and Macon were the same and would always be. Just as the consequences of Milkman's own stupidity would remain, and regret would always outweigh the things he was proud of having done. Hagar was dead and he had not loved her one bit. And Guitar was...somewhere.

In Shalimar there was general merriment at his quick return, and Pilate blended into the population like a stick of butter in a churn. They stayed with Omar' s family, and on the second and last evening, Milkman and Pilate walked up the road to the path that led to Solomon's Leap. It was the higher of two outcroppings of rock. Both flat-headed, both looking over a deep valley. Pilate carried the sack, Milkman a small shovel. It was a long way to the top, but neither stopped for breath. At the very top, on the plateau, the trees that could stand the wind at that height were few. They looked a long time for an area of earth among the rock faces large enough for the interment. When they found one, Pilate squatted down and opened the sack while Milkman dug. A deep sigh escaped from the sack and the wind turned chill. Ginger, a spicy sugared ginger smell, enveloped them. Pilate laid the bones carefully into the small grave. Milkman heaped dirt over them and packed it down with the back of his shovel.

“Should we put a rock or a cross on it?”Milkman asked.

Pilate shook her head. She reached up and yanked her earring from her ear, splitting the lobe. Then she made a little hole with her fingers and placed in it Sing' s snuffbox with the single word Jake ever wrote. She stood up then, and it seemed to Milkman that he heard the shot after she fell. He dropped to his knees and cradled her lolling head in the crook of his arm, barking at her,“You hurt? You hurt, Pilate?”

She laughed softly and he knew right away that she was reminded of the day he first met her and said the most stupid thing there was to say.

The twilight had thickened and all around them it was getting dark. Milkman moved his hand over her chest and stomach, trying to find the place where she might be hit.“Pilate? You okay?”He couldn't make out her eyes. His hand under her head was sweating like a fountain.“Pilate?”

She sighed.“Watch Reba for me.”And then,“I wish I'd a knowed more people. I would of loved 'em all. If I'd a knowed more, I would a loved more.”

Milkman bent low to see her face and saw darkness staining his hand. Not sweat, but blood oozing from her neck down into his cupped hand. He pressed his fingers against the skin as if to force the life back in her, back into the place it was escaping from. But that only made it flow faster. Frantically he thought of tourniquets and could even hear the rip of cloth he should have been tearing. He shifted his weight and was about to lay her down, the better to wrap her wound, when she spoke again.

“Sing,”she said.“Sing a little somethin for me.”

Milkman knew no songs, and had no singing voice that anybody would want to hear, but he couldn't ignore the urgency in her voice. Speaking the words without the least bit of a tune, he sang for the lady.“Sugargirl don' t leave me here / Cotton balls to choke me / Sugargirl don't leave me here / Buckra's arms to yoke me.”The blood was not pulsing out any longer and there was something black and bubbly in her mouth. Yet when she moved her head a little to gaze at something behind his shoulder, it took a while for him to realize that she was dead. And when he did, he could not stop the worn old words from coming, louder and louder as though sheer volume would wake her. He woke only the birds, who shuddered off into the air. Milkman laid her head down on the rock. Two of the birds circled round them. One dived into the new grave and scooped something shiny in its beak before it flew away.

Now he knew why he loved her so. Without ever leaving the ground, she could fly.“There must be another one like you,”he whispered to her.“There's got to be at least one more woman like you.”

Even as he knelt over her, he knew there wouldn't be another mistake; that the minute he stood up Guitar would try to blow his head off. He stood up.

“Guitar!”he shouted.

Tar tar tar, said the hills.

“Over here, brother man! Can you see me?”Milkman cupped his mouth with one hand and waved the other over his head.

“Here I am!”


Am am am am
 , said the rocks.

“You want me? Huh? You want my life?”


Life life life life
 .

Squatting on the edge of the other flat-headed rock with only the night to cover him, Guitar smiled over the barrel of his rifle.“My man,”he murmured to himself.“My main man.”He put the rifle on the ground and stood up.

Milkman stopped waving and narrowed his eyes. He could just make out Guitar's head and shoulders in the dark.“You want my life?”Milkman was not shouting now.“You need it? Here.”Without wiping away the tears, taking a deep breath, or even bending his knees—he leaped. As fleet and bright as a lodestar he wheeled toward Guitar and it did not matter which one of them would give up his ghost in the killing arms of his brother. For now he knew what Shalimar knew: If you surrendered to the air, you could ride
 it.

Notes:

1. Byrd woman: tribeswoman of Milkman's grandmother, who provided information enough for Milkman to trace the origin of his family.

2. Shalimar: the name of the last town of Milkman's journey, looking for the roots of the family.

3. Sweet: a black prostitute Milkman came across while he was searching for the family history.

4. Guitar: Milkman's friend, who belonged to the radical group“the Seven Days”.

5. Hagar: Milkman's ex-love, granddaughter of Milkman's aunt Pilate.

作品简评

《所罗门之歌》是1993年诺贝尔文学奖得主、美国黑人女作家托尼·莫里森的第三部长篇小说。在这部小说中，作家通过对主人公绰号为“奶娃”的美国黑人男青年的刻画，向人们展示了生活在富裕的物质社会中、在无处不充斥着白人文化的氛围中以及在这种以白人为主的所谓“主流文化”的熏陶下，美国黑人年轻一代经历的思想成长过程。

小说着重描写了“奶娃”的两次南方之行。通过他的寻根之旅，“奶娃”发现了自己家族的来龙去脉，也就是本民族的历史文化。他重新认识了自己，认识了自己的民族，找到了自己的文化和精神归属，从而唤醒了自己和同胞的民族尊严感和自信心，使人看到美国黑人民族的希望。

1974年莫里森这样说道：“我们（黑人）所要做的，就是重新认识自己。我们要了解我们的昨天，了解昨天是为了今天。”莫里森的这段话道出了《所罗门之歌》的主题：人只有了解自己的文化传统遗产才能更好地了解自我，使自己的生活更有意义。

Questions for Discussion

1. What is the significance of understanding names in Shalimar?

2. Why did Pilate, Milkman's father and Milkman return to Shalimar?

3. Who killed Pilate? Why?

4. How do you understand the last sentence of this chapter?

Suggested Reading List
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第六节　谭恩美（Amy Tan, 1952～）

作者及作品简介

[image: 317]


如果说莫里森的创作成为黑人文学的一座高峰，那么华裔文学也以其独特的文化视角开始在美国文坛崭露头角。金斯敦等华裔作家通过描绘美国华人的经历，对他们的复杂的心态进行了深刻的探索，反映了中美两种文化的碰撞与融合。华人如何在双重文化环境中寻求自我属性是这些作家所关注的一个中心问题。同其他少数民族的女作家相似，华裔作家的创作一般有较强的自传色彩，并以反映少数民族妇女反抗种族和性别双重压迫为主要特点，比如金斯敦等。

然而，谭恩美却是位略微不同的美籍华裔女作家，除上述问题外，她最关注的、最具代表性的主题还有来自中国的母亲和她们在美国生长的女儿两代人之间的误会和沟通。这种误会和沟通象征着中美两种文化的冲突和融合。

谭恩美出生于美国加利福尼亚，父母都是来自中国的移民。她的少年时光伴随着太多的痛苦和挫折感。她靠奖学金和业余打工完成学业，于1973年取得文学学士学位。1974年结婚后，又拿到语言专业硕士学位，并在加州大学攻读博士学位。1976年，她的一位挚友被谋杀，这件事勾起了她少年时梦魇般的挫折感和对社会的愤怒，她决定退学以示抗议。

她的创作生涯始于1987年。一家出版社买下了她的短篇小说《游戏规则》（Rules of Game
 ）和一部长篇小说的提纲。四个月后，她完成了这个故事，即她的成名作《喜福会》（The Joy Luck Club
 , 1989）。这本书因从中国人的独特视角细腻而传神地刻画了母女关系而使她成为美国文学界一颗新星，作品荣登《纽约时报》1989年春季的畅销书排行榜。

1991年谭恩美出版了第二部长篇《灶王之妻》（The Kitchen God's Wife
 ），叙述了女主人公温尼与女儿珍珠之间的故事。

谭恩美于1992年和1994年分别出版了儿童故事书《月亮仙子》（The Moon Lady
 ）和《中国暹罗猫》（The Chinese Siamese Cat
 ）。1996年出版小说《一百种秘密感觉》（The 100 Secret Senses
 ）又一次成为一本畅销书。这本书中，谭恩美仍然着力于表现母女之间的矛盾和最终和解。她试图通过挖掘中国的历史来探索美籍华人独特的心路历程形成的根源。

通过这些作品的创作，谭不仅更深刻地理解了母亲和自己，也懂得了如何正确地看待文化、种族等方面的异同，从而消除亚裔的自卑心理，坦然地面对美国社会与文化。谭恩美的小说创作在一定程度上起到了推动美国亚裔文学的作用。她在文学创作上的成功被一些人称为“谭恩美现象”。

作品选读

The Joy Luck Club: Chapter 16

A Pair of Tickets

The minute our train leaves the Hong Kong border and enters Shenzhen, China, I feel different. I can feel the skin on my forehead tingling, my blood rushing through a new course, my bones aching with a familiar old pain. And I think, my mother was right. I am becoming Chinese.

