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爱的誓言



《禾林Top10双语爱情小说试读》赏味指南


禾林是什么？禾林就是爱情，禾林赚取了全世界女性的笑靥和眼泪。曾经有人做过统计，进入90年代，禾林浪漫爱情小说一天的销售量堆积起来的总高度是纽约世贸中心的5倍。




1919年1月29日，加拿大出版商理查德·邦尼卡斯创办了禾林（Harlequin）出版公司，从此禾林便以浪漫小说形式把一个个爱情传奇送给读者。禾林小说以爱情、亲情、激情、奇情为题材，杂糅欧式风情、惊险刺激、悬疑冒险，俘获了全球两亿女性的芳心。




中国的爱情故事似乎总是与古老的历史有关，爱得相对艰难和沉重，禾林小说里的浪漫爱情将会有别于我们传统意义上爱情模式，它上演的是轻松喜剧，从道德说教变成了轻松娱乐，就像美味正餐后的一块儿巧克力布朗尼，也像夏日午后的一杯冰镇柠檬水。




现在，《禾林Top10双语爱情小说试读》带来了其中10本热销小说的试读部分，让各位读者先睹为快。




【说明】书中包含［立刻获取本书详细信息］的链接，iOS用户请使用浏览器登陆http://z.cn/e
 查看。




嫁给有钱人


作者：克里斯特尔·格林
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试读





Violet.




The girl who'd gotten away.




She stopped at his door. His heart thudded, as if it was running backward, fifteen years to the past, to the day she'd left him for college, abandoning little St. Valentine, Texas, in her review mirror. Abandoning him.




Their gazes locked as they stood there, and he knew she could feel everything he felt—the sharp edges of all the questions left unanswered between them, the tension of seeing each other again, all grown up, years later, man and woman.




Although Violet smiled at him, there were shadows in her brown eyes as she said hello by pressing her fingers to the glass that separated them.




Something clenched in Davis's chest, and he forgot that he was in a crowded room, full of the town's upper crust dressed in their cocktail-hour best.




Violet. Here.




维奥莉特。




那个曾经离开的女孩。




她在他的门前停了下来。他的心猛地跳动了一下，似乎回到了过往，回到了十五年前，回到了她离开他去上大学的那一天，后视镜里，小小的得克萨斯州的圣瓦伦丁被远远抛在了身后。她抛弃了他。




他们站在那里，彼此相望，目光似乎被锁定了一般。他知道她和他有着同样的感受——他们之间所有尚未回答的尖锐问题，再次相见的紧张不安，多年后他们都已长大成人，成了男人和女人。




维奥莉特冲他笑了笑，但当她把手指按在隔在他们中间的那块玻璃上向他问好时，那褐色的眼睛里却闪烁着忧虑。




他的胸口被什么东西揪得紧紧的。他忘记了他是在一个拥挤的房间里，这里挤满了小镇的上层人士，他们穿着出席鸡尾酒会的最好服饰。




维奥莉特。在这个地方。






立即获取本书详细信息






危险情事


作者：盖尔·巴雷特
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试读





If there was one thing Dante Quevedo knew intimately, it was revenge. He'd lived it, breathed it and plotted it for twenty years. And tonight it would finally be his.




He pressed the trigger on the remote control detonator, then watched as a potent mixture of C-4 and diesel fuel exploded, shooting brilliant orange flames high into the midnight sky and rumbling the ground beneath his feet. With a quick surge of satisfaction, he slid the detonator back into his knapsack, then slipped through the inky shadows to the machinery shed where the casino's emergency generators were housed.




The bomb's fire leaped and roared in the darkness. Security guards rushed past, shouting into their radios as they raced toward the rocketing blaze. Dante crept around the shed, the thick smoke shielding his movements from the surveillance cameras mounted on the walls, and paused at the metal door. Using his custom made stainless-steel diamond pick, he jimmied the lock and stepped inside.




He glanced at his watch. Sixteen minutes. Not much time to disable the backup generators and get himself in place. Then the hacker would work his computer magic and cut the main power to the casino, allowing Dante to break into the penthouse, the aristocrat who'd hired him in tow.




如果丹迪·克维多有什么擅长做的事情，那就是复仇。二十年来，他思量和谋划的都是复仇。今晚，实施他复仇计划的时刻终于来了。




他按下了起爆器的按钮，看着C-4和柴油混合制成的烈性炸药爆炸开来，向午夜的高空中喷射出明亮的橘黄色火焰，把他脚下的大地炸得隆隆作响。他顿时感到一阵快意，把起爆器悄悄塞入自己的背包里，然后悄悄穿过漆黑的阴影，走到赌场放置应急发电机的机械棚里。




爆炸引起的熊熊烈焰在夜色中飞迸着。保安人员一边冲向高高燃起的火焰，一边向无线电话喊话。丹迪蹑手蹑脚地沿着棚子走动，浓烟掩护了他的行踪，让他不会被墙上的监控录像头拍到。他在金属门前停了下来，用特制的菱形不锈钢开锁器撬开了门锁，走了进去。




他瞟了一眼自己的表。还有十六分钟。在所剩不多的时间里，他得把备用发电机弄瘫痪，再到指定地点去。接下来，黑客会用电脑技术把赌场的总电源切断，好让丹迪和那名雇了他的贵族一起闯入顶楼的套房。






立即获取本书详细信息






她的告白


作者：卡萝尔·莫蒂默
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试读





May, 1817—Hepworth Manor, Devon




'How dare you? Lord Thorne, I insist you release me at once!'




Lord Nathaniel Thorne, Earl of Osbourne, laughed huskily, his lips moving to the ebony-haired beauty's throat. She avoided his kiss by struggling in the confines of his arms, the squirming of those slender curves as she lay across him only succeeding in increasing Nathaniel's pleasure. 'You know you do not mean that, my dear Betsy…'




'I most certainly do mean it!' She raised her head to glare down at him with eyes of an indignant and deep blue surrounded by long dark lashes, her dark curls smelling of lemon and jasmine.




Nathaniel smiled confidently. 'A kiss, Betsy, that is all I ask.'




Her mouth tightened determinedly. 'Very well—you asked for this!'




Nathaniel drew in a swift hissing breath as the woman in his arms deliberately pushed against his chest in an attempt to wrench herself free, a painful reminder that he had broken several of his ribs only nine days previously, which had resulted in his being confined to this bed or another ever since.




A fact this little minx was well aware of!




1817年5月——德文郡，赫普沃思庄园




“您怎么敢这样？索恩大人，我要您马上放开我！”




纳撒尼尔·索恩伯爵，也就是奥斯本伯爵，沙哑地笑着，他的嘴唇朝着这个黑发美人的前颈贴近。她在他的怀里挣扎着避开他的吻。她推搡着他，扭动着身体，显现出苗条的曲线身材，这反而加剧了纳撒尼尔的快感，“你知道的，你不是这个意思，亲爱的贝齐……”




“我很确定我就是那个意思！”她抬起头瞪着他，深蓝色的眼睛里充满了怒气，睫毛又黑又长，黑色的卷发上散发着柠檬与茉莉的香气。




纳撒尼尔自信地笑着说：“一个吻，贝齐，这是我仅有的要求。”




她断然闭起嘴唇：“很好——是您要的这个！”




这时，他怀里的这个女人故意推撞他的胸膛想要挣脱自己的怀抱，他“嘶”地快速吸了口气，这阵疼痛让他想起，九天前他摔断了几根肋骨，从那天起，他不是躺在这张床上，就是躺在那张床上。




这是这个小女子十分清楚的事实！






立即获取本书详细信息






牛仔守护者


作者：马林·托马斯
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试读






I'm the best.






No one can beat me.






Win.