“Cannot be helped,”my mother said when I was fifteen and vigorously denied that I had any Chinese whatsoever below my skin. I was a sophomore at Galileo High1
 in San Francisco, and all my Caucasian2
 friends agreed: I was about as Chinese as they were. But my mother had studied at a famous nursing school in Shanghai, and she said she knew all about genetics. So there was no doubt in her mind, whether I agreed or not: once you are born Chinese, you cannot help but feel and think Chinese.

“Someday you will see,”said my mother.“It's in your blood, waiting to be let go.”

And when she said this, I saw myself transforming like a werewolf3
 , a mutant tag of DNA4
 suddenly triggered, replicating itself insidiously into a syndrome5
 , a cluster of telltale Chinese behavior, all those things my mother did to embarrass me—haggling with store owners, pecking her mouth with a toothpick in public, being color-blind to the fact that lemon yellow and pale pink are not good combinations for winter clothes.

But today I realized I've never really known what it means to be Chinese. I am thirty-six years old. My mother is dead and I am on a train, carrying with me her dreams of coming home. I am going to China.

We are going to Guangzhou, my seventy-two-year-old father, Canning Woo, and I, where we will visit his aunt, whom he has not seen since he was ten years old. And I don't know whether it's the prospect of seeing his aunt or if it's because he's back in China, but now he looks like he's a young boy, so innocent and happy I want to button his sweater and pat his head. We are sitting across from each other, separated by a little table with two cold cups of tea. For the first time I can ever remember, my father has tears in his eyes, and all he is seeing out the train window is a sectioned field of yellow, green, and brown, a narrow canal flanking the tracks, low rising hills, and three people in blue jackets riding an ox-driven cart on this early October morning. And I can't help myself. I also have misty eyes, as if I had seen this long, long time ago, and had almost forgotten.

In less than three hours, we will be in Guangzhou, which my guidebook tells me is how one properly refers to Canton these days. It seems all the cities I have heard of, except Shanghai, have changed their spellings. I think they are saying China has changed in other ways as well. Chungking is Chongqing. And Kweilin is Guilin. I have looked these names up, because after we see my father's aunt in Guangzhou, we will catch a plane to Shanghai, where I will meet my two half-sisters for the first time.

They are mother's twin daughters from her first marriage, little babies she was forced to abandon on a road as she was fleeing Kweilin for Chungking in 1944. That was all my mother had told me about these daughters, so they had remained babies in my mind, all these years, sitting on the side of a road, listening to bombs whistling in the distance while sucking their patient red thumbs.

And it was only this year that someone found them and wrote with this joyful news. A letter came from Shanghai, addressed to my mother. When I first heard about this, that they were alive, I imagined my identical sisters transforming from little babies into six-year-old girls. In my mind, they were seated next to each other at a table, taking turns with the fountain pen. One would write a neat row of characters: Dearest Mama. We are alive. She would brush back her wispy bangs and hand the other sister the pen, and she would write: Come get us. Please hurry.

Of course they could not know that my mother had died three months before, suddenly, when a blood vessel in her brain burst. One minute she was talking to my father, complaining about the tenants upstairs, scheming how to evict them under the pretense that relatives from China were moving in. The next minute she was holding her head, her eyes squeezed shut, groping for the sofa, and then crumpling softly to the floor with fluttering hands.

So my father had been the first one to open the letter, a long letter it turned out. And they did call her Mama. They said they always revered her as their true mother. They kept a framed picture of her. They told her about their life, from the time my mother last saw them on the road leaving Kweilin to when they were finally found.

And the letter had broken my father's heart so much—these daughters calling my mother from another life he never knew—that he gave the letter to my mother's old friend Auntie Lindo and asked her to write back and tell my sisters, in the gentlest way possible, that my mother was dead.

But instead Auntie Lindo took the letter to the Joy Luck Club and discussed with Auntie Ying and Auntie An-mei6
 what should be done, because they had known for many years about my mother's search for her twin daughters, her endless hope. Auntie Lindo and the others cried over this double tragedy, of losing my mother three months before, and now again. And so they couldn't help but think of some miracle, some possible way of reviving her from the dead, so my mother could fulfill her dream.

So this is what they wrote to my sisters in Shanghai:“Dearest Daughters, I too have never forgotten you in my memory or in my heart. I never gave up hope that we would see each other again in a joyous reunion. I am only sorry it has been too long. I want to tell you everything about my life since I last saw you. I want to tell you this when our family comes to see you in China...”They signed it with my mother's name.

It wasn't until all this had been done that they first told me about my sisters, the letter they received, the one they wrote back.

“They'll think she's coming, then,”I murmured. And I had imagined my sisters now being ten or eleven, jumping up and down, holding hands, their pigtails bouncing, excited that their mother—their mother—was coming, whereas my mother was dead.

“How can you say she is not coming in a letter?”said Auntie Lindo.“She is their mother. She is your mother. You must be the one to tell them. All these years, they have been dreaming of her.”And I thought she was right.

But then I started dreaming, too, of my mother and my sisters and how it would be if I arrived in Shanghai. All these years, while they waited to be found, I had lived with my mother and then had lost her. I imagined seeing my sisters at the airport. They would be standing on their tiptoes, looking anxiously, scanning from one dark head to another as we got off the plane. And I would recognize them instantly, their faces with the identical worried look.

“Jyejye, Jyejye. Sister, Sister. We are here.”I saw myself saying in my poor version of Chinese.

“Where is Mama?”they would say, and look around, still smiling, two flushed and eager faces.“Is she hiding?”And this would have been like my mother, to stand behind just a bit, to tease a little and make people's patience pull a little on their hearts. I would shake my head and tell my sisters she was not hiding.

“Oh, that must be Mama, no?”one of my sisters would whisper excitedly, pointing to another small woman completely engulfed in a tower of presents. And that, too, would have been like my mother, to bring mountains of gifts, food, and toys for children all bought on a sale—shunning thanks, saying the gifts were nothing, and later turning the labels over to show my sisters,“Calvin Klein7
 , 100% wool.”

I imagined myself starting to say,“Sisters, I am sorry, I have come alone...”and before I could tell them—they could see it in my face—they were wailing, pulling their hair, their lips twisted in pain, as they ran away from me. And then I saw myself getting back on the plane and coming home.

After I had dreamed this scene many times—watching their despair turn from horror into anger—I begged Auntie Lindo to write another letter. And at first she refused.

“How can I say she is dead? I cannot write this,”said Auntie Lindo with a stubborn look.

“But it's cruel to have them believe she's coming on the plane,”I said.“When they see it's just me, they'll hate me.”

“Hate you? Cannot be.”She was scowling.“You are their own sister, their only family.”

“You don't understand,”I protested.

“What I don't understand?”she said.

And I whispered.“They'll think I'm responsible, that she died because I didn't appreciate her.”

And Auntie Lindo looked satisfied and sad at the same time, as if this were true and I had finally realized it. She sat down for an hour, and when she stood up she handed me a two-page letter. She had tears in her eyes. I realized that the very thing I had feared, she had done. So even if she had written the news of my mother's death in English, I wouldn't have the heart to read it.