He repeated the new mantra in his head—different from his previous pep talks when he'd taken a backseat to his brother's performances. Since Duke's retirement Beau had won several rodeos, but the bulls hadn't been rank bulls—not like the notorious Gorgeous Gus. A bead of sweat slid down Beau's temple. In a few seconds, he'd know if he'd been blowing hot air when he'd sparred with McLean. Satisfied with his grip, he crouched low and forced the muscles around the base of his spine to relax, then he signaled the gateman.




Gus exploded from the chute, twisting right as he kicked his back legs out. Beau survived the buck and Gus allowed him half a second to regain his balance before a series of kicks thrust Beau forward and he almost kissed the bull's horns. Beau ignored the burning fire spreading through his muscles as he squeezed his thighs against the animal's girth.




The dance went on… twist, stomp, kick. Twist, stomp, kick. Gus spun left then right in quick succession, almost ripping Beau's shoulder from its socket. Sheer determination and fear of being trampled kept him from flying off. The buzzer sounded and the bullfighters waved their hands in an attempt to catch Gus's attention.




Taking advantage of the distraction, Beau launched himself into the air. He hit the ground hard, the oxygen in his lungs bursting from his mouth like a six-pack belch.





我是最棒的。






没人是我的对手。






必胜。





他把这个咒语在脑海中默念了好几遍——这次跟以往不同，以前弟弟参赛的时候，他总是让他放轻松。自从杜克退出以后，博赢过好几场竞技比赛，但他的公牛却没能像难以驾驭的“帅哥”格斯一样排上名次。汗珠从博的两鬓流了下来。再过几秒他就会知道，他之前跟麦克莱恩说的话是不是在吹牛了。等握紧缰绳，博伏低身子，放松背部肌肉，然后对守门人示意自己准备好了。




格斯从畜槽冲了出来，后腿一蹬，急转向右。博稳住了这一腾空跳，用不到半秒的时间迅速恢复了平衡，然后格斯接连一阵踢腿，把博的身体向前推去，差点就亲到牛角上了。博忍着肌肉灼烧般的疼痛，擦着牛腹带往回蹭。




好戏上演了。扭，跺，踢。再扭，再跺，再踢。格斯快速地左右扭动着身体，博的肩膀差点被拉脱臼了。他纯靠一股蛮劲儿，也因为害怕摔下去会被牛踩伤。博还是坚持住了。铃声响起，斗牛士们开始挥旗分散格斯的注意力。




趁此机会，博猛地跳起来落到地上，吸入肺部的氧气像一打起泡的啤酒一样喷涌而出。






立即获取本书详细信息






近在咫尺


作者：芭芭拉·华莱士
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试读





Bam!




Oh, for crying out loud, what was he doing up there? Kickboxing holes in the wall? She whipped off her reading glasses and tossed them on the dining room table. This was ridiculous. She must have slipped a half-dozen notes under his door asking him to kindly cease and desist whatever it was he was doing. First politely, and then threatening to bring the issue to the co-op owners association, but he'd ignored all of them. Well, no more. This noise was going to stop. Today.




Smoothing back her sleek blond ponytail, she stepped outside into the building entryway and shivered as her bare feet met the wood flooring. Before being renovated into co-op apartments, the building had been a brownstone mansion. For one reason or another, the architects kept the public areas and her apartment as true to the original decor as possible which was why a large and very ornate crystal chandelier hung in the entranceway. Sophie had to admit, she loved everything about the nineteenth-century fixtures, from the dark wood molding to the sprawling central stairway with its spindled railings and balustrade. They gave the building an Old World kind of feeling, conjuring up words like historic in her head. Words that implied stability. She liked stability.




She liked tranquility, too. A quality that had been distinctly absent the past four weekends. As she climbed the stairs, she swore the banging grew louder with each step. Did he have to do whatever it was he was doing at the loudest possible volume?




砰！




啊，真是岂有此理，他在那儿搞什么呢？在对着墙拳打脚踢，练跆拳道吗？她刷地摘下读书用的眼镜，把它扔到了饭桌上。太荒谬了。她已经在他的门下塞了半打字条，请他同情一下，不管他手头在做什么事，务必停下来，不要再这么干了。她先是以礼相待，然后威胁说要把这件事反映给合作公寓的业主协会，但是他却视而不见。好吧，不能再忍气吞声了。要让这噪声停止，就在今天。




她捋了捋自己光滑的金色马尾辫，走了出房间，来到了玄关，光脚踩在木地板上的时候，她哆嗦了一下。这座大楼以前是高级宅邸，之后被重新装修成合作公寓。不知道是什么原因，建筑师尽可能地保持了公共区域和她的公寓最初的装饰风格。这就是为什么入口处挂了一盏大而华丽的水晶枝形吊灯。索菲不得不承认，她喜欢这些19世纪设施的一切，从黑色的木质脚线到带着细长栏杆和扶手、伸展而上的中央楼梯。它们赋予了这座大楼一种旧大陆（注：旧大陆是指在哥伦布发现新大陆之前，欧洲认识的世界，包括欧洲、亚洲和非洲）的感觉，使她的脑海中浮现出像怀旧复古之类的字眼。这样的字眼意味着稳定。她喜欢稳定。




她还喜欢宁静。但在过去的四个周末里，宁静却不见踪影。沿楼梯而上时，她觉得每上一个台阶砰砰声就大一些。他究竟在做什么？难道他非得在做这事的时候尽可能地弄出最大的噪音吗？






立即获取本书详细信息






汤姆的救赎


作者：菲奥纳·洛维




[image: alt]






试读





TOM JORDAN — Mr Jordan to almost everyone — stood on the balcony of his top-floor penthouse apartment with the winter sunshine warming his face. The harsh cry of seagulls wheeling above him clashed with the low and rumbling blast of a ferry's horn as the tang of salt hit his nostrils. All of it was quintessentially Sydney. The emerald city. Home.




He gazed straight ahead towards the Opera House with its striking sails and architectural splendour, before turning his head toward the iconic bridge on his right. He knew the scene intimately, having grown up in Sydney, although a very long way from this multimillion-dollar vantage point. As a kid he'd once taken the ferry to Taronga Park Zoo on a school excursion and been awed by the size of the mansions that clung to the shoreline for the breathtaking views. The teacher in charge had noticed him staring and had said,




"Dream on, Jordan. People like you only ever clean their floors."




Tom had never forgotten that hard-nosed teacher or his words, which had eventually driven him to prove that teacher wrong. Prove everyone in Derrybrook wrong—well, almost everyone. Two people hadn't needed convincing because they'd always believed in him.




The penthouse and the Ferrari were his way of giving those bastards from Derrybrook 'the finger'. The long, hard journey to being head of the world-renowned neurosurgery department at Sydney Harbour Hospital was another beast entirely—a personal tribute to one of life's special men.




汤姆·乔丹——几乎人人皆知的乔丹先生——站在他豪华顶层公寓的阳台上，冬日的阳光温暖着他的脸庞。海鸥在他头顶盘旋，发出刺耳的叫声，和渡轮低沉的号角声格格不入。强烈的咸味涌入他的鼻中。这些便是典型的悉尼。这里是翡翠城。家乡。




他注视着正前方的悉尼歌剧院，注视着那引人注目的风帆式屋顶，注视着这华丽的建筑。随后，他扭过头，转向了右手边标志性的桥梁。他对这些景致了如指掌，因为他在悉尼长大，尽管他长大的居民区距他价值数百万美元的豪华寓所相当遥远。当他还是孩子的时候，学校组织了一次短途旅行，那次他乘坐渡轮去了塔朗加动物园。他为海岸线上宅邸之巨大所震惊，那里有摄人心魄的美景。带队的老师发现他在凝视，说道：




“继续做梦吧，乔丹。像你这样的人最多只能给他们擦地板。”




汤姆从未忘记那个现实的老师以及他说的话，正是这些促使他最终证明了那个老师是错的，证明了德利布鲁克的每个人都是错的——呃，几乎每个人。有两个人无需证明，因为他们一直信任他。




豪华顶层公寓和法拉利是他对德利布鲁克那些混蛋“竖中指”的方式。成为悉尼海港医院世界闻名的神经外科主任是一个漫长、艰难的旅程，也是一个非常难熬的过程——他使自己成为了杰出人群中的一员。






立即获取本书详细信息






宝贝计划


作者：琳达·康拉德
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试读





Stinging cold rain ran off the brim of his hat and dripped down the back of U.S. Marshal Sam Chance's neck.