“Thank you,”I whispered.

The landscape has become gray, filled with low flat cement buildings, old factories, and then tracks and more tracks filled with trains like ours passing by in the opposite direction. I see platforms crowded with people wearing drab Western clothes, with spots of bright colors: little children wearing pink and yellow, red and peach. And there are soldiers in olive green and red, and old ladies in gray tops and pants that mid-calf. We are in Guangzhou.

...

The woman in the customs booth stares at my documents, then glances at me briefly, and with two quick movements stamps everything and sternly nods me along. And soon my father and I find ourselves in a large area filled with thousands of people and suitcases. I feel lost and my father looks helpless.

“Excuse me,”I say to a man who looks like an American.“Can you tell me where I can get a taxi?”He mumbles something that sounds Swedish or Dutch.

“Syau Yen! Syau Yen!”I hear a piercing voice shout from behind me. An old woman in a yellow knit beret is holding up a pink plastic bag filled with wrapped trinkets. I guess she is trying to sell us something. But my father is staring down at this tiny sparrow of a woman, squinting into her eyes. And then his eyes widen, his face opens up and he smiles like a pleased little boy.

“Aiyi! Aiyi!”—Auntie Auntie—he says softly.

“Syau Yen!”coos my great-aunt. I think it's funny she has just called my father“Little Wild Goose.”It must be his baby milk name, the name used to discourage ghosts from stealing children.

They clasp each other's hand—they do not hug—and hold on like this, taking turns saying,“Look at you! You are so old. Look how old you've become!”They are both crying openly, laughing at the same time, and I bite my lip, trying not to cry. I'm afraid to feel their joy. Because I am thinking how different our arrival in Shanghai will be tomorrow, how awkward it will feel.

...

At one o'clock in the morning, I awake to tapping sounds on the window. I must have dozed off and now I feel my body uncramping itself. I'm sitting on the floor, leaning against one of the twin beds. Lili8
 is lying next to me. The others are asleep, too, sprawled out on the beds and floor. Aiyi is seated at a little table, looking very sleepy. And my father is staring out the window, tapping his fingers on the glass. The last time I listened my father was telling Aiyi about his life since he last saw her. How he had gone to Yenching University, later got a post with a newspaper in Chungking, met my mother there, a young widow. How they later fled together to Shanghai to try to find my mother's family house, but there was nothing there. And then they traveled eventually to Canton and then to Hong Kong, then Haiphong and finally to San Francisco...

“Suyuan didn't tell me she was trying all these years to find her daughters,”he is now saying in a quiet voice.“Naturally, I did not discuss her daughters with her. I thought she was ashamed she left them behind.”

“Where did she leave them?”asks Aiyi.“how were they found?”I am wide-awake now. Although I have heard parts of this story from my mother's friends.

“It happened when the Japanese took over Kweilin,”says my father.

“Japanese in Kweilin?”says Aiyi.“That was never the case. Couldn't be. The Japanese never came to Kweilin.”

“Yes, that is what the newspaper reported. I know this because I was working for the news bureau at the time. The Kuomintang often told us what we could say and could not say. But we knew the Japanese had come into Kwangsi Province. We had sources who told us how they had captured the Wuchang-Canton railway. How they were coming overland, making very fast progress, marching toward the provincial capital.”

Aiyi looks astonished.“If people did not know this, how could Suyuan know the Japanese were coming?”

“An officer of the Kuomintang secretly warned her,”explains my father.“Suyuan's husband also was an officer and everybody knew that officers and their families would be the first to be killed. So she gathered a few possessions and, in the middle of the night, she picked up her daughters and fled on foot. The babies were not even one year old.”

“How could she give up those babies!”sighs Aiyi.“Twin girls. We have never had such luck in our family.”And then she yawns again.

“What were they named?”She asks. I listen carefully. I had been planning on using just the familiar“Sister”to address them both. But now I want to know how to pronounce their names.

“They have their father's surname, Wang,”says my father.“And their given names are Chwun Yu and Chwun Hwa.”

“What do the names mean?”I ask.

“Ah.”My father draws imaginary characters on the window.“One means ‘spring rain’, the other ‘spring flower,’”he explains in English,“because they born in the spring, and of course rain come before flower, same order these girls are born. Your mother like a poet, don't you think?”

I nod my head. I see Aiyi nod her head forward, too. But it falls forward and stays there. She is breathing deeply, noisily. She is asleep.

“And what does Ma's name mean?”I whisper.

“‘Suyuan,’”he says, writing more invisible characters on the glass.“The way she writes it in Chinese, it mean ‘Long-Cherished Wish.’ Quite a fancy name, not so ordinary like flower name. See this first character, it means something like ‘Forever Never Forgotten.’ But there's another way to write ‘Suyuan.’ Sound exactly the same, but the meaning is opposite.”His finger creates the brushstrokes of another character.“The first part look the same: ‘Never forgotten.’ But the last part add to first part make the whole word mean ‘Long-held Grudge.’ Your mother get angry with me, I tell her name should be Grudge.”

My father is looking at me, moist-eyed.“See, I pretty clever, too, hah?”

I nod, wishing I could find some way to comfort him.“And what about my name,”I ask,“What does ‘Jing-mei’ mean?”

“Your name also special,”he says. I wonder if any name in Chinese is not something special.“‘Jing’ like excellent jing. Not just good, it's something pure, essential, the best quality. Jing is good leftover stuff when you take impurities out of something like gold, or rice, or salt. So what is left—just pure essence. And ‘Mei’, this is common mei, as in meimei, ‘younger sister.’”

I think about this. My mother's long-cherished wish. Me, the younger sister who was supposed to be the essence of the others. I feed myself with the old grief, wondering how disappointed my mother must have been. Tiny Aiyi stirs suddenly, her head rolls and then falls back, her body more closely into the chair.

“So why did she abandon those babies on the road?”I need to know, because now I feel abandoned too.

“Long time I wondered this myself,”says my father.“But then I read that letter from her daughters in Shanghai now, and I talk to Auntie Lindo, all the other. And then I knew. No shame in what she done. None.”

“What happened?”

“You mother running away—”begins my father.

“No, tell me in Chinese,”I interrupt.“Really, I can understand.”

He begins to talk, still standing at the window, looking into the night.

After fleeing Kweilin, your mother walked for several days trying to find a main road. Her thought was to catch a ride on a truck or wagon, to catch enough rides until she reached Chungking, where her husband was stationed.

She had sewn money and jewelry into the lining of her dress, enough, she thought, to barter rides all the way. If I am lucky, she thought, I will not have to trade the heavy gold bracelet and jade ring. These were things from her mother, your grandmother.

By the third day, she had traded nothing. The roads were filled with people, everybody running and begging for rides from passing trucks. The trucks rushed by, afraid to stop. So your mother found no rides, only the start of dysentery pains in her stomach.

Her shoulders ached from the two babies swinging from scarf slings. Blisters grew on the palms from holding two leather suitcases. And then the blisters burst and began to bleed. After a while, she left the suitcases behind, keeping only the food and a few clothes. And later she also dropped the bags of wheat flour and rice and kept walking like this for many miles, singing songs to her little girls, until she was delirious with pain and fever.

Finally, there was not one more step left in her body. She didn't have the strength to carry those babies any further. She slumped to the ground. She knew she would die of her sickness, or perhaps from thirst, from starvation, or from the Japanese, who she was sure were marching right behind her.

She took the babies out of the slings and sat them on the side of the road, then lay down next to them. You babies are so good, she said, so quiet. They smiled back, reaching their chubby hands for her, wanting to be picked up again. And then she knew she could not bear to watch her babies die with her.

She saw a family with three young children in a cart going by.

“Take my babies, I beg you,”she cried to them. But they stared back with empty eyes and never stopped.

She saw another person pass and called out again. This time a man turned around, and he had such a terrible expression—your mother said it looked like death itself—she shivered and looked away.

When the road grew quiet, she tore open the lining of her dress, and stuffed jewelry under the shirt of one baby and money under the other. She reached into her pocket and drew out the photos of her family, the picture of her father and mother, the picture of herself and her husband on their wedding day. And she wrote on the back of each the names of the babies and this same message:“Please care for these babies with the money and valuables provided. When it is safe to come, if you bring them to Shanghai, Weichang Lu, the Li family will be glad to give you a generous reward. Li Suyuan and Wang Fuchi.”

And then she touched each baby's cheek and told her not to cry. She would go down the road to find them some food and would be back. And without looking back, she walked down the road, stumbling and crying, thinking only of this last hope, that her daughters would be found by a kindhearted person who would care for them. She would not allow herself to imagine anything else.

She did not remember how far she walked, which direction she went, when she fainted, or how she was found. When she awoke, she was in the back of a bouncing truck with several other sick people, all moaning. And she began to scream, thinking she was now on a journey to Buddhist hell. But the face of an American missionary lady bent over her and smiled, talking to her in a soothing language she did not understand. And yet she could somehow understand. She had been saved for no good reason, and it was now too late to go back and save her babies.

When she arrived in Chungking, she learned her husband had died two weeks before. She told me later she laughed when the officers told her this news, she was so delirious with madness and disease. To come so far, to lose so much and to find nothing.

I met her in a hospital. She was lying on a cot, hardly able to move, her dysentery had drained her so thin. I had come in for my foot, my missing toe, which was cut off by a piece of falling rubble. She was talking to herself, mumbling.

“Look at these clothes,”she said, and I saw she had on a rather unusual dress for wartime. It was silk satin, quite dirty, but there was no doubt it was a beautiful dress.

“Look at this face,”she said, and I saw her dusty face and hollow cheeks, her eyes shining black.“Do you see my foolish hope?”

“I thought I had lost everything, except these two things,”she murmured.“And I wonder which I would lose next. Clothes or hope? Hope or Clothes?”

“But now, see here, look what is happening,”she said, laughing, as if all her prayers had been answered. And she was pulling hair out of her head as easily as one lifts new wheat from wet soil.

It was an old peasant woman who found them.“How could I resist?”the peasant woman later told your sisters when they were older. They were still sitting obediently near where your mother had left them, looking like little fairy queens waiting for their sedan to arrive.

The woman, Mei Ching, and her husband Mei Han, lived in a stone cave. There were thousands of hidden caves like that in and around Kweilin so secret that the people remained hidden even after the war ended. The Meis9
 would come out of their cave every few days and forage for food supplies left on the road, and sometimes they would see something that they both agreed was a tragedy to leave behind. So one day they took back to their cave a delicately painted set of rice bowls, another day a little footstool with a velvet cushion and two new wedding blankets. And once, it was your sisters.

They were pious people, Muslims, who believed the twin babies were a sign of double luck, and they were sure of this when, later in the evening, they discovered how valuable the babies were. She and her husband had never seen rings and bracelets like those. And while they admired the pictures, knowing the babies came from a good family, neither of them could read or write. It was not until many months later that Mei Ching found someone who could read the writing on the back. By then, she loved these baby girls like her own.

In 1952 Mei Han, the Husband, died. The twins were already eight years old, and Mei Ching now decided it was time to find your sisters' true family.

She showed the girls the picture of their mother and told them they had been born into a great family and she would take them back to see their true mother and grand parents. Mei Ching told them about the reward, but she swore she would refuse it. She loved these girls so much, she only wanted them to have what they were entitled to—a better life, a fine house, educated ways. Maybe the family would let her stay on as the girls' amah. Yes, she was certain they would insist.

Of course, when she found the place at 9 Weichang Lu, in the old French Concession, it was something completely different. It was the site of a factory building, recently constructed, and none of the workers knew what had become of the family whose house had burned down of that spot.

Mei Ching could not have known, of course, that your mother and I, her new husband, had already returned to that same place in 1945 in hopes of finding both her family and her daughters.

Your mother and I stayed in China until 1947. We went to many different cities—back to Kweilin, to Changsha, as far south as Kunming. She was always looking out of one corner of her eye for twin babies, then little girls. Later we went to Hong Kong, and when we finally left in 1949 for the United States, I think she was even looking for them on the boat. But when we arrived, she no longer talked about them. I thought, at last, they died in her heart.

When letters could be openly exchanged between China and the United States, she wrote immediately to old friends in Shanghai and Kweilin. I did not know she did this. Auntie Lindo told me. But of course, by then, all the street names had changed. Some people had died, others had moved away. So it took many years to find a contact. And when she did find an old schoolmate's address and wrote asking her to look for her daughters, her friend wrote back and said this was impossible, like looking a needle on the bottom of the ocean. How did she know her daughters were in Shanghai and not somewhere else in China? The friend, of course, did not ask, How do you know your daughters are still alive?

So her schoolmate did not look. Finding babies lost during the war was a matter of foolish imagination, and she had no time for that.

But every year, your mother wrote to different people. And this last year, I think she got a big idea in her head, to go to China and find them herself. I remember she told me,“Canning, we should go, before it is too late, before we are too old.”And I told her we were already too old, it was already too late.

I just thought she wanted to be a tourist! I didn't know she wanted to go and look for her daughters. So when I said it was too late, that must have put a terrible thought in her head that her daughters might be dead. And I think this possibility grew bigger in her head, until it killed her.

Maybe it was your mother's dead spirit who guided her Shanghai schoolmate to find her daughters. Because after your mother died, the schoolmate saw your sisters, by chance, while shopping for shoes at the Number One Department Store on Nanjing Dong Road. She said it was like a dream, seeing these two women who looked so much alike, moving down the stairs together. There was something about their facial expressions that reminded the schoolmate of your mother.

She quickly walked over to them and called their names, which of course, they did not recognize at first, because Mei Ching had changed their names. But your mother's friend was so sure, she persisted.“Are you not Wang Chwun Yu and Wang Chwun Hwa?”she asked them. And then these double-image women became very excited, because they remembered the names written on the back of an old photo, a photo of a young man and woman they still honored, as their much-loved first parents, who had died and become spirit ghosts still roaming the earth looking for them.

At the airport, I am exhausted. I could not sleep last night. Aiyi had followed me into my room at three in the morning, and she instantly fell asleep on one of the twin beds, snoring with the might of a lumberjack. I lay awake thinking about my mother's story, realizing how much I have never known about her, grieving that my sisters and I had both lost her.

And now at the airport, after shaking hands with everybody, waving good-bye, I think about all the different ways we leave people in this world. Cheerily waving good-bye to some at airports, knowing we'll never see each other again. Leaving others on the side of the road, hoping that we will. Finding my mother in my father's story and saying good-bye before I have a chance to know her better.

Aiyi smiles at me as we wait for our gate to be called. She is so old. I put one arm around her and one arm around Lili. They are the same size, it seems. And then it's time. As we wave good-bye one more time and enter the waiting area I get the sense I am going from one funeral to another. In my hand I'm clutching a pair of tickets to Shanghai. In two hours we'll be there.

The plane takes off. I close my eyes. How can I describe to them in my broken Chinese about our mother's life? Where should I begin?

“Wake up, we're here,”says my father. And I awake with my heart pounding in my throat. I look out the window and we are already on the runway. It's gray outside. And now I'm walking down the steps of the plane, onto the tarmac and toward the building. If only, I think, if only my mother had lived long enough to be the one walking toward them. I am so nervous I cannot feel my feet. I am just moving somehow.

Somebody shouts,“She's arrived!”And then I see her. Her short hair. Her small body. And that same look on her face. She has the back of her hand pressed hard against her mouth. She is crying as though she had gone through a terrible ordeal and were happy it is over.

And I know it's not my mother, yet it is the same look she had when I was five and had disappeared all afternoon, for such a long time, that she was convinced I was dead. And when I miraculously appeared, sleepy-eyed, crawling from underneath my bed, she wept and laughed, biting the back of her hand to make it was true. And now I see her again, two of her, waving, and in one hand there is a photo, the Polaroid10
 I sent them. As soon as I get beyond the gate, we run toward each other, all three of us embracing, all hesitations and expectations forgotten.

“Mama, Mama,”we all murmur, as if she is among us.