Shrugging deeper into his lambskin coat, Sam felt chilled through and bone weary. So flipping bone weary, in fact, that he figured sleeping for a hundred years would make a great way to spend his next time off—whenever that might happen.




But as he stood on the pavement in the rough March drizzle staring through the smudged front window of a run-down highway café, his body got a shot of much-needed adrenaline. And suddenly he had no need for sleep anytime soon.




She was there. Bending over to wipe down an empty table. After searching for the past six weeks, he'd finally found his woman.




The information he'd obtained from those truck drivers a few days ago had been the key to finding her. They'd said she was working as a waitress in this dingy joint. And there she was.




But look at how fragile she seemed from this distance. He'd never known her to be so thin. And she'd changed her hair color again. He had grown rather partial to the bright red, but he supposed honey-blond was not all bad—if what you needed the most from your hair color was a temporary disguise.




Where was her baby? Did she bring him to work with her? Was the child in the back room of the café?




冰冷刺骨的雨水从帽檐上滑下来，滴在美国执法官萨姆·钱斯的脖子后面。




萨姆耸了耸肩，将脖子更深地埋进羊皮大衣里，他感到全身上下寒冷刺骨，而且精疲力竭。事实上，他疲惫至极，想着如果下次有时间休息那他得睡上个天昏地暗才行——无论什么时候有这个机会。




但是当他站在人行道上，淋着三月恶劣的毛毛细雨，透过公路边那个破旧咖啡馆污迹斑斑的前窗看时，身体好像打了一剂急需的肾上腺素。忽然间他觉得没有必要睡了。




她在那里。她正弯着腰将一张空桌子擦干净。在寻找了六个星期之后，他终于找到了他的女人。




几天前从卡车司机们那里获得的消息是找到她的关键。他们说她在这个又黑又脏的低档咖啡店当服务员。确实，她在这里。




但是从这么远的距离看过去，她看起来多么脆弱啊。他从来不知道她如此瘦弱。她又将头发染成了别的颜色。现在的他已经变得相当喜欢亮红色了，但是他想着蜜金色也不太坏——如果你头发颜色的最大用处只是暂时用来伪装的话。




她的孩子在哪里呢？她在工作的时候也带着他吗？孩子在咖啡店的后屋里吗？




新郎养成记


作者：菲欧娜·哈珀
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试读





IF DAMIEN STONE had been a woman, he'd have become a bit of a standing joke by now. Three times a bridesmaid was unlucky, apparently. Double that number would have knelled the bells of matrimonial doom. Clucking aunts would have reminded him of that at every opportunity, told him to get a move on before he was left on the shelf.




But no one had ever made the mistake of thinking Damien was a girl, and he hadn't been a bridesmaid once, thankfully. Nobody seemed to mind he'd been a best man so many times. If anything, other men clapped him on the back and congratulated him for such an accomplishment. No, Damien didn't think there was anything unlucky about it.




It meant his friends respected him, thought him a stalwart ally. It took a certain kind of person to stand beside a friend at the front of a church, as that man prepared to utter the most life-altering words of his existence. Someone who was reliable, who knew how to get things done. Someone with a little dignity. He supposed he should be flattered.




But more than that, he was thankful—because he was going to need to draw on all of that experience if he was going to survive this day.




Six times now he'd worn a buttonhole as he stood beside a good friend. Six times he'd stood at the front of a pretty stone church in the hush just before the bride made her entrance.