My sisters look at me, proudly.“Meimei jandale,”says one sister proudly to the other.“Little Sister has grown up.”I look at their faces again and I see no trace of my mother in them. Yet they still look familiar. And now I also see what part of me is Chinese. It is so obvious. It is my family. It is in our blood. After all these years, it can finally be let go.

My sisters and I stand, arms around each other, laughing and wiping the tears from each other's eyes. The flash of the Polaroid goes off and my father hands me the snapshot. My sisters and I watch quietly together, eager to see what develops.

The gray-green surface changes to the bright colors of our three images, sharpening and deepening all at once. And although we don't speak, I know we all see it: Together we look like our mother. Her eyes, her same mouth, open in surprise to see, at last, her long-cherished wish.

Notes:

1. Galileo High: a high school in San Francisco.

2. Caucasian:（member) of the Indo-European group of people.

3. werewolf:（in stories) a man who sometimes turns into an animal, especially a wolf.

4. DNA; abbreviation for“deoxyribonucleic acid”. It is considered to be a gene.

5. syndrome: a collection of medical symptoms which represent a bodily disorder or disorder of the mind.

6. Auntie Lindo, Auntie Ying, and Auntie An-mei: members in the Joy Luck Club, who are good friends of Jingmei's mother.

7. Calvin Klein: an international well-known brand of underwear, T-shirts and other accessories.

8. Lili: a little girl from Aiyi's family.

9. The Meis: the Mei couple, i. e. Mei Ching and Mei Han.

10. Polaroid: a type of camera that produces a finished photograph only seconds after the picture has been taken.

作品简评

这篇小说节选自《喜福会》。《喜福会》是以四对母女相互轮唱式的独白来进行的，其结构安排新颖巧妙，这就使得小说不仅从女儿的角度，还从母女双方的立场出发，从两个对立的视角阐释他们之间的复杂关系。一开始，晶妹叙述母亲（素愿）的故事，接着两章是几个女儿的故事，最后一章又是母亲们的故事。这样，女儿们的故事包容在母亲们的声音之内，而晶妹的叙述为整部小说提供了一个总体的构架。

小说节选以晶妹的视角用第一人称来叙述了在她母亲去世之后，她和父亲进行了一次中国寻亲之行，以了却母亲的宿愿。在中国的土地上，晶妹了解了母亲的许多往事，终于理解了她所代表的中国文化，也使她更深切地感受到自己身上流淌着的中国人的血，更充分地认识了自己身上中国人的特质。

谭恩美的文笔清新流畅，感情真挚细腻。尽管她对中国博大精深的文化和传统了解有限，但她的作品无疑为想要了解中国的西方读者打开了一扇窗，其意义是不言而喻的。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why does the narrator in the story“have misty eyes”, when she sees Chinese land, people and other scenery, and thinks that she“had seen this a long, long time ago, and had almost forgotten”?

2. Why does the narrator beg Auntie Lindo to write another letter? Do you think there are any differences between her and Auntie Lindo both in the way of thinking and behaving? If there are, what are they? And why?

3. Why does the narrator ask her father to explain the names of her sisters, her mother and herself? Do you think it is a necessary part of the story or it is just a method to meet the curiosity of western readers?

Suggested Reading List


The Joy Luck Club



The Kitchen God's Wife



The
 100 Secret Senses


第七节　罗伯特·谢克利（Robert Sheckley, 1928～2005）

作者及作品简介
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罗伯特·谢克利，美国著名科幻小说家。他在纽约出生成长，赴朝鲜服役后，重又回到纽约。从纽约大学毕业后，他曾在飞机公司任职，从事技术工作。1952年，他在《想象》杂志上发表小说《最后的考试》（Final Examination
 , 1952），从此走上创作的道路，先后在美国多种杂志上发表多篇短篇小说。1953～1955年，科幻在美国形成热潮，谢克利发现科幻非常适合他的素质，从此开始创作科幻作品。1954年，他成功地推出了第一部短篇集《人手难及》（Untouched by Human Hands
 , 1954），充分显示了他丰富的想象力和机敏的幽默感。五卷本《谢克利短篇小说选》（The Collected Short Fiction of Robert Sheckley
 , 1991）虽不是全集，却是他短篇创作方面成就的总结。他创作的作品还有《文明状态》（The Status Civiligation
 , 1960）、《超越明天的旅行》（Journey Beyond Tomorrow
 , 1962）、《交换脑筋》（Mindswap
 , 1966）、《受害者》系列（Victim, 1966、1987、1988）、《取舍》（Options
 , 1975）、《德拉莫库尔斯——星际连续剧》（Dramocles
 , 1983）等。

他的作品涉及科幻的多种题材：太空殖民、外星人、未来科技新发明、未来城市以及人类文明的各个方面（战争、爱情、娱乐等）。题材虽然严肃，但他的笔触总是轻快巧妙，引人入胜。幽默是他最大的特点，而且他笔下的幽默并非千篇一律，故而自成一家，成为20世纪50年代美国作家中的佼佼者。

作品选读

Pilgrimage to Earth

Alfred Simon was born on Kazanga IV1
 , a small agricultural planet near Arcturus2
 , and there he drove a combine through the wheat fields, and in the long, hushed evenings listened to the recorded love songs of Earth.

Life was pleasant enough on Kazanga, and the girls were buxom, jolly, frank and acquiescent, good companions for a hike through the hills or a swim in the brook, staunch mates for life. But romantic—never! There was good fun be had on Kazanga, in a cheerful open manner. But there was no more than fun.

Simon felt that something was missing in this bland existence. One day he discovered what it was.

A vendor came to Kazanga in a battered spaceship loaded with books. He was gaunt, white-haired, and a little mad. A celebration was held for him, for novelty was appreciated on the outer worlds.

The vendor told them all the latest gossip; of the price war between Detroit II and III, and how fishing fared on Alana, and what the president' wife on Moracia wore, and how oddly the men of Doran V talked. And at last someone said,“Tell us of Earth.”

“Ah!”said the vendor, raising his eyebrows.“You want to hear of the mother planet? Well, friends, there' s no place like old Earth, no place at all. On Earth, friends, everything is possible, and nothing is denied.”

“Nothing?”Simon asked.

“They've got a law against denial,”the vendor explained, grinning.“No one has been known to break it. Earth is different, friends. You folks specialize in farming? Well, Earth specializes in impracticalities3
 such as madness, beauty, war, intoxication, purity, horror, and the like, and people come from light-years away to sample these wares.”

“And love?”a woman asked.

“Why girl,”the vendor said gently,“Earth is the only place in the galaxy that still has love! Detroit II and III tried it and found it too expensive, you know, and Alana decided it was unsettling, and there was no time to import it on Moracia or Doran V. But as I said, Earth specializes in the impractical, and makes it pay4
 . ”

“Pay?”a bulky farmer asked.

“Of course! Earth is old, her minerals are gone and her fields are barren. Her colonies are independent now, and filled with sober folk such as yourselves, who want value for their goods. So what else can old Earth deal in, except the non-essentials that make life worth living?”

“Were you in love on Earth?”Simon asked.

“That I was,”the vendor answered, with a certain grimness.“I was in love, and now I travel. Friends, these books...”

For an exorbitant price, Simon bought an ancient poetry book, and reading, dreamed of passion beneath the lunatic moon, of dawn glimmering whitely upon lovers' parched lips, of locked bodies5
 on a dark sea-beach, desperate with love and deafened by the booming surf.

And only on Earth was this possible! For, as the vendor told, Earth' s scattered children were too hard at work wrestling a living from alien soil6
 . The wheat and corn grew on Kazanga, and the factories increased on Detroit II and III. The fisheries of Alana were the talk of the Southern star belt, and there were dangerous beasts on Moracia, and a whole wilderness to be won on Doran V7
 . And this was well, and exactly as it should be.

But the new worlds were austere, carefully planned, sterile in their perfections8
 . Something had been lost in the dead reaches of space9
 , and only Earth knew love.

Therefore, Simon worked and saved and dreamed. And in his twenty-ninth year he sold his farm, packed all his clean shirts into a serviceable handbag, put on his best suit and a pair of stout walking shoes, and boarded the Kazanga-Metropole Flyer.

At last he came to Earth, where dreams must come true, for there is a law against their failure.

He passed quickly through Customs at Spaceport New York, and was shuttled underground to Times Square. There he emerged blinking into daylight, tightly clutching his handbag, for he had been warned about pickpockets, cutpurses, and other denizens of the city.

Breathless with wonder, he looked around.

The first thing that struck him was the endless array of theatres, with attractions in two dimensions, three or four10
 , depending upon your preference. And what attractions!

To the right of him a beetling marquee proclaimed: LUST ON VENUS! A DOCUMENTARY ACCOUNT OF SEX PRACTICES AMONG THE INHABITANTS OF THE GREEN HELL! SHOCKING! REVEALING!

He wanted to go in. But across the street was a war film. The billboard shouted,“THE SUN BUSTERS! DEDICATED TO THE DARE-DEVILS OF THE SPACE MARINES11
 .”And further down was a picture called TARZAN BATTLES THE SATURNIAN GHOULS12
 !

Tarzan, he recalled from his reading, was an ancient ethnic hero of Earth.

It was all wonderful, but there was so much more! He saw little open shops where one could buy food of all worlds, and especially such native Terran dishes as pizza, hot dogs, spaghetti and knishes. And there were stores which sold surplus clothing from the Terran spacefleets, and other stores which sold nothing but beverages.

Simon didn't know what to do first. Then he heard a staccato burst of gunfire behind him, and whirled.

It was only a shooting gallery, a long, narrow, brightly painted place with a waist-high counter. The manager, a swarthy fat man with a mole on his chin sat on a high stool and smiled at Simon.

“Try your luck?”

Simon walked over and saw that, instead of the usual targets, there were four scantily dressed women at the end of the gallery, seated upon bullet-scored chairs13
 . They had tiny bulls-eyes painted on their foreheads and above each breast.

“But do you fire real bullets?”Simon asked.

“Of course!”the manager said.“There's a law against false advertising on Earth. Real bullets and real gals! Step up and knock one off!”

One of the women called out,“Come on, sport! Bet you miss me!”

Another screamed,“He couldn't hit the broad side of a spaceship!”

“Sure he can!”another shouted.“Come on, sport!”

Simon rubbed his forehead and tried not to act surprised. After all, this was Earth where anything was allowed as long as it was commercially feasible.

He asked,“Are there galleries where you shoot men, too?”

“Of course,”the manager said.“But you ain't no pervert14
 , are you?”

“Certainly not!”

“You an outworlder?”

“Yes. How did you know?”

“The suit. Always tell by the suit.”The fat man closed his eyes and chanted.“Step up, step up and kill a woman! Get rid of a load of repressions! Squeeze the trigger and feel the old anger ooze out of you! Better than a massage! Better than getting drunk! Step up, step up and kill a woman!”

Simon asked one of the girls,“Do you stay dead when they kill you?”

“Don't be stupid,”the girl said.

“But the shock —”

She shrugged her shoulders.“I could do worse15
 .”

Simon was about to ask how she could do worse, when the manager leaned over the counter, speaking confidentially.

“Look, buddy. Look what I got here.”

Simon glanced over the counter and saw a compact submachine gun.

“For a ridiculously low price,”the manager said,“I'll let you use the tommy16
 . You can spray the whole place, shoot down the fixtures, rip up the walls. This drives a. 45 slug, buddy, and it kicks like a mule17
 . You really know you're firing when you fire the tommy.”

“I am not interested,”Simon said sternly.

“I've got a grenade or two,”the manager said.“Fragmentation18
 , of course. You could really—”

“No!”

“For a price,”the manager said,“you can shoot me, too, if that' s how your tastes run, although I wouldn't have guessed it. What do you say?”

“No! Never! This is horrible!”

The manager looked at him blankly.“Not in the mood now? OK. I'm open twenty-four hours a day. See you later, sport.”

“Never!”Simon said, walking away.

“Be expecting you, lover!”one of the women called after him.

Simon went to a refreshment stand and ordered a small glass of Cola-Cola19
 . He found that his hands were shaking. With an effort he steadied them, and sipped his drink. He reminded himself that he must not judge Earth by his own standards. If people on Earth enjoyed killing people, and the victims didn't mind being killed, why should anyone object?

Or should they?

He was pondering this when a voice at his elbow said,“Hey, bub.”

Simon turned and saw a wizened, furtive-faced little man in an over-size raincoat standing beside him.

“Out-of-towner?”the little man asked.

“I am,”Simon said.“How did you know?”

“The shoes. I always look at the shoes. How do you like our little planet?”

“It's—confusing,”Simon said carefully.“I mean I didn't expect—well—”

“Of course,”the little man said.“You' re an idealist. One look at your honest face tells me that, my friend. You' ve come to Earth for a definite purpose. Am I right?”

Simon nodded. The little man said,“I know your purpose, my friend. You' re looking for a war that will make the world safe for something, and you've come to the right place. We have six major wars running at all times, and there' s never any waiting for an important position in any of them20
 .”

“Sorry, but—”

“Right at this moment,”the little man said impressively,“the down-trodden workers of Peru are engaged in a desperate struggle against a corrupt and decadent monarchy. One more man could swing the contest21
 . You, my friend, could be that man! You could guarantee the socialist victory!”

Observing the expression on Simon's face, the little man said quickly,“But there's a lot to be said for an enlightened aristocracy. The wise old king of Peru (a philosopher-king in the deepest Platonic sense of the word) sorely needs your help. His tiny corps of scientists, humanitarians, Swiss guards, knights of the realm and loyal peasants is sorely pressed by the foreign-inspired socialist conspiracy. A single man, now—”

“I'm not interested,”Simon said.

“In China, the Anarchists—”

“No.”

“Perhaps you'd prefer the Communists in Wales? Or the Capitalists in Japan? Or if your affinities lie with a splinter group such as Feminists, Prohibitionists, Free Silverists, or the like22
 , we could probably arrange—”

“I don't want a war,”Simon said.

“Who could blame you?”the little man said, nodding rapidly.“War is hell. In that case, you've come to Earth for love.”

“How did you know?”Simon asked.

The little man smiled modestly.“Love and war,”he said,“are Earth's two staple commodities. We' ve been turning them both out in bumper crops23
 since the beginning of time.”

“Is love very difficult to find?”Simon asked.

“Walk uptown two blocks,”the little man said briskly.“Can't miss it. Tell 'em Joe sent you.”

“But that's impossible! You can't just walk out and—”

“What do you know about love?”Joe asked.

“Nothing.”

“Well, we' re experts on it.”

“I know what the books say,”Simon said.“Passion beneath the lunatic moon—”

“Sure, and bodies on a dark sea-beach desperate with love and deafened by the booming surf.”

“You've read that book?”

“It's the standard advertising brochure. I must be going. Two blocks uptown. Can't miss it.”

And with a pleasant nod, Joe moved into the crowd.

Simon finished his Cola-Cola and walked slowly up Broadway, his brow knotted in thought, but determined not to form any premature judgments.

When he reached 44th Street he saw a tremendous neon sign flashing brightly. It said, LOVE, INC24.

Smaller neon letters read. Open24
 Hours a Day!

Beneath that it read. Up One Flight.

Simon frowned, for a terrible suspicion had just crossed his mind. Still, he climbed the stairs and entered a small, tastefully furnished reception room. From there he was sent down a long corridor to a numbered room.

Within the room was a handsome gray-haired man who rose from behind an impressive desk and shook his hand, saying,“Well! How are things on Kazanga?”

“How did you know I was from Kazanga?”

“That shirt. I always look at the shirt. I'm Mr. Tate, and I'm here to serve you to the best of my ability. You are—”

“Simon, Alfred Simon.”

“Please be seated, Mr. Simon. Cigarette? Drink? You won't regret coming to us, sir. We're the oldest love-dispensing firm in the business, and much larger than our closest competitor, Passion Unlimited25
 . Moreover, our fees are far more reasonable, and bring you an improved product. Might I ask how you heard of us? Did you see our full page and in the Times? Or—”

“Joe sent me,”Simon said.

“Ah, he's an active one,”Mr. Tate said, shaking his head playfully.“Well sir, there' s no reason to delay. You've come a long way for love, and love you shall have.”He reached for a button on his desk, but Simon stopped him.