But never before had his palms been so sweaty or his heart run around inside his ribcage like a wind-up toy gone mad.




假如达米安·斯通是一个女人，到现在他就会差不多沦为笑柄了。一个女人如果做了三次伴娘，显然是不幸的；如果做了六次伴娘，那简直就是给婚姻敲响了丧钟。聒噪的姑婶们总是一有机会就提醒他，叫他抓紧点儿，免得自己剩在高阁落了单。




但是，从来没有人错把达米安当成女人，而且，谢天谢地，他一次伴娘也没当过。他做了那么多次伴郎，似乎也没人在意。别的男人反倒是会拍拍他的后背，祝贺他取得这样一种成就。是的，在这件事上，达米安并没有觉得自己不幸。




这说明朋友们重视他，视他为铁哥们。当一个男子站在教堂里的前厅，准备说出最能改变他一生的话语的时候，需要有一个特定的人站在这个朋友身旁。这个人应当是一个值得信赖的人，一个懂得如何做好事情的人。这个人应当是一个有些身份的人。他觉得自己应感到荣幸。 但是除了荣幸，他更多的是心怀感激——因为，如果他打算顺利度过自己的大日子，他就需要积累这方面所有的经验。




这是第七次了，他穿着礼服，站在好友的身边。他曾六次站在漂亮的石造教堂的前厅，在这肃静的气氛中等待着即将出现的新娘。




但是，他的手心从来没有像这样汗津津的，他的心脏也从来没有像现在这样，如一个疯狂的发条玩具一般，在胸腔里左突右撞。




少女与海盗


作者：安·莱斯布里奇
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试读





Repairing a gash in a man's brawny forearm on a ship's deck bore not the slightest resemblance to mending a rip in a petticoat, Alice Fulton decided. She dabbed at the dried blood around the wound with a cloth moistened in seawater.




The prospect of causing pain gave it a wholly different aspect. The ship's pitch and yaw added a further challenge. Fortunately, clear skies and a light breeze kept the motion to a minimum and the awning above their heads protected them from the midday heat.




Roped in as an unwilling assistant, her fellow passenger and best friend, Lady Selina Albright, stared grimly out to sea as if her life depended on it.




Perched in front of her on a barrel, with a three-inch gash in his sun-bronzed skin, her patient, Perkin, seemed remarkably unperturbed. But then she hadn't told the sullen fellow staring at the planks at his feet that this was the first wound she'd actually stitched herself. No sense in scaring him.




在船甲板上处理男人们那强壮前臂上的伤口，可真是不像缝补衬裙上的裂口。爱丽丝·富尔顿心想到，她正拿着一块蘸有海水的湿布，轻轻擦拭着伤口周围早已凝固的血迹。




一方面擦拭过程会引起疼痛，另一方面船体的纵摇和艏摇也增添了难度。幸运的是，晴朗的天气和微风，船的晃动很小，他们头顶的天篷也挡住了正午的酷热。




她最好的朋友，同行的赛琳娜·奥尔布赖特小姐极不情愿地被拉来充当助手。此时她正冷冷地眺望着海面，似乎那里就是她生命的寄托。




她的伤员，珀金，此时正坐在她面前的一只桶上，沉闷地盯着脚下的甲板，晒成古铜色的胳膊上有一道三英寸长的伤口，他看起来非常平静。但爱丽丝并没有告诉这位的小伙子这是她第一次为别人缝伤口，还是别吓他了。




爱的誓言


作者：伊丽莎白·莱恩
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试读





"I can't sleep, Sylvie. I'm scared." The boy stood trembling in the lamplight. Dressed in a ragged flannel nightshirt, he was small for his age. His long-lashed eyes, the color of new copper pennies, were filled with anxiety that went straight to Sylvie Cragun's heart.




"Come here, Daniel. I'll rock you awhile." Sylvie put down the novel she was reading and gathered her six-year-old half brother onto her lap. He snuggled against her shoulder, his black hair and tawny skin a rich contrast to her porcelain fairness.