Simon said,“I don't want to be rude or anything, but...”

“Yes?”Mr. Tate said, with an encouraging smile.

“I don't understand this,”Simon blurted out, flushing deeply, beads of perspiration standing out on his forehead.“I think I'm in the wrong place. I didn't' come all the way to Earth just for... I mean, you can't really sell love, can you? Not love! I mean, then it isn't really love, is it?”

“But of course!”Tate said, half rising from his chair in astonishment.“That's the whole point! Anyone can buy sex. Good lord, it's the cheapest thing in the universe, next to human life. But love is rare, love is special, love is found only on Earth. Have you read our brochure?”

“Bodies on a dark sea-beach?”Simon asked.

“Yes, that one. I wrote it. Gives something of the feeling, doesn't it? You can't get that feeling from just anyone, Mr. Simon. You can get that feeling only from someone who loves you.”

Simon said dubiously,“It's not genuine love though, is it?”

“Of course it is! If we were selling simulated love, we'd label it as such. The advertising laws on Earth are strict, I can assure you. Anything can be sold, but it must be labeled properly. That's ethics, Mr. Simon!”

Tate caught his breath, and continued in a calmer tone.“No sir, make a mistake. Our product is not a substitute. It is the exact self-same feeling that poets and writers have raved about for thousands of years. Through the wonders of modem science we can bring this feeling to you at your convenience attractively packaged, completely disposable, and for a ridiculously low price.”

Simon said,“I pictured something more—spontaneous.”

“Spontaneity has its charm,”Mr. Tate agreed.“Our research labs are working on it. Believe me, there's nothing science can't produce, as long as there's a market for it.”

“I don't like any of this,”Simon said, getting to his feet.“I think I'll just go see a movie.”

“Wait!”Mr. Tate cried.“You think we're trying to put something over on you. You think we'll introduce you to a girl who will act as though she loved you, but who in reality will not. Is that it?”

“I guess so,”Simon said.

“But it just isn't so! It would be too costly for one thing. For another, the wear and tear on the girl would be tremendous26
 . And it would be psychologically unsound for her to attempt living a lie of such depth and scope.”

“Then how do you do it?”

“By utilizing our understanding of science and the human mind.”

To Simon, this sounded like double-talk. He moved toward the door.

“Tell me something,”Mr. Tate said.“You' re a bright looking young fellow. Don't you think you could tell real love from a counterfeit item?”

“Certainly.”

“There's your safeguard! You must be satisfied, or don't pay us a cent.”

“I'll think about it,”Simon said.

“Why delay? Leading psychologists say that real love is a fortifier and a restorer of sanity, a balm for damaged egos, a restorer of hormone balance, and an improver of the complexion. The love we supply you has everything: deep and abiding affection, unrestrained passion, complete faithfulness, an almost mystic affection for your defects as well as your virtues, a pitiful desire to please and, as a plus that only Love Inc. can supply: that uncontrollable first spark, that blinding moment of love at first sight!”

Mr. Tate pressed a button. Simon frowned indecisively. The door opened, a girl stepped in, and Simon stopped thinking.

She was tall and slender, and her hair was brown with a sheen of red. Simon could have told you nothing about her face, except that it brought tears to his eyes. And if you asked him about her figure, he might have killed you.

“Miss Penny Bright,”said Tate,“meet Mr. Alfred Simon.”

The girl tried to speak, but no words came, and Simon was equally dumbstruck. He looked at her and knew. Nothing else mattered. To the depths of his heart he knew that he was truly and completely loved.

They left at once, hand in hand, and were taken by jet to a small white cottage in a pine grove, overlooking the sea, and there they talked and laughed and loved, and later Simon saw his beloved wrapped in the sunset flame like a goddess of fire. And in blue twilight she looked at him with eyes enormous and dark, her known body mysterious again. The moon came up, bright and lunatic, changing flesh to shadow, and she wept and beat his chest with her small fists, and Simon wept too, although he did not know why. And at last dawn came, faint and disturbed, glimmering upon their parched lips and locked bodies, and nearby the booming surf deafened, inflamed, and maddened them.

At noon they were back in the offices of Love, Inc. Penny clutched his hand for a moment, then disappeared through an inner door.

“Was it real love?”Mr. Tate asked.

“Yes!”

“And was everything satisfactory?”

“Yes! It was love, it was the real thing! But why did she insist on returning?”

“Post-hypnotic command27
 ,”Mr. Tate said.

“What?”

“What did you expect? Everyone wants love, but few wish to pay for it. Here is your bill, sir.”

Simon paid, fuming.“This wasn' t necessary,”he said.“Of course I would pay you for bringing us together. Where is she now? What have you done with her?”

“Please,”Mr. Tate said soothingly.“Try to calm yourself.”

“I don't want to be calm!”Simon shouted.“I want Penny!”

“That will be impossible,”Mr. Tate said, with the barest hint of frost in his voice28
 .“Kindly stop making a spectacle of yourself.”

“Are you trying to get more money out of me?”Simon shrieked.“All right, I'll pay. How much do I have to pay to get her out of your clutches?”And Simon yanked out his wallet and slammed it on the desk.

Mr. Tate poked the wallet with a stiffened forefinger.“Put that back in your pocket,”he said.“We are an old and respectable firm. If you raise your voice again, I shall be forced to have you ejected.”

Simon calmed himself with an effort, put the wallet back in his pocket and sat down. He took a deep breath and said, very quietly.“I'm sorry.”

“That's better,”Mr. Tate said.“I will not be shouted at. However, if you are reasonable, I can be reasonable too. Now, what's the trouble?”

“The trouble?”Simon's voice started to lift. He controlled it and said,“She loves me.”

“Of course.”

“Then how can you separate us?”

“What has the one thing got to do with the other?”Mr. Tate asked.“Love is a delightful interlude, a relaxation, good for the intellect, for the ego, for the hormone balance, and for the skin tone. But one would hardly wish to continue loving, would one?”

“I would,”Simon said.“This love was special, unique—”

“They all are,”Mr. Tate said.“But as you know, they are all produced in the same way.”

“What?”

“Surely you know something about the mechanics of love production29
 .”

“No,”Simon said.“I thought it was—natural.”

Mr. Tate shook his head.“We gave up natural selection centuries ago, shortly after the Mechanical Revolution. It was too slow, and commercially unfeasible. Why bother with it, when we can produce any feeling at will by conditioning and proper stimulation of certain brain centers? The result? Penny, completely in love with you! Your own bias, which we calculated, in favor of her particular somatotype, made it complete30
 . We always throw in the dark sea-beach, the lunatic moon, the pallid dawn—31
 ”

“Then she could have been made to love anyone,”Simon said slowly.

“Could have been brought to love anyone,”Mr. Tate corrected.

“Oh, lord, how did she get into this horrible work?”Simon asked.

“She came in and signed a contract in the usual way,”Tate said.“It pays very well. And at the termination of the lease, we return her original personality—untouched! But why do you call the work horrible? There's nothing reprehensible about love.”

“It wasn't love!”Simon cried.

“But it was! The genuine article!32
 Unbiased scientific firms have made qualitative tests of it, in comparison with the natural thing. In every case, our love tested out to more depth, passion, fervor and scope.”

Simon shut his eyes tightly, opened them and said,“Listen to me. I don't care about your scientific tests. I love her; she loves me, that' s all that counts. Let me speak to her! I want to marry her!”

Mr. Tate wrinkled his nose in distaste.“Come, come, man! You wouldn't want to marry a girl like that! But if it's marriage you' re after, we deal in that, too. I can arrange an idyllic and nearly spontaneous love-match for you with a guaranteed government-inspected virgin—”

“No! I love Penny! At least let me speak to her!”

“That will be quite impossible,”Mr. Tate said.

“Why?”

Mr. Tate pushed a button on his desk.“Why do you think? We've wiped out the previous indoctrination. Penny is now in love with someone else.”

And then Simon understood. He had realized that even now Penny was looking at another man with that passion he had known, feeling for another man that complete and bottomless love that unbiased scientific firms had shown to be so much greater than the old-fashioned, commercially unfeasible natural selection, and that upon that same dark sea-beach mentioned in the advertising brochure—

He lunged for Tate's throat. Two attendants, who had entered the office a few moments earlier, caught him and led him to the door.

“Remember!”Tate called.“This in no way invalidates your own experience.”

Hellishly enough, Simon knew that what Tate said was true.

And then he found himself on the street.

At first, all he desired was to escape from Earth, where the commercial impracticalities were more than a normal man could afford. He walked very quickly, and his Penny walked beside him, her face glorified with love for him, and him, and him, and you, and you.

And of course he came to the shooting gallery.

“Try your luck?”the manager asked.

“Set'em up,”33
 said Alfred Simon.

Notes:

1. Kazanga IV: 卡赞加四号，系杜撰的星球名称。以下Detroit II...Alana...Moracia...Doran V: 底特律二号、阿拉纳星球、莫拉西亚星球、多兰五号星球都是杜撰的星球名。

2. Arcturus: 牧夫座主星；又称大角。

3. Earth specializes in impracticalities: 地球专搞使人想入非非的产品。

4. ...makes it pay: 借此发财

5. locked bodies: 抱成一团的身体

6. wrestling a living from alien soil: 在外星球的土地上艰难谋生

7. a whole wilderness to be won on Doran V: 在多兰五号星球上的大片荒原有待开发

8. sterile in their perfections: 过分求全而失去生气

9. Something had been lost in the dead reaches of space: 在太空的极限范围内人们若有所失

10. with attractions in two dimensions, three or four: 在两维三维或四维空间里琳琅满目

11. The Sun Busters! Dedicated the Dare-Devils of the Space Marines: 制服太阳的勇士们！献给太空舰队的敢死队员。

12. Tarzan Battles the Saturnian Ghouls!: 人猿泰山勇斗土星妖魔！

13. seated upon bullet-scored chairs: 坐在弹痕累累的椅子上

14. But you ain't no pervert: ain't no = are not

15. I could do worse: 比这更加刺激的我也乐意干。

16. tommy 即tommygun: 冲锋枪

17. It kicks like a mule: 反冲力极大

18. fragmentation = fragmentation grenade: 杀伤手榴弹

19. Cola-Cola: 可乐可乐，系杜撰的饮料，从Coca-Cola引申而来

20. there's never any waiting for an important position in any of them: 没有哪一场战争会升级

21. One more man could swing the contest: 再加一个人就能扭转局面

22. Feminists, Prohibitionists, Free Silverists, or the like: 女权主义者，禁酒主义者，自由文学主义者，或者诸如此类的派别

23. in bumper crops: 大量

24. Love, INC.: 爱情股份有限公司

25. Passion Unlimited: 激情无限公司

26. For another, the wear and tear on the girl would be tremendous: 另一方面，姑娘身上的损耗会很大

27. post-hypnotic command: 催眠后的制约

28. with the barest hint of frost in his voice: 含有赤裸裸的冷漠口气

29. the mechanics of love production: 生产爱情的机制

30. Your own bias, which we calculated, in favor of her particular somatotype, made it complete: 她独特的体形正合你的癖性（我们计算过你的癖性），故而你们一往情深

31. We always throw in the dark sea-beach, the lunatic moon, the pallid dawn...: 我们总是配上暗暗的海滩，弯弯的新月，熹微的晨光……

32. The genuine article!: 正宗产品!

33. Set'em up: 叫那些娘们靶子各就各位。

作品简评

谢克利的小说以幽默著称美国文坛。他遵循马克·吐温的名言：“幽默的内在根源不是欢乐，而是悲哀。天堂里是没有幽默的。”他也明白，幽默的作用之一是在无法令人满意的情况下使人产生满意感。所以在他的小说里，他常把复杂的事物故意简单化，又把简单的事物复杂化；把卑劣的行为高尚化，又把高尚的行为庸俗化；把悲哀的情绪戏剧化，又把欢乐的情绪悲剧化。

《到地球取经》是谢克利的力作之一。它的成功主要在于运用新的视角和充满幽默的情趣。谢克利在小说里采用外星球的视角来审视地球文明，从而讽刺人类文明中愚昧和荒谬的种种表现。小说的主人公西蒙来自外星球。他为寻找真正的爱情来到地球，而他在地球上的经历使他的梦想破灭。故事并不执着于表现生活本身，而是努力探索潜藏在生活背后的深刻含义。如果科学可以批量生产“爱情”，那么人世间的真情厚意也就荡然无存、无从寻找了。小说对滥用科学的讽刺可谓淋漓尽致。小说的结尾更是把幽默与荒诞和恐怖结合起来，从而产生黑色幽默，表达出痛苦、愤怒、苦恼和厌世的情绪。

Questions for Discussion

1. Why did Simon decide to go to Earth?

2. What did he see at the shooting gallery?

3. Did he find his true love at LOVE, INC.?

4. Why did he go back to the shooting gallery at the end of the story?

5. What does that tell you?

Suggested Reading List


Reason by Isaac Asimov



The Million-Year Picnic by Ray Bradbury



The Cold Equations by Tom Godwin



That Only a Mother by Judith Merril


相关文学知识 Related Literary Terms

科幻小说

作为文学体裁的一种，科幻小说的新浪潮起源于英国。科学是人类高度发达的知识体系，而科幻小说是以科学技术的某方面内容作为故事的情节或背景的现代小说，描写科技的变革以及这种变革对人类的影响。科幻小说的大胆推理和思辨能够启迪思维，激励科学精神。它引导读者走进新的科技和思想境界，从而鼓舞人们探索科学和社会所蕴藏的种种可能性。它不仅为人类的美好未来高唱赞歌，也对科技发展的负面影响提出警告。由于作者把科学与幻想有机地结合起来，故而科幻小说想像丰富、情节神秘、人物离奇、主题耐人寻味，因而科幻小说是娱乐性极强的大众小说。

科幻小说可分为硬科幻和软科幻两类。它是按照科学本身的分类来界定科幻作品的属性。作品内容涉及硬科学领域，如航天、机械、天文、数理化、生物、电脑、医学等，就是硬科幻。作品内容涉及软科学领域，如人类学、政治学、语言学、神学、社会学、心理学、生态学、未来学等，就是软科幻。

科幻小说的题材有遗传突变、器官移植、月球或其他星球冒险、太空殖民、外星人、银河帝国、时间旅行、机器人、乌托邦未来题材、未来科技新发明、未来城市等。

科幻小说家往往采取置换时间、幽默讽刺、反面乌托邦等手法，利用新颖的立意、精巧的构思、紧凑的情节、奇特的结尾、富有特色的语言、紧紧抓住读者，使其或唏嘘不已，或忍俊不禁，或掩卷沉思，久难释怀，具有拓展视野，启发思维，引导多角度、多方面思考的多重功能。


名人名言

Books are the bees which carry the quickening pollen from one to another mind.

书籍是蜜蜂，将花粉从一个头脑传到另一个头脑。

—James Lowell（洛威尔）




附录　英美文学家荣获诺贝尔文学奖名单

英国文学

吉卜林（Rudyard Kipling, 1907）

叶芝（W.B. Yeats, 1923）

萧伯纳（George Bernard Shaw, 1925）

高尔斯华绥（John Galsworthy, 1932）

艾略特（T.S. Eliot, 1948）

罗素（Bertrand Russel, 1950）

丘吉尔（Winston Churchill, 1953）

贝克特（Samuel Beckett, 1969）

卡内蒂（Elias Canetti, 1981）

戈尔丁（William Golding, 1983）

奈保尔（V.S. Nai Paul, 200）

品特（Harold Pinter, 2005）

莱莘（Doris Lessing, 2007）

美国文学

刘易斯（Sinclair Lewis, 1930）

奥尼尔（Eugene O'Neill, 1936）

赛珍珠（Pearl Buck, 1938）

福克纳（William Faulkner, 1949）

海明威（Ernest Hemingway, 1954）

斯坦贝克（John Steinbeck, 1962）

贝娄（Saul Bellow, 1976）

辛格（Isaac Bashevis Singer, 1978）

布罗茨基（Joseph Brodsky, 1987）

莫里森（Toni Morrison, 1993）
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