Outside, though the storm battered the quaint cabin they called home, Sylvie had no worries for their safety. Their father had fashioned the outer walls and roof from the inverted hull of a wrecked schooner he'd sawed into sections and windlassed up the cliff. It was sound enough to hold up under any deluge. But the wind was ferocious tonight. It howled like a chorus of harpies, shrieking among the ancient pines that sheltered the clearing. Lightning flashed through the porthole windows. Rain beat against glass that was thick enough to withstand an ocean tempest. She couldn't blame the boy for being frightened.




Daniel stirred on Sylvie's lap. "Papa's been gone a long time. When's he coming home?"




"He'll be here as soon as he can." Sylvie's arms tightened around her little brother. She was worried, too. Their father had left two weeks ago with a wagon-load of salvage to sell in San Francisco. It wasn't like him to be gone so long. She could only hope he wasn't caught somewhere on the road in this awful storm.




"Will you tell me a story, Sylvie?"




Her breath teased his hair. "What kind of story?"




He mulled over his answer for a moment. "A story about a prince. I like your prince stories."




"All right, let's see…" Sylvie enjoyed telling stories almost as much as Daniel enjoyed hearing them. She usually made them up as she went along, spinning out whatever came to mind. Sometimes her stories surprised even her.




"Once upon a time there was a prince," she began. "A prince who lived at the bottom of the sea."




"How could he breathe?"




"He just could. It was magic."




"Oh." Daniel snuggled closer. Sylvia rocked the chair gently, her voice soft and low.




“我睡不着，西尔维，我害怕！”小男孩站在灯光下瑟瑟发抖。他穿着破旧的男士长款法兰绒睡衣，这使他显得比实际年纪更小。在他的长长的睫毛下，一双眼睛和崭新的铜币颜色相同，眼神中不安的情绪直击西尔维·克拉根的心。




“到这儿来，丹尼尔。我来摇你一会儿。”西尔维放下正在读的小说，把她同父异母的六岁弟弟抱到自己的大腿上。小男孩依偎着她的肩膀，他的黑色的头发和茶褐色的皮肤与她的陶瓷般的白皙容貌形成鲜明的对比。




被他们称之为家的地方是一个古香古色的小屋，虽然窗外的暴风雨猛击着小屋，但西尔维一点也不担心他们的安全。他们的父亲把一艘翻倒的失事纵帆船的船体锯成几块，用来做小屋的外墙和屋顶，并用滑轮吊起来置于悬崖上，坚固得足以抵挡任何暴风雨。但今晚的风着实猛烈，呼啸的声音如同数个鹰身女妖一同尖叫，从庇护这片空地的古松林中传来。闪电从舷窗掠过，雨点击打窗玻璃上，它厚得足以抵挡海洋风暴。因此男孩变得害怕起来，她也无法去责怪他。




丹尼尔在西尔维的腿上翻动着：“爸爸已经走了很久了，他什么时候回来？”




“他会尽快回来的。”西尔维用胳膊紧紧地搂住她的小弟弟。她也很担心爸爸。两周前，他们的父亲拖着一车货物去旧金山卖，那些货全是从沉船上打捞上来的。他从不会离开这么久。她只能希望他不是在路上被这场可怕的暴风雨困住了。




“你能给我讲个故事吗，西尔维？”




她的呼吸拂动着他的头发：“你想听什么样的故事？”




他想了一会儿说：“关于王子的故事。我喜欢你讲的王子的故事。”




“好吧，我想想……”西尔维喜欢讲故事，就像丹尼尔喜欢听故事一样。她总是边想边讲，想到什么就讲什么，有时连她自己都对她的故事感到惊讶。




“很久以前有一位王子，”她开始讲了，“他住在海底。”




“那他怎么呼吸？”




“他就是可以。这是魔法。”




“哦！”丹尼尔向她靠得更紧一些。西尔维轻轻地摇着椅子，声音低沉而温柔。
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